emmg to turn translucent th'
~ his hands protruding like mountain
of malevolence shimmering beneath his

Larry's words found a firm home in Tyroné'lvsr
Growing up side by side, Tyrone posses:

unparalleled understanding of Larry. Larry ex
gentle, hesitant demeanor, and even though he ha

sinisterintentions, the courage to enact them elude ,' ;

Tyrone seethed with frustration, watching iLarr
inability to meet his expectations. il

"It's Galilea." Larry responded ,r
explaining, "She was hunter? “;{
everywhere and comered me.! <

Il il l" l




r it
he uttered those words, a sudden
one and his pupils contracted. '

"Grandpa's death!"

“Yes, our grandpa's passingwas not your faultb
I let him down..." Larry confessed, his eyes s.
agony.

Galilea had spilled every secret to Cesar, even blami
Larry for kidnapping her and causing Connor's death

Cesar never fathomed that Larry, known for hu
meekness and humility, could be implicated
someone's demise. i

The individual whose demise Larry had been embroiledv.':”'.
in happened to be none other than Sabrina's father. |

Worse still, Larry even attended Connor's funeral.

Cesar's heart was plagued by frustration
disappointment.

He had always considered himself a champion ‘

mourning Connor's death deeply. Little did )
- that the very person responsible for Connor:s
been his own grandson! i |

one clenched his gfgethva '
is knuckle b




A m from the floor, stagge
‘Since you haven't reached a deci
a rest now."

Just as he reached the door, Tyrone's voice
from behind him, "Stay home and be with yot
the next few days..."

Larry paused before saying, "I will."

Sabrina patiently waited in the office, her patienc
waning as darkness descended. Finally, Tyrone returned

As she saw him enter, Sabrina lifted her head from her |
book and inquired, "Why didn't you answer my calls?*

Before she could finish her sentence, her jaw dropped in
astonishment.

The Tyrone before her was a stark departure from th
one who had left earlier. »

His face bore several bruises, his hair was dishev
his collar askew, his tie hung loosely over h1s ch




The warmth of Sabrina's slender neck fel

Tyrone's breath, yet she fought the instinct to

After a prolonged silence, Tyrone took a dee
composed himself, and closed his eyes. "It's not

He retreated slowly, releasing Sabrina from his gras;

Sabrina lifted her gaze, sensing something profoun: ,_
his heart.

Her scrutiny revealed the injuries on his face. "Were you
in a fight?"

"Yes," Tyrone replied, his voice subdued.

Startled, Sabrina remarked, "I'll fetch the first aid kit.
Please have a seat."

The chairman's office housed a spare first aid kit stocke
with basic medical supplies.

Tyrone didn't utter a word, casually draping |
over the back of the sofa and taking a seat.

Sabrina placed the first aid kit on:

~and began searchmg for
"W at




Tyrone obediently inclined his head tov)érd
she gently applied the cool ointment with t
swab. ‘

Sabrina stole a glance at him and inquired, "Doesits

"I'm perfectly fine," Tyrone responded, his gaze fills
with affection for Sabrina.

Suddenly, an anxious tremor washed over Sabrina. She |
avoided meeting his eyes and continued applying the
medicine to his injury. "Aside from your face, are there :

any other wounds on your back?"

1nvoluntanly

Tyrone took Sabrina's dehca;
- gently against hlS chestﬁ

: nd confessed, '




Tyrone glanced down, noticing that the bac
exhibited redness and swelling around the
with some broken skin oozing blood.

"It's merely a minor scrape," Tyrone dismissed.

"A minor scrape, you say? Then there's no need for
medication."

"Well, well, well!" Tyrone interjected swiftly, preventing
her from putting the ointment away. He retrieved it and
placed it back into Sabrina's hand. "I do require it."

Sabrina cast an eye-rolling glance in his direction,
securing his hand with one of hers while gently:
administering the ointment with a cotton swab held in

the other. B

Tyrone lifted his gaze to behold Sabrina, who ’
focused on her task, her head bent low. His oV
lowered, harboring a complex blend o‘fl_g;;n




~ After a brief pause, Tyrone gazed out of the w
proposed, "It's growing late. Are you hungry? !
a restaurant and converse over a meal."

Sabrina's irritation grew.

From the car to the office, to after the meeting, to

going out and coming back, and now it was turning
dinner time.

Sabrina couldn't help but suspect that Tyrone was
intentionally toying with her. ’




