ESCAPE FROM A SACTUARY FULL OF LIES

m me. The future

f; ed was gone. 1

During that time, | grieved so mtcns(ﬂy that |
barely functioned, Xavier, conversely, seemed
almost relieved. In retrospect, he likely saw the
accident as the perfect cover from the start.

Strangely, 1 felt a trace of relief as well. Perhaps
It was for the best. A life tethered to a man who
saw me as a collection of spare parts would have

been an Intolerable existence.

The Greek landscape was magnificent, and |
chose to make it my new home. After securing a
long-term lease, | settled into my whitewashed
villa. It wasn't large, but it was airy and perfect
for a solitary woman,

My life here was quiet yet [ulfilling, To‘b i
some life to my home, | adopted a stray
:found on the beach.




It happened on a day [ was heading to a local
dive shop to inquire about chartering a boat.

As I walked down the narrow, cobbled street,
Xavier suddenly appeared, blocking my path.

“Miranda, I found you!” he exclaimed.

At first, [ didn't recognize him. It had been three
months since [ last saw him, and his appearance
was shockingly altered—gaunt, haunted, and a
mere shadow of the powerful mogul I once

knew.

Upon seeing me, his hollow eyes lit up. He
moved toward me, his arms outstretched as if to
pull me into an embrace. But I flinched back.
dodging his touch.

I put more space between us, eyeing him v
~ cold caution. “Stay away from me.”




-

sh, as il he were the wronged party. |

“Ileave for one day on business, and you
disappear. You cven left divorce papers. Have
you stopped loving me?”

His voice held a sorrow that sounded almost
real, as if he had suffered a great injustice.

Itwas clear he was still clinging to the hope that
I didn't know the full story.

I pulled out my phone and played the recording
of Jennifer’s confession from my room at the

center.

“Do you think he truly loves you? He comes to
me whenever he can. Even with me so sick, he
can't stay away. And by the way, on the day of
your accident? He wasn't in some board meeting
—he was with me at the hospital, holding my
hand through a flare-up. He can't live wnthout
me anymore. If you have any decen ‘

N grgnthim a divorce.”




He's saving my life!

Xavier's face went white. He stared at me in
disbelief.

“She... she told you everything?" he choked out.

I put my phone away and said coolly, “Now you
Know why I left. Consider my signature on those
divorce papers my final gift. Don't ever contact

me again.”

With that, I turned to leave. But he grabbed my
arm, his grip desperate.

“Miranda, wait. I didn't go through with it. I

couldn’t. You're the only one who matters.”

His explanation felt like a cruel joke. T couldn't
help but laugh, a harsh, bitter sound.

“We're already divorced. Who you choose to
save Is no longer my problem. You she df‘%?
back to Jennifer now. I'm sure the life you







