“The moment Richard entered his mansion,
Samantha greeted him as if she had been waiting

for him all this time right next to the door.

Usually, when she was there to wait for him like

a loving wife in the old cliche movies, Richard
felt a sense of relief after a long and busy day.
Today, however, even her bright smile couldn't
erase the serious and somewhat gloomy

expression from his face.

‘What's the matter?" Samantha couldn't help but
express her concern. She didn't like it when
Richard looked so serious in her company. After
all, her sole role in this was to make him feel

better than he did with his wife.

The man looked down at her with his dark eyes
and said coldly, "Follow me to my office, Sam, we
need to talk”
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Iis question seemed like an interrogation and it
made Samantha anxious. She tried to conceal it

with a wide smile and began to explain,
|

"Well, my yoga instructor has a small studio, it's
pretty new so he still hasn't installed the proper
charging system there..."

Richard finally turned around and pierced her
with his sharp glare. "What's the name of that
. studio? l,forgot‘."

;d‘

|J’h]’tl I [r al H L
J] |

e
}ﬁ,; f




<case. "That's a pretty name. Where is it
- located?"

Samantha was beginning to feel frustrated. ‘Why
is he asking me all these questions? [s he
suspecting me of something? He said [ could use

that money for whatever | want so why the third

degree all of a sudden?'

Regaining her composure, she let out a long
exhale and faked a convincing smile. "Why? Do

you want to go there with me next time?"

The notes of innocence in her voice made
Richard chuckle. He walked up to the couch and
took a seat next to Sam, setting his whiskey
glass on the glass coffee table. "I know you've
met Jason Sanson the other day, Sam."

Miss Blackwood felt her insides tie in hundreds
of tiny knots while her blood felt so cold, it was
about to cut through her veins. If someone had
told her that the whole world was abot




ure to choose a shabby place away from the city
center, I didn't see anything suspicious...'

She wanted to try and explain herself but
Richard spoke first. "Samantha... Is Jason Sanson
trying to blackmail you with anything?"

The woman widened her eyes at him
"B-blackmail me? God, Richard, there is really
nothing to blackmail me with! The rumors that I
was a prostitute have already died out and trust

me, | have absolutely nothing else to hide "

Samantha was prepared to defend herself
further when Richard surprised her with his
next words. "Sam, I told you I would help you so
you can tell me everything. What's going on
between you two? If he's causing any trouble for
you, I will help. You have to trust me for this to

work."




With another long sigh, she decided to go with
yet another lie just to be safe, "I trust you,
Richard, but... well, to be honest, I felt a little

embarrassed..”

Richard offered her a surprised expression.

"Embarrassed?"

Samantha nodded. "You see, back in the hostess
bar I worked at, I had a very good friend. A very
nice and kind girl who got into that business

because of her family's debt. I learned that she

got pregnant because one of the clients was not

careful enough and both Mr. Sanson and that
man refused to pay her to take care of her baby.




 pocket this money for himself?* 1

"N-no, he won't, I know that for a fact! Why
would he? This money is just pocket change for
someone like him, he is a very rich man, trust

She looked at him carefully, assessing his
reaction; Richard let out another heavy sigh,
"Alright, I will let it slide since you're so
confident, but you have to promise me that if Mr.
Sanson tries to make any shady moves, you will

tell me everything, can you promise me that?"

Samantha nodded in relief. "Yes, | promise.”







