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October 18, 2024 in London

On a lively Friday night, the lights of Soho fill the streets with people strolling, shopping and finding good places to eat.

Many famous restaurants fill up quickly and require advance booking, but none can compete with the most expensive restaurant in Queen's Land.

"The four guests reserved under Mr. Jed's name, right?" The receptionist greeted the four guests in a sweet tone.

"yes"

"Yes, please come this way," she replied, leading the way to the reserved table.

"Jess, congratulations on graduating with your master's degree," said the senior who had been close since high school. It was a great way to start a conversation, and it was him who had gathered to celebrate Jes' success.

"Thank you very much, Nu," he replied with a smile that revealed a small dimple.

"Oh, but are you going back to Thailand to help with your family's business?" Chok, Jess's close friend from high school, said, scratching his head slightly in confusion.

"No, I'm bored. I'm thinking of taking a short interior design course here for another six months," he said, leaning back in his chair and confidently replying.

"That's good. No need to rush. I have to rush back to take care of the family business without any negotiations," said Tem, a friend who had just graduated with Jess.

"Haha, I'll go on a trip for you, Tem," he said in a good mood.

"The appetizers are served. Come and eat and let's review them," said Wit, drawing the attention of everyone at the table to the first dish.

"Ummmm... so goooood." Jess closed his eyes and slowly chewed, absorbing every flavor of the warm bread covered in Parmesan and fried breadcrumbs with Coppa in his mouth. The food at this restaurant is still as delicious as ever.

The waiters continued to serve the dishes one after another until the 15 courses were complete. The four young men chatted and joked happily, enjoying the meal. A celebration that didn't end with a glass of wine wouldn't seem like a complete celebration.

"As a celebration of my Master's degree graduation, I'd like to open a bottle of Massandra Sherry de la Frontera 1775, the most expensive red wine auctioned, to toast our good relationship forever," Jess said proudly. He was a generous person and always cared for his friends and family. He was truly happy to be a giver and didn't expect anything in return. With those eyes that sparkled, he was incredibly charming, even among men, there were many people who liked him.

"Cheers!" The sound of thin-rimmed wine glasses clinking together made a loud noise. The four men held the stems of the wine and swung them gently, examining the color of the wine and smelling its aroma. Afterwards, they drank it in one go, the wine flowing smoothly without leaving a trace on the rim of their lips.

But no party must end. The four men's evening of joy ended beautifully, with the alcohol content in their bodies warming the London air...
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The dazzling sunlight signals that a new day has begun...

Jes-anan stretched lazily before standing tall and slender, then put on a robe and came down from the second floor of the house, House No. 8, the luxurious house he had bought to live in while studying for his master's degree.

"Good morning, young master. Breakfast is ready," said Pong, a tall, dark-skinned young man who took care of and served every detail that young master Jess ordered, from cooking to being a driver.

"What did you make for me to eat today?" the young man asked in a calm tone.

"Scrambled eggs, hot dogs, and crispy bacon, just the way you like it," he replied, pushing the back of his chair aside.

"Ummmm, I really love fried bacon. It's such a heavenly gift." Pong also poured himself some coffee because his young master loved to drink coffee every morning.

"Turn on the TV, Pong. I want to watch the news," Jess ordered while sipping his coffee.

"Yes," he said, picking up the remote and pressing the BCC channel, which was the time for the news that was of public interest.

"A brutal murder occurred in an Airbnb rental home. The body of the deceased was found in a pool of blood. The body smelled of decay. It was estimated that she had been dead for two days. It was later discovered that the deceased was Ms. Maria Basil, 64 years old, from Romania..."

"The situation in England is no longer safe. There are murders every day. It's really sad. I don't want to think if something like this happened to someone I know. Would I be able to cope?" said the man sitting at the dining table, wanting to exchange ideas with the person who had just watched the news at the same time.

"I think no one would be able to accept it, young master. But time will help us forget the pain."

"Hmm, if it were me, I'd be furious and have to investigate to find out who the murderer really is and why he did it."

After he finished speaking, he put down his coffee cup before going up to take a shower. He lathered the cream on his beard and mustache and shaved it cleanly. He styled his hair to suit his face shape and sprayed on Creed perfume before putting on his coat over it.

Jessanan's plan today is to apply for a 6-month short-term interior design course at the Academy of Interior Design.

Ring...ring...ring. The sound of a telephone ringing like a lizard's call. The tall man who was walking down the stairs stopped and turned to look in the direction of the sound. He saw that the caretaker was about to answer the phone as expected.

"Stop! Don't answer. I'll go down and get it myself." Saying that, he hurried down the stairs and headed straight for the phone.

"Jess... is that you, my child?" The voice trembled and hiccuped, making it easy to guess that the person on the other end of the phone was crying. And this call wasn't something the person on the other end wanted to hear.

"Yes, Mom. It's me. Why is your voice like that? What happened?" He emphasized the last sentence.

"Auntie is dead, my child. Sob, sob, sob."
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The flight from London to Bangkok took approximately 12 hours . 
Luckily, there were still 6 seats left in Class BC, which allowed Pong to book a ticket and take Khun Chai to Heathrow Airport immediately. Jessanan's urgent flight happened so suddenly and unexpectedly. He could hardly believe that his beloved aunt would suddenly pass away without him having a chance to say goodbye.
The truth of this mysterious death will surely be revealed one day. But the most surprising thing is why the entire inheritance was given to him alone, even though the lady-in-law had two biological heirs, twin daughters, who were about 10 years older than him.
"Tajes, this way, son," a familiar mother's voice called out as she saw her beloved son emerge from the gate.
"Mom," the young man hugged his mother tightly, giving her support. The news was so bad that they couldn't sleep.

"Pong, hurry up and put the bag in the back of the car," the young man ordered in a sharp tone.
"Yes, sir."
While walking to the car, he had to support his mother because he was afraid that she might faint at any moment.
"Smelling salts, Mom. Try inhaling them. Your face doesn't look good." Luckily, Mr. In, Mom's driver, had some smelling salts with him.
"I can't believe it, Jess. Even though I just received the good news from Jess yesterday that he had graduated, in less than a day, bad news came and clouded our family's gloom. Life is truly uncertain."
"I understand how you feel, Mom. I'm going to Chiang Mai tonight."
"You're tired, you must be jet-lagged. Rest for the night and come back tomorrow. That's my order!" She said in a worried tone, having to emphasize the last sentence to end the conversation because she saw Jess's resistance.

On a dark night at the second floor of the Thara Sila mansion , at the edge of the balcony, Mr. Pong brought a telescope, or as the young master had commanded, over to him. When Jess finished smoking his pipe, he slowly licked his lips, put his right hand in his pocket, and with his left hand he held the barrel of the telescope up, then leaned down to look at the stars.
"The night is so dark, I can hardly see even the smallest stars."
"The sky is overcast, sir," Mr. Pong replied, still looking down.
"I know, but I still want to look, hoping to see something. It's probably like my life right now. It's so dark, and I feel empty inside."
He rambled on and on, feeling emotional, and then recalled the time when his mother and aunt had a falling out, which had led to their loss of contact for more than 10 years...
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This morning, the fog covered the air, making visibility difficult. Traffic in Bangkok remains congested as usual.

Jessanan only packed two or three sets of clothes. He put them in a small Louis Vuitton suitcase.

Squeak... The sound of the door opening and entering his bedroom without permission. That person could be none other than his mother.

"Jess... carry this with you and put it in your aunt's coffin before you cremate her, my child." She handed him a blood-red velvet bag with something inside.

"What is it, Mom?" He took it and looked down at it, touching it gently. He thought to himself that it wasn't very heavy, so it must be some kind of jewelry.

"You don't need to know. Just do as I tell you... okay? This will make me feel better and I won't feel like I owe you anything anymore."

"Are you really not going to attend your aunt's funeral?"

"I believe you will be able to fulfill this role well in my place," she said, lifting her head to prevent her watery eyes from becoming teary.

"Yes... I'll do as my mother tells me. I'll be gone for 2-3 days."

"Have a safe trip. May God protect my son," she hugged him and gave him a big kiss on the cheek.

A black Mercedes-Benz with license plate Thor 88 departed from the Tharasila Mansion and headed towards Suvarnabhumi Airport.

The first morning flight to Chiang Mai is at 10:40 AM. It doesn't take long for a
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