Although the divorce between Richard Clar
Amelie Ashford was supposed to be held in

secret, a couple of nosy reporters still managed
to find out both the date and the time of the
process, and were now waiting outside for it to

be finally over.

A short, middle-aged guard escorted Amelie to
the room where her meeting was about to begin,
and as she entered, she saw that everyone was

already waiting for her.

T can't believe he had the audacity to bring that
woman here with him," Amelie fumed internally
when she noticed Samantha sitting right beside
Richard.

I wonder if she insisted on coming with him
because she wanted to gloat... Because if he




Unbehevable I can only hope that Rlchard simply
didn’t notice her wearing them because if he did
and still let her come here looking like this, then
he is more than just pathetic. He is a total scum.

‘Now that we are all here, let's begin.”

Benjamin Andersen, a court judge and a trusted
friend of the family for many years, offered
everyone a brief smile and cleared his throat,
shifting his eyes back to the papers on the table

below.

“Since the formal contractual union was ended
by mutual agreement and neither of the sides
has any additional claims, this is now an official

formality. So.." !

Somehow, it felt that Benjamin refused to




to get divorced. If anything, she looked like she
came to rub someone's face in it, perhaps even
to take her revenge.

Amelie's eyes were fixed on the wall behind the
judge. All she had to do was say yes—she was
ready for it anyway—yet something deep inside
was preventing her from saying it. It was

ridiculously absurd.

Richard Clark shifted uncomfortably in his seat
and released an irritated, though suppressed,
groan. Samantha placed her manicured hand on
the desk and started nervously tapping her

fingernails. Each time they touched the pohshed
wood, it sounded like gunshots. ‘




but now it was finally official.

Richard was the first to put his signature on the
document, then it was Amelie's turn. She placed
the documents in front of her and looked at her
ex-husband-to-be's name written in black ink by
his hand. She was already used to it; managing
the company together had made her look over
thousands of documents signed by Richard. Yet
she had never once considered that there would
be a time when she would see his signature on

divorce papers.

Here go the years | wasted on this marriage...
ending with just one stroke of my pen. I guess it
was smart of me not to take his last name after
all’

Amelie released a subtle exhale of regret
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Mr. Andersen, Richard, and Samantha fixee
widened eyes on Miss Ashford, their
bewilderment was almost palpable.

At last, Richard leaned over the desk and
narrowed his eyes. "What is that supposed to
mean? What do you need his seal for?"

With a light smile on her pinkish lips, Amelie
pulled a few documents out of her purse and
placed them on the desk in front of the judge.
Without even looking at her now ex-husband,
she explained, "I need his seal to stamp my

marriage certificate!

"What?!" Richard jumped from his seat, his face
turning red. "Amelie, what the hell are you
talking about?!" it

Miss Ashford knitted hﬁ;’r“bf:"
her ex-husband's rea il




repﬁ_ed. ‘lam gettmg married, Rlchard.vM .
husband is about to make an entrance."

As soon as she finished that sentence, the door
to the room swung open, inviting a tall, neatly
dressed man with hair as black as the raven's

feather. Richard's face turned pale in disbelief

while Samantha almost jumped from her seat,
her eyes refusing to believe what she was

witnessing.

"Am | on time?" Liam's tone was a melodic

mockery while his lips curled into a wide grin. 8

“This can't be... Amelie, what the hell is going on

here?!"

Richard's voice was bordering with a growl
which made Liam stand between h1m and hlS
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nodded too, confirming her desire to get
remarried right away. Richard, however, made
another attempt to protest.

"‘Amelie, you can't do this! I cannot allow you to

get married to this man!" 3

The judge chimed in with a loud grunt and took
both marriage licenses into his hands, scanning
them quickly before answering Richard, "Calm
down, Mr. Clark. Mrs. Ashford is now a single
woman and this is up to her to decide whether
she wants to get married or not. 1, as a judge,
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have no objections.”

With that, he stamped the documents and smiled

at Amelie.

"Congratulations, Amelie. I will be waitin

wedding invitation." 9







