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A veritable sea of reporters choked the
hospital's entrance, the throngs so thick t

- all anyone could discern were ceaseless came
flashes, threatening to eclipse the midday suns
Wave after wave, they clamored at the gates,

jostling to breach the hospital's barriers.

Frank stood, utterly aghast. The spectacle
unfolding before him seemed straight from a
drama. He turned to Brandon, his eyes bulging
in disbelief. "I can't believe this madness!
They're practically laying siege to a hospital,
just for your story. Is this the world we live in
now?"

Brandon's gaze, icier than a winter storm,

. swept over the mob. "There's a lot more of them

| than I'd bargained for," he noted with evident
disdain.

hat should we do now..." Frank's words stuck
throat when his gaze darted to




nwhile, Brandon, a commanding fig
"e"gance and authority, began to stride tow
the epicenter of the chaos.

]- His tall, statuesque form and chiseled features
acted like magnets, drawing every eye and lens
to him.

The first echelons of reporters, recognizing him
instantly, almost frothed with excitement.
Shutter clicks became deafening as voices

clamored, "There he is! Brandon's here!"

Echoes of excitement rippled throughout the
horde. Whispers transformed into shouts of

. anticipation.

"Finally! Brandon's emerged! This is the scoop:

‘we've been waiting for!"
1

l

Wl et's break through! First one in gets the scoop




to being a weapon. _
With eyes gleaming with a mad hunger
| exclusivity, the reporter barked, ignoring
Brandon's frigid aura, "Mr. Larson, they're
branding you a killer! Why are you roaming free
instead of behind bars? Did your wealth buy the
police's silence?”
A hush fell upon the sea of reporters outside, a
collective breath held, shocked into silence by
the audacity of the question posed to Brandon
within the hall.

Brandon Larson, the formidable titan of Barnes,

had just been audaciously labeled a klller.




: ,«ias the Larson Group s CEO 1
ouchable?"

afterwards. An attempt to erase evide

| perhaps?"

"And your wife? How does she fit into this
jigsaw puzzle?”

"Mr. Larson..."

"Could you please answer me..."

Their probing questions were as relentless as a
driving rainstorm. Brandon, however, stood
undeterred, an island of icy calm amid a
tempest. He cast a withering gaze over the
assembled reporters, then fixed his cold eyes
upon the audacious journalist before him. *Tell &
me, did you personally witness me comrmtu
‘murder?”

Such was the chilling intensity of Brandon's
' that the journalist faltered. |

»gphone trembled in his gr'aspj: b




d a shoulder wound bec

"Well..." The reporter, caught off guz ¢

| himself grappling for words, but Brandon |
- grant him a reprieve.

. "You claim I'm a killer without firsthand
evidence. Perhaps it's time my attorneys
reminded you of the price of defamation,®

Brandon remarked, his voice glacial.

The atmosphere in the room, previously thick
with tension, suddenly felt as though the"

oxygen had been sucked out.

A heavy stillness settled. The reporters, both
within and outside the hall, exchanged uneasy

glances.

The mere mention of the Larson Group's:
| legendary legal squadron struck terror in thelr
1 hearts. This formidable team had an unbeate
streak and was a veritable legal juggernat
nes.

of these journalists were just
y. Did they truly h:




‘your queries there."




