o, Tyrone?” While contemplating how to broz
act of her delayed return to Tyrone, Sabrina received
m him.

"Have you had dinner?" Tyrone asked.
“| just finished eating,"” Sabrina replied.

Sabrina heard Tyrone's resonant voice over the ling,
accompanied by the rhythmic clatter of a keyboard, suggesting
a late-night work session. "Sabrina, are you done with your work
yet? When will you come back?"

Just a few hours ago, Tyrone himself meticulously selected his
photos for a magazine feature, and the office was already In
the process of arranging them for typesetting.

Pausing for a moment, Sabrina curled her lips, dodging the
question casually. "Is Jennie still in Wanda's house?"

Tyrone was taken aback. He caught on to Sabrina deliberately
changing the subject, sensing something was up. He pressed
his lips together before stating, "Yeah. When will you catch a
flight? | will pick you up when you land... Don't tell me that you

can't come back."

Sabrina knew she couldn't fool him. She heaved a
and confessed, "Lately, I've been... Well, | can*
the time being...”

.




rone didn't say a word. Listening to his siler
continued seriously, "Tyrone, you promised me | cot
here, and | had made a commitment to that person..."

As Sabrina's voice took on a more alert tone, Tyrone felt a
sense of helplessness and said, ‘I haven't said anything yet.
How do you know | won't agree?" g

“Your tone is..." Sabrina's lips stretched into a relieved smile.
‘Tyrone, you're the best. | know you'd understand! Don't worry.
I'll finish my work as soon as possible!"

When Tyrone heard her address him in such a sweet tone,
something occurred to him. She hadn't called him in such a
way in a long time.

As this thought lingered in Tyrone's mind, Jennie's childish
voice in the background interjected into the phone
conversation, "Tyrone, are you talking to Sabrina?"

"Yeah, would you like to come and chat with her?"

“Yes!" Shortly after, Jennie's voice became louder as she
neared Tyrone's phone. "Sabrina! | miss you so much!”




e clarified, "That's how it was supposed to b
k on a new job.”

With a meaningful undertone, he continued, "Her photoc ‘
skills have gained recognition, and she's often invited to worki

‘Then... Then, if she keeps getting new jobs, does that mean
she won't be able to come back?' Jennie immediately
understood what Tyrone meant and asked sadly. g

Sabrina was listening to the conversation between them. She
silently scolded Tyrone for being a subtle troublemaker. While
he had agreed to let her work here, he had saddened Jennie
which prompted her to console Jennie.

Sabrina hadn't seen Jennie in a long time and couldn't deny
missing Jennie deeply. She comforted Jennie in a soft voice,
*Jennie, don't worry. Once I'm done with the work, I'll definitely
come back. And I'll bring a gift for you, okay?"

Jennie pouted, agreeing, "Okay. I'll wait for you."

Sabrina continued talking with Jennie for a while.

' the bathroom.

The cheerful tones of Jennie's vo:ce)“'J ’“ .
disapr ared Tyrone was on the call a

'|(||




What did he say?"

s it it
Mr. Nelson doesn't have a scheduletomorrow aftemoon{ {

can come to visit him then."

"Alright, got it. Prepare some gifts. Just keep it low-key." Gis
the scrutiny Tyrone was under, he cautioned against drawin
unnecessary attention or makmg mistakes. '

"Understood.”

The Nelson family's residence, situated in the Municipal
Committee's residential compound, was an individual villa.

After the security check, Tyrone's car drove into the courtyard
and halted at the entrance of Kaleb's house.

In front of the serene villa, a modest yard of about ten square
meters adorned with lovely flowers and lush grass greeted

Tyrone.

The housekeeper was flowering the flora when she noticed :
Tyrone's arrival. Politely inquiring about his identxty
extended an invitation into the lwmg room.




descendingwith quuck steps

The two locked eyes.

It was said that Kaleb had a sister married abroad. This
knowledge immediately led Tyrone to make an educated guess
about Keilani's identity. :

Tyrone subtly nodded in acknowledgment and, without giving
Keilani much attention, turned around to pick up the teacup,
savoring its contents deliberately.

Observing Tyrone's aloof demeanor, Keilani's expression
shifted to one of unhappiness and dejection, feeling a sting in
her heart. Wasn't he curious why she was here?

But Keilani didn't want to press it. If she took the initiative to
talk to him, he would look down upon her even more.

Suppressing her frustration, Keilani strode to a nearby cabinet,
pretending to search for something. She casually retrieved a
band-aid, closed the drawer, and, with a fleeting glance at

Tyrone, went back upstairs.

However, the reluctance lingered, and Keilani _cou!d
Turning back, she finally approached Tyrone‘

A you Iookmg for my uncle?"

’!yhes, ' Tyrone affirmed with a no







