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About This Book







As always, please note that This is NOT a standalone book. For a full understanding of the story, reading volumes one through nine is required. 




Additionally, due to IRL issues and needing to get this book out, this is only part one of the "Assistant" arc. 




Part two will be coming as soon as possible! More details in the afterword!





Chapter 1: Phone call.

August 6, 2024

Ring ring ring...

Alexander's comfortable sleep was broken far too soon, dragging him away from the warmth of Charlotte's soft body nestled against his own. She felt impossibly pleasant to hold. For a moment, even half-awake, he instinctively tightened his arms around her, reluctant to let go of the peaceful feeling of cuddling her close.

He reached out with half-opened eyes and picked up his phone... As his new life unfolded, Alexander came into contact with more and more people and built relationships with them.

Over time, these relationships grew more complex and profound. Alexander was starting to get a little busy, and it was foreseeable that he would only get busier in the future.

This clearly didn't quite fit the tone of treating life like a "game".

Alexander knew that if he didn't make some changes, in another month, he would have to take at least several calls every day. Busy day and night, it would be impossible to sleep in, even if he occasionally didn't get enough rest!

Although this wouldn't cause him any mental stress. He didn't feel a shred of mental fatigue; his spiritual power was a thousand times that of a normal person.

The reason he still needed to sleep was due to the limitations of his physical body, not mental exhaustion... Besides, Alexander enjoyed sleeping. That was what a human life was about.

He felt no mental pressure.

However, the future life Alexander envisioned was not one where he was as busy as a corporate drone. Most of the time, he kept himself busy because he found it fun.

Ultimately, there were times when he didn't want to be busy, times when he just wanted to hold one of the women he loved and whisper sweet nothings.

"It's time to find an assistant..." The thought flashed through Alexander's mind. He instantly locked onto a few candidates from the vast sea of information in his memory, then filtered them further.

Even after ten thousand years, even though Alexander knew so, so many people, only a handful met his requirements for an "assistant."

This wasn't just a matter of IQ; it also involved extremely high standards for personality, way of thinking, and the ability to comprehend Alexander's own thought processes.

While meeting all these conditions...

The "assistant" also had to be a young, beautiful woman!

This was because Alexander found it difficult to accept a man knowing certain secrets about him. An assistant wouldn't necessarily be the person who knew him best. Still, they would inevitably learn a great number of his secrets in certain areas, including many of his schemes.

There were also considerations of loyalty, family background, and their own ability to handle crises.

Therefore…

In truth, based on their overall qualifications, Jasmine Doran, Aileen Arison, and Seraphine Arden were not qualified to be Alexander's assistant.

This wasn't a difference in their capabilities, good or bad...

It was simply that Alexander himself was not normal! His "assistant" had to be unstable. To some extent, only a "neurotic" could keep up with the thoughts of a "ten thousand-year-old demon" like Alexander.

◆◆◆

The call was from Tommy Calder.

"Speak," Alexander said directly after answering.

"Mr. Ciotta, are you in the presidential suite at the Nebula Hotel?" Tommy asked, his words coming quickly.

"Yes... Did the paparazzi show up?" Alexander was very calm. Since Tommy's first words were about his location, this was the only possibility. Alexander had already considered this yesterday when he took a moment to call Martin Russo after leaving the banquet.

Martin had arranged many things for Alexander in a rush. Since Alexander hadn't arranged them himself, slip-ups were inevitable.

It wasn't that Martin was incompetent. It was that the intelligence on Charlotte Langford was far, far too valuable.

Alexander was already mentally prepared for this; it was no big deal.

After all, every entertainment reporter in the country had gone mad, and the reporters in Chicago were especially frenzied, as if they were on drugs.

They were desperately searching for Charlotte. When she ran from her company yesterday, they were bound to mobilize terrifying resources to search for her throughout the city!

Alexander couldn't even be bothered to take Charlotte and leave the city to hide for a while. There was no need.

In the end, these paparazzi would only be running around in circles for nothing.

"Yes, Mr. Ciotta! My informant at Fat Cat Studio called me out of the blue. He said the studio owner had someone look into possible overnight accommodations for Miss Langford. This tip is still top secret within the circle, and only a very small number of people know about it. I estimate there won't be too many people coming to stake out the place, but if it drags on, it's hard to say..." Tommy said in a rush.

"Mm, it's a small problem. You handle your own business. You don't need to worry about the paparazzi," Alexander said.

"Okay, Mr. Ciotta. I'll get back to it then."

"Mm."

The call ended.

Tommy truly was the number one paparazzi. He had the largest civilian intelligence network. He had so, so many informants. He was the strongest in the entire industry at getting firsthand news! This was the value in having subdued him. The value this guy could generate when used properly was countless times higher than he himself realized.

For example, right now, Tommy was opening fire on Zenith Media. He was the vanguard in this major event!

Alexander tossed his phone aside.

"Who was that... so early..." Charlotte mumbled, turning over drowsily.

"Tommy Calder. Some paparazzi are here to catch the two of us," Alexander said with a slight smile.

"Huh?!" Charlotte's eyes flew open. She had already gotten enough sleep, but this news jolted her fully awake. "Where are they? How long until they get here?"

"They're probably already here, just downstairs." Alexander smiled and stroked Charlotte's striking, bright orange hair. "What are you so nervous about? I'm here. They won't be able to get a picture of you."

"What's there to be afraid of if they get a picture of me? I'm afraid they'll get a picture of you..." Charlotte looked up at Alexander with pleading eyes. "If your photo gets posted online, your identity will be doxxed, and then all those connections... Mmph!"

Alexander kissed her, shutting her up. He held the kiss until she melted against his chest before pulling away.

"You have to believe that if my photo ever appears on the internet, it will be because I wanted it to appear, not because someone snapped a picture and posted it," Alexander said with a smile.

"Aww..." Charlotte gave him a look that said, 'Fine, what choice do I have but to believe you?'

It was already ten in the morning. Although they had been woken up around six by Jasmine, they had both gotten enough sleep overall.

Despite the small scrape on her knee, Charlotte decided to take a shower first. It barely hurt anymore. She would just need to dab it lightly again after her shower.

Alexander, wearing a hotel bathrobe, left the bedroom and turned to the adjacent one. The door wasn't locked from the inside.

The curtains in the room were drawn. They were extremely effective at blocking light, but Jasmine Doran had left a small gap, leaving them partially open.

A single sliver of light entered the room, creating a hazy beauty in the dimness.

Jasmine was still fast asleep, lying on her side facing the window. A thin blanket covered her. In that sliver of light, the undulating curves of her silhouette were like a mountain range greeting the rising sun, fantastically beautiful.

Alexander gently closed the door. He walked toward Jasmine.

Jasmine was truly fast asleep.

She had been on the phone with her father until nearly midnight the previous night. After washing up, it was already half past twelve by the time she lay down in the small bedroom attached to her office.

She had woken up a little after three in the morning to go to the airport, taken a private jet, and then traveled from the airport into the city... It was past seven before she finally fell asleep again. All told, she had only gotten a little over five hours of sleep.

Therefore, even though Jasmine was usually a very alert person, she still didn't sense anyone entering the room. Alexander silently approached the bed, pulled back the blanket, and slipped in.

"Hm?" Startled by the touch, Jasmine woke up. Her hand subconsciously reached under her pillow. Just as her fingers brushed against her gun, she froze. She had sensed a familiar "aura"—not a scent, but a feeling, and the way the hand rested on her slender waist.

Jasmine, who had been facing the window on her side, turned over.

"You go back to sleep. I'll just stay for a bit," Alexander said with a smile, pulling her closer and letting her rest her head on his arm.

"Hmph~" Jasmine let out a soft, ambiguous hum, accompanied by the heavy breathing of someone who'd been woken up and didn't want to move. She leaned against Alexander's shoulder, then frowned and shifted back slightly.

She tugged at Alexander's sleep robe, then began pulling it over his body.

Soon, Alexander's robe was tossed out from under the blanket.

Now, the embrace was finally comfortable.

Jasmine even snuggled down, burying her head in Alexander's chest. She closed her eyes and went still, ready to go back to sleep. Her posture made it clear: Alexander wasn't allowed to leave until she had slept her fill!

Alexander had no objection to this; it wasn't like he had anything urgent to attend to anyway.

The room gradually fell silent.

The sound of Jasmine's breathing, growing even and steady, was very faint.

Alexander didn't make any moves on her either, simply holding her with his eyes closed...

He wasn't the type to force himself on his partner if she wasn't willing. That would only damage their relationship, and Alexander would never allow words like, "I'm tired today, maybe tomorrow," to be spoken between him and his women.

No one was allowed to say that.

After resting with his eyes closed for a while, Alexander confirmed that Jasmine was sound asleep again before opening his eyes. He reached between their pillows, found Jasmine's phone, and silenced it.

Half an hour later.

Bzz~

Jasmine's phone vibrated. The caller ID showed no name, only the number 33.

Alexander answered and put the phone to his ear.

"Boss..." the person on the other end began.

"It's me," Alexander reminded him softly.

"Ah... Is that Mr. Ciotta?" The man was one of Jasmine's bodyguards and was very familiar with Alexander. He could recognize his voice and, of course, knew what was going on between Jasmine and him.

"Yes, it's me," Alexander replied quietly.

"Mr. Ciotta! We're right outside the hotel... You... you know, right?" The bodyguard stammered slightly. They had tailed Alexander last night. While other people's bodyguards might not know who Alexander was, they were Jasmine's, so they were a bit intimidated.

"Yes... You were following my car last night, I know... Just tell me what's going on," Alexander said quickly. "Has someone else shown up outside?"

"Ah, yes! Mr. Ciotta! Some suspicious people are lurking around. We have men upstairs and downstairs, and in the hallway outside the suite, but there are more of them than us. Some have already come down the hall, taken a look, and left. It's very strange... What should we do...?" the bodyguard asked.

"Just paparazzi. They want to get a scoop but don't want the hotel to know who they're after, afraid the news will leak and attract other reporters... You don't need to be nervous, and don't engage them. Just send someone to keep an eye on the security room, and then..."

"Also... as for drones, don't worry about them for now. Wait until..."

"In addition... bring someone up for me this afternoon..."

Alexander gave a few simple instructions.

When he and Charlotte had come here last night, even the hotel's surveillance systems had been turned off, so there was no footage of them entering the hotel or the room. But obviously, the hotel couldn't keep its cameras off for long.

The time of his and Charlotte's departure was also uncertain.

So, he first had Jasmine's bodyguards watch the security room to prevent the paparazzi from cozying up to the staff and using the hotel's surveillance to get a full picture.

He ended the call.

Tucked under the blanket and nestled in Alexander's arms, Jasmine was still sound asleep.


Chapter 2: A picture.

After freshening up, Charlotte Langford emerged from her room wearing an oversized white bathrobe. She looked around but couldn't find Alexander.

When she saw that the other bedroom door was closed, she realized where he was. She didn't disturb them.

Taking her phone, she sat down on the living room sofa. She first replied to various messages, then opened social media. As she scrolled, her expression shifted constantly—pouting one moment, looking displeased the next, and occasionally breaking into a smile.

The post she published and then deleted yesterday had truly caused enormous repercussions and trouble!

The paparazzi were still searching for her worldwide.

Online, her loyal fans and haters had started a war of words. Bluecrest Music and even the Aurora Group were already mobilizing resources to delete posts, but doing too much at a time like this could backfire. It wasn't exactly negative news; it was just that Charlotte herself didn't want the matter hyped online.

But she still hadn't figured out how to respond.

When she thought about it carefully, it was still a huge problem. Although she no longer needed to use this matter to defy her father, and even the threat posed by Jasmine had been neutralized by Alexander, it seemed like everything was fine. But in reality... the far-reaching consequences of this incident could last for years.

Because now, the entire internet was saying that Charlotte was in love.

"I will love you forever!"

When Charlotte posted and then deleted it, she deliberately used the wording! She had used big exclamation points! She wanted everyone to know that she was declaring her love for a man. Her goal had been achieved; the entire internet now truly believed it.

This meant... for years to come, Charlotte would be relentlessly hounded by the paparazzi.

One should never underestimate the patience of paparazzi when they are tailing someone.

Some paparazzi, to get a photo of a top actress's affair, would follow her continuously for a whole year. They would do nothing else, just focus on one person, following her wherever she went, even abroad. It was utterly insane!

As the saying goes... No defense can hold forever.

Charlotte couldn't remain on high alert forever. She couldn't possibly mobilize massive manpower and resources every time she met with Alexander to eliminate any possibility of being photographed.

But if she wasn't that careful, she was truly afraid she would "implicate" Alexander. If he was photographed and doxxed, revealing his true identity, then...

After scrolling online for over an hour, Charlotte felt completely out of sorts.

What should I do?!

Charlotte wasn't worried about whether she could leave the hotel smoothly today, nor about the initial ten days to half a month of hype.

It was what came after... the long-term was the most grueling part. It was terrifying!

But she was Charlotte Langford! This made it impossible to just let the matter cool down.

She was just that famous. She was already starting to fret about being too famous.

The fact that Charlotte had never been in a relationship before was a huge gimmick in itself. Now, with her public confession... the paparazzi would dig three feet deep if they had to, just to find that man.

No matter how she responded, the paparazzi wouldn't give up.

Charlotte considered posting a denial, making something up about it not being a lover but something else. Still, she felt that probably no one would believe her.

Besides, everyone has moments of carelessness. Although Charlotte trusted Alexander's abilities, the thought of him having to be constantly on guard just to be with her made her heart...

Bzz, bzz, bzz—

Charlotte suddenly heard a sound like a phone vibrating. Puzzled, she looked at her own phone, then at the coffee table. She looked up and scanned the room, and her face instantly changed!

The living room had huge floor-to-ceiling windows.

She and Alexander had had a candlelight dinner by the window late last night. To better enjoy the city's night view, the curtains were only half-drawn.

The dinner plates and half-finished bottle of red wine on the table hadn't been cleared away yet.

Outside the thick, soundproof glass, a drone hovered, its four propellers humming constantly. Its camera was pointed right at Charlotte on the sofa.

She had been filmed.

This presidential suite was on the sixty-seventh floor, more than six hundred feet—nearly two hundred meters—above the ground.

Skyscrapers of this height were rare anywhere. In most places, a sixty-plus-story building stood out like a lone titan.

This hotel was exactly that. The other nearby buildings were no more than 40 stories tall.

When Charlotte had dinner and watched the night view with Alexander last night, she had a sense of looking down over the city. The scenery was beautiful.

She had considered the possibility of being secretly photographed through the window—it was all too common in the entertainment industry—but at this height, with no other buildings of comparable height opposite her, it should have been impossible to take a photo under normal circumstances!

A drone?!

Yesterday, when hundreds of people surrounded the Bluecrest Music Building, despite so many paparazzi studios sending people, no one had used a drone.

Had the paparazzi become so crazed now? They were actually flying them up to this height?!

Charlotte suddenly felt that "the times had changed!"

She hadn't been a celebrity for just a day or two; it had been nearly ten years since her debut. Ever since she entered the ranks of the top-tier stars, she had stayed on extremely high floors every time she stayed in a hotel. Her whereabouts were often known to paparazzi and reporters, and most of the time she didn't hide her tracks. The paparazzi would just block the doors downstairs, lurk in the bushes, or wait across the street to take secret photos when she left the building.

Drone photography had never happened before!

Drones were something that had only become increasingly "common" in recent years, right?

This had to be illegal!

Charlotte wasn't entirely sure, but she felt that, logically speaking, using a drone to secretly film a hotel room should be an illegal act, and could even be described as malicious. It was extremely easy to capture someone's privacy... Clearly, the paparazzi no longer cared whether it was illegal or not.

They might even have someone prepared to go in and squat in a cell for a few days.

Studio reputation? After making a killing on this one scoop, they could retire! Who gave a damn about reputation?

The moment she "locked eyes" with the drone, Charlotte's mind raced with a flurry of thoughts, but she didn't make any unseemly moves. The expression on her face remained frozen, showing no change...

This was her professional poise as a superstar.

Celebrities were the darlings of the spotlight, enjoying infinite glory under the gaze of the masses. Still, they were also observed through a magnifying glass accordingly.

Therefore, the more famous a star was, the more decent they had to be in front of the lens. They were rarely caught in moments with ugly expressions... it was almost a "conditioned reflex."

So, Charlotte did not lose her composure.

Since she had already been filmed, there was no point in hiding. Otherwise, her panic would be captured, creating an even bigger news highlight!

Charlotte was wearing a bathrobe. It was the kind of oversized, pure-white bathrobe the hotel provided, with long sleeves and a hem that reached all the way to her ankles.

With the belt tied, Charlotte looked more conservative than her usual outfits when going out, revealing nothing at all.

However, her hair wasn't dry, making it look like she had just finished bathing.

But this was normal for staying in a hotel.

Charlotte turned her head and slowly put down her phone, looked at the coffee table again, picked up the remote control, and raised her hand to press it toward the floor-to-ceiling window. She was incredibly calm throughout the entire process.

With a slight vibrating sound, the electric curtains slowly closed completely.

The living room lights automatically turned on to full brightness as a result.

"Phew..." Charlotte let out a breath of relief, tossed the remote on the sofa, and squeezed her small fists tightly.

She was absolutely livid.

A smooth and successful life can allow one to cultivate a peaceful temperament that isn't easily provoked, so Charlotte rarely got worked up over anything. She would be unhappy, but not furious.

This time, she was truly a bit enraged.

Using a drone to film inside a hotel room... Although Charlotte didn't have the habit of walking around the hotel living room without clothes, what about other celebrities? If these paparazzi played this way, sooner or later, there would be victims whose privacy was captured!

"Fortunately..." Charlotte felt lucky again.

Alexander wasn't in the living room. Otherwise, he would have been caught on camera.

Charlotte turned her head to look at the closed bedroom door. She knew she should tell Alexander, but it didn't seem to be urgent for the moment.

The footage had already been taken, and since nothing had been arranged yet, it was impossible to leave now.

She looked at her phone again, then stood up and walked to the window.

Through the curtains, Charlotte could no longer hear the sound of the drone. Obviously, it had left since it could no longer film anything.

Charlotte pulled out a chair and sat down, looking at the table... one could still tell it was a candlelight dinner. This had obviously been filmed as well.

She could even imagine the headlines the paparazzi would use this time, perhaps something like "Charlotte Langford Staying in a Hotel with a Mysterious Man," or, even more exaggerated and gimmicky, "Charlotte Langford Gives Herself Away on the Night of Her Confession."

This is simply way, way too much!

The more she thought about it, the angrier she got. Finally, she couldn't help it... she stood up and walked toward the closed door.

Coming to the door, she gripped the handle and turned it gently... it wasn't locked!

Charlotte opened the door slightly and looked inside. A man and a woman were covered with a blanket on the bed, clearly cuddling. Jasmine Doran was still sleeping, while Alexander was playing with his phone. As the door opened, Alexander looked up.

The two made eye contact.

Charlotte pointed outside, hoping Alexander would come out.

Alexander, however, hooked his finger at her, gesturing for her to come over.

Charlotte went over and told Alexander about the situation in a low voice. While speaking, she subconsciously glanced at Jasmine several times, seemingly afraid of waking her up.

"... They're too much! Simply too much!" Charlotte said at last, expressing her strong indignation.

"You want to vent your anger? It's very simple," Alexander smiled. "Listen to me. First..." Alexander gave Charlotte a series of instructions in a low voice.

A few minutes later, Charlotte left the room and gently closed the door. Then she walked quickly to the sofa, sat down, and tapped away on her phone.

"Go ahead and film, you bastards. Rot in hell," Charlotte muttered as she typed rapidly.

Having received her instructions, Charlotte posted another online update: "Even staying in a hotel results in being secretly filmed by a drone. Isn't this illegal?"

Seven minutes later. The topic started trending.

Tags and posts such as "Charlotte Langford Secretly Filmed", "Crazed Paparazzi Use Drones to Spy on Female Star", "Paparazzi Have NO Limits They Won't Cross", and "Propose Banning Illegal Reporters" quickly shot up the trending searches.

For the next half hour, Charlotte took several phone calls and replied to some people online who were concerned about her.

Friends within the industry stood up one after another to denounce the matter.

Female friends also confirmed to the public that Charlotte was filmed in the living room and hadn't been exposed. But the act of drone spying was too invasive.

Public opinion quickly shifted into an absolute landslide. The fans were furious. Netizens were also furious!

Charlotte wanted to see which dumb media outlet would dare to buy drone photos or videos from the paparazzi now. Whoever bought them would "die". She'd let the footage rot in their hands.

As time passed, more and more female stars reposted Charlotte's post. Even those who weren't familiar with Charlotte or didn't know her, including some industry veterans, reposted it in support.

Clearly, after this operation, whoever dared to expose the photos or videos—even if they weren't the one who filmed them, but had just bought them, or even just reposted them... would likely be destroyed.

The matter was temporarily resolved.

However, Charlotte began to worry again. This was just a "minor interlude," and the issue had been settled with a bit of guidance from Alexander. But how could the problem of a potential years-long investigation be solved?

Charlotte couldn't help but look toward the closed door again.

Even though Alexander was really, really incredible, this was a long-term problem. How could it be solved...?

As Charlotte thought about it, her mood began to sour again. She didn't want to become someone Alexander viewed as "troublesome."

Although being a superstar meant that romance was inherently a messy affair, there had to be a limit. The trouble she was facing now… Charlotte felt that no one would be able to tolerate it.

She imagined a future where Alexander might distance himself from her, and she understood why.

If she put herself in his shoes—if she were a man and her woman was a celebrity being constantly stalked by a pack of crazed paparazzi—what would she do?

The answer was… see her less.

That was the only way; otherwise, it would likely destroy the woman's career!

The more Charlotte thought, the more tangled her mind became, like a ball of twine that couldn't be unraveled.

If they didn't distance themselves, both would be in danger. If they did, their relationship would surely suffer.

Solve it? There seemed to be no solution.

There was another crucial reason why this matter was so difficult to resolve.

The fact that Charlotte was acting as Alexander's "mistress" had to be kept a secret even within the highest social circles.

Otherwise, the fallout would be immense. If the rival families of the Langford family found out, they would certainly spread the news far and wide.

This meant that even if Charlotte mobilized her influence… her family was abroad and might not have much power on the country, but Jasmine Doran's family did! Regardless of who it was.

They could use their power to force a total blackout online or even use connections to issue an official notice to make those paparazzi back off. That much was possible.

But the consequence of doing so would be that observant people within the elite families would certainly investigate the matter.

They could hide it from the public, but they couldn't hide it from the prying eyes of other powerful forces.

The more power you exerted in the shadows and the more severe the suppression, the more attention interested parties would pay to it. After all, when asking for favors, you had to let people know the truth. The more connections you involve, the less secure the secret becomes…

There was no such thing as a wall that didn't leak.

Charlotte couldn't think of a perfect way to handle it.

It was like a stalemate.

The only path she could barely take was "cold treatment"—acting with caution, meeting as little as possible, and dragging it out for a few years… the paparazzi would eventually give up.

But how many "few years" did one have in life?

She wasn't Alexander's only woman to begin with, and now they had to see each other even less. Charlotte wasn't sure if Alexander could stand it; she certainly knew she couldn't.

Charlotte looked at her phone again, scrolling through her messages…

A moment later, she typed some words, then deleted them, then typed again… After repeating this several times, she eventually posted nothing.

She had learned her lesson; for a post with such critical impact, she needed to think it through carefully. It would be best to consult Alexander before posting anything.

Though she wasn't certain if even Alexander would have a better solution.

At half-past noon, in the secondary bedroom of the presidential suite.


Chapter 3: I need an assistant.

Jasmine Doran woke up. She lifted her head from Alexander's chest, leaned back to observe him, and then stretched with a slight curl of her lips. She leaned in to give Alexander a quick kiss on the corner of his mouth before decisively rolling over and sitting up on the edge of the bed.

"Morning," Jasmine said as she stood up.

"It's not morning anymore; it's already noon," Alexander smiled.

"So what if it's noon? You're blaming me?" Jasmine glanced back at Alexander as she walked toward a chair. "If someone hadn't posted nonsense online, would I have needed to catch a flight here before dawn? You smell like her. You didn't shower this morning, did you?"

"Do you really think picking a fight with me will cover up your breach of contract?" Alexander gave Jasmine a knowing look, raising an eyebrow.

Jasmine's expression didn't change, but her eyes clearly flickered.

"You really are something. You insist on hugging me while you sleep and won't let me go, then the moment you wake up, you start picking fights and complaining about how I smell. Your mind is quite sharp, as expected of my dear Miss Doran!" Alexander teased her with a slight smile.

In reality, Alexander only smelled of the hotel's body wash.

He had showered last night, and nothing had happened with Charlotte afterward. Furthermore, Charlotte had washed up before bed, using the same luxury toiletries provided by the hotel. They both smelled the same.

"Hmph!"

Jasmine gave a soft huff and quickly replied, "What's wrong with picking a fight? I only realized before I fell asleep yesterday—you didn't expose my plan and let it happen, which was indeed great of you. But that was a one-time thing that's over and done with. Meanwhile, I have to act with you; from now on, I have to play the part of a submissive little woman who obeys your every whim in front of Charlotte. Aren't I the one getting the short end of the stick?"

Alexander immediately sensed that Jasmine was trying to play him.

The Jasmine Doran standing before him now was acting out of character. She wasn't the type of woman to be so petty.

On the contrary, she was the type of person who would return tenfold what was given to her. Yet, she loathed people who used past favors to make unreasonable demands. When she did something on her own, she never asked for "repayment."

Therefore…

Alexander felt that Jasmine was "acting." She likely wanted him to say something like, "We don't need to be so calculative," so that he wouldn't be able to bring up her breach of the bet again.

Then… she could compensate Alexander in a way she found acceptable, rather than being forced into something.

"If you feel like you're losing out, then don't act," Alexander smiled. "It's fine. Just be yourself."

"Then wouldn't you lose face? I couldn't bear to let you be embarrassed in front of your superstar lover. I…" As Jasmine spoke, she suddenly stopped.

She realized her mindset was all wrong.

She was a woman of her word! She was never a sore loser. So what was she doing now? Why was she trying to scheme against Alexander like this? Not only was she unlikely to outsmart him, but it also made her look like she couldn't handle the consequences.

How could she be so unreasonable?

Picking fights? Throwing tantrums? Being willful? Although Jasmine didn't think she had gone quite that far, she had definitely veered in that direction.

Looking at her expression as she stood there, Alexander knew she had realized it.

Actually, Alexander understood the current Jasmine quite well.

Because Alexander had pushed her past a certain "psychological limit" earlier, causing her to break her word, it had inevitably disrupted her internal sense of integrity. However, this state wouldn't last long. Jasmine would find her footing again within a day or two at most.

"Actually, I quite like the way you are right now—a slightly strange and different version of you," Alexander said directly with a smile. "It's like roleplaying. The same person, but a different experience. It feels very fresh."

Jasmine looked at Alexander as she listened. She had expected him to say something profound and logical, but his words turned out to be completely improper.

Roleplaying…

Jasmine gave a cold, faint smile and was about to retort when she suddenly paused.

Dammit! What was Alexander hinting at?! He couldn't possibly want THAT kind of compensation, could he?

Jasmine was stunned for a few seconds, then she swept her gaze over Alexander with a peculiar look.

She clasped her hands behind her back, her fingers interlaced at the small of her back. Gently swaying her shoulders, she paced around the foot of the bed one step at a time. Her pace was neither fast nor slow, and her gaze never left Alexander. A playful, knowing "so this is what you were planning" expression gradually dawned on her face as she squinted at him.

Finally, she reached the left side of the bed where Alexander was.

"Are you serious?" Jasmine suddenly leaned in close, staring directly into Alexander's eyes.

Sometimes when these two spoke, it was like they were speaking in riddles. If an outsider were present, they would surely find it difficult to understand the meaning behind Jasmine's abrupt "Are you serious?"

But occasionally, Jasmine could keep up with Alexander's train of thought.

The translation for "Are you serious?" was: 'Do you really want roleplay as compensation?'

As Jasmine said this, her expression wasn't one of resistance, nor was it expectant. A more accurate adjective would be "curious." In Jasmine's worldview, if her partner had a need, she could accept it as long as it wasn't too excessive or depraved.

In a passionate relationship, this was... nothing much. The key was having a sense of boundaries.

Jasmine was truly a bit curious.

She was usually genuinely cold and powerful. Sometimes, even when she realized that things could be solved more easily if she just softened her stance, she refused to relax.

Her long-standing image and her pride made it impossible for her to accept acting that way.

This was also why she was even less socially adept than her younger brother, Dante Doran.

But if it were roleplay...

Since those around her would know she was acting, there would be no issue with her "pride" or "true image." She could "let go of herself"—though even then, Jasmine wouldn't be able to let go TOO much.

She wasn't sure to what extent she could let go, and thus, she was curious.

"I'm serious," Alexander smiled, looking into Jasmine's eyes. "However, the specifics might be a bit different from what you're imagining."

"Is it very... extreme?" Jasmine's expression shifted slightly.

"Because you are my girlfriend, from a certain perspective, this matter is indeed quite extreme. Therefore, you have the right to refuse." Alexander reached out and gently pinched Jasmine's exquisite chin. "I'll remind you again, this kind of 'extreme' is completely different from what you're thinking! It's not something involving a bed."

"Huh?" Jasmine was stunned again. Her face even flushed slightly. She had already been imagining some very perverted scenarios, only for Alexander to say it wasn't that kind of thing?!

"What was going through your head just now?" Alexander asked with a smile, his tone full of teasing.

"You did that on purpose, didn't you?" Jasmine gave Alexander a reproachful look and placed her hand on his waist. "Do you just want to see me make a fool of myself? You clearly led me to think in that direction, and now you're mocking me..."

"Hey, you're pinching again." Alexander put on an expression of extreme pain.

"Keep acting. Go on. I didn't even use any strength." Jasmine pulled her hand away and stood up straight with her hands on her hips. She arched an eyebrow at Alexander and said, "Alright, speak. What are you planning? What do you want me to do?"

"I've made a decision."

As Alexander spoke, he reached out toward Jasmine. She placed her hand in his, letting him gently squeeze and play with it. "Given that I'm getting busier by the day, always handling everything personally, and receiving more and more calls, it's seriously affecting our relationship. Therefore, I've decided to find myself an assistant—the kind who can help me handle some of my affairs."

"My dear Mr. Alexander, although your wording is very formal—'busier by the day,' 'handling things personally'..."

Jasmine mimicked Alexander's smile and immediately began her rebuttal. "But! Given your extensive criminal record and your consistent style of doing things, let's be honest... which woman have you set your sights on now?" Jasmine's voice turned somewhat helpless toward the end.

"Don't talk nonsense. I really am looking for an assistant," Alexander said with a serious face.

"She's a woman, right?" Jasmine asked point-blank.

"Yes." Alexander nodded.

"She's beautiful, right?" Jasmine asked again.

"Correct." Alexander nodded again.

"Her status is quite extraordinary, isn't it?" Jasmine followed up.

"Hmm... yes." Alexander continued to nod.

"And eventually, you'll end up sleeping with her, right?" Jasmine finished.

"Yes." Alexander still nodded.

Jasmine abruptly pulled her hand back, put her hands on her hips, took a deep breath, and pursed her lips. She glared at Alexander with an expression that screamed, "I'm so annoyed!" She was on the verge of swearing.

Her thoughts could be boiled down to: 'Every single one of them was a 'yes,' so why the hell did you bother denying it at the start?! Dammit!'

As if knowing what Jasmine was thinking, Alexander wagged his finger. "No, no, no! You have to understand the logic. I truly do need an assistant! That is the prerequisite! There are so many people in this world, and I hold intelligence on so many of them. In choosing an assistant, capability is the number one priority. I need to find someone who can take over the tasks I personally handle. Even if it's just a part of it! They must be able to handle it. That is the most important thing."

"If they don't meet that requirement, I wouldn't hire them regardless of what they look like or what their background is. I'm truly serious about this!"

"Next! Among the people who meet my requirements for capability... out of all the people in the world, while I don't know everyone, the number of people I DO know is quite vast. Therefore, there are bound to be some who meet my criteria. I have options!"

"So, based on capability..."

"If it's a female, naturally that's better! Because many of my affairs involve things men shouldn't be involved in. For example... You all! You, Aileen, Seraphine, and so on. Regarding certain matters involving you, I'm not comfortable letting any man interfere! I don't even want them to know!"

"I believe you can understand a man's possessiveness and sensitivity toward private matters. As a man, there are things I can let a woman know, but not another man."

"Then, on those two bases, if I still have a choice, of course I'm going to choose a beautiful one. At least it's pleasing to the eye. Right? If there's a beautiful one, why choose someone ugly? Humans are visual animals; looking at someone pleasant is very important!

"On those three bases, background! Someone who already has their own background and network is naturally more suitable to be an assistant than someone without one. She can use her own connections to help me. It's clearly the better choice. There's nothing wrong with that, right?"

"Finally... I need her absolute loyalty! This is someone about to learn a massive amount of my secrets. She might even get to know more than you do. She's beautiful and has an extraordinary status. The simplest way for me to ensure her loyalty is... to make her one of my women, isn't it?"

Throughout the entire explanation, Alexander spoke with a smile and a serious gaze.

Jasmine was stunned after listening, her face full of amazement! She couldn't help but raise her hands.

Clap! Clap! Clap!

She gave Alexander a few rounds of applause. Alexander was truly incredible. He actually dared to say such things! He was truly something else!

Moreover, Alexander's set of logic was almost impeccable. Jasmine had to marvel at Alexander's mental fortitude; he could actually say all that with such a serious expression.

Jasmine was even more amazed by one point: Alexander was perfectly manipulating her mindset.

She had already developed a massive sense of curiosity.

Someone who could satisfy Alexander's demand for personal capability. That was already an extremely difficult condition!

Jasmine admitted she couldn't do it because her personality was flawed—she was too forceful, which would cause social problems.

Even ignoring her personality, Jasmine felt it would be hard for her to take over the things Alexander handled personally. Her talent lay in business, not in Alexander's particular set of skills.

In truth, it was hard to even define the scope of Alexander's abilities. He had never exposed a single weakness; whatever he did, he succeeded. It was terrifying!

Furthermore, his thinking, his approach, and his train of thought all shattered conventional perceptions.

And yet, not only could he find a "powerhouse" who could take over part of his work, but it was also a woman who was beautiful and had a background and connections?!

Does the world really allow such an incredible woman to exist?!

Who is she?!

"Who is she?" Jasmine leaned in close to Alexander, their faces almost touching. She narrowed her eyes and asked in an interrogative tone, "Who is she? Where is she? Do I know her? If her status is extraordinary, I should know her!"

Jasmine's reasoning was sound.

Women like Aileen Arison, Seraphine Arden, and Charlotte Langford were all prominent figures whom Jasmine knew. It seemed that every woman Alexander took the initiative to pursue had to be of that caliber.

As for Mia Murphy, she had been in the picture before Jasmine. At that time, Jasmine didn't even know Alexander, let alone when he and Mia had first met.

Ashley Carter's situation was the most unique of all.

So...

"You've definitely heard of her, but you've never met her. You almost met her once, but in the end, due to certain reasons, you didn't," Alexander said with a smile. "In other respects, she might be different from what you're imagining. I can give you a few hints!"

"She is an honored guest of many prominent families, including some tycoon dynasties. Everyone respects her, even the elders!"

"Furthermore... Her work, in the eyes of some people, is almost equivalent to that of a fraud. They don't believe in her at all. This makes her very low-key in certain aspects; people who haven't reached a certain social level wouldn't have even heard of her."

"And her income is staggering. If an ordinary person heard about it, they would think it's a fairy tale!"

"Also, her private personality is very, very eccentric. Extremely so."

"Additionally, she lives in Boston, but she isn't originally from there."

Jasmine took on a thoughtful expression. She began brainstorming wildly, thinking of a woman she had heard of and almost met. As she pondered, she turned and sat down, suddenly raising her hand. "Could it be... No, that's not right!"

Before she even finished, she dismissed the idea. Clearly, she had thought of something that didn't fit.

Alexander reached out and pulled her, drawing her directly into his arms. Deep in her own thoughts, Jasmine leaned against Alexander's chest, shifting slightly to find a comfortable position.

One of her fingers subconsciously twirled a strand of her hair, wrapping it around and around.

"Hmm... that's not right either!"

"Wait! Don't tell me. Let me figure it out myself."

As Jasmine thought, she suddenly warned Alexander, so he remained silent.

This woman was domineering and strong-willed to a fault...

"Forget it." Jasmine suddenly gave up. There was no need to force a guess. She turned her head to look at Alexander. "Tell me, who exactly is it?"

"I can't tell you yet," Alexander replied.

"I'll bite you!" Jasmine hit Alexander's shoulder in frustration. No one did things like him—piquing her curiosity to such a degree only to refuse to say who it was in the end!

Jasmine felt that after returning to New York, she might not be able to sleep for days. She was truly intensely curious about this woman.

"You seem to have forgotten that our initial topic wasn't this," Alexander said, catching Jasmine's hand before she could pinch him. He kissed the back of her hand and smiled.

"Oh, right!" Jasmine thought for a moment. "Role-playing, wasn't it? So... what does that have to do with this?"

"I'll give you two options," Alexander said with a smile. "First, I can tell you who this person is right now. Then, we'll forget about the role-play. I'll handle this matter myself, and you can go back to New York to mind your own business."

"Second, you stay around for a few days and treat it as a vacation. Stay by my side and play a role... like a junior assistant or something. Then we'll go find this woman together. Being my assistant is just a temporary role for you; I want to make HER my real assistant!"

Jasmine was stunned for a moment.

Simply put, if she didn't participate, Alexander would tell her who it was immediately. But if she could endure a bit and refrain from knowing right away, Alexander would let her participate in the entire process.

Of course, there was a "price"—she would have to play Alexander's little lackey.

Well, this was... incredibly interesting!!

As Jasmine thought about it, an intense spark of interest flared in her eyes.

Speaking of which, she had never truly "observed" how Alexander managed to win over a woman. At most, she knew when it started and when it ended, whether he succeeded or not.

But as for how Alexander achieved those results in such an inconceivable manner, Jasmine had never witnessed the full process, so she didn't know. She didn't even understand it! How could it possibly be done?

But this time! Alexander was giving her a chance.

Of course, she wanted to participate; she wanted to watch the whole thing. Additionally, unlike before, there was another point that Jasmine was super interested in: Alexander said this woman could take over some of his affairs!

Jasmine didn't recall any such woman.

Therefore, even if Jasmine got a name, she wouldn't believe the woman possessed that kind of capability. Clearly, Alexander felt she did, so she might truly have that power, just unknown to the outside world. This fits the scenario where Jasmine knew of her but couldn't think of her.

So...

Besides the "process of winning her over" attracting Jasmine, "the woman herself" was also a draw! Just a name really wasn't enough!

"If I stay for a few days and play your little assistant, will that count as compensation for breaking our agreement?" Jasmine didn't agree immediately; instead, she adopted a calm, negotiating posture.

"Of course!" Alexander nodded with a smile. "Having a powerful woman like you act as a little lackey—losing face like that all for my sake—it definitely counts as compensation."

"Then I... choose option two! I'm staying. I'll go with you." Jasmine made her choice.

"Perfect!" Alexander laughed and leaned down to kiss the corner of Jasmine's mouth. "Time to get up."

"I was about to go take a shower anyway..." Jasmine said as she sat up, got out of bed, and walked toward the chair. She picked up her dress from the carpet near the chair, then took her bag from the seat and rummaged through it... She suddenly stopped, feeling that something was off again, her brow furrowing slightly.

"You played me!" Jasmine suddenly looked up at Alexander. "You want me to be your wingman, don't you? Using your girlfriend as a wingman... You really are my 'dear' boyfriend. I can't believe you'd do such a thing!"

"Do you mind?" Alexander countered.

Jasmine was momentarily speechless, as if she had been "refuted" into silence.

She couldn't exactly say she minded. Alexander had given her options; he wasn't forcing her. She had chosen it herself out of curiosity. But if she said she didn't mind... it would be a bit strange! Yet if she said she did mind... that would be a lie.

"It's not a question of whether I mind or not; it's the fact that you played me!" Jasmine spoke after a few seconds, laughing teasingly. "Ha! You can't handle it this time, can you? That's why you want me to be your wingman?!"

"Are you challenging me? Why don't we make a big bet on this—"

"I was wrong! Darling, you're right. Forget I said anything! No betting!"

Both were quick-witted, but before Alexander could finish, Jasmine decisively admitted defeat and refused the bet.

"Hmph." Jasmine let out a soft snort as if she had figured something out, followed by a cold, faint smile. "Having me as a wingman must make it much easier for you to recruit this assistant. Without me, even if you could still do it, it would definitely be much more troublesome."

"You should think of it this way: persuading you and making you willingly cooperate with me is also a part of my plan. I can even tell you openly now—that's exactly it." Alexander laughed and then asked, "Do you want to go back on your word?"

Jasmine stared at Alexander for a few seconds before finally saying grumpily, "You're something else!"

With that, she took a hair tie and walked toward the bathroom.

This was the most terrifying thing about Alexander in Jasmine's current understanding: he made it so that even when you knew you were being used, even when you had figured it out yourself, you still wanted to be used. You couldn't even stand NOT being used!

You just had to go along with it!

Jasmine absolutely had to know what kind of person this woman was. And how Alexander would handle her! Everything else wasn't an issue.

It wasn't the first time she had come out on the losing end of a verbal spat with Alexander, anyway.


Chapter 4: She likes girls?!

In the living room, Charlotte was lying on the sofa, still looking at social media. This kind of thing was addictive; it was normal to spend a whole day scrolling through other people's gossip, let alone her own.

Alexander walked out of the suite's second bedroom. It wasn't until he reached the sofa and sat down beside Charlotte that she suddenly realized he was there.

"How's the reaction online?" Alexander asked with a smile.

Charlotte sat up without saying a word. She put down her phone, grabbed Alexander's arm, and snuggled into his chest, wrapping her arms tightly around his waist.

"Tell me what's on your mind. You don't have to hide anything from me. If there's a problem, we'll solve it," Alexander said, stroking her hair. "There's nothing that can't be resolved."

He could guess why Charlotte was acting this way.

Comparatively, Charlotte was gentler than Jasmine, but she wasn't as straightforward.

Jasmine was blunt and direct; one rarely saw her harboring any unfathomable secrets.

Charlotte, on the other hand, sometimes kept things bottled up, making it difficult for her to soothe herself.

One couldn't say which personality was better or worse.

The differences in the human heart were exactly what made this world interesting.

Personalities are inherently complex and multifaceted.

Beneath Charlotte Langford's identities as a "powerhouse woman," a "global superstar," and the "heiress of a conglomerate," there lived a "little woman." One had to be in a relationship with her to see that side of her—the side where she could set aside her nobility and elegance, piteously seek comfort, and not mind if those close to her thought she was a "pushover."

As for Jasmine Doran...

In truth, she was a very difficult person to get along with in private—at least for everyone else! But to Alexander, she was a "perfect woman" who could satisfy his inner needs, a "remedy" for the loneliness of life.

"Will we have to see less of each other from now on?" Charlotte asked, her arms wrapped around Alexander's waist. "It's all my fault. I posted that confession on impulse. I should have trusted you. Even though Miss Doran isn't making trouble for me anymore, the paparazzi and the fans won't let it go. They'll follow me day and night, watching my every move. They won't give up until they find out who you are..."

"Some fans are scarier than the paparazzi. They have no respect for the law and are crazy enough to do anything. I'm so worried I'll bring trouble to you."

"But I also..."

"You've practically turned into a little crybaby these past two days." Alexander smiled, still stroking her hair. "You know now that you should have trusted me? Then why don't you stick to that thought? You should continue to trust me."

Charlotte's breath hitched for a moment before she suddenly looked up.

"You have a way?" Charlotte sniffled.

"As long as you listen to me, it can be resolved!" Alexander cupped Charlotte's face, his thumb brushing away the crystal-like tears at the corner of her eye. "We're assuming the paparazzi are watching you, so I need your cooperation."

"Yes, yes, yes, I'll cooperate! I definitely will!" Charlotte nodded like a chick pecking at grain. Looking at Alexander's face, she suddenly seemed unable to restrain herself.

Her slender arms tightly encircled Alexander's neck, and she hoisted herself up, hanging her entire body off him.

Her lips sealed his, her tongue intertwined with his.

She acted like a girl in the throes of a passionate first love.

This was the result of her "fear of loss" mentality over the past two days.

She had only made her decision two days ago. She had resolved to be with Alexander, and they had just entered a formal relationship.

It should have been their sweetest time, yet it felt as if they were being cursed by the Gods, with one incident following another!

Suffering such a blow during the most beautiful stage of a relationship made her sense of indignation and collapse all the greater.

People are like that.

For instance, if a wife of only one year and a newborn child die unexpectedly, the husband might collapse, wander aimlessly, or even lose his mind, never recovering for the rest of his life. This is because his memories are filled only with the beauty and happiness of a family. A sudden cataclysm like that is more than anyone can bear.

However, if it happens after many years of marriage... when the couple has already experienced arguments, boredom, or even mutual loathing, then even if they lose the other, the pain is only temporary. There's no such thing as being unable to move on.

Charlotte and Alexander were currently in their "honeymoon phase."

Thus, she was exceptionally sensitive and concerned about the possibility of losing him.

Jasmine was a bit unusual today. In truth, so was Charlotte.

After a long kiss, Charlotte remained in Alexander's embrace, her chin resting on his right shoulder. After a moment's rest, she pulled back slightly and asked, "How should I cooperate?"

"You should... We'll talk about it this afternoon. Let's order food first. Aren't you hungry?" Alexander chuckled.

"I am hungry. I'll order then..." Charlotte said as she stood up and picked up the thick menu from the side table near the sofa. Whether it was a set meal or individual dishes, the hotel kitchen would prepare it and deliver it directly to the room.

"But there are paparazzi outside. Will it be a problem?" Charlotte asked, looking up worriedly.

"Jasmine's bodyguards are outside. It's fine," Alexander said.

Charlotte felt relieved.

"Order more. That way, even if the paparazzi get hold of the order slip, they won't be able to determine exactly how many people are dining in the room," Alexander added.

"What does Miss Doran like to eat?" Charlotte asked suddenly while flipping through the menu.

"Just order according to your preferences. She isn't allergic to anything you like," Alexander replied. "She's not that picky."

"What about you?" Charlotte asked.

"Anything is fine with me," Alexander said.

Forty minutes later.

Knock, knock, knock.

The sound of knocking echoed. Alexander went to open the door. Outside, several bodyguards in black suits stood; they were the only ones in the entire corridor, as even the hotel staff delivering the food had been sent away.

The food delivery cart was also in the bodyguards' hands.

"Inside." Alexander stepped aside and pointed into the room.

Two bodyguards brought in the food, cleared away the leftover dishes from the previous night, and took the freshly prepared food out of the heated compartment, setting it out one by one.

"Just put them down anywhere. We'll serve ourselves," Alexander remarked.

After the two bodyguards quickly set everything out, they pushed the delivery cart and left.

"Miss Doran's bodyguards are so professional," Charlotte remarked from the sofa. She wasn't referring to the food delivery itself, but to the fact that from the moment those two bodyguards entered the room until they left, they hadn't cast a single unusual glance her way.

They hadn't looked at THE Charlotte Langford even once.

"When Jasmine selects people, besides having the necessary professional skills, they need to be highly disciplined. Sometimes Jasmine can tolerate a small professional mistake, but she cannot accept a bodyguard having complicated thoughts outside of work..."

"It sounds like you're formally introducing me to your superstar lover. You really are quite considerate of her..." The door to the second bedroom opened, and Jasmine walked out wearing a black dress and holding a handbag. Her voice was cold and ghostly, her words full of mockery.

Charlotte was startled.

She hurriedly stood up from the sofa, looking nervous and wanting to explain something.

"Let's eat," Alexander said, not even picking up Jasmine's bait. He gestured toward the table. "Just in time."

"I really am a bit hungry." Jasmine walked around the sofa in her high heels toward the dining table by the window. As she passed Alexander, she leaned in and kissed his cheek, leaving a red lipstick mark.

It was a very casual gesture.

Only Charlotte remained tense.

She was clearly not used to the way Alexander and Jasmine interacted; it felt to her like they were about to fight, when in reality, they weren't.

"Charlotte, come and eat," Alexander called her again.

"Oh... coming," Charlotte replied, walking toward the table.

Time to eat!

Alexander and Jasmine sat opposite each other. Charlotte originally wanted to pull up a chair on the side, but Jasmine gestured to the seat next to her. Charlotte didn't dare say another word and sat down there.

"I saw on my phone just now—were you secretly filmed by a drone?" Jasmine took the initiative to speak to Charlotte.

"Yes, right outside the window!" Charlotte pointed at the drawn curtains. She grew angry just thinking about it. "It's really too much!"

"Scum who take secret photos like that should be sliced into a thousand pieces!" Jasmine said while vigorously cutting her steak, but her eyes flickered toward Alexander.

She found the matter very strange.

Since Charlotte was with Alexander, and the paparazzi were tracking Charlotte, how could Alexander not have guarded against a drone in advance? It would be one thing if a normal person didn't think of it, but would Alexander fail to anticipate it?

She highly suspected that this was another crucial part of one of Alexander's plans. He knew Charlotte's habits and knew she wouldn't expose herself in the living room, which was why he hadn't warned her.

Jasmine's initiative to speak made the meal's atmosphere more harmonious.

Mainly for Charlotte—she hadn't completely eliminated her nervousness around Jasmine, but as the meal progressed, she visibly relaxed.

Around 1:30 PM.

The meal was still ongoing.

Ring, ring, ring...

Jasmine's phone rang. She took it out of her bag, glanced at the caller ID, and answered, "Speak."

"Boss, the person has arrived," the bodyguard said directly.

"What person?" Jasmine was confused for a moment.

"Uh... is Mr. Ciotta there? He said earlier... I thought you knew too, Boss..." Hearing the voice on the phone, Jasmine looked at Alexander and narrowed her eyes.

Dammit! What did Alexander do with her phone?

"It's for you..." Jasmine didn't rush to ask questions; instead, she handed the phone to Alexander.

Alexander took the phone and listened for a moment before saying, "Mhm... escort her up. Be careful not to let the paparazzi spot you. You decide on the specific details. Right... okay." After finishing, he hung up and handed the phone back to Jasmine.

"What's the situation?" Jasmine set the phone aside and picked up her fork and knife again. "What did you do?"

"Your bodyguards called this morning, saying they spotted suspicious people outside—paparazzi," Alexander said casually. "You were sleeping, so I took the call. By the way... I made some arrangements regarding Charlotte being tailed by them."

"Mhm..." Jasmine nodded, understanding.

Beside them, Charlotte was stunned. Alexander had already started making arrangements this morning? She hadn't even spoken to him back then.

"So, who's here?" Jasmine asked again.

"You'll find out in a moment," Alexander replied with a smile.

Jasmine's bodyguards were elite professionals. They were specifically trained for tasks like escorting a target into a building without drawing attention, using tactics like creating distractions or leading people away. Consequently, they escorted the person to the penthouse door in less than five minutes.

Knock, knock!

The sound of rapping came from the door.

"I'll get it," Alexander said, walking over to open the door.

Jasmine and Charlotte both turned to look. They saw Alexander open the door and whisper something. Then, a woman dressed mysteriously entered, and Alexander closed the door behind her.

The newcomer removed her sunglasses.

Jasmine and Charlotte were both momentarily stunned because they knew this person. In fact, they all shared a similar connection... it was Ashley Carter!

After Ashley took off her sunglasses and scanned the living room, she was taken aback as well. She had naturally spotted the two women by the window.

She had received a message from Alexander that morning.

He told her to dress mysteriously, drive a specific car, and come to this hotel at this time.

As for the specific reason, she didn't know and hadn't asked.

She hadn't expected Jasmine and Charlotte to be there. No wonder the bodyguards who just escorted her up looked a bit familiar...

"You all know each other, so I won't bother with introductions. Ashley, have you eaten?" Alexander said as he walked back toward the window.

"I have," Ashley replied.

"Then take a seat first. We're almost finished," Alexander said. He sat back down by the window, and Jasmine immediately asked, "Why did you have Ashley come over...?"

"We'll talk after we finish eating," Alexander said with a smile.

Ten minutes later.

On the living room sofa, Alexander explained his plan to the three women. This plan actually didn't involve him or Jasmine; it primarily required Charlotte and Ashley to put on an act. After hearing it, both women were stunned and looked at each other, their faces flushing slightly.

"Is this actually solid...?" Jasmine was skeptical of Alexander's plan.

This wasn't a question of Alexander's ability, as he had already laid out the plan; from here, it was about letting things develop naturally. Jasmine was clearly worried about negative repercussions or the situation spiraling out of control.

"When posts are deleted across the web, the more you try to cover it up, the more people believe it's the truth. The fans will start protecting Charlotte like crazy, especially the most active female fans."

"And then... the footage of Charlotte captured in this living room will spread through unofficial channels. It won't be leaked by any official media or studio, but it will definitely spread..."

"It will serve as corroborating evidence!"

Jasmine still looked hesitant. God only knew what else would be leaked online later, and that wouldn't be under Alexander's control!

"Besides... Ashley holds shares in Charlotte's company. This fact will be exposed sooner or later. Someone will definitely dig into Ashley's identity, so..."

"Do you two have any objections?" Jasmine's gaze swept over the two of them.

"None," Ashley shook her head, looking completely indifferent. Whatever Alexander arranged was fine by her.

Charlotte, on the other hand, looked like she found it "very reliable." The gloom between her brows vanished, and her whole expression brightened. She said, "This line of thinking... is brilliant!"

"Then let's do it," Alexander nodded.

Seeing this, Jasmine could only pick up her phone and give her bodyguards instructions.

Around 2:30 PM, a mysteriously dressed Charlotte Langford left the hotel under the escort of several bodyguards. Though they appeared cautious throughout, she was successfully photographed.

Around 3:40 PM, a mysteriously dressed Ashley Carter also left the hotel under the escort of the remaining bodyguards. She also appeared cautious and was successfully photographed.

As a result, only Alexander and Jasmine were left in the hotel suite. The two enjoyed some time alone and did what they needed to do.

However, starting from 4:30 PM, Jasmine began staring at her phone, scrolling through online as if waiting for some world-shaking news!

The big news arrived as scheduled!

At 5:15 PM, more than a dozen paparazzi studios simultaneously broke a shocking story—Charlotte Langford was staying at a hotel with a mysterious woman.

It was an epic, sensational piece of news! There was photographic proof!

Photos of Charlotte leaving the hotel! Photos of the mysterious woman leaving the hotel! The paparazzi even captured photos of them leaving the same room one after the other, an hour apart...

Only Alexander and Jasmine knew that the photos were taken only because they wanted them to be.

Otherwise, those reporters wouldn't have even been able to get near that hallway. They would have been driven away by the bodyguards for acting suspiciously.

After the news had fermented for over half an hour, online opinion split into two camps. One side had a "sudden realization"—no wonder Charlotte posted and then deleted that post, and no wonder she had never been in a relationship. It turned out she... liked girls?

The other side was "vehemently debunking"!

It was fake! Paparazzi rumors! Both women in the photos were so heavily bundled up; how could anyone tell it was Charlotte? Furthermore, even if it really was Charlotte and another woman, couldn't she be staying at a hotel with an assistant? Or with an artist from her company? There are plenty of rooms in a penthouse suite.

It proved nothing!

Static photos couldn't prove how "suspicious" their separate departures were. As for those black-suited bodyguards in suits, sunglasses, and masks whose faces couldn't even be seen—what did that prove?

What celebrity doesn't have bodyguards?

Originally... the debunking camp had a very good point!

But around 7:00 PM, a newly registered account dropped another heavy blow on the internet.

—Drone footage of Charlotte Langford.

Charlotte, sitting on the sofa, wasn't even the main point of the footage. The focus was the table by the window: the un-cleared plates, the burnt-down candles, the wine glasses, the wine bottle, and so on... everything indicated that Charlotte had shared a candlelight dinner with someone.

Nobody has a candlelight dinner with an assistant or a company artist. They only have them with a lover!!

Around 7:10 PM, the trending topics were pulled, and a large-scale deletion of posts and videos began across the web. The newly registered account was immediately banned. But everything had already spread. The more they tried to suppress it, the more it seemed like the truth.

Charlotte's fans began posting online: "Don't disturb her, best wishes!" "Respect the artist's privacy!" "It's 2024, nothing wrong with girls liking girls!" and the like.

The name "Ashley Carter," along with screenshots of online shareholding information, began to circulate. They were constantly deleted, constantly reposted, and deleted again.

The netizens' enthusiasm for the gossip reached its limit. The more they were prevented from knowing, the more they believed that the deleted content was the truth! Moreover, it was all extremely logical.


Chapter 5: Evelyne Veyne.

By 8:00 PM, almost all information and comments shared the same belief: Charlotte Langford likes girls! And this clearly pointed to a woman named Ashley Carter!

Jasmine curled up on the sofa, clutching her phone as she "followed the drama."

"Are you convinced yet?" Alexander sat down beside her and took a bite of an apple.

"It's really a pity you don't go into PR. You're truly daring, manipulating the entire web's public opinion and the psyche of all these gossip-hungry netizens... If there had been a single slip-up anywhere, the fallout would have been massive." Jasmine put down her phone and looked at Alexander.

"That wouldn't happen," Alexander laughed.

"So, her problem is considered solved?" Jasmine asked.

"Mhm!" Alexander nodded. "From now on, Charlotte won't even need to use her connections. The higher-ups will intervene slightly. No one will dare cross the line, so the paparazzi will settle down."

"Impressive!" Jasmine was truly filled with admiration.

Crunch. Alexander took another bite of his apple.

"Mhm... so now you should tell me who the woman you're going to trick into being your 'assistant' is, right?" Jasmine looked at Alexander. "At this point, there's no point in keeping it from me, right? Didn't you say you were going to find her tomorrow morning anyway?"

"I'm afraid if I tell you, you won't be able to sleep tonight," Alexander chuckled.

"If you don't tell me, I DEFINITELY won't be able to sleep," Jasmine said.

"No regrets?" Alexander's words carried a slight warning tone.

"No regrets!" Jasmine said firmly.

"Then I'll say it." Alexander's smile became subtle. "It's Evelyne Veyne." He almost whispered it. His mind flashing back for a moment. To the woman that took him the largest amount of resets in the time loop to conquer.

Jasmine froze. Immediately after, her eyes widened to their limit. She sat up abruptly and then stood directly on the sofa, half screaming in shock, "That damn psycho? That fraud?!"

Jasmine's reaction was incredibly exaggerated, not just because this woman named "Evelyne Veyne" was indeed "problematic," but because she was tied to a certain "history" of Jasmine's.

Years ago, Jasmine had come very close to meeting Evelyne Veyne.

They were just a hair's breadth away!

If Jasmine hadn't been so extremely resistant at the time—nearly causing a major scene—the two of them really would have met.

Jasmine stood on the sofa, her expression flickering between light and dark, clearly lost in a memory that was deeply unpleasant to her.

"Thinking back to your high school days again?" Alexander looked up with a smile, his hand gently stroking Jasmine's calf.

Jasmine's eyes widened, her face gradually darkening as her expression grew colder and colder.

She even clenched her fists!

That year, Jasmine was seventeen, and Evelyne Veyne was twenty-three.

Jasmine was in her sophomore year of high school. Back then, like any other adolescent her age, she was a bit rebellious under the influence of hormones.

However, Jasmine's "rebellion" wasn't quite like that of her peers. She had been independent and unconventional since childhood. Her status as the eldest granddaughter of a great family, combined with her forceful personality, meant that from the day she started school, she was the "Big Sister".

But she didn't bully people. Her academic performance was also exceptional.

With her intense competitive streak, she refused to allow herself to be anything less than first in her class.

Originally, she was just that "cool Big Sister" in class who didn't talk much and kept her hair long, straight, and black. This continued until her high school years.

Then, Jasmine began to get into "fights" frequently.

She had fought before—to protect her younger brother, Dante Doran, she had even led a group to scrap with boys. Student problems were settled by students; no one went home to involve the adults.

Jasmine and Dante weren't the only children of the elite in that school.

But Jasmine never used lethal force.

Until high school, that was, when her entire persona became "vicious." And that viciousness had persisted to this day. Jasmine's ruthlessness wasn't the malice of a villain; it was more of a "tit-for-tat, no compromise" kind of ruthlessness.

If you didn't provoke her, she wouldn't provoke you. Minor mistakes didn't matter, unintentional offenses were completely forgivable, and she was polite to casual acquaintances. She didn't use her family's power to bully others.

She wouldn't fly into a rage just because a classmate accidentally bumped into her while running and didn't apologize. Even if it eventually escalated into a conflict, it would only result in minor bruises.

In that regard, she showed great restraint.

Everyone has a temper.

When words got heated, and things turned physical, there was no need to make a big deal out of it.

But once someone truly crossed her—with subjective malice—she had no concept of "forgive and forget." She wouldn't even give the teachers a chance to mediate. For an adolescent girl who was still a student, this was terrifying!

Especially in a place like a school!

Once, a classmate spoke ill of her behind her back, calling her a poser. Without a second thought, Jasmine swung a chair at them, nearly killing the person before being pulled away by other students. Even in the end, Jasmine never admitted she was wrong.

To settle a romantic dispute for a female friend, she stepped up. She beat the "scumbag" so badly that he was hospitalized with serious injuries and forced to drop out of school.

When a son of another elite family boasted and spread false rumors about her and him, she stabbed him, which eventually triggered a massive brawl between students.

In truth, in many of those situations, Jasmine had better ways to resolve things.

But she simply preferred to use her hands!

Throughout her student years, Jasmine was, for the most part, a "model child." She wasn't noisy, didn't participate in messy social circles, studied like a maniac to stay in first place, and never had the "premature dating" issues that parents worried about.

No one dared to bully her. She didn't need anyone to supervise her in any aspect. She came home on time and was never late or absent.

Even her hairstyle... she had kept it long, straight, and black to this day! Without dying it, or shaving it into any of the weird popular styles.

She was unconventional, yet nearly perfect.

The only small flaw was that Jasmine displayed violent tendencies during her high school years!

In hindsight, it shouldn't have been a big deal. Many students suddenly change during high school; some who were originally excellent students see their grades plummet, their personalities shift drastically, and they start hanging out with the wrong crowd, or they become suicidal over romance.

That period is just like that.

It's all the hormones at work! It's a crucial process of transforming from a "child" into an "adult." Of course, it's undeniable that some people lose their way during that time.

Fighting in high school... if it were a boy, it wouldn't even be mentioned.

In terms of the number of fights, Dante had fought far more than Jasmine!

But Jasmine was more ruthless than Dante, and she was a girl, which seemed to become a very, very big problem. It was fine for boys, but if a girl acted this way, something seemed wrong. After all, females don't have that much testosterone; they aren't supposed to be that violent by nature.

At least, that was what the Doran family thought back then.

"Evelyne Veyne! Evelyne Veyne! You want to find that fraud?! You believe her? You think she actually has talent?!" Jasmine jumped off the sofa and walked to the side to put some distance between them.

She paced back and forth barefoot, her eyes fixed on Alexander, her voice cold and hollow.

"She does have some ability. She can't be called a fraud," Alexander said with a smile.

"Then you mean to say! It was my fault back then? Is that it?! My dear! Mr. Alexander!" Jasmine was practically gritting her teeth by the time she finished.

She seemed triggered.

Actually, she was!

In Jasmine's twenty-seven years of life, there weren't many people who could make her feel psychologically uncomfortable or even physiologically uncomfortable just by mentioning their names. You could count them on one hand.

If she were to make a list, the number one spot would undoubtedly belong to James Sutherland!

The name "James Sutherland" was enough to trigger a stress response in Jasmine.

Just hearing it made her sick. Dammit, it was just too much!

The amount of profanity Jasmine had directed at everyone else in her life combined didn't equal what she had said to James alone. Before she met Alexander, she would curse every time James harassed her with a phone call—and she normally didn't use foul language.

And the person in second place... was Evelyne Veyne.

"No, it wasn't your fault back then. You were right not to see Evelyne."

"You didn't grow up to be a serial killer or anything like that. You became an exceptionally outstanding female CEO. If you had met her back then, she likely would have changed your personality and your way of doing things."

"Then the you of today wouldn't be you!"

"You, Jasmine Doran, are meant to be exactly like this. Everything about you, including your personality, is what I, Alexander... appreciate!" Alexander gave Jasmine a final smile, crossed his legs on the sofa, picked up the apple again, and took a bite.

He looked completely casual, as if he were just having a heart-to-heart with her.

Jasmine's face softened significantly.

She really liked Alexander's choice of words. He didn't say "love," he said, "appreciate!"

Love is multifaceted and can tolerate faults... For example, 'I see that you're beautiful but have a terrible personality, so I say I love you. Although I hate your personality, I can still say I love you, and therefore I tolerate you.'

Appreciation is different. That is true liking! It comes entirely from the heart.

With the simplest words, Alexander quickly calmed Jasmine's emotions. Although Jasmine knew that Alexander might be manipulating her mindset again, she found it very effective.

"Then if I was right, if she's not a fraud, what is she?" Jasmine stood there with her arms crossed, asking coldly and expressionlessly.

"Your personality is innate. At different times, as your hormones fluctuate, you might experience temporary changes, but you self-correct. You have very strong self-control." Alexander looked at Jasmine. "I know this."

"But Evelyne didn't! At the time, she had been back in the country for less than half a year. She didn't understand your life story. She could only treat you as an 'ordinary girl' based on the information your family gave her. If she wanted to understand you deeply, she would have at least had to meet you and interview you... But you two never met." Alexander shrugged at the end.

"So she had the right to talk nonsense and say I had psychological issues?!" Jasmine's tone turned cold again, her gaze toward Alexander becoming sharp.

She was so angry!

Aside from the knot in her heart about a "Psychologist/Mentalist " saying she had problems, she was also angry at Alexander.

At a time like this, he was actually being "objective and fair" and trying to reason? Shouldn't he be on her side?

Jasmine wasn't the type of woman to make trouble out of nothing. Still, when it involved something she deeply cared about, it was hard to remain absolutely rational.

She wasn't a machine!

"It was her fault," Alexander said casually, biting into the apple. "So, I've made a decision. Since you are my girlfriend, I will make her apologize to you. And I'll have her call your grandfather to tell the old man personally that she was wrong back then."


Chapter 6: I’m her weakness.

This time, it was Jasmine's turn to be stunned.

Given Evelyne Veyne's current status, if she were to apologize, it could potentially deal a devastating blow to her career if things went south. Evelyne lived entirely for her career—not for the money, but as a spiritual pillar.

How could she personally destroy her own spiritual pillar? That was her everything.

She wouldn't do it even if she died!

Jasmine suddenly stepped forward, turned, and sat in Alexander's lap. Hooking her arms around his neck, she blinked and said, "Dear, can you really make her apologize? You're not lying to me? You won't take it back?"

At this moment, Jasmine was actually acting spoiled. Her eyes even looked watery!

She didn't care if Evelyne lived or died. She just wanted to clear her name!

"Be a bit more normal," Alexander said, raising an eyebrow.

"Am I not normal?" Jasmine countered. She leaned closer to Alexander's face, letting him feel her breath.

Actually, when she said this, she had already dropped that slightly over-the-top affectation. Her voice was gentle now, carrying that unique sexiness that only a cold, elegant woman has when she softens.

This wasn't the first time Jasmine had tried to act cute. This time, she had overdone it just a little bit because of this matter with Evelyne. If she didn't think about it, she was fine, but as soon as she did, she became incredibly annoyed!

She cared about it deeply.

Given her "eye for an eye" personality, she should have settled scores with Evelyne long ago.

The reason she hadn't was that the situation was a deadlock.

At the time, she was seventeen and a student. Her family had contacted a psychologist to come to the house for a talk.

After a preliminary assessment, the psychologist felt she needed counseling, that she shouldn't be so violent, and that she SHOULD talk.

If you told this story to anyone, they wouldn't think there was anything wrong with the psychologist!

This meant that if Jasmine really went to demand an explanation from Evelyne now that she was independent, it would make it look like she really did have a problem after all.

To remember such a trivial thing for so many years, and then to go back and seek revenge?

The two of them hadn't even met in person! It was just an assessment based on a preliminary understanding. If one didn't have some mental issues, they wouldn't do something like that.

This created a situation where Jasmine cared deeply but couldn't find Evelyne and found it difficult to even bring it up.

In reality, what Jasmine cared about wasn't a single assessment.

To put it bluntly, throughout her life, plenty of people thought she had mental issues. It was normal for nonconformists to be criticized, and Jasmine didn't care.

The key was Evelyne Veyne's status... and the fact that some members of the Doran family had believed Evelyne's original assessment.

"Normal. Much better now," Alexander smiled.

"So... can you really make her apologize?" Jasmine decisively pulled the topic back. "You should understand what her reputation means to her work, and what her work means to her life! Do you understand? Do you really know Evelyne Veyne?"

"Evelyne Veyne, thirty-three years old, originally from San Francisco. She was born with naturally silver white hair. An albino of sort. She was lightly bullied for it in childhood, but learned to embrace it and had never dyed it." Alexander recited effortlessly. ". She is 169 cm (5 ft 7) tall, and her weight fluctuates between 50 and 52.5 kg (110–121 lbs), though she visually appears to weigh more. She has a habit of exercising year-round; every Monday and Thursday, she goes to a gym on Gon Road in Boston for an hour of exercise."

"Her measurements are 84 / 57 / 88. She is nearsighted and wears contact lenses when out, but wears round-framed glasses at home or when seeing patients. Her left eye is -3.50, and her right is -3.75. She pays great attention to skincare but doesn't wear much makeup, and she has worn her hair in a single ponytail for years."

"She owns six properties in Boston. The one she stays in most is a detached villa at Lane 58, Nan Road. It's a standalone old villa. Evelyne has four cars in Boston, and the one she drives most often is a beige BMW 7 Series. Given her status, she is very low-key."

"Evelyne has very low material desires. Aside from real estate, she doesn't usually indulge in luxury spending. However, she has a lot of clothes; most are priced at a few hundred dollars each, with the most expensive no more than a thousand or two. A large separate bedroom in her villa has been converted into a massive walk-in closet."

"Although Evelyne is thirty-three, she looks like she graduated from college only a few years ago. She has the aura of a young high school teacher. She has a very friendly smile, but when she frowns, she exerts a mysterious pressure... though she rarely frowns."

"She..."

"Alright, alright," Jasmine couldn't help but interrupt him. "Don't you think you sound like some pervert who's been stalking Evelyne for a long time? You're doing this on purpose, aren't you?"

"Just lightening the mood," Alexander laughed, reaching out to lightly pinch Jasmine's cheek. "You're acting too tense. Relax."

Jasmine looked at him, paused, and then closed her eyes to take a deep breath.

Inhale! Exhale!

"Fine, I'm relaxed," Jasmine said, opening her eyes to look at Alexander.

"She is a genius," Alexander stated, giving his initial assessment of Evelyne.

Jasmine... couldn't deny that.

"As a child, she had been considered a prodigy. She skipped a grade in elementary school, then continued advancing far ahead of her peers. At fourteen, she was admitted to the Wharton School at the University of Pennsylvania, but dropped out after only six months. At fifteen, she applied again and was accepted into Harvard University's Department of Psychology..."

"By eighteen, she had already earned her master's degree in Psychology from Harvard, after which she went abroad to continue her studies at the University of Oxford. Between the ages of nineteen and twenty-one, she reached the peak of her academic career, publishing eleven peer-reviewed papers in journals such as Trends in Cognitive Sciences, Psychological Review, and Physiology & Behavior..."

"After obtaining both a PhD in Psychology and a PhD in Philosophy, she was invited to speak at TED as a young scholar, delivering an eighteen-minute lecture that drew wide attention in academic circles."

"She had originally intended to build her career in the UK, but due to personal reasons, she returned to the United States at twenty-three. Soon after, she became the youngest associate professor in the history of Boston University's Department of Psychology. Oxford had also offered her a position, but their terms were not as favorable as Boston University's, and she personally preferred living in Boston, so she ultimately chose to teach there."

"Her becoming a 'psychologist' for private patients happened by chance. She provided counseling to the son of a powerful figure who had long-standing suicidal ideations. A single forty-minute conversation made him abandon the idea... She became famous in those circles overnight because of that."

"Combined with her incredibly brilliant pedigree, she leaped to become one of the highest-paid psychologists in the country. Those who requested her services were all high-ranking officials and the wealthy. She has two billing methods: either an hourly rate or a flat fee for a successful cure."

"As far as I know, her minimum hourly consultation fee is five hundred thousand, and there's no upper limit... Those who can afford her don't care about a few hundred thousand or a few million; they are often willing to give more."

"As for a flat fee, the highest... She once flew to the capital for half a month and ended up with thirty-nine million. Her patient at that time was... You should have heard of her."

Alexander looked at Jasmine as he spoke.

"Mm... I know," Jasmine nodded. It was the granddaughter of a top-tier tycoon who suffered from severe depression. That illness wasn't something that could be cured by counseling alone; it required combination therapy with antidepressants.

It hadn't been cured for many years.

Not until Evelyne Veyne stepped in. It was said that she took the girl away and wouldn't allow anyone to follow—not even drivers or bodyguards. She drove the girl herself and spent half a month playing and traveling with her.

What they actually talked about was unknown to outsiders.

But after the girl returned, her entire persona seemed to have changed. Her appetite improved, she talked more, and she seemed to begin opening up her heart.

After that, the girl willingly took antidepressants for another three months and was able to lead a normal life.

There was something very magical about Evelyne! One might even call it terrifying. Jasmine had heard a lot about it.

Psychologists are naturally good at observing and studying people, able to see through them to a certain extent. Someone who had reached Evelyne's level could no longer be described simply as a "psychologist."

Jasmine kept calling Evelyne a fraud...But in reality, she was just venting her anger!

She felt that Evelyne had simply misjudged her back then. In her heart, she couldn't deny Evelyne's achievements in psychology, whether from an academic or practical perspective. Evelyne was extremely successful, and this success would only grow as time passed.

At thirty-three, Evelyne was already considered a titan in the domestic field of psychology. Many people were waiting for her to publish her own psychological works.

However, Evelyne had mentioned in an academic interview that she would write a psychology book—that she was always writing it—but it would only be published after her death.

"Originally, being a private psychologist was just her side job."

"An associate professor at twenty-three, a professor at twenty-five, a PhD supervisor at twenty-six... After serving as a supervisor for only one semester, she resigned from Boston University. She originally wanted to leave completely, but under strong university pressure, she retained her title as a professor at Boston University without any teaching responsibilities. She attends at most two conferences a year. Boston University used extremely exaggerated terms to keep this figurehead of their psychology department."

"After resigning as a supervisor, she shifted the focus of her life entirely to her career as a 'psychologist'. It went from a side job to her main profession."

"She began to live a secluded life, only taking cases referred by acquaintances. Her life is extremely disciplined: eating, writing, exercising, seeing patients... Today, she only sees patients once a week, and her appointments are booked through next year."

"People who have interacted with Evelyne in recent years say she seems to have become more intellectual, more transparent, as if she can see through everything. Sometimes she gives off a vibe of having no worldly desires. Some even say she has a Buddha-like nature and might even leave the secular world to become a nun in the future."

"Am I right?" Alexander asked Jasmine at last.

"Mm... Yes!" Jasmine nodded. What Alexander said was identical to what she knew and had heard.

"So you think you can pull someone like that in to be your little assistant? A woman with low material desires, an international-level master of psychology... and you want to challenge her? Aren't you afraid of being seen through?"

Jasmine wasn't questioning Alexander; she was asking sincerely.

Alexander was a master at playing with psychology, too, but his real strength was information.

On a purely psychological level, could he be stronger than Evelyne Veyne? Or was this... a clash of the titans?

However, Alexander smiled and shook his head. He didn't answer Jasmine's counter-question, but instead said, "No! What I said wasn't right!"

"Something's not right? What isn't right?" Jasmine asked in return. She frowned and thought back to what Alexander had just said. She couldn't find anything wrong with it; it was just that he hadn't gone into much detail.

"Her becoming a psychologist was no accident," Alexander said with a smile. "Everything was meticulously planned. From the very first day she returned to the country, she began searching for her targets. They say opportunity favors the prepared mind, but in reality... she created the opportunities herself."

"The way she suddenly shot to fame in those circles was a calculated arrangement, not a result of chance or luck."

"She is currently a psychologist and a professor of psychology, and she plans to publish books on the subject in the future. It might seem like her abilities are limited to psychology, but in truth, she is more of a... genius than anyone can imagine!"

"Psychology is merely one way she expresses her talent."

"She possesses an astounding level of insight, which seems to be an innate gift. If she hadn't become a psychologist, the most suitable profession for her would have been a police officer. Or even a private detective. She can notice details that ordinary people completely overlook."

"She can judge whether someone is lying to her through micro-expressions. This kind of observation is effective against the vast majority of people. And... fortunately, she didn't choose a life of crime; otherwise, she would have been a genius criminal."

"There was a time when Evelyne desperately wanted financial success. She wanted to earn a massive amount of money and achieve a high social status. Then she discovered that making money wasn't difficult for her at all. In an incredibly short period, she earned an astronomical sum and attained a prestigious social standing!

"No psychologist was more profitable than her. She knew exactly what to do to enhance her reputation and put herself on a pedestal. During that period, she was more utilitarian than anyone could imagine!"

"People only saw her remarkably smooth success, but in reality, much of it was due to her meticulous planning and arrangements. There was nothing accidental about her success!"

"And then... she got bored."

"From setting a goal, achieving success, and feeling self-satisfied, to thinking it was nothing special and becoming bored... the entire process took only a few short years. Afterward, she went through a very painful period. It was during that time that she resigned from her position as a PhD supervisor..."

"Painful? Why was she in pain?" Jasmine asked.

"Just think about it." Alexander looked at Jasmine. "Imagine you are a genius in psychology, a natural observer, and you've already grown into a master. You can easily see through anyone. You've seen through the nature of many things. Your career is immensely successful, and your achievements are nearing their peak while you're still young. What would you then find this world to be... like?"

"...Terrible?" Jasmine answered tentatively.

Initially, she had thought of the word "wonderful"—a smooth life should certainly be wonderful. But on second thought, if it were wonderful, there shouldn't be any pain. Only something terrible causes pain.

"Evelyne did indeed see the terrible side of this world," Alexander continued. "The human heart cannot withstand scrutiny. Everyone hides ugliness deep within. In ordinary social interactions, people hide their darkest corners, but for Evelyne, she can 'see' that ugliness. She has witnessed too much of it. Especially in those wealthy and influential families—they look glamorous on the surface, but behind the scenes... You understand."

"But she doesn't actually care much about that."

"The human heart is multifaceted, and so is the world. You can't define it as simply good or bad."

"The root of her pain was... boredom!"

"Boredom?" Jasmine raised an eyebrow.

"Yes! Boredom! Or you could say, a lack of interest," Alexander nodded. "You have to understand that psychologists view the world from a different perspective than ordinary people. Furthermore, psychologists themselves are a high-risk group for mental illness because they have to witness things that ordinary people don't, dealing with patients with depression, mental disorders..."

"But I'm not saying Evelyne has psychological issues. She has just... as I mentioned before, she became somewhat disillusioned with the world. Yet, her rational side kept her attached to it. This internal contradiction caused her pain."

"That Zen-like aura people say she's had in recent years... that feeling started back then."

"And then what happened?" Jasmine pressed. She had an almost absolute trust in Alexander's intelligence-gathering abilities. Therefore, she believed what he was saying and was very curious to know what happened to Evelyne afterward—not the rumors, but the truth.

"She eventually achieved peace with herself. She persuaded herself. You could even say... she underwent a metamorphosis! She broke through the psychological barriers of her contradictions, which made her even stronger."

"She began to do only what she was best at and started living a very disciplined life. Living in seclusion might seem like self-isolation, but in reality, she lives a very fulfilling life and enjoys it. Her heart has become much more serene than before; very few things can truly stir up waves within her now..."

"Her spiritual and mental level has reached a certain height." Alexander almost never personally said that someone was "very impressive" or had a "high level."

Jasmine had never heard Alexander say such things before.

This was the first time she had heard him praising someone like this. And it sounded like extremely high praise; he wasn't being stingy with his compliments at all.

What Jasmine didn't know was that the reason Alexander used so many descriptions for Evelyne's inner world and lavished so much praise on her was that he felt she shared many similarities with him. In some ways, she was like him; both possessed very similar abilities.

"You might as well just say she's attained enlightenment and become a God," Jasmine said, her tone turning a bit cold. She didn't like Evelyne, so she didn't want to hear her boyfriend praising her.

"That's an exaggeration," Alexander laughed. "But her inner resolve is indeed extremely firm now! It's very hard to shake."

"And yet you still say you can make her admit she was wrong?" Jasmine challenged.

"She can have her resolve, and others might not be able to shake it, but that doesn't mean I can't!" Alexander said with a smile. "No matter how impressive Evelyne Veyne is or how well she understands the human heart, she still has one obvious weakness."

"A weakness? What is it?" Jasmine's interest was piqued.

"Me! I am her weakness!" Alexander chuckled.

Jasmine's expression froze, and she nearly rolled her eyes at him. Alexander's words were simply shameless. No one was that narcissistic.

Clearly, Jasmine didn't understand the true meaning behind "I am her weakness."


Chapter 7: Preparing.

A new day, August 7, 2024.

At exactly seven o'clock in the morning, Alexander opened his eyes. He glanced at the ceiling of the presidential suite's bedroom, then turned to look at the curled-up, sleeping Jasmine. A sincere smile spread across his face.

A life that doesn't repeat is so wonderful!

Without even checking his phone, Alexander knew today was Friday.

In the morning, Evelyne would.....Well, her current life was extremely disciplined. She rarely did anything on a whim; everything was planned and scheduled.

Alexander had interacted with Evelyne countless times during the time loop. The distance between New York and Boston didn't take much to cover, and Alexander had plenty of time every day to learn about those who lived permanently in Boston.

Evelyne also had a very distinct personality.

This had led Alexander to study her deeply during the cycle.

In comparison, Jasmine's personality was more interesting, whereas Evelyne's could hardly be described as such. One couldn't expect much turbulence in the character of someone who had almost seen through the vanity of the world.

However, Evelyne's abilities still gave her a very fascinating side—especially in a mental game of wits. Once something happened outside her expectations, her reactions were quite something to behold.

Alexander reached for his phone on the nightstand, set a vibrating alarm, tucked it under his pillow, and then rolled over to pull Jasmine back into his arms, falling asleep peacefully.

The two of them hadn't truly fallen asleep until very, very late the previous night.

In the dead of night, they naturally worked to ensure that if Jasmine wasn't already pregnant, she would be now.

◆◆◆

At 8:15 AM. Buzz, buzz.

The phone under Alexander's pillow vibrated. He opened his eyes, pulled out the phone, and opened a movie ticketing app to check this morning's screenings.

Indeed... every Friday morning, Evelyne went to see a movie.

She didn't like crowds.

During the endless Sundays, Alexander had shared many, many conversations with Evelyne. This included some heartfelt talks after he mastered the method of "lulling her to sleep."

Evelyne would pour her heart out; she was a lonely person, and for someone who could pry it open, she was willing to say anything!

So, in reality, most of Alexander's knowledge about Evelyne didn't come from investigating the people around her—like her housekeepers or assistants—but from Evelyne herself.

She seldom lied. Even when she encountered a question she didn't want to answer, she would use clever ways to deflect it rather than refuse to answer or give a false answer.

Evelyne woke up at seven every day.

She would wash up, check her emails, drink a cup of black coffee, and read the news. Around 8:10 AM, she would start breakfast. While eating on Fridays, she would use her phone to check the day's movie times and select a film.

She didn't stick to just one cinema. She rotated between four!

The closest of these four cinemas was only three hundred meters from her residence, while the farthest was just over two kilometers. She would choose the 9:30 AM screening. If two movies had 9:30 AM slots, she would watch the one with lower box-office revenue.

And among the four cinemas, she would choose the screening room with the fewest tickets sold!

Friday was still a workday, so there weren't many people in the cinemas in the morning anyway. By choosing the room with the fewest people, Evelyne sometimes ended up with a "private screening" by default—meaning she was the only one in the entire theater.

However, this didn't happen often. Most of the time, there were at least a few other people.

Alexander checked the movies currently showing, their box-office numbers, the schedules, and the status of each screening room in each cinema. Considering it had been over four weeks since July 7th—making today the fifth Friday—he cross-referenced the release dates to exclude movies Evelyne likely would have seen in the previous four weeks.

Ultimately, Alexander chose a low-budget horror film titled 'Evil Girls' Dormitory: The Evil Incident 2'. On the ticketing app, this utter trash-tier movie had a "staggering" rating of 2.9. A movie like this sounded terrible just from the title, yet it had somehow made it to a sequel.

Alexander was confident Evelyne would watch this one.

She wasn't picky! Or, looking at it from another perspective, Evelyne Veyne was a bad movie lover.

"Boston Dream Tone International Cinema, 2D HD Laser Hall 2"—the screen on his phone showed that, out of nearly 190 seats displayed in white, only 7 were marked in red, meaning 7 tickets had been sold.

Six of them, though not sitting together, were all within the "prime viewing area."

Only one red-marked seat in the bottom left corner looked particularly strange and conspicuous. It was far in the back and far to the left. It seemed the person who bought this ticket wanted to hide as far away as possible, staying clear of other moviegoers so they could watch the film alone in a corner.

After synthesizing all the factors, Alexander made his final judgment.

The person who bought that ticket had to be Evelyne!

Thus, Alexander bought two tickets right next to it. After that, he opened his "Notes" app and typed in some text.

Once everything was done, Alexander looked at Jasmine.

Hmm... he needed her to put on a good performance. Although Evelyne would see through it, Jasmine's level of investment and focus in the role would have a significant impact on the final result!

◆◆◆

Around 8:30 AM.

Jasmine woke up slowly. Seeing Alexander propped up on his side watching her, she smiled, stretched, and rolled back into his arms for a kiss before rolling away again and sitting up abruptly.

Getting out of bed immediately without procrastinating was a talent in itself.

"Morning, Mr. Alexander."

"Morning, Ms. Jasmine."

Alexander also sat up.

The two of them got out of bed from opposite sides simultaneously. As Jasmine walked toward the bathroom, she asked, "Do we need to buy clothes today? I only came to Boston on a whim and didn't bring any luggage. If it's a roleplay... do I need to dress up as a junior assistant who just started working?"

"No need," Alexander said. "That would be pointless."

"Why?" Jasmine stopped and glanced at him, frowning slightly. "You want me to play your assistant and be your wingwoman, yet you say it's pointless?"

"What I mean is," Alexander smiled, "the act itself is meaningful, but the changing of clothes... no matter how well you act, Evelyne will see right through you. She'll know you're not my assistant. What matters is the process of the performance... whether the acting is good or bad doesn't matter much. So, whether you change your clothes or your appearance is irrelevant."

"Are you saying that woman will see through me at a glance?" Jasmine asked.

She actually understood what Alexander meant, but she didn't like him putting that woman on such a pedestal! Jasmine didn't think her acting was poor. She was also very good at hiding her inner thoughts. How could he say she'd be seen through just like that?

"What I mean is... your aura is too strong. Your habitual mannerisms and subconscious gestures make it very hard for you to look like an ordinary female college graduate, no matter how hard you try. Even an ordinary person could sense the aristocratic air about you, let alone Evelyne."

Alexander paused and added, "Evelyne isn't just a world-class master of psychology; her observational skills are on par with the top detectives you know."

While Alexander's comment about her aura and noble air made Jasmine feel quite pleased, his final praise of Evelyne sparked her competitive spirit! She wanted to prove him wrong.

"When do we leave?" Jasmine asked.

"Nine o'clock. You only have time to wash up and put on makeup," Alexander smiled. "We don't have time to go shopping for clothes."

Jasmine walked directly to the nightstand, picked up her phone, and dialed her bodyguard's number.

"I need an outfit that makes me look like a college student. That includes shoes, a watch, a bag... Use your judgment, but nothing too expensive. I don't care how you get it before the malls open; that's your problem. You have twenty minutes!" After finishing, Jasmine hung up immediately.

It was an order, not a request.

Jasmine's bodyguards had followed Charlotte and Ashley in two groups yesterday. By nightfall, they had all returned to the hotel. Some were right outside the door, some were downstairs, and others were resting in rooms nearby.

Jasmine naturally covered all the costs.

It had always been this way; wherever Jasmine stayed, her bodyguards would stay in the rooms next door or across the hall, taking turns sleeping and standing guard. They ate at the hotel restaurant, and every expense was picked up by Jasmine, the boss.

With the arrangements made, Jasmine entered the bathroom, satisfied.

Behind her, the smile on Alexander's face turned subtle.

This woman always had such a damn competitive streak! Clearly, she was going to give this performance her all, trying to make it as authentic as possible.


Chapter 8: Meeting Evelyne Veyne.

Boston Dream Tone International Cinema, Standard Hall 2.

The cinema was tiered; the further back the seat, the higher it was and the wider the view. It provided a sense of security—the feeling that one could see everyone else without being easily noticed.

The movie hadn't officially started yet; trailers were playing on the screen.

In the back-left of the viewing area, in a very high, secluded spot, sat a woman with naturally silver hair, neatly tied into a ponytail. Her skin was fair enough to give her an almost albino-like delicacy, and her eyes carried a faint reddish tint that made her quiet gaze seem strangely captivating.

She wore an elegant white dress with a beige silk scarf around her neck, the refined, intellectual style softened by the way the fabric clung to her figure. The dress stretched over her full curves, outlining wide hips, a narrow waist, and a generous bust.

She sat there quietly with a large bucket of popcorn in her lap, waiting for the film to begin. On the seat to her left, she had also placed some chips and other snacks.

A young man in a suit, holding a bucket of popcorn in one hand, walked over from the right. He passed by a sea of empty seats and finally stopped at the seat to the right of the woman in the white dress, turning to sit down.

He even glanced around as if just looking around casually.

The woman in the white dress frowned slightly and stole a glance at the young man. A slightly strange smile appeared on her face—the kind of smile that said she found something "very amusing."

"Hey, beautiful, you alone?" Alexander turned and smiled.

"Young Mister, just how old are you?" Evelyne Veyne gave Alexander a gentle look of rejection that clearly said, 'I am absolutely not someone you should be hitting on.'

Evelyne didn't believe someone would just happen to buy the seat right next to her by coincidence.

Given the specific screening and the seat she had selected, anyone choosing the spot beside her had to be coming for her.

She knew that a certain type of person existed—those who intentionally looked for "lone" audience members through online booking and bought the seat directly next to them, gambling on a chance encounter with "fate."

Alexander, walking over with a bucket of popcorn, looked very much like that type of person.

In truth, Evelyne wasn't certain if this young man approaching her actually held the ticket for the seat next to her. If he didn't... then he was purely there to strike up a conversation.

Evelyne habitually sized Alexander up. Before he spoke, she hadn't wanted to stare, as that would be impolite.

"I'm twenty-two," Alexander said with a smile. He was also observing Evelyne. They hadn't met in "centuries." Although Alexander had long possessed a photographic memory that never faded, looking at Evelyne today still gave him a sense of freshness.

Because in his time loop, no matter what, he could never spend a Monday with Evelyne. July 7th was a Sunday—an endlessly repeating Sunday.

Evelyne's makeup was very subtle. To most men who didn't understand cosmetics, it would look like she wasn't wearing any at all, but there was actually some base work and refinement. She was dressed like a very intellectual woman, resembling a high school literature teacher who would be the dream girl of the entire school—the kind who often wore white dresses and carried lesson plans as she walked down campus paths beneath blooming cherry blossoms.

Yet, on her beautiful face—a solid 9 out of 10—not a single fine wrinkle could be seen.

This gave her a particularly wonderful aura. She seemed both young and mature at the same time.

"And you, Miss? How old are you?" Alexander asked with another smile.

"It's impolite to ask a woman's age." Evelyne wagged a finger gently, but then added, "I'm much older than you. The students I've taught are already older than you are."

"So you're a teacher? You've certainly maintained yourself well," Alexander smiled.

"This isn't a good spot to watch the movie; it's too far to the side." Evelyne didn't pick up on Alexander's remark, nor did she deny being a teacher. She smiled and pointed toward the front-center area. "Over there is much better. The movie is about to start."

Evelyne's behavior seemed ordinary.

However, her way of rejecting people wouldn't make a suitor feel humiliated. She used her own method to express "we aren't a match." Her age was her own issue, and the seat she had chosen wasn't good either, giving the suitor a logical reason to leave—to find a better viewing position.

Furthermore, the way she looked at Alexander was like looking at a little kid. That kind of gaze—one that found a child's actions slightly amusing—was actually somewhat offensive.

If one wasn't careful, it could be misinterpreted as mockery. To find someone's actions comical was clearly a blow to their dignity.

But she had "confessed" to being a teacher. If her students were older than twenty-two, it implied she was a university professor, or at least a PHD's supervisor. The academic aura about her was so thick...

This made her gaze seem reasonable. For her, looking at a guy in his early twenties was just looking at a "big boy," after all! Moreover, it really exerted a sense of pressure—that scrutinizing look of a teacher with a reproaching smile. She might turn cold and lose her temper the very next second.

And as for hitting on a university professor...

Boston was big, but there were only so many universities. For a guy who might have just graduated or was currently a graduate student, hitting on a female professor could clearly lead to trouble!

It would trigger an instinctive worry: 'Could she know my own professors? Could she be from my school? What if my classmates or advisor find out I tried to pick up a professor...'

If he were a typical suitor, getting up and leaving right now wouldn't be embarrassing. It would be very dignified. After all, even if the woman was well-maintained, she was older, a teacher, and the seats were bad...

"I have a ticket." Alexander leaned slightly toward Evelyne, patted his trouser pocket, and then sat upright. Between two fingers, he held out a movie ticket and smiled. "Professor, surely you wouldn't want me to take someone else's seat? Wouldn't that be setting a bad example for your students?"

Evelyne suddenly laughed, feeling that this young man certainly had a way with words.

She reached out, took the ticket from him, and glanced at it.

Evelyne wasn't socially anxious. The reason she wanted to watch the movie away from the crowd was that as soon as there were people around her, she couldn't help but observe every little detail about them. Every accidental sound would draw her attention.

She had professional habits that bordered on obsessive-compulsive disorder.

To her, the general public was repetitive and boring. They were all similar people, constantly performing familiar actions in the cinema, which interfered with her movie-watching experience.

Additionally, Evelyne had a habit of eating a lot of snacks during movies. This made some noise, and she didn't want to affect others.

Her first impression of Alexander wasn't unpleasant. He was a young, handsome man with a well-proportioned build, wearing an expensive luxury suit and a watch worth over a million dollars. He was likely an incredibly wealthy second-generation heir.

The stray hair clinging to his shoulder suggested he had spent the night with a woman. His casually tied necktie indicated he was a confident person who didn't need a perfectly pristine appearance to establish his image.

From his tone and mannerisms after sitting down, Evelyne believed this was a "noble heir" who never lacked women around him and possessed absolute confidence in front of them.

This "noble heir" label meant he had a background far beyond that of ordinary people. He wasn't necessarily a child of the political elite.

Evelyne had encountered people like this before. They all had similar lives: born into super-wealthy or powerful families, with smooth sailing. Their families arranged everything in their life paths for them. They might have an arranged marriage waiting, but before the wedding, they played around and cycled through women constantly.

Being so young yet habitually wearing a suit suggested a few possibilities. It could be a personal preference, but more likely, it stemmed from his upbringing. There was a high probability that he enjoyed sports such as horse riding or golf. He likely played at least one musical instrument.

And for a person like that, his taste would never lead him to watch a flop with such a terrible reputation.

So for him, today... was perhaps a spur-of-the-moment "random hunt for novelty".

This wasn't strange; the more women such men had, the more they sought something different, something fresh.

Of course, there was a second possibility.

"You know who I am, don't you?" Evelyne looked up from the ticket at Alexander, her gaze flickering with a knowing smile.

Through simple observation and basic logical reasoning, Evelyne concluded that the wealthy young man before her likely knew who she was. His chance encounter at the cinema at this specific time was a calculated attempt to get close to her.

While there was a small chance she was wrong, Evelyne felt no need to guess. She would simply ask. If he were truly approaching her with an agenda, he wouldn't lie about this particular point—and even if he did, she didn't care.

She could see through the vast majority of lies.

Strictly speaking, she could detect over 99.9% of untruths by reading micro-expressions to instantly judge whether a person was telling the truth.

Of course, there were exceptions.

Evelyne had encountered people she couldn't read; they were usually those with specialized training, such as professional gamblers who competed in world championships or undercover agents from security departments. Their common trait was the ability to remain entirely expressionless during communication, devoid of any subconscious body language.

It was like they were wearing masks.

In truth, Evelyne held a tolerant attitude toward lying. She viewed people from a unique perspective; to her, the moment someone lied to her, it meant they would need more lies to sustain the first one.

In her eyes, such a person became "riddled with holes," making them even easier to see through. Truly honest people were actually the hardest to read; honesty didn't mean they had to answer every question—they could simply choose silence.

Faced with Evelyne's question, the corner of Alexander's eye twitched slightly and unnaturally.

It looked like the "frustration of being easily seen through," yet he maintained his smile.

"Rock-paper-scissors." Alexander raised his left hand and made a gesture, smiling. "If you win, I'll tell you."

It was an abrupt and bizarre suggestion. In reality, anyone who knew Evelyne was aware that she had published a paper on the psychology of rock-paper-scissors. She was a master of the game and almost never lost.

The game itself was the simplest yet potentially most complex form of psychological warfare. Because of the possibility of a draw, when a stalemate lasted a long time...

For instance, after a dozen consecutive draws, what one should play next to win involved layers of psychological maneuvering. The question of which "level" the opponent was on was mind-bogglingly complex. It was easy for someone to be too clever for their own good and be defeated by a novice's random moves.

Therefore, understanding an opponent's habits and even their psychological state was part of the game.

Evelyne was far from understanding Alexander.

But the moment Alexander suggested the game, Evelyne was certain: this man was one hundred percent here for her. He knew exactly who she was.

"Wouldn't it be easier to just admit it?" Evelyne smiled, yet she still raised her right hand. "Best two out of three. Three, two, one!"

First round: Evelyne played rock; Alexander played scissors.

Second round: Evelyne played scissors; Alexander played paper.

Third round: Evelyne played scissors; Alexander played paper.

Both of them made three quick gestures in succession, the entire process lasting only two seconds.

Alexander lost decisively.

Despite the "best two out of three" rule, Evelyne had won three out of three. For her, the probability of winning, losing, or drawing the first round was equal, so she played randomly.

But from the second round onward, she had a high probability of winning, or at the very least drawing. Her chances of losing were incredibly low.

While there were people with unique habits in the game, the probability of encountering one was low.

Thus, winning the first round was normal, and a three-round winning streak was even more so.

This was exactly the result Evelyne expected, a situation entirely under her control.

"Wow." Alexander exaggerated his tone slightly, glancing at his hand as if marveling at something. Then, without any sign of resentment, he extended his hand toward Evelyne and smiled. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Professor Veyne. My surname is Ciotta."

"Hello, Mr. Ciotta." The beautiful professor smiled and shook his hand. Then she asked, "Are you really twenty-two?"

"Do you want to see my ID?" Alexander teased.

"Ha." Evelyne shook her head. She didn't actually need to see his ID. "It's just that you feel a bit more mature than the young men I've met, including the students I've taught. I mean psychologically, not your appearance..."

The maturity Evelyne referred to wasn't about dress or behavior.

It was about his state of being. Even her most honest students would show some form of emotional unnaturalness when meeting her. Though they tried their best to hide it and remain respectful, their micro-expressions never lied.

Moreover, something as small as losing three rounds of rock-paper-scissors mattered.

Few people truly didn't care at all, especially the one who initiated the challenge. How could they not care about losing? There would always be a trace of it in their mind.

But Alexander was poised, composed, and dared to look her straight in the eye.

This made him far more mature than the vast majority of twenty-two-year-old men Evelyne had ever seen.

"I understand," Alexander replied with a smile. "After all, every 'boy' has had romantic fantasies about a female teacher... and you, Professor Veyne... are still beautiful."

"You have a silver tongue," Evelyne teased with a smile. "I imagine you've coaxed quite a few girls, haven't you?" Her playful gaze carried a certain pressure, making it difficult to tell if she was actually offended, which usually forced people to back off. However, regarding her beauty, Evelyne was genuinely confident.

She accepted such compliments wholeheartedly.

Even if the flatterer had "ulterior motives," the thing she feared least was someone having an agenda. In fact, psychological games were a source of amusement for her.

"Girls are boring. I prefer coaxing women," Alexander said with a smile.

It was a bold, blunt flirtation.

To say such a thing to a mature woman he barely knew was clearly overconfident.

Such words usually required a pre-established relationship, or they had to be said in a way that implied no deeper meaning—simply a compliment to express admiration for mature women without caring about the "awkwardness" or "how others perceived it."

Evelyne couldn't help but "adjust" her view of Alexander: 'This is clearly a young noble who hasn't had many complex emotional experiences and doesn't quite know how to please girls.'

Such people were common in high society. For men born with silver spoons, they were the center of attention from birth. They only needed to crook a finger, and plenty of women would flock to them.

As a result, they never needed to put in the effort to hone the art of complimenting women.

In a relationship, if a man were incredibly wealthy and handsome—basically a male lead from an idol drama—any inappropriate compliment he gave would mostly be interpreted as "charismatic," "sweet," "well-bred," "polite," or "straightforward."

If an average-looking man with no money said the same thing, he would immediately be labeled as having "creepy intentions."

Therefore, Evelyne understood the state this young man was in. Furthermore, she saw no trace of lust in Alexander's eyes. Was he merely trying to show off his masculine charm? Did he need something from her?

"Is someone in your family ill?" Evelyne asked directly with a slight smile. "If you want me to take a case or skip the queue, I'm afraid that won't work. You can contact my assistant for details."

"No one is sick," Alexander shook his head.

"Then why did you seek me out...?" Evelyne asked.

"I came because of your reputation," Alexander smiled.

Click!

Just as Alexander finished speaking, the lights in the hall suddenly dimmed. The movie was about to start. The lights went out, leaving only the glow from the large screen in front.

"The movie is starting." Alexander gestured with his hand, tilting his head slightly as he lowered his voice. "Let's talk after the film."

The movie started at the perfect time.

Neither spoke. They ate their popcorn, listening to the typical jump-scare sound effects of a low-budget horror flick and watching a half-clad woman on screen taking a shower... perfectly focused.

Five minutes later.

A heavily disguised Jasmine Doran walked into the screening room.

She was dressed in a beige floral chiffon blouse with lace sleeves and a V-neck, high-waisted, slim-fit, vintage-flared blue jeans, plain beige pointed-toe block heels reaching five centimeters, and a white mini square bag with a metal chain hanging from her shoulder…

Jasmine walked down the narrow aisle in front of the row of seats toward Alexander, a cup of cola in each hand.

This outfit…

Compared to her professional business attire at work, or the long dresses and evening gowns she wore in her daily life, the ensemble she was wearing now was somewhat "commonplace."

But this "commonness" was purely a matter of comparison with her usual self.

If someone who didn't know Jasmine's identity saw her right now, they would only feel as though a sweet, youthful goddess was walking toward them. One look would be enough to fuel their dreams for a night, and even years later, the memory of that first stunning encounter would remain vivid in their minds.

Looking at a commercial street in the height of summer, what Jasmine was wearing was actually the most common "street style" for beauties... though, in truth, such an outfit would look much worse on an average person. It was extremely demanding of one's figure!

A pair of high-waisted, slim-fit vintage flared jeans alone was something an average body simply couldn't pull off.

To wear those pants, one had to have a relatively exaggerated waist-to-hip ratio to keep them sitting at the waist using only the center button, without a belt.

The requirements for one's physique could only be described as harsh.

Jasmine didn't wear a belt; she didn't need one. Her waist was truly no wider than a sheet of A4 paper.

Actually, Jasmine didn't usually like to "show off" her figure. Her clothes were either serious, elegant, or perhaps cold... She wasn't like Seraphine Arden.

Seraphine was skilled at using her advantages to manipulate others, playing hard to get, which was why she always wore figure-hugging dresses. Jasmine, on the other hand, single-mindedly pursued the temperament of a female CEO—the aura of a person in power.

Therefore, Jasmine's attire today was an extremely rare sight in recent years.

She had only dressed like this during her university days, and her current appearance was essentially no different from when she was in college. The sharp aura she had honed over years of struggling in the business world was kept as restrained as possible.

Jasmine had the kind of "cold white" skin that everyone envied. The kind that seemed to glow when a light hit it.

Even in the dim environment of the cinema, one could tell she was incredibly fair—several shades lighter than anyone else. However, the few audience members in the theater were mostly gathered in the prime viewing area closer to the screen. As Jasmine walked across the back row, no one noticed her.

"Boss, the cola you wanted." Jasmine walked up to Alexander and handed him a cup.

Alexander turned to look at her and reached out to take it.

Jasmine gave Alexander a sweet smile... She had practiced this smile repeatedly before entering the cinema, using the car's rearview mirror. It wasn't that difficult.

Evelyne leaned forward slightly and turned to look at the newcomer. She had noticed Jasmine as soon as she approached and had witnessed the entire interaction between her and Alexander.

Was this... a sweet girl? Innocent, moving, youthful, and beautiful! That was the first impression!

Jasmine's natural voice was pleasant but not exactly "sweet." She didn't intentionally force a high-pitched "cutesy" tone; she simply used her original, more magnetic voice, slowed her speech slightly, and spoke with a smile... creating a very sweet sensation.

"Professor Veyne, this is Jas... Jas, say hello." Seeing Evelyne watching, Alexander introduced her with a gesture, leaning back against his seat.

"Hello, Professor Veyne."

"Miss Jas."

The two women reached across Alexander and shook hands.

Initially, Evelyne hadn't seen any flaws. This was partly due to the dim lighting, which made it difficult to see fine clothing details or micro-expressions. But when she leaned in to shake hands and met Jasmine's eyes, she felt something was off.

Evelyne keenly perceived that this girl named Jas harbored hostility toward her!

Her gaze seemed soft, but in reality, it was more like a disguise. Although there was only a momentary flash of eye contact, Evelyne caught Jasmine's true expression for a split second by the light reflecting off the big screen...

Eyes are the hardest thing to change.

The sweeter the smile, the more abrupt and obvious it becomes if the eyes don't match.

"Miss Jas has such wonderful skin. Your hands are so soft," Evelyne praised politely with a light smile as she let go and sat back up.

"You're not bad yourself, Professor Veyne. Your hands are like a young girl's." Jasmine smiled sweetly and pointed. "I like your silk scarf."

"Thank you," Evelyne smiled.

Another person who knew who she was yet remained neither servile nor overbearing. She wasn't stiff or intimidated, her smile didn't waver for a second, and she was extremely adept at handling abrupt pleasantries...

Interesting!

Evelyne couldn't yet judge what type or level "Jas" belonged to. Still, at the very least, she was certainly no ordinary girl, and definitely not just a pretty face.

She was wearing a "mask." A calculating beauty? Or...


Chapter 9: Shocking memos.

The three of them watched the movie.

This horror film, titled 'Evil Girls' Dormitory: The Evil Incident 2', was truly terrible. It was bad without any style. Ten minutes in, one could already guess that it was the female lead's best friend playing ghost.

Originally, besides Evelyne, Alexander, and Jasmine sitting in the back left, there were six other viewers in the prime viewing area—three couples sitting apart. Ten minutes after the start, only one couple remained.

It was simply too painful to watch.

The remaining man and woman weren't even watching the movie; they were whispering, leaning in close, hugging, and kissing. In truth, Evelyne wasn't really watching the movie either.

She had found something more interesting than the film—the man and woman beside her! She had been observing them carefully.

Mr. Ciotta ate popcorn, keeping the bucket on his own lap. He ate it himself without any intention of sharing with Jas. After a while, he seemed to have had enough and reached back to place the popcorn bucket on Jas's lap.

Jas first took a tissue from her bag and handed it to Mr. Ciotta to wipe his hands. Only after he returned the used tissue to her did she look away from him. However, she didn't eat the popcorn; she just held it for him.

Mr. Ciotta seemed to love cola. When his own was finished, Jas handed hers to him. It was one she had already drunk from, but neither of them seemed to mind...

Jas seemed very attentive to Mr. Ciotta's every move.

Any action he took—including taking out his phone to check the time, glancing up when distracted by the young couple's noises, or crossing his legs to change positions—Jas would notice. She seemed to be on standby at all times.

Evelyne didn't smell any perfume.

Though not a hundred percent certain, Evelyne used her relatively keen sense of smell to determine that Miss Jas, sitting one seat away, gave off the same scent as Mr. Ciotta... the fragrance of an expensive bath product.

Evelyne had previously noticed a strand of hair on Alexander's clothes.

Therefore... Miss Jas likely wasn't just a typical secretary or assistant. She called Mr. Alexander "Boss," so she should be... a personal assistant?

Super beautiful personal assistants usually slept with their bosses. The two of them must have slept together last night.

Thirty minutes into the movie, the last couple finally couldn't take it anymore and got up to leave. At this point, only Evelyne, Alexander, and Jasmine were left in the theater.

"This movie is so boring," Evelyne spoke first. She took the initiative to start a conversation, wanting to further study Mr. Ciotta and Miss Jas. This was far more entertaining than watching a trashy film!

"Then I'll show you something interesting, Professor Veyne." Alexander turned with a smile and handed his phone over.

"Hmm?" Evelyne was startled.

This move by Alexander was a bit too abrupt.

Nonetheless, she took the phone. After the screen lit up, she shook it toward Alexander and said, "It's not unlocked."

"You can try," Alexander laughed. "Input whatever numbers first come to mind."

Evelyne was stunned again.

What did Alexander mean by this?! Was he saying... he could know what she was thinking in advance?

Evelyne blinked at Alexander, then looked down at his phone in her hand, her expression one of deep thought.

In reality, Evelyne was the type of person whose mind was both simple and complex. It was simple in the sense that she could instantly grasp possibilities that ordinary people wouldn't even consider... and complex because her brain truly worked at an incredible speed.

If she couldn't find an answer immediately...

She would mentally list a whole array of potential solutions to test.

To Alexander's right, the "sweet girl" version of Jasmine Doran leaned forward slightly, turning her head toward Evelyne.

Alexander and Evelyne hadn't lowered their voices during their conversation; since they were the only ones left in the theater, there was no concern about disturbing others.

Jasmine was also confused by Alexander's actions. The reason she had willingly acted as his wingman this time—aside from her interest in Evelyne as a person—was because she wanted to understand Alexander's entire process for winning over a woman.

If everything before this had just been preparation—acting as his assistant, intentionally entering the theater late, and playing the role of a sweet, obedient girl according to Alexander's plan...

Then, now, it seemed Alexander had officially entered the 'acquisition phase!"

But right from the start, Jasmine was lost.

She shared the same doubt as Evelyne: 'Can he really know her thoughts in advance?'

Although Jasmine knew Alexander's abilities well and was aware of his deep understanding of psychology—even if he never explicitly claimed to have studied it —his mastery over the human heart was undeniable. A six-digit passcode was a different story. It was too random.

If Alexander had set a passcode in advance that matched whatever Evelyne happened to think of right now, and she unlocked it instantly... wouldn't that be a bit too terrifying?

Evelyne remained silent for a full ten seconds.

Then, she flipped Alexander's phone over, screen-side down. Without looking, she used the back of her other hand to swipe randomly across the screen. Feeling the phone vibrate, she flipped it back over.

Unlock failed.

Of course it failed. In doing this, Evelyne's actions had nothing to do with whatever numbers were in her head; it was a completely random touch. It was no different from a phone being rubbed inside a pocket, entering random digits, and failing repeatedly.

"I was just testing if you had set it so that any random input would unlock it," Evelyne explained, smiling with a shrug. "Apparently not."

Having confirmed that Alexander wasn't "cheating" in that specific way, Evelyne began to seriously consider the method he had proposed.

What was this? A challenge?

Evelyne didn't know Alexander's true purpose for seeking her out. They had begun to discuss it earlier, but the conversation was interrupted when the movie started. However, Alexander had mentioned he came because he was "attracted by her reputation." What fame? Her reputation as a psychologist?

"I just think of something and enter it?" Evelyne asked him again. "You mean the six digits I'm thinking of right now will unlock it?"

"Yes." Alexander nodded with a smile.

Evelyne was certain now: Alexander was challenging her. She couldn't say for sure if this was his ultimate goal, but at the very least, he was actively presenting a challenge right now.

"Ha." A small laugh escaped her—the kind of laugh that said, "You're being naughty again"—and she gave Alexander a playful, reproving look.

As a former teacher, Evelyne always tended to view men of Alexander's age as students. And her students had indeed challenged her before, such as by bringing her strange psychological test questions.

She looked back at the phone.

This time, Evelyne only thought for three seconds before decisively entering a string of numbers.

32!

95!

11!

As Evelyne entered the sixth digit, because the code was correct, there was no need to press enter. The phone unlocked immediately, landing on the home screen, which displayed the time.

Evelyne's eyes flickered. At the moment the phone unlocked, her eyes widened just a fraction before returning to normal. It wasn't an exaggerated change in expression.

Because this was simply too absurd!

Instead of being impressed, it made one feel that it HAD to be fake—the result of some trick. It was like seeing someone perform on the street and suddenly fly... even if the person actually could fly, everyone in the world would assume it was a magic trick. They would just assume they hadn't yet seen through the technique.

Consequently, Evelyne was only momentarily surprised before she looked up at Alexander and asked with a smile, "You're remote-controlling it, aren't you?"

"You can take the phone and inspect it. It's a genuine phone; how would I remote-control it?" Alexander said, smiling.

"Bluetooth, maybe..." Evelyne threw the suggestion out casually. She didn't understand technology well; she only had a basic grasp of the concepts.

But she figured that regardless of the method used for remote control, it would need to be "connected."

A Bluetooth connection? Or perhaps a phone virus that could be controlled via 5G?

She truly didn't know.

Regardless, Evelyne reached out and toggled Airplane Mode on.

"What interesting thing do you want me to see?" Evelyne asked, looking at Alexander again.

"The Notes app," Alexander said with a smile.

Evelyne opened Alexander's Notes. She saw several entries timestamped around 8:00 AM that morning. The titles were arranged as "Evelyne 01," "Evelyne 02," "Evelyne 03," and so on.

They were in reverse order.

Meaning the earlier the timestamp, the higher the entry was on the list.

Without Alexander saying a word, Evelyne knew what she was supposed to look at. She tapped on the note titled "Evelyne 01."

Inside was a single recorded sentence: 'Young Mister, just how old are you?'

Evelyne's brow furrowed instantly. That was the first sentence she had said to Alexander! She had said it to him at nearly 9:30 AM, yet the entry time for this note was 8:17:21 AM.

Did he modify the system time?

It was now after 10:00 AM. Alexander had plenty of time during the movie to type that sentence. If he could modify the timestamp of the note, he could fake the appearance of predicting what someone would say.

Evelyne felt a stir of emotion, but not much.

She went back and opened the "Evelyne 02" note.

—'Expensive suit, watch, a strand of hair on his shoulder, a casually tied tie, spent last night with a woman, confident, he knows me.'

Evelyne's eyes swept over the text, and her pupils suddenly constricted. Although she had powerful self-control over her expressions and rarely reacted dramatically, a flash of genuine shock crossed her face this time.

The contents of this note were something no one but Evelyne could possibly understand!

These were her initial mental activities! These were the details she had noticed on Alexander and the preliminary judgments she had made about him.

It was a keyword-by-keyword breakdown of her thoughts.

This was no longer a question of whether he was cheating. No matter when Alexander had written this, it wasn't a trick. Alexander knew exactly how he would be perceived. He knew everything! He even knew there was a woman's hair on his shoulder!

Evelyne looked up at Alexander, her face stiff with focus.

Alexander gave her a smile and reached up to adjust his tie.

In Evelyne's eyes, Alexander, who had been "transparent" moments ago, was suddenly shrouded in a thick mist. And she had only read the second page!

Alexander gave Evelyne a look, signaling for her to keep reading.

It was about to get interesting.

'He prepared this in advance? Everything he did from the moment he first saw me was carefully orchestrated? Even that strand of hair on his shoulder was placed there intentionally?' Evelyne stared at Alexander with a stony expression. The turmoil in her heart grew increasingly turbulent, yet gradually, a faint smile began to spread across her face.

She gave a slightly heavy sniff and looked back at the phone.

Her eyes were filled with intense anticipation. It was hard for her not to be excited!

Because she loved this kind of challenge! She began to truly acknowledge Alexander.

Judging from the current situation, there was no doubt that this young Mr. Ciotta understood a fair bit about psychology.

Psychology was a vast field.

And what Alexander was demonstrating was the part Evelyne loved most. Being able to judge a person's inner heart and knowing what they were thinking was a very, very fulfilling thing. Although knowing too much and judging too accurately could become a source of distress over time.

One would start to see the ugliness of the human heart and find life increasingly boring.

But precisely because of this, the appearance of someone difficult to read—and who could read her in return—was a challenge that acted like a ray of sunlight suddenly piercing through Evelyne's currently stagnant life.

This light made Evelyne herself feel much more vibrant.

Her gaze toward the phone was not just filled with anticipation, but also a hint of tension. She was afraid her expectations would be let down. If it were just content like "Evelyne 01" or "Evelyne 02," it might seem impressive, but it would actually be mediocre.

Evelyne could do the same to others; all it required was some background research in advance.

As for her randomly entering the password to unlock his phone... since she couldn't figure it out, Evelyne simply set it aside for now. After all, it was too incredible, too much like cheating.

Evelyne desperately hoped that Mr. Ciotta would be an opponent on equal footing with her.

Even though this... was something of an extravagant hope!

One could hardly expect a twenty-two-year-old youth to surpass her in her own area of expertise. Even if he was a genius, who wasn't? By the age of twenty-two, Evelyne was already a young scholar on the global speaking stage and had published over ten papers in top-tier journals! She was a sensation among the world's psychologists!

The current Evelyne was already thirty-three.

There was no logical reason for her to lose to a man eleven years younger than herself.

Therefore, she could only hope that this Mr. Ciotta would be a bit more "durable"! At least, she hoped he wouldn't lose so quickly.

Jasmine Doran leaned forward slightly, turning her head to watch.

She couldn't see the content on Alexander's phone, so she didn't understand what Evelyne's reaction represented at all. However, she clearly sensed that Evelyne had developed a certain interest in Alexander; the change in her eyes and expression proved it.

This left Jasmine feeling as if a cat were scratching at her heart.

What on earth was in Alexander's phone memos?!

Both excited and nervous, Evelyne tapped on the "Evelyne 03" memo.

Despite being fully prepared mentally, Evelyne was still startled by the content of memo number 03. Alexander had truly given her a surprise! He hadn't disappointed her at all.

Actually, calling it a shock wouldn't be wrong either!

There were only three words on this memo page. Or rather, three emojis.

Rock! Scissors! Scissors!

This was content whose true meaning would be incomprehensible to anyone else. Even Jasmine wouldn't understand, because she hadn't entered the screening room when Alexander and Evelyne were playing Rock-Paper-Scissors.

"He knew in advance what I would throw? But if he knew, why did he lose? Did he lose to me on purpose?!" A sudden sensation washed over Evelyne.

That was the feeling that, from beginning to end, she hadn't seen through Alexander once! Not even for a second!

Because everything had been within Alexander's predictions. In other words, everything Evelyne saw and everything she believed was exactly what Alexander WANTED her to see and believe!

Which meant... it might all be fake!

"How long did you investigate me?" Evelyne suddenly looked up. In her gaze toward Alexander, besides excitement and shock, there was now a hint of wariness.

From the perspective of the psychological abilities and logic, Evelyne understood: To predict the results of three consecutive rounds of Rock-Paper-Scissors, he must have a deep understanding of her habits! And the most important part of that habit was the first move! This meant... Alexander must have known she had a habit of throwing Rock first!

Psychologically speaking, men were more likely to throw Rock first.

Evelyne had intentionally done the opposite and turned it into a habit.

And if Rock won, throwing Scissors for the second move was the most basic application of psychology... because the person who lost the first round with Scissors would be more inclined to change their move in the second, throwing Paper or Rock. An inexperienced person might subconsciously mimic the opponent's previous move, but since Alexander had initiated the game, he was prepared. He would likely avoid that situation, so between Paper and Rock, the probability of him throwing Paper was higher.

Therefore, Evelyne had thrown Scissors for the second round.

In truth, Evelyne hadn't been certain of Alexander's personality or habits at the time. She was just "thinking randomly." The first few rounds were originally intended as probes. Her three-win streak only suggested that Alexander had no special strategies or habits.

So... the current situation was! Alexander must have known her first-move habit through investigation and predicted her logic, intentionally losing three times in a row!

"...A bit longer than you think!" Alexander said with a smile.

Not only did he not deny investigating Evelyne, but he also went a step further, letting her know he understood her even better than she imagined!

"Mr. Ciotta, you are very interesting!" Evelyne pursed her lips and smiled. She rarely smiled like this, and once she did, it meant she was getting serious!

"I think so too," Alexander smiled.

"Wow!" Evelyne gave a slightly exaggerated exclamation of wonder. Her "wonder" was directed at Alexander's smile. It seemed like nothing, but if viewed from a serious, cautious angle, Alexander had seemingly been smiling this way from the very start! This wasn't a "mask"; it was too natural, yet it functioned as one!


Chapter 10: 20 rounds.

"Rock-Paper-Scissors!" Evelyne simply raised her left hand and gave it a light shake toward Alexander. "Let's see how well you really know me,"

Alexander said nothing and raised his hand.

Rock, Paper, Scissors!

Evelyne: Rock. Alexander: Paper.

Evelyne: Paper. Alexander: Scissors.

Evelyne: Scissors. Alexander: Rock.

Evelyne: Rock. Alexander: Paper.

Evelyne: Paper. Alexander: Scissors.

As they threw move after move, Evelyne's expression began to change. She intentionally adjusted certain habits, choosing a set of counter-intuitive moves that differed from how she used to play! The more someone understood her habits, the harder it would be for them to judge her logic today.

But she kept losing!

By the fifth consecutive loss, Evelyne's expression shifted.

By the tenth, her breathing subconsciously grew heavier!

By the seventeenth, Evelyne completely lost her cool!

She suddenly raised her right hand, holding Alexander's phone, and blocked his view, preventing him from seeing her micro-expressions and the subtle changes as she began her move.

Round eighteen.

Evelyne: Paper. Alexander: Scissors!

Alexander won again!

The two continued. For this round, Alexander hadn't even seen the result of the eighteenth round—his eyes were covered, so he couldn't use that outcome to perform a logical deduction for the next... or so Evelyne thought!

Of course, Alexander could assume he had won the eighteenth round as well.

Round nineteen.

Evelyne still threw Paper, and Alexander still threw Scissors!

"Last one!" Evelyne suddenly called out, intending to disrupt Alexander's thoughts.

Round twenty!

Evelyne threw Rock, Alexander threw Scissors.

She won. Evelyne won the twentieth round!!

"Ha! I won!! Yes!" Evelyne was as happy as a little girl, stomping her feet in her seat with excitement. No one could imagine the psychological pressure she had just endured. Losing nineteen rounds in a row—if Alexander had truly won by reading her heart and deducing her moves every time, her defeat would have been absolute.

This was the psychology she took so much pride in.

In reality, it was unfair! Because Alexander knew her, but she didn't know Alexander.

But Alexander was eleven years younger than her, which was another kind of unfairness.

Alexander's life experience couldn't possibly compare to hers!

Furthermore, once the number of consecutive rounds reached a certain point, it was no longer about "knowing" someone; it became a pure psychological game!

There was only one point of contention: which level was the opponent on? Both could guess what the other would throw, both knew that the other knew what they would throw, both...

In this game of wits, Evelyne had been utterly crushed.

Fortunately, fortunately! The last round! She had salvaged some dignity! This allowed her tensed nerves to suddenly relax. She had found Alexander's psychological flaw.

"Did you win?" Alexander asked her with a smile.

"I won!" Evelyne shook her small fist.

"Is that so?" Alexander spoke with a tone of uncertainty, his smile turning subtle. "Then you should keep looking at the memo."

Evelyne's smile froze instantly.

No way...

No way, right?!

Evelyne didn't believe it!

She didn't believe anyone could calculate things to this extent! It was simply impossible—at least, within the scope of her own knowledge, it was impossible.

Therefore, before clicking on the "Evelyne 04" memo, she had a new theory. She felt that Alexander might be misleading her.

Alexander had only dropped a hint; he hadn't explicitly stated the contents of Memo 04. Evelyne had every reason to suspect that the content of Memo 04 might be unexpected yet perfectly logical once revealed.

What could it be? Evelyne didn't want to guess anymore; she would just look!

Turning her gaze to the phone, Evelyne clicked on the "Evelyne 04" memo all at once, unwilling to endure any more pressure.

The content inside was emojis: Rock, Paper, Scissors, Rock, Paper...

That's right. It was the exact sequence of the Rock-Paper-Scissors game she had just played with Alexander on a whim.

All twenty rounds were written out in full! Not a single one was wrong!

The last one was right too! Alexander had written Rock!

In other words, Alexander knew Evelyne would throw Rock in the twentieth round, yet he steadfastly threw Scissors. He had lost the twentieth round to her on purpose! He let her have a moment of happiness.

Evelyne won the final round, but in reality, she had lost completely.

Winning and losing were all within Alexander's predictions.

Setting aside the fact that he had correctly guessed every round of the game in advance, the fact that he had completely predicted her mental state made Evelyne feel the terror of this young man named Mr. Ciotta.

He had actually been able to predict that, after she finished reading the first three memos, she would choose to play Rock-Paper-Scissors with him. Thus, he had written the sequence in Memo 04.

In psychology, this was an extremely dangerous gamble.

As a psychologist and psychiatrist, if Evelyne were treating a patient and used a similar trick, she would never do so... because it would be too dangerous.

Once an error occurred, the authority and trust she had built would completely collapse!

There would be no chance of recovery.

For example... if Evelyne hadn't chosen to play the game and instead had just read the contents of 04, those contents would have become utterly ridiculous. Nonsensical! It would have made Mr. Ciotta look like someone whose cleverness had backfired! Like someone who overthought things!

Even the smile he had been maintaining would have become laughable because of it.

After that, whether the information in "Evelyne 05" or "06" was correct or not would no longer matter.

Mr. Ciotta would have become someone who knew only how to play petty tricks.

How he managed to make the phone unlock with any input she tried wouldn't matter at all, either! If that were the case, Evelyne wouldn't even be bothered to think about it.

Whatever happened, happened; she would lose interest in everything about this person! This step was truly incredibly perilous!

One mistake, and there would be no coming back!

But on the flip side, if he was right... Evelyne felt her brain ache! Her head was buzzing. She marveled at Alexander's grasp of her heart and his guidance of her choices at each stage.

She was even more shocked that Alexander would choose such an extreme method; it was so startling that her scalp tingled.

However, these emotions were only a small part of it.

The bulk of it was still focused on him predicting the outcomes of 20 rounds of Rock-Paper-Scissors in advance.

Is this freaking scientific?! Is this freaking psychology?!

"How did you do it?" Evelyne looked up at Alexander with a slightly stiff expression. Her face was utterly wooden. Her entire state was completely off. She was a world-class psychologist, after all, and a highly prestigious psychiatrist.

Psychiatrists have a very distinct trait—controlling their own emotions.

This is a required course for a psychiatrist. They need to display different rapport states when interacting with different patients. For instance, when dealing with patients suffering from depression, bipolar disorder, or suicidal tendencies, they must grasp the other person's mindset and show a side that makes them feel comfortable and lets their guard down.

A psychiatrist often has "only one chance"!

If they cannot get the patient to trust them during the first meeting, it becomes infinitely more difficult to build that trust afterward.

Therefore... Evelyne herself possessed extremely strong self-control. That was her basic professional quality.

But now, Jasmine could even faintly sense that Evelyne's mental state had collapsed. It collapsed way too fast. This was unreasonable!

Indeed, it was unreasonable. Evelyne hadn't reached the point of a full breakdown yet; she just... didn't bother to hide her emotions. Since she was already "humbly seeking information," there was no point in acting.

At least for now, there was no need for an act.


Chapter 11: A kiss.

Jasmine felt as if her heart were being clawed at... This was too agonizing! She even suspected Alexander was torturing her on purpose! Isn't he good at talking? Why wasn't he talking? Why did he switch to making her look at a phone?!

Facing Evelyne's humble inquiry, Alexander didn't speak. He smiled and gestured toward the phone with his eyes.

Evelyne understood.

Check "Evelyne 05," then? You even anticipated what I was going to ask, so you wrote the answer in advance!

Evelyne opened Memo 05.

The information this time was somewhat long: 'Regarding the question of how I did it, first, I must admit that although my current understanding of human psychology exceeds yours, it hasn't reached the exaggerated level of precognition. My inferences and conclusions are based on reality and psychological deduction. To repeat: I know more about you than you think. For example, I know that you never throw randomly when playing Rock-Paper-Scissors. You have the obsession unique to a psychologist; you won't give up on deducing your opponent's inner thoughts. This means your move sequence always follows an internal logic. That is to say, it is predictable—provided one knows you well enough!'

Evelyne read this passage three times.

Two points made her feel very uncomfortable.

The first point was that Alexander claimed his understanding of human psychology exceeded hers. For a twenty-two-year-old man to say such a thing to a thirty-three-year-old professor of psychology—no matter what shocking things he had done—it was an extremely grave provocation.

And in this field, Evelyne was exceptionally proud.

The second point that made Evelyne uncomfortable was... Alexander emphasized that he knew her well enough!

Psychiatrists never like the feeling of being seen through, just as a magician doesn't want people to know the secrets of their tricks. It makes them look foolish and dull.

"You're doing this to make me suffer on purpose, aren't you?" While Evelyne was repeatedly checking the memo, Jasmine suddenly leaned in close to Alexander's ear and whispered irritably.

"No." Alexander turned his head and whispered back to her, "I'll show you later."

The movie was still playing, so as the two whispered, Evelyne—who was looking down at the phone—couldn't hear a single sound. It was all covered by the movie's eerie background music.

"What kind of bizarre... routine is this?" Jasmine asked.

"Is it bizarre? I don't think so," Alexander smiled.

He wouldn't tell Jasmine that the reason he chose such a unique method of communication was actually... to lie!

Alexander never denied Evelyne's abilities, especially her ability to observe micro-expressions! She was naturally gifted! A super genius! Alexander wasn't; his abilities were accumulated over a long period. Although Alexander had mastered the ability to wear a complete "mask"!

But "wearing a mask" itself was a sign of a guilty conscience.

If everything was fine and he suddenly started speaking with a stiff expression, what would he be hiding? It would be too obvious!

It wasn't that Alexander couldn't manage to lie without being detected.

But that would be exhausting.

So, he chose the memos... If he didn't speak, there would be no micro-expressions associated with speech.

Let the cold text speak for itself; let Evelyne read it herself!

Alexander had prepared a huge surprise for her.

"Mr. Ciotta, you really are quite arrogant." Evelyne looked up and gave Alexander a fake smile. "Then would you like to guess what I'm about to do next? Come on! Use your abilities! Don't you know me very well? Let's see you deduce this!"

Evelyne wore a forced smile, a surge of anger simmering within her. She had realized that this Mr. Ciotta must have done extensive homework before coming to see her. Recalling his earlier remark about being drawn by her reputation, it now felt thick with provocative intent!

Was he here to challenge her abilities as a psychology professor?

Perhaps that wasn't his ultimate goal!

But at this stage, what Alexander was doing was a challenge! Moreover, it was a challenge delivered with an air of disdain and contempt—at least, that was how Evelyne felt! Even though Alexander had been smiling politely throughout, Evelyne saw the arrogance deep in his bones!

So, Evelyne decided to teach Alexander a lesson!

She wanted him to experience a "defeat"!

"Come on! Take a guess! What am I about to do next?" Evelyne smiled, but her words now carried a heavy weight of intimidation. As a university professor and a doctoral advisor, the pressure Evelyne could exert when she got serious was no less than that of any high-ranking official Alexander had ever met.

While Evelyne's family background wasn't particularly illustrious, through her own hard work, she had built a terrifying network of connections. Everyone respected her. She had even treated the relatives of top-tier leaders. Although she was paid for it, these remained connections built on gratitude. It was no exaggeration to say that even with the Doran family's power, they wouldn't dare to cross Evelyne Veyne lightly.

When Morris Doran met her, he had to respectfully address her as Professor Veyne!

Evelyne's academic achievements were immense, earning her a world-class reputation.

People naturally held a special kind of respect for teachers and doctors, let alone someone of Evelyne's caliber.

She was the type of woman who was exceptionally polite, intellectual, and gentle—as long as you didn't make her angry. But once you provoked her, she became incredibly imposing. Even those who knew nothing of her status could feel that pressure emanating from her expression, the same dread one felt from a "strict teacher" back in their school days.

The difference was that Evelyne rarely let her face fall.

She could maintain a smile while using only her eyes to put immense pressure on one.

"Professor Veyne, you're angry," Alexander said with a smile.

"I am a bit unhappy," Evelyne replied, maintaining her fake smile. "Don't change the subject, Mr. Ciotta! Guess. Deduce. What am I going to do next? The act of me doing it right now doesn't count. Did you write it in your memo? Do you want me to keep looking? Don't worry, I would never deny what I intended to do. Of course, if you're worried, I can write it down first. Writing it down or checking the memo doesn't count. Let me remind you, I'm not playing word games with you..."

Evelyne was getting serious.

By saying "I'm not playing word games," she left Alexander with only one path: he actually had to guess what she was about to do.

But in reality, unless Alexander reset the day, there was no way he could know.

No one could!

Evelyne was a psychology professor; she could quickly clear her mind and then randomly think of something. Since "what she was about to do" had no defined scope, there were so many possibilities that even if someone lived with Evelyne for ten thousand years, they would never be able to guess.

This was different from Rock-Paper-Scissors.

In that game, there were only three possibilities.

Without boundaries, there were billions.

For instance, if Evelyne randomly thought of a sentence and was about to say it, that sentence had no limit on word count, language, or anything else. The possibilities were "infinite." Not to mention, "randomly thinking of a sentence" was just one category, and there were countless such categories.

So...

Evelyne didn't actually believe Alexander could guess it. As long as Alexander truly understood her well enough, he would know this was impossible. Evelyne was trying to crush his spirit first; this was merely the beginning of her counterattack.

It was an intentional attempt to be difficult, the kind that defied logic.

Alexander was the one who had approached her, after all. Approaching her was one thing, but his "memo" routine was incredibly impolite. Furthermore, it was unfair.

At this point, Evelyne had internally acknowledged Alexander's psychological prowess—it was indeed high-level. On that basis, it was unfair for Alexander to unilaterally understand her.

"May I observe you for a moment?" Alexander asked with a smile.

"Certainly! Please!" Evelyne turned her head to look at Alexander, her chin tilted up at a tiny angle. This was a manifestation of her inner pride, and she didn't hide her micro-expressions.

Micro-expressions could only help judge general truthfulness or simple emotions like joy, anger, or sorrow. No one could use micro-expressions to determine what someone was thinking among an unlimited range of options.

Alexander leaned in slightly toward Evelyne, looking at her face.

"You're actually trying to guess?" Evelyne couldn't help but laugh.

Originally, if Alexander had said something like, "How could I possibly know? This doesn't fall under the scope of psychology," Evelyne would have given him a stern lecture, but wouldn't have pursued the matter further.

Therefore, not answering or admitting he couldn't guess was the best option.

Yet Alexander looked as though he were actually going to guess.

How could a man be so arrogant?

Evelyne was fully prepared. Once Alexander guessed wrong, she would mock him with a smile and give him a failing grade in her heart. No matter how capable he was, how high his psychological achievements were, or how good he was at grasping the human heart—if he overreached and failed this once, she would lose all interest in dealing with such a person.

But if he guessed right...

Evelyne would start believing in the supernatural!

This man would have to possess supernatural abilities because he would have achieved true precognition!

Evelyne had enough self-regulation that when she was serious, even someone who knew 100% of everything about her could not possibly know what she would randomly think of next.

In truth, unless Alexander demonstrated it, Evelyne didn't believe in the supernatural.

As for Alexander... he knew exactly how much he could reveal to Evelyne. He wasn't going to reset the day for this.

But he was still going to guess! And he wasn't going to be wrong!

Because...

"Professor Veyne, could you repeat your question?" Alexander asked, smiling as he observed her face.

"What am I about to do?" Evelyne smiled back.

"Hmm... let me guess," Alexander began with a chuckle. "You are about to... kiss a man."

As the words fell, Alexander's right hand flicked upward, his fingers hooking under Evelyne's chin with just the right amount of force, making her tilt her head up further. At the same time, since Alexander's face was already only a few centimeters from hers, he leaned slightly toward her.

Their lips sealed perfectly against one another.

"Mmph—" Evelyne's eyes instantly widened to their limit.

Jasmine was also completely stunned, her eyes widening even further than Evelyne's.

He could do that?!

It wasn't that Jasmine hadn't tried to guess how Alexander would play Evelyne. In fact, based on her understanding of him, she had made quite a few detailed deductions. After all, Alexander had played her before; she knew exactly how he utilized his information advantage.

However, Jasmine also felt that if Alexander tried to win Evelyne over by exposing some dark secret or simply showing how much he knew about her, it would be difficult to succeed.

This was because Evelyne herself was a master of psychology.

If the motive was too obvious, Evelyne would see right through it.

Even if he didn't show a strong motive or tried to mislead her psychologically to hide his true goal, such a tactic might work on others, but logically, it would never work on Evelyne.

This wasn't a matter of "winning" or "losing."

No matter how psychologically strong Alexander was or how accurate his intel, even if he "won" against Evelyne, it was just a win.

Alexander's ultimate goal wasn't just to beat Evelyne; it was to make her his assistant and... his woman. Winning in the process was meaningless if it didn't lead to the desired result.

Furthermore...

From another perspective, Evelyne had essentially reached the pinnacle of fame and fortune within her own circle. She had achieved success far beyond her age and seniority, and she had long since achieved financial freedom.

Moreover, more than one person had described her as having a "Zen-like" nature.

Even if the outside world misunderstood her, some consensus couldn't be wrong. There was no reason for Evelyne to fake it, and even Alexander had noted yesterday—without denial—that her material desires were very low.

Under these conditions, how could Alexander win her over?

Threatening her with secrets was clearly impossible. Besides, Jasmine didn't even know what kind of secret could possibly be used to threaten someone like Evelyne.

So... attract her with someone else's secrets? Or offer her massive benefits? That was even less likely to work. Evelyne had almost seen through the vanities of the mortal world. Once a person reached a certain level of wealth where they could enjoy everything they wanted, any more money was just a number.

Evelyne was at the level where she had already enjoyed everything worth enjoying.

In fact, one could even say that if Alexander used the same methods on Evelyne that he had used on Jasmine, the result would definitely be disastrous. It would likely provoke disgust, rejection, and even massive hostility from Evelyne at a very early stage.

Evelyne was a completely different woman from Jasmine.

She was even different from Aileen Arison and Seraphine Arden. Jasmine shared commonalities with those two—they were all strong, career-oriented women pursuing greater success. But Evelyne wasn't like that; she was almost the exact opposite.

Whether they were ordinary women, corporate newcomers, high-level executives, or female CEOs, they all pursued greater commercial or economic success.

Men were the same!

No matter what position a person held, human greed was bottomless. Especially for those who had once held great wealth and power, their greed was even greater and impossible to let go of.

This applied to the vast majority of human society.

Evelyne, however, belonged to that tiny minority who had seen through it all. Any tactic that worked on a typical strong woman would likely backfire on her.

Therefore...

After Alexander had startled Evelyne with the memo, Jasmine had naturally deduced that Alexander might use Evelyne's psychological expertise as an entry point. Perhaps he would try to trigger her competitive spirit in psychology, show that he was stronger, and then attract her through the natural draw of a superior?

As for how he would turn her into his assistant and his woman... given how detached Evelyne was from the world, making her an assistant was many times harder than making her his woman!

It wasn't that the latter was easy, just that the former was much harder.

Jasmine had considered so many possibilities.

She had wondered if Alexander was going to reveal another secret that would shock even Evelyne. In terms of flashes of inspiration, dozens of different ideas had crossed her mind. Still, not a single one of them matched what Alexander was doing now.

She never would have guessed this in a million years!

He just... kissed her directly?! Wouldn't this backfire?!

At least Jasmine had made many guesses; even if the situation had become absurdly sudden, she could understand it as one of Alexander's tactics based on her basic knowledge of him—even if she couldn't fathom what kind of hellish tactic this was.

As for Evelyne... her mind was filled with nothing but a deafening roar!

Her first kiss was gone!

While Evelyne wasn't obsessed with the concept of a "first kiss"—whether she had it or not didn't particularly matter, as every life experience was her own choice—this wasn't her choice! This situation had come out of nowhere!

After the initial roar faded, a very simple thought remained in Evelyne's mind. Unlike Jasmine's mental brainstorm, Evelyne's thought was simple and direct: 'Damn it! This guy is using the opportunity to take advantage of me!'

She was angry, of course. But the anger resulting from being taken advantage of came in levels.

If a greasy, ugly, or creepy man had done this, Evelyne's rage would have hit the ceiling. She would have slapped him, called the police, or called someone to come break his legs.

But if she was being taken advantage of by a young, wealthy, handsome hunk eleven years her junior, most women would probably be the ones taking the initiative afterward. Of course, Evelyne wasn't that kind of woman, and she was still angry.

However, the anger index wasn't that high!

Additionally, Evelyne didn't feel like this man was dangerous or might hurt her.

If it were just a man and a woman in a secluded environment, it would certainly be dangerous. But in a public cinema with surveillance and, most importantly, another woman present, Evelyne didn't feel physically in danger.

She didn't lack a sense of security.

She had analyzed that Alexander had spent the night with Jasmine.

She could feel Jasmine's hostility toward her.

And yet, with Jasmine sitting right there, he actually dared to kiss her!

From this, she reached a conclusion.

This was a very fickle and frivolous man who always held the upper hand in emotional games! He was... flirting with her?! What did he take her for, some naive eighteen-year-old girl?

"Mph—" Evelyne recoiled abruptly.

Alexander sat up straight at almost the same time, as if the kiss had ended simultaneously for both of them. A distance of less than a meter opened up between them; their seats were adjacent, so they couldn't get very far apart anyway.


Chapter 12: Analysis.

Evelyne stared at Alexander with wide eyes.

"Do you think I—" Evelyne was about to say something sharp and warning to express her anger. Following those words would surely be her own method of retaliation.

Naturally, he couldn't let her say it.

"First of all, I won!" Alexander interrupted her with a smile. "Now, I wonder if Professor Veyne could analyze the psychological motive behind my actions just now?"

Psychological motivation?!

In truth, even before Alexander asked, Evelyne already had an answer in her heart.

Although the answer of "taking liberties" seemed overly simple and commonplace, conversely, the reason it seemed so common was precisely that it was the most frequent! It was also the most logical!

What man would dare claim that when he kissed a beautiful female stranger, he didn't have the intention of taking advantage of her?

Even if he could later come up with some high-sounding excuse, reason, or motivation, it didn't mean that the intent to take liberties wasn't there!

"First of all!" Evelyne narrowed her eyes slightly, the corners of her mouth curling into a cold arc, looking as if she had seen right through Alexander. "You interrupted me just now! You didn't want me to say something irredeemable. You clearly don't want to establish a negative, hostile relationship with me."

"Mm-hmm." Alexander arched an eyebrow and shrugged, looking as if she was exactly right.

Alexander knew Evelyne very well, so he knew that when she put on that "I've seen through you" expression, she had already entered her "battle state." Seeing through someone wasn't necessarily true insight.

Still, she would use her posture to make her opponent panic, thereby revealing a flaw.

In this state, Evelyne would sometimes deliberately slow down her speech and, at other times, speak very quickly, all while observing the person's reaction.

Even a single complete sentence from her might contain many probes. Based on her opponent's reaction—whether it was a change in micro-expressions or a subconscious physical movement—she would adjust what she said next.

In fact, if the conditions were equal, Evelyne was an almost impossible person to defeat!

She could be said to be the most naturally gifted person in the field of psychology Alexander had encountered throughout his time loop!

Even for Alexander himself, if the conditions were equal, he would only have a fifty percent chance of beating her. Conversely, there was a fifty percent chance Evelyne could win against Alexander!

Of course, there were no "ifs."

Since Alexander had escaped the loop, he never faced anyone on equal footing! Whether it was Jasmine Doran, Aileen Arison, Dante Doran, Frank Delaney, or anyone else, the fact that "I know everything about you" was Alexander's strongest tool.

Alexander possessed a one-sided understanding of Evelyne.

He knew all too well what to do and when to do it with her. For instance, when to adopt an evasive posture and when to be excessively proactive! He knew what would pique Evelyne's interest and what would disgust her!

Alexander had already been excessively proactive. At this moment, Alexander was mostly "evading."

"I know, Mr. Ciotta!" Evelyne stared into his eyes. "You have excessive confidence in your own charm. Excessive to a terrifying degree! You likely have more than one long-term female companion; I'd guess at least three. And... most of these women are older than you. Including this, Miss Jas!"

"To you, there is no sense of accomplishment in conquering women younger than yourself. Moreover, you possess wealth that would be an astronomical figure to an ordinary person. You are only twenty-two. Even if girls younger than you come from prominent families, they rarely have much cunning or experience. They are either purely obedient or simply wicked; it is too easy for you to get them!"

"Mm-hmm!" Alexander gave Evelyne another affirmative hum, his expression smiling.

Once again, he acknowledged her deduction.

In fact, this time, Evelyne wasn't entirely correct, because Alexander's "true age" wasn't twenty-two. In this world, there wasn't a single person older than him. Of course, from a realistic, physiological perspective, most of Alexander's women were indeed older than he was.

This seemed like a shocking guess, but in reality, much of it was a bluff.

Because there were only two possibilities: either they were much older than Alexander, or much younger. Since Evelyne had seen that Jasmine was older than Alexander, guessing that most of them were older was naturally the higher-probability choice.

That being said, Evelyne was truly formidable.

Many of her guesses and deductions were made only after Alexander had suddenly kissed her. Her hit rate on those key points was extremely high.

The few errors she made weren't her fault; they were due to Alexander's experience in the time loop, which no one could have guessed or deduced. This led to certain situations where Evelyne would always be wrong.

For example, she guessed Alexander was a noble heir with money.

The part about having money wasn't entirely wrong, though the time Alexander had possessed wealth wasn't long.

The part about being a noble descendant was completely off. Alexander's poise was forged in the loop; it was only natural that Evelyne couldn't see through it.

"So, your psychological motivation for kissing me!" Evelyne raised a finger to gesture. "First! You were just taking liberties with me! Although I, Evelyne Veyne, am already thirty-three, I am well aware of my own beauty. I am not inferior to the younger Miss Jas by your side, and I possess a unique charm that she lacks, especially with my hair color. You... are lustful!"

In her battle state, Evelyne's words became blunt!

It sounded like she was insulting him.

Actually, she wasn't always this direct. For different people, different methods were required.

Thus, her current method for dealing with Alexander was a choice decided by her inner mind.

"While I have some reservations about Professor Veyne's choice of wording..." Alexander finally stopped humming. This part required no evasion or acting; Evelyne was right, it just didn't sound very pleasant. "But overall, I don't deny what you've said! As a physiologically normal adult male in the prime of his youth, it's hard to deny such things when facing a woman like you."

"Second!" Evelyne went straight to the second point, her tone carrying a hint of mockery. "Whatever your ultimate goal for contacting me is, your kiss just now—aside from taking liberties—was also because you want to establish a long-term relationship with me!"

Her mockery was a deliberate attempt to provoke Alexander, wanting to see an emotional change in him.

"Or rather!" she continued. "You didn't want me to misunderstand your purpose! Because you brought a female companion. Under normal circumstances, I wouldn't assume your goal this time was to have any improper thoughts about me. You did it on purpose! You wanted me to know that you have intentions toward me!"

Clap! Clap!

"Brilliant!" Alexander clapped twice for Evelyne.

Evelyne's final point was exceptionally accurate! The most important reason Alexander kissed her was precisely that he didn't want her to misunderstand—he didn't want her to think he had no interest in her. He had to let her know that he was coming for her specifically.

A simple and crude indication.

Moreover, Alexander didn't mind at all if Evelyne knew how excessive his thoughts were. He even hoped she would think even worse of him!

From a certain perspective, this was crucial!

The biggest difference between Evelyne and a normal person was that she had seen through too much ugliness.

She was constantly in a state of reconciling with the world.

Why had she never been in a relationship? Why was even her first kiss still intact?

Ever since Evelyne was in her teens, she had constantly witnessed the ugly side of the opposite sex. It wasn't always obvious; rather, she could see their inner thoughts and true motives!

Those hideous thoughts were enough to make her skin crawl.

The minds of juvenile boys were filthier than a toilet, always in the gutter.

Evelyne had read that sentence in a book when she was very young, and when she reached that age, she "saw" it for herself. She even felt the saying was an understatement. Calling it filthier than a toilet was putting it lightly. For a long time, this filled her with a sense of dread.

During her school years, Evelyne was the most beautiful girl in the entire school.

She was still beautiful now, to say nothing of back then when she was just beginning to bloom—a combination of natural grace and the invincibility of youth! With looks like hers, it was impossible not to be pursued. And at that time, though she was a "second-generation rich kid" from a wealthy family, she wasn't yet so high-status as to be completely out of reach.

However, whether it was the classmates she saw every single day, the handsome senior with fair skin and long fingers, the sunny and strong athlete from the basketball team, or even the quiet, scholarly top student with glasses...

Evelyne had truly been pursued by too many people.

This included the wealthy, the handsome, the academically gifted, and those who were overall excellent performers.

At first, Evelyne didn't just reject everyone out of hand.

During the bloom of adolescence, who would refuse the chance to fall in love if the opportunity arose?

Many people seemed like a "match made in heaven" at first glance. To put it bluntly, they were good-looking. Whether it was their face or their physique, there was always something to attract the opposite sex.

Evelyne, of course, had been attracted before.

However, she nipped every potential romantic feeling in the bud. They all terminated at the first chat after a confession. Whether she wanted to get to know them or formally reject someone she felt was decent, a conversation always had to happen.

No matter how those adolescent boys had developed physically—whether they were six-foot-tall stars of the basketball team or buff gym rats—their inner worlds were far more immature than Evelyne's at the same age.

Their hearts were dirty, and so purely so!

Sometimes, Evelyne felt as if she had "mind-reading" powers in front of them.

She truly only needed a very simple conversation to steer the topic toward "dating," and these boys would immediately expose everything. Furthermore, they were remarkably similar. Their thoughts generally didn't involve money; there was only THAT, and for some, a desire to show off.

From her school days, to going abroad, and finally returning home!

She kept trying!

Right up until the eve of her return to the country, Evelyne never stopped interacting with the opposite sex. Yet, all these encounters ended during a conversation, unable to progress further.

Initially, Evelyne truly wanted to fall in love. She always hoped to meet a simple person—someone she could at least connect with spiritually first, who would try to understand her thoughts and feelings, before moving on to the physical. To look for such a person during adolescence was nothing short of a pipe dream.

Evelyne quickly fell into complete despair.

Then, for the next several years, the men who pursued her were no longer potential partners she tried to understand, but merely "research subjects" for her as a psychologist. Evelyne even wrote several research papers on the Male Psyche because of this, though they were never officially published. On one hand, she was concerned about public opinion, as she had used very radical wording in the papers.

On the other hand, Evelyne felt her research was incomplete.

She was "terrified" of further contact with men, making it difficult to be thorough. She didn't force the matter.

It is worth mentioning that Evelyne HAD encountered men who were simple and pure enough for spiritual connection. Since her job was to study and dissect the human heart, she had actively sought them out and engaged with them. However, she discovered that such people were either mentally ill or physically ill.

Or, they weren't heterosexual.

These people, in turn, did not fit Evelyne's views on love or her criteria for a partner.

In other words, the men who met Evelyne's basic criteria all had filthy hearts.

That was Evelyne Veyne—she would never, ever take the initiative. Never!

To her, taking the initiative represented a certain level of expectation, but reality had long since taught her that expectations would only lead to a void. The men's thoughts on relationships weren't much different from those of the men ten years ago. They all harbored this or that motive, acting all sanctimonious while saying one thing or another.

Because she had observed too much.

She hadn't made a choice ten years ago, and she wouldn't make one now. She certainly wouldn't take the initiative to choose in the future.

Therefore...

To win over Evelyne Veyne, one needed more than just certain attractive qualities; one had to be proactive—excessively so, even.

Alexander had spent a great deal of time studying Evelyne during his time loop, gaining a comprehensive and detailed understanding of her. Many of these insights had come from Evelyne's own mouth.

Alexander had assumed different personas to approach her, sometimes with kindness and sometimes with malicious offense.

Alexander knew the secret to "unlocking" Evelyne Veyne.

Clap! Clap!

Hearing the sound of the slow clapping, Evelyne stared at Alexander. Although she had just performed a rather deep dissection of him, bluntly stating his thoughts and even using some cringeworthy terms, Alexander wasn't angry in the slightest!

Evelyne couldn't read what Alexander was thinking from his face.

Her analysis was correct. Alexander even clapped for her.

This gave Evelyne a sense of "defeat," a feeling she hadn't experienced in a very, very long time.

In truth, Alexander's thoughts and intentions didn't actually make Evelyne feel any resentment. Most men were like that, and Alexander wasn't an exception in this regard. He had the ability and the money, so it was natural for him to have even more outrageous fantasies.

Even if Alexander were imagining a threesome right now, Evelyne's emotions wouldn't fluctuate much.

She had seen too much of it!

Evelyne's current feeling was, first, the irritation stemming from the kiss! Secondly... she had never met someone like Alexander!

Previously, Alexander had displayed astonishing analytical skills and had consistently bested her. Yet at this stage, he had provocatively asked her to analyze the psychological motives behind his behavior.

Evelyne had done the analysis.

Alexander nodded to all of it, agreeing with her assessment.

Evelyne had won. Yet Alexander wasn't frustrated at all!

This made Evelyne feel particularly uncomfortable… it was the sensation of having clearly seen through this man, yet simultaneously feeling as if she hadn't seen through him at all.

If she had just met Alexander without their prior interactions, Evelyne might have thought he was just pretending not to care.

That his performance was simply too perfect to see through!

But after their previous encounters, looking at the current situation, Evelyne even began to doubt herself: 'Did I win? Have I won?! Did I really win?!'

"Don't you want to defend yourself?" Evelyne asked, eyeing Alexander.

"There's nothing to defend, is there?" Alexander shrugged and chuckled. "I was indeed taking advantage of you just now. Besides, Professor Veyne, you could be called... a goddess among mortals! You should know, developing a relationship with a beautiful female teacher is a fantasy every man has had since his student days. I only graduated from university not too long ago myself. To me, Professor Veyne, you are a very good choice. If I could establish a relationship with you as lovers, nothing could be better."

The way Alexander said this was… both polite and excessive.

What did he mean by "a very good choice"?! Did he think he was the one choosing?

If Alexander had said these words to a normal woman, or even an abnormal woman like Jasmine Doran—if he said something similar to the vast majority of women before building any rapport—the relationship would absolutely collapse.

It would even cause the other party to fly into a rage. I mean… what kind of thing was that to say!

But saying it to Evelyne, it wasn't actually that offensive.

Evelyne didn't even care much about his phrasing. To her, it was nothing. Weren't all men like that? Compared to others who hid their thoughts behind a facade of morality—including her own students, who respected her on the surface but behind her back… Evelyne dared to say that every male student she had ever taught had harbored very excessive and exaggerated thoughts about her as their mentor.

Compared to them, Alexander was simply saying it out loud. It was actually quite frank.

Of course. Alexander didn't start off saying excessive things!

Regardless of Evelyne's personality or experiences, that would have been wrong. It would have certainly infuriated her!

The change came after Alexander kissed Evelyne. Alexander asked her to analyze his psychological motives. Because of everything that had happened before, Evelyne did so out of a desire to win.

She had personally said that Alexander had improper designs on her and was lustful.

And Alexander went basically like: 'Yeah, exactly! You're right, that's exactly what I'm thinking! I'm serious! That's the kind of person I am!'

This created a very bizarre situation!

Alexander could start saying very extreme things to Evelyne, and multiple factors led Evelyne not to get angry at these words! Instead, she fell into self-doubt, wondering if his easy admission of his base motives might be a lie.

At any point since Alexander kissed her, at any moment, at any junction, Evelyne could have suddenly stood up, slapped him, and walked away!

But Evelyne didn't do that.

She was "tethered" by Alexander's overall performance. On a small scale, winning and losing didn't matter much if one kept an open mind. But Evelyne had been lonely at the top for too long.

Finally, someone "well-matched" had appeared. Although he had done something very offensive, before she arranged for someone to settle the score with him, it wasn't impossible to continue the conversation.

They could still talk! Evelyne already possessed a "puzzle-solving" mindset toward Alexander.

She didn't feel bored by Alexander at all. The boring parts were skipped over directly by him!


Chapter 13: Final two memos.

"Lovers? Mr. Ciotta, your confidence truly exceeds my imagination. Do you think I would have any favorable feelings toward someone like you?" Evelyne deliberately put on a contemptuous, mocking expression.

This staged look of viewing someone as trash would serve to add spice for a lover, but for a man with pursuit in mind, its ego-shattering effect was off the charts!

The phrase "someone like you" was a form of personal disdain.

Alexander, however, wasn't discouraged at all.

"Life is short! Do you really intend to be alone forever, for your entire life, Professor Veyne?" Alexander even started spouting clichés that would make an ordinary woman shake her head. "Professor Veyne, you're already thirty-three! How many thirty-three-year periods are there in a lifetime? I can feel your loneliness. It must be painful not to be understood, right? Actually, I think we're the same kind of people... of course, my confidence does indeed exceed your imagination."

Jasmine was nearly catatonic on the side.

From the moment Alexander kissed Evelyne, she hadn't understood a single thing he'd done since.

Evelyne calling him lustful was basically an insult. And Alexander actually nodded incessantly.

Being exposed like that made Jasmine very nervous, but Alexander acted as if nothing was wrong.

After that, he started saying things to Evelyne that were excessive. How could Evelyne still endure it?!

And now, what kind of plain talk and "wisdom" was Alexander spouting? It was as if a man who had no idea how to pursue a woman was clumsily saying things that couldn't possibly work—stuff like "life is short," "I feel your loneliness," and "we're the same kind of people"...

Jasmine clearly didn't understand what Alexander meant by "loneliness".

But Evelyne understood.

Immediately following that, Jasmine saw to her great surprise that Evelyne had actually been rendered silent by Alexander's words!

In fact, Evelyne could have played Alexander, acting completely unmoved, but doing so seemed rather meaningless. Alexander, using the word "loneliness," showed that his understanding of her hit right at the center of her heart!

"Yes! Life is short," Evelyne suddenly lamented.

Then, completely breaking the pattern, she suddenly picked up Alexander's phone, unlocked it, and tapped into the "Evelyne" memos.

It was extremely sudden!

Picking a random moment! At this junction, the two of them weren't guessing anything, they weren't betting on anything, and they hadn't posed any questions to each other. They had just engaged in a conversation that lacked any rhythm.

Alexander had no motive to guide Evelyne to look at the memo.

Evelyne chose to look at it proactively. Without warning! Abruptly!

Before clicking on the "Evelyne 06" memo, Evelyne suddenly paused. A sense of unease rose within her. If the memo contained something that once again hit the mark, what should she do?

Evelyne never feared a challenge, but she deeply disliked this feeling of losing control.

After a pause of about three seconds, Evelyne opened the memo.

Evelyne 06 Memo: 'When you open this memo, it means that your heart has already accepted your interaction with me. Your abrupt choice to check it shows that you are willing to continue this game. Regarding this world, you are content with the status quo, but that is not your true intention. Since you agree with me that life is short, why cling to a life devoid of ripples?'

Evelyne's eyelids twitched violently after reading just the first paragraph.

Life is short!

The two of them had just mentioned that phrase. Evelyne had suddenly decided to check the memo, and that very phrase was inside. This meant Alexander had once again predicted the timing of her action, knowing she would check it after reflecting on the brevity of life.

Evelyne couldn't help but steal a glance at Alexander. To any onlooker, it was an ambiguous look.

Alexander returned the look with a smile.

To win over Evelyne Veyne, besides stirring her emotions, there was one vital point: certain things had to be stated clearly. One could not coerce her, nor could one merely hint at things. From another perspective, she could not be given space for speculation.

Because she was a psychologist.

Her mind was incredibly complex, and she was skilled at guiding others to get the answers she wanted.

A complex mind... once she formed a wrong judgment or idea, the progress of winning her over would slow down significantly. The phrase unexpected complications might be a minor issue for others, but for Evelyne Veyne, it could become a major problem.

And being skilled at guiding... she would eventually reach the correct answer herself.

Since she would reach the correct answer anyway, it was better to tell her directly to save a vast amount of time and breath. Evelyne herself was a woman with an extremely high level of tolerance. Because she understood the world, she knew that people were just like that.

Take, for example, the fact that men were lustful.

If an honest, law-abiding man were suddenly revealed to be keeping a mistress, it would shock his friends and family and enrage his wife.

If such a thing happened around Evelyne, her reaction would be calmer than anyone else's. At most, she would label the person as someone skilled at disguise.

As for moral issues, Evelyne couldn't be bothered to condemn them.

Because humans were simply like that.

If a woman who had been married for years with children suddenly had an affair with her fitness coach, Evelyne would maintain the same attitude.

She had long since stopped looking down on the flaws of individual human nature. There were simply too many to bother with.

Evelyne Memo 06: 'You might think that "brainwashing" a world-renowned psychologist is a laughable idea, but I am going to do it anyway. I want to correct your internal definition of brainwashing. Your life should not stagnate while you are still so young...'

As she read on, Evelyne's eyebrows rose.

She never imagined that one day someone would "preach" to her, as if she were a patient and Alexander were her psychiatrist.

It was bizarre.

If not for the events that had transpired earlier, Evelyne would have looked at Alexander as if he were an idiot upon seeing this "preaching" in the memo. She would have lost all desire to communicate with him further.

But because of what had happened before...

Evelyne's emotions were different.

Because, while being somewhat self-aware of it, she had already established enough "trust" in Alexander. Not necessarily trust in him as a person, but trust in his ability. No matter how competitive she was or how much she wanted to deny it, she could not deny that Alexander possessed abilities equal to, or perhaps even exceeding, her own.

She acknowledged his ability.

Thus, "preaching" was no longer ridiculous, empty talk, but actual truth.

Evelyne Memo 06: 'I think you've sensed Jas's hostility. You are a beautiful and sophisticated woman, and Jas knows my intentions toward you. Still, I suspect you won't care about her attitude.'

Alexander judged that Evelyne had reached this paragraph based on the number of times she swiped the screen.

Evelyne did not look up at Jasmine at that moment.

This was good! It meant she didn't doubt Alexander's words.

It was very difficult to lie to Evelyne. If one used fake emotions or lied, she could tell there was a problem with the statement by the fact that you were "wearing a mask."

Therefore, Alexander had deceived Evelyne through the memo. Text has no micro-expressions. Her lack of suspicion toward this passage also indicated that her "trust" in Alexander had reached a certain threshold.

The end of the memo: 'Ms. Veyne, I would like to invite you to lunch. If you do not agree, please return the phone to me. If you agree, please check Memo 07.'

At that moment, Evelyne's scalp suddenly went numb.

She never thought she would encounter such a dilemma.

Alexander had played a small trick on her at the end. She could, of course, refuse his invitation, but Alexander had piqued her intense curiosity. She particularly wanted to see what was written in Memo 07.

In truth, if Evelyne followed her inner heart at this moment, she was more inclined to accept the invitation anyway; she just needed to think about it.

Or perhaps talk a bit more with Alexander before making a choice.

But because of the trick Alexander played at the end...It turned into a calculation.

From another perspective, it became Alexander's proactive and strong invitation. For Evelyne, who disliked being proactive and disliked lunch dates, making the choice this way was actually more comfortable, because she wasn't the one breaking her own long-standing principles.

After a few seconds of thought, Evelyne clicked on "Evelyne Memo 07."

The content was simple, just one sentence: 'I hope you wear wine-red clothes to the appointment.'

A very strange request.

Evelyne looked up at Alexander and handed the phone back.

"The 9th private room on the second floor of the Peace Hotel," Alexander said with a smile as he tucked his phone away, then stood up. "I won't disturb you any further."

The movie hadn't ended yet, but Alexander led Jasmine away first.

Evelyne kept her head turned, watching as Alexander and Jasmine disappeared from her sight one after the other.

How could she be in the mood to watch a movie?

She had originally planned to chat some more, but Alexander hadn't given her the chance.

If she wanted to find out what was really going on with this man, she would have to wait until lunch.


Chapter 14: Red under the hood.

Noon, Peace Hotel, Boston, second floor.

The corridor was extremely wide, with a high ceiling, giving it a luxurious feel. On one side of the corridor outside the private rooms, sofas and coffee tables were placed for people to rest.

"Will she wear wine-red clothes?" Jasmine sat there, glancing at Alexander, still holding his phone.

After leaving the cinema, Jasmine had asked Alexander many things she couldn't understand. How could Evelyne Veyne, who had been forcibly kissed by Alexander, still agree to have lunch with him?

Alexander explained a part of it, including Evelyne's inner psyche.

Jasmine wanted to see the memos, and Alexander let her.

But she still had many things she didn't understand, especially the last request Alexander made.

A small request, but very strange.

Furthermore, requests regarding clothing were either made by a boss to a subordinate or between people in an intimate relationship; otherwise, no one would agree.

It was a very rude and offensive gesture.

Alexander and Evelyne clearly didn't have either of those two relationships yet.

"She will," Alexander said.

"Based on what?" Jasmine countered. "Why should she listen to you?"

"It's complicated," Alexander didn't want to explain.

"I don't think she will." Jasmine suddenly felt confident because she was also a woman and understood women. "For a woman, especially one like Evelyne who likes to be in control, complying with your request would put her at an absolute disadvantage in the subsequent conversation. She can't possibly listen to you."

As they were speaking, the sound of high heels approached.

Though the distance was still significant, the sound was particularly crisp.

"She's here!" Jasmine said after a glance, followed by a smile. "Ha! She's wearing a black dress. She looks more like a schoolteacher. "She gave Alexander a provocative look.

She was right; Evelyne was indeed not wearing wine-red clothes.

Alexander smiled and leaned close to Jasmine's ear to whisper, "She's wearing wine-red lingerie. If you don't believe me, find a chance to see for yourself."

With that, Alexander straightened his suit and rose to greet Evelyne.

Jasmine was stunned for a moment. Then she stared at Evelyne.

Impossible! Absolutely impossible! How could Evelyne be wearing wine-red lingerie for this lunch? Has she gone mad?

Jasmine found it completely impossible to comprehend. If Alexander was right—if Evelyne hadn't worn red on the outside as Alexander had hoped, but was wearing it underneath instead... then Evelyne was simply... too crazy!

If she were exposed, how could Evelyne possibly handle the fallout?

What was going on in her head?

Alexander had already stood up to greet Evelyne. Jasmine followed suit, quickening her pace to catch up and whispering a single sentence into Alexander's ear: "I don't believe it."

"As I said, if you don't believe me, you can find an opportunity to see for yourself," Alexander said with a smile.

The two sides met.

"Miss Veyne, this way, please." Alexander stopped and gestured to the side.

The three of them walked toward the private room.

"Mr. Ciotta, I'm sorry I didn't wear red," Evelyne said, the corners of her mouth curling slightly. "I've disappointed you." She wasn't easily manipulated, even though she already viewed Alexander as a worthy opponent and an intriguing person.

"Didn't you?" Alexander's tone took on a strange lilt, causing Evelyne's heart to tighten. Alexander followed this with a lingering gaze that swept over her from head to toe, making her breath hitch for a split second, though her expression remained unchanged.

"But you are still beautiful," Alexander added with a smile after his appraisal.

Jasmine began to feel the absurdity of the situation again. She could hardly believe Alexander would say something so blunt.

"I thought Mr. Ciotta would give me more surprises—or perhaps a fright," Evelyne said with a trace of mockery. "I didn't expect Mr. Ciotta to resort to such crude and uninspiring polite platitudes."

Jasmine lagged a step behind. While playing her role, she observed Evelyne's clothing. She couldn't see what Evelyne was wearing underneath; the dress was quite conservative.

"No one hates a compliment," Alexander said with a smile.

"Do you think I haven't heard enough compliments?" Evelyne countered.

"This is different."

"How so?"

"I... am different from them," Alexander said, smiling.

Jasmine almost lost her composure. She understood Alexander's tactics less and less. He had suddenly become very proactive, even aggressive... the boundary he was pushing was a bit much. Yet, his words were quite ordinary, devoid of any sophisticated technique.

To any normal woman, this would make him seem like he had a screw loose!

Was this his play?

As a master of psychology, Evelyne loved being in control of the situation and holding the initiative. How could she possibly fall for—

"Ha!" Evelyne let out a laugh that caught Jasmine by surprise. "Mr. Ciotta is indeed quite different. At least you don't try to hide your thoughts."

As they talked, the three entered the private dining room.

They took their seats. They ordered food. They ordered wine.

As the server repeated the order one last time to Alexander, Evelyne's expression turned subtle. At least half of the dishes ordered were her favorites, while the other half, she deduced, were favorites of the girl called Jas.

Once the order was confirmed, the server left, closing the door behind them.

"You really do know me well, researching my preferences so thoroughly," Evelyne said, taking the initiative to speak.

"When someone intends to approach another with a purpose, they must do their homework. If one doesn't even have that much sincerity, there's no point in doing it at all." Alexander smiled, not denying it, but then looked at her and said, "However, Miss Veyne, do you think my understanding of you is something that can be achieved through mere investigation?"

Evelyne smiled back.

Compared to when they were at the cinema, her aura now possessed an extra layer—one that could perhaps be described as... revitalized.

To suddenly discover something interesting in this filthy and boring world was, for her, an exceedingly rare occurrence.

"So? What kind of trick are you going to play now?" Evelyne mirrored Alexander's smile, resting her chin slightly on her hand as she looked at him. "Have you prepared another memo?"

Alexander smiled and shook his head before saying to Evelyne, "Professor Veyne, could I borrow your phone?"

Evelyne's eyelids flickered.

A phone was a very private object, containing far too much content that shouldn't be seen by outsiders.

Nevertheless, Evelyne still handed her phone to Alexander.

"What's the password?" Alexander asked as he took it.

"Don't you know?" Evelyne teased. "Don't you know everything? You can guess, investigate, or analyze anything... why don't you try?"

"When we were at the cinema, the screen lock password Professor Veyne used should have been 395461..." Alexander said with a smile.

Evelyne maintained her smile.

Even though Alexander was right, compared to the shock he had given her before, this was actually easier to accept. She hadn't changed her lock screen password in a long time.

"But before you came over this afternoon, you changed your phone password," Alexander continued. "You likely decided on it by rolling dice. The new password is completely random and has nothing to do with your personality or habits... it would be impossible to guess unless I were truly spying on you."

In truth, Alexander could have known. He could have simply asked and then reset the day.

But there was no need!

That would be too exaggerated and might lead people to think of supernatural abilities. Alexander knew exactly how much Evelyne would test him, and he would carefully manage the scale of his abilities.

Evelyne's eyebrows rose slightly.

Alexander had actually deduced that she would change her password! And that she had used dice to determine the numbers... Evelyne had done so, of course, to prepare for any eventuality.

She had even thought about letting Alexander try to guess her password during their back-and-forth, so she could defeat him once and for all.

But now it seemed Alexander had anticipated her anticipation!

"What's the password?" Alexander asked Evelyne again. He knew she would refuse.

"I'm not telling you." The corners of Evelyne's mouth turned up. "Mr. Ciotta, everything on a phone is personal privacy. Since you can't open it, there's no need for me to say anything else, is there?"


Chapter 15: Mind games.

"Let's play a game. If I win, you tell me," Alexander said.

"What game?" Evelyne asked.

"You name it. Up to you, anything works," Alexander said with a smile.

"Anything?" Evelyne's smile took on an undisguised hint of peculiarity. Wouldn't that mean she was guaranteed to win?

Jasmine listened to their conversation, her eyes lingering on the teapot on the table.

She was already considering when to "accidentally" spill the tea on Evelyne. Evelyne would then have to go to the restroom to clean up... and Jasmine would have the chance to see what color she was wearing underneath.

She refused to believe it. It could never be red!

Evelyne suddenly stole a glance at Jasmine, then looked away.

The private room was well lit, unlike the dim cinema they had been in earlier. Given the large round table in the private room, Alexander's position didn't block "Miss Jas" at all.

This meant Evelyne could "fully" observe Jasmine!

Compared to Alexander, Jasmine's sense of disguise was incredibly strong!

For whatever reason, she seemed determined not to be seen through, so she chose to simply "wear a mask."

She kept her face completely relaxed, devoid of expression. In this state, even if you knew she was hiding something, it was difficult to tell exactly what it was!

Psychologists weren't miracle workers. Even they were helpless when faced with a silent person wearing a mask.

However!

Evelyne had already made a judgment about Jasmine. She had acted like a sweet girl before, but when she wasn't speaking... perhaps she truly was a very cold woman.

Habitually cold women usually had stronger defenses against the outside world.

Their personalities were either sensitive or uncompromising. Acting cold was one thing; being truly cold was another.

Such a woman... and she was an assistant or female companion in an intimate relationship with Alexander? And she was willing to watch Alexander... flirt with her?!

It was irrational!

Evelyne's mind was simply fast; she had analyzed all this in the split second she glanced at Jasmine. The reason she had looked was that she wondered what Miss Jas was up to.

Jasmine had suddenly glanced at the teapot. Evelyne noticed!

The subtle change in Jasmine's expression indicated she wanted to do something. Moreover, it was something that might bring her "satisfaction" or fulfill some desire—and it was something "bad"!

People have this specific look when they are bottling up mischief for their own gain. Although the change in Jasmine's expression was extremely subtle—undetectable to an average person—Evelyne could sense it. And this bad thing certainly wasn't just pouring tea.

"Are you really letting me decide what game to play?" Evelyne only kept Jasmine in her peripheral vision; she was still looking at Alexander. "Mr. Ciotta! I'm increasingly admiring your confidence. But... are you sure you want to let me decide any game at all?"

"Mm-hmm," Alexander nodded with a smile.

He was still holding Evelyne's phone in his right hand. As he nodded, he suddenly sat up a bit straighter. He reached out his left hand, and as his fingertips touched the teapot, he immediately lifted them, retracted his hand, and rubbed his fingers together.

It was a very natural movement during a conversation. He was checking if the teapot was hot.

It was scalding!

Jasmine, playing the role of the little assistant, immediately stood up to pour tea for the two of them. She had received Alexander's second level of subtext: 'Don't you dare splash her! It's not worth it just to see her true colors. Right now, it'll actually burn her.'

"Professor Veyne." As she handed over the tea, Jasmine gave Evelyne a sweet-girl smile.

"Boss, be careful, it's hot." Then she gave Alexander an even sweeter one.

Finally, she poured a cup for herself and sat back down.

"Mr. Ciotta... well then, if you win, I'll tell you my phone password. What if you lose?" Evelyne countered.

"I've changed my password. If I lose, I'll tell you my new one!" Alexander smiled and pushed his own phone directly in front of Evelyne.

"Fair enough." Evelyne picked up Alexander's phone.

A little game.

Whether it was a contest of wills or a step in their interaction, Evelyne had come to this meeting.

She enjoyed this process.

In truth, Evelyne was conflicted.

She looked forward to seeing how this equally matched opponent would perform and wanted to figure out his deal. Yet, she also hoped to utterly defeat him at some point, define him as a boring person, and end this.

But right after Evelyne picked up Alexander's phone...

"Tsk!" She made a sound and gave Alexander a look.

"What is it?" Alexander asked, feigning ignorance.

"For young people today—including those my age—there are almost always secrets in our phones that shouldn't be told! They represent privacy that must never be known by another person. There are exceptions, of course, but people like you and me are not among them. Exchanging phones and even letting the other person know the password is something only people in an absolutely intimate, trusting relationship would do..."

"It also creates an effect of strengthening trust and closing the distance!"

"Letting someone know your private secrets greatly lowers internal defenses in a relationship between a man and a woman. Even if the process might bring embarrassment, the result is either a fallout or... increased intimacy..."

Evelyne gave Alexander a final smile. "Mr. Ciotta, you really are calculating every step. You certainly know how to bridge the gap with a woman..."

"Naturally. If I didn't understand you, why would I come looking for you?" Alexander laughed.

Jasmine's breath hitched for a moment.

Again? She still couldn't understand why Alexander had suddenly become overly proactive and aggressive in how bluntly he stated his interest. It was quite sickening. It made one feel... Alexander couldn't possibly be unaware of what he was doing, but why?!

"However, your reasoning is sound!" Evelyne continued. "But you won't win this time. Even if I get your phone password... You should know that letting a psychologist unilaterally learn the secrets in your phone won't cause any emotional stir. I've seen too much!"

Secrets?

Evelyne was also a therapist. Before treating someone, the most important thing was to understand them. She knew too many secrets of too many different kinds of people.

"It seems Professor Veyne isn't very good at lying," Alexander teased.

This made Evelyne's expression stiffen.

One sentence, two layers of insult. First, he said she was lying. Second, he said she was bad at it.

"Do you think I'm like everyone else?" Alexander asked back with a smile.

Jasmine felt a headache coming on. 'There he goes again! Hey, are you sure you're here to win Evelyne Veyne over?!'

"... Let's start the game!" Evelyne took a breath and then smiled at Alexander. "Since I'm the one deciding, then... It's very simple! Guess what the latest photo in my phone is. If you guess correctly, you win. If not, I win."

Was this even a game?

It couldn't even be called a game; it was an impossible task. It had no fairness whatsoever.

Evelyne had her own pride. If it were a real gamble and the initiative was hers, she would usually choose a fair game—like guessing whether the waiter would enter the room with their left foot or right foot first, where both parties had to guess.

But now, while she viewed Alexander as an equal opponent, Alexander... from start to finish, he had maintained a "I'm better than you" stance.

He was incredibly arrogant.

If he wanted to play a game, he'd play any game, and he'd let her choose. Given this attitude, Evelyne felt she had to put him in his place first and deflate his arrogance.

'Go ahead! Guess!'

"Mr. Ciotta... for this game, a picture is random. My last photo might have been taken today, yesterday, or last week. Why was it taken? That depends on what I encountered... my mood... There are infinite possibilities. You can't get the answer through psychology, and even if you understand my personality, it's useless..."

Evelyne looked into Alexander's eyes. "So! If you can't answer, you lose! If you CAN answer, it proves you've been having me monitored for a long time!"

After finishing, she gave Alexander a look that said, 'How are you going to play this?'

It was a deadlock. A logically closed-loop deadlock!

Either Alexander lost, or... Evelyne would conclude that she was being monitored and could leave!

"Don't be so certain," Alexander said with a smile. "Besides, Professor Veyne, this isn't exactly a fair game. I'm supposed to guess which photo is last on your phone? If I'm the only one guessing, shouldn't you be guessing something too?"

"Oh? Mr. Ciotta! Are you getting cold feet?" Evelyne seized the opportunity, her expression and posture radiating mockery. "A moment ago, you acted as if you were omniscient, as if you knew everything about me."

Alexander maintained his smile. He paused for a moment, looking Evelyne in the eye. "Let's change the game."

Beside them, Jasmine couldn't help but frown inwardly.

Her dear Mr. Alexander. She had never seen him "yield" like this!

Alexander was always the one in control; if he couldn't do something, he wouldn't even let the other person suggest it. But this time, it seemed he had truly met his match.

It wasn't necessarily that Alexander had lost, because Evelyne's suggested game was utter nonsense.

"Our esteemed Professor Veyne surely wouldn't want a hollow victory, would she?" Alexander said to her with another smile.

Evelyne was proud. Seeing Alexander suddenly back down satisfied her.

"Fine! Let's change the game—to one that's absolutely fair!" Evelyne told him. "But I must remind you, Mr. Ciotta, don't be too arrogant. Never speak in absolutes, and don't claim to know me perfectly again."

"Spoken like a true teacher. You really do love to preach."

"Then you should be glad you aren't one of my students."

The tension between them flared up again.

Jasmine couldn't make heads or tails of it.

Things were heading in a direction that made winning over Evelyne seem impossible. Although they were still sitting together and chatting, Jasmine could tell that the chance of success was dwindling. Evelyne wasn't even bothering to hide her disdain.

"A new game, then! Like this—"

"We'll have Jas write down a number from zero to nine on a piece of paper. Then, each of us can ask her one question. We cannot ask anything directly related to the number. We take turns, and whoever is the first to state the correct number based on her answers wins. I believe that with Mr. Ciotta's pride, he wouldn't stoop to cheating by colluding with Jas in this game, right?" Evelyne said in one breath.

Jasmine felt a sense of insult. Were her thoughts really that easy to read?

"That's not fair, because I know Jasmine too well."

Alexander shook his head at Evelyne and smiled again. "Moreover, Miss Veyne, this game is clearly a trap. The human heart is unpredictable. You want to test the true nature of my relationship with Jas. You want to know her inner thoughts—to see if she wants you to win, or if she wants me to win."

"The decision-making power would actually be in her hands."

"Tsk," Evelyne clicked her tongue.

"Excuse me, I need to use the restroom," Alexander said suddenly, standing up and heading toward the private restroom within the suite.

With Alexander gone, the atmosphere in the room instantly turned heavy.

It was even slightly awkward.

Jasmine was more than capable of handling a variety of social situations. Her upbringing and her experience as a powerful businesswoman meant she wouldn't feel stage fright under any circumstances.

But this time, she didn't speak to Evelyne. This fits the reserved nature of a "lackey" perfectly.

In reality, however, Jasmine just didn't want to talk.

She didn't like Evelyne. Although Evelyne fit her definition of a formidable person and shared many similarities with Alexander, Alexander was a man—a man she liked.

She could accept being seen through by Alexander, but not by another woman.

Communicating with Evelyne one-on-one was deeply unpleasant for her.

"Miss Jas doesn't usually wear much makeup, does she? Don't misunderstand, I mean excessive makeup, not that you don't groom yourself..." Evelyne took the initiative to speak.

"At my age, is there really a need for much makeup?" Jasmine said, looking at Evelyne.

"Such strong hostility. Honestly, Miss Jas, there's no need for that. This Mr. Ciotta has some one-sided delusions about me, but I..." Evelyne smiled.

She thought Jasmine's previous comment was a jab at her age.

Early twenties versus early thirties: a 10-year age gap was significant.

But that wasn't it at all.

Jasmine naturally believed that, at her age, she didn't need heavy makeup to hide the marks left by time, because there were none yet.

Furthermore, her actual age was twenty-seven. She wasn't that much younger than Evelyne, nor was she some young girl. Age was nothing to brag about.

Jasmine suddenly felt a surge of confidence.

Evelyne had a terrifying side, but perhaps she wasn't that scary. For instance, Evelyne's current judgment was based on an incorrect perception of Jasmine's identity.

She would play along.

"Does Professor Veyne think I shouldn't be hostile toward you?" Jasmine asked back. "I'm not like you, Professor. You have a high social status. To me, Mr. Ciotta is the person who changed my fate, so..."


Chapter 16: He was wrong?!

In the restroom.

Alexander turned on the faucet, twisting it all the way to the left to let scalding hot water out. He waited a moment until a layer of white mist covered the mirror.

He raised his hand and began to draw.

Using his pinky finger, he sketched a scene onto the glass. With his artistic ability, it was naturally lifelike.

It was a scene of a woman taking a selfie.

Then, Alexander wrote under it.

A few minutes later, Alexander emerged from the restroom.

"Professor Veyne, have you thought of a new game?" Alexander asked with a smile as he sat down.

"We will each write down a number from zero to nine, and then ask each other questions. Whoever guesses the other's answer first wins," Evelyne said, gesturing toward the pen and paper on the table, which she had taken out while chatting with Jasmine.

"Fine! Very fair," Alexander laughed.

They tore the paper in half, wrote their numbers, folded it, and tossed it onto the table.

"Mr. Ciotta, you may ask first," Evelyne said.

"Can I just guess? No questions needed," Alexander said.

Evelyne's eyebrows shot up.

Again?! Was he showing that insufferably arrogant face again?

"According to the rules, of course you can!" Evelyne looked him in the eye. "But I must remind you, Mr. Ciotta, you only have one chance to answer. If you guess directly without asking me anything, there are 10 numbers from 0 to 9. You only have a ten percent chance of being right. If you're wrong, you lose. Do you really want to guess?"

"I know. But let me remind you—I'm not guessing. I know you well enough to know exactly what you would write!" Alexander said.

Evelyne curled her lip and made a gesture with her hand. 'Please, begin your performance.'

Guessing what number the other person wrote was a game both magical and "mundane." Much like a magic performance intended to liven the atmosphere at a dinner party, some found it incredibly tedious—after all, what did it matter if one guessed correctly or not?

Others, however, never tired of it and would immerse themselves completely.

For many successful people, the attitude was usually the former.

Jasmine belonged to that group. It wasn't necessarily because of her wealth or status, but simply because she had never possessed the leisure or the inclination for such trivialities.

Evelyne, on the other hand, was different. Though she was far more successful than the average person, her profession and life experiences made her fond of life's small pleasures.

Only by indulging in them could she slightly soothe a heart that had seen too much ugliness and was nearly disillusioned with the world.

What even Evelyne herself didn't know was that she had once played countless little games with this same man—from rock-paper-scissors to betting on whether the next person leaving the cafe would step out with their left foot or right foot; from guessing numbers to playing truth or dare.

All of that had been swallowed by the resets of the loop. Lost to time, the only evidence of it is the memories in Alexander's mind.

"I guess the number you wrote is... 3!" Alexander said, looking at Evelyne with a smile.

"Mr. Ciotta, are you sure?" Evelyne also wore a smile, but it was a false mask. No one could analyze a single thing from her expression.

"I'm sure," Alexander laughed, his manner casual and relaxed.

At this moment, Jasmine was the most nervous person in the private room—in fact, the only nervous one.

Her feelings were complex; while she didn't mind Alexander having other women, she truly disliked Evelyne. Yet, she didn't want her man to lose.

"Mr. Ciotta," Evelyne smiled, "you're far too confident."

As she spoke, she picked up the folded piece of paper she had tossed onto the table earlier. She opened it, holding the two corners with both hands to show Alexander, and then dropped it back onto the table.

The number on it was... 5!

Jasmine glanced at it and subconsciously knit her brows.

Alexander had guessed wrong. He had lost again!

Earlier, when Evelyne asked him to guess the last photo on her phone, he had "conceded" immediately, which was a loss.

Now he had lost again! Twice! This was very unlike him.

Jasmine had never seen Alexander lose like this. Not even once. Much less twice in such a short span of time.

Why was he doing this?

Could this be his way of winning Evelyne over? It lacked logic.

Evelyne's personality was clear—someone who lost to her, no matter how impressive they acted before, would be categorized as boring. They would be no different from anyone else. It would make Evelyne lose interest.

"Oh, Mr. Ciotta! Aren't you embarrassed?" Evelyne's voice was soft, but it only underscored her mockery.

"Why should I be embarrassed?" Alexander countered with a smile.

"You're always boasting. It's rare to see someone as arrogant as you," Evelyne continued. "I have to admit, at the beginning, you were quite mysterious. You seemed to have something about you. But in the end, you lost this round because of your arrogance. A little boy like you, honestly..."

Evelyne's way of addressing Alexander had changed completely.

Little! Boy!

Given Evelyne's age and her position, calling a twenty-two-year-old man who had only been out of university for a few months a "little boy" wasn't technically wrong.

But when applied to Alexander...

'It's over,' Jasmine thought to herself.

Clearly, Alexander had blown it. It was really over. Once someone's impression of a person is set, it is very difficult to reverse—it usually takes a long time.

But Alexander obviously didn't have that time. Once this meal ended, Evelyne likely wouldn't see this "stranger" again.

"I let you win," Alexander laughed.

"You've certainly got thick skin," Evelyne laughed back.

"Truly! I was winning against you earlier, and you couldn't beat me no matter what. Out of politeness, it's only right that I let you win once or twice. Besides, I feel like 3 has a special meaning for you," Alexander said with a smile. "Professor Veyne, you're already in your thirties. Though you're still beautiful, how many more thirty-year periods does a person get? Life is short, Professor."

Evelyne's expression grew increasingly flat.

Jasmine felt like she couldn't listen to another word. 'What are you doing, man? What on earth are you doing?'

How could a single sentence contain so many cringeworthy points?

Evelyne was extremely proud; she clearly didn't need anyone to "let" her win. Wasn't saying that, just annoying? And mentioning her age and the shortness of life again... no woman liked hearing that.

And the "special meaning" of 3 was just that she was in her thirties? Could he be any more superficial? It made him seem so... ordinary.

"Mr. Ciotta, there's no point in being stubborn. Letting me win? Ha!" Evelyne's final laugh didn't even contain deliberate mockery; she had lost even the will to care.

"Professor Veyne, my current phone password is your birthday," Alexander said with a smile.

In their initial bet, the loser had to tell the other their phone password. Alexander had previously handed his phone to Evelyne, and it was currently sitting by her hand.

Using the birthday of someone of the opposite sex as a phone password was usually something only couples did. For one party to do it before a relationship was established... the implication was self-evident.

It was also very likely to annoy the other person.

Jasmine watched "calmly" as Alexander continued his aggressive, repetitive psychological offensive. She was almost numb to it.

Evelyne glanced at her hand, then picked up Alexander's phone. She tried entering her birthday as the password.

It worked on the first try.

Then Evelyne clicked the side button to lock the screen and placed it face down on the table. She didn't look at anything inside.

Originally, she had intended to browse through it if she won, but Alexander hadn't even engaged in the first game, and he had lost the second one in such a stupid manner—answering without even asking and guessing wrong, then acting stubborn.

Evelyne truly had no interest left in looking at Alexander's phone, regardless of what was in it.

There were too many things in the world that she, Evelyne Veyne, didn't know. Everyone had secrets, yet they were all similar—about money, about illicit affairs, about petty fetishes, about ugly thoughts or whimsical fantasies.

But a person's secrets are only interesting if the person is interesting. Otherwise, it's just dull.

"You're not going to look?" Alexander smiled.

"I've seen enough," Evelyne replied with polite finality.

"Then... I'll change the password," Alexander laughed.

Evelyne made a gesture with her hand, signaling him to go ahead.

Alexander took his phone back, tapped it casually with one hand to change the password, and then tossed it back where it was.

"Mr. Ciotta, to be honest, people like you aren't that rare," Evelyne said, looking at him with a smile. At this moment, she exuded a sense of "gentleness"—the kind of state that would make anyone feel favorable toward her and willing to listen. It wasn't just charisma; it was beauty.

Everyone likes beautiful things.

When a psychology professor blends her professional skills with her own beauty, she can quickly become the focus in any setting. Everyone becomes willing to keep their eyes on her face and listen to her speak.

"Are you analyzing me?" Alexander smiled.

"No one possesses a perfect psychological state. Everyone has some psychological issues to a greater or lesser degree, even if they don't escalate to the level of a disorder. There are always some, stemming from life experiences and various pressures... myself included. Though I don't have much pressure, of course. Most issues don't need to be corrected. There's no need; as long as life goes on, what will come will come."

"But you, Mr. Ciotta... you are very ill," Evelyne said seriously.

This was her final bit of patience. It was the reason she hadn't simply walked out.

Alexander had "crumbled" too quickly and too hard. He had gone from being remarkably mysterious to being ordinary in a flash. The contrast was too great. This process wasn't uncommon—it happened when someone's skill set was limited. After losing control of the situation, their true colors were exposed all at once.

But! Alexander was stubborn. He didn't even change his expression, and his emotional state showed no cracks.

Evelyne really couldn't resist performing a diagnosis on him. So, she decided to finish the meal.

Alexander remained nonchalant. The phrase "very ill" didn't cause even a ripple in his emotions. He still wore a smile and even made a "please" gesture: 'Please, start your performance.'

"Extreme confidence, extreme ego. You seem to have great depth, Mr. Ciotta. You hide your joy and anger. But in reality, you lack the capacity for self-reflection and self-examination. This is a psychological characteristic of egocentrism, a type of affective psychological disorder."

"I apologize for being so blunt. For most patients, I usually take a gradual approach, guiding them to examine themselves. But that method obviously wouldn't work on you."

"Your IQ is very high. If I spoke euphemistically, you would just justify yourself internally."

"I can also sense that you've studied psychology."

"So, I'll be direct. You are young and wealthy. You don't have the troubles of ordinary people. But I can sense that you have suffered extremely severe psychological trauma."

"You have a certain histrionic personality trait. Past trauma has led you to lean more toward self-disguise. From the moment we met in the cinema until now, your most frequent expression has been a smile. And the degree of your smile is... abnormal."

"A smile can be a very natural expression, but to take it to the level you do—consistent and unchanging—it is clearly not normal."

"I can almost be certain that the trauma you suffered involved something horrific and terrifying, so much so that even now, you haven't fully emerged from it. You are stuck at the end, in that state where you've lost your true self. You should let go, but you haven't."

"Actually, these symptoms usually appear in older, successful men—those from humble backgrounds who suffered in their early years, then seized their destiny and found success with the help of mentors."

"Their complex life stories are written with glory. Everyone around them offers praise. They are always right. Thus, they become increasingly convinced that they are different from others, that they are geniuses who have survived suffering. They believe they are not acting blindly, and that their thoughts are both correct and justified."

"But clearly," Evelyne gestured toward Alexander, "that isn't your case. You are very young. You haven't had enough time to accumulate those complex experiences. That is, you lack the process where reality gradually influences the inner mind."

"It wasn't a gradual change for you, but a sudden transformation."

"And, well, young people are naturally headstrong."

Evelyne smiled as she said this, but it wasn't a smile of belittlement or mockery. Instead, it felt like a form of recognition.

Being headstrong wasn't inherently wrong; it was just a matter of whether it was excessive. She deliberately gave Alexander this illusion, as it would further close the distance between her and the "patient."

"I suspect that the trauma you suffered is what made you who you are today. But as for what it specifically was, I have no way of knowing. Perhaps during that traumatic process, your performance earned the approval of your family elders..."

Evelyne possessed terrifying analytical abilities. Moreover, she was bold enough to use them.

In this regard, she was even more confident than Alexander. She truly could be said to understand the human heart.

The various ways Alexander differed from ordinary people might look like genius, background, or meticulous planning to others. No one else would dare to judge a stranger's past based on such a brief encounter.

But Evelyne dared, and she believed she was right. What was even more terrifying was that part of what she said was actually correct.

Alexander indeed had suffered immense "trauma."

In the early stages of the time loop, he quickly fell into despair from the constant repetition. He had tried to commit suicide in countless ways to find release, but to no avail. He had indeed been shaped by his ten-thousand-year imprisonment.

That part was true. Everything else was wrong.

Three million six hundred and fifty thousand days! It was too long. Long enough to completely transform one's thoughts.

Time had smoothed over his pain, making him numb, and from that numbness, he had turned toward seeking new pleasures.

His reflections on life and his experiences were infinitely more complex than Evelyne could imagine.

He had long passed that stage of being lost.

As for the so-called histrionic personality... Alexander didn't have that personality at all.

His calmness, his indifference, his smile—they were the result of the accumulation of ages. It was because the things he had touched and seen were more complex and treacherous than those of a centenarian who had lived a tumultuous life.

Those great figures who started from nothing and fought their way to the top certainly had exciting lives.

In reality, most of their time was spent toiling away on specific goals.

No matter how complex a person's life is, the number of major events they can experience is limited.

Alexander, however, because every day was reset and he didn't want to repeat himself, was forced to actively pursue and create new things to satisfy his own quest for amusement. This situation only grew more extreme over time.

For example, something that might take others months to accomplish, Alexander would try to finish in a single day. Moreover, he would start from scratch as a "stranger," using absolutely any means necessary.

Alexander had seen those so-called unflappable great men reveal a side more pathetic than ordinary cowards when faced with the threat of death. He had also seen true powerhouses who were consistent inside and out.

He had seen too much.


Chapter 17: You are wrong.

Evelyne got some parts right, but most were errors.

Yet, these errors weren't Evelyne's fault.

No matter how brilliant she was or how much she understood, she still had to follow the logic of reality. And Alexander's secret did not exist in this current reality; it was buried in the time that had been reset.

No one could guess it or analyze it.

So, it wasn't that Evelyne wasn't capable. It was that Alexander himself was far too unique.

Alexander couldn't help but admire this woman. Although they had talked a lot, the total time they had spent together was only an hour or two.

Honestly, if Alexander's secret hadn't been erased by the resets—if it were something that could be investigated or traced, or if it fit within the logic of reality—he wouldn't have approached Evelyne.

This woman was dangerous.

She was suited only to be a friend or a powerful ally, not a lover. Spending a long time in close quarters with her would inevitably lead to being seen through. She would surely discover the things one didn't want others to know.

However, there were no "ifs."

Alexander's secret was unsolvable.

This, in turn, would become the fatal hook to attract Evelyne. The more she associated with Alexander, the more curious she would become. Over time, her passion would grow and likely become the greatest pleasure of her remaining life.

To crack this man.

Even if she spent her entire life seeking and never finding, like a dog chasing its tail... to someone like Evelyne, it was no different from finding a new direction in life.

What the "truth" actually was didn't matter; what mattered was the process of pursuing it.

Maintaining interest in life was much better—infinitely better—than slowly becoming disillusioned with the world.

Alexander looked at Evelyne with an appreciative gaze, listening to her continuous analysis without offering any rebuttal.

"Mr. Ciotta, your look right now is very interesting. You rarely showed any distinct emotions before. Am I to assume you're doing this on purpose now? You're looking at me with such appreciation, showing that you admire me as a person. But I suspect you find it very hard to agree with what I say. Are you waiting for me to ask you, so you can refute me?"

"Yes!" Alexander smiled and nodded.

Every word Evelyne had said was absolutely correct!

"So, what do you want to refute? What did I misjudge? You can be direct!" Evelyne said. "I will be the judge of whether you're just being stubborn or if I truly made a mistake."

Evelyne's attitude was that even if she were wrong, it wouldn't matter much.

She hadn't conducted a background check on Alexander!

When she saw a patient, the family would usually approach her and provide extensive information. For Alexander, she had none of that.

So even if there were errors, it wasn't a failure on her part. If there were specific mistakes, Evelyne was truly willing to admit them.

"There's nothing to refute." Alexander chuckled. "Professor Veyne's analysis was brilliant..." He let his voice trail off.

"But? You were going to say 'but,' weren't you?" Evelyne interjected.

"Mm-hmm!" Alexander nodded and continued, "But, Professor Veyne, every bit of your analysis is built upon a completely false perception of who I am! To the point where... I feel as if I'm just listening to a self-righteous woman tell a joke. Why would I bother refuting it? Would you, Professor?"

It was a sudden, powerful surge of aggression.

The phrase "a self-righteous woman" was an extreme insult to someone like Evelyne.

Evelyne's eyelids twitched, but she maintained her smile as she looked at Alexander. "Mr. Ciotta, you are truly quite ill! It's very serious! Truly! Very serious!"

She didn't show anger. Instead, she showed pity.

She gazed at Alexander with eyes full of compassion.

"Professor Veyne, have you ever considered... that when you realize you were truly wrong, you will be extremely embarrassed? Truly, extremely embarrassed." Alexander laughed.

Evelyne continued to control her emotions.

She had seen plenty of patients far more mentally unstable than Alexander. He was nothing special.

However, when it came to the sheer ability to irritate someone, Alexander was in a league of his own!

He managed to maintain an air of absolute confidence and arrogance throughout.

He didn't even show a hint of shame turning into anger.

He was truly impenetrable!

It even made Evelyne feel that her career was facing an unprecedented challenge. She became determined to finish this meal.

She refused to believe she couldn't talk sense into him by the time the check came.

"Miss Jas, how do you usually put up with him? Is he always like this?" Evelyne turned her head to look at Jasmine.

Jasmine remained silent for a moment.

She wanted to help Alexander snap back, but she couldn't judge whether speaking up would ruin his plan or prematurely expose something he wanted to keep hidden.

Moreover, reacting too intensely wouldn't fit the persona she was currently maintaining—that of a lowly assistant.

In the end, Jasmine didn't speak. Instead, she looked at Alexander with a slightly awkward expression.

The awkwardness was an act.

She was doing what befitted her disguise. How could a young, beautiful assistant tell a psychologist whether her "boss" was sane or not right in front of him?

Even trying to defend him would be wrong.

Because Evelyne wasn't just any psychologist; she was an internationally renowned professor of psychology.

In her clinical state, her aura was incredibly powerful. An "ordinary woman" should lose the courage to argue with her.

"It seems Mr. Ciotta keeps you on a very tight leash, Miss Jasmine," Evelyne remarked before looking back at Alexander.

Internally, Jasmine felt a secret sense of satisfaction.

Because Evelyne was wrong!

The way she and Alexander interacted didn't involve anyone controlling anyone. Her silence wasn't born out of fear.

Knock, knock!

A polite knock sounded at the door, and then the private room opened. It was the waiter delivering the wine and the appetizers... This made Jasmine subconsciously glance at the teapot on the table.

She had originally planned to splash tea on Evelyne, forcing her to go to the restroom to fix her clothes. Jasmine would then have an excuse to follow and help, apologizing while... checking exactly what color Evelyne was wearing underneath.

But now the wine and food were being served.

How could she splash tea if they weren't drinking it? Should she splash the wine?

The conversation paused briefly until the waiter finished setting the table and left, closing the door behind him. Only then did Evelyne fix her gaze on Alexander again.

"Mr. Ciotta, may I ask if you have any nicknames? Either one you gave yourself or one that others call you that you've accepted? Do you have one?" Evelyne took the initiative to ask.

When it came to diagnosis, she was serious.

"Well... does 'My dear Mr. Alexander' count?" Alexander smiled. "My future wife often calls me that now."

"You're engaged?" Evelyne asked.

"Not yet."

"Then... does this future wife of yours know you came to see me today?" Evelyne asked further. She certainly didn't think the "Miss Jas" beside him was his future wife.

"She knows," Alexander chuckled.

"She really is..." Evelyne didn't finish her sentence. She had seen too many types of marriage dynamics—political alliances between great families where both parties played around, open relationships between people who didn't care about social norms, or even master-servant dynamics.

There was nothing to be surprised about.

What Evelyne wanted to sigh about was that Alexander's current life must be exceptionally smooth.

"A harmonious family and young wealth! 'My dear Mr. Alexander'? That title... tsk!" Evelyne muttered. "Mr. Alexander, your current life situation is also a major factor in your conceit and your inability to see yourself clearly."

"Do you feel like you can conquer everything, including me?" she added.

"Yes, exactly," Alexander answered suddenly with a laugh.

Evelyne almost lost her composure.

Good grief! This guy's skin was truly thicker than a city wall.

"Professor Veyne, I'm reminding you once again: the moment you realize you were wrong, you will truly, truly be beyond embarrassed," Alexander said with another smile.

Evelyne ignored the comment.

Alexander had no way left to prove anything.

A short while later.

The waiter returned with more dishes.

The three of them poured wine, ate, and engaged in "casual conversation."

It was mostly Evelyne talking, and she adjusted her diagnostic strategy multiple times during the conversation.

She moved from exposing Alexander's psyche in broad strokes to deep-diving into minor details through questioning...

Her goal gradually became singular: to first make Alexander's emotions fluctuate.

This wasn't a standard diagnostic method.

Psychologists usually avoided provoking patients to prevent a rebellious psychological response.

But Evelyne was practically "stabbing" at Alexander now.

She needed him to crack.

However, halfway through the meal, Alexander hadn't changed at all. He remained as conceited, arrogant, and stubborn as ever.

No matter what she said, he didn't get upset; he just listened.

This eventually made Evelyne wonder if Alexander's problem wasn't psychological... but psychiatric.

"Professor Veyne..." Jasmine, still acting as the assistant, stood up again to pour wine.

She filled Alexander's glass first, then Evelyne's.

Because Evelyne had decided to analyze Alexander today, she had only been sipping her wine. Halfway through the meal, she had only finished half a glass. However, she didn't stop Jasmine from pouring more.


Chapter 18: A chat in the bathroom.

Suddenly, the wine splashed onto Evelyne's dress.

It was as if Jasmine hadn't held the bottle steadily.

"Oh! I'm so sorry, Professor Veyne..." Jasmine apologized in a panic, pulling out tissues to help wipe the mess.

"It's fine, it's fine. I'll do it myself." Evelyne stood up and took the tissues to dab at the stain. This sort of thing didn't make her angry.

"The restroom should have a hair dryer. Maybe you can wash it a little first... otherwise, it'll leave a mark," Jasmine said hurriedly.

"Miss Jas, there's no need for such hostility, is there?" Evelyne glanced at Jasmine. She was calling her out for doing it on purpose.

Evelyne had noticed long ago that Jasmine's eyes weren't right. The hostility had been there all along.

So she had spilled red wine on her to make her look foolish.

"I... I didn't..." Jasmine looked like she was about to defend herself.

Evelyne ignored her and looked directly at Alexander. "Mr. Ciotta, I'm going to the restroom." With that, she pulled back her chair and walked out, heading toward the private restroom attached to the room.

Not much red wine had splashed on her. Washing a small section and drying it should solve the problem.

Click!

Clack!

As the restroom door opened and closed, the "Miss Jas" who looked like she had made a mistake suddenly underwent a change in expression.

She became cold and elegant, with a powerful aura. She first picked up her phone and dialed a number, her voice slightly lowered. "Send a new dress over. The size is approximately..."

Jasmine had come on her private jet this time and had brought plenty of staff. Even while she was acting with Alexander today, those bodyguards were nearby.

After giving the general specifications, she ended the call.

Jasmine looked back at Alexander.

"Is this your 'tactic'? My. Dear. Mr. Alexander!" Jasmine reacted strongly, leaning in close to Alexander and lowering her voice.

She had a stomach full of things to say.

Alexander's performance throughout this dinner hadn't just left an irredeemable impression on Evelyne; even Jasmine could hardly believe it.

"What's wrong?" Alexander smiled, feigning ignorance.

"What's wrong?! Do you... Do you want to... don't you think it's ridiculous? That's not you! Now that you've left her with this impression, how can you fix it? She's already started seriously diagnosing you!" Jasmine seemed even more bothered by it than Alexander himself.

It was that same contradictory mindset.

She didn't like Evelyne, and in a way, seeing Alexander fail once wouldn't be so bad. But at least it should be a brilliant failure! What had this turned into?

Jasmine found it hard to accept Alexander losing so miserably.

Even if Alexander didn't care, she did! Her man must never lose like that.

"Nothing is irredeemable," Alexander smiled.

"How can you fix this?" Jasmine asked.

"Guess." Alexander was still smiling.

Jasmine suddenly took two steps forward, turned, and sat on Alexander's lap. Her hands circled Alexander's neck as she narrowed her eyes... leaning in close to observe his face.

"What kind of plot are you hatching?" Jasmine asked suspiciously.

"Why call it a plot? That sounds so unpleasant..." Alexander laughed.

"No! You're not right! You're becoming more and more suspicious!" Jasmine remained full of doubt, her hand moving to Alexander's waist as if she were about to pinch him.

To an outsider, it would be hard to imagine a woman as domineering, powerful, and cold as Jasmine Doran using such a "girly" method as pinching to interrogate her lover.

"Don't pinch me there, you always pinch the same spot... You're my assistant today, you shouldn't treat the boss like this!" Alexander joked.

"I was your boss before. You were on my company's payroll; did that stop you from doing... hm?" Jasmine rolled her eyes at him.

"Aren't you going to check?" Alexander signaled with his eyes, smiling. "She might come out any moment. She might decide not to deal with it for now."

Jasmine was "dissatisfied."

"Fine! Some man is about to blow it completely!" she teased in an exaggeratedly low whisper before rising from his lap.

Then she exchanged another look with Alexander.

She pulled her chair back.

Purposely making her footsteps heavier, she walked toward the restroom.

"Professor Veyne, it's me... Can I..." Jasmine said as she reached the restroom door. She tried the handle; Evelyne hadn't locked it.

At this moment, Jasmine felt a surge of excitement.

No way... surely not!

Evelyne Veyne couldn't be wearing wine-red underneath, could she? Alexander had asked her to wear wine-red to the meeting, and while she hadn't complied outwardly, could she be wearing it inside? Could the dignified Professor Evelyne Veyne really do something so absurd?

She pressed down on the handle, pushed the door halfway open, and Jasmine slipped inside before firmly closing the door behind her.

She looked at Evelyne in front of the sink.

In the end, Jasmine was disappointed.

Evelyne was still wearing that teacher-style long black dress. The skirt was large and loose.

The spot where the wine had splashed was near the bottom of the hem; she didn't need to take it off. She could clean it just by lifting the hem slightly.

Evelyne was doing exactly that.

She was quickly rinsing the small section with fresh water, planning to use the hair dryer afterward.

When Jasmine entered, Evelyne only looked up and glanced at her through the mirror without saying a word.

"Professor Veyne, let me help you. I didn't mean it..." Jasmine walked quickly toward her.

"No need to explain," Evelyne said.

She clearly didn't want to debate whether Jasmine had done it on purpose. It didn't matter.

"Um, the boss already called someone to send over a new set. It'll be here soon! You can just change then. This dress... should be sent to the cleaners. A dress this expensive... I'm afraid it won't get completely clean if you wash it yourself, and it might wrinkle," Jasmine added.

She had called for the dress earlier just to play the part convincingly.

If you ruin someone's clothes, you give them a new set!

But now, it felt like the only opportunity she had left to see.

"There's no need. It's just a dress," Evelyne said, glancing at Jasmine.

Red wine stains aren't easy to clean. Even though the dress was black and the stain wouldn't be obvious once dry, Evelyne still let more hot water run.

"Professor Veyne, now that we're talking alone... don't you have anything you want to say to me?" Jasmine fished for conversation, pretending to be an assistant whose boss wasn't around.

"I'm not in the habit of speaking ill of people behind their backs."

Evelyne didn't look up, her focus entirely on cleaning the hem of her dress. After a pause, she added, "You are very young. You have your own life choices. Whether it's for money or something else, as long as you don't feel wronged yourself, there's no need to seek anyone's opinion."

"Mr. Ciotta... he's a self-important, reckless young man. For a girl your age, as long as he isn't malicious, it doesn't matter much..."

Even though Evelyne had a terrible impression of Alexander right now, she didn't have a habit of advising others unless they were her patients.

Having seen all sorts of situations, Evelyne had a high tolerance for many things.

Of course, it was also because she hadn't seen any "violent tendencies" in Alexander. His "illness" didn't lie in that direction.

"You've been acting jealous, but it's really unnecessary. Do you think I would fall for a young guy in such a short amount of time?" Evelyne looked up at Jasmine again, giving her a friendly smile.

Jasmine felt strange.

Playing an assistant whose personality was the polar opposite of her own was truly exhausting.

"Then... what kind of man does Professor Veyne like?" Jasmine asked.

"Why must one like anyone?" Evelyne countered.

Jasmine dropped the topic.

She didn't want to discuss the philosophy of love and affection with Evelyne. It occurred to her that Evelyne was someone who had almost transcended worldly desires. Men or women, old or young—in her eyes, they were probably just the masses, none of them having anything to do with her.

Perhaps Alexander had made Evelyne's heart waver at the very beginning.

But that was only at the start.

In her eyes, Alexander had already lost his luster.

"Professor Veyne, I think..." Jasmine began to say something. Although Evelyne was looking down at the dress, she was listening.

Neither of them noticed at that moment.

As the hot water continued to run, the steam rose steadily. On the large mirror behind the sink, patterns and words were slowly emerging.

The first thing to fully appear was a single digit in the bottom right corner.

—5!


Chapter 19: Clashing.

".....although you know much, understand the human heart, and see through human nature, it's better not to jump to conclusions too early on some people and some things—especially regarding someone you've never truly known..." Jasmine finally couldn't hold back, turning her head to look at Evelyne.

She still couldn't let go of what happened back then!

During high school, Jasmine had indeed been extremely violent! But she never caused trouble without reason, nor did she use her family's influence to bully others.

Yet, her family had actually wanted to hire Evelyne to give her a psychological evaluation. In the end, without even meeting Jasmine in person, Evelyne had diagnosed her with "violent tendencies." It was truly...

Jasmine wasn't a petty person.

However, Evelyne's "offhand" remark back then had once changed her family's attitude toward her. Although it didn't last long—from her junior year of high school until she went abroad to study, about a year and a half—she felt genuinely hurt during that time.

No one likes to be misunderstood.

Jasmine was no exception.

Evelyne, who was looking down and cleaning the hem of her dress, misunderstood the meaning of Jasmine's words. Perhaps it was because she didn't see Jasmine's expression when she spoke.

She thought Jasmine was trying to defend Alexander.

"You're quite strange, Miss Jas," Evelyne said without looking up. "You clearly know why Mr. Ciotta sought me out, and you're clearly jealous. The worse my impression of him is, the happier you should be. Why? Trying to defend him?" Only after finishing did she look up, glance at Jasmine, give an ambiguous smile, and look back down.

She merely treated this as casual small talk. While she straightened her stained dress, Jasmine had come over to apologize and check on her, likely just looking for something to say.

In truth, she didn't even care why Jasmine was acting strange anymore.

Because she had lost interest in Alexander, nothing else mattered.

It took Jasmine a moment to react.

She realized she had misspoken! She shouldn't have brought this up with Evelyne because of what happened years ago, and she certainly shouldn't have revealed her true self at this moment.

Nor should she have defended Alexander; that contradicted her current "persona."

But the words were already out.

Jasmine decided to lean into Evelyne's misunderstanding and play along.

"I'm not defending anyone," Jasmine feigned a stubborn tone. "But the principle remains. To you, Mr. Ciotta and I are just strangers you've briefly interacted with. You don't understand him at all, yet you treat him like a patient! Perhaps compared to him, you're the truly conceited one!"

"Quite the sharp tongue..." Evelyne smiled dismissively. Still looking down and focused on washing her dress, she said casually, "So, where do you think my judgment was wrong? This Mr. Ciotta is arrogant beyond reason. If he's afraid to play, he shouldn't talk big. A loss is a loss; he shouldn't stubbornly claim he was letting me win. What did he actually do?"

"You don't actually think his state of mind is normal, do you?" Evelyne looked up then, staring at Jasmine.

"Or rather, do you truly believe he was letting me win? Surely not?" Evelyne asked in quick succession. Her words were simple, and her tone wasn't heavy, but her posture and gaze were full of pressure—the kind of pressure an instructor exerts on a student.

It was the pressure of academic authority over the ignorant.

This triggered Jasmine's immediate self-defense response. All her pretenses shattered instantly.

Reverting to her usual state, she raised her hand slightly and said coldly and disdainfully, "Professor Veyne, let me remind you once more: you do not know Alexander."

Jasmine's voice cut off abruptly.

Because Evelyne's gaze had changed.

At that moment, Jasmine realized she had "exposed" herself.

In fact, she had wanted to say that if Evelyne knew even a little bit more about Alexander, she would naturally suspect that behind any of his abnormal actions, there might be a specific motive or purpose. They were subjective choices, not a loss of control.

Realizing she was exposed, Jasmine stopped talking. Her hand, which she had instinctively raised, was meant to adjust her glasses—but she wasn't wearing any!

"Who are you?" Evelyne stood up straight. She lightly shook the water from her hands and studied Jasmine with a scrutinizing, undisguised gaze.

Jasmine tried to shift back into character.

But it was too late!

In this moment, Evelyne saw far too many things in Jasmine's expression and demeanor.

Power! Wealth! And more!

A person's temperament is inevitably formed by their environment. Even with identical twins, if one is raised in luxury while the other is sent to a poor family, their vastly different life experiences would cause differences even in their facial features. The latter would look older.

To say nothing of their aura.

For those who have held high positions for a long time, you might only see a kind elderly person in a photo. But if you meet them in person and speak face-to-face, you will undoubtedly discover they are different from ordinary people.

"Quite an act," Evelyne added. "It seems Miss Jas doesn't come from an ordinary family either. You wouldn't happen to be the 'future wife' Mr. Ciotta mentioned earlier, would you? Is that your dear Mr. Alexander?"

Evelyne was guessing. She was testing her.

Jasmine was truly stuck.

In truth, if it weren't for Alexander's plan, she wouldn't have found it difficult at all to face Evelyne alone. She wouldn't lose to Evelyne in a war of words!

So what if Evelyne could reason and read people? Who cares about reasoning! If she didn't like her, she'd give her a piece of her mind first and enjoy the satisfaction later.

But because of Alexander's plan...

Alexander had already messed up, and she didn't know how to salvage it yet.

Now she had exposed herself too.

Jasmine hated this feeling of being a hindrance.

What should she say now? It seemed anything she said would be wrong.

"I'll take your silence as a confession, Miss Jas," Evelyne continued. "Tsk! You two are truly interesting! One says he wants me as a mistress—so self-important, yet refuses to admit defeat. The other is playing me, aren't you? You even helped him deceive me? And you're going to get married? You don't happen to have some... special fetish, do you?"

She had guessed wrong again.

Jasmine didn't have any special fetishes.

"Heh!" Jasmine dropped the act and gave a cold smile. "Professor Veyne, in that case, do you think my hostility toward you is real or fake?"

"Hmm..." Evelyne frowned slightly.

Jasmine's question actually stumped Evelyne.

A logical paradox had emerged. If "Miss Jas" truly had some special fetish and was helping her man secure another woman, then she should have enjoyed the process.

But her hostility wasn't fake—Evelyne was absolutely certain of that.

It didn't make sense.

Especially since "Miss Jas" was clearly no ordinary person. In her relationship with Alexander, even if she wasn't the dominant one, she certainly wouldn't be the subordinate one.

Then... there was actually another, simpler possibility.

"Perhaps I still underestimated Mr. Alexander's family!" Evelyne smiled. Then she looked down and continued cleaning her dress.

It sounded like a closing statement.

Even if she had discovered something was off about Jasmine and realized Alexander might come from an even more noble background, the most she showed was that she no longer cared.

A scion of a super-elite family, bringing his high-born fiancée, having heard of her reputation, comes here to have some fun at her expense.

How boring.

It wasn't even as interesting as the idea of Alexander being mentally ill. At least she could have treated a patient. As for the rest... Evelyne knew far too many sordid affairs of the elite. The higher up you go, the more you know. It wasn't surprising anymore.

Humans truly are strange creatures.

The more power they have, the more they do things ordinary people can't understand.

Countless shocking and convoluted stories happened in the upper echelons of society.

Jasmine's mood suddenly improved quite a bit.

She realized that although she had exposed a portion of the truth, she had inadvertently further misled Evelyne. Evelyne didn't dare to guess that Jasmine was the daughter of a super-elite family, while Alexander was actually an "ordinary person."

She just didn't know if this misdirection would be beneficial or detrimental to Alexander's plan.

"It seems Professor Veyne has no interest in continuing the conversation," Jasmine said bluntly.

"Small talk is fine, it doesn't matter," Evelyne said, smiling casually. "I'll finish this meal with you both, and then... we probably won't meet again, right?"

"Are you so confident, Professor Veyne?" Jasmine asked.

"Why wouldn't I be?" Evelyne countered. "Is there any reason for us to meet again? Oh, wait, there might be one. For example, if your Mr. Alexander's family elders ask me to continue treating his illness, I might agree if I have the time."

Jasmine was genuinely piqued.

She didn't have Alexander's temperament, nor was she used to enduring things.

"Professor Veyne, you had better not become Alexander's mistress! You must not!" Jasmine said to Evelyne very seriously.

Without that layer of relationship, she could go to Evelyne later and "have a proper discussion" about their "grudge" from years ago.

"Don't worry, I definitely won't," Evelyne said as she squeezed the water out of that small section of her dress. She shook her hands and looked toward the hand dryer, continuing, "Not everyone is like you, Miss Jas, with such... refined taste!"

Evelyne's tone shifted sharply at the end!

The words were spoken almost unconsciously.

Her movement to reach for the dryer also stopped. She froze completely on the spot. Her expression went from blinking twice to becoming blank in an instant. Her beautiful crimson hues widened as she stared into the mirror.


Chapter 20: A shocking mirror.

Jasmine had been watching Evelyne.

Because of Evelyne's sudden reaction, Jasmine followed her gaze and looked toward the large mirror over the vanity.

The mirrors in the restrooms of these top-tier restaurant private rooms were usually spotless. After every guest finished their meal, a deep clean was performed before the next group was seated. The mirror they were looking at was the same.

The mirror itself was extremely clean.

A few droplets of water had splashed onto the bottom of the mirror when Evelyne was washing her dress.

But aside from that, at this moment, there was a layer of white mist on the mirror. After a hot shower, if the bathroom wasn't enclosed, this would often happen; Evelyne had used hot water to wash her dress, leading to the same result.

And right there on the mist of the mirror, an image was depicted.

One could immediately tell it had been drawn casually with a finger. Originally, it would have been hard to see.

Still, the steam's appearance had caused the image to emerge with startling clarity. It was incredibly vivid, much like those videos where someone draws a lifelike picture on a dusty car window.

It was also like a horror movie, with the killer deliberately leaving a taunting clue. The genius detective protagonist, through meticulous observation, notices something off about the mirror, turns on the faucet, and uses the steam to reveal the full clue.

Actually, that in itself wasn't much.

Perhaps a guest from the previous party had drawn something on the mirror to show someone they were with, and the cleaning staff had missed it. But the key lay in the image—the drawing itself.

It was a drawing of a woman.

With simple strokes, a lifelike and beautiful face appeared—it was Evelyne Veyne.

Even more critically, it was a drawing of Evelyne taking a selfie.

Even more critically than that! It was a drawing of Evelyne taking a selfie in front of a mirror, wearing only lingerie!

The drawing was truly beautiful.

And the clothing was very provocative. Garter belt, thigh highs, a floral bra, and a tiny thong. The outfit highlighted every sensual curve.

In the upper-left corner of the drawing, there was an arrow. It connected to a circle, inside which was written a single word: "Red."

To the right of the drawing, separated by a bit of space, some text was written.

It was written: —The answer is 5.

Evelyne was stunned.

Jasmine looked at the mirror and was dazed for a moment as well. She remembered very clearly what Alexander had said to Evelyne.

The two had used each other's phone passcodes as stakes in a game.

For the first game, Evelyne wanted Alexander to guess the last photo on her phone.

Alexander had refused on the grounds that it was unfair.

And he had shamelessly refused to admit he was backing down.

The second game between the two was for both to write a number on a piece of paper and then ask each other questions. Whoever guessed the other's number first would win. Alexander hadn't asked anything and simply said, "3."

The answer was wrong.

Evelyne had written 5.

Alexander had lost and stubbornly claimed he was letting her win.

And Alexander had entered this restroom once before! It was after he refused the first game and before the second game began.

Alexander knew the answer to the first game? He just didn't want to play?

Alexander didn't just know the answer to the second game; he even knew what kind of game Evelyne was going to propose before she even said it?!

How was this possible?!

How could he possibly know what the last photo in Evelyne's phone was?! This was theoretically impossible to solve. A person could take their latest photo at any time for any reason.

There were too many possibilities—how could he know?

Unless he was monitoring her.

But Jasmine was certain Alexander wasn't monitoring Evelyne.

Ever since Jasmine had appeared at the cinema, she and Alexander had been together constantly. They hadn't been apart once. Alexander hadn't made any private phone calls or anything.

Knowing the game in advance and knowing what number Evelyne would write on the paper was even more absurd and nonsensical.

Was it future sight?!

She didn't know if Alexander had done this out of some perverse sense of humor. Still, it made the whole situation feel horrifyingly bizarre.

Like a ghost story.

"Impossible! This is impossible!"

"Absolutely impossible!"

"It makes no sense!"

"Is he monitoring me?"

"No, no! Even if he had someone monitoring me and knew my every move, he couldn't have known what game I intended to play through surveillance! And it's even more impossible to know in advance which number I was going to write!

"No! Something is wrong!"

"What did I overlook?"

"Impossible! How can such a person exist? Was I wrong? I was completely wrong! He was letting me win?!!" Evelyne had never felt such a frantic sensation. Never. It completely departed from her perception of reality.

It wasn't just a shock.

Shock couldn't describe it.

It was... akin to a miracle. It completely overturned all of Evelyne's judgments regarding Alexander's condition. And Alexander had said it himself!

That all her analyses and judgments were built on a foundation of being wrong!

That "stubborn" claim...

He wasn't being stubborn!!

Evelyne could also confirm that there were no seemingly magical "magic tricks" involved here. In truth, once a magic trick is explained, it becomes very simple. It gives people a feeling of "Is that it?"

The power of magic lies in deceiving people; the performer is great, but the magical methods themselves are just so-so.

No one could perform a magic trick in front of Evelyne and deceive her.

She would definitely see through it.

In fact, someone with her level of observation wasn't even needed; many people who thoroughly understand the principles of magic can easily analyze what techniques might have been used.

Evelyne suddenly turned her head, her eyes wide, scanning the restroom. She seemed to be looking for a place where someone could hide, or a window that would allow someone to enter and leave secretly. But there were none.

The space was clear at a glance.

The private restroom didn't even have a window.

The last possibility was erased.

"Professor Veyne, you really wore..." Jasmine suddenly turned her head to ask, her gaze falling on Evelyne's neckline.

Evelyne turned back to look at Jasmine.

Still in a daze, she instinctively frowned and immediately questioned Jasmine, "I once took that photo, and I know what I'm wearing now. But why would you think I'm still wearing it? Why did you think I took that photo today?"

She wanted the truth! And Jasmine was in league with Alexander!

Following Evelyne's counter-question, Jasmine realized she had slipped up again. She had exposed what Alexander had told her beforehand!

However, that wasn't actually a major problem. Because Jasmine didn't know how Alexander knew, either.

"When you first arrived, Professor Veyne, you weren't wearing wine-red clothes as Mr. Ciotta said you would. I whispered to him about it, and he told me that although it seemed like you weren't, you were actually wearing it underneath!" Jasmine spoke frankly, her tone becoming more subtle as she continued.

In terms of this single incident...

Evelyne, who was on the verge of becoming disillusioned with the world, had been piqued by a stranger.

The two had agreed to have lunch together, and the stranger had unilaterally requested that Evelyne wear wine-red.

This was inherently offensive! Under normal circumstances, no woman would comply.

Unless that woman already had significant goodwill toward the man, or was driven by some other motive.

Evelyne was neither!

She clearly hadn't reached the level of having that much goodwill toward Alexander; she had only just begun to find him interesting. As for self-benefiting motives, those were out of the question—Evelyne lacked neither money nor status.

Yet she simply didn’t wear it on the outside!

She wore it underneath?!!

What kind of psychological state was that?!

Only at this moment did Jasmine realize Evelyne's hidden traits. In truth, a single adjective couldn't describe it; Evelyne's psychological state was incredibly complex.

No one else in the world understood Evelyne's heart quite like Alexander did.

Evelyne stared at Jasmine, observing her expression. Through various micro-expressions, she believed her. Jasmine was telling the truth; she wasn't Alexander's co-conspirator in this matter!

The woman was also shocked and hadn't quite processed it. She didn't understand it either!


Chapter 21: I was wrong.

In the private booth outside.

Alexander was casually scrolling through his phone, looking at the trending news—purely to kill time.

Knock, knock!

With a moderate knock, a bodyguard in a black suit pushed the door open, carrying a shopping bag. He naturally recognized Alexander. He opened his mouth as if to speak, then looked around, not seeing Jasmine.

"Put it on the table," Alexander said, looking up and gesturing.

"Of course, Mr. Alexander," the bodyguard replied, taking two steps in to set the bag down before hurrying out.

Although his boss, Jasmine, had ordered him to buy a dress and bring it over, seeing Alexander was no different to him.

Inside the restroom, Evelyne walked toward Jasmine.

She wasn't at all embarrassed or ashamed that Jasmine knew what she was wearing underneath. Whether Jasmine misunderstood what kind of person she was didn't matter right now.

"Miss Jas, can you tell me if Mr. Ciotta sent someone to spy on me?" Evelyne stepped close to Jasmine, the two of them only half a meter apart. She stared into Jasmine's eyes.

"No." Under the pressure of Evelyne, Jasmine turned cold.

Both possessed powerful auras! Different, yet supreme temperaments! And both had an equally fearless heart!

"No?" Evelyne pressed again.

"Believe what you want," Jasmine replied with a cold smile, indifferent to whether Evelyne trusted her.

Evelyne, however, believed her.

She could tell that Jasmine was likely a bit older, not someone in her early twenties. She possessed maturity. Her family background was certainly extraordinary, and she was likely a success in some field—she definitely had a formidable side.

But her acting was truly terrible.

Evelyne couldn't find a single flaw on Alexander's face; there was no way to distinguish truth from lies. But she could with Jasmine.

And Jasmine had truly stopped pretending.

Since Evelyne couldn't guess the biggest secret anyway, she could guess whatever else she liked!

Evelyne looked toward the mirror again, walked over, and reached out to touch it, personally wiping away the drawing and words. This was also an inspection process.

Perhaps there was something wrong with the mirror? Could it be remotely controlled? Was it actually a display screen? Or was there some heating element behind it that could draw images?

There was nothing.

It was just an ordinary mirror.

"Heh!" Jasmine suddenly laughed, crossing her arms as she walked to Evelyne's side. "Professor Veyne! Don't think so lowly of people. This isn't some puzzle game, and Mr. Ciotta doesn't have such low-brow tastes as to use those tricks to make himself look impressive. You've known him for too little time..."

"If it wasn't through some trick," Evelyne started, turning to look at Jasmine, "then can you explain to me, Miss Doran, how Mr. Ciotta is so clairvoyant?"

"Ask him. Why ask me? How should I know?" Jasmine replied with a firm "I don't know."

Not being able to guess how Alexander did it wasn't shameful.

"Professor Veyne, you wouldn't be afraid to ask, would you? You aren't actually embarrassed, are you? Surely not?" Jasmine found her chance to mock Evelyne.

"I really didn't expect it!"

"The great Professor Veyne!"

"So eloquent and unending! Your analysis was so logical, it sounded more real than the truth!"

"And yet..."

"Tsk, tsk. Professor Veyne, I feel embarrassed for you! It feels like ants are crawling all over my skin. If I were you, I'd stay in this restroom forever drying my clothes. I wouldn't go out, I wouldn't walk through that door, and I wouldn't face Mr. Ciotta. It's a pity this restroom doesn't even have a crack in the floor to crawl into; the tiling is done so well..."

Jasmine didn't usually mock people like this. That wasn't how she settled scores. It was much more satisfying to smash someone in the head with a gun butt and then threaten them.

Excessive verbal mockery was usually beneath her.

But toward Evelyne, Jasmine truly needed to vent her frustration.

"It seems you really love your Mr. Ciotta," Evelyne remarked. She didn't have the heart to bicker with Jasmine at the moment. After speaking, she turned and walked out.

She didn't even finish drying her dress.

That small patch had already been wrung out; at least it wasn't dripping. Since the dress was black, it wasn't too noticeable. In the middle of summer, it would dry naturally in less than half an hour.

Evelyne didn't show any cowardice.

She pushed the door open and walked straight out of the restroom.

Alexander was scrolling through his phone again; the various news stories were quite interesting. When Evelyne stepped out, he looked up, then tapped something on his phone. It was actually a very complex operation, but Alexander knew his phone so well that he could do it with his eyes closed.

"Professor Veyne..." Alexander smiled at her. Simultaneously, he placed the phone face down on the table and tilted his head. "I changed the password again. You didn't look earlier, and now it's too late!"

With that one sentence, Evelyne's footsteps slowed.

She seemed to realize something again.

Her expression shifted repeatedly.

A sense of true dread quickly swept through her heart! Alexander had calculated her every step.

The reason Evelyne hadn't looked at the contents of Alexander's phone, even after getting the password, was that his sudden poor performance had made her lose interest.

The fact that Alexander said this the moment she came out of the restroom meant he knew exactly how she would react to his performance!

He wasn't afraid of losing the password and having his secrets seen at all.

Evelyne had followed his plan perfectly—she hadn't looked.

This...

This involved applying psychology, and it required a massive prerequisite: he had to know Evelyne well enough!

Evelyne had never imagined that one day, she would be outmaneuvered to this extent in her own area of expertise. And as this step was integrated into every part of the meal from the beginning, it made this man seem... terrifying.

This evaluation was also made from Evelyne's own perspective.

Calculating every step?

No flaws between truth and lies?

To an outsider, all of this might seem trivial. What's the big deal? It's just a game, winning or losing, so what? If it's magical, it's magical. What's the use? How much money can you make wasting time on this?

But for Evelyne, this was exactly her weakness .

A top-tier psychology professor had lost at the game of psychology.

Jasmine walked out after Evelyne. Alexander glanced at her and, seeing she was no longer pretending, understood what had likely happened. Jasmine had fire in her heart, and given her personality, it wasn't surprising she couldn't hold it together while alone with Evelyne.

Jasmine said nothing to Alexander.

The two simply exchanged a look.

Evelyne regained her normal pace and sat back in her seat. Jasmine also returned to her spot and glanced at the shopping bag on the table.

She didn't speak.

The dress intended for Evelyne was no longer important. No one wanted to bring that up now. No one's mind was on that.

Evelyne managed her emotions well.

She was always able to quickly return to normal after a shock. This was an extreme level of self-control.

Alexander put his hand on his phone and pushed it toward Evelyne, smiling.

Evelyne looked at Alexander, then at his phone.

Then she took out her own phone and pushed it toward him.

The two exchanged phones once again. Without saying a word, they shared a tacit understanding of "you get me, and I get you."

Then, Evelyne looked at the red wine in her glass. Earlier, Jasmine had filled it almost to the brim. She picked it up and took a large gulp.

Evelyne had a high tolerance for alcohol. Red wine helped her regulate her emotions. Back when she was writing a thesis on the psychological state of alcoholics, she had consumed large amounts of alcohol daily for a short period; her tolerance was built back then.

In fact, she could drink a whole bottle without a problem.

Drinking half a glass in one go was a bold gesture. She wanted to drink, but she didn't want to get drunk. There was also a sense of a warrior drinking a final toast before heading to the battlefield.

"Mr. Ciotta, first of all," Evelyne set the glass down and looked at him. "I apologize to you. You might not be ill. My previous analysis of you was based on a wrong starting point, so naturally, it was full of errors. I'm sorry for making you listen to such a joke for so long."

Evelyne's apology was very interesting.

Admitting defeat and mistakes should have been embarrassing.

But Evelyne didn't feel that way. Instead, she seemed frank, willing to correct her mistakes, and not at all awkward.

"Correcting your mistakes—you're a good little girl," Alexander teased.

"I also take back my evaluation of you being a 'little boy.' For now!" Evelyne added. She realized Alexander calling her a "little girl" was a jab at her earlier "little boy" comment.

"Not feeling awkward?" Alexander asked with a smile. He wasn't giving her an out.

"There's nothing to be awkward about. No one can be right all the time. Besides, I didn't do a background check on you, Mr. Ciotta. There are many things I don't know..."

"You've said all the good and the bad. Professor Veyne truly is eloquent. Somehow, you're always the one in the right."

"Mr. Ciotta, I have already apologized to you!"

"And? Does an apology mean I have to accept it? Tsk, tsk. Actually, it's not impossible. Professor Veyne, you just need to admit that you are a self-righteous woman, and I'll accept your apology."

Evelyne pursed her lips. It was truly hard not to be angry. Alexander was infuriating! He even made her think: 'Are you really here to ask me to be your lover?'

"Just kidding!" Alexander laughed, his tone shifting. "Professor Veyne, you look truly beautiful when you're a bit annoyed."

At that moment.

Evelyne and Jasmine both sat up a little straighter. Evelyne touched her wine glass, and Jasmine touched her phone. Both felt a sudden internal tension, a desire to do something to vent, yet not knowing what to do.

But the reasons were different!

Evelyne was angry. 'Are you crazy?! Going from aggressive to a sudden compliment!'

Jasmine, on the other hand... 'Again?! Again?!' She really didn't want to use that term for Alexander's words, but Alexander had broken character way too frequently today. 'Why?! Why do you keep using these cheesy pick-up lines?!'

"Enough, Mr. Ciotta! I know, I understand. Facing you now, I'm finding it harder and harder to control my emotions. You don't need to play these games anymore. We both understand! None of that is important for now." Evelyne looked at Alexander and began to ask seriously, "Mr. Ciotta, please answer me. How did you know about the last photo on my phone?"

"Because you'd wear that set underneath, and you have a habit of taking a photo when putting on a new outfit. So the probability of it being that photo was very high," Alexander smiled. "I admit, there was a bit of a gamble involved."

Since Alexander had broken free ...Free from the loop.

Events before July 7th wouldn't change. But from July 7th until today, many things could change. Nothing was absolute.

Alexander really had gambled.

Probabilistically, the chance of him being wrong was very low. After all, only two hours had passed from leaving the cinema to lunch.

Evelyne might have taken a photo for something else, but it was only a possibility with a low probability.

Of course, Alexander wasn't afraid of betting wrong.

Though he rarely used active resets, he could if necessary. He didn't have the psychological burden of being hard on himself.

He would spend the rest of his life doing as he pleased. Whatever made him happy.

"Then how did you know which set I would wear?" Evelyne asked.

"Because I told you to wear it on the outside. You definitely wouldn’t agree to that, but you would wear it underneath," Alexander replied, still smiling.

"Then on what basis did you judge that I would wear it underneath?" Evelyne immediately pressed.

"Do you really want me to say it out loud?" Alexander laughed, specifically glancing toward Jasmine. He was telling Evelyne: 'There's someone else here, do you really want me to be blunt?'

"Yes! Just say it!" Evelyne stared at Alexander.

She didn't believe anyone in this world could know the true reason she wore it underneath. Alexander might have reached the conclusion from a different angle, but she couldn't imagine what that angle was. She had to know.


Afterword




And to be continued!




For those unaware, I had been in a small accident that requires I get some work done on my left hand, and recovery on that might take a while.




Due to that, and to not keep everyone waiting for ages, I decided to release what I had already finished of volume 10 as this part one.




I'm not sure when the next part will come but I hope you enjoyed this one, and can excuse me for the cliffhanger.




For all updates on the progress, follow me on my Facebook page here: James Azure 




And be sure to check these amazing Facebook groups for the latest harem works:  

-Harem GameLit Books group 

-HaremLit Readers

-Harem Nations

OEBPS/image_rsrc38V.jpg
Endless Sundays 10:

— 9






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Contents


    		Copyright


    		About This Book


    		Chapter 1: Phone call.


    		Chapter 2: A picture.


    		Chapter 3: I need an assistant.


    		Chapter 4: She likes girls?!


    		Chapter 5: Evelyne Veyne.


    		Chapter 6: I’m her weakness.


    		Chapter 7: Preparing.


    		Chapter 8: Meeting Evelyne Veyne.


    		Chapter 9: Shocking memos.


    		Chapter 10: 20 rounds.


    		Chapter 11: A kiss.


    		Chapter 12: Analysis.


    		Chapter 13: Final two memos.


    		Chapter 14: Red under the hood.


    		Chapter 15: Mind games.


    		Chapter 16: He was wrong?!


    		Chapter 17: You are wrong.


    		Chapter 18: A chat in the bathroom.


    		Chapter 19: Clashing.


    		Chapter 20: A shocking mirror.


    		Chapter 21: I was wrong.


    		Afterword


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236






