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Chapter 20: 

 

 

The silence continued until the luxury car eased to a stop in front of a grand five-star 

hotel. 

 

 

She leaned closer, looking confused. “Aren’t we supposed to be going home? Why are we 

stopping here?” 

 

 

Kristopher spoke plainly. “I know we rushed the marriage papers, but we should still do 

things properly. And don’t worry about the ceremony—I’ll make it up to you.” 

 

 

Make it up to her? 

 

 

Dayna blinked, not sure she had heard him correctly. But when she looked at his serious 

face, her cheeks turned red without warning. 

 

 

He was definitely serious. 

 

 



Suddenly, a ringtone broke the silence between them. 

 

 

Kristopher looked at his phone, his face tightening a bit. “Everything’s ready. Head inside. 

I’ll go find you later.” 

 

 

Dayna said nothing, pressed her lips together, and got out of the car. 

 

 

𝖱𝗲𝘢d 𝘄і𝘁𝘩𝘰u𝘁 𝗂𝗻𝘁𝗲r𝘳u𝗉𝘁𝗶𝘰𝗇ѕ 𝗼𝗻 𝘨𝗮l𝗻𝘰𝗏e𝗹𝘴.co𝗺 

 

 

The hotel manager was already waiting, bowing slightly as she approached. “Welcome, 

Mrs. Hudson. Mr. Hudson reserved everything this morning. Please come this way.” 

 

 

The place was exclusive, reserved for members only, wrapped in a quiet kind of luxury 

that whispered sophistication. Yet even in a setting this polished, filth still found its way 

in. 

 

 

“Dayna?” 

 

 

That overly sweet voice reached her ears just before she saw the woman. A slim figure 

leaned against Declan’s arm, her pale face carefully made to look soft and pitiful. 

 

 



It was Madison. The same woman who had given Declan a kidney, the one he treated like 

a queen. 

 

 

When Dayna was still married to Declan, he had never kept a proper distance from 

Madison. At times, it even felt like Dayna was the outsider. 

 

 

Dayna’s gaze turned colder and colder. Had she really thought a man like that was ever 

worth loving? 

 

 

Declan saw Madison staring and looked up. His face was already sour, but now it turned 

downright nasty. “Dayna? You’ve got the nerve to show up in front of me?” 
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