her face. "It's all my fault...

or me, you wouldn't be hurt so badly.."

arrett glanced at Harrell, helpless

ing to halt her tears, Laney urged Gar

't cry anymore. Let's address




arrell, “Please be gentle ‘and don
xcessive force." '

‘-11_: had been a while since Laney had showﬁ"'
“thls level of concern. Hearing her soft, carin:

s

ausing him to trem




ewound, he warned senously, "The n‘ext:_‘

- will hurt more. Can you withstand it?"

| Garrett's face, pale but sarcastic, retorted, '

| ahead. I can't believe... it can hurt that much.'

| Harrell nodded, an admiring look on his face» .

"'-Alnght If you're not scared of pain, I won’ t
old back. You need to brace yourself."

aring this, Garrett's expression faltered
> holding back? What's that s
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.' pon bandaging Garrett's wounds, Ha
e:\pia‘t'ced him on the shoulder, admiration
{4’sigh. "I didn't expect you to endure
 immense pain without any anesthesia.
professional bodyguards couldn't bear it. Ma: y
- of them would pass out from the pain." 1'-

_ Garrett looked blankly at Harrell, stunned. Afteﬂ
| a moment, he asked with trembling, pale hps,!

. "Are... Are you saying that I could have used

‘anesthesia?"




