d, the editor-i n'-:ch:ief‘ 'eiami'ned_ he p

~ up at her, confusion evident. "Aren't they goo

if Sabrina questioned, "Are they okay?"

~ "Aren't they good?"

il

"Why are they good?"

"Aren't you asking too much? Why don't you let Mr. Bla
judge for himself?"

Sabrina looked up from the camera at Tyrone and said, "Co
here and take a look."

Tyrone stood up and approached. He inspected the photos

T ¥

the camera and complimented with a smile, "They're all g
Sabrina. You're a good photographer."




Wherever he appeared, she would relentlessly seek h
always look at him.

Then, they had been a couple for three years.

Even if she didn't want to admit it, she was familiar with evi
detail of him. The more familiar she was with him, the mor )
imperfections she noticed in these photos.

Sometimes, even a master photographer who was good at
modifying photos couldn't satisfy a customer.

There was no denying that Tyrone was exceptionally handsome,
and photos of him taken by anyone would turn out well.

However, to Sabrina, Tyrone in these photos was not as
handsome as she knew he could be. People couldn't see his
good features in these photos.

Making up her mind, Sabrina said, "You can sit back. I'll try t01:
take more photos.” ‘

‘Okay." Tyrone returned to his chair and sat down.

Sabrina resumed her position with the camera p
-up shot of his face. ‘




> was speechless. It was the first time he hac
- Photographer guiding the subject
~ manner.

Sabrina treated the shooting seriously, determined to
his best angles and let others see the best photos of him.

She planned to capture four pictures, each from a differe

angle and background. She still needed to take three more
photos. ;

Sabrina walked over and stood in front of Tyrone and carefully
observed his face with eyes narrowed in focus. Sometimes, she
moved to the left, and sometimes, she moved to the right. She
was determined to find the best angle for him.

‘Haven't you seen enough for so many years?" Tyrone teased in
a low voice, his lips curling in a smile.

Sabrina retorted, "You will smile like this when we take the rest
of the photos later."

Tyrone was helpless.

‘Change the background and the clothes.”

The assistant quickly produced a black suit from
handed it to Tyrone. She went to the set next to

more photos.




“I'm sure he can do it."

- Tyrone was sitting on the sofa for the next pose.

[

Sabrina intended to capture a full-body shot.

She instructed him, "Don't be too stiff. Sit however you like." =3 ];

After the photo was taken, Sabrina reviewed it again. Looking
athis longlegs, Sabrina nodded, satisfied with the composition.
Then she moved on. "Change the place.”

'So soon?’ White questioned skeptically.

"Yes."

However, Sabrina wasn't satisfied with the remaining
backgrounds. After some thought, she suggested to Tyrone,
“Let’s go outside and take a photo in the car."

‘Okay."

"Where is your car?"

“In the underground garage."

| Sabrina turned to the editor-in-chief and Wh

|

| "Whose car is in the parking lot in front of the




"Are you done?" White asked, his eyebrows furro /ing
as he opened the car door for Tyrone.

"Yes."

Although White didn't entirely trust Sabrina, he still put
smile for Tyrone and suggested, "Mr. Blakely, let's go upstairs
and choose the photos."

Tyrone glanced at Sabrina.

Upon returning to the reception room, Sabrina uploaded the
photos to the computer from her camera and showed them
four of the photos she had carefully taken. She looked at
Tyrone and expressed, 'l believe these four photos are the best."

White frowned disapprovingly ‘It's Mr. Blakely's decision not to 3
make, not yours.” He couldn't help but wonder what was wrong
with Sabrina. Why was she so strange? Yet, he couldn't deny
that these four photos were indeed excellent. '

Tyrone concurred, "I also think these four are good. Let
with them.”

| "'Then I'll head back to edlt and refin
~ brisk rdlegld




on the table in front of them.

Tyrone didn't open it. He spoke to them all, but his eyes were
fixed on Sabrina. "Order whatever you want to eat. It's my treat.”

White politely expressed his gratitude, 'Thank you, Mr. Blakely."

"The classic Nice Salad with cream cheese, Australian Sirloin,
black pepper sauce, noodles with Trotter sauce, Tiramisu for
dessert, and Moscato white wine," Sabrina told the waiter with
no hesitation.

White stared at her, speechless. What the hell was going on
with Sabrina? She was acting so casual. She wasn't polite to |
Tyrone at all. '

make conversation,

Meanwhile, Sabrina focused on eating without saxP }
While eating, she contemplated how she ¢ ‘
 Tyrone a lesson now that she didn't have-”




