Friday nights seemed to be the busiest:
nightlife in the city was bustling with young
party people and aged socialites secking to
unwind after a long, stressful week.

Mr. Clark rubbed his red stinging eyes and
leaned back in the car seat, eager to finally get
back home and get some sleep. Samantha was
supposed to attend some kind of a party so he
didn't expect her to greet him tonight, which he

actually found relieving. !

He liked her; compared to Amelie's reserved and
somewhat cold persona, Samantha was bright,

lively, cheerful, and warm. When he was with

her, he felt at ease; there was sornethin

-




he felt a ;
t ket of his suit. He reache
retrieve the buzzing phone and notice
didn't recognize the number on the scre:

“Hello?"

The female voice on the other line sounded a bit
too chipper for such a late hour.

"Mr. Clark? I'm calling you from the SH Hospital.
You are a registered guardian for Mrs. Amelie
Ashford and... Miss Samantha Blackwood, is that
right?"

"SH Hospital?" Richard widened his eyes and
jerked his body into an upright position. "Yes.
You are right. Did something happen?*




through the half-asleep lobby of SH Hospital. H
walked straight to the register stand and |
demanded the room numbers of both Samantha
and Amelie.

“They are both resting in VIP rooms, Mr. Clark;" a
short but skinny nurse said as she looked
through the notes on her computer screen,
"Miss Blackwood is in room 701 and Mrs. Ashford

is in room 704.

“Thank you! Richard nodded at the nurse and
dashed to the elevators, frantically pressing th

button with the number seven on it.




but serene face. Samantha's hair was still d |
but it didn't look like she was either cold or
feverish.

He sighed in relief.

The room door slid open once again, inviting Dr.
Bavel inside. He whispered, "Mr. Clark? Let's
step outside for now”

As they exited the room, the doctor put his small
round glasses on the bridge of his nose and
started reading from the chart. "Miss Blackwood
was conscious when she was brought here. She |

complete rest, she will be fine. I gz
“sedative to make sure she had a ¢




As Richard pushed the door sideways and
entered his wife's room, he noticed Einar
Ingvarsson sitting in the chair beside Amelie's
bed. The woman was sound asleep too.

The deemed orange lights in the room concealed
the foreigner's appearance at first but as
Richard's eyes finally examined his body, he
noticed that his hair was damp and so were his
clothes.

“Mr. Ingvarsson? | didn't exp
here? ‘1 '




~ His words made Richard feel extremely anno
“I don't want to come off as rude but [ don't

o s A ¢
this is any of your business, Mr. Ingvarsson.”

Einar leaned back in the chair and sighed. "It is
my business when it's related to the people I'm
trying to partner with. You see, Mr. Clark, I only
do business with those whom I consider my
friends.”

Then, he suddenly stood up, turned his entire
body around, and looked Richard straight in the
eyes; his expression tinged with both animosity
and disappointment. "And while Mrs. Ashford is
my friend, you, on the other hand, are very far
away from that" =2
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