‘tét her in'

Amelie walked into her husband's office and
greeted him with a dry but friendly "Hello" to
which he replied with another nod, his eyes
slowly going over a document in his left hand. He
was busy but since he still let his wife in, it
meant he didn't mind having a conversation with *

her.

" don't need anything, Kate, thank you." Amelie
dismissed the secretary and once she left the
room, Mrs. Ashford walked up to the couch in
the middle of the office and took a seat.

“What brings you here today?“ Richard asked i




her feet and walked up to he
nd's desk, placing a smartphone iflff

“I heard you were planning to sue Johnathan
Radcliffe for assault because of what happened

to Samantha--"

Richard finally set the document aside and
interrupted her sternly, "You were involved in
this too. I'm simply doing what's right to protect

D

the ones I care about” 2

Amelie looked away, briefly fixing her eyes on
the blue sky behind the office's window. A tiny
sarcastic grin was desperate to touch her lips
but she fought back her real feelings. What was
the point? Between them, there was nothing real

anymore; only pretense.

“In any case," she finally turned back to Ri
"l would like you to stop it and withdr:
~complaints at the police stati i




it toward Richard. "Because if you don't, the
Gilmores will sue Samantha for slandering thei
daughter's reputation by spreading false IUMOrs
about Elizabeth

Richard looked down at her phone and realized
there was a recording opened and waiting for
him to press the play button. He moved his dark
brown eyes back at his wife and she nodded,

encouraging him to play it.

He pressed the button and arched his eyebrows

as he heard a male voice confessing that it was
indeed Samantha Blackwood who spread the
rumors about Mrs. Gilmore; the one he, too, was

aware of.




ocial pariah and

For a moment, Richard was surprised at his
wife's straightforwardness. He had noticed it
shortly after he introduced her to Sam. In the.
past, she was reserved, closed-up, almost
emotionless, and yet, that was precisely what he
liked about her. She was quiet and obedient. She
would never go against him because she was
connected to him on every level of her

)
z

existence.

Now, she was evolving into something new. She
was showing her true colors. Thread by thread,
she was detaching herself from him; slowly, their

lives were beginning to get separated. =8

The Amelie Ashford his parents raised for him e

was no longer in his grasp. 2




With a confident smile lighting up her face, she
picked up her phone from the desk and added, i ;
"So what is it going to be, Richard? Your pride or
our reputation?”

The man offered his wife a frown but Amelie
knew she won. Even for people like them,
reputation was more important than shallow

pride.

"Fine the harsh notes of his voice betrayed his
internal struggle. "I'll take care of it. He will be
released by the end of the day.’

Amelie smiled and hid her phone back in her

purse. "Thank you”

She headed for the exit but decided to pause and




he then offorod hlq boss a guilty look and added i
“Kate is having a call with the secretary's

office—"

"It's alright, | was leaving anyway." Amelie
nodded at Ron and left the room.

Richard let out a long and somewhat irritated
exhale and almost growled at the man. "What is

it?"

Ron quickly approached Richard's desk and

placed his tablet before him; he then pointed at
the charts and said in a timid tone, "The stock
market got updated, sir. The company was sold




dSIghed "I know it happens, but. LW

-did he say about the rest of my money? Is he

moving it around?"

His assistant nodded. "Yes, he found a more
reliable stock so he will be shifting there. He
said the selling point is in two weeks"

‘Good. Fine. Just keep an eye on it. And make
sure the money is coming from my closed

accounts. Amelie can't know about this" !

“Yes, Mr. Clark."
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