Issenger seat of the car, taking deep, deliberate b
nan attempt to calm her nerves. She frequently examinec
- herreflection inthe camera of her mobile phone, practicing
| a smile she believed a typical girl might wear.

Despite her efforts, each smile seemed more forced than

the last, leading to a growing sense of frustration within
her.

Brandon was at the wheel. As the car paused at a red light,
he glanced over at Sonia, observing her jittery attempts to
smile. Wanting to offer some comfort, he spoke up.

"What Mona really wants is to see the real you, not a
facade."

His words took Sonia by surprise. She paused, staring
blankly at her reflection on the screen, lost in thought.

After a moment, a heavy sigh escaped her as she ventured
a hesitant question. "Could the paternity test report be
incorrect?"

| Brandon, his hand resting lightly on the steer
- harbored a secret hope that the repo
| mistaken. Despite his wishes, multip
ified the truth of Sonia's relat
laughter and .
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| herself with appearances; her main focus had been

- getting enough to eat. When she was later adopted an
trained by the Barton family, her thoughts were consumed
with surviving each new day.

Now, facing the prospect of meeting her mother, she felt
deeply inadequate.

Her mother was so beautiful, but as her daughter, she
didn't seem to have inherited her genes.

She shared these thoughts with Brandon, but he remained
silent, unsure of the right words to comfort her.

Their journey continued in silence until they reached the
sanatorium. A luxury car, valued in the millions, pulled up
at the entrance.

Sonia quickly unbuckled her seatbelt and exited the car,
walking briskly ahead of Brandon.

As she approached the entrance, she suddenly stopped: _
- and turned. g1

b

"Mr. Larson," she called out, turning to face Br
a look of determination.




um to see Mona, maklng h|m a fa
mong the staff.

As they entered, one of the nurses recognized hlm and
greeted him with a warm smile. "Mr. Larson, are you here
to see Mona again?" :

"Yes. Where is she?"' Brandon asked the nurse courteously.

"‘She's domg well today. She's out in the garden enjoying
the sun," the nurse replied, pointing towards an elderly lady
in @ wheelchair not too far away.

Upon hearing this, Mona turned to look in their direction,
her gaze meeting Sonia's.

Sonia had mentally prepared herself for this encounter,
rehearsing her smile and planning what she would say.

Yet, when the moment came, she found herself unable to
speak or smile; instead, tears streamed down her face
uncontrollably.

With a sob, Sonia managed to cry out in a hoarse voice.
‘Mom!"

Her call resonated around them, drawing the attention of
| everyone present, but Mona showed no re
| observmg them quietly.

eling utterly lost, Sonia desperate!







