With a graceful pivot, she turned to investigate,
“the enigmatic figure had gracefully vanished
entrance of a nearby establishment.

Kira cast her gaze upward and discerned that it was a b:
Did Sabrina just go to the bar?

Embarking on a tentative path forward, Kira allowed
Inquisitive eyes to scan the surroundings. Lo and behold, the
unmistakable sight of Sabrina's automobile greeted her gaze.

A notion crossed Kira's mind, prompting her to produce her
smartphone and initiate a phone call,

During the daytime, the bar exuded a tranquil emptiness, with
only a handful of industrious staff bustling to and fro, ferrying
boxes laden with merchandise.

Behind the bar counter, the bartender was diligently restocking
the assortment of ingredients with precision.

Sabrina, with an air of quiet determination, proceeded to
request several bottles of wine. Seating herself with an '.r‘»o_f_-':" |
purpose, she deftly uncorked one of the bottles and expertl
poured herself a generous portion.

~ As the bittersweet elixir coursed down her 'th
- countenance contorted ever s ‘
~ lingering anguish and sorrow thz




g ustice for her beloved father

But, alas, the truth had proved to be far more harrow
her imaginings.

Her once stalwart and formidable father had not fallen vic

the machinations of heartless capitalists. Instead, he
become unwittingly ensnared in a web of intrigue utte
unrelated to him. He had met his untimely demise amidsf
power struggle within the Blakely family and Galilea's insatiable
pursuit of money and status. He had perished in a kidnapping:
scheme he had unknowingly participated in and had been slain
by the very "victim" he had endeavored to aid.

Sabrina found herself yearning for the simpler explanation that
her father had fallen prey to ruthless capitalists.

Alas, no solace could be found in this revelation and her heart
remained heavy with sorrow

Sabrina gracefully raised the glass to her lips again and
indulged in a succession of sips.

She found herself ensnared in a trance-like reverie, as though
Tyrone himself had materialized before her very eyes.

A furrow etched upon her brow as Sabrina clung to the g’aﬁs«" i
her delicate hand sweeping through the air to
spectral apparition that persisted.

Tyrone's spectral presence lingered like a
~ ever-present haunting in her thou




today seemed to beckon it with a siren's call, blu
boundaries of her consciousness.

Wordless communication passed between the trio as they
made a beeline for Sabrina's table.

‘Dear lady, why do you sip your sorrow in solitude?' remarked
a man with stylish, spiky hair, as he gracefully settled into the
seat opposite Sabrina. His gaze, slightly intoxicated, found her
beauty irresistible.

The other two gentlemen positioned themselves, one to her
right and the other standing tall to her left.

Sabrina carefully lowered her glass, regarding the trio with a
hint of consternation. She spoke with a modicum of annoyance.
"Excuse me. | seek solitude in this moment. Would you kindly

refrain from disturbing me?’




To her dismay, the man on the left nnterposed hlms |
her path. "And where might you be headed, my. dear beauty?:
shall accompany you," he declared with an impish _grm

i

‘To settle the bill "

"There's no need for you to concern yourself with the tab;’ t:'_e7
man retorted, his voice laced with a hint of insidious cha [

"Why not linger a while Ionger7' ‘
Growing increasingly exasperated, Sabrina raised her voice{' |
summoning a waiter. "Waiter!"

Emerging from the depths of the establishment, two waiteré,
having just transported boxes, responded to her call.

Observing the situation, one of the waiters stepped forward,
casting a measured glance at the trio. "How may we assist you,
madam?’

‘| wish to settle my bill but these gentlemen seem unwnlhng to
allow my departure,” Sabrina explained, her frustratuon evi én'




* The man to the left couldn't resist joining the fray, ¢
the waiter. "How dare you treat Kody like this! Summ
manager at once!”

Similarly, the man to the right chimed in, "Are you new h
Don't you recognize Kody's significance?"

Yet another waiter intervened in an attempt to mediate the'
escalating dispute. 8

But Kody and his cohorts remained unyielding, refusing to let
Sabrina go.

Recognizing a fleeting opportunity, Sabrina seized it and swiftly
made her escape from the tumultuous scene they had created.

As Sabrina took her initial strides toward freedom, Kody made
an abrupt pivot, his fingers enveloping her delicate wrist. "My |
dear beauty, do not be hasty in your departure,” he purred, his
grip surprisingly tenacious.

"Release me!" Sabrina implored, her efforts to break fr
proving futile in her semi-intoxicated state.

Her voice, while unyielding, lacked its usual corr




The standoff between them intensified, casting an ¢ of
shadow over the atmosphere.

‘What's going on here?"

A sudden interruption shattered the impasse. A voi
originating from a nearby vicinity, pierced through the tenston. -

All heads swiveled in unison toward the source of the sound.
Kody arched an eyebrow and inquired, "Who might you be?"

Sabrina, momentarily caught off guard, experienced a spark of
recognition. Her eyes lit up and she exclaimed, "Tyrone!"

In an instant, her prior antipathy toward Tyrone dissipated,
replaced by a sense of relief and gratitude that he had arrived
in the nick of time

Kody regarded the newcomer with a prolonged, assessing gaze,
eventually breaking into a placating smile as he spoke. “Could
you be Tyrone Blakely, the esteemed president of the Blake
Group? It is an absolute honor to cross paths with you ir

establishment.”

Yet the man remained silent, neither confirmingne

- accusation. His gaze, ice-cold and unying NG
he delivered his command, “Get out 0




"Indeed, he bore a resemblance but not an exact one
seemed somewhat different from the man in the newé”” C
them remarked.

Kody elucidated, "The images in the media have lik
undergone some manipulation. The woman is his former wi
Sabrina. As for that man, there's no doubt."

"His identity is inconsequential. Anyway, we got the money."

The trio left, leaving Sabrina exhaling a sigh of relief. She
squinted her eyes and smiled, directing her gratitude toward
the man, "Tyrone, | must thank you for your timely arrival. You're
forgiven for a few minutes.”

The man approached, taking a seat opposite Sabrina, his
demeanor earnest as he posed a question, "Do you know who

| am?"

In the brief pause that ensued, Sabrina blinked, a hint of
incredulitytinging her voice, "Tyrone, have you lostyour senses?"

Blayze remained silent, his heart heavy with the realization
Sabrina's recognition of him as Tyrone had been aprod :
her inebriation.

| Lowering his head, his eyes cloaked
grappled with the weight of the trutl';,_




