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Chapter 1: It's been 10,000 years.

“So…..what you’re saying is that you’ve been repeating today three million times?”
“Mhm! Well, to be exact, this makes it the three million, six hundred and fifty thousandth loop. My 10,000 years anniversary.”
The lights of the bar were beautiful, soft, and luxurious. The music a gentle low melody. And in a dimly lit corner of this bar, sat a man and a woman, whispering to each other, laughing.
The man was dressed casually. His clothes unfit for the expensive place. While the woman was dressed in a strapless form fitting dress that hugged her curves.
“Tsk tsk.” Mia Murphy, with smoky makeup that made her appear older than she was, curled her lips and shook her head. Her soft voice betraying a slight drunkenness. “Is this how you pick up girls? Making up a crazy story? I've got to say, though, the story is quite interesting.”
“Not a crazy story. It is 100% the truth.” Alexander shook his glass of red-wine, before curling his lips into a smile.
“Of course you’d say that.” Mia giggled, her honey like hues looking at the man sitting in front of her. “Aren’t you afraid that I’ll let everyone know what kind of crazy guy you are? You trust me so much even though we just met?” She cracked a joke, teasing.
“Does it even matter? To me, everything will be back to zero. All reset, come tomorrow.” He smiled, a slightly self mocking smile, before shaking his head. “Oh, better put, I am a person without a tomorrow. When I wake up, we will be strangers once more.” Alexander shrugged.
“Liaaar” She mumbled softly, stretching the word cutely. “Haven’t you tried staying up late? Until its Monday.”
“I tried, many times, but I would always fall asleep at a certain hour. Nothing I did changed that.”
“Tch~ Sure thing, whatever you say…...” Mia groaned and shrugged, clearly not believing him.
She ignored him and turned her attention to her smartphone. The latest model of an iPhone that hadn’t even been released to the public yet.
Tapping at the screen, she frowned. She had an appointment scheduled today, but even after an hour of waiting, her best friend hadn’t yet arrived.
It was Alexander who suddenly walked over to strike up a conversation with her. Mia was bored to tears from waiting, so she humored him for a while, but she didn’t expect this guy to be so crazy. Suddenly claiming to have been repeating today for ten thousand years.
“Your friend won’t be coming.” Alexander said softly from across the table.
“Huh?” Mia raised her head, turned back her attention to him, and squinted her eyes.  “How do you know about my friend?”
“This is the third time I’m saying it. I’m always repeating this Sunday.” He paused, grinning at her. Taking a sip of his wine, he continued on slowly. “This isn’t our first time meeting. I’ve visited this bar many times. I even know every guest here.”
“Then why won’t she come? You know even that?” Mia asked with a glint in her gaze, wanting to expose this man’s crazy lies.
“Her boyfriend came back today. It was a sudden surprise, so she’s been with him.” Alexander said and glanced at his watch, “In 9 minutes and 13 seconds, you’ll get a call from her saying that she can’t come.”
“You got it down to the second?!!” Mia glanced at the time on her phone, then nodded, “It’s 10:07 p.m.! Okay! I’ll wait 9 minutes. If she doesn’t call me, I’ll know you’re a liar!”
“Sure!” Alex nodded his head, then raised his glass to Mia.
The two clinked their glasses together.
“Earlier….you said you’re familiar with all the women in this city who’m you’d rate at least an 8 out of 10 in looks. Is that also true?” After a pause, Mia broke the silence with her question.
She was bored, and this crazy guy was becoming interesting. With his confidence and ludicrous stories. So she wanted to hear more of what he had to say.
“Mhm. Familiar. Very familiar.” Alex nodded. “Intimately so.” Then added with a smile.  “But my life resets every day. I know them, but they don’t know me at all.”
“Then you expect me to believe that? That you can form meaningful connections with them in just one day.” Her tone was skeptic, wanting to poke holes in Alex’s story.
“Of course not. Only a few cases work out in a single day. For the others, I need to prepare.” He laughed, putting his glass of wine down, before resuming his explanation.
“So assume I want to seduce a girl. I will use five days to fully investigate her. The days are reset, and on the sixth day, she doesn’t know me still, but I would already know her interests, hobbies, outlook on her career, life, etc.
“So when I finally approach her again for the ‘First time’.” He made sure to use air quotes. “I come across as her soulmate.
“In fact, the one advantage of the constant repetitions is that I can make unlimited mistakes without worrying about leaving a bad impression or ruining things. Oh, by the way, the hardest girl I ever approached took me thirty-six days and countless failures before I finally succeeded. But failures lead to success.” He finished, laughing and leaning back in his chair. For a brief moment, a haunted look of loneliness and sadness flashed across his gaze.
Mia pursed her red lips. Her pretty features set in a frown. “Quite the boastful liar.” She muttered softly under her breath, then– “But what’s the point? If they don’t remember you, what does it all matter?”
“The life I live, the life I keep repeating, is meaningless. If I insist on saying ‘why’…” Alexander looked at the red-wine glass and paused, then glanced at the red haired beauty. “To stop myself from going insane. Being trapped in the same day for a ten thousand years is unbearably dull. So I need to do something. Learning about people, making memories… it’s actually kind of fun.”
Alexander dared to say all this. To be totally honest.
Because none of it mattered. Everything will start all over again tomorrow.
“Then how many 8-out-of-10 beauties have you ‘gotten to know’?” Mia asked, mimicking Alex’s air quotes.
“Not that many. I’m very strict with my beauty standards. And it’s also not just about physical beauty. Personality, status, experiences all matter….” He paused, before continuing with the same tone of voice, as if he was talking about the weather. “So, when I say 8 out ten or above, it's judged by my scale.” He smirked, feeling no shame in his ass-hole like words. “Out of the ten million people in our City, maybe at most ten thousand qualify.”
“Ten thousand, and you know ALL of them?” Mia narrowed her eyes.
“Mhm.” Alex nodded confidently.
“Liar. You just keep making more stuff up. Shameless asshole.” Mia scoffed.
Alexander shrugged, unfazed. Whether she believed him or not didn’t matter—he just wanted a drink and someone to talk to tonight.
Ding!
Suddenly, Mia’s phone buzzed with a new notification: [Jewelry Heist Solved]. She clicked it and as she skimmed through it, something clicked in her mind. Turning her phone around, she held out to Alexander. “Take a look.”
It was an article about the robbery of a major jewelry store.
In the morning, at 9:30 a.m., “Arison’s Jewelry” on the city’s main commercial street was robbed. More than 20 million dollars worth of jewelry was stolen. Two employees were injured in the scuffle.
And by the afternoon of the day, the case was already solved—three robbers caught, one still at large.
It was national news, broadcast across multiple channels.
Arison’s Jewelry was one of the country’s top three jewelry brands. The company’s owner,
Michael Arison, was the city’s wealthiest man, with a net worth in the dozen of billions.
“Yeah? What about it…” Alex skimmed the article.
“Look at the last photo.”
“What about it?” Alex looked again.
The final photo showed Michael shaking hands with police officers, with a wavy-haired beauty standing beside him. Petite, yet with curves that strained her conservative clothes.
That was his daughter, Aileen Arison, the senior vice president of Arison Group.
“You know Aileen Arison, right? The classic ‘boss lady’ type—A female CEO, graduated from a top university, has her own luxury brand, her family is filthy rich. A woman that has everything.”
“Of course I know her. Why?” Alexander asked again.
“You said you know every 8-out-of-10 beauty in this city, intimately well. Aileen is one of the top ones. She has beauty, she has grace. She has curves that make all women jealous. She’s smart and capable. No matter how high your ‘strict standards’, she should score at least an 8, right?”
“9.5,” Alex replied instantly. “There are maybe, at most, five women in this city who can match her.”
“So you’re very ‘familiar’ with her too?” Mia kept pushing, trying to trap him in a lie.
“Obviously.” Alex nodded.
“Liar! Arison Jewelry was just robbed! All day, she’s been surrounded by police and reporters. There’s no way she’d have time to meet some random stranger like you!”
She paused, huffing, grinning, as if her plan had worked. “And her family is very traditional and strict. She’s always so heavily guarded, I’ve never heard of her meeting any strange men. Even if you do know everything about her, there’s no way she’d talk to you! Hah! Got you!”
Mai laughed proudly, thinking she’d finally exposed the crazy guy.
“Let me answer your second question first,” Alex said, still smiling. Unbothered by the laughter. “You’re right. Aileen isn’t easy to approach. But… she has one fatal weakness. A flaw that makes it very easy for me to get close to her.”
“What flaw?”
“Guess. It’s more fun that way.”
“Tch! Stop the BS. As if a woman that perfect would have a flaw.”
Alex just pursed his lips playfully. “Now, back to your first question,” He continued. “Yes, the robbery happened. Yes, Aileen was busy. Even if she did meet me, she wouldn’t be in the mood for any deep conversation.”
“Exactly! So you admit it?” Mia raised an eyebrow, a triumphant expression on her youthful face.
“But,” Alex leaned forward, smiling as he lowered his voice, “What if I stopped the robbery from happening in the first place?”
Mia froze, trying to process his words.
“Today, for me, is a loop I’ve lived over 3,000,000 times. I knew about the robbery thousands of years ago. I’ve had more than enough time to investigate everything thoroughly. Do you think it’s really that hard for me to prevent it?”
He kept smiling while Mia remained speechless.
“My logic holds up, doesn’t it?” Alex said, raising his glass for a sip.
“Fine! Let’s say your logic makes sense… but there’s another problem. I have one more question!” Mia was not convinced. She was going all-in.
“Go ahead.”
“Do you know me? Earlier, you said you already knew me well. So—how much do you know about me? Are we friends too?” She asked, flipping her hair.
Alex shook his head and smiled without answering.
“Ha! You won’t answer, huh? Afraid I’ll ask for specifics, and you’ll be exposed?” She mocked with a laugh.
“No. It’s just… your looks aren’t quite an 8. So I never bothered learning much.” He replied flatly.
The words caused Mia’s smile to freeze over instantly.
Bang!
She slammed her hands on the table and stood up, gritting her pearly white teeth. “Did you just call me ugly?!”
“No, no. You’re not ugly.” Alex raised his hands, still smiling, still relaxed. “But your makeup is too heavy—always wearing that smoky-eyed club-going girl look. I like my women natural. I don’t even know what you really look like. But from what I can tell, your base isn’t bad. I’d give you a 7.”
“You—!” Mia was about to explode from anger. This guy, seemed like such an ASSHOLE. From the blatant crazy stories, to the way he talked of other women, to now, even implying she was ugly. She had never met someone like this.
Just then—
Riiing…
Her phone rang. She looked down—it was her best friend. She answered immediately out of habit.
“MiaMia! Sorry! David suddenly came back to surprise me, so I can’t meet you at the bar tonight. I’ll treat you to lunch tomorrow, okay? Heehee, gotta go! Bye!”
Beep—
“Ugh…” Mia opened her mouth to complain to her best friend, but the call had already ended. She huffed in frustration and muttered under her breath, ‘Damn traitor, ditching your bestie for a man and some dick.’
“Nine minutes and thirteen seconds,” Alex said casually.
“Huh? What you’re on about?” Mia looked up, still annoyed, but then… she froze.
She remembered what Alex had said earlier:
‘In exactly nine minutes and thirteen seconds, she’ll call you to say she’s not coming.’
She clutched her phone, eyes wide, and quickly opened her call history in a panic.
Her best friend’s call had come in at 10:16:23 PM.
Subtracting 9 minutes and 13 seconds from that gave her 10:07:10 PM.
She had checked the time earlier—it was 10:07. Maybe not to the second, but close enough.
She was left stunned.
“T-this… this can’t be real…” Her eyes were wide, staring at Alexander, before she slumped back into her chair.
“Do you believe me now?” He asked with a calm smile.
“You…” The many drinks seemed to drain from her system in an instant. The drunk buzz she was feeling gone. “Can you… see the future or something?”
“Not the future. Just the ‘past’.” Alex said gently, swirling his wine. “Let me say it again: today is a day I’ve lived over and over. This isn’t the first time I’ve met you.”
Mia squinted, then suddenly laughed.
“Aha! I get it now! You must know my best friend—you two planned this whole thing just to prank me, didn’t you?”
Alex gave a helpless smile. “Believe what you want.”
Over a life that spanned ten thousand years, he'd told countless people the truth—that he was stuck in a time loop, reliving the same day endlessly. Since everything reset by morning, he never cared whether people believed him.
And except very few, no one ever did.
He spoke only for himself. Whether others accepted it or not didn’t matter anymore.
“Hah! I knew it—you and that traitorous bitch bestie of mine set this whole thing up! Thought you could fool me? I’ve got brains too, y’know.” Mia smirked, feeling triumphant and proud. Her innocent smile, a contrast to her seductive makeup.
But before Alex could even respond—
“Oi! Where’d this punk come from, making trouble here?”
“Hey babe, was it him who called you ugly? Want us to teach him a lesson for you?”
A group of thuggish-looking men suddenly surrounded them. Greasy hair, flashy clothes, loudmouths—they reeked of trouble. Typical bar rats.
Their conversation earlier had been soft whispers. But Mia slamming the table had drawn unwanted attention. And for someone like her—pretty even beneath the heavy makeup—it was only a matter of time before the wrong kind of men came sniffing around.
Despite Alex rating her a 7, she was in fact immensely attractive. He just despised the smoky-eyed, heavy makeup look. Having been with too many women, his tastes have turned almost inhuman.
Still, to others, Mia was a total stunner.
“Hey, punk! What’d you say to her just now?”
“Pretty girl, is this guy bothering you? Come sit with us, have a drink with our big bro—we’ll make sure you’re treated real nice, and we’ll get you revenge on this guy.”
The men jeered and reached out, grabbing at Mia’s arm while giving the middle finger to Alex.
“Hey! What the hell do you think you’re doing?! This has nothing to do with you!” Mia struggled, trying to shove them off. “Do you even know who I am? Let go of me!”
It was obvious what they were after.
To her, Alex, as crazy as he sounded, as annoyingly anger inducing he was, was far better than them— She even thought he was maybe her bestie’s friend. These thugs, however, were complete creeps.
CRACK!
Amidst the scuffle, came the sound of a glass bottle hitting something.
A beer bottle shattered with a sharp pop against the head of one of the thugs—startling everyone.
The thug clutched his bleeding head and dropped to the floor with a scream.
Alexander stood, holding the broken neck of the bottle like a weapon. His strike had been so fast, without any hesitation, so much so, no one even saw it coming. “You want a fight? Then let’s fight. Enough huffing and puffing.”
“FUCKING CUNT! This guy wants to die!”
“Get him Fuck him up!!”
The mob rushed him, but Alexander had already moved from his place.
SLASH!
“AARRGH! MY EYE!!”
He jabbed the jagged glass straight into one thug’s left eye. Blood burst out in a horrific spray.
Then, without hesitation, he spun and swiped, this time, aimed at another’s neck.
With killing intention. He didn’t care about killing, and he’d lost count of how many he’d killed in his many years of Sundays. ‘Either way, it’ll reset. This doesn’t matter…….’
The thug reeled back, barely managing to reduce the depth of the cut. His hand clutched his throat in terror, his palm painted red. He hadn’t even felt the cut until he touched it.
The chaos froze.
The gang of thugs was so easily and quickly suppressed. The standing thugs backed away, fear etched across their faces. None of them had ever seen someone strike this fast, this ruthlessly. Not even the roughest gangsters in town would go straight for the kill like that.
Hurting someone was one thing—paralyzing or maiming could be covered with money.
But murder? That was a whole different beast.
“H-he’s trying to kill people!”
Panic exploded across the bar. Guests that witnessed the events screamed, glasses clattered, and they rushed in a stampede toward the exits.
At a nearby VIP booth, a few more men jumped to their feet.
One of them, with a long face and a thick beard, was the “big bro” those thugs mentioned earlier. He had noticed Mia earlier when she stood up, and so he told his men to go invite her over.
Now, two of them were bleeding out on the floor. One from the eye, one from the throat. Both pressing one hands against their injuries, while they tried to call for an ambulance with the other. 
The bearded man’s eyes darkened. He stepped forward with his own group of hardened men—clearly not your average street punks. All glaring at Alex.
But just as they were about to rush Alex—
“Wait.”
The bearded man raised a hand, stopping them.
Alex sat back down slowly, placing the bloodied bottle shard on the table like it was no big deal.
His movements were calm. Too calm.
The bearded man frowned. His many experiences kicking in as he started to observe his target.
Young, tall, 6ft2 he’d guess. Short dark brown hair. A sharp, handsome face….but one unfamiliar he hadn’t seen before. Early twenties, at most.—but ruthless. Ice-cold. Either he was completely insane… or he had serious backing.
Which ever it was, it was becoming clear he wasn’t someone to provoke casually.
“Quick, get them to the hospital,” Bearded Bro barked at his underlings.
The one hit in the eye? Definitely blind in that eye for life.
But the one with the neck wound? If they didn’t get him treated fast, he might not make it.
“Raymond Costa,” Alexander said plainly, addressing the man by name. “Raising hell in a bar? Is that what your boss Paul Santino taught you?”
The man’s eyes widened. “You… know me? And my boss?”
‘He knows who I am?!’
Sure enough, Alex knew every major player in New York City—their secrets, their families, their crimes. Anyone with a shred of status, he had already met—whether they remembered it or not.
With ten million people in the city, he couldn’t know everyone in depth.
But anyone remotely special? He had them all figured out.
Even if time reset daily and no one ever remembered him—he remembered them. And that was enough.
“This bar belongs to Zach Mitchell.” Alex added coolly. “Your people coming here to cause trouble? Aren’t you afraid you’ll end up fish food at the bottom of the river?”
Raymond Costa’s face turned pale.
That explained it.
He must be one of Zach Mitchell’s enforcers. A new guy. And an extremely vicious one at that.
Zach Mitchell and Paul Santino were notorious rivals.
Normally, Raymond Costa wouldn’t dare step into Zach’s territory, let alone stir trouble. But today, Zach was attending a family funeral, and most of his men were out of town. Only basic staff were left behind—so Raymond figured he’d have a little fun.
Guess I picked the wrong day to act cocky… Could it be that this kid was invited by Zach to take over this place?
“Brother… which family are you with?” Raymond asked, his tone suddenly polite.
Alex met his gaze without replying.
“Just so you know—And so you don’t say I didn’t warn you….” Raymond’s tone hardened again. “Even if you're with Zach Mitchell, you’ve gone too far. That kid—if he dies, nobody can protect you.”
Alex only grinned. “Heh.” He picked up his phone, fingers flying across the screen, and dialed a number.
Mia was completely stunned, frightened out of her wits. Left standing off to the side, motionless. She might have a wild rebellious streak, but she had never witnessed a scene like this before.
She wanted to run, but it felt like all the gangsters were watching her and Alex.
Alex's call connected quickly.
“Hello? How did you get this number? Who are you?” The voice on the phone was hoarse and guarded. This was a private number that almost no one knew—only important people could reach him this way.
“Paul Santino, impressive. Your boys are pretty good at stirring up trouble, huh? What was said at the May meeting? Weren’t you people supposed to make money together? You're trying to start a new war and throw NY City into chaos again?” Alex opened with a scathing barrage.
Paul Santino was caught completely off guard on the other end.
The caller knew about the meeting from May.
And had this private number.
That meant…
"Y-You are...?" Paul asked cautiously.
"Young Master Doran asked me to give you a message: control your people. Next time it won’t be as simple as a phone call. Got it?" Alex said calmly on the phone.
"Young Master Doran—then you’re... Yes, yes! Of course! I promise. Don’t worry, this won’t happen again. It’s all my fault, I’ll make sure it’s corrected." Paul replied instantly, not even knowing exactly what had happened, but already claiming the mistake and apologizing.
Alex nodded slightly. “Stay on the line.” He looked at Raymond. "Take the call."
He placed the phone on the table and slid it over.
Raymond picked it up, still uncertain. The moment he heard the voice on the other end, his demeanor changed completely to respectful submission.
“Big bro, it’s me… Yes, yes… Big bro, it’s not a big deal, we were just at Zach Mitchell bar, and— Yes, yes, I was wrong! Big bro, I— I—" Raymond got more and more frightened as he spoke, cold sweat beading on his forehead.
After finishing the call, he stepped forward, held the phone in both hands, and respectfully returned it to Alex.
Alex took the phone and held it to his ear.
“This was our fault. Don’t worry, it won’t happen again. Raymond is yours to deal with as you see fit,” Paul said cautiously.
“Alright,” Alex replied and hung up, turning to look at shivering man.
Thud!
Raymond dropped to his knees instantly, pleading, “Bro! Sir! I was wrong! I’ve got a family—I don’t want to die. Please have mercy! I was wrong—I admit it!”
Smack! Smack!
As he spoke, he slapped himself hard across the face.
His men, standing around him, were terrified by the scene, some not even daring to look directly at Alex.
“Apologize to her. You scared her,” Alex said with a tilt of his head.
Raymond quickly shuffled over and knelt before Mia, still slapping himself as he begged, “Sister-in-law, Mistress, young lady, I was wrong. Please forgive me. I won’t dare again. Say the word—I’ll do whatever you ask, just don’t let me die…”
In his panic, he summoned all honorifics he could think of. Though calling her sister-in-law, it was clearly a misunderstanding of Mia’s relationship with Alex.
Mia looked unsure and glanced at Alex for help.
“Alright, it’s late. I’m heading home to sleep. That’s enough,” Alex said casually.
“Thank you, bro! Thank you, sis-in-law!” Raymond said gratefully, so overwhelmed with relief, he even kowtowed to both of them. His forehead slamming against the floor.
He got up and was about to leave with his men—thinking he probably would never step into this bar again in his life—
“You’re just going to leave like that?” Only for Alex’s voice to stop him.
He froze and turned back with a forced smile. “Is there something else, sir?”
“Don’t you know the rules? You mess up and just leave like this? Without leaving something behind?” Alex looked at him with calm but piercingly dark eyes.
Raymond seemed to understood something. His face turned grim, and after a moment of hesitation, he stepped forward, pulling out a knife.
Mia jumped in shock, her face becoming pale, and instinctively she moved closer to Alex.
Raymond placed his left hand flat on the table and, with the knife in his right hand—
Chop!
With one swift cut, he severed his own pinky finger. His face turned pale, but he didn’t make a sound.
He tossed the knife aside, grabbed a few tissues to cover the bleeding, and forced a smile. “Bro, is that enough?”
“Yup.” Alex stood up and stretched lazily. “I’m heading out. Don’t just leave—since you messed up this bar’s business, make sure to pay for the damages.”
“Yes, yes, I’ll take care of it,” Raymond nodded eagerly. Accepting all the commands.
“Let’s go,” Alex said and walked out. The gang members around them all stepped aside, heads lowered, not daring to meet his eyes.
Mia quickly followed, clutching his arm and glancing back nervously every few steps.
He hadn’t planned to take her with him.
The matter was resolved—no one would dare touch her now.
But she was still scared.
As the two walked out of the bar, a fleet of over a dozen vehicles pulled up at the curb: mostly business vans and SUVs, along with two flashy sports cars—a white Lamborghini and a red Ferrari.
Around fifty men got out, each holding a stick-like object wrapped in newspaper—clearly weapons.
The leader stepped out of the Lamborghini.
He was short and thin, just over thirty, wearing glasses with a scholarly demeanor.
This was none other than Zach Mitchell—infamously known on the NY City streets as “College Smart Zach.” Fifteen years ago, he had been the top student at the most famous USA university.
Just earlier that day, he had finished organizing the funeral of an elder in his family. Now, he had been having dinner with his closest men when he received word that Paul Santino’s crew had caused trouble at his bar, Night Lights.
So, he came over in full force.
Mia looked like she wasn’t even twenty, and Alex had the look of a tall but well-behaved college student.
Zach and his men gave the two only a glance as they walked past them and headed into the bar.
At the moment of passing each other, Alex moved his hand quickly—and no one noticed.
The two descended the steps to the roadside.
Alex glanced back and saw Zach’s crew had entered the bar. Only then did he pull a key out of his pocket and press a button.
Beep.
The white Lamborghini’s lights flashed—unlocked.
“You…” Mia stared in surprise.
“Took it off him just now. Want to come with me?” Alex asked, turning to her.
Stealing a car? Mia hesitated a moment—then nodded. Her curiosity about Alex, and her fear, pushed her. Wanting to stay by his side more.
She felt excitement by his side. And equally, she felt safe and protected.
They got into the car and its engine roared to life.
Alex drove off in the Lamborghini, with Mia sitting beside him, vanishing into the night!
He stole cars often. Since every day reset, he didn’t care. That’s also why he could kill without hesitation. Still, he never killed without cause. He had done evil, but he maintained his moral code, and he never took the life of the innocent.
He had been trapped in the same day for over ten thousand years. He had gone through despair, madness, even committed suicide hundreds of times—but he always woke up on the morning of July 7 at 7:00 a.m.
Unable to die, he eventually came to accept it. He chose to live each day to the fullest. He set himself endless challenges, striving to make every day at least different, even if in tiny ways.
Half an hour later.
The white Lamborghini soared along the elevated highway at over 200 km/h. Though it was late and traffic was sparse, the ride was still thrilling.
“Wooo! Hahahaha…” Mia burst into laughter and cheers. The fear and anxiety finally draining from her. Leaving her smiling. Enjoying the moment.
Her wild nature loved this kind of excitement—and tonight had been the most exhilarating day of her 18-year-long life.
She realized she had met a remarkable man. Annoyingly amazing even.
After coming down from the highway, the car slowed and stopped by the roadside.
“Get out. Catch a cab and get back home,” Alex said, hands resting on the wheel.
“You’re making me take a cab?” She blinked. “You’re not going to take me home?”
“It’s too far. And I said it already. I’m sleepy,” Alex replied.
“You know where I live?”
“Of course. I’ve told you before—this isn’t our first time meeting.”
“Pfft, still lying to me!” Mia snorted, then giggled. After a pause, she gave him a sly, playful smile. “I’m not going home tonight.”
“Then where are you going?” Alex asked.
“Hang on,” She said, digging into her purse and pulling out a bottle of makeup remover and some cotton pads. She quickly wiped her face clean in the mirror.
Moments later, the makeup, that unlike other women, hid her beauty, was fully gone. Her cheeks soft, her eyes pretty and dos like, innocent almost. Her lips naturally pink, making any who looked at them crave to kiss them.
“How do I look now?” she asked, grinning.
Alex laughed, turned his gaze to the road in front of him, and said, “9 out of 10!”
He shifted into gear. The Lamborghini roared back onto the road.
Heading to his modest place!
 

 
Alexander’s home was in the ancient part of the city. The alley leading to it was uneven, and the sports car’s low chassis made it impossible to drive in.
So Alexander parked the Lamborghini at the roadside outside the alley and walked the rest of the distance.
Along the way, Mia clung to his arm, walking with him under the dim streetlights, glancing around curiously.
"You really live here? So low-key," She said.
"Low-key? I’ve always lived here. This is my family’s old house," Alexander replied, then smiled. "You didn’t think I was some big shot, did you? I’m really not."
"You’re not?" Mia laughed. "Then why are those guys so afraid of you? You just made a phone call and that guy knelt to you. You even dared to steal the other guy’s Lamborghini."
"You still don’t get it? I’ve been reliving the same day for ten thousand years. Over that time, I’ve learned countless things, by any means necessary— In NY City, anyone with even a little status, I know all about them."
"I know about them. They don’t know me. I just leverage that and information. I also don’t have to worry about being found out later, because everything resets. Get it now?"
"So… you were bluffing them?" Mia stopped walking and let go of his arm.
"More or less." Alexander shrugged. "Why? Regret coming with me? Now that you know I’m not some big shot rich guy, you don’t want to go to my place? You can leave if you want." Without waiting for an answer, he shoved his hands in his pockets and started walking leisurely toward his home.
Alexander never forced women.
That was a line in his moral code. He had been through madness, but to stop himself from truly crossing a line, he clung to the morality of being a decent human.
Tap tap tap—
Suddenly, rapid footsteps came from behind.
"Wait up—hey!"
Alexander felt a weight on his back—Mia had run up and jumped onto him, wrapping herself around him piggyback style. He could feel her soft warmth against him, and her scent flooded his scenes. 

Making sure she was secure, he walked, carrying her. "Why’d you follow?" Alexander asked, adjusting her on his back as he kept walking.

"Why should I leave?"
"I’m not a big shot."
"So what? You’re interesting. VERY interesting. TOO interesting."
"Little girl, you shouldn’t be so casual."
"Pfft! Says the guy who claimed he’s slept with ten thousand women!"
"I thought you didn’t believe me?"
"It’s fine to believe you for now. Let’s just say what you said is true—so what? Whatever happens tonight, after we sleep, it resets. I won’t remember you. Nothing happened, right?"
"Yeah, exactly."
Alexander carried her into his building apartment, and then all the way to the floor with his place. Once they stepped inside, he finally set her down.
Though the place was old and worn down, it was fairly spacious—a three-bedroom with a living room. The decor was simple, dating back more than two decades.
"Your place is so clean. Doesn’t feel like a single guy lives here," Mia said as she looked around.
"It’s hard to mess up a place in one day," Alexander replied. He pointed. "Bathroom’s over there. Hairdryer’s in the cabinet, second shelf from the left. No spare towels—just use mine."
"Huh?" Mia turned, confusion coloring her face. "Why are you telling me all this right now?"
"For your shower. You are taking a shower, right?" Alexander asked in return.
"You—What—The—Fuck! You perv! I just got here, and you’re already telling me to shower? What’s going on in that head of yours?" Mia stormed over and poked his chest repeatedly with her finger.
The movements had her curves jiggling, her bust nearly spilling out of her dress. Yet even with her fiery attitude, she just looked so tantalizingly sweet. The fact she was nearly a full foot shorter than Alex only amplified the feeling.
"Well, why else are you here? To admire the view?" Alexander said with a grin.
"You’re so shameless. Don’t you know how to treat a girl properly? Set the mood! Flirt! You’re sooo…….!" She blushed furiously.
"You say I don’t understand girls?" Alexander gave a sly smile. "I understand them. Too well. That’s why I know tiptoeing around isn’t the right move with women. Besides, time is limited."
"What do you mean, time is limited?"
"I fall asleep exactly at 4 a.m., whether I want to or not. When I wake up, it’s 7 a.m. sharp. Understand?"
"But it’s not even midnight. There’s over four hours left."
"Well……it takes me more than an hour to blow." Alexander held up three fingers.
"Blow what?" Mia blinked.
"You’ve had a boyfriend before, right? Don’t tell me you don’t know what that means?" Alexander gave her a puzzled look.
"When did I ever have a boyfriend?" She asked back, genuinely confused.
Alexander froze. Was his intel wrong?
He had seen Mia countless times in the past ten thousand years—probably over a hundred encounters. Most were at the Night Lights Bar, some during his attempts to win over other girls where he’d run into her incidentally.
Someone had told him she had a boyfriend.
But he’d never planned to pursue Mia before, so he never investigated deeply.
"Then who is Mark Doyle?" Alexander asked bluntly.
"Wow! You even know about that jerk? What’s my bitch bestie of a friend been telling you about me?!"
"You weren’t dating him?"
"Nope!"
"Then why do people say he’s your boyfriend?"
"Well… we had a childhood engagement. My grandpa and his made a verbal promise—but that kind of thing doesn’t count! My parents didn’t agree with it. Then, during middle school, that jerk transferred to my school and went around telling everyone I was his girlfriend. That’s it."
"And after that?"
"I had my cousin get someone to beat him up. He transferred out again and left NY City after that."
"Oh, I see..." Alexander nodded.
Mark Doyle wasn’t from NY City, so Alexander had never looked into him. And since he hadn’t investigated Mia directly either, he had just misunderstood based on hearsay.
"So that means… you’re still...?" Alexander asked with a strange expression.
"Still what?" Mia asked, clueless.
Alexander didn’t answer. Instead, to her shock, he suddenly picked her up bridal style and walked straight toward the bathroom.
"Hey—what are you doing?!"
"Showering. Together."
"You—you’re so bad… so, so bad..."
Despite her soft mumbles, she laid in his arms, docile, like a little lamb being carried to the slaughterhouse. Her heart was racing, beating so fact in her chest. ‘I’m really going to let him do it……..’ Her cheeks flushed a deep crimson that matched her fiery red hair, her large bosom pressed against his toned chest.
She could feel his warmth, breathed in his scent, and it all brought back the relief and safety he gave her. Despite her nerves, she found herself leaning into him, clinging to hm with her arms wrapped around his neck.




Chapter 2: A night to remember! (Smut)

Stepping into the bathroom, closing the door behind him with his foot, he placed her down before staring at the busty red head in front of him. His gaze was admiring all of her with appreciation, all while his hands remained possessively on her hips.
Squeezing the supple flesh with confidence and experience that came from millennia of taking the most beautiful of women into his bed. Knowing exactly how to unravel a woman. He leaned in closer, his hands sliding up her sides, the tip of his thumbs brushing the sides of her ample breasts through the thin fabric of her dress.
The sudden touch was electric, making her gasp softly, her body arching involuntarily toward him. From her voice to her gaze, to the air surrounding her, making it clear she would follow his lead in anything, it was all so inviting, stirring this sadistic desire in him. "I really was wrong..... You're very, very pretty. Beautiful."
He muttered, and he could see how Mia's face lit up, the few words of praise feeling more praise than all the compliments she had gotten all her life.
Though before she could respond, he leaned down, capturing her lips in a deep, demanding kiss, his tongue licking at those soft pink cushions, before prying them open and sliding that wet muscle in to explore her mouth with practiced ease.
Mia let out a surprised, muffled moan. "Mnghf...." Unsure of how to respond, she hesitated at first, though soon, under Alex's guidance, she melted into it, her hands clutching at his shirt as if she were holding on for dear life.
She tasted sweet, like innocence mixed with a hint of the drinks she'd had earlier, and he devoured her eagerly. His tongue explored every inch of her mouth, from its roof to under her tongue. Tasting more and more of her, all while he started feeding her his saliva. Soon enough, she tilted her head back for better access and to swallow his drool obediently.
"Your first kiss, too?" By the time he pulled back, her eyes had grown dazed and glazed over, having never thought a kiss could feel so good and intense. Her entire body felt as if it was burning, her thighs rubbing together tightly, while her nipples had become so hard, they were poking through her dress.
Hearing his question, feeling his breath hot on her face, she nodded meekly and honestly.
"Good." He smirked, trailing his mouth down to her neck, nipping at the sensitive skin there, sucking lightly to leave a faint mark.
Mia's body responded with a shiver, a soft moan escaping her throat as his teeth grazed her pulse point. Her hands fumbled up to his shoulders, gripping tightly, her fingers digging in as if to steady herself against the onslaught of sensations.
The gentle marking soon turned rougher as he began to attack her more of her neck and shoulders, leaving hickey after hickey, some darker than the rest.
The possessive dominance in it left her breathless. Her breasts heaved with each breath, the dress straining to contain them, jiggling as if inviting him. Alexander accepted their offer—his hand cupped one full mound, squeezing firmly through the fabric, feeling the weight of it in his palm. "So big..." He growled, savoring the impossibly full and perky sensation.
She moaned even more loudly, arching her back and pressing more to him as he began to grope at her never-before-touched curves. The movements caused the hem of her dress to ride up slightly, exposing the lace edge of her thong and the creamy skin of her thighs.
Keeping one hand on her massive juggs, alternating between them, squeezing, kneading, and teasing the hard nipples through her dress. His other hand slid down to her thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles on her skin, inching higher with deliberate slowness.
The heat between her legs was palpable, and he could feel her squirm under his touch, her virginity making every little sensation feel amplified, overwhelming.
"You're really good at this...." She whimpered, having no prior experience, but she'd heard her friends complain enough to know how most guys were. Rushed to get their pleasure, uncaring for their partner. But as she looked at the calm, grinning face of Alexander, she guessed he was far from that.
And she was right; thousands of years of experience had shifted his tastes. The physical pleasure had become dull, so he now found it more fun watching his partner unravel. And Mia was his target tonight.
Alexander's free hand moved to the zipper at the back of her dress, tugging it down enough to expose more of her skin.
The fabric slid off her curves like a second skin being shed, revealing her massive, perky tits in all their glory—full, round, and tipped with hard, pink nipples that begged to be touched.
Mia's arms instinctively tried to cover herself, but he wasn't going to let that happen.
"No hiding what's mine," He whispered, his tone gentle. Yet, his words were domineering, grabbing at her wrists and pinning them above her head with one strong hand, forcing her to arch back against the wall of the bathroom.
Her tits thrust out even more, bouncing slightly as she gasped. All of her actions, intentional and otherwise, served only to fan the flame of desire growing in Alex.
Keeping her pinned in place, his left hand left her thigh, moving back up to her tits. Cupping one of her massive breasts, harder than ever, squeezing it hard, his fingers leaving marks on her milky skin. He kneaded it roughly, feeling the weight and give of her skin, his thumb flicking over her nipple in rough circles that made her jolt.
As he teased one with his hand, he leaned down to take her other nipple into his mouth, sucking on it with wet, slurping pulls. His tongue lashed against the sensitive bud, teasing and tormenting it until she started to whimper, squealing in pleasure.
"Oh God, Oh God....." Her body trembling as he alternated between sucking and bitting on her pink buttons.
She couldn't believe how good it felt. Jolts of pure pleasure shooting from every part of her that he touched, leaving her drooling, her mind stuck, shutting down, and rebooting. She had never thought her tits could ever feel so good. And the hunger he showed as he toyed with them oddly made her feel pleased. If her mind wasn't melted from the pleasure, she'd have even teased him about how wild he was going for a "7".
While his mouth and one hand worked her tits, his other hand released her wrists, knowing she'd learned her lesson and sliding in between her thighs, pressing firmly against the damp fabric of her thong. He could feel the heat radiating from her virgin pussy, the thin lace already soaked through.
"So wet for me...... I'm going to enjoy so making this needy hole mine." He taunted and praised, his fingers grinding against her covered slit with deliberate pressure, rubbing up and down in slow, teasing strokes.
He zeroed in on her clit, pressing his thumb right against it through the fabric, circling and grinding in tight, relentless motions that made her hips buck involuntarily.
Mia's breath came in short, ragged pants. "Ahh—fuck, that... that feels too good.....So so good...." she whined, her playful voice gone, now becoming sensual, the tone of a woman in the making.
Her red hair was sticking to her sweaty forehead. His fingers worked her clit harder, teasing the sensitive nub with expert flicks and presses, feeling it swell under the thin barrier of her thong. Each grind elicited a fresh wave of wetness, soaking through the fabric until it was clinging to her folds, and she let out a string of moans—her voice cracking with the intensity.
He could tell she was getting close, her legs shaking, thighs trying to close out of instinct, the pleasure overwhelming her physically and mentally. As if she were begging for mercy. But he wasn't a merciful guy.
"That's it....... Don't fight it.... Just cum for me. Cum your little brains for me." His tone turned rough and commanding, pulling back from her breast just enough to watch her face.
He kept up the assault, on all her sensitive spots, his hand pulling from her tits for a moment, only to deliver a firm smack to them, followed by gentle groping, then rough pinching on her nipples.
Alternating between the sensations he was giving her, all to heighten the pleasure-pain ratio.
Mia's eyes rolled back, the smack on her tits the first she's ever been "hit" in her life, and yet it felt so good. Making her feel things...... Her mouth fell open in a silent scream, her tongue hanging out.
Her body tensed, then suddenly, it hit her like a tidal wave. Pushed past the edge, she orgasmed hard on his hand, her thong utterly soaked as her juices gushed out, staining his fingers through the fabric. "Fuuuck, Alexander—yes, yes, ohh!!!!" She screamed, her voice echoing off the bathroom walls, her body shaking uncontrollably.
Her knees became jelly, giving out under her, forcing her to cling to Alex for dear life. The sense of reliance she felt towards him growing, imprinting deeper in her heart. As her body shook in orgasm, he supported her, though he didn't stop his movements.
Continuing to tease at her tits and thong covered pussy, not allowing her orgasm to calm down, forcing another one on her body, watching as her eyes rolled even further back with each one. Her warm juices soaking his hand more and more.
"Please....... too much...." She begged and pleaded, but he acted as if he didn't listen, until she lost the ability to form sentences, her orgasms turning into one large one that seemed to go on and on.
So intense, he could see her eyes become fully glazed over, her mind short-circuited from the pleasure. Her body became limp in his embrace. Scooping her up, he chuckled as he carried her out the same way they came in. "Guess no shower."
On the way, he helped remove her dress entirely, followed by her thong and high heels, laying her naked figure on the bed. Admiring the effect of his actions on her. Her neck was bruised with hickeys, her tits bearing the marks of his fingers and palms.
His gaze drifted further down, to her bare pussy. A pretty hairless mound except for a cute little red landing strip of curls right above her clit, one that matched her hair, pointing to her untouched treasure. Her pussy lips wet soft, and glistening wet, an innocent untouched pink color. The more of her he ogled, the more he felt his cock growing harder and harder.
He removed his shirt, revealing a toned body that was remarkably well-maintained for a man his age. His pants followed, revealing a far above-average member. Thick and veiny, throbbing. He didn't wait for Mia to return to her senses. Instead, he settled in between her thighs, his hands gripping her hips to hold her in place.
"This is just the start, you know...." His breath hot against her sensitive flower brought her briefly to her senses. Just in time as he pushed his face firmly against her leaking mound, is tongue lashed out immediately, dragging a long, slow lick from her entrance up to her clit, savoring her taste.
Mia moaned, her arms raising, trying to bring her hands to grab at his hair, but she was far too weak. He ate her out with relentless enthusiasm, his tongue swirling around her clit in tight, expert circles, then dipping lower to probe her virgin hole, pushing into her extremely tight tunnels.
That pink muscle of his curling around, only stopping once he felt that barrier: her hymen, the proof of her chastity.
Feeling it, his pace became more intense, licking her insides, teasing them into another orgasm, then another, then another, on and on, until the bedsheets under her had become a puddle. Only stopping once he felt her mind and body were truly his.
This time, she was given ample time to recover. Only once he could see her gaze focus on him, did he move, climbing up her body, positioning himself between her legs. His bulbous cock lined up with her dripping entrance, the head pressing against her untouched hole.
Without a condom, he never used one. After all, tomorrow, all of it would be gone either way. "Look at me, Mia. Look at me as I pop your cherry." He ordered, staring straight into her eyes as he slowly pushed forward, with a deliberately slow pace, inch-by-inch thrust.
Her tunnels felt extremely tight, her insides warm and wet. As if a vice-tight ocean of pleasure was squeezing his length, causing him to groan and growl. Pausing as his cock head nudged her hymen.
"Oh fuck....Oh Oh....." She whimpered and moaned, feeling for the first time a man inside of her. Felt him teasing at the proof of her innocence.
Her gaze, as ordered, remained fixed on the man atop her, the one claiming her and imprinting his scent, his gaze, his warmth, burning it all into her heart and mind. Her heart was racing, waiting for the moment he'd thrust in deeper.......but it never came. Her confusion grew as she saw him smirking at her—a sadistically teasing grin. And by instinct, she knew what he wanted.
Wrapping her arms and legs around him, burying her face in the crook of her neck to hide her blush, her lips against his ear. "Do it......pop my cherry......fuck me....please...take my virginity." She felt her face turn bright red at the words.
At her whisper, Alexander felt his vision blur, lust he hadn't felt in so long overtaking him as he pushed with his hips. The resistance gave way with a sharp sting, and she let out a brief, pained gasp—she felt it, but thanks to his preparation, it barely lingered—
And so he kept pushing, making sure she felt every inch, his size stretching her tight pussy as he filled her. Stretched her walls, his body pinning her, her tits pancaked against his chest. Deeper and deeper, he savored the pleasure, physical and mental.
And as he thrust, Mia moaned. "Oh god....So deep...So deep.....SO deep......" She kept whimpering, having been out of it when he stripped. She hadn't gotten a look at his size. And now, she was learning of its size as she felt it pushing deeper and deeper into her. Every inch causing her oversensitive walls to spasm in tiny squirting orgasms.
"There we go.....Just a bit more to go.... Relax for me....Just relax....Take my cock like a good girl...." He cooed into her ear, feeding her needy hole more and more, molding her walls into his shape, making her a perfect fit for him and him only.
By the time he was halfway in, he could tell her mind had melted once more, but that didn't slow him. The opposite, it had his hips slamming harder, pistoning into her, drilling the deepest parts of her insides, until his cockhead was drilling into her cervix.
The moment she returned to her senses, she felt him slam even deeper, beyond what one would think is humanly possible, and her eyes rolled back even further. Bottoming into her, he allowed all of his bent up lust to explode with a loud groan, flooding her womb directly with the first load of the night.
The sensation of being bumped by his massive, thick load sent her into her strongest orgasm of the night, her walls squeezing around him, milking him through his orgasm.
"Hey...... we're just getting started." He grinned at her dazed "fucked stupid look", what with her rolled so far back and her tongue hanging out. Those words were the last thing she remembered.
Everything after was a blur of images..... Being put on all four as he slapped her ass.... Straddling her chest and fucking her tits........ Even her mouth wasn't spread.....The second half of the night felt as if she was asleep and dreaming..
A very pleasurable dream.. Her body exhausted, but her mind having shut down so fully.
What she remembered for sure was that he kept going and going, until he suddenly rolled over and fell asleep, as if a doll whose strings had been cut..........And she had the best sleep of her life.




Chapter 3: A miracle! July 8th!

Morning. 7:00 a.m. sharp.
Alexander woke up on time, staring blankly at the ceiling. Another loop. Every day began like this—waking up, zoning out, thinking over what he’d done “yesterday.” It was a routine.
"Hey! You liar! You asshole!" The hoarse tired voice of a girl called out beside him. "Didn’t you say July 7 keeps repeating? That every day resets? Well, today is July 8th—how do you explain that?!"
Alexander’s expression changed drastically. He bolted upright and turned his head.
There was Mia, wrapped in a blanket that barely covered her body. With knees that were trembling, gripping a baseball bat, cheeks puffed, glaring at him with fire in her eyes.
Alexander was completely stunned.
Why was Mia Murphy still in his room? That was impossible! For ten thousand years—3,650,000 days and nights—Alexander had experienced moments of emotional attachment to women, but every time he woke up, the pillow beside him was empty, and the woman was gone.
He had long grown used to waking up alone.
“Hmph! Got caught red-handed, huh? Can’t even talk now, can you, you big liar!” Mia Murphy clutched the baseball bat, trying her best to look fierce.
But her fierce look wasn’t scary at all. In fact, she was… adorable. Especially clutching the blanket, trying to hide her modesty and to cover the many hickeys Alexander had left on her.
With her heavy makeup removed, her true features were revealed—an unmistakable baby face. Big eyes, a high nose bridge, cheeks still with a hint of baby fat, and porcelain-white skin.
Bang!
Alexander suddenly flipped out of bed, jumped to the floor, and sprinted straight into the bathroom.
“Don’t run!” Mia thought he was trying to hide, so she got up to chase him—but the moment she stood, she let out an “ow” and sat back down.
It hurt a little…….in fact, her body was sore all over.
Alexander rushed into the bathroom—his clothes were still there. He’d carried Mia in last night, and carried her out again, leaving both their clothes inside.
He quickly dug into his jacket and pulled out his phone.
He didn’t own an alarm clock—who did these days? Even if people bought them, it was for decoration. Everyone checked the time on their phones.
"July 8th... it's July 8th… HAHAHAHA! It’s really July 8th! Time has moved!! TIME HAS MOVED.”
Alexander looked at the date and burst into laughter—wild, teary-eyed laughter. He pounded his fists against the bathroom wall, laughing manically, nearly unhinged.
His phone screen displayed: July 8th, 7:03 AM.
Time… was finally moving forward.
Ten thousand years!
He felt as though he had escaped a prison—a soul finally freed.
No one knew what he had endured during that millennium. No one could tell how he had even survived.
Each day reset. It was like having infinite life. He feared no injury, no death. He could do anything.
But because every day was the same, even though he could do different things and meet different people, nothing persisted—nothing remained except his memories. Everything else reset. Everything returned to zero.
He could build no real connections. He couldn’t build any love. At most, he could sleep with someone. But every interaction would be erased by the next morning. He had to start from scratch—every single day.
At first, Alexander thought he was lucky.
He went drag racing, robbed banks, played vigilante, committed murder, destroyed public property, picked fights with powerful people, acted without consequences—utterly lawless.
There were no consequences. Nothing mattered.
He thought he’d feel exhilarated. But that thrill soon turned into exhaustion.
None of it meant anything. None of it lasted. He lost all sense of accomplishment. He began to doubt the meaning of his existence.
He could do everything. Yet he could change nothing. Nothing he did made any difference—because every day would reset.
People he killed would appear again the next morning.
Skyscrapers he spray-painted would be pristine the next day.
Women he slept with would pass him by like strangers.
Crimes he stopped would still occur again.
People he saved would still need saving tomorrow.
He had unlimited time to uncover the secrets of anyone in this city—or even the world. He could befriend anyone if he wanted to. It would always work eventually.
But so what?
There were no results. Nothing endured.
He grew tired. Depressed.
He felt like a ghost, drifting beyond life and death, outside time. What was the point of his existence? What value did he have?
Ordinary people only live a short hundred years. They face illness, death, joy, and sorrow. They achieve, they suffer. That was life.
A mother’s proud smile upon her son’s success. Honeymoon photos with a new bride. The nervous wait outside the delivery room. Walking slowly at sunset with an aging spouse, reminiscing about the past… That’s life.
Everyone else had a life.
But Alexander never could.
If he merely had eternal life, it would be different. He could grow, build, influence the world. He would form bonds, feel love. His life would still have value.
But he didn’t just have eternal life. He was caught in a time loop, making him effectively immortal—but stagnant.
He even tried killing himself.
Hundreds of ways—poisoning, stepping in front of a train, jumping off buildings, slitting his wrists, self-immolation, boiling himself alive… Every time, pain would consume him, then eternal darkness.
Then he’d wake again.
July 7, 2024. 7:00 AM.
People fear death.
Alexander couldn't even die.
He was afraid he would go mad. In some ways, he wanted to go mad—because at least madness might dull the pain.
But thankfully… he figured it out.
He realized: even if he could change nothing outside himself, he could change within.
So he focused on himself.
It wasn’t much, but it gave him something to hold on to.
Over that ten thousand years, he mastered over a hundred languages. Learned every major instrument. Trained in combat, driving, firearms, cooking, dancing, acting…
His hacking skills? Top-tier globally.
His Picasso forgeries? Indistinguishable from the real thing.
His hairstyling? Rivaled elite stylists.
He used that ten millenniums to become a true polymath.
Yet still, deep inside, he feared the day he would run out of things to learn. What then? Would he again spiral into questioning the meaning of life?
Sure, knowledge is infinite. But with a single-day reset, he couldn’t run long-term experiments, or pursue real research. There were limits. He couldn’t truly learn everything.
But today—
At last—
He made it through!
Today, he was finally free from the infinite loop of time!
“HAHAHAHA! I’M FREE! HAHAHAHA! WORLD—HERE I COME!!” Alexander shouted, laughing wildly, the words sounding like they came from an over-the-top anime character—but they were a true cry from the deepest part of his soul.
[Ding! System activation successful. Host has passed the ten millennium trial. Time-Loop System now unlocked. Binding to host.
Ding! Reminder: Time-Loop System fully activated. Host can now choose to lock and reset the current date. First reset on the same day costs 10 time-credit. Second reset: 20 credits. Third: 40 credits. Each reset doubles the cost.
Ding! Host time-credits remaining: 3,650,000.]
A mysterious voice echoed in Alexander’s mind before he could even react. A digital interface screen appeared in front of him, floating.
[System Host]: Alexander Ciotta (permanently bound).
[Basic Attributes]:
Strength: 7 / Speed: 9 / Endurance: 8 / Mental Power: 10,158

[Time Reset]:
Available (current use cost): 10 credit

[Time-Credit Balance]: 365,000
[Host Skills]:
French LV9

English LV9 

Piano LV9 /

Martial Arts LV9 /

Firearms LV9 /

Dance LV9…

Total: 1,354 skills.

Expand to view more.

The system… had arrived!
Alexander had a huge secret—Beyond the time loop. One he had never told anyone. Not even once during the ten thousand years of looping.

That secret was: he was a transmigrator.

This was Earth. The United States of America.
But not his Earth. Not his USA.
The culture was similar, yet different. People valued reputation far more. The society was far more conservative. And while the most popular products remained the same, the people in power were far different.

Some locations were in the same place. Some, in totally different spots. Universities that were in the USA, were now in the UK. Products that never existed were now floating around. Though some remained the same. Such as his family, his relationships and the core people he knew.

Alexander knew he had traveled to a parallel universe, and what he’d gained was a “golden cheat”—the ability to reset the same day over and over.
The day he arrived was July 7th. And ever since, it had always been July 7th.
At first, Alexander did think of this time reset as a blessing. A cheat code. But eventually… it became nothing but punishment and torment.
Looking back now, he had clearly misunderstood.
The cheat—the true cheat—had only just now truly activated, after ten thousand years.
“A test? That was your test, system?! You trapped me in the same day for ten thousand years, and that was a TEST?!”
Ding!

[ The host was chosen by the God of Time and Space. Only by passing the test could the system be activated.]
“Fuck you and your test—Fuck your God as well. And his mother…….and your mother…..!” Alexander began to release a long string of profanity, venting all his built-up frustration, but the system remained unmoved.
“…Fine.” Alexander sighed, then smiled. A person should always look forward—to the future.
He used to be someone without a future, but now he had one. He had made it through. So rather than wallowing in complaints, he should focus on putting the system to good use.
He carefully examined the data interface again.
All his physical attributes were fairly average—except one: his mental strength, which was abnormally high.
Why? Because time reset every day, his body could never grow stronger, but his memory and soul could. And Alexander’s memory was nothing short of phenomenal.
He remembered SO much of those thousand years. The first few loops were a foggy mess, but…..around the one thousand mark, he began to remember everything, as if he had unlocked a photogenic memory.
“Can I really reset time freely now?” he asked inwardly. Though he had already gone through 3,650,000 resets—and suffered greatly from them—he was now genuinely excited.
Voluntary resets and forced resets were two completely different things. Like night and day.
Forced resets meant being trapped in a single day.

Voluntary resets meant being able to rewind any day you wanted—or let time move forward if things were going well.

Ding!
[Reminder: Host must spend Time-Credit to reset a day. The reset point is calculated from 7:00 AM each morning.]
Hmm…
Each reset cost 10 point.
And Alexander had 3,650,000 points.
Basically infinite. He wasn't going to randomly reset days for no reason anyway. At this rate, it felt like he’d never run out in a lifetime.
Ding!
[ Additional reminder: Repeating resets on the same day causes exponential cost increase.]
“I understand,” Alexander responded calmly.
Actually… exponential growth was terrifying.
Very terrifying.
10, 20, 40, 80, 160…
At first, it doesn’t seem like much. But then—
 
The 16th reset of the same day (15th doubling) would cost 327,680 points.
After that: 655,360…
So yeah, if he reset the same day too many times, he'd burn through all his Time-Credit in no time.
As long as he didn't repeatedly reset the same day, it was fine.
And frankly, Alexander couldn’t even think of a reason why he would need to reset a single day that many times. Maybe once or twice, sure. But a dozen times? Unlikely.
He then checked his [Host Skills] tab.
“How do I expand this?”
[Focus your gaze. Blink.]
Alexander did as instructed.
The data screen exploded open—turning into a massive list.
He had 1,354 unique skills.
The average person might have a dozen in their entire lifetime—like driving, cooking, school subjects, etc.—and even then, usually at a basic level.
Even exceptional people might only have a few dozen high-level skills.
But Alexander had over 1,300, and most were top-tier.
Just under languages alone—there were 103 fluently spoken languages.
All at Level 9.
Languages are hard to learn. They take years of constant practice. But Alexander had all the time in the world—and he actually enjoyed learning languages to pass time.
And once he’d mastered the first dozen or so, picking up new ones became easier and easier.
The more he learned, the faster he learned.
Ten thousand years.
Looking at the enormous list of skills, a deep, overwhelming sense of accomplishment surged through Alexander’s chest.
He hadn’t wasted those 365,000 loops. These 1,354 abilities were the proof.
Before this, he wouldn’t have felt proud. He wouldn’t have felt accomplished. It all felt meaningless—because time was stuck.
But now… everything had changed. Time was moving forward.
His skills would finally serve a purpose.
A person lives for one breath.
And that breath? It's nothing more than fame, wealth, power—
A bigger house, more money, higher status. These are what most people spend their lives chasing.
Some say, “Ordinary is real. Ordinary is a blessing.”
Alexander was honest with himself—he didn’t agree. He was a realist, maybe even a bit materialistic. If you had the ability to climb higher, who would willingly settle for mediocrity?
That kind of thinking was just a way for the powerless to justify their failure.
Of course, some people did say it sincerely. People who had seen the rise and fall of life, who had truly lived, and now found peace—not because they failed, but because they had seen too much.
“Wait a second… I just thought of something,” Alexander said inwardly.
“You said the ten thousand-year loop was a test. But… how would anyone fail that test? I can’t die. Even suicide resets everything. So basically, anyone could pass, right?”
Ding!
[Reminder: Only the universe and the host’s body reset. The soul does not. If the host’s soul breaks under pressure during the trial, it begins to deteriorate—until complete soul annihilation.]
“…Got it.” Alexander raised an eyebrow and smirked.
He felt a wave of relief.
He was lucky he’d held on.
There was a time when he’d nearly gone insane. But he made it through. He found clarity. He started learning. He grew.
“Hey… are you okay?” A cautious voice came from outside the bathroom door.
Alexander turned his head. It was Mia Murphy, wrapped in a blanket, still holding a baseball bat.
She no longer looked fierce and angry—instead, she looked worried.
Mia was genuinely concerned… about Alexander’s mental state.
At the bar yesterday, she thought he was a nutcase. Later, she figured he was just a fun-loving liar.
This morning, when she woke up first, she’d acted angry—but it was just for show. She didn’t believe his “time reset” story in the first place, so there was nothing to be mad about.
But after Alexander woke up, he ran into the bathroom, started laughing manically, shouting random things, pounding on the walls…
He looked completely batshit insane.
Mia had been standing outside the bathroom for a while, watching him. And the more she watched, the more scared she became. She started to really believe Alex was mentally ill, with a very serious condition that included violence tendencies.
After all, she saw that he had pounded the wall until his hands were bleeding, but he didn’t seem to care.
“Uh… I’m fine. Totally fine,” Alexander smiled at her through the door.
“Your hands…” Mia pointed, clearly more anxious.
Alexander raised his fists—bloodied and torn open.
It hurt. But not that much.
After all, he was someone who had endured much more, even once jumping into a vat of boiling oil. There wasn’t much he hadn’t endured. He would even bet his pain tolerance might be the highest in the entire world.
“Hmm…” Alexander frowned, inspecting his wounds.
Injuries like this would probably take a couple of weeks to fully heal. And they’d likely leave scars.
BANG BANG BANG!!
Suddenly, there was a violent knock at the front door.
“Huh?” Alexander stepped out of the bathroom and glanced toward it. “Who is it?”
“We’re asking around—did you see a white Lamborghini in this area yesterday? We’re looking for a man and a woman. They should be around here…”

The voice from outside was gruff.

Shit. FUCK!

They found him.

Mia's face turned pale—visibly frightened.
Alexander gestured for her to stay quiet. Then he yelled back, “Nope, haven’t seen anything.”
“Open up. We need to take a look.”
Instead of answering, Alexander rushed to the window and peered out into the alley below.
He saw a group of unfamiliar young men wandering around, peeking into buildings.

His apartment was on the fifth floor, and from there he could see the alley entrance—and the white Lamborghini still parked outside.

A crowd of over a dozen people was gathered around the car.

Two of them were crouched down, checking for damage.

They were Zach Mitchell’s men.
“Open the door! Why aren’t you saying anything? Is it you?! OPEN UP!!” the voice outside yelled again.
BANG! BANG! BANG!
Following the knocking, they started to hit the door, attempting to break it down.

Alexander knew things were about to get bad.

Before, he never considered consequences. Even killing someone wasn’t an issue—because time would always reset.
But this time… time was moving forward.
Yesterday, Alexander had stabbed a man in the eye, slit another man's throat—not even sure if that one survived. On top of that, he’d invoked the name of a major figure to bluff his way through trouble, and before leaving, he stole Zach Mitchell’s car
A full basket of problems.
Sure, he still had the ability to reset time—but only going forward.
July 7th was over.
It was now July 8th.

He couldn’t reset yesterday anymore.

If this mess spiraled out of control, Alexander could either be killed by underworld thugs, or sentenced to death for murder.
Despite that thought, Alexander smiled.

Now this… this is life. Interesting, isn’t it?

He glanced out the window again. Zach Mitchell himself wasn’t there yet—probably still on his way—but his men were already arriving in droves.

Alexander wasn’t sure if Raymond Costa had told Zach who he was.

If he had, then there might not be trouble—Zach wouldn’t dare touch him and would only try to find him first.

But if not… then Zach would probably order them to attack on sight.

After all, in the NY City, touching Zach Mitchell’s beloved car was basically a death sentence.

Zach, fifteen years ago, was the top scorer going into Harvard.

He should’ve gone on to a great future—but that summer, during a housing demolition dispute, his parents were assaulted. His father was paralyzed. In a rage, Zach stabbed someone.

The story of a top student committing assault made national headlines.

Zach served three years in prison, and when he got out, he entered the underworld.

He had no power, no background, and no money—but he had high intelligence, something most gangsters didn’t.

Now, Zach Mitchell was a big name in the NY City underground. His influence was vast.

And Alexander knew how to deal with him—but not today.
The timing was all wrong.

In fact, Zach Mitchell was only a small problem here.

The big issue was that yesterday, Alexander had used Young Master Doran’s name to throw his weight around. If word of that got out…

That would be a massive disaster.

He’d likely be hunted down by every underworld force in the entire NY City region.

Now that’s exciting.

BANG! BANG! BANG!

The people outside were still pounding the door—and sounded like even more had joined in.

“W-What do we do…” Mia ran two steps toward Alexander, only to trip and fall with a painful “Ouch!”. Her lower half was still weak after the torment of last night, and so tears welled in her eyes.

There was no way she could run.

Alexander hurried to her side and helped her up. Her elbow was badly bruised.

Mia still wasn’t dressed—just wrapped in a blanket that covered nothing, leaving her soft curves and pale milky skin on full display.

Alexander’s hands were injured. The door was being pounded.

It was about to be broken down.

“I’m scared,” Mia cried.

“It’s okay, it’s okay. Let’s just hit restart,” Alexander said with a smile, ruffling her hair.

Time Reset!
Ding!

[ The Host has performed a first-time reset for July 8, 2024. Consumed 1 Time-Credit. Remaining: 3,640,999.]
July 8, 2024 – 7:00 AM
Alexander opened his eyes and looked at the ceiling, smiling from the bottom of his heart.
7:00 AM was the reset point—the checkpoint of his save file.
If he reset before 7:00 AM, it would rewind to the previous day.

After 7:00 AM, it rewound to the same day.

"Hey! You liar! You asshole!" The hoarse, tired voice of a girl called out beside him. "Didn’t you say July 7 keeps repeating? That every day resets? Well, today is July 8th—how do you explain that?!"
Alexander turned to see Mia, wrapped in a blanket, gripping a baseball bat and pouting angrily at him.

“But you already said I was a liar. You never believed a word I said,” Alexander replied with a grin. He reached out, quickly snatched the bat from her hands, and tossed it onto the table.

“Hmph! Not fun at all! You won’t even play along with me!” Mia pouted.

Alexander held out his arm slightly, gesturing for her to climb back into bed.

“You jerk!” Mia smacked his arm away, and stood in place for a moment—then moved to obediently lay down next to him, planting a soft kiss on his cheek.

“Do you regret it?” Alexander asked.

“Regret what?” Mia blinked.

“Regret coming home with me?”

“…Hmm, yeah. I do. So hurry up and reset the day, quick! Hmph!” Mia replied with a pout and a faked glare, teasing him. Not meaning a single word.

“Are you sure? I’m a man who’s slept with ten thousand women. No regrets?”

“Does it matter? I never said I wanted to date you,” Mia rolled her eyes.

“I’m afraid you’ll fall in love with me.”

“Puh-lease. In your dreams! And FYI—it was me who slept with you, not the other way around.”

“Uh huh, you sure about that?” He stared into her eyes, his lips curled into a grin. The two fell silent, as if remembering last night. The memories flashed in front of them, and Mia quickly looked away, her cheeks crimson red.

Seeing this, Alexander chuckled, got out of bed, went to the bathroom to grab their clothes, and tossed Mia hers.

“Get dressed. We need to head out.”

“Where? I want to sleep a bit more…” Mia pulled the blanket over her head, acting spoiled.

“We caused some serious trouble yesterday. You know I was lying, right? I’m not that powerful. With Zach Mitchell’s reach, they’ll find us pretty quick. If we don’t leave now, we’re screwed,” Alexander said with a calm smile.

Mia sat up immediately and started dressing like a whirlwind.

“You… you seriously have no pity. You know yesterday was my… my first time, and you just kept going. ON AND On. I’m still soooo sore!” Mia shouted and complained while getting dressed, occasionally stopping to throw a towel or a pillow at Alex.

“Stop whining. If we don’t leave now, we’ll get beat up!” Alexander laughed and walked over, picking her up princess style. 

She yelped softly in surprise at the gentle gesture, before falling silent and leaning against him.

Time to go.

Carrying Mia out the door, they walked through the alleyway.

Some elderly neighbors were out buying groceries and gave them curious looks.

Mia didn’t care in the slightest. She was wild. Totally extroverted. She even waved at a few of the elderly couple, causing them to cough and turn away.

The white Lamborghini was still parked outside the alley.

Zach Mitchell’s men hadn’t shown up yet—but they’d be here soon.

The two got in the car. With Alex helping put Mia into the passenger seat.

“Where are we going?” Mia asked, fastening her seatbelt. Then she lowered her voice, “You gonna drive somewhere remote and ditch me?”

“Guess,” Alexander smiled at her.

“Tch! Always talking in riddles and keeping secrets. Fine, I’m not asking. You’re just a smooth-talking storyteller anyway,” Mia said, flipping him the middle finger.

But deep down… that was exactly what she liked about him.

Of course, the reason she’d gone home with him wasn’t just because he was interesting.

It was because Alexander had saved her.

Girls her age loved the fantasy of a white knight, a dramatic romance, a hero sweeping them off their feet.

But because of her rebellious streak, Mia would never admit any of that out loud.

Vroom—

Alexander started the car—but before he could even hit the gas, a roar came from behind.

He checked the rearview mirror.

Several SUVs were speeding toward them. Leading the pack was a Mercedes G-Wagon.

One glance at the license plate, and Alexander knew—Zach Mitchell’s men had arrived.

They’d clearly spotted the Lamborghini.

“Interesting,” Alexander grinned. “Buckle up!”

He switched driving mode, shifted gears, floored the gas—all in one smooth motion!

Launch start!

The Lamborghini blasted forward, shooting onto the main road and accelerating like a rocket.

“AHH! You’re crazy! It’s morning! There are cars everywhere!” Mia screamed.

“Check the rearview. They’re chasing us. If they catch us, it won’t end well~” Alexander tilted his head and smirked.

Mia looked in the mirror.

Sure enough, the SUVs were gunning it behind them, speeding hard.

But the Lamborghini was faster—and the distance was growing.

“Don’t talk—I’m making a call,” Alexander said, pulling out his phone.

He dialed a number.

The call connected quickly.

“Speak.”

A cold, sharp female voice came through the receiver.





Chapter 4: The cold, domineering female CEO.

Alexander’s phone only stored the numbers of people he had known before July 7, 2024.
Anyone he met on or after July 7—their numbers wouldn’t stay in his phone.
Because they couldn’t be saved, a time reset would erase them.
However, Alexander had memorized the phone numbers of every person he met throughout his countless loops. Memorizing over a hundred thousand phone numbers had become a kind of amusement for him—a way to pass the time.
Only memory remains after a reset, so Alexander had honed his memory to an extreme.
“You have a traitor at your side,” Alexander said calmly while speeding down the road. “They’ve been planted next to you for two years. Besides watching your every move, they’re also preparing to steal your company’s latest R&D data… as per orders they received.”
“Who are you?!” The woman’s cold voice suddenly held a note of suspicion. “How did you get this number?”
She had assumed it was a subordinate with urgent news—hence, the use of her private number. The caller ID was unfamiliar, but she didn’t question it—until now.
But Alexander’s words jolted her.
Only a stranger, who didn’t know her, would dare speak to her with that kind of tone.
This person clearly knew something, but she was far more interested in finding out who he was.
“I think we should meet in person,” Alexander said.
“Who. Are. You?!” the woman repeated mechanically, her tone now forceful.
“You’ll know when we meet. I’m just being kind here—warning you about a traitor. You don’t want to lose that bet, do you?”
“You know about the bet… Who the hell are you?! I’m warning you—if you know this number, then you should know who I am. I will find you.”
“Lady, I already said we can meet. Why are you still threatening me? Don’t you want to know who the traitor is?”
“I don’t even know who you are. Why should I believe anything you say?”
“I’m a good guy. Who happens to know a few things. If you’re willing to pay a decent intel fee, I could tell you more—like, say, some details about your little brother.”
“I’ll find out who you are.”
Click.
She hung up.
Alexander wasn’t surprised—he knew her personality.
“Al… Alexander… isn’t this a bit… too fast?” came Mia Murphy’s frightened voice from beside him.
The Lamborghini was flying.
Mia’s back was pressed hard against the seat, her hands clutching both sides, her face pale as she stared out the window.
It was morning rush hour.
Once they hit the main road, traffic became dense. And at this speed, “reckless” didn’t even begin to describe what Alexander was doing.
Mia had wanted to say something earlier—Alexander was racing while talking on the phone, and she was scared out of her mind.
But she’d been too worried that speaking up might distract him even more.
Mia liked adrenaline. She’d gone speeding before.
But always at night, on empty mountain roads.
Doing this in broad daylight? That was just suicidal.
“Don’t worry. Once we shake the pursuers, I’ll slow down,” Alexander said, stepping harder on the gas.
“Didn’t we already… lose them?” Mia said, glancing at the side mirror.
Those SUVs from earlier were long gone—not even a shadow of them remained.
Off-road vehicles were no match for a supercar.
And they wouldn’t dare drive as recklessly as Alexander did.
“Yeah, pretty much…” Alexander nodded. “Once we’re past the next intersection, I’ll slow down.”
Then he glanced at the time… and hit the accelerator again.
The car shot forward, reaching a speed of 240 km/h.
“You really… don’t have to go that fast…” Mia felt like she was going to die.
“If I don’t, we’ll miss the green light at the next intersection.”
Ten seconds later, the white Lamborghini drifted around a turn at the intersection of Construction Road and Fuming Street—executing a flawless, high-speed tail flick—and turned right onto Construction Road.
The moment the Lamborghini entered the new street, the light turned red behind them.
Alexander knew every road in East Sea City. He knew every traffic light’s pattern.
He knew exactly where and when traffic would jam—and where it wouldn’t.
His escape route had been fully mapped out in his head.
Even in rush hour, he’d avoided every congested area.
Because of the low chassis, the Lamborghini couldn’t handle bad roads.
But that too… was part of his plan.
The car’s speed gradually dropped, eventually stabilizing around 80 km/h. Still fast for city traffic—but no longer terrifying.
Mia finally let out a breath. She raised her little fists, about to punch Alexander’s shoulder—but held back, not wanting to disturb his driving.
“You scared me half to death, asshole.”
“Hey, it was urgent. People were chasing us. I didn’t want to, either,” Alexander chuckled.
“Aren’t you afraid of crashing? Or worse… going viral?! You realize this could end up on the news, and then everyone in the country will know—it’s over for you!”
“There won’t be a crash. And there won’t be any news, either. This car? Belongs to Zach Mitchell. It’s a smuggled vehicle with fake plates. He’d never call the cops. And if this car appears in any online report, Zach will pull strings and wipe it clean instantly.”
“Zach Mitchell has that kind of power?”
“Oh, absolutely. And more.”
“Then aren’t you… Basically dead? Why’d you even steal the car? You should’ve just walked away yesterday.”
“Hah!” Alexander just laughed, offering no explanation.
Ten minutes later.
Near Central Park, NY City, the white Lamborghini pulled up at an intersection.
“Get out. Go home,” Alexander said.
Mia, who had been focused on him the entire time, suddenly realized the car had stopped right by her neighborhood.
Her house was in the Villas, right next to the park.
“You really know where I live?” Mia asked, wide-eyed.
“Mhm.” Alexander nodded with a smile. “Told you before—I’ve known you for a long time.”
“Still making stuff up! Oh—I get it!” Mia suddenly gasped. “It was my bestie who told you. That damn bitch, always blabbing everything!”
“Get out,” Alexander said again, gesturing.
“Where are you going? Take me with you. I don’t want to go home.”
“I’m being chased. You want to get caught with me? If they grab you, you’ll be dead…and it won’t end pretty. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”
“…Okay then.” Mia got out nervously, then leaned against the car door and bent down slightly, mindful of her sore parts. “Be careful, okay?”
Alexander flashed an OK sign.
“Call me later,” Mia said, then closed the door.
Alexander floored it—gone in a blink.
Mia turned to head home, took a step… then suddenly stopped, spun around, and waved furiously at the distant Lamborghini.
But it was already far away.
She couldn’t stop it.
“Goddammit…” Mia slapped her forehead and looked like she might cry.
She had just remembered something really, really important:
—She didn’t have any of Alexander’s contact info!
No phone number.
No social media.
Nothing.
After spending the whole night with him… not even a phone number?!
“…Wait! Right!” Mia quickly pulled out her phone and dialed her best friend.
She’d always suspected Alexander was someone her bestie had set up for her. Everything that happened afterward was unexpected, sure—but the initial interaction? That had to be planned.
Now she had questions.
Lots of them.
 

 
Thirty minutes later.
Alexander pulled the white Lamborghini into the underground parking lot of a high-rise office building, shut off the engine, reclined in the seat, and laid back, eyes closed.
Waiting.
Waiting for a phone call.
He knew… she would call him back.
All the problems he faced right now? Paul Santino? Zach Mitchell?
Small potatoes.
The real issue was Young Master Doran.
If Alexander could handle him, then everything else would fall into place.
That’s why the first connection he’d chosen to establish was with the woman he’d just called.
A woman with a face rated 9 out of 10 on his scale, but a charm that pushed her off the charts—a Powerful and utterly domineering woman.
Alexander had slept with her before.
Not once, but many, many times—across countless loops.
Every time, he’d meet her the same day. Sleep with her the same night.
Her name was Jasmine Doran.
The older sister of Young Master Doran—the one who could stir storms in NY City with a single word.
Outsiders saw Young Master Doran as god-like… but at home?
He was terrified of his older sister.
So Alexander didn’t mind becoming his brother-in-law one bit.
Riiing…
His phone rang.
Alexander sat up and glanced at the screen.
A wide smile spread across his face.
She called. And so he picked up.
“Come to the financial District, Halston Tower…….Underground parking lot.” The call connected, and Jasmine spoke directly. Her tone was icy, leaving no room for refusal.
“I’m already downstairs..” said Alexander, calmly, with a grin.
“…” Jasmine’s breathing hitched. After a moment, she said, “I’ll send someone to bring you up.”
“Underground garage. White Lamborghini.”
Alexander ended the call as soon as he finished speaking.
For a stranger to meet someone of Jasmine Doran’s stature, it would usually be nearly impossible. But for Alexander, meeting any big shot in NY City was easy.
All it took was a phone call and a few words.
He knew the secrets of everyone with status—just a casual mention, and they’d bite the bait.
What had really prompted Jasmine to return the call earlier was that “bet.” Very few people knew about it. It was something outsiders couldn’t possibly be aware of.
Before long, a tall, slim man in a black suit and sunglasses appeared in the garage. He knocked on the window of the white Lamborghini.
Alexander knew him too—Sebastian, one of Jasmine’s elite bodyguards. A former soldier in a top special forces unit. Married. One son. Five years old.
“Let’s go.”
Alexander stepped out of the car casually.
Sebastian sized him up. Alexander was dressed simply in jeans and a T-shirt, and looked particularly young, like an average, broke college student.
Sebastian was inwardly puzzled why his boss would have him pick up such a person, but he didn’t ask.
“This way, sir.” Sebastian gestured respectfully and led the way.
The Halston Tower, despite being situated in the city's business hub, filled with high-end office buildings and tight security, still stood tall, towering over most.
Its security is so tight that you couldn’t go up without an employee access card.
Sebastian led Alexander into the elevator, and they eventually arrived on the 31st floor.
The rent here was exorbitant. A typical startup could only afford a small room. But three years ago, Jasmine had rented five whole floors to start her company here!
And this was only a portion of Jasmine’s business empire—a simple office branch. She also owned a massive industrial factory in the development zone, an investment of many millions of dollars.
Because all five floors were under the same company, the décor was consistent.
The company name “Magical Glamour” was visible everywhere. Employees bustled back and forth—it was a hive of activity.
Handsome men and beautiful women were a common sight.
Sebastian led Alexander up another floor via the stairs.
They reached the 33rd floor.
No employees were in sight here. Instead, it was filled with bodyguards in black suits. Had Alexander not known who he was meeting, he might have thought he was about to see a crime lord.
In truth, Jasmine was a big shot. She just wasn’t involved in the underworld. On the surface, she was a celebrity entrepreneur and female CEO in NY City.
33rd floor. The CEO’s office.
Two black-suited guards stood at attention like gatekeepers.
“Boss, he’s here,” Sebastian announced to the room.
“Come in,” came the cold voice from inside.
Sebastian led Alexander in.
The office was massive. The view from the floor-to-ceiling windows was stunning. Yet the furnishings inside were minimal. The guest sofa was placed a considerable distance from the desk.
“You were the one who called me?”
Jasmine put down her pen and looked at Alexander, her gaze calm but probing.
She was clearly surprised. Alexander looked nothing like she’d imagined. A stranger who called out of the blue, able to speak of matters only a few people knew, aware of her identity, and spoke with such ease...
She had expected a mature, steady middle-aged man.
Instead, Alexander looked far too young, just a student.
Alexander, meanwhile, studied Jasmine.
Tall and slim, yet thick in all the right places. With one of the biggest natural busts on any woman he’d ever seen. Even now, her professional white shirt was being strained to the limit. A few buttons open at the top, revealing a hint of her milky pale cleavage.
With long, straight black hair. Gold-rimmed glasses. Her makeup was light, cold, and striking. The aura surrounding her was overwhelming. Even just sitting there in silence, she radiated power and an air of unapproachability.
That commanding presence almost made one forget how beautiful she was.
“Ms. Doran, pleasure to meet you.” Alexander smiled at her.
Then, without waiting for a response, he began casually pacing around the office, examining things as if he were in his own home. He even walked a complete circle around her desk, passing behind her.
Sebastian glanced at Jasmine, silently seeking instructions.
Alexander’s behavior was… outrageous. He hadn’t done anything overtly disrespectful, but to be so nonchalant in front of Jasmine Doran? That was arrogance.
“You can leave,” Jasmine said to Sebastian.
He exited with a respectful nod.
Jasmine turned her gaze to Alexander, who was now seated on the sofa, legs crossed and arms spread as if he owned the place.
“Alexander, is it?” she asked, picking up a folder from her desk. "22 years old. Graduated from Brooklyn College, Computer Science. Father: David Costa. Mother: Susan Costa. Run a tiny Italian food restaurant in a small county town. One younger sister, Maria Costa. Currently, in high school…”
Clap. Clap. Clap. Alexander applauded, smiling. “Impressive, Ms. Doran. Less than an hour and you've already found all that.”
He wasn’t surprised. He knew Jasmine’s reach.
His phone number was registered under his real identity, so anyone with power could easily look up his background—it was only a matter of how fast.
“I thought maybe someone had stolen your SIM card,” Jasmine said coldly, “But it really is you. Just an ordinary... recent graduate.”
She tossed the file aside and locked eyes with him.
She was filled with doubt. Alexander had no background. Completely average.
“Who I am doesn’t matter,” Alexander tilted his head with a smile. “I’ll be direct—give me one million dollars, and I’ll tell you who the traitor is.”
“Who sent you?” Jasmine asked.
She didn’t seem interested in the traitor. Instead, her suspicion and interest toward Alexander only grew.
“No one. I’m solo. You could say I’m an… information broker. I know a lot of things you’d care about. You pay, I tell. Fair trade.”
“A stranger suddenly shows up, talking about traitors, asking for one million, and calls it a fair trade… do you really think that’s possible?” Jasmine laughed, then her face turned cold. “Let me warn you. If you don’t give me a satisfying answer today, you’re not leaving here alive.”
As she spoke, she opened a drawer—and pulled something out.
Bang!
She slammed a black pistol down on the desk.
This woman never beat around the bush.
And yes—she really was someone who’d kill in her office. He knew from experience.
“Tsk… wow! Planning to kill me?” Alexander made a dramatic gasp and laughed in surprise. He raised his hand and waved something in front of her: “Without this, how are you going to shoot me?”
In his hand—was a magazine.
Jasmine’s face changed. She glanced at the pistol—sure enough, the magazine was missing.
“When did you…”
She stood up abruptly. Eyes widened, suspicion and shock flashing in her gaze.
She suddenly remembered—when Alexander first walked in, he casually strolled around the room, circling her desk once. That was the only time he got close to it.
But how did he manage to take the magazine?
The pistol was in the drawer. How could he have known that? Even if he did, how could he have taken the magazine in passing—and still left the gun inside?
“Miss Jasmine, take it easy. This isn’t like you,” Alexander said with a grin, tossing the magazine onto the coffee table. “I don’t mean any harm. I’m just here for money. This is a business deal. I hope you understand.”
Jasmine slowly sat back down in her expensive chair. She realized she had just lost her composure—in front of a complete stranger.
Just like Alexander said—this wasn’t like her.
“Can we talk now?” Alexander asked.
“…A traitor?” Jasmine had fully calmed down. “You’re saying there’s a traitor close to me?”
“One million. Dollars. I’ll tell you who it is,” Alexander said again, naming his price.
In truth, the money wasn’t the point, nor was it his goal. Bringing it up was just his way of lowering Jasmine’s mental defenses.
Everything needs a motive.
For Alexander to suddenly show up like this, he had to have a reason—and money was a perfectly plausible one.
To quickly close the distance between two people, you require more than just knowledge about them. Timing matters as much.
First impressions are everything.
Back in those endlessly repeating Sundays, Alexander had slept with one beautiful woman after another—and the reason he pulled it off was because he knew how to find the perfect opportunity.
They wouldn’t suspect a thing. No defenses up.
But this time, meeting Jasmine, there was no way to set up in advance. And Alexander didn’t want to go through the trouble of resetting July 8th multiple times.
So, he changed tactics.
It meant Jasmine would be far more guarded—but considering how well Alexander understood her, sleeping with her… would still be easy. For him, at least.
The last time he had Jasmine in bed was “over five hundred years ago.” And honestly? He missed it.
“One million?” Jasmine’s tone turned sharp. “What kind of traitor would be worth that much? Even if you’re telling the truth and there really is a traitor, I can investigate it myself. I don’t need you.”
“You’ve been looking into the traitor for a while now, haven’t you? Have you found them yet?” Alexander asked calmly.
“You…” Jasmine’s expression changed again.
He was right! She had suspected someone for a long time. She’d been investigating. But she hadn’t uncovered a thing.
“There’s only half a month left before the launch of your new product,” Alexander said, now with a knowing look. “This person is going to find a way to steal the research before then. Your competitor will get ahead of you—and your launch will be ruined. You don’t want to lose that bet, do you?”
To subdue and conquer a strong, domineering woman like Jasmine, you had to be even more overbearing. Not mindlessly arrogant—but calculated, precise, and capable of overpowering her with facts.
Jasmine stared at him expressionlessly.
“One million, and I’ll tell you who the traitor is,” Alexander continued. “And if you’re willing to double it, I can tell you something about your brother. Something dire. His life is in danger—you know that, don’t you?”
“Trying to scare me?” Jasmine raised an eyebrow and adjusted her gold-rimmed glasses.
“No, no, not scaring you. I know what kind of person you are. Threats don’t work on you—not even from your own father. You once cursed him out in public, didn’t you? There’s no way I could intimidate you,” Alexander replied with a smile.
“You seem to know a lot about me,” Jasmine said, narrowing her eyes.
“Of course. I’m an information broker. I know everything about the people I deal with,” he replied.
“Then tell me—what else do you know about me?”
“You sure you want to hear it?”
“Talk!”
“Jasmine. Twenty-seven years old. Chairwoman and CEO of Magical Glamour Group. Graduated from Harvard Business School. Spent a few years in the UK in Oxford. Returned to NY City at age twenty-three. Founded Magical Glamour shortly after, specializing in high-end cosmetics. Total net worth around two hundred million.” Alexander said, like he was reciting a résumé.
“That’s it?” Jasmine’s tone was mocking. That kind of info was just basic public data—anyone could find it online.
“You’re the eldest daughter of the main brain of the Doran family, one of the most influential families in the capital. It’s a family with hands in both business and politics. But because you’re a woman, you were never favored. Your grandfather’s a staunch traditionalist. From a young age, you felt the sting of being treated differently. But you refused to accept it! You were determined to prove yourself—to show everyone that women can be stronger than men!”
Alexander’s following words made Jasmine’s expression shift again—and again.
“You’ve always had a tomboyish personality. Got into fights with boys when you were little—most of them were scared of you. Even your baby little brother, the golden child of the family, was afraid of you. You never bowed to fate. You worked hard, excelled in school.”
“But in the end, you still couldn’t escape the curse of a powerful family. At twenty-three, your family tricked you into returning home, saying your mother was sick.”
“In reality, it was all to force you into marriage—with James Sutherland, the heir of the Sutherland family.”
“Your mom used to be your biggest supporter. She’s from a nearly as powerful family in the northwest—also a product of an arranged marriage. That gave her some say in the household.”
“But this time… even she sided against you. She wanted you to marry James. You refused. And when they tried to force you, you flipped the table and cursed your grandfather to his face. Your uncle slapped you, and you slapped him right back!”
“Honestly? I really admire you for that,” Alexander chuckled. “You wanted to walk away from it all—but your mom threatened to take her own life. So, in the end, you compromised. You made a bet with James Sutherland.”
“You each founded new companies—in industries untouched by your families. Five years. Whoever built the bigger business wins. That’s how Magical Glamour came to be. Oh, right, you moved here to the city with your brother, to escape the reach of your family. And because this area doesn’t have as many people with REAL power, you both can grow.”
“You’ve said before that you’d never get married. That marrying is pathetic. But later you amended that—if you ever did marry, it’d have to be to someone stronger than you. In what way……only you know.”
“If you lose, you marry James. If you win… You earn your freedom. No one can force you again.”
“These past few years, you’ve worked incredibly hard. Perhaps you truly do possess a gift. You’ve made a name for yourself in the high-end cosmetics world.”
“In these four years, you’ve dated three men. But each of them ended badly—one committed suicide, the other two’s families were ruined.”
“They weren’t real relationships. Just decoys you brought in to fend off James. But he’s petty—even knowing they were fake, he still went after them. Now, no man dares to get close to you.”
Alexander paused, watching Jasmine’s face, which was an absolute masterpiece of emotional conflict.
“You’re not even nearsighted,” he added. “You wear glasses just to keep people at a distance. Your strength, your coldness, your strict exterior—it’s all a facade.”
Jasmine clenched her fists, her knuckles turning white, eyes flashing with a dangerous light.
“I know,” Alexander said casually. “After saying all this, I’m left with only two options. I know you too well—it’s made you feel threatened. So now… you’ll either try to control me, or make me disappear. Right?”
“You know that and still dared to say it?” Jasmine shot back.
“High risk, high reward, isn’t that right?” Alexander grinned. “I also know you usually keep three guns in your office. Wanna guess where the other two are now?”
Jasmine’s grip tightened. Her body was tense.
She hated this feeling. Being seen through, being dominated.
Knock knock!
Just then, a knock on the door broke the tension.
“Come in,” Jasmine said coldly.
The door opened, and a tall, thin middle-aged man hurried in with a folder. He glanced at Alexander briefly, then made his way straight to the desk.
“Boss, I need your signature on this,” he said quickly.
This was Judas, Jasmine’s senior assistant. The only kind of person who’d dare interrupt her in a meeting—her inner circle.
Jasmine quickly scanned the document, flipped through a few pages, then picked up her pen to sign.
At that moment, Alexander suddenly stood, grabbed the magazine from the coffee table, and strode to the desk.
He picked up the pistol, loaded the magazine, chambered a round, and flipped the safety—all in one smooth motion!
It was fast.
Too fast.
Too sudden.
He grabbed Judas by the collar, slammed his head down on the desk, and pressed the gun to the back of his skull.
“How much did the Sutherlands pay you to betray your boss, huh?!” Alexander growled, slamming the gun into the back of Judas’s head hard enough to draw blood.
Jasmine jumped back in shock and shouted, “Guards!”
The door burst open. Her bodyguards rushed in, guns drawn—aimed squarely at Alexander’s back.




Chapter 5: I’ll be your forth boyfriend.

The sudden turn of events left everyone stunned. The bodyguards outside the door were on edge—if anything happened to Jasmine, they'd all end up at the bottom of the river.
But it seemed Alexander wasn’t targeting Jasmine, but rather threatening her assistant, Judas. So the guards didn’t open fire immediately.
Jasmine, regaining her composure after the initial scare, raised her hand slightly toward the door in a signal.
“It’s not me! Boss, I swear I’m innocent!” Judas cried out in panic. He didn’t know who Alexander was and assumed this was all on Jasmine’s orders.
He even thought the people Jasmine had just called for were coming for him.
With his head pressed against the desk, he couldn’t see the bodyguards aiming at Alexander.
“Innocent? You still dare to say that when you’re at death’s door?” Alexander snapped, full of fire. “How do you explain the $2 million sitting in your Swiss bank account?”
“What? What millions? I—I don’t know what you’re talking about! That’s not mine…” Judas tried to squirm his way out of it.
Bang!
Alexander slammed him again on the back of the head, then reached into his pockets and fished the bleeding man’s phone.
Using Judas’s fingerprint, he unlocked it.
“Look! See? There’s nothing on it…” Judas shouted.
Alexander didn’t bother checking. He simply inputted a number and called from SIM slot 2.
James Sutherland’s private number wouldn’t be saved on the phone. Judas had memorized it long ago, and he always deleted all call logs right after using it. Plus, SIM slot 2 wasn’t traceable through the carrier’s records.
But unfortunately for him, Alexander knew that number too.
He put the call on speaker and placed the phone on the desk.
After a few rings—
“Did you get the documents?” came an urgent voice from the other end.
Alexander ended the call immediately with a tap, then slid the gun across the desk toward Jasmine.
The pistol stopped just short of falling off the edge.
Alexander calmly adjusted his shirt cuffs and collar, walked back to the sofa, sat down, and crossed one leg over the other—cool as ever.
Jasmine’s face was blank, her gaze icy cold as she stared down at Judas.
She walked up, picked up the pistol, checked it in her hands as if inspecting it, and spoke in a low voice without looking up:
“You’ve been in the Doran family a long time. Ten years under my father, and four under me. You’ve pocketed plenty of benefits over the years, both in the open and behind my back. I turned a blind eye because I thought you were loyal. And now, two million dollars was all it took to sell me out?”
She finally looked him in the eye.
The bodyguards at the door seemed to understand the situation now. They put away their guns, closed the doors, and one of them even went to block off the entire floor.
Thud!
Judas dropped to his knees, trembling and crying.
“Miss Doran, I… I didn’t mean to… I—I was forced…”
“So it really was you leaking intel all this time? I kept wondering how James always managed to bump into me during my business trips. Or how that endorsement deal suddenly fell apart…” Jasmine’s eyes now glinted with cold fury.
“Miss Doran, I… It wasn’t about the money…”
“You didn’t take James Sutherland’s money?”
“I did! But—but it was Madam’s idea!” Judas cried, sweating profusely and bleeding from the back of his head.
Jasmine’s expression shifted.
Madam referred to her mother.
The Doran family wanted Jasmine to marry James Sutherland. But when they made the bet, there was an agreement: if Jasmine caught her family helping James, he would be considered the loser.
So… if it was really her mother’s idea, then technically, James had lost.
But.
If Jasmine went to confront them, they’d never admit it. No way. Not in a million years.
It was a dead end.
“Miss Doran, I was stuck. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I never wanted to. I’ve always been loyal to the Doran family…” Judas pleaded.
Jasmine’s killing intent faded. Her eyes now looked more conflicted than furious.
If her mother had really put Judas up to it, then maybe—just maybe—he honestly didn’t have a choice.
“He’s lying,” Alexander said suddenly from the couch. He was casually examining his fingernails and didn’t even look over, but kept talking. “It was James Sutherland. Your mother never wanted you to marry him. She didn’t want you to be sacrificed in a political marriage. But her own family pressured her—your grandfather pushed her.”
“Passing the blame to your mother? That was James’ idea. He promised this traitor that if things worked out, he’d transfer him a company—not just five million. And even if things fell apart, he’d still reward him with a company.”
“James knew you—knew you don’t care what anyone in your family thinks, not even the old man. But the one person you could never bear to turn your back on was your mother.”
“Judas didn’t have the guts to betray you at first. He knew your temper. But James told him—if he got caught, just say your mother ordered it. Your mother would never admit it, and you’d assume she kept quiet because of the bet. You’d think she really did set this up… and Judas would walk free.”
“You… You’re full of shit! Lying bastard! Who the hell are you?! Where the hell did you come from?!” Judas completely lost it and started cursing at Alexander.
Because everything Alexander said was true.
The only reason he knew all this was that, within the ten-thousand-year time loop, he had tortured countless people for information.
With the day resetting endlessly, there were no consequences.
On one July 7th morning, Alexander had kidnapped Judas and cut off his fingers one by one until he confessed.
He’d also flown for hours just to kidnap James Sutherland.
He tortured him, too. Then killed him.
So yeah—there wasn’t a single secret Alexander didn’t know.
“If I were lying, why are you so worked up?” Alexander said calmly. “Besides… if Jasmine called James right now, repeated everything I just said, do you think he’d protect you?”
“If he saves you, he has to give you a company. If he doesn’t, and you die—what’s it to him, really?”
Alexander’s words sent Judas into a spiral of fear.
“Being greedy isn’t wrong. But being stupid and greedy? That’s on you,” Alexander added.
Judas’s mind completely collapsed.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
“Miss Doran, I was wrong! I was wrong!” he cried, slamming his forehead against the ground until it bled.
Jasmine slowly sat down, placed the pistol on the table, and said coldly, “Tell me—everything you’ve done for James over the years.”
Judas, shaking, spilled everything.
It was the usual—spying on her schedule, leaking company info, and sabotaging development.
Jasmine listened silently, her face calm and unreadable.
“You can go. I don’t want to see you again,” she said.
“Thank you, Miss Doran! Thank you!” Judas cried in relief, stumbling out the door.
Once he was gone, Jasmine picked up her phone and made a call. She said just one sentence:
“Judas—make it clean.”
Then she tossed the phone onto the desk, took off her gold-rimmed glasses, and rubbed her eyes. She looked tired.
The truth was, she was exhausted from living like this.
“When will that million hit my account?” came Alexander’s voice.
Jasmine looked up at him—and the way she looked at him now… was different.
She wasn’t nearsighted. The glasses were purely decorative, with flat lenses. Even without them, her vision was clear.
“Did I say I’d pay you?” she said quietly.
Alexander shrugged, casual as ever.
“Heh.” Jasmine chuckled, picked up her phone, and swiped through it a few times.
Ding!
Alexander’s phone chimed.
He checked it—a bank alert. Two million transferred.
Jasmine had already investigated him beforehand. She didn’t even need to ask for his account info. Everything was on file.
“You gave me too much,” Alexander said, glancing up.
“What’s going on with my brother?” Jasmine asked flatly.
Alexander just smiled and said nothing.
“You tricked me?” Jasmine asked calmly.
“I know what you’re thinking right now,” Alexander said, still smiling. “You believe I’ve got some valuable intel, but you’re not sure whether to trust me. You think I’m trying to earn your trust. Maybe… you even think I’m working for James Sutherland. That this whole thing, including the sacrifice of Judas, was an elaborate show. Right?”
Jasmine stared at him silently.
“So, to clear your doubts,” Alexander said, “I don’t mind being your fourth fake boyfriend. You know how much James hates that—he can’t stand the idea of being cucked, even if it’s fake. So, what do you think? Consider it?”
“…Why?” Jasmine asked after a pause. “Aren’t you afraid of dying?”
“Life’s about moving up, right? If getting close to you makes things interesting… why not?” Alexander smiled, bright and carefree.
Jasmine stared at him for a long moment—then her lips curled.
She smiled.
“I think I’m starting to like you,” she said.
And she meant it. Because she liked greedy people. People without desires were terrifying. But greedy people? They had weaknesses.
They could be controlled.
Jasmine picked up the pistol and walked out from behind the desk, step by step, approaching Alexander.
Given how well Alexander knew Jasmine, the odds of her pulling the trigger were fifty-fifty. She might shoot him dead on the spot—or she might not.
Still, Alexander smiled.
He wasn’t even planning to reset time if she fired.
Because there was no need—she wouldn’t hit him. The closer she got, the less likely she’d succeed. If she came within three meters, he could take her down instantly!
No one, absolutely no one, could ambush Alexander within a three-meter range. The skills he’d honed through ten thousand years of time loops weren’t just for show.
“I’ve got to admit, you’re... quite something,” Jasmine smiled as she approached, a grin playing on her perfect shaped lips since the moment she started walking. “You’re brave, bold, and you’ve got balls. It’d be such a shame if someone like you died here.”
Was that a threat? A compliment? Hard to say.
She was now within three meters.
Two meters.
One meter.
Half a meter.
Suddenly, Jasmine raised the gun, pressed the muzzle against Alexander’s forehead—point-blank.
Alexander didn’t flinch. He smiled calmly, locking eyes with her.
He was a master at reading people. From the moment she raised the gun, he knew—she wouldn’t pull the trigger.
Jasmine wasn’t the type to play games. If she wanted to kill, she’d shoot without hesitation. She’d empty the entire mag. The fact that she raised the gun but didn’t shoot meant she wouldn’t. Not now, not ever.
“You’re not scared?” she tilted her head, amused.
“If you were really planning to kill me, you'd have called your guards in already. You know I’m dangerous. But you didn’t. So... it’s just a game. Why should I be afraid?” Alexander replied coolly.
Jasmine narrowed her eyes. Then she laughed—bright, stunning, like sunlight on a spring morning. The action caused her large breasts to jiggle and bounce, barely contained in her tight shirt and bra. So close to Alex, he could only ogle them for a moment.
“I really, really like you,” she said, finally lowering the gun and placing it on the coffee table.
Then she pulled a hair tie from her pocket, held it in her mouth, and reached behind her head to gather her hair into a ponytail.
She always wore it down—sleek, neat, and perfectly controlled. It was part of her image, like her gold-rimmed glasses. Not for vision, just for distance.
Tying her hair up? That meant she was relaxing, letting her guard down.
She spun around and sat directly in Alexander’s lap, placing her soft, cushiony behind on his thigh, wrapping one arm around his neck and leaning in close, lips brushing his ear. So close, her tits crushed against his toned chest.
Then, with her other hand, she pulled out her phone.
Click.
The camera flashed.
Jasmine reviewed the selfie—her eyes narrowed slightly.
In the photo, she was leaning against him, clinging to him, the perfect couple pose… except Alexander had held up a peace sign. Smiling.
Cool, calm, unbothered.
He clearly knew what the photo meant.
It was for James Sutherland.
Jasmine would find a chance to send it to him—to provoke him, disgust him… and to show him that Alexander wasn’t one of his people.
“Well then,” Jasmine said as she got up, “From this moment on, you’re my boyfriend. I’ll have someone arrange your employment—you’ll be my assistant. You don’t need to do much; just show up with me at business events from time to time. You'll get a full salary.”
She pulled off the hair tie, let her hair fall loose, gave it a shake, then grabbed the gun and walked back behind her desk. Each step, swaying her hips sensually from side to side, until she had taken her seat.
“So,” she asked coldly, as if nothing intimate had just happened, “what’s going on with my brother?”
Back to business.
That was Jasmine Doran. Cold, composed, and guarded to the core.
This was Alexander’s first time officially becoming Jasmine’s “boyfriend.” He’d slept with her in countless iterations of July 7th—but that had never meant anything emotional.
He’d always tried to avoid catching feelings. He pursued women like a game. All to get them in bed. That was it.
And getting the affection of Jasmine Doran? That was way harder than sleeping with her.
To her, sex wasn’t submission—it was power. She’d look at it as her playing with the man, not the other way around.
And deep down, Jasmine had never intended to stay a virgin. She didn’t think she could win the marriage bet, and she wasn’t going to walk into a wedding bed untainted. If she had to marry James Sutherland, she’d make sure he regretted it—thoroughly.
Alexander had simply given her the perfect excuse to let loose.
“Monarch Vault, Central Empire Club, and Red Ocean—three of the most elite entertainment clubs in the country. Your brother runs the Monarch Vault,” Alexander said.
“Yeah? What about it?” Jasmine asked, narrowing her eyes.
“The Monarch has crossed a serious line. It’s entangled with high-ranking officials and wealthy elites. The authorities launched an investigation three months ago… based on what I know, they’ll close the net within a month.”
Jasmine’s face twisted—anger, shock, disbelief all flashing across it.
This wasn’t just big.
It was catastrophic.
“Exactly. And this isn’t just about your brother—it’s aimed at your entire family. When the net tightens, it won’t just be your brother going to prison. The whole Doran family could go down with him,” Alexander said. “You might need to cut ties with him completely just to survive.”
Jasmine stood up, smoothed her hair, and paced in agitation.
She was the cleanest one in the family, completely uninvolved.
But she and her brother had always been close.
“You’re sure this intel is solid?” she asked urgently.
“You questioning my intel now?” Alexander smirked.
She stared at him, calmed her breath, and picked up her phone.
—
At that moment, in a top-floor suite of the Monarch Vault Club—
“You’re sure he wasn’t sent by you, sir? Huh! Strange. He dared to use your name and even had my number. The guy’s got a death wish!”
A long-faced middle-aged man with a goatee, leaning on a cane, spoke respectfully to a sharply dressed young man in a white shirt.
Behind him stood a big-bearded man, his hand wrapped in thick bandages.
The cane-wielding man was none other than Paul Santino—known on the streets of East Sea as "Uncle Crutch."
The young man in white? The infamous Young Master Doran.
And behind Paul stood Raymond Costa, the same man who’d lost a finger the day before.
Paul had been up all night, terrified. First thing in the morning, he came to see his Young Master Doran, convinced he’d offended someone important.
But to his shock, Mr.Doran didn’t know a thing—and said none of his trusted men matched the young man Paul described.
“Someone dared use my name? Paul, what exactly did this punk say?” Mr.Doran narrowed his eyes.
“He...” Paul began.
Ring ring…
A phone buzzed.
Mr.Doran held up a hand, checked the screen, and answered. His cold face instantly melted into a smile.
“Hey, sis.”
“Where are you?”
“At the club.”
“I’m coming over. Wait for me.”
“You got something urgent?”
“Shut up. Wait.” Click.
Mr.Doran chuckled. “My sister’s coming over.”
Paul quickly tried to excuse himself. “Then we’ll just—”
“No need. Sit. You can leave after she arrives,” Mr.Doran said. “Now, tell me more about that punk. Using my name, huh? I’m going to chop him up myself.”




Chapter 6: This guy’s my Brother-in-law?!

Inside the office, Jasmine hung up the phone, walked over to grab her coat, and said, “Come with me. We’re going to talk to my brother—face to face.”
“Sure!” Alexander stood up.
“Wait a second!” Jasmine had just draped the coat over her arm when she suddenly turned back. Alexander was already heading toward the door. She stepped in front of him, reached up, and adjusted the collar of his shirt.
“When we see my brother, no matter what he asks you, you can’t admit you’re fake! Even if he threatens you—you’re my boyfriend. Got it?” She said seriously.
“Got it,” Alexander replied with a calm smile.
Jasmine was determined not to repeat the same mistakes!
Before this, she had three “boyfriends”. All fake.
The first one—committed suicide.
The second—framed, imprisoned, his family destroyed.
The third—vanished after a family incident, unable to take the pressure.
The core issue? Everyone knew her boyfriends were fake! James Sutherland knew, the Doran family knew—even her own brother knew.
Which meant... no one cared whether they lived or died.
And Jasmine alone couldn’t protect them.
But her younger brother—Young Master Doran—was someone who could protect people. His influence was equal to that of James Sutherland!
His real name was Dante Doran, 26 years old, the eldest male grandson of the Doran family’s main branch—and the most beloved. He had access to a large portion of the family’s power, resources, and authority. In terms of hierarchy within the Doran family, Dante was in the sky while Jasmine was in the mud!
Still, they were only a year apart. They grew up together—attended the same elementary, middle, and high schools.
Their bond was rock solid. Jasmine had always been fierce—especially when it came to protecting her brother. Back in school brawls, she was the one who’d stand in front of him. Ironically, she was also the one who beat him the most.
The result? Dante now both respected and feared her. You could sum it up in three words: Deep sibling bond.
He was strongly against their grandfather’s plan to marry Jasmine off to James Sutherland.
But as a junior family member, his objections didn’t carry much weight. And unlike Jasmine, he didn’t have the guts to curse out the old man or slap his uncles around.
And since everyone knew her boyfriends were fake, Dante had never taken them seriously—just saw them as tools.
If he didn’t care, Jasmine had no support.
That’s why this time had to be different.
She wanted her fourth fake boyfriend to appear real!
Alexander was nothing like the previous three. What made him special? He knew everything. The inside story. The bet. The tactics James used.
The first three had been clueless.
They thought they hit the jackpot, that Jasmine had chosen them. Even though she bossed them around like servants, and they couldn’t even hold her hand, they still daydreamed about winning her heart.
Delusional.
Jasmine had made up her mind—this time had to be different!
She wanted everyone to believe she had really found love!
Only if Dante believed she’d fallen in love would he back her fully—without hesitation with family loyalty and sibling affection.
“Your clothes are too plain,” Jasmine said, eyeing him up and down.
“Then buy me new ones—your treat,” Alexander replied.
“Deal.” Jasmine grinned, then linked her arm with his and headed out.
The doors opened.
Eight bodyguards followed behind.
They headed downstairs.
The whole company erupted in whispers and chaos!
Everyone across several floors of Magical Glamour had seen it—Jasmine Doran, their stunning cold-faced CEO, actually holding a man’s arm while heading downstairs. Sure, they knew she’d had boyfriends before, but she never showed a trace of affection in public.
What’s going on now?
Jasmine, Alexander, and eight bodyguards—ten people total—took the elevator to the underground garage.
Three cars rolled up.
Front and back: Cadillac Escalades. Center: a Maybach.
They got in.
And drove off!
 

 
Monarch Vault
“He made you cut your finger?” Dante face twisted with rage.
“Yes, Young Master Doran. He seemed to know the rules of the street well… felt like this wasn’t his first time using your name to bluff,” Raymond Costa answered carefully.
As the one involved, Raymond had to report everything himself. Paul Santino had told him to be honest and hold nothing back.
A vein bulged on Dante’s temple. He was absolutely furious.
Not because of Raymond losing a finger—Raymond wasn’t his direct subordinate. What truly enraged him was how far that imposter had gone around using his name!
If word got out, his reputation would be finished!
Everyone on the NY City circuit knew they feared Young Master Doran. Now someone dared to throw his name around and stir up trouble? And got away scoot free? He’d be a laughingstock!
“That happened at Zach Mitchell’s bar?” Dante asked, his voice cold.
“Yes.”
Dante picked up his phone and called Zach.
“Zach, come to my club.”
Ten minutes later, Zach Mitchell arrived with his men.
After passing through security, he nodded to Dante, but then his eyes landed on Paul Santino. His expression darkened.
“Santino’s here too? I was just about to call you. Your guy stole my car. Guess fate brought us together today.”
“What do you mean, my guy stole your car?!” Paul jumped up, leaning on his cane. “Cut the crap! Who the hell stole your car?!” He couldn’t accept all this being said in front of Dante—it’d make him responsible for “breaking the peace.”
And Zach had only said it out loud because Dante was here.
“The man and woman at my bar last night—weren’t they your people?” Zach asked coldly, pushing up his glasses.
“Them?” Paul froze, suddenly realizing it was a misunderstanding.
“Zach, sit. This might be a misunderstanding. I called you here to ask—those two from last night, do you know them? Are they regulars at your place?” Dante asked.
“Misunderstanding?” Zach was puzzled. Seeing Dante knew about it too, he hesitated, then sat and began explaining everything that happened.
Late last night, he’d returned to the bar to find Raymond and his men waiting. Raymond had sliced off his own finger and was clutching the wound.
Zach had thought it was about to get violent—but Raymond was respectful, called him “Brother Zach,” and even promised full compensation.
Zach didn’t want to start a turf war, so he let it go after a few harsh words.
Later, he questioned the staff.
They said it was a young man and woman who somehow got into a conflict with Raymond’s people—and the guy fought brutally.
Just as things were about to blow up, the young man made a phone call—and handed the phone to Raymond.
Raymond heard the voice on the line and suddenly backed down. Called the man “Big Brother.” Got on his knees. Even cut his finger.
Zach had guessed the guy must be related to Paul somehow—maybe a rich kid, maybe even Paul’s illegitimate son.
He didn’t care either way.
But when he was about to leave, he realized… his white Lamborghini was gone!
Security footage showed the young couple driving off in it.
Zach was going to call Paul.
But he figured he’d catch them first—and use that to pressure Paul later.
His men had tracked the car down in the morning… but lost it again.
Now the whole city was on the hunt.
Zach explained all this—but didn’t mention his personal suspicions. Still, everyone could read between the lines. But that wasn’t the focus anymore.
The room fell into an eerie silence.
Dante lit a cigarette, took a deep drag, his eyes brimming with murder.
“Santino, what the hell is going on?” Zach whispered.
“That guy used Young Master Doran’s name and..…” Paul quickly explained.
Zach immediately got it.
This guy was insane!
He hurt Santino’s men, stole Zach’s car, and used Dante’s name! Offending two local bosses and one big boss in a single night—he was practically begging for death! Hitting the trifecta of poking the hornet nest.
“Find him. I don’t care how. Alive. And bring him to me. I want to crush him with my own hands! I want to CUT him up.” Dante growled through gritted teeth.
“You got it, Sir.”
“We’ll find him, guaranteed.”
Paul and Zach responded together.
Just then—chaotic footsteps echoed outside the room.
And faintly, the voices of bodyguards called out in unison—
“Miss Doran!”
“My sister’s here,” Dante said, standing up. He stubbed out his cigarette immediately—because he knew Jasmine hated the smell.
Paul, Zach, and the others all stood up.
The door was opened by the bodyguards outside. Jasmine gestured for them not to follow and walked into the room with Alexander. Paul and Zach both bowed respectfully. “Miss Doran!”
They hadn’t actually met Jasmine many times before.
Their understanding of her was very limited.
But they knew one thing clearly: Jasmine Doran was the most formidable third-generation member of the Doran family. Her methods and capabilities rivaled those of seasoned schemers. The only reason her family ties weren’t strong was because she was both a woman and too dominant in character.
But whether her relationship with the family was good or not, had nothing to do with street figures like Paul and Zach.
What they did know was—Dante Doran was afraid of his sister. That made them even more afraid of Jasmine.
Offending her was far worse than offending Dante!
“Jasmine, what’s so urgent that you had to come in person?” Dante said with a smile, looking a little nervous as he waved the air—clearly trying to disperse the cigarette smell.
While Dante was speaking, Paul and the others were heading toward the door when—
“It's him!” Raymond Costa suddenly shouted.
He pointed excitedly at the young man in the blue suit beside Jasmine, his face twitching with anger and disbelief. “Boss! Sir Dante! It was him last night!”
He was burning with hatred.
He had truly been terrified the night before. Realizing he’d offended someone he never should’ve, he’d even cut off a finger. There was no hatred at the time, only a sense of gratitude that the bigwig let him off the hook.
But when he later found out that he’d been tricked, his rage became a hundred times stronger!
That’s how people are.
When publicly humiliated by a true big shot, they don’t dare hate them—maybe even took it as a lesson.
But being played by some random punk?
The humiliation stings more than the pain of losing a finger!
He had witnessed Dante’s fury earlier and had already decided—once that punk was found, he’d cut off his hand first, then hand him over to Dante for whatever punishment he wanted. Dante said “alive,” but didn’t say “intact.”
He never imagined that before he could act, Alexander would show up right in front of him.
When the door had first opened, Raymond hadn’t even recognized him—Alexander had changed. Before coming here, Jasmine had taken him shopping and dressed him in an extremely expensive suit with luxury accessories.
He looked nothing like he did the day before.
Raymond, trembling with excitement, shouted the moment he recognized him—stunning everyone in the room.
Zach squinted at Alexander carefully.
He had passed by him the night before without really noticing. But after reviewing the bar’s surveillance footage, he had memorized Alexander’s face. It really was him.
But neither he nor Paul dared move.
This was Dante’s turf—they couldn’t act recklessly.
And this guy had come in with THE Jasmine Doran.
“That’s him?” Dante asked, glancing between Raymond and Alexander.
“Yes, yes, it’s definitely him!” Raymond said, but noticed Paul giving him a look, so he quickly lowered his voice.
“Well, look at that—everyone’s here,” Alexander suddenly said with a calm smile.
Everyone turned toward him.
Paul had never met him before, but Alexander had seen Paul countless times in previous loops.
The whole room felt familiar!
“Oh, right. I borrowed your car last night. Here’s your key—it’s in the underground garage at Halston Tower, Lot Seven.” Alexander pulled out the Lamborghini keys and tossed them casually to Zach.
Zach caught them instinctively, but was too stunned to respond.
Alexander’s calmness in this setting made it impossible to read his background.
“Jasmine… who is this guy exactly?” Dante finally asked.
“What do you mean ‘this guy’?” Jasmine frowned. “He is your brother-in-law. Address him properly!”
“Bro… brother-in-law?” Dante looked like he’d just been slapped. He nearly choked.
He instinctively assumed this was another fake-boyfriend stunt. But Jasmine had never once asked him to call any of her past fake boyfriends “brother-in-law.”
“Address him properly!” Jasmine gave Dante a warning glare.
“Brother-in-law… Hello.” Dante greeted Alexander politely.
He wasn’t afraid of Alexander—he was afraid of his sister.
He was worried that if he didn’t say it, Jasmine would slap him in front of everyone. That’d be humiliating beyond belief.
Hiss…
Zach, Paul, and Raymond all gasped.
This guy in his early twenties… was Dante Doran’s brother-in-law?! Jasmine Doran’s man?!
They were screwed. This just got serious.
They thought they’d been played by a conman, only to find out he was actually a big deal!
And not just any big deal—he was the kind even Dante wouldn’t dare cross!
They couldn’t figure out why Dante didn’t know his own brother-in-law, but it was obvious now: Jasmine probably hadn’t been with him for long.
But just from her making Dante call him “brother-in-law” in public, it was clear—they had a strong relationship.
Which meant… he was family.
And they? Outsiders.
Paul kept casting glances at Raymond.
Raymond was already sweating bullets. He felt like his end was near.
The room grew heavy with tension.
“You guys can leave now,” Dante said, breaking the silence.
“Yes, yes.” Paul and the others quickly responded, not daring to look at Jasmine or Alexander as they made their exit.
Jasmine and Alexander walked further into the room, arms linked naturally.
Suddenly—
Jasmine covered her mouth, looking unwell, and gagged a couple of times. As if she couldn’t hold it anymore, she pushed Alexander aside and rushed into the bathroom, slamming the door shut behind her—dry heaving audibly from inside.
Paul and the others, just reaching the door, froze.
Then looked shocked.
Then… bewildered.
They were all older and knew full well what sudden nausea in a woman might mean.
Dante knew too.
Even Alexander was a little confused.
This hadn’t been part of the plan! It was a last-minute decision by Jasmine. He understood the implication—but still… this was taking it way too far. Too quickly.
Clearly, she’d done it intentionally. With Dante’s key people still present, she staged the scene to spark exactly this misunderstanding.
Alexander quickly walked over and tried to open the bathroom door. It was locked.
He knocked and said, “Jasmine, you okay in there?”
“I’m fine… gag… really… just a sec…”
When Jasmine finally came out of the bathroom, everyone else was gone.
Only Dante and Alexander remained.
Alexander supported Jasmine, asking with concern, “Are you really okay?”
“Perfectly,” Jasmine replied with a grin.
Dante was stunned—his sister smiled?! At a man?!
“You really don’t hold back with the theatrics,” Alexander whispered beside her ear.
“What, getting cold feet? Afraid James will kill you if he finds out?” she replied, voice barely audible.
“You think I’d be scared?” Alexander shot back.
Dante couldn’t hear their exchange. All he saw was his sister whispering intimately with her “boyfriend,” both smiling.
There was still some lingering smoke in the air.
Dante suddenly strode to the window, pushed it open to air out the room.
He then picked up the ashtray from the coffee table and dumped the entire thing—ash and all—into the trash can.
“No need to fuss. Sit,” Jasmine said as she pulled Alexander to the couch with her.
“Jasmine… you’re not…?” Dante raised his hand, as if trying to gesture but hesitated. He was clearly referring to her belly.
“Just not feeling well,” Jasmine replied vaguely, as if trying to deny it. But the more she denied, the more Dante misunderstood.
Is she really… pregnant?
With this guy’s kid?!
Is she… finally serious about someone?

Dante stared at Alexander with a scrutinizing, increasingly hostile look.

He just couldn’t see what was so special about this guy.
Sure, he looked decent, but nowhere near drop-dead handsome. His height was above average—but most importantly, he looked way too young.
To some, youth might be an advantage, but in the eyes of certain people, it wasn’t.
Because youth usually meant inexperience and lack of ability. As the saying goes, “Not ready for prime time.” To successful figures and people of power, being young rarely equates to being competent.
And Dante knew his older sister very well.
Even if she brought home a middle-aged man in his forties or fifties, Dante wouldn’t be surprised—because he understood exactly what kind of person Jasmine Doran was: forceful, domineering, utterly ruthless. To her, weak and incompetent men were just trash.
She admired men with true capability. Even those born into power—second-generation elites with deep family backgrounds—if they were just idling their lives away, Jasmine wouldn’t spare them a glance, even if they had more influence than her.
But if a self-made businessman clawed his way up from nothing—even if he wasn’t filthy rich, even if he used dirty tricks to rise—Jasmine would still show him respect.
So… Dante really couldn’t wrap his head around it.
Why would his cold, fierce, and all-powerful sister fall for some guy barely in his twenties?
It just didn’t make sense logically, and because it didn’t, Dante started to believe—his strong and capable sister had probably been duped by some smooth-talking pretty boy!
He knew that Jasmine, despite her mature thinking and sharp judgment, had never really been in a relationship. She was a rookie when it came to love. Maybe this slick little player used sweet talk and flattery to con her.
Love makes people blind. It lowers their IQ.
Yes!
That had to be it!
The more Dante thought about it, the more convinced he became. In his heart, he had already made up his mind—he had to rescue his sister from this fraud and expose the pretty boy’s true identity!
“Dante, what are you staring at?” Jasmine frowned and waved her hand in front of his face. Dante had been staring at Alexander for quite a while now.
Anyone else might’ve felt awkward under that gaze, but not Alexander. He simply kept his calm smile.
“Oh… nothing. Just looking at my brother-in-law,” Dante replied with a forced grin, then casually asked, “Brother-in-law, you look pretty young, huh?”
“Twenty-two,” Alexander replied with a smile.
“Only 22? Just graduated from college?” Dante asked.
“Yeah, just graduated this year.”
“So fresh out of school… when did you and my sister meet?”
“Three months ago. She came to our university herself to recruit interns. That’s when we met,” Alexander answered fluently.
Jasmine gave Alexander a sidelong glance.
She had indeed gone to Brooklyn College three months ago—but she’d never told Alexander that.
“Only three months?” Dante smiled gracefully but clearly didn’t buy it. “And you’re already talking marriage? Sis, didn’t you always say you’d never get married?”
“I’m not here to chat with you!” Jasmine snapped, glaring at him.
“Oh come on, let’s just talk a bit.” Dante was really pushing it today. He was prepared to take a beating if necessary—he had to expose this scammer!
“Oh right, brother-in-law,” Dante said, putting on a sincere tone, “there seemed to be some misunderstanding between you and Paul’s guys yesterday. I’ll apologize on their behalf.”
“No worries. We’re all family here,” Alexander said casually.
“So generous, just like I thought. Hmm? Paul and the others said you were with some young girl at Night Light bar yesterday. Who was she? Your sister?”
“Young girl?” Jasmine narrowed her eyes and shot a look at Alexander, reacting fast.
She had no clue what happened yesterday—and frankly, she didn’t care. Whether Alexander was seeing other women didn’t matter; their relationship was fake!
But—
In front of her brother, she had to pretend to care. She had to act a little sensitive.
“She’s not my sister. Her name’s Mia Murphy.” Alexander answered immediately. “She’s the daughter of Roland Murphy, owner of Murphy Biotech. You really ought to thank me—if I hadn’t stepped in yesterday, Raymond Costa would’ve made a move on her, and you might not have been able to clean up the mess!”
Dante’s expression changed.
Murphy Biotech was a leading firm, dominant in the biomedical sector. Roland Murphy was worth over a hundred million at the very least on his own, and held a seat as a city representative—his roots in the area ran deep.
Sure, the Murphy family was no match for the Dorans—The two were from a different league altogether. As far as heaven and earth.
But still… as the saying goes, even a mighty dragon struggles against a local snake!
In NY, Mu Biotech was the local snake. And NY wasn’t the base for the Doran’s.
And Dante was a dragon from out of town.
The biomedical industry was murky and tightly connected. Without the right people, you couldn’t even set foot in it.
Alexander wasn’t lying. If something had happened to Mia last night, even Dante might not have been able to handle it. Roland only had one daughter—and he spoiled her rotten!
Dante didn’t exactly fear Roland, but here, if he did go head-to-head with him… even if he won, it would come at a massive cost.
“Well… I really do owe you, brother-in-law,” Dante muttered, his expression tight.
“Let’s not waste time on this. Dante, I came to see you today because something urgent’s come up,” Jasmine said, voice firm.
“Whatever it is, just say it, Sis.”
Mia’s situation was dropped. Dante didn’t press for details, because from Alexander’s wording earlier, it sounded like he actually knew Roland.
Alexander had intentionally let them draw that conclusion. While it was true Alexander now knew Roland, Roland didn’t know him yet. But if Alexander wanted to make that connection official? It’d be a matter of minutes.
“Let your brother-in-law explain,” Jasmine added, gesturing at Alexander.
Dante frowned slightly.
This pretty boy had that much influence over Jasmine?
He’d seen all of Jasmine’s past fake boyfriends—timid and terrified in front of her. Not one of them dared breathe loudly.
But this guy…
Alexander didn’t care what Dante was thinking. He got straight to the point, laying out the situation.
“The authorities are about to come down on my club? No way. How could you know that?” Dante narrowed his eyes and questioned him.
He knew the club was a lightning rod, and it also was a ticking bomb, but he’d always managed to smooth things over. Everyone knew he was the Doran family’s eldest grandson—who would dare mess with him?
His grandfather, Richard Doran, was still alive and well!
“You shouldn’t have been secretly recording those videos to blackmail people. And… you really should’ve cut off ties with Xie Hu long ago,” Alexander said plainly.
“You…” Dante’s face suddenly grew tense. He even glanced at his sister.
Xie Hu was a member of one rich overseas billionaires, now spending his days in the USA. Even Jasmine didn’t know about his business with Xie Hu—so how did this guy?
“You’re still in contact with that bastard Xie?” Jasmine’s reaction was explosive. She shot to her feet and pointed at her brother. “How many times have I warned you? He’s scum! Have you just been ignoring me this whole time?!”
“Okay, okay, calm down, Sis… take it easy… think of your health. Sit, please,” Dante leaned back a bit, worried she might slap him right there.
“Your sister’s right. That guy Xie really is scum,” Alexander added. “This time, he’s the one who sold you out. He started the whole thing, but now he’s pushing all the blame onto you—claiming it was your idea.”
Dante’s face went dark. He slowly clenched his fists.
Even though he was still half-skeptical of Alexander, Xie Hu had been acting strange for months. It had been a long time since he’d brought any new clients.
“How do you know all this? And why should I believe you? Who told you?” Dante suddenly fixed Alexander with a suspicious glare.
He was starting to doubt Alexander’s entire identity.
Something just wasn’t right.





Chapter 7: Apologize.

“There are things I don’t need to explain in full. I came here for Jasmine,” Alexander said calmly. He looked at her, then back at Dante. “You’re her brother. If something happened to you, she’d be devastated. That’s why I came.”
“Cut the cryptic crap, you little punk!” Dante suddenly slammed the table and shot to his feet. “I’m telling you—if you don’t explain everything today, you’re not leaving this room alive!”
Alexander just smiled.
No wonder they were siblings. That line? Jasmine had said it to him not long ago.
“Dante! What the hell are you doing?” Jasmine snapped, furious.
“Sis! I’m telling you—he’s a liar! He’s definitely hiding something! You can’t trust him!” Dante pointed at Alexander, yelling.

“Dante! Calm down and let your brother-in-law finish,” Jasmine said sternly.

“I don’t care how he conned you, Sis—there’s no way I’m trusting him!” Dante snapped. “He can’t even say where he got his information! For all we know, he was sent here to get close to you—and now he’s trying to set me up?”
Dante’s outburst wasn’t just because Alexander refused to reveal his source—it was also rooted in deep-seated bias.
In psychology, this is called stereotype prejudice—forming a fixed, generalized opinion about someone or something.
Dante believed Alexander was just some smooth-talking pretty boy conning his sister. Because of that hostility, no matter what Alexander said, he’d assume the worst.
“You really need to work on that temper of yours,” Alexander said flatly.
“Shut the hell up! Don’t lecture me!” Dante shouted, grabbing his jacket from the side and pulling out a gun from it.
He was just about to raise the muzzle toward Alexander—
Smack!
A sharp slap landed across Dante’s face, stunning him.
“You’re out of your mind! Hand me that gun!” Jasmine exploded in rage, snatching the weapon out of her brother’s hand.
“You hit me… for him? For a stranger?” Dante held his cheek and stared at his sister in disbelief.
“I’m trying to keep you from dying in prison!” Jasmine snapped through clenched teeth, raising her hand again—causing Dante to flinch instinctively.
“Sit. Down.” Jasmine barked, pointing to the sofa.
Dante sat, face dark and brooding. He didn’t even glance at his sister, just kept his eyes locked on Alexander like he was ready to tear him apart.
Jasmine walked back to the other side and sat next to Alexander, tossing the gun casually on the coffee table. She rubbed her forehead, clearly exhausted and overwhelmed.
“Take it easy. No need to escalate things. You’re siblings—don’t let this ruin your relationship,” Alexander tried to soothe her.
“Cut the nice guy act, you piece of trash. My sister and I are just fine—don’t act like you care!” Dante barked again, still seething.
Then he turned to Jasmine and said, “You’re seriously putting your trust in a guy who can’t even explain where his info came from?”
Jasmine gave her brother a blank look.
Trust Alexander?
To be honest, she didn’t fully trust him either.
But Alexander had told her he was an intelligence broker—and he’d already proved himself. He’d accurately exposed a traitor right beside her. So even if she couldn’t vouch for his character, when it came to intel, she could rely on him.
She didn’t know what kind of tricks Alexander might play in the future, but if he did have some grand scheme, right now was still the “gain trust” stage—he’d need to provide useful info first.
So when it came to what he said about her brother being in danger…
She chose to believe it.
Worry clouds judgment.
Jasmine didn’t want anything to happen to Dante, which is why she was willing to work with Alexander.
And she knew—if she hadn’t been present today, Dante probably would’ve pulled that trigger. That slap she gave him was necessary.
Instead of answering the trust question, Jasmine gestured to Alexander. “Go on.”
Alexander nodded. “Right now, only a handful of people in the political and legal circles know about the crackdown on your Club. Four months ago, A new Deputy Director of Public Security was assigned to here. His sole task—build the case against your Club.”
“Secretary Mitchel from the Party Committee knows about it too. He has some ties with your family, sure—but this case is huge, and he’s chosen to stay out of it.”
“They’re still in the evidence-gathering phase,” Alexander continued. “Some investigators have gone in undercover disguised as customers. Others have already infiltrated the club as employees and collected a large amount of evidence.”
Alexander then turned to Jasmine. “Did you bring a notepad?”
Being a businesswoman, Jasmine always carried a notebook and pen.
She pulled them from her bag and handed them over.
Alexander quickly scribbled down a list of names—along with their positions at the Club.
Waiters, cleaners, chefs, bartenders… all kinds of roles.
The one thing they had in common?
Every single one of them joined within the last four months.
Because Dante managed the club with tight control, no one had been able to get close to him yet. These agents were still stuck on the outer layers.
That’s also why the investigation had been dragging on.
Otherwise, the authorities would've already moved in!
Alexander tossed the notebook over to Dante.
Dante took it with a grim face, glanced over the names, and then looked back at Alexander. “So just because you say so, they’re all undercover?”
“They probably still have undeclared intel on them. You’ll know once you check,” Alexander shrugged.
Dante said nothing for a few seconds, then picked up his phone and made a call. “Notify housekeeping, food services, operations…” He listed off departments and finished, “Have everyone gather in the second-floor lobby.”
Then he made another call. “Old Man Ray, head to the second-floor lobby. Give the works a little… pep talk. Keep them busy.”
Once those calls were made, Dante stood up.
The people were being moved.
Next?
Naturally, search the rooms of the names on that list!
Dante didn’t go himself. Instead, he summoned one of his trusted bodyguards from outside the room and gave him the order.
These men were handpicked—retired special forces, scouts—experts.
Once everything was arranged…
Dante stayed in the room, staring daggers at Alexander.
“I’m waiting for your apology,” Alexander said with a faint smile.
“Hah!” Dante scoffed coldly.
Suddenly, Jasmine leaned over, looping her arm around Alexander’s. She whispered in his ear, “What should we eat for lunch?”
“French, maybe? Don’t you like foie gras?”
“But I’m not feeling great today.”
“Then something lighter. How about Japanese? There’s a new place that opened just a few days—it’s pretty good. Or we can go home, and I’ll cook for you.”
Under normal circumstances, given everything that was happening with Dante, Jasmine wouldn’t be talking about lunch. It made no sense.
But on second thought—if Jasmine could still talk to Alexander so intimately in this situation, it only reinforced the image of a woman madly in love.
Dante sat across from them, tearing paper into little strips and glaring like a predator.
He truly loved his sister.
Was this all because of James Sutherland? Was she forced into choosing this clown?
Dante’s men worked fast.
About 20 minutes later, there was a knock at the door.
“Come in,” Dante said.
A bodyguard stepped in, carrying a tray with an assortment of items—laptops, phones, DV cams, even a vacuum-sealed spy cam, a diary, and a bugging device.
“Boss…” the bodyguard placed the tray on the table and leaned in to whisper something.
Dante’s expression changed as he listened.
He immediately grabbed the diary and flipped through it—pages and pages of client names, meeting dates, phone numbers.
Then he checked the DV cam—hidden footage. Tons of it.
Photos too.
All of it showing Monarch Vault’s facilities, staff, and business operations.
He opened the laptop, phone, and spy cam data card. The devices were locked, but his top hackers had already cracked them.
The more he looked, the faster his breathing got. His face turned savage, veins bulging on his forehead…
No one would collect this kind of evidence without a reason!
One photo even showed his accounting ledgers.
Alexander had been telling the truth!
“Everyone on this damn list—arrest them! Now! Screw them all, they want to play dirty with me?!” Dante shouted furiously, leaping to his feet.
“You can’t,” Alexander said calmly. “If even one of them goes missing, it could trigger the operation prematurely. They’ve already collected some evidence—but they’re still waiting on the key piece: the gambling records. That’s the only reason they haven’t made a move yet.”
The bodyguard paused and looked back at Dante.
“You want to vent and end up in prison? Or make it through this in one piece?” Alexander asked him directly.
Dante froze. Cold sweat ran down his back.
“Put everything back exactly as it was,” Alexander told the bodyguard.
He hesitated, but seeing that Dante didn’t object, he picked up the tray and left.
Dante sat down again, eyes wide, mind racing.
He was now thinking about all the terrible consequences that could happen.
“You want to avoid prison?” Alexander asked.
Dante’s head snapped up. “What do I have to do?”
“Apologize to me,” Alexander said, face expressionless, “and I’ll tell you how to.”
Alexander spoke with deliberate seriousness.
Even though Jasmine had paid him to help Dante, as his "brother-in-law," he couldn’t just sit there and let the younger man act up—he had to show some authority.
There was still a long road ahead. He had to plan for the future.
“What are you doing?” Jasmine nudged Alexander lightly on the shoulder. “He’s my little brother—your little brother too now. We’re all family. I already slapped him. If you have a solution, just say it.”
She even sounded a little coquettish—clearly part of the act.
But her concern for Dante was very real.
Given how much evidence the authorities had already gathered, she truly couldn’t think of another way to protect her brother.
“This kid doesn’t even treat me like his brother-in-law,” Alexander muttered, shooting her a glance.
“Come on, don’t be like that.” Jasmine smiled, but where Dante couldn’t see, she gave Alexander a small pinch.
That was a warning: Don’t forget I paid you.
Granted, she only paid for the intel—not the solution.
“Brother-in-law, what are you talking about? Of course, you’re my brother-in-law!” Dante suddenly grinned, all sincerity and warmth. He stood up, took out a cigarette and offered it to Alexander, smiling brightly.
“I was in the wrong earlier. You're the bigger man—let it slide, alright? I was just worried about my sister falling for the wrong guy. Of course, I wasn’t talking about you! You’ve got skills, and you’re a great match for my sister…”
A real man knows when to bow and when to rise.
Dante was no fool. His current crisis wasn’t just because he flew too close to the sun—it was mainly because he was sold out.
Alexander looked at the young man bending over with a cigarette and gave a faint smile. He took the cigarette but set it down on the table.
He didn’t smoke.
But taking it was a gesture—accepting the apology.
“You should cut back on those. One day they’ll kill you—and no amount of money will save you. How many times have I told you that?” Jasmine scolded lightly.
Dante didn’t dare talk back.
“First,” Alexander began without hesitation, “you need to get rid of Xie Hu. He knows too much about your operation. Only if he’s dead can you come out of this clean.”
Dante had just sat down and froze.
Xie Hu was a member of the Xie family—though only from a collateral branch. He always acted subservient around Dante, calling him “bro” every other sentence and sucking up like his life depended on it.
But still, he was a Xie.
If he suddenly died...
“Son of a bitch! Tried to set me up?!” Dante slammed his thigh and his face darkened viciously. He quickly weighed the risks. Compared to what could happen if he didn’t act, killing Xie Hu was the better option.
“You know he’s a drug user, right?” Alexander asked.
Dante nodded. He knew.
In the truly powerful families, drugs were taboo. Absolutely forbidden. For how could they risk losing their few youngling?
Dante had never touched them himself. But yes—he knew Xie Hu had been using for years.
“Xie Hu’s got a mistress. Lives in Villa 17 at XXX. He goes there often and uses drugs with her. Send someone to the address……..He will die of an overdose, got it?” Alexander said calmly.
Dante’s eyes slowly widened, then broke into a grin. “Yes, yes, Brother-in-law is right!”
When it comes to killing, the method is usually “an accident.”
But if the accident is too suspicious, it invites investigation.
However, if Xie Hu were to inject himself to death… the Xie family would probably treat it as a disgrace and will work to cover up rather than dig deeper.
“Second,” Alexander continued, “all the evidence is currently stored in one person’s hands. Get it and destroy it, and you’re safe.”
“The Deputy Director of Public Security?” Dante asked.
“Exactly. He was transferred in just to take you down. All the evidence is with him!”
“Alright, I’ll take him out!” Dante said through clenched teeth.
“Are you nuts?!” Alexander snapped. “He’s the Deputy Director! You're trying to blow this up even worse? I’m warning you—don’t touch anyone involved in the investigation!”
“Then… what should I do?”
“Steal it.”
“Steal…?”
Dante looked baffled.
How the hell was he supposed to do that? He didn’t even know where the evidence was stored. Even if he tried to find out, there might not be enough time.
“Apartment complex 501, Unit 3, Alley 2, Willow Street. In the master bedroom, under the wardrobe, there’s a hidden safe. The code is 571564. The evidence is in there.
Because this operation is top secret, there’s only one copy of the evidence to prevent leaks. Send someone to take it and destroy it.”
Dante was stunned.
Even Jasmine turned to look at Alexander, her expression serious and confused.
Because Alexander was being way too specific.
He even knew the safe combination.
“Third,” Alexander went on, “you need to shut down the Club immediately. You can’t reopen until the heat completely dies down.”
“No problem. I can shut it down today,” Dante nodded.
“You can’t shut it down directly. That would be suspicious.” Alexander countered. “I’ll explain the process in detail later.”
“Fourth,” Alexander continued, “You need to report all of this to your grandfather. Especially your dealings with Xie Hu—make everything crystal clear.”
“Uhh…” Dante’s face changed, looking clearly troubled. “That’s not a great idea. Grandpa’s temper…”
He was afraid of having his legs broken.
“This hit on you? It’s from the Devonte family,” Alexander said. “The Doran family might be just as strong as them, but you gave them an opening. They’re taking the chance to crush you. Your grandfather has to know about this. Understand?”
“The Devonte family…” Dante muttered.
The major families usually maintained decent public relationships—despite the political scheming behind the scenes.
But the Devonte and Doran families were an exception.
They’d been at war for years.
It even escalated into an all-out conflict, with people from both families thrown in prison.
Things only cooled down when the patriarchs of both families stepped down from power.
Even in recent years, the conflict never truly stopped.
And the Devonte family had been gaining the upper hand.
That was one of the main reasons why the Doran family patriarch had insisted Jasmine marry James Sutherland—to strengthen the alliance with the Sutherland family against the Devonte.
“I get it. I’ll talk to Grandpa,” Dante nodded.
This wasn’t just about him. It involved a war between two great families.
It wouldn’t end cleanly.
Even after solving the major issue, smaller problems would arise.
Grandpa needed to know—only then could the Doran family act quickly.
“Don’t mention me,” Alexander added.
“Huh?” Dante didn’t quite hear him.
“When you talk to your grandfather, don’t mention me,” Alexander repeated, taking Jasmine’s hand. “What I have with Jasmine… it’s enough that you know. Your grandfather is dead set on marrying her off to James. If he finds out about me, it won’t end well—for either of us.”
“Got it. I won’t say a word,” Dante replied immediately. “I’ll just say it was all my own discovery.”
Alexander nodded.
“Then, brother-in-law… about closing the club…” Dante asked humbly for advice.
“That depends on whether you’re willing to sacrifice.”
“I am! I’d tear this place down if I had to!” Dante swore.
“Then you just need to—”
Riiing, riiing…
Dante’s phone rang.
He instantly frowned. Everyone around him knew not to disturb him when his sister was visiting.
He glanced at the caller ID and rejected the call, turning back to Alexander with a smile. “Please continue, brother-in-law.”
Riiing, riiing…
The caller was persistent.
“What the hell’s your problem?!” Dante barked into the phone as he picked up.
“Boss…” It was one of his trusted men, reporting with obvious hesitation.
The anger on Dante’s face quickly faded, replaced by a look of shock. His eyes widened.
Something huge had happened!
“How much did we lose? Two hundred million?! Alright… I’m on my way!” He hung up and turned to Alexander and Jasmine.
“Sis, brother-in-law, give me a moment. Something just happened at the casino—I need to check it out.”
And with that, he rushed out the door.
“Was it Alan, the CEO of Flexible Aluminum?” Alexander asked casually from his seat.
Dante froze mid-step. He turned slowly to stare at Alexander in disbelief.
Because Alexander was right.
He knew again!
“Let’s go. We’ll go check it out together,” Alexander said as he stood up, casually adjusted his clothes. Jasmine stood as well, gently straightening his collar before linking arms with him.
Dante took in the scene with sharp eyes. At this point, he had no doubt—this man, Alexander, was indeed the one his sister had chosen. And it wasn’t fake.
The group stepped out. A dozen bodyguards followed behind them as they headed for the stairwell.
The Monarch Vault club might not be the largest establishment in the country in terms of size, but it was definitely the most luxurious.
The building had eleven floors—not particularly tall, but with a huge footprint. Each floor was massive.
The first floor housed the largest bar in NY City.
Floors two through seven were the sauna and massage complex.
The eighth floor was for staff.
Floors nine and ten contained the casino and high-end suites.
And the top floor—the eleventh—was the exclusive VIP zone.
Officially, Monarch Vault main business was sauna and massage services—of the not-so-legal kind.
The club employed over a thousand female "technicians" alone, not counting other staff.
The club had over 1,200 rooms—just for guests! That included the suites in the casino area.
By Alexander’s strict standards, the average appearance rating of the club’s technicians was at least 7.5 out of 10.
The quality was shockingly high!
Of course, most of them had undergone cosmetic procedures, aside from a few natural beauties.
The sauna and massage business, however, was just the surface.
The real business happened on the ninth and tenth floors—the casino.
Only regulars were allowed in, and discretion was paramount. New patrons only got in by being referred through close, trusted connections.
A dozen people stepped into the elevator. A bodyguard swiped a key card before pressing the button for the 9th floor.
Time to hit the casino.




Chapter 8: I’ll play.
 

“Brother-in-law, how did you know it was Alan, the CEO of Flexible Aluminum?” Dante finally asked.
“He arrived in NY City yesterday,” Alexander replied. “And he brought in a professional gambler from Macau—he wants to make a comeback and reclaim his losses.”
He glanced at Dante and added,
“You had your people win thirty million from him. That’s where the problem started. His father-in-law is very close to the Devonte family.”
This whole situation Dante found himself in wasn’t because Monarch Vault was too flashy.
It wasn’t because he secretly recorded powerful figures enjoying themselves at the club.
It wasn’t even because he’d tried to blackmail anyone.
It all started with the casino.
The business between Dante and Xie Hu, to put it plainly, involved Xie Hu leveraging his network to lure billionaires into Monarch Vault’s casino.
Dante would then arrange for his own men—gambling pros—to let those billionaires win at first… then lose everything.
No need for any advanced cheating systems. Dante had hired real gambling experts for huge sums.
Most of the billionaires were businessmen who thought they could gamble but didn’t truly understand the game.
They believed in luck, so if you let them win—they’d think it was skill or fortune. Then you let them lose.
So far, more than twenty high-profile businessmen had lost over a dozen million each at the casino.
Those who lost tens of millions? Even more.
Of course, Dante knew better than to push too hard.
He never bled anyone completely dry. He wasn’t stupid enough to make enemies of real power.
But some just wouldn’t listen!
Their gambling addiction was too strong.
Alan, CEO of Flexible Aluminum, was one of those people.
He lost two hundred millions dollars at the club. And he till wanted to keep playing.
So he lost another hundred.
Only after running out of cash on hand did he stop.
Dante didn’t allow credit.
Flexible Aluminum’s market value was hundreds of millions. But market value isn’t cash flow. Alan had liquidity problems now.
He had essentially gambled away all of his company’s liquid capital—and Flexible Aluminum immediately began to face operational issues.
Alan didn’t dare go after Dante. He couldn’t afford to invite the direct wrath of Doran family by crossing the line.
So he began scraping together funds from wherever he could.
During that process, he told a few people about how he’d lost the money—only to discover he wasn’t alone.
Several others had lost massive sums at Monarch Vault’s casino as well.
And that’s when the Devonte family caught wind of it.
At first, they thought Dante was just pulling a money grab.
But a quick investigation revealed that the issue ran deeper.
Yes, scamming rich guys was one thing.
But Dante was clever. He never targeted the truly elite—only people who were rich and powerful, but not untouchable.
New money. Flashy types.
Not the real sharks.
But the Devonte family uncovered something else—something far more serious.
It wasn’t just about money anymore. It was about blackmail.
Dante had secretly recorded compromising footage of major figures with women in the clubrooms.
Used properly, this leverage could ensure powerful people protected Monarch Vault—or even became allies to the Doran family.
Used improperly…?
It could ruin everything. He could offend too many people.
The Devonte family realized this was their chance.
An opportunity to rally various forces—to not only destroy Dante Doran, but potentially shake the entire Doran family’s foundation.
So the Devonte family secretly moved.
They reached out to many, including officials who had been blackmailed by Dante.
Alexander had studied Jasmine and Dante in detail.
He knew all of this.
And he knew exactly what was going down in NY City on July 7th.
Alan had returned to NY City.
He brought a gambling master.
Alexander was almost certain—Alan had returned for revenge.
That’s why, the moment Dante took that phone call earlier, Alexander knew what had happened:
Alan had arrived into the club.
Under normal circumstances, Alan wouldn’t dare bring a gambling pro to Monarch Vault. That would be a direct challenge.
He feared Dante.
But not anymore.
He had figured it all out. He knew Dante didn’t have much time left.
Alan likely thought: “Before the authorities shut this place down, I’ll win my money back—and maybe even more!”
Ding.
The elevator opened.
They had arrived at the 9th floor casino.
It was lavishly decorated, golden trim everywhere. Dozens of gambling tables filled the space—but not many guests.
It was still morning, after all.
The Monarch Vault didn’t open to the public until the evening.
But the casino was an exception.
Regulars could enter through a VIP elevator.
Some guests were staying in the upstairs suites—sleeping there and coming down. Playing from the early hours.
Others had been gambling all night.
As Dante stepped out, a pudgy middle-aged man in a black suit rushed over, sweating profusely and dabbing his forehead with a handkerchief.
“Boss, you’re here. They’re in the Royal Prestige suite.”
He gave a respectful nod to Jasmine. “Miss Jasmine.”
This was Old Man Ray, the casino manager and one of Dante’s trusted men—an old hand of the Doran family.
But as soon as he greeted Jasmine, he froze.
He’d just noticed her arm hooked around a man’s—Alexander.
He didn’t recognize him and didn’t know how to react.
They walked deeper into the casino.
Old Man Ray jogged ahead to lead the way.
Soon they reached the private suite.
A bodyguard opened the door. Dante went in first.
From inside, his hearty laugh rang out.
“Ha ha ha! Mr. Alan, long time no see. You're looking great today!”
Alexander and Jasmine followed.
Inside, Dante was shaking hands with a balding middle-aged man—Alan Henderson, naturally.
“You’re the one glowing with youth, Mr. Doran,” Alan replied with a smile that didn’t reach his eyes.
He’d never dared speak to Dante like this before.
Alexander glanced briefly at the two men, then turned his gaze toward the gambling table.
A duel.
On the left: a scholarly-looking man in glasses of eastern descent, with a mountain of chips in front of him. He was the gambling master Alan had brought from Macau.
On the right: only a few million in chips left. A sharp-featured, hawk-nosed middle-aged man.
He was Monarch Vault’s top gambling expert.
Clearly, all the casino’s gambling pros had been deployed—this was their strongest, and he was still losing.
The hawk-nosed man was sweating as he studied his cards.
The pressure was immense. They were losing big.
He looked at his hand, cursed under his breath, and slammed his cards down.
Fold!
Alexander scanned the scene once—and walked straight up to the table.
“Get up,” he said. “I’ll play.”
The hawk-nosed man looked up, confused.
He didn’t recognize Alexander, but he recognized Jasmine—so he gave way.
Still, he shot a puzzled glance at Dante.
Dante, who had been making the usual faked polite conversation with Alan, also froze for a second.
What the hell? This guy can gamble?
He looked at his sister for answers.
Jasmine gave a tiny shake of her head—she honestly had no idea if Alexander could gamble. She was feeling uncertain herself.
“Oho? Swapping players again?” Alan laughed loudly. “And now you’re bringing in someone young? Mr. Doran, you’re being awfully generous—already lost over two hundred million, and now you’re just giving me more money? That’s not right! Hahaha!”
It sounded like a joke, but the barbs were clear.
He was mocking Dante—implying he’d run out of skilled players.
A true gambling expert is rarely young—and rarely old.
Elderly players might be experienced, but they lack the mental stamina. Sitting at a gambling table for hours—sometimes more than ten—requires intense focus, something age tends to dull. A moment’s lapse, and the opponent will spot your weakness.
As for the young?
Youth often means a shorter history with cards and a lack of experience. Gambling technique certainly requires talent, but experience is even more crucial. Talent might help you practice sleight of hand, but it doesn’t do much for mental resilience.
Understanding the psychology of your opponent—reading their mind through the tiniest gestures—comes only through countless real-world battles at the table, facing all kinds of people.
Cheating is a component of gambling technique.
But true gambling skill is not just about cheating.
Even if a young magician has lightning-fast hands, it’s almost impossible for them to win against a seasoned gambling master. Why? Because a real expert can deduce your hand just from your expression or a subtle twitch of your fingers.
Having a weak hand isn’t a big deal—you fold, lose the ante, and move on. No one has a weak hand every round, and no one dares to cheat every single time. That’s a guaranteed way to get caught—and lose a hand... or worse, REALLY lose a hand.
That’s why gambling masters are usually middle-aged—mentally sharp, physically capable, and with years of hard-earned experience.
Alexander carried himself with poise. His change of clothes made him look less like a college student and more like a rich young heir.
Alan didn’t recognize Jasmine, so he had no idea who Alexander was. He likely assumed Dante had run out of people to play for him—which, to be fair, was true.
Dante really had run out of players. His number one had already lost.
Alexander wasn’t one of Dante’s men—he was his brother-in-law.
And Dante never scammed his own. Any wealthy businessmen with ties to the Doran family, even if they gambled at the Monarch Vault, were left alone. No cheating, just luck and the house cut. There was no reason to risk offending allies.
Only those billionaires with no ties to the Doran’s were treated as sheep to be sheared.
So Alan genuinely had no clue who Jasmine was. Sure, he’d heard Dante had a sister, but he’d never met her. And someone like the famously aloof eldest daughter of the Doran family? He assumed she’d never show up at a casino like this.
Dante kept throwing glances at Jasmine, trying to signal her.
She furrowed her brows and subtly shook her head.
She honestly didn’t know.
And she didn’t care if Dante found out she had no idea whether Alexander could gamble—it had nothing to do with being in a relationship.
Alexander stepping in to play had caught them all by surprise. And with Alan already throwing verbal jabs, Dante couldn’t suddenly back down and switch players again—he’d lose all credibility.
“Deal the cards,” Alexander said calmly, raising a hand.
The dealer, one of Dante’s men, was a skilled gambling pro himself—but not there to cheat. His main job was to prevent cheating from guests.
The casino’s cards were shuffled by machine, and guests could request to inspect the deck at any moment before the deal. Dealers didn’t touch the cards directly—they used wooden paddles to slide them.
Dante actually had a bit of a reputation for fairness—or rather, he wasn’t evil enough to go full black hat.
He only arranged gambling experts to target fat sheep—never played dirty elsewhere.
Everything else in the casino was operated by the book. Staff, dealers, equipment—no under-the-table tricks.
After all, there was no need to cheat further when a skilled pro could bleed the clueless wealthy dry with ease.
“You sure you can do this?” Jasmine leaned down behind Alexander, whispering in his ear. Pressing her soft curves unto him, clinging to his taller frame.
To everyone else, it just looked like she was his arm-candy—standard fare for a high-roller at the table.
“If I lose the few million we’ve got left, it’s on me,” Alexander replied in a quiet voice, tilting his head.
The card shuffler clicked and clacked.
The deal began.
Using the paddle, the dealer slid the first card over—face down.
The corner was a little crooked. Alexander, seemingly with OCD, rotated it, so the long edge was perfectly aligned, then lifted a corner to peek.
The second card came, face up.
He adjusted it, then flipped it.
Seven of Spades.
They were playing Five-Card Stud—one face-down card, one face-up to start. A simple game.
The minimum betting floor was $500,000.
Alan’s expert—his face-up card was a Five of Hearts. Alexander had the higher card, so he spoke first.
“Five hundred thousand,” Alexander said, pushing chips forward.
“Call,” the refined-looking man across from him said, adjusting his glasses with a small smile. He spoke English well, though with an accent still.
This man was Yao Bin, one of the top gambling masters in all of Macau. True professionals live by a simple rule: never underestimate your opponent. Psychological warfare is everything in gambling. Arrogance is an invitation to lose.
But Alexander? He did underestimate Yao Bin.
Why? Because over 9000 years ago, Alexander already knew Yao Bin would be in the city. He knew exactly what level Yao Bin was at with his skills.
As for Alexander’s skill?
He honestly believed—without exaggeration—that he could walk into any casino in the world and win!
To everyone else, Alexander looked like some 20-something kid with no experience.
But in reality—he was a 10,000-year-old fossil, who had seen all of life and more.
By the fourth card, Yao Bin folded.
Alexander’s face-up cards showed two eights—he’d made a pair.
Yao wasn’t in a hurry to take all of Alexander’s chips. Small wins and losses didn’t matter—he was studying Alexander: his habits, his psychology, his rhythm.
Yao liked facing young opponents. Sometimes, he’d even throw a round just to bait them into confidence—then strike for big money. Alexander didn’t have many chips left, but the casino had plenty.
Dante had already lost over 200 million. There was no way he’d just walk away.
Once Alexander’s stack ran low, the casino would surely replenish him.
They played five more hands.
With Yao intentionally holding back, Alexander won three out of five—folding one round completely—and managed to build his stack to over 10 million.
“Shall we raise the ante to One million?” Yao Bin suddenly asked.
“Sure.” Alexander smiled and nodded.
Yao would never suggest a raised ante to a veteran—it was too obvious. But with young players? That tactic often worked.
“Looks like your friend’s luck is running out,” Dante said to Alan with a grin.
“Hahaha! Maybe it’s your turn for a change in fortune, Mr. Doran,” Shen laughed, completely unfazed.
He truly wasn’t worried.
Because he knew what Yao Bin was planning.
Before coming to Monarch Vault, Yao had already explained his strategy.
They played another five hands.
Yao kept feeding minor wins to Alexander.
By the end of the tenth round, Alexander’s chip stack had reached 15 million.
Hand eleven began.
Alexander rotated his face-down card again—but didn’t look at it.
He glanced at the face-up card instead.
Ace of Hearts!
He’d done this several times already—deliberately not peeking at his hole card, as if he trusted his luck.
Yao’s face-up card: King of Spades.
“1,000,000,” Alexander said, tossing in chips.
“Call,” Yao replied.
Next card—deal.
Call.
Next card—deal.
Call.
Next card—deal.
Call.
They were now on the fifth card.
Alexander’s face-up cards:
Ace of Hearts, 6 of Clubs, 7 of Clubs, 3 of Spades
Yao’s face-up cards:
King of Spades, 10 of Spades, 6 of Hearts, 4 of Diamonds
Both had terrible hands.
Best-case scenario for either would be a single pair.
But just on face value, Alexander’s odds were better—he had an Ace. Yao only had a King.
Everyone was watching closely—especially the face-down cards.
They knew Alexander hadn’t peeked at his hole card.
“All-in.”
Yao Bin smiled as he pushed forward a mountain of chips.
He stared directly at Alexander.
Yao Bin was going all in!
Although it looked like he pushed in tens of millions worth of chips, that’s not how it’s calculated—because in no-limit poker, the all-in amount is based on the player with the fewest chips at the table.
Alexander had a few million in chips left.
So Yao Bin’s all-in amount was also a few million!
Alexander had only two choices: call and compare hands, or fold!
He looked at Yao Bin, resting his hand on his face-down card. He hadn’t looked at it until now. He slowly lifted a corner, then pressed it back down.
“All-in,” Alexander said, pushing all his chips into the pot.
“Mr. Ciotta, care to raise a little more?” Yao Bin asked, watching Alexander’s expression closely. The two had exchanged a few words over the last ten hands. At one point, Yao Bin had asked Alexander his last name—Ciotta.
“How about we raise another 5 million?” Yao Bin suggested.
“Bring 5 million in chips!” Before Alexander could reply, Dante Doran turned to the casino manager, Old Man Ray, and gave the order.
“Hold on.” Alexander raised a hand and turned his head. “Make it 10 million.” Then he looked at Yao Bin with a grin. “I’ll raise by 10 million!”
Yao Bin’s expression instantly shifted.
After ten rounds of observing, he believed that Alexander was someone who trusted his luck—but also someone cautious. There were times Alexander had folded on the first round!
He only refrained from checking his hole card when his first visible card was very strong.
And if his visible cards were weaker than his opponent’s, he’d immediately peek at his hole card.
This round, Alexander’s first face-up card was the Ace of Hearts. He’d had the stronger showing the whole time. Only now, at the very end, did he check his face-down card—then called the all-in!
Yao Bin’s face turned grim.
He flipped up a corner of his own hole card and looked—King of Diamonds!
He had a pair of Kings!
To beat him, Alexander’s hole card had to be an Ace—for a pair of Aces!
But since Alexander hadn’t looked at his hole card until just now, statistically, it was extremely unlikely that he had an Ace. That was why Yao Bin had gone all-in and baited him with a raise—he was certain he had it won!
He wanted Alexander to call.
And Alexander did.
But then Alexander raised by a full 10 million!
According to the rules, since this was the final round and Yao Bin still had nearly 200 million in chips, his initial all-in was limited to Alexander’s chip count. But if Alexander wanted to raise, he could—as long as the total didn’t exceed Yao Bin’s remaining chips.
Yao Bin would have to agree to the raise. If he didn’t, they’d reveal hands immediately.
But if Alexander raised, no one needed Yao Bin’s permission. As long as the raise was within Yao Bin’s total chip count, it was valid.
Old Man Ray quickly brought over the million worth of chips.
A small box—with gold-colored chips insides. Monarch Vault’s highest denomination.
Alexander slid the box across the table and smiled. “Raise.”
Yao Bin’s expression stiffened. Based on what he’d learned about Alexander, he knew this kid wouldn’t make such a move unless his hand was truly strong. And now, that calm expression… and Alexander’s left hand still resting lightly on his hole card.
From what Yao Bin had observed, Alexander only did that when the hole card was crucial.
“Mr.Ciotta, you’re too impatient,” Yao Bin suddenly chuckled. “You hit a big hand and got greedy, trying to win back your boss’s losses all at once. If you’d only raised by a bit like, I suggested, you’d be winning much more right now!”
After he spoke, Yao Bin flipped his hole card face up—a King, forming a pair of Kings with his visible card!
Then he scooped up all his cards, stacked them, and tossed them aside!
He folded. He wasn’t calling on Alexander’s raise.
Just a few tens of million? He’d already won over 200 million earlier—this was a small loss.
Besides, reading Alexander’s impulsive nature made the loss worthwhile.
Alexander only smiled, not responding to Yao Bin’s "advice."
“Was your hole card an Ace?” Jasmine couldn’t hold back her curiosity. Alexander had looked at his hole card too fast for her to see—unless she’d practically crawled on the table, she wouldn’t have caught it.
Jasmine didn’t gamble, but she knew the rules. In this situation, only an ace could guarantee a win for Alexander.
Who would dare raise by so much million without a sure hand?
“Nope. Two of Hearts,” Alexander replied with a grin as he flipped the card.
The room fell into a strange silence.
Alexander’s full hand: 2♥, A♥, 6♣, 7♣, 3♠
Yao Bin’s full hand: K♦, K♠, 10♠, 6♥, 4♦
Alexander had a high card—Ace.
Yao Bin had a pair of Kings!
In reality, Yao Bin’s hand was stronger. If he had called the raise, he would have won! But he’d wrongly assumed he had read Alexander’s style—assumed the kid’s hole card was an Ace—and chickened out!
Alexander used a weak hand to win Yao Bin’s million all-in!
“HAHAHAHA!” Dante suddenly burst into loud laughter, breaking the silence. He patted Alan’s shoulder and said, “Mr. Alan, your buddy’s got no guts at all! Hahahaha…”
Shen had been tossing barbed remarks earlier. Now Dante finally had the chance to strike back—and he’d been dying to do it.
It was only some million won back, but it felt like he’d reclaimed 200 million. He was elated.
Alan face was sour. He said nothing, clearly holding it in.
Meanwhile—
“You bluffed me?” Yao Bin stared at Alexander.
“You didn’t dare call. That’s on you, not me,” Alexander shrugged with a smile.
“Heh.” Yao Bin sneered, then composed himself, adjusting his glasses with a faint smile. He quickly regained his composure and believed he had now figured out another piece of Alexander’s gambling habits.
“Take it away,” Alexander looked at Old Man Ray and told him to remove the box containing the golden chips.
It was only brought over temporarily—he didn’t need it anymore.
The game continued.
Over the next twenty-plus hands, Yao Bin realized something: even without letting Alexander win on purpose, it was getting harder and harder to beat him. He lost more often than he won.
Alexander was strange—paradoxical even. He trusted in luck, knew how to bluff, but sometimes played very conservatively.
Sometimes Alexander would fold suddenly, preventing Yao Bin’s strong hole cards from paying off.
Other times, Alexander’s face-up cards looked weak, and even if his hole card was just a pair, he’d still follow all the way to the end!
Yao Bin was starting to see it clearly—Alexander was a real gambling expert. He had some obvious flaws—believing in luck, and today his luck was indeed good—but he was undeniably skilled!
What he didn’t realize was: Alexander wasn’t just lucky. He in fact, didn’t believe in luck at all.
On top of that, Alexander knew Yao Bin. But Yao Bin knew nothing about Alexander!
In every hand, Alexander carefully observed Yao Bin’s every expression, every move before and after checking his cards.
Alexander was the one who could truly read an opponent’s micro-expressions and judge their hand strength.
So, in front of Alexander—Yao Bin never stood a chance!
The 37th hand ended with Alexander folding in the second round.
By that point, Alexander’s chip total had reached 150 million.
Yao Bin was down to just 90 million!
Hand #38!
Alexander adjusted his hole card but didn’t look at it. He checked his second card and flipped it—9♣.
Yao Bin’s second card was 3♣.
“Two million.”
“Call!”
“Three million!”
“Call!”
Both sides followed all the way to the final round.
Alexander’s four face-up cards: 9♣, 7♥, 3♥, 6♠
Yao Bin’s: 3♣, 6♣, 9♥, 7♦
Both hands, ranked high to low, were identical: 9, 7, 6, 3. Only the suits differed.
“All-in!” Yao Bin suddenly went all-in!
Alexander raised his hand and glanced at his watch, then smiled at Yao Bin. “It’s getting late. And I’m getting hungry. I should go grab lunch. How about we speed this up?”
“What do you mean?” Yao Bin asked.
“One hand to decide it all,” Alexander replied. “I’ve had great luck today, so… in addition to calling your all-in, I’m raising by 100 million. How’s that sound?”
“Trying to bluff me again?” Yao Bin chuckled.
He was sure Alexander hadn’t even looked at his hole card! This wasn’t even a bluff anymore—it was pure faith in luck!
Their visible hands were identical, but Yao Bin had the better suit—he had the 9♥.
“Are you sure?” someone whispered in Yao Bin’s ear.
It was Alan. Since Yao Bin was already all-in, the raise needed Alan’s approval—he’d be fronting the money.
“Mr. Alan, I’ve been watching him the whole time. He hasn’t checked his hole card. But I…” Yao Bin turned and whispered to Alan, carefully showing him his own hole card.
It was 9♦.
Which meant—he had a pair of 9s!
“Unless his hole card is the 9♠, he can’t beat me…”
“You’re sure he didn’t look?”
“Positive. And the odds of all four 9s being out in one hand? Practically zero! The kid’s gotten cocky. Sure, he’s had some luck today, but…”
The two spoke in hushed tones.
After thinking it over for a moment, Alan straightened up, clapped Yao Bin on the shoulder, and said boldly, “Alright! We’ll call. Go ahead and raise!”
The odds were overwhelmingly in their favor this time, and the high-stakes gambler Alan  decided to go all in! Alexander hadn’t even looked at his hole card—Alan just couldn’t believe Alexander’s luck could be that extraordinary!
Impossible! Unrealistic! Unscientific! Bullshit even.
Alan hurried out, followed by Old Man Ray. Of course, Alan was heading to transfer funds to get more chips. Monarch Vault never offered credit or debt, so if Alan wanted chips, he had to transfer money on the spot. As a big shot, Alan had no transfer limits.
If he won, he could simply cash out the chips when leaving Monarch Vault—
Dante’s reputation guaranteed the rules were strict but fair.
Everyone in the private room waited for Alan’s return.
The cards on the table were covered, temporarily sealed. Even though people were watching, and both sides were present, sealing the cards was part of the rules.
Alexander leaned back in his chair, hands clasped behind his head. Suddenly, he tilted his head and whispered something to Jasmine.
Jasmine’s face showed confusion, not quite understanding Alexander’s words.
“Go get it, but keep it quiet and secret. It’ll help in a little. Cooperate,” Alexander whispered with a small smile.
“Are you bossing me now?” She growled, glaring at Alexander. But he simply smiled at her, seemingly unbothered. In the end, she still got up and left.
In just a few minutes, Jasmine returned and took her seat next to Alexander. Half a minute later, Alan came back, carrying a small tray with golden chips.
This time, he had brought a pro to shake things up. He had prepared a total of 150 million in capital—money he’d borrowed with difficulty. But this Macau born expert hadn’t disappointed; after exchanging chips for 30 million at the start, he hadn’t needed to exchange again.
So he still had that 100 million ready.
His account still held 20 million.
Alan handed 100 million in chips to Yao Bin.
Alexander pushed all his chips on the table forward and nodded at Old Man Ray, who had just returned.
Because of previous bets, Yao Bin’s all-in was 80 million, and counting previous rounds, it totaled 90 million.
Alexander matched Yao Bin’s all-in of 80 million. Counting previous bets, that was also 90 million.
Then Alexander added another 100 million! Bringing his total to 190 million.
But he didn’t have that many chips—only 150 million. Fortunately, Old Man Ray had previously brought over 100 million chips. Although Dante had told him to take them away, he hadn’t—just left them on a corner table in the private room.
Old Man Ray brought that small box back.
Alexander took million of chips from it, threw them down, and then pushed all the chips forward again.
“I’m calling your all-in. As agreed—adding one hundred million! Let’s settle this in one hand!”
“Alright! I call you!” Yao Bin pushed all his chips forward too. Then he stood up, holding his hole cards, adjusted his glasses, and smiled. “Young man, you should know, in gambling, the worst thing is impatience. Whether you win or lose, if you can’t control your emotions, you won’t get far.”
Alexander smiled at Yao Bin’s lecture.
He felt like Yao Bin had been suppressing himself. Holding back his arrogance.
Indeed, ever since Yao Bin got bluffed once in the eleventh hand, he’d been frustrated—he couldn’t beat Alexander, losing big on some hands after winning over 200 million earlier. How could he not feel pressured?
If he lost to a famous gambling master, it would be understandable.
But losing to an unknown youngster like Alexander was humiliating! Where did this guy even come from?
Now, it was finally time to explode.
“Actually, you’re talented. But, like many young people, you have your flaws—little tricks, belief in luck, predictable habits while playing. Easy to spot. Though there are many issues… if you’re interested, you can come to Macau with me. I can be your mentor. I’ll teach you.
“You didn’t even look at your hole card. I’ve never heard of such a style—probably only a young guy like you would dare to do this! Even though our visible cards are the same, how do you expect to beat me?”
Yao Bin finally ended his long speech. Even the gambling gods weren’t as wordy as him.
Slap!
Yao Bin slammed his hole card face up on the table.
Nine of Diamonds!
“I have a pair of nines—not a strong hand! But your face-up card is the same as mine. The only card that can beat me is one—the 9 of Spades! I just don’t get why you wouldn’t look at your hole card!” Yao Bin chuckled, then leaned forward, eyes locked on Alexander, giving a threatening glare. “I just don’t believe your hole card is the 9 of Spades! You haven’t even looked! Are you really betting on luck against me?”
Yao Bin’s tirade was finally over.
Everyone in the private room changed their expressions drastically.
In all-in poker, when comparing hands, you first compare hand types. If hand types are the same, you compare the numerical value. If numbers are the same, you compare suits.
For example, if both players have high-card hands with an Ace, the Spade Ace wins. The suits rank from highest to lowest: Spades, Hearts, Clubs, Diamonds.
Yao Bin’s cards were: 9♦, 9♥, 7♦, 6♣, 3♣.
He had a pair of nines.
Alexander also had 9, 7, 6, and 3 in cards.
If Alexander’s hole card was any card that didn’t match Yao Bin’s, he only had a high-card hand—no pair, so weaker than Yao Bin’s pair.
If he had a pair with 7s, 6s, or 3s, that still wouldn’t beat Yao Bin’s pair of nines.
So, to win, Alexander had only one chance—the last card being the 9 of Spades.
If his hole card was the 9 of Spades, both would have a pair of nines, but Alexander’s pair would win by suit.
That’s why Yao Bin was so confident!
There was only one card that could give Alexander the win.
The single sliver of hope.
But the odds of all four nines appearing in one hand were extremely low!
If Alexander had checked his hole card before raising, Yao Bin might have thought twice—he would have raised only if confident.
But Alexander hadn’t even looked. He was betting purely on luck, which Yao Bin refused to believe in!
Everyone present realized Alexander’s odds of winning were even lower than winning the lottery.
Dante’s face fell instantly.
He wasn’t blaming Alexander. After all, Alexander won first then lost. Overall, Monarch Vault lost over 200 million today, with only about 40 million of that being Alexander’s loss. So it wasn’t his fault.
He was just annoyed that he hadn’t stopped his “reliable” but actually unreliable brother-in-law earlier!
To bet so big on pure luck!
“Hahaha, Mr. Doran, your family is rich. Losing a little won’t make you angry, right?” Alan patted Dante on the shoulder, laughing.
Dante shrugged Shen’s hand off.
“Done talking?” Alexander finally spoke, still smiling at Yao Bin.
“Show your cards,” Yao Bin said with a faint smile, motioning.
“Well then… sorry.” Alexander straightened up, rested his elbows on the table, and picked up his hole card with two fingers—without even looking—then flipped it over for Yao Bin to see.
“I do have the 9 of Spades!”
Slap!
Alexander slammed the card down on the table.
“You—” Yao Bin’s pupils constricted sharply, his face immediately draining of color.
The private room fell silent, so quiet you could hear a pin drop.
Everyone was stunned.
Alexander slowly stood and said calmly, “Did you really think I wouldn’t look at my hole card? Did I ever say that?”





Chapter 9: Cheaters lose their hand.

Everyone present understood how astronomically low the odds were of not checking your hole card, matching an all-in, raising the pot, and then just happening to win with the only card that could possibly do it—all on pure luck.
But what Alexander said after standing up seemed to shift something in the room.
There’s a world of difference between a card you already know you have and a card you’re betting you have.
It’s like playing three-card brag—when you're blindly throwing chips in before looking at your hand, and you end up with a triple, that’s god-tier luck. But if you’ve looked and know you’ve got a triple and then shove your chips in, that’s not reckless—that’s just smart, aggressive play.
The first is blind faith in luck.
The second might still involve luck, but the play is entirely sound—it’s not betting on luck, it’s leveraging a sure hand for maximum return. Totally rational.
"You... You looked at your card? That's impossible! When did you—" Yao Bin suddenly shrieked, completely losing his composure. The once-gentlemanly man now looked completely deranged, eyes bloodshot. He was beyond rattled by the loss.
Shaken to the core, he felt his vision turning, leaving him dazed.
"You really thought I just tilted the card upright every time before deciding whether to check or not—from game one all the way to game thirty-eight—for no reason?"
Alexander said as he pulled his chair aside and walked around the table.
"You so-called casino veterans—sure, you’ve got experience, and that’s not a bad thing. But your mistake is overconfidence! You really thought you could figure me out from a handful of hands?"
"What if I was acting the whole time?"
Yao Bin’s eyes bulged. Alexander hadn’t been completely explicit, but he understood.
That compulsive little tic Alexander had, that appeared as if he hard OCD? Where he always adjusted his hole card to face him? That was intentional.
That’s when he peeked at the card—right at that moment.
Truth was, Alexander didn’t believe in luck at all. Luck existed, sure, but in the realm of professional gambling, its impact was negligible.
From game one, Alexander had always checked his hole cards. Sometimes he waited until the end to “check,” but that was a bluff—he already knew what he had.
His sleight of hand was just too slick—too fast!
No one could tell he'd looked. Not even Yao Bin, an elite pro from the city of gambling, Macau.
To everyone else, it just looked like Alexander liked to nudge the card into place.
He'd done it exactly the same way for 38 consecutive hands!
"I thought I’d need at least fifty rounds to wait for a perfect kill-shot without cheating,” Alexander continued. “Turns out, I got lucky—thirty-eight was enough."
As he spoke, he stepped around to stand directly in front of Yao Bin.
Jasmine tilted her gaze, glancing at the back of Alexander. Complex emotions flashing across her face as she remembered what Alexander had whispered earlier.
Taking a deep breath, she stood up and followed close behind.
Yao Bin’s bloodshot eyes were wide as saucers, his body trembling. For a gambler, losing big wasn’t the end of the world.
But the way he lost this time? It was soul-crushing.
"You really thought I believe in luck?" Alexander tilted his head and smiled faintly. "You really thought my tells—my supposed ‘flaws’—in technique or temperament were actual flaws? You thought my little fidgets were real habits? Or maybe you thought I bluffed you once, so that means I’m just some reckless risk-taker, and I was bluffing you again?"
"You think someone like you is fit to be my mentor? Teach me? You think because I’m young, I’m automatically worse than you?"
His voice was laced with sarcasm and ridicule.
This had all been a setup!
Yao Bin now understood that from the moment Alexander sat at the table, he'd been laying a trap.
Not checking the hole card? Fake.
Believing in luck? Fake.
That little “habit” of his? Also fake.
The bluff earlier? Strategic setup!
It was all fake!
Yao Bin couldn’t even recall how he’d fallen so deeply into Alexander’s trap. His mind was completely scrambled—like mush.
All he could feel now was regret!
Regret that he had called that last hand. Regret that he’d agreed to Alexander’s raise.
He finally got it!
Alexander wasn’t just lucky—not at all. That thirty-eighth hand? That wasn’t luck—it was timing. The cards had to line up at some point—but it was Alexander who knew how to capitalize on that moment to the fullest!
He'd been laying the foundation with thirty-seven rounds—just to crush Yao Bin in one, fatal blow!
Even a modest hand can win massive pots!
Across all thirty-eight rounds, Alexander hadn’t pulled any particularly wild cards—no flushes, no four-of-a-kinds. Those hands are rare.
But he still took so much off Yao Bin—with just a pair of nines!
The absolute hand value didn't matter. As long as it beat the opponent's, that’s all that mattered.
And it wasn’t just the money. Alexander had shattered Yao Bin’s confidence—the core of his identity as a gambling master!
Truth be told, Alexander hadn't wanted to go this far. There was no personal grudge—just two sides serving different masters. But Yao Bin had crossed the line.
He broke the rules.
Alexander stood before him now, while Alan stood just a step to the side.
The look on Alan’s face was darker than death itself. His forehead was dripping with sweat.
He was flat broke—and deep in debt.
Last time, he’d already lost all of his company’s liquid assets. This time, the capital used to crash the table had all been borrowed.
He brought 150 million. Lost 130. Now only had 20 million left.
A completely useless 20 million! If Yao Bin couldn’t beat Alexander, what chance did Alan have?
And that 20 million? Not even enough to pay back his debt.
For a company, lacking cash flow is catastrophic. Even a conglomerate worth billions collapse overnight.
Let alone Alan, which was worth just a few hundred millions.
He was in deep trouble.
"Boss Alan, I..." Yao Bin slowly turned his head, rigidly looking toward Alan, utterly lost for words.
He’d been paid a fortune to come here. But he lost—and lost big.
Alan’s face grew darker by the second. He knew he’d been played—again—by Dante. But he was on Dante’s turf. He couldn’t throw a tantrum, and he didn’t dare throw out threats.
Sure, Dante would fall from power soon. But not yet. And not here.
"Let’s go. We’ll deal with this later," Alan said coldly, glaring daggers at Alexander before turning to leave.
Yao Bin followed behind.
But—
"Hold up. We're not done here," Alexander said, lifting his eyelids.
A bodyguard immediately blocked the exit—it was one Jasmine’s man. He moved the instant Alex’s voice dropped and Jasmine nodded.
"What the hell is this?" Alan exploded. “We lose money at your place, and now we can’t even leave? Are you trying to rob us blind?When did you get so fucking bold HUH? You want to cheat me more?"
Despite the barrage of words, Dante looked confused, turning to Alexander.
Why weren’t they being allowed to leave?
Alexander said nothing. Instead, he walked a few steps forward, then suddenly grabbed Yao Bin’s left arm.
“Don’t move. Let’s see what you have here.”
Yao Bin froze for a second, then flailed like a cat drenched in water. Trying to escape and pull his arm away.
"What are you doing?! Let go! LET GO OF ME RIGHT FUCKING NOW!"
He couldn’t break free.
Alexander simply yanked hard.
And right after, a playing card flew out of Yao Bin’s sleeve—landing face-up on the floor.
The Ace of Spades.
Everyone's expression changed instantly. The look in their eyes turned cold as they understood the implication.
"Before we dealt the thirty-fifth round, you requested to inspect the deck. That’s when you palmed this Ace of Spades. You really thought I didn’t see you? You think I’m blind like you? I didn’t expose you earlier because I hadn’t won everything from you—yet."
Alexander stared daggers at Yao Bin. "You broke the rules. You know what that means?"
Terror flooded Yao Bin’s face. His face becoming even more pale, his knees growing weak as he trembled.

His eyes nearly rolled up to the back of his head as he tried to resist. Yet the fear only made his attempts weaker and weaker. The fact he was more than double Alexander’s age, and far weaker, didn’t help matters.

Alexander still had a grip on Yao Bin’s arm. Without looking, he motioned behind him to Jasmine.
The busty beauty was standing behind him, glancing between Alex and Yao Bin. Her pretty lips pursed together, before she bit on the bottom one. ‘How did he know?’ She thought to her self, still recalling his words and the item he asked her to grab.

She was starting to realize that this young looking man was far more interesting, had far more depth than she first thought.

She was so focused on Alexander, she didn’t even feel any apprehension for what was about to happen.

With an obedient nod, the domineering female CEO pulled a medium-sized knife from her coat and handed it to Alexander.

In one swift motion, Alexander dragged Yao Bin toward the table, pinned his left arm down—
And brought the blade down hard, aimed at the wrist!
Thud!
Cheaters? They lose the hand.
Literally.
While everyone was still stunned that Yao Bin had actually tried to cheat, Alexander didn’t say a word. He suddenly and decisively dragged Yao Bin to the table—and brought the knife down hard! The sharp edge cutting through the wrist in one swoop.
 
The knife had just been fetched by Jasmine from one of her bodyguard outside.
She’d gone to get it right after the cards were sealed—at Alexander’s request.
At the time, Jasmine had no idea what Alexander intended. If he was planning something dangerous, she had a gun on her; why would he need a knife?
She had been quite reluctant to be “ordered around” by him, but still went anyway.
Now she understood.
She finally realized what the knife was for—cutting off a cheater’s hand! This was a universal rule in the gambling world. Whether it’s on a cruise ship in international waters or in an underground casino, cheating means losing a hand.
Yao Bin only felt himself yanked hard by Alexander, his balance lost in an instant, stumbling forward—then came a searing, soul-crushing pain!
“AHH!! MY HAND!! AHHH!!” Yao Bin’s scream sent a chill down everyone’s spine.
But almost as soon as he screamed, he went quiet. Because when pain hits a certain threshold, the body goes numb. His mind blanked out entirely.
Alexander had really done it.
Yao Bin’s left hand was forever severed from his body.
Drops of blood splattered onto Alexander’s clothes, and a few specks even hit his face.
Clang!
He casually tossed the bloody knife onto the gambling table, then raised his hands slightly, looking down at his suit—blue jacket, white shirt—both now stained. His hands and face also had some blood on them.
“Anyone got a tissue?” Alexander asked calmly, gesturing around him as if nothing had happened.
The calmer he was, the more terrifying he seemed.
This wasn’t some act—this was routine to him.
In his lifetimes during the ten millennium loop, Alexander had spent years mastering gambling just to pass time.
He’d walked in and out of every major underground casino he could reach. He’d clashed with people, been chased through city streets by dozens of armed thugs, and had even chased down crowds of gamblers all on his own.
There were no consequences. Everything would reset eventually. That period of his life had been pure chaos—he actively sought out danger.
There wasn’t a scene he hadn’t seen.
Compared to that? This was nothing.
Jasmine fished some tissues out of her handbag and handed them to Alexander. Just a couple steps away, Old Man Ray had also grabbed a tissue box, intending to pass it over—only to silently put it back when he saw the young lady move first.
Alexander wiped his face with a tissue, then his hands, then dabbed at the blood on his shirt.
Jasmine, watching this, appeared unbothered by the screams and display of violence. Instead, she turned and whispered something to the bodyguard behind her.
“You didn’t need to cheat. You couldn’t have beaten me anyway,” Alexander said flatly. “Breaking the rules… If you’re going to do it, you’d better not get caught. Because once you’re caught—your whole life’s done.”
From round thirty-five to thirty-eight, Yao Bin had taken a spade ace, but never got a chance to use it.
To cheat by hiding a card, you had to wait for a hand where it actually helped. So he’d been waiting.
Alexander could guess what was going through Yao Bin’s mind.
When Yao Bin first arrived at Monarch Vault, he hadn’t intended to cheat—until he encountered Alexander.
At the start of round thirty-five, Yao Bin still had so much money left.
Technically, he was still ahead overall, but he’d lost control. He was bleeding money back to Alexander round by round—he couldn’t stop it.
He had been hired by Alan for a hefty sum, and he’d made a promise—not just to win back the money Alan had already lost here, but to win even more.
And he realized: without cheating, he couldn’t win.
What he didn’t know was that no matter how skilled his sleight of hand was, in Alexander’s eyes, everything he did was as clear as daylight. Every move he made, every technique he used, was perfectly visible.
Yao Bin was now lying sideways on the floor, gripping his severed wrist with his right hand, his face ashen, body trembling.
The blood was pouring too fast!
If he didn’t get help soon, he’d bleed out in minutes.
“By the rules of the casino, considering how high the stakes were tonight, losing one hand is light. Normally, it’d be both hands—and both feet,” Alexander said coolly. “But you were just a proxy. You weren’t the one really calling the shots. So I’ll leave it at that.”
He dropped the bloody tissue casually, shoved one hand in his pocket, and turned to look at Alan—who was now huddled by the wall, visibly shaking. Scared so much by the surrounding happenings.
His face had gone pale. Not from blood loss, but sheer fear.
He hadn’t lost a hand, but the cheater was his man—brought in by him, working for him. There was no way to claim he was clean.
“Mr. Alan,” Alexander said, giving a slight smile. “What now?”
That casual smile, in Alan eyes, was the smile of the devil. A bloodthirsty devil.
“I—It had nothing to do with me! I didn’t tell him to cheat, I swear! I had no idea!” Alan was drenched in sweat, frantically trying to explain himself—and then collapsed to his knees.
“Mr. Doran, you know me! I’m a gambler, sure, but I’ve never cheated—this really had nothing to do with me!”
He clung to Dante’s pants, nearly begging.
He didn’t even dare beg Alexander—because right now, Alexander was scarier than Dante. He chopped off a man’s hand like it was nothing—and then acted like he’d just had lunch.
“You handle it,” Alexander said to Dante, gesturing at the room. “I’m heading out.”
As he passed by Dante, he leaned in and whispered: “Don’t deal with Alan here.”
Dante nodded slightly.
He didn’t even know why he suddenly felt so compelled to listen to his “brother-in-law.” He just… did.
Alexander and Jasmine left the VIP suite. Her bodyguards followed close behind.
On the way to the elevator, Jasmine naturally linked arms with Alexander. The guards trailed silently behind.
“How’d do you feel after chopping someone’s hand off?” she asked softly.
“Didn’t feel like anything,” Alexander replied, smiling faintly as he glanced at her.
“Nothing?” Her expression turned… complex. She looked at him like he was some unsolved riddle of the universe.
She couldn’t figure him out.
He claimed to be an information broker—fine, she’d play along for now. But he also had expert gambling skills, defeated a top-tier pro, and now he was saying he felt nothing cutting someone’s hand off?
Her gut told her—Alexander had killed before.
And a woman’s intuition is rarely wrong.
Everything strange about him—his uncanny knowledge, his composure, his mysterious skills, his ruthlessness—it all was amplified by one thing.
He was too young.
Someone in their early twenties shouldn’t be this experienced. Shouldn’t be this calm. Shouldn’t be this dangerous.
“It wasn’t my hand I chopped off,” Alexander said with a smirk as they entered the elevator. “Why would I feel anything?”




Chapter 10: Flirting.

Back on the eleventh floor, they didn’t return to the meeting room with Dante and the others. Instead, they entered a large suite.
Very spacious. Tastefully furnished in a minimalist style.
Judging from the framed photo on the coffee table and the art on the walls, this was clearly Dante Doran’s personal suite.
“Your brother’s got decent taste. That lotus painting by Suzuki Kiitsu…….not bad,” Alexander said, pausing by the wall near the entrance.
“He’s got no damn taste,” Jasmine scoffed. “It’s all for show. Just to impress important clients. He wouldn’t know real art if it bit him.”
Sure enough, leave it to the sister to talk her brother up….or rather down.
 
“You know art?” Jasmine asked, turning to him with a raised brow.
“I dabble,” Alexander said modestly, gesturing at the wall. “That painting’s fake, by the way. The original’s currently owned by a collector in Hong Kong.”
Then he strolled further into the suite, casually taking in the space.
The elegant decor had the feel of a high-end showroom. Beautiful, but not lived-in.
Exactly as Jasmine had said—just for entertaining VIPs.
There was even a Steinway piano by the window in the living room. If Dante could actually play piano, it’d be a miracle.
Total prop.
“I’ve asked my bodyguard to grab you a change of clothes. They’ll be here soon. Want something to drink while we wait?” Jasmine asked as she walked to the liquor cabinet.
“Dom Pérignon P2, vintage 2000. Thanks,” Alexander said offhandedly.
Jasmine paused, eyebrows lifting slightly in surprise.
That was her favorite champagne.
She wasn’t used to serving people—but after everything Alexander had done tonight, she didn’t mind pouring him a drink. It felt… deserved.
While she poured the champagne, Alexander walked over to the piano and took a seat. He lifted the lid, ran his fingers across the keys—and began to play.
Soothing, melodic piano music filled the room.
The interwoven black and white keys gave birth to beautiful notes, a captivating melody that felt like the lazy, serene sunlight at two-thirty in the afternoon, flowing gently along its ancient and elegant curve.
The piano sound gradually became bright and radiant, spreading like a tide, filling every corner of the world.
Fingers danced lightly across the keys, sliding from low to high notes, unfolding a beautiful rose-colored landscape, then slowly descending from the high notes like scattered pearls, delicate yet shimmering.
Alexander’s fingers kept caressing the keys.
His body swayed gently, almost imperceptibly, to the rhythm. His eyes were half-closed, as if the whole person was immersed in the enchanting music he played.
Jasmine walked silently to the piano holding a glass of champagne in each hand. She leaned lightly against the piano and placed the champagne in her left hand on the piano’s lid within Alexander’s reach.
Taking a small sip from her glass, Jasmine rested her cheek on the back of her hand and tilted her head to watch Alexander, who was lost in his music.
The clear, pure piano sound flowed continuously.
In Jasmine’s gaze toward Alexander, a unique light gradually appeared. She had to admit, Alexander always surprised her.
In her 27 years of life, she had seen many unique men, and Alexander was definitely the most unique of them all.
Now, this thought was starting to grow in her heart and mind, that there was anything Alexander couldn’t do.
Although Alexander hadn’t shown much, every time he appeared at the right moment, in the right place, he could do something amazing.
The piano piece Alexander was playing now was famous!
So famous that almost all heard it somewhere.
This classic piano piece had been used as background music by many major TV stations in the country for variety shows, news programs, and dramas.
Few knew its name, but as soon as they heard it, they would feel it was familiar!
Too familiar!
And the downside of being too familiar is annoyance—no matter how much you like a song, if you set it as your alarm or ringtone, you’ll probably change it within a year and never listen to it again.
Listening too much makes it annoying, even tacky.
But the power of a “pianist” performing live can’t be replaced by a music player!
Alexander wasn’t a pianist—he didn’t have that title.
But Jasmine, who had studied piano, could tell that Alexander’s piano skills were very high—at least far beyond her own.
Tilting her head, Jasmine suddenly brushed her hair back, a lock falling over her face because of her long, straight black hair, so she pushed it behind her ear.
Alexander didn’t look at her.
His concentration while playing was so intense that he could ignore everything around him—even a breathtaking beauty like Jasmine, who scored a 9, couldn’t get his attention by flipping her hair.
Jasmine took another sip of champagne, slowly exhaling the breath. She closed her eyes and seemed to start listening attentively.
She hadn’t relaxed like this for a long time.
No scheming in business battles!
No coercion or pressure from her family!
No work, no worries.
Only intoxicating music.
After an unknown length of time...
The piano music abruptly stopped.
Jasmine opened her eyes as if waking from a dream, looking at Alexander, and said, “You really are talented. Richard Clayderman’s ‘Ballade pour Adeline’—you played it well. Why did you stop?”
Alexander hadn’t finished the whole piece, but suddenly stopped. There should have been a little more.
Ding ding ding!
Alexander pressed a few keys casually and said, “This piano needs tuning. You should be able to hear it.”
“Hmm...” Jasmine thought for a moment. Honestly, she didn’t notice any out-of-tune notes.
Alexander underestimated himself and overestimated Jasmine.
Jasmine had studied piano and passed exams as a teenager but hadn’t touched it for many years. Alexander… who knows how skilled he really was? Even he didn’t know because he had no comparison.
Jasmine rarely felt awkward like this, and she didn’t care much. She raised her hand and gestured, “Your champagne.”
Alexander stood, took the champagne, and gently swirled it.
“Cheers?”
“Cheers.”
Clink!
They touched glasses and each took a sip.
Brushing her cherry soft lips on the glass, sipping gently. “Are you flirting with me?” Jasmine looked at Alexander and asked, smiling but with a teasing hint.
Straightforward and candid!
“Why do you think that?” Alexander smiled and countered.
“You’re an intelligence broker—you said so yourself—and I almost believe you now because you know so much. I also believe you understand me. So… you chose the champagne I like, you know I studied piano, so you played the piano…”
“We might have some misunderstandings,” Alexander said with a smile. “Ms. Doran, please don’t be too narcissistic. We’re partners, aren’t we? You gave me millions, so I came here today. I always take my clients seriously. If you consider that flirting, then so be it.”
“So you treat me as a client, just trying to make your client comfortable?”
“What’s wrong with that? Do you put on a serious face with business partners? You’re happy, I’m happy, everyone’s happy—that’s how I make more money. Isn’t that right?”
“That’s right,” Jasmine said as if she really believed Alexander’s nonsense, smiling and nodding.
Knock knock!
A knock at the door.
The bodyguard brought the clothes. Since Alexander’s clothes had bloodstains, Jasmine had already told the bodyguard to buy new sets while they were in the private room.
Two sets were bought at once, probably costing each tens of thousands.
The bodyguard came in holding a suit in each hand. Jasmine asked Alexander to choose, and he finally picked the silver-gray one.
Alexander went to the bedroom to change. When he came out again, Dante was already there, so it seemed the Alan matter was settled.
“It’s noon. Let’s go eat first.” Jasmine greeted him, adjusting Alexander’s clothes as she spoke.
The Monarch Vault had a restaurant, but the three didn’t plan to eat there. No matter how refined the clubhouse food was, it couldn’t compare to a professional restaurant.
In the end, they went to a French restaurant in the city center.
Jasmine was a member there and could get a table anytime.
They ordered casually in a private room on the second floor. While waiting for their food, they started chatting.
“Brother-in-law, what do you think… is the best way to deal with Alan?” Dante asked softly. Addressing Alexander with respect was already becoming natural.
Earlier, Alexander told him not to make a move on Alan there—meaning not to act against him inside the clubhouse—so Dante let him go. But he knew this wouldn’t end so easily.
Not touching Alan was because it would be very troublesome if done inside the clubhouse.
Not trouble for Alexander, but for Dante.
He already had enough trouble now, so he had to restrain himself.
“He lost so much money, and his business is already in trouble. Push him to his death,” Alexander said, arranging the tableware without looking up.
Was Alan innocent?
Not at all. He was connected to the Devonte family.
The Doran family and Devonte family were locked in a life-or-death struggle, so since Alexander chose Jasmine as his first contact, he was definitely on the Doran family’s side.
“I understand,” Dante nodded.
No need to ask for details. He had many ways to deal with a “small player” like Alan. He just didn’t know which was best. At this special time, he was afraid of messing things up.
“Brother-in-law, about closing the club…” Dante asked again.
“If you’re willing, just set fire to the Monarch Vault…” Alexander looked up.
Dante was shocked, and so was Jasmine. The siblings looked at Alexander.
Burn it? The Monarch Vault’s renovation alone had cost dozens of million. Burn it? What about the interior and the decorations, costing even more?
“Just burn a little. Better if it makes the news. That way you can reasonably shut down for renovations, and no one will suspect you…” Alexander said.
Then he told Dante exactly how to do it—the timing of stealing evidence, killing Xie Hu, and burning the club. The sequence must not be wrong!
“I’m going to the bathroom,” Alexander said after finishing, looking at his watch and standing.
“Will you find it? Should I…” Jasmine asked with concern.
“You rest. I know,” Alexander pressed Jasmine’s shoulder, giving her a familiar pat that left her blinking. She didn’t expect him to be so……forward in touching her.
After Alexander left the room,
Dante turned and stared at the closed door, listening as footsteps faded away, confirming Alexander really went to the bathroom. Then he quickly turned back and lowered his voice to Jasmine:
“Sis! Who exactly is this guy? Where did you find him?”
Although he called him brother-in-law, Dante still held a lot of suspicion.
Actually, Dante’s suspicion toward Alexander wasn’t about whether Alexander was genuinely helping him—there was no doubt about that anymore.
He definitely was!
Because Dante knew exactly how serious his problems were, and he understood that those pieces of evidence would send him straight to jail, and he might even die there!
If Alexander wanted to harm him, he wouldn’t have to do anything—he’d be finished.
So now Dante believed Alexander wanted to help him get through this tough time.
But he still doubted Alexander.
What he doubted was: who exactly was Alexander? Did Alexander have some big hidden agenda? The man had appeared out of nowhere, and the intelligence Alexander provided, along with his personal abilities, were beyond Dante’s comprehension.
Alexander gave him an extremely mysterious and unfathomable feeling.
When facing the unknown, anyone would feel curious and suspicious, so Dante’s doubts now simply showed he was thinking normally.
If he didn’t doubt, then he’d be a fool.
Bam!
Suddenly, a sharp sound—Dante grabbed his head, looking like he wanted to be angry but didn’t dare.
Because it was his older sister, Jasmine Doran, tapping him with a spoon.
“What’s with all the ‘this guy that dude, that motherfucker’? Have you no manners? He’s your brother-in-law!” Jasmine said coldly, frowning.
Actually, she also suspected Alexander, but the “lovey-dovey couple” act still had to be played out.
“Okay, okay, he is my brother-in-law. I was just asking… Brother-in-law! Sis, where exactly does brother-in-law come from? Don’t try to fool me. He can’t be an ordinary college student or some pretty boy. I’m your real brother—you can’t hide things from me,” Dante changed his approach.
“What’s the point of you asking all this?” Jasmine said. Honestly, she couldn’t answer and chose not to.
She couldn’t say she didn’t know, or she’d give herself away.
“I’m concerned about you! Don’t you think he’s got big problems? I’m afraid you’re being fooled. He’s definitely no ordinary person.”
“Cut it out. You don’t need to meddle in my business with your brother-in-law. Mind your own business. I’ve told you a hundred times—stay away from Xie Hu. If it weren’t for your brother-in-law, you’d be done for, got it?”
“Okay, okay, I admit I got taken in by that fucking bastard Xie Hu—it’s my fault. But sis, don’t change the subject. I’m asking about brother-in-law.”
“He’s fine—good to me and good to you. What else do you want to ask?”
“He’s got issues!” Dante was genuinely anxious.
Because he felt like his sister didn’t understand what he was saying.
“Do you know what your brother-in-law and I have been through? Don’t talk nonsense if you don’t. I can’t explain his situation to you. I warn you—don’t mess around. We’ll sort out our relationship ourselves,” Jasmine was already rambling.
“What have you been through? Something big? How come I don’t know?” Dante asked.
“You still ask?” Jasmine glared.
In truth, she was uneasy because she really didn’t know!
Nothing had happened—they just met today. She knew nothing about Alexander and even suspected the background info she found on him was fake!
Intimidated by her older sister’s usual dominance and attitude, Dante dared not ask further.
“Alright, alright, I’m just asking too much. Anyway, when he inevitably dumps you, don’t cry,” Dante said, then jumped up and dodged two meters away.
Jasmine looked coldly at her brother, sitting still.
Dante thought she would come at him immediately, so he jumped away after speaking.
But Jasmine seemed to know his little trick.
“Come back, sit down. Your brother-in-law will be back soon,” Jasmine gave her brother a threatening look.
Dante returned and sat, then looked his sister over, asking, “Sis, are you really pregnant?”
Jasmine was silent for a moment, then said, “Don’t spread rumors at home. If there are any about this, don’t blame me for slapping you!”
In fact, Jasmine didn’t answer whether she was pregnant or not.
But her words gave Dante the impression she tacitly admitted it.
“Hey! Don’t worry, I definitely won’t let Dad know—that would just get you in trouble,” Dante said.
That’s why the siblings were so close.
Jasmine always worried about her brother.
And Dante always cared for his sister.
“Sis, do you think I should give brother-in-law some money?” Dante asked again.
“For what?” Jasmine frowned.
“The money was won back by brother-in-law,” Dante said quickly. “Besides what he recovered, he also won millions for the casino. Even though the gambling used the casino’s funds, if I don’t show some gratitude, wouldn’t I look stingy? You’d be ashamed, too.”
Jasmine rarely approved of Dante’s actions since they were illegal, but this time, she thought her brother was right.
She also admitted that although she was a businesswoman, compared to her brother, she was clearly weaker in interpersonal relations.
Logically, whether Dante gave money or not was fine either way.
Because Alexander gambled with the casino’s money, the wins, and losses belonged to the casino, not him—so he bore no risk. Alexander was Dante’s nominal “brother-in-law” helping family, so demanding a big reward wouldn’t make sense.
But there was a bid difference, making the offer and Alexander refusing money and not offering at all.
Dante understood social etiquette far better than Jasmine—after all, he was a streetwise guy.
“Do as you want. You decide,” Jasmine said.
“You’re pretty strange,” Jasmine laughed. “Suspecting your brother-in-law but still wanting to give him money. Aren’t you contradicting yourself?”
“Keep things separate. If he really helps me get out of trouble this time, I’ll give him a big one later!” Dante said, sounding like a gangster. “But… he really has a lot of problems. Don’t you think? Such a mysterious person, and still so young.”
Jasmine neither agreed nor disagreed.
“Sigh!” Dante sighed, seeing his sister’s attitude. “Forget it. I don’t bother with you guys.”
 

 
Second floor bathroom.
Alexander washed and dried his hands, then left the bathroom to head back to the private room. Just after turning a corridor corner, his brow suddenly furrowed sharply.
He pretended to glance at his phone, though the screen was black and reflecting light—he was actually using it like a mirror to check behind him.
He sensed someone was following him!
Tailing him and keeping watch!
Alexander was puzzled.
Why was someone already tailing him at this point?
This new life had only just begun today. Sure, today had been eventful, but based on how fast information spreads, there shouldn’t be anyone targeting him already.
James Sutherland?
Sutherland wasn’t a damn prophet—there was no way he even knew Alexander existed yet.
That should be at least a few days from now.
So why was he already being followed?
Could it be Dante?
Had Dante planted someone on him—watching his every move, even when he went to the bathroom?
That didn’t feel right either. Dante wouldn’t do something so stupid, and his trusted men wouldn’t be so sloppy as to get noticed that easily.
Alexander kept walking. Food was the priority right now. His life was finally unshackled, and he intended to enjoy it. Even if someone was watching him—maybe even plotting against him—it didn’t matter.
He wasn’t worried.
He seriously doubted anything could happen that he couldn’t handle. If it did, then that 3,065,000-life grind he endured might as well have gone to waste.
Just as he returned to the private room and shut the door behind him, a man in a baseball cap peeked from around the corridor’s corner. He glanced at the room, then took out his phone and made a call.
“Hey, boss.”
“Where is he now?”
“Having lunch with Mr. and Ms. Doran.”
“Keep your eyes on him. Be careful. Don’t get spotted.”
“Got it, boss. Should I… try eavesdropping or something—?”
“Are you out of your damn mind?! If Young Master Doran catches you, you’ll be fish food tomorrow! Just follow and see where he goes. That’s it.”
Inside the private room.
“What were you two talking about?” Alexander pulled out a chair and sat down, smiling casually.
“You, of course,” Dante grinned, sounding a bit more respectful than earlier. “Haven’t even asked yet—are you from NY City, Alex?”
“Yeah. From a county town—Branlow County.” Alexander said breezily.
He already knew Dante was trying to probe. It was obvious.
Jasmine also realized what her brother was doing but didn’t stop him. Truthfully, she was curious too—curious how Alexander would answer.
“A county boy, huh? So you live in the city now?”
“I do. Eastside old town—”
“Oh? That’s… a pretty rundown area. All old buildings. With your skills, Alex, I figured you’d have bought something better by now?”
“No need. It’s the old family home. Still suits me just fine.”
“Old family home?” Dante repeated. He caught the slip. “Didn’t you just say your family’s from Branlow County? Why would you have an old house in the city?”
Inconsistency.
“It is the family home,” Alexander said, smiling. “When my parents first got married, they moved to the city to make a living. My dad’s a cook—does Italian kind of thing. My mom’s a bit more educated, worked as an accountant. This was over twenty years ago. Back then, houses were cheap. They pinched and saved for years just to make the down payment and buy the place.”
“Later on… after my grandma passed, my granddad’s health took a dive. My parents wanted to take care of him, so they gave up on opening a store in the city—money was tight anyway—and moved back to the county. Opened a shop there. Much easier to care for the old man that way.”
“They rented out the city place for a few years. Prices kept going up, but they never sold it. When I started high school, I moved back into the old place.”
Alexander didn’t mind sharing a bit about his background. He knew someone like Dante could dig up the truth in minutes if he wanted.
One thing to note—Alexander had crossed into a parallel universe. But everything about his identity here was still the same: the same parents, same friends and family, same emotional ties.
The past differed slightly in details, but the core story held true.
What had truly changed was the world at large.
After hearing all that, Dante had just one thought:
Ordinary!
Too damn ordinary!
Alexander’s parents were just two more dreamers who had tried to make it in the big city, like so many others in their generation. They bought a house, faced some setbacks, moved back to their hometown, and settled into a modest life.
Alexander? Just a regular kid from a humble background—or so he claimed.
Dante didn’t believe a word of it!
What, are you kidding me?!
A regular guy doesn’t predict events like a fortune-teller.
A regular guy doesn’t crush gambling pros from Macau like it’s nothing.
A regular guy doesn’t chop someone’s hand without even blinking.
But Alexander hadn’t lied at all. Before yesterday—July 7th, 2024—he was just an ordinary guy. If not for those 3,650,000 resets, today he’d still be living a totally mundane life.
“You lived alone during high school?” Dante kept probing. “Your folks didn’t come with you?”
“Nope,” Alexander replied casually. “I’ve got a little sister—five years younger than me. Someone had to take care of her. And they had the shop to run. I've got to make a living, right? I was fifteen, sixteen—old enough to manage. As long as I had food money, I was fine. What’s a guy gotta be scared of?”
Still didn’t believe it!
Dante didn’t buy a damn word!
Too neat. Too mundane. Too perfect.
In Dante’s eyes, the more “ordinary” Alexander made himself sound, the more suspicious it all was.
He would investigate. Alexander knew it.
But he didn’t care.
Let them dig! Alexander wasn’t scared of being investigated at all.
Because if Dante really could find a single lie in all that… then hell must’ve frozen over.
Because everything he said was true.
“Alex, your gambling skills are insane,” Dante complimented. “Who taught you? Can you tell me?”
“Just picked it up playing around on my own.” Alexander answered with a smile.
That was a lie—but even God wouldn’t be able to trace where he learned it. Because that entire timeline had already been wiped clean.
“Then how did you know… all that stuff?” Dante pressed again, hinting at the intel.
“That’s classified. Business secrets,” Alexander replied with a sly grin.
“Alright, alright, stop grilling him,” Jasmine cut in. “What are you doing, checking his household register?”
Dante backed off. She was right—asking about intel was a step too far.
Knock knock.
The door opened before anyone responded. The server was here with their food.
French-style steak, foie gras, pumpkin corn soup, and some desserts.
Lunch was pleasant. They chatted casually, getting to know each other better.
After the meal, the three left together but got into separate cars.
Alexander left with Jasmine, heading straight to her company—Magical Glamour.
Dante returned to Monarch Vault.
They parted ways.
Sitting in the backseat of the Maybach, Alexander tilted his head toward the rearview mirror, then turned to look out the rear window. Jasmine, noticing, glanced back too—traffic was heavy, but their bodyguards’ car was following. Nothing strange there.
“What’s wrong? Can’t bear to say goodbye to my little brother? He’s long gone, you know,” Jasmine teased—rare for someone like her, unless she felt completely at ease.
The bond between them had grown surprisingly fast.
“It’s nothing,” Alexander smiled.
But in truth—he’d spotted the tail.
And now, he knew exactly who was following them.
He hadn’t seen the man’s face in the restaurant corridor because of the cap.
But you can hide a person. You can’t hide a car.
Alexander knew the city like the back of his hand—and he recognized that inconspicuous black Volkswagen tailing them.
The bodyguard in the front passenger seat pressed his earpiece and listened intently before speaking quietly:
“Boss, the rear team confirms we’re being followed.”




Chapter 11: Restaurant date.

The bodyguards assigned to Jasmine were far from ordinary—they were all retired special forces operatives. Just their salaries alone ran into the millions per year. But that wasn’t paid out of Jasmine’s pocket—it was a Doran family expense.
No matter how strained her relationship with the family, Jasmine was still a core member of the Doran’s, the eldest granddaughter of the main bloodline. Internal conflict was one thing, but when it came to the safety of their own, the Doran family never cut corners.
So it wasn’t just Alexander who noticed they were being followed—Jasmine’s bodyguards picked up on it too. Their counter-surveillance training was still sharp.
However, while the bodyguards detected the tail, only Alexander figured out who had sent them.
“Lose them,” Jasmine said flatly.
She was used to this.
In her world, being followed was hardly new. Especially over the past four years—James Sutherland had repeatedly sent people to tail her. Every time she left alone, it was like he wanted tabs on her every move.
James Sutherland was, in every sense, a control freak.
Borderline pathological.
The convoy picked up speed.
Jasmine frowned slightly, annoyance surfacing on her usually calm face. The moment she thought of James Sutherland, all the pressure from her family and the burden of that ridiculous bet came rushing back.
Truthfully, she wasn’t entirely confident she could outperform James in the business world. Not with all the strings he was pulling.
She had considered taking alternative paths, but… none of them seemed easy.
The more she thought of it, the deeper the frown marring her beautiful face became. That’s when Alexander reached over and interlocked his fingers with hers.
Jasmine turned to look at him. The earlier smile was gone—her eyes were cloudy with stress. But Alexander smiled, calm and reassuring, and said, “Don’t worry. Your brother’s going to be fine. I’ve got everything under control.”
His actions, his tone, it all appeared—as if he was playing the role of the boyfriend again.
There were still a driver and a bodyguard in the car. Even if they were Jasmine’s trusted people, she had said she wanted to deceive everyone. That included the people inside the car. So acting the part was fair game.
But the timing of his words hit differently.
“I’ve got everything under control.”
It struck a chord with her.
Alexander wasn’t a mind reader, but he understood her—he could guess what she had just been thinking.
Like how she must have assumed the tail was sent by James Sutherland.
Thirty minutes later.
The convoy arrived at Magical Glamour, Jasmine's company.
Alexander officially completed his onboarding and became the President’s Assistant—with a monthly salary of a couple of thousands of dollars. An amount he didn’t care for. 

After that, Jasmine personally took him around for a full tour. Ostensibly, it was to help him get familiar with the company. In reality, it was her way of introducing him as her boyfriend.

Jasmine never let go of his arm.
She no longer seemed like the cold, domineering CEO she was known as. Around Alexander, her smile came far more easily.
 

 
Clear Creek Villas. Villa #5.
“You slutty bitch! You finally picked up! You even turned off your phone?! Unbelievable. You ditched me for a guy? I can’t believe I call you my best friend!” Mia Murphy shouted into her phone, pacing by her window.
She was furious.
She’d tried calling her best friend all morning and gotten nothing. Sure, she knew her friend’s boyfriend was back in town, and they were probably doing unspeakable things… But sending someone to mess with her yesterday, and then ghosting her today? Way out of line!
“Mia, let me explain! I didn’t turn off my phone on purpose, the battery died. I forgot to charge it and passed out last night—I slept through till noon. I swear I didn’t mean to!”
“Save it! Get your ass over here now. I have questions!” Mia snapped and hung up.
Twenty minutes later, her friend arrived.
The housekeeper opened the door downstairs and let her in—everyone in the house knew her so she didn’t even need to be shown the way.
Knock knock.
Mia, still curled up in her room, heard the door and called out irritably. “Come in.”
The door opened to reveal a girl.
Her looks were average, but she had greatly cared for soft looking skin and was dripping in luxury brands from head to toe.
This was Zoe Sullivan, Mia’s best friend. She was recently turned eighteen, just like Mia. Her father, Jim Sullivan, owned Sullivan’s Biochemical Group.
A rich girl’s best friend was naturally also from a wealthy circle. That’s how they ended up hanging out in the same crowd.
The Murphy and Sullivan’s families were longtime allies. Their respective companies even collaborated in business. Mia and Zoe had grown up together—from elementary to high school. Their bond ran deep.
“Mia, don’t be mad… you’re seriously pissed, huh?”
“Ugh! You ditched me for a guy! Just for some dick!!”
“Oh, come on! Didn’t I drop everything to come see you? What’s so urgent anyway?”
“I need to ask you something.” Mia stared her down. “Yesterday—was it you who set me up? Sent someone to approach me? Was it all a show?”
“Someone? What do you mean?”
“Don’t play dumb!”
“I’m not! What are you talking about?”
“That guy… Alexander. He wasn’t someone you sent?”
“Alexander who? What the hell are you talking about?”
Mia knew her best friend well. Zoe loved to mess around, but not like this. Mia had asked seriously—if it really was her, she would’ve admitted it by now.
So Mia recounted the events of yesterday in brief.
She skipped over a few details (and a LOT of details from the end of the night) and, focused on how Alexander had claimed to be stuck in a time loop, and even accurately predicted when Zoe would call her. Then how Alexander made a single phone call and scared off those troublemakers.
“Mia… You believed that con artist?!” Zoe was speechless. “And you helped him steal a car?!”
“It really wasn’t you who sent him?” Mia asked again.
“Of course not! You think I’ve got that much time on my hands?” Zoe tossed her purse onto the cabinet and plopped onto the couch.
Then she frowned.
Because on the table, she spotted a box of pills.
She picked it up and examined it—it was clearly new and already opened. Mia had taken some.
The box read: Plan B One-Step.
Zoe had taken it before. She was even wilder than Mia—had her first boyfriend at fifteen and changed boyfriends more often than clothes. She knew what this pill was used for.
“Give me that!” Mia snatched the box away, flustered.
Zoe turned and stared at her. Eyes wide, she shot to her feet. “You slept with that scammer?!”
“I… I did…” Mia stammered.
She knew Mia talked a big game, but she was different—her father was strict. She hadn’t even dated anyone yet, and always said she’d wait till college.
Zoe wasn’t judging her for having sex. If it had been with a real boyfriend, no big deal.
But hearing Mia’s story, Zoe realized her friend had been conned—and worse, had been taken for a ride.
“You… You dumbass! Are you serious right now?” Zoe was furious. “What’s his number? Call him. I want to meet this bastard!”
Mia blinked. Didn’t say a word.
Zoe’s eyes widened in horror. “Don’t tell me… you didn’t even get his number?!”
“I forgot to ask…” Mia muttered.
Zoe pressed her hand to her forehead. She was getting a migraine.
 

 
Back at Magical Glamour Group, Alexander spent the entire afternoon at the office.
He was just a figurehead and didn’t have any real work to do, but it was his first day—he had to put on a show. Get to know the environment, meet some people, and even sit in on a company meeting.
Around 5 p.m., the two of them left together.
They didn’t take Jasmine’s Maybach this time. She had a whole fleet of cars. Today, she picked a Bentley Continental and drove herself. Alexander rode shotgun, and the bodyguards followed in a black Mercedes G-Wagon.
She might be a CEO, but she still had her personal life.
“Where do you want to eat?” Jasmine asked as she buckled her seatbelt and turned to look at Alexander.
“Hmm…” Alexander actually gave it some thought, then asked, “You mind if more people see us together?”
“The more, the better,” Jasmine said.
“Then let’s go to Old Pin Xuan.”
Old Pin Xuan—the most elite Cantonese restaurant in the city. No second place.
A luxurious Chinese fine dining spot where tables were usually booked out well in advance. And most of the time, even reservations weren’t enough.
Alexander chose it for two reasons. One, Jasmine was a frequent patron and a top-tier member—she often hosted VIP clients there.
And two, it was a place for the rich. Business tycoons especially loved it.
Which meant… running into “familiar faces” was very likely.
They arrived at the restaurant.
Although there were private rooms available, they didn’t take one. Instead, they sat by a window on the first floor.
It wasn’t that the private rooms were too big. It was because Jasmine wanted people to see them together—she wanted to solidify the image that Alexander was her boyfriend. And if that was the goal, then obviously, they needed to be somewhere visible.
They ordered.
They waited.
And sure enough, it wasn’t long before someone came over to greet them…
“Oh, Boss Doran, what a coincidence! You’re dining here today as well,” the first to approach and greet them was a middle-aged man wearing glasses, nearly fifty, slim.
“A pleasure, Mr. Han,” Jasmine Doran responded with a surprised expression.
Han Deli was 47, CEO and major shareholder of Long-Cheng Innovation Group, a company specializing in electronic components. Twice-married, with a son and a daughter, his business was booming.
The moment Alexander saw Han Deli, he quietly recalled all he knew about him.
No introduction was needed—he recognized the man.
Although Han Deli and Jasmine didn’t have any business dealings—cosmetics and electronics were hardly related—the wealthy moved in circles where connections didn’t depend solely on business.
Opportunities to meet could arise at corporate parties, big-shot birthday banquets, or mutual friends’ gatherings.
Rich people loved to make friends, and they did so proactively.
Everyone knew the rule: more friends mean more paths; more enemies mean more walls.
Though Jasmine wasn’t the type to socialize much in private, she still knew exactly who she should know. She had a huge natural advantage in networking.
Among billionaires, she was very young, incredibly beautiful, and backed by a powerful family—making her stand out and easily attract attention wherever she went. It was common for big-shot CEOs to approach her.
Jasmine and Han exchanged a few pleasantries. Han naturally noticed she was dining with a younger man.
“Is this your relative? Brother” Han asked with a smile.
Of course, Han knew of Dante's existence— a well-known figure in the city. Few didn’t know the Doran family was huge, with many third-generation members. Han wasn’t sure if Alexander was a younger brother or cousin.
Alexander looked too young to be a business partner.
“This isn’t my brother—this is my boyfriend, Alexander,” Jasmine said, glancing at Alexander and gesturing with her hand. “Babe, this is Mr. Han from Long-Cheng Innovation.”
Alexander stood slowly, His movements controlled, only reaching his hand out when Han did it, shaking his hand warmly.
“Pleasure to meet you.”
Surprise flashed across Han’s face, but inside he was shocked.
Jasmine was 27 and had never been in a serious relationship before; she wasn’t known for liking men.
Her “fake boyfriend” charade was already a joke in the city’s business circles.
Rumor had it she used fake boyfriends to resist family-arranged marriages.
Why did everyone know it was fake?
Because she never brought those boyfriends to restaurants for dates. They only appeared at specific events, acting as props. At business dinners, if Jasmine didn’t call them her boyfriend, others would mistake them for her sycophantic assistants.
No signs of intimacy ever.
If Jasmine stayed silent; her previous fake boyfriends never spoke up.
They were always timid, serving and being careful around her.
So everyone knew it was fake.
But this time…
Jasmine just called Alexander “Babe”!
And today, Jasmine looked genuinely happy.
The usually strong and domineering CEO rarely smiled—but now a natural smile rested on her face.
So…
Was this time for real?
“Mr. Alexander, what a pleasure! Haha, you’re quite the gentleman, and you truly suit Ms. Doran! She has great taste,” Han said quickly, laughing and praising both Alexander and Jasmine.
“Thank you, Mr. Han, you’re too kind,” Alexander smiled, exchanging a glance with Jasmine.
“Hahaha,” Han laughed again, then asked, “May I ask where you work, Mr. Alexander?”
“I just graduated from university and help out at Jasmine’s company,” Alexander replied.
His answer sounded modest—just a fresh graduate without a career, working at his girlfriend’s company. It seemed off.
But!
Who was Jasmine Doran?
Her boyfriend couldn’t be just anyone.
So when Alexander casually admitted he’d just graduated, Han’s first thought was: which powerful family’s son is this?!
Jasmine wouldn’t settle for an ordinary guy.
Given Jasmine’s character, talent, knowledge, and background, anyone who caught her eye couldn’t be average.
“Boss, the guests have arrived…” Han’s assistant whispered softly behind him.
“Hahaha, sorry to interrupt your date,” Han quickly shifted tone. “Boss Doran, wishing you booming business. My clients have arrived—I have to go attend to them.”
“Take care, and good luck with your business,” Jasmine replied.
Han hurried off, but even after walking quite a distance, he paused at the stairs, glanced back at Alexander, still wondering in his mind, Which family’s young master is this?
“Han Deli’s a decent guy—likes making friends, and he’s an official of the city’s Chamber of Commerce...” Jasmine explained briefly to Alexander after Han left.
Actually, their visit today was partly deliberate—to introduce Alexander around. As Jasmine’s boyfriend, if this were a real relationship, she would naturally introduce the people who came by, so she did.
Alexander needed to get familiar.
Alexander smiled, shifted his glass a little, tidied up the bowls and chopsticks on the table, and after Jasmine’s brief explanation, looked up and said, “I actually know him better than you do.”
Jasmine’s expression froze for a moment, then she laughed it off casually. “Mhm, you ARE the intelligence guy.”
About eight or nine minutes later, the second person to greet them arrived.
“Boss Doran, long time no see!” This time it was a tall, lean man in his forties, accompanied by a beautiful female companion—though not his wife.
This was Arnold Garcia, General Manager of Dong Industrial Group, the second-largest shareholder. The majority shareholder and chairman was his father, and Arnold was already confirmed to take over the family business in the future.
He had a son, was divorced, and had numerous mistresses, currently maintaining relationships with three women.
“Mr. Alexander, hello, hello...”
The process was almost the same. When Arnold learned Alexander was Jasmine’s boyfriend, his surprise was almost written all over his face.
Shortly after, two more tycoons came over to greet them: and again their reactions mirrored the first two perfectly.
Speaking of which, not everyone dining at Old PinXuan was a tycoon themselves.
But if you weren’t high enough in status, you wouldn’t get to know Jasmine.
Even if you knew of Jasmine, if your standing wasn’t sufficient, you wouldn’t dare come over and greet her—you simply weren’t close.
So those who came over to say hello were never ordinary people.
The dishes arrived.
They ate while speaking softly.
Jasmine was usually very low-key in public; unless necessary, she avoided appearing in public. Many knew this about her, so seeing her here caused surprise and prompted them to approach.
Still, even with that, not many people would come during the meal.
But the news would spread.
In a few days, many in the business circle would hear: The Doran family’s eldest daughter, Jasmine Doran, owner of Magical Glamour, is really dating someone!
“Oh! Isn’t this Miss Doran? What a coincidence!”
Another person came over to greet them.
This time, it was a woman.
Her tone wasn’t polite—there was even a hint of sarcasm in her voice.
 




Chapter 12: Lady, you look familiar.

Nobody dares to mess with Jasmine Doran?
Of course not. Though the Doran family was a wealthy and prominent clan, they were not the absolute top.
Jasmine was always low-key and never boasted about her background. People without sufficient status wouldn’t fully understand how powerful the Doran family really was, and those with high status already knew without Jasmine needing to mention it.
Some people who had some sort of relationship with Jasmine didn’t actually know her well—and thus dared to offend her.
Jasmine disliked being called “Miss Doran.”
Only in certain situations by certain people would she not mind it.
She much preferred being called “Boss Doran.” “President Doran” was also acceptable, but “Boss Doran” was her favorite because the word “boss” softened her female identity and matched her strong, domineering aura.
This was why Alexander had been calling her “Boss Doran” whenever he could.
Alexander knew what she liked. He didn’t want a simple form of address to cause her to dislike him or form prejudices. That would be pointless.
But the person approaching now called her “Miss Doran”—and from the tone, it was clearly on purpose.
Jasmine frowned and looked up; Alexander glanced over as well.
It was a woman dressed in French haute couture, holding a Hermes Birkin bag, wearing a huge diamond ring, about thirty years old, with wavy long hair and a delicate face, though with rather heavy makeup.
Alexander recognized her instantly.
Claire Lewis, was 32 years old, originally from Brighton Village in Staten Island, New York City.
Her husband was Frank Delaney, chairman of NY City’s DNLY Group. She married him seven years ago and had a son. The next year, with Frank Delaney’s help, she founded Unique Fashion Ltd., mainly selling cosmetics.
She and Jasmine weren’t just acquaintances—they were quite familiar.
But not friends.
They were business rivals.
According to Alexander’s knowledge, Claire Lewis always believed Jasmine had stolen her business. Claire had opened her cosmetics company six years ago, while Jasmine only came to NY City four years ago.
Originally, Claire lacked the ability to run a company. Without Frank Delaney’s repeated financial support and connections, her company would have long gone bankrupt.
But after Jasmine opened her company, Claire’s company started going downhill.
Their real feud began three years ago.
Jasmine successfully signed a deal with a large chain beauty salon to have its customers use and promote Magical Glamour’s skincare products offline.
Before that, the salon recommended products from Unique Fashion.
Since then, Claire could barely look at Jasmine without glaring at her.
Especially this year.
Jasmine’s Magical Glamour was now valued at a couple of hundreds of million dollars and growing a reputation that well-known nationwide, while Claire’s company was worth only around a few millions, thanks mainly to fixed assets and a factory—really just a small local workshop.
The gap was huge.
In business, Claire was no match for Jasmine.
Physically, Claire was no match for Jasmine.
In family background and education, Claire was even less than Jasmine.
Women were often jealous. Claire was a vain woman who loved to compete. After years of rivalry, whenever she saw Jasmine, she would say something unpleasant—never anything good.
“Mr. Frank is not with you today?” Jasmine replied coolly, tilting her head slightly to scan the restaurant.
She didn’t see Frank Delaney.
Jasmine was calm; she knew Claire was here to pick a fight and would probably say something unpleasant again, but she was too tired to bother with this mentally unstable woman.
Jasmine wasn’t without a temper—when she got angry, she scared even herself.
She ignored Claire because she had a good private relationship with Frank Delaney.
Jasmine met Frank through her brother Dante Doran.
Dante’s relationship with Frank was very close.
It wasn’t that Jasmine liked everyone Dante knew, but Frank understood Jasmine’s temper well.
Frank had started in the demolition business—once operating in a gray area with plenty of illegal moves done—then formed a real estate company and successfully went legit. He was known for being bold and loyal. When he was young, he took a hit for a brother and nearly died in the hospital.
He was currently ranked sixth among the city’s top ten richest people.
He was also vice president of the city’s Chamber of Commerce.
Jasmine and Frank were almost like old friends despite the age difference.
Frank had joked with Jasmine privately that she was “born in the wrong body” because she was so strong and businesslike—acting like a man. He dared to make such jokes, which showed the relationship between the two.
Frank also privately begged Jasmine to ignore his wife.
Regarding the business rivalry between Jasmine and Claire, Frank didn’t care.
He just spent money to keep his wife happy—he didn’t expect profits and just hoped to lose less.
He was famous for doting on his wife.
Jasmine never understood how such a generous, loyal man ended up marrying such a bitch. (Though she wouldn’t ever say that out loud.)
Was it just because she bore him a son?
“My husband is outside waiting for guests, he’ll be in soon,” Claire said, then turned her gaze to Alexander. “Miss Doran, is this your boyfriend?”
Anyone who knew Jasmine wouldn’t ask that, but Claire was here to cause trouble and to push buttons.
“Mm,” Jasmine responded with a soft nod.
“Oh ho! Miss Li, when did you start keeping a sugar baby?” Liu’s tone suddenly exaggerated.
“You’re 27 this year, right? Your gigolo’s probably just in his early twenties? Not bad looking though—guess you really know how to pick ‘young meat’ to eat!”
Claire raised her voice, deliberately drawing attention, so others in the restaurant could hear, trying to embarrass Jasmine.
Actually, Jasmine was unbothered—her heart was incredibly strong.
But she had no reason to tolerate this now.
Jasmine gripped her wine glass. Alexander, seeing this, knew she might throw her wine in Claire’s face, which would damage Jasmine’s relationship with Frank Delaney. That was unnecessary.
This bitch wasn’t worth that.
So Alexander spoke first, “Did you get too many hyaluronic acid injections? You’re acting crazy. Stop behaving like a shrew……or rather, like a mentally ill bitch, and stop disturbing everyone’s meal.”
“What did you say, you fucking boy toy?!” Claire snapped, turning sharply toward Alexander.
“Did I say something wrong? Aren’t you acting crazy? Or did you mess up your nerves when you had your chin shaved? It can’t be you wrecked your brain when you had your eye surgery, right?” Alexander smiled faintly.
“Shut up! I never had plastic surgery!” Claire screeched like a cat stepped on its tail.
Her cosmetic surgery was a secret. She loved her refined appearance and hated people saying she was fake.
Alexander wondered why some people liked to cause trouble for no reason.
Everyone had secrets they wanted to hide.
Even a woman like Jasmine did.
Alexander knew the secrets of every prominent person in the city.
His mention of Claire’s surgery was just a warm-up.
Claire’s biggest secret—the one she most wanted to hide—Alexander hadn’t even mentioned yet. That one secret alone could make her disappear from the face of the earth.
Alexander had no intention of exposing anyone’s dirty laundry. He wasn’t some busybody.
But when it came to bitches, he was ruthless.
You reap what you sow.
So, he smirked at her. “Huh? Lady…..why do you suddenly look familiar…” Alexander’s gaze sharpened as if he’d just realized something. He stared at Claire and said, “Did you use to work at some brothel?”
“You! You’re the one who worked at a brothel! Your whole family worked at a brothel! Have you no shame? You bastard!” Claire’s face turned bright red as she shrieked and cursed at Alexander.
The truth? She had worked in a brothel—over ten years ago. It wasn’t for long, and soon after she had a successful round of cosmetic surgery, she latched onto a wealthy man and eventually married Frank Delaney. But that past was one of her deepest secrets, not the worst one, but certainly fatal to her public image!
“Have some class,” Alexander replied calmly. “We’re in a civilized place. You’re supposed to be someone of status now, so maybe you should work on unlearning the habits you picked up back when you were still working the rooms.”
“You’re slandering me! That’s defamation! I’ll—!” Claire roared, lunging forward with her luxury handbag raised to strike.
Given how many years she’d been married into wealth, she should’ve known better than to make a scene in public. But Alexander had hit a nerve—he was telling the truth. Panic flooded her chest, and rage was the only way she knew to cover it.
Thwack!
The handbag did land—but not on Alexander. One of Jasmine Doran’s bodyguards had stepped in front of him just in time, taking the blow squarely.
Jasmine had brought bodyguards with her that evening, though fewer than usual. They were seated in corners of the restaurant to give her and Alexander privacy, but were still close enough to act when needed.
The moment Claire began shouting, they had all quietly approached, awaiting Jasmine’s signal. But Jasmine hadn’t signaled anything—because she wanted to see how Alexander would handle it. Her curiosity towards this man was making her want to learn more, see more of him, to discover his depths.

Claire wasn’t worth her time. But Frank Delaney, Claire’s husband, was one of the most powerful men in the city.

The Dorans were outsiders here—"dragons from across the river." Frank Delaney? He was a local kingpin, an emperor with influence all over.
That’s what made it so surprising the two families got along so well. But Jasmine also knew Alexander wasn’t some impulsive fool looking for cheap victories.
So if he was willing to confront Claire like this, he must have a reason—and probably something powerful in hand.
“Please calm down, Mrs. Delaney,” said the bodyguard, remaining composed even after taking the hit.
But Claire, wild with rage, swung again. The guard, built like a wall and nearly two meters tall, didn’t even flinch.
Jasmine narrowed her eyes. These bodyguards had followed her loyally for years. Seeing one of them get slapped for doing his job? That was unacceptable.
She began to rise from her seat.
At that moment—
“Claire! What’s going on?!” came a voice from near the entrance.
It was Frank Delaney.
Fifty-five years old, dressed in a tailored suit, skin darkened by years of sun, Frank Delaney was the Chairman of DNLY Group, Vice President of the city’s Chamber of Commerce, and a member of the City Council. He was also one of the city’s ten wealthiest tycoons.
He’d come to this restaurant today to entertain some important guests as part of his bid to win the Eastside Old Town redevelopment project. While DNLY Group was the biggest real estate company in NY City, it had no national presence. Several industry giants were also vying for the same project, forcing Frank to pull strings wherever he could.
He had been outside greeting his guests personally while Claire entered the restaurant ahead of him.
So when he finally walked in and saw his wife attacking someone in public, his first reaction was to march over and defend her—any insult to his wife was an insult to him.
But then… he spotted Jasmine Doran.
And he immediately understood.
Most likely, Claire had stirred up trouble again—and with her of all people.
Seeing her husband appear, Claire suddenly went quiet and wiped her eyes, pretending to be a fragile, wronged woman.
Frank hurried over.
“Frank,” Jasmine said flatly as she stood up.
“Jasmine.” Frank nodded and forced a smile, clearly apologetic. He knew his wife had caused trouble again. If she weren’t his wife, she would've been dealt with long ago. Jasmine was only tolerating her for Frank’s sake.
“This guy insulted me!” Claire whined, tears suddenly rolling down, as if on command. “He said I looked ugly, said I had plastic surgery, even said I used to sell myself!”
Frank’s face instantly darkened, his eye twitching.
He was a proud man. Wealthy. Respected. A public figure.
And someone had just publicly claimed that his wife had once been a prostitute?
In a restaurant full of people—including the clients he had just invited to dinner?
That was not something he could tolerate!
This wasn’t just about reputation—it was about survival in their world. If word spread that Frank Delaney couldn’t even defend his own wife’s honor, he’d become a laughingstock.
Jasmine could see the fire building in Frank’s eyes. He was doing his best to stay composed.
Privately, he was a chill guy who liked joking around—even with Jasmine—but this was different.
Frank comforted his wife, then pulled her aside, took two steps forward, and asked with a tense expression. "Boss Doran, is this your friend?3
He asked Jasmine directly. He didn't know Alexander, but he could tell that the two were here together.
He was angry, extremely so, but he was still restrained.
It's easy to say all you want in private, but in public, things had to be handled delicately.
Jasmine knew Frank was on fire. She could tell from his words.
Still, she nodded softly. "He's my boyfriend. Or "my boy toy" as your wife referred to him." Her face was blank, and her reply was straight-on! If the relationship was broken, it would be broken, and she was not afraid!
Frank's gaze changed slightly. Her boyfriend?!
Listening to her tone, was it possible that she dared to offend him for this young man?
"It is a boy toy! A gigolo! You are twenty-seven years old and still not married, so finding a twenty-year-old, isn't this too shameful? Am I wrong?" Claire asked with a flare, only to be cowed by a glare from Frank.
Claire kept going, this time sobbing. “They ganged up on me! Said horrible things to humiliate me!”
Frank softened when she cried. He pulled her aside and whispered, “I’ll take care of this. Don’t say another word.”
That’s when Alexander stood up.
He gestured for the bodyguards to step back and approached Frank with a calm smile, extending a hand. “Mr. Delaney, pleasure to meet you. I’m Alexander.”
Frank gave him a hard look. The kind that said you’re dead, kid.
But he still shook his hand.
And then—Alexander pulled Frank in slightly, clapping his other hand on Frank’s shoulder.
He leaned in.
And whispered in Frank’s ear.
Frank stiffened.
He didn’t push Alexander away. In fact, he froze, carefully listening to every word.
His face changed—over and over. Anger. Shock. Disbelief. Fear.
Two full minutes passed like this.
Everyone around them, watched, stunned, stared in confusion. What the hell was going on?
They’d expected a fight. Maybe even a full-blown clash between two business giants.
Instead, Alexander had just whispered something.
And now Frank Delaney… was listening.
Attentively.
What did Alexander say?
What was so devastating, so effective, that it could tame one of the city’s most powerful men in just two minutes?
No one knew.




Chapter 13: Infidelity. Slap, and a blast from the past.
 

Alexander had a rather favorable impression of Frank Delaney. The man was bold, loyal, and unpretentious—someone who would take a knife for a friend without hesitation. Although Frank had certainly used some questionable methods in his rise to success, Alexander didn’t care much about that.
There had been a long period in Alexander’s endless time loops when he genuinely enjoyed helping others. He even once donated all his savings to an orphanage. But since time reset every day, the money would be back the next. It didn’t matter.
And during those ten thousand years of repetition, Alexander had helped Frank Delaney more than once—changing the course of his fate.
He never got to see the results, of course. There was no future in a reset timeline. But it was an entertaining way to pass the time.
Frank’s biggest problems didn’t lie in business. They came from himself—and his family.
Frank had made his fortune through demolition and redevelopment. In his younger days, he was constantly involved in disputes. At the age of twenty-six, he once took five stab wounds protecting a friend. He nearly died, spending three months in the hospital. When he was discharged, the doctor gave him a harsh truth: it was unlikely he could ever have children.
The doctor was right.
Despite years of effort and even trying in-vitro fertilization, Frank had never been able to father a child. It ultimately led to his divorce from his first wife.
As his wealth grew, so too did his obsession with the one thing he lacked—a child of his own.
He had many women over the years and tried everything. But nothing worked.
Until Claire came into his life.
She had been one of many women around him, just another mistress at first. But just three months after they met, she was “miraculously” pregnant. She gave birth to a healthy baby boy, and Frank even had a paternity test done—the boy was his.
At last, his life seemed complete.
That’s why Frank spoiled Claire endlessly. It was that adoration that made her so arrogant and unbearable. She dared offend anyone, confident that Frank would always back her no matter what.
But…
According to Alexander’s research in the time loops, he knew the truth: the boy wasn’t Frank’s.
It had all been a setup.
A carefully orchestrated plot to seize a billionaire’s fortune—a scheme of manipulation and eventual murder.
Frank’s infertility was no secret before he married Claire. In fact, the entire business circle of the area knew. A billionaire with no heir was always going to be the subject of gossip.
So Claire and her so-called cousin, Rick Lewis, crafted a plan.
Rick Lewis was from Claire’s hometown—but in truth, they weren’t blood-related at all. They just shared a last name and came from the same town.
Rick was five years older than Claire.
He was the one who brought her to the city and got her started… at a brothel.
After Claire underwent cosmetic surgery, Rick moved on to more “premium” operations—grooming mistresses for the wealthy. It was Rick who arranged for Claire to become involved with Frank, using his connections.
Frank, desperate and trying everything to have a child, took the bait.
Three months later, Claire was “pregnant.”
But the baby wasn’t Frank’s—it was Rick’s.
Even now, Rick worked under Frank’s company and was seen as a trusted employee. Outwardly, they were just cousins. Secretly, they were lovers.
Alexander even knew that Rick had at one point plotted to kill Frank—so Claire and her child could inherit everything. Claire had stopped him, not out of guilt, but because her position wasn’t yet secure. The child was too young, and she didn’t yet have enough influence to challenge Frank’s old guard at the company.
Alexander had once tied both Claire and Rick up and interrogated them. He knew everything!
“Your son is Rick Logan’s,” Alexander had whispered into Frank’s ear. “He and Claire aren’t cousins. They’re not related at all. It’s a lie. Your son doesn’t even look like you, right? You’ve noticed that too, haven’t you?”
That was the first thing Alexander had said.
He knew Frank had long suspected something. The boy didn’t look like either of them. But the paternity test results always silenced his doubts.
And rumors had been swirling for years.
Frank was an older man with a much younger wife. He had been infertile for decades, then suddenly had a son—one who didn’t resemble him. Whispers were inevitable.
It had always been a thorn in his heart.
“Claire’s and Rick are both from the same town. No blood ties. Rick was the one who brought her out of the village and into prostitution.”
“She showed up in your life because Rick paid a fortune to get her close to you. Everyone knew you were infertile. It was all part of the plan. I know it’s hard to believe, but it’s the truth. Think about it—who does that boy really look like?”
“If you don’t believe me, ask her where she was yesterday afternoon. She was with Rick. You can check the security footage from her company— They probably avoided the elevators and took the stairs.”
“Ask her. She’ll probably say she was in her office the whole time, and Rick will back her up. ‘Cousins’ looking out for each other.”
“You’ve seen the red flags. But you never suspected they were lovers, because you believed they were cousins. That’s exactly what they’ve been using against you.”
“I had a paternity test done myself,” Frank finally muttered, barely moving his lips.
“Those can be faked too,” Alexander replied. “This was a long con. When Claire was pregnant, you gave her a million for prenatal care. That money passed through Rick’s hands. He used it to bribe the doctor who wrote that report. Check if that doctor left the hospital shortly after your test—that’s your proof.”
“Oh, and if you want to confirm this on the spot…” Alexander leaned in again.
He went on and on.
If it had just been Alexander’s word alone, it might not have worked. But Frank had suspected something for years. Claire and Rick always had airtight alibis, and he never connected the dots because of their supposed family bond.
Everyone in the restaurant was baffled watching the two whisper. What could they possibly be talking about for so long?
Even Jasmine Doran was puzzled. She knew Frank well enough to understand his temper—but Alexander remained a mystery to her.
Finally, Alexander finished.
He patted Frank on the back and casually walked back to his seat, picked up his wine glass, and settled in to watch what was to come. This is going to be fun.
Frank slowly turned around, his face expressionless, and stared directly at his wife, Claire.
Having been married for several years, Claire knew Frank Delaney well enough to understand that whenever he showed a blank, emotionless face, it meant he was suppressing a furious storm inside.
Frank’s temper had been bad in his youth, but he had changed in order to succeed. This was his way of controlling his emotions.
“What’s wrong, dear?” Claire asked uneasily.
She didn’t know what Alexander had whispered to Frank.
No one around did. Everyone was extremely curious. It was obvious a conflict might have broken out, yet Alexander’s whispered words didn’t just stop Frank from lashing out—they changed his mood into something strange.
The atmosphere turned weird in an instant.
“Where were you yesterday afternoon?” Frank asked, expressionless.
“I—I was at the company,” Claire’s face showed clear discomfort, making Frank’s eyelid twitch. “I stayed in the office the whole time with my cousin. We spent the afternoon discussing promotion plans. Honey, why are you suddenly asking this?”
Normally, someone innocent wouldn’t explain so much.
She was already trying to defend herself.
But Frank had only asked a simple question.
“Were you and your cousin really in the office the whole time?” Frank asked again.
“Yes, we stayed there until work ended. If you don’t believe me, ask my cousin,” Claire replied.
“I already asked him this morning, casually,” Frank said, making Claire’s face change dramatically. “He told me you both went out to meet a client yesterday afternoon. You weren’t at the office.”
She was being trapped!
Actually, Frank hadn’t asked Rick yet.
Alexander had advised him to test Claire with a question to catch a lie. A man like Frank Delaney knew how to get information.
In truth, Frank didn’t want to believe Alexander’s words. He didn’t even know where this stranger had come from, or that Dante Doran had a boyfriend.
But now was not the time for doubts.
What Alexander said was crucial.
Frank had long suspected something was wrong with Claire and Rick, but didn’t know what exactly. He thought Claire might just be helping Rick secretly earn more money.
That wasn’t a big deal to him, so he had turned a blind eye.
Yet deep inside was a thorn—an unresolved puzzle that nagged him endlessly.
So he was willing to verify Alexander’s story.
“Oh… really? Did my cousin say that? He must be mistaken,” Claire stammered, panicking.
She and Rick had sneaked out many times over the years, never planning what to say if questioned. And because Frank never doubted their family relationship, they had grown reckless.
“He’s mistaken? Fine, I’ll call him now,” Frank said.
“Oh, right… I just remembered—we really did go out to meet a client yesterday afternoon, but we came back by two or three o’clock. After that, we were in the office working on promotion plans…” Claire quickly changed her story again.
Veins bulged on Frank’s forehead.
“Why are you asking me these all of a sudden, dear? That little pretty boy insulted me! You’re not protecting me anymore? You don’t love me? Don’t love me and our son?” Claire suddenly got emotional, pointing at Alexander, trying to shift attention.
Smack!
A sharp, loud slap echoed, causing a tingling sensation on everyone’s faces, as if their own cheeks had been hit.
Claire was thrown sideways—flung nearly two meters across the restaurant and crashed into a decorative flower pot.
Blood streamed from her forehead.
Fresh blood dripped from the corner of her mouth.
A bright red handprint swelled across her cheek.
Claire was stunned, almost knocked senseless.
Everyone else was dumbfounded too.
Frank was famous for spoiling his wife—how could he suddenly slap her in public? And with such force, like there was some deadly hatred between them?
Even Jasmine was shocked.
She recalled how Frank had privately spoken kindly of Claire, pleading with Jasmine not to make things difficult for her. All those memories flashed vividly.
Jasmine glanced sideways at Alexander.
What on earth had this man said to Frank?
“Take her home,” Frank said, still expressionless. He turned to his bodyguards and ordered, “Don’t let her out. She needs time to reflect.”
“Yes, boss.”
Two bodyguards nodded and helped the stunned Claire to her feet, supporting her as they left.
Frank looked at Alexander but said nothing. He took a deep breath, then turned back with an apologetic smile: “Sorry everyone for the scene. My wife’s spoiled and childish. I’ve ruined everyone’s dinner mood. Really sorry, truly sorry.”
Frank clasped his hands and bowed slightly, apologizing to every table in the restaurant.
People often said, “That guy is really something.”
What does it mean to be “someone”?
Frank Delaney was that.
“Mr. Delaney, no need to apologize.”
“Please, Mr. Delaney, don’t worry about us.”
Others stood and offered polite responses.
“Eat and drink well, everyone. Tonight, all expenses are on me! Order whatever you want!” Frank said, signaling the restaurant manager nearby. “Send two bottles of alcohol to each table.”
This was a Chinese restaurant, so the gift was baijiu.
Whether guests drank it was irrelevant—the gesture mattered.
“Mr. Delaney, you’re too generous.”
“Oh, Mr. Delaney…”
Several more people stood up.
“Please sit, everyone. Enjoy your meal. Sorry again for the trouble!” Frank waved his hands to calm everyone down.
Once they sat, he returned to his guests.
There were only five or six, originally entering with Frank. The leader was a bespectacled, balding man about sixty, wearing a very refined suit.
“Hey, sorry for wasting your time with this drama,” Frank apologized first.
“Frank, what’s going on?” the balding man stepped closer and whispered.
“Ah, don’t mention it. My spoiled wife…” Frank waved off the topic.
No one could figure out from the brief conversation what Claire and Rick had done yesterday.
Going somewhere with a cousin didn’t suggest an affair.
No one guessed that the son wasn’t Frank’s.
That was why Alexander whispered everything.
The same truth told differently could produce vastly different results—even opposite ones.
Alexander could have exposed everything publicly, causing Claire to collapse in shame.
But that would have crossed the line, broken the reputation of Frank, and turned him into an enemy.
Frank’s position was too high for a scandal.
A headline like “Billionaire cucked into Raising Another Man’s Son” would cause a nationwide uproar.
Frank would lose all his reputation across the country.
To Alexander, Frank was someone worth befriending. There was no need to publicly humiliate him.
Better to be an ally than an enemy.
“Brothers, go upstairs first. I’ll send the dishes up. I have some private matters to attend to. Sorry, sorry. I’ll be up soon… You, take care of them, make sure they’re well looked after,” Frank said to his assistant.
“Don’t worry, boss.” The assistant gestured to lead Frank’s important guests.
Frank escorted them to the stairwell, whispering to the balding man on the way.
Jasmine sat down, holding her wine glass, eyes quietly fixed on Alexander.
“Do I have something on my face? Why are you looking at me like that?” Alexander smiled and took a sip.
Jasmine tilted her head but kept staring, as if trying to spot a stain.
“Sorry about earlier, Jasmine. I owe you an apology. I told her many times, but she still harassed you,” Frank returned, apologizing again.
He wasn’t really speaking to Jasmine, but to the others present.
Domestic violence was embarrassing, but it was better than rumors of being cucked and cheated on.
Frank didn’t know if Jasmine knew what Alexander had revealed
“Don’t mention it, Frank,” Jasmine replied calmly.
Frank then looked at Alexander.
“Want to step outside and talk?” Alexander said before Frank could speak.
Frank hesitated, then nodded.
“Alright.”
Alexander stood and walked out with Frank.
Jasmine watched them go with an odd look in her eyes.
They were going to talk privately?
What had Alexander said to a man like Frank to gain such trust?
And what more did Alexander want to say—behind her back?
Jasmine wasn’t usually curious, but now her mind was bursting with questions.
Even as Alexander and Frank walked out the restaurant doors, nearly every guest inside still had their eyes on them. Though people had become more discreet, their gazes never strayed.
Outside the restaurant, luxury cars filled the street.
Alexander and Frank walked all the way to the flowerbed at the edge of the lot before stopping.
“So, Mr. Delaney… you believe what I told you?” Alexander asked, one hand in his pocket as he gave Frank a sideways glance, then turned his eyes toward the bustling traffic.
Night had fallen, and the avenue sparkled with neon lights and the blur of passing cars.
“I believe at least one thing—you were right about her lying. There’s definitely something going on between her and Rick. I’ll look into it,” Frank said, trying to keep a neutral tone. In reality, he already believed eighty percent of what Alexander said.
But no man ever wants to admit he's been made a cuck and a fool.
Especially not when it's something far worse than simple betrayal.
This wasn’t just an affair—it was a scheme for his money and to even murder him.
“How do you know all this? Who told you?” Frank gave him a side-eye.
Alexander smiled faintly. “Mr. Delaney, you have to understand. If it weren’t for your close friendship with Jasmine, and the fact that you and Dante consider each other friends like brothers, I wouldn’t have told you any of this.”
“Our meeting tonight was a coincidence. I told you all this for Jasmine and her brother’s sake. There’s no need to probe how I know it.”
He looked again toward the glowing night skyline and added, “Can’t just let the bad guys get away with it, right?”
Frank fell silent for a moment.
He couldn’t figure Alexander out.
The guy gave him an odd impression—people almost never spoke to Frank like that anymore. And Alexander wasn’t helping him because of Frank’s status or wealth—it was because of others.
Jasmine’s boyfriend…
Frank had accepted that. Alexander really was Jasmine’s man.
He’d met Jasmine’s previous three “boyfriends,” And never once gave them a proper look—they were just sycophants, convenient shields. But Alexander was different. He treated Jasmine as an equal.
Leaving her alone in the restaurant to speak privately with Frank—that alone proved everything.
And the way Jasmine defended him earlier—“My boyfriend, the ‘pretty boy’ your wife insulted”—also made Frank realize just how much Alexander meant to her.
Frank couldn’t help but wonder about Alexander’s background. Either he came from a powerful family… or he had some very unique skills—or status.
But none of that really mattered.
Frank didn’t care who Alexander was. What he cared about was his own situation.
“Thanks, brother.” Frank reached out and patted Alexander on the shoulder.
The word “brother” stripped away any hierarchy or social role—it was pure gratitude.
Frank was over thirty years older than Alexander, but that’s how he referred to him—his personality had always been youthful, and the long years of childlessness had only kept that feeling frozen in time.
Like how a 40-year-old unmarried woman might still dress young and trendy, while a woman who married at 20 might already be a mother of grown children at the same age—years of motherhood shaped an entirely different mindset.
“Have you told anyone else about this?” Frank asked.
“Not yet,” Alexander replied, “but I bet Jasmine will ask me what I told you.”
Frank scratched his head, eyes scanning the street, a pained and weary look flickering beneath his surface.
“It doesn’t matter anymore,” he said after a pause. “Nothing stays hidden forever. People will find out eventually.”
Then silence again.
“What do you plan to do about Claire and Rick… and the child?” Alexander asked.
Frank paused, then turned to Alexander and asked, “You’re sure the kid’s not mine?”
He didn’t know why he believed Alexander so easily. Maybe because Alexander had solved all the confusing doubts that had plagued him for years.
All the subtle, inexplicable oddities suddenly made sense once he learned Claire and Rick weren’t actually related.
But still… Frank wanted to believe the boy was his.
He was a traditional man. He wanted children—someone to carry on the family name after he was gone.
“He’s not yours,” Alexander said firmly. “Claire calculated the timing precisely. She showed up during her ovulation window, spent a few nights with you, then turned around and slept with Rick. You know your own condition. Unless a miracle happened, you weren’t going to have children.”
Frank’s face turned pale. He looked one way down the street, then the other—his eyes weren’t focused, a subtle red haze circling them.
“I’ll do a new paternity test tomorrow.”
He sniffled, pulled a cigarette box from his pocket—an unopened carton of premium cigarette.
Alexander knew Frank used to be a heavy smoker. But after Claire got pregnant, he quit for two years. Later, even when he resumed, it was extremely limited—maybe a few puffs a day.
He still carried cigarettes around—not for himself, but for guests and business occasions.
Frank opened the pack, took one out, and offered it to Alexander.
“I don’t smoke,” Alexander said, raising his hand politely.
Frank lit one for himself, took a deep drag, and let the smoke curl out of his nostrils. He stared off at the street, clearly disoriented, trying to process everything.
He needed the nicotine—a crutch for the chaos in his head.
Suddenly, Frank pulled out his phone as if he’d just remembered something, dialed a number, and said coldly, “Armin, get some guys together. Find Rick and a few of his close contacts in the company— usual crew. Take them all to the West Suburb villa. Don’t let anyone leave. I’ll be there soon.”
Armin—Executive VP of DNLY Group, Frank’s right-hand man of over thirty years.
Frank hung up, smoke still trailing from his cigarette as he drifted into a daze again. His mind was spinning wildly, too many thoughts crashing at once.
“Since I’ve started helping, might as well go all the way,” Alexander said with a light chuckle, then glanced over. “Do you still remember Melissa Hart?”
Frank snapped back, glancing at him sharply.
His eyes suddenly changed.
“You’re only, what, in your early twenties? How do you even know about her?” Frank asked.
Melissa Hart—Frank’s first love, from over thirty years ago.
“I don’t just know about her,” Alexander said casually. “I know you cheated on her. That’s why she broke up with you. You were twenty-three, right? You met when you were seventeen. Six years together. Then you threw it all away for some girl you met in a nightclub.”
His words were blunt—harsh, even.
Frank fell silent.
It had been so long that he could barely recall what Melissa looked like, but her name… he would never forget. It was etched into his heart forever.
That had been the 1980s—the country was booming, and bold risk-takers could get rich overnight.
Frank was one of them. He and Melissa had been in love, even talked about marriage. But when he started making real money and mingling with different people, he lost his way.
Back then, he didn’t think he was wrong—he thought Melissa wasn’t good enough for him anymore. But once he’d made it big, he looked back… and realized just how wrong he had been.
But mistakes couldn’t be changed. What’s lost is lost.
“You’ve been investigating me?” Frank turned toward Alexander, his tone more serious now. For someone Alexander’s age to know such ancient history—it was suspicious.
“Not important,” Alexander replied easily. “Ask Jasmine if you really want to know what I do.”
“What matters is—I also know that when you broke up with Melissa, she was already pregnant. She didn’t get an abortion. She gave birth to a boy.”
Alexander paused, looking directly at Frank.
“So you do have a son. And not just that… you even have a granddaughter now.”
Clack.
Frank’s cigarette fell to the ground.
He stood there in stunned silence, eyes wide in disbelief as he stared at Alexander.
This—this—was the real reason Alexander had asked Frank Delaney to step outside and talk privately.
Otherwise, there wasn’t much left to say. Everything that needed to be said, had already been said. Frank just had to do his own investigating now. A new paternity test would make the truth crystal clear. Alexander didn’t need to add anything more.
The reason for this one-on-one talk… was to tell Frank he wasn’t childless after all.
The injury that left Frank unable to have children had happened when he was 26. Before that, he’d been a healthy, vigorous man—more than capable of fathering a child.
Alexander had encountered countless people through his years of the time loop, investigated thousands of personal histories, uncovered an overwhelming number of secrets. And each time, he found himself silently sighing:
Fate really is cruel.
Lovers turned out to be long-lost siblings.
The drunk driver they hit and killed at night? Their biological father.
A hospital mix-up at birth—someone who should’ve lived in poverty grew up wealthy, while the one born rich ended up living like a dog.
There were just… too many stories like this.
One detail worth noting: Alexander didn’t discover Melissa Hart through Frank.
He’d investigated so many people’s relationship networks that it had all begun to merge into one massive web, where one person’s network inevitably linked to another’s.
He found Melissa through her son—Jordan Hart.
Jordan was 32 years old, held a Master’s degree, and currently worked as a department head at Flash Tech, a prominent tech firm.
The owner of Flash Tech, Zouhair, was a sixty-year-old pioneer in the software industry—one of the country’s earliest hackers and a tech genius in his own right.
Alexander had met Zouhair back during his “learn hacking” phase in the time loop, when he thought he was already pretty advanced and wanted to find someone better to get better from.
That’s how he met Zouhair.
And then… he discovered one of Zou’s most impressive engineers was none other than Jordan Hart. The man had surpassed his mentor. It was why he’d become a senior executive at a publicly traded company by age 32.
Wanting to meet Jordan within a single day, Alexander started investigating him.
And to his surprise, he found that Jordan had taken his mother’s last name. There was no record of a father.
Digging into Melissa Hart background, Alexander calculated when she gave birth. Subtracting the pregnancy period, he pinpointed when she had become pregnant.
Eventually, through an old neighborhood acquaintance, Alexander got a name—Frank Delaney—as her first love.
Now, ordinary folks wouldn’t have known who Frank Delaney was.
To the public, the only rich people they recognized were either ultra-famous national billionaires or the undisputed local #1. No one remembered who ranked second. At best, they knew the company name—not the person behind it.
Ask someone on the street to name the top 10 richest people in their city—most couldn’t even name one.
But Alexander had already investigated Frank Delaney long ago. So when he saw the name, he assumed it was someone with the same name.
But after digging deeper…
It wasn’t.
Jordan Hart’s biological father was none other than this man standing by his side.
“I… she… son… you…” Frank stared at Alexander, completely dumbfounded. He couldn’t even string a full sentence together.
“Your granddaughter is already five,” Alexander said with a calm smile.
“She… this… are you serious? You’re not messing with me? Melissa…..she really had a child…” Frank’s breathing was ragged—he couldn’t catch his breath.
He was about to explode from sheer emotion.
“Why would I lie to you?” Alexander said with the same easy smile. “Your son is exceptional—truly. His mother raised him well. And your granddaughter is adorable. In her mischievous phase. You’ll probably love her.”
Frank raised a hand and rubbed his forehead hard.
He paced back and forth, breathing heavier and heavier, lost in a whirlwind of disbelief, elation, anxiety… and the fear that this all might not be real.
Alexander took out his phone, opened his messages' app, and quickly typed with one hand.
“What’s his name? My son’s name?” Frank stepped forward again, demanding.
“Jordan Hart. Took his mother’s last name,” Alexander said as he hit send.
Ding.
Frank’s phone chimed—but he didn’t seem to hear it. Or didn’t care.
“She… Melissa, .....she never married?” Frank asked nervously.
“No. She raised the child alone. You really hurt her, Frank. She probably stopped believing in men. So she’s been on her own ever since…”
Alexander continued, “It wasn’t easy. She worked multiple jobs while raising a child alone, endured judgment, held it together through everything… But those hard years are behind her now.”
“Your son is earning a good income, so she’s finally able to enjoy life.”
“Where are they?” Frank suddenly stepped forward again, his voice tight.
“Right here in NY City,” Alexander replied. “Check your phone—I just sent you their address and number. You can go see them. But you’d better be ready.”
Frank fumbled for his phone and opened the message.
“Melissa never left the city. Maybe for a while, she didn’t know where you were. But once you made it big… even if others didn’t know your name—she did. She watched you get richer and richer… but she never reached out.”
Frank looked up slowly from his phone.
Alexander met his gaze and said, “However deep your love was back then… that’s how much she hates you now. You may have wealth, but they don’t need anything from you. Their life is stable.”
Frank’s gaze turned hollow. He was clearly lost in memory.
“Mr. Delaney, time to head back. Everyone’s waiting,” Alexander said, glancing at his watch.
Frank snapped back to reality.
Alexander was already heading toward the restaurant.
Frank quickly followed, muttering under his breath, “Wait—hold on, brother—don’t go yet! Tell me more…”
“You can find out for yourself,” Alexander said, glancing back. “When you see them, a lot of your questions will be answered.”
They entered the restaurant together.
As soon as he stepped inside, Alexander noticed two middle-aged men standing beside Jasmine’s table. They looked like they were chatting politely.
Apparently, while he’d been outside, a few more people had come over to greet her.
“Mr. Delaney, I’m heading over,” Alexander said.
But just as he was about to walk away, Frank suddenly grabbed his hand and pulled him close—as if they were whispering something important, the gesture making their relationship seem especially close.
“You’d better not be lying to me,” Frank murmured. “You know what’ll happen if you are.”
“And if I’m not lying?” Alexander replied with a light grin.
“Then you’re my blood-sworn brother, My benefactor for life. My savior.” Frank said seriously.
“Cough,” Alexander coughed awkwardly. “Let’s not. You’re way too old—Just consider this a small favor.”
Frank finally let him go and hurried upstairs.
Alexander adjusted his suit and made his way toward Jasmine—only to stop in surprise a few steps away.
Because the two men talking to her… were just a bit too familiar.
One of them was Roland Murphy, CEO of Murphy Biotech—the leading name in the city’s pharmaceutical industry.
The other was Jim Sullivan, CEO of Sullivan’s Biochemical, a partner, and supplier to Magical Glamour, Jasmine’s company.
That’s right—Roland Murphy, Mia’s dad.
And Jim Sullivan—the father of Mia’s best friend.
What made it all the more awkward was…
Alexander had just taken the virginity of Mia Murphy last night.




Chapter 14: What’s my secret?

“Hahaha, Boss Doran, let’s definitely find a chance to collaborate in the future,” Roland Murphy said with a hearty laugh.
“If the opportunity arises, we certainly will,” Jasmine replied with a polite, faint smile. It wasn’t just a casual brush-off either.
There really was potential for cooperation between a cosmetics company and a pharmaceutical firm—specifically in the area of cosmeceuticals.
Magical Glamour had only been around for four years. Though its growth was impressive, in terms of R&D, it couldn’t compare to Murphy Biotech, which had research centers and labs both domestically and abroad.
So, if Fantasy Vogue ever wanted to venture into cosmeceuticals, a partnership with Murphy Biotech would be a smart strategic move, compensating for its weaker R&D capabilities.
Alexander caught just enough of their conversation as he walked up to the table.
He immediately realized: Jim Sullivan must have been the one who made the introduction.
Jim had been Jasmine’s business partner for years—they were familiar with each other. But as far as Alexander knew, Jasmine and Roland Murphy had barely interacted. They weren’t strangers, but she likely just knew of him.
“What are we talking about?” Alexander asked as he approached with a smile.
“And you are…?” Roland Murphy looked at him curiously.
“Mr. Murphy, Mr. Sullivan, this is my boyfriend—Alexander,” Jasmine introduced calmly.
“Ah, Mr. Alexander!”
“Pleasure to meet you, sir.”
The two middle-aged men each shook hands with Alexander.
“Mr. Alexander certainly looks the part—ha! Handsome and impressive!”
“Boss Doran has great taste. He’s sharp and refined—a real standout among men…”
Their enthusiasm caught Alexander a bit off guard. Something about it felt… off. It was like they already knew who he was. Neither of them seemed surprised to learn he was Jasmine’s boyfriend.
“Well then, we won’t interrupt your date.”
“Boss Doran, enjoy your evening—we’ll be off now.”
The two of them had clearly just come over to say hello. After that, they didn’t head upstairs—they were heading for the front door. They were leaving.
Watching them go, Alexander suddenly understood their odd behavior.
They hadn’t just arrived.
They’d finished their meal upstairs and were leaving when they saw Jasmine and came over to say goodbye.
Which meant—they had definitely already heard about what happened downstairs.
Frank Delaney might not be the richest man in the city, but in the business world, his name carried more weight than just about anyone else’s. He had more connections than most could dream of.
And the incident earlier…
Claire had come to stir up trouble with Jasmine.
Jasmine’s boyfriend had talked back.
Then Frank himself showed up, ready to raise hell—only for Alexander to whisper a few words in his ear, causing Frank to turn around, slap his own wife, and then apologize to everyone on the first floor…
In a high-end place like this, even the slightest disturbance would be noticed.
Let alone something involving someone like Delaney.
So, by the time Roland and Jim came downstairs, they already knew who Alexander was.
They’d probably made plenty of guesses about his background. But they wouldn’t say anything—they’d keep their thoughts to themselves.
Alexander sat back down with Jasmine.
Their very first “date” had been… chaotic, to say the least.
“Do you know them?” Jasmine asked.
“Roland Murphy. Jim Sullivan,” Alexander replied directly, even though Jasmine had only said “Mr. Murphy” and “Mr. Sullivan” earlier.
“You really are an information broker, aren’t you?” Jasmine muttered. It was hard to tell whether she was mocking or admiring him.
“Of course. I’m a professional,” Alexander replied with a grin, raising his wine glass.
Jasmine lifted hers too.
Clink.
She took a sip, set her glass down, picked up her chopsticks—but didn’t reach for any food. Instead, she set them down again, leaned in slightly, elbows resting on the table, and stared at Alexander.
“Nothing you want to say to me?” she asked.
“What do you mean?” Alexander grinned playfully, obviously making it clear he was just pretending not to know.
“What did you say to Frank Delaney?” Jasmine asked bluntly.
She didn’t bother hiding her curiosity. She was dying to know.
Once again, Alexander had pulled off something extraordinary.
“You really want to know?” Alexander smiled, pulled out his phone, and quickly typed something one-handed.
Ding!
Jasmine’s phone buzzed.
She picked it up, frowning slightly.
Texting across the table?
She opened the message—and her expression instantly changed.
His son isn’t biologically his. Tell you more later.
Alexander only told her because Frank had tacitly agreed to let him share it earlier outside.
Jasmine looked up at Alexander—then quickly deleted the message.
The fact that Frank’s son wasn’t his biological child… if that ever got out, it would be front-page scandal. It could even affect the stock price of his company..
Jasmine knew she couldn’t let this leak.
At the very least—not through her. That would be a betrayal of trust.
Now she understood why Alexander had texted. They were in a public place. Too many ears. Even a stray sentence could spell disaster.
“No wonder he hit her so hard…” Jasmine murmured, drifting into her own thoughts.
It took her a moment to snap out of it. She looked back at Alexander—and now her gaze was… different.
“Is there anything you don’t know?” she asked.
“Oh, there’s plenty,” Alexander said with a small smile. “But yes, I do know quite a bit. Everyone has secrets. I’m in the intelligence business. It’s my job to know those secrets—especially the dirty ones. If someone has no value, no status, no connections, no wealth, I usually don’t care. But if they do… I’ll know everything. That’s just business.”
“Then do you know my secrets?” Jasmine asked, her tone soft, her eyes intense.
“Mmhmm. Of course,” Alexander nodded with a smile.
“All of them?” she pressed.
“Yes. All of them.”
“Then tell me—do I have any… shameful secrets?” she asked again.
She wanted to test him—to see just how deep his intel really ran. Could he really know everything about someone? How was that even possible?
“Are you sure you want me to answer that?” Alexander asked in return.
Jasmine nodded silently.
“Yes. You do,” Alexander said firmly.
“What is it?” she asked, genuinely unsure. She couldn’t even remember anything that might qualify.
“It was ten years ago. You were seventeen. Remember that summer? That girl with her hair always in a bun?
Jasmine froze.
Her expression shifted.
If Alexander hadn’t mentioned it, she wouldn’t have recalled it at all.
“It’s only been ten years. I doubt you’ve forgotten,” Alexander said with a smile. “That girl… her name was….Well, you called her MinMin, right? Seventeen—such a beautiful age. Innocent, carefree, on the cusp of love…You never allowed her to touch you, but you made her do so much for you…….putting on shows…”
“Alright, that’s enough,” Jasmine cut him off.
“Don’t want me to keep going?” Alexander asked with a grin.
“How did you find out?” Jasmine asked instead.
“Trade secret,” Alexander replied, still smiling.
Of course, he wasn’t going to tell her the truth—that she herself had told him.
In his cycles through time, Alexander had slept with Jasmine more than a hundred times. The method he used to win her over in a single day was mostly the same each time—but the conversations? Those varied.
As long as he said different things, she would respond with different stories.
That summer, when she was seventeen—she had told him about it herself.
It had been right after they’d done the deed. Both were relaxed. Alexander had teased her, saying that a woman as beautiful and assertive as her wasn’t just attractive to men—some women probably had a crush on her too.
That had triggered Jasmine’s memory.
She admitted—there had been a girl who liked her.
It was back in high school, when she was seventeen. 
Back then, Jasmine had been the queen bee of her school—a total boss-girl. Strong-willed since childhood, fiercely independent, the kind to lead the charge in a brawl. In high school, she was without question the most popular girl
In fact, there wasn’t only girl who had liked her. There were other lesbians at school—
But MinMin stood out—because she was the one Jasmine decided to focus on.
Maybe it was puberty. Potentially it was Jasmine’s naturally dominant personality. Or maybe the stress of looming college entrance exams. Whatever the case—things kept escalating.
From making the girl strip in front of her. To having her touch herself while she watched.
Then MinMin admitted to her feelings.
And everything changed.
Jasmine felt a sense of discomfort.
In the end, nothing truly ‘happened’.
It almost did—but didn’t.
She had been confused, tempted—but ultimately affirmed her orientation. She wasn’t bisexual. She was straight.
It wasn’t some scandalous event, really.
She had never crossed that line, because neither her body nor her mind was into it. No matter how much she pushed things. 
 
But for Jasmine—twenty-seven years old, unmarried, and under family pressure to find a husband—this was definitely a skeleton in her closet. Not with this USA was far from the one of Alex’s original earth, with far less acceptance of relationships between the same gender.
She’d always resisted her family’s matchmaking. Never dated. Never explained.
If people were to find out she’d once had such a strange—complicated—past, it could severely damage her image.
Jasmine looked at Alexander, tucking her hair behind her ear, fingers brushing against her temple.
“Don’t you think you know too much?” she said. “You even know about something I went through when I was seventeen. I’d nearly forgotten about it.”
“Is that a warning?” Alexander replied calmly, then chuckled. “How about this—give me more money. We’ll call it hush money.”
He could already tell—Jasmine was starting to become wary of him.
Because what he knew was… too much!
Not just that story from when she was seventeen—but the fact that he could even bring it up, meant something. It meant his ability to gather intel was practically supernatural. He could uncover everything about a person.
It was terrifying.
To Jasmine, it felt like she was standing naked before him.
No privacy. No secrets.
And Alexander was doing this intentionally. He understood Jasmine. He knew exactly what kind of words would trigger which reactions.
With a woman like her, Alexander had only two choices: conquer her, or be controlled by her.
Jasmine deeply respected personal ability—she admired strength.
So Alexander wanted her to realize—just how terrifyingly capable he truly was.
It was a risky move. If he pushed too hard and completely stripped away her sense of control, she wouldn’t hesitate to strike back.
But Alexander wouldn’t let it get that far.
His love of money—that was the illusion of control he gave her.
Because Alexander made it clear that he loved money, and Jasmine had money. He sought her out for cooperation. So she’d always feel like she could control him—with wealth, with benefits.
Alexander would let her keep that illusion.
Until one day, Jasmine truly let her guard down—and acknowledged that Alexander was a man more capable than herself.
Only then would he fully, truly, have all of her.
It’s worth noting: being stronger than Jasmine was only one of the requirements. It didn’t mean that just anyone more powerful could win her heart.
That was merely the foundation.
To win her over—mind and body—it wouldn’t be easy.
“Is your mind always just filled with money?” Jasmine said suddenly, resting her hand on her wine glass. She turned her head to casually glance around the restaurant.
She was checking—to see if anyone was eavesdropping.
No one was.
This wasn’t the kind of place where random people had time to nose around in other people’s business.
“Fine, don’t give me the money. But don’t mock me either,” Alexander replied. “You’re the one who kept pressing. You wanted to know how much I knew. You asked for it. If you hadn’t—I wouldn’t have brought it up to anyone.”
“You know her?” Jasmine cut in, ignoring his explanation as she gestured subtly in one direction.
Alexander followed her gaze.
A gorgeous young woman had just come down the stairs.
“Dolores. Twenty-three. Youngest daughter of the chairman of East Spirits Group. Height 169 cm. Measurements: 75, 55, 82. Wears size 38 shoes. Vegetarian. Has a British Short hair cat named Ballie. Had an appendectomy at 19—left a faint two-centimeter scar on her abdomen. Just got married this March, held the ceremony in May. Husband is—”
“That one?” Jasmine cut him off again, gesturing toward another direction.
This time, it was a mature, elegant woman in a fitted pantsuit—standing and toasting someone.
“Helen. Thirty-two. PR director at Chan Industries. Married. One son, eight years old. Has been in an affair for years with Vice President of her company. Goes to a certain shop every Saturday afternoon for skin treatments…”
“You win. Let’s eat,” Jasmine said, interrupting him once more.
For a woman like her to say “you win”? That was extremely rare.
No more questions.
She had lost interest in challenging Alexander’s abilities as in intel.
They continued their meal.
Jasmine even picked and fed Alexander—still keeping up the appearance of being a couple, since they were in public.
But for most of the meal, her gaze stayed low, wandering across the table surface. Lost in thought.
“What are my measurements?” she asked softly, out of nowhere. She didn’t even look up—just asked while picking up food with her chopsticks.
Still not ready to give up, huh?
“93. 61. 85,” Alexander answered casually, still chewing.
“Any distinctive features?” Jasmine asked again, voice quiet.
“You’re hairless down there. Naturally so. Always been. Never grew.” Alexander replied just as quietly.
Clatter.
Jasmine dropped her chopsticks.
Right onto the table.




Chapter 15: Babe! Come Here!

Jasmine had thought he might mention a small mole on her body, or maybe a faint old scar from a fight in her younger years.
But… hairless?!!
It was true—and only she knew that! She’d realized it very early on during puberty. And because she didn’t want to be judged or gossiped about, she had stopped using the school’s communal showers at just fourteen.
Alexander’s words had startled her so much, she dropped her chopsticks.
Because this wasn’t just a private matter.
It was something no one else could possibly know!
Silently picking up the chopsticks from the table, Jasmine looked up at Alexander again. Her gaze was sharp, dangerous—and he could clearly feel it: she was looking at him like he was some kind of pervert. With almost disgust.
“How long have you been stalking me?” she asked in a low, cold voice.
She really thought Alexander might be some kind of deranged voyeur. Maybe he’d even broken into her house before, hiding in a closet and watching her all night.
“I’m twenty-two this year,” Alexander said with a calm smile. “Just graduated from university. I grew up in my hometown until high school, then spent three years in high school and four in college here. That’s only seven years in this city. And you? You were overseas until four years ago—”
“I still had school to focus on. My grades were good. So I was already focused on that. And I don’t just know about you—I know far more people and things than you’d imagine.”
“So tell me—how much time do you think I’d spend on just one person? You really think I use some dumb, outdated method like following people around one by one? I deal in Intel. I have professional skills. The ways I gather information… are beyond anything you can imagine. But I assure you—they’re not as simple as you think.”
Jasmine put her chopsticks down and pursed her lips.
She clearly wanted to ask Alexander something—but didn’t. She probably knew the answer would just be “trade secret.”
Still, she had to admit—what Alexander said made sense.
He didn’t just know her. He knew a lot of people.
And based on his age—twenty-two—it simply wasn’t realistic that he’d been tailing people the old-fashioned way. That would take far too long. He didn’t have that kind of time if he was investigating so many individuals.
There had to be a more “advanced and efficient” method!
“You’re becoming more and more interesting to me,” Jasmine said suddenly with a smile, her beautiful eyes shining with intrigue. The disgust from earlier gone.
She had already thought Alexander was “fascinating” more than once since they met today. But now, her interest had peaked.
Her naturally stubborn and competitive nature couldn’t stand this kind of situation—
Where Alexander knew everything about her—even her most private secrets—but she knew nothing about him.
Which meant, after today, she would definitely arrange for people to investigate Alexander—thoroughly.
And she herself would also try to uncover this mysterious man’s secrets.
Which was exactly what Alexander wanted.
Because a man usually captures a woman’s heart starting from her interest in him.
For ordinary women, that “interest” typically comes from a man’s looks or money.
But Jasmine? She didn’t care about looks or wealth. She’d seen more than her share of handsome men. And money? Few were wealthier than she. Even if someone had more money than her—and earned it themselves—that would only earn her respect, nothing more.
Respect… but no attraction.
Alexander, on the other hand, had piqued her interest with mystery.
“To us?” Alexander raised his glass.
Jasmine eyed him, then smiled and raised her own glass, clinking it with his.
She was already mentally drawing up a grand plan to investigate him—and Alexander was neither afraid nor bothered by it. In fact, he welcomed it. He welcomed Jasmine going all in—obsessively, recklessly—to learn everything about him!

The deeper she dug, the stronger her curiosity, the more he’ll be the only man she can think of.

And so, their first “date”—their first dinner—came to a quiet and understated end.
No bill needed—Frank Delaney had already paid for every table on the first floor.
Arm in arm, Jasmine and Alexander left the restaurant under many curious gazes.
“I’ll drive you home,” Jasmine said the moment they stepped out.
They got in the car. Headed home.
On the way to Alexander’s place, he gave Jasmine a quick explanation of Frank’s situation—specifically about Claire and Rick. As for the story about Frank’s first love, Alexander kept that part to himself.
He wasn’t sure yet if Frank would be able to win her back—or if his son would even accept him.
So until there was a concrete outcome, Alexander thought it's best to keep quiet about that.
More than half an hour later…
They neared the mouth of an old alleyway—the neighborhood where Alexander lived.
Alexander knew why Jasmine had insisted on driving him home: first, to keep up appearances. If she’d never once dropped him off, their “couple” act would seem fake.
Second, she wanted to verify whether he really lived there.
Ring ring—
Inside the Bentley Continental, Jasmine’s phone rang suddenly.
She kept one hand on the wheel, glanced at the screen, and answered with a curt, “Speak.”
“Boss, we’re being followed.” It was one of her bodyguards, reporting in from the Mercedes G-Class SUV behind them.
“I know,” Jasmine frowned, sounding annoyed. She hung up and turned to Alexander. “We’ve got a tail. Probably someone from James Sutherland.”
She was guessing James again. Only someone as obsessive as him would randomly have people tailing her like this.
“How do you know it’s Sutherland?” Alexander asked casually.
“Who else would be this damn annoying?” Jasmine replied.
“Fair enough.” Alexander gave a faint smile and said no more.
He already knew he’d been followed since noon—Target wasn’t Jasmine, but him. Even back at the restaurant, when he’d stepped out to talk with Frank, someone had been watching.
But they kept a long distance—too far to hear anything, only seeing that Alexander had spoken privately with Frank, even exchanged a cigarette.
And Alexander knew exactly who had sent the spies.
Jasmine had misunderstood.
He let her do so.
Soon, the Bentley rolled to a gentle stop at the mouth of the alley. The road ahead was uneven, and the Bentley, being a low-slung coupe, wasn’t ideal for driving through that kind of area—even with adjustable suspension.
“Here’s fine. It’s late—go home and get some rest. Sweet dreams,” Alexander said as he opened the door and stepped out.
He didn’t look back. Just walked straight into the alley.
Jasmine watched him disappear through the windshield… and for some reason, something sparked in her mind.
She suddenly lowered the window and tilted her head. “Babe!”
Still acting? For whom?
Alexander turned to look at her.
She crooked her head again and beckoned him over.
He frowned slightly, but walked back to the car—over to the driver’s side window.
“Come here,” Jasmine said in a softer voice, curling her finger like she had a secret to whisper.
Alexander leaned in.
And just like that—Jasmine wrapped one arm around his neck, leaned halfway out the window…
And kissed him full on the lips.
The sudden warmth on his lips startled Alexander for a moment—but he quickly understood.
Jasmine was acting.
Putting on a show for the people, she believed were sent by James Sutherland.
She thought the people tailing them from day to night were sent by James, so she suddenly decided to kiss Alexander, wanting the stalkers to see it—even hoping they’d record the moment she leaned out the car window to kiss her “boyfriend,” and send it to James.
Let that bastard boil with rage!
Of course—
Jasmine wouldn’t kiss just anyone to spite James. The only reason she kissed Alexander was because, in her mind, his value had risen high enough to make her feel that kissing him… wasn’t a loss!
Alexander could immediately tell how awkward Jasmine was with the kiss.
He knew for a fact, this was her first kiss. She had no experience. In other words…..she was a terrible kisser.
But he also clearly sensed that Jasmine was trying to act like she did know what she was doing. She hated showing weakness and any kind of vulnerability—so much so that even in their first kiss, she wanted to appear more experienced than Alexander.
The result?
Alexander’s lips were starting to hurt from how she was roughly smashing against him, and with how her teeth were nibbling them.
It wasn’t until a full ten seconds later that Jasmine finally released her grip around his neck, pulled herself back into the car with heavy breaths, took a deep breath again, and softly said:
“Sweet dreams.”
Alexander gave her a long, thoughtful look—three full seconds—before finally smiling and replying, “Sweet dreams. Drive safe on your way back.”
Then he turned and walked away.
But in those three seconds, Alexander had actually been contemplating a very serious question—
Should he sleep with Jasmine tonight?
Although today’s approach was unlike any he’d tried before, Alexander was already more than 90% confident that he could take things further with Jasmine tonight.
It was only around 7 p.m.—plenty of time left in the evening.
But after thinking it over…
He decided—no.
He didn’t want their relationship to become imbalanced. This was a matter of who controlled whom.
If he only wanted Jasmine’s body, he’d already succeeded in doing that countless times.
But the problem was—because that was all he wanted back then, even when things happened between them, Jasmine never saw it as being taken by him. Never becoming his.
She always felt like she was the one in control and leading.
In fact, there were times afterward when Jasmine would wire huge sums of money directly to Alexander’s account.
Essentially: a pay-for-the-night fee.
And even… a breeding fee.
She wasn’t sure if she’d gotten pregnant, but a few times she had transferred money in advance.
Jasmine had already decided she would never get married, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t have children.
She was fiercely independent, with strong convictions.
She’d thought long ago that she should have a child of her own. Making sure to chose good genes to mix with her own. And if she got pregnant, her family would have no leverage to keep pushing her toward James Sutherland.
Even if it meant cutting ties with her family, she would gain true freedom.
In short, back then, Alexander had simply taken advantage of Jasmine’s circumstances and her stubborn, combative personality. He’d deliberately sabotaged the product launch inside her company, letting James get the material early on July 7. He made sure Jasmine found out.
With a major crisis at work, Jasmine lost almost any hope of winning the bet with James.
At the same time, Alexander demonstrated his talent and strength—hinting to Jasmine, convincing her into believing that unless she found another man—better yet, got pregnant—she would be forced to marry James.
And since Jasmine had already considered staying single for life—but was open to having children—it fit her perfectly.
Step by step, Alexander had led her into his trap, and they ended up in bed.
He got the body.
But the roles in that story were all wrong!
Jasmine became the rich woman paying for premium genes, and Alexander… was just the pretty boy she used to rebel against her family, defy her fate, and meet her genetic standards.
Now, Alexander was no longer that man.
He had a future ahead of him.
So he would never let that dynamic happen again.
Tonight, he had already shown Jasmine his uniqueness and strength… and that was enough! Until he earned her heart, going after her body again through manipulation would only ruin everything.
Forget it.
He thought as he walked further down the alley, wiping his lips with a tissue after 20 or 30 meters.
There were traces of Jasmine’s lipstick—and her saliva.
He pulled out his phone, using the screen’s reflection under the streetlight to check his lips.
Yup, it was obvious—Jasmine had no idea what she was doing. Pretending to be experienced and going in aggressively—good thing his lips weren’t swollen.
Downstairs from his building—
Alexander looked around, then with one hand in his pocket, headed up.
 

 
“Come ooooonnnnn, I’m starving…Like, legit, about to faint. We didn’t even have dinner. Can we stop waiting and just go get something to eat?”
“No! We’re catching that scammer, no matter what! I don’t believe he’s never coming home! As soon as he shows up, we grab him, call the cops, and get him arrested. You’re barely 18—claim you’re underage. He’d be done for!”
“But… I did it willingly…—”
“Are you stupid?! Why would you say it was willing? Just say it wasn’t! Say you were tricked! Cheated! Are you really okay just accepting this whole thing?”
“But… actually, it was kinda fun yesterday. You have no idea how exciting it was—he—”
“Mia Murphy! Are you an idiot? Why are you defending a conman?! You gave your cherry to some liar who just sweet-talked you! Are you really okay with that?! Aren’t you upset?!”
“No… not upset.”
“You’re not sad?!”
“Nope. What’s there to be sad about?”
“Then why did you call me all frantic today? Got mad at me too! You really think I set you up? You think I’d do something that low?”
“I just… wanted his number, that’s all. Never mind, …….Can we please just eat something? I’m starving. I haven’t had a single bite all day.”
“Eat your dumbass! You’re being a dumbass! Duped and still helping him count the money! No—we wait. We’re not leaving until that bastard comes back.”
Fifth floor, outside Alexander’s apartment.
Mia Murphy and Zoe Sullivan were sitting on the stairwell steps, arms linked, determined to wait it out.
Truthfully, Mia had wanted to leave for a while now—she was starving. She hadn’t eaten all day. She’d tried calling Zoe all morning and couldn’t get through, got so pissed she skipped lunch.
After telling her bestie that she’d spent the night at Alexander’s place, Zoe had dragged her over here by force. They’d been waiting since 1 p.m., and now it was well into the evening.
Mia wanted to leave, but Zoe wouldn’t let her.
She was determined to get justice for her bestie—and give that scammer a lesson he’d never forget!
Thump!
A heavy footstep echoed from downstairs.
“Shhh—someone’s coming! Might be the scammer!” She whispered frantically, gesturing with excitement—and gripping her electric stun baton tightly.
Alexander had already been standing at the fourth-floor landing for quite a while. His movements were trained—optimized for investigation and stealth. He barely made any noise, and if he moved slowly enough, he could be completely silent.
He caught a bit of the conversation between Mia and Zoe. That was all he needed to understand what was going on.
The heavy footsteps just now? Alexander had made those on purpose—to let them know he was back.
He continued walking upstairs.
When he reached the landing halfway between the fourth and fifth floors, he stopped again and looked up toward the top of the staircase, where Mia and Zoe had just stood up. With a slight smile, he said, “Well, look like you both are here.”
The way he said it gave off a strange feeling.
Like he wasn’t just familiar with Mia—but also knew Zoe.
Of course, he knew Zoe. Not from the present, but from past cycles. He didn’t know her as well as he did Mia, but Zoe had shown up in some of his many investigations—as a “side character,” mostly.
To be honest, she was average-looking by Alexander’s standards. Even with makeup, she barely scraped a 6.5 out of 10. But she was the daughter of a rich man, best friends with Mia, and had a long list of exes—so there was still information on her.
Alexander’s impression of her? Not bad, really.
Yes, her private life was messy—far wilder than Mia’s—but that had nothing to do with him. He didn’t want to sleep with her.
Besides, Zoe was loyal. When it came to Mia, she was a real friend.
“That’s him?” Zoe asked in a low voice, tilting her head toward Mia.
“…Yeah.” Mia looked visibly uncomfortable.
“Looks like a slick little con artist. Can tell he’s no good just by looking at him. Damn—wearing a suit that nice? Where’d he get that knock off? What girl is he scamming now? You scumbag fraud!” Zoe's voice rose as she hurled insults directly at Alexander.
He glanced at the stun baton in her hand, then smiled and continued walking up the stairs, step by step. “If you really think I’m a conman… you two just barge in like this without thinking. Aren’t you scared I might grab you and do something? I mean, I’m still a full-grown man, a whole head taller than both of you.”
“You… d-don’t try to scare us! Do you know who my dad is?! If you dare—” Zoe’s voice faltered midway.
She was bluffing—and she knew it.
What’s worse, Alexander had clearly seen the baton in her hand and was still walking up calmly, completely unfazed. That only made her panic more.
When facing danger, confidence was everything.
And Alexander’s composure while climbing the stairs? It was absolute.
Zoe might be the daughter of a tycoon, but she was still just barely an adult girl—young, in high school, rebellious, and far removed from the real power of her family.
“Jim Sullivan—yeah, I know. You don’t have to say it,” Alexander cut her off with a mild smile. “I know your family has money. But even if they’re rich, they can’t fly in to rescue you, can they?”
He grinned, flashing a row of white teeth.
In the dim yellow lighting of the stairwell, that grin made Zoe’s skin crawl.
“W-what are you trying to do? I’m warning you, stay away from us!” Zoe backed away, pulling Mia with her and holding up the stun baton.
“I didn’t invite you here. You came to me,” Alexander said, still smiling.
He reached the fifth floor.
Zoe had already dragged Mia up another flight, as if Alexander were about to do something awful, forcing them to retreat.
“Don’t come any closer! I called for help! I’m telling you—I’m trained! If I hit you with this baton, you’ll be out cold, you—” Zoe yanked Mia behind her and waved the baton in front.
But she froze.
Because Alexander pulled out… his house key.
“Are you fighting with the air? I’m just going home. Look at you—scared out of your mind.” Alexander chuckled as he unlocked his door.
He had his back to them now.
“I mean seriously, instead of worrying about whether I’m a conman… maybe you should worry more about yourself,” he added as he turned the lock. “You really think… you’re the only girl David is seeing?”
“Zoe, don’t—” Mia cried out suddenly.
Zoe had already charged forward, baton raised, ready to jab Alexander in the back of the neck.
But she froze.
Because he mentioned that name—David.
Her current boyfriend. The one who had come back just yesterday.
Alexander pushed the door open slightly and turned back to look at Zoe, who stood frozen a meter away. She stumbled back two steps, nearly falling down the stairs. Mia caught her just in time.
“No need to panic like that,” Alexander said with a smile.
“What… what did you just say about David? How do you know him?” Zoe asked, eyes wide with suspicion.
“Everyone knows the Sullivan heiress changes boyfriends faster than she changes outfits. None of your relationships last more than three months. So let me ask you—if you weren’t young, rich, and easy… who would even bother dating you?”
“You son of a—” Zoe nearly screamed, furious at the insult.
“David came back to the area four days ago,” Alexander continued before she could finish. “First thing he did was go see his girlfriend who lives at Unit 3, Apartment 201, No. 19 Fairy Road. Then he spent two days partying at a spa with his friends. Yesterday? He ran out of money. That’s why he suddenly came to see you late at night.”
“Bullshit! You—you’re lying!”
“Want to call him and ask? How long have you and Mia been here? You think he’s at your place right now? What are the chances he went off to meet another girl the moment you left? Before you left, didn’t he ask you for money again?”
A barrage of soul-piercing questions.
Truth be told, Alexander didn’t know for certain if David had gone to see another woman after Zoe left—but based on past patterns, it was likely.
That’s what David always did.
No job. Smooth talker. Professional gold-digger. Only dated rich girls.
“You… just you wait! How dare you slander David! Mia, watch—I’m going to expose this liar right now and prove he’s a goddamn fraud!” Zoe stuffed the stun baton into Mia’s hands, yanked out her phone, and called David—on speaker.
“Hey baby, are you home?” she asked. She meant her private luxury apartment.
“Yeah, babe. Are you coming back? Want me to pick up something to eat?” came a gentle, doting male voice.
“You’re such a sweetheart. I’m not coming—I’m with Mia right now,” Zoe replied sweetly, shooting a defiant look at Alexander. Then she softened her tone and said into the phone, “David, can you go check the vanity drawer in the bedroom? There’s a check in there. I left it earlier. Read me the serial number on it.”
“Huh? Check? Uh… is there even anything in the drawer?” David’s tone shifted instantly.
“There is. Go check. Hurry. Mia and I have a bet,” Zoe pushed.
“Uh… I’m in the bathroom. You’ll have to wait a bit. I…” His hesitation made Zoe’s expression change.
She wasn’t stupid.
“FUCK YOU, David! You’re not even home?! How dare you lie to me?! Who the hell are you fucking right now?!” she exploded.
“...Beep. Beep. Beep.” The line disconnected. He hung up.
“He fucking dared to hang up on me!” Zoe’s eyes nearly popped out as she stared at her phone, looking like she wanted to crush it in her hands.
“He probably won’t contact you again,” Alexander said calmly.
Zoe seemed not to hear him. Gritting her teeth and muttering curses, she quickly dialed David’s number again.
“Sorry, the number you have dialed is temporarily unavailable…” The call didn’t go through at all.
He had blocked her outright!
When it came to being a professional gold-digger, David knew exactly how to act. He understood Zoe’s spoiled temperament—once he sensed trouble, he’d cut and run, disappearing far away.
Otherwise, the consequences of Zoe’s revenge would be severe.
Hearing the sweet automated message, Zoe’s face turned green with anger. She nearly threw the phone.
She now fully realized Alexander had been telling the truth—David was definitely not home, and had taken her money to meet another girlfriend.
“Bastard!” Zoe growled through clenched teeth, waving her hands wildly in the air in frustration, then stormed downstairs, practically running two steps at a time.
Naturally, she was going to confront David.
She seemed to have forgotten she came here to deal with Alexander and help her best friend get justice. Her mind was filled only with thoughts of her own BF—she wanted to tear him apart.
She had even left Mia standing outside Alexander’s door.
That showed just how furious she was.
Honestly, if it was just a simple cheating scandal, Zoe wouldn’t be this angry.
She would have broken up cleanly and quickly.
It was Alexander’s words that changed everything.
He made Zoe realize it wasn’t that her boyfriend had changed his mind and started cheating now—it was that from the start, David only saw her as a cash machine, using her money to party with his scumbag friends and spending it on other women.
Zoe’s furious footsteps quickly faded down the stairs.
Mia looked awkward— Zoe had dragged her into this. Now facing Alexander alone, she wasn’t sure what to say.
“I’ll go…” Mia hesitated, gesturing toward the stairs below, seeming to want to explain something, but eager to catch up with her friend and make sure she avoided any trouble.
“Go ahead, I understand.” Alexander smiled before she could finish.
Mia’s heart stirred strangely.
Because the way Alexander said, “I understand,” without making her explain, it gave her a wonderful feeling—like he really understood her.
Mia always took responsibility for her own actions.
She wasn’t the type to give her first time to Alexander and then expect something from him.
She never believed in his “time loop” story. She had just guessed wrong about his identity, thinking Zoe had arranged this. But that was her own mistake; Alexander never said who had sent him.
Last night was consensual.
Mia never intended to cause trouble—she just wanted to spend more time with Alexander.
Because being with him was so much fun!
“Well, I’m off then.” Mia smiled, stepped forward two steps, stood on her toes, and kissed Alexander on the cheek, then turned and ran down after Zoe.
At that moment—
Loud footsteps echoed again downstairs.
Mia had just reached the halfway point of the fourth floor when Zoe came running back up. She shouted as soon as she saw Alexander: “What’s that whore’s address? Say it again!”
Alexander had told her once before, but Zoe hadn’t remembered.
“Unit 3, Apartment 201, No. 19 Fairy Road.” Alexander said. Though Zoe had cursed him before, he enjoyed helping people—or maybe he just liked throwing fuel on the fire, and watching the drama explode.
“Fine, damn it! I’m going!” Zoe cursed as she turned and rushed downstairs again, still furious. But this time, she didn’t forget Mia—she grabbed her hand and ran down together.
Alexander listened at the fifth-floor door as their footsteps faded away until silence returned.
“Girls…” he muttered with a smile, then closed the door.
Inside, he turned on the lights, changed into slippers, tossed his suit jacket casually over the chair, and sank comfortably onto the sofa, exhaling deeply.
The first day of a new life—exciting and fulfilling!
He looked up thoughtfully, then pulled out his phone, typing quickly with one hand.
…
Outside, Zoe dragged Mia out of the building, their shoes nearly flying off.
“Slow down, you bitch!” Mia shouted.
“Hurry up, Mia! We’re going to catch that cheater! Hey, give me the stun baton!”
They reached the street at the alley’s end just as a taxi passed. Zoe hailed it, and they got in. She quickly gave the driver the address, then took out her phone to call for backup.
Knowing Zoe’s fiery personality, she would have charged off alone at the address. But after the lesson from Alexander earlier, teaching her how she couldn’t just go in alone stuck. Now she wanted a whole crew.
Mia glanced nervously at Zoe. She wasn’t afraid of anything except what Zoe might do if they actually caught David. With her spoiled temper, she could even kill someone.
Suddenly, Mia seemed to remember something.
She looked back out the rear window at the alley, already far behind them.
—I forgot to Alexander for his contact info. AGAIN!!!
Buzz!
Mia’s phone vibrated. She looked and saw a text from an unknown number: “This is my number.”
Blinking, she paused, then smiled softly and saved the contact as: Alexander.
Half an hour after Mia and Zoe left—
Alexander went downstairs again.
He changed clothes, putting on his college-era sportswear.
He was going out to exercise.
To train his body!
Alexander was already in great shape—not too thin, toned with the outline of muscles, clearly healthy. Normally, he didn’t need special workouts to keep fit and maintain good form every day.
But—
He didn’t want his skills to go to waste.
He had trained in combat and had mastered many comprehensive fighting techniques and his reflexes reached a level beyond human.
Given his current physical state, ten or even eight people attacking together might not be able to land a scratch on him.
His footwork and body movement were perfect to dodge attacks—like a pro boxer, as if a dancing butterfly.
Even against a crowd, as long as he wasn’t completely surrounded and kept dodging carefully, no matter how many people there were, if his stamina held, he could take them down one by one.
But, no matter how strong his fighting skills were, his physical ability was still limited.
In a time loop, only memory, knowledge, and consciousness accumulate—your body resets completely.
So Alexander decided to start training his body from today.
To make himself stronger.
Soon—
More than two hours later—
Just past 10 p.m., drenched in sweat, Alexander jogged back to the alley, gradually slowing to a walk. His clothes clung to his skin, but he felt great.
He wasn’t sure if his legs would ache tomorrow morning—didn’t matter. As long as he could walk, that was enough.
Before entering the building, Alexander’s steps faltered. He frowned slightly, then went inside.
He sensed he was still being watched—someone had been following him all day.
Its getting annoying.
Alexander knew who had sent the tail.
He wasn’t worried about threats—there was some other motive.
He thought the surveillance would end once they knew where he lived.
But it seemed it wasn’t over yet.
Back home—
Alexander took a shower. Wearing a bathrobe, he stepped out of the bathroom, grabbed his phone, looked out the window at the alley below, and dialed a number.
It connected quickly.
“Hello?” The voice was cold and indifferent.
“They’ve been following me all day. When will this end?” Alexander asked calmly.
Alexander was genuinely annoyed—this stalking was getting out of hand.
“Hmm?” The voice on the other end of the line hesitated, clearly surprised by the unknown number, then quickly realized who it was, sounding flustered. “Uh… Mr. Ciotta, you must be mistaken… I’m not—”
“It’s late. I’m going to rest. If you need something, call me directly. Don’t send anyone to follow me again!” Alexander cut off the other’s protest and hung up.
He clenched his phone, glanced out the window at the alley below, then drew the curtains.
In truth, Alexander knew very well that whoever was tailing him posed no threat.
Because the person following and watching could be considered as one of his own.
It was Zach Mitchell.
Yesterday, Alexander had driven off with Zach’s white Lamborghini; that morning, he returned it at Dante’s place. From Zach’s perspective, Alexander barely qualified as an acquaintance—at most, someone he had met.
Yet Zach still sent someone to keep an eye on him.
Alexander could guess why.
Because he was Jasmine Doran’s boyfriend—the brother-in-law of “NY City’s Young Master” Dante Doran—and Jasmine was “already pregnant” with his child.
Currently, there were four “big players” controlling NY City’ underworld: besides Paul Santino and Zach Mitchell, there was Old Man Jack from the North and Silas Kane from the Development Zone.
These four controlled over ninety percent of NY City’s entertainment and leisure businesses, with strong stakes in quarries, logistics, and other industries.
Back in the 1900s, the area had a chaotic scene dominated by a single “Godfather” figure, thanks to lawlessness.
Since the new millennium, that old generation has either died, been imprisoned, or cleaned up and turned legitimate. Though new forces filled the void, the environment and legal system had improved.
It was much harder now to have a godfather with absolute, lawless control.
The more developed the city, the harder it was to breed such figures.
NY City had grown into a first-tier city with over ten million people—still not comparable to top-tier cities, but significant. (A stark difference to the NY City from Alexander’s original earth.)
Still—
Any business involving bars, KTVs, bathhouses, or saunas inevitably involved connections, networks, and the underworld.
Hence, the current four: Paul Santino, Zach Mitchell, Old Man Jack, and Silas Kane.
Among them, Old Man Jack was the eldest and most senior—called “Senior Jack” by the street folks, now in his fifties.
Paul Santino and Silas Kane were younger, both under fifty.
Zach Mitchell was just thirty-three.
If one examined the city’s underworld shifts over the past two decades, a shocking fact emerged: Zach Mitchell was terrifyingly formidable, rising faster than anyone.
At eighteen, he was the top science scorer in his college’s entrance exam. To avenge his parents, he stabbed someone and served three years in prison. After release, he started running with the underworld.
He was once a prodigy, a model student, the example parents would compare their child against.
He believed knowledge and studying hard could change fate—until that summer at eighteen shattered everything.
Not only did it change his life’s path, it twisted his values.
So he turned to the streets.
Twelve years later, Zach caught up to the old bosses—Paul Santino, Old Man Jack, Silas Kane—and, at an age twenty to thirty years younger, rose to stand alongside them.
No money.
No backing.
No connections.
But Zach made it happen.
How?
His ambition was unmatched. He was incredibly smart—and fantastic at networking.
 

 
Six years ago, in July—
Then just twenty years old and about to enter his junior year at university, Dante Doran came to NY City with astronomical wealth and terrifying family influence.
Site selection. Building construction.
Without sparing any cost to rush the build, the tower would take at least two years from start to finish.
Dante would graduate exactly two years later.
During those initial years, although still in school, Dante frequently flew private planes to the city, meeting with people.
He was an outsider, but someone local gangs preferred to befriend rather than provoke.
Dante quickly built his own network in the area.
Laying the groundwork for the Monarch Vault’s opening and expanding the Doran family’s influence.
During this period, Zach Mitchell met Dante before Paul Santino and the others did.
Although Zach had significant influence, he was still no match for the other three. But they wouldn’t touch Zach lightly—killing him would hurt them just as much.
Zach climbed the ladder by allying with Dante, who helped him along.
Four years ago, Zach had reached equal footing with Paul, Jack, and Silas, turning the big three into a big four.
In recent years, these four top figures constantly fought openly and covertly, each aiming to crush the others and monopolize the city.
The peak of conflict came in April this year.
A massage hotel under Old Man Jack’s banner exploded.
The news reported a gas leak causing the blast, injuring several employees, one seriously. It was called an accident.
But it wasn’t.
Though no one died, the incident put one of Jack’s trusted agents—the hotel’s nominal owner—straight in jail.
He remained there, unable to be bailed out.
This enraged Dante.
By rights, Dante should have sided with Zach, whom he had personally backed for years. Had he done so, Zach would have long surpassed Paul and the others, even dominating outright.
But he didn’t.
Dante wanted balance.
A scion of a superfamily can’t afford to be a reckless playboy. Dante had wisdom—he knew if one side gained absolute power, controlling it would be problematic.
Another concern was they become a standing target.
In today’s era, monopolizing a big city’s underworld means dancing with death0
If something happened, a massive crackdown would hit the area. Not only would the gangs be wiped out, Dante himself wouldn’t escape blame.
He wanted balance and stability.
So although Zach met him first, the four all had similar ties to Dante—close enough to be called confidants, yet maintaining a careful distance.
Dante’s business thrived on indulgence, so inevitably he had to deal with the underworld.
Take the astonishing number and quality of his masseurs—where did they come from?
From below, delivered up by these gangs.
If it wasn’t necessary, Dante wouldn’t touch these thugs.
Even though Paul and the others had power and influence, they were more like local tycoons worth some money. The higher circles were out of their league.
Still, thugs were thugs— Dante could crush them anytime he wanted.
This was why Dante, as an outsider, could become the boss of the bosses.
He kept close ties but kept his distance. He maintained the four’s balance—knew them and controlled them.
After the April explosion—
In early May, Dante summoned the four and other respected older players for a secret meeting.
He was furious.
He made it clear: anyone who started trouble would be cut down personally.
This “May Gathering” was the same meeting Alexander mentioned to Paul during his call yesterday.
 

 
Alexander returned to his room, grabbed his laptop, then sat on the sofa browsing news.
He didn’t think much about Zach’s surveillance. Knowing Zach’s character and method, everything was easily explained.
In short, Zach wanted to latch onto Alexander.
He wanted to get to know him and find the right chance—or even manufacture coincidence—to meet privately and build relations.
That would give Zach the edge against Paul and the others.
This was why Alexander barely cared about being followed.
Because there was no real danger.
Not just no danger—Zach might even bring gifts and benefits to him.
At 11 p.m., Alexander put away his computer and went to sleep.
A peaceful night without any dreams.
A new day!
July 9, 2024, 7 a.m.
Alexander woke up on time, picked up his phone, and smiled at the date.
Though he had accepted that time wouldn’t reset again, the ten thousand years still haunted him. He still worried one day he’d wake up, only to find it's Sunday once more.
Having a future life was just… amazing!
His legs ached from yesterday’s workout, but it didn’t stop him from walking.
After washing and dressing, he headed downstairs for breakfast.
As Alexander stepped out of the building—
A man wearing glasses, leaning against the wall smoking, suddenly straightened up, stubbed out his cigarette, waved away the smoke, and looked at Alexander.
“Mr. Ciotta yesterday I—”
“You sure were busy.” Alexander turned and cut him off.
It was Zach Mitchell.
The ground was littered with cigarette butts—no one knew how early Zach had come or how long he’d waited at the door.




Chapter 16: Let’s make a bet.

Zach Mitchell had been truly terrified yesterday. So much so he couldn’t fall asleep at all.
Not because of Alexander—though he knew Alexander wasn’t ordinary. His men had reported back everything: Frank Delaney speaking privately with Alexander outside the restaurant, Jasmine Doran dropping him off at home, and even kissing him goodbye out in public. He knew it all.
But he didn’t know Alexander personally. He only knew Alexander was extremely capable and likely had a lot of influence and some family or company backing him.
What truly scared him… was Dante Doran.
The fact that Alexander could call him directly had already given him a massive fright—he immediately suspected that the number must’ve come from Dante. How else would Alexander have his number?
What terrified him most was the possibility that Alexander had already told Dante that he’d sent people to follow him.
Because his actions also involved Jasmine.
And everyone in with ears knew how protective Dante was of his sister! Especially people from the underworld—they all knew that of everyone in the city, the one person you absolutely couldn’t mess with… was Jasmine Doran.
She was even more dangerous to offend than Dante himself.
If you did something to affect Dante, he might at least give you a chance to explain. As long as he hadn’t completely lost it, you could still kneel, apologize, and move on.
But if you messed with Jasmine and her business?
You might not even get a chance to speak to Dante.
And yesterday, although Zach had technically been tailing Alexander, the two had barely separated all day—which meant he had essentially been tailing Jasmine Doran the whole time.
If Dante found out… just imagining it made Zach break out in cold sweat. He had been personally elevated by Dante—he knew exactly what Dante was capable of. Zach feared he wouldn’t even get the chance to explain himself. Maybe… Dante wouldn’t let him explain.
Zach tossed and turned all night, unable to sleep.
He picked up his phone countless times, wanting to call Alexander—to explain himself, to probe and see whether Alexander had told Dante.
But in the end, he never made the call.
Because Alexander had already called him—and before hanging up, had said he was going to sleep. If Zach called again, he’d probably only piss him off. Something that might’ve been no big deal could turn into a big deal because of that.
Zach left his house right at dawn.
He went to Alexander’s neighborhood.
But he didn’t go upstairs or disturb him—he just waited quietly outside, hoping to catch him when he came down.
 

 
Alexander looked Zach up and down.
The usually refined and gentlemanly Zach Mitchell—always carrying himself with a cultured-but-dangerous air—looked haggard today. His hair was greasy, and there were dark circles under his eyes.
“Mr. Ciotta, I really just wanted to explain, I wasn’t trying to—” Zach started to explain, but Alexander raised a hand to cut him off, then turned to glance toward the alley and gestured.
“Had breakfast yet? There’s a decent spot down that way.”
Without waiting, Alexander started walking deeper into the alley.
Zach hurried to follow.
“I haven’t said anything to Dante,” Alexander said casually as they walked. “You can relax.”
He seemed to know exactly what Zach was worried about. As if he could read his mind.
With those words, Zach did visibly relax, his shoulders dropping slightly.
Though, he resisted sighing in relief.
“You came alone?” Alexander asked casually.
“No, I came with my bodyguards…..They’re all on the street outside. I didn’t bring them over—this is where you live, and early in the morning, too many people around would get the neighbors talking. Wouldn’t look good for you.” Zach replied.
Alexander nodded and chuckled.
Zach was truly someone who knew how to handle things right.
The two walked into the deeper part of the alley, where there were still a few small shops—convenience stores, diners, and the like.
Alexander took Zach into a small breakfast joint—one of those dingy little places where the menu was simple: Pancakes, Biscuits and Gravy, French Toast, Eggs and Bacon, Coffee and orange juice.
It was already after 7, past the breakfast rush, so there was only one table of customers inside.
Alexander ordered casually and took a seat with Zach near the entrance.
Zach glanced around at the environment.
It had been years since he’d eaten in a place like this. Ever since he’d climbed up the ranks, it was all high-end venues and luxury dining.
He never imagined someone like Alexander would eat here.
But of course, he didn’t think it was because Alexander was broke. Even an average person wouldn’t think that.
He just thought: This guy likes to stay low-key!
The food was prepared quickly, and a waiter brought it over just as quickly.
“Got something you need from me?” Alexander asked, tearing his pancakes into piece before digging in.
“Mr. Ciotta, I really need to explain… You must’ve misunderstood. I meant no harm, I…The opposite, it was protection……” Zach began explaining.
Of course, he wouldn’t admit his true intention—that he had Alexander followed to create an opportunity to get close to him. But he had to give a reason.
And the one he gave, was that it was for protection.
That’s right—he claimed he was secretly protecting Dante’s brother-in-law.
Whether he actually believed that himself was anyone’s guess.
Maybe he just couldn’t think of a better excuse. But the reason didn’t really matter—what mattered was Alexander’s reaction.
Alexander ate silently while Zach spoke. And Zach, being a slick talker, managed to make the whole story sound surprisingly reasonable.
“…You know how it is, Mr. Ciotta, Guys like us on the street, people might call us bosses, but really we’re just thugs and punks. You’re family with Mr. Doran—even though he didn’t say anything, we all rely on him to put food on our tables. It’s only right to be proactive, don’t you think?”
“Mm. Are you finished?” Alexander nodded plainly, then asked.
“Yes.” Zach paused, sensing something was off—Alexander didn’t seem to believe him. Not one bit. But he also didn’t seem inclined to pursue the issue further.
“You’re not eating?” Alexander asked, noticing Zach hadn’t touched his food.
“Oh, I’ll eat. I’m pretty hungry.” Zach smiled, still trying to keep it natural. He started to dig into the eggs and bacon, followed by the pancakes, mimicking Alexander’s way of eating.
“…Last night, a violent group brawl occurred on Fairy Road. Witnesses captured the scene on video… Police from the Fairy Road station arrived shortly after the incident. One individual was seriously injured and sent to the hospital for emergency treatment…”
Alexander suddenly turned his head toward the small TV mounted on the breakfast shop’s wall. The volume wasn’t high—it had been on the whole time—but hearing “Fairy Road” caught his attention.
The footage from the witness’s phone was playing.
The video was shaky, but it was still clear enough to show a man being dragged out onto the street and beaten by a group. He was wearing only boxers, likely dragged out from a nearby apartment.
Alexander “recognized” the man—it was David! Zoe’s boyfriend.
Zach followed Alexander’s gaze to the screen but didn’t pay much attention to the brawl. He’d seen worse, and had even been involved in far worse than just beating someone. He adjusted his glasses and smiled.
“Mr. Ciotta, do you come to this spot often?”
“Yeah. I do,” Alexander said, turning back to look at him, then continued eating.
The rest of the meal was basically Zach trying to make talk with Alexander—asking this and that, even reminiscing about how he used to eat at places like this a decade ago. Said it brought back memories.
Just as they were finishing up—
Ring-ring-ring—
Alexander’s phone rang.
It was on the table. The caller ID: Jasmine.
Zach saw it too and immediately stood up, preparing to leave. Alexander waved a hand, signaling it wasn’t necessary—nothing he couldn’t hear.
“What’s it so early?” Alexander answered. “Already at the office?”
“Not yet, just got up. Still on the way,” Jasmine said rapidly, her voice laced with obvious anger. “You need to get to the office—something’s happened!”
“Alright, I got it,” Alexander said, hanging up the phone. He didn’t ask for details—he could guess. It was almost certainly something serious at the company. Right now, Jasmine cared about nothing more than her company. The company’s success or failure would determine her fate.
“I’ve got something to take care of. Let’s call it here for today.” Alexander pocketed his phone, stood up, and started walking out.
Zach didn’t say anything extra. He pulled out his wallet, tossed a hundred-dollar bill on the table, and followed Alexander outside.
“Mr. Ciotta, please, use the car I prepared.” Zach caught up and asked, pulling out a set of Lamborghini keys from his pocket. Alexander glanced over and took them without a word.
Zach followed Alexander out of the alley.
Alexander saw the Lamborghini parked there—and a row of other cars behind it. A few men were smoking by the SUVs, and when they saw Zach come out, they all nodded and greeted, “Boss.”
“What’s this?” Alexander turned to Zach and asked.
It wasn’t a strange question.
Because… there were two Lamborghinis.
Not only Zach’s white one—but also a brand new, a blue Lamborghini Aventador. Clearly new and the latest model.
Zach’s car was a smuggled vehicle with fake plates and no legal paperwork. He’d been driving it for years—it was an old model.
“Mr. Ciotta, I really must apologize for the misunderstanding. Just take it as my apology gift. You can keep the car, and if anything goes wrong, I’ll handle it,” Zach said.
He was lying.
And Alexander knew it.
It was just after 7 a.m.—there was no way Zach bought that car in the middle of the night.
The Lamborghini dealership in the city wouldn’t be open at night, no matter how good your connections were. Even if he could get the car overnight, there wouldn’t be time to register it. Driving a car without paperwork himself was one thing—but there was no way he’d gift someone else a car like that.
So the truth had to be: he bought it yesterday. Way before Alex called him and scared him half to death.
Right after leaving Monarch Vault in the morning, Zach must’ve made the decision to try to build a connection with Alexander. That’s why he had him followed. Because Alexander had driven his Lamborghini before, Zach probably thought he liked Lamborghini's.
So he bought one.
Planning to use it as a gift to win him over.
“Alight then.” Alexander replied casually and with a shrug.
He pressed the key fob. The blue Lamborghini’s lights blinked.
He got in and started it up.
As it roared to life, Alexander looked around the interior. Sure enough—it was the latest model. No custom options, probably a showroom vehicle. But still, an Aventador—New, easily over a million.
The price didn’t matter much to Alexander.
But the fact that Zach could immediately make the decision yesterday to drop a million on a car, just to gift it—that kind of decisiveness... it explained how he’d climbed so far, so fast.
As Alexander pulled the car out into the street, Zach raised his hand respectfully and called out, “Drive safe, Mr. Ciotta.”
From the car, Alexander gave him a calm nod.
 

 
Over half an hour later.
Alexander arrived at the Halston Tower’s seven-level underground parking lot. He parked the car and glanced around, spotting several vehicles that belonged to Magical Glamour—and to Jasmine.
She was already here.
He swiped his employee card to take the elevator up. He had completed onboarding at Magical Glamour yesterday, so he had a staff access card now—it was tucked in his suit pocket.
He got off on the 31st floor, then walked up the stairs to the 33rd.
All around the 33rd floor were Jasmine’s personal bodyguards. They didn’t stop Alexander—they knew exactly who he was. When they saw him coming, they all greeted him, “Mr. Ciotta.”
Alexander entered Jasmine’s office.
She was pacing by the window on the phone, clearly agitated and frustrated.
“…Is she stable now? How bad is it… mm… mm… A few months? So she definitely can’t make the launch event, right? Mm… Got it. That’s all I need to know. Mm…”
Alexander didn’t interrupt.
He casually walked over to the sofa far from her desk, sat down, crossed his legs, and leaned back, spreading his arms as he watched her on the phone.
A full five minutes passed before Jasmine finally hung up. Her face was like ice.
“Who got hurt?” Alexander asked calmly.
“Lana Mei. Car accident,” Jasmine snapped, walking quickly to the file cabinet, pulling out a folder, and flipping through it as she at her desk.
“Her, huh? James Sutherland’s doing?” Alexander asked.
“You even know that?” Jasmine looked up at him.
“She’s a huge celebrity—who doesn’t know her?” Alexander smiled gently.
When he was with Zach earlier, he rarely showed this kind of smile—because he always clearly separated the people who were useful from those he considered worth building a relationship with.
“You know that’s not what I meant. How do you know it was James’s doing?” Jasmine asked.
“It’s simple,” Alexander said with a smile. “Magical Glamour’s product launch this year… to the company, maybe it’s not make-or-break. But to you personally, it’s everything0 Because you’re trying to get the company listed before the bet’s deadline—to boost your personal wealth as much as possible.”
“So you need to maximize the company’s performance. That way, the stock will be worth more at IPO.”
“And in this era, for a high-end cosmetics brand, you need a strong celebrity endorsement else you aren’t going to cut it.”
Alexander paused, then went on: “But James has been trying to block you from all sides. Including your search for a spokesperson. For the past few years, Magical Glamour’s brand ambassadors were always second-tier or even washed-up celebrities.”
“This year, you finally reached a new level—an A-list female star finally agreed to endorse the brand. But James kept interfering. He even violated the bet’s rules by using the Sutherland family’s power to block you… so no matter how you tried, you couldn’t land someone who met your standards.”
“Not until two months ago, when you secretly secured Lana Mei.”
Lana Mei, a singer-turned-megastar, was currently one of the most explosively popular new-generation artists!
According to Jasmine’s plan, she would unveil Lana Mei at the new product launch.
Lana would attend the event, publicly support her company, and become the face of their newest product line. Jasmine intended to leverage her massive influence, amplified through internet hype, to make the launch an instant sensation!
She wanted to transform Magical Glamour from a niche name into a household luxury brand.
Jasmine had prepared so much for this launch.
“Yesterday, I helped you take care of the worm. James must have realized the plan to steal your product data had failed… and today, Lana got into a car accident. She can’t attend the launch, and she won’t be able to help with promotion afterward. Pretty obvious, isn’t it? Can’t just be a coincidence,” Alexander concluded.
“You really know a lot,” Jasmine said coldly, but there was a trace of bitterness in her voice.
She hadn’t needed Alexander to tell her—it was clearly James Sutherland’s doing. That’s why she’d been so furious this morning.
She never imagined James would go this far—so brutally extreme. Even targeting the celebrity. If he couldn’t steal the product designs, he’d just run down the celebrity endorser?! He was clearly hell-bent on destroying her launch.
Jasmine had kept the fact she signed Lana Mei secret specifically to prevent interference from James.
She thought he didn’t know.
But yesterday, Alexander had revealed the traitor—someone who’d been posing as her assistant this whole time.
So she realized… James had always known about Lana’s secret deal with her company.
The reason Jasmine had been on the losing end of their rivalry all this time wasn’t because she was lacking in ability.
It was because both the Sutherland and Doran families backed James.
She was fighting alone.
Whenever James used his family’s influence, both families would cover for him. But if Jasmine so much as stepped slightly out of line, they’d immediately rule her in breach of the bet.
Jasmine took a deep breath and looked at Alexander. “Do you have any dirt on James?”
That was why she’d called him over today.
The car accident? That wasn’t something Alexander could prevent.
Nor could he help with the celebrity endorsement.
But she was furious, and she wanted to take James down. To at least strike back at him and fuck him over.
“Oh, I’ve got dirt on him,” Alexander said with a raised brow and a faint smile. “And it’s the deadly kind.”
“Name your price,” Jasmine said, staring directly at Alexander. Her intentions clear.
And to that, Alex simply shook his head. “I can’t give it to you,” He denied her flatly.
Jasmine’s expression shifted. Her eyes narrowed slightly. For a second, she suspected Alexander might be connected to James.
“Don’t let your anger cloud your judgment. You know the kind of power these families hold. Even if I handed you James’ dirt, you wouldn’t be able to take him down. It’s not just the Sutherland's who would protect him—your Doran family would too,” Alexander said with a calm smile.
“In fact, it might even result in the bet being voided altogether. The family might force you to marry James right away. No matter how bad your relationship with the family is, you’re still a Doran. Your actions could trigger a conflict between the two families. If you go after James like this, your family will be forced to apologize to the Sutherland's. So tell me… with the power you have now, do you really think you can take on your own family and the Sutherland too?”
Jasmine fell silent.
She’d acted on impulse.
When she called Alexander earlier, it was at the height of her fury. She genuinely wanted James dead.
But now, Alexander’s words brought her back to reason.
He was right. She couldn’t go after James directly. Just like how James had never attacked her head-on—that was the unspoken rule. James only targeted the people around her, and her company.
James wanted to marry Jasmine Doran—not destroy her.
Jasmine lowered her head and went back to the file she’d been reading.
“Looking at potential spokespersons?” Alexander asked.
“Mhm,” Jasmine hummed, still reading.
Because of the “accident,” Lana Mei had been severely injured and hospitalized. Legally, this fell under force majeure in their contract. The agreement would be voided automatically—no breach on either side.
Magical Glamour needed a new spokesperson.
And fast. But that was going to be incredibly, incredibly hard.
There were only fourteen days left before the product launch. There simply wasn’t enough time. Forget A-listers’ packed schedules or conflicts with existing contracts—most top-tier female celebrities wouldn’t even consider endorsing a niche brand. Not if they did not start it.
They were already on the level to rep global luxury names. There was no reason for them to stoop down.
Only a very small handful of A-listers might agree—for a lot of money.
But! The money was no issue.
It was the meddling of James!
He kept interfering!
Whenever Jasmine managed to get close to closing a deal with a celebrity’s agent, James would immediately step in, go straight to the talent agency’s boss, and within a day, the deal would fall apart. Some excuse would come up, and it’d be over.
This had happened too many times already.
And Jasmine couldn’t use her family’s influence to help her get a spokesperson. She didn’t even ask her brother Dante for help—because his clout was essentially the Doran Family influence, which would break the bet’s rules.
She had to handle it all by herself.
And she knew, by now, the odds were stacked against her. If she couldn’t find a replacement, she’d have to delay the launch—or go ahead as planned, but with significantly reduced impact.
Jasmine continued reading the documents in silence.
The atmosphere in the office was growing heavy.
“Boss Jasmine, how about you hire me… to find one for you?” Alexander suddenly broke the silence, and with a grin.
Jasmine looked up at him.
Alexander maintained his smile.
“Aren’t you supposed to be an intelligence broker? You deal in endorsements too now?” Jasmine replied coolly, lowering her head again. The gentler attitude she had yesterday seemed to have faded—today, she was noticeably more distant from Alexander.
Even though they’d kissed.
But that was just who she was.
Here, in her office, with no one else around, there was no need to pretend.
“Hey, business is business. If the money’s right, I can even get Vivienne Blake for you. Or any other star you have in mind... Whoever I find for you will definitely meet your standards—attractive, red-hot popular and with little or no drama behind them!”
Even Alexander himself almost believed the outrageous pitch he just made.
But he did have a way. He could quickly secure a spokesperson for Magical Glamour—someone who not only matched Jasmine’s requirements, but far exceeded them.
Take Vivienne Blake, for example—the name Alexander had casually thrown out.
She was currently, without a doubt, the number one superstar! A multiple Best Actress winner— Vivienne was only 28, and although she had hovered around the B-list for years, last year, she starred in a major production called “Shadows of Verona.”
That film swept awards globally and catapulted her to international acclaim.
She was now on the verge of breaking into the global A-list scene—
Vivienne Blake wasn’t just within Jasmine’s standards—she shattered them. But the truth was, stars at her level wouldn’t even meet with Jasmine, let alone take her calls.
Their agents would shut it down immediately—without even asking for details.
“You’re going to find one? How long will it take?” Jasmine asked without looking up. Her tone was indifferent.
“Depends. Who you want?” Alexander said.
“What about Vivienne Blake?” Jasmine still didn’t look up. She was clearly brushing him off.
She hadn’t picked Vivienne deliberately—Alexander had brought her up earlier, so she just repeated the name without thinking.
“Her? Easy, actually. At most, it’ll take me one day,” Alexander replied after a brief pause.
Jasmine stopped reading. Her eyes froze, then slowly looked up at Alexander.
“One day?”
“Mhm!” Alexander nodded.
“You know her personally?”
“Nope.”
“You don’t know her and you're saying this?” Jasmine frowned.
“Not knowing her now doesn’t mean I can’t get to know her. One day’s plenty,” Alexander replied with a calm smile.
Jasmine tilted her head and gave him a look like he was mentally challenged. “Vivienne is overseas right now. I follow her social media. She’s been filming in Europe for over three months. She’s in the UK! I don’t care how good your intel is—you can’t even meet her. What’s the point? One day?”
This was the first time Jasmine truly thought Alexander’s bragging had gone way too far.
It was the kind of lie that didn’t just fall apart—it exploded.
“I never said I’d go to her directly. But how about someone connected to her?” Alexander replied, still smiling.
“Heh,” Jasmine chuckled coldly and looked back down at the file. “One day? Forget her schedule—she already has signed endorsements deals with other companies. She can’t even take another one. One day? You’re seriously…”
She didn’t finish her sentence. But her tone made it clear—she didn’t want to talk to him anymore.
Silence returned to the office.
Alexander sat there, watching Jasmine read her files. He knew she was irritated—and he understood why she didn’t believe him. Honestly, anyone hearing what he just said would think it was insane.
It really did sound impossible.
But Alexander… was someone who turned impossible into reality.
If he didn’t pull off something truly jaw-dropping, he’d never be able to completely win Jasmine and her heart fully over.
“Give me a few hundred thousands……well, a few millions. Give me a few millions, and I’ll have Vivienne in your office by tomorrow morning,” Alexander said, finally naming his price.
Jasmine didn’t say a word—she clearly didn’t want to talk to Alexander right now.
“You don’t trust me that much? Then let’s make a bet.?” Alexander spoke again.
A bet.
That word hit a nerve for Jasmine.
After all, her entire fate was currently riding on a bet.
She lifted her head and stared at Alexander blankly, pausing before saying coldly, “What kind of bet will get you to shut up and stop annoying me?”
“Let’s bet whether I can get Vivienne Blake to show up in your office tomorrow morning and sign a contract with you. If I lose, not only will I not take your money…….If you still want it, I’ll even give you all of James’s dirty business and intel. Free of charge.”
He smirked, watching interest and surprise fill her gaze. She clearly wasn’t expecting him to offer something like that. Her curiosity reignited for a brief moment. She was now interested, especially since it seemed like such an easy bet for her to win.
“And if you win?” Jasmine asked, though she was convinced Alexander couldn’t possibly win. Still, a bet was a bet—both sides had to be fair.
“If I win, firstly, you pay me—that’s my fee for helping you find a spokesperson. It’s payment for a job, not winnings from the bet,” Alexander replied.
“So what are you actually betting for?” Jasmine pressed.
“I get control over your right to get jealous.,” Alexander said with a smile.
“Jealous? What the hell does that mean?” Jasmine was confused.
“It means, when I have other women, you’re not allowed to get jealous of them.” Alexander said with a grin.
Jasmine blinked, then looked at him with an absolutely baffled expression.
“Why would I get jealous? We’re pretending to be a couple. I’m not in love with you. What would I even be jealous of? You can go after whomever you want—I don’t have the right to interfere,” She replied, once again giving Alexander that look she reserved for the mentally unsound.
“You’re right on all that.,” Alexander said calmly, still smiling. “But that’s what I want to bet on.”
It was his way of planting a seed—setting a boundary early on.
Letting Jasmine know what kind of man he was. That he’ll have other women. And preparing a leash to reign in her future jealousy.
This was the perfect opportunity.
Just because Jasmine didn’t love him now, didn’t mean she wouldn’t fall for him in the future.
“So, are we betting or not?” Alexander asked again.
“Fine, fine, fine—yes! We’re betting! Happy now?” Jasmine finally snapped, clearly annoyed. She lowered her head to look back at the documents and added, “Now go. Get to work. Find someone. Just don’t interrupt my workflow.”
“It’s a deal, then.” Alexander grinned, got up, and left.
He exited Magical Glamour.
Took the elevator down.
Returned to the underground area.
Once seated inside the Lamborghini, Alexander started the engine, pulled out his phone, and dialed a number.
The call connected just as he was driving out from the parking lot…
“Mr. Alexander, is there a problem with the car?” Zach was surprised to be hearing from him so soon.
“Zach, get your guys ready. I need to use your people,” Alexander said, cutting straight to the point.
“Of course!” Zach sounded excited—especially because Alexander had just called him. That casual, friendly tone was everything. He didn’t ask a single unnecessary question, immediately replying, “How many do you need, Mr. Alexander? I’ll rally the brothers right away!”
After a few words, Alexander hung up the call, throwing the phone aside. As he drove out of the parking lot, he took a moment to bask in the sun.
He had finally broken free from the time loop. He'd lived one hectic of a Monday.
Still, he felt his lips curling up. This was the fun he'd missed.
The fun of being alive.
Flooring the gas pedal, the car roared, zooming down the streets.
His second day had just begun, but it was already shaping to be busy.
But he didn't mind.
He had a celebrity to drag back to the USA, and a bet to win.........




Afterword

To start: Thank you so much for giving my book a chance and getting all the way to here. Honestly, this is the first time I really wrote anything, this large.
My first time ever doing a book and publishing it as well. So I can imagine there are a bunch of plot holes, and issues with the book. I’ll work on that, promise!
How this book came about? I’ve always been a fan of time loop stuff. Movies like groundhog day, mangas like “All you need is kill” and a bunch of different western and eastern novels.
But I always wanted to see the “AFTER.” What kind of life would someone lead, having learned and seen so much.
This first volume is mostly just laying the groundwork. Some plot points wouldn’t become relevant until MUCH later.
For now, the coming books will follow Alexander going around the city, expanding his influence, growing his harem and above all, having fun!
For those wondering why the alternate earth? It is relevant to the plot (will be more later)…..but it’s honestly because I didn’t want to spend too much getting everything 1to1 TwT. Especially since I’ve never been to the USA.
If you notice anything weird, please remember, it's not the same as our earth!!
As for the system? That’’ll be explored only many many, many volumes down the line. Hopefully I’ll get there!
Still, thank you for the support, and getting this far!
And finally, you can find me on my personal facebook page here: https://web.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61577260577289
And on the Facebook groups; Harem Lit , HaremLit Readers and Harem GameLit Books group.
If you are a fan of harem stories in general, I highly recommend joining these groups as well. You’ll feel right at home.
PS: This is an updated version of Volume 1 that went through proofreading and some editing, so if you’re reading this, Volume 2 is already out. If you enjoyed Volume 1, please do give that one a look as well!
Please don’t skimp on reviewing! My addiction has become reading the reviews, the good and bad.
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