‘wa ﬁnally turning to its normal, handsome
state. The bruises and scratches were healing
nicely thanks to the hospital treatment fully paid
for by persuasive Austin Hall on behalfl of his
boss, and only his left eyebrow still had a small
white bandaid plastered across its curving shape
to cover up the stitches that he received that
day.

“To be fair Eainr walked closer to Amelie and
she immediately felt a strong smell of tobacco
- emanating from his clothes. She hated smokers

but there was something unexpectedly soothing

the blend the man liked to smoke. Finar




against her lips.
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"It is not your fault, Mrs. Ashford. You are but a
convict of your circumstances and [ pity your
situation. Like I have said before, if you were the
one leading this negotiation, I would have been
more open to signing the agreement sooner.
Unfortunately, [ am not that lucky." 1

Amelie felt really bad about the entire situation.
Many people were relying on this partnership
including herself and the fact that Richard could
toss this all away on a whim was utterly

upsetting. 2

She had to admit to being selfish. Yes, she
- regretted spending so much time working hard
| |:on this project and eating herself alive for




a very good partner to close the deal. [ truly
~like your business idea and if [ can do anything
to help—-"

This time, Einar interrupted her by covering her

lips with his. 3

Amelie's eyes were round with astonishment
while the man's lips slowly but gently moved
over the soft skin of hers, desperately seeking a

positive response.

She felt as if her body no longer belonged to her
- - mind; she lost all control of it and could only
. temain silent and motionless, hoping that her
senses would find their way back to her once

d once they finally did, Amelie placed her
1 top of Einar's shoulders to try
/e t he wit




glued to the woman's blushmg face, slowly
~ scanning her for the reaction he still hoped was

'about to erupt.

In the end, he didn't find it, and a bitter, sad
smile appeared on his lips as he finally said.

"Stundum missir astin sig i bakgrunni merkingar
ordanna. Stundum... Til ad fa svarid sitt, parf
madur ao spyrja meo likamanum frekar en med
roddinni. Og svaret sem eg fekk var

‘nei”’ [Sometimes love gets lost behind the
meaning of words. Sometimes... In order to get
his answer, one needs to ask with his body
instead of his voice. And the answer | received

was "no" ]

Although Amelie understood every single word
he said, she felt absolutely lost and couldn't form

,,.a smgle comprehenqwe response to his masked it




With her legs tucked to her chest, her chin was
Vrésting on her knees and although her body was
desperate for a change in this sitting
arrangement, she had no strength to move even

a single muscle.

Liam's phone was tightly jaimmed inside her
palm like a stress relief toy, her thumb lightly
moved over the bulging buttons. The phone had

been silent for days.

‘Mr. Ingvarsson left today too... in the last week,
it seems like all everyone was doing was leaving

me.

. Amelie moved the phone closer to her eyes and
| ‘essed the big button right under its small
creen. Every time she did that, she felt
pointed -~ there was no blue. nvelope to
e anew unread message. '
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_ ‘the times they spent together. Every walk
every conversation, every encounter they had
together was still fresh in her memory and she
felt like she could flip through them like through
the pages of a photo album.

And yet, she couldn't help but admit that even
though it had barely been a week, all of it was
already turning into the memories of the distant

past, bound to be erased stroke by stroke with

each passing day.

Amelie was exhausted. Slowly, her entire body
was beginning to get heavier, and when she felt
like she could finally fall asleep, the phone in her
hand vibrated, jolting her back to her senses.

It was an incoming call.




