Bold – corrections
Italics - comments
After that night, I never saw William Castallono or his family ever again. Also, that night had changed the perspective that everyone had on me. I had become the talk of the town. Everyone looked at me with disappointment and disgust; even my parents. They cursed at me, and called me names, saying that I had dishonored the family. 

Not that I could blame them. I mean, everyone now knew the real me. Everyone knew the real Susannah Leroux. She was not the sweet, little angel that everyone thought she was; no she was a wicked little demon as it were. Is she referring to herself in third person or did you accidentally write it that way?
If it had been some one else,[delete] and not me, I would have probably been the same way towards that person as everyone was to me. I probably deserved it…[space]no I did deserve this punishment. I had hurt many people when I only meant to hurt four men that wanted to use me in order to get the Leroux money. Was that a crime? Is wanting to be loved more than money a crime? 

Not being able to decide, I rose from my bed. I crossed the room my wedding dress that hung from the giant mirror on my wall. The dress sparkled from the morning sunlight that shown through the balcony window. 

“I have not done anything wrong,” I told myself aloud. “There is nothing wrong with wanting to be loved more than my family’s money!” 

I wanted to run to the balcony and yell it to the town. But of course I did not follow my first impulse. Instead, I simply left my room and went to find my parents. On the way to the dining room where my parents were eating breakfast, I realized that even though I did not love Jessie Lafayette, I was going to be happy. For I would be with a man who loves me for whom I am. Even if I get trapped with him in the most awful place imaginable, it would be better then living in a nice place with a man who does not even know that I exist for being in love with money. 

My parents were seated, chatting as usual. Well, they were until I entered the room. I stood in front of them angrily. “I know that the two of you are angry with me for scaring off the men I was betrothed to, and getting myself engaged to a man you do not even know, but you know what? I do not care. 

“Here I was betrothed to William Castallono, a man who only wanted me for my money, and not for love. Just like the others. I was unhappy, okay…[space]I admit it I was unhappy. Daddy, you knew that I was, but you did not care. So, I took the matters into my own hands. Even though I do not love Jessie, I know that I will be happy with him because he wants me for me and not your money.” 

They sat there looking at something or [I would delete that part] me like I was unintelligent. My father simply stood to his feet, and stated, “All lies…[space]now get out of my face you dirty little-” 

“Fine. I will leave your sight, and you will never hear the sound of my voice ever again…[space]but I will tell you this: James will be far worse than I. You think you know your son? Ha!” 

That was the last thing I ever said to my parents. They tried to talk to me for an entire day; the day before my wedding, but I would not say a word. Why are they suddenly deciding to talk to her if they didn’t seem to want to before?
The wedding arrangements went by quickly. Probably because they were the same arrangements that William and I were supposed to have…[space]I am guessing. 

Jessie had sent my engagement ring,[delete] and a few gifts by horse to me the day before our wedding. The wedding was going to be held at the Leroux Manor. Lucky me…[space]not. 

“Susannah, Jessie has sent you something in a package,” my mother informed me, placing [It just sounds better to me. If you decide you don’t like it, it’s fine. (] a package on my bed. Without saying a word, I pulled apart the package,[delete] and looked down at the contents that were once inside. Among these were my betroth ring, a pair of teardrop earrings, a bottle of sweet smelling perfume, and a garment worn in bed. 

The garment was a little alarming; seeing as the message behind it was that my fiancé could not wait to be with me—if you catch my drift. The thought had not occurred to me until now. Seeing as how Jessie was marrying me for…[space]well, me, which would mean…. 

A crack of lightning interrupted my thoughts. A roll of thunder and a downpour of rain followed it. That was just how I was beginning to feel…[space]boring. 

* * * 

On the wedding day, the weather was distasteful. It was still storming, as it was the night before. 

I allowed my cousin, Elizabeth—who, by the way, was my only family member who was not angry with me, for she had done the same thing—to do my hair. My hair was pulled back,[delete] and pinned into a chignon at the crown. It had shining curls and little ringlets intertwined with the top of the veil. 

She then,[delete] helped me with my dress since I would not allow my mother to enter my room. My dress was a floor-lengthened dress made of white silk. It was sleeveless, had full-length white gloves, and the teardrop earrings that I had received from Jessie. Why would that be on the dress?
While I was packing my things, a headache was forming just behind my eyes, and I wanted nothing more than to be alone so that I could bathe in perfume. Even though I was not exactly looking forward to my wedding, I did owe it to myself to feel beautiful. 

Suddenly, Elizabeth asked, “Are you feeling okay?” 

“My head aches a little,” I told her. 

“Well, you better lie down then so that you will not be unfit for tonight.” 

“Elizabeth…[space]I cannot believe you just said that.” What tone of voice did she use as she said this? What were her thoughts and feelings?
She smiled a naughty smile, causing me to laugh uncontrollably. 

“After all,” she exclaimed Why is she exclaiming?. “You are leaving tonight.” 

I picked up one of my pillows and threw it at her playfully, saying, “At least Jessie lives in a place where no one knows of me.” 

“Luckily, I did not have to go through what you are going through…[space]I still cannot believe you confessed like that,” my cousin said lightly. 

“It is not like I had a choice. It was either tell them or let everyone believe that I was mothering his child…[space]which I am not, by the way.” 

“True.” She paused. “Are you going to say goodbye to your parents?” 

“No. Here they come,” I said bitterly. How did she know they were coming?
