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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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I mentioned it in Volume Two, but it needs to be repeated. Thank you for all the support, feedback, and reviews! Thanks to it all, I’ve realized how many grammar issues were in Volume 1, and I went back and edited it as best as I could. (So give that a peek if you so wish.)
And another thank you for sticking with me all the way to Volume Three!
Please note that reading Volume 1 and Volume 2 is necessary to gain an understanding of the world, characters, and events up to this point. So make sure you give those a peek!
All in all, I hope you enjoyed the ride and continue to do so!
And, just like Volumes 1 and 2, the very smutty chapter is marked, so those who prefer to skip it can go right ahead. And my horny people can just jump right into it.
See you in the afterword!
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Chapter 1: The stick.

Golden Fortune restaurant. Within the top room.
Inside was the dream of many young males.
Two breathtakingly beautiful women.
And it wasn’t just any two women. But two of the most well-known and sought-after females in NY City.
Jasmine Doran, the city’s most famous female CEO. Known for her cold beauty and domineering attitude.
Aileen Arison, the one known as the city’s most beautiful. The daughter and heiress to the wealthiest man in the city.
Both the fantasy and vain, impossible dreams of many. Both were now sitting close to the same man, leaning against him, pressing their curves against him, clearly attempting to eavesdrop on the phone call he was making.
The man, Alexander, only smiled, enjoying the attention and sensation, although his attention shifted as the call was finally answered.
“Hello? Who is this?” a deep male voice answered.
“Still having nightmares lately?” Alexander said coolly. 


“Have you been dreaming about Lucas from the Lilly warehouse?”


The other end of the line went dead silent.


Not a single sound—not even breathing.


Then came a faint rustling—like the man holding the phone had started walking quickly, with the sound of fabric brushing against the device. He seemed to be moving in secret, trying to hide while hurrying away.


Ten seconds passed. Silence returned.


Total silence. The kind only found in a closed-off space, like someone had slipped into an empty room to talk.


“You… Who are you?!” the man’s voice returned, lowered, now tinged with fear.


“Braun asked me to give you a message,” Alexander said, his voice as calm as ever. “He heard you’ve made quite a bit of money these past few years. Is that right?”


“You—who the hell are you?!” the man now sounded panicked.


Alexander raised his left hand and glanced at his watch. 


It was almost 5 p.m.
“You have one hour. Come to the teahouse, Velvet Leaf. Get the room called ‘Dreams of the West Lake,’” he said, then hung up.


The call was done.


Eight lines in total between the two of them.


Jasmine sat up straight, her face expressionless as she looked at Alexander.
Aileen, still sitting in Alexander's lap, pressing her luscious behind against his groin, also straightened up. 
Alexander patted her back, and she got up. She, too, was staring at him without expression.
Both of them had heard the entire phone conversation. They knew exactly what Alexander had said—and what the other person said.
And… that was it?
Just a few sentences in total?
They couldn’t make heads or tails of it. With so little information exchanged, they had no way of analyzing the situation. Two names were mentioned, plus a warehouse—what did any of it mean?
Alexander had said that Option Two, the one Aileen chose, was about making her the one in charge.


The choice that would free her from the overbearing, domineering control of her mother and would allow her to finally be in control, whether at home or in the company.
And yet… this was the call he made? That was all he said?
Jasmine could only think of one angle—He must be helping Aileen seize power from inside Golden Fortune Group, not just to take over the company but to assert her authority in the household.
That meant taking the initiative instead of passively waiting for her to inherit it, which would be a completely different scenario.
If Aileen could successfully seize power, that alone would mean the Arison family could no longer control her.
Her authority at home would be transformed as a result!
This was the most direct and effective path, but also the hardest!
So, the man he had just called… Jasmine could tell, and she had a guess: Alexander likely had some kind of leverage over him. He set up a meeting—with a specific time and place—and the other man would probably show up. But… who was he?
Was Alexander planning to threaten him?
Even if he succeeded, what sort of influence did that person have to help Aileen take control of the company directly?
Anyone with that level of influence wouldn’t be someone who a few words could control. More importantly, to make Aileen the president of Golden Fortune Group early would be incredibly complicated. So many factors were involved.
And at the heart of it: Golden Fortune Group’s largest shareholder was none other than Aileen’s father, Michael Arison! That was why the company was often referred to as the Arison Group, after all.
Aileen did hold shares—Michael had given her a portion a while back so she could sit on the board.
However, even after giving her that, Michael remained the largest shareholder of the Golden Fortune Group. The majority stake had always been in his hands.
So, how could she usurp her own father’s power? How was that even possible?
“What are you thinking about? Can’t figure it out?” Alexander noticed both women were deep in thought. He tugged on Aileen’s hand and gave it a gentle squeeze but then turned to Jasmine with a smile.
“You’re planning to start from inside the company, aren’t you?” Jasmine asked, frowning.
“Mhm!” Alexander nodded before she could even finish.
He already knew what she was thinking. With Jasmine’s intelligence, it wasn’t surprising that she’d start piecing things together. But beyond that? She couldn’t possibly guess. Because she didn’t have the necessary context.
She had no idea what kind of relationship existed between Michael Arison, Madam Arison, and Aileen—not as husband and wife, not as father and daughter, nor as mother and daughter.
She also didn’t know the actual internal dynamics of Golden Fortune Group.
Without that knowledge, she didn’t even have the basis to keep guessing.
Alexander, who had endured ten thousand years of repeating the same day, had amassed far more than just skills and secrets—he had something even more valuable: a profound understanding of the human heart and mind.
As the saying goes, people who know too many secrets never live long.
However, if someone who knows secrets also knows how to read people, then not only can they live long and well, but they can also control everything.             
In truth, this wasn’t nearly as difficult as Jasmine imagined—at least not for Alexander. For anyone else, it wasn’t a matter of difficulty—it was simply impossible. Only he could pull this off.
“Let’s go,” Alexander said, standing up.
“Alexander, I think maybe you should consider this a bit more…” Jasmine suddenly spoke. She felt more and more that something wasn’t right. Setting aside everything else, if Alexander really was going to threaten someone, that could become very dangerous.
“Want to bet?” Alexander turned to ask with a grin.
“No!” Jasmine shot back instantly.
She had truly, truly learned her lesson.
Alexander knew she had, too. After beating her twice in bets, every time he brought it up now, it was just to tease her.
“Honey, are we going straight to Velvet Leaf?” Aileen asked from the side.
“No, we’re heading to Jasmine’s company first,”
“We might not make it in time,” Aileen checked her watch. “Normally, it takes thirty minutes to get from here to Velvet Leaf. With rush hour traffic, we’ll barely make it.”
“What’s the rush? We’ll just be late. Let him wait.” He smiled indifferently.
He gestured for them to move out and started walking. Aileen followed, but Jasmine didn’t move.
He turned to look at her.
It was worth noting—they couldn’t leave the Golden Fortune restaurant unless Jasmine took Aileen out. He couldn’t do it himself. It had been agreed that Jasmine would take Aileen for a walk and have a heart-to-heart. If Alexander walked her out, it would change the entire dynamic.
Jasmine hadn’t moved—clearly unwilling to cooperate anymore.
“You’re not coming?” Alexander asked with a smile.
She didn’t reply.
“Are you sure?” he asked again, then added, “Because we’re leaving now.” He smiled as he said it.
“Wait!” Jasmine blurted out.
There was no way she could let Alexander take Aileen out alone. If they walked out together, someone from the restaurant would surely notify Madam Arison immediately. And Jasmine would be the first one to get a call.
There would be no way to explain it. Too many things would unravel!
Ever since she lost the second bet with Alexander and got dragged into all this, she was stuck. Not only could she not get out—she couldn’t say a word against Alexander either.
So exhausting.
“Fine. I’ll cooperate. I’ll take her out. But you have to promise me that I get to go to Velvet Leaf, too. I want to see what you’re really up to,” Jasmine said, raising a brow at him, unwilling to just roll over and submit.
Her fiery personality made her believe that if she cooperated too easily, she’d be showing weakness.
So even though she had no choice but to go along with Alexander, she still had to negotiate. It made her feel like she hadn’t completely lost—a matter of pride.
“Sure. If you want to come, I don’t mind,” Alexander smiled—and there was something a little strange in that smile. “But don’t regret it. Don’t say later that I dragged you into this. You volunteered.”
Jasmine’s expression changed.
She felt like… she was still dancing in the palm of Alexander’s hand. Like, even her decision to follow him had been predicted and planned.
She did feel a bit of regret, but she wouldn’t back out. She really wanted to know: what exactly was Alexander planning? Who was he going to meet at Velvet Leaf?
The three of them went downstairs. Jasmine drove the Bentley with Aileen in the passenger seat.
Alexander took his own Lamborghini.
The bodyguards followed behind in their own car.
Their first stop: Magical Glamour.
On the drive there, neither Jasmine nor Aileen knew that Alexander, driving alone, made several more calls—each one short, just a few sentences.
After arriving at Magical Glamour, they rested briefly. Then the three of them switched cars, shaking off the Arison family's spies along the way.
By the time they arrived at Velvet Leaf, it was already close to 7:00 p.m.
If the other party had shown up on time, they would have probably already been waiting for nearly an hour!
“So many cars?” Jasmine noticed something was off before they even entered. At this hour, it was unusual to see so many luxury cars parked outside the teahouse.
Alexander smiled but said nothing.
Of course, there were a lot of cars—he hadn’t invited just one person.
They entered.
“Do you have any private rooms?” Upon entering, Alexander went straight to the front desk and asked the receptionist.
“Yes, sir. May I ask if you have a reservation?” the receptionist replied with a polite smile, though her expression showed some surprise—today was unusual. Night had already fallen, yet the number of guests had suddenly surged. In just the last hour or two, many different groups had arrived, all requesting large private rooms.
Velvet Leaf was one of New York City’s most prestigious teahouses—a high-end venue primarily used for business meetings. High-end branding, pricier teas, and more prestige.
A common characteristic of such luxury teahouses was that their peak business hours were in the afternoon.
There was some business in the morning, but it typically picked up after lunch. Once it passed 4:00 p.m., however, business would sharply decline as guests started leaving in droves.
This matched people’s daily routines and etiquette standards.
People needed to eat dinner, especially in the business world. Even if negotiations were going well at the teahouse, once it was mealtime, it was expected to treat the guest to dinner. No one would just sit there sipping tea and go hungry.
That’s why Alexander had dared to call people over directly and even name specific rooms—because he wasn’t worried someone else would be using it, even though he hadn’t checked beforehand.
As long as it was a large private room, the odds of it being taken were extremely low. Smaller rooms might still be in use—say, two friends casually chatting—but the larger ones? Unlikely.
Jasmine cast a glance at Alexander.
Odd. He’d just arranged a meeting with someone, yet now he was asking if there were any rooms available. Was he planning to sit and have tea first?
“No reservation. Is Fragrant Oolong available?” Alexander asked. It was the name of a room on the fourth floor.
“Please wait a moment, sir,” the receptionist said and led them to the front desk. Another clerk quickly checked the system, confirming the desired room was currently unoccupied and unreserved.
It was one of the largest rooms in the teahouse—spacious enough for over a dozen people to meet comfortably. However, due to its size, it was rarely booked.
“Please follow me, sir.” The receptionist immediately began leading the way. There is no need to register, no payment upfront—just straight upstairs.
She led the three of them to the fourth floor.
As they neared the room, she glanced back at them, signaling to it, and then stopped at the door. “This is the room, sir. May I ask what tea you’d like?”
“Yancha,” Alexander replied, choosing a type of oolong.
Inside the room, it was massive. Spacious to the point of being almost empty.
Alexander gave Aileen a few instructions.
Soon, the same receptionist personally brought up the tea and the tea set. As she laid everything out on the table, she stole a few glances at Aileen, then suddenly smiled in recognition.
“You’re… Miss Aileen Arison, aren’t you?”
“Yes, I am,” Aileen replied with a polite, well-mannered smile.
“It is you! When I went downstairs earlier, one of my coworkers said you looked familiar—I thought so too, but I didn’t expect it was you! You’re even more beautiful in person than on TV.” The receptionist sounded excited.
After all, she had just met the number one heiress of NY—the one holding the title of the most beautiful woman!
“Thank you,” Aileen responded courteously.
Alexander, overhearing this, glanced at Jasmine. She was sitting on the opposite side, her expression neutral. She didn’t seem to care about being outshone in this kind of setting, which fit her usual low-key nature.
She wasn’t here to negotiate today, so even her aura was dialed back.
A minute after the receptionist left—
“You two enjoy your tea. I’ll head over first,” Alexander said, standing up. He waved his phone at Aileen before heading out.
He left the room.
Descending from the fourth floor to the third, he looked around, adjusted his suit, and walked toward the far west end of the third floor, straight to the last private room.
Traditional decor.
A wooden sign hung on the door: “Dreams of the West Lake.”
Inside the room—
A greasy-looking middle-aged man, about forty-five or forty-six, short and pudgy, sat drinking tea. He looked visibly agitated. His movements were mechanical, as he poured and drank cup after cup without thinking.
This was the same room where Alexander had met with William Wycliffe. That man had also been greasy, though William's greasiness was all on the surface. This guy, by contrast, was dressed decently, but his temperament gave him away.
Creak!
The door opened. Alexander stepped inside and said with a smile, “You’re still here?”
The middle-aged man whipped his head around. Seeing that it was just a young man in his early twenties, he froze and asked, “You’re… the one who called me?”
“That’s right…” Alexander walked in calmly. “So… life’s been comfortable these past few years, hasn’t it? Braun asked me to pass along his regards.”
The man immediately stood, not to lash out, but to hastily walk toward the door.
As Alexander reached the table and sat across from where the man had been, the man arrived at the door and shut it behind him.
He was afraid. Afraid someone would overhear their conversation.
Alexander sat smiling, picked up a clean teacup, and poured himself a cup of tea.
The man returned and stood opposite Alexander, staring at him. Since Alexander wasn’t looking at him, the man's gaze was a mix of fear and murderous intent.
“Sit. Why’re you standing?” Alexander lifted the teacup and looked up with a smile.
“Who the hell are you?” the man asked grimly, dragging out a chair and sitting down. His aura flared.
“Alexander Ciotta. You probably haven’t heard of me.” Alexander still wore a polite smile.
The man frowned. The name Alexander... he felt like he’d heard it somewhere recently, but couldn’t place it.
“Where’s Braun? How much did he pay you? What do you want?” The man grew increasingly anxious. That incident had haunted him for years, enough to get him the death penalty if exposed!
“What’s the rush? You’ve already waited this long, what’s a few more minutes?” Alexander responded mildly, lifting his cup in a gesture. “Have some tea.”
The man’s face darkened. He could tell this young man had been in control the moment he walked in.
“Listen, kid. I’m warning you,” the man growled, lowering his voice and flashing a threatening glare. “Don’t think that just because you know some dirt on me, you can blackmail me. I’m not some soft target. I swear to God, if you push me—I’ll fucking kill you!”
Ferocious as could be—but right after that, his tone softened.
“But… if you tell me where Braun is, I won’t touch you. I’ll give you some money. More than you could spend in a lifetime.”
Carrot and stick.
But it was clumsy.
Alexander’s smile faded slightly. He reached into his pocket, pulled out his phone, and placed it on the table. Then, he looked at the man with a faint smile and asked, “What was that you just said? Could you repeat it?”
The man’s expression changed drastically—
Because Alexander’s phone was currently in a call.
When dealing with people of different personalities and temperaments, you need to use various methods and make various preparations.
However, Alexander keeping the call connected wasn’t especially done for this middle-aged man. The person he was talking to on the line with was Aileen—he needed her to know the content of the conversation. And incidentally, Jasmine, who was beside Aileen, would also hear it.
The middle-aged man’s expression changed repeatedly.
He had threatened to kill someone, but he had no idea who was on the other end of the call. He also didn’t know whether it was being recorded. If someone had evidence of this, then even if nothing actually happened to Alexander, and the threat wasn’t carried out, the police would still have to investigate him.
Being investigated was what he feared the most.
“Uh, brother… There may be some kind of misunderstanding between us…” The middle-aged man glanced at the phone still on the call screen, then looked at Alexander. Just moments ago, he had been vicious, but now not only did his tone soften, he even called him “brother.”
“Apologize,” Alexander said, looking at him.
The man’s expression darkened again, but he quickly forced a smile. “Right, sorry, brother. I was just…”
“So insincere, even when apologizing,” Alexander said calmly.
The man’s face twitched.
Slap!
He raised his hand and slapped himself across the face! He was scared—scared of dying, scared of his past being exposed. He had no choice but to pacify Alexander.
“That’s enough. Let’s talk business,” Alexander said with a smile, sipping his tea.
“What does Braun want? What do you want? How much?” The man asked, but in a much calmer tone than before.
Because Alexander had mentioned over the phone, “I heard you made a lot of money,” the implication was obvious—he was here for money. So the man came straight to the point. He knew he was being blackmailed, but he… had no way out!
He had been searching for Braun for many years but had never been able to find him.
“We’ll talk about money later…” Alexander replied casually, staring at the man. “These past few years, you’ve given the victims’ families quite a bit of money, haven’t you? Altogether, tens of thousands. What’s the deal? Feeling guilty? Seeking forgiveness?”
The middle-aged man’s face changed again.
He had assumed Braun sent Alexander, and that he only knew about what happened back then. But now, it sounded like Alexander not only knew about that incident, but also everything he had done in the years since.
“Honestly, you shouldn’t have done that. Don’t you think it was a mistake? Once your past is exposed, those secret payments you made… they become evidence.”
The man stared at Alexander, suspicious and unsettled.
“Someone like you, getting to where you are today… That’s not easy. Murder and arson, you dared to get your hands dirty personally. I’ll give it to you—you’ve got guts. However, you should truly appreciate the wealth and status you currently possess. Don’t you think?”
“Just name a number,” the man interrupted.
Throw money at the problem! If it can be solved with money, then it’s not a real problem. Even though he knew Alexander might demand an astronomical amount.
Alexander mentioned some things, but the man never responded directly.
Because he knew the phone was still connected—if he responded, it would be an admission, and a recording would become hard evidence. He wasn’t stupid—he knew what not to say.
“How much do you think I want?” Alexander asked again, smiling.
“Ten million. That’s the most I can accept,” the man answered.
In truth, it wasn’t his limit. He was buying his life. Even if it were two or three times that, he’d have to pay.
Of course, he would never reveal his true bottom line.
“Ten million, huh…” Alexander repeated, chuckling.
“You still think that’s not enough?” The man gritted his teeth. “Yeah, I have money now, but my net worth isn’t as high as you might imagine, and it's mostly in stocks and shares. That amount is enough for you to live comfortably for the rest of your life—how much more do you want?”
Alexander looked at him with a quiet smile for a few seconds, then said, “I wonder… has Daniel, buried in that remote mountain, finally found peace?”
The man’s face drastically changed again!
Alexander knew he had killed Daniel, too! And even knew the body was buried in a remote mountain!
“I suggest you don’t go digging up the body again. It’s been more than ten years—any traces that once existed are gone. But if you go back now… you’ll leave new ones.”
Alexander took another sip of tea and added calmly, “Times have changed. Technology has advanced. Police are solving cases now that they couldn’t back then. What used to be impossible… isn’t so hard anymore. Don’t you think?”
The man’s face darkened, and cold sweat formed at his temples.
“Twenty million!” the man blurted out.
“I heard your business hasn’t been doing well lately,” Alexander said. “You’ve been relying on cooking the books to cover your losses. Do you realize the consequences of doing that, especially as the CEO of a publicly listed company? And that little girlfriend of yours who’s helping with the fake accounts—is she really trustworthy?”
The man stared at Alexander in silence for over ten seconds.
His breathing grew heavier and faster.
He was terrified.
With every secret Alexander revealed, his panic deepened until he was petrified! It felt like Alexander knew everything—not just the “big thing” from back then, but all the other shady things he’d done.
“Oh, and I also heard—” Alexander started again.
“Enough!” the man cut him off, glaring at him. “Forty million! No—one hundred million! I might not be able to come up with that much cash all at once, but I’ll definitely get it to you! In installments, if I have to! If you want more, I don’t have it! That’s all I’ve got!”
“You really plan to give me the money?” Alexander asked, smiling faintly. “Right now, you’re probably already thinking about how to get rid of me cleanly, aren’t you?”
“No! Of course not! You’re overthinking this. I just want to settle this with money,” the man quickly said.
“Is that so…” Alexander’s tone gave nothing away. Then, he tapped his phone screen and ended the call.
“Brother, name your price. As long as you tell me where Braun is, I’ll give all the money to you. Just you alone,” the man leaned in and said in a low voice, again trying to tempt Alexander.
“No rush. Let’s drink tea first,” Alexander smiled and lifted his cup again.
For the next full minute, the two of them simply drank tea.
The middle-aged man’s thoughts were in turmoil. His mind raced in all directions. Even the tea had no flavor. But Alexander said “no rush,” so he had no choice but to wait.
Creak—
The private room’s door suddenly opened. Hanging up the phone was the signal—Alexander had explained earlier to Aileen that once he hung up, they could come in directly.
Aileen and Jasmine stepped in, and when they saw the man sitting across from Alexander, they froze in place.
“Mr. Bennett?”
“Miss Arison?”
The man instantly stood up and locked eyes with Aileen.
Both were stunned.




Chapter 2: The carrot.

Aileen recognized this middle-aged man!
When she first heard the voice over the phone, she had vaguely felt it sounded familiar. Still, there are too many people with similar voices.
More importantly, from listening to the conversation, she could tell that Alexander was threatening the man. He even mentioned murder and arson. So she didn't dare to think that the other party was someone she knew!
Her impression of that man wasn't bad.
But she never expected—it was him!
Harry Bennett, forty-six years old, Chairman of Westbridge Capital Trading & Investment in NY, and also Chairman of Mayfield Interior Design!
On paper, he currently has a net worth of nearly a billion. In all of NY, his net worth isn't considered low, but in the NY business circle, his status is just so-so.
Because net worth and assets are two different things. If you only count the businesses owned by Harry himself, then his net worth would barely reach a hundred million. The reason his net worth can reach almost a billion is that he holds 3.8% of Golden Fortune's shares.
Although most of those shares have already been mortgaged for loans, and he's lost a lot for the sake of his own business, as long as he's not declared bankrupt and liquidated, he's still one of Golden Group's major individual shareholders—he ranks within the top ten individual shareholders.
Naturally, Aileen knew him.
Harry Bennett's relationship with the Arison company is very complicated. He started in the jade business, then co-founded Meyuan Jewelry Group with a partner, where he became the second-largest shareholder.
In its early years, Meyuan Jewelry had been Arison Group's biggest competitor in the region, but its growth lagged far behind.
Fourteen years ago, Arison Group, which was in a phase of rapid expansion, acquired Meyuan Jewelry entirely through a mix of cash and equity swaps. At the time, as Meyuan's second-largest shareholder, Harry received 6% of Arison Group's shares.
Later, the Arison Group underwent rounds of financing and IPO expansions, which further diluted Harry's share percentage.
The number of shares remained the same, but the percentage shrank, eventually dropping to the current 3.8%!
Over the past decade, Harry has held a series of key positions within the Arison Group. However, as the Arison Group grew larger, the issue of Harry's limited capabilities became increasingly apparent.
Not only that, in recent years, his heart clearly wasn't in the Arison Group anymore. He became increasingly less involved in management, and his title in the company was essentially honorary.
Mainly because he had other businesses.
When Meyuan was acquired, he not only received equity but also a sizable cash payout.
It was with that money that he started other businesses, and he succeeded.
Perhaps because his other ventures continued to grow, while his minority shares in Golden Fortune Group no longer held much weight, combined with his limited ability, he gradually lost his influence in the company and had no motivation to stay involved.
Aileen also knew that after shifting his focus to his other ventures, Harry had repeatedly mortgaged his Arison Group shares in exchange for capital to expand those businesses.
But that reckless expansion blew up in his face—he lost a lot of money.
Aileen's overall impression of Harry Bennett was that of a bold, ambitious middle-aged tycoon with mediocre ability, a bit fickle, and someone who prefers being his own boss.
That "mediocre ability," of course, is relative to people of real talent—compared to the average person, Harry is still miles ahead.
Aileen and Harry looked at each other.
The atmosphere was tense.
He was stunned—how did she suddenly appear?! She just barged in?
She was also dazed—Harry Bennett… committed murder and arson?
"Huh?" He suddenly jolted again.
Because he not only recognized Aileen, but also recognized Jasmine Doran!
He'd seen her once at a banquet. Although he never spoke to her, he'd heard others talking—he knew she was the eldest granddaughter of the Doran family.
Looking at Jasmine now, he was even more stunned.
How could Aileen and Jasmine be… connected? And they even came together?
He had never heard that Miss Arison had any relationship or dealings with the Doran family's eldest granddaughter. Even if they knew each other, it shouldn't be anything close.
"You both heard everything, right?" Alexander turned his head and asked.
Aileen and Jasmine both nodded.
Harry suddenly seemed to realize something—his expression turned even more shocked.
He realized that the person Alexander had been on the call with… was Aileen and Jasmine!
And then he thought of something—he finally understood why the name "Alexander Ciotta" had sounded familiar to him!
Wasn't that the same Alexander everyone in New York City's business circle had been talking about recently?! The one who suddenly appeared, Jasmine Doran's boyfriend, Mr. Alexander Ciotta!
It's over!
Harry knew he was finished and completely done for!
He had truly thought about making Alexander disappear. Killing him off. Although when asked, he didn't admit it…
But now? He no longer dared even to think such a thing!
Jasmine Doran's boyfriend is someone from the Doran family. If he dared to make a move… he'd die even faster!
And Aileen Arison was also here. She knew too…
Who could he even touch? Dare to touch? Not only were there witnesses, but each one was more terrifyingly high-status than the last! Forget being in trouble—even if he weren't, if he dared mess with these people, he'd be dead!
Actually, he was mistaken about one thing: Aileen and Jasmine didn't know what secrets he was hiding. They only heard a few fragmented sentences. The only one who knew everything was Alexander.
Harry's face turned ashen. He was scared stiff!
He knew—if he dared to resist, he'd be dead! He couldn't resist! No matter how much money they asked for, he'd have to give it!
"Come on, no need to stand. Have a seat," Alexander said casually again.
Jasmine and Aileen walked over.
Jasmine sat next to Alexander, and Aileen sat on Jasmine's other side, forming a setup where Jasmine was in the middle, with Alexander and Aileen on either side… all arranged by Alexander in advance.
There was no need for Aileen to sit next to him. There was no need for Harry to know he had any special connection with Aileen.
Harry was still standing blankly on the opposite side of the table.
"Sit!" Alexander repeated.
"Yes! Yes, sit!" He answered quickly and obediently, then sat down.
Leveraging power!
Right now, Alexander was borrowing the aura and presence of Jasmine and Aileen. He didn't even need them to speak—just showing up like props was enough to scare Harry half to death!
"I think you understand the situation now, so I'll just get to the point," Alexander said, looking at Harry. "I… don't want your money."
Harry froze, then was shocked.
Not his money?
Then what?
What else did he have?
His life?
"I only need you, from now on, to support Miss Arison in whatever she says at the board meetings. Understood?" Alexander finished with a smile.
Harry's expression immediately became… quite something.
First confused, then surprised, then blank, then ecstatic! Delighted!
That simple?!
Just that simple?!!
Harry was a board member of the Arison Group!
That was his value! He was still an executive director of the company!
Although he hardly participates in Golder Fortune Group's operations nowadays—and by right shouldn't still hold such a high position—his board seat wasn't newly appointed this year; it was from two and a half years ago.
The board of a publicly listed company is elected once every three years.
Two and a half years ago, he wasn't yet in his current state. Although he was already becoming marginalized at the time, he remained employed by the company, and despite owning relatively few shares, he still ranked among the top ten individual shareholders.
Holding a board seat was not an issue at the time.
He had only six months left in his term, and once the company reelects board members early next year, he would definitely not be reelected.
But!
As long as he was still a board member, he was useful!
Very useful!
Because the board operates on a one-person, one-vote system. Voting rights are not determined by the number of shares one owns. One person, one vote on decisions!
And Harry Bennett's vote was the most valuable thing about him!
"Th-that's it?" He was genuinely thrilled, and he even asked Alexander—That's it?
Because Alexander had completely manipulated his mindset!
At the beginning of their meeting, Harry had thought Alexander was going to blackmail him—viciously, endlessly. The more Alexander exposed his dirty secrets, the more terrified he became and the more he was willing to pay; he even harbored murderous intent toward Alexander. He knew Alexander knew too much and could ruin everything he had worked for.
If Alexander didn't die, he'd be doomed!
Then, when Jasmine and Aileen showed up, he altogether despaired.
There was nothing more he could do!
He didn't dare touch Alexander, nor did he dare touch anyone. He was the fish on the chopping board; others were the butchers! He was already mentally prepared for the worst, most extreme outcome!
And in that state of mind, Alexander only made one "small request"!
Just to follow Aileen's lead during the board meetings!
To him, it wasn't exactly a trivial matter, because in the board meetings, he used to follow the second-largest shareholder—the person who was once his boss at Meyuan Jewelry. They'd always been aligned.
So this would be a betrayal!
But compared to all the horrific things he had imagined just moments ago, this was nothing!
His wealth, his life, his future, all were on the line. So everything else was insignificant!
So, to him, Alexander truly had only made a small request! A request that caused him no real harm—all it needed was a slight shift in his allegiance.
He was like a gambler who had lost everything, backed into a corner with no way out—yet the person who won all his money suddenly returned it all to him, asking only for one small favor in return.
That drastic psychological whiplash—from fear to relief—made him feel not like he was being threatened, but like he was being spared.
He even felt grateful!
"Yes, that's it," Alexander nodded and confirmed firmly.
Harry suddenly stood up, grabbed the teapot with one hand, took the upside-down teacups from the tray with the other, placed two upright, and nimbly poured tea for the three of them.
There was even a faint smile on his face now—a genuine smile! One of relief. One of relaxation.
Just a while ago, he honestly thought he was done for.
Now, not only was he not done for, but it even seemed like… he might have formed a connection with the Doran family's eldest granddaughter!
He assumed that Jasmine was helping Aileen.
He deduced this from the seating arrangement and the way Alexander addressed Aileen. Jasmine sat in the middle, clearly the central figure, and Alexander referred to Aileen as "Miss Arison," indicating there was no particular closeness. And he was Jasmine's boyfriend.
That could only mean—Jasmine was helping Aileen. This was her intention!
He had no idea when Aileen and Jasmine had developed such a close relationship.
"Mr. Ciotta, your tea."
"Boss Doran, your tea."
"President Arison, your tea."
As he poured tea for each of them, Harry greeted them respectfully. After pouring for Aileen, he added, "President Arison, I thought someone was going to do something to me… I was scared out of my mind just now… I mean, for something this small, you could've just told me. No need to trouble Boss Doran and Mr. Ciotta to come over. The Arison family essentially owns the entire Golden Fortune Group. With just one word from you, how could I not agree?"
Aileen looked at him indifferently and said nothing.
Harry, after finishing his words, suddenly had a change in expression. The hand holding the teapot paused, his eyes widened—
He suddenly realized something!
Aileen was the Arison family's successor, destined to become the chairwoman—and it would likely happen within the next few years. Currently, the Arison family holds absolute control over the board. With Michael Arison still alive and still chairman, the family's grip was complete.
Under those circumstances, Aileen pulling this move… didn't make sense!
Golden Fortune already belonged to the Arison family! Who dared oppose them?
No one in the company dared to face the Arison family directly. Yet, Aileen was out here recruiting support—needing board votes?
There was only one possible explanation—
There was a split within the family!
Aileen wasn't waiting to succeed—she was trying to seize power ahead of time!
She was trying to rebel against her father!
That made the situation way bigger! This wasn't a "small request" anymore—because supporting Aileen might mean going against Michael Arison and the family’s matriarch!
But…
Harry thought again—and something didn't add up!
Because Aileen was the only heir of Michael Arison! The only successor of the family! Michael and his wife had no other options! This meant—no matter how bad things got internally, in the end, Aileen would still become chairman of the Group!
So then…
Pledging loyalty to the future chairwoman in advance—what's the problem? If the rebellion succeeded and Aileen took over—great rewards! If it failed, worst case, he'd temporarily fall out of favor with the chairman and his wife—but in the long run, he'd still gain!
It was a bad thing turning into a good thing.
He'd become someone who helped Miss Arison "do big things"!
From being blackmailed to becoming one of their own—just like that!
Even though they still had dirt on him, Harry knew clearly that neither Aileen nor Jasmine would ever care about his measly assets.
Which meant—as long as he cooperated and joined their side—not only would he be safe, he'd profit greatly!
"What are you thinking about?" Alexander's voice suddenly broke in.
Harry, who had been lost in his thoughts, snapped out of it.
He set down the teapot, sat down again, glanced at Aileen, then looked at Alexander and spoke:
"Mr. Ciotta, don't worry. From now on, whatever President Arison wants is what I want. At the company, I'll 100% follow her lead!" He finished his vow, then hesitantly added, "But I do have… a small question. I wonder if Mr. Ciotta can…"
"You want to ask whether your one vote is enough to help Miss Arison sway the board's decisions, right?" Alexander asked with a smile.
"Yes, yes! I fully support her, but by myself, I really…"
"Just do your part. All you need to do is cast your vote for Miss Arison. I'll take care of the rest. Understood?" Alexander kept smiling as he finished, then turned his head slightly and said, "You may leave now."
Harry hesitated but still stood up.
He wanted to ask more, to understand better, to gain a clearer sense of things. But it was clear Alexander didn't want to say more.
"Mr. Ciotta… so as long as I support Miss Arison… there really won't be anything else?" He cautiously asked one more time before leaving.
"Of course. Absolutely," Alexander said with a smile.
Harry left.
And as he did, not only was he not upset—he was even a little excited.
Because he realized—what happened today was indeed a threat he couldn't refuse—but also an opportunity!
In the private room, only three people remained.
"And then?" Jasmine turned her head to look at Alexander and asked directly. "That's it? I thought you came to meet someone important. He's just one board member. Even if he supports Miss Arison, he's only got one vote. The company's board has over a dozen members. Not everyone will give in to your threats! Does this even mean anything?"
Her tone was a little sharp.
Deliberately so.
"You're trying to provoke me into spilling something, huh?" Alexander glanced at her with a smirk. "Your curiosity must be driving you crazy right now, huh? Feels like a cat scratching at your heart?"
She was indeed extremely curious!
She wasn't someone who was usually driven by curiosity, but this matter… was way too big! Just thinking about it was enough to know that pulling this off would require incredibly complex methods.
Over the past few days, Jasmine had witnessed Alexander's almost magical abilities. As for how capable he truly was, she felt she could no longer make a fair judgment!
But!
This kind of thing couldn't be solved just by being highly capable!
Even a powerful family like the Doran family couldn't just casually say, "We're taking over Golden Fortune,"—a jewelry industry giant—and then go ahead and do it!
No one handles things that aggressively!
Even if Michael Arison wasn't as powerful as the Doran family, he was still powerful in his own right, beyond his wealth! He had political ties that were relatively high up. His father-in-law—Aileen's maternal grandfather—had also held a high-ranking position in the military before his retirement.
There was one thing Jasmine could be sure of: Alexander would not go after Michael Arison directly. Not because he didn't dare—Jasmine didn't even know if he dared or not.
The reason she was sure Alexander wouldn't go after Michael was because he was Aileen's father. He had said before that he would never make Aileen choose between love and family.
That he would never put her in a difficult position… just like how he didn't make a move against her mother.
Alexander wouldn't truly split the Arison family.
He wanted Aileen to have a complete, intact family still. That much was certain!
Under those conditions—with the largest shareholding still in Michael's hands—and without threatening him… how the hell was this going to work?
"Alexander, I'm not joking with you!" Jasmine looked at him thoughtfully. "I admit it! I'm curious. I want to know. Because this matter… Don't you think it's insanely difficult to pull off? Don't you think if you mess up, it could blow up in your face?"
"So concerned about me?" Alexander smiled. "Then let me reassure you… Nothing will go wrong! Happy now?"
Jasmine was irritated again.
It was his tone—when Alexander said certain things, it really got under your skin.
"How could nothing go wrong? You're threatening people! Who else are you planning to threaten? The Arison Group has over a dozen board members—you're going to threaten all of them? Do all of them have dirt you can use? And which of them is easy to threaten, anyway?" She retorted.
"No need to deal with all of them," Alexander replied calmly. "Just a few are enough."
"You—" Jasmine was about to say more but suddenly froze.
Because what Alexander had just implied was that he was going after other board members!
"You… What exactly are you…" Jasmine stared wide-eyed.
"Six people!" Alexander held up six fingers. “Harry has already left. That leaves five. They're all currently here in this Teahouse—in separate private rooms, waiting for me. I estimate… in a few hours, I can talk to all of them." He smiled as he finished.
"Six people?! Five more? Five board members are here in the Teahouse? And you're going to threaten all five of them?" Jasmine's eyes widened even further.
She was stunned.
Just like she had said before—how could there be that much blackmail material? And how many of them could be easily threatened? Among those people, as long as one reacted poorly, the secret would leak! And if the Arison family found out what Alexander was doing… it would all be over!
Was he insane? This whole plan was pure fantasy!
"You made two mistakes! Let me correct you first!" Alexander suddenly raised two fingers and waved them at her.
"First, I need to correct your wording. It's not blackmail! Or rather, not only blackmail!"
Alexander smiled and tilted his head. "You have to understand… the human heart is complicated! Some accept coercion; others are moved by profit. If you understood psychology, you'd know what 'psychological compensation' means. You'd also understand the concepts of value exchange, gratitude, and reciprocity… Different people have different personalities and temperaments—so you deal with them differently."
"Second! It's not that five board members are all waiting in the Teahouse! Not all of them are board members!"
Alexander smiled again and continued, "If you knew as much as I do. If you knew that many secrets, those people's relationships, their pasts… then you'd understand: when you want to use someone, you can go straight to them. Or go to someone close to them!"
He paused after saying this.
Whether Jasmine caught on or not was unclear, but what he meant by "someone close"… was precisely what he'd done when he approached Jasmine first instead of Dante. At the time, he needed to deal with the trouble he caused on July 7, but instead of going to Dante directly, he went to her first!
Looking at Jasmine's expression, she clearly hadn't caught on. Because Alexander was too skilled, she didn't bother making connections to such a "small matter."
"For example…" Alexander paused again, then smiled and continued, "Some people are particularly susceptible to pillow talk. They love their wives, fear their wives, or are intimidated by their wives' families. So, as long as you win over the wife and get her to whisper a few words to him, getting him to make a small decision is no problem!"
"Others—you just need to have his son tell him: 'If you don't change your stance, I'm going to jail.' What do you think a father would do in that case? When it's their only child! No way out, right?"
"And some people… you just need to tell them one thing—something that lets them take revenge or gives them the truth they've been seeking—and they'll help you!"
Alexander spoke lightly and casually as if he were just listing off tactics.
But!
Jasmine felt, once again, a sense of dread towards Alexander!
A terrifying dread!
Alexander's logic sounded simple. But the deeper you thought about it, the more you realized—to carry this out his way, you didn't just need to know someone's secrets. You needed to know everything around them, their personality, what they didn't fear, and what they cared about most!
The amount of information required was unimaginable!
If you didn't have that level of understanding, you were bound to make mistakes!
Threatening or tempting someone immune to both? You'd get burned.
Trying to sway someone with no family attachment through their relatives? You might as well try climbing to heaven!
So, the only way Alexander's method could succeed was if he understood them deeply enough.
An information broker?
Jasmine even began to suspect—was Alexander some kind of fortune-teller?
Are you a damn psychic or what?!
"All right then." Alexander took another sip of tea. After setting down the teacup, he stood up and said, "You two, head back to the other room first. I'm going to the second floor—to meet the next one. I estimate I'll be done in twenty minutes."
"Honey…" Aileen stood up. She had been listening to the conversation between Alexander and Jasmine just now, and even though her head was full of questions, she didn't ask for now. Instead, seeing that Alexander had business to handle, she said, "Honey, about the phone call…"
She was referring to the "keep the call connected" thing so they could listen in.
"No need. That earlier one was just a demonstration—so you'd understand what kind of attitude to show when you enter," Alexander said with a calm smile. "Everyone's situation is different. Even if you overhear bits and pieces, you won't get the full picture. So… start the clock now. In twenty minutes, just walk into the third room on the second floor."
Over the next three-plus hours, Alexander went in and out of five large private rooms at the Teahouse, one after another.
Dealing with them, one by one.
Jasmine and Aileen followed his instructions, appearing at the scheduled times—sometimes twenty minutes later, sometimes thirty.
Because different people required different approaches, the time spent varied.
Unknowingly, it was already past 10 PM.
Alexander had finished the last meeting, and since they were about to leave, the four of them went downstairs together.
Under the night sky—
Outside the entrance of the Teahouse—
"President Arison, please rest assured. My husband and I will not let you down." A jewel-bedecked middle-aged woman shook Aileen's hand, her smile a little ingratiating.
"Mrs. Vaughn, thank you for your trouble," Aileen replied politely, nodding and smiling.
"No trouble, no trouble at all… Mr. Ciotta… Boss Doran… I'll be heading off now." The middle-aged woman said her goodbyes and shook hands again with both Alexander and Jasmine before finally getting into the car and driving off.
Standing by the roadside, the three of them watched Mrs.Vaughn drive away.
"We can go home and sleep now," Alexander said, looking at his watch and smiling.
"And then?" Jasmine turned her head and asked him again. "And then what? Even if you've got six votes, that still doesn't reach two-thirds of the board. It's not even a majority. How are you going to control the board?"
She couldn't figure it out. From the start, she never thought it would work. Although Alexander had somehow miraculously dealt with several board members of the Golden Fortune Group with lightning speed, she still didn't understand—how could just a few people be enough to accomplish anything?
He had already said it earlier. He wasn't trying to talk to everyone—just a portion.
So this must be it.
"You don't understand the Golden Fortune Group, and you don't understand the Arison family either… so, why don't you just wait and see what happens?" Alexander glanced at her and said casually, "Some things are too complicated to explain, and you're an outsider,—so you won't get it. If you don't believe me, ask Aileen… she probably understands more than you now."
Jasmine blinked, then turned to look at Aileen.
"…It helped a lot," Aileen said hesitantly, glancing at Jasmine and then looking at Alexander again. "But there are still parts I don't quite get, like—"
"All right, all right. Aileen, you're such a good girl," Alexander chuckled helplessly.
Alexander was twenty-two. Aileen was twenty-seven, five years older than him. Yet he called her a "good girl."
She didn't quite understand what he meant by that tone.
"A person in a high position needs to learn to keep things to themselves," Alexander said, looking out at the busy street. "Whether you understand or not, there's no need to show it, especially in front of people who have no stake in the matter."
"Aileen, if just now you had pretended to understand everything and deliberately stayed quiet… our dear Miss Jasmine Doran would've started to see you differently. She'd get insanely curious. She'd ask you questions, and the less you said, the more it would bother her. She'd eventually try to get closer to you…"
Aileen seemed to be absorbing something important—she could tell Alexander was teaching her.
All the while, Jasmine's expression changed slightly. She took a deep breath.
Once again, Alexander had gotten under her skin!
At that moment, she clearly understood the meaning of "a cunning heart hides behind a charming face."
So infuriating!
"Alexander, do you find this amusing?" Jasmine asked, narrowing her eyes at him.
"Absolutely. Very amusing," Alexander replied with a sidelong glance and a smile. Then he said, "All right, that's enough for today. Time to go home and sleep… Tomorrow, just sit back and enjoy the show." He then turned to Jasmine and added, "Oh, by the way, I still need to go over a few things with Aileen… is it okay if I stay over at your place tonight?"
"No, it's not okay!" Jasmine snapped coldly.
But the moment she said that she turned around and hooked her arm around Alexander's.
Such a contradiction between words and actions!
Jasmine had no choice. She couldn't possibly let Alexander leave with Aileen. If Madam Arison found out, it would be a disaster.
So Aileen needed to be with Alexander but also needed to be with Jasmine.
This meant that they all had to go to Jasmine's place.
And since they were on a public street, Jasmine had to hold Alexander's arm. After all… they were known across the city's business circle as a couple! This act had to be maintained and done well—right down to every small detail.
Into the car!
Heading to Jasmine's house.
It was late, and there weren't many cars on the road, so they could drive at a faster pace.
Thirty minute later, they arrived at their destination.




Chapter 3: A bold kiss.

NY City, South District, High-Tech Zone – Ariel Manor.
This villa community was far from the city center. Jasmine chose to buy a house here because it was close to the Halston Tower, where her company was located—just a short ten-minute drive. Convenient for commuting.
Jasmine owned three villas here: Units 25, 26, and 27.
The three villas were side by side.
Of course, Jasmine didn't need that much space for herself. She lived in Villa 26. Villas 25 and 27 were purchased to house her bodyguards.
And she had a lot of them!
Jasmine was under 24-hour protection. Even while she slept at night, guards patrolled the perimeter of the villa. Not that she had any enemies. Even her brother, Dante, didn't require that level of protection.
But she insisted on it.
All because of that imbecile James Sutherland—he was unbearably annoying!
Jasmine knew that James had been keeping an eye on her. In the few years she had been in New York City, her bodyguards had caught more than five spies or stalkers sent by him, lurking around her house.
And those caught? Fed to the fish.
Anyone James sent—she'd take out one after another.
Past 11 PM.
Inside Villa 26, the decor was done in a cool, minimalistic tone.
Alexander, fresh out of the shower and wearing a bathrobe, walked downstairs. He saw Jasmine and Aileen still sitting on the living room couch. He had showered right after arriving, clearly ready to sleep. But the two women were still chatting.
Of course, they needed to talk—at the very least, to coordinate their story. It'd been agreed that Jasmine would help Aileen emotionally, and they'd rest at the restaurant. Yet somehow, they ended up at Jasmine's house.
Whatever happened in between, whatever Jasmine had said, their story had to match. When Aileen returned home the next day, her mother would definitely ask questions.
It wouldn't be a problem.
As long as Aileen had been with Jasmine the whole time, everything would be fine.
"What are you two chatting about? Aren't you going to sleep yet?" Alexander entered the living room and smiled.
"Honey, what do you do for work?" Aileen turned to ask.
"Me?" Alexander glanced at Jasmine. Aileen had already asked her, but she had kept her mouth shut. Alexander didn't really mind. After sitting down, he answered, "I'm in the information business."
"Intelligence business… that's why you know so much?" Aileen asked again, slightly frowning. She had looked into Alexander's background. Aside from recent events, his past records were incredibly average.
"Yup. I'm a professional," Alexander replied with a smile. Then he changed the subject, asking her, "You're going to face your mother tomorrow. Are you ready?"
Both women immediately understood that Alexander was intentionally steering the conversation in a different direction.
And they knew when Alexander didn't want to talk about something, you weren't going to get anything out of him.
"I'm ready!" Aileen nodded firmly, clearly giving herself a pep talk.
"Good. I believe in you," Alexander nodded, smiling in encouragement.
The three of them chatted about random things again, mostly revolving around how Aileen would handle going home tomorrow.
"Um… Miss Alison, it's getting late. Maybe you should go take a shower first? Use my room—everything's ready, toiletries are there, extra toothbrush is in the drawer under the sink…" Jasmine suddenly offered.
"No need, Miss Doran. Why don't you go first? I'm not in a hurry," Aileen replied.
"No need to be so formal here. You're a guest—relax a little. Don't cling too tightly to your manners. You go first," Jasmine insisted again.
"Well then… I'll trouble you," Aileen said, standing up.
Both Alexander and Jasmine turned their heads to watch her head upstairs, listening until the faint sound of a door opening and closing came from the second floor.
"… Why'd you send her away?" Alexander turned and smiled at Jasmine, clearly sensing the deliberate move.
"Come! Follow me!" Jasmine stood up and waved at him.
She walked toward the massive floor-to-ceiling windows of the villa's living room.
Alexander followed her.
When they reached the window, Jasmine drew the curtains slightly open, pointing up at the moon in the sky.
"Beautiful, isn't it?"
"Huh?" Alexander blinked. What the hell? What's she on about? Looking at the moon?
Before he could react, Jasmine turned toward him and threw her arms around his neck, pulling herself against him.
Her soft, full lips found his, pressing against one another. Her feet lifted off the ground, wrapping her legs around his waist as she clung to him, kissing deeply.
It was extremely sudden!
Jasmine not only kissed Alexander again but went even further than before, wrapping her legs around his waist and hanging onto him. Her soft curves pressed against him. Although she was tall, she was slim in the right places and light.
And when a stunning 9/10 beauty in business attire with a strong personality suddenly acted like this, it really… felt incredible!
Alexander almost misunderstood Jasmine's intentions!
But thinking it through, he realized that it couldn't be it.
No matter what, nothing was going to happen between them tonight because Aileen was here. She was just in the shower and would be out soon. Besides, Jasmine wasn't that kind of woman. No matter what thoughts she had, she wouldn't choose this time.
And, of course, she wasn't doing this to deliberately provoke Aileen.
She wasn't that petty or reckless.
Besides, if she really wanted to upset Aileen and shake her emotions, she wouldn't send her away—she could just act in front of her!
So… there was only one possibility.
Alexander had no reason to reject Jasmine.
Truthfully, conquering Aileen couldn't compare to the sense of accomplishment Alexander would get from conquering Jasmine! Jasmine was a woman who, no matter how long you interacted with her, there was always the chance things could go wrong. You might conquer her, or you might end up being conquered—used—by her!
Jasmine was the kind of woman who ignited a man's strongest desire to conquer!
That's also why James had gone to such mad lengths in his attempts to get her.
Now that Jasmine had thrown herself into his arms, Alexander naturally responded.
He wrapped his arms around her, his palms cupping her soft, luscious behind. Digging his digits into her cushiony cheeks. And he didn't stop there; he even began to maul the soft, pliant flesh. The groping and kneading caused the busty CEO to gasp and moan into the kiss.
And if he was waiting for the chance, his tongue slipped into her mouth, wrapping around hers. Tasting one another as he slowed, then allowing her to kiss him back.
The bathrobe he wore was loose, so her full, round breasts were pressing directly against his bare flesh. The only barrier between them was Jasmine’s clothes.
‘That’s……Oh….Its poking against me….’ Halfway through the kiss, she could feel something massive and impossibly warm pressing against her. The position of her wrapping her legs around him left their lower halves pressing perfectly against one another. Her first time ever feeling that part of a man.

The sudden intimacy of it left her mind foggy and her tongue limp, easily bullied around by Alexander for a while. Soon, though, she resumed kissing him back, the wet, lewd noises echoing in the living room.

The two of them kissed in front of the massive floor-to-ceiling window… for a full five minutes!
And from that kiss, Alexander could feel that she truly had feelings for him! Otherwise, there was no need for her to go on that long.
Eventually, Jasmine pulled back slightly, raising her head just a little, still barely five centimeters apart from his face. Their eyes met.
"Not bad," Jasmine whispered with a smile. "You can hold me for that long."
"Honestly, I'm really curious," Alexander also whispered with a smile, looking into her eyes. "Did you bring me here because you knew someone outside was watching, and you wanted to put on a show—or were you just looking for an excuse to take advantage of me?"
"Me? Take advantage of you?" Jasmine, finding that amusing, pursed her lips and said softly, "You've got some nerve. If I recall, the last time I kissed you, you said, 'Only an idiot turns down a freebie.' Wasn't that you? Haven't you always thought it was you taking advantage of me?"
"I did say that, but… since you remember, why are you still throwing yourself at me? What, have you fallen for me? Trying to win me over?"
Jasmine's smile froze for a moment.
She really couldn't win an argument with Alexander. Not once!
"That's right, I'm totally taking advantage of you!" Jasmine replied.
"Oh no, I've been taken advantage of… I feel so wronged." Alexander smiled, his tone deliberately exaggerated—he wanted Jasmine to know he was being sarcastic.
As soon as he finished, he felt a sharp pinch on his shoulder—Jasmine had pinched him again!
When she couldn't win with words, she used her hands!
That wasn't typically how she was. This was the first time she'd ever acted this way with a man. THE only man she'd ever act like this with in her life.
And before Alexander could tease her again, Jasmine quickly said, "Carry me to the sofa."
As she spoke, her right arm remained hooked around his neck while her left hand reached up to draw the curtain closed again.
Alexander carried her toward the living room sofa. Once they reached the coffee table, Jasmine released her hold, placed her feet on the floor, and let go of his neck. She straightened the wrinkles in her clothes, trying to ignore the warmth in hr lower half.
"You knew someone was watching. Why didn't you have them taken care of?" Alexander asked.
This was serious and had to be addressed.
Alexander had already guessed it: Jasmine pulled him to the window and kissed him for someone watching from outside. Most likely one of James Sutherland's spies! If someone was really out there, they probably got pictures or even recorded video. James would definitely see it later.
"When you were in the shower, my bodyguard called to say there were suspicious people outside," Jasmine replied while straightening Alexander's robe. "They weren't completely sure if it was James Sutherland's people. And you know… sometimes, letting James find out certain things actually works to our advantage!"
Alexander understood.
A woman's heart, when ruthless, could be scarier than a man's.
Jasmine was hoping James would find out she had a man now—maybe it'd piss him off enough to drop dead from a heart attack!
"Are you scared?" she asked while tidying his robe and looking up at him.
She was asking if Alexander was afraid James might retaliate.
They'd already discussed this before. At the start, Alexander had said, "Life's about moving up, right? If getting close to you makes things interesting… why not?" He had made it clear he wasn't afraid.
But Jasmine was asking again—because her mindset had changed.
"Do you think I'm the type who gets scared?" Alexander smiled, pulling her waist toward him.
Then he kissed her!
It was the first time Alexander had taken the initiative to kiss Jasmine.
And Jasmine… didn't resist!
She even closed her eyes and responded to him. Slipping her fragrant pink tongue once again into his mouth.
After a few seconds, Jasmine lightly pushed his shoulder.
He pulled back.
"I'm glad you're not afraid. I really was worried you'd back out," Jasmine said, raising an eyebrow at him. "After all, Aileen is yours now. Even if helping her take back power fails this time, she'll still end up as the head of Golden Fortune eventually. The Arison family empire will still be at your disposal…"
Jasmine felt threatened!
She didn't say it outright, but Alexander could feel it. She was afraid he'd abandon their little act now that he had "wealth and power" within reach.
This was dangerous.
And someone like Alexander—her fake boyfriend, her shield—was one of a kind. She knew she wouldn't find another like him.
Click.
Suddenly, a noise came from upstairs, followed by Aileen's voice: "Miss Jasmine, do you have an extra nightgown I could borrow? I… I didn't want to rummage through your closet."
"Coming, I'll bring you one," Jasmine called back, then glanced at Alexander and said, "It's late. Get some rest. Good night."
With that, she hurried upstairs, only to slow down once she reached the stairs. She realized she was going to be helping dress Aileen up……all for Alexander. The nagging itch in her heart grew. Her frustration mounting.
‘I’m not only helping him hide his relationship…….He’s even using my house and my clothes to fool around.’ Gritting her teeth a bit, she swallowed the frustration. Unaware she was already being conditioned to accept such situations.
 

 
A new day—July 12, 2024.
At exactly 7:00 a.m., Alexander opened his eyes right on time.
He was in a guest bedroom on the second floor of Jasmine’s villa.
He blinked a few times, the quiet satisfaction of a new day spreading across his face in a smile. He turned his head to the side—
—and there she was, Aileen, still fast asleep, nestled against his shoulder, her head resting on his arm, wearing one of Jasmine’s nightgowns. Its fabric had slipped down, revealing plenty of her pale figure and impossibly soft curves.
Of course, they had slept together last night. And they hadn’t fallen asleep until very late, thanks to how intense things had gotten.
Besides the two of them, only Jasmine knew what had happened. Even if others heard that Aileen had stayed the night at Jasmine’s place and that Alexander was there too, they’d all assume it was Alexander and Jasmine who’d shared a bed, while Aileen had slept alone in the guest room.
The brown haired beauty was still deep in sleep, with faint tear streaks at the corners of her eyes and a soft, dreamy smile on her exquisite face—like a kitten blissfully at rest. Last night had been… intense, perhaps even too much, but for Aileen, it was pain and pleasure all wrapped together.
Alexander just lay there, quietly watching her.
There was no particular reason.
It was just that… beautiful things are meant to be admired.
Tap-tap!
Suddenly, hurried footsteps echoed outside the door.
Then—
Knock knock, knock!
A firm knock on the door.
“Aileen, are you awake? Time to get up—your mother’s on the phone; she wants to talk to you…” It was Jasmine’s voice. As she spoke, the bedroom door opened, and she stepped in, holding a phone still on an active call in one hand, while the other quickly gestured at Alexander—Do. Not. Make. A. Sound!
Aileen jolted awake. She was startled. And because the first thing she saw was the side of Alexander's face—she instinctively cried out, "Dadd—mmph!"
She didn't finish because Alexander quickly covered her mouth.
"Aileen, it's your mother's call. Here…” Jasmine, wearing pajamas, gave Aileen a look. Aileen glanced back at her and finally realized what was going on.
Her phone was broken, so her mother couldn't reach her directly and had called Jasmine early in the morning instead.
Jasmine handed the phone to Aileen.
As she took it, she took a deep breath before speaking into it, "Mom."
"Aileen, still not up? Do you know what time it is?" came her mother's voice.
Since Aileen was right next to him, Alexander could vaguely hear the voice on the phone.
Aileen had indeed overslept. Her routine was even stricter than Alexander's: asleep by ten, up at six-thirty, a morning jog, back by seven to wash up and have breakfast while reviewing company reports and documents. Makeup by eight, out the door by eight-thirty, and at the office before nine-thirty.
"We talked too late last night and went to bed late," Aileen said into the phone, sounding relatively calm.
"Did you have a good talk with Miss Doran? You went to her house?" her mother asked.
"Yes, at her place. We talked a lot. Jasmine… she's very nice," Aileen replied.
"That's good. As expected from my daughter—everyone loves her," her mother said with a hint of joy and pride in her voice.
"Mom, I need to wash up. I'll be at the company before nine," Aileen said, eager to end the call.
"Mm, don't be late…" her mother said, then asked again, "What's with your voice? It sounds hoarse. Don't catch a cold."
"Ahem!" Aileen quickly cleared her throat and said, "It's nothing… just woke up. A glass of water, and I'll be fine."
"All right, I'll wait for you at the company. There are some things I'd like to talk over once you arrive. Oh, and I'll have someone deliver a change of clothes to Miss Doran's house—should be there before eight. Remember to change; don't wear sportswear to the office."
"Okay, Mom."
Call ended.
Aileen let out a breath of relief. She'd been tense during the whole conversation because she'd lied.
She hadn't stayed up late talking—she'd been up late being tortured by Alexander, her body given pleasure and pain over and over, until she had fainted.
Her voice wasn't hoarse from just waking up—it was from moaning and screaming too much, too loudly. Her throat was bound to suffer a bit. Minor issue, but still.
"Thank you, Miss Doran." Aileen handed the phone back to Jasmine.
But Jasmine's expression was off—she kept looking at the two of them strangely. Because… she'd heard them last night. Her master bedroom was on the second floor. So was the guest room. And all the noise from this room last night—she'd heard plenty of it.
It took her forever to fall asleep.
"Hurry and get up," Jasmine said, glancing at the gown Aileen was wearing before turning and leaving.
She was wearing Jasmine's sleepwear.
Now it was all dirty.
As Jasmine walked off, she was already wondering if the nightgown was even salvageable…
Get up.
Wash up.
Breakfast.
They left shortly after 8:00 a.m., heading first to Magical Glamour. The Villa was close to the Halston Tower, so stopping by on the way was convenient. From there, they could reach the Golden Fortune Tower in time afterward.
The main reason for the stop at Magical Glamour was to drop Alexander off.
Yesterday, before heading to Velvet Leaf, the three had first gone to Jasmine's company. They had switched cars afterward, and Alexander's Lamborghini was still parked at the seven-level underground garage. Besides, Jasmine taking Aileen back to the company was enough—bringing Alexander along would just be weird.
Around 8:50 a.m.
North District of NY City, Golden Fortune Avenue, Golden Fortune Tower.
This was the headquarters of the Golden Fortune Group. The towering 87-floor skyscraper was grand and imposing. The entire building belonged to the company—not leased, but built years ago on land the Golden Fortune Group had secured. Now it was a fixed asset worth more money than most companies.
Jasmine's convoy stopped on the roadside outside the Tower.
Aileen got out, then turned back and said, "Thank you, Miss Doran," as she reached to shut the car door.
Jasmine leaned over to stop it, paused, and then said to Aileen, "Good luck." After that, she copied Alexander's habit and gave a smile.
"I will! Thank you." Aileen nodded and closed the door.
Turning back to face the towering Golden Fortune Tower that loomed over, and looking at the busy entrance with people coming and going, her gaze grew firm. She knew that success today would determine the course of her entire life.
She had—no other choice!
Aileen took another deep breath, then walked toward the building with her bag.
Before she even reached the entrance, several people came forward to greet her—holding documents.
"Miss Arison, this is the proposal that was sent back last time. Please take another look, and if it's okay, sign here…"
"Miss Arison, about the brand value enhancement plan—the budget is…"
Roadside.
Jasmine lowered the car window and turned to look at Aileen, who was being surrounded as she entered her family's company. Her brows furrowed, and worry filled her eyes.
Could she really do it?
Could Aileen succeed?
How could she?
Alexander said yesterday, Just watch the show today—just wait for the news!
Would she really get the news that Aileen had succeeded in taking over the board?
Jasmine had serious doubts. There weren't even enough people. How could it work?
"Let's go. Back to the office," Jasmine said to the driver, then turned and glanced one last time at the entrance of the Golden Fortune Tower before rolling up the window.




Chapter 4: Raging James. Sketcher Alexander.

Southern coastal region.
One of the most influential and affluent cities in the country—Dallas.
Headquarters of the Sutherland Group, CEO's office.
Since the curtains were drawn, the office was dimly lit. A thin man in his early thirties, wearing glasses, sat behind the desk, staring at a blurry video playing on the computer screen. Veins popped on his forehead, his breathing grew heavier, and his bloodshot eyes blazed.
He was the man who would go mad if he couldn't marry Jasmine Doran—James Sutherland!
At the moment, he was watching a video that was driving him to the brink of insanity!
The footage was taken from a distance at night, resulting in a blurry image.
A hidden camera perspective.
It showed a man and a woman inside a villa, in front of a large floor-to-ceiling window. The tall woman was hanging onto the man in a bathrobe—fresh out of the shower—and the two of them were kissing… very deeply.
They kept kissing. On and on. The whole video was six minutes long, and five of those were just the kissing.
At 5 minutes and 13 seconds, they finally came to a stop. Faces close, they spoke briefly, and then the woman drew the curtains.
With the indoor light behind them, their shadows were cast on the curtain. It was clear—the man carried the woman inside.
The video ended then.
Snap! A sharp crack!
James had broken the gold-trimmed pen in his hand without even realizing it. The broken tip cut his finger, blood dripped down—and he didn't seem to feel a thing.
"Die! You have to die! Alexander!!" James growled through clenched teeth, sounding like a beast.
He shot to his feet and grabbed the phone on the desk, quickly dialing a number.
The call connected quickly.
"Come to my office!" James snapped, then suddenly spun around and flung his phone! The phone flew several meters, smashing into an antique vase on a corner shelf. The vase shattered, and the phone broke apart as it hit the wall.
Crash!
The broken antique vase hit the floor and shattered into dozens of pieces.
James slumped into his chair again, not even glancing at the broken phone or the shattered porcelain. His eyes were locked forward, breathing heavily, hands trembling—not from pain, but from pure, seething rage!
The fire in his chest was close to drowning out his last shred of reason.
It took him a full two minutes to calm down a little. Then he turned to look at the side of his desk.
His desk was a mess—photos, and documents, all scattered like fallen leaves.
He reached out and grabbed the top photo. It was of a college student standing at his graduation ceremony. The man in the picture was the same one he'd just seen in the video.
—Alexander Ciotta!
Staring at Alexander's graduation photo, James suddenly snapped. He tore the picture to shreds and tossed it aside like trash.
Then, he calmed down just as suddenly.
He picked up a thick stack of documents from the desk, flipping through them quickly—household registration info, school records, even a résumé Alexander had submitted at a campus job fair.
He stopped suddenly mid-flip, tossed the files aside, and grabbed another handful of photos—didn't even bother straightening them. He started flipping through them one by one.
Alexander getting into a car with Jasmine Doran in a parking lot.
Alexander and Jasmine dining outside an Italian restaurant.
Alexander kissing Jasmine under a tree.
Alexander and Jasmine walking out of a small alley arm-in-arm.
Jasmine turning back and laughing at Alexander when they got out of the car...
Jasmine adjusting Alexander's collar outside the restaurant with a gentle smile...
Jasmine whispering to Alexander on the side of a road with soft, lingering eyes...
James stared blankly at these photos. Slowly, veins began bulging from his forehead. His knuckles turned white from the intense grip he had on the pictures. Bloodshot madness flooded his eyes again.
He first heard of Alexander on July 9th—the day after Alexander and Jasmine got together.
He found out so quickly because, on July 8th, Alexander nearly clashed with Frank Delaney at the Pin Xuan restaurant. Word spread fast through the business circle, and James's informants immediately reported to him.
At first, James thought this was just another fake boyfriend—one of Jasmine's childish games.
The previous three had all been fake. James knew that much—it was apparent. Laughably so.
Still, he'd gotten rid of all three. Fake or not, it didn't matter. They were an eyesore, and they had to go! Jasmine needed to understand how ridiculous her little games were.
This was the fourth time.
James again assumed it was fake. He'd already planned to dig into Alexander's background and slowly destroy him—ruin his family, his life. And he'd toy with Jasmine's emotions while he was at it. That would be fun. He was in no rush.
But—
James never expected what came next.
As more and more intel came in, it dawned on him: Jasmine's fourth "boyfriend"… might actually be real.
No—he was real!
Even yesterday, James still wasn't entirely convinced. He'd received photos of them kissing. He was furious but still suspected it was fake. Jasmine was bold. She could pull stunts like that.
After years of fighting her, James had come to know her character. She was tough as nails. Reckless. It was entirely possible she would kiss a guy just to sell the story.
That man with no powerful background—how could he possibly be Jasmine's man? Was she blind?
Impossible!
James refused to accept it… until this morning.
He got fresh intel from NY.
A video taken late last night outside Jasmine's villa confirmed it beyond doubt.
She had a man now! Brought him home! Kissed him by the window for ages, then was carried by him inside. Carried her inside for what? What else would they do?
The image of Jasmine moaning as she was pinned under Alexander flashed in his mind— and James nearly exploded with jealousy and rage!
His perfect goddess—the woman he hadn't even touched once—had been taken by some random guy. Just like that! Every time he thought about it, his mind spun with violent, extreme thoughts!
"Bitch! You damn bitch! Why?!" James gritted his teeth and whispered at the photo. "You'd rather be with that guy than me? You just met him, and you're taking him home? Are you trying to humiliate me?!"
Knock knock!
A knock at the door snapped him back.
James tossed the photos aside and growled, "Come in!"
The door opened.
In stepped a tall, lean man in his early forties, dressed in a sharp suit, hair perfectly combed—he looked like a company executive. But his hooked nose, beady eyes, and the centipede-shaped scar on his scalp screamed thug.
This was Cole Donovan. Forty-two. A former soldier. He'd been working for the Sutherland family since his early twenties—one of their "old hands." A trusted right-hand of James.
"You called, Young Master?" Cole said respectfully as he approached the desk.
He had already noticed the broken vase, the shattered phone, and the blood on James's hand—so he moved carefully.
James didn't waste words. He picked up a photo, tore off the half with Jasmine, and waved the remaining half—Alexander's half—in front of Cole's face.
"Alexander! I want him dead! The more painful his death, the better!" James growled, eyes bloodshot.
Cole’s face shifted slightly. He didn't reply immediately.
This wasn't how they usually did things. For Jasmine's previous "boyfriends," they'd always taken it step by step. James had never been this reckless before.
Recklessness gets people killed.
NY wasn't Sutherland territory.
"You got a problem?" James snapped, glaring.
"Well… Young Master," Cole hesitated, "killing him isn't the issue. But it might take a few days. We need to scout his activity pattern and his routine. If we send someone now, we risk exposure. NY is Dante Doran's turf—everyone on the streets answers to him. If he gets wind of it, it'll link back to you. And… Alexander seems off. His background doesn't add up. He's not that simple. There has to be more—"
BAM!
James slammed the desk and shot to his feet, roaring: "I don't want to hear your crap! Just tell me: can you do it or not?!"
"I can!" Cole answered instantly, firm and sure. But after a beat, he added, "But, Young Master, I can't let your temper get you into trouble again. Two months ago, you crossed someone just out of spite, and the old master blew up. If he finds out you sent a hit squad to NY…"
James glared at him, on the verge of exploding—but held back.
Because he knew Cole was loyal.
He didn't want James to make a mistake in a moment of rage.
James took a deep breath and forced himself to calm down.
Then he asked coldly, "How many days? How long do you need?"
"Young Master, it'll take at least five days," Cole said straightforwardly. He wasn't new to this kind of thing, so he was familiar with the process.
"Three days! I'm only giving you three days!" James's eyes were bloodshot as he glared. "In three days, I want to hear that Alexander died a miserable death. Got it? Or not?"
Cole paused briefly, then nodded thoughtfully, "Got it."
"If you can do it, then get going!" James shouted.
Cole nodded in acknowledgment and then hurriedly turned to leave.
He was gone.
James sat back down behind the desk and grabbed some photos from the pile. As he looked, he suddenly tore them up in anger, then swept all the files, documents, and photos off the desk with a broad sweep of his arms. Grabbing the keyboard, he used it like a club to smash the computer monitor.
"Bitch!Whore! Ahhhhh!"
Outside the office, Cole, who had just left, stopped a few steps away, hearing the sounds of smashing and James's wild yelling. Deep worry crossed his face, but then his gaze hardened, flashing with ruthless resolve.
Alexander must die!
In three days!
It must be done!
 

 
NY City, Business District, Halston Tower, Magical Glamour.
The CEO's office.
Alexander sat cross-legged on the sofa, chatting with an online group on his phone. This was already the fifth day of his new life—and also the fifth day since he became Jasmine Doran's fake boyfriend—so he knew James had probably nearly finished investigating him.
Action was likely imminent.
After all, yesterday, he had kissed Jasmine by the window… If someone had really taken photos or videos of that, and James had seen them, knowing James's temper, he would probably have been furious beyond measure!
That was Jasmine's home, and Alexander was still in a bathrobe. After kissing, what they'd do next was obvious to anyone.
James would definitely retaliate!
And so Alexander knew it was time to take some initiative against him.
The online group he was chatting with was named "Boston’s Sketchers: Discussion Group."
Alexander had joined the group just over ten minutes ago. It was a public group that could accommodate up to 2,000 people and was relatively easy to join. Currently, it had over sixteen hundred members, but only a few dozen are regularly active.
It was an art and drawing group mainly focused on sketching. Sketching is the foundation of drawing. Most members were relatively young—mostly middle and high school students—so the average age was only in the teens.
Of course, despite being mainly students, the group also had older members—some "teachers" who specialized in sketching, as well as some parents of the students.
Alexander glanced at the chat messages. Someone had sent a sketch he had drawn.
He clicked on the image to take a look: it was a simple drawing of some piled-up fruit, done rather plainly. The strokes were immature, indicating the artist had probably only been practicing sketching for a few months.
Teacher Lan: "Good job! Showing progress!"
Broken Pencil: "Better than my daughter's. How old are you to be this good?"
Some group members sent in compliments.
Some were envious.
Alexander quickly typed a reply with one hand.
Starry: "Keep practicing your strokes. The contrast between light and shadow is too low. Lacks three-dimensionality…"
"Starry" was the nickname Alexander had randomly chosen when he logged into the app. He had also updated his profile info accordingly.
After more than ten minutes…
Some group members had started calling Alexander "Teacher Starry," while others referred to him as "Big Shot," "Master," or "Boss." In the art world, a few words were enough to show if someone's skill was truly high.
Of course, the actual test was in posting your own art.
However, since most people in the group were students who joined to learn, it was common practice to call someone "teacher" if they had higher skills.
Tap tap tap!
High-heeled footsteps sounded outside, followed by the door being opened by a bodyguard.
Jasmine came in while removing her coat.
Alexander replied once more in the group chat, then looked up and smiled at Jasmine.
"The guest has arrived."
"I thought you'd already left," She said as she walked to the coat rack and hung up her clothes, then moved behind the desk. "Aren't you busy? That matter with the Arisons—is that it? Aren't you going to do anything else?"
"I said just watch," Alexander smiled. "Wait for the news. I bet… this afternoon, Dante will call you and tell you what's going down with the Arison family."
Jasmine's expression was unreadable. She said nothing more.
After sitting down in her chair, Jasmine was about to open her computer when she paused.
She noticed some items on the desk—not files from the assistant, but some blank sheets of paper, a few pencils, and an eraser.
Jasmine frowned slightly.
Her desk was cleaned daily by her secretary. It wouldn't have these items just lying around.
Besides, she hadn't asked for any of it.
"I asked the secretary to bring them," Alexander's voice came from behind.
Jasmine looked up at him, brow furrowed. "What for?"
"To draw a picture," he replied.
"A picture?" She asked again.
"To draw you!" Alexander smiled.
"Huh?" Jasmine was stunned, then narrowed her eyes suspiciously. "Draw me?"
It was a strange, abrupt, and somewhat eerie idea—Alexander suddenly wanting to draw and to draw her of all things.
Why?
What was going on?
Alexander stood and picked up the paper, pencils, and a clipboard-like folder from the desk—something he could use as a drawing board. He took everything back to the sofa and sat down facing Jasmine.
Jasmine watched him the entire time, her eyes following his every move.
Only when Alexander settled did she ask, "What's this about?"
"Nothing special. I'm going to sketch a portrait of you," Alexander smiled.
"You can actually sketch?" Jasmine blinked.
When he said "draw a picture" earlier, that could mean anything—even a toddler can scribble. But "sketching" implied some professional skill.
"A little," Alexander replied.
"Sketch me?" Jasmine asked again.
"Mhm!" He nodded.
She still didn't get it. Why? Was he trying to flatter her? Flirt with her? Alexander rarely flirted; he was always teasing or annoying her.
What else could it be?
Alexander wouldn't tell Jasmine his real reason. He only wanted her to act as a model so he could draw. He planned to post the sketch in the group—using world-class artistic skills—to target someone in the group who had a strong connection to James Sutherland.
Jasmine didn't ask why he suddenly wanted to sketch her.
Because it was trivial, and she had work to do.
"I don't have time to be your model," Jasmine said flatly, staring at Alexander.
"You focus on your work. I'll draw. It won't get in the way. You can move around as you like, just pretend I'm not here," He replied.
"You really can sketch?" She was still doubtful.
When drawing a sketch portrait, how could the subject be allowed to move around freely?
"Does it matter whether I can draw or not?" Alexander smiled and countered her.
She gave him a faint look, then turned her head to power on her computer, not looking at him anymore. "Do whatever you want." From then on, she truly began treating Alexander like air—pretending he didn't exist and focusing on her work.
Jasmine was very busy.
She had been swamped yesterday, but Alexander's sudden involvement with Aileen's matter forced her to look into it, dragging her in. As a result, she had accumulated some unfinished work from the previous day that she needed to complete today.
Not long after Jasmine returned to the office, her secretary brought over a thick stack of folders—some for Jasmine to sign, others for her to review and approve.
Then, some executives from Magical Glamour came in to talk to Jasmine briefly and left a few minutes later.
Jasmine worked busily and even got up once to make a call by the window.
Not only did Jasmine treat Alexander like air…
Even others entering and exiting the CEO's office treated Alexander like air.
It wasn't true disregard; rather, none of them were familiar with Alexander, had little to say to him, and all who came to Jasmine's office were there for work. With Jasmine's temper, they barely dared to breathe loudly, let alone casually talk to anyone else in the room.
Unconsciously, twenty minutes passed.
Alexander hadn't finished the drawing yet. He wrote a line in the bottom left corner of the paper: "July 12, 2024, 10:00 AM."
He then took out his phone, photographed the half-finished sketch, and immediately sent it to the group chat.
He typed: "Just a casual sketch, still working on it."
He wanted the group to know this drawing was just made now, not something he'd spent a long time on before or had someone else do. It wasn't that anyone doubted him—but he simply wouldn't allow anyone to think otherwise!
They just had to accept that he was that good!
He continued drawing.
Alexander had been working on this drawing for a long time (by his standards)—about fifty minutes in total. He wanted it to be perfect; he wanted to showcase his skills; he wanted a definitive, impressive result. He had no mood for a second drawing—he'd do it right the first time!




Chapter 5: Aileen makes a move.

It was already 10:30 AM.
Alexander took his phone again, photographed the finished sketch, sent it to the group, then looked up and asked, "Finished. Want to see?"
Jasmine stopped typing and glanced at him.
Alexander stood, walked over to the desk, tossed the sketch down, and said, "Here you go. Throw it in the trash after you see it." Then he turned and walked back.
Jasmine frowned slightly, casually picked up the sketch, and instantly froze, her gaze fixed on it.
This drawing gave Jasmine a jolt of shock!
Because it didn't look like a mere drawing! At first glance, it felt like a black-and-white scene from an old movie!
It depicted a woman busy in her office. The office was drawn in a three-dimensional cinematic feel, using a technique that created a sense of space distortion and density. The busy woman was shown not once, but three times—sitting down to sign papers, looking up, talking with an assistant, and standing by the window on the phone.
It was as if several transparent slides were stacked, with different scenes combined through the blending of reality and outlines, perfectly fused into one cohesive drawing.
A sense of time and space passing strongly expressed the woman's busyness and focus.
Rough lines and delicate brushwork coexisted, creating high contrast.
Visually, this intense contrast gave a powerful impact, naturally drawing the viewer's eyes to the figure.
The woman was drawn with extreme delicacy—almost as if it were a black-and-white photograph. However, her face was never shown front-on; it was only seen in profile. Her long, straight black hair partially obscured the profile, yet the sense of her strength and decisiveness came through clearly.
This feeling was conveyed through her body language—the raised hand and sharp gaze when speaking to the assistant, the stance with one hand in the trouser pocket while facing away by the window, and even the angle of her open white shirt collar gave a simple, straightforward, and efficient impression...
A strong presence!
This drawing had presence!
The woman in the drawing had a presence!
Anyone seeing it would recognize this was a powerful woman busy at work!
Jasmine was genuinely shocked.
She never thought Alexander could draw, and he even allowed her to move freely—something no real artist would allow since moving usually disrupts a portrait drawing. She didn't think Alexander could do it, but he drew this. So she stared at it for a full thirty seconds!
In truth, it was because she didn't understand art.
This "not understanding" meant her drawing skills weren't at the level of an art academy teacher, which, for Alexander, meant she didn't understand at all.
Frankly, Alexander was showing off!
Showing off always brings consequences—craftsmanship overload!
Too much craftsmanship would make most people, at first glance, utterly amazed and think the drawing was amazing.
But the ultimate goal of painting is to evoke a mood, evoke feelings, convey a simple, pure sense, or express the artist's wild imagination.
Alexander's drawing would likely receive praise from most people. But top masters—those "still alive but whose works are already collected by world-class museums"—would not deny his skill but would see he was deliberately showing off!
It wasn't a lack of imagination, but an excessive focus on detail and technique, which made the mood somewhat lacking. Too much is as bad as too little.
However…
Alexander did this on purpose!
Because this painting was for the group's members—the students and parents who didn't have very high appreciation skills. Just like they wouldn't appreciate abstract oil paintings, even if Alexander drew them a perfect apple, they'd just say, "That's an apple. Hmm, not bad."
Alexander wanted to shock those in the art group with less sophisticated tastes.
So, showing off was enough!
Jasmine was still staring at Alexander's sketch.
Alexander sat back down on the sofa, grabbed some tissues, wiped his hands, and then picked up his phone to check the messages.
He had successfully "blown up" the group chat!
After he posted the drawing, the chat started scrolling wildly.
— "Wow!"
— "Wow!"
— "Whose kid is this?!"
— "This is amazing!"
— "Kneeling before the master!"
— "Who is this woman? Can't see the face, but she looks so powerful."
— "Mom asked why I'm kneeling in front of the keyboard."
— "@Starry, friend, where do you work? I'm from the Artists' Association."
Some were amazed; some were "kneeling," others were @-mentioning Alexander to ask where he worked.
Alexander didn't reply in the group.
Because many had privately messaged him—dozens of people—and eight or nine had added him as a friend.
Alexander scrolled through the messages.
He didn't reply to any.
He had muted the group's notification sounds, so Jasmine didn't hear any alerts.
More and more people added Alexander as a friend.
More and more people sent private messages.
Finally! Alexander saw a private chat pop-up from the group!
The sender's nickname was: "Admire the Abyss"
Female!
That was her!
The very person Alexander was looking for!
She was a woman who was both unimportant and very important to James Sutherland! Among James's women, her status was very special. She had known James from high school, being his senior.
What made her special was that she had made a big mistake with James.
That mistake was… she gave him a child!
A fourteen-year-old daughter this year!
James Sutherland's illegitimate daughter!
Alexander had a very thorough understanding of James.
Although James was not in NY but in Dallas, Alexander had visited
Dallas, many times during the repeated July 7th.
During the loops, Alexander went every morning, investigating different paths in each repetition. Eventually, he kidnapped James and questioned him extensively.
Across the ten-thousand-year cycle, Alexander knew NY best, but he had also encountered the outside world. Mostly passively—whenever he investigated someone in NY who had significant connections elsewhere, he would track down that person to investigate further.
Currently, Alexander's knowledge of Dallas's secrets was almost all related to James—not because all secrets involved James, but because those who held secrets were directly connected to James.
James was the root cause that drove Alexander to investigate in Dallas.
Alexander had also gone to Boston for investigation—not initially because of James, but after discovering James had an illegitimate daughter living there.
Alexander opened the message from "Admire the Abyss" and immediately began typing a reply.
Admire the Abyss: "Hello, Teacher Starry."
Starry: "Please don't call me teacher; I'm not that old."
Admire the Abyss: "You're too polite, Teacher. Your sketches are so good that 'teacher' has nothing to do with age."
Starry: "Thanks for the compliment. They're just okay."
Admire the Abyss: "You're too humble! This is no 'just okay'. I've hired several tutors for Izzy before. Compared to you, theirs are really just 'okay'."
Admire the Abyss: "Izzy, Isabelle, is my daughter. She's in middle school."
Starry: "Your daughter studies drawing too? How many years?"
Admire the Abyss: "Three years. She used to learn from a Teacher at the Chromatic Fashion Art Academy, but after Izzy got into trouble, he stopped teaching her. She's quite a headache."
Starry: "Kids being naughty is normal."
They chatted naturally about drawing and her daughter's studies.
After Alexander replied again, there was a pause of over ten seconds before she sent a photo—a sketch of dinner…
Then she sent five or six more photos.
All were sketches: flowers, birds, fish, insects, fruits, and street scenes.
Admire the Abyss: "Teacher Starry, please take a look. These are all my daughter's drawings. Please give your evaluation."
Alexander waited a moment.
He didn't need to examine the drawings—he'd seen them during the time loop.
But reviewing artwork takes time, so he didn't reply immediately.
After over ten seconds, Alexander finally replied.
Starry: "Very good! It's much better than those kids who posted in the group just now. Your daughter is only in middle school? How old?"
Admire the Abyss: "She's entering her third year this semester. Fourteen."
Starry: "Fourteen and already this good—that's impressive. She has great talent. If you nurture her properly, she could pursue this as a career."
Admire the Abyss: "Teacher Starry, you say that too... I knew my kid was good. Everyone says she's talented. Even her school and tutors praised her."
Starry: "That's good. Just nurture her well."
Admire the Abyss: "Yes, but… she used to be obedient and willing to learn. But over the last two years, especially this year, I'm not sure what's happened—maybe puberty, or maybe bad influences. She's become rebellious, and several tutors have quit because of her."
Starry: "That's typical teenage rebellion. You and the father need to communicate more with her."
Alexander's words were sent, and after a pause, she replied again.
Admire the Abyss: "Izzy is from a single-parent family. I raise her alone."
Starry: "Sorry, I didn't know. I'm sorry."
Admire the Abyss: "It's okay. There is no shame in it. I'm a single mother... Maybe that's why I worry. As she grows, maybe someone told her things—like she has no dad—that she's been bullied or affected. That's why she's become like this."
Starry: "That needs attention. You have to communicate more."
Admire the Abyss: "I try, but she won't talk to me now. Whatever I say, she does the opposite."
Starry: "You have to be firm to guide her right."
Admire the Abyss: "Teacher Starry, by the way, what do you do now? Are you in Boston?"
Starry: "I'm freelancing now, but not in Boston."
Admire the Abyss: "Freelancing is good; easy to travel. Could you come to Boston?"
Starry: "Hmm? For what?"
Admire the Abyss: "Teacher Starry, since Izzy is so talented, it'd be a shame to waste it. I was thinking… could you come to Boston as her tutor? Teach her?"
Before Alexander could reply, she sent more messages.
Admire the Abyss: "Don't worry about accommodation. If you come, I'll arrange everything."
Admire the Abyss: "And the tutoring fee—I guess you charge by the hour? How about 350 per lesson?"
Admire the Abyss: "I know a lot of parents with kids who study art. Your level is so high; if you come, I can connect you with more clients. You'll make good money."
Her messages came quickly and eagerly. She was very keen to hire Alexander as her daughter's tutor—her main reason for private messaging him.
Alexander smiled at the phone screen.
Getting close to this woman was easy!
At least, for Alexander, it was.
But he didn't just want to meet her—he would bring her and her daughter to NY City, firmly planting a cuck hat on James Sutherland's head. And that was only the appetizer. More importantly…
This woman was the key living witness to James's deadly secrets!
James was a cold man but he was also fiercely possessive and controlling.
He had seen his illegitimate daughter once at birth but never again in over ten years—not visiting her even once. And her mother—James's high school crush—he hadn't seen her in years either.
However, due to the illegitimate daughter, he was paying her a substantial yearly living allowance.
His creed was: "What's mine is mine. What I think is mine is also mine—even what I haven't gotten yet! I won't allow anyone to touch it. Whoever dares will die!"
And if it was something he once cared about, but no longer did, he still wouldn't allow others to touch it—any interference meant death.
"Admire the Abyss" got pregnant in high school and had a daughter; she was now just over thirty, still in her prime, and very beautiful. Once the number one beauty of her school, she maintained her looks well, seeming like she was twenty-six or twenty-seven. But in over ten years, she hadn't been with any man—not for lack of suitors, but because she dared not accept!
Alexander knew she feared James—and also hated him!
Once James learned he'd been cuckolded not only mentally but also physically—and even worse, betrayed by this woman…
Alexander worried James might not hold on until he was locked up and killed but might lose his mind and die from anger beforehand.
Alexander smiled at the phone again and typed a quick reply to "Admire the Abyss."
 

 
At the same time.
Golden Fortune Tower, Conference Room 2!
"What did you say?! Aileen!!" Madam Arison exploded in anger, slamming the table and standing up, glaring at her expressionless daughter. "Say that again?! Are you rebelling against me?!"
"I insist on my proposal! Derek Shaw and Dorian Nugano must be fired!” Aileen responded firmly. "If you disagree, then call a board meeting!"
Madam Arison was nearly furious to the point of madness. This was the first time in the company, in front of all the senior executives, that she had become so angry with her daughter.
Aileen had always been obedient. Even when something wasn't to Madam Arison's satisfaction, she maintained her daughter's dignity and never publicly scolded her.
But today, she really couldn't hold back!
More than an hour ago, when Aileen just got back, Mrs. Arison was too busy to talk much and planned to chat properly during lunch. Though she sensed something was off about her, she thought it might be because of Jasmine's influence. She didn't consider it a serious issue.
She knew her daughter well enough just to say a few words later.
The executive meeting started at 10 a.m.
Everything went smoothly at first. Although Aileen's usual smile was fainter and her expression more serious than usual, Mrs. Arison simply thought her daughter had something on her mind and hoped nothing would go wrong.
But just now—
Aileen proposed something Mrs. Arison could not accept at all!
She didn't want to openly oppose her daughter at meeting, to avoid leaving a bad impression, so she only gave her a subtle warning not to proceed.
Yet she never expected that Aileen would look directly into her eyes, repeat the proposal firmly, and show complete determination!
At that moment, Mrs. Arison realized her daughter was deliberately challenging her, was disobedient, and was rebelling!
One thing worth noting was that Mrs. Arison held no management position inside the Group. She was not a senior executive and had no division of labor or shares in the company.
But she did have an "identity"!
She was THE special advisor to the chairman.
This title made little difference — it only legitimized her presence in the company's activities, making her attendance at various meetings less strange. Strictly speaking, she was just an observer who could give suggestions but had no voting rights.
However—
She was the chairman's wife!
Most of the time, her words were effectively the chairman's words. Who dared oppose her? Even her casual cough in a meeting could shift its direction.
That said, Mrs. Arison usually knew her limits.
She supervised but didn't meddle unnecessarily.
Besides, she didn't come to the company every day. She came today because her husband had flown out for a meeting on the afternoon of July 8 and hadn't returned yet, so Mrs. Arison had been "working" at the company these recent days.
Just keeping an eye on things for her husband.
In terms of being a “good wife," she was very qualified!
"You want to convene a board meeting?! Aileen Arison, are you trying to rebel?!" Mrs. Arison's hands shook in anger because the more obedient a person had been, the more furious it made her when they disobeyed.
"I am the company's Executive Vice President and a board member. I have the right to convene a board meeting," Aileen said, looking her mother straight in the eye. She was nervous inside but showed no weakness.
The meeting room was silent, so quiet you could hear a pin drop.
This was a routine meeting, with just over twenty senior executives in attendance. However, including assistants and secretaries taking notes and preparing materials, there were approximately four or five dozen people in the room.
Everyone was shocked!
Some even looked horrified.
What was going on?
What was happening today?
They hadn't seen the chairman's wife lose her temper in a long time because no one dared to challenge her openly. The last time had been half a year ago at the annual meeting when the second-largest shareholder quarreled briefly with her. Still, it was quickly settled with slight anger.
This time, the anger was immense.
And—the conflict was between mother and daughter!
Everyone was too scared to speak.
And too scared to intervene.
Sitting one person away from Aileen was a rotund middle-aged man with a smiling Buddha-like face—the man who had accompanied her in the car when Alexander first met the Arison family convoy on the street and messaged Aileen.
Robert Langston, the Group's Senior Vice President, President of the Sales Department and Operations, and the Group's fourth-largest shareholder.
Like Aileen, he was a senior vice president, but Aileen was the executive vice president—the actual second-in-command with operational authority right below the president.
Aileen was expected to take over soon, so despite being only twenty-seven this year, she had to hold that position!
Thus, Robert was currently inferior to Aileen in terms of position and authority.
However—
Aileen had only officially worked at the company for five or six years, while Robert was one of the founding veterans who had started the company. He was Michael Arison's right-hand man and the only founding veteran currently still president of a core department.
His prestige in the company was incomparable to Aileen's.
Robert was not afraid of the sudden conflict between Mrs. Arison and Aileen.
He was first surprised.
Then puzzled.
And finally… showed a very subtle expression!
His gaze swept over both women, and when he looked at Aileen, a trace of satisfaction appeared in his eyes.
The meeting room remained silent for a full ten seconds.
The mother and daughter stared at each other in silence.
"Oh, right. I am the Executive Vice President," Aileen suddenly spoke again, looking at her mother. "Firing the security department's manager and deputy manager is a minor matter. It shouldn't require board approval!"
The reason for the mother-daughter clash was precisely this "minor matter"!
She truly had the right to do this.
Although security was vital to a jewelry company, she only wanted to fire the manager and deputy manager of the security department, who were at most middle managers in the company's headquarters, not senior executives. Their direct superior—the vice president responsible for supervising security—was the actual senior executive.
The real problem was that Derek Shaw and Deputy Dorian Nugano were Mrs. Arison's trusted men!
Derek was directly responsible for implementing security inside the company, and Dorian, the deputy manager, was responsible for the family's private security.
He was the bodyguard who was slapped by Jasmine when he blocked Alexander's path, following the whole ‘kidnapped Aileen' debacle!
Mrs. Arison was a very controlling person.
These two men had long been her confidants—one monitored the company for her, the other monitored her home, and even kept an eye on her daughter! They helped her better control her daughter.
Everyone knew these two were Mrs. Arison's "trusted commanders"!
Aileen was determined to fire them.
And her attitude was resolute!
"Firing them is decided!" Aileen said again, then turned to a secretary behind her: "Inform HR after the meeting."
"How dare you?!" Mrs. Arison shouted again.
"Why wouldn't I dare?" Aileen retorted, looking straight at her mother.
From the perspective of company rules and her authority, no one could stop Aileen from doing this! Unless her father suddenly returned.
Mrs. Arison stared at her daughter for a full ten seconds, then sat down with a dark expression and said, "On what grounds do you fire them? What mistakes did they make? You're firing them without reason! If they take this to court, the company will be at fault. If it makes the news, do you know how much damage that would cause to the company's reputation? You're the Executive Vice President. How can you do something that harms the company's reputation and interests? Can you bear the consequences?"
Mrs. Arison was now pressed to reason with Aileen!
She absolutely could not allow her daughter to fire these people. Today, she had to suppress her rebellious daughter!
And she had a point.
At the end, she fixed her gaze on her daughter and added, "Aileen Arison! Don't think that just because your father isn't here, you can turn the world upside down!"
"I'm not firing them without reason. I have grounds!" Aileen immediately replied.
She truly had grounds!
Her challenge today was based on what Alexander had told her the night before, before she went to bed—he had also shared the "legitimate reasons" for firing these two.
"Reasons?" Mrs. Arison was so angry that she laughed mockingly. "Tell us, let everyone hear. What reason do you have to fire two people who haven't done anything wrong?!"
She had already decided—her daughter must not be allowed to save face!
She was also relieved that this was just a routine executive meeting, not a general meeting or a board or shareholders' meeting, where the atmosphere would be different, and the negative impact of the mother-daughter conflict would also be different.
She had to keep the impact to a minimum and crush Aileen's rebellion in the bud!
"Derek Shaw and Dorian Nugano haven't really done anything wrong," Aileen spoke up.
"And you still want to fire them?!" Mrs. Arison slammed the table and stood up again.
"But whether to fire them doesn't have to be directly related to whether they made mistakes!" Aileen continued.
"What nonsense! What kind of reasoning is that? Are you just going to do whatever you want?!" Mrs. Arison immediately objected, not only opposing Aileen herself but also stirring the emotions of all the executives present.
Because she knew that firing two mid-level managers like this didn't require board approval, let alone shareholder approval. Aileen had the right to fire them directly. With Michael Arison absent, she could do it without anyone's consent.
Mrs. Arison was concerned that Aileen might act recklessly.
So she needed the executives present to pressure Aileen on her behalf.
She knew that no matter what, Jasmine's provocation might have influenced Aileen's sudden opposition today, but still, there was no way she could afford to anger everyone. That would be very detrimental to her future succession of the company and would undermine people's trust in her.
As Mrs. Arison spoke, sure enough, all the executives in the meeting room turned their heads to look at Aileen, their expressions uneasy.
Mrs. Arison was not being unreasonable—she was right!
It was Aileen's words that were problematic.
Suppressing the anxiety and tension inside her, Aileen looked at her mother expressionlessly. She continued: "Five days ago, on the morning of July 7, our Golden Fortune Group's sales hall in NY suffered a major robbery! Although the case was solved that same day, the negative impact is still spreading…"
"NY is the location of our Golden Fortune Group headquarters!" Aileen said, sweeping a glance over the executives present. "We have five stores in total, and the one on Commercial Street is not only the largest in NY, but the largest in the entire country!"
"The Commercial Street store has the best renovation, the best surveillance equipment, and the highest security level!"
"But! The store that was robbed was precisely this one! Diamonds and jewelry worth over twenty million dollars were taken on the spot by the robbers. Although we have recovered everything now, the public has already started to doubt our internal management, questioning our security capability and even our partners. These days, we've received many inquiries by letter…"
"The robbery itself is not our fault, but insufficient security measures that fail to provide customers with a safe shopping environment are our responsibility! Why was Golden Fortune Jewelry the only one robbed? Why not other jewelry stores? Is it because our security was insufficient? Is it because our security plan was flawed, making us a target?"
"We know that this was a highly random, sudden event, but the public does not see it that way. Once the public starts doubting us, won't customers worry about their safety and come less or not come at all?"
"Even if robbery is a low probability event, nobody wants to take the risk. Our competitors have already influenced public opinion following the incident, sparking discussions and targeting us. They say our security is problematic, that our stores are unsafe and thus vulnerable to targeted attacks. We have to respond!"
"The public is sensitive, and shareholders are too! The recent stock prices already reflect the problem."
"On July 8, our stock price hit the daily limit down!"
"On July 9, it hit the limit down again!"
"In two days, our group's market value evaporated by nearly eight hundred million! Although it started to rebound on the 10th, and by this morning's opening, more than half the lost value has recovered, the impact still hasn't disappeared!"
Dozens of people in the meeting room listened to Aileen.
They all understood what she was driving at.
Mrs. Arison's face changed repeatedly.
She hadn't expected her daughter to bring up the robbery case. Now she understood... by focusing on security issues, the security department would have to be held accountable.
"My father told me before he boarded the plane," Aileen stared at her mother. "He said the follow-up handling and response to the robbery case were fully entrusted to me, and that I must get it done well, done impressively!"
"So the security department head, Derek, must be fired!"
Aileen glanced around and said, "It doesn't matter if the responsibility is his or not; what matters is to calm public opinion and show our attitude! To let the outside world know Golden Fortune Group's determination to reform security! To bring the stock price back as soon as possible!"
"Derek may be unwilling, but that's fine. I will talk to him. If he wants to leave with dignity, he can resign. I'll privately give him some extra compensation, but that's it. He must go!"
Aileen finished speaking.
Everyone understood that, including Aileen herself—Derek wasn't really to blame; this was a random, sudden event. Banks have even stricter security measures, but they still get robbed.
Derek is the overall security head; his work cannot involve personally arranging security for each store.
But from the perspective of a company operator,
Aileen's decision was entirely reasonable!
It was decisive!
To calm public opinion and convey a positive attitude, you have to "sacrifice" the head of the security department.
After all, it was in the company's best interests.
Aileen was searching for a reason behind a "big trend," one that no one could refute.
"Mom!" Aileen looked at her mother again. "Do you think my reason is sufficient? I think it is. I believe not only those present here will understand me, but even at the board meeting and shareholders' meeting, they will understand and support me! I'm doing this for the company's interest, for the shareholders' interest!"
Mrs. Arison scowled and couldn't say a word.
A few seconds later.
"All right! You fire Derek. What about Dorian?" Mrs. Arison stared at her daughter and asked, "If you want someone to take the blame, Derek alone is enough. What did Dorian do wrong? Does he need to take the fall for the company?"
"No need," Aileen said.
"Then what's your reason?"
"He doesn't work for the company."
"Hm?" Mrs. Arison was stunned.
All the executives present were stunned.
This was something they had all subconsciously ignored because it was a trivial matter no one cared about.
"When has Dorian ever worked for the company? Not in recent years! He's only nominally in the security department. He's been working for the Arison family—your private bodyguard."
Aileen looked at her mother and said, "His future work won't change, but he must be removed from Golden Fortune Group! Although our family founded and manages Golden Fortune, the group is now a publicly listed company! It doesn't belong to a few people but to all shareholders! Is there any problem if I fire him?"
Mrs. Arison silently stared at her daughter.
No problem. There really wasn't a problem.
Mrs. Arison understood that who to fire and why was not the real point.
Her daughter was just rebelling against her today!
She was looking for reasons to "rebel"!
"Call a board meeting! Notify everyone to convene a board meeting!" Mrs. Arison said, then walked straight out of the meeting room.
She had had enough!
The board meeting must be held!
Mrs. Arison wanted to make her daughter understand that, no matter how reasonable and well-argued her points were, even if it was just a trivial matter not worth discussing at the board, no one on the board would support her. If she disagreed, no one would!
After all, the board was ultimately controlled by her husband.
And right now, she represented him!
She wanted her daughter to thoroughly understand who called the shots at Golden Fortune Group!
Mrs. Arison left the conference room.
Aileen then announced that the meeting had adjourned. Regarding the dismissal of Derek and Dorian, she chose to put it on hold temporarily. Although she had the authority to fire them immediately, her real intention was to use this as a reason to call a board meeting!
So, even if this matter didn't need to be discussed at the board meeting, she insisted on bringing it there.
The others in the conference room got up one after another and left quietly, exchanging glances in groups of two or three. It wasn't until they walked outside that whispers began.
"Does anyone know what's going on?"
"Miss Arison and Madam Arison….”
Aileen was still tidying up her desk and handed some things to her assistant secretary. She said, "You can leave first!"
She let everyone else leave but stayed behind in the conference room.
Soon, the room was empty except for Aileen and one other person.
In Aileen's mind, she again heard the words Alexander told her before sleeping yesterday: "If you don't leave after the meeting, Robert Langston might stay behind. He definitely has something to say to you."
That person who stayed was indeed Robert!
Alexander had also told Aileen that, although almost no one dared to oppose Michael Arison openly, some were his lackeys, some were fence-sitters, and some would support Aileen if she took a stand.
"Uncle," Aileen turned to look at Robert, who sat with a serene smile resembling a Maitreya Buddha, "You're not leaving yet?"
"Aileen," Robert smiled kindly, showing a gentle demeanor. Though not that old, years of illness had softened his once fiery temper.
"You really have grown up," he sighed.
"Uncle thinks I was wrong today?" Aileen asked.
"Wrong... and not wrong," He nodded, then shook his head. "Your mother has a strong, controlling nature. She's a good woman; Michael was lucky to marry her. But after all these years, you have grown up..."
Robert stopped himself.
Actually, over the years, he had his grievances with Mrs. Arison — partly related to how she pushed out several company veterans and her general style.
Although he knew his sister-in-law wasn't wrong.
But brotherly feelings aren't so simply right or wrong.
Of course, despite his doubts, he never opposed Mrs. Arison outright because he had always been on Michael's side.
"What you did today..." He hesitated, then smiled at Aileen, "Was not wrong! Michael or I might leave this world first. Who knows? But you will be the head of Golden Fortune someday! You should have your own opinions and be independent, rather than simply listening to anyone blindly. The only fear is that when you're in your 30s or 40s, your mother will still control you like this. How could you possibly manage the company then..."
Some things Robert clearly understood but could not openly say or tell Michael.
"But! Your timing was wrong!" He said again. "Too sudden! She was unprepared, and so were you. Going head-to-head like that will only mean failure this time, and things will be hard in the future!"
Aileen was silent.
Alexander had told her not to reveal some things to Robert ahead of time.
Premature disclosure might cause trouble.
Robert might even tip off Michael, not out of malice, but with such a serious matter, he definitely would tell his brother.
"Alright, it's done. Don't stress too much. You were born with a silver spoon; everything's been too easy for you. A bit of setback isn't a bad thing..." Robert comforted Aileen with a smile.
Then he planted both hands on the chair, ready to stand.
He was too heavy to get up without support.
Aileen quickly stood and helped him.
Meanwhile,
At the far end of the corridor outside the conference room, Mrs. Arison stood by the window, on the phone.
"...No need, no need for you to talk to her. I will handle it. You focus on your meeting in the capital. That girl is just stirred up by Jasmine Doran. Once I suppress it at the board, she'll behave. Hmm... Husband, take care of your health. Did you take your medicine? Mm-hmm..."
Mrs. Arison finished the call gently, then her face darkened as she looked coldly out the window.
She had already told her husband about today's incident. Michael wanted to call their daughter directly, but Mrs. Arison stopped him. When her husband wasn't around and something like this happened, it meant she hadn't disciplined Aileen well enough. She had to personally "wake her up"!




Chapter 6: Frank begs for a favor.

Magical Glamour, CEO's Office
Alexander was still privately chatting with "Admire the Abyss."
Starry: Hmm... I have a question. Why did you look for me? It's strange that you didn't try to find someone local in Boston, which would be more convenient. I only just joined the group today, and you sought me out...
Admire the Abyss: Teacher Starry, I have tried, really I did, but... Izzy has already driven away several good teachers. The ones I found are all local famous teachers in the same circle—members of the Art Association. Word spread quickly. If I want to find someone better, no one wants to come.
Admire the Abyss: But rest assured, Teacher Starry, I'm serious this time. When you're here, if Izzy dares to cause trouble with you, you can hit or scold her. I want to see if she dares to do it again...
Admire the Abyss: Teacher Starry, can you come? Don't worry about living arrangements; I will rent a place for you and take care of everything. If price is an issue, I can pay more—
Desperation was at its peak!
Because her daughter was her life!
Alexander paused, then replied, "I'll think about it. I might go to Boston later. You don't have to wait for me. If you manage to find a teacher for the child......’’
Admire the Abyss: Okay, okay, that settles it. When you come to Boston, you must come see my kid. She really has talent... Teacher Starry, I've sent you a friend request. Please accept.
Starry: Okay!
Chat ended.
Alexander exited the chat window, checked the friend request, and accepted “Admire the Abyss.”
Putting away his phone, Alexander stood.
Suddenly, a cold, low voice sounded: "Are you really an information broker?"
Jasmine had seen Alexander's paintings, but as he seemed to be chatting with someone on his phone, she didn't ask much, not wanting to show that she was impressed by his art.
But now, seeing him about to leave, she finally spoke.
"When have you ever fully believed that?" Alexander smiled at Jasmine in return.
That question caught her off guard.
Indeed, no matter what she said, deep down, she always had some doubt about Alexander — someone who suddenly appeared, seemingly knowing everything and understanding everything.
As long as her mind was clear, Jasmine could never fully trust Alexander.
Of course, she believed Alexander would not hurt her, and that was certain.
"All right, I have things to do; we'll talk later," Alexander smiled again, straightened his suit, and walked out of the office.
Jasmine's gaze followed Alexander until he disappeared beyond the door.
Downstairs.
Into his car.
After starting the Lamborghini, Alexander took out his phone and quickly dialed a number, putting it to his ear.
“Beep… beep… Sorry, the number you dialed…”
There was no answer; the other side hung up immediately.
Alexander called again.


Still no answer!
Again!
The third time, the call was finally answered.
"Who are you looking for?" A wary male voice asked.
"Is it fun to be a double agent? If James or Dante finds out about this, how do you think you'll die?" Alexander smiled lightly as he drove out.
"You! Stop talking nonsense! Who are you? I don't know the people you mentioned!" The man's tone instantly became agitated and vehemently denied.
Targeting James Sutherland's woman and daughter was just a small part of what Alexander planned to do. He didn't just want James to die betrayed and miserable—he also wanted the towering tree that had always shielded him to collapse because of him!
"You're still denying it?" Alexander said, amusement in his voice. "Didn't you spill everything James assigned you to do when Dante caught you? Then you turned around and sold out Dante to James. Man, that was a slick move."
"You…" the man tried to respond.
"Don't know where you got the guts, playing both sides. Oh, and how's that overseas asset transfer going? Any luck? Must be tough, huh?"
The phone went silent.
Alexander calmly waited.
The Lamborghini drove out of the underground garage and quickly entered the main road.
"What do you want?" The man finally spoke, his tone low and flat, but direct.
"Let's meet. You pick the place and time," Alexander replied.
He knew with the man's cautious nature, if Alexander named the time and place, he'd never show. And this conversation had to happen face-to-face.
After a moment's silence, the man said, "I'll make arrangements. Wait for my call."
Then he hung up.
Alexander put away his phone, stepped on the gas, and headed straight for the Eastern District.
Even though the time and place weren't set yet, Alexander knew the man would soon name the meeting location—and he could already guess exactly where that would be.
So he just drove straight there.
Ring ring…
Alexander's phone suddenly rang.
He glanced at the screen, smiled slightly, and answered: "What's this? Missing me already? I just left."
It was Jasmine calling—
"Frank Delaney just called me," Jasmine said coolly, ignoring his teasing. "He said he needs to see you."
"Oh? What for?" Alexander raised a brow.
"He didn't say. Just gave me a heads-up. Said he wanted to 'borrow' you for something…" Her tone turned subtly odd.
It wasn't strange that Frank called Jasmine—after all, Alexander was her boyfriend and worked at her company, and she was closer to Frank than most.
But what puzzled her was—what could Frank possibly need from Alexander?
If it were just a thank-you meal or drinks for what happened last time, he would have invited them both, not just Alexander, and wouldn't have gone out of his way to notify her.
The call had been short, but Jasmine could sense it from Frank's hesitant tone—he had something to discuss with Alexander.
"Mm, got it."
"What does he want with you?"
"Take a guess."
"Forget it then."
Jasmine hung up.
Alexander chuckled and glanced at the screen. Just a few seconds later, the phone rang again. It was Frank Delaney—Alexander had sent him his first love's address via text before, so Frank had his number.
He answered.
"Mr. Delaney, business booming?" Alexander said with a grin.
"Finally got through. Brother, are you free? Want to grab some lunch?" Frank went straight to the point.
"Lunch? I've got things to do," Alexander replied casually. "What's up, Mr. Delaney?"
"Oh, nothing serious, just wanted to thank you! Hahaha, seriously, I owe you big time! If it weren't for you, that bitch would've tricked me good! You saved my fortune and my life, I have to treat you to a meal in gratitude…" Frank laughed heartily.
It was apparent he wasn't brooding—he was even laughing, and bluntly called his ex a "bitch." In just a few short days, he had already bounced back from the devastating truth that his wife tried to kill him and that his son wasn't even his.
Ordinarily, no one would be able to recover that fast.
Most people would take months or even years to move on from something like that—some might never recover, develop trust issues, or become bitter.
But Frank did bounce back.
Not because he was exceptionally mentally strong—
—but because he had something to replace it. A bigger "good" can sometimes drown out the pain of a significant "bad."
And after all, nothing's more unforgettable than your first love.
"No need to thank me. With your ties to Jasmine and Dante, helping you was the least I could do." Alexander spoke lightly.
"No, no, brother—don't say that! Business is business, friendship is friendship! I have to thank you properly. Where are you? You pick the restaurant, or I'll come to you."
"You've got something on your mind, don't you, Mr. Delaney?" Alexander's smile deepened.
He had already guessed the moment Frank called—this wasn't just about gratitude. Usually, Frank would've been busy chasing after his first love and his son. Who had time to say thank you?
“Well… brother…”
"Melissa Hart kicked you out? And Jordan doesn't recognize you as his dad, right?" Alexander asked directly.
"…Brother, you really do know everything," Frank admitted with a bitter smile.
Alexander paused in thought.
He was on his way to attend to business today and had already made some calls. Changing the plan on the fly… wasn't impossible.
And he was planning to leverage Jasmine's influence to strike a balance in a power play.
Now Frank called out of nowhere…
Well then—why not borrow both Jasmine's and Frank's influence? That would be even better.
"All right then. Where are we eating?" Alexander asked.
"Great! How about Yamachi Restaurant? That work for you, brother?" Frank asked excitedly.
"I'm driving over now."
"Perfect! Is there anything in particular you'd like to eat? I'll have them prep it…"
"Whatever. Doesn't matter."
"Okay, okay, then I'll…"
They exchanged a few more words and hung up.
At the next intersection, Alexander adjusted his route and headed straight toward Yamachi Restaurant in the Western District.
Ten minutes later.
He was still en route when—
Ring ring…
His phone rang again.
It was the man Alexander had called earlier—he was calling back.
"One hour later. Tree Island Café," the man said in a low, calm voice.
"I've got something to do. I'll be late," Alexander replied, then hung up without waiting for a response.
Another ten minutes later.
At Yamachi Restaurant, Alexander parked and entered. When the hostess approached, he said, "I'm here to meet Mr. Delaney."
"You must be Mr. Ciotta? This way, please."
She guided him up to the third floor and down a long hallway to the private room at the very end before departing. Not all restaurants offer that kind of personal escort—but clearly, any place Frank chose to host a meal was never going to be "just anywhere."
Alexander pushed open the door.
Inside wasn't just Frank—two assistants and bodyguards were there as well.
The large round table hadn't been served yet; only drinks had been served.
"Brother! You're here!" Frank stood up at once and greeted him enthusiastically, then motioned to the others, "You guys can go."
The assistants and guards all stepped out.
Frank warmly invited Alexander to sit.
"Mr. Delaney, no need for all the formalities. Makes me feel like an outsider. Just speak directly…" Alexander smiled and glanced around. "So, what's the situation now? Is it completely hopeless?"
"Ay, brother, you have no idea—look, look at my head…" Frank grew animated as he spoke, brushing back his short hair and leaning in for Alexander to see.
There was a scabbed-over wound on his scalp—not severe, about the size of a fingernail, but dark from the scabbing and hidden under his black hair, it wasn't apparent unless you looked closely.
"Your first love did that?" Alexander asked.
"Of course! She even threw stuff to chase me out! Hit me with a teacup—that's what caused this! I was practically groveling, and she still…"
Frank trailed off, then suddenly grabbed Alexander's hand tightly and pleaded:
"Brother! You've got to help me! I'm begging you as your big bro! We're friends, right? You know how close I am to Dante and Jasmine! You can't just watch me drown here… Right? If you can get that mother and son to accept me, I'll do anything for you, seriously, brother!"




Chapter 7: A plan for a family reunion.

It was clear Frank was on the brink, and had no other options left.
The core issue was: he could beg, plead, and lower himself—but he couldn't get forceful. He couldn't pressure his first love or son into accepting him again. Using threats would only exacerbate the situation. Deep down, he knew he was in the wrong, and more than that—he couldn't bear to force it.
They weren't lacking money, either. Their life was comfortable and secure. No amount of money could erase the anger in their hearts. No matter how rich Frank was, it didn't matter!
Realistically, there was only one way to handle this: shameless persistence. Be soft, patient, and helpful. Change minds with actions, slowly. Over time, they might forgive him. But Frank Delaney? He was a man of impatience.
"Frank, don't be in such a rush. We haven't even eaten yet. Take it easy…" Alexander said with a smile, trying to calm him down.
"Ah… right, right, you're absolutely right, brother!" Frank laughed it off, fully agreeing with everything Alexander said.
He had come to ask for a favor—of course, he had to go along.
He didn't actually know what Alexander did for a living. He'd asked Jasmine privately, and all she told him was that Alexander had just graduated and joined her company after a university career fair…
Of course, Frank could tell that was nonsense.
There was no way Alexander was just a regular university graduate—no chance.
After all, it was Alexander who told him the truth about his greedy, murderous wife and the secret about his first love and son. Clearly, this guy had powerful connections or skills unknown to others. Frank was sure Alexander knew much more—and that's why he came begging.
"Mr.Delaney, first—"
"Brother, don't call me that, come on. We're brothers, right? I'm just a few years older. Call me Big Bro, huh?"
Frank was really lowering himself now. He hadn't acted this desperate in years.
"Alright then, Big Bro Frank," Alexander chuckled, then said, "So tell me—what have you actually done these past few days? What did you do to get kicked out, with things being thrown at you?"
He didn't believe Frank lacked emotional intelligence. The only explanation for this outcome was that he was way too hasty.
As Alexander asked, Frank had already stood up, poured himself a cup of wine, and sat down again.
"I've been going to see her these past few days. First time, I brought a ton of gifts," Frank said.
"You buy flowers?" Alexander asked.
"Of course! I've got to buy flowers, right? I also brought diamond rings, necklaces… I even bought my son a Ferrari—just gave him the keys…"
As Frank recounted what happened, Alexander listened closely and asked follow-up questions. He quickly grasped the situation.
Frank messed up from the beginning.
He knew Melissa Hart would be hard to win over. He didn't dare just show up unprepared, so he planned carefully. But what he prepared… was money. His wealth was his weapon—he has so much after all! He hadn't meant to flaunt it, but the amount and intensity made it seem like he was trying to buy them off.
Which, of course, backfired.
Melissa was a strong-willed woman in relationships.
Back then, they broke up because Frank had been having an affair with another woman. He was already successful at that time—he even had his own car, which was a significant achievement at the time. He wasn't a tycoon yet, but definitely well-off.
But Melissa dumped him cleanly.
Later, when she found out she was pregnant, she didn't tell him—and never contacted him again.
She hadn't tolerated him for money back then, and after thirty years of struggle—raising their son alone and successfully—she sure as hell wouldn't tolerate him now, no matter how rich he had become.
Frank showing up out of nowhere, disrupting their peaceful life, and trying to "win them back with cash"?
Insulting.
That was how it came across to Melissa—insulting and even disgusting.
She had never forgiven him because he had money.
She definitely wouldn't return to him because he had more money now.
After thirty years, first impressions were everything, and Frank gave her a terrible one.
He had visited multiple times in recent days, and whether he meant to or not, he constantly showed off his power and wealth. Alexander could tell—Frank wasn't doing this on purpose. It was just his nature. Power and wealth had surrounded him for too long.
Such as bringing bodyguards wherever he went. Showing up in multiple luxury cars—his own ride was a Rolls-Royce—his tone when speaking to others.
Frank said Melissa even called building security once to kick him out—but none of them dared lay a hand on him. The moment his bodyguards approached, they all backed off. Frank could scare them off with just a few words.
And his appearance—his clothes, the watch he wore, the way he answered calls—he was always talking about billion-dollar contracts, billion-dollar deals… Not exaggerations, just his everyday reality.
He worked in real estate. Buying land? Millions. Building a project? More Millions. Bank loans? More. Anything under didn't even cross his desk.
Frank was "hit" yesterday.
He'd been coaxing, begging, making promises—basically groveling—trying to stay in their home. Melissa's daughter-in-law was also home. The daughter-in-law called Jordan, who came home from work and almost got into a physical altercation with Frank.
Naturally, Jordan defended the mother who raised him through hardship.
Melissa was furious too, not because she didn't hate Frank, but because she couldn't watch her son hit his own father. That would be too much, even for her.
So she started throwing things, screamed, went wild—only then did Frank finally get kicked out.
As she threw things, she even shouted a final warning: If Frank dared come back, they'd move out—even leave the country! If they couldn't fight him, they'd run!
"…I didn't sleep at all last night. Brother, I'm out of options. I don't even dare show up again. Tell me—is there still a way? Melissa… she really… I can feel it—she hates me. She'll never forgive me, even if I die!" Frank said in despair.
Alexander thought carefully, then smiled. "Of course there's a way."
"Tell me, brother! Tell me!" Frank instantly perked up, dragging his chair closer.
"Two options!" Alexander raised two fingers. “Option one: Start with your son. It'll take time, but most of his resentment comes from his mom, and from growing up without a father… If you win him over, Melissa will slowly forgive you, for his sake."
"Option two—is much faster. You might even reunite today. Choose one!"
"Option two! Option two!" Frank blurted out. "Tell me what to do, brother!"
"Option two is fast, yes… but…" Alexander drawled, giving him a look.
Frank immediately misunderstood.
"Brother! Don't worry—I get it! Business is business. Even blood brothers settle accounts! If you can help me get Melissa and my son back—I'll give you 100 million! Cash! I'll transfer it right now!"
He even pulled out his phone.
Alexander gently pressed his hand down, smiling: "Frank, that's not what I meant…"
Alexander wasn't after money. A favor from Frank was far more valuable!
He already owed him one huge favor from last time—he had even wanted to swear brotherhood with Alexander. If he ended up owing another one this time... Well, with Frank's fierce loyalty, any trouble Alexander faced in the future would become Frank's personal business. 

In fact, he might not even wait for Alexander to ask—he'd show up and start slapping people around if he even heard about it!

"Don't! Brother, whether you want it or not, I have to send it—let go!" Frank insisted on transferring money. Since he had already brought it up, he had to follow through.
"Frank, no offense, but you really need to work on that temper of yours. Not everything is about money. No matter how much you spend, you still can't buy back your woman and your kid…" Alexander pressed down on Frank's hand again, patting it lightly. "If you keep acting like this, I won't help anymore."
Frank backed down. He didn't dare argue with Alexander over this.
"Alright, alright, we'll do it your way for now—we can talk about it later…" Frank put his phone away and continued, "Brother, just tell me what the second method is. Whatever it is, I'll do it!"
"It's not complicated." Alexander gave him a calm smile. "But… Frank, you'll have to swallow your pride. And you can't make a single mistake. You only get one shot. If you blow it, there's no second chance."
"I don't care about dignity! Whatever you say, I'll do!" Frank slapped his chest to prove his resolve.
He was willing to do anything to get his woman and child back.
He had no heirs. No one to take over his empire. Deep down, Frank still held some traditional beliefs. To him, bringing his family back wasn't just about love—it was about legacy!
"Frank, if you're really willing to grit your teeth and throw your pride away, then here's the plan…" Alexander began outlining it.
It was a simple plan, but the details mattered. One slip, and the whole thing would collapse.
The plan was tailored to Melissa Hart's and Jordan's personalities—very specific.
Of course, Alexander didn't tell Frank how deeply he had investigated his first love and their son. Or how well he understood their character. No need for that.
All he had to do was say it, and Frank would listen. Because Frank had no other options.
Then came the food.
They started eating a little before noon, and the meal lasted well past one in the afternoon. The main reason it dragged on was that Alexander was carefully explaining every detail of the plan repeatedly.
Frank had to temporarily change his entire demeanor to act. And he wasn't a professional actor, so Alexander had to make sure he truly understood: If he messed this up, there'd be no second chance.
Riiing...
Just as the meal was wrapping up, Alexander's phone rang.
He glanced at the screen.
It was an unsaved number—the same person he had called earlier in the day. The one he had personally arranged to meet. They had agreed to meet at noon in a café, and now he was over an hour late.
Alexander picked up.
"Still not here?" came the low voice on the other end.
"What's your rush? If I'm not there, you wait," Alexander replied coldly.
Frank, who was drinking soup, suddenly looked up sharply and glanced at Alexander. He could sense something was off. Even though he didn't know Alexander well, he could tell this wasn't like him. Alexander was calm by nature—he never spoke to people in this manner.
"The hell's your problem?! What do you mean by that?" The voice on the phone instantly turned hostile. The man was already panicking because Alexander had dirt on him, and now Alexander was acting arrogant, too?
"I'm warning you! I don't care who you are—if you dare mess with me—"
"Threatening me?" Alexander interrupted.
Frank's brows furrowed immediately—someone was threatening his brother?
"Wait. That's an order," Alexander said calmly, then hung up.
He placed the phone back on the table and turned to Frank with his usual relaxed, natural smile.
"Brother, someone's giving you trouble? They even threatened you?" Frank asked, his face darkening. "Who is it? Tell me, they must have a death wish!"
"It's nothing. Just a meeting. He got a little impatient," Alexander replied casually.
But the calmer Alexander acted, the more Frank felt something was seriously wrong.
Someone dared threaten Alexander, and he was brushing it off?
Frank suddenly remembered: when he called Alexander to meet, Alexander had said he had something urgent going on and wasn't planning to eat. Frank had practically begged him to come over.
"Brother, if something's going on, just say it. Don't keep it to yourself—we're on the same side," Frank said with a firm tone, sounding like a faithful old-school ally.
"It's fine, just something small," Alexander said, then quickly changed the subject: "Let's not talk about that—let's focus on your issue. One thing at a time. I can handle mine."
The more Alexander dismissed it, the more serious Frank thought it was.
"Oh right, Frank—call and check if everything's ready on your end…" Alexander prompted suddenly.
The subject shift was so sudden that even Frank found it obviously intentional.
"Ah, right—I'll check…" Frank responded quickly and picked up his phone.
For the reunion plan to work, Frank needed some "props." Not just clothes, but also some items that were difficult for regular people to obtain on short notice. But for someone with Frank's connections, one phone call could handle it.
Even if they needed specific people involved, he could arrange it fast.
1:30 PM.
Alexander and Frank Delaney finished lunch and left Yamachi restaurant together.
Afterward, Alexander accompanied Frank to get a haircut. Then they went to his home again to prepare a few things before officially heading out. The entire process took approximately an hour and a half.
3:00 PM.
South District, Janice Road — Zenith Garden Community. It was a high-end residential complex consisting entirely of high-rise buildings, featuring a large garden within. The community was new and well-equipped. It was the place Jordan Hart had bought with a mortgage after working for a few years.
This was where Melisa and her family currently lived.
The full address: Building C, Unit 2, Apartment 901, Zenith Garden Community.
Before going upstairs, Frank first stopped by the property management office and didn't come out for over ten minutes.
This community had tight security. You needed a key card to access the upper floors, and each card only worked for a specific level. Only the property management's general-use card could be used to access any floor.
The first time Frank came, he had gone through the management office and asked a guard to swipe the card for him. Seeing his clothes, demeanor, and the presence of bodyguards, the guard assumed he wasn't a troublemaker. Hearing that Frank was looking for his ex-wife and son, the guard let him through.
But after causing a scene in later visits, the guards refused to swipe for him again, so Frank had to climb the stairs all the way to the ninth floor.
And so he did again this time.
He climbed the stairs — alone!
Frank wasn't in the habit of exercising, and at 56, he was starting to feel the effects. When he reached the ninth floor, he was slightly winded. He stood in the hallway for a bit, looked around, and then walked up to the door of apartment 901.
He knocked.
Knock knock!
"Melissa! Melissa, are you home? Open the door; I brought you something to eat. Melissa…”
No one replied from inside, but Frank kept knocking, calling out repeatedly.
At the same time…
Inside the building's surveillance room, Alexander was leaning back in a chair, watching the hallway feed for the ninth floor of Building C.
He had to monitor the whole situation personally. Even though he wouldn't be making an appearance himself, the plan was his. But it was Frank who had to carry it out. If Frank messed it up, Alexander wouldn't suffer much loss—but it would be pointless. Since the escape from the time loop, he hadn't failed once, and he wasn't planning to start now!
He had to keep an eye on things, ready to correct or salvage anything that went wrong.
"Melissa! Mel, I know you're home! Mel!"
Frank kept knocking for several minutes.
"She's not home. She's dead. Stop coming here!" A woman's angry voice finally shouted from inside. She was standing just behind the door.
"Mel, don't be like this… Just open the door! I just—"
"What the hell are you doing here again?! When are you going to stop causing trouble?! Get lost!"
"Waaahhh—!"
At just that moment, a child's cry suddenly rang out from inside the apartment.
Bang!!
A woman stormed out as the door opened. She was about sixty, with some white hair and a thin frame—it was Melissa Hart!
In fact, she wasn’t yet sixty, but the same age as Frank. She just looked older because raising a child alone had worn her down.
On the sofa inside, a little girl was crying, only a few years old. Her name was Rosa Hart, the daughter of Jordan Hart.
Next to the little girl was a woman around thirty years old, quite good-looking, slightly chubby. She was Jordan's wife.
The little girl, Rosa, had been startled by her grandmother's yelling and burst into tears.
Her mother gently tried to calm her down.
At the master bedroom doorway stood a man in home clothes—tall and broad, wearing glasses, bearing a resemblance to Frank. He was Frank’s son.
Jordan was supposed to be at work. He was a senior executive working in tech. Working weekends and overtime was routine. But for the past two days, he had taken leave. Yesterday, Frank caused a scene at the door. Today, because he was afraid Frank would do it again.
Also, he sensed that his mother was emotionally unstable, so he wanted to stay home and keep her company. It was also a good chance to relax and relieve some work stress.
Sure enough, Frank came again!
Melissa came out cursing him, but for a split second, her expression froze. Today, Frank Delaney looked different from before.
Previously, she couldn’t see him clearly through the peephole—now she could.
Frank had cut off his slick, shiny businessman’s hairstyle, wasn’t wearing a suit, just a shirt and trousers with rolled-up sleeves. His belt wasn’t a crocodile leather one with a luxury brand logo, either.
Her first impression of him today—he looked much more ordinary, and thus, much more pleasant and approachable.
What had annoyed Melissa the most these days was Frank showing up like a nouveau riche, trying to throw money around!
“Don’t! Don’t shout! Look, you’ve scared our granddaughter into crying. Don’t shout…” Frank said gently outside the door.
“That’s my granddaughter, not yours! Stop saying ‘our’! If you still have any shame, get lost! Never come back!” Melissa shouted furiously.
“Don’t, don’t, look—I brought you food…” Frank said, raising the plastic bag in his left hand. “Look, egg and cheese wrap… We used to eat this all the time when we had no money, remember how much you loved it…”
Melissa's eyes lingered on the bag for a second when he lifted it up.
But before he could finish—
She snatched the bag and flung it straight out!
“I don’t want your stuff! Get out!” she shouted emotionally.
“Can you shut…” Jordan inside couldn’t hold back anymore. He shouted as he stepped out, as if he was going to warn Frank.
“None of your business!” Melissa whipped around and scolded her son. “Did I tell you to come out? Did I ask for your opinion? Get back inside!”
A shrew.
That was what she looked like right now—a completely unreasonable shrew.
She hadn’t always been this kind of woman. She still wasn’t truly a shrew. Life had changed her. Raising a child alone wasn’t just exhausting—if she hadn’t toughened up, a woman without a man would be bullied, both she and her son!
Seeing Melissa like this, Frank's heart truly ached.
His first love—back then, she had such a sweet smile, so much personality, willing to endure hardship with him, soft but strong—and now she had become like this. Whose fault? His fault!
“Mel, don’t…” Frank tried to plead.
Melissa yanked the door, trying to slam it shut, but Frank caught the door frame, stopping her from closing it.
“Mel, don’t get angry. Can’t we talk calmly? Not in front of the kid, please…”
“How else do you want me to talk? Didn’t I make myself clear a few days ago? I talked calmly—did you listen? And now it’s suddenly my fault? Do you have any shame? Did I ask you to come? Are you just here to get cursed out?” Melissa was not only furious but sharp-tongued.
Frank listened quietly, waiting for her to finish before he spoke gently.
No matter what she said, he didn’t argue. Didn’t get mad.
He just kept apologizing and talking about the past. Bringing up memories that might move her.
At the same time, he was stalling—trying to drag out the time talking at the door.
It was all part of the plan.




Chapter 8: Board meeting.

While Frank Delaney and Melissa Hart were fighting at the door—
Golden Fortune Tower!
Top floor conference room!
A significant meeting was about to begin—one that would determine Aileen Arison’s future, potentially change the entire management structure of Golden Fortune Group, and, if successful, send shockwaves through elite circles nationwide!
The scheduled time for the company's board meeting was 3:30 p.m.
Typically, a major publicly listed company is required to hold a shareholders’ meeting at least once a year, with 20 days’ notice.
As for board meetings, they are typically held at least twice a year, but most listed companies hold them monthly or bi-monthly, which is within the rules and even more frequent.
Board meetings also require advance notice, but corporate law doesn’t specify how long—it follows the company’s internal rules.
For Golden Fortune Group, most of its board members lived in New York, including the “independent directors” who did not work at the company. So Golden Fortune’s internal rules didn’t specify a notification window either.
It was stipulated that as long as more than two-thirds of the directors were present on time, the meeting could proceed.
This was also legally valid.
3:20 p.m.—ten minutes before the board meeting.
The conference room doors were wide open.
Some directors had already begun to enter. Of course, they had to arrive early—no one could be late.
Madam Arison was already in the room, standing by the floor-to-ceiling windows, speaking softly with two directors, who appeared to be receiving instructions. Around the large conference table several meters away, a few people were already seated. Assistants and secretaries were pulling out chairs.
Harry Bennett sat in a corner seat alone, unconsciously spinning a pen in his hand, eyes complex.
He knew Aileen was going to rebel—but he didn’t expect it would happen this quickly.
He got the call around 11 a.m. today. Though he still held a position at Golden Fortune, he hadn’t been involved in a while, so he didn’t rush. He arrived after 2 p.m.
Initially, he wanted to meet Aileen before the board meeting to exchange a few words.
But Aileen refused to see him. She locked herself in her office and wouldn’t meet anyone.
Even so, arriving an hour early gave him some insight. He’d heard the reason for this sudden board meeting—a “minor” matter not usually worth escalating to the board, but one that had enraged the chairman’s wife!
Harry still couldn’t understand where Aileen got the courage to launch such a bold coup!
His support alone was far from enough!
Naturally, there were lots of thoughts, lots of guesses—but he had no doubt: he would support Aileen Arison firmly!
Click-clack click!
Came the sound of crisp high-heel footsteps.
Aileen stepped into the conference room, assistant in tow. She had arrived!
Madam Arison caught it in the corner of her eye, glanced over briefly, then looked away. From the end of the morning meeting until now, she hadn’t spoken a word to her daughter. There was nothing left to say. She would make it clear in the boardroom who was in charge—and then discipline her!
Harry saw Aileen enter and quickly stood up to greet her.
Just as he rose, he froze.
He noticed that several other directors already present also stood up at the same time.
They all froze for a second.
Then, they exchanged glances.
It seemed they all understood something.
Aileen glanced at Harry and the others, and slightly raised her hand to signal. She then walked over to the conference table, pulled out a chair, sat down directly, and threw a folder on the table, opening it to start reading.
Looking as if she didn't want to bother anyone and was just waiting for the meeting to begin.
Seeing her attitude, Harry and the others understood the meaning of her gesture.
First, keep a low profile!
They exchanged glances again, then all sat down.
After sitting, Harry glanced to his left at the director, who had just stood—this man was in his fifties, with a long face and a bald head. Though his looks were average, his well-fitted suit and habitual expression gave off an “in charge person" aura!
This man was Mason Reed, 54 years old, Senior Vice President of Golden Fortune Group and CMO—Chief Marketing Officer. Additionally, he was the head of Golden Fortune Group's "Online Business Unit."
The so-called "Online Business Unit" primarily handled sales for various online stores, and all relevant business heads reported directly to Mason, who in turn reported to Chairman Michael Arison.
Golden Fortune Group was originally a traditional offline company, but since the new century, with the rapid development of the internet, online sales have become increasingly important.
Although, to this day, most jewelry groups, including Golden Fortune Group, derive the majority of their annual sales from physical stores, online sales have been steadily rising and are becoming increasingly crucial.
Mason was not an "OG" of Golden Fortune Group. But his resume was impressive. He had held key roles in multiple large multinational companies and had rich experience in online marketing.
He was a "senior manager" personally hired by Michael Arison with a sky-high salary, joining Golden Fortune Group eight years ago to expand its online sales.
Although he didn't own shares in Golden Fortune Group, he was smoothly appointed as a director in successive board elections under the chairman’s arrangement.
He and Michael were close personally, and he was a loyal supporter of Michael on the board.
Harry glanced at Mason again, his expression a little complicated.
He also supported Aileen? Was that agreed upon?
"Mr. Mason," Harry suddenly called out in a voice neither high nor low.
Mason turned to look at him.
Harry raised an eyebrow and tilted his head slightly, gesturing subtly toward Aileen, but said nothing. Some things couldn't be spoken plainly.
Mason paused, glanced at Aileen, then understood what he meant.
He nodded back.
Harry smiled and looked at Mason more warmly. He thought to himself—of course! Aileen Arison, the heir of the Arison family and most of Golden Fortune Group, would never just suddenly rebel without preparation.
Mason politely smiled at Harry but then shifted his gaze away.
He didn't much like Harry.
Of course, that didn't affect his support for Aileen. Around eight o'clock last night, he had spoken with Alexanderhen, mostly about "family matters." Afterward, he met with Aileen and Jasmine Doran.
He had his own helplessness.
But he didn't think supporting Aileen would cause much trouble. Just like Harry thought, no matter how much internal strife the Arison family had, Golden Fortune Group would ultimately belong to Aileen.
Reluctantly, he agreed to support the future chairwoman in advance.
More people came into the conference room.
Finally, it was 3:30 p.m.
Aileen glanced at her watch, then closed her folder and looked up at the room. All the directors who could attend were present, along with assistants, secretaries, and supervisors—over thirty people in total.
The others sat further back, behind the person or group with which they were affiliated.
Only about a dozen or so directors were seated around the table.
The other directors were all in place, except Madam Arison and the second-largest shareholder, Gavin Stone, who were still quietly talking by the window.
Gavin Stone was the major shareholder and boss of "Meiyuan Jewelry," and Harry's former boss!
He, in fact, didn't own much of Golden Fortune Group's shares—a bit over ten percent. Still, he was indeed the second-largest individual shareholder after Michael Arison, holding less than half the shares that Michael had given to Aileen.
Gavin had never been very compliant. He had secretly bought circulating shares on the stock market to increase his stake, and his relationship with Madam Arison was not great.
However, they quarreled only occasionally; on the surface, things remained manageable.
"… Madam, don't worry. Miss Arison is probably just at that age—wants to make decisions for herself, even ignoring her parents. This time, I will fully support you…" Gavin said softly to Madam Arison with a somewhat strange smile.
He didn't understand why the Arison family suddenly turned like this. Michael Arison was still alive, so even if he had ideas, he wouldn't oppose his wife on such a small matter.
Whether he opposed or not didn't matter, because the two or three votes he controlled couldn't affect the big picture!
"Complete control of the board" meant controlling more than two-thirds of its seats—only then could you totally control it! Major decisions needed over two-thirds approval to pass.
Madam Arison understood this well. She wanted to win easily, but to win completely, she wanted Aileen to have not a single vote. Hence, her words to Gavin.
He was just doing a favor by going along.
"Then I leave it to you." Madam Arison was polite to Gavin, smiling and whispering, "When my husband comes back, we'll have a meal together. It's been a long time. There are things we need to talk about…"
Madam Arison's words had a deeper meaning.
Gavin smiled and nodded without saying more.
After they finished talking, they parted at the window and headed to their spot in the conference room.
"Almost everyone is here. Close the door." Madam Arison, exuding the full air of a high-society lady, crossed her arms and signaled to the assistant.
She walked to the table, and a nearby director pulled out a chair for her. She sat down smoothly.
"Let's begin." She said again.
She shouldn't have been the one to say that—she wasn't a director, at most, just an observer here. But when she said it, no one objected.
"I believe everyone here has heard what this temporary board meeting is about," Aileen spoke directly, standing up.
Madam Arison watched her daughter calmly and expressionlessly.
Golden Fortune Group has a total of nineteen directors, including three "independent directors"!
Independent directors refer to those who do not hold shares in Golden Fortune Group and do not have direct business connections with the group. The prerequisite for becoming an independent director is having no such relationships so that one can participate fairly and impartially in decision-making votes.
Independent directors are often prominent figures from other major companies, possessing excellent abilities, a strong reputation, and a high social status.
Another situation is when an "investment firm" appoints them. Although directors are elected by the shareholders' meeting, their voting rights are based on the proportion of shares they hold. Therefore, as long as major shareholders agree, they can ensure their candidate is elected.
Although the "investment firm" is related to Golden Fortune Group, there is no business transaction between them. Their business will not be entangled with Golden Fortune Group's operations; they simply provided financing years ago. They will not intervene, nor can they intervene in company management.
The directors they appoint certainly want the company to perform well—because good performance means a higher stock price, which increases the value of shares held by the investment firm. Therefore, these appointed directors will act in the company's best interest, fairly and impartially, and are independent directors!
Of the nineteen directors, fifteen are present today.
Four are absent.
Including Chairman Michael Arison, who is at a meeting in the capital, two independent directors not in NY, and one internal director on a business trip.
With more than two-thirds of the directors present, the board meeting can proceed.
"This was originally a minor matter." Aileen's tone was somber, her gaze sharp. Before this meeting, she had locked herself in the office for hours to adjust her mood for this moment!
She had given her all!
"Firing two middle managers doesn't need to be escalated to the board. As Executive Vice President, I have the authority to fire them directly! If there are serious consequences, I can face board inquiries afterward!" Aileen's voice softened as she looked at her mother, "But! Since the Chairman's Special Advisor objects so much! Then let the board meet and vote!"
Madam Arison's expression shifted slightly.
Although it was acceptable to address her this way in a formal setting, was this still the obedient daughter from before?
A faint, cold smile curled at Madam Arison's lips.
Let it begin.
When the vote ends, let's see if you still dare be stubborn!
The more she loved her daughter, the angrier she was at her.
Today, she must teach her a harsh lesson!
"First, I will state the reasons for firing Security Department Manager Derek and Deputy Manager Dorian. Regarding Derek..…"
Aileen began to explain again, repeating the reasons she had given earlier.
Not afraid of wasting words.
She intended to "reason" with them!
The meeting room was quiet, and everyone was listening to Aileen with varying expressions. Besides a few who listened carefully, most already knew the details and were only concerned about the vote. The rest was unimportant!
Minutes later.
"I am doing this for the company's benefit, to eliminate negative publicity! We must demonstrate Golden Fortune Group's stance externally! Therefore, Derek must be fired! Of course, if he resigns voluntarily, it's best!"
After explaining why Derek should be fired, Aileen said briefly about Dorian: "He currently only holds a nominal position and does no work for the company, so he's fired outright!"
Having finished, Aileen sat down, then added: "Anyone who has objections may speak! I hope those who oppose me can provide reasons, rather than simply opposing for the sake of opposition. Such people, now or in the future, are not fit to remain on Golden Fortune's board…"
These last words were a warning.
Everyone present understood one thing: no matter what, Aileen was to succeed in the future!
The dozen or so directors present exchanged looks, understanding none should speak first—they knew their turn hadn't come yet.
Clap! Clap! Clap!
Applause!
It was Madam Arison alone, her applause dry.
She applauded her daughter, a faint, cold smile on her lips, clapping while smiling, her smile gradually turning somewhat admiring, though it was a mocking admiration.
"Not bad, not bad! Aileen! Today, you've truly made Mom see you in a new light! You've shown great courage!" Madam Arison said with a smile, but then her face darkened, "However! Today's matter! If I say no, then it's no!"
She scanned the other directors, speeding up her speech: "Vice President Arison just now made some valid points, but I don't think firing the Security Manager is the appropriate way to deal with this impact and stance. There are many ways; firing is not necessary!"
"Derek has worked hard for Golden Fortune Group for over a decade, rising from security manager at a factory to head of security at headquarters. He has always been conscientious and diligent—he's a faultless veteran employee. Firing him outright? That would surely chill the hearts of other veteran employees!"
This was her freshly thought-out argument.
Because Aileen issued a "threat" to reason things out, she could respond with reasoning. She was capable of that!
"Also! You said Derek could resign voluntarily with private compensation?" Madam Arison looked at her daughter and retorted, "What if he refuses?"
After a pause, she scanned the room and said, "Derek can refuse—that's his right. Then he must be fired? What then? He could take it to court. Competitors will exploit that. It will be dragged into the media, and blown up!"
"Who wants to see headlines like 'Golden Fortune illegally fires faultless veteran to quell public opinion' in the news? Handling this well could ease some criticism, but what if it's mishandled?"
"Right now, our group faces many negative news reports; we're at a critical juncture. Is it worth risking that?" Madam Arison finished, locking eyes with Aileen.
Actually, what she said was not the whole truth—Derek was on her side, persuading him to resign with ample private compensation would be easy and no problem at all!
But!
Her logic was correct!
Derek indeed had the right to refuse his resignation; Madam Arison could even let him do so.
However… whether either side was right or wrong was not the main point.
Both sides merely used this as an excuse. As Aileen said, the board cannot oppose just for the sake of opposition; once "both sides have their reasons," that's enough!
Madam Arison spoke her rebuttal; others need not repeat it, as they could express their stance directly.
"I agree with Madam's opinion. This risk shouldn't be taken." Second-largest shareholder, Gavin, said calmly, looking formal.
Speaking first was also a signal to the two on the board who followed his lead.
"I think so too…" another director began.
"Vote!" Aileen cut in sharply, "There's nothing more to say. We all have heard the reasons. Vote directly. Now, those who support my proposal, raise your hand!"




Chapter 9: The votes are in. Shock all over.

The room fell silent for a few seconds after Aileen’s declaration.
Then she was the first to raise her hand. As a director, she had a vote to cast for herself!
Madam Arison's gaze sharpened, scanning the table.
Although she didn't think anyone would support her daughter, she had to show her stance. She wanted to see who dared support Aileen!
Someone raised their hand!
Very quickly!
Not only did Madam Arison's face change, but Gavin's expression also shifted! His reaction was even stronger than Madam Arison's!
Because the first person to raise a hand following Aileen's vote was not a Michael Arison supporter, but someone from Gavin's camp!
It was Harry Bennett.
Madam Arison couldn't believe it.
If it had been someone else supporting Aileen—one or two people who had initially listened to her husband, and then suddenly chose to side with the daughter —while it would have been unexpected and upsetting, she might have understood it upon reflection.
After all, Aileen had been in the company for five or six years. If she didn't have even one or two board members close to her, that would be strange—what kind of awful interpersonal skills would that imply? 

Besides, everyone knew she was the only heir. As an only child, her succession was inevitable, so it wasn't entirely a betrayal to support Aileen. It didn't necessarily mean betraying Michael Arison.

But what was going on with Harry Bennett?!
Harry came to Golden Fortune Group alongside the second-largest shareholder, Gavin, from Meiyuan Jewelry. Over a decade ago, Golden Fortune acquired Meiyuan through a deal that was part cash, part equity. The two had been Meiyuan's top two shareholders. After receiving Golden Fortune shares, they both joined the company and have been inseparable ever since.
For years, in every board meeting, Harry would always advance and retreat in sync with Gavin. Whatever Gavin supported, so did he!
So what the hell was happening today?
Madam Arison whipped her head toward Gavin, instinctively suspecting that he might be playing dirty—publicly backing her, while secretly sending others to support Aileen.
But looking at his expression, she immediately ruled that out.
He was stunned. Completely bewildered.
His face showed utter disbelief as he stared at Harry.
He was giving Harry frantic eye signals, but Harry acted like he didn't see them.
Even though Gavin had already publicly expressed his support for Madam Arison before the vote, Harry was the first to oppose him and Madam Arison, and the first to support Aileen!
Many directors in the room were equally stunned.
Because Harry, raising his hand to support Aileen, was just... bizarre!
And yet, there he sat, looking perfectly calm, even a bit spaced out—like he was about to start admiring the ceiling. He avoided all eye contact, clearly on purpose.
He had no choice. His problems were far too big. Not supporting her meant death. Supporting her meant opportunity!
It's worth noting: the criminal acts Harry committed over a decade ago—arson, murder—were connected to Meiyuan Jewelry and also involved Gavin.
This was right before Golden Fortune acquired Meiyuan. The two sides were negotiating, almost finalizing the deal. Once finalized, Meiyuan's books would be audited.
At the time, Harry had been embezzling money and needed to destroy the evidence before it was discovered. So he did many things, including setting fire to a warehouse!
That warehouse was the Lilly Warehouse, the one Alexander first mentioned to him on the phone. And someone died in that fire—a security guard named Lucas, also the man Alexander mentioned during that call.
Because Harry had watched Lucas burn alive, screaming and struggling in the flames, for many years afterward, he was haunted by nightmares. He could never forget that scene.
The incident was ultimately classified as an accidental fire, and Lucas was officially recognized as a casualty who died trying to put it out.
Even that one incident had cost Meiyuan tens of millions in damages—directly affecting the acquisition negotiations. Golden Fortune used the fire as leverage to press down the purchase price.
When Alexander confronted him about it, he also mentioned Braun and Daniel—Harry's trusted cronies who had helped with the arson. But after the fire killed someone, Braun started blackmailing Harry, claiming he'd gambled away all his money and wanted to die together if Harry didn't pay up.
Initially, Harry paid him off. But soon he decided he needed to silence him. Just before he made his move...
Braun vanished.
For over a decade, he never reappeared.
Harry figured he had gotten wind of something and fled. That uncertainty tormented him every day—he lived in fear that Braun might resurface at any moment.
As for Daniel, he never went for blackmail. But because Harry feared he might, especially after Braun did, he preemptively silenced him—and buried his body in the mountains.
There was no doubt: if the truth of what he did back then were exposed, he'd be sentenced to death!
What was worse, if Gavin ever learned the whole story, there'd be no need for outside interference—Gavin himself would drag Harry to the execution chamber!
So, Gavin could never know. And the only way forward…
Was to betray him.
Harry had long since betrayed Gavin's interests during that incident. Now, betrayal came easily—there were no emotions to consider. Only interests.
The room was still processing what had just happened. More and more directors were now eyeing Harry with strange expressions.
And then—
Something even more shocking happened.
Just a few seconds after Harry raised his hand, Mason Reed, the group's CMO, raised his hand too, expressionless. Not even a flicker of emotion.
He made no effort to avert his gaze. He was utterly calm.
Everyone knew Mason was Michael Arison's man! And now he was supporting Aileen?
After Mason—
Two more people raised their hands.
One was a middle-aged man, approximately 45 or 46 years old—Samuel Gordon, Golden Fortune's fifth-largest shareholder, senior vice president, and head of the overseas division.
The other was nearly 60 but looked lively and sharp, dressed in a well-fitted suit, exuding the air of an old-school gentleman. Glasses perched on his nose, this was Golden Fortune's head of legal affairs—Caleb Chang.
These two names made everyone even more stunned.
Because these two…
Samuel Gordon was a PhD graduate who founded the jewelry brand Eastern Elegance at the age of 30, targeting overseas markets and achieving incredible success.
Later, Golden Fortune acquired Eastern Elegance to expand its international business. As part of the acquisition, Samuel agreed in exchange for equity. He became a shareholder and joined Golden Fortune, now its fifth-largest individual stakeholder.
He was considered one of Michael Arison's people. He'd never go against Michael on significant matters. But on minor, negotiable issues, he always had his own opinions.
He was known for independent thinking!
As for Caleb Chang, he was an old friend of Michael! He had immense political and legal connections. He rarely spoke at board meetings but was one of Michael's staunchest allies!
Those who weren't informed in advance were utterly dumbfounded.
Including founding executive Robert Langston!
With Harry Bennett, Mason Reed, Samuel Gordon, and Caleb Chang—plus Aileen's own vote—that was already five votes!
The air in the meeting room froze for a few seconds.
Then—
Two more people raised their hands at nearly the same time!
And they were even more shocking!
Lena Calloway, female, 50, Golden Fortune's CFO—Chief Financial Officer! Not only was she one of Michael's people, but also a close friend of Madam Arison! Although she held only 1.1% of the company shares, Madam Arison trusted her immensely. The two had a very close personal relationship.
Troy Vaughn, 42, Vice President of Alai Investment Group, son of the Alai Group's chairman.
Seventeen years ago, Golden Fortune received investment from Alai Group. Today, Alai still holds 13.6% of Golden Fortune's shares. As clearly stated in the investment agreement, Alai relinquished its controlling rights in exchange for a profit-sharing arrangement but retained the right to appoint one board member.
Troy was the appointed independent director!
What was going on?!
Lena Calloway had actually betrayed Madam Arison?!
And Troy Vaughn, who could've chosen to abstain, had joined the vote to support Aileen?!
Everyone was still in a state of stunned disbelief.
"LENA! What do you think you're doing?!" Madam Arison shot to her feet and shouted furiously.
Her face was full of rage.
She had just been betrayed—utterly and profoundly.
Her rage only grew!
She had only been shocked when others supported Aileen. But Lena siding with Aileen? That betrayal was something she couldn't accept emotionally.
Lena wasn't one of Golden Fortune Group's founding executives. Still, she had joined the company very early on—almost 28 or 29 years ago. Fresh out of college, she joined as a financial clerk and steadily rose through the ranks, eventually landing her current executive role!
Her 1.1% stake in the company was awarded to her during an early stock incentive program, back when it was worth very little. Now, it was worth hundreds of millions of dollars.
Lena's success in Golden Fortune Group was inextricably linked to Madam Arison's support.
She joined the company in its second year of operation. Around the same time, Madam Arison married Michael, and the two women became acquainted.
Their friendship now spanned over two decades. Their bond was genuinely deep, and Madam Arison trusted her completely.
And the better their friendship, the deeper Madam Arison's fury at this moment!
When questioned, Lena avoided Madam Arison's eyes and didn't respond.
She was struggling inside.
She had no choice.
Because if Madam Arison ever found out that—after her second divorce—Lena had once tried to seduce Michael Arison and failed… that would be the end for her!
Madam Arison had always trusted her, in part because of her competence, but also because she wasn't particularly attractive, which made her seem "safe."
Lena deeply regretted that moment. At the time, she'd just gone through another failed marriage and hit a low point in life. Michael, acting like an older brother, had attempted to comfort her by being with her, and after a few drinks… she acted on impulse.
She had always carried a heavy sense of guilt about it, especially since Madam Arison had always treated her so well!
When Alexander approached her, he personally guaranteed that neither Aileen nor Madam Arison would ever know the truth, as long as she voted in Aileen's favor. In fact, Aileen only entered the room after they had finished talking and reached an agreement.
Lena never wanted to hurt Madam Arison.
So she couldn't let her know the truth. Supporting Aileen might feel like betrayal, but in her heart, she believed it was temporary. One day, they could reconcile. After all… Aileen was destined to take over!
"Lena! I need an explanation from you!" Madam Arison yelled again, seeing her avoid eye contact.
Lena said nothing. At this point, she was nearly mimicking Harry's ceiling-gazing tactic.
"Mom! Don't interfere with the vote!" Aileen finally spoke up.
Madam Arison turned toward her daughter, looking at her as if she were a stranger.
She didn't recognize this version of her daughter. And neither did anyone else in the room! They couldn't understand—why were all these people supporting Aileen?
At that moment, a shared realization emerged in everyone's mind: This had been planned long in advance!
Aileen had been quietly preparing, locking down support in secret. This wasn't some sudden rebellion—she came prepared!
Madam Arison took a deep, forceful breath and sat back down with a grim expression.
"Let's continue the vote." Aileen scanned the room. "Who else supports my motion?"
Alexander had helped her secure six guaranteed votes—and all of them had already spoken. There were no more sure things.
But he had told her that not every board member needed to be persuaded in advance. Some, like fence-sitters, would go with the stronger side—if she could demonstrate real strength.
Jasmine had never understood how Alexander could pull something like this off, because she didn't understand the inner dynamics of Golden Fortune, or the Arison family.
But Alexander understood perfectly!
The meeting room fell into a silence that stretched on for nearly ten seconds.
Aileen didn't have enough votes yet.
Just as Madam Arison started to feel a faint sense of relief...
A man seated on one side of the conference table—like a Buddha—raised his hand.
Robert Langston.
His vote mattered deeply! He was a founding member of the company and Michael's most trusted confidant, like a brother to him. And now… he had flipped!
Madam Arison's eyes bulged as she stared at him, nearly choking on rage.
"Rob, you—" She wanted to curse.
"Sister-in-law," the overly plump man said in a calm, soothing voice, "That's enough, isn't it? Aileen's grown up. Look at her… She's doing great." He smiled, gesturing toward the group that had supported Aileen, then looked at her with heartfelt approval.
Earlier, he had been shocked.
Now, he was proud.
Robert genuinely liked Aileen—a senior's affection for a brilliant younger generation. She was simply too capable. If his child weren't a girl, too, he might've tried to marry into the Arison family.
He never expected Aileen to achieve this level of success!
She hadn't just built a base of support—she had even neutralized internal threats in the company! Like Harry, who used to be one of Gavin's strongest backers.
And Gavin was the real wildcard on the board!
Now that Harry had switched sides, he had lost a key ally. That alone made Robert look at Aileen in a whole new light.
And then there was Troy Vaughn.
He was a non-voting independent director, free to abstain from voting. But even he had sided with Aileen!
Robert couldn't begin to imagine how Aileen had convinced someone from outside the company.
He had long been unhappy with Madam Arison's overly tight control over Aileen, though he'd never said so aloud. If Aileen couldn't stand on her own, how could she ever run the company?
Michael was a strong, independent figure—he could resist Madam Arison's influence.
But Aileen had always listened to her mother too much, lacked independent judgment, and that was a recipe for disaster.
But now?
She had proven herself. She was boldly asserting control in the boardroom—and even winning over the more difficult members!
Robert now saw her independence, capability, resolve, and political savvy!
Previously, Aileen's most significant issue in succeeding the company was her lack of seniority and foundation. Even if she became chairwoman, without Michael Arison's presence, she would have faced a lengthy power struggle.
Gavin would've stirred up chaos.
But now? Robert felt that even if Aileen were to take over immediately, she would be able to handle it.
She had already met every requirement to be a successor. With Harry's defection and the support of an independent director—plus Michael's loyalists—Gavin would be powerless. Aileen might even be able to marginalize him!
Given the current situation, why not support her?
This was good for the Arison family, and even better for Golden Fortune Group!
After the meeting, Robert would call Michael. He believed his old friend would understand.
Just as Robert finished raising his hand and speaking—
Another person raised theirs, a longtime shareholder and close follower of Robert.
That made nine votes!
For board decisions, major resolutions require two-thirds of the full board to pass. But for ordinary motions, a simple majority is enough.
And that majority is based on the total number of board members, not just attendees.
That's why a board meeting can be held with two-thirds present—because if everyone present agrees, you already have the numbers to pass even major decisions.
Golden Fortune Group's board has nineteen directors.
So the threshold is ten votes!
Aileen was just one vote away.
She had effectively taken control of half the board!
Madam Arison was starting to panic. She couldn't suppress this any longer. If even one more fence-sitter defected to Aileen's side, it would be over!
"I dare anyone to raise their hand!" Madam Arison slammed the table and shot up, screaming in fury. She was on the verge of exploding.
BANG!
Another loud slam!
"Mom! Are you sure you want to do this?!" Aileen stood up and slammed her hand on the table, locking eyes with her mother in a fierce stare.
Silence.
This was the final strike.
Alexander had told her again and again before bed the night before: “The final blow—will decide everything.”
Alexander only secured six directors, not because he couldn’t get more, but because he didn’t want Aileen’s power grab to turn into a tug-of-war.
If Aileen directly won the board vote with a majority, Mrs. Arison would confront those who betrayed her afterward. And when Michael returned, he would still be in control of the board. Mrs. Arison could stir things up again..........
So the real key wasn’t controlling the board—it was making Mrs. Arison give up.
She needed to realize that she could no longer control her daughter and had to back down voluntarily.
Otherwise, this would drag on endlessly.
Therefore, Robert himself and the vote he could bring along were part of Alexander’s plan—but it still had to be one vote short. At least one vote short. That last vote had to come willingly from Mrs. Arison herself.
And Alexander’s impression of Mrs. Arison was that, aside from her being too controlling over Aileen, in other aspects… she truly was a good woman.
So…
“I’m going to do this! What am I afraid of?! I’m your mother—how could I not control you?”
“You still know you’re my mother? You still remember we’re family? So why are you doing this to me? Why treat me like this?!”
The mother and daughter slammed the table one after another, their anger flaring into a fierce argument.
Aileen was very emotional—this wasn’t an act. She was speaking her true feelings. She had long wanted to ask her mother why she was treating her this way.
“We are family!” Aileen stared at her mother, her voice strong but tense, breathing heavily. “You know we’re family! Then why do you want to make outsiders laugh at us? Do you think what you’re doing now is good for me? Good for the Arison family? Or good for Golden Fortune?!”
Mrs. Arison locked eyes with her daughter.
She looked at this familiar yet strange daughter, her hands trembling from the intense emotion.
“You can reject my proposal in this vote. You can prevent them from voting for me—you absolutely can! You’re the chairman’s wife! Whether what you do is legal or not, they listen to you! You can do this!” Aileen looked at her mother again. “But I hope you think clearly about what you’re doing today!”
She was reminding her mother.
Alexander had made her aware of this crucial point. He worried Mrs. Arison’s anger would cloud her judgment.
So she had to remind her.
To make Mrs. Arison consider the consequences if things ended like this today.
Mrs. Arison stared wide-eyed at her daughter. Her breathing faltered, like she was holding back sobs.
Not crying.
But emotional.
Aileen said no more and just locked eyes with her mother, waiting either for a rebuke or a response.
Mrs. Arison fully understood the consequences of her actions today.
She understood—very clearly—that if she didn’t allow Aileen’s proposal, the Arison family would face a massive internal conflict that could not be reconciled in the short term.
She never imagined things would escalate this far.
Her original plan was that if no one supported her daughter, Aileen would understand who was in charge, and everything would return to normal.
But the biggest problem now was that Aileen already had the strength to oppose her.
If she continued to resist, not only would family troubles escalate, but the Golden Fortune Group would face even greater problems.
It would directly split Golden Fortune’s board into two major factions.
A complete rupture.
Aileen now controlled nearly half the votes.
If she kept clashing with her, Golden Fortune would face serious turmoil, even causing instability at the top.
Important board resolutions require just one-third of directors to dissent for them to fail, and Aileen already controlled over one-third.
She also had the support of two extremely important insiders.
Mrs. Arison certainly didn’t want such a massive problem at Golden Fortune.
More importantly,
Aileen would still inherit the company eventually—sooner or later, it would be hers.
But if the family really turned against the only daughter and sole heir within the company…
The fallout could even affect whether Aileen could smoothly succeed in the future.
Michael Arison was the largest shareholder but didn’t have absolute control, which was why Gavin was restless.
If he could persuade other shareholders and board members to join his side, he could gain control of the company.
Mrs. Arison considered all these consequences.
She knew that her daughter slamming the table and shouting at her meant she had made up her mind.
But the final decision today was in her hands as the mother.
Would she let the family split, let mother and daughter become enemies, let Golden Fortune split into two factions, plunged into chaos, and give others opportunities to exploit the situation, jeopardizing her daughter’s succession…
Or…
Take a step back?
The more Mrs. Arison thought, the more painful it was.
A family—how could it come to this? Wouldn’t it just benefit outsiders?
Mrs. Arison, after all, loved her daughter.
Clatter—
The chair scraped harshly against the floor.
It was Mrs. Arison.
Eyes bloodshot from the standoff, she suddenly pulled her chair back, stood up without a word, and strode out briskly.
She reached the door, pushed open the boardroom door forcefully, and left without looking back.
She was gone—she had left the board meeting.
Aileen breathed a sigh of relief at that moment, but a wave of guilt and remorse quickly rose in her chest.
She wasn’t sure if she’d been too cruel to her mother, if she had exploited her mother’s love and expectations.
That feeling only lasted a moment.
At this point, Aileen knew there was no turning back.
“Who else supports? Who opposes?” Aileen looked up, expressionless, scanning the people around the table who hadn’t yet spoken, one by one.
Mrs. Arison’s leaving meant she had given up. She had backed down.
So, immediately, someone raised their hand in support.
One by one, the others glanced at each other and slowly raised their hands—everyone did! Including the second-largest shareholder, Gavin, who raised his hand with a scowl.
Because as long as one more person supported Aileen, the vote would pass.
So no matter what they thought inside, none of them could afford to offend Aileen over such a small matter now.
Not supporting her was pointless; it was better to support her.
At this moment,
All those attending this emergency board meeting, called over a “small matter,” understood one thing, one truth:
From now on,
The Arison family and Golden Fortune Group—
Had changed! The era had shifted!
“Since everyone agrees, the motion passes,” Aileen announced. “Meeting adjourned!”
She sat down, expressionless, organizing the papers on the table.
The directors all stood to leave.
Meanwhile,
At the end of the corridor outside the meeting room,
Mrs. Arison walked quickly toward the floor-to-ceiling window, taking out her phone.
She dialed a number, put the phone to her ear, stood silently by the window, pursing her lips while waiting for the call to connect.
Two seconds later, it connected.
“The meeting’s over?” Michael Arison asked directly. “Is our daughter okay emotionally? Don’t be too harsh on her. She’s grown up. Just let her know when she’s wrong.”
Hearing her husband’s voice, Mrs. Arison, who had been holding back, suddenly had tears stream down her face.
“Honey, I can’t control our daughter anymore…” she said, breaking down into tears.
She only showed her weakness and helplessness to her husband. She really had no way out—her only choice was to complain.
“What? Don’t… don’t cry. What happened?” Michael, on the other end, sounded shocked and confused.
He hadn't heard his wife cry like this in a very long time. What kind of catastrophe had shaken her to this extent?
The last time Madam Arison broke down in tears was two years ago, when Michael was rushed to the hospital for emergency treatment.
"Don't cry, okay? What happened? What do you mean you can't control our daughter anymore?" He asked gently, trying to comfort her.
Madam Arison sniffled, wiped away her tears, took a deep breath to calm herself, and then told Michael everything.
Every detail.
Michael was stunned.
Because… it was unbelievable.
He couldn't begin to imagine how his daughter had pulled it off. Harry had turned his back on Gavin. Troy, despite being an independent board member, had sided with her. Then there was the incredibly influential CFO… and others…
Each one, individually, was impossible to sway. But all together?
And yet Aileen had done it.
"…That girl, she just hates that I'm too controlling. She no longer sees me as her mother. I don't even know what Jasmine Doran told her yesterday…" Madam Arison muttered.
"It wouldn't be Jasmine," Michael interrupted her gently.
He knew about Aileen meeting Jasmine yesterday—Madam Arison had called and told him last night. But he didn't think it was a bad thing. He understood their daughter better than her mother. He knew how much stress Aileen was under and thought it was good for her to let loose a bit. Connecting with someone like Jasmine could actually be beneficial.
But today's boardroom coup?
That only proved it wasn't about Jasmine. Jasmine Doran wasn't the type to meddle. She had her own messes, a broken relationship with her family—there's no way she'd get deeply involved.
At most, Jasmine was just the last straw on the camel's back.
Those board members who sided with Aileen, there's no way they all flipped in one day.
Michael concluded that his daughter must have been laying the groundwork for a long time, waiting for the right moment to strike. And Jasmine? Most likely, the final "outsider ally" she brought in, as a proof of her networking power.
Sure, Jasmine might have said something impactful yesterday.
But! If it hadn't been her, it could've been anyone else. The real issue wasn't others—it was that Aileen had already made up her mind!
“Alright, alright… don’t feel so wronged… Our daughters' all grown up now…" Michael sighed. He was more open-minded than his wife. After all, he didn't know how many years he had left—he could go at any time.
Seeing Aileen suddenly step up and become independent, even if her method was a bit ruthless, was impressive. The strength and decisiveness she showed... Michael felt proud. She didn't let him down.
Right now, this Aileen—was far more qualified to take over Golden Fortune Group than ever before!
She was his only daughter—what else could he hope for?
At the same time…
The board members, assistants, and secretaries began leaving the meeting room. The session was over. They noticed Madam Arison standing down the corridor, half-hidden near the corner. It was apparent she was on the phone, and everyone could guess who she was calling.
No one dared go over.
Nor was there a need to.
There were elevators at both ends of the hallway.
Some of the departing staff looked back, their expressions either complicated or relaxed.
Inside the meeting room…
Two people remained.
Aileen Arison and Robert Langston.
After putting down his phone, Robert said to her, "It's still busy. He's probably on the phone with your mom. I'll call your dad a little later to explain…" He chuckled, looked at Aileen—who was clearly not in a great mood—and asked, "Regretting it?"
Aileen shook her head without answering.
"Relax," Robert said, smiling and sighing. "What's done is done. From my point of view, you were right! You've gotten this far, and your uncle fully supports you!"
"Thank you, Uncle Rob," Aileen replied quietly.
They chatted a bit more—nothing too deep. Robert simply offered some encouragement. He understood how conflicted she must feel. On one hand, she had just defied her mother using such forceful means, damaging their relationship. On the other hand… she didn't know how Michael would respond.
That uncertainty was weighing on her.
Ring ring—
Aileen's phone lit up.
Both she and Robert looked at it.
He stood up and headed for the door, saying, "Go ahead and talk with your parents. Have a good chat."
He left.
Aileen stared at the screen for a full ten seconds before answering and saying softly, "Father…"
"Aileen…" Michael said, pausing briefly. He had so much to say, all planned out in his mind. But the moment the call connected, he no longer wanted to lecture.
Everything condensed into one heartfelt statement: "You've grown up. You're the pride of the Arison family. I'm proud of you! Do your best. Golden Fortune… will depend on you."
"Father…" Aileen covered her mouth, her voice trembling. She almost burst into tears.
He wasn't angry.
"I'll be back the day after tomorrow. Then we'll sit down and talk properly," Michael said.
"Okay, Father. Actually, I…" Aileen started.
"No need to explain. I understand… Go see your mom. She's hurt. Comfort her. We'll talk more when I'm back."
"Okay. Dad, don't forget to take your meds, and don't…"
Father and daughter exchanged a few more words before hanging up.
When Aileen exited the conference room, the hallway was empty—except for Robert and Mrs Arison, who were standing at the far end. They were talking. Robert heard Aileen's heels and glanced back, then said something to the older woman.
As Aileen approached, Robert entered the nearest elevator and headed down.
"Mom!" she called out softly.
"I'm not your mom!" Mrs Arison snapped back instantly.
"Mom, you were crying?" Aileen asked gently.
"I wasn't!" Mrs Arison said while wiping her eye. Then she tried to walk away, but Aileen stood in her path.
"Move!"
"Mom, don't be like this."
"Why not? You're so capable now that I can no longer control you. Isn't that what you want? Let me go!"
"Mom! We're a family. Please don't…"
"You still know we're family? You still know I'm your mother?" Mrs. Arison's voice rose, growing more emotional. "Then why would you do this to me? Why? Why treat me this way…" She shouted and slapped Aileen on the shoulder, then broke down, hugging her daughter and crying into her shoulder, sobbing and asking why.
For the first time in her life, Mrs Arison cried in her daughter's arms.
"Mom, things will get better. We'll be okay…" Aileen whispered, hugging her mother back, her own eyes misting.
It was over! Aileen knew—thanks to that man's help, she had won. Completely.
 

 
Not long after the board meeting ended…
News of Aileen Arison's decisive power grab inside Golden Fortune Group spread like wildfire throughout NY's business circle!
The more important someone was, the earlier they heard about it!
This wasn't a secret board meeting. There was nothing to hide. And including assistants and secretaries, over thirty people had been present. Each of them had their connections, networks, and interests.
And this was a bombshell that would shake Golden Fortune to its very core.
The shock value was massive, so it spread fast!
Not just because Aileen had shattered her long-standing image as the obedient, sensible daughter, that only added fuel to the gossip.
The real reason? Golden Fortune was the crown jewel of NY—a commercial titan rooted locally and radiating influence across the nation. Its web of interests was massive.
Magical Glamour Company — CEO's Office.
Jasmine Doran was typing at her keyboard, preparing to send a company-wide internal email.
Ring ring—
Her phone rang.
She paused, picked it up, and answered, "Dan?"
"Sis, have you heard?!" Dante's tone was strange, tinged with an odd, gleeful excitement, as if he were about to spill juicy gossip.
"Heard what?" Jasmine frowned in confusion.
“You don’t know?” Now it was his turn to sound confused.
“What exactly do I know? What are you talking about?” She was still dazed.
“Aileen Arison! The eldest daughter of the Arison family!” He fired back, then asked Jasmine, “Wasn’t she with you yesterday? Even stayed over at your place. Haven’t you two been pretty close lately? You haven’t heard?”
Dante knew Aileen stayed at Jasmine’s place yesterday, of course—it was she who had told him.
Lately, he had been trying to deal with a massive problem of his own, and he’d been calling his sister nearly every afternoon. Today was no exception. During today’s call, Dante had asked her if there was any misunderstanding with the Arison family and if she needed him to step in.
He knew what had happened outside Alexander’s house in the alley.
There were too many people there, especially after Madam Arison showed up. Both sides had dozens of bodyguards on site, completely blocking off the alley entrance. It was impossible not to draw attention to oneself. Among the crowd watching… was a follower of a follower of Dante’s follower! Just a low-level thug!
Dante had people all over.
Basically, every street punk in NY City was one of his informants.
Of course, not everything was reported to him.
However, yesterday, Jasmine revealed her identity in public. The thug who saw her realized it was “Young Master Dante’s” sister and passed the word up the chain, eventually reaching him.
He’d also heard that once Madam Arison arrived, she had shaken hands and spoken cordially with Jasmine. So he hadn’t bothered to call and ask her about it.
He knew his sister liked to handle things on her own. She was strong-willed to the core and hated it when he barged into her affairs without warning.
While he did protect his sister, he knew his boundaries.
So he hadn’t called her on purpose. It wasn’t until their usual noon call today that he casually brought it up. Jasmine hadn’t said much in response—just that it was a minor misunderstanding and that she and Aileen were friends. She even mentioned Aileen had stayed over at her place.
But when Jasmine heard Dante mention “Aileen Arison,” now, she abruptly stood up, her expression shifting drastically.
“Sis… what’s wrong?” Dante, who heard the unusual tone and could even hear her breathing become erratic, asked quickly.
“What did you hear? Speak! No nonsense!” She demanded.
“You really don’t know?” Dante asked again, then went on, “Hey! I just heard it myself. News from the Golden Fortune Group board just broke—not long ago, they had a meeting… Aileen completely turned on her parents during the board meeting! She’s seriously something! Picked a fight with Madam Arison over a small matter—just looking for trouble! I heard she had secretly secured support from half of Golden Fortune’s board members ahead of time, including prominent figures like Robert Langston. Mother and daughter had a huge argument in the boardroom… and then…”
Dante relayed all the information he had just received to Jasmine in one go.
He described it exactly as it was told to him—vivid and dramatic.
He only ever talked this much with his sister, with this much energy. He didn’t even find it tiring.
Jasmine listened with a look of shock, saying nothing.
“…After Madam Arison stormed out, the vote passed. Aileen got unanimous support!” Dante clicked his tongue as he finished, “Tsk! She’s really something! Better than me! Daring enough to rebel against her own family and seize power! And she succeeded! Who knows how long she’s been planning this behind the scenes… now it feels like even Michael Arison won’t be able to control her when he returns. What’s he supposed to do—disown her? She’s his only daughter! Nothing he can do!”
In terms of street smarts and social saviness, Dante really was more perceptive than Jasmine.
When he heard the news, he immediately realized that even Michael Arison wouldn’t be able to do anything about it, even if he returned. Aileen was the only daughter, the sole heir. There was truly nothing he could do!
When Dante finished speaking, Jasmine still hadn’t said a word.
She was still stuck in that state of shock.
If she hadn’t known the inside story, she wouldn’t have been this shaken. At most, she’d just be surprised.
But she did know the inside story—she knew exactly what had happened. Even knowing what happened, she still couldn’t figure out how it had succeeded… and yet it had. Out of nowhere!
“Sis, are you still there?” Dante asked again.
“Yeah, I’m here…” Jasmine snapped back to reality.
“What’s wrong, sis? What happened…” he pressed.
“Nothing, really. Just thought of something,” She replied, her tone back to normal.
“Alright, that’s all I wanted to tell you. Nothing else…” Dante seemed like he was about to hang up, but suddenly added, “Oh right, sis! I think… from now on, when you deal with Aileen Arison, you should be careful. Don’t get too close to her. Don’t get too personal…”
“Hm? Why?” She asked, not understanding what he meant.
“Don’t you think… she’s terrifying?” Dante said, his tone heavy with a sense of eerie tension. “She’s the recognized number one beauty in NY! The number one heiress! Daughter of the city’s richest man! Everyone sees her as heaven’s favorite—almost perfect. Great personality, good temper, well-mannered, highly educated, super-intelligent, and gorgeous beyond belief… Sis, think about it now—don’t you find that terrifying?”
Jasmine already understood what her brother was trying to say.
“No one ever says anything bad about her. She’s universally seen as mature and obedient. The impression she gives the outside world is just… too perfect. You can barely find a single flaw…” He continued, “But today she seized power with a thunderous move. One strike! And it worked! Sis, don’t you think… that level of cunning is terrifying?”
“She’s too terrifying! I feel like… if she were born in ancient times, she’d be the kind of woman who could suddenly stage a coup and become empress…” Dante’s final comment was a bit exaggerated.
But Jasmine now completely understood what her brother was getting at.
Even he thought Aileen Arison was a frighteningly dangerous woman!
The kind that makes your hair stand on end!
Because… the contrast between Aileen’s past and present was too extreme!
So extreme it defied belief!
Dante was exaggerating on purpose because he was worried about his sister. He didn’t want her to trust the wrong person. Anyone dealing with someone like Aileen needed to keep their guard up.
However!
Jasmine knew the truth!
The truly terrifying one wasn’t Aileen Arison—
It was the man behind her—Alexander!
Alexander’s level of terror was several degrees higher than what Dante imagined from the events he knew!
Because… there had been no long-term secret planning. The prep before the takeover? It only happened last night. Barely took a few hours!
“All right, I got it. I’m hanging up now,” Jasmine said and hung up immediately, then quickly opened her contacts and dialed another number.
She was calling Alexander!




Chapter 10: Family reunited.

Zenith Garden Community, Property Management Surveillance Room.
Alexander leaned back in his chair, still watching the surveillance feed. The monitor showed Frank Delaney still confronting his first love, Melissa Hart, at her front door. It had been going on for almost half an hour now. Throughout the entire time, Frank had been holding the door, preventing her from closing it.
Frank had already worn her down to the point where she wasn’t even speaking anymore. Her face was cold and expressionless. No matter what he said, she didn’t respond—just stared at him, using silence as her only resistance.
Frank had already said everything that needed to be said. He had stirred up plenty of old memories for Melissa and laid the groundwork well.
“You guys can go up now,” Alexander turned and said to the five security guards, then reminded them again, “Don’t forget to pick up the bag of Eggs and Cheese wraps…and give it back to Mr. Delaney. Make it look natural…”
Everything was arranged in advance!
Before even arriving here, Frank had already used his connections to get in touch with the owner of the property management company that oversees this community. With the help of that boss, Frank made his way here, linked up with the property manager, and before heading upstairs, had a little chat with the security guards.
The guards left, slightly nervous but also excited!
Alexander continued watching the surveillance.
Soon, he saw the guards riding the elevator up through the display.
The show was about to begin!
Right then—
Ring ring ring…
His phone rang. Alexander pulled it out and glanced at the screen, and then smiled.
It was Jasmine calling!
Alexander wasn’t sure whether Jasmine would call him first or Aileen. It depended on when Jasmine got the news and how long it took Aileen to smooth things over with her mother after the board meeting.
But one thing he did know—
If Jasmine called him first, that meant Aileen had succeeded!
“Busy,” Alexander answered with a light chuckle.
“Aileen succeeded!” Jasmine’s voice was low and serious.
“Yeah, I know,” He replied casually.
“She called you?”
“Not yet…”
“Then how do you know?”
“My plans always succeed.”
There was a pause on Jasmine’s end. That sentence—“My plans always succeed”—would strike anyone as arrogant! Cocky beyond belief! But… with what Jasmine knew, even she didn’t dare dismiss Alexander that way!
The more she got to know Alexander, the more terrifying he became to her.
He could do so much with so little.
Completely unpredictable!
“You’re not planning to tell me why it succeeded? I honestly can’t understand it. So many parts just don’t add up. I really hope you’ll explain it to me, okay?” Jasmine spoke with a tone that bordered on asking for guidance.
“We’ll talk when we meet. I’m a little busy right now. Or you can ask Aileen—she should be able to explain it clearly now. Ask her…” Alexander’s tone suddenly quickened. “Can’t talk—got something going on.”
“You—”
Jasmine didn’t even have time to say anything more. He had already hung up.
Because he saw it, the five guards had appeared on the ninth-floor camera feed.
Ninth Floor.
The five security guards stepped out of the elevator one after another. Leading the group was a short-haired guard in his early twenties. As soon as he stepped out, he looked toward Apartment 901’s door. Frank was still there, holding the door and rambling to Melissa.
“You again? We’ve been watching you on the cameras for half an hour! Do you realize you’re disturbing the neighbors? We’ve already had complaints!” the guard shouted.
His tone wasn’t aggressive—more annoyed than anything.
As he spoke, he led the others over. There was still the egg and cheese wraps in a plastic bag Melissa had thrown out earlier, lying by the wall. As he passed, the short-haired guard casually picked up the plastic bag and asked, “Whose is this? Still want it?”
“Mine, mine!” Frank quickly said. That’s when he remembered—Alexander had told him that if the food got tossed, he had to pick it back up and hold onto it.
When he first saw Melissa, he got so nervous he forgot.
The guards approached the door. The short-haired one casually handed the bag back to Frank, then said, “Alright, enough already. You’re family, right? It’s been days. If you have to argue, do it inside. Don’t cause trouble at the door…”
“Who’s family with him? I don’t even know him! He’s harassing us! Good thing you guys are here—hurry up and get rid of him!” Melissa snapped, speaking fast.
“Don’t… don’t say that…” Frank turned to look at her.
“Come on, man… time to go, Mr. Delaney…” the short-haired guard said as he lightly grabbed Frank’s arm.
“What are you doing? Don’t touch me!” Frank snapped, shaking off the guard and glaring at him.
“Oh? What’s your problem?” The guard’s tone instantly changed. He gave Frank a once-over and added, “Look, Mr. Big Shot, better think carefully. You didn’t bring bodyguards today! I don’t care what you do for a living. If you’re causing trouble here, we’ve got to step in!”
“I’m not leaving! I’m talking to my wife! You lot—get lost!”
“Who are you telling to get lost? You cussing us out now? Is that how all you rich types act? Let me warn you! We’ve put up with your crap for days! Don’t think a bit of money makes you special. We’ve seen plenty of nouveau riche punks like you! You even know who our boss is? Name alone would scare you half to death!”
“Are you threatening me? I’m not leaving! Go ahead, touch me—I dare you!”
“Touch you? Oh, we’ll touch you! Here!” The short-haired man raised his hands as if to punch Frank.
Frank’s face darkened. He raised his fist to hit back.
But he stopped himself. He glanced at Melissa, holding back with great effort.
He had promised her earlier—he’d change, treat her better, wouldn’t be the impulsive man who always picked fights anymore.
“You still wanna fight? Get out of here!” the short-haired guard shouted, grabbing and yanking at Frank hard.
Another guard also grabbed Frank.
Frank struggled fiercely. Even at 56, besides his weak stamina, he was in great shape. With one swing of his arm, he threw a skinny guard to the ground.
“I’m not leaving! All of you—get the hell out of my way!” Frank roared.
“You just hit one of us?! Get him! Stupid rich bastard!”
The guards, all young and hot-headed, weren’t about to back down. They ganged up on Frank instantly!
One of them kicked Frank straight into the wall! Frank dropped the plastic bag holding the food—he couldn’t hold onto it. It got stepped on.
Frank didn’t even fight back. Instead, he picked up the bag and clutched it tightly to his chest.
Chaos erupted!
It was total chaos!
Melissa had thought the guards would just drag Frank away—she didn’t expect a full-blown beatdown.
“You…” Melissa stepped out, then froze. She only got one word out before steeling herself and falling silent again.
Inside, her son Jordan had also come to the door and was watching.
From the living room, the child’s crying started again.
Frank couldn’t possibly fight off five young men alone. He couldn’t even get to his feet—blow after blow landed on him. At first, he still tried to get up. But eventually, he gave up.
“Go ahead! Beat me! If you’ve got the guts, beat me to death! I’m not leaving! No wife, no kid—what’s the point of living?!” he shouted.
“Playing the loyal fool now? FUCK you!” one guard cursed.
Before the fight, the young men might’ve held back. But once it started, their adrenaline surged, and they didn’t care about consequences anymore!
Frank stopped shouting. He curled up on the ground, clutching the bag.
His entire body was covered in footprints.
The short-haired guard kicked him again, flipping him over.
As Frank rolled over, out of view of the others, he quickly stuffed something into his mouth—just as another guard kicked him in the stomach.
Pfft—
Frank coughed up blood!
He was beaten to the point of vomiting blood!
“Stop—” Melissa finally screamed—but her voice was drowned out by another, even more furious one!
“Don’t hit my dad!! Hit him and I’ll fucking kill you!” Jordan, who had never truly hated his father and had long wanted to intervene, finally snapped the moment Frank vomited blood.
And he didn’t just try to break up the fight—he charged in, throwing a kick that knocked one of the guards over!
At that moment, in the surveillance room, Alexander smiled.
In the end, blood runs thicker than water.
This belief runs deep in most cultures—it's ingrained in the bones. How many adopted children grow up only to search for their birth parents, even abandoning the ones who raised them, returning to the ones who once gave them up? It's heartless, no doubt, but… that's how traditional thinking is.
Blood ties are everything!
Frank's case wasn't quite the same. Although he had never raised Jordan, not even for a day, that was only because he didn't know he existed. The one he owed the most to was Melissa Hart. As for his son, Frank had always wanted only one thing—to make it up to him.
He wanted to reclaim his son—to leave his entire business empire, his billion-dollar fortune, to his son!
Jordan didn't take action out of greed. What made him crack was that, as a human being… he couldn't just stand by and watch his biological father get beaten until he spat blood and do nothing.
It was a bitter scheme!
A simple but effective one—devised by Alexander.
Even though Alexander always pursued perfection and had warned Frank repeatedly that not a single step could go wrong… in truth, even if there were minor flaws—even if Melissa Hart suspected it was all a performance-it wouldn't be a big issue.
As long as the part where Frank spat blood wasn't exposed, it was enough!
Yes, the blood was fake.
He had prepared a blood capsule used in film shoots, sourced from a crew filming in NY. Frank made the call and pulled some strings to get it during lunch.
Alexander simply didn't believe that, after seeing Frank get beaten until he vomited blood, Melissa and Jordan could still hold back. Alexander understood them—he knew they were good people.
Ninth floor.
After Jordan rushed out, he went wild.
The guards had indeed used real force on Frank, but with some restraint. Jordan, however, had no such filter! Even though he was a programmer, he'd inherited Frank's genes—he was tall and physically capable.
The guards were stunned. They couldn't fight back, but if they faked it, they'd be seen right through.
"Enough! Stop it! Stop hitting him, all of you!" Melissa suddenly screamed.
It was so sudden, it startled everyone into freezing on the spot.
Her eyes were red. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she covered her mouth and turned around to head back inside—but after only a few seconds, she turned back around and ran out again, going to the wall to help Frank up—dragging him, hard.
Jordan immediately came over to help his mother lift his father. Frank seemed unable to stand on his own. The mother and son supported him, bringing him into the apartment.
Bang!
The door to Apartment 901 slammed shut from the inside, leaving only a group of angry, scowling security guards outside.
In the surveillance room, Alexander stood up and picked up the walkie-talkie on the table. "That's a wrap. Good job."
The voice of Alexander came through the earpiece of the lead guard.
Alexander set the walkie-talkie down, straightened his suit, and walked out of the surveillance room.
He could leave now.
Mission accomplished.
Melissa still loved Frank. The more she had loved him back then, the more she hated him now—but it was only because she couldn't get over the barrier in her heart.
After Frank found out the truth about his cheating wife, he filed for divorce the very next day. So technically, Frank and Melissa were both single—unmarried, first loves. The only obstacle left between them was that mental block in Melissa's heart.
And now that Melissa had helped Frank back into her home… by doing so voluntarily, she'd already crossed that barrier! Her heart had softened. From this point on, there was no second path. Only one ending remained—a family reunited.
Alexander had no intention of getting involved any further.
Frank's second favor has now been obtained.
The rest, he would handle on his own.




Chapter 11: Begging.

Alexander returned to the Lamborghini, which was parked on the side of the road. He pulled out his phone, scrolled through his call history, and removed a number from the block list… the same number he had blocked earlier when he and Frank were heading to the barbershop.
All intentional. Just to make the guy sweat.
Now it was time to handle some real business.
Alexander started the car and headed straight for the Tree Island Café.
Over ten minutes later—
Ring ring ring…
Alexander picked up the call without hesitation.
"What the hell is your problem?! You blocked me? Screwing with me now?!" The low voice was filled with rage. He didn't know how Alexander had found out he was a "double agent" or that he was secretly transferring assets overseas.
He was scared. Terrified.
However, after they'd agreed on a meeting time, Alexander never showed up. Kept saying he was busy. Eventually, the guy couldn't even get through—calls went straight to voicemail.
He'd tried calling Alexander countless times that afternoon, growing increasingly agitated. He even considered using a new number. He hadn't expected the call to go through this time.
"Apologize to me," Alexander said coolly, "and maybe I'll give you a chance."
"You want me to apologize?! Let me tell you—I'll find out who you are, and I'll—"
Alexander hung up before he could finish and kept driving.
One minute later—
Ring ring ring…
The phone rang again. Alexander picked it up immediately.
"Bro! Bro, I don't want to argue! Just tell me when you're coming, give me a time, I—"
Alexander hung up again.
Thirty seconds later—
The phone rang again. Alexander answered.
"I was wrong. I'm sorry. I apologize. Just tell me when you're coming." The voice was still low, but the anger was being suppressed.
"Fifteen minutes," Alexander said, then hung up again.
Over ten minutes later—
Outside the Tree Island Café.
It wasn't right on the main street, but the location wasn't too remote either. It was part of NY's old commercial zone. Nowadays, it is considered the "old town," but the foot traffic is still heavy. The buildings nearby were all low-rise, giving off a vibe that was both bustling and laid-back.
Alexander parked his Lamborghini by the side of the road.
He got out, glanced at his watch, then looked up at the café's sign.
From the exterior, it was clearly a place with a cozy, artistic vibe.
As he walked toward the entrance—but before stepping in—two young people who had just gone inside turned around and came back out. A couple. Their expressions looked off. The guy muttered, "That was scary…" and the girl whispered, "Let's find another place…"
As Alexander passed the couple, the young man noticed him and whispered, "Hey man, don't go in. Something is going on inside…"
"Yeah, it's terrifying…" the girl added quietly, her voice low and anxious, like she was afraid someone would overhear.
The couple was surprisingly considerate.
"Thanks," Alexander smiled politely at them, then—still with one hand in his suit pocket—walked straight in.
The couple watched for a second, then hurried away without saying more.
As soon as Alexander entered the café, dozens of eyes turned to him.
The atmosphere inside was exactly as tense and terrifying as they'd said.
The Tree Island Café wasn't small, and it had a stylish interior, featuring around twenty to thirty tables in total, a mix of two-seaters and four-seaters. Along the inner wall was a long bar counter.
There was even a second floor.
By the time Alexander entered the café, there were already more than thirty "customers" on the first floor.
All of them were men, most between twenty and forty years old. Some were especially burly. Most had military-style buzz cuts. Some wore black suits, others did not—but all of them were evenly spaced throughout the café, occupying nearly every table.
This was not the everyday demographic makeup of a coffee shop.
The moment anyone walked in, they'd feel something was off, especially since all these men turned to look at the door at the same time. And not one of them had a friendly expression.
Alexander knew precisely who they were. He knew they were all from the same "security company."
He paused slightly at the entrance. Practically everyone looked over—but almost immediately, most of them looked away. After all, Alexander appeared to be in his early twenties, about college age. To them, he was just another customer here for coffee, not the person they were waiting for.
Expression calm, Alexander scanned the café, then headed toward the west side, toward the innermost seat by the wall.
The crowd turned to look at him again, some visibly surprised.
This guy got guts.
Ever since this group had taken over the café, not a single customer had dared walk past the entrance. Every person who entered that afternoon had stopped dead, then turned and walked out immediately. No one dared to stay.
But this young man was still walking in?
At a four-person booth against the western wall sat a gaunt, middle-aged man with a shaved head and sunken cheeks. He'd been looking at his phone, but when he caught sight of Alexander approaching from the corner of his eye, he glanced up and froze slightly, frowning.
A young man this bold?
He thought Alexander was just another customer looking for a seat—maybe heading upstairs.
But Alexander stopped at his booth, pulled out the chair across from him, sat down, crossed his legs, leaned back, one hand still in his suit pocket, and smiled:
"You've been waiting a while."
The shaved-headed man's face changed, clearly stunned. He suddenly stood up and slammed his hands on the table.
"You're the one who called me?!" he shouted—not with certainty, but with disbelief.
Alexander looked too young!
Though the voice on the phone had sounded youthful, the man never imagined he'd be this young.
Screech—clatter!
The moment the man stood up and slapped the table, all thirty-some people on the first floor rose in unison. Chairs scraped the floor, the noise loud and chaotic. In a heartbeat, the café felt completely packed—people standing everywhere.
Alexander was the only one still seated.
Every eye turned to him.
But Alexander remained perfectly calm, smiling at the man across the table.
"Yes, it was me. Surprised?"
He tilted his head slightly, glancing around at the pack of men glaring at him. Then he turned back with a grin:
"What's this supposed to be? Trying to intimidate me? You want your whole crew here to hear all your dirty secrets? Let them spread the word for you?"
The shaved-headed man's facial muscles twitched.
Alexander's composure was beyond anything he had imagined.
Despite all this setup, the young man wasn't rattled in the slightest!
Of course, he wasn't.
Even in the worst-case scenario—if it came to a fight—this group of thirty-some men, in a café like this, open space with furniture and angles that could be leveraged… they wouldn't be able to take Alexander down alone.
Besides—
There was no way a fight would break out today. Alexander knew it.
The man across from him—this bald, middle-aged coward—didn't dare lay a finger on him!
The entire performance, the people, the "intimidation"—it was all for one reason: He was afraid of dying.
He had gotten himself into something he never should have touched.
He was already transferring assets and planning to flee the country.
He was terrified.
"Who are you?" the man asked, his voice low and his eyes staring intently.
"You've had my number for hours. And you still haven't figured out who I am? Pathetic." Alexander smiled again—this time with a hint of mockery.
The man's face darkened, eyelids twitching violently.
Alexander had just called him a failure to his face—and laughed—yet he didn't know what to say in return. Should he lash out? He didn't dare! He had no idea who Alexander was, who might be backing him, or who had sent him. And the secrets Alexander held—they were lethal.
But if he did nothing—well, his men were all watching. If, as the boss, he just stood there being insulted and didn't even dare fight back, then…
Bang!
"Who the fuck are you?!" the man roared, slamming both hands on the table and leaning forward threateningly.
He chose "attempt to intimidate"x2.
Alexander merely frowned and said coldly,
"You know what? I hate it when people use foul language with me. It appears that you're not taking this discussion seriously. Fine, then—I'll send you on your way."
He pulled out his phone, placed it on the table, opened his contacts, and called a number labeled "Dante Doran."
Ring… ring…
"Hey, Brother-in-law!" came the cheerful voice from the other end, full of warmth and enthusiasm. Before Alexander could say a word, the voice continued,
"What a coincidence! I was just thinking about calling you, and you beat me to it!"
The café, though full of people, was sealed and quiet. Alexander hadn't turned on speakerphone, but in that kind of environment—his phone placed flat on the table—the man sitting closest could hear everything.
The bald man's face underwent a drastic change. He instantly recognized Dante's voice.
He just called this young man… brother-in-law?!
He knew immediately who Alexander was!
He remembered! All of NY had been talking about it these last few days. The age matched, too!
"Oh? You were going to call me? About what?" Alexander smiled, eyes on the phone.
"Brother-in-law, do you know about Arison Group? I wanted to ask if you've heard anything inside."
"Arison, huh… of course I've heard." Alexander chuckled.
"You do know!" Dante sounded surprised. Then he quickly asked,
"So what happened with Aileen—how did she…"
"Your curiosity runs deep, huh?" Alexander interrupted.
"No, no, it's nothing like that," Dante said quickly. "Just making conversation. We're family, brother-in-law—you don't need to hide things from me…"
"Well… It's a bit complicated," Alexander replied.
"Then we'll talk some other time." Dante changed the subject quickly. "Right, why'd you call me, brother-in-law?"
"Nothing big. Just a little matter. You've got a traitor near you. I need you to take care of it," Alexander said lightly, almost casually.
But things on the other end instantly shifted.
"A traitor?!"
The bald man flinched. He slid out from behind the table and inched closer to Alexander, one hand raised—he wanted to do something—but stopped himself.
"FUCK! Who?! Who the hell is it? Brother-in-law, you just say the word—I'll pop him right now!"
Click clack!
After Dante spoke, the distinct sound of a handgun being loaded rang out in the background.
Dante was known for always carrying a gun.
He'd already drawn it.
"He—" Alexander had just begun to speak—
Thud!
When a sound came from his side.
Alexander glanced down.
The bald, middle-aged man had suddenly dropped to his knees beside Alexander's chair, his palms pressed together, his face filled with desperate pleading. He was trembling—but didn't dare make a sound.
The bald middle-aged man chickened out! Completely chickened out, not caring that there was a group of subordinates watching in the café—
Because he was afraid of dying! Terrified!
This was a person who bullied the weak but feared the strong.
His name was Anthony Ramirez, owner of Hudson Shield Security Group, general manager of the Greater New York Property Group, a member of the New York State Security Association board, and a representative on the city Council.
Initially, he was just someone connected to the Sutherland family. Four years ago, he didn't even know James Sutherland well, or barely knew him, having only close relations with some direct family members.
In the security industry, contacts are typically found within the public security system; however, Anthony was also the boss of a property company in NY, so his network was somewhat broader.
Four years ago, shortly after Jasmine Doran came here to start a business, James began sending people to New York and used his connections to bribe some local figures to work for him.
That was how Anthony became one of James' men.
At first, Anthony felt lucky—getting close to the top figure of the Sutherland family's third generation was like a "godsend"!
James told him to keep an eye on NY's situation and occasionally send people to watch Jasmine. There was no need to do anything else, at most just surveillance. Anthony wasn't afraid of this.
Because he had heard from James that the Sutherlands wanted to marry Jasmine, and the Doran family also hoped the marriage would proceed.
In other words, on this matter, he was building ties with James. He wouldn't offend the Doran family, at worst offending Jasmine Doran herself—but she was going to marry James anyway...
Calculating it all, he thought it was all benefit, no harm! So he joined in!
But soon, he regretted it so much he wanted to die!
Because he discovered James' real rival in NY wasn't Jasmine Doran, but Jasmine's younger brother, the eldest grandson of the Doran family's main branch—Dante Doran.
Dante was a rising star!
When Jasmine came to NY, Dante had just graduated from college, but he had started laying plans two years earlier. After settling in, his rise shocked Anthony!
In a very short time, everyone on the streets of NY was under Dante's command! The top figures all had some connection with him!
Although a newcomer, he quickly became an influential figure in controlling the city. Suddenly, it all became his territory!
And fiercely protected his elder sister! In a desperate way!
Not only that!
In the following years, although James provided Anthony with many benefits, the tasks assigned to him became increasingly dangerous. James even sent trusted men to NY, asking Anthony to arrange for them... to infiltrate both Jasmine and Dante's inner circles!
This was extremely risky! Not simple stalking—if caught, stalking is just something to shake off, and the blame would fall on James directly, not on the middleman.
But if trusted men were actually planted inside Jasmine and Dante's close circles, that would be big trouble... getting caught would be disastrous!
And Anthony had no choice.
He was already too deep in.
He complied, using his unique contacts within the industry to place James's men as security guards in the residential communities where the Doran siblings lived.
Later, he learned that the two men had disappeared without a trace, but no blame was attributed to Anthony; many things afterward also didn't implicate him.
But as the saying goes, the longer you walk by the river, the wetter your shoes get.
In June last year, Anthony was sleeping at his mistress's place when he was suddenly knocked unconscious and taken away... When he woke up, he saw Dante sitting on the sofa loading bullets into a pistol...
He didn't know how Dante discovered him, but he had.
To save his life, Anthony knelt and kowtowed, spilling everything about James. He was bawling, sniffing, and begging, finally promising Dante that he would be a mole, that whenever James assigned him something or had other plans in NY, he would tip Dante off...
When desperate to live, this guy really knew how to talk! He even managed to convince Dante!
But the moment he turned around, he betrayed Dante, reporting everything back to James because he was entangled too deeply with the Sutherlands and even more afraid of them...
James didn't kill him but used him to feed false information to Dante.
That was how Anthony became a "double agent"!
He walked a tightrope between the two, with a bottomless abyss beneath. One wrong step and it was endless damnation!
In nicer words, he was playing both sides. In other words, he was courting death—big time!
After over a year as a double agent, Anthony was really struggling! Because James' moves were growing larger and more frequent...
He knew clearly that if what he did this past year was discovered, he'd die! It would be an "accident" or a "suicide"!
He was terrified! Even considered abandoning his wealth and fleeing abroad, but he couldn't bring himself to leave it all behind.
The café was silent.
More than thirty people inside all looked dumbfounded, staring at Anthony kneeling by Alexander's chair. None of them knew what had happened—it was so sudden!
Some even felt it was bizarre.
Because only those close to Anthony could hear the voice from Alexander's phone on the table; others could only hear faint noises.
"Brother-in-law, tell me! Who is it? Damn it..." Dante Doran cursed and demanded, furious!
Alexander glanced at the pleading Anthony kneeling nearby, smiled, picked up the phone, held it to his ear, and calmly said: "Employee number C0812... someone from your staff."
"Got it! Damn! I'm going to catch him now!" Dante said that, as hurried footsteps were audible in the background.
"Fine, take care of it. Make it clean."
"Don't worry, brother-in-law, thank you!"
"What's there to thank? We're family."
Alexander hung up. The traitor he told Dante about was real! He even knew there were other spies near Dante, but they were peripheral, unable to reach him directly. Revealing those would only alert the enemy prematurely.
Alexander never revealed all his cards at once to anyone.
He put away the phone, smiling as he glanced again at Anthony.
"Thank you! Thank you, Mr. Ciotta. From now on, you're my brother! No! You're my uncle! Thank you, thank you!" He was still kneeling, emotional and without any dignity!
That was who he was, and also one of the reasons he had survived so far.
Alexander also knew that this attitude was utterly untrustworthy! To use this guy against James, Alexander had to control him completely! That required some special methods.
"Ready to talk?" Alexander asked with a smile.
"Y-yes, yes! Whatever you say!" Anthony stood up, stepped back two paces, kowtowed, and gestured for him to come, "Mr. Ciotta, let's go upstairs, upstairs to talk..."
It wasn't convenient to talk here, with more than thirty people around. Their conversation could not be overheard.
Alexander smiled faintly, straightened his suit, and headed for the stairs to the second floor.
Anthony hunched and quickly followed him.
The thirty or so people on the café's first floor stood dumbfounded, their gazes following the two.
Ring ring...
Just as Alexander stepped onto the stairs, his phone rang.
He slowed his pace, pulled out the phone, and answered: "Brother Frank, is it going smoothly?"
"Smooth! Smooth! Hahaha!" Frank Delaney laughed heartily, then changed tone: "Brother, where are you now? I'm coming to find you..."
"I'm busy," Alexander said.
"What's up? Is it that guy who threatened you over the phone earlier?" Frank quickly asked, "Damn it! Who is he? Give me the address, I'll come settle it for you..."
Frank was still at the Zenith residential complex, standing at the corner of the first-floor hallway.
He had just come downstairs and called Alexander. It had only been about forty to fifty minutes since Alexander had left. The reason he came down so quickly, without chatting more with his woman and son, was because... he had to go to the hospital!
He wasn't actually going to the hospital—his coughing up blood was fake. But Melissa and Jordan insisted on taking him there, and he absolutely couldn't let them follow him. Otherwise, the lie would be exposed!
So, he made up an excuse, saying someone was coming to pick him up. He even teased Melissa a bit, saying, "We'll pass by the Clerk's Office on the way to the hospital—let's just get our marriage certificate." That stirred up Melissa's emotions and kept her from following him.
Frank was indeed a bit injured, but he honestly didn't need to go to the hospital.
That's why, once he came downstairs, he immediately called Alexander.
Partly to "share the good news" after the plan succeeded, but more importantly, he still remembered the call Alexander answered while helping him come up with a plan.
Frank Delaney was a man of loyalty!
He didn't like owing people!
Alexander had helped him twice in significant ways, and he had nothing to offer in return. Alexander didn't want money either. That made Frank feel like—if he didn't do something for Alexander, then he'd really be less than a man!
So, he even saw the matter of "Alexander being threatened over the phone" as an opportunity to repay Alexander!
"No need, Frank, I can handle it," said Alexander over the phone.
"What do you mean, no need? Are we brothers or not? If we're brothers, then stop being so hesitant!" Frank got a little worked up. "Remember what I said last time? From now on, we're brothers! If your brother's in trouble, you want me just to stand there and watch? Are we still brothers or not?"
Frank felt uneasy. If he didn't repay some of the favor now, he thought that every time he saw Alexander in the future, he wouldn't be able to look him in the eye.
"I didn't mean it that way, Frank. Things just got better between you and sis-in-law, and you've got stuff going on, too. My issue... just let it go—"
"Enough talk! Give me the address! Stop dragging this out!"
"Frank, I really—"
"Address! You don't think of me as a brother, huh? You think Frank Delaney isn't worthy of being your brother?"
"...Alright then. I'm at Tree Island Café."
"Got it!"
Frank strode quickly out of the building.
He left the residential complex and got into the Audi he'd driven alone earlier to keep a low profile. He didn't drive far before turning into a backstreet.
Parked along the backstreet was a luxury RV, accompanied by a very grand convoy. Among them was the Rolls-Royce that Frank often rode in.
He got out of the Audi, entered the RV, and changed clothes!
In less than ten minutes, Frank Delaney stepped out of the RV in a complete, neatly pressed suit. A makeup artist had also touched up his face.
One thing worth mentioning: although Frank had been beaten, only his body was hit—his face remained untouched. That had been specifically instructed: Don't hit the face, because Frank still had to meet people afterward.
The bruises on his body were minor. Covered by his clothes, no one could see them.
He had clawed his way up from the bottom in the early days. Fighting was how he made it. In those days, demolitions often ended in bloodshed and even death. He'd been through storms of blood, so this kind of minor injury was truly nothing to him!
He quickly got into the car!
The convoy departed!
Straight to Tree Island Café!
Frank didn't even ask who had threatened Alexander—he just went directly!
No need to ask!
Because in NY, there weren't many people who dared not give Frank Delaney respect.




Chapter 12: Checkmate.

Tree Island Café.
Alexander hung up the phone and quickly headed up to the second floor. The second floor was just as large as the first, but it was completely empty and deserted.
That's because Anthony had already brought his men at noon. With his thirty-plus men stationed in the first-floor lobby, anyone who came in was stared down. Even the first floor didn't have customers, let alone the second!
Anthony did this for two reasons. One, he was afraid of dying—afraid something would happen. And two… he wanted the café to have no business, so it would be easier to get things done.
As for why he chose this place to meet Alexander, it was because… the owner of this café was Anthony's mistress. He had funded this café as her business.
In other words, this café was his territory.
Alexander walked to the window on the second floor, casually picked a table, pulled out a chair, and sat down. He turned his head to glance at the street outside.
Anthony followed behind and carefully asked, "Mr. Ciotta, is someone else coming?"
He'd heard Alexander mention "Tree Island Café" on the phone when he came upstairs.
"A friend…" Alexander replied casually, not elaborating, then gestured across the table with a smile. "Sit."
"Yes, sir!" Anthony responded and sat opposite Alexander.
Alexander smiled at him but said nothing more.
Just kept smiling.
Which made Anthony feel a chill down his spine!
"Mr. Alexander, if there's anything you need, just say it. Whatever I can do, I'll make sure it gets done!" Anthony couldn't hold it in anymore. The first thing out of his mouth was a promise.
This guy sure knew how to talk!
Speaking of which, Anthony was quite an interesting person! Alexander understood him, so he knew—this man had guts! He had boldness! He had the ability, too!
But… he was just too greedy. You could say he was flexible, or that he was cowardly and afraid to die. He didn't mind being someone's dog—as long as he could make money!
From this angle, he was actually kind of scary!
But he had a weakness—he loved money, but valued his life even more!
In NY, Anthony was no small figure!
While he couldn't compare with the top-tier people, the fact that every large-scale event, concert, major corporate annual meeting, and various business functions in the city were handled by his security company spoke volumes! It showed that his influence was nothing to scoff at!
Although the security business couldn't compare in scale to other industries, since every company had its own security team and only hired externally under special circumstances—
Still!
Hudson Shield Security Company had a near-monopoly in NY. Even across the country, it ranked among the top. Other companies couldn't compete—they could only take on small gigs. The big ones all went to his company!
Even in some large-scale government events, Anthony could collaborate with the police and have his company take on part of the security responsibilities.
He had deep ties with the police system.
He should never have ended up in a situation where he was so scared he wanted to run—but unfortunately, this time, he had provoked James Sutherland and Dante Doran.
Alexander still sat there smiling at him, not saying a word.
Anthony was on the verge of losing it.
"I reckon…" Alexander finally spoke, glancing out the window, then looking at Anthony with a faint smile. "James Sutherland will soon send someone to take me out. You should know—James has been investigating me from every angle recently…"
Of course, Anthony knew. He already knew that the young man in front of him was Jasmine Doran's boyfriend, Alexander. Even though he wasn't in charge of collecting intelligence on Alexander, he was aware of it.
"Mr. Alexander, I…" He tried to explain something.
"I know you're not the one handling that," Alexander offered reassuringly. Still, his following words made Anthony's hair stand on end. "But I also know—James will have you investigate my activity patterns. Because you have a lot of people…"
Alexander finished with a grin.
Anthony's face changed drastically! As a "double agent," he immediately realized the stakes involved!
"This matter—if you notify Dante, James won't get the chance to move against me. The leak will make him suspicious of you! He'll kill you! But if you don't notify Dante, and James's people succeed in moving against me—regardless of the outcome—Dante will realize something's wrong with you… And you'll still die!"
Alexander smiled again and said, "In other words, a few days from now, no matter what you do… either James Sutherland or Dante Doran will end up killing you! Right?"
A death trap! Anthony was truly in a death trap!
He immediately shot to his feet, eyes wide. Then, with one lunge, he dropped to his knees in front of Alexander and scooted forward on his knees, crying out, "Mr. Alexander! Save me! Please save me!! I'll do whatever you say from now on, Mr. Alexander…"
He knelt again.
He had fallen into a dead end—a "checkmate."
And this checkmate wasn't set up by Alexander.
He brought it upon himself!
In fact, he even knew that this day would come sooner or later. That was why he had been secretly transferring assets and was in such a rush to flee!
Alexander, coming to him today, was merely seizing the opportunity, appearing before the right person at the right time! He didn't know precisely when James Sutherland would make his move, but he could deduce that it wouldn't be long—maybe just a few days away!
James wasn't incompetent, but his obsessive nature…
Once truly enraged, there was nothing he wouldn't do!
And speaking of that, he was the complete opposite of Anthony.
Anthony always weighed gains and losses. He was afraid of dying and constantly considered the consequences. That's precisely why he would never really lose control!
"Mr. Ciotta! Save me! Please save me!" Anthony cried out from his knees, unable to resist clutching at Alexander's pant leg.
"How do you know I can save you?" Alexander glanced at him with a faint smile.
"You! You definitely can! Otherwise, you wouldn't have come to see me. Yes! That must be it. You came to see me, which means you must have a way, right?" Anthony rambled, trying to follow his own line of reasoning. He wasn't stupid.
"Sit." Alexander lifted his chin slightly, motioning to him.
Anthony's face was filled with extreme unease. He stood up and sat down, but he couldn't sit still. He was far too anxious.
He had a performative personality.
So everything he showed, even now, wasn't genuine. But that didn't matter. Alexander only needed to know what was real.
In truth, Anthony was a challenging person to control. He was unpredictable.
But… from another perspective, he was also an extremely easy person to control—if one could grasp his psychological weaknesses.
Alexander needed people who could work for him, not someone like Zach Mitchell, who was loyal to Dante. What Alexander needed was someone who would genuinely work for him—Anthony would be the first!
"I estimate that James… or one of his close subordinates, will contact you very soon. Maybe Cole Donovan," Alexander said with a smile. "If you want to survive, then whatever they tell you to do, you do it. Understand?"
Anthony froze.
He couldn't understand Alexander's logic. With how ruthless James was, if he gave orders… it would surely be to kill Alexander!
But now Alexander himself was saying—whatever James tells him to do, he should just do it?
What if James asked him to kidnap Alexander secretly?
"Mr. Ciotta…" Anthony spoke cautiously, "Then should I… inform you in advance? Maybe act like it's real, set something up…"
"No, no need," Alexander said with a calm smile. "Not for now. Just do your part. And don't inform Dante either. This is the only way you can stay alive…"
Anthony truly didn't understand.
Then what was Alexander here for?
Alexander clearly knew something might happen to him in the next few days, but he wasn't doing anything to stop it?
Just… waiting to die?
"James's people in NY—you, Ethan Young, Victor Yang, and also Philip Huang, Jason Xu… all of you, bottom feeders!" Alexander said casually. "None of you poses a real threat to me. I don't even bother going after them. But you… I came to you because… you're a little more interesting than the rest."
Anthony was stunned.
Because some of the names Alexander listed… he knew were James Sutherland's people. But some… he didn't even know about!
It was like Alexander knew everything.
"Then… Mr. Ciotta, what do you want me to… do?" Anthony asked again, this time with much more caution than before.
"I need you to help me deliver something to James," Alexander said with a smile. "But not now. That's for later. For now, you don't have to do anything for me."
Hearing this only made Anthony more nervous.
Alexander could decide his life or death with a single phone call, yet he wasn't asking him to do anything?
It was… eerie!
He had thought Alexander was going to threaten him, make him do something huge—but nothing! This massive contrast made him deeply uncomfortable!
Anthony was the kind of person who overthinks everything. The more he thought, the less likely he was to make any reckless moves.
"Mr. Ciotta, then later… You want me to give James Sutherland something…" Anthony tried again. He needed more information so he could plan his response.
"We'll talk about that when the time comes," Alexander said with a smile, offering no details.
Anthony felt even worse.
"But Mr. Ciotta…" he racked his brain, asking again, "if you don't want me to give you advance warnings… what if something happens to you, then wouldn't I…"
He suddenly remembered—if something happened to Alexander, he would die too!
Dante would kill him! Because Dante wouldn't have received any warning from him!
At this moment, probably the person in all of NY who least wanted anything bad to happen to Alexander… was Anthony himself!
"I'll handle Dan's side. You should understand—if I wanted you dead, I wouldn't have come to see you, right?" Alexander said with a smile.
Anthony thought for a moment and nodded, still visibly uneasy.
What Alexander said made sense. He came and laid everything out, but didn't ask him to do anything. It seemed like there was no purpose to this meeting. If he wanted Anthony dead, he just wouldn't have come.
The more Anthony thought about it, the more confused he became.
Alexander wanted him to be confused, to not understand. The more he didn't get it, the more scared he would be—and the less likely he'd be to act out!
What followed was a long period of chatting.
Alexander considered it casual conversation.
But Anthony did not—because he kept trying to probe for more information, hoping to understand what Alexander was planning. But he learned nothing.
Worse yet, his fear only grew.
He was terrified—deep down—of Alexander!
Because it felt like Alexander knew everything.
He could even accurately recount how, two years ago, Anthony had secretly followed James's instructions and arranged for someone to sabotage a new factory under Jasmine's company. That operation had gone perfectly clean, undetected.
But Alexander knew.
He even knew how many people were involved and their names!
Alexander casually mentioned the time Anthony bribed officials to secure an event contract.
It all came out casually, as if they were just chatting.
But the more Anthony talked to him, the more terrified he became!
He realized that facing Alexander was the actual checkmate!
Alexander knew so much about him that any single revelation could land him in prison, or get him killed!
But… he couldn't make a move against Alexander! Because if anything happened to Alexander—even slightly—he would die too! Dante wouldn't give him a second chance to explain!
It was a feeling like… whether he lived or died depended entirely on Alexander's mood!
Besides listening to Alexander… he had no other choice!
Ring ring ring…
Alexander's phone rang.
As he pulled it out, he glanced out the window, frowning slightly. He had thought Frank had arrived—but didn't see his car on the street.
He looked at the phone again.
It wasn't Frank Delaney calling—it was… Mia Murphy!




Chapter 13: Crying Mia. Frank arrives.
 

"Hello? Mia?" Alexander answered with a smile. "Miss me—"
He didn't finish his sentence. His expression froze because on the other end, he heard Mia crying.
“Wuuu… Alexander… I… ah…”
She wasn't just crying. She was sobbing uncontrollably, struggling to breathe between cries.
"What happened? Who upset you?" Alexander asked, his smile gone.
"Waaaah… I…” She was crying uncontrollably.
Alexander, who understood Mia's personality, was unaware of anything that could make her cry this deeply. He could sense that Mia wasn't in any actual danger—otherwise, she wouldn't be crying like this. This was a pure emotional outburst.
Alexander frowned in silence.
He was trying to figure out what could have suddenly happened to make Mia cry like this.
Sitting across from him, Anthony noticed his expression change and didn't dare move a muscle. He was currently in a state of extreme fear, afraid of upsetting Alexander in the slightest. He had seen many influential figures before and knew exactly how terrifying they could be when angry. You didn't want to provoke that.
Even though Alexander wasn't angry, he just frowned.
But ever since meeting Alexander, Anthony had sensed the calm and control he exuded. He rarely spoke quickly, always carried a faint smile, and gave off the impression that everything was under his control… That was just who Alexander was. So seeing him frown now felt drastically out of character.
Anthony couldn't help but tread carefully.
In truth, Alexander was simply trying to piece together what had happened. He wasn't omniscient. He had just lived through July 7th too many times.
He knew NY too well. Although he couldn't guarantee the exact future, he could infer from what he already knew when certain planned events were going to occur and how they would unfold.
"Your dad's sending you overseas?" Alexander suddenly asked.
The crying on the other end of the line abruptly stopped.
Alexander smiled—his guess had been correct!
Truth be told, he understood Mia's father, Roland Murphy, even better than he understood Mia herself! He was the one worth thoroughly investigating—a pharmaceutical tycoon in NY!
Alexander knew Roland had long planned to send Mia abroad.
Not for any special reason—just because Mia wasn't exactly the obedient, well-behaved type. She was wild!
Though she kept herself clean, she was practically a rebellious party girl! Always wearing heavy makeup, frequenting nightclubs, hanging out with a crew of friends… Even if she didn't go looking for trouble, trouble would find her.
She had even taken part in illegal street racing, and some of her friends were far from decent people!
Roland had already been planning to send her abroad since she finished high school, hoping to change her environment. He intended to enroll her in a strict all-girls college in the UK.
But every time he brought it up, Mia threw a fit. Roland never had a solid reason, and Mia's mother always defended her, unwilling to let her go. So the plan kept getting postponed.
But now, it was different!
Because now, he had a reason! Even Mia's mother could no longer stand up for her!
Mia had caused an enormous mess recently!
It was back on July 8th—Alexander had returned home, and Zoe Sullivan had dragged Mia to block him. Alexander brushed them off and told Zoe that her current boyfriend was just a playboy scamming rich girls.
Zoe snapped and stormed off, went to find said boyfriend, and with a gaggle of people to beat him senseless.
The incident even made the news the next day.
Alexander had seen the morning report while having breakfast with Zach the next day. He still didn't know if Zoe's scumbag boyfriend made it out of the hospital alive.
That incident wasn't Mia's fault—Zoe called the hit. And even if someone had died, Roland Murphy and Jim Sullivan had enough influence to cover it up.
But still!
Mia was involved.
And the fight had made the news!
That was reason enough for Roland to act and send his daughter overseas!
There were a few seconds of silence on the phone, followed by Mia's sniffling voice. She asked, "How… how did you… know?"
"Just a guess," Alexander said with a smile in his voice. "I thought something serious had happened. Come on, tell me—what's the actual story?"
Mia sniffled and gave a brief explanation.
After the incident, nothing much happened—she just got scolded. Zoe was in a terrible mood. Though she changed boyfriends like clothes and had both dumped and been dumped, she'd never been deceived so blatantly. It left her doubting her entire existence.
She hadn't realized anything was wrong until deep into the relationship, which made it hit much harder.
After being scolded by her father, she shut herself in her room and went into full shutdown mode.
Mia stayed with her, eating and sleeping together for several days. She did nothing but keep Zoe company.
It wasn't until yesterday that Zoe began to feel better. The two went out shopping and racked up several hundred thousand on credit cards, returning home to the Sullivan mansion with their arms full of shopping bags. But when they arrived in the evening, Mia saw that her dad and Zoe's, were both sitting in the living room. Their mothers were there too.
Both families together! That wasn't strange—they were long-time family friends and often met up.
But what Mia and Zoe didn't expect was that their parents had met this time to discuss sending the girls abroad!
By the time they got home, it had all been decided.
They were both going overseas!
To attend college in the UK!
Of course, both girls objected and threw tantrums, but it was to no avail.
Even Mia's mother didn't speak up for her this time. Everything was set in stone—they were being sent to a UK all-girls school! And those schools were notoriously strict. The girls knew that much. They protested, but it made no difference!
The date was set. They'd stay at home for a little over two more weeks—then fly out at the end of the month!
"That's it? That's all it took to make you cry like this?" Alexander chuckled after hearing her out. He turned to glance out the window again. He'd just noticed Frank's motorcade arriving.
"I… I don't want to go abroad… No one's helping me… I don't want to…" Mia sniffled. In truth, she hadn't called Alexander to ask for help. She just felt helpless. She needed to talk to someone about it. She needed to vent.
And he was the man who had taken her virginity—he held a very special meaning to her.
"Little girl, why are you crying? Why are you squatting here?"
“N-nothing, Auntie… Auntie, you go ahead…”
Alexander suddenly heard noises through the phone's background—a woman speaking, footsteps echoing in a stairwell. He also caught that distinct reverb that only came from a hallway.
The voice sounded like one of his old neighbors from upstairs.
"You're outside my apartment?" Alexander raised an eyebrow.
"Yes… yeah…” She sobbed in reply. She was right outside his front door.
Alexander paused in silence for a moment, then said, "On the side wall by the door, above the electric box, there's a spare key. It's high up, so stand on your toes and reach for it… Go ahead and let yourself in. I'll be back soon."
"Okay…" Mia agreed.
Just seconds after hanging up, Alexander's phone rang again.
It was Frank Delaney.
He was out of the car, along with a dozen bodyguards, standing at the entrance of Tree Island Café.
"Brother, I'm here," Frank said.
"Upstairs, second floor," Alexander replied and hung up again.
On the first floor of the café, Frank put away his phone and walked in with his men. The moment they entered, he frowned deeply—there were dozens of people inside, and it was obvious at a glance they weren't customers.
"Mr. Delaney?" someone recognized him. This person worked in security and was familiar with the big shots in NY due to frequent events.
Frank entered with over a dozen of his bodyguards.
The numbers were clearly against him.
But not a single one of Frank's bodyguards was ordinary—unlike the security team at the café. The contrast in aura was stark. The atmosphere turned tense instantly, and the people inside didn't know whether they should speak or stay silent.
Frank didn't say anything. He scanned the room with a frown and led his men straight toward the stairs.
None of those present dared stop him. Even though they knew their boss was upstairs handling business, they remained completely silent.
Frank headed up the stairs with his men.
The second floor was quiet and empty, except for two people seated by the window.
Frank spotted Alexander immediately and walked over with a grin. "Brother, having a chat?" After the greeting, his face darkened as he shot a cold glare at Anthony.
He knew Anthony. They were both prominent figures in NY. There was no way he wouldn't recognize him—
Anthony's expression turned uneasy. He stood up and greeted awkwardly, "M-Mr. Delaney…”
He wasn't the type to cower before just anyone. If this were a regular meeting, they'd be shaking hands with smiles. However, this was clearly not normal. Frank had come up, calling Alexander his brother, and was now glaring at him like he was an enemy!
The look in Frank's eyes was one of pure hostility.
Frank didn't waste words. As he walked over, he grabbed a chair from another table, tossed it beside Alexander, and sat down heavily. Leaning back, he looked sideways at Anthony and said, "Mr. Ramirez, you're the one who called and threatened my brother, right?"
Anthony froze. Frank's tone—it was like he was ready to cut him up!
"Frank, please don't—" Alexander raised a hand slightly, as if to stop Frank.
"Mr. Delaney, I… I didn't! You've got the wrong idea!" Anthony panicked. Things were already a mess, and now, if someone like Frank took an interest in him for the wrong reason, he might as well be dead!
"Wrong idea? I was right there when you called my brother. What did you say to him?" Frank's voice wasn't fast, but it carried heavy weight, brows furrowed in fury.
"N-no, I mean, I…" Anthony was completely flustered. He even looked to Alexander for help.
He couldn't explain this away.
"Brother, he threatened you—does your girl know about this?" Frank turned to Alexander.
That caught Alexander off guard for a second, before he realized—Frank was referring to Jasmine!
Frank really knew how to give someone a strong backing!
Anthony's face also changed drastically after hearing that!
He had assumed Frank calling Alexander "brother" was because of Jasmine and Dante Doran. He'd heard about the incident at Old Pin Xuan a few days ago—nearly a conflict, but it was settled down.
Frank was known for being social. Everyone knew he was close with Dante and also had a good personal relationship with Jasmine. Plus, Frank had a bit of an old-school, brotherhood vibe—calling familiar people "brother" was just his style. So Anthony hadn't thought much of it. If Dante could call Alexander "brother-in-law" now, then Frank calling him "brother" was just normal, right?
But those two words—"your girl"—changed everything!
Frank didn't call Alexander "brother" because of his connection to Jasmine or Dante. He was putting them aside! This meant Frank had a direct "brotherhood" bond with Alexander!
Even more crucial—
The woman Frank referred to as "your girl" was none other than Jasmine Doran! The Doran family's eldest granddaughter!
Calling her that meant, in Frank's eyes, Alexander mattered more than the Dorans themselves! In his view, Jasmine and Dante were just supporting characters. Alexander was the core!
What kind of deep friendship was this? When did it start?!!
Anthony's face shifted wildly—being someone who feared death, he was on the verge of losing it!
"It's nothing, no need to tell Jasmine," Alexander replied with a smile, then added a few words to smooth things over. "Frank, don't come in so fired up. We're all friends here."
"Right, right! We're all friends! Mr. Delaney, you really misunderstood. Mr. Ciotta and I—we had a small misunderstanding, that's all. We've cleared it up—really, we're good now…" Anthony started explaining frantically, speaking so fast that it was as if his life depended on it.
"Cleared it up?" Frank frowned and glanced at Alexander for confirmation. "Brother…"
Alexander nodded with a smile and added, "Didn't I tell you, Frank? You should let me handle it myself. Look at you…"
"Brother! That's not what I like to hear," Frank protested. "What's our relationship? Your business is my business! In NY, anyone dares touch a hair on your head, I'll tear them apart!"
Anthony flinched again and blurted out, "Mr. Delaney, I swear, you've really misunderstood. I didn't do anything, please calm down. Mr. Ciotta and I—we really just had a tiny misunderstanding…"
Still trying to explain.
Alexander glanced sideways at Anthony.
That's enough!
This was the perfect time to wrap it up.
He had successfully borrowed Frank's momentum! Maybe even borrowed too much—Frank was being too proactive.
But there'd be no downside—only benefits.
This would create a fundamental transformation.
Anthony would no longer cooperate solely out of fear. Now that he saw even without the Dorans, Alexander still had powerful connections of his own—he'd start overthinking everything! His imagination would run wild, making Alexander seem even more unfathomable.
Anthony was the kind of man who climbed by clinging to the powerful.
Under these circumstances, whatever Alexander told him to do, what had been reluctant compliance would now become an eager effort. He'd start trying to win Alexander over!
Because he now understood, getting to know Alexander was an opportunity! He might even start thinking Alexander was someone like James or Dante. A terrifying figure with an immense background and influence!
Over the next ten minutes or so, the three of them casually chatted. Anthony kept repeating explanations and making promises.
"Alright, I've got things to do. Time to go…" Alexander said, standing up and glancing at his watch.
"Brother, come on, stay for dinner…" Frank got up too.
"Can’t. I have something at home. You go home and keep your wife company," Alexander chuckled.
Frank assumed "something at home" meant Jasmine, so he didn't push.
Downstairs.
Time to head home!




Chapter 14: Mia and Aileen meet.

As Alexander was driving his Lamborghini back home—
Outside his apartment, in the stairwell—
Aileen Arison, carrying a few bags of groceries, was coming up the stairs with two bodyguards. Once they reached the door, she gave them a signal and one of the bodyguards began picking the lock with a wire.
She didn't have a key to Alexander's place. She hadn't called him beforehand, and she knew he wasn't home—she'd spoken to Jasmine earlier, who told her Alexander was busy.
She wanted to surprise him.
She planned to make dinner herself!
She wanted to celebrate today's success with him properly!
Also, she remembered the clothes and sheets she'd washed yesterday—they were still drying inside. She figured she could help with those as well.
The bodyguard was still trying to pick the lock…
Click! Creak…


The door suddenly opened from the inside.

Mia Murphy stood there, frowning at the bodyguard. Then she looked over at Aileen.
Two women, eyes wide, stared at each other, completely stunned.
They knew each other.
Aileen was truly stunned—completely dumbfounded for a moment.
There was someone at Alexander’s house?
And it was a girl?
What shocked her even more was… she knew this girl!
Even more crucially, she was wearing.....
Mia also stared blankly at Aileen... She hadn’t deliberately come to Alexander’s house after going out today. She had been wandering around all day.
She was extremely frustrated and unhappy today—the more she thought about it, the more wronged she felt. She left home in the morning, aimlessly walking around, but nothing could lift her spirits. She wandered alone on the streets for nearly the entire day and somehow ended up near Alexander’s house.
That’s when she thought of him, so she sat on the stairs at his doorstep and called him.
After getting the location of the key and his okay, she went in.
After entering, she sat on the couch in the living room for a bit. Having walked all day and feeling a little sweaty, she took a shower. She didn’t change back into her clothes as she saw some clean laundry hanging on the balcony. 

So she picked a piece and put it on.

It was Alexander’s white bathrobe. It looked a bit too tall for her. When Alexander wore it, the hem reached below his knees. On Mia, it almost reached her ankles.
Tied at the waist, it clung gently to her form, accentuating her hourglass figure. The fabric dipping low at the neckline, revealing a generous and captivating bust. Her cleavage is on display, as is a tantalizing glimpse of her full, snowy breasts.
Their perky size pushed the chest area of the robe up and out, with clear signs she had nothing under the robe. Her soft features, framed by her flowing, voluminous crimson hair, only added to her charm.
The brunette and red-haired stared at each other.
Aileen gave Mia a serious once-over. She recognized the bathrobe she was wearing—she’d put it in the washing machine herself, and she was the one who hung it up to dry.
And Mia’s hair wasn’t even dry—it was clear she had just showered.
Her eyes were still red, as if she’d been crying earlier.
"Miss Arison?"
"Mia Murphy?"
Both of their expressions were extremely strange!
Mia had only finished showering a few minutes ago. She had been sitting curled up on the couch waiting for Alexander when she suddenly heard a noise at the door, like someone trying to unlock it. But it didn’t sound right—more like the key wasn’t working and someone was fumbling with it. Click, clack—those kinds of sounds.
So she went over to open the door.
Then she saw a man in a black suit who looked like a bodyguard, holding a piece of wire in his hand. Mia instantly realized—it was a lock pick! Before she could even consider whether he was a burglar, she saw Aileen Arison standing right there.
Today, Aileen was wearing an elegant black, form-fitting evening gown with a plunging neckline and bare shoulders. A dress that exposed much of her milky skin and teasingly showed off her deep cleavage.
Her impossibly perky bust strained the front of the dress, while her tiny waist was fully highlighted by how the fabric clung to her like a second skin.
An extremely formal and ultra-feminine dress that showed off her figure to perfection!
Add to that her long, wavy hair and a face so flawless it was nearly impossible to find a flaw from any angle...
This was a true walking goddess!
But! This goddess was holding several plastic grocery bags of different sizes. You could see vegetables and meat inside... even a long green onion poking out of one of them.
A goddess had just returned from the market with groceries… That was the weird feeling Mia got!
After their brief, confused greetings, the two of them stared at each other for over ten seconds, neither saying another word.
The shorter, red-haired beauty tilted her head to gaze up at the older woman. Both standing so close, their impossibly large breasts were nearly touching.
"Miss Murphy, why are you at Alexander’s house?" Aileen asked first. Her voice was soft but filled with confusion and hesitation.  "Is Alexander... home?"
She remembered Jasmine telling her Alexander was busy. Was he "busy" at home with another girl?
“No, he’s not home. He asked me to wait for him. He told me where the spare key was…” Mia replied, her gaze uneasy. She didn’t finish her explanation before asking, “Miss Arison, you... What are you doing here?”
She even glanced at the bodyguard beside Aileen. Thankfully, the guard had already turned away and didn’t dare look at her.
She didn’t know how to ask, honestly.
Too many things didn’t make sense!
Why was Aileen here? Did she know Alexander? What was with the groceries? Why was her bodyguard trying to pick the lock?
“I...” Aileen also didn’t know how to explain. She had no idea what Mia’s relationship with Alexander was, so after a slight pause, she said, “I’m friends with Alexander.”
She then signaled her bodyguards with a gesture.
Both the man next to her and the one behind her turned without a word and quickly went downstairs to wait in the car.
Aileen didn’t explain why they were picking the lock.
It was embarrassing—not something someone well-mannered would do. She might have been able to explain it if it were just Alexander, but with Mia here... She didn’t even know what Mia was doing here—it was all too bizarre!
With the bodyguards gone, Aileen picked up the grocery bags and walked into the house.
Mia was still standing in the doorway. If it had been anyone else, she definitely wouldn’t have let them walk in like that. But Aileen was too special—she didn’t feel any instinctive need to guard against her. Even though this was Alexander’s home, it was impossible to suspect Aileen was here to steal something. That would be absurd!
Aileen had said she was friends with Alexander.
Even though something felt off, Mia believed it. They must know each other.
As Aileen entered, Mia stepped aside.
Once inside, Aileen set the grocery bags on the cabinet near the door and changed from her high heels into house slippers.
Mia closed the door behind her, still giving her strange looks.
She could tell—Aileen was familiar with this place.
It just... felt so natural.
After changing shoes, Aileen picked up the bags and walked further inside. She asked Mia as she passed by, “Miss Murphy, when did you arrive?”
“Not long ago. About half an hour,” Mia replied.
“You and Alexander… are friends?” Aileen asked. Mia had showered, changed clothes, and was wearing Alexander’s bathrobe. She wasn’t even wearing any underwear. Of course, Aileen wasn’t just asking if they were “friends.”
“Uh, yeah… friends,” Mia answered.
Neither of them knew what the other’s relationship with Alexander really was. But both were well aware of each other’s family background and status, so when it came to the topic of their ties to Alexander, they both grew cautious—it wasn’t easy to say more.
Even though they both knew... something was off!
Mia felt even more unsettled!
Because… this was THE Aileen Arison!
Aileen carried the bags straight to the kitchen. As she passed the sofa, she noticed Mia’s clothes tossed haphazardly there—including her skimpy-looking bra and panties.
She glanced at them but said nothing, walking past and entering the kitchen.
Mia returned to the sofa and grew even more uneasy.
This Aileen... why did she act like she was coming back to her home?
Totally baffling!
Truth be told, Mia and Aileen only knew each other casually—they didn’t have a close relationship. Both were from powerful NY families and naturally had some social ties, but Mia hadn’t even started college yet, while Aileen had been working for several years—they were years apart in age and didn’t share a personal connection.
The last time Mia had seen Aileen was a few months ago, at Aileen’s 27th birthday party. Mia’s father had brought her.
Since returning from overseas, Aileen had thrown huge birthday celebrations every year. Her family was deliberately grooming her as a successor, using these events to build her network. The parties were just one of the methods.
The Arison and Murphy families were acquainted, but at the patriarchal level.
So the two of them were really just… acquaintances, nothing more.
“Miss Murphy, did Alexander say when he’d be back?” Aileen asked, walking out of the kitchen after putting the groceries down.
“No… he didn’t say. Probably soon...” Mia replied, still a bit dazed and confused.
“Oh... then please have a seat,” Aileen gestured politely.
That strange feeling hit Mia again.
It felt like this was Aileen’s home, and she—Mia—was the guest being hosted. Aileen was even telling her to “have a seat.”
The atmosphere was bizarre.
After speaking, Aileen walked straight into Alexander’s bedroom and even closed the door behind her.
Mia turned her head and watched, her expression growing more uneasy as she sat on the couch, frowning.
Just a minute or two later...
Aileen came out of the bedroom, wearing different clothes. She had changed into what looked like a man’s pajamas. Clearly Alexander’s!
“Miss Murphy, would you like something to drink? What would you like? There’s plenty in the fridge…” Aileen asked while walking toward the balcony to collect the laundry drying on the rack.
Mia’s eyes widened. The more she thought about it, the more confused she got. Then she suddenly stood up and boldly asked Aileen a direct question.
“Miss Arison, have you... slept with Alexander?”
She asked her question very directly, because she suddenly thought of something!
Just a few days ago, on the night she met Alexander at the bar, while they were chatting, and he was bragging about his time loop story, she had tried to expose his lies by asking him if he had ever slept with Aileen Arison.
Alexander said he had!
He even rated her looks as 9.5 out of 10, saying that in all of NY, you could count on one hand the number of people who could compare to her. Yet he also mentioned that Aileen had a weakness or something.
When Mia tried to press him further, he wouldn't say more.
Although many things happened between them after that, Mia didn't believe a single word of what he said. Ten thousand years on the same day in a loop? She had already debunked that lie! (At least, she believed she did.)
Even now, she still didn't believe any of that story.
But the part about him sleeping with Aileen… now she felt—it might be true…
The last time Mia visited Alexander's home, it had been clean by the standards of a single guy living alone.
However, this time, the moment she stepped inside, she noticed it had been cleaned thoroughly. Everything was spotless. The dirty clothes that used to be scattered around were all washed and hung on the balcony; the bedsheets were cleaned too, drying on a temporary clothes rack in the living room.
Mia didn't overthink it.
She just assumed Alexander had suddenly decided to clean up, or maybe hired a cleaning service.
Until Aileen Arison showed up.
In the strange and subtly tense atmosphere, she first went into the kitchen to drop off a bag, then headed to the bedroom to change her clothes, and afterward began collecting the clothes that were drying on the balcony. 

She really acted like she was at home, so naturally and skillfully that Mia got the distinct feeling… that those clothes had been washed by Aileen herself!

Even the boxers hanging to dry—Aileen picked them up without a hint of distaste.
Friends?
No such thing as friends like this!
Hearing Mia's question, Aileen paused in the middle of unhooking a hanger. Then she retracted her hand.
Actually, she had been waiting for Mia to ask. There were things she couldn't bring up first—her relationship with Alexander was still a secret. Without knowing Mia's situation, she couldn't reveal anything.
But!
Aileen could definitely tell—Mia had something going on with Alexander, too. Visiting a male friend's home, taking a shower first thing, wearing his bathrobe, tossing her own clothes around casually… that wasn't normal!
She stood on the balcony for a moment, then turned back toward the living room to look at Mia.
She didn't answer the question.
Instead, she asked back, "What about you?"
Mia had asked if she had slept with Alexander!
And she countered—what about you?
She neither admitted nor denied it!
But that was enough!
Mia was stunned.
It's true!
It's really true!
The daughter of NY's richest man! The number one heiress in NY! The universally acknowledged most perfect and beautiful woman in the city was Alexander's woman!
Mia froze, speechless.
"What about you?" Aileen asked again and then added, "When did you… And Alexander?" Her tone carried hidden meaning. She hadn't investigated whether Alexander had other women, nor how many he might have. And honestly, she didn't mind too much.
Because her relationship with Alexander wasn't a traditional boyfriend-girlfriend one.
What would bother her was anything that made her feel "threatened"!
To be blunt, Mia didn't have what it took to make Aileen feel threatened. She had the looks, but her age and personality……
Just a pretty little girl, that's all.
Right now, the only one who could make Aileen feel uneasy was Jasmine. She worried that she might steal Alexander!
Although she had misunderstood Jasmine before—thinking she was a submissive masochist like herself—that misunderstanding had since been cleared up.
Still, she discovered something: even someone as strong, domineering, capable, and beautiful as Jasmine Doran couldn't take control in front of Alexander!
To this day, nothing concrete has happened between Jasmine and Alexander—their boyfriend-girlfriend relationship was still fake!
But she could sense Jasmine's growing emotional attachment to Alexander.
But! She could also clearly feel that even someone as formidable as Jasmine… if she truly became Alexander's woman, she'd likely have to bow her head to him too!
Aileen couldn't even imagine how powerful Alexander really was. Still, she'd already experienced enough to know he was far from ordinary!
So, there really wasn't much to worry about. Aileen remained wary of Jasmine but didn't harbor too much hostility. Their interactions were still relatively amicable.
"When… just… a few days ago…" Mia answered, still a bit dazed. Her cheeks flushed pink.
She just admitted it directly.
Still hadn't fully processed everything.
"A few days ago?" Aileen repeated softly, then asked, "Are you… The older sister?"
Mia was baffled.
"Older sister…? What do you mean?" she asked, confused, just like Jasmine had been when asked the same thing earlier.
Clearly, Aileen was older!
She was only a few months older than Jasmine, but nearly ten years older than Mia!
In front of Aileen, Mia really was just a little girl.
And honestly, it wasn't strange for Alexander to get involved with such a young girl! Because he was young! Only twenty-two. The age gap between him and the two women landed right in the middle. Using his age as the reference, Aileen wasn't "too old," and Mia wasn't "too young."
Mia didn't understand the "older sister" concept, but Aileen completely got it.
"You sit down first, I'll finish folding the clothes and bedsheets…" Aileen said, turning back to finish her task.
She didn't say much more. Although Mia now knew about the still-secret relationship between her and Alexander, it wasn't a big issue. As long as Mia also had "something" going on with Alexander, everything could be settled when he returned.
Aileen stopped talking and busied herself a little.
But Mia's mind was overflowing with questions.
She even forgot about the troubles that had been bothering her all day.
The flames of gossip in her heart had ignited—and were only burning hotter and hotter!
How could it be that… Aileen Arison was Alexander's woman? Really?!
As she thought more, Mia suddenly wore an excited expression, like she had just stumbled on some earth-shattering secret. She walked briskly to the balcony and said, "Miss Arison, let me help you."
Then she began helping Aileen fold the clothes. Before Aileen could even offer polite resistance, Mia was already blurting out, "Miss Arison, when did you and Alexander… get together? Were you two sneaking around? Also…”
She had so many questions.




Chapter 15: Who are you sleeping with?

Over half an hour later, Alexander finally arrived downstairs at his apartment.
He should've been back sooner, but it was already past 5 PM—the evening rush had started. He got stuck in traffic. While he could've avoided some of the jams, it wasn't far enough to justify a considerable detour, which would have taken even longer. So he didn't bother.
He headed upstairs.
Unlocked the door.
Alexander had just stepped inside when he froze.
He saw an utterly bizarre scene.
What the hell is going on in my house?!
Night had already fallen, and lights shone in every home outside the window.
In the brightly lit living room, the television was on, broadcasting the evening news.
The aroma of food wafted throughout the house.
Mia, with hair that was messy from not combing after a wash and wearing only a bathrobe, walked out of the kitchen holding a steaming hot plate.
Following closely behind her was Aileen, also in pajamas, carrying a large bowl of steaming soup.
"Miss Mia, slow down, be careful not to trip," Aileen reminded her.
"Hot, hot, hot…" Mia quickened her pace instead, swiftly reaching the dining table, placing the plate down.
A rather bizarre scene.
If either one of them were alone, it wouldn't seem strange—but when had Aileen shown up? How had they ended up cooking together? What was with this harmonious vibe?
Alexander had his hand on the door, about to close it, when he paused. He furrowed his brow slightly, then revealed a faint, odd smile.
"Alexander, you're back!" Mia turned around and spotted him.
Possibly due to the sound of the TV, neither of them in the kitchen had heard the door open.
Upon hearing Mia, Aileen turned her head toward the door and added, "Perfect timing—you're just in time for dinner."
"When did you get here, Aileen? Why didn't you call in advance?" Alexander closed the door and asked with a natural smile.
"Been here just over half an hour ago—less than forty minutes," Aileen replied with a smile, then quickly walked back to the kitchen. "Go wash your hands, honey—one more dish and we're good to go."
"Calling him honey already?" Mia muttered at that moment, glancing toward the kitchen as Aileen disappeared inside.
As Alexander bent to change his shoes at the entrance, Mia quickly walked over, face filled with excitement as she asked in a low voice, "What's going on here? When did you and Miss Arison get involved?" She glanced at the kitchen door as she spoke, as if afraid Aileen might hear.
Alexander glanced at Mia.
He could easily imagine—given that the two women had unexpectedly met and hadn't fought—how someone with Mia's personality must be burning with curiosity! She'd probably already poked around, trying to get answers from Aileen before he got home.
Judging by her current careful, guarded demeanor…
She hadn't gotten a single useful thing.
When it came to dealing with a girl like Mia, if Aileen didn't want her to know something, there was no way she'd ever know!
"What do you mean, 'got involved'? That sounds so crude." Alexander smiled faintly, changed into his slippers, and walked inside.
Still being secretive.
"Come on, just tell me…" Mia quickly followed behind Alexander, lowering her voice as she kept asking.
"Ask Aileen. See if she'll tell you."
"I already did! Her lips are sealed."
"Then asking me—isn't that a bit unreasonable?"
As they chatted, they reached the dining table.
Alexander glanced at the few dishes already laid out, then headed toward the bathroom. On the way past the sofa, he took off his suit jacket and tossed it over before entering the bathroom to wash his hands and face—Mia trailing behind like a shadow, whispering non-stop.
"Alexander, Alex~! Babe! Sweetie! Just tell me already…" Mia was now full-on begging.
The whole situation was just too shocking! It even gave Mia that "super celebrity gossip" vibe!
"Why don't you guess?" Alexander humored her with a smile.
He stood by the sink washing up, Mia beside him.
"Please tell me~" Mia began acting spoiled again. She grabbed Alexander's hand, stopping him from washing, then threw her arms around his neck and kissed his face several times, before whispering softly. "Daddy, tell me~"
She used to call him "Daddy" all the time—especially back on their first night together.
"Why are you so curious? Even if you knew, what difference would it make?" Alexander smiled helplessly.
"I just want to know…" Mia pouted, then pecked him on the lips, wearing a "please, please" expression on her face.
One thing worth noting—Mia, even knowing about the current situation between Alexander and Aileen, wasn't jealous at all. Before they ever did anything, Alexander had already told her he'd slept with thousands of women.
They weren't in a relationship!
And neither were Alexander and Aileen.
"Honey… huh? Where's Miss Mia?" Aileen's voice suddenly came from the living room.
"Right here!" Mia immediately responded from the bathroom then gave Alexander another pitiful look. When he simply smiled silently, she had no choice. Frustrated, she flicked some water from her hands at his face and stormed out.
Alexander came out shortly after finishing up.
Dinner began.
The meal was lavish, consisting of many dishes and a soup. Not all of which had been made in just half an hour. Three of the dishes were pre-cooked from the market; the other three, plus the soup, were made by Aileen—simple dishes that didn't take long.
"Honey, try this…"
"And this one… do you like it?"
From the start of dinner, Aileen kept placing food on Alexander's plate, asking with hopeful eyes if he liked it.
Sitting across from them, Mia squinted, visibly unhappy, her eyes darting back and forth between them.
No one had told her anything.
She was practically burning alive with curiosity! This was… huge! If word got out, the entire city's business circle would go up in flames!
Though Aileen mainly chatted with Alexander, she didn't forget to remind Mia to eat.
Not long after dinner began, Aileen brought up "business" again with Alexander.
"No issues at the board meeting, right? I already know the outcome—how did the process go?" Alexander asked.
"No problems at all, honey," Aileen replied, turning to look at him with a sweet, dreamy smile, as if her eyes were overflowing with love!
Of course, it wasn't love in the conventional sense. It was the emotional intoxication of a servant toward her master—a submission and longing that came from the soul. In certain ways, it was far more intense and raw than normal love.
"As long as there were no issues," Alexander smiled.
"But…"
"But what?"
"My mother… she cried. Honey, do you think what I did was right…"
"Of course it was. If you want to create real change, you have to go through that kind of 'growing pain.' It's good for your future, for the family, and for your mother's future too…"
The two of them kept talking.
Mia, having no idea what they were discussing, couldn't jump in. Not that her mind was even on the topic.
She just kept watching them—listening to their tone, observing their expressions, trying to analyze their dynamics.
But she couldn't figure anything out. Instead, the more she watched, the more shocked and confused she became. Aileen wasn't just involved with Alexander—she was practically obsessed with him!
Mia was desperate to know their "story"!
But Aileen was tight-lipped, and Mia didn't dare act spoiled with her. And when she tried it with Alexander, it didn't work either.
"Alexander, are you really not going to tell me?" Mia suddenly asked.
"Hm?" Alexander looked over at her, then smiled, "Why don't you guess?"
Mia was furious!
And she had to keep watching them act all lovey-dovey!
"If you don't tell me… then I'm not going home tonight." Mia lifted her chin defiantly.
Sounded like a threat—but was it?
"Then don't go. We've got enough rooms," Alexander chuckled.
"What about Miss Arison?" Mia turned to Aileen.
"I'm not going back either," Aileen replied with a strange tone, as if confused as to why Mia even bothered asking. Wasn't she being obvious enough?
Mia stood up and asked Alexander solemnly, "Alexander, if both of us stay, who are you sleeping with?"
Alexander froze.
So did Aileen.
Mia seemed mad—like she was trying to stir the pot between the two or cause trouble.
It was a sort of threat.
But in a very…
Alexander thought for a moment, then smiled with a slightly odd expression and replied, "Both."
Mia was stunned. She hadn't expected Alexander to have the audacity to say something so shameless right in front of Aileen!
But what shocked her even more—
Was that Aileen, after hearing that, only glanced at Alexander and said nothing—she didn't even object?
"Uh…" Mia was suddenly at a loss for words, completely choked.
She had really been trying to threaten him just now—if he didn't tell her honestly, she'd make a scene. And if he said he was sleeping with Aileen, she wouldn't back down either. She'd pester them to death! She refused to believe Aileen wouldn't care at all!
But Alexander's response had backfired entirely on her!
"Any other questions?" Alexander smiled at Mia again. "If not, sit down and eat. Don't just stand there—it's tiring." His tone now carried a bit of teasing.
Mia was… truly lost for words.
She was the one who started the fight. She was the one who dared to ask "who are you sleeping with?"—already quite bold for a girl! But she hadn't expected Alexander and Aileen to be even less reserved than her!
So now what?
Admit defeat and say she's going home?
Actually, that wouldn't be admitting defeat, but Mia was stubborn like a child. She'd already said all that…
Mia stood there thinking for a long while before a sudden flash of inspiration hit her. She turned to Alexander and said, "No! Not both of us—you can only choose one!"
"You're the one who is refusing," Alexander replied directly. "So I can only choose Aileen."
"Then don't blame me if I…" Mia retorted, trying to threaten him, but then stopped, realizing something wasn't right.
What could she do? Go into Alexander and Aileen's room to cause trouble? Alexander would probably just pull her in too, and if Aileen didn't mind, then wouldn't it still end up as the three of them?
"What are you thinking?" Alexander asked her.
Mia didn't answer. She just sat down, still visibly angry, but couldn't get a word out.
She ate in silence!
"Honey, isn't this a bit too much…" Aileen suddenly leaned toward him and whispered.
Mia immediately looked up, a look of opportunity flashing across her face. Knew it! How could Aileen not care at all?!
"Hm?" Alexander tilted his head closer to Aileen.
"It just feels a bit wrong," Aileen whispered quickly. "She's young—immature, childish. Don't you think that if she gets involved, she might be corrupted by the two of us?.... In the future, she might…"
Aileen was ultimately kind-hearted.
She knew what kind of relationship she and Alexander had.
Plus, she and Alexander were both in their twenties—old enough to make choices. Mia, on the other hand, was four years younger than Alexander.
She just didn't want to be a bad influence on someone seemingly so innocent.
But those words, when heard by Mia, felt like needles—like she wasn't being seen as a woman at all, just a youngster! And for a girl going through a rebellious phase, nothing is more infuriating than being treated like a clueless little kid!
Alexander realized something was off after hearing Aileen's words. She meant well, but was making things worse. Mia could hear everything.
"You really shouldn't have said that," Alexander leaned in and whispered in Aileen's ear.
"How?" Aileen didn't get it.
"Who are you calling young?" Mia's angry voice suddenly came through.
"Hm?" Aileen gave a nasal sound and looked toward Mia.
But Mia's momentum faded instantly, and she didn't dare raise her voice anymore. The truth was, she didn't dare go against Aileen—didn't have the nerve to fight with her.
In the younger generation of NY's elite families, Aileen Arison was the most exceptional!
Because she was too outstanding. So much so that no one dared compare themselves to her. Even though she was only twenty-seven this year, she could already represent the Arison Family and the Golden Fortune Group in major business negotiations with CEOs of other powerful corporations!
And that was just Aileen's current status in NY's business world—already on equal footing with billionaires and business tycoons. Mia also knew that Michael Arison's health wasn't great. It was very likely that, within a few years, or before Aileen even turned thirty, she would officially take over as chairwoman of the Golden Fortune Group. At that point, she would be the wealthiest person in NY!
At that point…
"What do you mean I'm young? I'm clearly all grown up… I can even have kids already…And my breasts are almost as big as yours….." Mia grumbled under her breath, her words a jumbled mess, not daring to go against Aileen directly, but still sounding upset.
Aileen couldn't help but laugh—half amused, half helpless.
Mia really was childish.
She now understood why Alexander said she shouldn't have said that.
Because it triggered Mia's rebellious instincts.
The more you tried to stop her, the more she'd insist on doing it!
"Let's eat," Alexander said casually.
"Okay, honey." Aileen turned and gave Alexander a sweet smile.
Harmony returned.
They continued eating.
A few minutes later—
"Honey, have some of this." A hand holding a spoon reached over, dropping a piece of stir-fried meat into Alexander's bowl.
It wasn't from Aileen—but from Mia!
She had suddenly started mimicking Aileen's behavior—even repeating her exact words from earlier! Alexander looked up at Mia. She blinked at him but completely ignored Aileen.
Mia was doing this on purpose to provoke Aileen—no way Aileen didn't care at all!
Aileen glanced at Mia and smiled faintly, a bit helpless.
She could see right through Mia's little act.
And she honestly didn't mind. Her only concern was someone who might suddenly decide to monopolize Alexander.
That would be a real problem for Aileen. Everything else didn't matter.
After dinner—
Aileen did the dishes.
Alexander sat on the couch watching TV. While Aileen was in the kitchen, Mia started pestering Alexander again, but it didn't work. Once Aileen came out of the kitchen, Mia stopped causing trouble.
Instead, she lay down on the couch, using Alexander's leg as a pillow, watching TV with him, still purposely provoking Aileen.
Aileen didn't pay her any attention. She sat with Alexander for a while, chatted, then went to the bedroom first.
Before they knew it, it was after 8 p.m.
"Honey, I think I need to get some rest. I have to get up early for work tomorrow…" Aileen appeared at the bedroom door and said.
"Hm?" Alexander turned and smiled at her. "Okay."
Mia, who was still lying with her head on Alexander's leg and flipping through her phone, sat up and looked toward the master bedroom door.
Alexander got up and walked over, entering the bedroom with Aileen and closing the door behind them.
The sounds of the TV were soon overpowered by the noises coming from the bedroom. Rustling of clothes.......Moans. Whimpers......Soon followed by... the sound of flesh hitting flesh? Then silence... then the sound of the bed's headboard slamming against the wall...
All noises that Mia found herself focusing on. Sitting sideways on the sofa, her expression changed—first unhappy, then a little uneasy, and finally… a flicker of excitement. Then unease again… Whatever was going through her mind was complicated.
After a long while—
She stood up, turned off the TV, then the lights in the living room, and finally walked to the master bedroom door. She paused, hand on the doorknob for several seconds, then suddenly turned it and walked in.




Chapter 16: Aileen and Mia spend the night. (Smut.)

As she stepped into the master bedroom, Mia pulled the door shut behind her with a soft click, sealing herself in. The room was much warmer than the living room, and the lewd, wet noises instantly assaulted her ears.
The sight that greeted her made her stand still. The door faced the side of the bed, so the moment she turned around, she got a full side view of the two on top of it.
There was Alexander—naked, his skin glistening with a sheen of sweat. An expression unlike anything she’d ever seen on his face. One of pleasure, focus, and dominance.

He had Aileen under him: the most sought-after princess, the heiress to the biggest company in the city. A bombshell with her even more voluptuous figure on full display bent over face-down and ass-up.

Aileen's plump, curvy ass was high in the air, her knees digging into the mattress, while Alexander's large foot pressed firmly against the back of her head, pinning her down and forcing her face into the pillows. Her muffled cries vibrated through the room as he thrust into her from behind, his thick manhood slamming deep into her soaked insides with unrelenting force.

Each brutal plunge made her body jerk forward, her massive tits squished against the bed, and a fresh gush of squirt sprayed out around his shaft, soaking the sheets beneath them. Every time his swollen cum filled cumtanks would swing forward, smacking against her clit.

Aileen's mouth was stuffed with a ball gag, its straps digging into her flushed cheeks, turning her moans into garbled, desperate pleas and barely audible whimpers.

"Mmmph! Mmmf—ahh!" she whined through the gag, her words lost in a haze of pain and pleasure, each thrust pulling a wet, squelching sound from her dripping cunt. Each thrust pushed so deeply inside of her that she felt him bullying her baby oven around. She felt him bulge her flat, toned tummy.

The collar around her neck—a shiny black leather piece with an attached leash– was jerked taut in Alexander's grip as he yanked on it, using it to choke her. Just enough to make her gasp for air.

"Take it. This is what you were thinking of all day, wasn’t it? Even in the board meeting……..You were just thinking of crawling back and being my slut. Weren’t you? Missing my cock…." Alexander growled, his voice rough and commanding, a stark contrast to his usual slow, almost gentle tone.

His hips snapped forward with savage rhythm, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing like rapid drumbeats—smack! Smack! Smack!—each one driving him deeper, stretching her walls to their limits. All the while, he savored the pleasure of those tight walls, trying to milk every drop from him.

Mia's breath caught in her throat as she stood there, frozen. "Oh my god," Her soft gasp was covered by the grunts and moans of the two on the bed. She couldn’t help but marvel at the raw intensity of it all, her eyes locked on how Alexander's cock vanished inside Aileen with every thrust, burying itself to the hilt in that tight, quivering pussy.
“Oh my god….” She gasped again, her mind finally processing WHO Alexander was fucking so roughly. It was Aileen……THE Aileen Arison……..and he was mounting her as if she was some bitch in heat.
She couldn’t wrap her head around it. Her night with Alexander had been intense, and he had been dominant with her… but nowhere near this. ‘That looks… intense. Sooo intense….’ Her throat suddenly felt parched.
Her nipples hardened against the fabric of the robe as she watched the way Aileen's ass jiggled with each impact. The depth of his thrusts was hypnotic, brutal, and unyielding, as if he was claiming every inch of her core, as if he was trying to force his way into her womb itself.
The thrusting slowed for a brief moment as Alexander turned his gaze towards Mia, having noticed her standing there. ‘Oh God……..’ The red-haired, busty girl found herself frozen in place, like a deer caught in the headlights. The intensity in his gaze had her heart racing even faster and her thighs rubbing together.
Watching her, Alexander smirked briefly before turning his full attention to Aileen. She hadn’t noticed Mia; all of her focus was on the man on top of her. Her insides were still trying to milk him, massaging his entire length, from tip to base. His grunts and growls grew louder as he pulled harder on the leash. Forcing Aileen to arch her back and to drive her ass higher into the air.
The perfect offering for his relentless thrusts. “Look at you……The beautiful Goddess of so many…The dream girl of many….nothing but a slutty cockhungry pet under me.” He paused, slowing the pace of his hips. Each thrust now so slow, pulling nearly out of her tight folds, leaving only that swollen tip inside, before sliding just as slowly back in.

“Look at this hungry pussy……..look how addicted it is. I’ve only fucked it twice ever…….but it's ruined for anyone else now. You’ll never be able to live without my cock. You’ll always be nothing but my slut. My whore. My living fleshlight.”

As he talked down at her, he smirked. He could feel Aileen’s body tense up as one orgasm after the other tore through her. Her needy insides squirting uncontrollably around his shaft. His words were degrading and possessive, but all just exactly the ones Aileen loved to hear.
“You fucking needy cumslut. Look at you cumming over and over……Enjoying this while your Master still hasn’t cum even once?” He growled, raising his free hand and bringing it down in hard spanks across her jiggling, swaying asscheeks. Putting enough strength in each hit to bruise and mark her pale flesh. Every thrust of his hips was accompanied by a sharp swat on her behind.
Yet it was clear the “punishment” had the opposite effect. Aileen's body convulsed in ecstasy, all while squirting in messy bursts. "Nngh—mmph! F-fuck! M-Master!!" She managed through the gag, her brown hair a tangled mess around her face, her eyes rolling back as pure pleasure fried her thoughts.
Seeing her lose control in such a way was a feeling no drugs could compare to……Seeing such a Goddess unravel just fueled the most primal animalistic parts of his brain. Wanting to bully her some more. To push her more.
With a chuckle—"Don't think we're done, little masoslut."—Alexander suddenly pulled out of Aileen, his thick, glistening cock sliding free from her soaked pussy with a wet, slurping pop.

Her body shuddered at the sudden emptiness, her ass still raised as a trail of her squirt dripped down her soft thighs, soaking the sheets beneath her.

Their little voyeur, the third wheel in the room? Forgotten for now. On purpose.

He gripped her hips roughly, flipping her over onto her back in one swift, dominant motion, making her brown hair splay out like a wild mess across the pillows. "Hold these legs up. Keep yourself open for your Master's cock."

As he commanded, he forced her knees back toward her chest until her voluptuous body was fully exposed—her massive tits heaving, her puffy, swollen pussy on full display, begging for more.

Aileen complied instantly, her hands hooking under her knees to keep them pinned back, her face flushed and contorted in a blend of pain and ecstasy. "Y-yes... like this Master?" she panted, her voice shaky as she gazed up at him with wide, eager eyes. Full of lust, submission, and need.
Alexander didn’t give her confirmation, at least not verbally. He slammed back into her with a forceful thwack, his veiny rod burying itself deep into her quivering cunt in one brutal thrust.

"Ahhhhhhh—! Oh god, yes! MASTER!! Master!!" Aileen cried out, her back arching off the bed as he filled her completely, stretching her walls and making her squirt again in a messy spray that splashed against his thighs.

His hips began pistoning forward with raw power. Each thrust was merciless—slam! Slam! Slam!—the sound of his balls slapping against her ass echoing through the room like thunder.

She had to be at the company tomorrow, so he couldn't slap her face, and so his hands went flying to her tits. 
Slapping them senseless with open-palmed strikes that left red marks blooming on her soft, jiggling curves. "Feels good, doesn't it? You pain-loving maso slut. You love being my abuse whore, don't you? You want nothing more than Master's pain, hm?" He growled each slap timed with his thrusts, making Aileen's moans spike higher.
Smack! "Ahh—nngh! Yes, Master! I love it! I love you!"

Smack! "Oh fuck!!" She wailed, her pussy clenching around him as another gush of fluid erupted, her curvy frame trembling under the combined assault of pleasure and plain.

The bedroom was filled with the symphony of their lust—Aileen's wet, squelching cries mixing with Alexander's heavy grunts, "Ugh—is this pussy needy for Master's cum hm?" He rammed into her, his cock disappearing entirely before pulling back only to plunge in again, each movement making Aileen's tits bounce wildly and her juices flow freely.
For Mia, watching from the sidelines, it was hypnotic, the way he seemed to reduce Aileen to a moaning, squirting submissive mess so easily.
Then, with a wicked grin, Alexander reached down and unbuckled the ball gag from Aileen's mouth, letting it drop to the sheets with a soft thud.

Her lips were swollen and parted, gasping for air as he immediately pinched her hardened nipples between his fingers, pulling and twisting them cruelly.

"Ahh—ow, Master! Sir!!!! Daddyy........That hurts so good!" Aileen yelped, her voice breaking into a mix of whimpers and moans as he tugged harder, stretching her sensitive buds until they were red and throbbing.

"Who owns you, huh? Say it, you slut—tell me whose pussy this is? Who owns this masochistic body?" He demanded, his words coming out in a rhythmic chant between thrusts, twisting her nipples even more as if to wring the confession from her.

Aileen's eyes rolled back, her body arching further as the pain blended into ecstasy, her words spilling out in a stream of lewd gasps. Words that would give her mother a heart attack if they were to reach her ears.
"You do—oh god, Alexander, Master! YOU own my pussy! I'm your slutty masochist bitch in heat! Your pet! I live for your cock! Aileen Arison was born to serve Master! Everything I have belongs to Master! My wealth.....Oh God!......My body…..My beauty……Everything......Golden Fortune group.....all....I'll give to Master and Master only…."

Her voice was cracking with desperation, each word punctuated by a sharp moan as he twisted harder.  "I'll live the rest of my life to make Master happy........serve Master's cock....."

Her admission seemed to push Alexander. Keeping his twisting, pinching grip on her sensitive nipples, he climbed further onto the bed. Mounting her in a mating press, sealing her lips in a deep tongue-filled kiss, he resumed thrusting.

The bed shook and squeaked under them, her moans muffled in his mouth. The outside world forgotten, time forgotten as he kept fucking into her insides. Until her moans had died down into soft whines until she could no longer keep her legs up. His thrusts pausing for a moment, groaning into her pretty pink lips as he unloaded what felt like gallons into her needy, eager womb—flooding her with seed.
Aileen's exhausted body lay sprawled on the bed, her curvy frame trembling and barely conscious after the relentless pounding.

Her hair was matted with sweat, her massive tits rising and falling with shallow breaths, and her pussy still quivering from the final, brutal thrusts. Her body limp and spent from the squirting orgasms that had left her a dripping mess.

Alexander pulled out slowly, his thick cock sliding free with a slick, wet schlorp, coated in a mix of his cum and her juices. A string of pearly white semen stretched from his tip to her swollen, gaping pussy before breaking, letting his load leak out in a slow, oozing trickle down her thighs.

"Look at you, mine." He chuckled roughly, his voice laced with triumph as he glanced down at her one last time, her chest heaving faintly. The satisfaction from this moment......couldn't be put into words.

But as he turned around, his eyes locked onto Mia standing there, her presence registering after she'd been watching for over an hour.

The fiery 18-year-old redhead was a vision of guilty arousal—her mouth hanging wide open in a silent gasp, her plump lips glistening as if she'd been biting them in ecstasy. The bathrobe she wore was now fully open. One of her hands was clamped firmly on her own busty tit, squeezing and kneading it, her fingers digging into the soft supple flesh and pinching her hardened nipple.

Her other hand was buried between her curvy legs frantically rubbing her soaked pussy in circular motions that made her hips buck involuntarily.

The room's dim light revealed the puddle she'd made on the floor beneath her—a shiny, wet patch of her own cum that had dripped from multiple orgasms.

Alexander's cock, still rock-hard and throbbing with residual energy, twitched at the sight, a smirk spreading across his face as he stood tall, his frame glistening with sweat.

"Well, well, still here?" he drawled, his tone teasing, his lips smiling as he eyed her up and down. "Did you enjoy the show, you little voyeur? From the mess you've made, I'd say you came harder than she did."

Mia's face flushed a deep crimson, matching her hair. Her cheeks burned with a mix of embarrassment and unrelenting need. She froze, her fingers still pressed against her sensitive clit, a soft moan escaping her lips—"Ahh... oh god"—as she realized she'd been caught.
Her body was a whirlwind of sensations—overstimulated and aching from her self-pleasure, her pussy still pulsing from the multiple climaxes that had left her legs shaky.
"I... I couldn't stop," she whispered breathlessly, her voice trembling and high-pitched, pulling her hand from between her legs to reveal slick fingers that glistened in the light.

"I've cum so much... made a mess." She admitted, her words spilling out in a rush of submission and desire. Having been affected by Aileen. Her other hand still idly groping her tit as if she couldn't bear to let go. 
Alexander's smirk widened, his eyes darkening with predatory interest as he took a step toward her, his hard cock bobbing with each movement, still slick from Aileen's juices.

Mia stood there, watching him approach with nervous excitement written across her face. She barely managed a whisper, "I can't handle it like her.......That's...."

She tried to explain. What she saw left her dripping in need, but she couldn't imagine herself enduring the same levels of pain.

Watching Aileen being slapped? Hot. The thought of being slapped herself like that? Not as much.

"I know," he replied in a low, gentle tone. Different from the one he took with Aileen. It's commanding, but not as rough.
He knew both Aileen and Mia were sexually submissive, but Mia had no masochistic tendencies. She hated pain most of the time.
Mia's breath quickened, her body trembling as she watched him approach, her moans turning into soft, needy whimpers.
Alexander reached out and yanked the bathrobe open in one swift motion, watching it sliding off her shoulders with a whoosh and pooling at her feet, exposing her naked, quivering form.
Her pale skin glowed in the light, her full tits bouncing free with hardened nipples pointing like beacons, and her red hair cascading messily around her face. "Don't worry.......I'll be gentle." He growled as he grabbed her waist with ease, lifting her off the ground like she weighed nothing.
Mia let out a surprised gasp—"Ahh!"—her arms instinctively wrapping around his neck, her legs dangling as she clung to him tightly, her soft curves pressing against his muscular chest.

The heat of his skin against hers sent jolts through her body, her pussy still throbbing from her earlier self-pleasure.

But instead of laying her on the bed, Alexander turned and laid her down right on top of Aileen, positioning Mia's body directly over the exhausted 27-year-old's.

Aileen's limp form was still sprawled out, her curvier figure rising and falling with shallow breaths, still leaking Alexander's cum onto the sheets.

Mia's eyes widened in shock as her bare tits smashed against Aileen's larger, softer ones—nipples brushing together in a confusing mix of warmth and pressure, the sensation making Mia's breath hitch. 
"W-wait, what—oh fuck!" She whimpered, her voice a high-pitched mix of surprise and arousal, her body tensing as she felt Aileen's sweat-slicked skin against her own.
Aileen was still out of it, her eyes half-lidded and murmuring incoherently—"Mmm...nngh..."—not even truly noticing the younger girl on top of her.
As for Alexander, he wasted no time. He positioned himself between their legs, his hard bulbous cockhead pressing against Mia's extremely sensitive, dripping pussy. With a single, forceful push, he slammed into her, burying himself deep in one go, stretching her tight walls and making her cry out in overwhelming pleasure.
"Ahh—fuck, too much! Oh god, it's too much! Alex!!Please......" Mia screamed, her voice breaking into loud, unrestrained moans and whimpers as the initial shockwave hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing from the sensitivity.

Her pussy, already so wet and ready from her actions as she watched, now clenched around him desperately, juices flowing freely and mixing with the mess from Aileen below.

But true to his word, he took it slow and gentle after that first thrust, his hips rolling in measured, deliberate strokes rather than the brutal pounding he'd given Aileen.

Each push was deep but controlled, drawing out the sensations to make her squirm—"There you go, feel every inch.....Remember its shape...." he grunted, his voice a low rumble as he held her hips steady, savoring the way her body trembled. 
Mia's moans grew louder, turning into a symphony of raw need—"Mmmph! Ahh—nngh, yes, please!"—her hands scrambling for something to hold onto, eventually clinging to Aileen like a lifeline, her fingers digging into the older woman's shoulders as if to anchor herself against the pleasure threatening to drown her.
The contact jolted Aileen awake, still in the afterglow of her many orgasms; her usually sharp and bright brain struggled to catch up with the situation.

Her thoughts addled, she acted on nothing but emotions. Her maternal instincts flared to life in the haze of her exhaustion and from the needy moans in her ear. 
Her eyes fluttered open, taking in the sight of Mia writhing on top of her, their tits pressed together in a soft, fleshy crush that made both women gasp.

"Oh, sweet thing... hold on tight," Aileen cooed, her voice soft and nurturing yet laced with lingering lust, wrapping her arms around Mia in a protective hug.

She pulled Mia closer, their bodies melding as Aileen's hands stroked her back soothingly, then leaned in to pepper kisses along Mia's cheek—soft, wet pecks that left trails of warmth.

"That's it, take Daddy's cock like a good girl," Aileen murmured encouragingly, her words a gentle whisper against Mia's skin, "Let him fill you up... you're doing so well. Take it like the pretty good girl you're......"

Mia's whimpers escalated into frantic, pleading cries—"Ahh—yes, Daddy, it feels so good!"—The words rolled of her tongue easily, her body arching as she buried her face in Aileen's neck, the combination of Alexander's gentle thrusts and Aileen's tender embrace overwhelming her senses.
The scene between the two gave Alexander pause for a brief moment before smirking. He knew from his experience in the time loop that both women were strictly straight.

But he also knew they could get along, and both had the type of people-pleasing personality that would fool with the other if it was a show for his pleasure.
Still........he doubted they'd go beyond this level of intimacy between them. 'This is enough progress.'

He kept up his relentless thrusting into Mia's ultra-sensitive pussy, his cock plunging deep with each stroke that made her walls clench and squirt in uncontrollable bursts—squirt! squirt!—her juices spraying out and soaking the sheets beneath them as she writhed on top of Aileen.
"That's it....squeeze Daddy's cock" He grunted roughly, leaning down to kiss Mia's shoulder with hot, open-mouthed presses that left wet trails on her skin, soon followed by bits that left hickeys all across her back, before shifting further to capture Aileen's lips in a passionate make-out session, his tongue invading her mouth while he continued pounding Mia with steady, forceful drives.
Aileen moaned into the kiss, her arms wrapping around Mia possessively—"Mmmph, yes, take it all,"

As Alexander's free hand groped Aileen's tit, the three of them entangled in a haze of lust.

Mia's whimpers escalating to ear-piercing cries—"Ahh—nngh, I'm cumming again Daddy!"—her body shaking from the overwhelming pleasure.

But after a few more thrusts that left Mia's pussy gushing and her clinging desperately to Aileen, Alexander pulled out, his cock still slick and throbbing, and immediately thrust into Aileen's waiting cunt with brutal force—fucking her roughly as her curvy body jolted under the assault.
"Your turn, you greedy bitch in heat" His hips snapped hard enough to make Aileen's tits bounce wildly and her squirt mix with his earlier cum, before he yanked out again and slid back into Mia with a gentler, slower pace, rolling his hips to draw out her moans.
The contrast left both women breathless and clinging to one another for dear life; their bodies pressed together in a sweaty, trembling heap—

Aileen muttering soft encouragements like "Hold on, baby, feel him own us," while Mia's high-pitched pleas of "Too much, but don't stop!" filled the room.

Alexander alternating between them until their exhaustion set in, their limbs going limp from the relentless cycle of rough and tender ecstasy.

But he didn't stop there, even as the two lost the energy to keep up with him. The night was still young.
So he made sure to enjoy the view as he stood tall in the center of the room, his cock rigid and demanding as Mia and Aileen knelt before him, their mouths working in tandem on his shaft—licking, sucking, and slurping with eager tongues as they shared the taste of his precum.

Grunting with satisfaction as he guided them deeper, making them take turns deepthroating him until his balls tightened, their combined moans and wet gagging sounds echoing as they both received a few ropes of his seed down their gullet.

He made sure to savor the emperor-like rush, of laying on his back on the bed with his arms behind his head as he reveled in the soft, pillowy crush of Mia and Aileen's tits enveloping his throbbing cock, their massive breasts sliding up and down his shaft in a rhythmic, slick grind that left trails of their saliva and sweat.

His hips bucking as they pressed together harder, their nipples rubbing against each other and his skin, the friction building until he coated their snowy peaks with his cum, covering them.

And he made sure to burn into his mind the view of both women on their hands and knees, side by side on the bed, asses up and pussies exposed as he took turns fucking them doggy-style.

Slamming into Mia's sensitive cunt with gentle rolls before switching to pound Aileen's roughly with powerful thrusts that made the bed creak. He kept on alternating between them, their moans syncing into a chorus of "Ahh—fuck me!" and "Harder, Daddy!".

By late in the night, both women were left dripping with his thick cum from their pussies, tits, and mouths, utterly exhausted and fucked into a deep, satisfied sleep as their bodies twitched from the aftershocks.
He could only smile as he gently roused the two women and sent them into the shower to grab a quick bath. As the two cleaned each other off, he used a towel to wipe away the puddle of their juices from the floor. The collar, leash, and ball gag were returned to the bedside drawer.

He joined the two in the shower for a quick rinse, and before long, he was hugging each woman to his side with a possessive arm around their curves, all of them exhausted and quickly drifting off.





Chapter 17: Fake no more.

A new day—July 13, 2024.
At 7:00 a.m., Alexander opened his eyes right on time—awake!
Staring at the ceiling, he smiled. He could hear soft breathing on his left. Turning his head, he saw Mia curled up against his shoulder, arms around his neck, sleeping like a kitten. She had really worn herself out last night.
Turning to his right, Aileen wasn't there.
The bedroom door was slightly open, and he could hear some noise from the living room. Last night, Aileen seems to have set plenty of alarms, so this morning, she had gotten up at her normal time—6:30—half an hour earlier than Alexander.
But Alexander didn't get up.
He was exhausted, too.
Waking at 7 a.m. was just his biological clock—he still needed more rest.
He turned over and hugged Mia, squishing her soft curves into him and closing his eyes again.
Back to sleep.
Before long, it was after 8 a.m.
Ring ring ring…
The phone rang, waking both Alexander and Mia from their deep sleep.
Alexander opened his eyes, reached for the phone on the table, and glanced at the screen—it was Jasmine calling.
"Morning," Alexander answered.
"Get to the office. Now." Jasmine said directly, her tone strange, not urgent, but anxious.
"What happened?" Alexander asked.
"My dad's in NY," She replied.
When she said that, Alexander raised his eyebrows slightly, though he wasn't surprised.
"Oh, I see," He replied calmly.
"Hurry up and get to the office," Jasmine urged, feeling like he wasn't anxious at all. His laid-back tone made it seem like he didn't care one bit!
"What's the rush? I haven't even had breakfast yet. Don't be in such a hurry..." Alexander said with a light chuckle.
"Come on! Do you have any idea what my dad—" Jasmine started anxiously but didn't finish the sentence. Instead, she said, "Just hurry up! If we mess this up, all the effort we've put in will be for nothing!"
"Just make sure you don't mess it up," Alexander replied with a grin.
"You—" She choked on her words, but didn't say anything too harsh. "Hurry up already! You drive me crazy every day!" She hung up right after.
Alexander looked at the phone after the call ended, curled his lips into a smile, tossed it aside, and got up to get dressed.
"Wicked man, who was that?" Mia sat up and asked.
The call had woken her. Though she hadn't heard everything clearly, she recognized it was a woman's voice. From the few words she caught, she couldn't make out what the woman was saying to Alexander.
"A friend," Alexander replied casually, then looked at her and asked, "Still sleepy? Want to go back to bed for a bit?"
"I'm already awake, might as well not," She said as she got out from under the blanket. It slipped off her—of course, she wasn't wearing anything. On display for Alex's gaze was her pale body, bearing all of his marks.
"Are you heading out for something? Leaving right away?"
"Yeah, something urgent,"
After quickly getting dressed, Alexander headed to the living room and saw a note on the table from Aileen. She had left early because she needed to go home first before heading to the office. Everything was written on the note. She didn't want to disturb Alexander and Mia while they slept.
Aileen had also bought breakfast for the two of them, mainly breakfast sandwiches. Though they were a bit cold, it didn't matter in the hot summer weather.
Alexander read the note, grabbed a sandwich, and took a bite.
Just something to eat casually.
Mia came into the living room looking for her clothes, hips swaying side to side. Her clothes were still there. After showering yesterday, she'd been wearing Alexander's bathrobe.
"You rogue, where are you going? Can I come with you? I don't want to go home..." She asked while putting on her bra, wincing a bit at how sensitive her full breasts felt.
"No." Alexander rejected her directly, sandwich still in his mouth. Then he looked up at her with a smile and added, "But if you don't want to go home, you can go find Aileen. Visit her at her company…"
"But won't Aileen be super busy?" She still had a sensible side. She didn't want to cause trouble and risk being disliked.
Yesterday, she was still calling her Miss Arison/Miss Aileen. Now, she had already switched to calling her "Aileen."
Naturally, that was because of everything that had happened the previous night.
It brought them much closer—
"She is busy, but…" Alexander paused, then smiled. "You can tell her about your dad wanting to send you abroad to study. She'll help you deal with it. That way, you won't have to leave."
"Really?" Mia looked up at Alexander abruptly, blinking with hope.
"It's not that big of a deal. Just tell her—she'll definitely find a way," He assured.
He didn't want Mia to go abroad either, and he wouldn't allow that to happen. But to him, this was a minor issue! He wouldn't even need to lift a finger—Aileen could easily handle it for him!
"Okay, okay! I'll go find her!" She said excitedly.
Alexander ate a bit more, then went to the bathroom to wash up—washed his face and hands, and tidied his hair.
When he came out of the bathroom, Mia had already finished getting dressed and was sitting at the table, eating.
"Okay, I'm heading out. Make sure you lock the door when you leave. Oh, and… take the spare key. When you have time, make a copy and give it to Aileen…" Alexander said as he walked to the door to change his shoes.
"Okay!" Mia agreed and turned her head. "So, Mr Criminal, when will you be done with your business?"
"Not sure," He replied, glancing at her with a smile. "Can you stop with all these weird 'evil guy' nicknames? It's kinda weird."
"You're not an evil bad guy? After all you did last night? You rogue........Criminal!!" She shot back. Blushing.
"I'm evil? Then, should I be really evil and not let Aileen help you?" He teased.
"Daddy, I was wrong! Safe travels!" She immediately bowed to Alexander in apology, half-jokingly and very earnestly.
"Good girl," Alexander chuckled.
He changed his shoes and left.
More than half an hour later, Alexander arrived at the Halston Tower, driving his Lamborghini.
He understood Jasmine's anxiety, but he truly wasn't the least bit worried. In fact, he had already guessed that her father would come to NY around this time. The sudden visit wasn't because he heard his daughter had a boyfriend and wanted to meet him.
That was just an excuse!
The real reason was his son! Dante Doran was in trouble! That was the real reason prompting the father to come!
Alexander had told Dante that he needed to inform the family patriarch about his crisis. As such, Dante had called home. But there was no way the old man would come himself—only Dante's father would!
At 9:30 AM, Alexander finally appeared in the CEO's office.
The moment he walked in, Jasmine—who had been standing by the window—turned around to look at him, her expression cold and her tone even more frigid. "You really weren't in a hurry, were you, dear Mr. Ciotta!"
"You're not afraid of your dad. You even dared to point at your grandfather's nose and scold him. So what are you worried about?"
"You think I'm not worried?"
Jasmine stormed toward him and grabbed his tie, pulling him down as she spoke forcefully, "Do you have any idea how much trouble I'll be in if my dad sees through you? And how much will you be in? And if my brother finds out you're fake—think about all the things you've done in NY lately! If they learn everything, do you really think you'll be okay?"
"You care about me?" Alexander smiled softly.
Jasmine was silent for a few seconds, face still cold. Then, still staring straight at him, she snapped, "Yes! I care! So what?!"
She admitted it!
Alexander's smile faded. He became serious.
"The fake relationship turning real?" he asked.
"Let it be real!" Her tone was still sharp, as if she were challenging him. But she wasn't someone who would joke about things like this.
"Jasmine, you better think this through! I've got a lot of women!" Alexander reminded her. Warning her seriously. All while staring into her eyes. "If you get serious with me, you'll never have a chance of going back! I won't allow you to."
"You think I'm scared of you?" Jasmine shot back immediately, her tone combative.
Alexander said nothing.
Jasmine also fell silent.
The two stared at each other in wordless tension. The office was quiet.
After a while...
Alexander could see that, despite Jasmine's firm stance, a flicker of emotion had appeared in her eyes.
An indescribably subtle atmosphere quickly heated up between them in the silence.
Ring ring ring...
A sudden phone call shattered the mood.
Jasmine was still staring into Alexander's eyes as she pulled out her phone, swiped to answer, and held it to her ear.
"Speak!"
"Sis! Why haven't you and brother-in-law shown up yet? Dad's asking again..." Dante's deliberately hushed voice came through the phone.
He sounded a little anxious, and it seemed like he was trying to speak without being overheard, so he kept his voice very low.
"We're almost there, don't worry," Jasmine said, still locking eyes with Alexander as she spoke into her phone. After finishing her sentence, she slid her finger to hang up, gripping her phone tightly while keeping her gaze fixed on Alexander's eyes.
Another few seconds of silence.
Suddenly, Jasmine gave Alexander's tie a sharp tug and leaned in to kiss him right on the lips.
No hesitation—just kiss him first and deal with the rest later!
She had kissed Alexander a few times before, and he'd even kissed her actively once, but those times were either for show or out of spite. This time, it was neither.
As their lips met, she let go of his tie and wrapped her arms around his neck, taking the initiative. Alexander responded by wrapping his arm around her waist, pulling her into his embrace.
The kiss lasted a long, long time.
Finally, Jasmine leaned back a bit and said softly, "Time to go."
After speaking, she smiled at Alexander, then glanced at the corner of his mouth, raised her hand, and tapped it with her fingertip.
There was her lipstick.
She stepped away, went to the table, pulled a few tissues, and came back. Alexander reached out to take them, but Jasmine didn't hand them over. Instead, she said softly, "Let me do it."
Then she personally wiped the corner of his mouth with the tissue, doing it very carefully and attentively. Her eyes kept moving between his lips and his eyes. Her smile looked mild but carried a hint of feminine allure.
This was probably the first time she had shown such an expression and emotion to a man.
But Alexander knew—Jasmine wasn't trying to please him.
Definitely not!
She had simply made up her mind!
Everything that had happened over the past few days—especially yesterday's board meeting at the Golden Fortunre Group—had made Jasmine realize, clearly and completely, just how powerful and terrifying Alexander was. She even had to admit, in some ways, Alexander far surpassed her!
But she wasn't Aileen!
To Jasmine, realizing Alexander was stronger than her only led to one thought—Alexander is worthy of me! He could be her partner!
This was her mentality!
And just now, she and Alexander had broken through that final barrier between them!
She was ready to be serious with Alexander. Still, she would never allow herself to be the weaker one, the one controlled in this relationship! In any relationship, one partner inevitably takes the lead, and she intends to be the dominant one!
So, when she took the initiative to wipe Alexander's mouth, what she was really doing was... flirting!
Alexander was fully aware of what Jasmine was thinking.
He certainly wasn't worried about "falling" and becoming submissive. In fact, he found the whole thing rather interesting!
"Your makeup's a bit smudged," Alexander said with a smile. As he spoke, he suddenly raised his hand and snatched the tissue from Jasmine's hand, wiped her mouth himself, and walked toward the couch.
Jasmine paused with her hand still raised, then looked at his back and said softly, "I'll go touch up a bit, darling; you sit down first."
She walked over to grab her purse, then clicked her high heels toward the executive office's attached restroom. Her CEO office didn't just have a restroom—it also had a private lounge. Sometimes, when she worked too late, she'd stay the night there instead of going home.
Her makeup wasn't really that ruined—mainly the lipstick, which had smudged on Alexander's lips after their tongue-filled kiss…
A few minutes later, Jasmine came out of the bathroom and went straight into the private lounge.
"I'm going to change," she said as she walked by.
"Alright!" Alexander responded with a smile from the couch.
Another few minutes passed.
"Alexander, come help me with something…" Her voice called from inside the lounge.
"Hm? Coming," Alexander replied as he got up and headed over.
The door to the lounge was ajar. He pushed it open and entered. The space inside wasn't vast—it was just a temporary resting area. But it had all the furnishings a bedroom should have, including a modest-sized wardrobe.
Jasmine stood in front of the full-length mirror with her back to Alexander.
She had already changed out of her business attire and was now wearing a black evening gown. The dress was formal yet elegant, full of feminine charm. The zipper was on the back, and she seemed unable to zip it up herself—hence her call for help.
Alexander walked up behind her.
The dress had a very narrow waist, accentuating Jasmine's hourglass figure and back. From this angle, he could even see the strap of her bra and its style.
Jasmine tilted her head slightly as she looked at Alexander through the mirror. Then she swept her long, straight black hair to one side and gently held it up, saying, "Help me zip it."
Her intent was straightforward.
To let Alexander look, showing just enough, but not giving anything. Tease him. Make him itch.
If Alexander took the initiative, she'd act coy. If he begged her... he'd lose!
Alexander's smile remained calm. He saw right through her. He knew that from the moment they got to this point, Jasmine playing this kind of game was bound to backfire—because she had zero experience in this area! No matter how smart she was, using amateur tricks on someone like Alexander—who was "max level," would sooner or later lead to "problems."
Alexander reached out and slowly zipped up the back of her dress.
"All done," he said.
Jasmine reached for a box on the nearby table, then handed it backward. "Put this on for me."
Alexander took it, opened the box—
A diamond necklace.
He brought his arms around her and helped her fasten the necklace.
Jasmine glanced in the mirror, then turned to face him. "How do I look?"
"Very nice," Alexander said.
"Just nice?" Jasmine pressed.
"What, you still need compliments? Do you—Jasmine Doran—actually care?" Alexander shot back with a smile.
She narrowed her eyes slightly, then suddenly broke into a radiant smile. She stepped closer, adjusted Alexander's tie, and leaned in to say softly, "You're such a tease... I'm really curious—are you like this with all women? Or just me? Are you deliberately playing with my emotions because I'm special and make you feel things? Hmm?"
She ended with a smile, a little victorious.
If Alexander admitted she was special, then she'd won this "round."
"It's time to go," Alexander said with a smile.
He didn't admit it, but he didn't deny it either!
Jasmine's smile grew even brighter. Her mood improved instantly! She had finally gotten the upper hand, forcing Alexander into silence.
Yet she didn't realize—Alexander had intentionally let her win this one to make her more proactive!
Now that they had officially established a relationship, Alexander wouldn't just keep provoking her endlessly. He had to let her feel at ease sometimes, because what he truly wanted was her love.
Once she'd finished straightening his collar, Jasmine took his arm.
"Let's go!"
The two left the CEO office holding hands. Along their way to the elevator, many stopped what they were doing and glanced over.
They had never seen their cold CEO dressed up like this. The dark dress highlighted her silky, soft skin and pale complexion, all while tastefully accentuating every feminine curve of her body.
Many watched with jealousy as they entered the elevator. In the underground parking lot, Jasmine's motorcade was already waiting for them. They climbed into the middle car, and before long, they set off for Dante's club.
In the backseats, Jasmine and Alexander sat together, still holding hands. However, she was clearly far more anxious than he was.
Alexander simply smiled and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. He was as relaxed as he looked. "Relax. I'll handle it." He whispered to her before falling into his thoughts.
The issue with Aileen and the Arison Company has been sorted.
He has gained another favor from Frank, which he can call in at any time.
Mia and Aileen have become closer, and he'd even had both together.
His relationship with Jasmine has finally discarded the "fake" label.
A great deal has happened, and it's barely been six days since he escaped the time loop. And he knew things would only get crazier.
James should be making his move soon.
He had a few women in mind that he wanted to meet soon.
Some groundwork to lay.
 
'So much to do, and quite little time.' He chuckled in his mind before shifting his focus.
For now, he had to deal with his father-in-law (one of them). The rest.....would follow.




Afterword

And with that, volume 3 is a wrap. I know it's a bit shorter than the first two, but it felt right to pause it here.
To those who reviewed the book. Commented on Facebook, or even reached out to me directly via DMs: Thank you so much for all the support!
I honestly hadn’t expected the book to do so well. Halfway through volume 2, I nearly gave up, but I’m happy I pushed through!
If you enjoyed the book, please be sure to leave a review! Those help a ton! (And they also feed my addiction of “human interactions lol)
Volume 4, when? Honestly, no clue. I have the outline done, but, still need to transfer it to text lol. Most likely two or three weeks from Volume 3.
In the meantime, you can find me on Facebook! Follow for sneak peeks on covers(If FB doesn’t nuke them for being too spicy), live updates writing progress, and maybe even some snippets of the chapters: (You can also DM directly there if you have any questions!)
www.facebook.com/people/James-Azure-Writer/61577260577289/
You can also find me on the following awesome groups, which helped me get into the Harem world, and without, I woudn’t be here!
HaremLit Readers
Harem GameLit Books group
Harem Lit
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