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Copyright and preface.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.
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any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the
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To begin, to those that read, reviewed and commented on Volume 1: A massive thank you from the heart. All the support and feedback had been really humbling!
For those that just picked this up: A special thank you for giving my second book ever a chance! Even if you drop right here, I'm grateful! (Please don't!!)
Please do note that reading volume 1 is needed to get an understanding of the world and characters, and the events up to now. So give that a peek!
All around, I hope you enjoy it!
And, in the same way I did for volume 1, the very smutty chapter is clearly marked, so those who prefer to skip such, can go right ahead. And those horny fucks (my people) can just jump right into it.
See you at the afterword!




Table of Content

Copyright and preface.
Table of Content
Chapter 1: I need gamers.
Chapter 2: Coincidence? I think not. Its fate!
Chapter 3: Let’s raise the stakes.
Chapter 4: Becoming my friend? You won’t regret it.
Chapter 5:  Aileen Arison.
Chapter 6: A gift and a surprise at the company.
Chapter 7:  Kneeling. And another bet.
Chapter 8: Date and annoying people.
Chapter 9: Revenge
Chapter 10: Second kiss. Under the trees.
Chapter 11: Meeting Aileen Arison.
Chapter 12: Running away with Aileen Arison.
Chapter 13: Aileen Arison’s secret.
Chapter 14 : Claiming Aileen Arison. (Smut.)
Chapter 15: Aileen and Jasmine. Jealousy. Misunderstanding.
Chapter 16: Facing Madam Arison.
Chapter 17 : Spanking? Its teaching golf!
Chapter 18 : Two options.
Afterword
 

 




Chapter 1: I need gamers.

After hanging the phone up, Zach Mitchell remained standing in place. Alexander had just called him suddenly, not even an hour after they had their breakfast together, and asked him to gather as many men as he could.
‘Why? Does he want to attack someone?’ He questioned in his mind, his thoughts racing. Alexander Ciotta was an anomaly. A seemingly normal college graduate in his early twenties. From a normal family.
But now, he suddenly appeared by the side of Jasmine Doran, one of the richest and most beautiful female CEOs.
More than that, he appears to be her boyfriend…….and with hints that she might even be carrying his child. ‘Why doesn’t he ask Dante for men, then?’
His mind kept racing, the brain of his that had earned him the highest entrance score into the country’s most prestigious college, was unable to find an answer.
Suddenly, his phone rang again, and a glance at the screen revealed it was, once more, Alexander.
He answered the call quickly. “Mr Ciotta….I’ll start gathering the me…….”
Before he could finish, from the speaker, came the relaxed, confident voice of Alexander. “Oh, forgot to say…..Don’t gather just any men. Get gamers. Good gamers with good reflexes. Let’s meet at the internet café near your bar.” Without waiting for Zach’s mind to process his words, Alexander continued on, as if so used to commanding and leading. Once his words were done, he hung up.
Beep beep……
As the call ended, Zach found himself even more confused. ‘Gamers? What the fuck for…….’ His mind felt like it was about to collapse from the whiplash. It felt like he couldn’t predict nor keep up with Zach.
The request itself wasn’t difficult—in fact, it was quite the opposite. It was an incredibly easy task… just a very strange one!
In the end, he could only shrug and shake his head.
He knew better than to question the intentions of someone like Alexander. After a brief delay, he immediately called a dozen of his lieutenants and told them to gather their people.
Half an hour later…
Outside an internet café near Night Light’s bar, Zach stood by the roadside with a few of his trusted men, checking his watch over and over again as he waited for Alexander to arrive.
A blue Lamborghini appeared at the end of the street and soon pulled over beside them.
“Got everyone here?” Alexander asked as he stepped out. Pausing for a brief moment to glance back at the entrance of the bar. The place where he had picked Mia…….
Shaking his head, he quickly turned, heading straight for the café.
“Don’t worry, Mr. Alexander, all top-tier gamers… the best of the best,” Zach said, quickly following.
The internet café was massive and clearly well-equipped. But at that moment, it was eerily empty. Apart from a group of around fifty gathered near the counter, there wasn’t a single other customer.
That was because Zach had already cleared out the place before Alexander arrived.
He’d booked the entire venue!
“Mr. Alexander!” the group bowed and greeted in unison as Alexander walked in.
“Relax,” Alexander said with a wave. Then he gestured, “Power on, download the game—The Clashing of God Clans. Get the custom version, Dragonfall Edition…”
The Clashing of God Clans was an old MMO game, over twenty years old by now—and one that had never existed in the earth that Alexander came from. Still, the core mechanics were nothing groundbreaking.
“Get moving!” Zach shouted.
The crowd sat down in neat rows, efficiently powering on the PCs, searching for the game, and downloading it. Most of them were teenagers—eighteen, nineteen at most—true street punks who had dropped out of school young and basically lived in internet cafés. Useless in the real world, but absolute beasts at gaming!
There were also a few older guys, clearly in their forties or older.
While they didn’t have the reflexes of the younger ones, they were veterans—people who had played similar games when they were far younger.
Alexander went to the last row and took an entire row for himself, turned on a PC, and started downloading.
Since it was a custom version of the game, it wasn’t preinstalled on the café computers. But thanks to the lightning-fast connection and preexisting official client, downloading it took less than a minute.
“Everyone register on Server 3—it opened just yesterday at 5 p.m.! Use the prefix ‘GodKing’ for all character names,” Alexander shouted across the café.
He registered his own character as: The GodKing Alexander.
Zach stood behind Alexander, watching him expertly download, register, and log in. His expression grew more and more baffled. This was… weird!
Just a short while ago, when Alexander called asking for his men, Zach thought something big was about to go down. He was even excited—this was a chance to prove himself.
But never in his wildest dreams did he imagine Alexander wanted his men… to play video games with him!
And not just any game!
A two-decade-old game, no longer popular, and on a private server, no less!
Zach had never played Clashing of God Clans. He’d been a good student in those days—never skipped class to hit the arcades. But the game was a huge hit back then. All his classmates played and raved about it. He remembered it had blown up across the entire USA and then the Asian market the moment it launched in the early 2000s.
It dominated until around 2006 before its popularity began to wane.
But it retained a cult following. Even today, the official servers were still up—though barely updated anymore and very much P2W game.
Still… this was something middle-aged men played.
Zach suddenly started questioning Alexander’s age.
As far as he knew, people still playing this game, especially on private servers, were greasy 30- to 40-something-year-old rich guys trying to relive their youth.
He stared at Alexander’s back, feeling more and more confused. His eyes practically screamed, “What kind of weirdo are you?”
Early twenties?
Wait a second.
No, that can’t be right!
Zach’s eyes widened in realization.
What if… Mr. Alexander is testing me?
The more he thought about it, the more it made sense. Otherwise, how else could he explain such a bizarre request? This had to be some kind of patience test—an opportunity to see if Zach could get something so absurdly simple done right!
That must be it.
Powerful people of high status always moved in mysterious ways.
In Zach’s eyes, Alexander’s back suddenly became deep and inscrutable again.
“Log in, stay in the beginner zone,” Alexander called out to the room. “Wait for me to top-up with money and create the guild.”
He pulled out his phone.
“Mr. Alexander, a few more guys are still on their way. Should be another thirty to forty showing up soon,” Zach stepped up and whispered respectfully.
“Mhm.” Alexander nodded, glancing at him. “You don’t need to stick around. Go take care of your stuff.”
“Alright.” Zach nodded, looked around the café, then walked out. Just before leaving, he shouted back, “Do your best, everyone! Whoever performs the best today, I’ll reward with ten grands!”
“You got it, boss!”
“No problem, boss!”
The room echoed with enthusiastic responses.
Zach left.
Alexander began topping up his game account—dropping ten grands in a single go. He then created a guild and invited everyone in the café to join. Using the guild system, he bought VIP levels for every single member.
With VIP, they could claim full sets of high-tier gear and tons of other goodies—XP potions, items, and more.
This particular server went up to VIP15, which cost 10,000$ per player.
Alexander didn’t max them out right away—it had to be gradual.
Once everyone had their VIP status, Alexander made another call.
To the impossibly busty, beautiful, cold and domineering CEO. His fake girlfriend. Jasmine Doran.
“I’m in a meeting,” Jasmine said curtly the moment she picked up.
“Send me one million.”
“Huh? What for?”
“Operational costs.”
“…Alright.”
She hung up right after agreeing—didn’t even ask what the operation even was for.
Their relationship was… complicated. Not quite close, but also strangely intimate. And when it came to money, Jasmine trusted Alexander without question.
She wasn’t afraid he’d scam her.
After all, Alexander had just done her brother, Dante Doran, a massive favor yesterday. Exposing a plot that was targeting Dante, one that would have seen him rot in prison for years, most likely for life even.
Even if she gave him many more millions, it wouldn’t be unreasonable.
 

 
Four hours later, past noon.
Alexander’s guild, GodKing, was officially the top guild on the entire server, crushing the former #1 guild, Dragonfall Dominion, into the dust.
The cost?
Alexander had poured nearly one full million dollar into the game so far.
He had bought VIP15 status for every person in the café—80+ players. That meant the best gear, the strongest weapons, and endless resources to grind top-tier dungeons and farm rare accessories.
He wasn’t spending his own money, so he wasn’t the least bit bothered.
Normally, it wouldn’t take this much. Far from it. But Alexander had started a personal war with the guild leader of Dragonfall Dominion. The two kept escalating their spending, turning it into a pay-to-win arms race.
Now the café was full—eighty-plus guys, all playing the same old private server MMO.
It was chaos: shouting, cigarette smoke, callouts like “Slash! Slash!”, “The item dropped! It dropped!”
Alexander allowed it.
It was gaming—emotion was everything. Some of these guys were heavy smokers who couldn’t concentrate otherwise, and teamwork mattered more than anything. No comms, no coordination.
He only had one rule: no swearing in-game. Trash talk? Sure. Flame the enemy all you want—but no profanity.
And these guys were great at trash talk. Their typing speed was insane.
Lunchtime came.
Someone had already ordered takeout and assigned runners to deliver meals to each table.
“Mr. Alexander, here’s your lunch,” a young guy with an earring said cautiously, placing the food beside him.
“Mhm, thanks.” Alexander spared him a glance, then focused back on the game.
They were nearly there.
The server was now entirely empty of random players. The smaller guilds had all quit—too many beat downs. Only two guilds remained: GodKing and Dragonfall Dominio.
This private server hosted an event every three days. A Castle Siege —a phase-based endgame war. Win the siege, and you gained the title of Legendary Dragon God and exclusive gear.
You could pay to start it early, but that meant facing the final boss before everyone else.
And the boss wasn’t the real threat—the players were. Unless you beat the opposing guilds, you’d never even see the boss. All would work on crushing you.
Alexander clicked a few times and then posted a global announcement:
“Attention all players: GodKing Guild Leader [The GodKing Alexander] has initiated an early Castle Siege. All players prepare—siege begins in 30 minutes!”
“Everyone eat! Thirty minutes until the siege begins,” Alexander shouted.
Thirty minutes later—
The siege had begun!
GodKing and Dragonfall Dominion clashed in a brutal battle on the main city square. Nonstop deaths, revives, reentries—it was utter chaos.
“Cut them down!”
“His weapon dropped!”
“Give it to me! I lost my gear just now!”
“Push, push, go!”
The café was electric. The teens were hyped out of their minds. This was unlike anything they’ve seen. Spending amounts of money they wouldn’t earn in a lifetime made for such an exciting thrill.
The battle raged for half an hour without a clear winner.
But GodKing had the upper hand—more core members, more power.
Then suddenly, Alexander typed in the global chat:
“I’m done. Got an emergency. Everyone log off. I’m quitting. Gear’s yours. Game over.”
He shouted to the café, “Unequip everything. Log out. We’re done.”
The eighty-plus people in the café were all stunned—but followed his orders. They didn’t dare not to.
The main city square was instantly flooded with so many pieces of rare high level gear as the GodKings unequipped everything..
Dragonfall Dominion’s players were stunned. Everyone was stunned.
They were in the middle of a war—and suddenly… no more opponent?!
The abrupt loss of a worthy rival made the game feel… hollow.
“Dude, what are you doing? WTF!”
“Don’t go! We haven’t finished!”
“I dropped more than one million on this game. You spent almost one million too, right? We finally had real competition—and now you’re just quitting?”
Alexander received three PMs in quick succession.
All from the same player.
He glanced at the sender’s username—and smiled faintly.
The Lord.
Guild Leader of Dragonfall Dominion.
And in real life?
A greasy, slobby middle-aged man. The youngest son of his family.
A filthy rich man from the second generation of one of the largest business families.
And more importantly—
He was the sugar daddy backing Vivienne Blake, the superstar famous actress.
When it comes to female celebrities, aside from a rare few who’ve made it big over time, become major shareholders in their talent agencies, or had powerful backing before entering the industry—most of them really don’t mean much in front of someone who had true power and influence.
But that’s not to say trending stars are easy to mess with, either.
They’re cash cows for their companies!
The entertainment world runs deep—big-name agencies and media conglomerates have formidable networks. Some were even started by heirs of powerful families. Naturally, they’ll protect their golden geese from any sort of trouble.
So while most actresses themselves might not hold real power, the forces backing them often do.
And apart from being shielded by their agencies...
There’s another common setup: having a sugar daddy / godfather.
That’s exactly how Vivienne Blake got her start!
She graduated from the NY City Film Academy, but even back in high school, she had already been "sponsored" by a powerful backer. She wanted to become a star, and he agreed to support her dream—starting by sending her to drama school.
During her university years, he began pouring money into her film roles.
After she graduated, he went all in.
For years, even though Vivienne Blake starred in multiple movies, she hovered between B- and A-list fame. Until last year!
One film changed everything—it skyrocketed her to the top!
Naturally, her sponsor was behind all of it—especially the wave of awards she swept up, over twenty Best Actress titles from various festivals. Some of those wins were well-earned through raw talent… but not all. Many were bought.
And that sponsor? In-game, he goes by the name “The Lord”!
Alexander sent him a private message:
“Buddy, I’ve got an emergency. Gotta log off for now.”
“What the hell, man? Don’t go! Don’t leave me hanging! 
How urgent can it be? Just finish the battle first, come on! 
You’re not one of those paid plans from the server, are you?! Luring me to burn millions and then quitting? Are you messing with me?!”
The guy spammed him with aggressive, desperate messages.
Alexander replied: “If I were a plant, I’d keep fighting. I really have something to handle.”
“Right… yeah…” The Lord calmed down.
He’d just let his temper get the better of him.
On second thought, it really didn’t make sense.
No paid actor would try to dominate the server in a few hours—it’d drive away rich players too quickly.
And this wasn’t his first rodeo—he’d dealt with server plants before. They usually played it slow, dragging things out for days, making you spend loads while still feeling good about it.
But GodKing? He didn’t give a damn about that.
Currently, the two top guilds were vastly different in size—Dragonfall had nearly 400 members, while GodKing had just over 200. And yet, Dragonfall Dynasty still couldn’t win.
Because core players mattered more than raw numbers.
Dragonfall only had about twenty true core members. The rest were scattered players who couldn’t commit regular game time. The server had just opened two days ago, and many of those recruits had already ghosted after a day.
So, when it came down to the actual war? Both sides had about the same number of active players.
And GodKing had not only more core members, but even the casuals who joined today were just as coordinated.
They were new, sure—but they’d been playing all morning, rallying nonstop. United by adrenaline.
Thinking it over, The Lord realized the truth—he was probably up against someone like him: a billionaire gamer.
And not just any rich guy—someone who could casually throw millions into a private server wasn’t just “rich.” Ordinary millionaires wouldn’t do that.
He sent another message:
“Don’t leave! Let’s finish this. However much you spent today, I’ll reimburse it—just treat it as a gift from one gamer to another.”
He was genuinely desperate now.
Since the moment those players with “‘GodKing” tags showed up, he’d been getting steamrolled.
Sure, he didn’t always go all-in like this when playing private servers. Whether he spent a few grand or a few hundred thousands usually depended on his opponents. The last time he dropped millions was half a year ago.
This time? The server had only been live two days, and he’d only spent more than a million.
Alexander, though? Had spent just as much right off the bat.
From the start, Dragonfall was on the back foot.
When the tables turned and Alexander initiated the siege battle out of nowhere, it caught him off guard.
And by now? It wasn’t even about who spent more.
If this were a pure pay-to-win fight, Alexander might not win in the long run—The Lord could outspend him.
But private servers had limited players. By now, only the two top guilds were left. Everyone had near-max gear—money wouldn’t buy much more. It came down to numbers and coordination.
The Lord knew he was probably going to lose.
But there was still a sliver of hope!
He wanted the win! That satisfaction!
And then Alexander just… quit.
Told all his top members to drop their gear.
If it weren’t for the private chat, The Lord might’ve smashed his keyboard.
“Bro, what’s so urgent? Can’t you spare an hour?”
“If you quit, how am I supposed to keep playing? It’s no fun without you! We’ve dumped nearly 2 million between us into this—don’t you want to see who wins?! We’re just lining the server owner’s pockets if you quit now!”
“Come on, man. Where’s your pride? Stay! Win or lose, we finish this!”
One could feel his frustration pouring through every message.
And during all this, the Dragonfall players had stopped attacking.
No one was looting the gear left behind by GodKing’s members.
Clearly, “The Lord” had ordered a ceasefire through the guild channel.
Alexander chuckled and replied:
“I’m serious, man. I’ve got to head to NY City’s Halston Tower…… right now..”
“Wait—you're in NY City too?! You're from NY City?”
“??? You too?” Alexander replied with mock surprise.
“I’m not a local, but yeah—I’m in NY City right now.”
“What a coincidence,” Alexander sent back. “Anyway, that’s enough chatting. I've got to run.”
“Wait wait wait!” The Lord replied back in a flash.
“Bro, are you in trouble? Just tell me—I’ll sort it out! No joke, in NY City? There’s nothing I can’t fix!”
“Sure, sure. You’re the man,” Alexander replied, sarcastic enough to show he didn’t buy it.
“Huh?! You don’t believe me? I’m telling you—if you stick around and finish this game with me today, I’ll handle anything for you!”
“That serious?” Alexander typed. “Well… it’s not really me, it’s my woman. Her company ran into an issue—their brand ambassador got hit by a car and the contract was terminated. Now she has to find a new celeb fast… I need to help her sort it out.”
“A celebrity? Female or male?”
“Female.”
“Female celeb? No problem! I’ve got a few on hand. Just tell me what tier you’re looking for.”
“Heh, really? That impressive?”
“You don’t believe me?! I swear, I’m not even bragging—hell, even Vivienne Blake! One call and she’ll come running!”
Alexander froze. His smile widened as he stared at the screen.
That was exactly the line he’d been waiting for!
The bait had been thrown, and it was taken. Now, he just needed to reel in his prey.




Chapter 2: Coincidence? I think not. Its fate!

“The Lord” really could make one phone call and have Vivienne Blake fly back from Europe. She had been under his patronage for nearly ten years, and everything she had achieved today was thanks to him—her “sugar daddy.”
Even now, despite her fame and success, in front of her patron, Vivienne was still just a kept woman. Almost a trophy wife.
After all, a man with the power to elevate someone to stardom could just as easily destroy everything she had in an instant.
That was the truth.
But… if you’re just playing a game, calling Vivienne Blake back isn’t really about whether you can—it’s about whether it’s worth it.
This was just the prologue.
“You actually know Vivienne Blake?” Alexander replied.
“Know her? That’s an understatement,” ‘The Lord’,  typed back, but didn’t elaborate further. He wasn’t stupid enough to just blurt out that he was the one who sponsored her and launched her career.
“I really have to go…” Alexander sent another message.
“You’re still trying to leave? What’s that supposed to mean? You don’t believe me, is that it? You think I’m bluffing?” “The Lord” sounded irritated.
“Hey, man, it’s not that I don’t believe you. But come on, we met on a private server, now I suddenly have an urgent issue, and you just happen to have a female celebrity on hand? What are you, a talent agent?”
“I don’t run a talent agency, but I’ve got connections, This server’s practically dead—us running into each other? Coincidence?  Not to me. It’s fate, my friend. You believe in fate, don’t you?”
From Alexander’s side, this really wasn’t a coincidence.
Sure, it was Jasmine who had suggested finding Vivienne Blake, but the name had actually come to Alexander’s mind first. Before even speaking to Jasmine, he had already thought about which top-tier celebrity he could most easily track down in the shortest amount of time.
And Vivienne Blake was the first to come to mind.
Because her sponsor had been living in NY City for years.
But from “The Lord’ perspective, he might think it was a coincidence —but the more the’d talk, the more he’d start to feel it wasn’t. He might even grow suspicious of Alexander. And that would sour things.
So Alexander brought it up first!
Let him be the first to cast doubt on their meeting. So “The Lord” would be the one speaking of fate. To be the first one to chase after Alexander. With that, he would be far less likely to doubt the situation.
Alexander would soon show him the true meaning of… fate.
“Here’s the deal! Let’s stop the battle for now. Come meet me! You said you’re in NY City, right? Let’s pick a place—or I’ll come find you!
I’ll have someone contact the server owner and temporarily freeze it.
I’ll get you your new brand ambassador! Once that’s settled, I’ll ask them to bring the server back up and we’ll continue our fight! We’ve both dumped two million in—there has to be an outcome!
If I don’t get this sorted for you, you can spit on my face!”
“The Lord” really was a hot-tempered and impulsive guy. In other words? Filthy rich and reckless!
Alexander knew his type. This was his plan all along—either wait for “The Lord” to initiate a meeting, or bait him into it with a few well-placed words.
“Alright then. My girl’s situation is pretty urgent. If you really can help, that’d be perfect,” Alexander replied.
“136555…” The Lord sent over his phone number.
Then followed up in another DM: “That’s my phone. If you can, meet me at Velvet Leaf, the Teahouse in Central District. I’ll be waiting!”
“Cool. My number is…”
The conversation ended there.
Alexander looked up from his screen—more than eighty people in the internet café were still waiting. Even though he’d told them to log off, he hadn’t told them to leave yet. They weren’t sure if more instructions were coming.
Most of them didn’t even know who Alexander really was.
Only that his surname was Ciotta.
But they all saw how Zach Mitchell—their boss’s boss—treated him with the utmost respect. Naturally, none of them dared slack off for fear of coming off disrespectful.
“You can all head out now. We’re done here. You all performed well today—I’ll be sure to tell Mitchell,” Alexander stood up and announced loudly.
They were dismissed now. He wouldn’t be playing this game again.
After all, he was sure—once “The Lord” met him in person, had a real conversation with him, he’d never again care about in-game victory or defeat.
Upon hearing his words, the large group of young men (and a few older ones) all stood up.
“Thank you, Mr. Ciotta!”
“We’ll head out then.”
“Goodbye, Mr. Ciotta.”
Alexander watched them shut down their PCs and head out, then sat back down again to glance at the in-game situation. Members of Dragonfall were logging off en masse.
Suddenly, the game screen flickered!
Before Alexander could manually quit, he was automatically logged out.
Clearly, “The Lord” had already spoken with the private server owner and requested a temporary freeze of it. The data would be saved perfectly.
He didn’t even know the server owner personally—but as someone who had spent more than a million, the server owner probably treated him like royalty. One phone call, and the guy would bend over backwards.
Alexander shut down the PC and left.
About thirty minutes later.
Central District.
A blue Lamborghini roared down the road, then slowly came to a halt by the curb.
Alexander stepped out, took a moment to glance at the elegantly antique sign of the teahouse.
Velvet Leaf. This was the place.
In general, teahouses were considered rare upscale social venues. Especially in the USA. That remained consistent, between this Earth, and the earth he came from.
Still, in NY City, Velvet Leaf was among the rare few, and one of the top-tier establishments.
Even the cheapest pot of tea here cost almost hundreds of dollars. The pricier ones could run into the thousands.
Locals rarely visited the place, but wealthy businessmen entertaining European clients—who preferred discussing deals over tea—often brought them here.
Alexander walked toward the main entrance.
As soon as he entered the lobby, a well-dressed woman—around a 7 out of 10 in looks (by his standards)—stepped up to greet him with a polite smile.
“Good afternoon, sir. Do you have a reservation?” she asked gently.
Although the first floor had seating, it was mostly for waiting.
Private discussions always happened upstairs.
“My friend got here ahead of me. The room is called Dreams of the West Lake,” Alexander said, casually glancing around.
“Are you Mr. Ciotta?”
“Yes.”
“Please, this way.” She gestured for him to follow.
On the way here, “The Lord” had called him once, gave him the room name, and asked for his last name.
The hostess led Alexander up the stairs.
The entire place was tastefully decorated in a mixture of traditional eastern and European style—and very private.
Outside the private room, two broad-shouldered bodyguards stood silently. As the hostess approached with Alexander, they turned their heads, eyes sharp.
“This is the room, Mr. Ciotta,” the hostess said as she opened the door and gestured inside politely.
Since she was the one escorting him, the bodyguards didn’t stop him.
“Thank you,” Alexander said with a nod and stepped inside.
The private room was spacious—much larger than your average restaurant suite that could seat a dozen people. But in the middle of the room, there was only a single table with four wooden chairs. The space was tastefully decorated with flower stands and decorative screens.
A middle-aged man in his early forties sat at the table, sipping tea. He was dressed simply—in a high-necked T-shirt, oversized shorts, and slippers.
He was tall and somewhat overweight, but not excessively so—he gave off a sturdy, bulky impression. His face was covered in stubble, and his greasy hair looked like it hadn’t been washed in days. He looked completely unkempt.
Either of the two bodyguards standing at the entrance had a hundred times more presence than he did.
He looked like your average middle-aged man from any street corner—maybe he’d once had a good build in his youth, but after marriage and kids, he’d let himself go. He no longer cared about appearances. The rough edges of his younger days had been smoothed away by the mundanity of life. He had become plain, crude, and likely destined for an unremarkable existence.
That was the first impression he gave.
No one would look at him and think he was rich or powerful.
But in truth… he wasn’t just rich. He was filthy rich.
One notable detail: the right side of his neck bore a faint scar—his most distinguishing feature. It was why he habitually wore high collar shirts. To keep it covered.
Alexander knew the scar came from a car accident years ago.
As Alexander stepped into the room, the scruffy man turned his head toward the door.
Their eyes met, and both paused for a second.
But the reasons for their reactions were different.
The unkempt man was stunned because Alexander looked too young. He had assumed he’d met another middle-aged tycoon with similar hobbies—maybe a bit younger than himself, but not by much.
Though their brief phone call had revealed a slightly youthful tone, Alexander's steady voice and confidence had made him think the guy might be in his early thirties.
He never expected Alexander to be just in his early twenties!
“So, it’s you. Mr. Wycliffe—” Alexander said first, feigning surprise. He did it on purpose—to make it seem like he recognized the man instantly, as if they truly were fated to meet.
“Ciotta? Alexander Ciotta?” the scruffy man asked. He already suspected Alexander's name—from his in-game ID, and from asking his surname earlier.
“That’s me.” Alexander nodded and walked further in.
Behind him, the bodyguards closed the door.
“You know who I am?” the man asked, his eyes following Alexander’s every movement.
“You’re the second son of the Wycliffe family, behind Ironworks Industries. William Wycliffe. I heard a lot about you, since a long time. It seems we’re really fated” Alexander said with a smile. When he mentioned fate, his expression subtly shifted.
William Wycliffe noticed the nuance in his smile—exactly what Alexander intended.
Alexander smoothed his suit jacket and took a seat across from the disheveled man.
Ironworks Industries—a common name. Plenty of companies went by that, but formal company names always include location details or business types. No two are exactly the same.
“Industries” was a catch-all term—for manufacturing, tech, or other production-heavy companies.
The Ironworks Industries Alexander referred to was Ironworks Precision Group.
It was one of the top ten OEM manufacturers nationwide, involved in HVAC R&D, auto parts production, and more—with total assets exceeding 20 billion.
The Wycliffe family—often called the Wycliffe Clan—tracing their roots to the UK, owned 31% of the company, making them the largest single shareholder and the real power behind the group.
Ironworks had started as a struggling factory. In the early ’90s, then-director of the company and head of the Wycliffe clan, Julian Wycliffe, scraped together money and bought the place. He revamped its strategy and rapidly expanded.
Over three decades, Ironworks had faced multiple bankruptcy scares, undergone several financing rounds, and eventually acquired a major competitor, Steelmark Industries.
After all those rounds of dilution, the Wycliffe family held only 31% equity—but had always maintained control.
Today, the Chairman of Ironworks Group was still Julian Wycliffe, in his later years, but semi-retired. Day-to-day operations were handled by his eldest son, Harrison, the group’s general manager.
And the man sitting in front of Alexander?
That was William Wycliffe, Julian Wycliffe’s second and youngest son.
At 42, William Wycliffe was the seventh-largest individual shareholder in the company, holding 5%. He also served as both Chairman and GM of its NY City’s subsidiaries..
He’d been in NY City for years, managing some personal ventures too—though none rivaled the scale of the family business.
“Heard a lot……. ha…” William Wycliffe let out a dry chuckle. He looked cheerful, but Alexander could hear the self-deprecation behind it.
Then William looked at him again, asking, “So… which family are you from?”
“Which family?” Alexander replied, pretending not to understand.
He was acting clueless—but he understood perfectly.
William was trying to figure out which powerful clan Alexander came from. Otherwise, how could a guy this young casually throw millions into an online game without blinking?
Clearly, a second-generation billionaire.
“Not from any family?” William frowned slightly, then picked up the teapot with a grin. “Never mind, I won’t press you. Still… kid, you’re this young, and you’re playing such an old game? I really didn’t expect that. You’re at least ten years younger than I guessed.”
As he spoke, he topped off his own cup, then poured tea for Alexander as well.
There were only two cups and one pot on the table.
“Just messing around to pass time.” Alexander said with a smile. “Been under a lot of stress lately. Wanted to blow off some steam. Last time I played that game? I was in fourth grade.”
“Ha! Stress relief, huh?” William chuckled again and sighed. “You rich young guys, man… when you splurge, it puts even me to shame.”
“It’s not that bad,” Alexander replied with a chuckle, then turned to glance at the door.
“Have some tea first.” William said, lifting his cup.
Alexander picked up his cup too, but then said:
“Mr. William, those two bodyguards at the door. They’re not ordinary muscle. You’re still this cautious, huh? Afraid your brother might kill you?”
Just as William was about to sip, his hand froze in place.
His eyes sharpened instantly as he stared at Alexander




Chapter 3: Let’s raise the stakes.

The words “afraid your brother might kill you” made William’s nerves suddenly jump. His sharp eyes locked onto Alexander, motionless, as if trying to see right through him.
“Exactly which family are you from?” William squinted and asked, his tone no longer light and cheerful but cold and hard.
He did not suspect Alexander was deliberately approaching him.
They met through gaming, on a private server.
A private server doesn’t last long—once a top player like one of them arrives, its popularity quickly collapses as the less rich players move to find other servers.
William often switched servers and didn’t play every day. Given how secretive he was about himself, he didn’t believe anyone could approach him this way.
He never suspected that direction.
One thing was sure: Alexander didn’t know who he was before meeting him, and didn’t believe he had any real power. He just wanted to handle his own affairs quickly. If William hadn’t messaged him relentlessly, they wouldn’t have met.
The meeting was William’s idea.
So... William seemed to understand something when he saw Alexander’s subtle expression as he entered.
That subtlety wasn’t because Alexander had a shallow understanding of why William distanced himself from his family. It was because Alexander truly knew about the mess in William’s family.
Only people at a sufficiently high level—some extremely influential figures—would have heard about those things.
William never expected to encounter such a person here, hence his expression.
“Relax, relax, Mr. William,” Alexander smiled, sipping his tea. After setting down his cup, he said, “Honestly, I really’m not from any big family. I don’t have the kind of background you think I do. But… I do know some things about your situation.”
“I want to say this again!” Alexander paused, then smiled, “Though you said it first, we really are destined to meet!”
After that, Alexander gave a very subtle smile.
“No background? You’ve got money, right? What business is your family in?” William asked.
“We run a restaurant. Small business, not worth mentioning,” Alexander replied.
That was no lie. His family truly ran a small shop in a small county town — not a big deal at all.
William studied Alexander silently for a moment, sipped his tea, then set down his cup and said, “Forget it! I’m not asking.”
Then he smiled openly again.
That was just how he was—
Deep-minded, especially good at hiding things.
Saying “forget it” and “not asking” but he definitely wouldn’t skip investigating Alexander. Although he didn’t think Alexander was here to threaten him — too young, sending such a person would be an insult — no way!
Still, he needed to know who Alexander was, which major family’s core heir he was.
“Tell me about your woman. How did the spokesperson get injured?” William asked with a smile. “You’re willing to throw so much into the game without blinking, but you can’t even handle a spokesperson?”
“Someone did it to her,” Alexander sighed but smiled again. “There’s no way around it. Business is tough these days — not just business, there are many other problems. You’re a businessman, William, you should understand.”
William nodded.
Of course, he understood the backstabbing and dirty tricks in the business world.
“Business competition?” William instinctively raised his tea cup and said, “Hitting the spokesperson and putting her in hospital — that’s pretty ruthless.”
“Not really business competition, but it’s definitely meant to obstruct the company’s development. There are other motives,” Alexander said, vaguely on purpose.
William crooked his mouth and said, “That’s dirty, filthy. Who did the spokesperson offend?”
He didn’t ask about the “other motives” Alexander mentioned. Not curious enough, and it didn’t concern him.
“Dirty indeed! These past few days, I’ve been troubled by this. I knew the other side would make trouble, but I never expected they would directly hit the spokesperson. This is the spokesperson for a new product; the launch event hasn’t even happened yet, and now she’s unusable,” Alexander said.
“You have it rough too,” William smiled. “Don’t worry, even though we just met, what I say, I mean it. I’ll help you find a spokesperson. I have some connections in the entertainment industry. Just tell me who you want.”
William took out his phone, ready to call as soon as Alexander named someone.
“It has to suit the company’s products...” Alexander considered.
“Oh right, right.” William reminded him. “By the way, what’s your woman’s company called? What business is she in? How big is the company?”
Though he asked about scale, William already knew Alexander’s woman’s company couldn’t be small.
“Cosmetics. High-end focus. ‘Magical Glamour’—it’s quite famous in NY City. The company’s valuation is about two hundred million, give or take a hundred— a niche boutique brand,” Alexander said.
“Cosmetics, huh? Young, pretty, good skin — that’s all that matters. Easy,” William grinned, because he was used to that kind of woman.
“Needs to have recognition,” Alexander reminded.
“Don’t worry, little brother. I’m not blowing smoke up asses — I’ll get you a top-tier one! Red-hot! New generation celeb, fresh and young!” William spoke roughly, even a bit sleazy.
He started scrolling through his phone contacts.
“Wait a moment, I’ll get you one right now...” William suddenly stopped, looking back up from his phone, his gaze sharply focused at Alexander.
“What’s wrong? If it’s inconvenient, never mind. We’re strangers, after all,” Alexander smiled.
“No!” William immediately replied, still staring at Alexander, then asked, “What’s your woman’s company called?”
“Magical Glamour. Why?”
“Your woman’s last name is Doran?”
“Yes. Why?”
Alexander looked genuinely puzzled, but he actually knew why William was asking.
“The Doran family’s eldest granddaughter, Jasmine Doran, is your woman?!” William finally asked directly.
“Yes, that’s right. It’s her,” Alexander still looked puzzled. “William, what’s wrong?”
“Ha! Hahaha!” William laughed heartily. “If you’re from the Doran family, just say so! Why hide it from me? I thought you were from some other family.”
“You know Jasmine?” Alexander asked, pretending not to understand.
“No.” William shook his head.
“Dante?”
“Met once. Not close.”
“Then why are you laughing, William?” Alexander asked.
“Because... now I know who you really are,” William said.
He was lying! Alexander knew the real reason.
The Doran family and William’s family had no relation. They might have some contact in the lower-level, but no connection at the top. The two families were different in nature. The Doran’s were aristocratic and powerful, with people holding high offices and positions in politics, while William’s family was purely business.
Industrial businesses are hard to build, requiring long-term accumulation, so families like the Doran rarely get involved. Furthermore, when in politics, one tend to be under a magnifying glass. Having a rich business can become a detriment. Enemies pointing to it and calling “corruption”.
And the same apply for business families.
Once high enough in the business world ladder, it becomes tricky for them to transition into politics. Everyone would call out their “inexperience”.
In terms of status, William’s family was no match for the Doran’s, but they were truly very rich.
William laughed because the Doran family and his had no ties!
Anyone connected with William’s family would eventually become his older brother’s network, not William’s. The brothers were deeply at odds.
So only people unrelated to William’s family could become his own contacts.
“I’m not really considered a Doran family member. You’ve probably heard Jasmine’s relationship with the family is bad, and I’ve been helping her, so...” Alexander was explaining when his phone suddenly rang.
He glanced and frowned slightly, answering: “Busy right now.”
It was Jasmine.
“You’re using my money to buy stuff in a game?” Jasmine asked.
Alexander was a little surprised. Jasmine actually knew. Not strange, because Zach Mitchell was Dante Doran’s man, and suddenly dispatching so many people to game with him—Dante probably knew and told Jasmine.
After a brief pause, Alexander had a sudden inspiration.
This call was perfect! At just the right moment.
Jasmine was sending backup without realizing it!
“Let’s raise the stakes!” Alexander said directly.
“Raise? What Stakes?”
“Jasmine, you’re smart enough to understand! Whoever loses also has to kneel and apologize to the other, admitting they were wrong. Date to accept?” Alexander deliberately mentioned her name, “Jasmine.”
Jasmine originally wanted to ask questions, but Alexander cut her off.
“Fine, deal!” she said before hanging up—just that straightforward!
“Needs to be taught a lesson...” Alexander muttered, putting down his phone.
“You talk to Jasmine like that?” William’s eyes were wide in shock.
Not knowing Jasmine personally didn’t mean he hadn’t heard what kind of person the Doran’s family’s eldest granddaughter was. That kind of woman, even if you went through hell to get her, you’d still have to pamper and cherish her.
But Alexander’s tone... and asking her to kneel?!?
You have to have some serious balls to dare talk to Jasmine like that!
What, does your family have an army at home or something?
William didn’t actually think Jasmine Doran was some untouchable force of nature.
But you can’t judge a person purely on their own merits. Jasmine’s background, and more importantly, her temperament—she once pointed at the head of the Doran family and hurled profanities in his face. No one in the entire family could control her. Her mother nearly got down on her knees to beg her before Jasmine reluctantly agreed to stay in the country.
William had heard the stories.
So… what kind of background? What kind of man would it take to put Jasmine Doran in check like that? To speak to her the way Alexander just had?
He was beginning to suspect that Alexander wasn’t just someone with a terrifying background, but also someone with personal power and a compelling presence. You couldn’t pull that off with just one or the other.
“What’s the matter, Mr. Wycliffe?” Alexander smiled casually. “Can’t a man talk to his woman like that?”
“I…” William opened his mouth, but didn’t even know where to start.
He wanted to ask about Alexander’s background, but Alexander had kept it hidden the entire time.
“Ah... You mean what I just said to her?” Alexander pretended to realize. He chuckled lightly. “It’s no big deal. We’re a couple. She was throwing a bit of a tantrum. We made a little bet, and it got intense. But it’s normal for couples. Really.”
Jasmine Doran? Throwing a tantrum? That woman didn’t play around.
So just how close were they, really?
William’s mind kept spinning with guesses, but he smiled again and raised his tea. “Come on, my guy. Tea.”
“Cheers.” Alexander raised his cup too.
After a few sips, William wiped his mouth and asked casually, “So what was the bet? Can you talk about it?”
He wasn’t usually this curious.
But Alexander’s tone earlier had stunned him, and now he really wanted to know.
“The bet... it’s not really a secret,” Alexander said, then asked, “Mr. Wycliffe, you know James Sutherland, right?”
“Yeah. The heir to Sutherland.” William nodded immediately, not surprised at all.
Ever since he realized Alexander’s woman was Jasmine Doran, he already guessed who was behind the mess, targeting her.
He didn’t know about the bet between Jasmine and James—it was too private—but he did know that for the past few years, James had been making trouble for Jasmine, blocking her business ventures, warning others not to cooperate with her. He clearly didn’t want her to succeed.
He even said publicly that Jasmine Doran was his woman, and that if any man got too close, he’d destroy them.
The intention was crystal clear—he wanted to force her to marry him.
“The car crash with the brand ambassador—James Sutherland’s doing, right?” William asked.
“Yeah. It was him.” Alexander nodded. “You probably know what kind of person James is. Obsessive. Lawless. He’ll do whatever it takes. Small-minded and vicious.”
“Yeah, yeah. I know him,” William said. “Didn’t he break the Devonte family’s youngest son’s legs? That was years ago—seven, eight maybe? The Sutherland's nearly went to war with the Devontes over that one.”
“That’s exactly why Jasmine didn’t want me involved with her company,” Alexander said with a shrug. “I’ve been with her for a while, and she’s always been afraid that if James finds out about me, he’ll lose it—come after me recklessly, no matter who I am. And honestly... I get it. She’s just looking out for me.”
“But!” Alexander’s tone suddenly hardened. He sat up straighter.
“Tell me, Mr. Wycliffe. I’m a grown fucking man. I know full well James is after Jasmine—trying to steal my woman! Am I supposed to just hide like a bitch? Pretend I don’t see it? Would I still be a man if I did that? If I really backed off and did nothing, I might as well cut my balls off, dig a hole and bury myself alive!”
Alexander rarely cursed, but with people like William, sometimes swearing got your point across better.
Bang!
William suddenly slammed the table, raised his teacup, and said, “Damn right, brother! You nailed it! Come on—drink! Let’s drink! Tea for booze—we have to drink! You’re speaking my language! A real man doesn’t back down. Fuck James Sutherland!”
Alexander clinked his cup with William and drained it in one go.
William downed his like it was vodka.
“Here, let me pour,” William said, reaching for the pot before Alexander could. He poured for both of them, clearly hooked by Alexander’s story.
“You haven’t even told me what the bet was yet.”
Alexander chuckled. “So... we had a fight. Jasmine was so mad she nearly cried. And of course, I couldn’t just back down. Eventually, in her anger, she said fine—she’d let me help with the company. But if I ended up getting destroyed by James Sutherland, don’t blame her!”
“And I told her, if I let James beat me, then I deserve it. I’d be just some weak-ass loser pretending to be strong!”
He paused, then slowed down and added, “But then she started regretting it. Didn’t want me getting hurt…”
“So we made a bet. Or, more like, a trial. She gave me full control over her company’s upcoming product launch. There’s less than a month left.”
Alexander leaned back.
“She knows James will do everything he can to sabotage it. So my mission is to eliminate every threat, and make sure the launch happens smoothly.”
“If it does, I win. But if anything goes wrong—if I can’t fix it—then she wins. I already promised her, if I can’t handle it, I’ll admit I was just being arrogant. And from then on, I’ll do whatever she says. She tells me to shut up—I shut up.”
“That’s the bet.”
“That’s why I’ve been dealing with this all lately. Just yesterday, I helped Jasmine root out a traitor inside her company. The guy had been bribed by James Sutherland years ago and had been spying on her the entire time.”
“I see…” William said, finally understanding. He put down his teacup and added, “No wonder you were throwing money around in the game today. You were blowing off steam.”
“Exactly.” Alexander nodded. “It’s not about the money… I’m just more worried about Jasmine. Honestly, even if I lose the bet, I don’t care. Jasmine respects me too much to ever truly boss me around.”
“But if the launch really gets wrecked... I’m afraid she won’t recover. She’s already been through so much before she met me. I can’t let anything else happen.”
“Good man! A real man!” William gave him a thumbs-up. Then suddenly looked like he’d remembered something. “Hey—hey, brother! I can help with this! That brand ambassador issue—you’re still stuck on that, right?”
“Yeah.” Alexander smiled. Tired, but still confident. His expressions changing at his command.
William paused for a moment, eyes narrowing in thought. Then he said firmly, “Alright! I gave you my word. I said I’d find you a new spokesperson, and I meant it. I don’t break promises! Not when it’s to a man like you. Not only will I find you one—I’ll get you the best one! Wait here. I’m calling right now!”
He pulled out his phone and quickly scrolled through his contacts.
The call didn’t connect immediately.
While waiting, William turned the screen to Alexander and wiggled his eyebrows. “I raised her myself!”
On the screen: Babygirl Vivienne.
He was calling Vivienne Blake!




Chapter 4: Becoming my friend? You won’t regret it.

Alexander played along with William Wycliffe’s little “flex.” Though when he saw the contact name on the screen, even he was a bit surprised. He hadn’t really expected he’d go directly for Vivienne right off the get go.
“Hey, Daddy...” The call connected, and Alexander vaguely heard a sweet, affectionate voice. William quickly pulled the phone back to his ear.
“Baby, have you missed me?... Haha... alright, alright, don’t whine. You’ve only been famous for a few days. If the director tells you how to act, just follow his lead. He’s my trusted friend, he’s looking out for you...”
Alexander lifted his teacup and took a sip as he quietly listened to William chatting with Vivienne Blake. He couldn’t hear exactly what Vivienne was saying, but it was obvious—she was flirting with him.
If someone else had been in the room at that moment—say, a fan of Vivienne’s—
If that fan had known who this greasy, disheveled middle-aged man on the phone was talking to, and what he was saying...
They might’ve snapped on the spot. Gouged out their own eyes and cut their ears off!
Some more extreme fans might’ve even jumped out a window. Obsessed Stans are capable of anything!
Because this just didn’t compute.
Vivienne Blake was, even by Alexander’s strict standards, a solid 9 out of 10. Naturally beautiful, with fair skin, long legs, and top-tier looks and temperament. She could play a high-society lady or an innocent schoolgirl.
She embodied 99.9% of men’s dream girl fantasy!
And yet her man for the past ten years—the very William Wycliffe sitting in front of Alexander—was so... average.
It wasn’t even about his looks—his features weren’t bad, and sure, he was fat, but that wasn’t the problem. It was his appearance and aura!
They were worlds apart!
Put the two of them side by side, and it was beyond “Beauty and the Beast.” It was more like “goddess and a pile of dog shit!”
No exaggeration.
William gave off such an unpleasant first impression that even a regular nobody would seem more dignified.
But!
That was just perception.
And perception can be intentionally crafted!
Alexander knew William was doing this on purpose.
Even ignoring the money, Alexander believed Vivienne didn’t deserve William—not the other way around!
If it weren’t for William, Vivienne probably would’ve faded into obscurity long ago. Maybe she’d be someone’s trophy mistress, locked away and never allowed to step into the spotlight—let alone become a superstar.
He’d encountered William many times during his ten thousand years in the time looping on Sunday. And he had even seen photos of William from ten years ago—
Back then, William had been tall and lean. He was thirty-two, in his prime—well-groomed, confident, and sharp!
But that car crash ten years ago, the one that nearly killed him, had changed everything.
Or rather… it gave him the excuse to change. He put on a disguise—A mask—he started overeating, taking all kind of women and spoiling them rotten, spending recklessly, sponsoring starlets, and acting crass and sleazy.
Everything he did was calculated. It was camouflage, a way to stay alive.
His past ten years could be summed up with one word: endure.
He had endured everything. Waiting patiently for a moment to strike back and turn the tables.
Even though deep down… he knew that day might never come.
After all, the one who wanted him dead… wasn’t some outsider. It was his own blood brother, the eldest son of the Wycliffe family—Harrison Wycliffe.
William had lost in the brutal power struggle within a powerful family.
That car crash ten years ago? Harrison orchestrated it.
Three people died, one was critically injured. William was the only survivor. Among the dead was his wife of two years.
William had never won against his brother—not because he wasn’t capable. Alexander thought both men were brilliant—at the very least, they were evenly matched.
But Harrison had one massive advantage: he was eight years older.
Back in the 1900s, early marriage was the norm. Their father, Julian Wycliffe, married at eighteen and had his first child—Harrison—at nineteen.
When William was born, Julian was already twenty-seven.
William’s birth had been an accident.
By the time William was in sixth grade, Harrison had already graduated from college and joined Ironworks.
By the time William graduated from university, Harrison had become Julian’s right-hand man—one of the company’s top executives.
The age gap left no room for brotherhood.
In fact, Harrison harbored a deep resentment toward William, his full-blooded younger brother.
That resentment started the day William was born… the same day their mother died from postpartum hemorrhage in a county hospital operating room.
They couldn’t save her in time.
Of course, old tragedies weren’t the real cause of the blood feud decades later.
The car crash ten years ago? It all boiled down to the fact that William had been rising rapidly in the family business. He was gaining influence and winning Julian’s favor.
Julian had even publicly declared at a shareholder meeting that when he retired, he planned to have both sons run the business together.
William’s ascent threatened Harrison’s power.
So in the end, it came down to the oldest story in the book: a fight over inheritance.
After the crash, Ironworks went through major upheaval. Personnel changes. Some people even disappeared entirely.
When William was discharged from the hospital, he showed up at Harrison villa with a gun—almost killed him on the spot. He was stopped just in time.
Four months after the crash, things quieted down inside the company. Harrison? Came out totally clean.
There wasn’t enough evidence to prove he’d orchestrated the crash—but everyone knew.
Some things don’t require proof. Everyone just knows.
In the end, Julian sided with his eldest.
To be fair, he wasn’t showing blatant favoritism. He was thinking about the company.
At the time, Harrison was forty and serving as Vice President. William was thirty-two—ten years into the company.
Their father, Julian, was getting old and unsure how many more years he could stay hands-on.
Eventually, the general manager seat had to be passed down.
The elder son? Or the younger?
He could only pick one. The brothers could never work together.
In the end, he chose the more mature, well-connected, and experienced Harrison.
That’s how William ended up like this.
Lying low. Enduring. Waiting.
When Alexander first encountered William during his loops, he hadn’t thought much of him. William was an outsider in NY City, kept a low profile, and was extremely private.
But the more billionaires Alexander investigated in NY City, the more he noticed something strange:
A lot of them had connections to William.
Private connections.
They never appeared together publicly. No shared business deals. No joint events.
But privately? They met frequently.
Still, no trace of business partnerships.
It was odd. Suspicious.
Alexander thought something was off. So he dug deeper.
And that’s when he discovered William’s past.
During his investigation, he even traveled to Los Angelos, the HQ of Wycliffe clan. He had to repeat the loop many times, but he tracked Harrison Wycliffe down, kidnapped him, and interrogated him for details.
The two cities weren’t far, at least, not on this earth. Another massive difference that reminded him he was in an alternate world.
Some cities that were previously very far, were now closer to each other, some had the same name, but were in entirely different countries. Some countries didn’t even exist, and new ones were in their place.
 
All cultures across the world were far more conservative. Casual dating wasn’t as widespread. It was if the people still had the values of the 1900s, while they were already in 2024.
He hadn’t bothered to truly explore or learn all the differences there were. After all, the time looping didn’t allow him to go anywhere that was further than 24 hours in distance.
Still, it worked out, and Alexander had managed to uncover all there was about Harrison.
“Hahaha...” William suddenly burst out laughing again. Whatever Vivienne said must’ve tickled him.
“Alright, alright, baby. So listen… I need you to take some time off and return to NY City. I’ll call the director myself.”
“Yeah, it’s urgent. I’ve lined up a brand deal for you—cosmetics.”
“I know you already signed a deal with another company……. Don’t worry about breach of contract—I’ll pay them off myself.”
“Mhm. Okay, give me a kiss… good girl! Bye.”
He hung up and looked at Alexander with a grin. “She’s booking the next available flight. Should be here by 11 or 12 tonight. What do you think? Was I bullshitting you? Hahahaha!”
William roared with laughter again. Proud.
It was a done deal!
“Impressive,” Alexander said with a smile, but his eyes glinted.
Since William had shown such sincerity... Even going this far.
Maybe it was time to share something in return.
Maybe… it was time to tell him a thing or two about Harrison Wycliffe.
Actually, according to Alexander’s original plan, he was ultimately going to complete a “mutual benefit exchange” with William.
Meeting through gaming was just an introduction.
Though William had many women and had supported several female stars, the one he cared for most was still Vivienne, whom he had been supporting since early on.
Just the private messages they exchanged during the game weren’t enough to make William go through all the trouble to call her back from Europe.
Alexander had set a personal deadline.
Two hours!
Within two hours of meeting William, he planned to get everything settled! His plan was to use some intel about William’s older brother to trade for Vivienne Blake to endorse Magical Glamour’s products.
But Alexander really did not expect to settle it in less than an hour!
It was thanks to Jasmine’s call—that was a divine assist!
Those few words Alexander spoke during the brief call with Jasmine completely changed William’s perception of him. Alexander was originally hired by Jasmine to find an endorser, but he cleverly leveraged the situation to his advantage!
If it hadn’t been for that phone call, Alexander thought he might have had to spend another hour or more persuading William to “make a deal.”
The impact of that call didn’t stop there!
It completely changed the relationship and positioning between Alexander and William after they connected!
Vivienne Blake already had an exclusive cosmetics endorsement—meaning she could not take on endorsements of the same product elsewhere!
Taking another would be a breach of contract.
There would be penalties!
Although the endorsement she currently had was from three years ago when she wasn’t as popular, and the fee wasn’t high, the penalty was still in the millions!
But William just said on the phone that he would pay the penalty!
That meant calling Vivienne back to endorse Magical Glamour was not just a simple phone call or a casual favor to Alexander.
He was paying out millions to help Alexander, and after the call, he showed no intention of asking Alexander for repayment.
This… was not something a normal person would do! Not a small favor at all!
Why?
Because! He now actively wanted to connect and be friends with Alexander!
And secretly networking with powerful people like this was something William had been doing quietly for ten years! He loved having others owe him favors! He was savvy in social dealings!
In these ten years, he had quietly connected with many people in NY City! His saying, “There’s nothing I can’t handle in NY City,” wasn’t just bragging!
Far from family, playing dumb, secretly networking, waiting for the right chance to strike back!
For ten years, he never stopped pretending, living a hard life, with a terrifying depth of strategy!
Yet he didn’t befriend just anyone. For example, he didn’t associate with Dante Doran—not because Dante wasn’t influential, but because Dante was too flamboyant!
But privately, William had a good relationship with Frank Delaney, one of the cities richest, one whom he had known for a long time.
Frank loved making friends. Maybe William wasn’t the most eye-catching among Frank’s many friends, but he definitely left a deep impression!
Secretly networking to gain influential people for future use—he already felt Alexander was someone worth befriending!
He didn’t even know Alexander’s background.
It was Jasmine’s call that caused him to misjudge.
Alexander honestly hadn’t expected this outcome! They had just met, a first time meeting! A benefit exchange and networking would have sufficed.
But now it was William who was actively, eagerly trying to become friends!
“Yo, what’s wrong?” William noticed Alexander staring at him silently for a few seconds and asked.
“We really are meant to meet,” Alexander smiled.
“Of course! Hahaha, come, let’s drink to our special fate!” William laughed heartily.
They drank tea in place of alcohol, clinking cups.
“William, there’s something…” Alexander put down his cup and spoke again.
“Huh? William? We’re so close, I’m a few years older than you—it’s not too much to call me ‘brother,’ right?” William gestured.
Not too much!
Of course not!
William was not just a few years older than Alexander, he was twenty years older—only two years younger than Alexander’s father.
Knowing William well, even if William acted perfectly, Alexander could guess his thoughts and feel his eagerness to build his network of allies!
“All right, Brother!” Alexander smiled.
“Good! So, what did you want to say just now? Speak.”
“Consider it a reminder.” Alexander’s smile faded, his face serious: “Brother William, when I first saw you, I thought about this—You promised to find me an endorser. I know with your connections in the entertainment world, finding a top star is just a phone call away.”
“But you went further, sending your own woman, a top star, to endorse my woman’s company’s product. That was unexpected.”
William was a little confused by what Alexander meant.
“What’s wrong with that? Not enough? Vivienne is indeed famous, but, I never thought twice about it, and won’t change my mind. Isn’t that enough?” William asked.
“Not that it’s not enough, but…” Alexander paused and seriously said, “You’re going to get involved in the entanglement between me, Jasmine, James, the Sutherland's, and the Dorans! You’ll offend James Sutherland, offend the Sutherland's!”
“Although he’s unlikely to be stupid enough to repeat his methods. Vivienne is too famous now—if anything happened, it would cause a huge scandal and public opinion wouldn’t be suppressed, so she’s safe!”
“But! What about you, Brother? That crazy James Sutherland is capable of anything!”
Alexander fully explained the situation. Rather than a reminder, it was a warning!
He had thought this through carefully and had to say it in advance!
Because if William got suddenly caught up in the Dorans’ and Sutherland's’ mess, even if he was just trying to help, it could bring him trouble.
Making this clear was a different matter altogether!
William squinted, holding his teacup.
He understood Alexander’s meaning.
“The decision is yours! Brother William, I actually don’t want you to get involved in this mess, because it’s not your business. So… you can call Vivienne again and tell her not to come back! We’ll find someone else…”
Alexander finished calmly, watching William closely.
It was both a choice, and test. A chance for William to back out, and also wanted to see how sincere he really was!
Bang!
William slammed his teacup hard on the table and shouted angrily, “Damn it! Do you look down on me? You think I’m afraid of that fucker, James?! Screw that! Vivienne! I’ll have her report to Magical Glamour first thing tomorrow morning! The contract must be signed! She must be the endorser! If James Sutherland dares to cause trouble, I’ll tear him apart!”
Anger, rage! Putting on the perfect mask. Impulsive! Reckless!
William’s acting was superb—after all, it had been ten years!
He made a decision! For Alexander, and also for Jasmine and even Dante’s connections, he was going to face James Sutherland head-on!
Only… he expressed it in his own unique way.
His show of recklessness was actually well-thought-out.
“Calm down, Brother William, calm down, sit down. I’m not looking down on you, but I did just make you angry—Okay then! Since you’re not afraid of James Sutherland, I won’t waste my breath trying to convince you!”
Alexander soothed William and helped him sit. Then he looked deeply at William and smiled, “William! I’ll make you understand that befriending me is the best decision you’ve ever made! We… really are fated!”
William felt something was off. Alexander’s words were strange, and his tone and eyes seemed to hint at something. Even the whole aura surrounding him seemed to shift.
“Brother, you… you say ‘fated’? What exactly do you mean…” William was unsure. Though he had mentioned fate first, Alexander had brought it up so many times now.
Alexander didn’t answer William but quickly typed something on his phone with one hand.
“Look at this message,” Alexander said as he sent it.
William picked up the phone and saw a text from Alexander containing a phone number.
“Find the owner of this number, catch him! He will tell you the whole truth about your car accident ten years ago!” Alexander smiled.
William stood up suddenly, wide-eyed!
Alexander had previously mentioned that he feared being killed by his older brother. William had guessed that Alexander must be a core member of some super powerful family—how else could he know such things?
Even within IronWorks, only a small circle of top-level executives had any clue about that matter. The company had completely locked down the news afterward.
So for someone outside to know—even fragments of it—was absolutely extraordinary.
Later, when Jasmine took the initiative to cal him, and Alexander directly shut her down... that was basically indirect proof: William’s guess had been right.
Alexander was no ordinary man.
After that, neither of them brought up the mess within the Wycliffe family again.
William’s final impression of Alexander was that he was a young man with great backing, immense ability, and formidable means.
He didn’t think Alexander could know too much about the inner workings of his family—maybe he’d just heard a thing or two.
But now—
Alexander had handed him a phone number!
And told him that it would lead him to the truth of his crash from ten years ago?!!
William couldn’t stay calm.
That car crash ten years ago—it was the one and only thing that could truly shake him to his core!
“You said it before! The two of us! Really are! Fated!” Faced with William’s piercing stare, Alexander once again brought up that word—"fate."
William’s eyes flickered.
He didn’t speak, didn’t ask anything, just slowly sat back down.
It was only now that he finally understood what Alexander meant by “fated.”
Their meeting this time had come about because they happened to play the same private game server.
But fate—
It referred to Alexander recognizing him when they met.
It meant Alexander not only knew William—but just so happened to know some of the dark secrets of the Wycliffe family. He could even help!
Now that’s what you call fate!
William recalled the strange expression on Alexander’s face when he first walked in.
He realized he had misunderstood it at the time. It wasn’t just recognition—it was knowledge. Real knowledge.
As he mulled this over, William’s gaze drifted toward the phone screen.
That phone number...
“I originally didn’t want to get involved in your Wycliffe family’s affairs,” Alexander said naturally as he lifted his teacup—but didn’t drink. “Family matters like yours, even if outsiders know something, it’s not our place to interfere.”
“But... Brother William, today you made me feel like fate itself have wronged you! A man like you—lost your mother the moment you were born, your wife killed in a car crash—or maybe murdered—and then had to suffer the pain of brother turning against brother…”
Alexander shook his head, sighing deeply, as though genuinely lamenting the injustice fate had dealt William.
He sipped his tea and continued, “Today, you helped me—a stranger—and did me a great favor. So I’ll repay kindness with kindness. Good with good.”
That number was originally meant to be used in a transaction—to trade for a brand ambassador.
But now, it had become a gift in return for William’s voluntary assistance.
Alexander didn’t owe favors—he only collected them.
From Alexander’s words, William could tell—he really knew a lot. Even that William lost his mother at birth… That had been forty-two years ago!
He glanced again at the number in the text message, then looked up and asked, “Whose number is it?”
“Why not have your people check? With your ability, Brother William, it won’t take more than a few minutes to trace the owner of one phone number,” Alexander replied with a slight smile, not answering directly.
William fell silent for a moment, then tapped the screen and forwarded the message to his most trusted aide.
He was just about to make a call when—
“Oh, right,” Alexander added, “This person changed their name. And they’ve got two different ID cards, different numbers. They haven’t used their old identity in years. So it’s best if your people look up their registered residency and get the photo tied to their current ID. It’s been ten years, but I think you’ll recognize him.”
He paused, then warned, “One more thing—until you find him, don’t let anyone call that number. The number of people who know it can be counted on one hand. If we alert him, he might bolt. Maybe even flee the country overnight.”
William clutched the phone tightly, listening to every word without interrupting. Then, finally, he dialed.
The call connected almost instantly.
“I just sent you a number. I want full intel on the owner. Everything. Keep it confidential. First and foremost—get me a photo. The rest can wait.”
He hung up immediately, eyes locking onto Alexander again.
Then, that stone-cold face suddenly burst into a broad, natural grin. With a relaxed tone, he said, “Alexander, you’re something else! No wonder, even Jasmine Doran can be easily handled by you!”
“Just alright,” Alexander replied with a faint smile.
“Come on, tell me the truth,” William leaned forward slightly, “How do you know so much about our Wycliffe family? You seem to know every corner!”
He was great at lightening the mood—one expression, one smile, and the air shifted.
“Brother William, you know how it is. Some things, I can’t just talk about. Not that I want to hide anything, but… I’m sure you understand.”
Alexander’s tone had a touch of deliberate mystique.
But thanks to everything that had come before, William didn’t think it was an act at all.
Instead, he understood—Alexander had a force behind him. A great, hidden force. A powerful faction beyond imagination!
Some secrets can’t be shared. Some truths can’t be spoken.
Truth was, Alexander had no background at all. His family ran a tiny shop!
But William wouldn’t believe that for a second. Alexander knew he’d be investigated later—and he was also sure that once William looked into his background, he’d assume everything was fake. Carefully crafted to mislead any probe.
He might dig deeper, but he’d never find anything. Because there was nothing to find.
And the more William couldn’t find, the more terrifying he’d imagine Alexander’s background to be.
Thus, in William’s heart, Alexander would become increasingly mysterious. A tower whose peak couldn’t be seen.
“I get it. Tch! You folks from those… kinds of families…” William trailed off and abruptly changed the topic. “Forget it! Let’s talk about something else. Oh yeah, Alexander—I heard last night, someone nearly started a fight with Frankie at a restaurant, but a few words shut it down. They say it was Jasmine Doran’s boyfriend… Was that you?”
By “Frankie,” he meant Frank Delaney.
That incident had already spread far and wide—especially because Frank ended up slapping the wife he doted on so much. That kind of drama lit up the entire NY City business circle in just one day.
“Yeah, it was me,” Alexander answered with a smile. “Total exaggeration. Just a little misunderstanding between me and Brother Frank. It’s all cleared up now, nothing serious.”
After that, the two chatted idly about random things.
Mostly local gossip in NY—who owned what, who was connected to whom, and so on.
William was definitely probing, but truth be told—when it came to NY, even if William had lived there for a hundred years, he still wouldn’t know half as much as Alexander did!
Ding!
William’s phone buzzed.
He picked it up, glanced at the screen—and his face changed instantly!
Veins bulged on his forehead. His eyes turned bloodshot.
Rage—boiling, yet held down. Rage that was far more real than any he’d shown since their meeting.
He stared at that screen for a long moment.
“… Alexander!” William finally looked up at him, his voice steady but deadly serious. “This time, I owe you! No matter what—blades or fire—you give the word, and if I don’t handle it for you… I’ll give you my damn head!”
Alexander understood.
He’d received the info on that number’s owner.
Most likely… a photo. Because Alexander had specifically told him to get the photo first.
That was easy—if you had the right connections.
And William had recognized him.
—It was that man.
The one who had driven the freight truck ten years ago.
The one who crashed into them—killing three, seriously injuring one.
The one who had murdered his wife.
That night ten years ago… William would never forget it for the rest of his life.
The roaring freight truck… those blinding high beams…
The crash came so suddenly.
At the time, he was in the backseat of a Mercedes S-Class with his wife, while up front sat the driver—also his bodyguard—and his assistant.
The freight truck slammed into them with terrifying force, flipping the car and sending it rolling over ten meters. Just a dozen seconds later, it burst into flames and exploded!
Out of the four passengers, three died on the spot.
William survived… by pure luck.
Because he hadn't been wearing a seatbelt, he was thrown from the car during the crash. His body landed in the roadside greenbelt. Though he suffered over a dozen bone fractures and a massive neck wound from a tree branch, bleeding heavily before the ambulance arrived—
—he didn’t die.
He spent 17 days in intensive care, then nearly three more months in a high-end recovery ward.
But he survived!
While William lay hospitalized, internal chaos erupted within IronWork Industries. Personnel reshuffling, power struggles—it was madness. He and his elder brother, Harrison, had been publicly at odds for nearly six months even before the crash. The two had been vying for control, though they hadn’t torn each other apart—yet.
So within IronWork, rumors spread like wildfire: It was Harrison’s doing.
William had cooperated with police interviews several times during his stay. His trusted aides also gave him regular updates.
And he knew—no one dared interfere with the investigation.
Because whoever blocked it would be the prime suspect.
Yet… the truth was never found.
The truck’s driver had fled the scene.
The truck itself was located that very night—a vehicle reported stolen two days earlier. The original owner was interrogated overnight, but ultimately cleared and released.
He truly had nothing to do with it.
As for the real driver who caused the crash—no trace.
The police had only one clue: security camera footage from roadside traffic monitors.
The driver’s appearance had been caught briefly through the windshield:
●        Male

●        Black leather jacket

●        Black baseball cap

●        White mask

●        Only his eyes were visible—and the footage was too blurry to make a positive ID.

Still… William was sure of it.
The mastermind was his older brother, Harrison.
No evidence. But he believed it with unwavering certainty.
He had no deep grudges with anyone else. Minor conflicts wouldn’t justify such a killing.
And he wasn’t in charge of the company either—there was no incentive for business rivals to target him.
What sealed his conviction was the memory of their explosive argument four days before the crash. It had ended with Harrison dredging up the death of their mother—and the look he gave William before storming out of the office...
It was a look that screamed, “I wish you were dead.”
After leaving the hospital, William nearly went off the rails multiple times—but his people held him back.
He turned to his own investigation instead.
Not just Harrison’s inner circle, but every person in the company who was remotely close to him, or seemed eager to curry favor.
He knew his brother well.
He only trusted people he’d worked with long-term. People he understood.
He was bold, yes—but extremely cautious.
So if he did arrange the hit, it likely wasn’t through outsiders or professional killers.
That’d be too risky.
William had a clear direction at the time. But after a month of intense digging—he came up empty.
Some leads showed promise but would suddenly go cold. Again and again.
In the end, with no options left, he turned to a crude—but effective—method.
Photo comparisons. Eye to eye.
Using the traffic footage the police had provided, he compared the visible eyes to employee files.
That was all he had—eyes.
If they even looked similar, they went on the suspect list.
He focused especially on employees who had either been transferred or quit shortly after the crash.
That’s when he found him.
Marcus Hall.
At the time of the accident, he was the Deputy Head of Security at IronWork Group.
Five days after the crash, he was quietly reassigned to the group’s second factory in a far Town as the head of security.
A demotion. A punishment.
Twelve days later—on the seventeenth day after the crash—Marcus resigned.
His reason? He claimed he’d done nothing wrong and couldn’t stomach being kicked out of HQ.
Coincidentally, the seventeenth day after the crash was also the exact day William regained consciousness in the ICU.
Maybe it was just coincidence.
But what convinced William most…
It was that after Marcus resigned—he vanished.
As if he’d been wiped off the face of the earth.
Even his ex-wife and son had no idea where he’d gone.
Sure, he wasn’t the only one who quit after the crash, nor the only one who disappeared...
But he was the only one who stood at the crossroads of every suspicious sign:
●        Matching eyes

●        Sudden transfer

●        Sudden resignation

●        Vanished without a trace

And… he had always tried to cozy up to Harrison
William didn’t think Harrison had him killed. That wasn’t his brother’s style.
He wouldn’t silence someone who did him such a major favor.
If helping meant a death sentence, who’d ever help him again?
So William figured—Marcus had probably taken a fat payout and vanished somewhere far away.
He couldn’t even remember how long he chased after Marcus.
Couldn’t recall when he finally gave up.
The trail had gone too cold. Nothing. Not a shred of new info.
In the end, he even began to doubt himself.
Maybe Marcus had been silenced after all.
Maybe his bones were buried in some nameless mountain…
For ten years.
Up until today—until he met Alexander—he had never heard anything about Marcus Hall again.
No proof.
No way to point the finger at his brother.
Until now.
At this moment—he “saw” Marcus again.
Even though it was just a photo…
Even though ten years had passed and Marcus had gotten fatter, his face rounder…
William recognized him instantly.
Sitting across from Alexander, William felt like God had finally opened his eyes.
It felt like some unseen hand of fate had placed Alexander in front of him—on purpose.
He had always waited for this moment—a nearly impossible chance to turn the tide. To avenge his wife.
And Alexander’s arrival had turned the impossible… into possible.
“Brother, if you ever need anything, just say the word! Don’t treat me like an outsider! From now on, you’re my sworn brother—my own flesh and blood!” William didn’t wait for Alexander to say anything more before declaring his promise. Then he sprang to his feet. “I’ve got things to handle. I’ll call you later.”
He turned and rushed out of the room, phone still in hand.
Even in the short walk from the room to the door, he looked at that photo twice more.
Alexander watched him leave with a strange look on his face.
It wasn’t that William’s reaction was strange—it was just…
Alexander realized that, in just two days of starting his “new life,” he’d already gained two “sworn brothers.”
Yesterday it was Frank Delaney.
Today it was William Wycliffe.
He wondered how many more of these “brothers” he’d end up with in the future…
William was gone.
But Alexander didn’t leave right away.
He lifted his teacup and took a slow, deliberate sip.
Then, placing the cup down, he picked up his phone.
Time to make a call.
To Jasmine Doran.




Chapter 5:  Aileen Arison.

Now that things were settled, Alexander had to inform Jasmine of the situation—get her to send over the money for getting the brand ambassador.
As for the whole kneeling-to-apologize bit, that could wait till later.
He wasn’t sure whether he’d be visiting Jasmine’s company tomorrow morning. But he was certain William would send Vivienne Blake over—so Jasmine needed to be prepared to receive her.
“Du... du... Sorry, the number you’ve dialed is currently unavailable.”
Alexander stared at his screen, frowning.
The call had rung twice, which meant it went through. So "currently unavailable" meant—she hung up on him.
Didn’t pick up?
She hung up?
She’s that mad?
Alexander blinked, then chuckled at the corner of his mouth.
Ding!
His phone buzzed with a text message.
He casually opened it—it was from Jasmine. Just three words: “In a meeting.”
Again?
She’d been in meetings all morning, and now in the afternoon too.
Actually, it made sense. With such a massive incident in the company, holding frequent meetings with top execs to figure out countermeasures was reasonable.
But still…
She’d answered his call during the morning meeting.
Now she didn’t.
Clearly, her mindset had shifted.
When Alexander mentioned doing the job, mentioned the bet—she agreed. He asked for budget support, and she casually handed over the money.
But when he used it to rent out a gaming café and play online games? Jasmine couldn’t wrap her head around that…
“Women…” Alexander chuckled and raised his teacup again.
He was in a great mood.
Because this was good. Perfect.
The more confused Jasmine was by his actions, the better.
That sense of mystery and unpredictability—this was how it was built!
 
And the more confused she was now, the more shocked she’d be tomorrow. The more dumbfounded, the more in awe of him.
He wondered… would Jasmine really kneel for him tomorrow, lowering her gaze like some wronged little wife, softly saying, “I’m sorry. I was wrong…”
Just imagining it made him grin. The idea of conquering such a powerful woman just aroused this primal masculine part of him.
He had to admit, ten thousand years looping in time have made his tastes a bit beyond the ordinary.
He took a few more sips of tea, then picked up the phone again and called Zach Mitchell.
The call connected immediately.
“Mr. Alexander,” Zach greeted first.
“Who told Dante I was gaming?” Alexander went straight to the point.
He already knew—or at least was 100% sure—that Zach wouldn’t have told Dante on his own.
If Zach had taken it upon himself to rat him out like that, it would’ve completely defeated his purpose of cozying up to Alexander.
So clearly—it was Dante who found out first.
Since the people at the gaming café had no ties to Jasmine, it could only be that Dante found out first.
So—who told him?
Zach should know. Because once Dante found out, he’d definitely have confirmed with Zach.
“Mr. Alexander, it was someone from Paul Santino’s crew,” Zach quickly explained. “I suddenly deployed a bunch of guys to the area, and Paul had eyes on me the whole time. Probably thought I was planning something. So he told Young Master Dante. Then he called me… I told him the truth.”
“Mm… got it, no problem.” Alexander hung up.
He was just casually verifying anyway.
And it was pretty much as he’d expected.
No one had acted out of hostility toward him.
Paul Santino was just cautious of Zach—probably thought Zach was trying to stir something up.
Alexander lingered at the teahouse for another ten minutes before leaving.
Though he was the last to go—of course, he didn’t have to pay.
The bill was already on William Wycliffe’s tab.
He got in his Lamborghini and hit the road.
Alexander planned to head home.
Originally, he’d had meeting another person on his mind for today.
But due to the sudden chaos at Jasmine’s company, he changed his target to William Wycliffe.
Now that most of the day had passed, there wasn’t enough time left to fully carry out his original plan.
So he decided to just head home… and get a workout in.
Switching networking targets on the fly—honestly, for him, this wasn’t good or bad.
It didn’t matter.
There were still plenty of valuable connections to be made.
So aside from a few key people, the order in which he connected with others was pretty irrelevant.
That said—
If you looked at the current NY City’s scene and tried to rank social connections…
Then the likes of the Doran siblings, Frank Delaney, and even Roland Murphy, Mia Murphy’s father—all counted as top-tier networks!
Roland was a unique case.
When judging how “powerful” someone’s connections were, it wasn’t always about how much money they had—but what kind of business they were in.
Frank worked in real estate, and his ties to NY City’s official channels were unbelievably strong.
But Roland was in pharmaceuticals.
And the pharmaceutical industry ran even deeper than real estate!
So while Roland’s net worth didn’t quite match Frank’s, his connections, influence, and leverage were absolutely on par.
And as for today’s new contact—William Wycliffe.
In NY City terms, he was likely a second-tier heavyweight.
Even though he and Frank casually called each other “brother,”
He wasn’t native to NY City and didn’t have the kind of massive, aristocratic family background the Doran siblings did.
Still… this was the dormant William Wycliffe.
Even while lying low, he was already at this level!
After all, even now, he controlled hundred of millions in assets.
And Alexander had just given him crucial intel!
He could choose to stop hiding. He’d definitely start making moves—to take down his brother, seize control!
Once Harrison was toppled, William would become the sole heir of the Wycliffe family!
Even Julian, his father, wouldn’t have a say—William would storm back into the Group like a king returning to his throne.
And inherit everything.
When that time came, William Wycliffe wouldn’t just be a “second-tier” power in NY City anymore.
His influence and status would surpass even the likes of Frank Delaney.
At that point, the only family who could possibly still match him in the city would be the wealthiest family in NY City.
Alexander was looking forward to that day.
And with the way this second “sworn brother” handled things, he believed—that day wasn’t far off.
Red light up ahead.
Alexander, in his Lamborghini Aventador, slowed and eventually stopped.
There were a few cars in front of him waiting as well.
As for behind him… the car trailing him, a compact Honda Fit, kept a solid twenty meters back.
A huge gap.
Not for any special reason—just because Alexander was driving a Lamborghini Aventador.
If that little Honda so much as nudged him… even if the damage was minor, it might cost more than the entire car to fix.
“Eh?” Alexander suddenly noticed a few familiar cars in the left lane.
He glanced to his left, spotting a motorcade of over a dozen black Mercedes-Benz vehicles—a mix of S-Class, business vans, and SUVs.
Even the license plates were in sequential order!
Ostentatious didn’t even begin to describe it.
It was flashy to the point of arrogance.
Alexander instantly recognized whose motorcade it was.
And not just him—anyone with even a little clout in NY City would know.
This was the convoy of Michael Arison, Chairman of Golden Fortune Group, also known as The Arison’s Group/Company, as it was started by him, and he held the biggest amount of shared and voting powers.
He was also the richest man in NY City.
You’d often see this motorcade on the streets—but not every day.
Usually only during major events.
Alexander turned his head, glancing toward the convoy’s central vehicle.
It would either be Michael Arison himself—or NY City’s number one heiress…
“Well, what a coincidence,” Alexander muttered to himself, deep in thought for a moment.
It really was.
And with fate putting them in his path like this… how could he pass up the opportunity?
He shifted into reverse.
Thanks to the large gap behind him, he had plenty of space.
He reversed about ten meters—just enough to line up with the center of the Arison convoy.
The main car was now directly beside him on the left.
Alexander turned to look.
The vehicle beside him was a black Mercedes-Maybach, same model as Jasmine’s.
Not that all rich folks had identical taste—it was just that this car was formal and business-like enough to be standard.
No one used it for casual driving.
Whoever did, looked like a chauffeur.
The Maybach’s rear-right window had the window was half-down.
Even so, he could still see the outline of a stunning profile.
Wavy long hair partly covered her face, but it couldn’t hide that overwhelming beauty. Gentle refined features. Her eyes were a mixture of gray and blue, her nose delicate, with such soft glossy lips. Full, and an inviting cherry pink color, they stood out even without any lipstick.

The car however hid the rest of her features.

In all of NY City, the number of women whose beauty could rate a 9.5 or higher on a ten-point scale could be counted on one hand.
And this woman—was one of them.
Aileen Arison.
Looking at Aileen’s side profile, Alexander suddenly felt a surge of nostalgia—he couldn’t help but recall all the things he had done to her across those endless years of time looping.
Among all the women in his memory, Aileen had left a particularly deep impression.
And it wasn’t because of her beauty.
Alexander had seen far too many beautiful women. That’s why his standards were so strict. For him, appearance was just the prerequisite—never the deciding factor.
A pretty face didn’t mean he’d linger.
Most of the women he’d slept with, he only touched once and never again.
He never laid hands on women with plastic surgery, either.
That’s why, in the loop, he had ended up sleeping with Jasmine more than hundreds of times.
Because Jasmine’s personality and capabilities gave him a sense of conquest—a kind of power rush, the thrill of bending even a woman like her to his will.
But Aileen Arison…
What made her unforgettable wasn’t just her stunning looks, but the stark contrast between her exterior and her interior.
She was, in many ways, the complete opposite of what she appeared to be.
Like Jasmine, Aileen was seen by the public as a strong, successful career woman. As the only daughter of Michael Arison, she was destined to inherit the family empire—and maybe even become the wealthiest woman in the country someday.
However!
While Jasmine’s whose strong-willed persona was 90% genuine—an iron-willed woman to her core—
Aileen was different.
Her inner self… among all the beautiful women Alexander had known, Aileen had the biggest contrast between her outer persona and her real personality.
She was, deep down, one of the most obedient, well-behaved, and gentle women he had encountered. Sweet. Submissive. In more ways than one.
Inside the car, while she was still reading a media brief in the backseat of the car, Aileen suddenly turned her head, as if sensing someone’s gaze. She looked outside and then downward—Lamborghinis sat low on the road, after all.
Their eyes met.
Aileen saw a well-dressed young man driving a Lamborghini, staring at her. He looked like a rich second-generation heir, but she had no idea who he was.
Alexander gave her a polite smile.
Aileen returned it, a polite, brief smile that came and went in an instant.
Then, without hesitation, she reached out and raised the window back up.
That smile? Just etiquette. Her upbringing had taught her to return smiles, but nothing more. She didn’t like being stared at.
The light turned green.
The Arison family convoy proceeded straight through the intersection, while Alexander turned left. He wasn’t going to follow them—that would be too obvious.
But he had a good guess where they were going.
Probably another press conference or media briefing. A few days ago, there had been a major robbery at their Jewelry store in NY City. Though the case was solved on the same day, the aftermath still needed handling.
After making the turn, Alexander took out his phone, typed in a number, and sent a message.
He wasn’t following her—but fate had handed him this opportunity, and it would be a waste not to tease her just a little.
Even after thousands of years, teasing the pretty Aileen, remained one of his favorite activities.
 

 
Inside the Maybach in the middle of the convoy.
Aileen, who had fully closed the window, was still reading over the briefing. There would be many questions at the press event—from the company’s security protocols to compensation for injured staff members.
Everything she needed to say was already written in the document.
Ding!
Her phone vibrated—she’d received a text.
Aileen’s calm face frowned slightly as she glanced at the screen. It was a message from an unknown number.
The message: The Bright Moon? It’s you, isn’t it? Seeing you in person… you’re even more beautiful than you are in the news.
Her pupils constricted sharply.
With her background and upbringing, she rarely ever showed strong emotions—She was always composed, restrained, elegant.
But at this moment—her face changed dramatically.
There was even a trace of panicked fear in her expression.
At first glance, the message seemed harmless. And it was… technically.
But what alarmed Aileen was not the compliment—it was those three opening words: “The Bright Moon”.
That… was her online username.
Not her usual one for work or any website.
She had only ever used it in one place—a private, anonymous forum.
It was an entirely secret part of her life.
A place where she had only ever made one post—where she had anonymously poured out her heart, revealing thoughts and vulnerabilities she’d never told anyone.
To her, that was an extremely private act.
Outside the internet, no one should know.
She didn’t use her real name. The email she used to register was disposable. And she barely posted at all—just a lurker, anonymous, unnoticed.
There were thousands like her on that site.
She had thought this secret would remain buried forever. One she’d carry to the grave.
But now—
What was this message?!
Aileen stared at it, her expression frozen for several seconds. Then she turned sharply, peering through the rear window.
She realized–
It was that man in the Lamborghini—the one who had smiled at her.
She didn’t know who he was. Didn’t know how he had her phone number. And most terrifying of all—how did he know she was “The Bright Moon”?
That’s what terrified her.
The message had mentioned, “Seeing you in person… you’re even more beautiful than you are in the news.”
He clearly knew her. Knew about her. He knew her secret. Even had her phone number.
He clearly knew more than he should.
And yet… she knew nothing about him.
Aileen’s heart pounded in a panic. If this ever got out—if someone leaked that post—it would ruin her.
Even though she hadn’t done anything wrong—just shared some thoughts online— the damage to her reputation would be catastrophic.

At the very least, it would be a PR catastrophe!

“Dear, what’s wrong? What are you looking at?” asked the rotund middle-aged man seated beside her. He was so large he looked like a laughing Buddha—but fortunately, the car was spacious and Aileen was slender, so there was no crowding.
He looked around fifty. He called her “Dear,” but he wasn’t her father.
He was family.
Robert Langston—Michael Arison’s right-hand man, Senior VP of the company, head of operations, and fourth-largest shareholder of the company.
He was one of the earliest men to join Michael Arison in building the company. They had been through thick and thin—even traveling the world, having crossed into Myanmar in the old days to make their wealth. Life-and-death brothers.
He had watched Aileen grow up from birth.
No blood relation—but close as real family.
Michael had flown to the capital yesterday, per his schedule. So today’s press event was Robert’s job to attend alongside Aileen.
“…Oh, it’s nothing,” Aileen replied, quickly composing herself.
She didn’t see Alexander’s Lamborghini behind them.
“Whatever it is, put it on hold for now. You need to shine today!” Robert said. “This robbery’s made national headlines. There’ll be many media there. If you handle this well, you could turn a crisis into a PR win. Show them our future leader knows how to take charge in a storm…”
“You’re right, Uncle Robert,” Aileen said with a nod.
“I’m old, your dad’s older, and with my health, I might go before him. The company's future is in your hands… you’ve gotta step up.”
He wheezed a bit from the effort of talking—his weight made breathing hard
“Alright, enough of that, Uncle Robert. If Why don’t you spend less time worrying and more time losing weight??!,” Aileen quipped, pretending to focus on her briefing.
But her eyes weren’t on the words.
All she could think about was the message.
From birth, she’d carried the weight of expectation. And the higher the expectations, the more terrified she was…
A few minutes later—
Still pretending to study the document, Aileen quietly picked up her phone and, acting as if she’d just remembered something, typed a reply to that unknown number: Who are you?!!
 

 
Alexander was driving home when his phone rang. He picked it up and smiled.
He knew that if he had done this to Jasmine without knowing her well, she definitely wouldn’t have replied. She’d have ordered her people to trace the number and gather all the info possible.
But Aileen Arison had responded directly.
Because they were two completely different types of women! Besides both being beautiful beyond compare and business-savvy, they had nothing else in common.
Jasmine was the kind of woman who would do anything if provoked—threaten her? Dream on.
But Aileen was different.
The halo on her was too overwhelming.
Alexander could easily imagine the panic she felt when she got his message. It was no surprise that she replied.
However, Alexander wasn’t trying to threaten her.
He never used force or coercion to make women comply. He had his limits. Because of those limits, he never lost himself to total madness in the cycles of time looping.
If he used force, getting any woman would be too easy.
No consequences to bear—everything would reset with the loop.
What fun would that be?
Alexander had killed himself hundreds of times out of boredom during those millenniums, and what he hated most was boredom.
He liked challenges. The tougher the woman, the more he enjoyed the chase. Investigating someone was a perfect way to kill time.
Alexander smiled, glanced at his phone, held the steering wheel with one hand, checked the road, and quickly typed with the other.
He could type blindly on his phone. Very fast at that.
Sent!
The message read: Miss Arison, I mean no harm. Your secret won’t be leaked. Please rest assured. No need to reply.
The message was meant to soothe Aileen, but how she interpreted it was her business. Alexander had no plans to keep texting her today.
The timing wasn’t right. The opportunity wasn’t right.
He guessed Aileen had important matters today, so no private meeting would happen. And texting alone… was meaningless.
Alexander himself had little time left today—only half a day.
No results would come today anyway.
So no need to waste more time.
This message was just a start! Alexander knew Aileen would investigate him thoroughly and then… she would reach out to negotiate.
Ding!
Alexander received another message—from Aileen again, despite him saying not to reply.
He read it: Who exactly are you?!!
He didn’t reply.
Ding!
Another message came, still from Aileen: How did you get my number? Who told you? What does “The Bright Moon” mean?
This time she was not only questioning him but also pretending ignorance about her username.
Alexander still didn’t reply.
A fourth message came fast: ???
Three question marks!
He just ignored her, letting her worry.
Aileen finally stopped messaging.
But Alexander could perfectly guess her mood now—and what she’d do next.
He’d wait for her to take the initiative.
Then the real show would begin. Probably in just a few days.




Chapter 6: A gift and a surprise at the company.

Alexander was still some distance from home.
Driving, he picked up his phone and dialed a number.
The call connected quickly.
“Brother-in-law,” the other side said immediately—it was Dante Doran. “Why are you suddenly calling me? Haha…”
“Investigating me?” Alexander asked casually.
“Huh? No… Brother-in-law, what are you talking about? How could I investigate you? I’m not that kind of person. You helped me so much yesterday—I owe my survival to you…”
“Is that so? Then how did you know it was my number calling you? You called me ‘brother-in-law’—did I ever call you before? When did you save my number?” Alexander pressed.
“Uh… I asked my sister,” Dante replied quickly.
“Really?” Alexander repeated. Then he said, “Then how did you know I was gaming today? Did you send someone to follow me? Reporting to your sister behind my back?”
That was the key point!
Alexander was creating the impression that Jasmine told everything to him, to see how Dante would react.
On one hand, he wanted Dante to know that his sister and brother-in-law were close, telling each other everything.
On the other, Alexander knew Dante would definitely investigate him. He wanted Dante to realize, I know you’re watching me.
Whatever you do, I know.
Dante wouldn’t find much, but the more he thought so, the more mysterious Alexander would appear—like someone with connections everywhere.
Alexander naturally used different strategies for different people.
For Jasmine, it was simple: he planned to make her one of his woman, to have her as his forever and ever
But Dante…
Dante was special. Because Alexander’s new life started by befriending Jasmine, his standing with Dante was mainly because he was Dante’s brother-in-law—the man Jasmine chose—not because of his own abilities.
That was a problem.
It was a very fragile relationship.
Even without a big fight between Alexander and Jasmine, if they quarreled and Jasmine cried, Dante, fiercely protective of his sister, might just directly turn against Alexander immediately.
Alexander wouldn’t allow that.
He needed to separate himself and Jasmine in Dante’s mind and heart—to earn Dante’s respect not because he was his brother-in-law, but because Alexander was genuinely impressive.
He hoped that if one day he really fought with Jasmine, Dante would mediate, telling his sister to take the first step and apologize—rather than turning against Alexander.
Connections built on others are never reliable; they have to become your own.
This call was an impulse.
Another benefit was to check whether Zach Mitchell was lying. In this situation, Dante could easily disavow responsibility. If the truth favored him, he would tell it.
“No… Brother-in-law, I’m not investigating or tracking you. I haven’t investigated you. It was Santino—Paul Santino suddenly called me saying Zach had mobilized a lot of people… so I called Zach. He said you asked him to…”
Dante explained.
It matched what Zach had said.
“Alright, okay. No problem. I’ll hang up now,” Alexander said.
“Wait, Brother-in-law,” Dante suddenly raised his voice.
“Yeah? What’s up?” Alexander asked.
“Do you have time? Why don’t you come over?” Dante seemed to have just remembered something.
“Something urgent?” Alexander frowned. What trouble could Dante suddenly cause now?
“It’s not exactly urgent. If you’re busy, we can talk another day. But if you’re free, you could come over now,” Dante said with a strange tone, as if he had just remembered something important—but not urgent?
“I’ve got time,” Alexander replied casually, then asked, “You’re at the club?”
“At the club, yeah… how about this, Brother-in-law—since you’re free, come to the Bellara Heights. I’ll head there now. Let’s meet at the gate.”
“Alright.” Alexander was straightforward.
He had free time anyway—he had just planned to head home for a workout. A little business wasn’t bad either.
Alexander knew about Bellara Heights—a luxury villa complex developed five years ago in the city by Prestige Group, one of the top ten real estate companies in the country.
While Prestige Group only ranked in the national top ten, it had a unique business model: it exclusively developed high-end residential projects with an excellent reputation. Naturally, the houses sold for a high price.
But wealthy people never lack money. What they value more is reputation, status, taste, and security.
That’s why Prestige’s Bellara Heights didn’t have public sales. All 66 villas in the complex were privately pre-reserved.
As far as Alexander knew, Dante Doran owned one of the villas there.
At the next intersection, Alexander made a U-turn and drove his blue Lamborghini toward his new destination.
It wasn’t rush hour.
About half an hour later, he arrived outside the main gate of Bellara Heights in the northern district. He parked by the curb but didn’t get out—he knew Dante wasn’t there yet. The car would be coming from Monarch Vault, and it’d take at least another ten minutes.
A little over ten minutes later,
A black Rolls-Royce appeared at the intersection and pulled up next to the blue Lamborghini. Dante rolled down the back window and gestured to Alexander, “Let’s go in, Brother-in-law.”
He already knew Alexander was driving a blue Lamborghini—obviously Zach Mitchell had told him. Dante had called Zach earlier today.
Of course, Zach wouldn’t have said it was because of an apology for following Alexander around.
Back on the 7th, Alexander had stolen Zach’s car, thinking time would loop still, but it didn’t.
Zach then mobilized his men citywide to track him down. Later, to make amends, he gifted him a car—which wasn’t unreasonable.
Naturally, Dante wasn’t naïve to Zach’s real motive.
He knew damn well Zach was trying to cozy up to his brother-in-law.
The Rolls-Royce and Lamborghini entered the compound one after the other. Security was tight, but Dante owned property here. The guards recognized his car. After all, every resident here was either rich or powerful—no room for sloppiness.
They drove into an underground garage and parked.
From the basement level, there was direct access to Villa No. 36, Dante’s property.
The villa had an elevator, though they could also use the stairs.
Dante didn’t bring his driver or bodyguard. Just him and Alexander entered and went upstairs together.
The first-floor living room was stunning—lavishly decorated and incredibly refined!
It was in European style, but not like the gaudy gold-heavy decor of Monarch Vault. That place was clearly designed to impress at first glance—full of nouveau riche vibes. Flashy, but quickly tiring.
Monarch Vault was for business—the first impression mattered.
This villa, however, struck a perfect balance. Luxurious, yet tasteful. There were many high-end decorative pieces—clearly designed with real style. The design fees alone probably cost seven figures.
Alexander noticed a grand piano in the massive living room.
Dante couldn’t play piano at all!
The guy still hadn’t grown out of his “fake sophistication” phase.
“Alright, what’s this about?” Alexander glanced around as he asked, then sat down on the sofa. He looked around more than usual—he’d never been here before.
Not even once during his ten thousand-year loops.
He knew of the place, but he’d never stepped inside.
To be precise, he’d never been inside this specific villa. But he had been to this neighborhood a lot while investigating other people.
He hadn’t visited because… this was just one of Dante’s many properties in NY City. This villa was handed over to him three years ago, then took another year-plus to renovate.
It wasn’t finished until early this year!
But in the past six months, Dante hadn’t even moved in. Probably because it was over 40 minutes away from Monarch Vault—too inconvenient for daily commute.
It was Dante’s house, but he didn’t live in it.
So Alexander had no reason to come check it out before now.
“Nice place, huh? What do you think?” Dante sat across from Alexander, habitually pulling out a pack of cigarettes. He tossed one to Alexander, bit another himself, then gestured as if to light it. “This decor—I spent a fortune. Hired a European designer…”
“No smoking,” Alexander cut him off, waving a hand. “Can’t have smoke on me. Your sister can’t stand the smell.”
Click!
Dante had already pressed the lighter, but after hearing that, he hesitated and put it down.
Alexander wasn’t saying it because he feared Jasmine.
It was about… the “pregnancy”.
Alexander had a phenomenal memory. He hadn’t forgotten that Jasmine had impulsively faked being pregnant.
And most pregnant women really couldn’t stand the smell of smoke.
“Alright, alright. I won’t smoke.” Dante removed the cigarette and tossed it on the table.
“The house is great. The design… pretty tasteful,” Alexander nodded. Then he glanced again at the grand piano and smirked, “But seriously—why do you keep putting pianos in your homes? You don’t even know how to play.”
“My sister really does tell you everything, huh. For sure Brother-in-law,” Dante chuckled, clearly hinting at something.
“She talks about you a lot,” Alexander smiled. “Even though she always beats you up, she really does worry. She’s afraid something might happen to you one day.”
“Well, that’s normal—we’re real siblings,” Dante said, gesturing, “Hey, Brother-in-law, how about a little tour? Upstairs, downstairs?”
“What’s there to see?” Alexander asked.
“Just a look around.”
“What’s worth looking at?”
“If you’re not interested… I’ll keep it short. I preordered this villa five years ago, got it three years back, then took over a year to decorate. I’ve never really lived here. Just kept it cleaned regularly,” Dante explained quickly. And all he said matched what Alexander already knew.
“Three floors above ground, one below. Four floors total. Over 600 square meters usable space. Garden in front and back.”
“When I bought it five years ago, it was way cheaper than now—under seven million. It’s appreciated a bit. With the renovations, this place would sell for over ten millions now!”
“What are you getting at?” Alexander frowned slightly.
Was this boasting?
Didn’t seem like it. Dante might show off to others, but to him, the mysterious “brother-in-law” with an unknown background? Not likely.
That’d only make him look foolish.
“Nothing,” Dante grinned, then pulled a set of keys from his pocket and slid them across the coffee table toward Alexander. “It’s yours now, Brother-in-law. Thanks for helping me yesterday—really, thank you. The title deed and ownership documents are in the car. You have your ID, right? Let’s go transfer it!”
A villa worth over ten million, and Dante just gave it away like that.
"You're giving me the house?" Alexander smiled—not surprised, not excited, just calm. "I helped you because of your sister, not for your house nor to get any so-called payback."
"Come on, brother-in-law," Dante replied. "Sure, you're my sister’s man, and we’re family, but even with blood relatives, accounts should be clear—don’t you agree?"
"If it weren’t for you yesterday playing and winning the bets, I would’ve lost many millions. That’s not even the worst of it. The real issue is—if you hadn’t pointed things out, I’d still be in the dark. Who knows when I’d suddenly go down!"
"But let’s not get into that. Just talking about the casino—besides recovering my capital, you even won 130 million from Frank Delaney. This house is worth just about 10 million. Technically, I’m still giving you less!"
"And," Dante’s shifted tone slightly, "I’m also thinking about your future, brother-in-law."
"My future?" Alexander asked.
"Yeah!" Dante nodded. "You and my sister aren’t married yet, but she’s pregnant. Marriage is inevitable. But you’re still living in that old place, right?"
"I get it—brother-in-law, you’ve always been low-key. You’ve got the skill, but you don’t show off."
Dante complimented Alexander a few times, then continued, "But when my sister marries you, she can’t go live in that old house, right? What would people think? It’d make you look bad. And if you moved into her place, people would talk even worse. I know you might not care about gossip, but... it’s still not a good look!"
Dante could be reckless at times, but when calm, he was clever and smooth-tongued—he made people feel good.
"So yeah, you need a proper house of your own. This house isn’t just for you—it’s for my sister too. Consider it your early wedding gift from me, her little brother."
Dante knew Jasmine had sworn never to marry. Even if she picked a man, she’d probably just keep him as a life partner rather than a husband. So this reasoning was just a convenient excuse to give Alexander the house.
Dante had thought this through thoroughly. He even mentioned to Jasmine yesterday that Alexander had saved him—that he owed him big. Even though Dante suspected Alexander was hiding something, a debt was a debt.
He debated giving cash, but it felt too tacky. And a large bank transfer would raise eyebrows. It would also leave a big trail.
If he ever got into trouble again, and they found a major financial link to Alexander—who’s with his sister—it could be a disaster.
Gifting a house didn’t carry those risks.
This way, it was purely Dante gifting Alexander a fixed asset. No ties, no back-and-forth.
Plus, this wasn’t Dante’s best property in NY City.
He now intended to lay low after torching the Monarch Vault club. Maybe even leave NY for a while—so the villa? Useless to him now.
"Alright then. I’ll give you that—you’re thinking ahead for your sister," Alexander finally agreed to accept the house.
He didn’t usually take gifts easily. That would mean owing someone. But some things had to be accepted.
Alexander knew Dante’s mindset—and he understood that if he didn’t accept the villa, it would make Dante uneasy.
Being too selfless made people nervous—it made them think you had a bigger agenda. That’s why Alexander made sure Jasmine saw him as someone who cared about money. So yes—he needed to take the house.
Over the next ten minutes, Dante took Alexander on a full tour of the place. Since he was handing it over, it only made sense.
After that, the two headed to the real estate office to officially transfer ownership.
No loans involved, the process was quick. All taxes and fees were paid by Dante. Alexander didn’t spend a single penny.
After the transfer, they parted ways. It was already past 4 PM.
Dante went back to the Monarch Vault.
Alexander headed home—to the old house. He temporarily shelved his workout plans—he had a move to make.
He was going to move into his new house!
Time to enjoy life.
The furniture was all set up—ready for move-in. All he needed to bring over were some personal items and clothes. It wasn’t much. No hassle.
Night. 10 PM.
In Villa No. 36 of Bellara Heights
Basement gym.
Alexander sat sweating on the dumbbell bench, placing the weights down and leaning back, gasping for breath. After moving in, he decided to spend the hours before bed getting in a solid workout.
And it was so satisfying.
Lying there, panting, a smile began to stretch across his lips again.
He was thinking about everything that had happened over the last two days.
Just two days.
He hadn’t done any business. Didn’t try to make money. Just met some people, said a few things, offered a little help—and just like that, someone gifted him a one-million sports car, another a 10-million villa!
Life... is truly wonderful.
 

 
A New Day. July 10th, 2024.
Around 7:30 AM, Jasmine Doran had already arrived at the company in order to hold a senior management meeting.
Official work hours hadn’t even begun yet.
But she had made it clear the day before: To mobilize the entire company to find a spokesperson. And early next morning, all execs had to show up early to report progress!
She was fed up with the whole situation.
Yesterday, she was so furious she called James Sutherland at noon and cursed out his entire family over the phone.
James, for his part, sounded smug—like he knew she couldn’t do anything. He took every insult calmly and didn’t even talk back. That only made her more furious.
Just thinking about possibly marrying that man made Jasmine feel sick to the stomach.
The meeting dragged past 8 AM.
 

 
Business district. Halston Tower, 31st Floor, Elevator Lobby.
The elevator doors opened.
The property manager personally escorted a mysterious-looking woman out of the elevator.
She was dressed glamorously, wearing a wide sunhat, large sunglasses covering half her face, and a black mask—like she was terrified of being recognized.
Two men followed behind her, probably her assistant and bodyguard.
“This way, Miss Blake,” the property manager said with great courtesy, motioning left toward the front desk of Magical Glamour and personally leading the way.
Receptionists typically started work early.
The front desk receptionist at Magical Glamour had just arrived not long ago, and when she saw a visitor, she was immediately puzzled.
It wasn’t strange that there was a visitor—but that the building's property manager was personally escorting her up?
In high-end office buildings, security is strict. There are usually only two ways to go upstairs: swiping an access card, or registering on the first floor. For example, delivery drivers or couriers must sign in at the front desk before being allowed up.
Visitors must also be registered in advance, unless the visit was pre-approved.
But even for important guests visiting a company, the property staff would at most help swipe them in—no one would personally escort them, let alone the property manager. From the property owner’s side, even an important visitor to a tenant company is just another stranger.
So... the receptionist was baffled.
“Miss Blake,” the property manager gestured, leading the guest to the reception counter.
“Good morning, ma’am. May I ask who you're here to see?” the receptionist asked politely, her professional smile in place.
“Your CEO, Miss Doran. We have an appointment,” said the woman, dressed in mysterious fashion. She hadn’t taken off her mask, but her voice was still fairly clear.
She wasn’t to be rude by keeping the mask on—she was just trying to avoid drawing attention.
Earlier on the first floor, she had assumed Magical Glamour had already informed the property side, so she could go straight up. But since there was no record, she had to briefly remove her mask to register—causing a stir that led to the property manager personally escorting her.
Once in the elevator, she put her mask back on immediately—she didn’t want people going up or down to recognize her. That would cause unnecessary trouble and delays.
“An appointment…?” The receptionist flipped through the visitor logbook.
Any scheduled meeting with Jasmine Doran would definitely be recorded.
“My last name is Blake,” said the mysterious woman.
Of course, the receptionist had heard the name—“Miss Blake” had been mentioned multiple times by the property manager. It was a not so common name, and it briefly reminded her of the Megastar actress, though she quickly pushed that thought aside.
After flipping a few pages, she straightened up and politely shook her head. “I’m sorry, Miss Blake. I can’t find your appointment in our records. Would you mind calling our CEO to confirm it yourself?”
A standard response—formal, polite, and non-confrontational. If there was an issue, it wouldn't be blamed on the front desk.
“No record?” the mysterious woman frowned.
Strange—very strange.
She had been urgently called back from Europe just nine hours ago. She’d assumed it was another one of her man’s connections asking for a favor—a quick endorsement.
But after returning, he had repeatedly emphasized—bordering on warning her—that this company belonged to the woman of his best friend. That she was the eldest granddaughter of the Doran family. That she needed to be respectful, follow all the rules, and cooperate fully with the endorsement project. Whatever fee the other side offered, she was to accept it—no negotiating.
She understood then: if she messed this up, her man would offend someone powerful—very powerful.
So she had come with extreme caution.
So now… what the hell?
Not even an appointment?
Security hadn't been notified—fine. But not even the company’s front desk?
“Miss Blake, perhaps you'd like to sit in the reception room for a moment,” the receptionist said, noticing the woman seemed conflicted. “Our CEO is currently in a meeting and might not be able to take a call. If you wait a bit, I’ll verify everything and notify you right away.”
Smart and tactful.
She wasn’t going to call Jasmine Doran directly—at most, she’d contact the CEO’s assistant.
She had seen many high-status people and could tell this mask wearing woman was no ordinary guest. The promise to “verify and notify” wasn’t a bluff—she’d really do it. Just not right now.
All upper management was currently in a major meeting—no way she’d dare interrupt.
“…Alright.” The mysterious woman nodded hesitantly and followed the receptionist’s gesture toward the reception lounge. But after only a few steps, she suddenly turned and quickly walked back.
“Could you double-check?” she said, lowering her mask and removing her sunglasses with a sweet smile. “You know me, right? I really do have an appointment with your CEO.”
She was worried there had been some mistake. If she kept waiting and missed the timing, and she was later asked why—she’d seem incompetent.
The receptionist froze completely.
Of course, she recognized her!!
It was the mega-celebrity Vivienne Blake!
She instantly realized this had to be about an endorsement! What other connection would a female celebrity have to a cosmetics company?
And yesterday, Jasmine had gone ballistic when their originally scheduled spokesperson got into a car accident. She’d spent the whole day in meetings, rallying the company’s top brass, calling on every connection to find a new face for the company!
Everyone in the company had heard about it!
So… Vivienne Blake showing up suddenly? Someone powerful must have pulled it off behind the scenes.
But who?! Who had that kind of pull?
And why wasn't there any appointment record?
“Ah, ah... Miss Blake, just a moment! There must’ve been some miscommunication. Maybe something got lost when the CEO’s assistant passed the info to us. I’ll verify it right away!”
The receptionist grabbed the phone—then hesitated.
She glanced at the internal contact sheet posted behind the desk. Several numbers were in bold and larger font—those belonged to the company’s core executives. At the top was Jasmine Doran’s personal number.
The CEO was in a critical meeting—one she had warned not to interrupt.
The receptionist hesitated a second longer—then gritted her teeth and dialed Jasmine directly.
 

 
32nd Floor, Magical Glamour’s Main Conference Room.
Over thirty people were in the meeting.
Executives from marketing, PR, HR, finance, and business divisions were all present. So were the heads of their three manufacturing bases.
“... Only thirteen days left! We have just thirteen days until the launch!” Jasmine’s voice was cold as she tapped the table. “We’ve spent nearly two years preparing—from R&D to production. This is our two years of blood, sweat, and tears! We’re finally at the doorstep of the launch—and if it fails, our IPO gets delayed. The equity I promised you all becomes worthless!”
“I pay you far above the industry average. I offered equity, not for you to slack off. If you can’t even handle this, then tell me—what use are you to me?!”
She was furious.
Every executive had reported in—and not one had found a candidate that met her standards for a spokesperson! All they could do was pass names. Negotiation was still up to her—but they couldn’t even get names!
Jasmine understood—this wasn’t about her team being incompetent.
It was James Sutherland sabotaging things behind the scenes.
But still!
Running a company meant you couldn’t handle everything yourself. If the boss fixed everything, the team would become dependent—or worse, useless.
Major problems required collective solutions. As the boss, she had to apply pressure and push people to perform—that was her job.
The room was dead silent.
No one even dared to breathe.
“What? Cat got your tongues?! Speak!” Jasmine slammed the table.
“Boss Doran, perhaps…” a middle-aged man to her right finally dared speak, coughing gently. “If you’d be willing to lower the requirements for the spokesperson—”
He only dared speak because he was from the Doran family—one of the first to help Jasmine build the company.
Ring ring ring!
Before he could finish, a phone rang.
Everyone looked around in shock—who would dare leave their phone on during this meeting?
Of course—it was Jasmine Doran’s phone.
She glanced down, frowned deeply. If it were anyone else, she’d have declined the call and asked about it later. But—the front desk was calling?
They’d never dare unless it was urgent.
“Speak,” she answered coldly.
A few seconds in—she suddenly shot to her feet as if struck by lightning.
“Who?! Who did you say?!”
“Boss, it’s Vivienne Blake... she said she had an appointment with you…” the receptionist repeated in a very low voice, muffled as if she were half-turned away from the guest, speaking quietly into the phone.
“You’re sure?” Jasmine couldn’t even explain why she still didn’t quite believe it.
“I’m sure, boss,” the receptionist confirmed.
“I’ll head down right now—tell her to wait a moment,” Jasmine replied, hanging up and taking a deep breath to suppress the excitement rising inside her. She glanced at the meeting room again and declared, “Meeting adjourned!”
All the execs were stunned. They just sat there, motionless, looking at her.
What? Why so suddenly?
Jasmine didn’t explain anything. She simply strode out of the conference room, her high heels clicking, with her assistants and secretary trailing behind.
Worth mentioning—Jasmine only had one official female secretary, but she had many assistants. Even Alexander was technically one of her assistants at the company, although in name only—he never came in after all.
‘He got her? He actually got her? How?! How could he find her so fast? In one day? Did he really pull this off in just a day? What did he even do? Wasn’t he gaming all morning yesterday? And in the afternoon, didn’t he go to transfer the house with Dan? He…’
As Jasmine walked toward the stairwell with her team, her mind was racing.
She already knew about the house transfer from yesterday—when Dante transferred the luxury villa in Bellara Heights to Alexander.
Of course, she knew—Dante had told her himself.
Right after the property transfer was finalized, Dante had called her directly.
Now, even though she was on her way to meet THE Vivienne Blake, who was undeniably crucial to the company…
All she could think about was Alexander. Her mind racing about him, his words, their bet. All her focus gathered on him, in a way she had never done before. No man before had ever made her this restless.
She wanted to call him and ask—but Vivienne was already waiting downstairs, and the company urgently needed a new spokesperson. As a “businesswoman”, Jasmine knew how to prioritize.
Even though her instincts and curiosity as a “woman” were protesting that.
She arrived on the 31st floor.
From a distance, she spotted Vivienne Blake. Vivienne had removed her sunglasses and mask. Around her was a small crowd of young employees who had just arrived for the morning shift—crowding around, asking for autographs.
“Boss Doran is here!”
“Quick! Back to work!”
“Move, move, move!”
Someone shouted, and suddenly the crowd dispersed like mice spotting a cat. Within seconds, the reception area was cleared out.
Vivienne turned her head toward Jasmine.
Jasmine was already approaching.
Both women raised their hands almost simultaneously.
“Miss Blake, welcome. Apologies for the confusion—things have been chaotic lately. I must’ve forgotten to notify the front desk,” Jasmine said with her professional smile as they shook hands.
Even though she didn’t know why Alexander hadn’t informed her in advance that Vivienne was coming, Jasmine was sure—Vivienne Blake was brought in by Alexander.
She couldn’t afford to appear uncertain and weak in front of others, so she smoothed things over quickly.
“President Doran, you’re too kind! Wow, you’re so gorgeous—your skin is incredible! I honestly didn’t expect a powerhouse CEO like you, constantly under stress, to still look this radiant. I’m jealous! What’s your skincare secret?” Vivienne said, immediately complimenting her.
It wasn’t just because William Wycliffe had told her to.
She was genuinely stunned by Jasmin’s presence.
In terms of looks, both were stunning—but Vivienne had to admit, Jasmine’s skin quality was far superior. Tiny differences stood out to someone in the entertainment industry.
On screen, Vivienne always looked breathtaking—but in real life, she was very slim. Camera work tends to add weight, so to look “normally slim” on screen, she had to be extra slim in person.
And years of filming, especially costume dramas, meant heavy makeup day after day. No matter how good the products were, constant use would wear on the skin. Plus, the late-night shoots didn’t help.
Her skin was still good—just not as good as Jasmine’s.
As for temperament? Their styles were too different to compare head-on.
But what truly struck Vivienne wasn’t just Jasmine’s appearance—it was her presence.
It was… intimidating.
More intimidating than some of the older wives of senior government officials.
Poised, composed—but with a cutting sharpness underneath.
Whenever she entered a room, she immediately became the center of gravity. No one else mattered.
That was the biggest difference between them.
“Hahaha, Miss Blake, you’re too good at flattery. You’re the gorgeous one. I’m just a businesswoman. Compared to a superstar like you? If your fans heard this, they’d never let me off the hook…” Jasmine said with a playful smile, though she couldn’t help wondering:
Why was Vivienne being so… deferential?
She gave her a bit of praise, as any professional would in this situation—but why was Vivienne overpraising her?
A once moderately-known actress who had suddenly skyrocketed to fame… not only wasn’t she arrogant, but was more courteous?
“Miss Blake, shall we go upstairs?” After a few more pleasantries, Jasmine invited her to the executive floor.
As they reached the 33rd floor, Vivienne noticed so many bodyguards stationed along the hallway.
Suddenly—immense pressure mounted on her.
It wasn’t the guards themselves. Vivienne had bodyguards too, though she hadn’t brought them this time since it wasn’t an event, and she wanted to stay lowkey.
But combined with what William Wycliffe had told her earlier… it all felt different.
Women love comparisons—especially beautiful women.
Vivienne had heard of the Doran family, though she didn’t know many details. She knew she couldn’t compare in terms of family background.
In terms of looks—she’d already admitted, Jasmine had the upper hand. Not in facial features, but in skin quality and glow. Youthful perfection faded with age, even for stars.
For their bodies, she was far slimmer to the perfectly rounded curves of Jasmine. Especially that bust of hers that strained her top to its limit, the fabric seemingly fighting a battle it’ll lose at any moment.
As for aura—Jasmine absolutely crushed her.
Vivienne couldn’t even explain why, but she suddenly felt a wave of self-doubt.
She was a star, but now it felt like… she was just a pretty face. People liked her looks—but Jasmine? Her beauty seemed like just one of her many strengths, not the defining one.
Her aura, her presence—just standing there, she radiated power.
Utterly magnetic.
If Alexander were there, and heard Vivienne’s thoughts, he’d probably offer one bit of advice: Don’t compare yourself to Jasmine Doran.
Jasmine didn’t just have beauty.
As for presence—hers came from deep within, bone-deep confidence and domineering attitude that always led.
No woman of her generation could match it.
Trying to compare? That was just setting yourself up to lose—no matter how beautiful you were.
They entered the CEO’s office.
Jasmine had assumed Vivienne would bring an assistant—but she didn’t. She came in alone.
Negotiating endorsement deals usually involved agents or managers. Celebrities typically avoided speaking directly—too easy to offend or misstep when they did. That’s what agents were for.
But Vivienne came without anyone. Not even her manager. Who knew why?
“Please, have a seat, Miss Blake.”
Jasmine offered her a chair and signaled her secretary to bring coffee.
Once the secretary left, it was just the two of them in the office.
Jasmine returned to her desk, smiled at Vivienne, and held up a finger.
She picked up her phone.
And called Alexander. Even as a businesswoman, she couldn’t resist her womanly curiosity any longer.
It connected immediately.
“Babe, Miss Blake’s here—just letting you know,” Jasmine said with the affectionate tone of a woman in love. But Alexander, who knew her well, could hear the hidden sharpness in her voice.
This wasn’t just a show—it was a subtle probe.
“…Oh,” Alexander replied casually.
Jasmine really wanted to ask Alexander why he didn’t give her a heads-up.
Because he didn’t say anything, Vivienne Blake showed up and was nearly stopped at the front desk—they almost didn’t even meet!
But with someone else in the room, Jasmine couldn’t directly question him. She was certain Alexander understood the meaning behind her call… and yet all he replied with was a: “Oh.”
“Oh”?!
That reaction, used like this, might’ve been normal a decade ago—but nowadays, it was practically infuriating!
Jasmine’s brow twitched, as if Alexander had said something outrageous. She forced herself to continue, “Mhm, okay, darling. I’ll get back to work now.” She ended the call, pretending she was still in a wonderful mood after talking to her boyfriend.
“President Doran, you and your husband seem really close—so enviable,” Vivienne said at just the right moment.
Of course, she had no idea if Jasmine was actually married. She didn’t even know who Jasmine’s man was, or which “sworn brother” her own man, William Wycliffe, had referred to. Yesterday, William had only told her it was the company of the woman of his best friend
He hadn’t gone into detail—just gave her clear instructions. He didn’t even let her stay overnight, sending her out immediately like he had urgent matters.
After meeting Jasmine today, Vivienne instantly understood—this was the kind of woman no man could easily dominate. And given her family background, she definitely wasn’t anyone’s mistress or side piece.
So, she naturally assumed the person William Wycliffe had helped… must be Jasmine’s husband.
Not just a boyfriend—because William’s “brother” had to be at least in his thirties, right? Jasmine herself looked like she was pushing thirty. No way, she was still just dating at that age.
Marriage seemed more likely.
Their circles didn’t overlap, so Vivienne knew very little about the Doran family or Jasmine Doran—just bits and pieces she’d heard.
“Husband?” Jasmine raised an eyebrow, her expression turning a little odd. Then she replied, “Miss Blake, you’re mistaken. We’re not married yet—currently just dating.”
“Oh—oh, I’m sorry! My apologies,” Vivienne quickly said, realizing her mistake.
“No worries. Our relationship’s very stable. Marriage is only a matter of time.” Jasmine smiled, then asked casually, “By the way, Miss Blake, how do you know my boyfriend?”
Yesterday, Alexander had told her he didn’t know Vivienne Blake.
Now, Jasmine was convinced he’d lied.
How could he find someone like her within a day, especially flying her in from Europe? Was he some kind of miracle worker?
Not only was Jasmine sure he lied—she was beginning to think he set her up to make that bet with him.
And fine, a bet’s a bet. If she lost, she’d accept it. After all, it was for the company’s sake.
Giving money to Alexander was worth it. As for his clause that she wouldn’t be allowed to get jealous without his permission? Jasmine told herself she wasn’t that kind of woman. It’s not like she was really in love with him.
But that was the original bet...Its stakes had been upped.
She had to kneel and apologize if she lost.
That was why she was trying to get Vivienne to talk—if she could prove Alexander lied, maybe she could overturn the bet. She’d still pay him, of course—she wasn’t a cheapskate.
She just really didn’t want to kneel.
Jasmine wasn’t someone who went back on her word. But…
She just felt like Alexander had played her!
“We… we don’t know each other,” Vivienne replied, hesitating.
“You don’t? He didn’t send you?” Jasmine’s expression immediately changed.
“Well… sort of. My…..” She paused. “Godfather. He told me to come. He and your boyfriend are sworn brothers. He reached out to my godfather, and then my godfather sent me,” Vivienne explained.
She had been supported and promoted by William Wycliffe.
But given their age gap and the sensitive image of celebrities, she only ever called him “godfather” publicly. No one wanted scandalous headlines.
“Your godfather… Boss Wycliffe?” Jasmine instantly understood.
Of course, she knew about William Wycliffe—and that he was Vivienne’s benefactor. In powerful circles, this kind of thing wasn’t even a secret. It was barely gossip in the entertainment world.
Very few celebrities were 100% clean.
And if Wycliffe supported someone, it was never behind closed doors.
“Yes, that’s him,” Vivienne nodded.
Jasmine frowned slightly.
Alexander… knew William Wycliffe? And they were sworn brothers?
When did this happen?
Jasmine herself had never interacted with Wycliffe, but she knew about him—he was the second son of the wealthy Wycliffe family, younger brother to Harrison Wycliffe. After losing out in a family power struggle, William had left and relocated to NY.
As far as Jasmine knew, William was extremely low-profile, rarely socialized, and was difficult to approach. Anyone trying too hard to get close usually triggered his suspicions.
She’d heard that his own brother once tried to have him killed, so he’d lived cautiously ever since.
“Your boyfriend… his last name is Ciotta, right?” Vivienne asked, noticing Jasmine’s expression shift.
She didn’t know Alexander’s full name—just that his surname was Ciotta, because William had referred to him by his last name.
“Yes,” Jasmine nodded.
“Then that’s definitely him.” Vivienne smiled. “It seems you weren’t aware of how your boyfriend found me—I’d guess maybe Mr. Ciotta just wanted to surprise you?”
“Haha, must be. He’s thoughtful like that,” Jasmine replied with a laugh.
That’s what she said out loud. But inside…
Surprise?!
Sure, it was a surprise—and a shock that nearly had my heart stop!
Right now, Jasmine wanted nothing more than to grab Alexander by the collar and yell at him: "What the hell is going on?!"
Over the next hour, Jasmine stopped trying to probe. She would question Alexander later—right now, business came first.
She introduced Vivienne to the company and outlined the upcoming product launch. She also asked about Vivienne’s schedule, saying they could adjust dates if needed.
To her surprise, Vivienne agreed to everything. No adjustments needed. She’d cooperate completely.
Even when Jasmine brought up endorsement fees, Vivienne didn’t haggle—she just asked Jasmine to name a price, even saying: “We’re all friends. Just give me a friendly rate. If it’s too high, I can’t accept it—my godfather wouldn’t approve.”
Jasmine was completely stunned.
Alexander and William Wycliffe… they were so close? Brotherhood ? What kind of brothers?! Did they do some ritual blood oath or something?!
The negotiation process was unbelievably smooth.
By 10 AM, Vivienne Blake had officially signed the endorsement deal with Magical Glamour.
Jasmine had intended to pay full price—this was a huge favor, even if it came through Alexander. She owed him now.
But Vivienne flat-out refused a higher rate.
In the end, the fee was only equivalent to what a first-tier actress would get—which didn’t match Vivienne’s current stardom at all.
She had to catch a flight back to Europe to continue filming, so after signing, she left.
Jasmine personally escorted her downstairs.
Everything was confirmed—Vivienne would return in a week to shoot all the promotional material and to appear at the launch event.
After sending her off, Jasmine rushed back to her office.
The moment she sat down, she grabbed her phone and called Alexander.
She waited more than ten seconds before he picked up.
“Where are you? Come to the office,” Jasmine said bluntly.
“Busy. Can’t. Maybe at lunch,” Alexander replied, his breathing oddly uneven.
“… Huh? Where are you?” Jasmine asked again.
Just then, she faintly heard a woman’s voice from Alexander’s side: “Sir… does this feel good?”
Jasmine immediately shot to her feet, her voice sharp: “Where the hell are you?!”




Chapter 7:  Kneeling. And another bet.

In a lavishly decorated, dimly lit massage room, Alexander lay face-down on a large, comfortable massage bed, casually chatting on his phone.
A young female masseuse—done up with makeup and easily an 8/10 in looks—was sitting on his lower back, kneading his shoulders. Her figure was exaggerated in all the right ways. Especially her lower half: slim waist, wide hips—
Truly, what needed to be big, was big, what needed to be small was small.
“You sound… agitated,” Alexander said with a grin, phone in hand, his breathing slightly uneven from the massage. “Did you hear something? Jealous?”
He was teasing her—on purpose!
Both to have a bit of fun, and also a test—he’d purposely let the masseuse keep working while answering the call, just to see her reaction.
And sure enough, back in her office, Jasmine had suddenly gone silent.
She wasn’t even sure why she got so worked up all of a sudden.
When she heard a woman’s voice on Alexander’s end—saying something like “Does this feel good?”—she’d instinctively jumped to her feet. It was a gut reaction, like she… actually cared. The kind of reaction she herself didn’t expect.
“Heh.” Jasmine let out a cold laugh, sat back down, and said sarcastically, “Well, you sure know how to enjoy yourself. First thing in the morning, and you’re already out hunting for women? You’re THAT pent-up?”
“What can I say? I’m young,” Alexander replied breezily.
He didn’t bother explaining. Attempting to explain would only work against him. Her opinion of him would be impacted, but when it rebound, it would be even higher than before.
And the truth was nowhere near what Jasmine imagined.
He was just here for a massage!
He sure as hell wasn’t about to admit to Jasmine that he’d overtrained last night—spending hours working out like a maniac—and woke up this morning with his entire body sore as hell. So, he came for a deep-tissue massage to loosen up.
In the past, when time kept resetting every Sunday, any gains from working out were reset, too—so his body was always just that of a fit but normal college kid.
But last night? He really overdid it. Woke up sore all over. In real pain.
It was a phase everyone had to go through when starting strength training, and Alexander was mentally prepared for it.
Pain meant progress.
But he sure as hell wasn’t telling Jasmine that. It’d just make him sound like a dumbass.
The massage itself wasn’t embarrassing.
What was embarrassing was needing it because he nearly wrecked himself trying to build muscle.
“When are you coming to the office?” Jasmine asked coldly. “When’ll you be done?”
“It’s been just over an hour… will take me probably another hour,” Alexander said casually.
“You're full of shit, you know that?!” Jasmine snapped—and hung up.
Alexander was stunned.
Huh? What ticked her off?!
It took him a second, then he realized—
Jasmine thought he had a woman serving him, and when she asked when he’d be done and back at the office, he’d replied by boasting about his stamina.
Claiming it's been an hour, and he’ll need one more…
“Pfft…” Alexander chuckled, then casually tossed his phone aside.
Earlier, his phone had been in his jacket pocket in the locker, and it was the masseuse who handed it to him when it rang—hence the delay in answering.
“Sir, is this pressure okay?” the masseuse asked again after the call.
“Yeah, a bit more strength,” Alexander said.
Soon, it was nearing noon.
The door suddenly opened, and in walked Dante Doran in a crisp suit. He stepped in and tilted his head, saying, “Let’s go, brother-in-law. It’s lunchtime already.”
This massage room? It was in the Monarch Vault, Dante’s entertainment club!
And when it came to massages, you went where the professionals were. Sure, the place didn’t have a squeaky-clean rep, but the masseuses here? Professionally trained. They knew what they were doing.
That’s why Alexander came.
He told Dante he’d slept funny and needed someone strong and skilled.
Which was why his masseuse had that gym-fit body—not the prettiest in the club, sure. Some of the more plastic surgery-enhanced girls might’ve looked better, but this one? Had legit skills.
Most importantly? She had strength.
She actually worked out. Some clients loved women with her kind of athletic figure.
That was the point.
“I’ll skip lunch,” Alexander said, picking up his phone, checking the time. “Alright, that’s enough for today. I’ve got things to do.”
The masseuse got up immediately and began tidying her massage oils and tools.
Dante glanced at her. He knew all his employees well, but still asked, “She is good?”
“She’s solid. Real technique. Worked hard,” Alexander praised as he sat up.
“Thank you, sir!” the masseuse beamed, clearly delighted to be praised by the club owner’s brother-in-law.
“Alright, go on,” Dante said, gesturing with a nod.
The masseuse packed her things and walked out. As she passed Dante, he leaned in and whispered, “Go pick up five grands. Take the afternoon off. Enjoy yourself.”
“Thank you, boss!” She bowed cheerfully and left with a spring in her step.
She knew it—take good care of the boss’s brother-in-law, and you’d get rewarded. Time off and a bonus. Totally worth the hours of exhausting full-body massage.
After she left, Dante leaned against the doorway, hands in his pockets. “Urgent business?” he asked. “If it’s not that serious, let’s just grab a quick bite. Won’t take long.”
“Your sister’s looking for me. You tell me—urgent or not?” Alexander grinned.
He didn’t need to say more—Dante instantly had that “ah, I get it” expression.
When big sis is looking for her man, there is no question whether it’s urgent or not. It’s urgent by default.
Dante left first.
Alexander took a quick shower and changed. He had no choice—He was covered in massage oil—
By the time he drove over to the Halston Tower, it was nearly noon.
Even though it was lunchtime, Jasmine was still in her office, waiting for him.
“Signed the contract?” Alexander asked the moment he stepped in, glancing toward Jasmine behind her desk. He smiled and walked toward the couch.
Jasmine slowly turned to look at him—expressionless, her eyes quietly tracking him as he moved to the couch… sat down, directly across from her, with his arms and legs spread comfortably.
“What? Do I have something on my face? Say something. Deal didn’t go well?” Alexander said, smiling.
“You…” Jasmine narrowed her eyes, paused, then snapped, “Why go to a seedy place like that? And what was that bullshit?—‘Does this feel good, sir?’—how disgusting! Aren’t you afraid of catching some disease?!”
She was still mad about it!
From that one line she overheard, she’d already figured it out—that woman wasn’t Alexander’s lover, but someone from a sketchy establishment.
Alexander burst into laughter—he couldn’t help it. She had signed the most important deal of her company, bringing back a doomed product launch to life, yet, the first thing she brought up, was his relationship with other woman.
Bit by bit, he was carving his presence into her mind.
“You’re seriously mad? You’re jealous or what?” he teased.
“I’m worried you’ll catch something and die young, idiot! We’ve still got this whole fake relationship charade to keep up!” Jasmine shot back, then rolled her eyes and changed the subject. “So… you know William Wycliffe?”
“Friend,” Alexander replied coolly.
“When’d you two meet?” she pressed.
“Don’t you think you’re being a little nosy?” Alexander said, raising a brow. “You should know—being in the intelligence business like I am—some things aren’t meant to be shared.”
Jasmine fell silent, face blank.
She knew it. No point asking. He wouldn’t say.
“Alright then—time for you to apologize!” Alexander suddenly said, raising his hand and pointing in between his legs, to the rug in front of him.
He meant exactly what she thought—
He wanted her, known as the ice queen, the most domineering female CEO of the city, to walk over, kneel… and apologize.
Though, this wasn’t to humiliate her. A bet is a bet—losing and accepting the consequence is not humiliation, it’s honor.
But he also knew—
If he wanted to subdue, tame and conquer a woman like Jasmine—
If he wanted her to let go of her dominance and pride when facing him—
He had to first make her bow her head. He knew it would be uncomfortable for her emotionally, but even then, he wouldn’t let her off the hook.
If he truly backed off now, allowing her to get scot-free, she’d be relieved, of course.
But deep down, she’d lose respect for him. And it will plant the seed, that she can be as willful as she wants, without consequences.
He wouldn’t allow that.
So, it had to be done. Her head needed to be lowered and her knees bent.
But for a woman like her, that was absolutely impossible by force, coercion or threats. But a bet… that was a different story.
Jasmine was proud and competitive. That kind of personality only bends on the basis of principles—honor and keeping one’s word. Without that, winning and losing meant nothing.
Behind her desk, Jasmine stared at Alexander with a complex expression. She wanted to act as if she didn’t regret it—but that wasn’t quite true. She really regretted upping the stakes in that bet. She could accept any other result, but this kneeling part made her extremely uncomfortable.
She hadn’t thought she’d lose when she agreed to it.
“Fifteen million,” she suddenly offered.
“Nope,” Alexander shot her down without a second of delay.
To anyone else, this exchange might’ve been confusing. But the moment Jasmine opened her mouth, Alexander knew what she meant.
The original deal was that Jasmine would give Alexander some money for his operation attempting to find a bran ambassador. If he failed, he’d have to give her all the information he had on James Sutherland.
But if he succeeded, she’d pay—A few millions at most. And she’d also have to promise not to get jealous if Alexander had other women around.
That part was fine.
The added clause about kneeling and apologizing was the real issue.
So when Jasmine said “Fifteen million,” she meant she’d add many extra millions if he let her off the hook for the second clause.
In other words, she’d rather spend millions to preserve her dignity.
They say a man’s knees are worth gold—Jasmine Doran’s knees… might as well be sitting on a vault.
“No room for negotiation?” she asked again.
“You want to back out? That’s up to you. I can’t force you,” Alexander replied with a casual shrug.
“I’m not backing out. I’m renegotiating. The power is in your hands,” Jasmine shot back.
“No room to negotiate,” Alexander replied again, and with a slight smile added, “Tell me, Miss Doran—if I had lost, would you let me renegotiate the terms? You’re always one to keep your word, aren’t you? Just like with your bet against James Sutherland. If you’d lost, you would’ve honored it, right?”
Jasmine felt miserable.
Deeply miserable.
The thought of kneeling before a man like Alexander made her head pound.
Honestly, she used to have a pretty good opinion of Alexander—maybe even very good. His skills and resourcefulness were far beyond her expectations.
Before he arrived at the company today, she’d even started reflecting—why did she care so much when she heard a woman’s voice on his end of the phone?
She even began to wonder if she had somehow fallen for this mysterious man she’d only known for two days.
The more enigmatic a man is, the more attractive he becomes.
And his capabilities—-they checked every one of her boxes.
But—because of what happened that morning, her opinion of him had soured.
To her, it wasn’t about morality or legality—it was the unsavory feelings towards a man who would risk diseases to be with those kinds of women. How capable could someone like that really be? He appeared more like a slave to his desires.
Would it kill him if he didn’t get a release? Such a man appeared weak, cheap and enslaved to his desires.
That phone call ruined everything. In her mind, Alexander’s image had taken a huge hit.
That was one of the main reasons she felt so conflicted now.
“Twenty million,” she raised the offer again.
“Don’t say it like I’m forcing you,” Alexander replied mildly. “Forget it. If you really don’t want to do it, I won’t insist. We’re business partners, not enemies. No need to strain things.”
That statement made Jasmine feel more helpless, as it cut off more of her paths to back out.
She couldn’t allow herself and her word to appear unreliable. She had to uphold her reputation—even if it meant giving Alexander the upper hand.
“Or… how about we swap the condition? I really don’t want to kneel. You can pick something else,” she tried again.
“Forget it,” Alexander said simply. Brushing her off.
Jasmine stared at him for a long time. He said nothing more, just held her gaze calmly.
After a long silence, she finally pushed her palms on the desk and stood up, the slow movement highlighting every inch of her perfect figure.
“I, Jasmine Doran, am not someone who goes back on her word,” she said with gravity. And that was true—she would push and try to change the conditions, but once someone refused to renegotiate, she would follow through.
“Please,” Alexander gestured lightly toward the carpet in front of him.
Jasmine moved from behind the desk to the side, her shoulders pulled back, causing her massive breasts to lift and jiggle slightly beneath the shirt, the fabric rustling softly as it brushed against her skin. 

Her long hair swayed with the motion, hips rolling just a fraction as she leaned down, slowly removed her high heels one at a time, and dropped them to the floor. Properly kneeling in heels would be impossible.

She moved slowly, deliberately.
Alexander understood—even the most principled person would struggle with something like this.
Once the heels were off, Jasmine, still in her stockings, was just about to step forward when—
Riiiing—
Her phone rang.
It was still on her desk. She turned, took two steps back, reached out, checked the screen, and picked it up.
“Hey sis, did Alexander arrive at your office yet?” Dante’s voice came through.
“He’s here. Why?” Jasmine answered.
“Someone’s investigating him. Pulled some heavy strings. I just got word,” Dante said quickly.
“Who?” Jasmine frowned.
“The Arison family—. I’ve already got people tracing them back. Not sure yet who in the family gave the order,” Dante added. “You want to tell him, or should I?”
“I’ll handle it… wait—what was the first thing you said again?”
“Someone’s looking into him—”
“No, the sentence before that.”
“Oh—‘Did Alexander arrive at your office yet?’ Why?”
“How did you know he was coming over?” Jasmine’s eyes narrowed.
“He was with me all morning,” Dante said.
“With you?!”
“Yeah, he came over for a massage. Said he had a stiff neck. I set him up with one of our best. Full-body massage for over two hours. Why?”
“…Nothing. Never mind,” Jasmine replied, sounding a little dazed.
“You sure you’re okay?” Dante asked carefully.
“I’m fine. Hanging up.” She ended the call.
Still standing beside the desk, phone in hand, she turned her back to Alexander, her expression shifting rapidly. There was a flicker of frustration at being tricked… but also relief.
Alexander… was still the brilliant, unpredictable, mysterious man she thought he was. Still that annoyingly confident and calm man.
He hadn’t done what she feared—hadn’t thrown himself at some random cheap woman out of lust.
“You tricked me?” Jasmine turned around and asked.
“What are you talking about?” Alexander feigned innocence.
She looked at him and knew instantly: he’d tricked her on purpose.
“You really have nothing better to do, huh?” she muttered.
Then, without another word, she put her phone down, walked straight toward Alexander—Standing in between his spread legs.
Thud!
She knelt.
Both knees together, upright posture, directly facing Alexander. Her breasts shaking still, the position highlighting her slender waist and thick thighs, pressed together, nearly bursting from her skirt.
“I, Jasmine Doran, was wrong. I apologize. I’m sorry.” she said clearly, head high, voice firm and resolute. Staring up at Alexander as he remained sitting, gazing directly into his eyes.
Her kneel, as sensual as her body was, had the dignity of a hero before execution—proud and unbowed in spirit.
She stood up immediately afterward, without hesitation.
As she walked back to her desk, she mumbled, “Seriously… how can anyone be this childish?”
Then, while slipping her shoes back on, she added nonchalantly, “Want to grab lunch together? Oh, and—Dante said someone from the Arison family is digging into your background. Any idea who?”
Her tone was totally normal, as if the woman who just knelt down in front of Alexander had been someone else entirely.
“The Arison family, huh…” Alexander chuckled, a strange kind of amusement behind his smile. Of course, he already knew who was digging into his background—Aileen Arison.
Yesterday afternoon, after running into her motorcade on the road, he had sent her a text. He could imagine the panic she must’ve felt. Chances were, she didn’t sleep a wink last night.
Alexander’s phone number was registered under his real name. With the Arison family's wealth and connections, looking up his basic personal details would take all of five minutes.
But clearly, Aileen wasn’t just looking into surface-level info. The information she’d have found wouldn’t match what she’d seen. A guy with that kind of simple background couldn’t possibly be driving a Lamborghini Aventador.
She was definitely investigating his network in NY City now—digging deeper into his true background.
“What? You didn’t know?” Jasmine asked as she finished putting on her heels and turned back around. In high-heels, wearing her glasses, her button-up white shirt that struggled to contain her bust, the waist hugging skirt putting on full display her wide hips, she returned to being the extremely attractive domineering CEO.
Despite her question, Jasmine just had a hunch—Alexander would know who and why.
Because he dealt in information.
He always seemed to know everything.
“I know,” Alexander replied with a grin.
“Who is it? Who’s looking into you?” Jasmine pressed.
“That… has nothing to do with you, does it?” Alexander replied with a faint smile. “And I’d suggest you stay out of it.”
He didn’t want any unexpected trouble arising in his dealings with Aileen.
“Stay out of it? You think I’m that bored?” Jasmine shot back.
She walked to the coat rack in the corner, grabbed her fitted blazer, and shrugged it on. “There’s a new Italian place that just opened near the New Century building. Want to check it out?”
“Let’s go.” Alexander agreed and stood.
Jasmine straightened her outfit in the mirror. As Alexander walked up behind her, she turned and reached up to adjust the collar of his shirt. She’d noticed it was a bit messy earlier.
It was like she was trying to get into character—play the part of a girlfriend.
That way, if they were seen together, they wouldn’t raise any suspicion.
“So….Did it feel good?” He asked, smiling calmly. “To kneel. For the first time in your life. And before a man five years younger than you, with a normal background and way less money?” The words themselves, sharp as needles.
Feel good, huh?!
Jasmine froze mid-adjustment for two seconds, then smiled.
And what a smile—radiant, bright, and full of spring.
“You’re trying to provoke me, aren’t you?” she asked, tilting her head slightly, still smiling beautifully.
Jasmine was tall. In heels, she was barely shorter than Alexander.
“No, of course not,” He denied with a grin. “I’m just trying to interview you, you know? In our line of work, understanding human psychology is essential. You seem like you let it go right away, but I really want to know… what were you actually feeling inside?”
Yeah,—he was provoking her. He just didn’t admit it.
Jasmine’s eyelids twitched.
She suddenly yanked Alexander’s tie, tugging him down while leaning in herself, until their faces were nearly touching, their warm breaths tickling the nose of one another. 
Her voice was sweet, her gaze dark. “Alexander, do you really think I can’t do anything to you?”
“I never said that,” he replied calmly, unfazed by her closeness.
“Are you in love with me?” she asked suddenly, trying to catch him off guard, amusement and mockery in her voice.
“Don’t flatter yourself,” Alexander chuckled.
“Oh really?” Jasmine smirked, as if she saw through him. “Then why bring up something you knew I didn’t want to talk about? Were you trying to get more of my attention, or…?”
“I’m already your “boyfriend”, and we see each other every day. Do I really need to do anything to get your attention?” Alexander cut her off. “You’re not the prettiest woman I know. Definitely not the richest. You’ve always got that cold face, like the world owes you something. You have a vibe that makes even the most wild cat seem lovely compared to you. Where exactly do you get the confidence… to think I’d fall for you?”
Jasmine’s eyelids twitched again.
He was infuriating. She was starting to realize he truly was different from other men. While others tried to outdo each other in complimenting her, this guy……was brutal with his words.
Alexander would never tell her, but he’d trained specifically in verbal sparring and arguing. Eloquence was a weapon—and to him, one of the most important ones.
In any social interaction, words were key.
Use the right ones, and you could soothe, charm, or manipulate.
Use the harsh ones, and you could spark emotion, poke at people’s pride, provoke an outburst.
Jasmine was definitely provoked.
“So what—you’ve got a harem of women, huh? And I suppose every one of them is some national beauty, right?” she snapped. Alexander might’ve helped her a lot these past few days, but right now, she was pissed—and she needed to win this round.
She knew how to separate business from personal matters.
On the professional side, she agreed with everything. Dante had given Alexander a ten million villa, and she thought it was well-deserved.
But personally, she felt like she had a score to settle.
She didn’t even realize how uncharacteristically emotional she was being. The usually composed, cool-headed Jasmine Doran was getting worked up over just a few sentences from Alexander.
“Women, huh… I’ve slept with quite a few in the past. Lately… it’s been alright,” Alexander replied with a grin.
“Were they all prettier than me?” Jasmine asked again.
“Mhm. Some definitely were.”
“Name one! Let me look her up—see if she’s actually richer or more beautiful than me!” Jasmine snapped.
She’d deliberately twisted his words. Alexander had only said she wasn’t the prettiest or richest woman he knew. Jasmine twisted that into: “She’s not the best of his lovers.”
Alexander didn’t even bother correcting her. They’d already reached a stage where Jasmine was actively picking fights with him—he figured he might as well roll with it and see what she said next.
But now she’d actually stumped him.
Because since his new life began, the only woman he’d slept with was Mia Murphy. And Mia, while beautiful, was a completely different type—She was younger, innocent and sweet. With the aura of a blooming flower, not even a college girl yet.
She didn’t necessarily surpass Jasmine in looks.
“You’re digging into my private life. I won’t fall for that,” Alexander replied with a chuckle.
“Can’t name one, can you?” Jasmine taunted with a smirk. “You talk such a big game. For a second, I thought even Aileen Arison might be your woman—someone prettier than me! You better be careful, or you’ll bite your own tongue talking nonsense like that.”
The moment she mentioned Aileen Arison, Alexander paused slightly.
He instinctively wondered: Did Jasmine know something? Had she found something out?
But a moment later, he shook the thought off. No—impossible.
She probably only brought Aileen up because they’d just mentioned the Arison family earlier.
Also…
Aileen Arison was famous.
In NY City’s business world, Jasmine was well-known—but outside of that? Not so much. She kept a low profile.
But Aileen?
Everyone knew who she was.
The average citizen might not know the CEO of Golden Fortune Group—but they sure as hell knew who his only daughter was.
Because she wasn’t just the known as “The heiress”, the daughter of NY City’s richest man—
She was also known as NY City’s most beautiful woman.
Jasmine had been living in NY for four years. She knew the name well.
And considering what Alexander had said—that she wasn’t the prettiest or richest woman he knew—it was only natural for Jasmine to think of her.
In NY, Aileen was probably the only woman of the same age who could surpass Jasmine in both wealth and looks.
Jasmine had ridiculously high standards. Most women richer than her weren’t as beautiful. Most of who were more beautiful—she barely considered them competition. In her mind, only Aileen had both.
After all, not only was she was the sole heiress of Arison’s Group. Even Aileen’s personal assets exceeded Jasmine’s.
But Jasmine only mentioned Aileen to tease Alexander.
Alexander, however, had a different thought…
“Aileen Arison, huh,” he smiled faintly. “She’s not mine… yet.”
“Yet?” Jasmine instantly caught that word.
“Yeah. Yet.” Alexander answered matter-of-factly. “She’s not, for now. But in a few days, who knows? What’s with that look—don’t believe me? Want to make another bet?”
Another bet?
The moment Jasmine heard that word again, her eyelid twitched hard.
She had just lost a bet to Alexander—only minutes ago—and that loss had cost her big. All because she underestimated him.
Now, after being forced to kneel and apologize, this man had the nerve to suggest another bet?
At this point, Jasmine fully acknowledged Alexander’s skills—his connections, abilities, all of it. She had no choice but to respect it.
But this?
This had nothing to do with connections.
After all, she had just learned that someone from the Arison family was investigating Alexander.
Which meant: they clearly didn’t know him.
Even if they did, they weren’t familiar with him—otherwise there’d be no reason to mobilize such vast resources to dig into his background. Even her own brother Dante had noticed the disturbance—that’s how big their investigation was.
Forget about whether Alexander even knew the Arison’s.
Let’s assume he did.
Let’s even assume Alexander grew up with Aileen Arison, that they were childhood friends—even then, Jasmine would still think he was full of crap.
At this point, it wasn’t about Jasmine not believing in Alexander.
It was that she believed in Aileen Arison and the Arison family more.
Aileen wasn’t just some public figure. In NY City, she was a living legend.
The title “NY City’s Number One Beauty” wasn’t just for show.
Jasmine and the Doran family—yes, even Dante—had little contact with the Arison’s. That was mostly because they specialized in jewelry, and the Arison’s were a small family, not even forming a large clan. So business or personal ties between them were scarce.
It wasn’t that they didn’t know each other—it’s just that there was no connection in terms of mutual interest or network overlap.
But Jasmine knew all about Aileen. Her reputation preceded her.
Aileen’s father, Michael Arison, was once a dirt-poor young man.
He’d started working at 17 or 18, traveling all over the country. He tried dozens of ventures and failed at many—but gained immense experience along the way. Eventually, he struck gold with a tiny jewelry shop.
Michael Arison was born to be a businessman. Resilient, daring, sharp. When his business was still a fledgling company, he had personally traveled to Myanmar’s jade mines with a team.
That place was a war zone back then. He risked his life to source raw jade at the cheapest price—just to get the best materials for his business.
Perhaps because he was so focused on work, he got married very late.
By the time Aileen was born, Michael was already a wealthy tycoon. Arison’s Jewelry had become one of the largest jewelry chain.
So Aileen was born with a halo over her head—loved and protected by everyone.
Her mother came from a family of high-ranking officials. She was a massively respected researched and university professor when she married Michael.
Under the combined influence of immense wealth and elite education, Aileen turned out… exceptional.
Polite. Smart. Disciplined.
The Arison family had incredibly strict household rules.
From a young age, Aileen stood out.
She was the classic top student—first in every class, every term. While other kids played during summer break, she stayed home studying. She might’ve missed out on a childhood, but she was destined for greatness.
Rumor has it, even as a child, she was already planning her future.
By middle school, she was helping the family design jewelry—some of which sold surprisingly well and became popular discussion points in the industry.
While studying abroad, she even created her own luxury brand in Europe. And modeled for it herself on the runway.
Luxury fashion and jewelry go hand in hand—diamond bracelets are just another form of luxury, after all.
So her luxury brand abroad was just the first step, a trial run, in preparation for eventually inheriting the family business.
From birth, Aileen was her parents’ only child—and their greatest hope.
During her years in NY City, Jasmine had heard countless stories about Aileen. But the most infamous one?
The arranged marriage incident two years ago.
Aileen was the same age as Jasmine—twenty-seven. Her birthday came earlier by a few months, so technically she was slightly older.
Michael Arison was now fifty-six—not exactly ancient. He could easily live another 20 years.
But his health had always been poor. Years of exhausting work and constant socializing had taken a toll. He even had a few major surgeries two years ago. Although he recovered well, the family became aware of one fact: If something happened to him before Aileen fully took over, it would be chaos.
So they got desperate.
When Aileen turned twenty-five—right after Michael's surgery—they started arranging blind dates for her.
Yes. Aileen Arison. Forced into matchmaking.
Her upbringing had been so strict, she’d never dated. Never learned how to. No man her age dared get close. Even while she was abroad, her mother had people keeping an eye on her 24/7—afraid she’d be “corrupted”.
That meant no romantic experience at all.
The same family that once forbade her from dating… suddenly panicked when she turned twenty-five.
Twenty-five isn’t young anymore. Many girls are being urged to marry by then. Even Jasmine—if she hadn’t rebelled—would’ve been married to James Sutherland by twenty-three!
Of course, Aileen’s forced matchmaking was directly tied to Michael’s health issues.
And the results?
A total disaster.
Not because Aileen’s standards were high—but because her family’s were ridiculous.
First, the man had to meet her standards. If she didn’t like him, no chance—her parents respected that.
Second, his family had to be worth over a hundred millions. Anyone below that line wouldn’t even get a meeting.
Third, age mattered. Too young? Out. Too old? Nope. He had to be healthy. Average-looking was acceptable—but not too ugly.
Fourth, he had to be exceptional. Not just a rich second-gen—but a capable one. Someone who could help her run the company in the future.
And finally—the most unacceptable requirement:
He had to marry into the Arison family.
Yes. A matrilineal marriage.
Their kids would take the Arison as their last name. He’d be a live-in son-in-law.
This last requirement?
A death sentence for most men.
Sure, if that were the only condition, they could find someone. Aileen was stunning and rich—no doubt.
But combined with the other requirements? It became impossible.
Any man who was capable, ambitious, healthy, and good-looking… wouldn’t accept being a live-in husband.
Even if someone like that did exist, their family would never agree. It would be the biggest joke in elite circles.
This wasn’t about money—it was about dignity.
He’d be mocked forever. Pointed at behind his back. A walking punchline.
But the Arisons were firm. All those terms were non-negotiable. Except for the “marrying in”, all the requirements were from Aileen’s mother. No one could override them.
It became a farce.
At first, tons of people rushed in—until word got out about the terms. Then? Dead silence.
No ordinary man dared go.
No extraordinary man would go.
Even if they had everything—it would be madness to sign up for that.
Eventually, Michael tried to publicly deny the whole matchmaking scandal—but the rumors had already spread.
After that, it all quieted down.
To this day—
Aileen is still single.
No scandals. No gossip. Nothing.
“Let’s bet,” Jasmine finally said, after weighing every possibility.
She could be a hot head at times.
But this time, she had thought it through carefully. She considered every possibility, every assumption, and no matter how she looked at it, it just wasn’t possible. She had even speculated whether Alexander might be exceptionally close with Michael Arison… and even under that assumption, she still thought it was impossible!
Because of three core reasons.
First, the Arison family would absolutely never compromise. A son-in-law had to meet their standards.
Second, although Aileen Arison was a strong, capable woman, she was also an obedient daughter. She had always listened to her family from childhood to now. She had been raised with strict discipline and had long since followed their teachings. She couldn't possibly rebel like Jasmine had.
Third—and most importantly—Alexander would never agree to be a live-in son-in-law!
Jasmine didn’t only have confidence in the Arisons, she had confidence in Alexander too!
Someone as extraordinarily capable, incredibly resourceful, and utterly unyielding as Alexander—Someone who refused millions, just to have her kneel for him—how could he possibly agree to marry into someone else’s family?
She knew Alexander liked to be in control. She knew he never panicked in any situation and never bowed to anyone. Marry in, and take the last name of someone else? Impossible!
“You really want to bet again?” Alexander grinned, flashing a row of neat white teeth.
He had thought that after Jasmine deliberated for so long, she would’ve learned her lesson. He didn’t expect her to actually agree!
“Let’s bet! What’s there to be afraid of?” Jasmine said.
“I’m just worried you’ll lose again, have a breakdown, and start questioning life and reality.” Alexander said with a smile.
“You’re the one having a breakdown! Cut the crap!” Jasmine tugged at Alexander’s tie again, then let go and smoothed it down with her hands before looking up at him. “Speak! What are the exact terms and the stakes?”
“I’m afraid you won’t be able to handle my terms,” Alexander said.
“So confident? Do you even have any relationship with the Arison family right now?”
“Nope, don’t know them yet.”
“Then what are you talking about? Are you scared? You think I won’t dare bet with you, so you’re just bluffing. Too bad—I will bet! Come on, spit it out!”
“You really don’t learn your lesson, Miss Doran.”
“Speak!”
“As you wish. In three days, I’ll make Aileen Arison my woman—Absolutely mine. My woman that’ll be with me for the rest of our lives.”
“I’ll give you thirty days!”
“No need. Three days is enough!”
“Alright, alright, you’re amazing. I’ll see what you say three days from now. So, the stakes?”
“You go first.”
“If you lose, I want you to kneel and apologize to me!” Jasmine pointed to the ground. She was determined to win it back! She’d knelt to Alexander once, now she wanted him to kneel to her.
“No problem,” Alexander smiled.
“What’s your condition?” Jasmine asked immediately.
“My condition…” Alexander dragged the words out, stretched his shoulders, rolled his neck a little like he was warming up, then leaned forward and placed a hand on Jasmine’s shoulder. He leaned in close. “… You’ll obey my command. When we’re alone, what I tell you, you’ll do. The command will be simple. A shoulder massage, a foot massage. You’ll need to obey a hundred commands.”
“A hundred times?” Jasmine glanced sideways at him.
“If that’s too much, forget it. We don’t have to bet,” Alexander said, as if he truly didn’t care to make the bet.
“No! I’ll bet! If I lose, I’ll accept the consequences!” Jasmine said at once.
The bet was made.
The two of them left together.
As they walked out of Jasmine’s office, she already had a smile on her face, holding onto Alexander’s arm. She looked radiant and cheerful—A mask no one could see through it. Anyone who saw them would think they were a couple in love.




Chapter 8: Date and annoying people.

Jasmine and Alexander arrived at the New Century Plaza—one of the city’s busiest commercial areas.
The new Italian restaurant Jasmine had mentioned earlier was located here.
Alexander had been here before, too. Although it had only been open for half a month, He, who had experienced ten thousand years within the July 7th loop, was more than familiar with this restaurant that still felt “new” to Jasmine.
The food was indeed good.
They arrived at the restaurant.
Though the storefront wasn’t large, the interior space was quite expansive, and there were tables set up outside under parasols. With the decor and overall atmosphere, it felt like being on a vacation abroad.
The weather was nice.
They chose an outdoor table, sitting beneath the parasol. The breeze was light and pleasant.
They casually ordered some tuna paste beef, pasta, seafood soup, and salad. While waiting for the food, the two chatted idly.
Actually, Alexander and Jasmine didn’t need to eat together every day. It was all an act, pretending to be a couple. But if Alexander had time and Jasmine had time, then they should eat together—and it had to be in a public place.
That was what made it “real.”
However, today’s lunch wasn’t about bumping into any big-shot businessmen to boost appearances—it was just a simple meal together. So they picked this place somewhat randomly.
It was hard to run into any top-tier tycoons here.
Not because it wasn’t upscale enough, but because most of the local super-rich were over forty or fifty years old and didn’t usually eat in new places.
No one disturbed them, and hardly anyone here recognized Jasmine, so she was relaxed.
“…I really should thank you. The contract went smoothly, and the endorsement fee was really low. Oh, right…”
As Jasmine spoke, she took out her phone and quickly made a few taps.
Ding!
Alexander got a message—a bank deposit notification. She had wired him the money.
“Thank you, Boss Doran.” Alexander glanced at his phone and smiled. Even at this point, he still called her Boss Doran… Jasmine was starting to feel a little uncomfortable with it.
“Can you not call me that? We’re already so familiar… and there are a lot of people here. If someone we know overhears, we’ll be exposed.”
“Alright… Jasmine,” Alexander said with a grin.
“Excuse me…” The server came over, bringing drinks first.
They hadn’t ordered any alcohol, just fruit juice—watermelon and orange.
The server set the drinks down and walked away.
Jasmine picked up the large glass of orange juice, took a sip through the straw—and immediately frowned.
Alexander, who had taken a sip of the watermelon juice, noticed her expression and asked, “What’s wrong?”
“It’s too sour. Try it…” Jasmine said as she handed him the orange juice.
Alexander took it, sipped from the straw, and nodded—it was indeed very sour. He knew this place’s orange juice was sour and knew Jasmine didn’t like that. He had ordered the juices himself just now.
“It is sour. You drink this.” Alexander set down the orange juice, picked up the large glass of watermelon juice, and handed it to Jasmine.
Jasmine took it, sipped from the straw, and judging by her expression, was quite satisfied.
“I already drank from that straw. You don’t mind?” Alexander asked with a smile.
“We’re a couple—what’s the problem?” Jasmine Doran replied, then turned her head to glance at the bustling plaza, muttering, “It’s not like we haven’t kissed before…”
“Oh, right.” Jasmine suddenly sat up straight, as if remembering something. She rested her elbow on the table, leaned in, and lowered her voice. “I sent someone to your hometown yesterday.”
“Hm?” Alexander blinked in surprise.
“James Sutherland will eventually find out about you. Your family might be in danger. I sent people to protect them—discreetly. They won’t disturb their lives. James doesn’t have much of a network in NY, and if he sends anyone, I’ll know ahead of time. Dante will notify me. There won’t be any problems.”
Alexander was a little taken aback.
He hadn’t expected Jasmine to make arrangements so directly.
He had considered the matter of protecting his family. It wasn’t urgent to him—James wouldn’t act so quickly. He had planned to wait until he had more connections before deciding which one to use for the arrangements.
It didn’t necessarily have to be Jasmine.
But since she had already handled it—and had done so of her own initiative—that was even better.
“You’re thoughtful,” Alexander said, also resting his elbows on the table and leaning forward so they could speak more quietly.
He asked Jasmine for the specific details of the arrangement.
This wasn’t something that could be taken lightly. Even though Alexander had the ability to reset time—so even if something unexpected happened to his family one day, he could still reset that day—he still didn’t want his family to suffer harm. Even if he could undo it.
In those ten thousand years of looping through time, Alexander had returned home too many times.
Every time, he chose a different moment to go back. The time of day would differ, the first thing he said would change, and so the conversation would always be a little different.
He had once pinned his desperate hopes of escaping the loop on his family.
But it hadn’t worked.
It wasn’t his family’s fault—it was the problem of repetition. No matter how he shifted the timing, his family’s day-to-day life remained mostly the same. In essence, it was still a repetition.
Repeat it too many times, and it became boring. And boredom leads to madness.
Alexander was leaning close to Jasmine, whispering like a real young couple sharing secrets.
Suddenly, a loud male voice came from nearby.
“Baby, how about here? It’s new—Italian food. I came last week, it’s authentic.”
A slightly chubby, middle-aged man wearing a baseball cap, who was actually fairly handsome, was standing at the entrance of the restaurant. Beside him was a heavily made-up young woman who reeked of perfume. He gestured toward the restaurant as he spoke.
“Sure, sure, this is perfect. I’ve never had Italian in a restaurant before. Let’s sit outside.” The heavily made-up girl was delighted, speaking in a cloying tone.
The two sat down at the next table.
They were loud when ordering, too. The man even waved his hand grandly and told her to order whatever she wanted.
After ordering, the pair kept talking loudly.
Suddenly, the girl demanded, “You said you came here last week. How come I didn’t know? Did you come with your old hag of a wife? Didn’t you say you were getting a divorce?”
The man hurried to explain and soothe her. “Baby, listen to me—I am getting a divorce. But I still have to attend social events. And there are property matters still unresolved. I can’t leave yet… Keep your voice down, don’t talk about this here.”
“Hmph! You always say that.”
“Don’t be mad, baby. I’ll take you to buy a new bag later.”
Several nearby tables were already frowning at their volume. It was painfully clear—an old cheating scumbag had brought his mistress out for a meal.
Alexander and Jasmine were also annoyed.
Loud chatter in public, completely lacking in manners.
The two of them had been whispering about the arrangements concerning Alexander’s family—something they absolutely couldn’t let others overhear, not even strangers. But now, thanks to the noise, they couldn’t even hear each other clearly.
Jasmine sat up straight and glanced back.
Alexander sat up too. He didn’t need to turn around—the couple was behind Jasmine and directly in his line of sight.
He had seen their faces clearly when they arrived.
He knew them.
That chubby but handsome middle-aged man—quite rich.
Alexander didn’t just recognize him. He also knew that guy was full of shit. Divorce? He was just sweet-talking the girl. That man wouldn’t dare divorce even if you gave him eight hundred reasons to. He wouldn’t even dare bring it up. If he did, he’d probably get beaten into the hospital—if he was lucky.
“Excuse me, could you keep it down? You’re disturbing everyone’s meal,” Jasmine said coldly after glancing over.
She wasn’t the type to cause trouble, but if someone disturbed her directly, she wasn’t the type to tolerate it either.
“Who the fuck are you? You own the goddamn place or what—” the man looked up and started cursing—totally uncultured, clearly a man who cared a lot about saving face. But the moment he saw Jasmine’s face, his voice cut off. His angry expression instantly turned into a smile. “Sorry, miss. We’ll keep it down. Really sorry, everyone, my apologies.”
He didn’t just apologize to Jasmine—he stood up and apologized to the surrounding tables as well.
Putting on the appearance of a well-mannered gentleman.
If only he hadn’t looked at Jasmine with such a lecherous gaze, it might’ve been believable.
But it was only because Jasmine was so stunning—stunning enough to make him switch tones instantly.
His eyes gave him away.
Jasmine ignored him and turned back to Alexander, picking up her watermelon juice and taking a sip.
The middle-aged man sat back down, but the heavily made-up girl wasn’t having it.
“What do you mean ‘miss’? What were you looking at?” she snapped.
“I wasn’t looking at anything, baby. We were in the wrong, disturbing others,” he said quickly.
“You always talk so boldly—so cool—but the moment you see a pretty girl, you act all gentlemanly? You got your eye on her now?”
“No! I love you the most, baby! Every other woman is trash to me!”
“Really? Then why are you talking so quietly now? Planning to chase after her?”
“Am I talking quietly? Can you stop already?!” The man suddenly yelled, clearly losing his temper. The girl went silent at once, no longer daring to argue, but turned her face away, ignoring him.
Seemed like a Cold War was brewing.
“Don’t be mad, baby. The food’s coming. Take another look, see if you want anything else,” he coaxed.
“You just want that slut, don’t you?” the girl said, pouting. Then she glanced spitefully at Jasmine’s back and muttered, “Don’t be fooled by her fake classy look. She’s probably some real estate agent slut who’s slept with god knows how many clients. Honestly, you’ll pick up any kind of trash.”
As she said it, her eyes burned with jealousy as she stared at Jasmine’s back.
Jasmine was already at her limit. Hearing that, she shot to her feet.
At the same moment, not far away, a bodyguard stood up as well and quickly walked toward the restaurant entrance.
Jasmine grabbed her watermelon juice but didn’t lift it.
Because Alexander had placed his hand over hers.
Jasmine looked at him.
“I got this,” Alexander mouthed with a smile.
Then he pulled out his phone, skillfully typing a message with one hand: "Your husband is dining with his mistress. The address is…"
He entered an unfamiliar number, then hit send.
Done!
Now time to enjoy the show.
Maybe it was because he knew so many people and so many things—Alexander felt like he could build connections from anywhere, with anything.
This time was no different.
That handsome middle-aged man’s wife was a tough, career-driven woman. Personally, she only counted as a second-tier connection, about on par with the dormant William Wycliffe. But her family—within NY City—was a force to be reckoned with.
After sending the message, Alexander gave Jasmine a reassuring look.
Jasmine took a deep breath and sat back down. She didn’t know what Alexander had in mind exactly for revenge, but ever since arriving in NY, she had kept a very low profile—and she truly didn’t want to get into a public conflict.
It would be beneath her status.
When a “dog” was barking at her, Jasmine wasn’t the type to bark back—she’d either avoid it or crush it completely.
And if a conflict did break out, she would never come out on the losing side.
Once she sat down, the few bodyguards who had just rushed over suddenly halted their steps. Jasmine touched her juice glass and flicked her hand slightly outward—a clear signal. The bodyguards understood instantly and casually walked a few steps before turning back.
“Tch! I thought something was about to happen. Who’s she trying to scare?” the woman with the heavy make up behind them said again.
She had actually been frightened just a moment ago.
When Jasmine had suddenly stood up, she suddenly felt the pressure. Momentum—it's intangible, but you can feel it.
She thought Jasmine was going to come over and hit her, and she’d even instinctively leaned into the middle-aged man’s arms in fear—but Jasmine had simply sat back down.
“Don’t be afraid, baby. No one would dare touch you! Even if she borrowed courage from ten people!” The handsome middle-aged man patted the girl’s back, saying it loud on purpose. He cared about reputation and price. At this moment, no matter how pretty Jasmine was, he had to side with his mistress.
“Tch, got up just to scare people, didn’t even come over. What a damn poser,” the girl muttered again.
Jasmine was truly livid.
She regretted sitting outside. Normally, she would always dine in private rooms—seeking peace and quiet. But today, because she was with Alexander, she had chosen to sit at the entrance.
If they had gone inside, none of this would’ve happened.
Alexander was still holding Jasmine’s hand, not letting go.
He really didn’t want things to go down that way. If she were to go over there and throw a drink in the woman’s face, her bodyguards would follow and rush in, beating everyone half to death, and then Dante would hear about it and who knows what kind of chaos he’d stir up.
It wasn’t that Jasmine would lose in the conflict—there was no chance of that.
But Alexander wasn’t trying to make her swallow her anger, either. It's just… where’s the fun in doing it that way?
Revenge—should always be done in the most satisfying way!
“Look at that guy—looks like some student. His girlfriend gets insulted, and he doesn’t even dare say a word… loser!” the loud woman’s voice carried over again.
Alexander acted like he didn’t hear. He gently patted the back of Jasmine’s hand before releasing it and said, “Let’s talk about something more interesting. Tell me—why do you think that woman is hard to win over? Is a few days really not enough?”
The words were vague. To others nearby, it would sound like he was talking about some random woman.
But Jasmine understood.
He was talking about Aileen Arison.
She didn’t know why Alexander suddenly brought this up in public, but she welcomed the distraction—it helped shift her attention from the infuriating couple behind them.
“The conditions she set are too harsh. No man would agree,” Jasmine replied.
“What’s so harsh about it? Isn’t it just becoming a live-in son-in-law? There are plenty of men who’d jump at the chance these days,” Alexander said with a grin.
Jasmine’s expression immediately changed.
Alexander was saying that kind of thing? Was he actually willing to become a live-in son-in-law?
Alexander raised his eyebrows at her.
And suddenly Jasmine seemed to understand something.
“Live-in son-in-law?” she scoffed coldly. “Any man with even a shred of pride—no! Any man who’s even still a man—would never stoop to that!”
“That’s not fair,” Alexander replied. “If women can marry into a man’s family, why can’t a man marry into a woman’s? What happened to gender equality?”
“That’s not the same at all,” Jasmine instantly rebutted. “When a woman marries a man, as long as the man is decent, she’s cherished by the entire family. Neither is inferior. No one looks down on her.”
They debated gender equality for a few minutes.
Then the topic returned to the idea of live-in sons-in-law.
“A man who marries into a woman’s family? What even is that? Only someone who’s weak, greedy, and can’t find a wife on his own would do that. Do you really think any woman likes a man who marries in? Which woman doesn’t want a strong man by her side? A man who becomes a live-in son-in-law—he’s beneath even a dog!”
“Everyone in the family gives him dirty looks. Back in his hometown, people will gossip about him behind his back for life! Now, I’m not saying it’s morally wrong. It’s a personal choice. If a man is generous enough to let his children take his wife’s name, that’s his business. We don’t have the right to judge. But if you go live in someone else’s house just to act like a damn pet—even rank under the family dog? Forced to bow and scrape to everyone just to keep some woman and her money? Living without an ounce of dignity—what kind of man is that?”
Jasmine was speaking her true thoughts.
She looked down on women who tolerated domestic abuse and refused to divorce, and she equally looked down on men who became live-in sons-in-law.
As a woman, she wanted women to be strong—but she also wanted men to live with backbone!
“You put it that way, and yeah… it makes sense,” Alexander nodded thoughtfully. “A man who becomes a live-in son-in-law really is lower than a dog. Especially those who toss aside all self-respect just for money—they might as well die!”
CRASH!
Suddenly, a loud bang came from behind Jasmine—it was the sound of a large juice glass being slammed and shattered.
The handsome middle-aged man’s face was twisted in fury, his whole face red with rage.
“You think I’m gonna just take this? Who the hell do you think you’re talking about?!” the man shot to his feet and roared. He was about to explode.
He thought they were targeting him—that it was all intentional.
And he wasn’t wrong!
Alexander was targeting him—because he was a live-in son-in-law! And worse—he really did rank below the family dog!
So the conversation between Alexander and Jasmine had pierced straight into his heart—every word like a knife.
Alexander gently pressed Jasmine’s hand again, then stood up and said loudly, “Who are you yelling at? Why are you so upset? We’re talking about live-in sons-in-law being dogs. What’s that got to do with you? Are you a live-in son-in-law? Huh? Are you?”
He smiled innocently, even looking puzzled, but his voice was loud and clear.
Several tables nearby turned their heads.
Even diners near the entrance inside leaned out to look toward the commotion.
The middle-aged man was frozen, his face turning beet red, unable to say a word.
Admit it? Say out loud that he was a live-in son-in-law? He’d never live it down.
But everyone could see—Alexander was scolding him.
Could he take it quietly?
“You’re a live-in son-in-law?” the loud jealous woman turned her head with disbelief in her eyes. She had known he was married—he told her himself—but he also said he was getting divorced. Claimed he was only waiting on property division before marrying her. But he never said he was the one who married in.
How was he supposed to divorce then? Did he even dare? And what property was there to divide? What a joke!
“I—I'm not!” the man stammered, face flushed with shame.
“Then what are you so worked up about? If it’s not about you, why say we’re talking about you? You gave me a scare. I almost thought you were one of those guys who marries into another person’s house just to act like a dog. If you are, fine, own up to it. If not, then this has nothing to do with you…” Alexander said as he tapped the screen of his phone to check the time.
She should be arriving any moment now.
That tough middle-aged woman’s company wasn’t far from here. This guy had obviously snuck out during lunch to meet his mistress—he wouldn’t go far.
He’d done this kind of thing before—Alexander knew.
“You—you bastard—” the man was trembling with rage, glaring at Alexander like he wanted to tear him to pieces.
And just then—
BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!
A blaring car horn.
The restaurant sat at the edge of a plaza where vehicles weren’t normally allowed—but a convoy of black business cars was forcing its way through, honking to clear the path.
The cars stopped right at the curb.
All the doors opened at once. More than a dozen bodyguards in black suits stepped out.
From the middle vehicle, a heavyset woman in her forties emerged, draped in a shawl.
Though she was plain-looking and overweight, she exuded a powerful aura—a commanding presence.
Compared to Jasmine, she lacked sharpness and radiance, but had an undeniable gravity.
When the handsome middle-aged man saw her, his face instantly went pale—
He collapsed back into his seat, terrified.
Alexander also sat down, smiling as he glanced at Jasmine.
It’s showtime.




Chapter 9: Revenge

The handsome middle-aged man was completely stunned. The moment he saw the noble-looking middle-aged woman, he froze on the spot.
As soon as she got out of the car, the woman locked eyes on him. Her face was calm, but her gaze was murderous. She marched toward the table, flanked by over a dozen bodyguards.
Everyone around could immediately tell—something was seriously wrong.
Jasmine turned her head and looked over. The moment she saw the woman, her face showed a trace of surprise—because she recognized her. This was one of the very first local businesspeople Jasmine had met after arriving in NY.
Margaret Whittaker, 45 years old.
Chairwoman of Whittaker Holdings, owner of the Tide house Club in Manhattan, Vice President of New York City’s Chamber of Commerce, and Executive Secretary of the NYC Entrepreneurs’ Council…
Her personal net worth was currently estimated at around $140 million.
In terms of pure wealth, Margaret Whittaker didn’t even rank among the top 25 richest individuals in New York City. But in the local business world, her status was unique.
Her father, Damien Whittaker, was an American expatriate businessman. He was the founder and first president of the New York City Chamber of Commerce, and also served as the inaugural president of the NYC Entrepreneurs’ Council.
He was the key figure behind the establishment of the New York Overseas Business Association, and had made significant contributions to the city’s economic landscape over the past several decades—both in funding and strategic development.
He once served two terms as a U.S. House delegate and one term as a state advisory board member. Now approaching eighty, he had long since retired to a quieter life of comfort and retirement.
But even in retirement, he still held honorary titles—Honorary Chairman of the NY City’s Chamber and the Entrepreneur Association.
He had five children. His eldest son, now nearly sixty, was the family’s main heir and had already relocated the family business headquarters to the capital for better development.
His second and fourth sons had gone into politics. The fourth was the most successful—currently the mayor of a city in the northwest, not even fifty yet.
The third and fifth were daughters. The third had long since married, living abroad.
And the youngest—was Margaret Whittaker.
She was the only one of the five still living with her father.
Though she didn’t inherit the family business, she had, with her family's support, started her own ventures in her twenties—carving out her own empire as a formidable businesswoman.
Jasmine had met Margaret four years ago.
In NY, though the Whittaker family had split its holdings and no longer held absolute authority, they were still one of the most prestigious families—not the richest, but definitely the most respected.
As long as the head of their clan was alive, that wouldn’t change.
When Jasmine had first arrived in NY, she’d visited Margaret with Dante —not to ask for help, but as a sign of respect, a gesture of goodwill to avoid unnecessary conflict in the future.
Damien and the old patriarch of the Doran family were acquaintances.
Even at his peak, Damien Whittaker couldn’t compare to the Doran family head—but they knew each other, and that connection was why Dante had come to NY City in the first place.
Jasmine had met Damien, and through him, Margaret.
But since they hadn’t had business dealings, and Jasmine wasn’t one for socializing, the two had only met a few times. She had never met Margaret’s current husband.
But she had heard that Margaret had been married three times. The first two ended badly. The third time, she took in a man as a live-in husband.
That husband was much younger than her—barely in his twenties when they married—a textbook pretty boy.
And that wasn’t a label from Jasmine. That’s what everyone called him.
Rumor had it, back when they had first married over a decade ago, Margaret used to bring her young husband to events. But that had stopped pretty quickly.
Jasmine now looked at Margaret thoughtfully, then suddenly turned to look at Alexander. And then she twisted around to look at the handsome middle-aged man, whose face was now pale with terror.
Was that him?
Margaret’s husband?
The pretty boy who married into the Whittaker family over ten years ago?
Had Alexander just texted Margaret to come catch her husband cheating?
As Jasmine thought it through, the pieces fell into place.
That arrogant, self-important, classless middle-aged man looked about thirty-something. If he got married ten-plus years ago, he would’ve been in his early twenties then. And now, though he was a bit chubby with age, he still had a handsomely sharp appearance.
It wasn’t hard to imagine—he must’ve been ridiculously good-looking in his youth. A real pretty boy.
Margaret hadn’t noticed Jasmine.
In fact, she hadn’t looked at anyone else.
From the moment she got out of the car, her eyes had locked on that handsome middle-aged man—her husband, John Miller.
She stormed forward with her bodyguards in formation. The atmosphere was chilling.
The girl with the heavy makeup sensed danger and immediately clung to John’s arm, whispering, “Babe… who are they? Do you know them?”
She didn’t guess that Margaret was John’s wife—there was too big an age gap. At least ten years.
John looked like he was about to faint. He shoved the girl away in a panic and scrambled to his feet, stepping far aside.
As if she were the plague, he fled from the girl without hesitation.
“What the hell?! Why’d you push me, you bastard—” the girl was stunned and furious.
“You. This has nothing to do with you. Leave,” Margaret said coldly as she approached, her tone leaving no room for discussion.
She had no interest in causing trouble for the girl. This wasn’t the first time she’d caught John in an affair.
Once upon a time, she used to get angry—blaming the women who seduced her husband.
But she’d learned.
Blame the root, not the symptom.
She knew exactly who deserved punishment.
“Who the hell are you, fat bitch?! Telling me to leave? You think you scare me? This is a country ruled by law—” the girl snapped back.
SMACK!
A sharp, resounding slap.
Margaret’s full-force swing sent the girl flying—overturning a chair as she hit the ground, completely stunned.
“Fuck. Off.” Margaret said coldly, eyes narrowed.
The girl wasn’t just stunned—she was terrified.
She backed away on the floor, trying to crawl.
But two bodyguards stepped forward, grabbed her, and dragged her to the roadside like garbage—dumping her ten meters away.
Margaret didn’t spare her a second glance. She stepped forward again—toward John.
“Wife… let me explain…” he stammered.
THUD!
John Miller—who had been so smug since he arrived into the restaurant—suddenly dropped to his knees.
And at that moment, Margaret grabbed the glass pitcher of lemon water from the table.
Before Wang could finish a word, CRASH!—the pitcher smashed over his head, blood splattering as shards rained down.
“How many times?! HOW MANY TIMES?! I spend my money on you, and you use it to spoil other women?! How many damn times?! Even raising a dog would be better than raising you!” she bellowed.
She kicked him across the face, then picked up a chair and slammed it onto him.
Everyone around, inside and out, was stunned.
Restaurant staff rushed out to intervene, to stop her—but the bodyguards stopped them. They stood watch, eyes sharp, ready to stop anyone who dared to film.
Margaret didn’t let the bodyguards do anything.
She personally beat John for five minutes straight.
He did nothing but cover his head and beg—he didn’t dare resist. His head, face, arms—all were covered in blood.
Finally, Margaret had enough.
“Take him away,” she said calmly to her guards.
The bodyguards stepped in and dragged the limp, bloodied man up to the cars.
Margaret didn’t care about the onlookers. She pulled out her phone and dialed a number.
The one who had tipped her off had used a private number.
She didn’t know who it was—but she figured the person must’ve been nearby. So she called, just to see if they were still around.
Ring ring—
Just a few meters away, Alexander’s phone began to ring—right on the table.
Margaret suddenly spun around, phone in hand. She saw the back of Jasmine, but didn’t recognize her at first. Only when she took a few steps forward and noticed the phone on the table ringing did she realize it was Jasmine.
Her anger from before had been too intense to notice anyone else.
“Miss Doran, what are you doing here?” Margaret was surprised to see her and smiled, casually glancing at Alexander.
The ringing phone lay right in front of him.
Just moments ago, Margaret’s expression had been dark, her temper raging and her breath heavy. Yet now, speaking to Jasmine, her smile was natural and warm—like unexpectedly running into an old acquaintance on the street.
As if the brutal beating she’d just given her cheating husband never happened.
This plump middle-aged businesswoman had a mindset that could be called explosively strong!
“Ms. Whittaker, long time no see.” Jasmine naturally stood up and smiled, shaking Margaret’s hand.
Alexander picked up the ringing phone and immediately hung up, standing up as well.
“This must be Boss Doran’s boyfriend, Mr. Ciotta, right?” Margaret glanced at Alexander and smiled at Jasmine as she spoke. She knew Jasmine had a boyfriend surnamed Ciotta.
All because of the brief conflict with Frank Delaney, rumors had spread.
Jasmine nodded.
“Nice to meet you, Ms. Whittaker.” Alexander smiled and shook her hand.
“Mr. Ciotta is truly a gentleman. Miss Doran is lucky to have such good taste,” Margaret praised Alexander openly, then smiled knowingly at Jasmine.
Though Margaret Whittaker held a special position in NY’s business world, where almost no major merchant dared disrespect her—and most were her friends—both she, Frank Delaney, and Roland Murphy maintained a cautious attitude toward Jasmine.
Jasmine had once visited the Whittaker family with gifts, very politely and respectfully.
But that was for the elder Damien, not for Margaret herself.
And Margaret was not the main heir to the Whittaker family business; among Damien’s children, she was not first in status.
So even she had to be mindful not to offend Jasmine—the eldest granddaughter of the Doran family’s main branch, and Dante Doran’s older sister.
Margaret’s social skills and ways of dealing with people resembled Frank Delaney’s.
“Are Miss Doran and Mr. Ciotta here on a date?” After a few polite words, she brought the topic back to what she cared about: “So… was that a text from Mr. Ciotta just now?”
She didn’t wonder how Alexander got her number—since Jasmine had it, it wasn’t surprising he did.
What puzzled her was that she no longer took her husband out in public, unwilling to expose him.
She also guessed Jasmine probably didn’t know her husband.
That was odd.
And besides... Margaret felt uneasy. Family scandals were best kept private. Now, Jasmine’s involvement—though well-intentioned—would cause the matter to spread more widely as gossip.
“It was me,” Alexander nodded.
“Really sorry for making you watch this drama,” Margaret said, forcing a slightly awkward smile.
It wasn’t just Jasmine and Alexander that were amused—soon, all the wealthy and powerful in NY City would know.
They’d probably whisper behind her back: how she couldn’t even control a weak man that married in, and he’d been caught by the Doran family’s eldest granddaughter. What a joke!
“Actually, though I’ve seen your husband a few times, Ms. Whittaker, this is your family matter. At first, I didn’t want to send you that message.” Alexander smiled wryly.
“But… your husband was so rude, cursing us over a trivial matter…”
Margaret’s expression changed sharply. “He fought and argued with you?”
“Not exactly. We exchanged a few words over some small thing. He brought that woman over, spoke loudly, mentioned divorcing you and taking property, promising marriage to that girl. Since Jasmine didn’t know him, I happened to mention it to her…”
“I know, Ms. Whittaker, you and Jasmine are good friends, and the Doran and Whittaker families have long-standing ties. Both powerful families that always helped each other.” Alexander’s words flattered the Whittaker family a little bit too much, but that wasn’t the point.
“Once Jasmine knew he was your husband, she didn’t want to interfere in your family’s matters. It’s a public place, after all; causing a scene wouldn’t be good for you. But what they said about you back then was really harsh, so Jasmine turned back and told them to keep it down, so they wouldn’t disturb other customers.”
“They realized they had angered everyone, so they didn’t say anything else and apologized.”
“At first, it would have been fine after that, but they stayed at the table, whispering and saying things like I was a coward and that Jasmine was selling houses and sleeping with clients and the like. Jasmine almost went over to hit them… I stopped her.”
“After all, it’s your husband, Ms. Whittaker. If Jasmine had hit him, what do you think would happen after? It would lead to bad feelings. We’re all friends with good relations; breaking up over this matter isn’t worth it… So I sent you that message.”
When Alexander finished speaking in a calm tone, both Margaret and Jasmine’s faces changed.
Margaret looked at Alexander with eyes that suddenly a hundred times warmer!
Outsiders might not immediately understand what was special about Alexander’s words, but as the person involved, she instantly realized how much trouble Alexander’s message had spared her!
She knew exactly who Jasmine was!
Someone of her status being insulted as “sleeping with clients”… her anger was normal. If she had truly lost control and become furious, her husband today would have been beaten to disability by Jasmine’s bodyguards, and that would have been the mildest outcome!
Behind Jasmine stood her fiercely protective younger brother, Dante Doran, who had been in NY for six years and almost taken charge, earning the title “Young Master of NY City”!
That was the Doran’s family’s legitimate eldest grandson! Even more not to be messed with!
So if her husband really got crippled…
What would she do?
Although John was a low-status live-in son-in-law, as the saying goes: Don’t hit the dog. Look for the owner.
If Jasmine crippled her husband, would she intervene or not?
Would she fight back?

Do nothing? Or even apologize? Would she have any reputation and authority left? Would the Whittaker family have any dignity left? If she did nothing or apologized, that would very likely mark the beginning of the Whittaker family’s fall from grace in the city !

Being so afraid of trouble would drain the prestige of the elder Mr. Damien!

But if she does intervene, how? Fight back? Question? Go to war with Jasmine?
This was the Doran family! They really, really weren’t easy to mess with!
So once it came to that, Margaret’s troubles would be huge!
No matter what she did, it would be wrong; weak or strong, inside or out, she’d be scorned!
Although Alexander’s words sounded casual, like just describing the situation simply and saying he didn’t want to damage their relationship, Margaret clearly understood how much trouble Alexander had saved her from!
One text had defused a major crisis!
“Oh, is that so? Sorry for troubling you. It’s Mr. Ciotta who was thoughtful. We made Miss Jasmine suffer and get angry. Really sorry…” Margaret hurriedly apologized, even grabbing Alexander’s hand as she spoke, then apologized again to Jasmine, before saying, “Please wait a moment.”
With that, she hurried toward the car by the roadside.
Her husband had been taken back into the car, and she was about to bring him out again.
After Margaret walked away, Jasmine gave Alexander a cold, deep look, saying nothing but clearly rattled.
She knew Alexander had just lied; he hadn’t told her in advance that was Margaret’s husband.
She also knew that with Margaret’s personality, she might not have thanked her for this, and might even have felt uncomfortable—Catching the cheating husband would have been “helping”, but it would have also made the situation more public, with her appearing as meddlesome.
But Alexander had solved it with the simplest words, even shifting the root of the conflict from “they were speaking loudly” to “Jasmine knew their identity and felt their insults were harsh and offensive to Margret…”
Now Margaret not only wouldn’t feel uncomfortable with her but would probably get along better.
And Margaret was likely already feeling grateful to Alexander!
She owed him a big favor!
How did this happen?
He seemed like he didn’t do anything special, but he just did it! Using everyone present, including Jasmine herself !
Jasmine felt that Alexander was in fact quite terrifying!
It was the kind of social skill that made one’s hair stand on end—terrifyingly good!
 
Jasmine knew Alexander’s abilities and firmly believed he was a capable man—he’d proven it to her far too many times in quite the short period of time.
But before today, she had never once found Alexander frightening. Even in the incident with Frank Delaney, when Alexander eventually told Jasmine the truth, and she realized he’d pulled off the reversal using information, she’d only thought—he’s a true professional, a real expert in intel!
Until this moment.
Jasmine had been involved in the entire process. She had seen, with her own eyes, how things happened, how they developed, and finally—how Alexander, through carefully crafted words… brought everything to a perfect conclusion!
Not only had he wrapped up this act of revenge flawlessly, he’d even made Margaret owe him a major favor!
A situation that shouldn’t have led to any positive connection, and might have even made Margaret uncomfortable—Alexander had forcefully twisted it into a beneficial one!
Alexander had lied, but the only one who could expose the lie—was Jasmine!
Yet Jasmine just so happened to be one of the beneficiaries of Alexander’s lie.
She couldn’t possibly expose him. She couldn’t tell Margaret that the reason she got up to tell her husband and mistress to shut up was simply because they were being too loud—not because, as Alexander claimed, she was upset over what they were saying about Margaret, her “close friend”.
The way Alexander handled it let everyone feeling happy.
Including Jasmine herself. (Well, except the loud woman and the cheating husband.)
But once Jasmine calmly analyzed the whole thing, a chill crept up her spine.
“What’s wrong?” Alexander smiled as he noticed Jasmine staring fixedly at him.
“You were really handsome today!” Jasmine mimicked his usual tone and returned a smile.
“Really? I’ve always been handsome, not just today.” Alexander spoke while adjusting his collar with a smirk.
Seeing this, Jasmine stepped around the table and came up to him, taking the initiative to help straighten his collar and lapels.
A normal act between a couple.
She took the chance to lean in closer and whispered, “Are you always this… good at playing games?”
“Are you becoming more and more interested in me?” Alexander responded in a low voice, glancing at her sideways.
“Yes! I really am. I just want to peel you layer by layer, look into your heart, your brain, and see how you’re built. Are you always this sure of yourself?”
“Don’t make it sound so creepy. I’m not an onion, you know—layer by layer…” Alexander didn’t answer directly.
From the outside, it looked like Jasmine had approached Alexander to help fix his clothes, and then the two whispered sweet nothing's to each other—intimate and inseparable.
At the same time—
Margaret had returned to her car and dragged out her scumbag husband, who was covered in blood.
“Hurry up! Stop dawdling!”
Apparently irritated at how slowly John moved, Margaret kicked him square in the back, causing him to stumble forward and fall right next to Jasmine and Alexander’s table.
“What the hell are you even good for? You eat my food, drink my drinks, I’ve given you no shortage of money! You’re out here keeping another woman, and I haven’t even said a word to you about that! Now you go and stir up trouble and offend people? Are you blind?! Do you think you can offend Boss Doran? Worthless trash!”
Still unsatisfied, Margaret kept cursing while stomping on John again and again.
She was the very picture of a vulgar shrew.
“Apologize! I’m telling you to fucking apologize!”
“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I was wrong! I’m blind! I’m sorry! I’m worse than a pig or a dog! I’m trash!”
Under Margaret’s kicks and demands, John knelt in front of Jasmine, slapping himself in the face repeatedly as he apologized.
It was a very practiced apology…
But Jasmine frowned slightly.
Although she’d always had a good relationship with Margaret, she had never agreed with some of her ways.
After two failed marriages, Margaret began keeping the company of younger men. When she got pregnant by John, she made him marry into her family. Her mindset had already twisted by then—obsessed with good looks, she treated her boy toy according to her mood: pampered when happy, beaten when annoyed.
At one point, calling her a perverse rich woman wouldn’t have been an exaggeration.
John made his own choice. He chose this path, willingly becoming her lapdog. There wasn’t much to sympathize with.
But for Margaret to make her legal husband humiliate himself in public—slapping his own face just to smooth things over and build connections—Jasmine couldn’t agree with that.
Jasmine could punish people close to her for making mistakes, but she would never do it in front of others like this.
She didn’t even want to accept this kind of apology in public, all while being watched by a crowd.
She didn’t care what John was. What mattered to her was Margaret—because she was a valuable connection. But truth be told… in terms of her private life, her family, and the way she treated people around her—Margaret truly had issues.
Still, that had nothing to do with Jasmine.
From a networking and social perspective, Margaret had no problems at all.
“Miss Doran, I’m really sorry about today. I didn’t expect that bastard in my house to be so blind…” She looked up at Jasmine again, putting on a smile the moment after furiously cursing her husband.
She looked like someone with multiple personalities.
John was still apologizing and slapping himself, and she didn’t tell him to stop.
“It’s fine, Ms.Whittaker. It’s all in the past.” Jasmine responded, glancing around. Though both hers and Margaret’s bodyguards had spread out to keep a close watch and no one dared approach—
Even from far away, there were people stopping to watch the scene at the entrance.
“How about this—you two haven’t had lunch yet, right?” Margaret caught Jasmine’s expression and realized she didn’t want an audience. She also saw only drinks on their table, meaning no food had arrived yet.
“How about I treat you? Let’s eat inside.It’s been months since we last saw each other. My father was just praising you the other day, saying you’re more capable than I am. You’ve only been in NY for a few years and your business is already booming. I’ve been meaning to pick your brain…”
Margaret really knew how to talk.
And just like that, the three of them entered the Italian restaurant and went up to a private room on the second floor.
As for the beaten husband………she arranged for the bodyguards to take him to the hospital before going in.
The farce was finally over.




Chapter 10: Second kiss. Under the trees.

She had agreed to have a meal with Margret, but what Jasmine didn’t expect—was that this meal ended up lasting more than three hours!
Margaret hosted the lunch. It was just the three of them in the private room. She seemed to have endless things to say. Not only could she discuss business with Jasmine, she could also talk with Alexander. When she found out he was Jasmine’s assistant, she wasn’t surprised at all. On the contrary, she naturally praised Alexander and Jasmine, saying things like “a perfect match,” “a relationship destined for success,” and that Magical Glamour was bound to rise even higher.
She covered all angles.
Alexander could tell what was on Margaret’s mind—she simply wanted to get closer to them, to chat more. She didn’t want Jasmine to hold a grudge over her husband’s actions. At the same time, she wanted to use this opportunity to strengthen their connection.
It wasn’t until past 3:00 p.m. that the lunch finally came to an end.
They hadn’t eaten much—but they’d certainly had plenty of wine.
Margaret had brought the wine herself. She drank nearly two whole bottles of red wine and even opened champagne, yet showed no signs of drunkenness—her tolerance was frightening!
Jasmine, on the other hand, hadn’t drunk as much, yet was less clear-headed—slightly tipsy.
She didn’t like social drinking. She rarely drank, and her tolerance was mediocre.
Around 3:40 p.m., the three walked out of the restaurant and said goodbye at the door.
Margaret got in her car and left.
But Jasmine didn’t want to return to the company right away. Holding Alexander’s arm, she leaned against his shoulder and said softly, “Let’s go for a walk. Get some fresh air.” Alexander didn’t even have to ask why.
Jasmine needed to sober up. She wouldn’t go to work drunk.
She hated the feeling of being drunk—because only when someone is completely sober can they be truly strong and in control!
The two walked along the sidewalk, then crossed the plaza to the shade of the trees opposite.
The area was bustling with people coming and going. Jasmine’s bodyguards kept their distance, following from afar.
Jasmine didn’t speak the whole time. The slightly tipsy her seemed lost in thought.
Ring ring ring…
Alexander’s phone suddenly rang.
He took it out and glanced at the screen. A strange smile crept onto his face as he answered and held it to his ear.
“Mr. Ciotta, is it? I’m Aileen Arison. I believe we ought to meet—let’s arrange a time.” The voice on the phone was cold and crisp.
She had called earlier than he had expected.
He had estimated it would take a few days—maybe not a precise number, but definitely not this soon. Yet to his surprise, only one day had passed before Aileen called him directly. She didn’t even send a message first. That alone showed how urgently she wanted to resolve this matter.
One day was also enough time for her to investigate everything about Alexander.
Back when Jasmine looked into him, it had taken a single phone call—less than an hour later, his file was on her desk. Aileen could do the same: with just one call, she’d get Alexander’s information—but that only covered the basics.
Things like his age, education background, family situation, etc.
Beyond that, Alexander didn’t have much else to his name. Up until July 7th, 2024, his life was incredibly ordinary. So ordinary that, in his twenty-two years, there wasn’t anything remotely worth noting.
But once July 7th had passed, Alexander’s life instantly became eventful.
Still, even so—today was only July 10th.
Only three days had passed!
Although a lot had happened in those days, everything was recent, and the people involved were few. That made it easier to investigate thoroughly.
The fact that Aileen had called proved that she already knew Alexander was Jasmine Doran’s boyfriend, that he’d had a conflict with Frank Delaney that was resolved amicably, and other such details…
She was probably even more anxious now than she had been yesterday.
Because she’d realized Alexander wasn’t just some ordinary guy. He’d been too ordinary before—then suddenly became anything but.
Which meant she probably couldn’t just throw money at him or use threats and manipulation to keep his mouth shut. Alexander was someone even the Arison family would struggle to deal with directly.
“Is there a need to meet?” Alexander said with a casual smile. “I told you, don’t worry. I won’t say anything to anyone.”
“No, Mr. Ciotta, I really do believe we need to meet face-to-face,” Aileen’s voice remained calm and cold. “Some things are better discussed in person. I don’t know where you got your information, but I believe there may be a misunderstanding.”
“You distrust me that much, huh…” Alexander sighed with a laugh. “Alright, fine. Where?”
“Tomorrow, nine in the morning. At the Sterling Vale Private Club. Call me when you arrive.” Aileen gave the time and place directly.
“Alright,” Alexander replied.
She hung up right after.
Alexander had just put his phone back in his pocket when a slightly tipsy voice beside him said, “Who was that? Sounded like a woman.”
He and Jasmine were still walking arm-in-arm under the trees. She’d caught the faint sound of a woman’s voice through the phone, though not clearly enough to make out the conversation.
But from Alexander’s responses, she could piece together that he seemed to know something about the other person—and that she didn’t trust him.
That really matched Alexander’s identity as an “information broker”!
“What, women aren’t allowed to call me?” Alexander tilted his head with a grin. “Jealous?”
“Didn’t I already lose to you? I’m not allowed to be jealous, am I?” Jasmine replied with a smile. The tipsy smile on her full, soft lips was particularly alluring.
“Then why do you care if it was a woman?” Alexander teased.
“Can’t I ask? Just chatting, that’s all… So, was it business? Someone wants you to keep a secret?” Jasmine asked again.
“Not exactly business, but yeah—it’s related to a secret.” Alexander smiled.
“Tell me about it,” Jasmine said.
“Usually you’re not this curious, are you? That’s not like you—wanting to know other people’s secrets.” Alexander’s tone was teasing.
“Who said I’m not curious?” Jasmine immediately replied. She suddenly pulled on his hand, turned to face him, and poked a finger against his chest, speaking slowly: “Right now… I’m very curious… about you.”
Alcohol was definitely making her act a little differently.
“You really want to know me that badly?” Alexander smiled.
“Why not? Can’t I try to understand you? There’s something about you that’s just… fascinating to me!” Jasmine said bluntly.
“Are you in love with me?” Alexander asked with a smile.
“Not quite.” Jasmine denied it first, then added, “I’ll admit, though, you do tick a lot of boxes for what I’d want in a partner.”
“Wow, that doesn’t sound like good news,” Alexander chuckled, an odd look on his face.
“There you go again, putting me down on purpose,” Jasmine narrowed her eyes.
“I didn’t— I was just…” Alexander didn’t finish his sentence—
Because Jasmine suddenly wrapped her arms around his neck, leaned up a bit and pressed her lips against his own.
The kiss was even more sudden than the one they shared before—but this time, she wasn’t as aggressive. The kiss was slower, more deliberate, her breathing heavy.
She really didn’t know how to kiss.
But this time, things were different. She had already knelt for him, and so her obedience had increased, even if by a tiny amount.
So Alexander guided her, responding gently to the kiss. Taking the lead as he wrapped his arms around her slender waist, pulling her to him.
Her large tits perfectly nestled against his toned chest, her scent tickling his nostrils. Her taste was sweet, addicting. At first, he only pressed their lips together, though soon the tip of his tongue began to gently trace her lips. The movement causing her eyes to widen like a deer caught in the headlight.
A brief second later, she relaxed and parted her lips slightly, her own fragrant tongue meeting his own, just a tiny bit.
And just like that, the two of them stood under the trees by the bustling plaza, wrapped in each other’s arms, slowly savoring each other’s taste.
Jasmine’s bodyguards stayed far off, not coming any closer, while keeping watch on the surroundings.
A few passersby noticed the two of them—including some young couples—who exchanged glances and laughed quietly while looking toward the shaded trees.
A gentle breeze blew.
No one came to interrupt.
And no one noticed that far off by the roadside, inside a black SUV with the rear window open, a man holding binoculars had just seen the whole thing. He immediately put the binoculars down and grabbed a large, cannon-like DSLR camera, adjusted the focus quickly, and zoomed in to capture the moment.
The kiss lasted for over twenty seconds—maybe longer.
Eventually, Jasmine tilted her head downward, pulled away a little, then looked up at Alexander. She pressed her lips together, slightly swollen from the kiss and glistening in a mixture of their saliva. Smiling slightly, she asked, “Why didn’t you push me away?”
“Why should I?” He countered.
“You’ve always acted like you don’t like me, that you’d never fall for me, even constantly putting me down. Shouldn’t you have pushed me away?” She smirked. “Don’t you have someone prettier and richer than me?”
“Those are different things,” Alexander smiled.
“Hm? Then how do you explain it? Why didn’t you push me away if you supposedly can’t stand me?”
“It’s not complicated.”
“If it’s not, then go ahead and explain!”
“Well… you threw yourself at me, and only a fool would turn down a freebie!”
Jasmine almost choked right then and there.
She didn’t know why—but whenever he said something like that, it always made her so mad!
“Forget it. You’re all talk,” She grumbled. She didn’t bother hiding her annoyance. She grabbed Alexander’s arm and strode forward, saying, “Let’s go. Time to head back to the office.”
Back they went.
By the time they returned to the Magical Glamour’s office, it was already past four in the afternoon. When they reached the underground parking lot, Jasmine had mostly sobered up—she hadn’t been that drunk to begin with.
She had to work overtime today. Since they’d changed brand ambassadors, a lot of arrangements had to be redone, so the two of them wouldn’t be having dinner together tonight.
Alexander didn’t go upstairs either—he had nothing to do there. After Jasmine dropped him off, he went to get his own Lamborghini and drove home.
Back to Villa No. 36.
Alexander went down to the basement gym. It was fully stocked with equipment previously bought by Dante—like a proper fitness center.
He’d done strength training yesterday and woke up sore all over. Only after a massage did it feel better.
So today, he decided to take it easy— just cardio. Punching the sandbag and just the sandbag. Training his muscle memory and nothing more.
He’d probably still be sore all over tomorrow—but as long as he could move, it was fine.
After 10 p.m., a thoroughly exhausted Alexander fell into a deep sleep.
 

 
A new day: 7AM, July 11th, 2024.
Alexander woke up early, read some news, had a quick phone call checking in with Jasmine, and then slowly made his way downstairs for breakfast.
Around 8 a.m., he got in his Lamborghini and hit the road.
Just before 9 a.m., Alexander arrived on time outside Sterling Vale Private Club—where he had agreed to meet Aileen Arison.
He dialed her number and simply said: “I’m here.”
“Just come straight in. I’ll tell the front desk. Head to the golf course—I’m at Zone C.” Her voice was just as calm and cold as it had been the day before. She hung up right after saying that.
Alexander drove into the front grounds of the Sterling Vale Club—a massive parking lot.
The club was located in the northern suburbs of the City, just barely on the edge of the main urban area, but not within it. Despite the remote location, the place was extremely upscale and luxurious.
The main highlight? It was huge. Really huge.
Very different from the hedonistic establishments run by Dante Doran.
This place was much more business-oriented.
To put it simply—it was a rich people’s club.
A sleek, sprawling building with cutting-edge design housed not just dining and lodging, but also swimming, fitness, bowling, tennis, golf, and other leisure activities, all backed by 24-hour butler-style service.
It was an elite private business club that accepted members only—no walk-ins allowed.
You had to sign up for a membership to enjoy any of its services.
The lowest-tier gold card cost $50,000 a year—and that was just the sign-up fee. Actual expenses were charged separately.
The higher-tier diamond card cost many times more than that, also excluding consumption.
And then there was the highest-tier black card. But that wasn’t something you could get just by having money. Without sufficient status—or a referral—you simply couldn’t get one.
Each membership tier came with its own set of privileges.
As far as Alexander knew, Aileen had a black card here. Black card members could bring in unlimited guests, dine and spend freely, and use all the club’s recreational facilities.
There were plenty of luxury cars in the parking lot, but it still felt spacious due to the sheer size of the place.
Alexander parked his Lamborghini in a random spot and strolled inside.
He was very familiar with the place.
He’d been here many times during his ten thousand-year time loops. For a while, he came frequently. Though a card cost so much, and he hadn’t had that kind of money, he could mortgage the house and take out high-interest loans—complete the process, and the funds would hit his account instantly. It never even took a full morning.
And since the loop reset each day, he never cared about the aftermath of spending money.
Of course, not every visit involved paying. He’d snuck in plenty of times, too—developing quite the skill for it. Getting in undetected wasn’t hard.
He’d once thoroughly enjoyed the elite lifestyle of high society.
“Sir, do you have a membership card? Is this your first visit? Would you like a quick tour of the facilities?” the receptionist asked with a professional smile.
“I have an appointment—with Miss Arison,” Alexander replied with a smile.
“One moment, please…” she said, lowering her head as if to check something.
“Mr. Ciotta, is that you?” At that moment, a middle-aged woman in a professional outfit quickly walked over. She was attractive and carried herself with elegance—one of the front desk managers of the private club.
“That’s me,” Alexander replied, looking at her.
“Please follow me, Mr. Ciotta. Miss Arison is expecting you,” the manager said, immediately guiding him inside.
She didn’t know who Alexander was, but she definitely knew who Aileen Arison was. As the top socialite of NY, her guest was someone to be treated with utmost care.
The place was massive, so following the manager took several minutes of walking. Then they had to ride a golf cart for two more minutes before Alexander finally spotted Aileen from a distance.
Zone C, Area 15. One of the golf course.
The first floor facing the course was a large open-air terrace garden with a long sunshade extending five meters out vertically and stretching a hundred meters horizontally. Beneath it were individual snack platforms, each spaced several meters apart.
It was only 9 a.m., so the golf course was nearly empty.
Alexander stepped off the golf cart and looked toward Aileen, who was swinging a golf club and sending balls into the distance.
“Mr. Ciotta, Miss Arison is waiting just over there,” said the front desk manager.
“Thanks,” Alexander nodded, tidied up his blazer, and walked over with one hand in his pocket.




Chapter 11: Meeting Aileen Arison.

Aileen had her hair in a ponytail and wore sportswear, a form fitting purple top and a pair of curve-hugging purple yoga pants.
The top was conservative, at least, if it was worn by others. Worn by her, it was strained over a pair of large breasts, revealing a hint of cleavage and the dark black bra she wore under. Their sheer size contrasting with her willowy thin waist.
Her beautiful features were shaded with a sun visor, both hands gripping the golf club in front of her. She sized up the ball on the tee a couple of times before suddenly swinging hard.
Thwack!
The white golf ball shot out, soaring far into the distance.
“Not bad—you’re almost half as good as me,” Alexander said with a smile, standing a few meters behind her, watching the ball soar, then turning to look at her.
Aileen rested the club against the ground, palm gripping the top, and turned her head to glance at Alexander.
She was past the stage of fear, anxiety, and emotional instability. Now she was calm—at least on the surface.
It had to be said, even in sportswear and a sun visor, she looked ethereal and stunning.
Though she was a few months older than Jasmine, she somehow felt several years younger. She had a strong youthful aura.
That’s why she liked to style her hair in voluminous curls—her looks and flawless skin made her appear too young, and the waves gave her a bit more of a mature flair.
“How did you find out?” Aileen asked calmly before turning back to face the tee.
The ball machine set another ball in place. After speaking, she used her club to adjust the ball, took a couple of practice motions, then swung hard again.
Crack! This time the sound was even cleaner.
“How I found out… does that really matter?” Alexander smiled. “Everyone has secrets. Everyone fears those secrets getting out. But how they’re discovered? That’s not the real issue.”
“Name your price,” Aileen said.
“What price? You think I’m blackmailing you?”
“If you don’t take money, I won’t feel at ease.”
“But taking money would make it actual blackmail. I told you—you don’t need to worry. I won’t say a word.”
“You say that, but why should I believe you? You understand what will happen if this gets out, right? My reputation would be destroyed, my family humiliated. It could even affect whether I can take over the company in the future. If the board loses trust in me, even if my father holds the most shares… it won’t be good. His health isn’t the best. I can’t let him take another hit.”
Thwack!
Another ball flew out.
Even while talking to Alexander, Aileen kept swinging.
Alexander knew she hadn’t liked sports in the past—but as she got older, she’d come to love golf in particular. It was how she vented pressure.
Every swing was done with her full power, blasting balls over a hundred meters away.
It really was a great stress reliever.
At least for her—it worked.
“Are you threatening me now? Painting the situation like it’s life or death? What do you want me to promise you, then? If you’re so worried, why didn’t you bring more bodyguards today?” Alexander looked around and then at Aileen. “Bring a few more people, grab me, dig a hole and bury me—I’ll be silent forever.”
A few of Aileen’s bodyguards were present, but they stayed far away. Alexander only saw two.
It was an open golf course, so strangers couldn’t get close. That’s why her bodyguards didn’t follow too closely.
That was also why she chose this spot to meet. No one could overhear them.
“I’m not Jasmine Doran. I wouldn’t do something like that,” Aileen replied.
“You’re talking about my girlfriend like that right in front of me—aren’t you afraid I’ll get mad and spill everything?”
“I’m not lying, am I? What are you mad about? You know the kind of person Jasmine and Dante are better than I do. I’m nothing like them.”
As she said that, she adjusted her grip on the club and got ready for another swing—
Suddenly—
She felt someone grab her, wrapping their arms around her, locking her own in place.
Alexander had stepped forward and wrapped himself around her from behind—or more precisely, followed the path of her arms and gripped the golf club with her.
“That’s not how you swing. Stop just trying to vent your frustration. If you want distance… let me teach you,” Alexander said.
Their first official meeting.
And Alexander just went straight for the most effective method he knew would work on her.
“Y-You… what are you doing? Let go…” Aileen flinched at the sudden physical contact.
She panicked. Even though it seemed like Alexander was simply trying to teach her how to swing, no man had ever touched her so suddenly before. And in such a close way. Her nervousness also stemmed from the fact that her bodyguards were nearby—if they saw this and told her family, things would get bad.
Maybe not actually that bad, but to Aileen, it felt catastrophic.
“You said you wanted me to keep your secret, right? You don’t trust me. It’s hard for anyone to trust me in your situation. So now, I’m just trying to help you built that trust in me. Why are you surprised?” Alexander whispered softly, his tone deliberately soft and gentle.
His hot breath teasing at her sensitive ear.
“W-What are you even saying? Let go of me before you talk,” Aileen said, still squirming slightly—though not really struggling.
Her upbringing meant she wouldn’t do something as undignified as causing a scene in public. Even though no one was nearby, her instincts told her to maintain her poise.
Fighting and scuffling with someone like that was completely inappropriate.
“If Jasmine found out I was teaching you while holding you like this….. What do you think would happen… ?” Alexander said, chuckling into her ear.
Aileen immediately froze.
With her intelligence, she instantly understood.
She knew exactly what kind of person Jasmine Doran was—strong-willed, domineering and extremely possessive.
If Jasmine ever found out that her boyfriend was holding another woman like this under the pretense of “teaching her golf”… she’d go ballistic.
She’d probably skin Alexander alive.
So, really—he was the one in danger, not her. Aileen shouldn’t be struggling. She should go along with it and use this moment to get leverage on Alexander.
That way, they’d both have dirt on each other—both holding “fatal” secrets, a weak point of one another. It ensured mutual silence.
Once that logic clicked, Aileen stopped moving entirely—no more signs of resistance.
Meanwhile…
Far off in the distance, her two bodyguards had already started approaching. They saw Alexander suddenly hug her from behind, and Aileen seemed to resist. They’d moved quickly to intervene.
But then Aileen changed—she stopped resisting and even started whispering to Alexander.
That made the bodyguards halt in confusion.
Their expressions turned weird.
Who was this man?
Why did he seem so close to the young miss?
Could it be… she was secretly dating someone?
“You’re not scared I’ll just call Jasmine right now and snitch on you?” Aileen glanced sideways at Alexander. Her beautiful angel-like face appeared calm, but her eyes betrayed her.
She was not calm. This was the first time a man aside from her father was so close to her. His warmth, his scent, and his tall body…… All had her heart was racing wildly
Compared to Jasmine, Aileen’s emotional fortitude was clearly lacking—by a wide margin.
“Oh, I’m terrified,” Alexander said with a grin. Not really, of course. He’d literally made a bet with Jasmine yesterday that he could make Aileen his. But he had to say he was scared. “And I know you’re scared too—scared I’ll spill your secret. So this… it balances us out, doesn’t it?”
As he spoke, Alexander’s arms stayed wrapped around her, his hands gripping the golf club through hers, guiding it back and forth.
“You don’t say anything. I don’t say anything. That’s the best outcome for both of us. So now… you’re not worried anymore, right?”
He moved his hands, guiding her as she lifted her arms high and brought the club swinging down—hard.
Thwack!!!
The golf ball soared through the air, cutting a perfect arc and landing far off on a grassy hilltop before rolling down.
Aileen stared in that direction.
At least 350 meters!
That was professional-level distance—even more impressive given Alexander was hugging her while swinging, in a somewhat awkward position.
“This is how you swing. Your usual method—just swinging hard to vent—is all brute force, no technique. Sure, it feels great for the first few hits, but once you realize the ball isn’t going farther—or even going shorter—you’ll get frustrated. Then the stress relief effect vanishes.”
Alexander rambled on as the machine teed up another ball.
Still holding Aileen, he swung again.
Thwack!!!!
This time, the ball flew even farther than before. It was hard to estimate exactly, but the course had clearly marked distance signs on either side.
The current world record for the farthest golf ball hit was 579.63 yards (529.9 meters)
Professional players usually hit within 400 yards, or about 365 meters.
Alexander had solid technique, though his physical condition wasn’t at peak yet. Chasing the world record was out of the question, but professional-level distance? That was easy. Every swing landed there.
“Was that your way of… deliberately giving me leverage?” Aileen asked, a strange look on her face.
She had little experience with men. She didn’t even have male friends her own age—never dared to get too close.
And now, though this was only her first real meeting with Alexander, the way he suddenly hugged her, combined with his boldness, his confidence, the mysterious way he carried himself with, his thoughtful way of calming her down, and this whole very unorthodox approach—it left a strong impression in her heart.
“You could say that. I mean, you’re the one who doesn’t trust me, so I had to be a little proactive,” Alexander said casually. Giving people leverage over him was something he’d done countless times.
After ten thousand years of looping in time, Alexander knew—giving leverage was one of the simplest, most effective ways to earn someone’s trust.
People are selfish creatures.
No matter how close the bond or how deep the relationship—when something serious happens, it can fall apart in a flash.
But leverage is different. It makes people hesitate. Even if they want to hurt you, they can’t. It’s a tool of control.
Even as he spoke, Alexander kept guiding her swings.
Always hugging her—always hitting with power. And every time, her body relaxed more, leaning back against him. Her back against his chest, his masculine scent and warmth surrounding her. Every little swing moving her perfect hips, brushing them against him.
Soon, the topic of her secret had faded to the background of her mind. All that was left on her mind was this man, his presence, his voice.
“Don’t swing too fast,” Alexander said. “You’re venting stress, but what you need is a single explosive release. Distance comes from that one burst of power. If you’re too aggressive the whole time and don’t get results, will that feel good? A swing needs rhythm. Like this…”
He lifted her arms again, guiding the club up…
Thwack!
Another shot that flew at least 300 meters.
Alexander finally let go, watching the ball land and roll far out onto the green. He smiled in satisfaction, then turned to Aileen.
“Come on, you try. Your fundamentals aren’t bad—just a few little things that need correcting.”
Aileen gave him a sideways glance, squinting her eyes.
When did this actually turn into a real lesson?
Alexander had completely taken control of the conversation since the moment he arrived. And she could only follow obediently.
“What are you looking at? Focus. Swing the club,” Alexander said with a frown, suddenly sounding stern, strict and commanding—like a real golf coach. As soon as he finished speaking, he made a sudden move—
Clap!!
He raised his hand high up, before bringing down his palm on the perfectly round and full ass of Aileen. The sound of flesh hitting flesh, even separated by fabric, still echoed softly. The strength of the spank carrying into those luscious cheeks, clearly jiggling under her tight purple pants.
“Don’t stick it out so much. Keep it tucked in a little. What kind of training did your last coach give you?”
The sudden jolt of pain stunned Aileen. She was completely dazed—he actually hit her! And not just anywhere—but on her butt. He actually spanked her—-
Her face flushed crimson in an instant, an indescribable sensation she had never felt before begun spreading from her lower back throughout her entire body.
“Tuck it in! I said tuck it in!” Alexander barked again, pressing a hand directly against her backside, then adjusted her waist with a firm grip. “Like this. Stand like this…” He placed both hands on her shoulders and gently adjusted her stance with subtle tweaks.
Every touch was casual and with confidence, as he was touching something that belonged to him.
“Alright, swing. Watch your right knee. Mind the bend…” he instructed, then took a step back, signaling her to swing.




Chapter 12: Running away with Aileen Arison.

How had things gotten to this point?
Aileen didn’t even think. Or perhaps she just couldn’t bother to think. She simply adjusted her stance as instructed, instinctively using her club to nudge the ball into position before taking a swing.
She had a habit of tapping the ball slightly with the club before swinging.
Thwack!
That swing sent the ball flying—just a little over 100 meters.
“You really are hopeless. If you’re a hopless disaster, why even bother?” Alexander sighed, stepping forward and embracing her again. “Here, I’ll show you again. Legs in. Arms straight. Like this…”
Another swing while holding her.
This time, the ball soared nearly 400 meters—an estimated distance, of course. It was so far it was difficult to see clearly, but the course stretched out flat and vast, making the flight easy to follow.
“Try again,” Alexander said, stepping back.
Then—
Smack!
He spanked her again, just as hard. And once again, the sound of flesh on flesh vibrated, and her cheeks jiggled lewdly even more.
“Tuck it in! You got anterior pelvic tilt or something? If you’ve got a condition, go get it treated!” he scolded, deliberately using harsher and harsher words.
Anterior pelvic tilt—that was when your pelvis tips forward, pushing the butt out and belly forward. A postural dysfunction.
Of course, Aileen had no such issue. Alexander was just being mean with his words on purpose.
But he really did look the part of a strict coach.
Aileen’s face flushed deeper, her pale cheeks now blushing, nearly dripping red. Despite his words, or perhaps because of them, she didn’t argue. Instead, she remained obedient and docile. Taking a deep breath, lowered her gaze, and focused on the ball.
At that moment, Alexander casually tilted his head, glancing from the corner of his eye toward the edge of the course—where her two bodyguards stood in the distance.
One of them had just taken out his phone—making a call.
That’s exactly what Alexander had been waiting for.
The first time he spanked Aileen, he’d noticed them—but back then, they’d frozen in shock, too stunned to act after seeing someone dare lay hands on their lady.
Now that he’d done it again, they’d finally made a move.
Alexander knew exactly who they were calling. He even knew roughly what would be said.
 

 
On the northern side of the course, near a parked sightseeing cart, the taller of the two men had dialed a number.
“Hello, ma’am, it’s me. Yes… Miss is at the club, playing golf. She came early this morning… No trouble exactly, just… she met with a young man, early twenties, unknown identity, we’ve never seen him before…”
“We didn’t hear much, as you know, Miss prefers distance while playing and won’t let us get too close…”
“It’s just… that man suddenly hugged her, and she didn’t resist. They were even chatting and smiling together. Yes… yes… he even, uh,...well….it seems like he might have slapped her butt once, seemed like he was teaching her to play. Very young. It looks like she came here just to meet him…”
“Yes, understood, ma’am.”
He hung up, turned to his colleague, and said in a low voice, “Ma’am wants us to stay put. She’s coming herself. If the man leaves—follow him.”
 

 
Back at Zone C, Area 15.
“You really are dumb! You’ve been playing golf for years, haven’t you?” Alexander sighed, then suddenly grabbed Aileen by the arm, pulled her aside, and snatched the club from her hands, stepping into her place.
“Watch this. I’ll show you how it’s done.”
Just as he finished speaking, the machine dropped another ball into place.
Alexander wasted no time—he twisted his body and swung the club in one fluid motion.
Golf isn’t just about distance—it’s about precision.
But now, Alexander wasn’t aiming for accuracy. He just needed power. So he swung hard and fast.
Whack!!
That ball flew over 400 meters—his farthest shot of the day, possibly the farthest he could manage right now. There was no wind today, and chasing world records without a tailwind was pointless.
Aileen gazed skyward, following the ball’s flight.
Her right hand subconsciously rubbed her left arm.
Because when Alexander had yanked her over earlier, his grip had been strong. It still ached a little, a reminder of his touch….In the same way her butt had become warm and tingly.
“Alright, your turn,” Alexander said, handing the club back. Aileen took her place again, got into position, and adjusted slightly—resulting in a stance that was worse than before.
“How many times do I have to say it? Tuck it in! What are you doing—showing your ass off or something?”
Smack!
The third spank, this time, his palm hitting both of her asscheeks at once.
Aileen’s face was flushed, her breathing ragged, panting. Her tits rose and fell sharply with every inhale and exhale. She muttered under her breath, “I got it…”
The next half hour passed as if they’d both forgotten why they’d met here in the first place.
Alexander seriously taught Aileen how to play golf. At first, gentle, but soon his words grew increasingly merciless—he almost made this intelligent, well-educated, poised and beautiful woman seem like a learning-disabled dunce.
And Aileen? She was… weirdly serious too. The harsher the tone of Alexander, the more docile and focused she became.
She followed his instructions with focus and discipline, not even questioning him once. Whatever he said, she did. If she messed up, she got scolded—or spanked. Many times both at once.
So much so, her butt felt as if it was on fire, a constant reminder of his touches, of his marks on her.
“I give up. You go on. I’ll watch from behind and take a break.” Alexander checked his watch, then walked to the lounge area behind the tee box.
There were couches, small tables, fruit platters, and drinks—after all, this was a rich person’s playground. Everything was top-class.
He sat down, crossed his legs, and looked ahead at Aileen several meters away. She continued swinging as he said—once, twice, three times.
“Nice! That’s a good one! You’re improving!” Alexander praised suddenly, clapping lightly.
Aileen paused, leaning on the club, and turned back, her face bright red, her gaze carrying complex emotions. “I’m not stupid. Or dumb.” It was all she said, many meanings in her words. She then turned back to swing again—and her form was sloppy once more.
Alexander stood up, marched over, spanked her then hugged her from behind. “Come on, one more time. Last one, alright?” he grumbled like a frustrated coach on the brink of losing it.
Swing!
Thwack!
That ball went nearly 400 meters.
Aileen’s best shot before today had barely cracked 200.
“That’s it. I’m done,” Alexander said, watching the ball land far away. He let go of her and turned to leave.
“You leaving? Something urgent?” Aileen asked. Speaking up properly for the first time.
“Not exactly,” Alexander said, checking his watch again before looking at her. “But I do figure your mom’s probably already on her way here… to catch me.”
He glanced casually in the direction of the bodyguards and lowered his voice. “I noticed they made a call earlier.”
Aileen’s expression changed instantly.
She followed his gaze and everything became clear.
Her bodyguards had snitched on her!
Her mother likely knew now—knew she was out here playing golf with a man, and that they’d been physically close. Her mother would definitely come storming in with people to grab Alexander.
“W-What do we do?” She was visibly panicking.
“We run, of course! Got to leave before they corner us,” He said, chuckling like this whole thing was entertainment. Then, with a soft grin, he asked, “Want to run away with me?”
“Run… with you?” She froze, utterly stunned, as she looked at Alexander. Her disbelief, her tension, her emotions—they were all written plainly across her face.
It wasn’t just tension. It was outright fear.
Out in the world, she was the poised, capable Senior Vice President of her family’s company. A formidable woman with beauty, pedigree, talent, and elegance—hailed as the ideal heir to the conglomerate.
But at home—with her family, especially her mother—Aileen was afraid.
It was the same kind of fear most heirs of prestigious families had toward their family’s patriarch. Take the Doran Family, for example—aside from Jasmine Doran, no one in the household dared disobey the old man, not even Dante.
But Dante still had limits. He feared disappointing his grandfather, but he had lines he wouldn’t allow to be crossed.
Aileen was different. From a young age, she’d been controlled too tightly, too precisely—so much so that she had developed a textbook people-pleasing personality.
Dante had made mistakes before. Even when he knew something was wrong, he did things anyway. His logic? As long as no one finds out, it’s fine. And if they do, I’ll apologize.
But Aileen? She couldn’t allow herself to make mistakes.
And not because she feared consequences, but because she feared disappointing those around her. In the company, she couldn’t let the board down. At home, she couldn’t let her parents down.
She had been perfect for so long, that even a single flaw felt unforgivable.
So when Alexander said her mother was on the way—to catch him, or rather, to catch both of them—her mind instantly flashed to all the terrible things that might happen.
Her mother forbade all relationships. She wasn’t even allowed to get close to any man her age.
As the Arison Group’s successor, her lifelong partner would have to be vetted, selected, and approved by the family. She could only choose from a pre-screened shortlist that her family deemed worthy.
She had no freedom in this matter.
And what happened today on the golf course—all of those interactions with Alexander—if the Arison family caught wind of them, Alexander would no doubt be interrogated and pressured.
That, in itself, was fine.
Because technically, they weren’t dating.
But the problem was—the truth was far worse than if they had been lovers.
Aileen feared that under pressure, Alexander might reveal the real reason she came today—her secret. And if that happened… it would be devastating.
At least, from her perspective, it would be the end of everything.
A golden girl. A flawless prodigy. A daughter raised to shine like a diamond—The one everyone pointed to as the “perfect woman.” only for everyone to discover her real self. The higher you stand, the harder you fall.
Aileen couldn’t even imagine how she’d face the world if that truth came out.
And now Alexander was telling her to run.
She was still afraid.
Because running didn’t solve the root of the problem. She had already used the Arison family’s power to investigate Alexander. If she could find out who he was—so could her mother.
They would find him.
And now Alexander wasn’t just suggesting escape—he was asking her to go with him.
Aileen was completely stunned.
Wouldn’t that make things worse? She wouldn’t even be able to lie her way out of it. She knew her mother was coming, and she still chose to flee with a man.
That was something she had never even dared to imagine.
“You’re planning to live like this forever?” Alexander asked quietly, gripping her hand. “You’re twenty-seven! Not seven! You’re an adult, Aileen! You have a mind, a soul—you’re not some puppet! Keep living like this, and you’ll end up clinically depressed and insane!”
“But I…” she whispered, clearly shaken.
“I’d say your mom’s going to be here in ten minutes, tops. I can get away, no problem. But you—have you thought about how you’re going to explain this to her?” Alexander said calmly.
“I… I… I…” She repeated herself three times, but couldn’t say anything else.
“Let’s just go. Get out of here first. Once we’re safe, you’ll have time to think. You can explain everything later, when you’re ready.”
“What else can I do… what else…” she mumbled.
“Some things—you just have to do for the first time,” Alexander said, locking eyes with her. “Just like you wrote on that forum post—you said you were tired of living like this. You said you wanted to let go of the pressure, take the first brave step. Or do you want to keep living this way forever? Always hiding, always bending to others? Are your parents always right? Do you really think someone like you, living like this, could ever run a company properly?”
He stared at her directly—one second… two… three…
Then he released her hand.
“Forget it. I’m leaving.”
He turned to go.
But he hadn’t even taken one step before Aileen reached out and grabbed the back of his shirt.
Alexander turned to look at her.
“I… I’ll go with you!” she said, summoning every ounce of courage she had. And as soon as the words left her lips, her face changed—from panicked and afraid, to calm and resolute.
It was as if she had just crossed some invisible barrier inside her. One perhaps she had already started pushing against. From as far as when she received her first spank from Alexander.
She had made a choice.
“Let’s go together,” she said again, as if to convince both of them, steadying her resolve.
She took two deep breaths, then turned to look at her two distant bodyguards and pulled out her phone—as if about to make a call.
“What are you doing?” Alexander pressed down on her hand.
“I’m going to get them off our trail,” she said, turning her head.
“Don’t you see? You’re still afraid. Still worrying about everyone else. You’re trying to explain, to give them an excuse for losing you. You’re still afraid to confront them directly, afraid they’ll stop you… you can’t even walk away cleanly.” Alexander’s words hit her like hammers. Every single one was true.
“Then what do we do?” She asked.
“We run!” He replied.
“How?” she asked again.
“Like this!” He shouted—and took her hand and ran.
They ran.
Literally.
Full sprint.
Aileen was suddenly pulled forward. Fortunately, she was in good shape—she hadn’t liked sports in the past, but over the last few years had grown to enjoy them, so she could keep up easily.
They sprinted across the golf course toward the exit of Zone C.
The two distant bodyguards were completely caught off guard, stunned at first—then bolted after them like maniacs!
Alexander and Aileen reached the edge of the road.
Parked nearby was a row of open-air electric golf carts—free for members to use, either driven personally or by staff. The keys were in the ignitions.
Alexander dragged Aileen onto one, twisted the key, and slammed the pedal.
The cart surged forward.
The bodyguards charged up behind, jumped into another cart, and gave chase.
Minutes later.
They returned to the main clubhouse—still running. Alexander led her through the lobby and out into the front parking lot… where they jumped into his Lamborghini.
The roar of the engine exploded inside the garage.
The blue Lambo reversed with a screech, fishtailed onto the lane, and rocketed toward the front gate—spinning again as it cleared the exit.
By the time the two bodyguards burst out of the building—
The car had already flown out of the estate grounds, leaving nothing but smoke behind.
The guards were already losing their minds.
After a brief pause, one shouted, “I’ll get the car!” and bolted.
The other took out his phone, his hands trembling as he dialed.
It connected immediately.
“Madam! The young lady—she ran off with that guy!” he cried, voice quivering.
“What did you say?!!!” came the nearly shrieking voice on the other end.




Chapter 13: Aileen Arison’s secret.

The roads in the northern suburbs were in excellent condition, but traffic was scarce—far too scarce.
Alexander floored the accelerator. The Lamborghini roared forward, its speed increasing with savage force.
In less than ten seconds, the car broke past 200 km/h.
Aileen Arison sat in the passenger seat, her back pressed tightly against the chair, feet braced on the floor, her pretty silky soft thighs pressed together. Her heart had been racing since the moment she got in—not from the running, but from the thrill and adrenaline.
She had never imagined that one day she would run off with a man she had only known for less than an hour—hand in hand.
For an ordinary girl, this might’ve just been love at first sight. A spontaneous moment. Maybe even something that could happen after a successful blind date.
For Aileen—it was the breaking of a deep-rooted taboo.
And now…
As the speed of the car climbed higher and higher, so did her adrenaline. Her breathing was heavy, her heart pounding out of control.
“Scared?” Alexander asked with a side glance, smiling slightly.
“No… not scared!” Her face had gone pale, but she still insisted.
Even on an empty road, driving like this was terrifying. Everything outside the windows blurred into streaks of light—at this speed, even the slightest misstep could end in a fatal crash.
She was afraid—but not in the way one might think.
More than anything, it was exhilarating.
This was a feeling she had never experienced.
Alexander had driven crazily like this before—with Mia Murphy, for instance. Mia liked thrills too, but when things got too intense, she’d panic and beg him to slow down.
Aileen didn’t.
After all, the stronger something was repressed, the more intense it would be when unsealed.
She was the kind of woman who could swing from one extreme to another in a heartbeat—because she’d been stuck in one extreme for far too long.
The more obedient she was—the more unhinged she could become.
And though she had long harbored thoughts of rebellion, she had never once crossed the line. Her entire life had been ruled by caution. The more she cared, the more she repressed.
Riiiing—Riiiing—
A phone rang.
It was Aileen’s. Even over the loud wind noise, the sound was clear.
She looked down at the screen—and her expression changed drastically.
Alexander didn’t need to look. He already knew—it was her mother.
She didn’t dare pick up.
“You could try being yourself for a day,” He said, easing off the accelerator.
She glanced at him, then back at the still-ringing phone. After several seconds of hesitation, she finally summoned the courage to answer.
“Mom,” she said quietly.
“Where are you?”
“In the car.”
“With whom?”
“A friend.”
“Ai! Le! En ! ARISON” Her mother’s tone snapped from icy cold to explosive rage in an instant. 

“What did I teach you? Friend? Since when do you have friends? Do you even know what your identity is?! Did you forget who you’re?! Does he deserve you? I raised you all these years, only for you to run off with a man? Holding hands in public?! Where’s your dignity? Where’s your upbringing?! You’ve disappointed me beyond belief! I’m telling you, Aileen—you come back right now! This instant! Get back here!”

What started off as cold questioning had turned into shouting within seconds. She didn’t even call her “daughter”—she barked her full name.
She was so loud, Alexander could hear her even without trying.
Aileen’s eyes reddened. Her mother hadn’t yelled at her like this in years—because she had always been so obedient. So perfect.
Alexander slowed the car further, eventually bringing it down to 60 km/h.
Then he reached over and rolled the window down.
Wind gusted into the cabin—rushing into the phone speaker as well.
Alexander glanced at Aileen.
She turned to look at him too.
“Why aren’t you talking?! Playing mute now? Aileen, don’t forget who you are! Do you have any shame left after this disgrace?!” Her mother’s voice shrieked through the phone.
Disgrace?
Holding hands and running away was a disgrace?
To her mother—yes.
Her mother came from a strict family background, was deeply traditional, and had a suffocating need for control.
Alexander didn’t say a word.
Some choices—had to be made by Aileen herself. Only when she made them would she truly be free.
“I’m a person, Mom. A living, breathing person. Not your puppet,” She said firmly.
“What did you just—”
Her mother’s sharp voice was abruptly cut off.
Because Aileen, after saying that, threw her phone out the window.
It flew from the moving car and smashed to pieces on the pavement a dozen meters behind.
Inside the car, Alexander rolled the window back up.
He had deliberately slowed down and opened the window—so Aileen could make that choice.
And she had.
Some things—once you do them the first time, the second time becomes easier.
The moment Aileen decided to run with Alexander—she had already begun to change.
“I’d guess your mother will mobilize the entire family’s network to track us down,” Alexander said casually.
“She’s afraid of a scandal. She won’t… she won’t make a public scene,” Aileen replied, turning her head to look out the window. Her voice was low, but her face showed a flicker of stubborn defiance.
Truthfully, she had stopped understanding her mother a long time ago.
Why could everyone else do normal things, but she couldn’t?
Why did she have to be perfect at all times?
Her mother’s endless expectations came with endless demands.
“You’re not worried I’ll kidnap and sell you off?” Alexander joked, clearly teasing—Someone as well-known as Aileen in NY City wasn’t exactly black-market material.
But the message was clear, and Aileen got it.
“Aren’t you Jasmine Doran’s boyfriend?” she asked, side-eyeing him. “A man who knows my weakness—knows the real me—and came to mess with my life on purpose.”
She wasn’t stupid. On the contrary, her intelligence was exceptional.
She knew some of Alexander’s actions hadn’t been accidental.
Like spanking her and being so demanding and slightly demeaning.
“You knew, and still came with me?” Alexander wasn’t surprised. After all, their meeting today was based on that very secret.
“I knew… and so what?” She replied, turned back to the window, paused, and murmured, “No one’s ever dared to come close to me before. I’ve always lived in the spotlight. Alone.”
“Everyone—including some of my relatives—used to praise me when I was little. I was the kid who always scored 100. As I got older, they called me special. Then I grew up, started a business, entered the company… and the flattery only grew.”
“They all admired me. My father, even though he was always busy, would tell everyone that his greatest achievement wasn’t the company—it was me. He’d say it at banquets, birthdays, business meetings…”
“My mother… she wanted me to become what she imagined. She wanted me to be better every single day. She wouldn’t even let me have a second plate of food—because I couldn’t get fat. Not even a little. I had to be the most beautiful, with the most perfect hourglass figure. Always.”
Her eyes turned red again as she spoke.
Because Alexander knew her secret, she could speak these truths to him.
And he knew—he was likely the first person she’d ever confided in like this. And he’ll also be the last.
She sniffled, then looked at him and said, “Even though I know you did all of this on purpose… I also know, you might be my only chance. And… you make me feel good. Amazing even. Really.”
Of course, she felt good—Alexander knew her too well. What to say, where to touch, and how to roughly touch.
He also knew—Aileen had been waiting for an excuse to do this for a long time.
“I think you made the right choice,” Alexander said with a smile. “It’s always better to change early—than to wait until it’s too late to fix.”
“Stop the car,” Aileen suddenly said to him.
“Hm?” He looked over and slowly braked, bringing the car to a stop at the side of the road.
“You’re Jasmine Doran’s boyfriend. You wouldn’t dare tell her what happened today, would you? You’re afraid she’ll find out, right…” Aileen murmured. Then, in one fluid motion, she unbuckled her seatbelt, leaned over, wrapped her arms around Alexander’s neck—
And kissed him.
He froze for a brief moment.
Because this moment… had come a little earlier than he expected.
The rebound after extreme repression—
is truly terrifying.
She was acting a little crazy—she didn’t even know how to kiss, but she was getting into it.
What she had just done could shatter the image she had spent years upholding—destroy the dazzling aura of perfection that had always surrounded her.
The more flawless a person appears, the less room there is for error. Once a crack appears, everything can come crashing down.
Ordinary people—or even people with serious flaws—don’t suffer the same fate.
It’s a simple concept. 
When a man known for doing bad things suddenly starts doing good, people tend to praise him: “Even a lost soul can turn over a new leaf!” 
A bad man becoming good is easy—put down the knife and become a saint. 

Everyone loved a redemption story, after all.

But a good person…
If someone known for being outstanding suddenly does something wrong—something society can’t accept—it’s a fall from grace right away. People will say they were fake all along, that everything they once did was an act.
After all, everyone loved the story of someone falling from grace.
Aileen had always lived under the crushing weight of being “the good one.”
She bore that burden—too much of it.
So much that she could barely breathe under the pressure.
She’d had enough, long ago.
“Hiss—!” Alexander suddenly sucked in a sharp breath, pushing Aileen away. He touched the corner of his mouth—and saw blood on his fingertips.
“You’re kissing me right?—Why are you trying to bite my lips off?” he muttered, pressing his lip. It wasn’t serious, but it had drawn blood.
Aileen, pushed back, stared at him wide-eyed, panting heavily, her cheeks flushed, her gaze cloudy and her breasts moved up and down, hypnotically. At the moment, she appeared the personification of innocence and sensuality. 

She lunged again, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him some more.

“Wait—hold on! Stop, just a second—” Alexander pushed her off again—twice—but every time, she came back, clinging tighter and biting him harder.
“Can you calm down for a second?!”
Smack!
A crisp slap echoed inside the sealed car. The palm of his hand striking at her cheek.

He hadn’t hit her too hard—she still needed to be seen in public, and couldn’t show any marks on her face.

But in the confined space of the car, the slap sounded shockingly loud.
Aileen’s face, or rather, her left cheek turned bright red. Bearing the faint mark of Alex’s slap.
She covered her face and finally went still. Even though the slap had landed on one side, her whole face turned crimson—so red it looked like it might drip blood.
Her breathing quickened. Turning warm and steamy, as if her entire body was burning. She pressed her legs together, rubbing her plush soft thighs against one another, squirming in her seat while her body had begun shuddering, as if jolts of electricity were coursing through her.
She finally turned toward Alexander, and looked at him with a gaze that was… unusual.
There was no resentment.
No anger.
No disbelief.
Instead… there was a flicker of expectation.
“Are you a sicko or something? When I tell you something, you need to listen” Alexander scolded and reached over, pinching her thigh. Hard
Aileen winced, shrinking back and clutching the sore spot.
It really hurt.
But she continued to stare at him. Her cheeks flushed even deeper. Her eyes still had that… peculiar look.
Alexander had slapped her on purpose. And the pinch—also intentional.
Not out of any anger or frustration.
He wasn’t the kind of man who hit his women when he was mad—He didn’t tolerate that kind of behavior. After all, what kind of man would that be?
But if the woman wanted to be hit…
That was a whole different story.
This was Aileen Arison’s unspeakable secret.
She was a massive M.
The “M” in “S&M.”
 
The two letters that originated from two historical figures:
The “S”, from the name of Marquis de Sade, a French noble from the 18th century, infamous for his novels and scandalous lifestyle. He was a sadist—his most notorious work was “The 120 Days of Sodom,” later adapted into a controversial film, ranked among the world’s most banned.
The “M”, from Leopold von Sacher-Masoch, a 19th-century Austrian author of “Venus in Furs,” a story about dominance, submission, and erotic pain. His name became the origin of the word “masochism.”
And so “S” = sadist, “M” = masochist.
Aileen was an M. A massive one at that.
And Alexander knew it.
She had discovered this part of herself three years ago, quite by accident.
After an exhausting day dealing with the pressures of work, family, and social expectations, she went to her home gym to punch the heavy bag.
Her female bodyguard had been there and casually coached her on proper form. Aileen got curious and, in the end, insisted they spar in the ring.
They actually fought.
Though the bodyguard held back a lot, she still accidentally landed a hit.
It was the first time in Aileen’s entire life she had ever been hit.
And to her shock—she enjoyed it.
It felt… good.
She said it herself earlier—“It felt amazing.”
Alexander knew all of this—every detail—because Aileen had told him personally.
In one of his time loops—after Alexander had successfully won her over—She told him.
Of when she discovered her hidden side.
After that incident, she never sparred again.
Never hit the punching bag again.
Because her mother had received news out about the training—and immediately forbade it. Punching bags could make her arms too toned, ruin her “perfect look.”
But Aileen had continued exploring her “body” in secret.
She had pinched herself.
Slapped her curves.
Even secretly bought candles—and let the hot wax drip on her arms.
Perhaps It's because she's been controlled too much, been suppressed for too long!
The pain gave her a strange sense of grounding.
It relieved pressure.
Helped her release emotion.
Helped her relax.
Even… gave her pleasure.
Once she confirmed her reactions, she was terrified.
She thought something was deeply wrong with her—that she was a freak.
She searched the internet frantically, read everything she could.
Articles. Essays. Movies. Niche content.
Gradually, the fear faded.
One day, during her research, she stumbled upon a forum.
A secret one. A gathering place.
Everyone there was either an “S” or an “M.” Just like her.
Every post was related to these topics.
Some were seeking partners.
Some venting confusion.
Some doubting themselves and seeking reassurance.
Some even posted “mission completion” videos or stories.
Aileen lurked for months, reading everything in silence.
She never posted—rarely replied.
When she did reply, it was only to encourage those like her—people scared of how they felt. Giving them the encouragement she wished she got.
That continued for over a year.
Until two years ago—
Aileen made her first and only post.
Ten thousand words long.
She poured everything out—her confusion, her mental pain.
She didn’t mention her family’s background, but described how controlling they were.
She ranted about her parents and people around her—especially her mother.
How traditional.
How domineering.
How obsessed with control.
She called herself a finely dressed puppet.
She even admitted her kink—her “M” side. After all, the post was to vent, and so she said everything she ever wanted to.
On the internet, she didn't know anyone, and it's impossible to know who the other party was, so she dared to say it!
She wrote that she wanted to fall in love. With a man who can control her, dominate her, but also set her free.
She wrote she wished to be treated roughly and her body taken by her lover.
She begged not to be handled with such care by the people around her.
That they wouldn’t praise her so highly.
She wanted to rebel against her mother.
She wanted to do everything her mother forbade her from doing.
The more outrageous, the better.
It was basically a venting post and nothing more.
She never said she was looking for a partner—just letting out her bent up emotions.
But on that forum, no one cared why someone became a masochist.
Her post went viral.
She got thousands of replies and hundreds of private messages.
Most of them trying to meet her.
She was horrified.
Panicked.
She deeply regretted posting it.
She felt that she didn’t belong there after all—that the forum was full of lunatics.
She regretted posting it, yet couldn’t delete it. The forum didn’t allow for it.
She even asked the moderators—but they refused.
The forum was hosted overseas.
She couldn’t pull strings to shut it down.
More importantly, she didn’t dare let anyone know she was even connected to it.
For days afterward, she checked the forum obsessively, waiting for her post to lose attention.
Once it did, her visits to the site became less frequent. Eventually, she never went back.
She decided to bury it.
Lock it away.
Let this part of herself become a secret she’d take to her grave.
Two years passed.
She had nearly forgotten the whole matter.
Until—
She met Alexander.
When he sent her that text, she was terrified.
Her secret was that she was an “M,” yet the trouble did not lie in the label itself. Yes, she had masochistic tendencies, but she had never really stepped over the line. She always held it in, afraid, keeping every ray of her public halo spotless. The danger was not that she was a masochist.
The danger was that Alexander could prove it.
That post Aileen left on the forum two years ago—something she could not delete—was fatal to her reputation.
Had that post not existed, Aileen would truly have had nothing to fear. With no proof, anyone trying to smear her would simply be ignored; her reputation was too impeccable. No one would believe the smear.
But once there was proof—once people believed—then everything would shatter.
Alexander discovered her hidden side almost by accident. During one of his past investigations into the Arison family, he had dug deep, especially into Aileen. What he found looked like perfection—inside and out, she was nearly flawless.
Even Alexander had nearly believed it.
Then, in one particular 7th of July, Alexander obtained Aileen’s personal laptop. And on it, a secret folder, thoroughly hidden, was locked by a password.
He didn’t have the password—he cracked it using hacking skills and saw the contents inside. It was a bunch of adult videos!
Watching porn wasn’t a big deal. Almost everyone had seen it—especially men. Women usually saw some during certain phases of life due to curiosity, and some even genuinely liked it.
It wasn’t a big deal!
No need to hide it like that, or so Alexander thought.
But the type Aileen hid—it was a specific genre! Of a man dominating a woman.
Digging further, he unearthed browser records and auto-saved forum log-ins—and learned the ID “The Bright Moon.” He read her long-winded post: a confession of pressure, of being the perfect doll, a venting of her family, and—most lethal—her admission that of what she longed for.
That post was the “deadly weak-spot.”
On the final July 7th 2024 of Alexander’s life—just four days ago—he had talked to Mia Murphy in a bar about Aileen.
She pulled up the news and asked him if he’d slept with Aileen.
Alexander admitted he had.
Mia didn’t believe him.
So Alexander said Aileen had a “fatal weakness,” one that let him easily take her down!
Mia still didn’t believe it and pressed him for the weakness.
He didn’t say—he just told her to guess.
—That Aileen was an M, and that forum post—that was her fatal weakness!
The post gave Alexander a way to privately approach Aileen. And her being an M... made conquering her really not that difficult! At least, it wasn’t for him who by now knew all of her body like the back of his hand.
As long as he understood her well enough, he didn’t even need to set up any elaborate schemes—he could take her down in a day!
“Are you stupid? You don’t see where we are?” Alexander snapped. “This is a main road. Cars do pass, you know. What if someone sees you fooling around with me in the car? Got any shame? Use your brain!”
Aileen stayed silent, looking a little aggrieved. But her eyes didn’t look wronged at all—though there was a trace of pitifulness, more than anything, it was that look in her eyes. Of growing desire, submission and infatuation.
“I’m talking to you—did your brains fall out?” Alexander reached over, pinching her other thigh.
Her eyes turned red from the pain. She shrank back a bit and let out a small whimper. “I was wrong…” Her voice dripping with lust, sensual and the personification of submission.
She had always hidden this side of herself. She never dared rebel against her mother, never dared cross the line. But today Alexander had dug that secret out, given her courage and pulled her across. 

For her, that was no misfortune; Alexander believed she needed it. Left unchecked, the pressure would, sooner or later, crush her—straight into depression, even beyond.

“Come. Sit properly,” Alexander ordered again.
And she immediately shifted her position, sitting up right, and gave him puppy-dog eyes, the position drawing all the attention to her proud peaks.
“Seatbelt!” Alexander barked again.
Aileen quickly buckled up instantly.
He yelled at her…every word a command, and she was loving every moment of it.
She wanted to be ordered around like that
Of course, the commands had to make her feel comfortable. And to also come from someone special. Being an M didn’t mean she could accept everything nor just anyone—for example, all the rules and restrictions her mother imposed on her made her extremely, extremely miserable!
And had any other man tried what Alexander did, she’d most likely have had her bodyguard disable him at the very least. But he, Alex, just……. She couldn’t describe it, but every word, every action, every little detail……..helped put her at ease.
Her heart, mind and body, all of her desires that had been sealed for so long, were opening up for him and him only.
“Let’s go somewhere else,” Alexander said as he started up the Lamborghini again.
“Where… are we going?” She finally asked in a soft whisper, glancing at him. Her tone was feather-light and tender—her tone respectful and absolutely obedient. Sitting there, she seemed like the world’s most prized doll, beyond any in beauty.
“Where do you want to go?” He returned the question.
“Wherever you say,” Aileen murmured, glancing at him with a different kind of emotion in her eyes.
“Then my place,” He quickly made the decision.
“Okay…” Aileen nodded gently. She realized that whatever he had said, she’d have agreed. She unconsciously squeezed her thighs together even harder.
‘His place…….’ She could imagine what was going to happen to her. And after searching the depths of her soul, she found she had no objections. She was willing……
Alexander floored the gas pedal and the car sped up fast!
Heading home!
Some things... could finally be done!
Aileen was a woman who’d never been touched by a man, and not just any woman.  She was an M—and she was twenty-seven years old, with hormones in full swing. The more repressed she was on the surface, the stronger her private desires were!
Her forum ID was “The Bright Moon.” That name wasn’t just some random pick—Aileen had told him in a past loop.
It carried her hopes, of one day, being freed, and allowed to shine as bright as the moon.
So now, Alexander wasn’t planning to wait anymore.
He was going to take Aileen home, and then...
More than half an hour later.
The blue Lamborghini had taken a few detours, stopped at a few shops here and there, where Alexander purchased a few items before he returned to the main district.
He didn’t head to the Villa, even though that house had already been transferred to him and was under his name.
He was going to his old family home instead, the one under his parents’ name.
The Arison family was looking for him—they’d be investigating. Properties under his name weren’t safe. Someone could show up without warning!
So—he was going to the old house.
That way, no one would bother him all day today.
The rest of the drive was quick, and he parked the car in an old side alley close to his parent’s house. Reaching into one of the bags he had brought, he pulled two face covering masks. One, he put on himself, and the other, was handed to Aileen.
“Put it on.” He commanded, and she obeyed, not even asking. He actually wasn’t afraid of being recognized by familiar neighbors—but Aileen couldn’t afford to be seen.
As the only daughter to the richest man and the number one beauty in the city, she was incredibly well known. Especially in recent days, she’d been all over the news due to the July 7th robbery. Her public appearances had become much more frequent.
She couldn’t let anyone see her face.
So Alexander simply bought two masks to avoid unnecessary complications.
With the two of them wearing masks, he grabbed the bags of items he had bought, and led Aileen into the apartment building, and into his place. Along the way, she followed without saying anything, her gaze meekly lowered, but burning with desire and expectation.




Chapter 14 : Claiming Aileen Arison. (Smut.)

Alexander dropped the bags he was carrying with an unceremonious thud that echoed off the floors, the contents inside shifting with a muffled clatter. He closed the door shut behind them, before locking it properly, the metal latch snapping into place with a sharp click that sealed them in, isolated from the outside world.
As he moved around, Aileen had taken off her sport hat, though she remained standing there, peeking at him every now and then.
Her thighs rubbing together, in both excitement and nervousness. The scene of the beautiful woman made Alex smirk, then, without hesitation, his hand lunged out, grabbing her by the arm—
Fingers wrapping around her wrist in a grip that was firm and rough, enough to cause the pain she craved. Pulling her close with a sudden yank that made her stumble forward, her body colliding with his only to spin her, and pin her against the nearest wall, her back slamming into the cool paint with a dull thump that jarred through her frame.
Her purple sportswear top stretched taut over her massive, gravity-defying tits. A top that would be loose on most women, was fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin, outlining every swell and peak as her chest heaved with rapid breaths.
As large and perky as they were, they stood above her tiny waist. One cinched and delicate, accentuated by the way his hands gripped her, sliding down to her wide hips.
As he pinned her in place, she looked up at him. Wavy curls of hair framing her flushed face, tumbling in disarray from the sudden movement, her wide eyes staring up at him with a mix of shock and an underlying thrill that betrayed her desires. She didn't expect him to grab her right after they walked in.
He didn't say anything as his taller body pinned her, while his hands roamed her curves, up and down. Every touch causing her to gasp and squirm. "Oh....Mnfgh..." Her noises so sensual, so breathtakingly sweet and feminine.
"Already feeling it?" He teased with his voice in her ear, and before she could reply, she found his hand wrapping around her throat and squeezing. Hard enough that she could barely breathe, let alone talk.
Holding her trembling gaze, his own having shifted from his usual relaxed hues, into dark pools of dominance. A beast staring a little prey. "You should know........I plan to make you mine. In every way possible." He paused, leaning a bit closer to whisper directly into her ear.
"Your body, your heart, your mind. I'll conquer each one of them. I'll train you and make you absolutely mine, so that you'll never be able to think of someone else."
"I'll take every virginity of your body. You'll be my woman, in this life and any after. My tamed, trained and absolutely obedient doll."
As he talked, his voice possessive and his words even more so, he could feel her curvaceous body shaking, not in fear, but excitement. Pure happiness rushing through her. A part of her deep within was worried. That he might abandon her after. Perhaps cut off any relationship. But hearing those domineering words, made her realize he planned for much more.
Her excitement was so strong, she had forgotten at the moment that Alexander was the "boyfriend" of Jasmine Doran.
Instead, she eagerly nodded, even as her face flushed, and her body shook trying to breathe. Lost in the moment, not thinking of tomorrow.
"Yes......yours..." She barely managed to whisper past the choking hand of Alexander. Her obedience and submission was rewarded with his other hand trailing up to cup one of her breasts through the sportswear top, his digits pressing against the fabric to feel the edge of her black bra underneath.
Though a virgin untouched by any man, her masochistic nature simmered just beneath the surface, turning the very aura around her into one that invited touches of that exquisite agony that made her breath hitch.
With a fluid motion, he turned her around, his hands guiding her until her face and those generous tits pressed flat against the wall, the cool surface feeling even colder against her warm skin. Her heard raced, all while her body yielded, following every lead.
"Put your hands up on the wall and arch that back for me," he demanded, his tone steady, like he was staking his territory. And with so much experience, as if he had done this countless times. "Push that ass out—Earlier at the golf club, you kept pushing it and refused to learn..... Then it's going to get punished."
Aileen complied immediately with a soft breathless gasp of "Yes!!"
Her arms raised up, her palms flattening against the wall as she arched her spine, thrusting her wide hips back toward him. The position made her feel exposed and vulnerable. Submissive and slutty, and totally addicted to the man holding her.
Admiring the view for a few second before he moved. Grabbing her pants as he pulled them roughly down, the fabric bunching around her ankles to unveil her lace panties clinging to the round curve of her toned asscheeks, ones that were the perfect balance between soft and firm.
His hand and grabbed unto her panties, and with a gentle yet insistent push, he wedged the fabric upward, the material digging between her pale cheeks, creating a teasing pressure that made her gasp softly, her body quivering at the intimate stimulation "Ahh-nnnh..."
One hand kept her panties in the position he desired, while the other, was raised before being brought it down in the first spank
Smack!!!
The impact echoing in the quiet room, stinging her skin and sending a jolt of pain that her body instantly twisted into pleasure. Aileen's moan slipped out, soft at first, "Mmmh-ohh" her ass cheeks jiggling from the force as she pressed back for more. 
Being hit directly on her ass, with no fabric to lessen the impact of his palm, felt far more intense than the spanks at the golf course.
And that wasn't the only difference. The strength he was putting into them was much stronger. Another spank followed quickly—
Smack!
Even harder this time, leaving a pink mark on her flawless skin. Each hit with targeted precision, ensuring he didn't leave a mark in a spot clothes wouldn't be able to cover.
Her breathy moans soon turned into words of gratitude. "Mhngh.....Thank you!" 

Her words came from pure submissive instincts. Her body quivering as the pain fueled her masochistic bliss, her hips bucking slightly against the wall. Alexander's hand came down again—

"Good girl." Her reward was praise that made her better than any she had received all her life. 
"Now.....this is the start of your training. I'll drill into every inch of you who owns you." Pausing for a moment to deliver another hard smack to that perfect ass. He couldn't deny the rush of spanking and dominating such a perfect woman.
A woman of such high status and position, most would be happy if she even looked at them. Now, she was whimpering and squirming under his slaps. Her thighs already drenched by her overflowing arousal. "Who owns this ass, hm?"
He asked roughly, accompanied by harsher smacks. 
"Mngha...Aaaah..." Aileen yelped. "You." The lewd submissive acceptance had her face bright red. Yet admitting it out loud felt liberating, and also.....more real. Even though it was only one word.
"Good girl." Another whisper of praise, followed by another hard spank, and the same question. "Who owns it?"
Her moans louder, but the answer remained the same. "You do....."
"That's my good girl." Praise, rough spanks, and the same question were repeated over and over. Soon, Alexander didn't even need to ask as the purpose of the training begun to sink in. 
Every time his spank would land, she's squirm, body shivering, lips parting in lewd needy moans, before she'd answer. "You own my ass. My ass belongs to you and only you."
His training method was simple. He knew how sensitive and bent up her body was. Any stimulation will have it dripping wet and her mind foggy. In that state of mind, he had her repeat those words of submission. And the more she said them out-loud, the more they sunk into her vulnerable psyche.
Soon, her answers became lewder. From "You." to "You own it." to "You own my ass." and even beyond. He'd lost count of how much he spanked her, but he could see it was working. Each spank bringing her now not only physical pleasure, but a mental one. 

She was happy. Happy that he seemed to enjoy her ass. So much so, that all the grueling work-out routines and strict diets her mother had forced her to go through all felt worth it now.

SMACK!!!!
The strongest spank of the day so far, and it was one that sent Aileen squealing and drooling, her knees shaking as she almost screamed. 

"I....Aileen Arison's ass belongs totally, absolutely to Alexander. In every way. It's only yours and yours, forever and ever. To spank and use as you want......." 
Her mind had sunk into such deep submission, her lewd words had even used her family name. 
So scandalous, if her mother had heard them, she'd have collapsed of a heart attack.

And her reward? An even harder spank, accompanied by Alexander tugging harder on her panties, driving them to dig into her dripping pussy lips. The combined stimulation pushed her bent up body past the edge. With her back arched, she threw her head back. Her knees shook as her juices squirted under her. Squirt after squirt, her orgasm lasting on and on.
"Such a slutty masochist. Cumming from just getting spanked. But it's okay...... You're all mine, and I'll be spanking this ass a lot." At her orgasm, Alexander whispered teasingly in her ear, though despite that, he held her gently, surrounding her in his presence as she rode the most intense release of her life yet.
The moment didn't last long, however, as once she caught her breaths, she suddenly found herself turned around to face Alexander again. His hands moving quickly, pushing her sport top up. Her bra followed soon after, leaving her juggs to bounce and sway in the air. Despite no support, and despite their massive size, they stood proud and firm, defying gravity. "Time to own these big fat tits......"
At his words, Aileen quickly straightened her back, pushing her tits out. She reached up, pushing them up with her palms. Their sheer luscious plump size caused them to overspill in between her digits. "Please.....please own my tits too. Own all off me. Make me your forever masochist pet."
At her words and actions, even Alexander couldn't help but smirk, pleased beyond words. To have this woman, this needy for him..... It was a rush beyond words. "Keep that position." He whispered as he reached into one of the bags, and pulled a riding corp. 

He had brought many items aside from along. Candles, non-burning ropes, a blindfold and so much more. Seeing the item he pulled out, Aileen gasped. She had remained in the car after all when he went shopping. "Mnfff....." Her breathing became even more labored, panting like a needy little thing. She pushed her tits up even higher, knowing her body was soon going to have her second orgasm.

And sure enough, a few minutes later, if anyone had passed by the door of Alexander's place, they would have heard the needy slutty moans of a woman in orgasm. Accompanied by breathless gasps and whispers.
The moans kept on going on and on. What changed were the words of the woman:
"My tits, my big fat tits are all yours mater....."
"My mouth is all yours and only yours to fuck......."
"My throat is yours...... Exclusive for your cock.......please fuck my slutty throat."
And so it kept going. Thankfully, no one had passed by, and no one else heard those moans and words.
A few hours later. In the bedroom
The lights were dim as Alexander, fully nude, sat on the edge of the bed, his legs spread, and in between them knelt a figure that moved up and down, pressing against the length of his manhood. His eyes were closed, occasionally grunting in pleasure.
One of his hands was on the head of that figure, while the other, was holding unto a leash. Opening his eyes, he took in the scene in front of him.
It was Aileen kneeling in front of him. Her body just as nude, and her pale skin was marked bright red in many spots. 
From her tits, to her hips, to her thighs and ass. Her gaze was docile, submissive, glazed over. 
The eyes of a woman whose brains have fully melted from pleasure, and they fully locked on with Alexander. 

Staring up at him as if he were the most important being in the world.
 

The only piece of "clothing" on her body, was a dark black collar on her neck, one that had a leash latched unto it, and whose end was held firmly in his hand.
And she wasn't just kneeling. Her marked owned tits were wrapped around the girth of his manhood, her hands moving them up and down, using her knockers to massage and please that veiny length, all while her plump full lips and sweet little tongue would kiss and lick his tip every time it pushed out of that mountain of titflesh.
She was using all of her to serve him. Her mouth felt warm and wet, while her gravity defying hills were so soft, the combination of sensations felt like heaven. More than that, the fact she wasn't any woman, but the daughter of the richest man in the city, the one known as the most beautiful, the woman of many men's dreams. And she was worshiping him, working on trying to milk another load from him. The rush of power, dominance and pleasure........was beyond any drug in the world.
Feeling himself getting close, he gave a light tug on the leash. Instantly, Aileen stopped suckling and licking, though she kept him in her mouth. She sat up, releasing the titty sandwich and moved her arms with grace, locking them behind her back.
In just a few hours, she had been trained so well in his taste. She knew to always keep eye contact. Knew he preferred her hands behind her back, letting him use her as he wanted. The training so effective, just a small tug here and there and she knew what her master wanted.
"Good girl." Those words made her smile, quickly becoming her favorite ever.
With the hand he had on her head, Alexander began to push her down. Stuffing more and more of his rock hard length into her mouth, then down her throat. He watched how her eyes grew wet, but she didn't even gag. He'd spent ample time training her gag reflexes.
Inch after inch, he fed her his cock, all while he tilted his back and savored the pleasure. Hot. Tight, warm and wet. Those words couldn't even begin to describe her throat. And he kept pushing into it, until her nose was pressed against his abs. Perfectly timed. The moment he bottomed down inside of her, his orgasm overtook him as his thick ropes of cum begun blasting into her eager depths.
All through it, Aileen remained in place, still looking at him. Moaning around his orgasming manhood as her eyes rolled back, her body spasming through another orgasm, brought by nothing but the taste of her master's cum.
Guiding her to pull back, his cock, still rock hard, slipped out of her throat, blasting a few ropes of his seed all over her face. 
Ropes that she didn't allow to go to waste. Picking them up with her fingers, before licking them clean. Only once she made sure all of it was taken care of, did she lean to kiss the tip of his cock. 

"Please master...Please please......I'm ready..... Please. Deflower me....take my virginity.....Your pet’s little pussy needs her Master’s cock…..pleaaase…." She begged once more, as hours in, and despite all he did to her, he still hadn't marked her in that way. 
Every time she thought he would, he'd do something else to her.

This time though...... Even Alexander's resistance was at its limit. To have THE Aileen Arison, begging him in that way.......
He quickly scooped her up and threw her unto the bed. His hands removed the collar and leash, throwing them aside, before forcing her thick pillowy thighs apart. Spreading her legs apart, while pushing her knees, folding her in half almost. Until her knees were nearly touching her shoulders. 

"Hold them like this." She instantly did, keeping herself open for him. Climbing in between her legs, pinning her as he lined up with her more than ready entrance.

And with one rough thrust. He slammed himself in. Without mercy. She wasn't the type who needed it.
 
Tearing through her hymen, and straight into the deepest parts of her tight, needy virgin tunnel. And he didn't stop, he kept pushing, without giving her time to get used to the invasion. 

Instead, he fed her hole more and more of it's master's cock. Until he was pressing against her womb. The sudden pain and pleasure brought out the loudest scream of the day from her. 

One she muffled by bitting on Alexander's shoulder. 
Everything before, was training. But now, he was venting his lust. His hips began to move, back and forth, thrusting in and out of her. Thrust after thrust, each one becoming louder and wetter as she began to squirt in one massive orgasm around him. Replacing her hands on her knees with his own while climbing fully on top of her and pinning her into a mating press as he set about bullying her insides, molding them around him. 

Her free arms were quickly used to hold unto him, while her nails dug into him, scratching, tugging, clinging on for dear life. Soon enough, she was rewarded with that feeling she was craving. His seed, flooding her womb directly. But even then, even as his body tensed up, and his groans filled the room, he didn't stop. 
Instead, he kept going on and on, and soon her mind had turned into total mush under him. Drooling, eyes rolled back, massive tits bouncing with every thrust. Her appearance only served to fuel the fire in him.
 
The sound of the bed's headboard smacking against the wall kept echoing out for the next few hours.




Chapter 15: Aileen and Jasmine. Jealousy. Misunderstanding.

A few hours later.
Alexander had just stepped out of the shower with his hair wet. Dressed in only a pair of loose PJ pants as he worked on scraping candle wax off a small cabinet with a small spatula. 

It had already been used—he’d burned too many, and half the candle had melted, dripping wax all over the table.

After cleaning the table,
He picked up the rope on the floor, coiled it, and stuffed it into the bottom drawer of the cabinet, along with the riding corp.
While he was busy with his own things, behind him, Aileen Arison was curled up in the blanket, deeply asleep.
She had the habit of taking afternoon naps—it was good for her skin. But this nap wasn’t just about skincare—she was simply exhausted. She slept soundly, even smiling faintly in her sleep.
Riiiing—
Alexander’s phone suddenly rang.
He turned his head, picked it up, glanced at the screen, then answered, “They tracked it to you already?”
“Bro-in-law… uh, bro-in-law, you already know?” It was Dante Doran.
“Mm.” Alexander replied with a nasal sound.
After they returned, during a quiet moment, Alexander had asked Aileen who else knew she had checked his background. Aileen had told him that she destroyed the information after reviewing it. She had been very cautious—afraid her parents would find out she had investigated a young man.
It wouldn’t have been a problem if she investigated anyone else—the issue was that the subject was a young male. She’d been extremely careful.
She had managed to investigate Alexander smoothly because he had sent her a text message beforehand—so she had his phone number, which was registered under his real name.
But her mother didn’t have that.
Although her mother could potentially get Alexander’s number by checking Aileen’s call history… she likely wouldn’t think to start there. The most obvious direction for an investigation would be the blue Lamborghini Alexander was driving—just check the license plate!
But the Lamborghini wasn’t registered under Alexander’s name—it belonged to Zach Mitchell, and the ownership hadn't been transferred.
Alexander just drove it around. If there were any violations or issues, Zach would take care of it.
So clearly, Aileen’s mother would first track down Zach Mitchell.
But Zach Mitchell definitely wouldn’t casually reveal Alexander’s identity.
Alexander knew these people too well—he could practically predict their every reaction.
“…Zach called me first, said Mrs. Arison had contacted him and asked who was driving the car. He couldn’t help it and didn’t dare mention you, so he pushed it on me. Then Mrs. Arison called me too…” Dante Doran briefly explained.
Zach was indeed sharp.
Toward Alexander, he was deferential. But ultimately, he had a closer relationship with Dante, and some things were easier to discuss with him.
“What did you say?” Alexander casually asked, turning his head at the same time.
He had heard some movement behind him—Aileen had been woken up by the noise.
Wrapped in a blanket, Aileen blinked at Alexander with that look of a smitten little woman… Of course, the two weren’t in a ‘romantic’ relationship. Her gaze just resembled that of a woman in love., After what Alexander had done to her, the feelings she had for him filled her heart, with total devotion and affection.
Affection that was special, but different from “normal” love. But she didn’t care. All she cared about, was that she felt happy, safe and satisfied in his presence.
She also knew he was her one and only. Her Master. And she, his pet.
Alexander reached out and ruffled her hair.
Aileen crawled toward him a little, tilted her head, rubbed her cheek against the back of his hand, then held his hand and gently suckled on his fingertip.
All while making sure she didn’t make a sound.
Of course, she knew Alexander was on the phone.
“… So I said you’re my brother-in-law, that you and my sister are about to get married,” Dante said, then asked, “Bro-in-law, what’s really going on? The Arison family’s been investigating you these past couple of days. Didn’t my sister tell you yesterday? Just now, when Mrs. Arison called me, she sounded really pissed. I asked if you’d offended her, but she didn’t say, just said she wanted to find you…”
Of course, Mrs. Arison wouldn’t admit it. She wouldn’t allow her daughter to have any kind of “stain.” So right now, she was only looking for Alexander—she wouldn’t mention Aileen at all.
“I even told her she could talk to me if anything was wrong, but she refused and said it had nothing to do with the Doran family—it was just between her and you.” Dante finished with, “Then she hung up.”
“Mm, got it,” Alexander said.
“Bro-in-law, seriously—don’t keep things from me. If something’s up, I’ve got your back. We’re family now, you don’t have to be polite with me,” Dante added.
“It’s nothing. Just a small matter,” Alexander said with a smile. “Do you think I’d get into any real trouble?”
“I know you’re amazing, bro-in-law, but this time… it’s kinda weird…”
“Alright, don’t get involved. I’ll take care of it. I’m hanging up.”
“Okay then…”
Alexander hung up. Everything was unfolding just as he expected.
Ding!
Ding!
As soon as he set down his phone, he heard two notification chimes in a row. He picked it up again—two reminder texts had come in. While he was on the call with Dante, someone had tried to call him but couldn’t get through, so the system sent text alerts.
It was from Jasmine!
Most likely, Dante had called her after speaking with Mrs. Arison.
Alexander didn’t believe Mrs. Arison would contact Jasmine directly. After finding out that the man who took her daughter away was her boyfriend, not only would she not confront her directly, she might even start doubting her own judgment.
Jasmine’s boyfriend… running off with another woman?
It wasn’t something she could question directly. Mrs. Arison was afraid of causing a scene. Most importantly, she knew Jasmine’s personality—she wouldn’t tolerate nonsense. If she dared to speak rudely, Jasmine would snap back without mercy!
Mrs. Arison held a high status in NY City—as the wife of the richest man, Michael Arison. And when she married him, he wasn’t even as wealthy as he is now. Meaning, most of Michael’s current fortune was built jointly as a married couple!
On top of that, Michael loved and respected his wife deeply. She was a well-educated woman and had helped him immensely in his career over the years!
Mrs. Arison could call Dante to ask about the situation—that wouldn’t lead to any major fallout. Even if they argued a bit, they could smooth things over afterward.
But it was different with Jasmine.
If she offended Jasmine, she’d also be offending Dante—and that would be serious.
Riiiing—
Just as Alexander finished reading the texts, his phone rang again.
It was Jasmine’s third call—this time, it connected.
Alexander answered.
“Dan just called me,” Alexander said first.
“What the hell is going on with you?” Jasmine asked, her tone filled with confusion. “What kind of connection do you have with the Arison family? From what he said, it sounds like you pissed them off. They were secretly investigating you yesterday, and today they’re already calling Dante directly…”
“You want to know?” Alexander said with a chuckle in his voice.
“Only if you want to tell me,” She replied. She knew—if Alexander didn’t want to talk, he wouldn’t say a word.
“Mm… wait a moment.” Alexander turned to Aileen and handed her the phone. “Come on, say something!”
She froze for a moment—Alexander asked her to say something?
Even though she had heard Alexander answer two phone calls, she didn’t know what the callers had said. Alexander himself hadn’t revealed anything important, and just hearing “Dan” wasn’t enough for her to figure out who it was.
So she had no idea—and couldn’t even guess—who was on the other end of the call.
In fact, she hadn’t been listening at all to what Alexander said on the phone. She heard a bit and then forgot it. It had nothing to do with her. She just wanted to enjoy today.
Not only did Aileen freeze—Jasmine, on the other end of the call, froze too.
“Come on, say something”—she heard that clearly.
There was someone next to Alexander?
“It’s okay, go ahead,” Alexander said to Aileen, smiling to reassure her.
“What should I say?” Aileen asked in a soft voice.
Jasmine heard that. A woman’s voice.
“Say whatever you want. Don’t worry, she doesn’t know who you are,” Alexander said.
Aileen blinked, looked at the phone again, and whispered to Alexander, “Honey, who is it? Is it okay?”
She spoke softly, but the phone was right there.
Jasmine heard it.
Honey?!
Not only was there a woman beside Alexander—she called him honey?!
She didn’t know that Aileen hadn’t just called him “honey” in the past few hours—she’d called him “master,” “daddy,” “sir,” “darling”… and so much more as she let loose!
“Ask her yourself if you’re curious. It’s fine,” Alexander said with a smile.
Finally, Aileen took the phone, cleared her throat, and said:
“Hello?”
Her tone had completely changed—no more the soft laziness from before. Now she was formal and polite.
“Who are you?” Jasmine asked coldly.
“Who are you?” Aileen frowned and asked back, turning to look at Alexander.
Alexander just gave her a reassuring smile.
“I’m Jasmine Doran!” Jasmine said bluntly.
Aileen’s hand shook. She nearly dropped the phone. She suddenly sat up from under the covers and stared wide-eyed at Alexander. The blanket slipped off—she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her body was covered in bruises and red marks, some fading, some still fresh.
They weren’t serious—Alexander hadn’t really hurt her. Most of the marks would fade within a day.
And from the collarbone up, there were almost none. Alexander had slapped her face before, but even the marks there had faded. Once she put on clothes, no one would know what she had been through.
“Who are you?” Jasmine asked again. She’d already introduced herself, but Aileen hadn’t responded and had frozen.
“So it’s Miss Doran,” Aileen took a deep breath, quickly calmed herself, and responded with a polite tone, “We’ve met before. At a business banquet.”
“Who exactly are you?” Jasmine asked again.
“I…” Aileen took another deep breath.
She was actually in a complete panic inside, but she hid it well.
“I’m Aileen Arison,” she said.
She admitted it.
Because she understood—Jasmine had already discovered that her boyfriend had another woman by his side, and Aileen’s family was already searching for Alexander. Once Jasmine decided to investigate, she would definitely find out it was her. Lying would be useless.
And denying it could make things worse.
What if Jasmine exploded and came over immediately in a rage? She might actually do something crazy, and then Aileen would be in real danger.
But if Jasmine knew she was Aileen Arison, she wouldn’t do something like that. Because Aileen was the daughter of Michael Arison. Anyone who wanted to mess with her had to think twice—especially in NY.
What Aileen didn’t understand was—why did Alexander dare to do something so bold? Letting his girlfriend know he was with another woman? Was he insane? Did he have a death wish?
He was the one who told her to speak, and she couldn’t figure it out.
But what she could be sure of—
Now that Jasmine knew who she was, she herself would be fine. If anyone was going to be in deep trouble, it would be Alexander! He was about to pay the price for cheating on Jasmine Doran!
After Aileen finished saying who she was, there was complete silence on the line.
Jasmine was absolutely stunned!
Of course, Aileen had no idea.
“Miss Doran? Are you still there?” Aileen asked when she heard nothing.
“You’re Aileen Arison?” Jasmine asked again.
“Yes.”
“What are you doing with Alexander? What’s your relationship?”
“We’re just friends, talking about business,” Aileen said calmly and steadily. She was so nervous, she forgot she had just called Alexander “honey.” It had slipped out without thinking, and she mentally ignored it.
She still wanted to cover it up. If she could talk her way out, that would be best.
“Friends?”
“Yeah. Friends. Miss Doran, do you not allow your boyfriend to have female friends? Then we won’t meet again.”
“Friends? And you call him honey?! Who do you think you’re fooling?!”
“Ah… that…” Aileen’s nervousness could no longer be hidden. It showed on her face. “Maybe… Miss Doran, you misheard? I didn’t call him that.”
“You didn’t? Didn’t you just say—”
“Miss Doran, do you think I’m that kind of woman? Why don’t you think it over again?”
What Aileen said actually made Jasmine hesitate—just a little.
Because Aileen had always had a flawless reputation. The public viewed her as graceful, calm, elegant—totally inconsistent with what had just happened.
But Jasmine thought a bit more and realized—there was no way she misheard.
“Maybe I did mishear,” Jasmine said, controlling her emotions. “Sorry to interrupt your business talk, Miss Arison. Please hand the phone back to Alexander.”
Aileen let out a small sigh of relief and handed the phone back.
“Finished talking?” Alexander said, holding the phone to his ear.
“Where are you?” Jasmine asked directly.
“The old house,” Alexander replied.
“Don’t move. Don’t go anywhere! Beep beep beep…” Jasmine hung up.
Alexander looked at the phone, smiled, and set it aside on the cabinet.
He could guess why Jasmine told him not to move—because she was about to come storming over to see what the hell was going on!
When she arrived, things would probably get… interesting.
“You’re not afraid of her finding out?!” Aileen finally asked, her expression full of shock and confusion.
She truly had no idea what Alexander was thinking. From the moment he hugged her, that alone had become a weakness she held over him. The two of them held secrets over each other, keeping each other in check.
So from the very beginning, this whole matter wasn’t a threat to Aileen.
She also understood that Jasmine Doran, being such a proud woman, if her boyfriend really betrayed her, she would definitely retaliate—and then kick him to the curb!
She would do it cleanly, and might not even bother to retaliate against the woman who "stole" her man.
Because Jasmine was extremely dominant and controlling. Her man—she either controlled completely, or, if he annoyed her or betrayed her, she’d toss him like trash.
She wasn’t the kind of person to bother with messy entanglements.
So… what exactly was Alexander thinking? Was he insane?
Aileen stared wide-eyed at him, waiting for an answer.
“Actually…” Alexander said, reaching out and pinching Aileen’s cheek, gently tugging before releasing it. Then he added, “Jasmine and I were never really dating. That’s a secret between the two of us.”
Aileen’s eyes widened again. Then, raising her finger and gesturing knowingly, she said, “Ah… I get it. You two were a fake too!”
“Exactly,” Alexander nodded with a smile.
He didn’t elaborate at all—he didn’t need to. He was telling the truth, and Aileen believed him instantly, without a trace of doubt or confusion.
Because… Jasmine had a history with fake boyfriends—three times, in fact!
Everyone in NY City’s business circle knew: Jasmine had once been pressured into a marriage by her family. She fled to here to start her own company, and had played the “fake boyfriend” trick three separate times, using it as a shield to keep suitors away.
But her fake boyfriends… were so fake it was laughable.
They followed behind her at banquets like bootlicking little assistants. Jasmine never introduced them—people often assumed they were just aides. Meek, submissive, utterly deferential.
If they were like that in public, imagine in private. Probably treating her like a queen or a goddess.
And that was supposed to be her boyfriend?
Jasmine would never like that kind of man.
It was all fake!
So this time, when Aileen had discovered that the man who messaged her was supposedly Jasmine’s boyfriend—and combined it with recent gossip in NY City—she, like everyone else, had assumed it was real.
It seemed so real!
Never in a million years did she expect… it was fake again!
“This is only known to me and Jasmine,” Alexander said. “Even her brother doesn’t know. To pull off the act, we kept it that secret. You must keep this secret, too. Understand?” As he spoke, he reached out and gave Aileen a light smack.
Pa!—crisp and loud.
“Of course, I won’t say anything. Wouldn’t that just cause trouble for myself?” Aileen shifted closer to him. Her connection with Alexander was tied to his relationship with Jasmine, which in turn was tied to her own secret. She wouldn’t dare say a word, even if she had a hundred times the courage.
And she wasn’t the type to leak secrets anyway.
“Oh… then that means, you lied to me!” She suddenly realized. Kneeling beside him, she squinted at him. “That supposed weak point you gave me—it was fake! You’re not even afraid of Jasmine!”
“Well, you also knew from the start that I had discovered your secret and came to mess with your life on purpose, didn’t you? Regretting it now?” Alexander smiled, not denying it.
Aileen squinted at him and suddenly laughed.
Then she twisted her body, laying her head on Alexander’s lap and hugging his waist. Looking up obediently, she whispered, “Not at all.”
She didn’t regret it!
Not only did she not regret it, she actually felt… happier!
She felt she ought to thank Alexander. He had helped her take that first step—helped her muster the courage to finally rebel against her mother!
And those hours with Alexander today… were probably the most beautiful hours of her entire life. Today, might well be the most relaxed, most comfortable, most authentic day in her twenty-seven years.
She was an absolute M and the skill Alexander had demonstrated in those hours had truly conquered her body—it all left her immensely satisfied.
Truth be told, she was already a little reluctant to part with Alexander.
After all, she hadn’t been able to see a future with him. Despite his possessive words while he was spanking her. Despite how many times she proclaimed that she belonged to him.
She had thought, after today, she’d let go completely. Let today become the most precious day of her life. Tomorrow, she would return home to face the storm. Ultimately, she would still inherit the family business. Life would go back to normal, back on track.
She had planned never to contact Alexander again.
Even though everything about him had matched her desires—had made her feel like Alexander was the man fated to be the one to “discipline” her—she couldn’t stay tangled up with him.
There were too many reasons why. The biggest was: Alexander was already in a relationship. She couldn’t do that. She couldn’t be entangled with him!
But now… she knew even that was fake.
She really did feel happy.
Because that meant, in the future… she could still secretly meet with Alexander and have fun together.
“Get dressed. Jasmine will be here soon. Probably in about half an hour, maybe forty minutes,” Alexander said as he pinched her cheek.
“She’s coming?” Aileen sat up suddenly, tense. “Why is she coming?”
“To see you. My relationship with her is fake, but it’s public. With you, it's real, but it must stay hidden. She needs to feel at ease, understand?” Alexander smiled.
“Then…” Aileen seemed to have figured something out and relaxed again. “So I just need to act normal?”
“Right.” Alexander nodded.
“Then… can you not tell her my secret? Just say we’re secretly dating, okay?” Aileen pleaded.
“Okay.” Alexander smiled and nodded again.
“Love you, Master. Mwah!” Aileen hugged him and kissed him, then began getting dressed.
Although her romance with Alexander was also a secret—something the Arison family would never allow—Aileen wasn’t afraid of Jasmine knowing.
Just now, when she accused Alexander of lying, she had already realized that while the “weak point” he gave her before was fake, now he had given her a new one: his fake relationship with Jasmine—a secret that absolutely couldn’t be exposed!
So now, not only had she and Alexander reestablished their balance of mutually held secrets, Jasmine was now part of that balance too. The three of them formed a subtle triangle of keeping each other in check.
With her intelligence, Aileen could already see it clearly—that she may have fallen into a trap Alexander carefully set. A dark pit, a swamp, pulling her in deeper and deeper.
And yet, she didn’t resent it—in fact, she kind of enjoyed it.
Alexander was controlling and leading her in a way that pleased her—he was her ideal kind of Dom, and so she willingly and happily submitted!
She had always hoped a strong man would come and conquer her.
And Alexander was that man!
Aileen was even starting to look forward to meeting Jasmine, because now she felt the three of them had formed a hidden alliance—a sense of "us." She could finally relax around Jasmine, drop the act, and just be herself.
What she didn’t know was… even though Alexander and Jasmine’s relationship was fake, it was already moving in the direction of becoming real.
Over half an hour later—
Knock knock knock!
The door to Alexander’s old apartment was knocked on.
He walked over and opened it.
Of course, it was Jasmine Doran.
The moment the door opened, Jasmine fixed Alexander with a sharp, oddly intense stare.
She  was truly on the verge of a mental breakdown!
On the drive over, she had been racking her brain the whole way, trying to think of every possible explanation, but no matter how she spun it—she just couldn’t figure it out. How did they end up together? And even calling him “honey”? Aileen Arison wasn’t that kind of woman!
She understood clearly—the problem wasn’t with Aileen, it was with Alexander! That man… he really was something else—like a monster, a God, an alien—utterly mysterious and unfathomable!
“You’re here. Why are you looking at me like that? What, is my face blooming or something?” Alexander smiled, ushering Jasmine inside and handing her a pair of slippers.
Jasmine kicked off her heels while holding her purse and stepped into the slippers, glancing around the apartment. She knew the address of Alexander’s old apartment but had never been inside. Since it was unfamiliar, she naturally looked around more—and she was looking for someone!
The place still had all the signs of being lived in.
Alexander had moved out just the day before yesterday, only taking a few clothes and daily necessities. Everything else remained, and it hadn’t been specially cleaned or tidied.
Jasmine could smell the aroma of food in the air. It wasn’t mealtime, so she wasn’t sure if it was coming from another unit nearby through the window.
She also heard a “whirring” sound. As she stepped into the living room, looking around, she noticed—the bathroom door was open. It was the washing machine running inside.
She had no idea why Alexander was in the mood to do laundry right now.
“Where is she?” Jasmine asked as she walked to the coffee table, finally turning back to look at him.
Alexander lifted a hand and gestured—toward the kitchen.
And at that moment—
“Honey, is Miss Doran here?” Aileen took a couple steps back in the kitchen, turning her head slightly to look out. Her line of sight happened to match Jasmine’s—they could see each other.
“Miss Doran, long time no see.” Aileen greeted her with a smile, voice soft and polite.
“Miss… Arison, yeah… long time…” Jasmine was stunned, stammering.
Because Aileen had her hair tied up, was wearing sleeve guards and an apron, and held a soup ladle in her hand. She looked exactly like a gentle wife preparing a meal.
She was making dinner!
The dissonance was overwhelming!
Aileen had always been the elegant and dazzling heiress—a woman of immense wealth and peerless beauty! She was someone people admired from afar. Someone you couldn’t touch!
Cooking?
She was cooking for Alexander?
She even knew how to cook?!
Yes—Aileen really did know how to cook.
At home, she wasn’t allowed to cook or learn—her hands were to be protected. But during her years studying abroad, she learned from the housekeeper who took care of her.
In fact, Alexander hadn’t even asked Aileen to cook.
She offered to.
She first said she was hungry. Alexander told her to wait for Jasmine to arrive, and they’d go eat together. Then she said she would cook, that she knew how, and wanted to host Jasmine—completely taking on the role of a hostess and woman of the house.
Alexander didn’t care either way, so he agreed.
Water and power hadn’t been cut off in the old place, and there were still some ingredients in the fridge—though not much. So earlier, Alexander had even gone downstairs to buy more groceries. The market was nearby, and he’d returned within fifteen minutes.
Not only had Aileen taken the initiative to cook, she had also taken the initiative to do laundry—washing the dirty clothes Alexander had left lying around, as well as the bedsheets.
Alexander understood her mindset—she wanted to try living an ordinary, normal life.
“Honey, you two chat. The soup’s almost done. I’ll fry an egg and we’ll be ready to eat…” Aileen said, retreating back into the kitchen and enthusiastically continuing her work.
Jasmine still looked dazed. Slowly, she turned toward Alexander—so stiff, it was as if she’d been possessed. Her eyes widened as she stared at him, then suddenly pulled him aside and asked in a low, urgent voice, “What the hell is going on?!”
She was starting to wonder if she had gone insane!
Because—it was so weird!
Everything felt bizarre!
For example… during her phone call with Aileen, the last thing she’d heard was Aileen denying calling Alexander “honey.” 

Jasmine had pretended to believe it, then came over to confirm it herself. But now? Aileen called him “honey” right to her face—all while she calmly and sweetly greeting her.

Did she have amnesia? Was she schizophrenic?
And cooking dinner?!
Even frying an egg?!
Jasmine no longer knew whether she had lost her mind—or the whole world had.
She even started to suspect: what if Alexander had hired a woman who looked like Aileen—or even had plastic surgery to look like her—to act this whole thing out and fool her?
For a brief second, she truly considered it. But she immediately ruled it out.
Because a face could be faked—but not temperament or aura!
Especially not temperament. That takes years to cultivate. Even though Aileen was now wearing an apron stained from long use, and holding a soup ladle, she still naturally gave off the feeling of—a goddess cooking in the kitchen!
To cook more easily, she had tied up her wavy hair, revealing the full outline of her delicate face. Her face was tiny, her skin perfect, and although she was twenty-seven, she looked more like eighteen—overflowing with youthful charm.
There was no way she was a fake.
And if she was real… that was even scarier!
What the hell was going on?!
“Nothing’s going on. She’s my woman,” Alexander replied with a smile.
“Your woman? How did she become your woman? When did that happen?”
“Today.”
“Today? Were you close before this?”
“Nope.”
“Not close? You—”
Jasmine was completely imploding. She dragged Alexander aside, whispering rapidly, her tone urgent.
“Honey, the rice is ready. I’m stir-frying the vegetables now—can you open the lid and give it a fluff? The housekeeper taught me—it’ll taste better that way…” Aileen called from the kitchen.
“Coming,” Alexander replied, signaling Jasmine that he was stepping away.
Alexander entered the kitchen.
Jasmine didn’t follow. She casually tossed her purse on the couch and raised a hand to press against her forehead. Was she sick? Was something wrong with her brain? Was she hallucinating?
“Honey, it’s so hot in here,” Aileen called from the kitchen again. “These workout clothes are stifling, and I’ve got the apron on too—I’m sweating. Do you have anything I can wear?”
“Hmmm…… there are some old clothes. They’re clean. Oh, and my old pajamas are in the bedroom closet—leftmost section, bottom shelf, the folded blue ones.”
“Check the pot for me—I’ll go change.”
“Go ahead.”
Aileen stepped out of the kitchen. Seeing Jasmine still standing by the coffee table, she smiled and nodded politely. “Miss Doran, go ahead and have a seat—no need to stand. We’ll be eating soon, just a moment.”
With that, she walked into the bedroom and closed the door.
Jasmine actually sat down, expressionless. She felt she needed to calm down.
Two minutes later, Aileen emerged from the bedroom, now dressed in a slightly oversized men’s pajama set. She was holding her apron, slipping it on as she walked and tying it behind her.
Beep beep beep!
The sound came from the bathroom—the washing machine, signaling that the laundry was done and had already spin-dried.
Aileen turned her head toward the bathroom and walked over, calling out as she went, “Honey, the clothes are done. Do we hang them on the balcony? The bedsheet won’t fit, right?”
Jasmine shot to her feet.
It was Aileen who washed the clothes too?!
Just as she’d calmed down—Jasmine’s mind exploded again.
Crazy! They must all be crazy! Completely crazy!
She suddenly felt the world was unreal, as if she were watching a bizarre movie from outside the scene, detached and observing.
She saw Aileen Arison coming out of the bathroom holding a basin filled with freshly washed and spin-dried clothes and bedsheets.
She saw that same Aileen walk onto the balcony, hanging each piece of clothing on the drying rack, tilting her head back to hang them neatly, even patting the clothes to smooth them out.
“Honey, the bedsheets don’t fit on the rack.”
“Coming, coming, I’ll get another rack.”
Their voices sounded distant and faint.
Jasmine saw Alexander come out of the kitchen, first going into another room, then soon reappearing carrying a portable folding clothes rack.
Alexander set up the rack in the living room.
Aileen carried the basin over to him, and together they stretched the bedsheets taut, each holding an end, shaking them out before draping them neatly over the rack.
“Honey, did you check the pot?” Aileen suddenly called out and hurried to the kitchen.
“It’s done and off the heat, don’t worry,” Alexander replied.
They both entered the kitchen again, soon returning with dishes. Dinner was served yet Jasmine was still dazed and confused.
She barely heard the invitation and accepted it.
Plop.
“Miss Doran, is your meal enough?” Only when Aileen served a bowl of rice and placed it in front of Jasmine—who was sitting opposite the two of them—did Jasmine fully wake from her trance.
“Uh… enough, thank you,” Jasmine answered sluggishly, finally fully alert. She looked at the two sitting across from her, then glanced around.
The balcony window was open, and clothes gently swayed in the breeze.
Between the coffee table and TV cabinet, the folding clothes rack was open, bedsheets laid out. The scent of lavender detergent filled the room.
It was all real!
Jasmine looked back at the dining table.
Aileen’s sitting posture was very proper and ladylike—never slouched or hunchbacked—a habit formed over years, not forced.
She had already taken off her apron, now dressed in a blue men’s pajama set, her hair loose. The waves in her hair gave her a slightly more mature look, but her expression was filled with the charm of a gentle woman.
Jasmine’s pupils suddenly contracted.
Because she saw something poking from the front of Aileen’s pajamas… The outline of her nipples was clear through. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing anything underneath! 

When she changed clothes earlier, she simply didn’t wear anything beneath and just put on Alexander’s pajamas!

Had it really come to this point?
“Honey, taste this. I haven’t cooked in a long time. Tell me if it’s too salty…” Aileen was serving Alexander, placing a piece of lean meat into his bowl.
Alexander tasted it and smiled, “Just right.”
“Miss Doran, you should try some too, quickly,” Aileen politely urged Jasmine with a smile.
“Oh… hmm…” Jasmine made a vague sound, took a deep breath, and forced herself to calm down.
She looked at the dishes on the table.
Four dishes and one soup.
Simple home-cooked meals. 
Plain and modest fare.
Jasmine wasn’t disgusted by the plain food—rather, it was that Aileen had cooked them.
She picked up her utensils and tried the stir-fried eggs with garlic shoots… surprisingly, the taste was quite good! Not chef-level, but definitely up to housewife standards!
“Is it good?” Aileen asked expectantly.
“Good,” Jasmine nodded, forcing a smile.
“Not salty?” Aileen asked again.
“Not salty, just right,” Jasmine said.
“If it’s good, eat more,” Aileen was genuinely happy, her face lighting up with joy.
She was doing what the family forbade her to do—and doing it well. How could she not be happy?
The three officially began eating.
Jasmine really didn’t feel like eating, but she wasn’t going to force herself. She was here to find out what exactly was going on!
“Miss Arison, how long have you and Alexander been together?” Jasmine initiated, asking casually.
“Not long,” Aileen replied, glancing at Alexander with eyes full of affection.
“We… it was love at first sight. Love doesn’t make sense. From the moment I saw him, I knew he was my destined one.” Aileen’s words were cheesy.
Jasmine didn’t believe a single word!
She knew women like Aileen—falling for a man was normal, but love at first sight? Impossible! With her background, she’d seen it all.
Something was wrong!
“Is that so…” Jasmine replied.
“By the way, Miss Doran, um… he told me about you and my babe…..” Aileen lowered her voice and said, “You two aren’t really a couple, right?”
Jasmine’s hand froze. She snapped her head to glare at Alexander.
He had told another woman their secret!
Seeing Jasmine’s reaction, Aileen thought she only worried about leaking information and immediately said, “Don’t worry, Miss Doran, I won’t say a word. But please keep our secret too. Our relationship can’t be public yet.”
Alexander calmly ate. Seeing Jasmine staring at him, he smiled and said, “Eat, why are you looking at me like that?”
Jasmine kept staring at him.
“Miss Doran, don’t be angry,” Aileen reached out and pressed the back of Jasmine’s hand, “Trust me, I won’t tell! You can continue your act. Even if you show some intimacy in public, I won’t mind…”
“You should understand hubby too. Your relationship is fake. He’s playing along with you, but he can’t stop dating because of you, right? He has to tell me about it to avoid misunderstandings… isn’t that right?”
Aileen’s logic was very clear and correct!
But Jasmine felt very uncomfortable.
She didn’t feel like Aileen was showing off, but every time Aileen said “my hubby,” this, “honey” that, it somehow grated on her ears.
“I’m fine, it’s okay,” Jasmine smiled naturally at Aileen.
But when Aileen turned her attention back to Alexander, Jasmine instantly stopped smiling.
“Honey, try this…”
“Honey, taste this…”
“Miss Doran, have you been busy at work recently?”
“Miss Doran, your skin is so good. What skincare products do you use?”
Aileen controlled the conversation at the table. She had never been able to talk so much at the dining table before, so today she was particularly chatty.
She wasn’t a naive girl; her language skills were excellent, her logic very clear. Even Jasmine couldn’t catch her off guard or draw anything special out.
Nothing special could be asked.
Aileen ate more than usual, unknowingly finishing a whole plate, then went back for another and ate it all.
And she was the first to finish her meal!
Her upbringing didn’t allow her to eat quickly, so everything she’d done today was a rebound after long-term repression.
Although she finished eating, she still “fed” Alexander.
“Honey, eat more shrimp,” she said, peeling the shrimp and putting them in his bowl repeatedly—A gesture that was so sweet it made Jasmine annoyed.
Suddenly, Jasmine put down her knife and fork and pressed her hand against her forehead.
She felt an impulse.
She didn’t even know why.
A few seconds later, she took a bright red salted shrimp from the plate, quickly tore off its head, peeled the shell.
“Honey, here,” Aileen put another peeled shrimp into Alexander’s bowl.
“Here, eat shrimp,” then another hand reached over, also putting a peeled shrimp into Alexander’s bowl.
It was Jasmine!
Aileen froze, then suddenly whipped her head toward Jasmine.
The atmosphere in the room became strange.
Jasmine instantly regretted it.
The moment she put the shrimp into Alexander’s bowl, she regretted it! She felt this wasn’t like herself at all.
Trying to please a man? Showing off to another woman?
Of course, she wasn’t afraid of Aileen Arison.
But she also understood that by doing this, Alexander might start thinking differently about her. He might later find an opportunity to ask if she had fallen for him, or even tease and mock her.
Jasmine would never become a woman who actively catered to men or bowed down to them!
Her expression froze for a moment, then she smiled at Alexander and said, “Eat, have some more.” Saying that, she picked up a piece of poached chicken, and put it into Aileen’s bowl.
“Miss Arison, you eat too.” Jasmine smiled naturally at Aileen, then gestured to the dishes on the table and said, “There’s plenty of food left; otherwise, it’s waste. You both eat more, I’m full.”
Jasmine felt she had made a mistake and quickly tried to make amends.
She turned the act of serving Alexander alone into serving both Alexander and Aileen.
The weird atmosphere suddenly softened.
Aileen was slightly stunned, but then seemed to understand something.
“Miss Doran, you’re full? Not going to eat more?” Aileen asked.
“I’m full, thanks for the hospitality. You two eat,” Jasmine looked at Aileen and smiled.
“Plain home cooking, what hospitality is that?” Aileen smiled at Jasmine. “Originally, my husband said we’d go out to eat after you arrived, but since we’re already at home, I thought I’d cook. The highest etiquette for hosting is a home-cooked meal. You’re the guest, and this is the first time we meet like this, so… I hope Miss Doran is satisfied.”
Hearing Aileen, Jasmine’s heart suddenly flared with anger.
Because she felt Aileen was provoking her!
Already at home? Hosting? Home-cooked meal? Guest?
Aileen was directly placing herself in the position of the hostess. Although she spoke very naturally and thought quickly, Jasmine sensed a deliberate intention.
She knew Aileen must have noticed something was off with her but hadn’t called it out.
A woman's intuition is terrifying, and women understand women best.
After speaking, Aileen glanced at Alexander, then looked at the bowl and said, “Honey, why aren’t you eating?”
She picked up her fork and took the shrimp Jasmine had just placed in Alexander’s bowl, bringing it close to his mouth—then suddenly her hand trembled.
Plop.
The shrimp fell first on the table, then bounced to the floor.
“Oh no, I’m so clumsy. It’s dirty now, forget it.” Aileen scolded herself, then took another shrimp from Alexander’s bowl—one she had peeled herself—and said, “Come on, honey, eat. I’ll feed you…”
Seeing Alexander eat the shrimp she fed him, Aileen smiled sweetly.
She then looked at Jasmine with that same smile: “Miss Doran, really no more?”
She was provoking her!
With a smile and no anger, she was declaring her territory and provoking Jasmine!
“I’m really full, thank you.” Jasmine breathed a little heavier but smiled.
The two women stared at each other, suddenly silent.
They could both feel the hostility.
Although Jasmine smiled, her aura was one that threatened to flip the table at any moment!
“I’m full too, can’t eat more.” Alexander suddenly spoke, stood up, and started to clear the table.
Aileen quickly stood and stopped him. She took over the cleaning, saying, “Honey, don’t clear it, I’ll do it. I’ll wash up. You go sit over there with Miss Doran, don’t neglect the guest…” Saying this, she glanced meaningfully at Jasmine.
Alexander didn’t argue.
He knew Aileen truly wanted to do this.
He glanced at Jasmine and gave her a look.
Jasmine suddenly stood and walked toward the sofa.
Aileen went to the kitchen to wash dishes, and soon the sound of running water was heard. This billionaire heiress really was washing dishes!
Alexander moved the drying rack for the bedsheets near the coffee table, turned on the TV for some background noise, then sat down beside Jasmine.
“What the hell are you playing at?” Jasmine glanced at the TV, clenched her teeth, and whispered.
“If you lost, you lost. Why ask so much?” Alexander smiled, glancing sideways at Jasmine. His voice was quiet.
With the TV on, Aileen in the kitchen couldn’t hear them.
“You actually dared to offend the Arison family just to win a bet against me! You’re bold,” Jasmine whispered. At this moment, she fully realized why the Arison family was investigating Alexander—it was because he had taken Aileen away.
But she still couldn’t understand.
Even if Alexander bypassed the Arison family, how did Aileen just follow him?
It seemed not only had she fallen in love, but she was afraid someone would take Alexander away from her.
“No, no, no, you’re wrong,” Alexander denied, “You can ask her. The first time I contacted her was… even earlier than when we made our bet.”
“So… how did you do it?”
“Guess.”
Jasmine fell silent. She knew she would never get Alexander to tell.
“Ah!” Alexander suddenly put his hand on the back of his neck, twisted uncomfortably, then moved his shoulders and muttered, “So tired, been messing around all day, my whole body aches.”
Then he stopped, turned to Jasmine and said, “Massage me.”
It wasn’t a question or a request, it was a statement—a demand! He wanted her to massage him!
Because Jasmine had lost the bet again, he could demand this.
The terms had been clear: If Jasmine won, Alexander would kneel and apologize. If Alexander won, Jasmine would obey him.
Not just once, but one hundred times!
As long as it wasn’t in public, Alexander could ask Jasmine to massage him!
Jasmine took a deep breath, then grit her teeth and whispered, “You really pick the worst times.”
“If you don’t want to, forget it. No pressure,” Alexander said casually, smirking.
Jasmine glanced toward the kitchen door, thought for a moment, then stood up while unbuttoning her coat and said, “I’ll do it. Here or your bedroom?”
Jasmine was ready to fight back.
She knew Aileen might see, but wasn’t sure when she would finish washing dishes.
But she wasn’t afraid of being seen; she even hoped Aileen would see.
She hadn’t fought back earlier for fear Alexander would misunderstand, but now the massage was her obligation after losing. It had nothing to do with romance, but if Aileen saw, she would definitely misunderstand.
“Bedroom,” Alexander stood up.
More than twenty minutes later.
Aileen finished tidying the kitchen and was walking out, saying, “Honey, you two chat… eh?”
She stood in the kitchen doorway and glanced into the living room—no one was there.
“Honey?” she called, stepping into the living room and looking around. All the other doors were open except the master bedroom. She heard voices coming from inside.
Frowning in confusion, Aileen walked over and opened the bedroom door, then froze in the doorway.
Inside the bedroom—
Alexander lay face-down on the mattress, wearing only boxer briefs. Jasmine was fully clothed—she’d removed her coat and tied up her long black hair, sleeves rolled up. That in itself wasn’t strange.
What was shocking was that Jasmine was sitting on Alexander’s lower back, hands pressing and kneading his shoulders in steady, rhythmic motions.
She was giving Alexander a massage.
Aileen was utterly stunned.
She had heard of Jasmine’s fierce reputation—strong, domineering, unyielding. A woman who never bowed to anyone. Aileen had even heard her father say that, when forced into an arranged marriage by her grandfather, Jasmine had publicly cursed him out—then, when her uncle slapped her, she slapped him back.
Jasmine’s strength was real, not a façade. If there was anyone who would never serve a man, it was her.
And yet here she was, massaging Alexander—serving him in this intimate way.
Aileen could hardly believe it.
She thought, if she were to be married, given her own impeccable reputation, it wouldn’t ruin her image if she pampered her husband with massages—the label of “virtuous wife” might even enhance it.
A wife massaging her husband—or a girlfriend massaging her boyfriend—is perfectly normal.
But Jasmine’s reputation was special. No one expected her to be in this role; everyone assumed her husband would dote on her like a queen.
So…
Seeing Jasmine massaging Alexander, Aileen was terrified.
Then she saw something even more shocking.
Jasmine looked up at Aileen in the doorway, gave one cool glance, then immediately looked back down and continued massaging, softly asking Alexander, “Is this comfortable?”
She didn’t stop when she saw Aileen. She was utterly absorbed in her task—devotedly, single-mindedly, kneading his shoulders.
Aileen’s own mind exploded in response.
It was ruined.
Jasmine’s image in her mind collapsed instantly—shattered.
She felt she was hallucinating.
This had to be fake!
“Honey, the laundry’s done. You look tired—rest for a moment, we’ll be finished soon,” Alexander said, lifting his head and smiling at Aileen.
Aileen stared at him blankly, then a thought struck her.
Huh?
Could it be?
No way…
Suddenly a possibility—extreme, but perhaps the truth—dawned on her: Jasmine was the same kind of person as herself. She, too, was an M—a submissive who craved a strong man. That explained everything.
It was the most bizarre possibility.
But Aileen had already experienced something equally bizarre herself.
If Jasmine, too, were an M, then everything made sense.
Jasmine was outwardly powerful and domineering, but inwardly repressed—forced by family expectations to present a façade of strength. In secret, she craved to be conquered, to be whipped, to yield to a more powerful man.
Alexander had said they weren’t really a couple—only pretending.
But he hadn’t said whether there was another kind of relationship.
If Jasmine was an M, everything made sense. (To her.)
Jasmine saw Aileen enter but ignored her, continuing the massage—serving her Dom without caring who watched.
Aileen understood.
She felt she’d grasped the truth.
She even looked at Jasmine with gentleness.
Because Jasmine wasn’t a romantic rival—she was a kindred spirit.
Aileen felt more love for Alexander. In her mind, he had conquered Jasmine, too. He was capabler than Aileen had imagined, and she wanted her Dom to be ever more powerful.
As an M, she wouldn’t have been comfortable with just any woman stealing her man—She’d steal him back right away. 
But if that woman was also an M, there was no conflict. Both had been conquered by the same Dom, and they could even…
Jasmine was still massaging Alexander.
It was her counterattack.
And she was secretly pleased, because Alexander didn’t explain himself when Aileen arrived; he fully cooperated, treating it all as natural.
She had no idea what Aileen was thinking, nor how terrifying the situation Alexander had set up was.
Aileen stood watching for a long moment.
Jasmine wondered if Aileen would collapse in anger and run away.
Suddenly—
Aileen moved.
She entered the bedroom, closed the door, walked to the bedside, knelt down, and pressed her lips gently against Alexander’s in a delicate kiss. Jasmine froze, eyes wide in shock at the scene.
What was she doing?
Then Aileen stood, kicked off her slippers, and jumped onto the bed to kneel beside Alexander at his hip. She smiled at Jasmine and said, “Big Sis, join me.” She called out, the word rolling off her tongue.
In the time she spent researching her M side, she’d seen how women sharing the same man referred to one another as sisters.
Aileen reached out to massage Alexander’s arm.
And that caused Jasmin’s expression to turn into one of utter disbelief.
A woman, seeing her boyfriend being massaged by another woman, not only felt no anger but joined in—calling her “sister”?!
Wait—
“Sister”?
Why was she calling Jasmine “sister”? She was so shocked, she didn’t hear how she had called her in full.
“Sister, are you all right?” Aileen asked when she saw Jasmine’s face, smiling sweetly.
That smile sent a chill through Jasmine from head to toe.
She stared at Aileen Arison like she’d seen a ghost, unable to utter a single word. Truthfully, a faint chill of fear crept into her heart—as if she were trapped in a horror movie, caught in some supernatural event.
What was wrong with this woman?!
Mentally ill?
Impossible. If Aileen suffered from any mental disorder, she couldn’t possibly be the flawless successor of the Arison Group. No one with unstable mental health could maintain such a perfect public image. To be that brilliant and impeccable, one had to possess extraordinary self-control—only the most disciplined individuals could achieve that level of excellence without slipping up.
Jasmine turned her gaze slowly to Alexander’s bare back.
Then it hit her.
It wasn’t Aileen who was the issue.
The problem was still Alexander.
Though she couldn’t fathom what method Alexander had used to win over Aileen so quickly—or how he made her fall so deeply in love that she didn’t mind sharing him with another woman—the cause had to be with him.
She simply couldn’t figure out how he’d done it.
But it had to be him.
“Big Sis, what are you thinking?” Aileen suddenly asked, waving her hand in front of Jasmine’s face. The reason she called Jasmine “big” was because she had just started seeing Alexander today, whereas Jasmine had clearly been with him for a while. Jasmine came first, so she was the elder.
“Can you not call me ‘sister’?” Jasmine finally responded, giving Aileen a sidelong glare.
Those two words sent chills down her spine.
“Oh, okay. Miss Doran, then,” Aileen immediately corrected herself. She wasn’t particularly eager to use the term “sister” either—it just felt like the proper etiquette, since Jasmine was there first. If Jasmine didn’t want it, that made things easier.
“Aileen, don’t forget to take your morning after pill,” Alexander suddenly reminded her.
“Ah! Right! I almost forgot. Honey, do we have any at home?”
“Nope.”
“Then I’ll go downstairs and buy some.”
As she spoke, Aileen stood up and—lifted her shirt right in front of them!
Jasmine’s eyes widened again, as if seeing another ghost.
Sure, they were both women, but Aileen changing clothes right in front of her—was she really that unbothered?! Jasmine stared, watching as Aileen tossed Alexander’s pajama top aside. 

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her large round breasts, topped with those cute pink nipples, were on full display for the man and woman in the bedroom.

Jasmine caught sight of many marks on Aileen’s skin, going from her large hills to her slender waist.
Most of them had faded since Alexander had enough experience to know where and how to hit, but the traces that remained still suggested that… things between them had been wild.
Aileen quickly changed clothes—put on her purple sportswear, the sun visor and a mask.
“You two carry on, I’ll be back soon,” she said as she rushed out. She already knew there was a pharmacy nearby—they had passed it earlier when getting out of the car, just outside the alley to the right.
Aileen left the room. A moment later, the front door opened and shut again.
Still sitting on Alexander’s lower back, Jasmine jumped to her feet the moment she heard the door close. She stepped aside, rolled her sleeves down, and fixed her gaze on him.
Alexander sat up and started putting on his clothes.
He knew full well—there was no way Jasmine was in the mood to keep massaging him now.
“Aren’t you going to explain yourself? Alexander!” Jasmine let down her hair with a flick and crossed her arms, staring him down.
“How about this—you give me 100 million, and I’ll tell you the truth,” Alexander said with a grin.
“Do you think that’s funny?” Jasmine narrowed her eyes.
There was no way she’d give him that kind of money just to satisfy her curiosity.
It had nothing to do with her anymore. She had already lost the bet—knowing how he’d pulled it off wouldn’t change the outcome.
She was dying to know how Alexander had managed to conquer Aileen, what had happened between them, but there was no way she’d be foolish enough to pay for the answer.
“Oh, it’s funny. Very funny,” Alexander chuckled.
“Even if you don’t tell me, I’ll find out,” Jasmine said coldly—making it clear that she would investigate.
“Go ahead,” Alexander shrugged, unfazed. She wouldn’t find anything.
Jasmine took a deep breath, paused, then asked, “Fine. I won’t ask what happened between you and Aileen. But... the Arison family is investigating you, right? It’s because of your relationship with her?”
“I ran away with her,” Alexander said, standing up.
“So what’s your plan? Marriage? Becoming a live-in son-in-law?”
“You think I’m the type to marry into another family?”
“Then what? Break up? Never see each other again? Even if you break up, the Arison family won’t let you go.”
“There’s no other option?”
“What else are you thinking?”
“Handle the Arison family, obviously. What else?”
“You say that like it’s easy.”
Jasmine pressed her fingers to her temple, pacing toward the window. She looked outside, visibly agitated—not just because of Aileen’s presence, but also because she had now been dragged into this mess.
The Arison family had already tracked down the information of Alexander.
And she………was publicly known as his girlfriend in the NY City’s  business circle.
From the Arison family’s perspective, that meant Jasmine Doran’s boyfriend had run off with Aileen Arison.
That was… a mess!
What now? Should Jasmine cut ties and say her relationship with Alexander was fake?
No. She couldn’t afford to blow her cover now. She’d already faked a relationship three times. This fourth round looked so real—if it was suddenly revealed to be fake, her credibility would be shot. Even if she tried pulling this act with another man later, no one would believe it again.
But if she didn’t cut ties...
Then she was caught in between—aware yet unaware. She was supposed to be mad, cheated on. But since their relationship was fake, how could she act mad at Alexander?
She couldn’t. Not realistically. Because if she really got mad, there would be blood spilled.
So what now?
Just a breakup?
Was she the kind of woman who’d quietly accept betrayal?
If she were truly Alexander’s girlfriend, she ought to side with the Arison family and retaliate!
That didn’t work either.
Then what—pretend to accept his other lovers? Stand by him, shoulder the Arison family’s wrath together? Go to war with them?
Like hell.
What would that make her?
Checkmate.
No matter how Jasmine thought it through, it felt like checkmate—no way out. From her own perspective, every possible move was wrong.
Alexander had dragged her into this situation. But still—she couldn’t blame him. Not one word!
Because she knew, from the very beginning, that he was going after Aileen. She had even made a bet with him over it. If he lost, he would kneel and apologize. That essentially forced him to ensure he won the bet.
Who could she blame?
She paced back and forth, gazing out the window, lost in thought for a long time.
Then suddenly—
She stopped. Her eyes widened slightly as she turned to stare at Alexander.
She realized something. Something she had completely overlooked.
This man, Alexander—how could he possibly leave her in a checkmate?
A man nearly divine in brilliance—how could he ever box himself into a corner?
She had been thinking only from her own perspective, believing she was trapped. But Alexander? He would never let her be collateral damage. He would never drag her into something and leave her with a mess to clean up.
There had to be a way out.
“What are you staring at? Just say it,” Alexander said, smiling as he noticed her staring intently at him.
“You… just now… did you say…” Her eyes flickered. “Did you say… you ran away with Aileen?”
“Yeah,” Alexander nodded, still smiling.
“So that means… the Arison family still doesn’t know… what your relationship with her is?” Jasmine’s eyes widened.
“You’re smart. You finally figured it out,” Alexander grinned. Whether it was praise or mockery was unclear.
Jasmine understood. Completely.
At the same time, a chill ran down her spine again. The sense of dread returned—because she now realized just how terrifying Alexander truly was!
She realized she had just become another pawn on his board—and she had to willingly cooperate with him. Willingly play her part.
‘If this man was my enemy——then I would’ve already been crushed ten times over.’ She couldn’t help but think so to herself.
Ring ring ring...
Alexander’s phone buzzed.
He walked over and saw an unregistered number. But he recognized it—it belonged to the pharmacy owner downstairs.
“Hello?” he answered.
“It’s me.” It was Aileen’s voice, rushed and low. “Honey, I saw my family—they’ve found us. They’re outside the alley, right next to your car.”




Chapter 16: Facing Madam Arison.

Inside the pharmacy just outside the alley, Aileen Arison leaned against the window, whispering into the phone while secretly watching the street outside.
The pharmacy was full of shelves and products, and the windows were covered with promotional signs, so while Aileen could clearly see the situation near the alley entrance, the people outside couldn’t see her.
She was really nervous.
She’d only come out to buy birth control. After buying it and getting ready to leave, she saw several familiar cars approaching. Startled, she immediately ducked back into the store. Since she had thrown her phone out the car window earlier, she had to borrow the shop owner's.
She had a good memory, and she’d seen Alexander’s number enough times—read that text message more than enough. She could dial his number from memory.
Still, she got it wrong twice before getting through.
“Honey, what do I do? I’m in the pharmacy and I can’t leave, I—”
“It’s fine. We’re heading downstairs now. Just wait for us. Don’t worry—I’ll handle it.”
“Can you really? Are you sure?”
“Trust me.”
“…Okay then.”
She hung up and then quickly put on her mask, walked back to the counter, and returned the phone to the owner with a polite “thank you.” The pharmacist looked at her a bit strangely, clearly curious but not asking questions—he didn’t want to get involved in anything troublesome.
 

 
Fifth-floor Bedroom.
Alexander hung up and turned to Jasmine. “The Arison family’s people are here—right outside the alley. Let’s go.” He walked out of the bedroom.
They arrived sooner than he had expected—but not completely beyond prediction.
He didn’t think the Arison family had tracked him by connecting him to the old house under his parents’ names. That kind of investigation would’ve taken longer and gone down the wrong path at first.
No, the Arison family tracked him via the car—that Lamborghini.
Most likely, they had leveraged connections to access traffic camera footage and trace him here.
“You knew the Arison family would show up now?” Jasmine asked as she followed him out of the bedroom.
“I’m not a psychic. How would I know that?” Alexander answered as he grabbed his coat from the living room and put it on. “It was just one of the possibilities. They might show up in the afternoon, or they might not.”
“You knew they’d find you, and you still waited here?” Jasmine questioned further.
“Don’t try to bait me.” Alexander smiled, glancing at her. “I’ll tell you this—if you hadn’t called me this afternoon and come here, then by 3 PM I would’ve left this place with Aileen. We’d have gone out for lunch or something. They wouldn’t have found us.”
“But since you came…” He chuckled. “I didn’t need to leave anymore. You get it, right?”
Jasmine did. She’d already realized it. She was just testing whether this man was really as terrifying as she thought. Could there have been any coincidence at all?
Now she knew. There were no coincidences!
Alexander never took uncalculated risks. Even if the Arison family did come today, they weren’t supposed to find him and Aileen here.
But because Jasmine came—then it didn’t matter anymore!
Why?
Because as long as she was here, when the Arison family found Alexander, it wouldn’t be just him and Aileen—it would be Alexander, Aileen, and Jasmine together!
That made this whole thing very easy to handle!
And Jasmine was the key.
She was trapped in a “checkmate with only one choice” scenario—forced to actively cooperate with Alexander, willingly help him cover up what was going on!
Of course, she could refuse, but the consequences for her would be far worse.
“Let’s go,” Alexander said, grabbing the car keys and gesturing to Jasmine.
Jasmine’s face remained emotionless. She stepped forward, straightened his collar, then picked up her purse and slipped her arm through his, saying, “Let’s go!”
The two of them put on their shoes at the door, then walked out arm in arm like a real couple.
Ring ring ring…
This time, it was Jasmine’s phone ringing.
They paused at the door. She picked up.
“Boss, a group of people are surrounding Mr. Ciotta’s car…”
“I know. We’re coming down now.”
It was her bodyguard calling. Jasmine kept it short and hung up.
—
Downstairs.
On the way down, Jasmine suddenly said in a low voice, “I don’t like this feeling.”
“What feeling?” Alexander asked.
“This… this feeling that you’ve calculated everything—including me—and I can’t even fight back. Do you get what I mean?” Jasmine said, shooting him a glance.
“No need to say it like that. ‘Calculated’? That sounds so ugly.” Alexander smiled. “If you hadn’t made that bet with me, I never would’ve dragged you into this. Who are you blaming?”
“I’m not blaming anyone. I just… don’t like the feeling.”
“Are you asking me? Asking me not to pull you into this kind of mess again?”
“You know you’re incredibly annoying, right?”
“Sounds like you’re flirting.”
“Flirt your damn self!”
Jasmine was fuming again, and fell silent.
“Still planning to make bets with me in the future?” Alexander asked.
“I swear—if I make another bet with you, I’m an idiotic dog!” Jasmine spat.
“At least you’re self-aware,” Alexander replied.
“You—” Jasmine turned her head and narrowed her eyes at him.
Suddenly, Alexander felt a sharp pain in his side—Jasmine had pinched him! Pinched him like some moody little girl!
She was genuinely so mad, she didn’t know what else to do.
“What are you, a schoolgirl? Pinching people? Don’t tell me you’ve fallen for me,” Alexander teased, smirking.
Expressionless, Jasmine raised her left hand and slapped the back of her right hand with a sharp smack. “There. My hand’s to blame. Happy now?”
Alexander just chuckled and didn’t push further. Time to focus—there was business to handle.
They walked out of the building hand-in-hand.
The moment they stepped outside, Jasmine’s face softened into a faint smile. She leaned slightly closer to Alexander, like a girlfriend happily heading out with her man.
They walked toward the alley entrance.
Before they even reached it, a group of black-clad bodyguards nearby noticed them. Jasmine also spotted her own people. She had brought four bodyguards today, but the rest weren’t hers—they belonged to the arison family.
Some of those family bodyguards were holding photos.
“That’s him!”
“No doubt—it’s him!”
They held up the photos to compare. Once they confirmed it was Alexander—the man who “kidnapped” the young lady—they immediately began to surround him.
After spotting Alexander’s car earlier, they had called their Madam, who was already on her way and had instructed them to stay put. Their job was to guard the car, but now that the “target” had shown up, there was no way they’d let him go.
“What are you doing?”
“Stand back!”
As the Arison family’s men moved in, Jasmine’s bodyguards sprang into action, forming a defensive line in front of her and Alexander. They raised their arms aggressively, glaring at the Arison guards.
One of them pulled out a phone—calling for backup.
Jasmine’s bodyguards had been waiting in the SUV, watching. They saw the Arison people arrive and surround Alexander’s car, unsure what was going on, so they got out to keep watch—and reported it to Jasmine earlier.
Both sides were professionally trained and avoided conflict—until now.
“Don’t make a scene,” Jasmine said calmly as she let go of Alexander’s arm, took two steps forward, and as she passed the bodyguard with the phone, she grabbed it, ended the call, and handed it back.
Then she looked up at the dozen or so family bodyguards and said coldly—
“You’re from the Arison family, huh? What’s this about? Coming after me, Jasmine Doran?”
She introduced herself with her full name the moment she stepped up. 
In truth, even if she hadn’t said anything, some of the Arison family’s bodyguards would’ve recognized her. But since she did speak, now they all knew exactly who she was.
The guards exchanged glances.
As Arison’s family bodyguards, they knew better than to cause unnecessary trouble for the family. The Arison family wasn’t afraid of Jasmine Doran—but whether to provoke her was far above their pay grade.
“Miss Doran, we’re not here to cause you trouble,” a tall, burly, bald middle-aged man stepped forward and spoke with calm courtesy.
Alexander recognized him.
He was one of Madam Arison’s personal guards. Dorian Nugano. He was also nominally the deputy head of security for the Arison Group—but that title was mostly for show. He rarely got involved in the company’s affairs; his main role was serving the Arison family.
You could say he was one of Madam Arison’s most loyal dogs.
It was clear that this group of a dozen or so of family guards was led by him.
“Then what’s this supposed to mean? Blocking my way?” Jasmine snapped. Her tone was explosive—she was never one to tolerate disrespect.
“You misunderstand, Miss Doran. We’re not here for you—we’re here for him...” Dorian, pointed at Alexander, who stood there casually with one hand in his pocket. “He abducted our young lady. We’re not sure if you’re aware…”
“Abducted? You’re saying my man, Jasmine Doran’s man, would abduct another woman?” Jasmine’s voice rose with anger.
“Uh… Miss Doran, that’s not what I meant…”
“Then what did you mean? What do you mean by ‘abduct’?”
“I mean…” Dorian found himself at a loss.
He hadn’t been one of the two bodyguards originally with Aileen. He hadn’t witnessed what happened, only heard about it afterward—that the young lady had run off with some man.
How could the Arison family’s heiress possibly just run off with a man?
So naturally, the guards—including Dorian—assumed it had to be a case of coercion or deceit. That the man must’ve “abducted” her somehow.
That’s why he used the word now.
“Say something!” Jasmine took a step forward, her expression fierce and commanding.
“Uh… Miss Doran… the specifics are still under investigation, but what I can confirm is that your boyfriend took our young lady away. So… you’re free to go, Miss Doran, but he can’t!”
Dorian finished with a sharp glance at Alexander.
Smack!
The slap echoed loudly.
Jasmine had slapped him straight across the face.
“You dare lay hands on my man?!” she shouted.
Dorian stumbled back a step, stunned, then furious—he nearly retaliated. But he held himself back.
“Get the hell out of my sight…” Jasmine snapped, raising her hand again.
“Jasmine, don’t be like this. Calm down. It’s just a misunderstanding, no need to escalate…” someone suddenly grabbed her arm and stepped up to stand beside her. It was, of course, Alexander.
“They talk about you like that, and you just take it?” Jasmine turned toward him.
“It’s just a misunderstanding. Let’s just explain,” Alexander said calmly.
“They come here trying to drag you off without even sorting the facts, and you still want to explain?”
“Come on, come on, take it easy. Look at you, you’re fuming.” Alexander smiled at her.
Jasmine’s expression immediately softened, her cold glare fading. She naturally and smoothly wrapped her arm around Alexander’s again, turned her head aside, and said lightly, “Fine. Whatever you say.”
The two hadn’t rehearsed anything.
Yet their little act—back-and-forth, perfectly timed—was seamless.
They even managed to throw the bodyguards off. Misunderstanding? Was this really just a misunderstanding? Jasmine’s fury wasn’t unreasonable—was it just because she thought her boyfriend was being wrongly accused?
Considering her personality, it would make sense for her to be furious if someone slandered her man.
Just then—
Aileen finally couldn’t hold back anymore.
She’d been hiding in the pharmacy, watching through the window. At first, she assumed Jasmine was trying to forcibly take Alexander away, in which case her family’s bodyguards would follow and be distracted.
But Jasmine had unexpectedly exploded in anger—even slapping someone. Things had escalated quickly, and now getting out wouldn’t be easy.
Alexander had pulled Jasmine back afterward, but Aileen hadn’t heard what he said. There was too much distance, and too many people in the way.
She was afraid things would really get violent.
“What are you all doing?” Aileen came out of the pharmacy, pulled off her mask, and called out loudly.
“Young Miss!”
“Are you alright, Miss?”
“Miss!”
The bodyguards of her family all rushed toward her the moment they saw her at the pharmacy entrance.
“Leen, they came for you. They said Alexander abducted you—tried to take him by force…” Jasmine called out just then, walking a few steps with Alexander. Her tone was casual now, like chatting with a friend—no trace of her earlier anger.
It even sounded like she was tattling on the bodyguards.
Aileen blinked.
Jasmine just called her “Leen”, with a nickname—and used that kind of tone?
She understood instantly.
Two women, without any prior communication, and yet… they were instantly on the same page!
“What nonsense are you all spouting?” Aileen turned and scanned her family’s guards, her face stern. “What goes on in my life is none of your business. I came out to chat with Miss Doran—what’s this about ‘abduction’? Can’t you think before you speak? Do you want to offend people on behalf of the family?”
The guards were stunned silent.
Aileen wasn’t particularly harsh in tone—she didn’t scold like Jasmine did—but she’d always been kind, especially to the people around her. She never raised her voice to the guards, always went out of her way not to make things difficult for them.
That was the impression they all had of her.
So even though she didn’t sound especially angry, it still felt like she was having a major outburst!
First, Jasmine lashed out at them.
Then Aileen appeared and scolded them.
It really did seem like… maybe they had misunderstood?
“Young Miss, we were just… it was Madam who told us to—” Dorian tried to explain. In the family, making Aileen angry was serious business. She rarely lost her temper—so when she did, it meant something major.
“What my mother and I do is none of your concern! Just because she says something, it’s automatically right?!” Aileen cut him off before he could finish.
The entire group of the bodyguards froze in fear—none of them dared meet her gaze.
The calmer a person usually was, the scarier they became when they got angry.
And right now, while seven parts of Aileen’s fury were part of the act… three parts were very real. Because the control her mother exercised over her wasn’t something one person alone could achieve.
It was this group of loyal guards, constantly helping her mother keep her under watch.
No matter how trivial, they’d report everything back.
Today, Aileen had had enough. She wanted—needed—to let loose.
—
At the far end of the street, a convoy of sleek black Mercedes was rapidly approaching the alley.
Seven cars, all uniform in make and model.
Alexander noticed them first and turned his head.
Seeing him look that way, Jasmine followed his gaze, and then so did everyone else.
It was the Arison family’s convoy.
The Madame…..had arrived.
The lady of the Arison family had always made a grand entrance, and this time was no exception.
The moment Aileen saw the convoy approaching, all the fiery momentum she had just displayed vanished. A trace of unease flickered in her eyes, and she instinctively glanced at Alexander.
He seemed to sense her gaze. He turned slightly and gave her a quick wink along with a reassuring smile.
She did feel a little reassured…
But as the convoy neared, anxiety still crept up in her heart. Her fear of her mother had been ingrained since childhood.
She was like that baby elephant—tied by a rope from a young age. As she grew into a full-grown elephant, the rope remained unchanged. Though she could easily break free with a tug, she didn’t dare. She believed she couldn’t. She truly believed she was incapable.
It had become a deep-seated psychological trauma.
And all of it… had been caused by her mother!
Everyone had seen the convoy by now, and it was easy to guess who was inside. The Arison family’s guards knew, while Jasmine could guess. She took a deep breath to center herself, adjusting her emotions.
She knew it was one thing to fool a few bodyguards—but Madam Arison? That woman was on another level entirely.
And Jasmine had no choice but to help Alexander and Aileen completely cover up the truth. She even felt a bit “pathetic.” Not only did she have to cover up this incident—she’d likely have to continue covering for them in the future.
Whenever the two met in private, if they weren’t discovered, fine. But if they were, she, Jasmine Doran, would have to jump out and help them smooth it over again.
It was exhausting.
But she really… had no way out.
If she let slip about Alexander and Aileen, then the whole act of her being his “girlfriend” would unravel too.
Alexander suddenly nudged her lightly and whispered, “The bag in her hand…”
Jasmine turned to look and finally noticed that Aileen had been holding a small white paper bag this whole time—with a logo of the pharmacy clear on it.
It was the birth control she had bought.
Whether from nerves or distraction, she had carried it out of the store and never put it into her purse. She just held it in her hand, seemingly unaware of it.
When someone was overly preoccupied with something else, it was common to overlook what they were carrying.
Although the pharmacy had thoughtfully provided a discreet, sealed bag, if her mother noticed it after arriving and decided to inspect it—things could get bad.
She could not be allowed to see what was in that bag.
“Aileen, give me the medicine,” Jasmine said gently, smiling warmly. “You really went out of your way—to buy medicine for me.”
Aileen was startled for a second, but instantly caught on.
“It’s nothing,” she said, taking two steps over to Jasmine and handing her the paper bag. “Thank YOU for helping me… so it’s not a bother at all.”
Jasmine’s eyes flickered thoughtfully.
Aileen had mentioned “helping her.” Earlier, she’d also said, “Just because it’s my mother, does that mean she’s always right?” Jasmine had heard about how domineering Madam Arison was—so much so that even Michael Arison deferred to her. Her daughter must’ve been under strict control.
As an outsider, Jasmine couldn’t possibly know exactly how far that control went.
But from her words, she started to understand. She now understood why Aileen thanked her for helping.
Alexander had never told Jasmine the details of how he’d helped Aileen “run away.”
But she had figured some of it out on her own.
Alexander didn’t think there was any need to spell it out—and there wasn’t time anyway. In his mind, if these two women, with their intelligence, couldn’t figure out how to back each other up seamlessly—then one of them had to be an idiot.
The convoy was nearly at the alley entrance.
Alexander casually took a couple of steps to the side, hands in his pockets, and calmly looked toward the approaching car.
His movement shifted the formation: Aileen and Jasmine were now standing closer together, while he was slightly off to the side.
Jasmine glanced at Alexander and smoothly transferred the paper bag from her right hand to her left. Then, with her now-free right hand, she looped it through Aileen’s arm—creating the image of two close, affectionate girlfriends.
“Can you handle this?” Jasmine leaned in and whispered, her tone cool and composed despite the friendly smile on her face.
“I… I can,” Aileen replied, though her voice lacked conviction.
“You’re trying to resist your mother’s control, right?” Jasmine whispered again, needing confirmation—this wasn’t a situation where they could afford a misstep.
“Yes…” Aileen responded.
“Alright then. Leave it to me. You speak less,” Jasmine said, her tone assuring, with a hint of commanding undertone.
Aileen had never liked overly dominant and controlling women—her mother was one. She always felt that kind of personality didn’t seem “feminine” at all. But at this moment, her opinion flipped. She looked at Jasmine with newfound appreciation.
Jasmine’s boldness and strength… it was a sight to see.
The convoy stopped at the alley entrance. A dozen or so bodyguards stepped out.
One bodyguard jogged over to the middle car—a Mercedes-Maybach—and opened the door, holding his arm up in a respectful gesture to welcome the passenger.
A poised, elegant woman nearing fifty stepped out—though she looked no older than her early forties. Her hair was meticulously styled in an old-fashioned but refined updo, with not a strand out of place. She wore a stately black dress with a shawl, emerald and diamond rings on her hands, and a designer handbag studded with crystals.
She radiated dignity and luxury—a commanding presence.
She was undeniably beautiful. Though time had left some marks on her features, replacing youthful beauty with grace and elegance, her former beauty still shone through.
She had to be beautiful.
Otherwise, she couldn’t have given birth to someone like Aileen Arison, a woman of stunning beauty who had inherited every one of her parents’ best features—and none of the flaws. Mother and daughter resembled each other strongly.
When Madam Arison first stepped out of the car, her expression was cold and slightly irritable.
But the next moment, she froze.
She saw her daughter standing arm-in-arm with the eldest granddaughter of the Doran family. The two were whispering like close friends.
And that young man—Alexander—whom she’d only seen in photos, the supposed “boyfriend” of Jasmine, was standing off to the side, seemingly uninvolved. No trace of intimacy with her daughter.
What was going on?
Her suspicions, which she’d harbored ever since she learned her daughter had “run off” with Jasmine Doran’s boyfriend, resurfaced.
Jasmine’s boyfriend ran off with her daughter? That didn’t make sense.
She knew many men coveted her daughter’s beauty and background, but… Jasmine Doran’s boyfriend? He dared to mess around? Wasn’t he afraid his girlfriend would rip him apart?
Could this all have been a misunderstanding?
And now, the scene in front of her—Aileen whispering with Jasmine while he stood aside—seemed to confirm her suspicions.
Maybe… it really was a misunderstanding.
But now, there was a new, even bigger problem!
The bodyguards had reported earlier that Alexander had not only hugged Aileen, but had even spanked her.
That… had to be investigated thoroughly!
“Aileen! What’s this nonsense!” Mme Arison walked up and scolded her daughter with a stern tone.
Said daughter said nothing.
Mme Arison then turned to Jasmine. Her expression softened instantly, replaced by a warm, natural smile. She extended her hand politely and said: “Miss Doran, it’s been a long time.”
“It has. Madam Arison, you’re as radiant as ever,” Jasmine replied with a courteous smile as they shook hands.
Mme Arison then turned her eyes to Alexander.
“You must be Mr. Ciotta? Very nice to finally meet you.” She called out his name, holding her hand out.
“Mhm, a pleasure,” Alexander replied, shaking her hand with a polite smile.
The words used by Mme Arison when greeting Alexander…..it made everyone present feel… a little off.
It wasn’t just strange—Jasmine even picked up a faint trace of danger in her tone.
After Alexander had run off with her daughter for an entire day, and Madam Arison only just now tracked him down… well, of course it was ‘very nice to finally meet him.’
The Madam was a noblewoman who never lost composure in public. Many of the rules she imposed on her daughter came directly from her own mannerisms. So, even now, while shaking hands with Alexander, she showed no outward signs of anger—still as poised and graceful as ever.
“Mr. Ciotta, you truly live up to your reputation. Handsome and refined. Miss Doran, you really have an eye for men,” She praised Alexander before turning her gaze to Jasmine.
There was a hidden meaning in her words.
“You flatter me.” Jasmine replied calmly.
Alexander simply maintained his smile, too lazy to respond.
“This isn’t a suitable place to talk,” Mme Arison said as she glanced around, her gaze shifting back and forth between Alexander and Jasmine. “Why don’t we find a more private spot to have a proper conversation? What do you think, Miss Doran?”
She addressed Jasmine in the end—because in her eyes, Jasmine was the one in control here.
“Sounds good. I have a few things I’d like to discuss with you as well,” Jasmine said with a soft smile.
Everyone moved to leave.
Alexander didn’t get into Jasmine’s car. He went straight to his own Lamborghini.
Jasmine had driven her Bentley Continental today. With Alexander choosing not to ride with her, the front passenger seat remained empty. Aileen, who was originally planning to ride with her mother and was mentally bracing for a storm in the car, saw her chance. She quickly shut the door of her mother’s ride and hurried after Jasmine.
The window of the Mercedes-Maybach immediately rolled down. Mme Arison turned her head to call her daughter—only to see Aileen had already gotten into the Bentley with Jasmine. She promptly rolled the window back up.
Her expression shifted—but she said nothing.
The convoy set off—over ten vehicles in total. The cars of the Arison family led the way. Jasmine and her bodyguards’ vehicles followed. Alexander, in his Lamborghini, brought up the rear.
He had deliberately avoided riding with Jasmine.
He knew Aileen was afraid. So all he had to do was not be beside her, and she would go to Jasmine on her own.
He didn’t want Aileen riding in the same car as her mother—something uncontrollable might happen.
Aileen’s fear of her mother wasn’t something that could be reversed overnight. Under pressure, she might slip up and say the wrong thing. Better to be cautious.
Inside the Bentley Continental.
Only Jasmine and Aileen were present.
“What exactly is going on between you and Alexander?” Jasmine suddenly asked as she drove.
Aileen glanced at her. “Big sis, I…”
“Can you not call me that?” Jasmine cut her off irritably. “You’re older. You’re the older one. You shouldn’t be calling me that!”
She still had a bit of a trauma response—she’d been seriously spooked back in Alexander’s bedroom by Aileen’s weird behavior.
Aileen noticed something was off.
“Then… Miss Doran, may I ask you a question first?” she asked.
“What is it?” Jasmine replied.
“You and Alexander… are you in that kind of relationship?” Aileen asked.
“What kind?” Jasmine didn’t follow at first. She glanced sideways at her.
Aileen immediately realized she might have misunderstood. She wanted to clarify, but hesitated—afraid that pressing too much would expose herself.
After a pause, she asked bluntly, “Then… Miss Doran… have you and Alexander… slept together?”
It was very direct.
“No! Of course not!” Jasmine shot her a sharp look before turning back to the road. “Our relationship is fake. He told you that, didn’t he?”
Aileen was now fully certain—Jasmine wasn’t an M. She and Alexander didn’t have a master-sub dynamic.
Which just made things even stranger.
“Then why were you giving him a massage?” Aileen asked again. She’d said she only had one question, but now this was her third.
The moment she brought that up, Jasmine’s expression turned cold and serious.
Annoying!
‘Even after that, I still need to obey him 99 more times.’
“Is it a secret?” Aileen pressed when Jasmine didn’t answer.
“I lost a bet to him,” Jasmine replied flatly. It was a reasonable explanation, consistent with her personality—she always followed through on her word. As long as she didn’t mention what the bet was, there’d be no issue.
She definitely couldn’t tell Aileen what it was.
If Aileen ever found out that the bet involved whether Alexander could “conquer her”… their relationship would be instantly destroyed.
Jasmine would never stoop that low.
Though in reality… she was overthinking it. Even if she had told Aileen, it wouldn’t have ruined anything.
“A bet? You two bet on something? And used massages as the stakes?” Aileen gave Jasmine a pointed look, her tone clearly suggesting that there was something going on between them.
“Miss Doran,” Aileen continued, “do you like Alexander? We’re both women. You don’t have to lie—I can tell. When I caught you massaging him, you didn’t even try to explain… Was it just to provoke me?”
“Miss Arison, aren’t you asking too many questions?” Jasmine turned her head slightly, her tone sharp. Then she looked back at the road and added, more relaxed, “Don’t waste your time analyzing me. Let’s talk about your situation. You don’t want it… so that you never see Alexander again, do you?”
“Oh, right, right… Let’s get back to the point,” Aileen said quickly.
Things were getting delicate.
There was an undercurrent of hostility between the two again.
And strangely enough, both of them were using their connection to Alexander as a way to provoke each other!
“Spill it. What’s going on between you and Alexander? How did he help you run away from home?” Jasmine asked.
“It’s not much… We just got to know each other, and met at the golf course in Sterling Vale today. Honestly, what he said made a lot of sense. My mother…” Aileen began explaining.
She omitted a lot—especially the key details of how she met Alexander.
Because she was hiding the fact that she was an M.
She made it seem like she ran away purely because of Alexander’s persuasion and her own awakening—that her mother’s control was too much, and she wanted to rebel!
Jasmine didn’t quite buy it. That’s it?
What was Aileen, a fool? A few words from a man she just met, and she ran off with him? Did his laundry? Cooked for him?
Of course, she wasn’t an idiot.
Clearly, something was being hidden from her.
But Jasmine didn’t press—it wasn’t the priority right now.
What mattered was handling Madam Arison!
She understood the importance of strategy. So in the following twenty minutes, she asked Aileen many questions—mostly about her relationship with her mother…
Twenty minutes later.
Golden Fortune restaurant, top-floor private room.
This was one of the Arison family’s properties in NY City. Though the family business was in jewelry, they had diversified into other industries locally.
The private room was very spacious, luxuriously furnished. It wasn’t just for food and conversation—it could even be used for rest, like a hotel suite.
Inside were four people: Mme Arison, Aileen Arison, Jasmine Doran, and Alexander.
“Miss Doran,” The older woman in attendance said as she gracefully lifted her cup, her tone calm and cool, “I wonder if you could explain why you were with my daughter? Don’t you think it was rather inappropriate to let your boyfriend forcibly take my daughter away without notifying anyone? I’m not sure whether Mr. Ciotta’s actions constitute a legal offense—perhaps I should consult my lawyer.”
She glanced at Alexander as she spoke.
This was just the beginning—her true target was Alexander!
The real questions……were still to come.




Chapter 17 : Spanking? Its teaching golf!

It was Jasmine Doran who had asked Alexander to bring Aileen away—that’s what Madam Arison had guessed. And she was confident in her guess, because it was the only thing that made sense with Jasmine’s current attitude. So she asked directly.
“Madam Arison, I must first correct your statement,” Jasmine said calmly, sitting across from her. “Firstly, my boyfriend did not forcibly take your daughter away. Miss Aileen and I had arranged to meet in advance. But something came up last-minute, so I asked my boyfriend to pick her up for me.”
“Yes! Miss Doran and I had an appointment,” Aileen quickly added from the side sofa.
Madam Arison immediately cast a sharp glance at her daughter.
Said daughter instantly wilted, looking awkward and falling silent.
“Oh? Is that so?” She then turned back to Jasmine and said coldly, “Then how come I heard that Mr. Ciotta dragged my daughter off without her consent?”
“Madam Arison, your daughter isn’t a doll. If she’d really been forced, wouldn’t she have screamed for help?”
“Or perhaps she was sweet-talked and deceived—like someone counting money for the person who just sold them.”
“She’s twenty-seven, not some naïve child. Do you really think she could be tricked so easily?”
“My daughter is simply too kind-hearted.”
Mme Arison and Jasmine locked eyes.
Neither of their voices carried any heat, but just a few exchanges in, their conversation had already turned into open sparring.
Mme Arison didn’t ask her daughter to explain anything.
She didn’t even allow her to speak.
Because she knew—her daughter had defected. Her daughter wouldn’t speak in her favor.
And she, as a mother, would never place blame on her own daughter in front of outsiders.
Otherwise, the one who would look wrong here… would be her daughter.
So who else could she blame?
She could no longer find fault directly. There were questions she could no longer ask.
“Well, aren’t you curious why I asked to meet with your daughter in the first place?” Jasmine suddenly shifted the topic and looked directly at her.
“Please, Miss Doran. I’d love to hear your explanation,” The older lady replied with a graceful hand gesture, taking a polite sip of her drink, eyes calm and poised.
“Well then…” Jasmine paused for a moment before continuing. “To be honest, the matters of the Arison family have nothing to do with me. I didn’t want to get involved. But… Miss Aileen has, more than once in private, told me… that she admires me. That she wants to be someone like me—a woman who stands on equal footing with men, who controls her own life, who can carve out a successful career—on her own!”
“She and I have a lot in common. In many ways, she’s even more capable than I am. But she… doesn’t have a life of her own. Madam Arison, I wonder if you understand what I mean.”
Jasmine suddenly straightened up, leaning forward slightly, her gaze sharp. “Leen, she isn’t even a real, living person anymore. She’s a puppet you’ve dressed up with meticulous care—a marionette who doesn’t even have the freedom to decide how much food she eats in a day!”
The elegant rich woman’s expression darkened at once. She turned to look at her daughter.
What exactly had her daughter told Jasmine Doran?! Did she tell her everything?
Aileen avoided her mother’s gaze.
“Miss Doran!” Mme Arison snapped back toward Jasmine, her tone now visibly more severe. “Forgive my bluntness—but you’re an outsider. Kindly refrain from meddling in my family affairs. Show some respect.”
She suddenly took a hard stance.
“I already said—I didn’t want to get involved,” Jasmine replied evenly, completely unfazed. “But Leen has asked me for help—again and again… Maybe it’s because I relate to her. I’ve been through something similar in my own family. There was even a time… when I almost didn’t get to choose my own marriage.”
“So… originally, I only planned to meet her today to give her some encouragement.”
Jasmine paused again, frowning at the woman sitting across from her.
“Do you really not see it? Really don’t understand? Because of your suffocating control over your daughter—because you have to manage everything—she’s already started to develop psychological problems! Do you want to push your own daughter to the brink?!!”
“You—” Madam Arison suddenly stood up, furious. Her fingers clenched tightly around the coffee cup, her knuckles white. Her gaze on Jasmine was icy cold.
Jasmine’s words had struck a nerve.
And nothing angered her more than others criticizing how she raised her child.
Jasmine wasn’t the first to say something like this to her. Even Aileen’s father—her husband, Michael Arison—had tried to talk some sense into her before.
But the more people tried to reason with her, the more resistance she felt. The more offended she became.
If the one saying this to her now hadn’t been Jasmine Doran, she might have already smashed that cup across the table.
Seeing her rise, Jasmine leaned back calmly. She picked up her handbag, then pulled out a wrinkled white paper bag.
It was the bag from the pharmacy—the one Aileen had bought.
After Aileen handed it to her earlier, she had tucked it into her bag at the first opportunity. It was a bit crumpled now from being folded.
Thud!
Jasmine tossed the paper bag onto the table.
Mrs, Arison glanced at it, then narrowed her eyes at Jasmine.
“What is this supposed to mean?”
“Do you know what this is?” Jasmine gestured, then answered herself. “It’s medicine. My medicine. I’ve been unwell lately, so I’m on medication. But do you know… who went out and bought this?”
There was no reply from the older woman—she just stared, knowing Jasmine would go on.
“Your daughter did,” Jasmine said, meeting her gaze. “While I was at my boyfriend’s home with her, I happened to mention I was out of medicine.”
“I was going to have a bodyguard go get it for me. But your daughter overheard the call. You know what her reaction was?”
“She insisted on going herself. She had to do it. She even said… she had never in her life gone to a pharmacy by herself! Imagine that—in a city where there’s a drugstore on every block, she had never once bought her own medicine. The very idea of doing so was new and exciting to her!”
Mme Arison’s face changed—she gave her daughter a long, conflicted look, then stared back at Jasmine.
“Do you know what else she did today?”
“She cooked for me and Alexander. She prepped all the ingredients, made the food from scratch—all by herself! Then she asked us how it tasted. We said it was good—and she lit up with joy. Truly, she was so happy!”
“She cleaned the place. She did our laundry. We tried to stop her, but she wouldn’t listen. She just… needed to do it. Do you get what I’m saying? She’s been pent-up for so long!”
“She knows perfectly well that no matter what, she has to go home eventually. That she’ll end up back under your control.”
“So it seems like today… she wanted to cram in all the things a normal person gets to do—things you never let her do—just once! Do you know how terrifying this kind of retaliatory behavior is?”
“Search your heart—do you really not see it? That maybe… you’ve taken your control too far?”
Jasmine’s tone was serious and sincere. Every word landed like a hammer on Madam Arison’s heart.
Even she had never imagined her daughter would do so many things today—things she shouldn’t have had to “rebel” to experience. Her expression shifted slowly as Jasmine spoke—her anger fading, replaced with deep, conflicting emotions.
And when she looked at her daughter again, she saw that Aileen’s eyes had gone red.
Jasmine had mixed truth with fiction—but every word struck home.
At that moment, Madam Arison felt a flicker of guilt. The tiniest pang of softening.
But she quickly suppressed it.
“So… what you’re saying is…” She sat back down, her voice long and drawn out. “I should be thanking you, is that it, Miss Doran?” Her tone was calm again, refined.
“No thanks necessary,” Jasmine replied coolly.
“I do have one more question!” She nodded and then suddenly shot out, speaking fast. She turned to Alexander. “Mr. Ciotta, even if I assume you and Miss Doran had good intentions, let’s say… you were being helpful.”
“But… can you explain why, at the golf course, you were hugging my daughter? Touching her? And even… spanking her? You did hit her, didn’t you? Can you explain that?”
The room’s atmosphere changed instantly.
Even Jasmine’s expression shifted, strongly at that.
It was “normal” for her expression to do so.
After all, she was Alexander’s “girlfriend” on the surface. Just moments ago, she had spoken in support of him and Aileen, trying to reason with Madam Arison. So when she heard her say Alexander had spanked Aileen on the golf course, she should’ve blown up at him—scolding, questioning, demanding an explanation.
That would’ve been the expected reaction of a girlfriend.
But that wasn’t why Jasmine’s face had changed.
Their relationship was fake, and she already knew that Alexander had quite the physical relationship with Aileen.
Her expression changed because—Aileen hadn’t told her about this part!
On the way to this restaurant, Jasmine had asked Aileen a lot of questions in the car. That’s why she’d been able to speak with such clarity earlier.
But Aileen had not mentioned Alexander had touched her… let alone spanked her.
Which meant Jasmine now had no way to “cover” for this.
In fact, she’d have to get angry at Alexander, just to maintain appearances.
He hadn’t warned her, either.
Because… this was something he would handle personally.
“What the hell happened?” Jasmine leaned back, lowered her voice, and asked Alexander through gritted teeth—playing the part of the jealous girlfriend.
This was exactly what Madam Arison wanted to see.
She had just been verbally crushed by Jasmine and couldn't win the argument through logic or reason. If things got out of hand and others started gossiping about the Arison family, she wouldn’t be able to tolerate that either.
So she had skipped over all the subtleties and gone straight for the kill—interrogating Alexander. It was also a way to drive a wedge between him and Jasmine.
“Mme Arison,” Alexander gently patted Jasmine’s hand that was on the table, then looked at Madam Arison with a relaxed smile. “You said I touched Miss Aileen inappropriately, even spanked her. I’m not sure who told you that. Would you mind sharing your source?”
“You’re denying it?” Madam Arison’s gaze turned sharp.
“Did I say I was denying anything?” He smiled faintly. “I’m just saying… sometimes, even what you see with your own eyes can be misleading. So… would you kindly tell me who told you this?”
“It was one of Aileen’s bodyguard. He saw it with his own eyes. He’d never lie to me!” She snapped. She was convinced Alexander was trying to wriggle out of it.
At this point, she believed she had the full picture.
Her daughter had formed a private friendship with Jasmine Doran, and regularly expressed her admiration—along with complaints about her overly strict mother.
Jasmine, out of misguided kindness, had tried to help by setting up today’s meeting.
And since she’d had other matters to attend to, she sent her boyfriend to pick Aileen up. This man then took advantage of his “boyfriend” status to worm his way into Aileen’s trust and began spouting nonsense—while also getting handsy with her!
He must be a shameless scumbag!
That had to be it!
And now he didn’t even dare admit it!
“Oh, it was her bodyguard?” Alexander feigned sudden realization, then asked, “Is he outside? Could we perhaps invite him in and talk this through face to face?”
He dared to ask for a confrontation?
Madam Arison’s brow arched. “He’s here. I’ll call him in.”
She picked up her phone, flipped through her contacts, and made a quick call.
“Come in,” she said, then hung up.
The bodyguard was just outside the door. Moments later, he stepped inside—the tall one who had originally phoned her  to report the incident.
“Ma’am, you called?” the tall bodyguard asked with a small bow.
She simply gestured toward Alexander.
The bodyguard straightened up and turned to face him.
“You’re the one who told Mme Arison I was getting physical with her daughter—That I spanked her, touched her—yes?” Alexander asked directly.
“Yes.” The bodyguard answered with one word—crisp and firm.
“He wouldn’t lie to me!” Mme Arison added sharply.
“I never said he was lying,” Alexander replied calmly. He turned back to the bodyguard with a smile. “Since you told her, could I trouble you to give a detailed account of what exactly I did with Miss Aileen?”
The bodyguard blinked—unsure what Alexander was playing at. Was he… about to confess?
“What else did he do?” Mme Arison interjected impatiently.
The bodyguard turned to her and began recounting.
“He… he was standing behind Miss Aileen while helping her with her golf swing. It happened multiple times. He let her try, then corrected her. At one point, he yanked her aside a bit—kind of roughly—to take her place and show her how to swing…”
“And… he spanked her… grabbed her shoulders…”
“He also pushed the side of her foot… I guess to adjust her stance…”
“He held her waist… pushed the back of her head…”
“And… it seemed like… he was… correcting her posture… ”
The bodyguard gave a remarkably detailed account, talking for several minutes.
It wasn’t because he had perfect recall—rather, it was because everything Alexander had done was seemingly so inappropriate, so obviously abnormal, that it stood out.
No one had ever dared treat Aileen that way—except for Alexander.
It could even be described as rough.
But as he kept talking, the bodyguard’s tone began to shift.
Even he started to realize… maybe he’d misunderstood.
He had called Mme Arison fairly early on—right after Alexander spanked Aileen a second time.
In the half hour that followed—while Mme Arison was still en route to the country club—he never made another call.
Now, as he listened to himself speak, even he could hear how wrong it all sounded.
Mme Arison expression shifted too.
She trusted her bodyguard wouldn’t lie, and always said things as they were. So… even though she still suspected Alexander of taking advantage, it no longer sounded like outright groping or inappropriate behavior.
“Are you finished?” Alexander asked.
The bodyguard turned toward him.
“If so, I’d like to ask you two questions. First: what do you think of my golf game?” Alexander asked.
“Uh… very good! Excellent!” the bodyguard said after a pause. “You can drive the ball really far—probably at a professional level.”
“Second question,” Alexander continued. “During that half hour or so, what exactly do you think I was doing with Miss Aileen?”
“You were… teaching her golf,” the bodyguard answered. Then added awkwardly, “Quite… strictly.”
He’d realized it too now. Alexander had genuinely been giving Aileen a golf lesson.
Alexander turned to Mme Arison.
His smile vanished. His voice suddenly surged with anger—a tone that screamed I’ve had enough of this shit today.
“Mme Arison! You heard that, right? Your own bodyguard—he doesn’t lie, correct? Then how about next time you ask some real questions, get the full picture, before you start interrogating me?!”
“You want an explanation? What the hell am I supposed to explain to you? Jasmine and I spent the whole damn day trying to help your daughter, and you come in here acting like I’m the problem?! Do you even know how terrible she is at golf?”
“She swings like the ball killed her parents! Is this baseball? If she can’t play, then don’t! Don’t insult the sport! I hit her lightly, so what? She kept sticking her ass out—she can’t even stand straight! If she’s got anterior pelvic tilt, get it treated. You’ve got the money, right? Honestly, I went easy on her—I should’ve kicked her!”
“She was swinging like a damn clown! Don’t you have a clue? I’ve taught plenty of friends before, and I’ve never seen anyone as dumb as your daughter!”
“You—!” Mme Arison shot up in rage. “You! Show some respect when you talk about my daughter!”
Checkmate.
The moment Mme Arison stood up to defend her daughter and lashed out at Alexander, he won.
Because the instant she showed that kind of attitude, she implicitly placed Aileen in opposition to Alexander—as someone being “bullied” and “insulted” by him. That meant she would no longer suspect anything was going on between them!
After all, he had just ruthlessly mocked Aileen in front of her mother, without any regard for her dignity. Even if Aileen had felt something for Alexander before, surely it was gone now.
That was the key!
Everything else was secondary. Out of all the drama today, nothing else really mattered. So what if Alexander spanked Aileen? Even if Mme Arison still suspected he’d taken advantage of her daughter, what did it matter?
Aileen herself didn’t even say she was unwilling!
If the “victim” had no complaints, what was there for her to press?
But! The fact that Aileen didn’t resist, didn’t complain, and was even actively cooperating with Alexander—that was the real issue!
They couldn’t let Mme Arison start thinking Aileen had something going on with him—or worse, that she’d been seduced. That was currently the family’s biggest taboo.
Because the Arison family needed a live-in son-in-law.
Michael Arison’s health was failing. No one knew how many years he had left. So Aileen was being groomed to take over. That meant she needed to marry. She needed a stable family and a capable man who could support her—and he had to join the Arison family, not the other way around!
That was the key issue.
Alexander didn’t actually care about offending Mme Arison on small matters or during verbal arguments.
After all, she was only the Madam of the Arison’s—She was not Michael Arison!
And while she was his loyal and capable wife, she wasn’t someone who would cause a scandal over petty slights or jeopardize the family’s reputation or the company’s interests. She had limits.
She would only explode over serious issues!
And nothing was more serious than Aileen’s future—her role as successor of the family and the company.
That was also why Michael cared. Of all the terms in their requirements for a son-in-law—reasonable or otherwise—the live-in clause was the one and only Michael personally insisted on!
He didn’t want the massive empire he built falling into the hands of an outsider.
So while Michael might disapprove of his wife’s extreme parenting methods, when it came to Aileen’s marriage, the couple was absolutely united.
Neither would allow some “bad apple” to get romantically involved with their daughter!
And as long as Alexander could clear that hurdle, everything else would fall into place.
Because honestly? This whole affair wasn’t worth going to war with Jasmine Doran over.
Jasmine’s individual influence might not rival the Arison’s, but with her fiercely protective younger brother Dante, plus the power of the Doran family behind them… easily dwarfed the Arison family’s strength.
As long as things didn’t get unresolvable, both sides would want to settle peacefully.
You could call this… a calculated sacrifice.
And the one who suffered was Aileen.
But even so, what had Alexander done? Just insulted her a few times in front of her mother. In exchange, the benefits to Aileen were huge!
Her mother would drop her suspicions. She might even start feeling sorry for her —thinking Aileen was just too well-mannered, which is why she tolerated Alexander’s overly “hands-on” coaching.
There was no question that Madam Arison loved Aileen—deeply. Her love was just… twisted.
After Mme Arison stood up and snapped at Alexander…
“I didn’t mean any disrespect to Miss Aileen. I’m just being honest—she’s really dumb,” Alexander shot back, unbothered. Under the table—out of Mme Arison’s view—he lightly tapped Jasmine’s foot.
He wasn’t sure why Jasmine hadn’t chimed in earlier. Maybe she’d never seen him “lose” his temper and was momentarily stunned.
“You—!” Mme Arison started again.
Finally, Jasmine reacted.
“Mme Arison!” Jasmine suddenly stood up, voice loud, cutting off her momentum. She reached out and tugged Alexander’s arm. “Darling, what’s wrong with you? Aileen is my friend, don’t speak about her like that…”
“She’s your friend, not mine!” Alexander turned to Jasmine, suddenly taking her side. “Haven’t you had enough? You were trying to help her, weren’t you? You were worried she might break down, maybe even jump off a building, right? So what happened? Look how her family treats you now!”
“We’ve been running around all day for what? And then they block our way, force us to stay, demand explanations? You think she appreciates what you did? You think she understands you were doing this for her?”
Everyone in the room could see why Alexander had “snapped”.
He’d just had enough of the day’s chaos.
He was upset on Jasmine’s behalf. He thought she was being wronged.
But only Jasmine and Aileen knew… Alexander was acting.
He played it so convincingly, they nearly forgot it was a performance.
While scolding, Alexander also gave her a quick wink.
“Darling, don’t say that. Don’t be angry. Let me handle this, okay? Calm down,” Jasmine said, patting Alexander on the chest, trying to soothe him.
In Mme Arison’s eyes, this scene made her expression shift again.
She could hardly believe her eyes.
Jasmine Doran—tough and independent—was treating a man with this much tenderness?
It didn’t look like a weak woman pampering a strong man… It looked like she genuinely cared about Alexander’s feelings.
That was… unexpected.
And here’s the key detail:
Alexander’s whole sequence—having the bodyguard recount everything, then confronting Mme Arison—wasn’t really about clearing himself of groping Aileen. Whether the Madam believed he was taking advantage or not didn’t matter—Aileen wasn’t pressing charges, so she couldn’t either.
What did matter was giving Jasmine an exit ramp.
As Alexander’s “girlfriend,” she naturally had to care if he was trying to cop a feel. But given how Alexander had explained himself so forcefully…
She could simply choose to believe him. Whether Mme Arison bought it or not was irrelevant.
Jasmine could decide that her boyfriend wasn’t that kind of man.
And that meant she didn’t have to blow up nor get angry. Instead, she could focus on comforting Alexander.
“Alright, darling… for me, please? As a favor? Aileen’s my friend. Let’s not fight anymore, okay?” Jasmine said softly.
And then—right in front of everyone—she grabbed Alexander’s face and kissed him!
It was a gentle kiss meant to calm him down.
Mme Arison was utterly stunned!
Was this really the same Jasmine Doran she knew?!
Even Alexander was momentarily dazed. He hadn’t expected Jasmine to play along that hard. She really went for it!
“Alright, alright… fine,” Alexander muttered as if relenting. He leaned back into the couch, resuming his usual calm demeanor.
Seeing him calm down, Jasmine let out a theatrical sigh of relief. Then she stood up again, turned to Aileen, and formally said:
“Miss Aileen, I’m very sorry my boyfriend spoke to you that way. Please accept my apology on his behalf.”
Then she turned to Aileen’s mother. Her expression hardened—stern, even cold.
“We’ve been working hard all day for Miss Aileen. We’re tired. Do you have any more questions?” Her tone clearly conveyed: I believe my boyfriend. I’m angry too. We’ve had enough.
It now seemed Jasmine also felt the day had been a waste. Their kindness had been repaid with suspicion.
And that made Mme Arison feel… she may have just seriously offended Jasmine Doran.
She had been in the right initially. Her daughter had been spirited away—of course she had to ask questions.
Being justified gave her grounds to speak with Jasmine.
But if she crossed the line—if she acted unreasonably—then Jasmine could just as easily return the favor.
Mme Arison was a “capable wife” for a reason. She helped Michael Arison in business. She understood nuance. She knew who could be offended, and who absolutely must not be offended unnecessarily.
Just as Jasmine wouldn’t lightly offend her—Mme Arison wouldn’t lightly offend Jasmine either!
If things could be resolved, it was best to resolve them.
She looked at the room and silently wondered—
How the hell did it all escalate to this?
“…Miss Doran, please… have a seat. Sit, sit,” The older woman’s tone softened immediately. She raised her hand in a pacifying gesture. “You must be tired. Don’t rush off just yet… Let’s clear the air. Our families will surely have plenty of interaction going forward.”




Chapter 18 : Two options.

Mme Arison’s tone had softened. Many times compared to when they first walked into the restaurant.
She had no idea when her daughter became so close with Jasmine Doran—close enough that Jasmine would willingly spend an entire day trying to talk sense into her. This kind of relationship… if you looked at it in isolation, was nothing but a good thing for the Arison family. A great thing!
But now it seemed not only was that relationship at risk of falling apart, she might’ve even offended Jasmine—the eldest granddaughter of the Doran family!
That must not happen!
The situation was already clear—there was no need to escalate or offend further.
“Miss Doran, please have a seat. You haven’t even had your coffee yet—at least have a cup before leaving,” Mme Arison said while gesturing toward the seat and sitting down herself, offering Jasmine an olive branch.
Jasmine accepted it, sat down, and her expression eased.
“Miss Doran, I do understand… You meant well,” She began again, weighing her words carefully. “It seems there was some misunderstanding. But regarding our -family’s internal matters… I wonder if you can understand where I’m coming from—a mother’s perspective. I never meant to harm my daughter. I only want what’s best for her… for her to become even better…”
“Isn’t Miss Aileen already good enough?” Jasmine countered.
“She’s very capable—she’s the pride of both her father and me. But you know… without the right guidance, she wouldn’t have become what she is today. I want her to continue being this outstanding!”
“She’s already twenty-seven…” Jasmine added.
“Miss Doran, my daughter is mine to raise!” The older woman cut her off firmly. When it came to parenting Aileen, she never compromised. With anyone. She was utterly unyielding on that front.
That was one of the reasons Alexander didn’t mind offending her. If she couldn’t be reasoned with, he’d force her into a corner and make her listen in another way!
“… But today, perhaps… I really ought to thank you, Miss Doran,” Mme Arison suddenly sped up her speech, then slowed back to a normal pace. “Maybe… there were some issues with Aileen that I hadn’t noticed. That’s on me. That sh’d been cooking, cleaning, doing laundry, even going out to buy medicine… I didn’t expect any of it…”
As she spoke, she glanced at Aileen, who sat there in silence, visibly dispirited.
She certainly didn’t want her daughter to be broken. If she really had psychological problems, it would ruin everything.
Of course, not everything Mme Arison said was from the heart—part of it was simply to patch things up with Jasmine.
After another glance at her daughter, she turned to Jasmine again and said, “I’ll think it over… I’ll allow Aileen to do some things on her own. After all, she’s of marrying age now. We have maids for housework, but if she wants to learn, if she wants to try… then I won’t stop her anymore… Oh, by the way, Miss Doran, you’re twenty-seven this year too, aren’t you?”
She abruptly shifted the topic.
She didn’t want to keep discussing how to educate her daughter.
“Yes, twenty-seven,” Jasmine nodded.
“Same age as our Aileen. No wonder you two became friends,” Mme Arison said with a smile, then added, “Aileen’s a bit older, right?”
“Yes, Miss Aileen is three months older than me. I should be talking to her with more respect.’” Jasmine replied.
“No need for that! The Arison family can’t compare with the Dorans. We’re a small household. You’re both the same age—just continue as is,” Mme Arison said with a bit of flattery, but the joy on her face was genuine.
After all, she’d never heard of Jasmine remembering anyone’s birthday or being this close to someone outside her family.
That single sentence made Mme Arison realize just how close Jasmine and her daughter were.
If that bond could deepen—if they became true best friends—then Aileen would instantly possess everything needed to succeed her father!
It would be her most powerful personal connection!
Those restless shareholders in the company—who questioned Aileen’s youth and waited for the father to die—would instantly shut up!
Although Jasmine’s relationship with the rest of the Doran family wasn’t exactly warm, her bond with her younger brother Dante was well-known throughout NY City.
If Jasmine chose to help Aileen, Dante would definitely back his sister—and Dante, as the Doran family’s eldest male heir, could mobilize the full power of the family.
In other words, if Aileen could maintain her friendship with Jasmine, then in future key moments, she could tap into the full force of the Doran family!
That was terrifying in the best possible way!
Not only would it solidify Aileen’s leadership once she took over, it would help her suppress all the sly old foxes in the company—and would massively benefit the company’s long-term growth!
Everyone knew Jasmine Doran was a private person—she barely socialized outside of business. In personal life, she kept to herself.
Mme Arison couldn’t begin to imagine how her daughter had formed such a relationship with her.
But that didn’t matter!
What mattered was making sure they didn’t become enemies—and ideally, growing closer.
The thought made Mme Arison’s smile grow even wider.
“Miss Doran, you and my daughter must have a lot in common. You both run businesses, both strive for excellence,” she continued. “Honestly, Aileen doesn’t have many friends… maybe because I’ve been too strict. She doesn’t really have anyone close. Being able to befriend someone like you—that’s her good fortune.”
“Don’t say that. It’s not about luck. Miss Aileen is so accomplished, who wouldn’t like her?” Jasmine replied.
The tension was gone.
From the moment Mme Arison decided not to risk offending Jasmine and tried to mend things, the atmosphere had steadily improved—entirely under her control. It also revealed her other side: her social prowess.
There were plenty of rich wives in NY, but most had faded into “housewife” status. When their husbands took on mistresses, all they could do was tolerate it. They held no sway in the city’s business circles.
But Mme Arison was different.
Her influence wasn’t solely from her husband or her elite background.
She earned the title “capable wife.”
For the next ten or so minutes, the conversation flowed in Mme Arison’s rhythm—pleasant, casual, focused on building rapport.
Jasmine, seeing that the matter was settled, stopped putting in effort and just went along.
The mood became very relaxed.
One detail worth noting: Madam Arison only spoke with Jasmine—she didn’t say another word to Alexander.
She held a grudge now. She’d developed a strong bias against him. But since her daughter wasn’t pursuing the matter, and because of Jasmine… she had no choice but to let it go.
She buried deep her resentment.
Actually, there was another key reason she tried to smooth things over: she was afraid that if they parted on bad terms, Alexander would go home and badmouth her to Jasmine… She needed to shut that down completely!
“It’s getting late, Miss Doran. You really do look tired. Why not rest here tonight?” Mme Arison said, glancing at her watch and standing up.
Before Jasmine could answer, she turned to Aileen.
“Aileen… Today… perhaps your mother has been too strict with you in the past. I understand you’ve been under a lot of pressure. Don’t go home tonight. Just be at the company tomorrow morning.”
Then she turned back to Jasmine and added, “Miss Doran, I’ll have Aileen stay and keep you company. It’s rare for her to relax, so please—help talk to her. Enlighten her a little.”
Having Aileen stay was just an excuse. Strengthening their bond was the real goal.
After all, Aileen would eventually return home—back under her mother’s control.
Also, she was still wary of Alexander.
With Jasmine there, Alexander wouldn’t dare cause trouble nor make any moves on her daughter. And with Aileen present, he wouldn’t have a chance to stir the pot or make up stories.
“…Alright then,” Jasmine stood up.
The two women exchanged a few more words and shook hands. Then Mme Arison left with her people.
Just before stepping out, she gave Alexander a glance—seemingly casual, but laced with deep hostility.
He remained calm, even slightly amused.
He knew exactly what she was thinking.
And soon, he’d make her understand—he wasn’t just going to “stir up trouble.”
He’d make her see, in the Arison family, with a soon-to-be retired Michael Arison…. it wouldn’t be her calling the shots—
But her daughter, Aileen Arison—the heir!
And not just in the Arison family.
At the company as well……Alexander would soon show everyone exactly who was really in charge!
Mme Arison left. The top-floor private room was now down to three people.
Aileen had seen her mother off. Once she confirmed she was gone, she shut the door and quickly walked back to the couch. Tugging on Alexander’s sleeve with a pout, she asked:
“Hubby… am I really that dumb?”
She had come over to act cute.
She knew Alexander’s earlier outburst had been part of an act. But the truth was, she really wasn’t good at golf. So now she couldn’t help but wonder—when Alexander called her dumb, was he just playing a role… or was there some truth to it? Was that how he really saw her?
Smack!
A crisp sound—Alexander gave her butt a light slap. Followed by a gentle grope, mauling the flesh.
“Stop being ludicrous. You think I’d really say something like that about you?” he said with a grin, then lifted his hand in a beckoning gesture.
Aileen immediately turned and plopped down in his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck. Snuggling into him, inhaling in his scent.
“Then all those mean things you said to me… they were fake too, right?” she cooed, obviously being playful.
“Of course they were fake,” Alexander said, flicking her on the forehead.
Aileen giggled and kissed him on the cheek.
“I mean… you two… can you not?” came a faint voice from the doorway.
It was Jasmine, just returning from seeing off Madam Arison with Aileen. Only Alexander had stayed seated.
And now she returned to the sight of Aileen sitting in Alexander’s lap, kissing him.
It gave her a headache.
Jasmine raised a hand to rub her temples, turned her head away and back again. Her face remained calm, but inside—she was cursing.
Cursing herself.
What the hell was she doing? Going along with all of this for Alexander? For what, exactly?
Seeing Jasmine’s expression, Aileen got up from Alexander’s lap and turned to her.
“Miss Doran, thank you for today. You really went out of your way for me and my hubby…..”
Jasmine waved her hand dismissively, clearly done with the topic and not wanting to continue the conversation.
She walked over to the same seat Aileen had previously occupied and sat down.
The mother had only left a minute ago, and already Aileen and Jasmine had swapped places—Aileen sitting close to Alexander, Jasmine sitting far away.
“Why don’t we go somewhere else?” Aileen suggested. “This is my family’s property. All the staff here belong to us. Miss Doran, if you take me outside, it’ll be much better…”
Aileen wanted to leave.
She felt awkward. This was one of her family’s owned places—she came here often, usually for business meetings. Being here now gave her the odd discomfort of being at home but not at ease.
She couldn’t even speak freely.
She kept her voice low, worried someone passing by might overhear.
“Let’s go to my company. My office… I think we really need to sit down and talk,” Jasmine said seriously, glancing at Aileen, then at Alexander.
She was genuinely starting to feel exasperated. Just the thought of having to help these two cover for their secret relationship in the future gave her a headache—and a pang of something that felt like frustration.
“Sure, let’s go. Honey?” Aileen readily agreed and turned to Alexander.
“No rush. We’ll talk later. Since we still have time today, and Aileen happens to be here too, why don’t we all do it together…” As Aileen turned back, she saw Alexander looking at his phone screen—it was on the dialer.
It looked like he was about to call someone… but he was still deciding.
“Honey, did you forget the number?” Aileen asked.
“No.” Alexander smiled up at her. “I’m just thinking… who to call first.”
“Call first? How many people are you planning to call?” Aileen frowned slightly.
Jasmine, sitting on the sofa, seemed to realize something. Her expression changed instantly, and she jumped to her feet.
“Alexander! What are you doing?! Don’t do anything crazy!” she cried.
Given how well Jasmine had come to know him, she immediately guessed it—
He was about to make a move!
Since Aileen was already with him—completely loyal—it definitely wasn’t her he was going after.
But something related to her?
It could only be… the Arison family!
“Did I say I was going to do something crazy?” Alexander turned to Jasmine with a smile.
“Can you stop already?” Jasmine stepped toward him. “Everything’s resolved now! There’s no need to stir up trouble again. Isn’t it fine as it is? Mme Arison won’t cause you any more problems, and you’ll still be able to see Aileen. What more do you want?”
“I don’t want anything.” Alexander kept smiling. “Relax, this time I won’t drag you into it.”
“That’s not the point!” Jasmine took a few more steps toward him. “Wasn’t today already dangerous enough? It took so much effort just to smooth things over! Now that it’s done, can’t you just let it go—”
“Was it really that dangerous today?” Alexander cut her off, smiling as he looked at her.
The two locked eyes. For a second, there was silence.
Aileen was completely confused.
She had no idea how they suddenly started arguing—everything was fine a moment ago!
“If she weren’t Aileen’s mother, I wouldn’t have chosen such a gentle way to resolve things,” Alexander said, still smiling. 

He looked back down at his phone and began punching in numbers rapidly. “Remember what I said? Everyone has secrets they want to keep buried. Everyone! Especially companies as big as Arison’s Group—the bigger the company, the bigger the problems! If I’d taken a different approach, Madam Arison would’ve been on her knees just now, begging me to spare her daughter. Begging me to spare her!”

Jasmine listened, not daring to guess whether Alexander was bluffing or dead serious.
“But she is Aileen’s mother.” He finished inputting in the number, but didn’t hit call. He looked at Jasmine again.
“She’s not a bad person. She just loves Aileen in a… twisted way. She wants her daughter to live according to her perfect plan, because she thinks that’s what’s best. She’d do anything for her daughter—she’d humble herself before anyone, like she just did with you.”
“Such is the love of a parent,” He added with a faint smile.
Then, glancing briefly at Aileen, he added, “Aileen is mine. My woman now. I won’t pretend to be some great guy, but since she’s chosen to be with me and follow me… if I have the power to protect her, then I see no reason to let her suffer. I won’t put myself through misery, and I won’t let her suffer either. I won’t force her to choose between love and family. If I did, even if she picked me, she’d never truly be happy.”
Jasmine’s first reaction upon hearing all that… was envy.
She didn’t even know why.
She just felt like Alexander truly cherished Aileen.
A powerful, unpredictable man—willing to do whatever it took to make sure his woman didn’t suffer.
Did Alexander have a thing for obedient women?
Did obedience earn his affection?
Jasmine suddenly shook her head, scared of whatever thoughts had just crept into her mind.
“…So what now?” she asked seriously. “What are you planning to do?”
“You already guessed,” Alexander replied with a smile.
“You—” Jasmine’s eyes widened.
He really was going to make a move against the Arison family!
Insane!
The Arison’s were a dominant force in NY City!
Thie company, Golden Fortune Group, ranked among the top three jewelry companies in the entire country. It was a flagship enterprise in NY City!
Even the Doran family didn’t have a business of that type and scale under their direct control. Sure, they avoided it mostly because jewelry was slow money with slow growth, but the size of Golden Fortune Group was undeniable… 

Even among the Doran family’s assets, only a few private equity funds were bigger than Golden Fortune.

And Alexander wanted to take on the Arison’s, the controlling force behind Golden Fortune—in NY no less!
Even the Doran family wouldn’t dare touch the Arison’s on their home turf! If they ever moved against them, it would be through other avenues—outside NY City. Here, they were just too entrenched!
“You can’t do this! If you do—” Jasmine was still talking as she strode toward him.
“When did you start caring so much about me?” Alexander cut in, still smiling.
Jasmine froze in her tracks.
Then she calmed down.
And felt furious.
“....How about this—” Alexander said suddenly, lifting his phone. “I haven’t made the call yet. How about… we let Aileen decide?”
He turned toward her.
She had been listening to the entire exchange between Alexander and Jasmine in a daze.
It wasn’t that she couldn’t understand any of it—she grasped parts of what Alexander said, about her mother “kneeling”, and “not making things difficult for her,” because she was her mother, and so on.
But the reason she was so bewildered was simple: she had no idea why Alexander and Jasmine had suddenly started arguing.
What had started it?
Something about Alexander trying to stir up trouble, and Jasmine trying to stop him, saying he was being reckless?
Alexander smiled and gestured for her. “Babe, sit across from me. I have a multiple-choice question for you.”
Aileen furrowed her brows slightly, visibly confused.
Still, she walked around the table and sat down opposite Alexander.
Jasmine stood to the side with her arms crossed, expressionless and silent.
“Now, answer me this first,” Alexander said as he looked at her. “When you go home tomorrow morning, how do you plan to deal with your mother scolding you for running away? She’s going to say something about it, right?”
“I…” Aileen opened her mouth but faltered. Her flawless, delicate face showed hesitation and tension—an instinctive reaction. Her fear of her mother was deeply ingrained, down to her bones.
“I… I’ll resist! I’ll reason with her! She’s wrong! I’ll point out all the things she’s done wrong over the years, one by one…” Aileen had indeed grown bolder under Alexander’s “guidance.” But her courage extended only to thinking about resisting.
The thought alone wasn’t enough. She lacked the actual ability to resist.
Most likely, once she returned home and her mother scolded her a few times, she’d shrink right back down.
Aileen’s biggest problem was her lack of confidence. No confidence, no inner strength—once the emotion faded, she was done.
If she were a little more confident, more rebellious, a little shameless—just refused to listen—then her mother might not be able to do much about her. After all… Aileen was the only heir to the family!
“Do you really think you can reason with your mother at home?” Alexander asked pointedly.
Aileen fell silent.
Reason what? There was no reasoning. And this wasn’t just an Arison’s family issue—many, many families were like this. You could forget about reasoning with your parents at home.
“No way, right?” Alexander pressed.
Aileen remained quiet. Her expression had dimmed considerably.
She knew it well—she could try, she would try—but the outcome… would likely be failure.
“I have two options for you right now. And they’ll determine whether I make this call.” Alexander picked up his phone and waved it slightly. The dialer screen was still open, with a number already entered—just waiting to be dialed.
“Option one: I don’t make the call. Nothing happens. Tomorrow, you go back home on time. And… you return to the way things were. From then on, we’ll only be able to see each other in secret. As your father’s health worsens, your family will start arranging blind dates again—trying to find you a live-in husband. You’ll refuse, but they’ll keep pressuring you.”
“If someone that fits their conditions and agrees to marry in appears, I’ll make sure he disappears. But… you’ll still be trapped under that pressure. And it won’t end even after your father passes away. Because while your father’s health may be failing, your mother is very healthy. As long as she’s alive, she’ll still be the ‘Empress’ of the house…”
“Even when you turn fifty, when you reach the age of understanding life and fate…….you might still be living under the shadow of your seventy-year-old mother.”
Alexander’s words turned Aileen’s face pale.
It all sounded so… bleak.
Jasmine listened too—knowing full well that Alexander wasn’t trying to scare Aileen. It really could turn out like that!
But that wasn’t the point.
The point was—what exactly was option two?
What was Alexander planning to do?
“Option two: I make this call…” Alexander paused, eyes sharp as they locked onto Aileen. “And I’ll contact other people too. I’ll make sure you take over the family—fast! I’ll make you the president of the company! I’ll make sure you become the one who call the shots, not just in the company, but also at home! I’ll make your mother bow her head to you—stop trying to control you—and even be a tad afraid of you! She’ll realize she can no longer control the strong woman you’ve become. She’ll have no choice but to accept it! And your father… he’d probably be even prouder of you.”
Alexander leaned back and waved his phone again.
“Choose, babe!”
Aileen was stunned.
So was Jasmine.
Because what he described in the second option… sounded like something out of a fairy tale!
“Aileen Arison, please choose. Your destiny is in your own hands,” Alexander added with a smile.
Aileen still hadn’t snapped out of it. She shifted her hand slightly, then slowly raised it and hesitantly made a peace sign—it was supposed to be a “two.”
“O-Option two… is that okay?” she asked, as if the second option was too outrageous to even legitimately choose—like she was cheating.
“Of course it’s okay,” Alexander smiled and pressed the call button, bringing the phone to his ear.
Before Jasmine could say anything, the call was already going through.
She opened her mouth but didn’t speak. Then she quickly stepped over and sat beside Alexander, tilting her head to eavesdrop. At this point, it wasn’t even eavesdropping—it was blatantly listening! Alexander didn’t stop her. If she could actually make sense of what she was about to hear, well… good luck with that.
Maybe because of Jasmine’s bold move, Aileen got up too and quickly ran over to Alexander. She sat on his lap again, wrapped her arms around his neck, and nestled close to the phone from the other side—she too wanted to listen!
These two women…
“Should I just put it on speaker? Aren’t you two tired?” Alexander said. Though with a broad grin on his face. Clearly enjoying the sensation of two busty beauties leaning against him.
It’s only been a few days since his time has finally moved. But……his harem is growing, as was his wealth and influence.
Life was fun, and he knew it would continue as is.
Now, he had a new goal…….. Helping his woman take over.




Afterword

Thank you so much for making it all the way here!
I’ll say it again, but all the support had been overwhelming, and I can only say thank you!
Thank you for all those who pointed out some of the grammatical issues as well!
I’ve tried to work on those more this time, but I apologize if any slipped through. English being a third language for me and all.
Hopefully, you had as much fun reading the adventures of Alexander as I did, bringing them to you!
If you did, please leave a review! Seeing the rating of everyone had become a highlight for me! So feed my addition, I beg.
I’m not sure when volume 3 will be done, but most likely in two weeks of Volume 2 being out.
In the meantime, you can find me on Facebook! Follow for sneak peeks on covers, live updates on the progress, and maybe even some snippets of the chapters:
www.facebook.com/people/James-Azure-Writer/61577260577289/
You can also find me on the following awesome groups, that really introduced me to the world of book publishing and harems:
HaremLit Readers
Harem GameLit Books group
Harem Lit
Thank you again, and see you all soon in another Sunday!
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