“Hi, Miss Ashford. How have you been?"

Liam's voice sounded quiet and exhausted. It
sounded as if he had a hard time uttering the
words and Amelie got incredibly concerned. "
have been busy, just the usual things. What
about you, Mr. Bennett? [ have sent you many

messages but you never replied..."

Her words were met with a long silence from the
other end of the line and Amelie instantly knew
what they meant. One long minute later, her

assumptions were confirmed.
"My brother has passed away this evening 3

The woman felt a sharp rock forming in the
middle of her throat. It was expected and
perhaps Liam was prepared but it was still a i

recalled everything




“lam really sorry, Mr. Bennett. [ am sorry you
and Mr. Oscar Bennett have to go through such a
tragedy. I can only... I can only say how sorry I
am. I am truly sorry."

Liam held his breath the whole time Amelie was
talking and once she was done, he let out a long,

trembling exhale and closed his teary eyes,
rubbing them vigorously as if that would help
the tears dry faster or stop altogether.

‘Miss Ashford.." he finally started, his voice
shaking no matter how hard he tried to compose
his emotions. "If I was standing next to you right
now and asked you for a hug, would you have
hugged me?"

Amelie almost choked on her own words. “Mhrn
- Yes, it goes without saying."
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ed at such a rapid change of
s good for both of them.
g of which," she tried to lighten the

‘mood even more. "You said this phone was an
important keepsake. May I ask why?"

Liam took a few moments to ponder, humming
quietly under his nose before finally replying, "It

belonged to my late father”

“Oh.." Now Amelie felt bad because it seemed
like she inadvertently evoked vet another
unpleasant memory. Liam, however, seemed to

have a different opinion. He continued.

“You probably remember the snake game these
phones used to have. My brother liked it a lot
when he was a kid and kept stealing this phone
from our dad's pockets to secretly play that

e instead of doing his preschool studies."




. ld hlm to keep it safe until he came back
He never did and Noah never touched that
phone ever again. 2

I didn't want to lose it so | have been keeping it
with me all this time. T think the night I
accidentally left it under your door was the very
first time I have ever lost it. [ was very happy
that it was you who found it. And [ was very

happy that it is you who gets to keep it!

“This is such an important item.” Amelie felt a
little uncomfortable after hearing the story
behind the old mobile phone. "I don't think [
deserve to keep it, Mr. Bennett. It means so
much to both you and... your late brother. Would
you like me o ship it to you?"

Liam let out a soft, somewhat sad chuckle. "No,
) Miss Ashford you are the one [ want to have
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’ybur friend needs a lot of money, ~
The hostess bars do not pay enough? I
: ght that was the only reason the girls even
£0 to work there —— the money.”

Kyle slid a thin white envelope across the coffee
table in his hotel room and Samantha shoved it

right into her purse without even looking inside.
This was the second time she had to ask him for
money because, after all that had happened, she

didn’t want to have Richard suspect her even
more.

She still needed time before she could freely use
his money.

“That girl has a family she is supporting so the
money she earns is not enough. I appreciate

your help, Mr. Marshall, I will make sure to repay
- Youas soon as [ can!
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in the opposxte corner of the ro

ng embarrassed by such a sudden
tnterrogatlon "Well... Richard said he likes it
more when I don't wear makeup so I am only
putting some refreshing touches."

Kyle grinned and leaned back in his seat. "Is that

$0? Mrs. Ashford also barely wears any makeup,

-~

perhaps he is just used to that" 2

Samantha rolled her eyes; it annoyed her that
even Kyle harbored subtle feelings of admiration
for that woman. Sliding her purse over her
forearm, she stood up and offered the man a

friendly smile.

“Thanks again, Mr. Marshall. [ should be going
now, you probably have a lot to do today."

“Wait a moment, Miss Blackwood,' Kyle, too, rose
to his feet and walked up to the big wooden desk




t 1 and Kyle added. T see Mr. Clark didn't
‘mention it to you. Oh well, I guess I am your
lucky charm. If you come with me to such an
event, more people in Mr. Clark's surroundings

will see you in a better light. After all, the only
thing that matters to them is that you, too, can

attend parties like this one."

Falling back onto the couch, he picked up his
drink again and grinned. "Come, Miss
Blackwood. I will consider it you're paying me
back for the money that is now resting in your

purse.’







