Finally, he noticed Einar's hands wrapped around
- Amelie's thin wrists as if holding her captive.
~ Now, the source of his growing irritation

became crystal clear.

Puffing out his chest, Liam marched up to them
and forcefully removed Einar's hands from
Amelie's wrists, pushing him away so hard that

Mr. Ingvarsson almost lost his balance.

“What the hell are you doing to her?!" Liam's
voice echoed with anger, his narrowed gray eyes

~ sparking with malice.




"Gentlemen, what's the matter here? Let's calm

down and remain civil!"

Unfortunately, her efforts were ignored by both

men.

With an annoyed grin, Einar raised his eyebrows
at Liam and said calmly, "Let go of my shirt, Mr.

Bennett.

[.iam smirked back. "Not until you explain
yourself, Mr. Ingvarsson.

Their brief standoff was about to reach a boiling

ad ockingly, then delivered a strong N




ired and confused, Amelie hurried out of her

- office and instructed the secretary to summon

security immediately. Natalie nodded and
dashed to the elevators, while Mrs. Ashford
struggled to comprehend the unfolding scene.

‘What on earth is happening? How could they

start a fight like this?'

Luckily, the hotel security responded promptly.
Three tall, burly men in black suits rushed into
Amelie's office, accompanied by Austin Hall.

Spotting the commotion and knowing Amelie
had met with Liam earlier, he hurried in, hoping
Liam hadn't landed himself in serious trouble.




They were just like children caught in a

: ~ meaningless fight.

Austin rushed to Mr. Bennett, his expression
reflecting genuine concern as he assessed
Liam's injuries. A black eye, a split lip, several
scratches on his left cheek, and a torn collar

gave [iam a disheveled appearance.

Instead of showing him some pity, however, his
~ assistant slapped him on the shoulder and began
his scolding. "What the hell happened here? How
1nthe world did you get into this mess? This is




"Mr. Ingvarsson, are you alright? Goodness, your
eyebrow! It's bleeding so much!"

Indeed, on top of similar damage received by
Liam, Einar had a split brow, a thin but
consistent trail of blood running down his face,
and leaving a dark stain on the black fabric of his

shirt.
Austin turned around and quickly approached
Einar, offering him a bow and a sincere apology

on behalf of his boss.

ey am really sorry, Mr. Ingvarsson. Please allow
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~ might need stitches!"

~ Liam clicked his tongue in frustration and that
loud sound prompted Amelie to meet his glare.
He was upset that she approached Einar first
while completely ignoring him. He was losing his

mind.

"Mr. Hall." Amelie turned back to Austin and

addéd, "Please take Mr. Ingvarsson to the

hospital immediately and ask Natalie to bring in
| the first-aid kit on your way out. Mr. Ingvarsson,’
i | she fhen looked at Einar and offered him a stern

: nd'f‘.(‘)l;llow Mr. Hall. You can b¢ grum :
‘anyone else once your wound is taken

c¥




ikt PRL .
The woman watched him wince from pain fora |
r seconds before she took a seat next to him | b

and looked into his face.

“"Look at you, Mr. Bennett... What a mess of a
face you have now"

Liam was still avoiding her eyes but Amelie
didn't really mind that. "What was that all about,
Mr. Bennett?"

The man refused to answer her question. At that
moment, Natalie walked in and placed a white
plastic box with a red cross on both sides and a

. small pouch filled with dry ice on its top.

Amelie opened the box, retrieved a small cotton
11, ped it into the antiseptic, then cau
am's chin between her fingers




It was funny; in the past, he could have sworn he
was able to hear her nervous heartbeat &

desperately trying to crash through her ribcage
but now, it seemed that their roles had

reversed.
"So why did you start a fight, Mr. Bennett?"

Still focused on tending to Liam's wound, Amelie

asked in a calm voice.

This time, Mr. Bennett didn't hesitate.

~ "Because I was jealous." 3

Amelie paused and finally looked up
s. "What?"
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