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Your usual “Thank you for the support” message. I said it many times, but I still truly appreciate it all
And another thank you for sticking with me all the way to volume four!  (Hopefully cheers to many more to come)
Please note that reading Volumes 1 to 3 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 are available on KU!)
All in all, I hope you had fun with the ride and continue to do so!
And, just like Volumes 1, 2, and 3, 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: Meeting the father-in-law.

Inside the deluxe suite of the club, "Monarch Vault"—a place exquisitely decorated with an artistic vibe and even a piano—
Dante Doran sat on the couch, looking a little anxious as he stared ahead.
Sitting on the opposite couch was a middle-aged man in his early fifties. He carried an air of long-standing authority and bore some resemblance to Dante in appearance.
This was none other than Dante and Jasmine's father—the eldest son of the patriarch of the Doran family, and the future head of the Doran family—Morris Doran!
"That's it? This is all the information you managed to gather?" Morris had just finished reading a thick stack of documents. He looked up at his son, his expression stern.
"Dad! I feel the same way as you—something's off! I investigated for days without telling Sis. I even sent people to dig nationwide," Dante emphasized.
"But this is all I got! I swear, we couldn't find anything else!"
"So what you're telling me is—the man Jasmine has her eyes on, his family just runs a tiny shop? That's the power behind him? Do you believe that?" Morris slammed the file onto the table.
Slap!
The file was thrown onto the table with a loud bang, sending some of the photos tucked inside scattering across the surface.
Dante immediately stood up—he was still somewhat afraid of his father.
"Dad, I really…" He didn't know what to say, because he had genuinely tried his best.
He hadn't investigated Alexander for the family's sake, but purely out of concern that his sister might be getting scammed.
As he'd said before, he kept things separate—Alexander had saved his life, and for that, he was genuinely grateful. On the surface, he referred to him as "brother-in-law" and treated him politely. Still, of course, he understood the simple principle: Trust no one too easily.
Alexander's appearance had been too sudden! And his skills, in contrast to his completely ordinary background, only made it more obvious that something was amiss.
He had investigated thoroughly—he'd even had people look into the kindergarten Alexander attended as a child… He'd even gotten hold of Alexander's birth records from the hospital!
Investigating in such detail and finding nothing suspicious only proved one thing: Alexander had to be hiding something big.
Dante was well aware of this.
But as for what exactly that big thing was… he had no idea.
Morris stared expressionlessly at his son, who had risen to his feet. For a moment, he even wondered if his son and daughter were conspiring to deceive him—but then dismissed the thought.
Impossible!
Because this "Alexander" was too questionable. If they had deliberately arranged a fake boyfriend to appease the family, they would never have picked someone this suspicious.
This ordinary!
There was no way his daughter would actually fall for someone so plain! She didn't even like James Sutherland! Her standards were practically higher than the sun itself!
Morris picked up the file again, flipping through it casually.
He couldn't spot any red flags either.
"There are only two possibilities." He looked up again. "First! He's not Alexander. The real Alexander Ciotta is already dead, and he's taken his identity. So no matter how much you investigate this identity, you'll never find—"
"Dad! That's absolutely impossible!" Dante cut in immediately.
"Hm? Why?" Morris Doran frowned.
"We've eaten together. After we left, I had someone retrieve the utensils he used—they had his saliva on them…" Dante Doran explained quickly. "Later, at his home, I also had people discreetly obtain hair samples from his parents… We ran a DNA test! He's their biological son!"
Dante's investigation had been painstakingly thorough.
Confirming that Alexander was Alexander had been the foundation of the investigation—of course, Dante wouldn't overlook that.
"Why isn't any of this in the file?" Morris asked, still frowning.
"Dad, you came way too suddenly! No call, no warning, just flying over first thing in the morning… Some of the documents aren't even here…" Dante defended, then circled back to the issue of Alexander's identity.
"He has to be the real Alexander! His life history is readily apparent and easily verifiable. There are photos of him from every stage of his life, and he's never been kidnapped or gone missing for any significant period. There's no way he was killed and replaced…"
This explanation was practically unnecessary—the DNA results spoke for themselves.
Dante was just rambling under pressure. His father's sudden arrival had thrown him off.
"Then that leaves only one possibility!" Morris declared after a moment of thought.
"What is it, Dad?" His son pressed.
"It's another one of your sister's stupid schemes." He stared at his son. "This 'boyfriend' of hers is fake again. Everything he's done in NY City these past few days was prearranged by your sister…"
"That's…" Dante hesitated.
Of course, Morris knew about Alexander's recent activities in NY—his son had included them in the report. But there were things even he didn't know, like Alexander's dealings with William Wycliffe.
What he did know were just the surface-level incidents, like the near-conflict between Frank Delaney.
"What's wrong?" Morris asked, noticing his son's odd expression.
“Maybe… maybe it is fake…” Dante replied in a tone that suggested he wasn't entirely convinced.
Truthfully, his reluctance came from his certainty—Alexander couldn't be fake!
But he couldn't say that!
Not just because he thought Jasmine was pregnant (and thus couldn't risk exposing anything), but also because… it would involve the incident where Alexander had helped him escape his crisis.
Back then, Alexander had warned him: Tell your family the situation you're in, but leave me out of it. Say you discovered the problem yourself, investigated deeply, and uncovered the danger. He had to keep Alexander's involvement a secret…
And Dante had complied.
Because it benefited him immensely.
The crisis Dante had faced could have landed him in prison, dragged the Doran family into chaos, and triggered a massive upheaval.
If he admitted that someone else had saved him, it would make him look incompetent. Like he'd recklessly played with fire, nearly destroyed everything, and then needed an outsider to bail him out.
So he had to claim he'd uncovered the danger himself.
It was proof that he wasn't a failure. Sure, he'd taken risks, but he hadn't lost control—he'd identified the threat in time and fixed it!
Even though he was currently the most promising third-generation heir of the Doran family, his position wasn't unshakable. His grandfather was still alive, and his father wasn't yet the actual head of the family. If they doubted his capabilities, the family's resources and support might shift to someone else…
"Maybe it's fake… or maybe it's real… I think it's probably real… My sister seems genuinely in love, I don't think she's faking it…" Dante deliberately spoke with uncertainty.
In truth, he was certain—Alexander was the real deal!
"How could it possibly be real…" Morris muttered.
He had already made up his mind: Alexander had to be his daughter's fake boyfriend! There was no other explanation!
Ring ring…
Dante's phone buzzed.
He answered, listened for a moment, then replied, "Got it."
Hanging up, he turned to his father. "Dad, my sister and the others are downstairs. They're on their way up now."
"Hm," Morris grunted in acknowledgment, leaning back in his seat. He gestured at the table, and his son immediately called someone in to clear away the files—not just the exhaustive dossier on Alexander, but also the documents related to his own mess.
That was the real reason Morris had been in such a foul mood this whole time.
He knew his son wanted to prove himself, but he'd gone way too far.
A few minutes later.
The sound of footsteps echoed outside the suite door, followed by muffled greetings of "Young Miss." Then the door swung open.
Morris turned his head and saw his daughter walking in, hand in hand with a young man. She was wearing a long dress that exposed just the right amount of skin and a dazzling diamond necklace.
Her hair, her light makeup, everything was done perfectly.
He knew his daughter usually disliked dressing like this—she was naturally beautiful and rarely bothered with excessive styling. But today, she seemed completely different. With less of a businesswoman's sharp aura, more… feminine.
Morris was self-aware enough to realize: There was no way she'd dressed up like this just to see him.
Was it because she was actually in love? For this kid's sake?
The thought only reinforced his belief—this had to be fake! His daughter would never change herself for a man! This was all an act!
The bodyguards closed the door behind them, leaving only Alexander and Jasmine to step further inside.
"Sis, brother-in-law, what took you so long? Dad's been waiting…" Dante took a few steps forward to greet them. As he turned his back on his father, he shot them a meaningful look.
Morris side-eyed his son's back. He couldn't see the glance, but he could guess. As for Dante calling Alexander "brother-in-law,"… he understood. His son wasn't necessarily doing it willingly—he was terrified of his sister. He wouldn't dare not address her boyfriend respectfully.
Jasmine, still holding Alexander's arm, stopped in front of the sofa. Staring at her father, who remained seated.
"Dad, you're here. Why didn't you call ahead?"
Morris looked up at his daughter for a moment, then immediately shifted his gaze to Alexander's face.
Alexander wore his usual faint smile. When Morris looked at him, he met his gaze calmly.
Morris only glanced at Alexander first, wanting to see his attitude upon meeting him. The calmer Alexander appeared, the more convinced Morris was that his daughter had trained him for this—calmness was wrong in this situation!
Was this how someone acted when meeting their girlfriend's father?
Fake at a glance!
"Call ahead?" He turned his gaze back to his daughter. His expression was cold as he fired back, "So you could prepare how to deal with me?"
Jasmine's expression stiffened for a moment before she suddenly smirked—a sharp, mocking grin that seemed to say: We can talk if you want, but if not, I'm out.
"Dad! A surprise attack, huh? Didn't we agree that until the deadline, you'd stay out of my business?" Jasmine retorted. The "deadline" she referred to was the settlement date of her bet with James Sutherland.
The father and daughter were already sparking tension the moment they opened their mouths.
Their relationship had always been strained.
Years ago, Morris had used his wife's critical illness as an excuse to lure Jasmine back to the country, then attempted to force her into an unwanted marriage.
Even now, years later, the rift between Jasmine and her family hadn't healed.
There was a time when she wouldn't even answer Morris's calls. These days, she picked up—but nearly every conversation ended in an argument.
"You couldn't even keep your little brother out of trouble, and now you blame me for coming to NY?" He shot back.
"How is this my fault?! You—" She didn't get to finish.
"Hey! Dad! Sis! Come on, don't fight!" Dante quickly stepped in, waving his hands. "You haven't seen each other in over half a year—can't you just talk normally?"
Jasmine gave her brother a look but didn't bother continuing.
She tugged at Alexander's arm, linking hers with his, then put on an exaggeratedly sweet smile, leaning into him affectionately. With deliberate formality, she introduced him to her father:
"Dad! Let me formally introduce you—this is my boyfriend, Alexander Ciotta!"
She was clearly trying to provoke him.
Without waiting for her father's reaction, Jasmine turned to Alexander next.
"Sweetheart, this is my dad. You can call him… well, he's a few years older than your father, so 'Uncle' for now. Once we get married, you can switch to 'Dad.'" Her tone when speaking to Alexander was soft, her gaze almost loving.
She even brought up marriage?!
Even faker!
Morris had personally heard his daughter swear she'd never marry—no matter how much the family wanted her to, no matter how much they pushed her toward the Sutherland family.
"Uncle, it's a pleasure to meet you," Alexander said with a polite smile.
Morris stared at him expressionlessly. Just as the atmosphere threatened to turn awkward, he suddenly stood up and extended his hand.
Alexander reached out and shook it.
In terms of etiquette, when a senior and a junior meet, the senior must offer their hand first. For the junior to initiate would be disrespectful.
So Alexander had waited. If Morris hadn't extended his hand, it would've been an outright snub.
But even Jasmine was surprised—her father had initiated the handshake.
Since when was he this polite?
He hadn't been this nice when yelling at her a second ago!
But Morris had no choice. What else could he do? No matter how much power he had, he couldn't control his daughter. No matter how much they fought now, they'd eventually reconcile. But if he openly challenged Alexander right away… Jasmine would flip the table, grab Alexander, and storm out.
And then the conversation would come to an end.
It wasn't that Morris was afraid of Alexander—he just didn't want his daughter walking away before he could expose this charade. He needed them to stay, to keep talking, so he could tear this fake-boyfriend act apart.
Once he did, he'd make sure word got out, and Jasmine's little play would collapse on its own.
"Young man, you must be something special to catch my Jasmine's eye," Morris said as they shook hands. His words carried a clear edge.
"I do alright. Though I'm sure I can't compare to you, Uncle," Alexander replied smoothly.
"Sit." The older man gestured before taking his seat first.
Alexander and Jasmine sat across from him, close together. Alexander casually crossed his legs—a relaxed, even informal posture for meeting a girlfriend's father.
But Morris wasn't angry. He found it almost amusing. The more at ease Alexander acted, the faker it seemed. He was overacting!
And he wanted him to slip up.
Jasmine noticed Alexander's crossed legs and subtly nudged his knee, shooting him a look to get him to put his foot down.
Alexander glanced at her, then ignored her.
Morris caught the exchange. At first, he thought: 'He's not listening to my daughter?'
But then it hit him—No! Jasmine's personality meant she'd never tolerate a man who didn't obey her. Which meant… this was part of the act!
Dante remained standing, too tense to sit. He wasn't scared of anything specific—he just didn't want his sister and father to start another fight and wreck his place.
"Alexander… how long have you and my daughter been together?" Morris began.
"A few months. We met at a campus recruitment event—Jasmine was hiring at my university…" Alexander answered casually.
"Just graduated?"
"Yes. Currently working at Jasmine's company."
"What did you study?"
"Computer science. IT-related fields."
It was like a background check—The father asked, and the boyfriend answered.
But this was normal for meeting parents for the first time!
"IT's good. Technology moves fast these days—everything's connected. So, Alexander, what are your plans for the future?"
"For now… help Jasmine take her company public."
"Hah. Ambitious." Morris chuckled lightly. If he'd said it flatly, it would've sounded sarcastic—and Jasmine would've snapped.
"By the way, Alexander, I haven't asked yet." Morris shifted gears. "What does your family do?"
"They run a restaurant." Alexander kept smiling. "Small business in a small town."
Morris's expression flickered.
He already knew everything.
His son had dug up Alexander's entire family history, and he had read the files.
He'd asked these questions, hoping Alexander would lie—so he could pounce on the inconsistency and expose him.
But… except for the untraceable "how long he'd been dating Jasmine," Alexander answered everything truthfully.
He didn't hesitate at all to tell a man like Morris Doran that his family ran a tiny shop. That was his background, and he owned it.
Morris steadied himself.
"Are your parents in good health?" he continued.
"Very. They're not even fifty yet. When I took my college entrance exams, they did a full medical checkup—no issues." Alexander spoke as casually as if they were chatting about the weather.
"How much does your family's shop make? Enough to cover expenses?"
"Enough to get by. Now that I'm working, it's just my parents and my younger sister. They've already saved up for her tuition—no big expenses…"
This had genuinely turned into a casual meet-the-parents chat!
But both Jasmine and Dante looked uneasy, especially Jasmine.
She was panicking inside.
She knew her father too well. The more polite he acted, the more dangerous it was. All it would take was one slip-up from Alexander—one tiny mistake for Morris to latch onto—and everything would fall apart.
About ten minutes later…
"Alexander, any hobbies?" Morris continued in that same conversational tone.
"Plenty." Alexander smiled. "Painting, music, MMA, firearms, cars…"
"Firearms?" Morris suddenly cut in. "You know about guns?"
He'd found his opening.
A guy from Alexander's background? No way he'd have access to guns.
Jasmine's face paled as she whipped her head toward Alexander.
How could he make such a basic mistake?!
The reactions of Morris Doran and Jasmine Doran were exactly as Alexander had anticipated.
It made him smile on the inside. The people's reactions to guns were always the biggest reminder that he was in a parallel world and that this wasn't the USA/Earth he knew.
From a USA where nearly everyone owned guns, to one where they were so regulated that only the elite and influential could get them……..That was a change that took him a while to get used to in the time loop.
Pushing the thoughts aside, he focused back on the now.
"Yeah, I know guns." Alexander appeared completely unfazed, his smile unchanged. "Guns are fascinating. Since you have both a son and a daughter, Uncle, you must understand—boys are naturally more interested in guns than girls, right?"
Of course, Morris understood, but that wasn't the point at all!
"You've had access to firearms?" He narrowed his eyes, cutting straight to the chase.
"The internet is a powerful thing. If you're interested in guns, that's all you need. The basic mechanics aren't complicated. Hell, you can even find blueprints for some models." Alexander chuckled lightly, seemingly shutting down the line of questioning, which made Jasmine exhale in relief.
But then he pivoted again.
"Though I have handled a gun before. A pistol. When I was a teenager, I made one myself. Not a real one, of course—more like a replica. Non-metal materials, including the trigger, were even hand-carved from wood. However, structurally, it should have been accurate. I'd say I know guns pretty well…"
Jasmine immediately sensed something was off about this explanation.
It was as if Alexander had first slipped up by mentioning guns, then covered it with the "internet research" excuse, but immediately after, doubled down by claiming he'd built a functional replica.
It was almost as if he were deliberately making himself look suspicious.
From an overall perspective, Alexander bringing up guns wasn't a mistake—it was intentional. Otherwise, why would he backtrack only to dig himself deeper?
But… why?
Morris continued to study Alexander with narrowed eyes.
He, too, felt something was wrong. From his perspective—assuming Alexander was a fake boyfriend planted by his daughter—he was looking for flaws.
Learned about guns online? Claims to be an expert?
Alexander's logic wasn't flawed. There were plenty of gun enthusiasts like that—so-called "gun nuts" who frequented forums, memorized specs, and could rattle off data for every major firearm model.
But then Alexander took it further, claiming he'd built a replica pistol with all the correct parts. While plausible (since it was just a model), it felt excessive.
It was unsettling.
Morris fell silent for a moment before turning to his son.
"Dante, are you carrying?" Morris himself didn't usually carry—not because he couldn't, but because he didn't need to. His bodyguards outside were armed, but they weren't in the room.
"Uh… Dad…” Dante's expression shifted.
Why the hell was he asking for a gun now?
Jasmine's face also darkened—as if she'd just thought of something terrifying—but then dismissed it. No, my father's a rational man, not a lunatic.
"Do you have it or not?" Morris pressed.
"I… yeah, I do." Dante reached behind his waist and produced a handgun.
Morris gestured for him to pass it to Alexander.
Dante relaxed slightly, stepping forward to place the gun on the coffee table before sliding it toward Alexander.
Alexander caught it effortlessly.
"Alexander, recognize this model? Care to explain?" Morris asked directly.
Alexander had expected this.
He'd deliberately left this "flaw" for Morris to exploit—and chosen guns specifically because he knew Morris had deep expertise in firearms.
Morris had served in the military in his youth. Initially, his family had planned for him to advance through the military ranks, but certain events had forced a change in his trajectory.
Times had changed.
In the early 2000s, he'd left the military as a major and taken a position as deputy director of an arms factory under a state-owned defense conglomerate.
Though he'd since been promoted and transferred away from the defense sector, his early experiences meant he still had an uncommon level of knowledge about guns, far beyond the average soldier, let alone a civilian.
In fact, firearms were now one of his hobbies.
And precisely because Morris knew guns so well, he'd be more likely to test Alexander on it—to expose him.
Alexander picked up Dante's pistol, holding it casually as he smiled at Morris.
"Beretta M9. Replaced the M1911 as standard issue for the U.S. military. Development was completed in the early 1980s. Chambered in 9mm, officially adopted in 1985. Dante's is a military-issue M9, not the civilian 92FS..."
He spoke as if reciting trivia, then glanced at the gun again before adding:
"Both weigh just over two pounds unloaded—about 950 grams. But the M9 has a heavier trigger pull—12 pounds double-action, 5 single. Utilizes a short-recoil system with a falling locking block, resulting in smoother cycling and improved accuracy under sustained fire. The 92FS civilian model has a slightly different safety configuration, but ergonomically, they're nearly identical. That said, the 92FS has tighter slide tolerances—smoother, but more prone to failure in harsh environments…"
Alexander sounded like a true gun enthusiast, rattling off specs without hesitation.
None of this was classified—all of it could be found online.
Jasmine was puzzled.
Was Alexander trying to impress her father by playing the gun expert?
But why?
Did he know her father liked guns and was trying to bond over a shared interest?
No. That wasn't Alexander's style—and it wouldn't work anyway.
Then what was his game?
Before she could figure it out, Alexander did something that shattered her assumptions—something downright terrifying.
Alexander weighed the gun in his hand, then said calmly:
"Going by the weight… if I had to guess, there should be six bullets in here."
Then—without hesitation—he ejected the magazine, gripping it in one hand as he pressed down with his thumb.
Click. Click. Click. Click. Click. Click.
One by one, bullets spilled out of the magazine, clattering onto the coffee table.
Six clicks.
Six bullets.
The magazine was empty.
He'd been right.
"Guess I was correct," Alexander said with a faint smile.
The room fell dead silent.
Jasmine and Dante stared at Alexander, their faces a mix of shock and utter confusion.
To accurately guess the number of bullets in a gun just by its weight, not only require knowing the specs inside out, but also unreal sensitivity to weight, and years of hands-on experience with firearms—the same model, at that.
Even a ten-year veteran would struggle to pull this off. It wasn't just about knowledge—it demanded innate talent.
And Alexander's one-handed unloading was textbook-perfect.
This wasn't just proof he'd handled real guns before; it meant he'd used them extensively.
What the hell was he doing?!
Alexander was deliberately exposing himself!
First, he claimed to know guns and provided a "flawless" excuse. Whether his excuse was believable didn't matter—what mattered was that he had one. That alone was enough. It was a form of sophistry. Whether anyone believed or questioned it was irrelevant. The point was that there was an explanation.
Alexander never expected Morris Doran to believe his story.
In fact, it was the opposite.
Alexander wanted Morris to doubt him. He was doing this on purpose.
And he was about to 'expose' himself even more.
The room fell into silence. Morris's expression was visibly off, but unlike his children, his unease came from a deeper place, because he knew guns better than they ever could. He was a true soldier, having served in the military and even held a leadership position in an arms factory.
So he understood better than anyone that Alexander was lying.
Then—
Alexander examined the pistol again before asking Morris, "Mind if I take it apart?"
He sounded like a curious enthusiast, eager to see if the internal structure matched what he knew.
But he didn't wait for Morris' answer.
He just started disassembling it.
Slide back. Remove the slide stop. Strip the slide. Extract the recoil spring. Pull out the firing pin...
Each part was placed neatly on the coffee table, but his movements were fast, fluid, without the slightest hesitation.
After field-stripping the pistol, he began reassembling it immediately. Typically, reassembly is slower; precision matters.
But Alexander worked just as quickly, slotting everything back into place before finally racking the slide.
Then, in one smooth motion, he picked up a bullet, grabbed the magazine, and single-handedly loaded it before slamming the magazine back into the pistol.
Snap!
He placed the reassembled gun in the center of the table.
Done.
"Pretty interesting," Alexander said, smiling straight at Morris.
Morris had watched the entire process with cold, unreadable eyes. From the moment Alexander started disassembling the gun, he had remained utterly still.
But he could estimate that the entire breakdown and reassembly had taken less than twenty seconds.
That was on par with firearms experts in SWAT teams.
Even in the military, only seasoned instructors with years of experience could match that speed—and even then, not necessarily at a faster pace.
Morris had been that fast once, back in his prime. But age had dulled his reflexes.
He had been an elite soldier—the kind who carried his family's honor into service. He had to excel. The pressure wasn't just from the military; it came from his family. He needed to reach a certain rank by a certain age.
Family connections could only do so much. If he wasn't good enough, he'd fail.
And precisely because he understood this world, a terrifying thought crossed his mind—
Was Alexander from some elite special forces unit?
Only places like that produced young talents this sharp.
But
He knew Alexander's background. He'd checked everything.
Alexander was ordinary. Fresh out of college. No military experience.
Based on the facts, there was no way Alexander could know guns this well.
Firearms were sensitive. And this wasn't just any gun—it was a military-issue type.
Alexander was hiding things!!!
Morris was sure now.
And that was exactly Alexander's goal.
Everyone—Jasmine, Dante, even Morris—had fallen into the same mental trap.
Morris assumed Alexander was acting, hiding his flaws to avoid being exposed as Jasmine's fake boyfriend.
Jasmine feared her father would doubt Alexander's authenticity, so she worried Alexander might slip up and give Morris an opening.
But the fatal flaw in their logic was, since when did "hiding things" mean he was fake?
The truth was the opposite.
If Alexander were just some ordinary guy following Jasmine's script, that would make him fake! Morris would never believe Jasmine could fall for a nobody!
But by revealing hints at his own "secrets"—and making them so big they defied explanation—
Alexander flipped the script.
The key was that the "secrets" had to be huge.
"Seems like you've been around guns for a while," Morris finally said, his voice flat, eyes locked on Alexander. The subtext was clear.
"Yeah, since I was a kid. Started before middle school. First time I looked it up online..." Alexander smiled, all but admitting he was lying.
But his method was shameless—"I learned it all online. Don't believe me? Too bad. Call me a genius if you want."
He didn't need to say it. Morris wouldn't ask. Both knew Alexander could brush it off if he wanted.
But now, Morris suspected Alexander had a deep, complex, and hidden background—one even the Doran family couldn't easily uncover. Nothing else made sense.
And a man as sharp as Morris could guess—Alexander was telling him this deliberately.
"You are full of surprises," Morris said.
"You flatter me. Just a hobby." Alexander kept smiling, then—almost casually—rested his hand on Jasmine's knee, giving it a light squeeze. A gentle touch of affection and a display of closeness.
Still staring at Morris, he added: "But to catch your daughter's eye, a man's got to have something special. Don't you think?"
It wasn't until this moment that Jasmine finally understood what Alexander was doing.
He had destroyed the idea that she had hired him as a fake boyfriend.
But!
This created a new, bigger problem.
Now, Morris was facing a mysterious man with a hidden background who was dating the Doran family's eldest granddaughter. Just dating? For what purpose?
And this problem?
It was Alexander's to handle.
"I was wondering," Morris said, his tone unchanged. He glanced at Jasmine, then back at Alexander. "Her standards are sky-high. Most men don't even register. She's so stubborn it gives me headaches... You, Alexander, are full of surprises."
"We just clicked at first sight," Alexander said, smiling.
Bullshit. "Clicked at first sight"?
"Uncle, how about we talk alone?" Alexander suddenly suggested.
Jasmine and Dante both stiffened.
Morris didn't react. He studied Alexander for three silent seconds.
Then nodded. "Fine."
Jasmine suddenly stood up. "A private talk? What do you need to say that you have to hide it from me?"
Her reaction was intense—she was worried, and she had no idea what Alexander was planning! Moreover, she knew very well that if she weren't present, her father would never have spoken to Alexander with such restraint.
And now, Alexander was the one asking for a private conversation?
"Jasmine." Morris looked up at his daughter, frowning. "Take your brother and step outside." His tone wasn't a request—it was an order.
"I'm not leaving!" Jasmine immediately shot back. "What's so secretive that I'm not allowed to hear it?" She was just making excuses.
"Alexander was the one who asked for a private talk. Why are you arguing with me?" Her father retorted sharply.
That left her speechless.
"Jasmine." Alexander, still seated on the sofa, reached up and gently tugged her hand. Looking up at her with a faint smile, he said, "Let me talk to your father alone. Don't argue. With you here, there are things your father and I can't discuss openly. He's been holding back for your sake. Some things are better said plainly…"
Jasmine turned her head, glaring sideways at Alexander.
Angry.
Furious.
Because on the way here, in the car, she had explained everything to him—how her father had flown in early that morning, how he was here for Dante, and how meeting her boyfriend was just a formality. She had told him to just get through it carefully.
Alexander hadn't told Jasmine anything about his plans. All he said was that 'he'll handle it'.
And now things had come to this.
But no matter how angry she was, she couldn't lash out at Alexander. She couldn't argue with him. That would make her seem guilty, as if she were afraid of something being exposed.
After glaring at him for a few seconds, Jasmine, her face icy, yanked her hand away.
"Fine. Talk." With that, she turned sharply, stepped around the sofa, and strode out in her high heels.
Dante quickly followed his sister.
As he left, he muttered, "Uh… Dad, brother-in-law, you two talk. Sis and I will step out…"
The siblings left the room.
The hallway outside was packed with bodyguards.
Dante, the last one out, gently closed the door behind him. Jasmine, however, was seething.
She paused for a moment, her expression cold, then suddenly whirled around and asked her brother in a low voice, "Dante, do you have surveillance in this room?"
"Uh… yeah." Dante hesitated, then nodded. "But it's not on."
His Monarch Vault was practically wired with hidden cameras, meant to gather compromising material on people.
Even this supposedly refined suite, which he claimed as his own, was used to host important clients. The surveillance here was usually only activated for those occasions.
Today, though? His father was here. Of course, he hadn't turned it on.
"Can you activate it? Where can we watch?" Jasmine pressed.
"This…" Dante hesitated, glancing around.
The hallway wasn't just filled with his and Jasmine's bodyguards—Morris' personal security was here too, all his most trusted men.
Was it really okay for his sister to ask this so openly?
To Jasmine, it was okay.
She wanted to know what Alexander was going to say to her father, and she wasn't afraid of her father finding out about that.
"We're just checking. You know how Dad is—don't you worry, things might go south? And you know what Alexander's like," Jasmine said quickly. "Just us watching. Delete it after they're done."
The bodyguards in the hallway, overhearing the siblings' conversation, exchanged odd looks.
However, they wouldn't interfere or say a word.
At most, they'd report it to Morris later.
Jasmine and Dante were Morris's children. It wasn't like they'd harm their father.
"Hurry up!" Jasmine snapped when Dante still hesitated.
"Uh… right… across the hall…" Dante finally lifted his hand, pointing at the room diagonally opposite the suite, very close.
"Let's go." Jasmine turned immediately.
They entered the opposite room, another large suite where several bodyguards were sitting in the living area. This suite was for security personnel. When the siblings entered, the men stood, but neither Jasmine nor Dante acknowledged them. Dante led the way, taking his sister to an inner room.
Inside, the room resembled a bedroom, but instead of a bed, there was a long table, multiple computers, and an entire wall of surveillance screens. A few "staff members" sat at the computers.
"Out," Dante said as soon as he entered.
Everyone stood and left.
Dante took a seat at one of the computers, entering a password to activate all the hidden cameras in the main suite. The moment the feed came up, both siblings' expressions shifted.
Some camera angles showed no signal.
But others still worked—one even captured a close-up shot of Alexander's face before cutting out.




Chapter 2: A talk with the father-in-law.

Back in the main suite, right after the Doran siblings had left, the door closed.
Only Alexander and Morris remained, sitting across from each other.
"Jasmine listens to you quite well…" Morris’s tone had shifted completely. With his daughter gone, there was no need to pretend.
"Not really. She’s just always been reasonable with me." Alexander kept his smile, his demeanor unchanged.
"You—" Morris started to say something else.
"One moment, Uncle." Alexander suddenly interrupted, standing up and straightening his suit before walking toward the liquor cabinet.
Morris watched him coldly, eyes fixed on Alexander’s back.
What was this? Offering a drink?
No.
Alexander opened the glass cabinet door, pulled out a bottle of wine—its body pitch-black and opaque, its neck oddly shaped. Unless removed, its true nature wouldn’t be visible.
Without even looking at it, Alexander hurled it to the ground.
Crash!
The bottle shattered, but no liquid spilled. Because it wasn’t wine. Inside were batteries, wires, electronic components… all connected to a well-disguised pinhole camera embedded in the neck.
After smashing it, Alexander stepped on the debris with his leather shoe.
Then he moved to another corner of the room, picking up a small decorative sculpture from a shelf. He pried open its base and removed a battery.
Next, he walked to a spot near the piano, where an antique gramophone sat on a wall-mounted shelf—a high-class touch in a modern room. Besides, there were stacks of vinyl records.
Alexander yanked the gramophone aside, then reached behind it and unplugged its power cord.
Three down.
He returned to the coffee table, sitting back down across from Morris. Then, reaching behind him, he picked up a metallic figurine from the side table.
Twisting open its base, Alexander pulled out a tangle of components: batteries, circuitry, a camera…
The hidden pinhole lens, originally positioned to look like one of the figurine’s eyes, now dangled by its wires. The statue’s face was left with one empty socket.
Four surveillance devices destroyed.
But Alexander wasn’t done. He reached under the coffee table, feeling around until he peeled off a small black box taped beneath it—a red light still blinking. A high-sensitivity audio recorder.
He flipped the switch off and set it aside.
Crossing his legs, Alexander smiled at Morris.
"Alright, Uncle. Now we can talk."
Morris had watched everything in silence, his expression dark.
Suddenly, he reached for the pistol lying on the coffee table, stood abruptly, and aimed it straight at Alexander.
His voice was icy cold. "Who are you? And why are you around my daughter?"
Facing Morris, who had suddenly raised a gun in threat, Alexander remained completely unfazed—in fact, he was inwardly pleased!
This was exactly the outcome he had hoped for. No, more accurately, it was the outcome he had orchestrated. The reason the gun had been placed in the center of the coffee table, rather than on his side, was that Alexander had deliberately put it there.
Had the gun been on his side, Morris wouldn’t have been able to grab it so quickly—he would’ve had to resort to other methods.
Ten thousand years of living, though trapped in the same repeating day, had left Alexander’s memories, knowledge, and experiences intact.
He was a man with over ten millennia of lived wisdom. So even someone like Morris Doran, a man of immense power, couldn’t help but be pulled into Alexander’s rhythm once they began talking.
Morris, holding the gun, exuded an intimidating aura, his expression fierce.
Alexander, however, smiled at the barrel.
"You are a family," he said lightly. "Jasmine and Dante both did the same thing before. Jasmine once distrusted me, and Dante still harbors doubts about me deep down. Uncle, why must you… You knew—I didn’t chamber a round when I put the gun down."
Alexander understood clearly that Morris was different from Jasmine and Dante.
When Jasmine had once pointed a gun at him, she might’ve actually pulled the trigger.
Dante even more so—if Jasmine hadn’t stopped him…
But Morris wasn’t like them.
This was just a bluff. Even if the gun were loaded, he wouldn’t fire.
There was a saying: The older you get, the more cautious you become. That wasn’t entirely accurate, but the principle held.
Take, for example, teenage street punks. The most ruthless were always the young ones—hot-headed, reckless, unafraid of consequences. Provoked enough, they’d swing at anyone, even if it meant mutual destruction. For some so-called “brotherhood loyalty,” they’d even die with you!
But those who survive long enough to become true gangsters, looking back at their teenage selves? Most would cringe at their stupidity.
So many problems could’ve been solved better, yet back then, they’d chosen the dumbest, most life-threatening ways.
Morris wasn’t cowardly. If he truly wanted Alexander dead, he’d arrange it cleanly—no need to dirty his own hands.
More importantly, without fully understanding Alexander’s background, a shrewd and calculating man like him, who considered the bigger picture, wouldn’t act rashly.
If he were as impulsive as his son Dante, he might as well have wasted his years.
When Alexander pointed out the gun wasn’t loaded, Morris reacted instantly.
With his right hand still holding the pistol, his left yanked back the slide, chambering a round.
The motion was swift.
But the moment he did, his expression shifted.
The sound was wrong.
The slide didn’t lock back.
Because the magazine was empty.
Morris distinctly remembered Alexander loading a bullet into the magazine before inserting it—one-handed, no less.
Seeing Morris’s confusion, Alexander flicked his wrist.
Clink.
The bullet that should’ve been in the gun landed on the coffee table. The five bullets now became six.
This wasn’t magic. Alexander had simply palmed the round when loading the magazine—too fast for Morris to notice, despite watching closely.
"Uncle, this is getting tedious. If a bluff doesn’t work the first time, what makes you think it’ll work the second?" Alexander smiled, tossing the bullet onto the table.
Morris’s face darkened.
He could guess when Alexander had taken the bullet, but the skill required? Back in his army days, only a handful could’ve pulled it off.
Not because it was impossible to learn, but because who would bother?
What kind of person needed that level of firearm mastery? Even state security operatives wouldn’t—it had little practical use.
Morris didn’t suspect Alexander was state security. No military background, too young.
But his estimation of Alexander’s identity rose sharply.
Bang.
Morris slapped the gun back onto the table and sat down, leaning back, his eyes narrowed.
"Young man, I don’t like beating around the bush. Since we’re talking privately, let’s be frank. What’s your goal in dating my daughter?"
"What else could it be?" Alexander chuckled, as if Morris was stating the obvious. "I like your daughter. I want to sleep with her. I want her to have my children. Is that a problem, Uncle?"
The words were deliberately provocative. The continued use of "Uncle" only made it more grating, like a mockery.
Morris understood now: Alexander didn’t fear him. Didn’t even respect him as an elder. The title was just for Jasmine’s sake.
It almost felt like the only reason Alexander showed him any courtesy at all was because of his daughter.
"You expect me to believe that?" Morris growled. He didn’t care about the offensive language, because that wasn’t the point! Just an excuse to provoke him emotionally.
"Believe it or not," Alexander shrugged, still smiling, "it doesn’t matter."
"You think my opinion on your relationship with my daughter doesn’t matter?" Morris’s tone sharpened.
"Do you actually care about your daughter?" Alexander countered. "Or is it just the family’s interests? You know exactly what kind of man James Sutherland is, yet you’d force Jasmine to marry him. An alliance between families? What happens when Jasmine finally snaps and puts a bullet in him?"
"Young man!" Morris leaned forward, his presence oppressive. "Are you lecturing me?"
"Uncle." Alexander mirrored his posture, meeting his gaze without flinching. "This isn’t a lecture, but I’ve always been someone who likes to reason things out. You don’t have to listen to reason—but you do care about benefits, don’t you?"
He was calling him unreasonable! That was practically an insult.
Morris’s face darkened further. It had been years since anyone, let alone a young man, dared speak to him like this.
"Uncle, think about it—someone as obsessive and unstable as James Sutherland, even if he’s capable, he can’t control his emotions. Can he live long?” Alexander continued, not waiting for a response. "I give him a short lifespan. And the more his grandfather indulges him, the sooner he dies. And the Sutherland family? They won’t last either."
Morris naturally didn’t believe what Alexander was saying now. He didn’t even really listen. He just stared at Alexander with a dark face, about to speak.
But Alexander leaned back abruptly and asked:
"Uncle, do you remember Darren Yorke?"
Morris stiffened.
Because the person Alexander just mentioned wasn’t anyone important. To Morris Doran, he was just another junior from someone else’s family. Without any achievements, they had died long ago.
Supposedly drowned while swimming in the river.
That Alexander knew of him was surprising.
Darren had been dead for over a decade. Even Jasmine and Dante might not remember—they’d been in elementary and middle school back then.
And the Yorke family hadn’t been nearly as influential then as they were now, having risen in recent years because their head had taken a high enough position
"You’re well-informed," Morris said coldly. "Why bring him up?"
"He died in his last year of high school," Alexander said.
"I know he’s dead. Drowned." Morris’s tone was biting.
"No." Alexander’s gaze locked onto him. "James Sutherland killed him."
Morris Doran’s expression froze.
James Sutherland killed Darren Yorke?
Morris searched his memory. The incident happened over a decade ago. The death had been ruled an accident, and while it had spread as gossip, no real controversy ever emerged.
As a result, Morris could recall very little about it. His understanding of the matter had always been limited.
Now, all he could remember was that Darren had attended Greenfield Central High—the same school as James Sutherland back then.
That was pretty much the only "connection" between the two.
Whether then or now, the Sutherland and Yorke families had never been particularly close.
And it wasn’t just them. Greenfield Central was one of the top ten elite schools in the country.
Students who got in were either academic prodigies with stellar exam scores or the children of wealthy, influential families, not just from the local area.
So it was naturally a gathering place for the scions of privilege.
The fact that James and Darren had been "schoolmates" wasn’t particularly special.
More importantly, Darren had been two years older than James.
When he drowned, he’d been a senior, eighteen years old.
James, based on his current age, would’ve been sixteen at the time—a sophomore.
Students in different grades had fewer chances to interact or clash.
Besides, when he died, it wasn’t like the Yorke family had just taken the school’s word that it was an accident.
They had investigated. And they had confirmed it was truly an accident. Rumor had it Darren’s mother had been so grief-stricken she’d nearly collapsed, even been hospitalized for a time. But in the end, there was no one to blame—just fate.
At first, Morris thought Alexander’s sudden mention of Darren Yorke—and the claim that James had killed him—must have some basis, given how serious the accusation was.
So he’d thought it over carefully.
But the more he considered it, the less sense it made.
Impossible.
If he had been murdered, how could the Yorke family have found no red flags?
There’d been zero rumors suggesting foul play. Everyone had accepted it as an accidental drowning.
And even if Darren had been murdered. But by James?
That was insane. Even back then, the Yorke family had only been slightly less influential than the Sutherlands.
Why would they provoke them like that? What kind of grudge could justify it?
Morris had never heard of any major conflict between the two families—not even minor friction. And even if there had been bad blood, no major family would ever target a school-aged junior. None.
And even if—even if—James had some personal vendetta against him…the Sutherland family wouldn’t have helped him cover it up. Arranged an "accident"? Made it this clean? For a junior whose death wouldn’t even affect the families’ interests?
No way.
If this had ever come to light, the fallout would’ve been massive.
Enough to outrage every powerful family that heard of it. Even with a blood feud, targeting an unestablished junior was taboo.
"Young man," Morris finally said after a long silence, his gaze fixed on Alexander, "you need to remember—You can mess around with food, but not with words! Saying James Sutherland killed Darren Yorke? Do you have any idea what would happen if this got out? Spreading rumors like this—people die over less!"
"But it’s the truth," Alexander replied calmly.
"The truth? Proof? Evidence? Without logic, if you’re just trying to make me think James is some kind of threat to our family, then let me tell you right now—"
"What part doesn’t make sense to you?" Alexander cut him off.
"What part does? No matter the reason, the Sutherlands would never target a high school kid!"
"I never said the Sutherland family did it."
"You said James—"
"Exactly. James. James killed him." Alexander emphasized.
Morris paused, understanding the distinction but finding it even less plausible.
"You’re saying James acted alone? Without the family’s involvement?" Morris’s tone grew more skeptical. James had only been sixteen when Darren died.
"Correct. James did it. By himself. Before he acted, no one else knew. And after the death, the number of people in the Sutherland family who learned the truth could be counted on one hand. Even Old Man Sutherland only found out afterward."
Morris stared at Alexander in silence.
He still didn’t believe a word of it. But the accusation was too severe. What if it were true? If Darren were alive today, he’d be thirty-three—the youngest son of the Yorke family’s current head.
Morris had had no choice but to ask a few more questions.
"Motive?" he asked directly, getting to the crux of the matter. There had to be a reason to kill.
"A woman," Alexander said, smiling.
"A woman?" Morris frowned.
"Ever heard of Sophie Hale?" Alexander asked.
Morris’s frown deepened. After a pause, he said, "Yes."
Just one word. He didn’t want to elaborate—because he knew. Sophie Hale was James’s woman. Not just a mistress. She’d even borne him a daughter.
Morris was well aware of James’ illegitimate child.
But that didn’t affect the alliance between their families. In the grand scheme, for the sake of family interests, such things were trivial. Among powerful families, it wasn’t exactly common, but it wasn’t rare either.
Hell, Morris himself had lovers on the side—he just hadn’t fathered any illegitimate children.
"James killed Darren for Sophie," Alexander stated.
"They were… were fighting over her?" Morris asked.
The Doran family had investigated Sophie separately. Morris knew she’d also attended Greenfield Central High—reportedly the school number one beauty back then, with countless suitors.
"Not even rivals," Alexander said, shaking his head with a faint smile. "At the time, Sophie Hale was pursued by many young men from powerful families. They even made a ‘gentleman’s agreement’—fair competition, no underhanded tactics. Back then, James was a sophomore, Sophie a junior, and Darren a senior."
"Darren was brilliant, with exceptional grades. As a senior, he was practically unrivaled in prestige at school. Sophie was closer to him, but she had no intention of dating in high school—she prioritized her studies and had rejected all her suitors. The reason she spent time with Darren was that he offered to tutor her…"
"She had rejected James many times. She had zero interest in younger boys. And because she was close to Darren… well. He died."
Morris still found it unconvincing.
"Just because of jealousy? He killed someone?" he retorted. "You’ve said a lot, but where’s your proof? Empty words, young man. You—"
"Let me emphasize one thing! It wasn’t just jealousy!"
Alexander cut him off, his voice cool. "James wanted to possess Sophie. He’s obsessive. When he wants a woman, he must have her. So on the day he killed Darren, he lured her there to witness the murder! She stayed with him out of fear! So she is the only living witness to James’ crime."
Morris’s expression darkened as he processed this.
"Even if that’s true, what then?" he asked after a pause. "Sophie would never testify. This changes nothing."
"Who says she wouldn’t? She hates James. He ruined her life." Alexander grinned. "I’ve already contacted her….."
Sophie Hale—the woman looking for an art teacher for her daughter.
The one Alexander had previously thrown a lure for.
The one under the alias "Admire the Abyss”.
"What?" Morris stiffened, then shot to his feet, his face contorted with alarm. "What are you planning?!"




Chapter 3: James Sutherland must die.

Morris's reaction was evident.
Truthfully, he still didn't believe Alexander's words. Alexander had only said that the truth of the matter needed verification. Still, given the gravity of the situation, it was better to err on the side of caution, just in case.
And Alexander had made his intentions abundantly clear. He claimed Sophie was a witness, that she hated James, and that he had already contacted her.
This, of course, meant one thing—he intended to take down James.
From Morris's perspective, he absolutely could not allow Alexander to do this.
The Doran and Sutherland families had established an alliance years ago and had already collaborated in multiple fields.
It wasn't as if cooperation had stalled just because Jasmine had refused the arranged marriage four years ago. Did they have to wait years just for Jasmine and James to marry? Of course not!
Jasmine's marriage to James was the most crucial step in solidifying the alliance—a long-term guarantee of cooperation. But it wasn't the only one.
To put it bluntly, it was a stronger "bond of interest."
From this standpoint, marital affection wasn't even a consideration.
Arranged marriages among powerful families were rarely happy. Simply maintaining a cordial, respectful relationship was already considered good. Morris and his wife were products of an arranged marriage.
A bond between the Doran and Rothmere families.
Morris and his wife got along reasonably well, though he had lovers on the side.
And that was considered a decent outcome!
Many heirs of powerful families, after marrying for alliance purposes, would start living their own lives once they had children. They would do as they pleased, with whomever they pleased, while still putting on a show of marital bliss in public—playing the model couple.
In private? They wouldn't interfere with each other at all. Both would have their own lovers, living a life of extravagance.
And that wasn't even an issue.
The quality of a political marriage's relationship had never determined the strength of an alliance.
What mattered was the legal framework of shared marital assets and children who carried the bloodlines of both families.
This was why the Doran family insisted on forcing Jasmine to marry James, despite knowing of her resistance to the idea. They clearly knew that even if she did marry James, it would end badly! But that wasn't the point.
Because feelings didn't matter.
What mattered was that once Jasmine and James became legally married, both families would transfer assets to their names and work to expand those holdings. These assets would belong to the couple, as well as to both families. That was the unshakable bond of interest.
And then there were the children.
A child born with both families' bloodlines would, upon growing up and taking a leadership role, become a living embodiment of their shared interests. Conversely, they would also serve as insurance against the families turning on each other. Take, for example… Dante Doran.
His grandfather was the patriarch of the Doran family. His maternal grandfather was the patriarch of the Rothmere family.
And it wasn't just him.
Jasmine, of course, was the same.
This was why the Rothmere family had pushed so hard on the marriage issue, leading even her usually protective mother to flip and pressure her!
Because if Jasmine married into the Sutherland family and bore a child, it would hold immense significance for the Sutherlands, Dorans, and Rothmeres. Both in terms of interests and blood ties, everything would be interconnected.
"Why get so worked up?" Alexander asked calmly, watching Morris as he stood and shouted. He smiled. "I think you understand what I intend to do."
"You dare touch James Sutherland?!" Morris shouted, face dark.
He didn't believe Alexander had the means to directly act against James. But if what Alexander had just revealed were to become public, it could trigger a war between multiple powerful families.
The Dorans and Sutherlands were already allied. If the Sutherlands faced a crisis, the Dorans couldn't stay out of it. Other families might even seize the opportunity to profit from the chaos.
"There are no secrets that time does not reveal. And given James' temperament, if someone provokes him, tricks him in private… he might even admit it himself."
Alexander remained composed, his smile unwavering. "Even if I don't act, this is a ticking time bomb. Who knows when it might explode? Uncle, can you move against Sophie Hale? Do you dare tell the Sutherlands you know about this?"
Morris immediately felt cornered.
Because the truth was—it wasn't about daring. It was that he "couldn't".
James' personality was deeply flawed. If Morris acted against Sophie without warning, who knew how James would react? But if Morris informed the Sutherlands—if he told them, I know James killed Darren Yorke, so we must…
That would mean the Dorans held a deadly secret over the Sutherlands—a leverage that could threaten them immensely. How could negotiations on interests proceed fairly after that?
The power balance would be disrupted. Both cooperation and the marriage alliance would suffer.
The crux of the problem was this: the Yorke family was on the rise. Rapidly.
Compared to the Sutherlands, Dorans, Rothmeres, Devontes, and Xies, the Yorkes had a limited historical influence.
Darren Yorke's grandfather had been older than the Sutherland patriarch, but the position he held back then was one rank lower. So by the time he passed away, the Yorkes still hadn't reached the same level as the other families.
The one who truly propelled the Yorkes' rise was Darren's father, the current head of the family, Grayson Yorke.
He was fifty-eight, with two sons and a daughter. Darren had been the youngest.
At fifty-eight, he wasn't young, but for his current political position? He was practically in his prime. He already outranked Morris, and his career had followed a strictly orthodox political trajectory.
Given his current momentum, he still had room to climb higher.
Even if he reached the very top, his standing would still be relatively low, not enough to instantly crush the Sutherlands. But that was assuming the Sutherland patriarch was still alive.
The Sutherland patriarch was eighty. How many years did he have left? Once he died, much of the family's personal connections would scatter. And then…
This truly was a ticking time bomb. One with devastating power.
If it detonated, unless the Sutherlands abandoned James, the entire family would be at risk. But even if they did abandon James, the bond tying the Doran and Sutherland families—the person they were forcing Jasmine to marry—was James!
The more Morris thought, the graver the situation seemed.
If Alexander's claims were true, was the Doran-Sutherland alliance… worth the risk?
This was a fatal secret Alexander held over James.
But not the only one.
James had far bigger problems. Alexander simply didn't want to drag this out, so he had chosen the most direct and lethal approach.
"Uncle, you're free to warn the Sutherlands. It's fine."
Seeing Morris' conflicted expression, Alexander smiled again. "But I don't think that's the best move. The Rothmere family has always been your strongest ally. The Sutherlands? They've only been partners for a few years. Since Jasmine hasn't married yet, cooperation has remained cautious. It can be changed, right?"
Morris stared at Alexander, his face grim, not speaking rashly.
He was already suspecting that Alexander had been sent by someone to sabotage the Doran-Sutherland alliance.
"I think the Yorkes would be a better choice," Alexander added, smiling. "Darren Yorke's cousin—the youngest daughter of Grayson's younger brother— just graduated a year ago. I think she and Dante would make a fine match."
Morris almost found Alexander's words laughable. As if things could be rearranged so easily.
Alliances between powerful families were never that simple. Even if they ignored everything else, the Dorans and Yorkes had no foundation of trust. How could they form an alliance overnight?
"I've heard Grayson has a rival—A certain 'Rei'. They're competitors, stumbling blocks in each other's rise." Alexander's tone turned light. "Would you like me to hand you some of his rival's dirty secrets? Enough to help Yorke Grayson crush him outright. I'm sure he'd be grateful to the Dorans. What do you think, Uncle?"
Morris's face paled drastically.
He, of course, knew exactly who Alexander was referring to when he mentioned "Rei." The fact that Alexander could name this person proved he had a deep understanding of the power struggles among the upper echelons. More importantly, Alexander claimed to have dirt on Rei!
From the beginning, Morris felt that what Alexander was saying wasn't true—he feared it might be. But as he named more and more individuals, the credibility of his words seemed to grow.
Because the bigger the lie, the more entangled it becomes, the easier it is to expose!
Who would tell a lie that could be so easily debunked?
Their private conversation today would become meaningless!
Morris stared, reassessing this young man named Alexander Ciotta. Throughout their talk, Alexander had remained calm and composed—a demeanor that no ordinary twenty-two-year-old should possess.
Morris felt as though he wasn't speaking to a young man, but to a cunning old fox who chose his words carefully.
The room fell into silence.
Morris slowly sat back down, either genuinely calming himself or deliberately masking his emotions.
"Go on," Morris said expressionlessly. "Rei's dirty secrets? You know them?"
"Eleven years ago, when he was the second-in-command of Eastreach County. He rigged the bidding process for the high-tech development zone's construction, giving Longford Realty Estate preferential treatment and selling land at rock-bottom prices!" Alexander began without hesitation.
"Ten years ago, the real estate company went bankrupt due to a broken capital chain. The properties they were developing in the high-tech zone—including the core office buildings—were all left unfinished."
"After that, the Longford Realty Group CEO jumped to his death!"
"The high-tech zone's development faced major issues. To resolve the unfinished projects, Rei used his connections to bring in a company from Mexico. The new company took over the abandoned projects and completed them."
"Everyone knows unfinished projects are money pits, especially residential buildings that have already been pre-sold. But a new Real Estate company took them on anyway—even at a loss."
Alexander finished with a knowing smile.
Morris understood perfectly.
Though Alexander hadn't spelled it out in detail, Morris could fill in the gaps—Rei's under-the-table dealings with Longford Realty Estate, whether the CEO's suicide was genuine, and what Rei (or the forces behind him) had promised the new company to make them take on such a financial sinkhole.
Morris knew Rei had no family background to speak of—just an intellectual upbringing. But his career had been unusually smooth.
Because he was the son-in-law of the Dou family.
The Dou family had once been powerful, rivaling the Dorans and Sutherlands at their peak. But after their patriarch died of cancer in his sixties—far too early—the family began its decline, lacking successors.
Surprisingly, their son-in-law rose steadily, step by step, and had an unexpectedly smooth political career.
So the family put all their efforts into supporting this son-in-law!
Although Rei wasn't a live-in son-in-law in the traditional sense. Hell, his status in the Dou family wasn't low, but his son and daughter didn't even take his surname—instead, they bore the surname Dou!
Morris knew all this. One mention from Alexander, and the connections formed in his mind.
But none of it mattered.
Because in this tangled web of interests, targeting any one person would trigger a chain reaction. They shielded each other. They were a collective. Strike at one, and the rest would block every investigative path—then retaliate viciously.
Unless…
Unless there was irrefutable proof. Otherwise, no one can be touched!
"Evidence?" Morris cut straight to the point.
Alexander smiled, pulling out his phone. With one hand, he swiftly typed something, then hit send.
Ding!
Morris' phone chimed.
"Check your messages," Alexander said.
Frowning, Morris retrieved his phone and opened the message.
It was just a string of numbers.
"A bank account number?" Morris glanced up, brow furrowed.
"The account belongs to a woman. If the funds haven't been moved in the past few days, there should be nine figures in it," Alexander said, still smiling. "You can start by verifying who this woman is and her relationship to Rei. Then trace the account's transaction history. Do I need to spell it out further?"
Morris's expression shifted again.
Of course, Alexander didn't need to elaborate. Morris knew precisely how to investigate.
The terrifying implication was that this account might be where Rei's illicit money ultimately ended up.
That was horrifying.
How could Alexander possibly know something this secret?
Morris was acutely aware that investigating such matters from the top down was extremely difficult, met with layer upon layer of resistance. But if you started from the endpoint and worked backward?
It became laughably easy.
With this, the Yorke family could crush Rei without giving him a chance to recover.
"Oh, and when you look into this woman, dig deeper into the suicide of the CEO. She knows the truth, including why the capital chain suddenly collapsed. It's… quite fascinating," Alexander added with a chuckle.
Morris barely registered the last part.
He didn't need Alexander to tell him how to conduct the investigation.
His mind raced with one question: Who the hell is Alexander?
How could he know all this? In such detail?
Even the final destination of the money?
Just how much does he know about the inner workings of powerful families?
From the moment they met, Morris's estimation of Alexander's background had kept rising.
Now? He was utterly baffled.
Logically, no one should have access to this much information across so many fronts.
And the most terrifying part?
Alexander was only twenty-two.
Morris stayed silent for a long time.
After another glance at the bank account number, he put his phone away and looked back at Alexander.
"What is your real goal?" he demanded—the ultimate question.
What exactly was Alexander's purpose?
"I want James Sutherland dead," Alexander said, smiling but deadly serious. Because it was the truth.
"Just… because of James?" Morris found the motive too simplistic. Exposing these secrets could trigger wars, alliances, and power shifts among the Sutherland, Doran, Rothmere, Yorke, and Dou families!
That's it?
"That's it," Alexander confirmed, then countered, "What else? If I know this much, why would I put myself in danger?"
"Because your daughter is irresistible."
Alexander answered his question, his gaze unwavering. "Because I like her. Because I'm willing. Because I won't let anyone interfere. James Sutherland dares to compete with me for a woman? If I don't kill him, he'll try to kill me. One of us has to die. There's no other way."
"So… James Sutherland must die."
Alexander finished with a light, effortless smile.
Morris studied him in silence.
After another long pause, he spoke again.
"Do you have dirt on the Devonte family?" He asked.
"I do," Alexander said.
"Tell me," Morris pressed.
"Why should I?" Alexander shot back.
Morris's expression hardened.
"How about this? If no one from your side comes to NY to bother me and Jasmine within the next six months, I'll tell you." Alexander proposed with a smile.
"…Deal," Morris agreed after a brief hesitation.




Chapter 4: Family lunch.

Outside the suite, in the hallway.
Under the watchful eyes of numerous bodyguards, Jasmine and Dante Doran had been pacing outside the suite for over two hours. The siblings had initially tried to spy through hidden surveillance, but Alexander had dismantled all the cameras.
Left with no choice, they waited anxiously in the hallway.
Two hours. Two whole hours. And still, the discussion inside dragged on.
Then—
Creak.
The suite door finally swung open.
The siblings snapped their heads up in unison and froze.
Alexander and Morris Doran had walked out together, one after the other. At first glance, it almost looked like Morris was personally seeing Alexander out, but that wasn't quite it. They weren't just stopping at the doorway for a few parting words. No, they had both stepped fully into the hallway.
From their expressions, it was hard to tell whether they had talked about anything.
Because everything seemed too normal.
Alexander wore his usual faint smile, relaxed and unreadable. Morris, as always, had no discernible emotion on his face.
And that very normalcy?
That was the most abnormal part.
They had talked for over two hours! Both Jasmine and Dante knew their father harbored hostility toward Alexander—he was the stumbling block in the arranged marriage between the Doran and Sutherland families.
Dante was even more aware that Morris had been convinced Alexander was just Jasmine's fake boyfriend!
If Morris had confirmed it was fake, this reaction made no sense. If he'd confirmed it was real, it made even less sense.
"Dad…" Dante spoke first as his father emerged.
Jasmine, meanwhile, strode straight to Alexander, looping her arm through his. She shot him a sidelong glance. "Finished talking?"
"Mhm." Alexander nodded with a smile, then glanced at Morris. "Uncle, where are we eating?"
"You all decide," Morris replied, looking at Alexander briefly before turning to his son. "Dante, you pick."
The siblings' expressions twisted again.
They'd already agreed to have lunch together?!
It was bizarre. The atmosphere between Alexander and Morris wasn't bad, but it wasn't good either. Not distant, yet not close. One was Jasmine's boyfriend, the other her father—no matter how you sliced it, this dynamic shouldn't exist.
Jasmine and Dante exchanged a look.
"Then… I have a restaurant in mind," Dante suggested.
"Fine." Morris checked his watch. "Let's go."
Off to lunch.
The elevator ride down passed in eerie silence.
Jasmine wanted to ask Alexander what had happened.
Dante wanted to ask his father the same.
But with both Alexander and Morris present—plus a crowd of bodyguards—neither could voice their questions.
Arriving at the underground parking lot, Alexander and Morris, without a single word exchanged, got into the same car's back seat, shutting both doors behind them.
This left Jasmine—who'd been about to pull Alexander toward her own car—and Dante—who'd intended to ride with his father—standing frozen in bewilderment.
The siblings stepped aside.
"What the hell is going on?" Jasmine muttered.
"How should I know?" Dante was equally lost.
Their curiosity was eating them alive.
"Let's just get to lunch," Jasmine said under her breath before heading to her vehicle.
Twenty minutes later, just past noon.
The group arrived at the place Dante suggested—an exclusive, members-only establishment tucked away in an alley.
Opened just a few years prior, it catered strictly to the elite, maintaining extreme privacy and accepting only a fixed number of reservations per day.
Dante, of course, needed no reservation.
He was one of the club's shadow owners.
Private dining room, top floor.
As everyone settled in, Dante summoned the manager, murmuring a few instructions before dismissing him. No menus were presented—Dante had arranged everything during the drive. The manager was called up just to double-check everything.
The place served private home-style cuisine, unique in flavor, but essentially, it wasn't a place for fine dining. It was a venue for socializing and discussing matters.
Yet no one spoke.
The atmosphere was wrong.
Morris seemed preoccupied, occasionally glancing at Alexander before zoning out again, lost in thought.
Jasmine shot Dante a look.
"Dad… your drink." Dante stood, pouring for Morris first, then Alexander and Jasmine. "Food will take a bit. Drink first."
Morris eyed his son, resting a hand on his cup but not lifting it.
"So… what did you talk about?" Dante asked casually after sitting back down.
"Mind your own business. Don't ask." Morris shot his son a glare and refused to say more.
"What's there to hide?" Jasmine immediately cut in, irritated by her father's tone. She nudged Alexander's hand beside her and tilted her head. "Darling, tell me. What did you discuss?"
The siblings had strategized in the car. Alone, neither would get answers—Jasmine couldn't press her father without risking a blow-up, and Alexander would likely just say "guess." Dante, meanwhile, didn't dare push Morris. One refusal, and that door would slam shut permanently.
So the siblings teamed up to ask in sequence at the table.
Precisely because both Alexander and Morris were present, unless it had been coordinated beforehand, one of them would have to say something.
"That curious?" Alexander arched a brow at Jasmine, amused. "Guess."
Jasmine understood.
So did Dante.
They had coordinated. Neither of them was going to talk!
In truth, it wasn't premeditated. Near the end of their conversation, Morris had asked Alexander: "Does Jasmine know any of this?"
Alexander's reply: "No. And she doesn't need to."
Nothing more was said.
No explicit agreement, but both men understood—Alexander's revelations involved stakes far too high.
Morris needed to verify everything Alexander had claimed. Until then, Jasmine and Dante couldn't know. Even if verified, the Doran family would require time to maneuver. There is no need to involve the younger generation prematurely.
This was a form of protection. Jasmine and Dante were still heirs, not yet at the center of the family's decision-making. Unless they were needed to take part immediately, there was no need to inform them about events that could alter the family's entire trajectory.
Knowing less was actually better.
The meal passed in a somewhat heavy atmosphere.
Alexander alone ate with ease. The three Dorans were visibly unsettled—Morris lost in thought, Dante and Jasmine fruitlessly probing for answers.
After lunch, Morris and Dante returned to Monarch Vault to discuss Dante's unresolved troubles. Morris would depart by plane that afternoon.
Alexander and Jasmine headed back to Magical Glamour.
The group parted ways outside the restaurant.
 

 
En route, inside the car.
"Nothing to say?" Jasmine finally broke the silence.
"Nope," Alexander replied directly, then glanced at her with a smile.
She didn't speak to him again the entire ride.
She was furious.
The anger had simmered through lunch. Her relationship with her family was already strained, particularly with her father. She'd considered Alexander her ally—they'd officially become a couple today! They were supposed to stand together against her father!
Instead? Alexander and Morris had formed some unholy pact, shutting her out completely. They wouldn't tell her what they'd talked about, treating her like an outsider...
She felt betrayed.
Thirty minutes later.
Magical Glamour. CEO’s office.
Jasmine stormed in ahead of Alexander, her face icy. She reached the coffee table, dropped her bag. Alexander followed and was about to sit down, but she suddenly turned back, giving him a hard shove.
He fell back down onto the sofa chair.
In one fluid motion, Jasmine immediately stepped forward, turned sideways, and sat in his lap. Wrapping her arms around his neck and leaning close, she pursed her lips and stared into his eyes.
The position pressed her curves against him in just the right ways.
"Tell me."
"Jasmine Doran!" Alexander's eyes sparkled with amusement. "Are you... acting coquettish with me?"
Alexander was teasing; he knew she wasn't acting coquettishly.
But what Alexander said seemed to spark an idea in her. Her expression shifted into one of exaggerated pouting—complete with I'm unhappy, I'm so wronged, please please please
She swayed in Alexander's arms and pleaded, "Tell me~ Tell me~" The movement brushed her massive and soft breasts against his chest, the wiggling causing her luscious butt to grind on him.
She was throwing herself into it!
She would never have done something like this before! And now, even though their relationship was already established, this kind of behavior that was against her usual personality—if it weren't because she desperately wanted to know—she still wouldn't have done it!
She'd made up her mind—first, she'd coax the information out of him, then later, she'd play hard to get and put him in his place! She had to maintain the upper hand in this relationship!
"Stop! Can you not? Don't you feel creepy? I'm uncomfortable," Alexander said, with an annoyingly provoking tone.
"Darling,~ Darling,~ Tell me, just tell me~" Jasmine wiggled again, and the more Alexander refused, the more she did it.
Alexander stopped talking, just kept smiling as he looked at Jasmine.
Jasmine stopped, her expression immediately cooled, and she said coldly, "Say it or don't, I don't care!" With that, she got up from Alexander's lap, looking extremely pissed, and walked quickly toward her desk.
But before she even got there, she turned abruptly and walked back to the coffee table.
Bang!
She slammed her palm on the coffee table and shouted coldly at Alexander, "Alexander! I'm warning you! Don't think I can't deal with you just because you're acting like this!"
She seemed genuinely furious.
"Are you a drama queen?" Alexander shot back, his tone dripping with mock admiration for her performance.
Jasmine pressed a hand to her forehead, closed her eyes, took a deep breath, then paced back and forth in front of the coffee table.
"Ugh." Alexander suddenly sighed, as if he was in discomfort. Leaning back in the sofa chair, he lifted his legs and propped them on the table, stretching into a relaxed pose. Then he rubbed the back of his neck and rolled his shoulders, as if his whole body ached.
Jasmine stopped pacing and glanced at him.
She knew exactly what he was doing.
"You're the drama queen," she said coldly.
"Nope," Alexander smiled. "I haven't been feeling too great these past couple of days. Aileen's been really clingy—wears a guy out."
"Could you be any more shameless?" Jasmine scoffed.
"Shameless? Am I?" He grinned. "You jealous?"
Jasmine didn't answer.
What could she even say? She'd already lost the right to "get jealous" in a bet with him!
But she couldn't calm down. This wasn't just curiosity, but because this matter had everything to do with her! You could say it was tied to the most significant issue in her life at the moment.
"You really can't tell me?" Jasmine asked after a pause.
"It's not that I can't at all…" Alexander smiled, paused, then said, "Alright, I won't tease you. I gave your dad some dirt on James Sutherland—fatal stuff—and… some things about the Devonte Family…"
Jasmine's expression finally returned to normal.
She thought for a moment, then asked, "James Sutherland… specifically what?"
Alexander told her.
He didn't think it was a big deal to tell Jasmine. She rarely got involved in the family's internal affairs.
She wasn't like Dante, who really would… do anything! He'd acted without permission plenty of times! He could get things done, but he also caused trouble when he slipped up!
Dante Doran wasn't as steady as his father; he was still growing.
Alexander knew that Morris definitely wouldn't tell Dante any of this, mainly because he was afraid Dante would spook the enemy.
But Jasmine? No such problem.
Still, Alexander didn't tell her everything. He'd talked with Morris for over two hours, and most of the time had been spent talking about the Devonte Family. Alexander had given Morris more than just one piece of blackmail on the Devontes—he had a lot, involving multiple core members and even dragging in other major families, such as the Xie family.
Alexander planned to take down the Devonte Family with the Doran Family's help!
He had no personal grudge with the Devonte Family—they had nothing to do with each other—but the Devonte Family had been a key force pushing the Doran Family toward the marriage alliance with the Sutherland Family.
The Sutherlands and Devontes were enemies!
And the Dorans and Devontes had once fought like rabid dogs. Even now, Dante's current crisis was orchestrated by the Devontes.
The enemy of my enemy is my friend.
Hence, the Doran-Sutherland alliance had formed smoothly.
Alexander's goal was to break that alliance!
The cooperation between the two families over the years, across many sectors, required time to unravel and mitigate losses.
And he'd already planted a bomb between the Sutherlands and Darren Yorke's family. If that detonated, all-out war would force the Dorans to ally with the Yorkes. Meaning the Dorans wouldn't just cut ties with the Sutherlands... they'd turn against them.
As the Dorans' biggest adversary, would the Devonte Family just sit back and watch the chaos, or would they temporarily set aside their grudge with the Sutherlands and attack the Dorans together? Hard to say.
After all!
There are no permanent enemies, only permanent interests.
The pie is only so big!
In any major power reshuffle among the elite, neutrality was impossible. No one would stand by while rivals grew stronger. Choices had to be made.
That's why Alexander wouldn't just destroy the Sutherlands—he'd annihilate the Devontes, too.
But... he told Jasmine none of this.
He didn't even mention Rei or the Dou Family.
No need.
In just a few minutes, Alexander laid out the situation with James, Grayson Yorkes, and Sophie Hale, mentioning Darren in passing but omitting the rest. Letting Jasmine speculate was half the fun. He also didn't reveal he'd already contacted Sophie.
"…If that ticking time bomb goes off, then Grayson Yorkes will definitely kill James….." Alexander concluded.
"So that's it…" Jasmine had listened in a bit of a daze, but she understood everything. After a moment, she asked again, "That's it? What about the Devonte Family? You told my dad…"
"What's that got to do with you?" Alexander cut her off with a question.
Jasmine was caught off guard.
He was still infuriating!
Alexander had only shared the fraction of his conversation with Morris that directly impacted her—the part tied to her forced engagement. Withholding that could have affected their relationship or even caused a trust issue.
Hence, he'd teased her before relenting.
The rest? Unnecessary. Though burning with curiosity, Jasmine wouldn't push as hard for details.
Because it had no direct connection to her forced marriage situation.
"Whatever! Suit yourself!" True to form, she dropped it and turned toward the small lounge.
To change clothes.
She had to change back into her business suit.




Chapter 5: Teasing.



Bored with waiting for Jasmine, Alexander pulling his phone and begun scrolling. Though that was quickly interrupted.
“Alexander, come here,” Jasmine called from the lounge.
“Hm?” Alexander, flipping through his phone, turned to look. “What? Can’t zip another again?” he said as he got up and walked over.
The door was slightly ajar.
When he pushed it open, his brows lifted in amusement as his gaze swept over her figure.
 
Jasmine lay sprawled across the plush king-sized bed, dressed in skimpy lingerie, her body a lewd masterpiece of curves and contrasts that screamed for attention.
Her large breasts heaved against the confines of her lacy dark lingerie, those massive, round tits straining the delicate black fabric like overripe fruits ready to burst.
Pink nipples poking through the lace like hard pebbles, begging to be sucked and twisted, the pale skin of her cleavage glistening with a light sheen of sweat that made every curve glisten under the dim room light.
Her tiny waist dipped in dramatically, a narrow hourglass pinch that you could wrap your hands around and squeeze.  The kind of waist that flared out into wide, child-bearing hips that stimulated a man’s desire to ride and breed.
Perfect hips curving out wide and inviting, the lace panties clinging to her like a second skin, hugging the plump swell of her ass and the faint outline of her mound. 

Her thighs were thick and creamy, pale as marble but soft enough to sink your teeth into, spreading slightly as she shifted on the bed, the dark lingerie contrasting sharply against her skin to make every inch look even more sinful

“Come here, over here…” She whispered softly, patting the empty spot on the bed near her.
As he took her in, even Alexander had to admit. Jasmine's figure was really… too perfect! She was the kind with just the right proportions! Every part of her was just perfect, and her skin was perfect.
Seeing her expression, Alexander could even imagine her thought process when she entered the room to change clothes. 
The dress was gone because she really had intended to change, and then the lingerie happened because…… 
"Aren't you afraid teasing me like this will get you in trouble?" He said with a laugh, stepping into the small lounge as he spoke. He closed the door behind him, then continued inward, pulling off his tie while walking and starting to take off his clothes. 
"What are you doing?" She immediately frowned. 
"Weren't you going to give me a massage? Hard to do it through clothes, right?" Alexander shot back with a smirk. 
Her smile vanished completely. She sat up and said faintly, "How clever of you, my dear Mr. Alexander. How boring!" She had initially wanted to play games with Alexander, to tease him, but he had seen right through her. 
"Stop playing. You can't outplay me," He said, his tone deliberately provocative. 
As he spoke, he had already taken off his jacket and was still unbuttoning his shirt. 
"Oh? That confident?" Jasmine suddenly smiled again. "I wonder if my dear Mr. Alexander has ever heard the saying, 'Even heroes fall for beauties'? No matter how capable you are, don't you still like me?" Her words were brutally direct. 
"Don't you like me too? Is that supposed to be your advantage?" Alexander countered with a mocking smile. 
"Yes! I admit it, I like you! I'll even say it—I've fallen for you!" Jasmine Doran was completely unsubtle. That was just her personality—if she didn't like something, she didn't like it; if she did, she did. There was nothing she couldn't say out loud, and the more she spoke, the bolder she got. 
"There's something about you that fascinates me—your thinking, your eloquence, your skills. You fit every fantasy I've ever had about a lifelong partner. Especially your strength. I can even sense that what I've seen is just the tip of the iceberg. So I've decided to keep you in my grasp! If Aileen Arison behaves, fine, she can stick around. But if she doesn't, even if she's Aileen Arison, I'll make her admit defeat and bow out!" 
"But! Dear Mr. Alexander, remember this! Even if I bear your child, I, Jasmine Doran, will never become some docile kitten in your arms! On the contrary! The one who should be docile is you, Mr. Alexander! Understood?" 
The innate dominance in Jasmine Doran was on full display at this moment! 
She wasn't even afraid of Alexander knowing her thoughts! 
Alexander had provoked her! 
So she fired back at him with words! 
Of course, it was also because their relationship was now established that she could say all this in one breath. 
This was clearly not a normal romantic relationship—it was anything but normal! 
But this was also what Alexander liked most about her. She was truly fascinating! The sense of accomplishment from fully conquering her was unmatched by any other woman! 
Clap! Clap! Clap!
"Wow!" Alexander applauded while grinning at her. "What a speech! My dear, you really dare to say it! Well said! I wish you success!" 
She smiled at Alexander, unbothered, her expression brimming with confidence. 
Without another word, she hopped off the bed and helped finish unbuttoning his shirt. 
There were small gestures too—her fingertips occasionally brushing against his skin. 
Her gaze was especially teasing as she looked up. 
Soon. 
Alexander was left in only his boxers, lying face down on her bed. She straddled his lower back, massaging him. This message had nothing to do with the bet she had lost to Alexander before.
It was her own initiative, not something Alexander had demanded of her. 
Nor was she suddenly giving him a massage for no reason. 
Instead, earlier in the office, when Alexander had teased her, he had acted as if he was physically uncomfortable and needed a massage. But he hadn't used the " content of conversation with her father" to pressure her into doing it—he had simply told her. 
Alexander had no intention of coercing his women, including when he wanted to have one. He would never resort to such methods. 
He was an exceptionally secretive person, tight-lipped. If he didn't want to tell someone something, he absolutely wouldn't. 
But this time, he had put her at ease. 
So she would return the favor. 
If he was really uncomfortable, she'd give him a massage. And while at it… Tease him! 
"Feeling good, Mr. Ciotta?" 
"Mmm, not bad…" 
"How about this?" 
"A little lower." 
"Hip pain? Can you even handle what you're doing? Can't even deal with one Aileen Arison?" 
"First, it's not hip pain. Second, did I ever say there was only Aileen?" 
"Hm?" Jasmine's expression froze for a split second before she asked, as if nothing had happened, "Who else? How many? All at once?" 
"Guess." 
"Guess my ass!" 
"Ow! Don't pinch me!" 
"Oh dear, did I hurt Mr. Ciotta? How very careless of me." 
"Can you drop the sarcasm? It's creepy." 
Over ten minutes later. 
Jasmine, who wasn't particularly skilled at massaging, had roughly worked Alexander's shoulders, lower back, and arms—and was still going, her technique growing increasingly improper!
Groping all around his muscles, occasionally brushing her soft breasts against his back. From time to time, she ground her lower half against his back. Letting out breathy moans that would send any man’s blood boiling.
Even leaning down to kiss the back of his neck a few times. Every little touch aimed at igniting his desire
Today, she was truly in high spirits, not just because of what Alexander had told her, but also because he had handled her father!
Even though Alexander hadn't explained everything, she could imagine… 
It was unbelievable. In just over two hours of conversation, he had managed to sway the stubborn Morris Doran. The ripple effects of this were nothing short of terrifying! 
No one else could have done it! 
Except Alexander! 
It was as if he knew everything, wielding peerless social skills—strategizing, maneuvering, shifting the tides with words alone! 
Just how capable was he? She couldn't even begin to guess. And that was exactly what she loved most about him! 
Suddenly, she paused. The sound of clothes rustling echoed as she unhooked her bra, freeing her perfectly round and full breasts.
Taking a deep breath, thankful he couldn't see her light blush as she leaned down. 
She pressed against him firmly, letting him feel her naked knockers. Rubbing them against his naked back, tilting her head near his shoulder, first blowing lightly on his ear, her tongue sneaking out to give it a few teasing lips, followed by gentle nibbles before whispering, "My dear Mr. Alexander, are you hard?" 
"With you wearing that, touching me like this, how could I not be?" Alexander chuckled, glancing at her from the corner of his eye. 
"If you're hard, then beg me. Beg me, and I'll give myself to you today! Right here!" She smiled back at him, dead serious.
If Alexander would just lower his head and beg her, she would let him have her virginity and body, completely right then and there! 
He, however, just smiled without answering, reaching to the side to pick up his phone, which he had casually placed on the nearby cabinet earlier. 
He brought it over and opened the dialing screen. 
"What are you doing?" She asked, her smile narrowing her eyes. 
"I don't feel like begging, so I'll just call someone else. Someone who doesn't need me to beg." Alexander replied. 
"Who? Aileen Arison?" Jasmine’s tone instantly turned sharp. 
"No, Aileen's busy with work. Better not disturb her." 
"Then who? Just how many women do you have?" 
"Not my woman yet, but… she could be," Alexander said, then suddenly adopted a thoughtful tone. "Let's go with her! Younger than you, prettier than you, gentler than you…" As he spoke, he began inputting a number. 
"Her?" Jasmine's voice grew even sharper. "Who?!"
Alexander said this again. Last time, his similar words had made Jasmine think of Aileen, the number one beauty in NY. Now he was repeating it. 
Who was it this time?! 




Chapter 6: The black widow.

"Who do you think it is?" Alexander finished entering the number, paused, and asked Jasmine, not dialing yet. 
"Younger than me? And prettier than me?" Jasmine asked, not bothering to ask if this unknown woman was gentler—she had enough self-awareness for that. She knew most likely even a lioness would be gentler than her.
"Right!" Alexander replied. 
"Is she richer than I?" Jasmine asked again. 
"No, but her family is richer than you." 
"Then... is she from NY? Living in NY?" 
"Of course." 
"Then..." Jasmine was seriously thinking it over. She was very confident in her looks. If Alexander said she was prettier, she'd have to be at Aileen's Goddess-like level—such women were scarce! Maybe one in a million! 
Plastic surgery didn't count. Only natural beauty. 
Jasmine was confident Alexander would never like a fake face. 
So... 
The possibilities were extremely limited! 
But after racking her brain, Jasmine couldn't come up with a single name. She genuinely couldn't think of anyone.
Among the young women she knew in NY, she didn't know a single one prettier than herself! 
Over the years, she had met many beautiful women, including plenty in her company. 
Magical Glamour was a young, vibrant company. Jasmine wasn't exactly a looks-obsessed person, but since they were in the high-end cosmetics business, beauty was a bonus when she personally recruited. 
She believed only women who pursued beauty and cared about their appearance truly understood cosmetics. 
A woman's natural beauty was one thing, but knowing how to maintain it and live well was another. 
Yet, among all the beautiful women she'd seen, the only one Jasmine would admit she "must admit defeat to", in looks, was Aileen! 
"Her family is richer than mine..." Jasmine thought further. 
This narrowed it down even more. Jasmine's current personal net worth was in the hundreds of millions, mainly from her company.
In other words. 
The woman Alexander was talking about had to come from a billionaire family in NY! 
With that kind of background, her family would undoubtedly be extremely prestigious and influential! Jasmine felt she should know her, but then again, maybe not... 
Jasmine was well aware she wasn't one for private socializing. While she knew all the billionaires from various events, she couldn't possibly have met every single member of their families. 
"Can't guess, can you?" Alexander said with a smirk. 
Jasmine suddenly got up, jumped off the bed, walked to the vanity, only to stop, realizing her bra was still off, and her breasts were still bouncing around freely.
Quickly turning away, she grabbed the black lacy bra, putting it on quickly before she picked up her phone. 
Alexander turned his head to look at her and laughed. "What are you doing?" 
She didn't answer. She tapped her phone a few times and then held it to her ear. 
She was making a call. 
It connected after about ten seconds. 
"Sis, I'm talking to Dad right now..." It was Dante, his voice deliberately lowered. The delay in answering suggested he'd excused himself to find a private spot. 
"Dante, I have a question for you," Jasmine said seriously. 
"Go ahead, sis," Dante replied immediately. 
"In our city, which rich girl do you think is prettier than me?" She asked. 
"How could that be? Sis, you're the prettiest! Compared to you, they're all ugly!" Her brother didn't hesitate at all. 
He was nervous. 
His sister suddenly calling to ask this was too bizarre. He didn't know if this was just an excuse for her to vent her anger—she'd clearly been upset after dinner—and he might just be the punching bag. 
"Be serious!" Jasmine's voice turned cold. "Answer me properly! Now!" 
"No, sis, really, there isn't. Don't you know how you look? How could anyone be prettier than you? It's impossible!" Dante's tone was heartfelt. 
"What about Aileen Arison?" 
"Aileen... compared to you, she... obviously can't compare... It's about taste, but I think you're the prettiest, sis. Aileen's just not quite there..." 
"Enough, shut up!" 
Jasmine hung up and tossed her phone onto the table, annoyed. 
She'd thought her brother, who knew NY inside out, could help her. But all he did was flatter her—not a single useful word! He even said Aileen couldn't compare? Jasmine was starting to worry about her own brother's taste! 
"Do you have to be so serious about this?" Alexander teased, still turned toward her. His gaze was still taking in her lingerie-clad figure.
"I want to be!" Jasmine shot him a glance. 
She just wanted to "win" against Alexander—in every way, big or small! 
Alexander smiled and didn't respond. Instead, he looked at his phone, pressed the call button, and held it to his ear. 
Seeing this, Jasmine climbed back onto the bed, lay beside Alexander, wrapped her arms around his neck, and leaned in to listen. 
"Beep... beep... beep... Hello?" The call connected quickly, and a sweet, gentle girl's voice came through—different from Aileen's softness. This one was slightly brighter. 
"Hello, is this Miss Lark?" Alexander asked with a smile. 
"Yes... It's me....Who is this...?" The voice hesitated—an unfamiliar number, an unfamiliar man's voice. 
"I heard Miss Lark has been looking for songs recently? I have a few..." Alexander started, then explained with a laugh, "I'm also from Brooklyn University. Just graduated this year. A classmate mentioned it..." 
"Oh, a senior! A senpai!" The girl immediately called him "senior," giving off a friendly, cheerful vibe. Even cutesy "Senpai" sounded cute. "Senior, are you from the music department?" 
"No, computer science," Alexander said. 
"Computer science... A computer science senior who can write songs? You didn't just buy a few songs to get close to me, did you? Senior, you have ulterior motives~" Miss Lark's tone was playful, half-teasing, half-serious. 
"Oh no! You're so smart—you saw right through me," Alexander joked back. 
"Alright, enough joking. Do you really have songs, Senior?" Miss Lark steered the conversation back. 
"I do! The kind that'll definitely satisfy you," Alexander said. 
"Eh..." Miss Lark sighed. "Everyone says that, but so far, hardly any have been good. Most aren't even as good as what I write myself..." 
"Want to buy them?" Alexander asked. 
"Let me see first. If they're good, of course. But I'll need to check them out first. Are you free now, Senior?" 
"Yeah, I'm in the business district. Where are you?" 
"Oh? What a coincidence, I'm here too... I'm in Westward Tower, at a music studio..." 
"I'm in Halston Tower." 
"Then... do you know Refine Café?" 
"I do." 
They agreed on a meeting spot, exchanged a few more words, and hung up. 
Beside him, Jasmine tilted her head slightly, narrowing her eyes as she scrutinized Alexander with a thoughtful look. The only thing she knew now was that this woman Alexander claimed was prettier than her was a current student at Brooklyn College. 
Her surname was Lark. 
Lark? 
Jasmine thought carefully but couldn't recall any Arden family in NY with assets exceeding a billion.
None of the city's top ten wealthiest families were named Arden. 
So... 
Suddenly, Jasmine's spirits lifted, her eyes widening. She'd thought of someone!
Seeing the change in her expression, Alexander knew she had figured it out—otherwise, her face wouldn't have shifted like that. 
"The Arden family?" Jasmine asked, her tone cautious, as if afraid she might be wrong. Or that she might be right.
"Mhm!" Alexander nodded with a smile. 
"Seraphine Arden's daughter?" Jasmine's voice rose, her eyes widening slightly. 
"Right! Her." Alexander nodded again. 
Jasmine abruptly sat up, frowning at Alexander, her tone even carrying a hint of anger. "You're going after Seraphine Arden's daughter? Again with this type of shit? Can you stop playing with fire like this?" 
"Correction—I'm helping her achieve her musical dreams. What do you mean by 'going after'? That sounds terrible." Alexander sat up as well, then added, "And what's the big deal? Are you jealous?" 
"Jealous my ass!" Jasmine's voice rose again. "Don't play dumb! You know that's not what I mean. Play with as many women as you want—have I ever stopped you? I'm talking about danger. Danger, understand? Do I need to explain what kind of person Seraphine Arden is?" 
Jasmine's reaction was intense. 
It wasn't just that Seraphine Arden was formidable—it was also because... Jasmine deeply respected her. To Jasmine, she was almost like an idol. 
Among the city's top ten wealthiest individuals, even the tenth had assets exceeding billions. The top three each had fortunes over the dozen. Stock fluctuations could shuffle their rankings, but short-term changes didn't affect the long-term hierarchy. 
Over the past five years, the top ten rankings had shifted, but only among the lower positions. The top three had remained unchanged. 
First: Michael Arison of Gold Fortune Group—involved in jewelry. 
Second: Graham Calder of Qi Industries—involved in small appliances. 
Third: Owen Arden of Senlan Apparel—dealing in clothing. 
Seraphine Arden, Owen Arden's eldest daughter, is now 41 and currently serves as vice-chairman of Senlan Apparel Group. She had a daughter, Celeste Lark, who was 20 years old. 
In NY, Seraphine was nothing short of a legendary businesswoman. Her story was dramatic in every way—her life had been a rollercoaster of highs and lows. 
Twenty-one years ago, at just 21 and freshly graduated, Seraphine married. It was arranged by her father, as part of a business alliance between wealthy families. Her husband was Sean Lark, the son of the chairman of Skylark Group. 
Although the Skylark Group was also involved in the apparel industry, it primarily focused on women's fashion. At the same time, Senlan specialized in menswear, casual wear, and sportswear. This made them complementary rather than competitors—hence the marriage alliance. 
But Seraphine had resisted fiercely. 
Fresh out of University, she'd planned to study vocal music abroad. Marriage was the last thing on her mind—it had blind sided her. Despite her protests, circumstances forced her to comply. 
Even though she married anyway. Even though she had a daughter. She immediately separated from her husband post-childbirth and went to live alone. 
Rumors said Seraphine had only agreed to marry because Senlan was in crisis at the time. She and her father had struck a deal: marry, bear a child, and afterward, she'd have total freedom. Her father would have no control over her after that.
That was why no one stopped her when she left her husband. 
The forced marriage lasted only seven years. 
All because the Lark and Arden families soon turned on each other, becoming bitter enemies. 
The reasons were complex, known only to insiders. What was clear was that the Larks abandoned their joint venture with the Ardens, then launched their own menswear line, directly competing with Senlan. 
Seraphine, never a willing bride, divorced easily once the families split. 
The only battle was over custody. 
Seraphine won, taking her six-year-old daughter back to NY. 
What followed was all-out war. 
The families invaded each other's markets—same categories, exact pricing, same demographics, same styles. They sabotaged each other ruthlessly, fighting to the death. 
The conflict raged for five years. 
The one who ended it? Seraphine Arden herself. 
Immediately after returning to New York City, she joined the family business and exploded onto the scene. Within a year, she created Senlan, now the company's highest-grossing women's brand. 
Perhaps she'd always been a business prodigy, just undiscovered. 
Four years after Senlan's launch, Skylark Group collapsed. Bankrupt. 
The Arden family had won. 
Or rather, Seraphine Arden had won. 
She'd destroyed her ex-husband's family—and some said, driven him to his death. 
Months before Skylark's collapse, with shrinking market share and broken cash flow, they'd been on the brink. 
In a final plea, Sean Lark came to NY, begging Seraphine for mercy, for funding, even mentioning their daughter. He knelt and begged her publicly. 
Seraphine didn't frown. Didn't even look at him. She simply had him thrown out. 
Three months later, Skylark declared bankruptcy, and right after, countless creditors swarmed them, demanding payment.
That same day, Sean jumped from a building to his death. 
NY's business circles buzzed with the story. The consensus was that Seraphine had pushed her ex to suicide. Quietly, they called her " The Black Widow." From then on, her status in NY was unique—no one dared cross her. 
Don't provoke Seraphine Arden unless you have to. 
Because she showed no mercy. Utterly ruthless.
Not just in this—every business move she'd made since was brutal. Her tactics for crushing competitors could be textbook case studies for business classes in universities. 
She was a cold-hearted machine. 
And this was precisely why Jasmine admired her. 
After hearing Seraphine's story upon arriving in NY, Jasmine had idolized her. Their situations were similar—both forced into marital pacts with their families. Jasmine's version was a bet, but losing would still mean an arranged marriage. 
A woman in chains had to be ruthless to break free. Had to show no mercy if she wished for her independence.
Seraphine Arden had done it. 
Jasmine wanted to do the same. 
She worshiped competence and respected those who were capable. To her, Seraphine was the city's most admirable woman, bar none. 
One more thing worth noting. 
Seraphine's legend had another special layer, one mirroring Jasmine's own situation. 
—She was stunningly beautiful. 
"The Black Widow" was her current moniker, but before that, she'd held another dazzling title: 

The Most Beautiful Woman of NY.  
Aileen Arison was the current holder. 
The previous one? Seraphine Arden. 
This was partly why Jasmine connected "Lark" to Seraphine Arden—because a "Miss Lark" prettier than Jasmine, on Aileen's level, almost certainly had an equally gorgeous mother. 
Off to the side, Alexander smirked. As much as others knew about the legend of Seraphine, very few could imagine the secrets behind it and the truth.
'Never touched by a man....yet still a mother....' The brief flashes of his past with Seraphine in the time-loop almost made him chuckle.
"Alexander! I'm begging you—think this through! My dear Mr. Ciotta, can you please not mess around?!" Jasmine's words were now a full-blown warning.
Actually, the emotions swirling in her heart were more tangled than anything. 
She truly respected and admired Seraphine. Though she had only met her a handful of times since coming to NY—usually at banquets—Seraphine was one of the very few people Jasmine would actively approach to talk to upon seeing. 
What worried Jasmine most wasn't how Seraphine might react to Alexander, or her potential fury upon learning he was pursuing her daughter.
Jasmine no longer doubted Alexander's capabilities, just as she didn't doubt whether he could win over Celeste Lark. There was simply no other possibility. 
For Jasmine herself, the real problem was: if Alexander went through with this, what was she supposed to do? 
Everyone knew Alexander was her boyfriend. Before, it had been fake, but today, it had become real! 
What was she supposed to do? 
Tell Seraphine Arden, her idol, that she condoned her boyfriend having other women? 
Or lie to Seraphine alongside Alexander? 
The more Jasmine thought about it, the more uncomfortable she felt. She wouldn't, COULDN'T, let go of Alexander, but she also didn't want to deceive her idol.
Emotionally, this was something she could hardly accept! 
What else could she do? 
Right now, she just wanted to stop Alexander! 
"My dear Ms. Doran, aren't you overreacting a bit? Being this nervous isn't like you." Alexander smiled, his tone relaxed. "Take it easy. None of what you're imagining will happen. Things won't play out the way you think at all..." 
Seeing Alexander's attitude, Jasmine knew persuasion was useless. 
Pointless. 
Her expression darkened, her gaze icy as she stared at Alexander for a few seconds before murmuring, "Alexander, don't you think you're being a scumbag?" 
"Scumbag? Am I?" Alexander raised an eyebrow at her. 
"You see someone pretty, and you just have to get your hands on her, consequences be damned..." 
"An appreciation for beauty is universal—that's why we're here. What our ancestors lived by. Also, let me remind you, beauty is just one of my standards for choosing a woman, not the only one. Celecte is an interesting person, not some vase." 
"You... can't you at least consider how the other person feels? You're just..." 
"Have I ever treated you badly?" Alexander cut her off, smiling. 
Jasmine immediately fell silent. 
What could she even say? "Badly or Good". Such words couldn't even begin to describe how Alexander treated her!
Even if he often "used" her, everything he had shouldered for her concerned her entire life! James Sutherland, along with the rest of the Sutherland family, had become Alexander's opponents because of her. 
Yet Alexander had never demanded anything from her in return. 
And she hadn't exactly given him many "rewards" either. 
She wasn't even as good as Aileen in that regard... Aileen was obedient, affectionate, and even spent nights with Alexander. 
Jasmine had been calling Alexander a "scumbag," but his single question left her feeling like maybe she was the one being... unreasonable!
'Should I maybe... '
She suddenly shook her head, a pang of panic hitting her—what the hell was she thinking?! 
"Have I mistreated Aileen?" Alexander asked her again, still smiling. 
Jasmine still had nothing to say. 
She knew exactly what Alexander had done for Aileen. 
"So? Am I a scumbag?" Alexander asked once more, his smile unwavering. 
"...No", Jasmine muttered. A soft whisper was barely audible.
Truthfully, calling Alexander a "scumbag" had just been an excuse—a last-ditch effort to stop him. She didn't genuinely believe he was one. She just couldn't think of any other way to deter him. 
Seeing Jasmine fall silent, Alexander chuckled but didn't press further. 
He got out of bed and started dressing. 
Jasmine watched him for a long moment before suddenly speaking up. "I'll give it to you." 
"Hm?" Alexander glanced at her, amused. "Give me what?" 
"What do you think?" she shot back. 
It took Alexander a second to catch on. 
"Don't go after Celeste Lark. I'll give myself to you tonight. ALL of my body. After work." Jasmine added. 
She was really going all out! 
With her personality, she didn't overthink certain things. Since she and Alexander were officially together, sleeping together was inevitable. It wasn't even about being mentally prepared—Jasmine didn't need preparation.
She had already decided Alexander was her lifelong partner. She'd probably even thought about how many kids they'd have. 
Whatever was supposed to happen would happen. Jasmine wouldn't resist at all. 
Hell, she even wanted to initiate. 
If not for her desire to play hard-to-get to control Alexander... 
She wasn't opposed, but she did want Alexander to beg her. 
And now! 
To stop him from stirring up trouble, she decided to offer her virginity willingly! 
Not that it was a big deal anyway. She'd have plenty of chances to "play games" with him later. Or so she convinced herself.
"Jasmine, I think you might be misunderstanding something." Alexander smiled at her. "Do you really think I'm seeking out other women just because you teased me and then withheld, leaving me blue balled? As if it's purely about that?" 
Jasmine froze. 
Then her expression shifted. 
"You need to understand—because I know too much, I can make choices that benefit me. At any time, for any reason, under any circumstance. Who I meet, who I befriend, or which woman I pursue... 'Benefit' isn't just about sleeping with someone. It's about something deeper." 
Jasmine's face cycled through emotions. 
She understood what Alexander meant! 
He was saying his pursuit of Celeste Lark wasn't—or wasn't solely—about having her, but instead... Jasmine didn't know exactly why, but she had a good guess. Her mind immediately jumped to Aileen. 
Alexander hadn't just won Aileen over—he'd shifted her standing in the Arison family, altered the power structure within Gold Fortune Group! He turned Aileen from a passive heir waiting to take over into an active rebel who took control and power! 
Even if Alexander hadn't asked Aileen to manipulate the Gold Fortune Group for him yet, that didn't mean he couldn't. If he wanted to, he could at any time. 
Jasmine then thought of her own situation. If Alexander asked her to do something for him... Just the idea made her hair stand on end! 
She suddenly realized she had unknowingly entered a state where Alexander could fully exploit and use her! 
She just wanted him to beg her. 
And if he did, she would absolutely comply with anything and everything. 
Jasmine also thought of Frank Delaney. Of William Wycliffe. All who owed Alexander a favor... 
And these were just the ones she knew or could guess! 
Who knew how many others there were? 
The more she thought, the more terrifying it became. 
She felt like this might all be a scheme—one that had been unfolding since Alexander first called her, continuing right up to today! 
Jasmine spaced out for a long time. 
"What the hell! What! Do you! Want?! What's your goal with all this?" She finally snapped back to reality, lifting her head to stare straight at Alexander. 
By the time she spoke, Alexander had already finished dressing. 
"Guess." Adjusting his cuffs, Alexander smiled at her. Then, straightening his suit jacket, he slid one hand into his pocket. "Stop overthinking. Live a little easier—it's not like I'd hurt you... Later!" 
With that, he turned and walked out. 
Jasmine remained in the lounge, watching him leave, listening to his footsteps fade as he exited the office. Long after they vanished, she still didn't move, lost in thought once more. 




Chapter 7: Celeste Lark.

A few minutes later. 
Refine Coffee. 
With one hand in his pocket, Alexander pushed open the café door, paused to glance around, then spotted a pony tailed girl wearing a baseball cap and mask sitting by the window in the far right corner. 
Dressed mysteriously, as if afraid of being recognized. 
Alexander walked over, pulled out the chair across from her, and sat down directly. Smiling, he said, "Still so afraid of being photographed, Miss Lark?"
The mysteriously dressed pony tailed girl froze for a moment when Alexander sat down and spoke to her directly before finally reacting.
Out of habit, she glanced around before pulling down her black mask slightly—not removing it completely, just letting it hang below her chin.
This way, the upper and lower parts of her face were still obscured by her baseball cap and mask, leaving only the middle section visible. It still showcased her beauty, but the coverage prevented it from being "earth-shatteringly" obvious!
"You recognized me like this?" the girl asked, her voice sweet and soft—she was none other than Celeste Lark.
"You're the only one in the café afraid of being seen. Who wears a mask while drinking coffee? Is it even hard to spot?" Alexander replied with a smile.
"Wow, Senior, you're so smart," Celeste teased, grinning before scrutinizing Alexander again, her smile giving way to a slight frown. "Senior, you... I think I've seen you before..."
She did find Alexander somewhat familiar.
This wasn't surprising. While Alexander wasn't drop-dead gorgeous, he was far from "average-looking." By most women's standards, he was undeniably handsome. Without those looks, he wouldn't have been called a "pretty boy toy" by people who wanted to insult Jasmine.
Before July 7th of this year, Alexander had never been in a relationship. In the male-dominated computer science department, dating wasn't easy.
Still, good looks always drew attention, making him more memorable.
"Maybe we bumped into each other at the second cafeteria," Alexander casually deflected with a chuckle.
Truthfully, during his university years, Alexander had seen Celeste countless times!
The difference was that he remembered every single encounter.
She didn't.
Though Celeste had only enrolled at the University the year before last and was now finishing her sophomore year (soon to be a junior), from the moment she arrived, she had been the most talked-about, radiant, and illustrious female student on campus!
This wasn't just because of her background—it was also due to her staggering beauty!
Before her arrival, the University had several contenders for "campus belle." Those youthful, stunning girls were indeed beautiful—by Alexander's strict scoring system, they all scored close to 9, with scores above 8.5.
Every University worldwide had its share of exceptionally beautiful female students—no exceptions.
Brooklyn University, in particular, had always been abundant in beauties, thanks to its dance, music, and broadcasting courses.
In the past, debates over who deserved the title of "top campus belle" had been endless, with opinions split—after all, beauty was subjective, and there was no right or wrong answer!
Then, Celeste Lark enrolled.
She obliterated all arguments, unifying the opinions of every male—and even female—student on campus!
She was the University's undisputed beauty queen!
The one and only!
No matter how pretty other girls were, they were at least a tier below her. Shortly after her arrival, an eerie trend emerged on campus: saying "You're even prettier than Celeste Arden" became an insult!
It was akin to telling a man, "Sure! You're rich, you're amazing, you're even richer than the world's wealthiest man, okay?!"
A deeply sarcastic jab!
Her beauty was truly beyond dispute!
In Alexander's books, she scored a 9.5.
That said, her style differed from Aileen's. Aileen had an ethereal, fairy-like aura, while Celeste exuded gentle, delicate femininity.
This was why she only vaguely remembered Alexander while he recalled their many encounters.
Back then, he'd just been a slightly handsome average student, whereas she was the campus belle who drew stares wherever she went!
Her overwhelming beauty had led her to adopt the habit of wearing masks outdoors years ago.
Though not a celebrity, she attracted attention everywhere—sitting in a café, men at neighboring tables (even those with girlfriends) would sneak glances. Some even secretly photographed her, much to her frustration.
"Senior, you often ate at the second cafeteria too?"
"Yeah, though I didn't go much in the last few months before graduation. They changed the cooks—not as tasty anymore."
"Right? Everyone says so. The student union even complained to the school, but they won't switch back."
A few casual exchanges noticeably warmed the atmosphere. After all, they were seniors and juniors from the same University—a connection commonplace on campus, but it felt special outside of it.
"Senior, we haven't properly introduced ourselves. Celeste Lark..." Smiling, she extended her hand. She was a cheerful girl, always wearing a grin.
"Alexander Ciotta." He shook her hand with a smile.
"Did you bring your work, Senior? Is it on a USB or handwritten...?" She finally began directing the conversation in the direction she wanted.
"Hmm..." Alexander paused, then grinned. "Do you have paper and a pen?"
"I do. Why?" As she asked, her hand instinctively reached for the bag on the adjacent chair—a laptop bag and a designer purse containing daily essentials.
"What else? To write it for you." Alexander chuckled.
"Write it... Write it now?" Her expression shifted.
"It's all up here." He tapped his temple.
"Senior, you're not here just to mess with me, are you? That's a surefire way to annoy someone~" Her tone remained playful as she retrieved some papers and a pen from her bag.
Since she composed songs herself, she knew inspiration struck randomly. So she always carried writing materials.
The "paper" she handed over was a thick notebook, half-filled with her own lyrics. Flipping through it revealed chaotic snippets—random phrases, passages resembling "modern poetry," given lyrics' inherent need for rhythm.
Alexander didn't peruse it long—he'd seen this notebook countless times in past cycles.
He turned to a blank page near the end and began writing lyrics, starting with the title: "Your Soul. My Cure."
Celeste leaned in slightly, murmuring, ".....Soul?"
Alexander wrote the lyrics rapidly, without pause. In just over ten minutes, several hundred words filled the page. But he didn't stop there—in the space he left between lines, he added numbered musical notation above the lyrics. 
Lyrics and musical composition! He was doing both.
The notation went even faster, taking mere minutes. Yet Alexander continued, now detailing the mixing—even specifying the instruments for the mix!
Celeste watched, her expression growing increasingly unsettled.
Though Alexander was writing on the spot, he'd claimed it was memorized in his head. She'd assumed it was something simple, like lyrics he'd rehearsed—after all, their meeting was impromptu, and if he hadn't brought the original draft, writing it out made sense.
But Alexander hadn't just penned lengthy lyrics—he'd added melody notation. More astonishingly, he'd proceeded to outline the whole mixing, down to instructions for which instrument to use and when.
Mixing was a highly professional process, distinct from composing lyrics. Typically finalized during production—or even post-production—after endless tweaks and recordings, it required constant experimentation.
Yet Alexander was writing it outright. This...
A professional producer might reconstruct a lost piece from memory, but not this fluently, nor this quickly. Not in the way Alexander was doing it, without a single pause.
All mixing were notoriously complex. Remembering every nuance was impossible without revisiting the material.
But Alexander didn't hesitate once.
This felt... Celeste couldn't shake the suspicion that this senior named Alexander was pulling her leg and trying to fool her!
Was this some barely musically inclined guy out to mess with her?
She had been fooled before.
Influenced by her mother, she had dreamed of a career in music since childhood.
Although her mother, Seraphine Arden, had always opposed it, she never forbade Celeste from treating music as a hobby.
Because it was now Seraphine's hobby as well.
Celeste studied Business Administration at the University, a choice made under her mother's arrangement. But most of her free time was spent on music-related pursuits.
She loved writing songs and wanted to become a singer, a fact well-known across the University.
As for buying songs? She had started collecting them not long after enrolling, as Brooklyn University offered a music course with many specialized students.
She wrote songs herself and had anonymously released them on major online music platforms, but none had gained much attention.
The reason for posting anonymously? She knew very well that if she showed her face while releasing music—or even entered the livestreaming industry—she would become famous almost instantly. But she refused to do so. First, her family wouldn't allow it. Second, she didn't want to "become famous just for her looks!"
She wasn't short on money!
Her love for music was pure—it had nothing to do with money!
Even most successful singers in the world wouldn't earn in a lifetime what her family already has.
She simply wanted to be a singer, to have the public love her voice.
She was also acutely aware of her beauty. She knew that if she showed her face, no one would care about her music—she'd only be famous for her looks. And she hated that idea.
Over the past two years, she had released many songs and collected thousands from others, far too many. And precisely because she was beautiful, countless people (primarily men) wrote songs for her, trying to sell them to her. Some didn't even ask for money; they offered them as gifts.
Celeste found all of this annoying. She thought those people were utterly boring. But she had a good temper and had never openly lost her cool over it—after all, no one dared to bother her excessively!
At the University, she was someone even the "young masters" of wealthy families didn't dare pursue. The richer the family, the more they avoided her, afraid of misunderstandings.
The reason? Her mother had made it clear: Celeste was not allowed to date in college.
She could think about it after graduation.
Given Seraphine's temperament and influence, once she had spoken, the other elite families in NY naturally warned their sons: Don't you dare chase Celeste just because she's beautiful. If Seraphine found out, it would mean serious trouble.
Ironically, this very fact—that the powerful young masters didn't dare approach Celeste—gave ordinary male students the courage and excuse to get close to her.
Alexander was still writing.
His handwriting was speedy, and the characters were beautifully formed.
Finally.
"Done…" Alexander put down the pen, looked up at Celeste, and handed her the notebook. "Take a look?"
Though she already suspected Alexander might be playing her, it wouldn't be right to jump to conclusions without seeing the song. Celeste remained skeptical, but out of politeness, she kept a sweet smile on her face.
Taking the notebook, she began reading.
The lyrics… were quite good!
As for the melody… Celeste tried humming it silently in her mind. Also excellent!
The mixing, however, was harder to judge. Mixing requires actually hearing the result. Just reading the notes was too complex—it was impossible to tell how good or bad it would sound.
"Not bad. It's better than most of the songs I've collected," Celeste said with a smile, giving it a "not bad" rating while also admitting it surpassed most of what she had received, which was actually high praise!
If an average person, or someone with only a rough understanding of music theory, saw what Alexander had written, they might think the lyrics were amazing. If they tried humming the melody and read the mixing notes, they might even feel it was "imposing," perhaps even "awe-inspiring" or "genius-level."
However, that reaction stemmed from a lack of knowledge.
The more someone understood, the less likely they'd feel that way.
Just as in Alexander's old earth, many singers had written numerous songs before gaining fame. Some had even tried selling their work to established stars, only to have their songs rejected—or even dismissed as "garbage."
Yet in the end, those same people, after failing to sell their songs, chose to perform them themselves and exploded into stardom, becoming phenomenally successful, even trendsetters in the music industry.
This had happened many, many times.
But that didn't mean the people who rejected those songs could be criticized for lacking taste. That wasn't the case at all.
On the contrary, those accomplished musicians with fame spanning countries had genuinely high standards.
Due to their experience, they had written and reviewed numerous songs. They had seen thousands of lyrics and melodies and listened to innumerable demos. Many tracks they thought were excellent ended up flopping after release, completely rejected by the public.
Successful music was never about self-indulgence.
It had to be something both the creator and the audience loved—otherwise, it was a failure.
Celeste's ability to judge music, while far from professional, had been honed over the years of collecting songs. She had encountered many she adored, certain they would be hits, only for every single one to fail miserably.
After being posted online, they made zero impact. Barely getting any listeners.
Now, after so many disappointments, Celeste would never give any song the highest possible praise.
Her reaction was exactly what Alexander had expected.
He even knew what she was thinking right now.




Chapter 8: A song that’s instantly viral.

"Buying it?" Alexander asked directly with a smile.
"Buying it," Celeste replied without hesitation. Any song she rated as "not bad" was one she would purchase. Money meant nothing to her—if she liked it, she bought it.
"How much?" Alexander pressed.
"One thousand," Celeste stated her price right away.
That wasn't a low price.
The songwriting industry had no high barriers to entry. Composing required some professional knowledge, but writing lyrics? Anyone could do it—the only difference was quality.
This meant the field was flooded with amateurs. Beyond ordinary people, every year, batches of students from music schools across the country try to sell their songs to music companies. But 99.9% of submissions couldn't even pass the initial screening. Music companies received mountains of "garbage lyrics and melodies" daily, with only a tiny fraction deemed worthy of purchase.
This oversaturation resulted in extremely low earnings in the industry. The competition was brutal.
Even when a music company bought a song, the standard rate was around five thousand. Only exceptionally outstanding works could fetch ten thousand—a rarity. Professional lyricists and composers might make a few thousand per song, and only the industry's "golden names" could command high fees or even royalties.
And Celeste? No matter her family background, she was still just a student.
Her usual rates on campus were five hundred to a thousand dollars—more than enough for struggling students.
"I included the mixing," Alexander reminded her with a smile.
"Then… two thousand?" Celeste raised the offer after a brief pause, thinking it over. She honestly didn't care about money, but she wasn't a fool either.
Alexander kept smiling at her, silent.
"Three thousand?" Celeste understood his meaning and upped the price again.
"Thirty thousand," Alexander finally stated his price.
Celeste froze for a moment, wondering if she had misheard. Then, wide-eyed, she stared at him. No, she hadn't misheard—it was impossible.
Alexander had just asked for thirty thousand dollars?!?!
That was a ludicrous price, even for the daughter of a billionaire. At least, for a song from a "nobody".
"Senior… you're just messing with me, aren't you?" Celeste asked after collecting herself and calming down a bit, "Do I look like a fool to you?"
Alexander's asking price could only be described as "utterly outrageous" and "unfathomable"!
If it were an established songwriter who had already produced one or two hit songs, this price might be understandable. Even if it were inflated, considering Celeste's wealthy background and her casual attitude toward money, one could rationalize it.
But Alexander was just a recent graduate from University—
From the Computer Science department, no less...
To casually write a song and dare to ask for thirty thousand? That was ten times Celeste's offer! It made her think Alexander was either insane or simply messing with her.
"Thirty thousand," Alexander repeated with a smile, then added, "Celeste, all you need to tell me is whether you accept or not. That's it. There's nothing else to discuss about this. I have several other songs if you want, all priced the same."
"Of course I don't accept," Celeste replied. She was still polite, even though she was now confident that Alexander was playing a game with her; she didn't feel angry. Her smile just faded slightly.
"Then... there's nothing more to talk about," Alexander said, gesturing toward her as he held his hand out. "Give me the notebook back."
Celeste was stunned.
That was it? No further negotiation?
Was this some kind of reverse psychology trick?
In Celeste's experience, every person who had ever tried to fool her had ultimately wanted to get closer to her, to become familiar with her.
So, no matter how the conversation went, not a single one had ever been the one to take the initiative to end it first.
Unless she explicitly said she was done, they would keep talking indefinitely, as if they could chat with her until the end of time!
Writing songs and trying to sell them to her was just a means to an end—an excuse to talk to her.
With a surprised expression, Celeste handed the notebook back to Alexander.
Alexander took it and made as if to tear out the page on which he had written the song, but stopped just before doing so.
"I imagine Celeste isn't the type of person to plagiarize. Though we've only just met, I trust that much," Alexander said with a smile, closing the notebook and handing it back to her. "I won't tear it. It's a nice notebook—ruining two pages would be a shame."
With that, Alexander stood up. "That's all, then." He gave a small smile, turned, and walked away.
He actually left!
Without a single unnecessary word!
Celeste stared blankly at Alexander's retreating figure, watching as he pushed open the café door and left. She tugged her mask up over her chin and muttered under her breath, "Weirdo."
She looked down at the notebook in her hands.
Flipping it open, she read Alexander's song again.
It was good. Really good. On par with the best songs she'd ever received—polished, catchy, full of strengths.
But... that was all.
No one could accurately predict public taste. Whether a song succeeded came down to one thing: did the public like it?
The song's quality was secondary—or rather, just a possible foundation for success.
So... even though Celeste thought Alexander's song was good, she didn't believe it would be a hit. Or rather, she felt the chances of it going viral were extremely slim. She'd been let down too many times before to even hope for that anymore.
No matter what, she would never accept that insane price tag. Of course, she would never plagiarize either. She'd keep the song in the notebook and maybe revisit it later.
What Celeste didn't know, however, was this:
Alexander's song, 'Your Soul. My Cure' was guaranteed to be a hit—an overnight sensation, in fact!
There was no doubt about it.
It would blow up.
Because Alexander had already tested it.
Alexander had been trapped on July 7th for ten thousand years—3,650,000 days and nights. He had done almost everything imaginable, including trying his hand at being a celebrity, even if just for a day. After all, everything would reset—at most, he had one day.
To that end, Alexander studied music and vocal techniques.
Then, he began flooding the internet with songs.
At first, he posted the hit songs from his original earth—those timeless classics that had defined an era. He used them directly, but the results surprised him. Some gained traction immediately, while others didn't.
Factors such as timing and the need for organic growth influenced whether a song could quickly gain popularity.
So he shifted gears, writing and releasing his own music.
He had the skills by then. He could write, he could sing.
Being stuck on the same day over and over was unbearable, so he treated it like a game.
To pass the time, he began experimenting—an interesting test where, every reset morning, he would quickly write out all the songs he had conceptualized the previous day, then head to a professional studio to record them. By noon, he would upload them to all major online platforms.
Then, he would wait for the results, tracking the data across platforms.
Since a single day wasn't enough for organic buzz to build, Alexander sped up the process himself. He'd pay music influencers, critics, and related accounts to repost and recommend his songs.
A standard marketing tactic, something even megastars did when releasing albums.
During those Endless Sundays, Alexander released an enormous volume of songs. Writing was a great way to kill time, and he produced a lot. On days when inspiration struck, he could write over a dozen songs. Other times, when his mind wasn't operating, he couldn't even finish a single set of lyrics.
If simple, throwaway tracks he churned out were included, Alexander had composed over 3,000 songs during the time loop.
Of those 3,000+, the vast majority made no impact whatsoever upon release.
This was mainly due to the time constraint. After subtracting recording time, the songs had less than a day to gain traction. Some might have succeeded with more time, but Alexander, trapped in the loop, had no "future" to observe.
So most of his songs didn't take off.
But some did.
67 songs, to be exact.
The experiment revealed that out of more than 3,000 songs, 67 had the power to go viral across the internet in under a day.
This ratio was shockingly high because the standard wasn't "popularity", but rather an "overnight virality".
These were entirely different concepts! Even the most legendary producers, those who have produced thousands of hits, couldn't claim to have multiple songs that went viral in a single day. (Established stars didn't count—they had built-in fan bases that would hype every release.)
Creating a song that went viral in a day was mostly a matter of luck, with odds lower than winning the lottery.
So Alexander's success rate wasn't too high—it was terrifyingly high.
This wasn't because his songwriting skills were otherworldly, but because... trapped in the time loop, he had grown to understand exactly what the public wanted to hear on July 7, 2024.
He had mastered the era's musical preferences, down to an extreme degree.
Other musicians couldn't possibly predict with certainty what style, lyrics, or melodies would resonate with the masses at any given time.
But Alexander knew.
Of course, "one night success "is still an absurdly high bar. Even in the later stages of his experiment, when his success rate improved, he couldn't guarantee every song would hit. Too many factors were at play beyond his control.
Out of the 67 overnight hits, "Your Soul. My Cure." was one of them.
Celeste had no idea what she had just passed up.
After leaving the café, Alexander went straight to the underground parking lot of Halston Tower, got into his Lamborghini, and drove off.
Once out of the garage, he made a call while steering one-handed.
The call was answered quickly.
"Hello, Microflash Music," The voice on the other end was a polite male voice. It was an employee from Microflash Music Studio, a professional recording studio with top-tier imported equipment, and correspondingly high prices.
This studio was in NY, and it was the one Alexander had frequented most during the time loop.
Alexander was going to record a song.
He would release it anonymously.
Today. Immediately.
He wanted Celeste to realize exactly what she had missed—to make her come crawling back to him, even begging shamelessly with all the cute, pitiful antics she could muster.
"I need to record a song. I'll need the equipment and place for three hours," Alexander said directly into the phone.
"Ah... sorry, sir, there's a band currently—" the man's voice sounded apologetic.
"I'll pay ten times their rate," Alexander cut in.
"U"... Yes, sir! When will you arrive? We'll arrange it immediately!"
Around 2 PM, Shillie West Road, NY City.
An older office building. 
Microflash Studio was located inside.
Alexander parked his car in a spot outside the building and walked straight in. Since it was an older office building, security wasn't strict—as long as you weren't hauling things out, the guards wouldn't stop or question you.
Taking the elevator to the eighth floor, Alexander soon arrived outside the studio and pushed the door open.
Microflash Studio was spacious. Although it had only one recording booth, its decor and equipment were top-tier in NY, comparable to those of major music companies. Naturally, this also meant its prices were steep.
Most recording studios charge by the hour, usually in the hundred-dollar range.
But Microflash charged 250 per hour—and that was just for individual recordings. For symphony or orchestral recordings, the price exceeds $500 per hour.
Alexander had offered ten times the rate. 2500 per hour, totaling 7500$ for three hours.
For someone with millions already in his bank account, this was pocket change.
By the time Alexander entered the studio, the entire staff was already waiting for him, fully prepared. High-end studios like this had all kinds of professionals—sound engineers, mixing engineers—so Alexander didn't need to bring anyone. He just had to tell them what to do.
After rewriting the lyrics, melody, and mix he had originally shown Celeste, Alexander officially began recording.
It didn't take long.
5 PM.
Alexander, having finished recording, walked out of the studio.
He was now carrying two additional items: a USB drive and a Blu-ray CD in a protective case. Both were complimentary from the studio, containing the recorded song, identical in content, differing only in audio quality.
Downstairs, back in his car.
Once inside, Alexander set the items aside and finally took out his phone, powering it on.
He had turned it off when recording began and only now switched it back on.
As soon as the phone booted up, several text notifications came in.
All were missed call alerts. Alexander skimmed through them—three people had called while his phone was off. The alerts were for calls from Jasmine, Aileen, and Mia.
Starting the car, Alexander first called Jasmine back.
"Why was your phone off earlier?" Jasmine asked immediately the moment the call connected, not giving him a chance to speak first.
"Busy," Alexander replied with a laugh.
"Busy with what? With who? Celeste Lark?" Jasmine pressed.
"No, other things," Alexander answered, then teased, "What did you think I was doing? With Celeste? We parted ways long ago. You think I'd still be with her…?"
Jasmine relaxed.
Ever since Alexander left her to meet Celeste, she had been on edge. Unable to stop him, she feared he might cause trouble. Now that he said they had separated long ago… she believed him. She didn't think Alexander would lie about something like this.
"Aileen tried calling you. When she couldn't get through, she called me." Jasmine swiftly changed the subject.
"Yeah, I could guess," Alexander replied.
"That's all. I'm working late tonight," Jasmine said, not pressing further. She wanted to ask how things stood with Celeste now, but she knew Alexander wouldn't tell her, so she didn't bother.
After ending the call with Jasmine, Alexander dialed Aileen.
"Hubby, why was your phone off?"
"Busy."
"Mmm… I handled Mia's situation."
"How?"
Aileen explained.
The matter of Mia being sent abroad to study was tricky to resolve. Since it was a family affair for Roland Murphy, and Mia was to continue her studies, no outsider had any say. But it wasn't unsolvable. Aileen used a straightforward method—having Mia intern at Golden Fortune Group!
Of course, not officially. Mia still had school; she only had time during summer break.
It was essentially a high schooler's summer job.
But her position was shockingly high-level—she became the assistant to Arison Group's Executive Vice President! To Aileen herself!
Roland had wanted to send his daughter abroad precisely because Mia was too wild, always causing trouble—big trouble! If Mia could behave, there'd be no need to send her away. A summer job was a great solution, especially… interning under Aileen!
No one dared disregard Aileen.
So this wasn't just about Mia doing proper work—it was also a chance for Roland to strengthen ties with the Arison family!
Aileen mentioned she had met Roland that afternoon and discussed it.
Roland was utterly astonished that his daughter had such a connection with Aileen. (If only he knew how truly CLOSE the two were......how tightly they held one another under the body of Alexander.)
Aileen didn't bring up Mia studying abroad, and neither did he. He wholeheartedly agreed to Mia's short-term internship at Arsion's Group, even praising the opportunity as incredibly rare in front of Aileen…
As a widely respected businesswoman, Aileen was precisely the kind of figure Roland wanted his daughter to look up to.
"Hubby..... how'd I do?" Aileen asked at the end, clearly fishing for praise.
"Amazing. Aileen's so capable. My little good girl." Alexander complimented without hesitation.
Aileen was genuinely brilliant. While this seemed like a chance for the Murphys to get closer to the Arisons, it was equally an opportunity for Aileen to build her own independent network.
Hearing Alexander's praise, Aileen laughed, delighted, and even whispered, "Daddy's even more amazing," before adding softly, "Hubby, I can't come see you today. I have to go home. I can't be absent every night, or people will get suspicious…"
"It's fine. I've got things to do anyway," Alexander said with a smile, then asked, "Is Mia still with you?"
"Yeah, she's studying really hard. I had my secretary guide her. I think she's afraid of being asked about work when she gets home and not having anything to say, so she's…"
After chatting a bit more, Alexander hung up.
He didn't call Mia after. Since she and Aileen had called about the same thing, and Aileen had already explained, she'd fill Mia in. He didn't want to interrupt her focus either.
Putting his phone away, Alexander floored the accelerator.
Time to speed home and release the song!
About ten minutes later.
While driving, Alexander frowned slightly, glancing at the rearview mirror. He sensed he was being followed.
This wasn't the first time today he'd felt it, but only now was he certain. Though the tail had switched cars, their habitual tracking patterns gave them away.
A professional.
Someone with top-tier surveillance skills—nothing like the idiots Zach Mitchell employed.
And Alexander didn't "know" them.
Meaning they definitely weren't from NY.
From this, Alexander deduced that they had been sent by James Sutherland.
An outsider, tailing him like this? Other than James, no one else fit the description.
Anthony Ramirez probably knew about this, but Alexander had already told him: No need to report anything. Just follow James's orders. Cooperate with James's trusted men without revealing anything.
So it's almost time?
Alexander smirked at the thought.
He made no attempt to shake them off, pretending not to notice.
A little over half an hour later.
Alexander returned to his gifted villa at Bellara Heights. He wouldn't visit the old apartment today—there was no computer there anyway.
Back at the villa, he headed straight to the study.
Booting up the high-performance computer Dante had prepared but never used, Alexander uploaded his newly recorded song to all major music platforms under a freshly registered account. The artist's name was "Alec Nota"—a play on his name
Next, Alexander privately messaged several music influencers on public media platforms. Those who didn't reply immediately received a call from him to discuss "business collaborations" for promotion.
He already knew their private numbers, so it was easy for him.
By around 7 PM, everything was set.
Alexander then ordered takeout, ate, and hit the basement gym for a workout.
It wasn't until about 10 PM, after showering and changing into a robe, that Alexander returned to the study.
He checked the computer.
Pulling up the detailed stats on his account dashboard, Alexander smiled.
The numbers were exploding and rising higher and higher.
He did not fail. After all, this was a song that had already been tested with the public. Everything unfolded exactly as he had anticipated.
"Your Soul. My Cure." had only been released for four hours, but it had already garnered significant attention across major platforms. The initial traction came from music influencers, who provided the early exposure. However, the subsequent data trends had nothing to do with them—it all depended on the song's quality and whether the public liked it.
And the data trend for "Your Soul. My Cure." completely exceeded the expectations of all the recommending influencers!
They were just doing business, getting paid to repost and recommend, casually praising it a couple of times.
Whether the song gained minor popularity or not had nothing to do with them, and they didn't care.
But "Your Soul. My Cure." genuinely shocked them. The reason Alexander also found it surprising was that their Social Media reposts, comments, and likes were abnormally high, far beyond the norm.
Some of them, after completing their "paid promo" obligations, even voluntarily reposted and recommended the song multiple times, engaging with fans in the comments section.
Even more surprising were some influencers Alexander hadn't contacted who joined in, seemingly jumping on the bandwagon to recommend the song!
The song's popularity exploded at an unprecedented speed!
Through the analytics data of various music platform accounts, Alexander could see that around 8 PM, the song had broken into the top 100 of the monthly rising chart!
On some other charts, the song entered the top 30 of the weekly new original songs chart by around 8:30 PM.
The climb was explosive!
Comparing the data trends across the top three music platforms, "Your Soul. My Cure." performed best on the largest platform with the highest traffic and the most listeners. The numbers there were the most staggering.
Within just four hours of release, over 120,000 people had listened to it.
The number of plays wasn't significant in the early stages. After all, with so many influencers recommending it, some people were bound to listen—but if they only listened once and never again, it wouldn't matter!
What truly mattered were the number of shares and the number of comments.
Reposts had surpassed a thousand, and comments exceeded four hundred.
Comments were the most valuable metric.
Even if a superstar released a new song that later became a "phenomenal hit," accumulating over 100,000 comments during its peak popularity was a challenging feat. Some older songs might "resurge" due to special events, amassing hundreds of thousands of comments, but that would take years.
Alexander's song had only been out for four hours!
The data was already growing geometrically.
In other words, while the song only had 400 comments now, by tomorrow… it could easily reach several thousand!
After watching the data for a while, Alexander turned off the computer.
Time to sleep.
He'd see just how the numbers would have climbed the next day!




Chapter 9: A trap. Restart time.

A new day: July 14, 2024.
At precisely 7 AM, Alexander opened his eyes, gazing at the gold-leaf-adorned European-style ceiling. A smile spread across his face. As long as time flowed normally according to his will, he was happy.
He got up, washed up, and dressed.
Just as he finished getting ready and was about to head out for breakfast, Alexander instinctively paused upon entering the living room, scanning the luxurious space.
Something was off.
Someone had been in this living room.
And it happened after he went to sleep last night.
During the ten-thousand-year time loop, Alexander's memory had improved with each reset, eventually reaching a terrifying level. It wasn't quite photographic, but it was close. Back then, he hadn't understood why his memory was improving—until the system appeared and he realized:
He was being tested. If his mind weren't strong enough, he would've collapsed and died long ago.
Anyone who could endure "ten thousand years of solitude" would naturally develop an extraordinarily powerful psyche.
The test was also training—tempering his spirit!
Before going to bed last night, Alexander had clearly remembered the state of the living room. Every detail was imprinted in his mind like a photograph. That was why he now noticed the discrepancies.
First, the decorative vase on the side table next to the sofa had been moved. Although its position remained the same, the pattern's orientation had shifted slightly, as if someone had twisted it slightly.
Alternatively, someone might have picked it up and put it back in the right spot, but didn't align it perfectly.
Then there were the sofa cushions—their positions were off, clearly adjusted, as if someone had casually moved them aside.
Though there were no other traces on the sofa.
Alexander was confident: Someone had sat there.
An intruder had been here last night…
His expression tightened for only a moment before returning to normal. He looked around as if searching for something, then walked deeper into the living room, picking up the TV remote from the small cabinet near the liquor cabinet.
He was sure the intruder had been sent by James Sutherland.
Alexander could even guess that they had likely planted hidden cameras or microphones in his home.
The intruder definitely hadn't entered the master bedroom.
Otherwise, even in his sleep, Alexander would've noticed—he would've woken up. The intruder must have been cautious not to alert him.
The hidden cameras or listening devices were probably in the living room.
More precisely, Alexander suspected they were inside the decorative vase on the side table. There might be others, but he didn't have the patience to scrutinize every inch right now.
If they wanted to play this game… Alexander would give them an opportunity.
Initially, he had planned to go out for breakfast, but he changed his mind.
He turned on the TV.
Alexander sat on the sofa directly facing the television, then ordered takeout on his phone before making a call.
To Jasmine Doran.
"Ring… ring… You're up early today." Jasmine's voice came through, already fully awake for a while.
"Not as early as you," Alexander replied with a chuckle, then added, "My dear Miss Jasmine Doran, don't you have anything to ask of me today?"
"Ask what?" Jasmine sounded puzzled.
"I'm asking you—do you have anything for me today?" Alexander pressed.
"You…" Jasmine thought for a moment before realizing. Indeed, on a couple of previous days, she had called Alexander early in the morning to summon him to the company. Her tone turned slightly exasperated. "Are you annoyed with me? No, not today!"
"Are you sure?" Alexander countered.
"I'm sure!" Jasmine immediately shot back.
"Then I won't come to your company today. I'll focus on my own matters," Alexander said lightly.
"Suit yourself. You—wait, hold on!" Jasmine suddenly backtracked. "Actually, come. We need to talk properly about Celeste."
"Fine. I'll be at the company before nine," Alexander agreed readily.
This call was deliberate. So were his words.
Shortly after hanging up, the takeout arrived.
Alexander ate, then drove away from the prestigious Bellara Heights residence.
On the way to Magical Glamour's headquarters…
While driving, Alexander's phone suddenly rang.
Ring ring…
He picked it up, glanced at the screen, and frowned slightly before answering. "Speak."
"Mr. Ciotta, they're going to make a move against you! Pull over and find somewhere to hide immediately! Be careful!" The voice was hushed, tense with an urgent tone.
It was Anthony Ramirez.
Although Alexander had told Anthony not to notify him in advance, and he had complied so far, he was too afraid—the more he thought about it, the more terrified he became.
He knew that if something happened to Alexander, he would die too. In the end, he couldn't hold back.
"Didn't I tell you not to warn me? Do your job." Alexander replied, driving one-handed.
"I, I know, Mr. Ciotta, but…" Anthony stammered, wanting to say a lot but ultimately holding back. Instead, he asked, "Mr. Alexander, then how… should I inform Young Master Dante?"
This was his greatest fear!
If something happened to Alexander, and Dante Doran hadn't received any advance warning from him, he would die!
"No need", Alexander replied.
"But Mr. Ciotta, I… you…"
"Would I joke about my own life with you?"
"No...I didn't mean..., then I…"
Alexander didn't wait for him to finish before hanging up.
Then, with a press of his foot, the Lamborghini roared, accelerating toward the business district.
Alexander was well aware that the likelihood of him "running into trouble" today was very high. The tail he had discovered yesterday, the anomalies at home today—all of it made it clear.
Even… the fact that he was driving to Magical Glamour's headquarters was information he had deliberately leaked.
Anthony's call just now also confirmed that James Sutherland's people had indeed planted surveillance devices in his home!
Everything was unfolding exactly as he expected.
Over twenty minutes later.
Alexander was already close to the Halston Tower. This area belonged to the "new district", which was developed relatively late, having been built up over the past decade or so. As a result, the surrounding buildings were all very new, the roads were freshly paved, and they were exceptionally wide.
East Commerce Road.
The traffic light intersection ahead was now visible in the distance. Alexander slowed down, preparing to stop. On the right lane of his blue Lamborghini, a black Toyota SUV pulled up alongside him, accelerated, then suddenly swerved, cutting aggressively into the Lamborghini's lane.
Alexander reacted quickly, tapping the brakes. The car abruptly slowed, avoiding a rear-end collision with the SUV that had cut him off.
The other driver had clearly done it on purpose.
Alexander frowned slightly at first, but then his expression relaxed, and a faint smile appeared on his face.
They're here!
Just as the black SUV cut in front of the Lamborghini, Alexander checked the side mirrors and saw two large white trucks pulling up on either side—refrigerated transport trucks, over nine meters long, massive in size. Any bigger, and they'd be full-sized container trucks.
Compared to these two trucks, the Lamborghini looked tiny and low to the ground!
The two trucks moved up, their front ends now level with the black SUV, while their rear sections boxed the Lamborghini into the center lane. In this position, the Lamborghini could neither turn left nor right.
Alexander already knew what they were planning.
This was an extremely "classic" method of assassination by staging a car accident! Unless detected in advance, the fatality rate for the target was 100%!
Alexander knew he was about to be killed.
But far from panicking, the smile on his face even deepened slightly.
He reached up to adjust the rearview mirror, glancing through it to observe the situation behind him.
The intersection was only moments away.
The black SUV stopped just before the red light, and Alexander slowed and stopped behind it as well.
The two refrigerated trucks on either side also came to a halt. The SUV and the two trucks now formed a U-shaped pocket, trapping the Lamborghini inside with no way out.
Then—
VROOOOOOM—
The deafening roar of an engine suddenly erupted from the lane behind, coming from the same direction as the Lamborghini, racing toward the intersection completely out of control!
It was charging straight at the back of the Lamborghini, a high-end pickup truck with tremendous power and a sturdy build!
Without a doubt, if it hit the Lamborghini, the rear-ended sports car would be shoved straight into the black SUV in front. Any attempt to swerve would be meaningless because the refrigerated trucks on either side had sealed off all escape routes.
The inevitable result would be: The Lamborghini crushed to pieces like a can! The person inside undoubtedly dead!
And on paper, this… would be recorded as nothing more than a freak traffic accident.
Inside the Lamborghini, Alexander heard the engine's roar and calmly glanced at the rearview mirror, noting the license plate of the oncoming pickup truck.
BOOM—
Impact!
The truck slammed into the Lambo, instantly crumbling it. And just before the person inside was crushed as well—
In Alexander's eyes, the world froze at this moment! The flow of time and space came to an abrupt halt! Then, everything shattered into an endless void of darkness.
Time reset!
 

 
July 14, 2024, 7:00 AM.
Bellara Heights.
Lying in bed, Alexander opened his eyes, staring at the gold-leaf-adorned European-style ceiling. A faint, eerie smile curled on his lips—he had "returned"! Reset back to 7 AM this morning!
During the time loop, Alexander had been someone who particularly enjoyed wasting time. It was too boring; time existed to be squandered!
But in this new life post loop, Alexander didn't like wasting too much time.
If he had a more straightforward way to solve a problem—one that also brought him satisfaction—he would always take it.
So, Alexander wouldn't bother meticulously investigating who James Sutherland had sent to NY. He wouldn't delve into their exact plans, timing, or backup arrangements. That would be exhausting—forcing him to stay on guard, even losing sleep over the possibility of someone suddenly appearing to kill him.
Alexander wouldn't do that. He wouldn't burden himself with that kind of bullshit.
Because he feared nothing!
He had a simpler solution!
For someone who could reset time, no sudden danger—not even a genuine accident—could truly harm him. He didn't need to take precautions against such things, because he could reset back to the morning of the same day, even one second before death!
Alexander didn't know whether dying would trigger a reset, deducting from his Time-Credit Balance. (Of which he had 3,650,000. And each reset cost 10 points. With the cost doubling each time he reset the same day.)
During the days of Endless Sundays, death had also caused a reset.
But now that time was flowing forward normally, he wasn't sure. There was no need to test it—only an idiot would experiment with their own life for no gain!
However! Alexander believed that as long as he had enough Time-Credit Balance, even if he did suddenly die, he should passively reset back to the morning of the same day.
Alexander sat up in bed, glanced at the sky outside the window, and smiled in relief.
He got up, washed up, and got dressed.
Went to the living room, ordered takeout, called Jasmine..…
Alexander repeated everything he had done before, replicating it exactly, including making the call where he said he needed to arrive at the Company around 9 AM.
Then.
Just like last time, he drove out, heading straight for the business district.
Not long after merging onto the main road.
Alexander took out his phone and dialed Dante's number.
The call connected quickly.
"Hey, brother-in-law…"
"James Sutherland sent people to NY. Two refrigerated trucks, one black SUV, one black pickup truck. License plates are…" Alexander cut straight to the point, reciting all the license plate numbers before adding, "They're making their move on me today."
"Fuck! Motherfucking piece of.....!" Dante Doran first reacted in shock, then burst into furious curses. In the background, there was the sound of a chair scraping violently—likely from Dante standing up too fast.
"Brother-in-law, don't worry, I'll arrange it immediately. Damn it! How dare they come to my turf and—" Dante began ranting as he prepared to take action.
"Capture them alive", Alexander said.
After fully confirming the timing and method by which the other party would "stage an accident," Alexander still deliberately let them know his whereabouts again.
Because only this way, when he drove out, they would also drive out.
Only when they were on the road could they be caught!
After finishing the call with Dante, Alexander continued driving toward the Halston Tower.
At the same time, Dante, who was at the Monarch Vault, immediately called influential figures in NY's underworld, such as Zach Mitchell and Paul Santino, ordering them to mobilize as many men as possible in the shortest time to conduct a city-wide search, primarily on the roads…
After arranging his own men, Dante also used his connections to obtain real-time traffic surveillance data from NY…
New York City was Dante Doran's territory!
If James Sutherland's people were hiding, it might take some time to find them. But if they weren't hiding—if they were driving on the roads—then there was no way they wouldn't be found!
A few minutes later.
Ring ring ring…
Alexander's phone rang while he was driving.
It was Anthony calling again. (Though for the first time in this loop.)
Alexander glanced at it, answered directly, and said, "I know. I'll handle it." Then he hung up immediately.
Over twenty minutes later.
Alexander drove the Lamborghini back onto East Commerce Road.
This was the same road where the "accident" had happened before.
But the actual location was much farther ahead—the intersection of East Commerce Road and Wing Street.
This time, after entering East Commerce Road, Alexander didn't drive that far. He turned onto North New Road after a short distance. Not far down North New Road was a well-known shopping mall, known as Galleria Shopping Center.
He drove off the main road and entered the underground parking garage of Galleria Shopping Center.
This shopping center was a large, sprawling mall with only five floors. The basement level housed a supermarket, and the first floor was reserved for leisure shopping, including some luxury stores. The second floor was similar. The third floor featured a children's play area and an arcade. The fourth floor was mostly restaurants, and the fifth floor was dominated by a cinema.
The current time was still before 8:30 AM.
Like most large shopping centers, Galleria Shopping Center opened at 9 AM. At 8:30 AM, it wasn't officially open yet, and the surrounding streets were quiet.
Even so, some facilities in the shopping center were still accessible. The main entrance was open, the escalators to the basement were operational, several elevators were running, and the parking garage was available for use.
This was because the supermarket in the basement opened at 7 AM.
Additionally, the cinema on the fifth floor was a hybrid Café-Cinema, a specialty theater that operated 24 hours a day.
So, even though the main facilities of the shopping center were closed at this hour, it was still possible to enter, though only to go to the fifth-floor cinema or the basement supermarket. Random wandering wasn't allowed; there were temporary barriers and security guards around.
Alexander parked his Lamborghini in the underground garage of the Shopping Center.
As he walked toward the elevator, he took out his phone again and called Dante again.
"Brother-in-law, how are you? I've already arranged everything. Zach and the others are personally leading teams, searching the roads right now," Dante said immediately after the call connected, unable to hold back his urgency.
"I'm fine," Alexander chuckled, then added, "I'm near East Commerce Road right now. Those vehicles have also followed me here. Make the arrangements."
"East Commerce Road? Got it, brother-in-law, don't worry!"
This was why Alexander had repeated his route and only changed it at the last moment—to lure all of James Sutherland's vehicles into one area! That way, they could be captured easily!
Of course, Alexander could have told Dante during the previous call to set up an ambush near East Commerce Road in advance. But given Dante's temperament, he might have gone overboard. East Commerce Road was the only direct route from Alexander's home to the Halston tower unless he took a much longer detour… So, James's men would have surely made arrangements here beforehand.
If Dante had acted too conspicuously too early, he might have tipped them off.
Alexander didn't want them to escape!
Therefore, this approach proved to be more reliable.
After finishing the call with Dante, Alexander entered the elevator and went straight up to the fifth floor, heading into the cinema!
It was a very distinctive cinema. The lobby was filled with seating, and the walls were lined with screens playing movies, though they were all films that had already left theaters. If someone wanted to watch currently screening movies, they could buy tickets for the proper screening rooms.
In other words, this cinema offered two modes:
One was a casual coffee-and-movie experience, where patrons could sit in the lobby and watch whatever was playing on the screens.
The other was the same as any standard cinema.
Alexander didn't go for the new releases.
He just bought a coffee, found a secluded seat in the lobby, and sat down to drink it.
Since it was still early—just past 8 AM—the cinema lobby was nearly empty apart from the staff. Business here wasn't great, and Alexander already knew that.
24-hour cinemas were a relatively new concept, emerging in major cities only in recent years, and specialty cinemas like this were even rarer.
Alexander remembered that there was another 24-hour coffee and movie cinema in the Central District with decent business. Even in the mornings, it wouldn't be as dead as this place.
'Though that one is usually reserved by that woman......' His thoughts briefly shifted, lingering on one of the most brilliant and most dangerous women he knew. 'Still too soon to approach that one....'
With a shake of his head, he focused back on the situation at hand. He had chosen this location deliberately.
This place… wasn't just quiet in terms of the cinema. The entire Galleria Shopping Center actually had poor foot traffic. Outside of holidays, the whole mall was sparsely populated.
Alexander was waiting here.
Waiting for news from Dante.
And… James's next move!




Chapter 10: Trap foiled.

Near the business district.
A man with a buzz cut, wearing a mask, was driving a white refrigerated truck along. Because Alexander had suddenly changed his route and entered a shopping center's underground parking garage, the man—who was part of the planned operation—had no choice but to abort the mission temporarily and start heading back.
The refrigerated truck drove steadily, not at high speed.
Suddenly!
A minivan swerved aggressively in front of him, cutting him off at high speed. The buzz-cut man slammed on the brakes, but the vehicles still scraped against each other. The minivan stopped after rolling forward another two meters.
"Fucking idiot, can't you drive?!" the buzz-cut man cursed, already in a bad mood from the botched operation. He turned off the engine and got out to assess the damage.
As soon as he stepped out, the minivan's doors also opened, and a group of young men piled out, aggressive and armed with metal pipes and baseball bats.
"You fucking blind or what?"
"Can't you see the road?"
Their hostility was so intense that it almost seemed like a deliberate setup, as if they were staging a scam.
The masked, buzz-cut man instinctively thought this, but he stayed calm. He could probably take them all in a fight, but he couldn't afford to cause trouble.
"How much? I'll pay for the damages…" the buzz-cut man said as he removed his mask.
Right then—
Screech!
Screech!
Screech!
Several minivans and old-model Santana sedans pulled up, surrounding the refrigerated truck in seconds.
The men who got out of these vehicles all had tattoos, gold chains, or both. The picture-perfect gangsters.
The buzz-cut man's expression changed. He moved as if to retreat back into his truck.
"Friend! Why don't you come for a little ride?" A slightly overweight middle-aged man who had stepped out of one of the Santanas asked, his jowls trembling as he spoke. He lifted his jacket slightly, revealing a gun tucked into his waistband—visible from the buzz-cut man's angle.
The buzz-cut man's pupils contracted violently at the sight of the gun.
He understood immediately.
These people were here specifically for him. He could also guess… that this was arranged by the absolute ruler of the city! These were clearly underworld figures from NY, acting under Dante Doran's orders!
However, even though he knew it was Dante Doran, he couldn't figure out how the information had leaked! There was no way it should have leaked! His operation had been arranged suddenly.
And!
He was an outsider! All those responsible for the final operation had only arrived in New York in the past couple of days. They were not the same group as those surveilling Alexander. Although they all answered to the same person, their channels didn't overlap. Only the "boss" knew the whole picture!
There was no way the "boss" had betrayed them—he was James Sutherland's right-hand! One of his most trusted men.
The buzz-cut man didn't dare move.
He was a skilled fighter, but… no matter how good you were at martial arts, you couldn't beat a gun!
"Take him away!" The slightly overweight middle-aged man tilted his head again. Several young men stepped forward, first confiscating the buzz-cut man's phone, then began frisking him…
At the same time.
A similar scene was unfolding on another road in a different direction, near the business district…
 

 
A little past 9 AM.
In a villa in NY's West District.
Cole Donovan, a man with a centipede-like scar on his forehead and an air of ruthless authority, sat on a sofa, flipping through his phone while waiting for a call. Around the couch stood seven bodyguards—all his own men.
Though he was considered James Sutherland's trusted enforcer—a man who got things done—and served as a bodyguard-like figure, he had still brought a number of his own guards for this trip to NY.
He was being extremely cautious. He wasn't afraid of anything else—only that Dante Doran might discover his whereabouts.
Even if he hadn't done anything yet, Dante wouldn't just let him go. He'd definitely be detained in NY!
Even though the Doran family and the Sutherland family were now allies, working together.
Dante wouldn't be oblivious to the fact that Cole's presence in New York could only mean one thing—that he was here on James Sutherland's orders, and those orders undoubtedly involved Jasmine Doran!
Given Dante's fiercely protective nature when it came to his sister, if  Cole ended up detained in NY, even the Sutherland family would have a hard time getting him back.
And that was if he hadn't done anything yet. But this time… he was here for something big!
Opposite Cole on the sofa sat two other middle-aged men.
To the left was Anthony Ramirez.
To the right was another of James Sutherland's men in NY—Victor Yang, the owner of a mid-sized real estate company.
The villa's living room was quiet.
Anthony seemed restless, constantly drinking water and going to the bathroom—he'd already done so several times.
Cole had noticed Anthony's behavior and glanced at him a few times, but didn't say anything.
He knew Anthony had once been captured by Dante, then deceived him by pretending to be a spy before reporting everything back to James.
So Cole could understand why Anthony was nervous. If something were to happen to Alexander today, Dante would undoubtedly blame him for not warning them.
In fact, Cole was also wary of him for this very reason.
He was worried Anthony might crack under pressure and tip off Dante.
That's why Cole had never let him meet the "operational personnel" he'd brought with him. He'd only let Anthony overhear him making arrangements on the phone!
Anthony had no way of knowing exactly who else had come to NY. Even if he tried to warn Dante, he wouldn't be able to provide valuable details!
This arrangement also served as a test of Anthony's loyalty.
If Anthony did tip off Dante but couldn't explain who exactly was involved, Dante wouldn't be able to immediately capture anyone. Unable to act fast, he'd surely call his sister, who would then… immediately call James and curse out his entire family tree.
Jasmine Doran had done this before—every time something happened, she would…
In other words.
From Cole's perspective, if James Sutherland suddenly called him to say the operation had been compromised, it would confirm there was a traitor—and there'd be no need to guess who it was.
Conversely, if that hadn't happened, Anthony would still have been loyal.
Time passed.
Cole, still flipping through his phone, checked the time and frowned. It had been too long… Earlier, he'd received a call from the operatives informing him that Alexander had suddenly changed his route and gone to Galleria Shopping Center near East Commerce Road. They weren't sure if he was there to shop or for some other reason…
Cole had wondered if the operation had been compromised.
But that didn't make sense. If Alexander had received a tip-off about an assassination attempt, he would've fled as far as possible. Meeting up with Dante would've been the logical move—not stopping at a shopping mall along the way…
After that call, he ordered the operatives to withdraw and stand by, while sending others to the Galleria Shopping Center to continue surveilling Alexander.
So Cole was still waiting for updates.
He needed to see if there was still a chance today!
If there wasn't, he'd have to create one!
Because James had only given him three days! Today… was the third day!
Cole frowned at his phone. He felt enough time had passed and was about to call for an update himself.
Right then.
Ring ring ring…
His phone suddenly rang. Seeing the caller ID, he immediately answered.
"Are you back yet?" Cole asked directly.
"Boss, I'm being followed… I—holy shit—" The man on the other end spoke rapidly, panicked, but before he could finish, there was a sudden exclamation, followed by a loud "BANG!" in the background. Then came chaotic noises—as if the phone had been dropped…
Cole shot to his feet.
He could tell—it was a car crash! A collision!
Being followed? A crash? This was deliberate!
The call hadn't ended. Cole could faintly hear shouts like "Get the fuck out!" and "I'll blow your head off!" along with the sound of glass being smashed—"BAM BAM!" It sounded like the car had been cornered in a secluded area with no other vehicles or pedestrians around, allowing the attackers to act without restraint!
After more chaos, the call disconnected.
Cole tried calling back but couldn't get through.
His expression darkened. He immediately called the other operatives, but the result was the same. None of the calls went through!
Something had happened!
All the operatives had been compromised!
These men hadn't made any moves before today! And this operation had only been finalized two hours ago! Now they'd been "totally annihilated." Who in NY had this kind of power?!
—Dante Doran!
Though Cole couldn't understand how Dante had pinpointed and captured them so accurately—especially since the operation had been called off and nothing had been done yet—he didn't have time to dwell on it.
He immediately made another call.
To his boss!
The call connected quickly.
"Young Master," Cole greeted in respect.
"Is it done?" James's voice was slightly hoarse.
"...All the men were captured by Dante," Cole replied after a brief silence.
The other end of the line went dead quiet, followed by heavy breathing. After about two seconds, James spoke through gritted teeth: "Say. That. Again."
"All the men were captured by Dante Doran," Cole repeated word for word. He had no choice—this call had to be made. He knew that once the operation against Alexander was exposed, there'd be no further chances. Jasmine would undoubtedly assign a large team to protect Alexander, who would also lie low for a while.
And some decisions weren't up to Cole to make.
Again, there was only heavy breathing on the other end, followed by a loud "SMASH!"—James Sutherland had likely thrown something. Then, heavier breathing.
A long pause.
"Who leaked it? Anthony?" James asked, barely containing his rage.
"No, impossible. He didn't know who the operatives were," Cole said with complete confidence.
"I… I… FUCK!" James, consumed by fury, didn't know how to vent. After a moment, he roared hysterically: "Kill him! Kill him now! I don't care how! Send men to chop Alexander to pieces!!! Immediately!!"
He seemed to have gone mad!
"Young Master, if it's a homicide case, there might be some trouble," Cole reminded him.
"I'll handle the trouble! You just follow my orders! Alexander must die today!" James roared. Though he appeared insane, he still had some "rationality" left.
The best way to kill someone was to stage an accident—methods like "suicide" or "car crash." As long as the setup was flawless, no one would ever be able to trace it back. In the case of a car crash, if the "hit-and-run driver" disappeared afterward, it would be nearly impossible to investigate!
An "accident" meant no trouble!
Cole had come to NY to handle this matter precisely to avoid trouble! If it could be done cleanly, there was no need to make a mess of it!
But now, James Sutherland was ordering Cole to arrange for Alexander to be hacked to death on the spot! In broad daylight.
This would be a straight-up murder!
New York wasn't the Sutherland family's territory. If this were to blow up, it could lead to investigations implicating many people. Though James himself would never be traced, unless all the perpetrators fled immediately and left the country, someone would have to take the fall!
Yet, James Sutherland was insisting that Cole do it this way!
In truth, he was being "logical"!
This "logic" was built on his absolute determination to see Alexander dead! With Alexander's death as the non-negotiable premise… James knew full well that after today, Jasmine and Dante would never give him another chance to move against Alexander! After all, NY was their turf!
So!
He had to!
Immediately!
Ensure Alexander was put to death!
Before the Doran siblings could arrange full protection for Alexander, he had to strike now!
There would undoubtedly be consequences! But James believed he could bear them—and that it would be worth it!
"Alright! Young Master, I'll arrange it…" Cole agreed.
After ending the call with James, he quickly walked out of the villa's living room and onto the balcony, sliding the glass door shut behind him. Then he made another call!
His following arrangements would be critical.
The fewer people who knew, the better!
The call connected quickly.
"Hey, Old Lei…" Cole said.
"Brother Cole…" The voice on the other end was deep and rough, greeting him first.
"The operatives we had sent? They have all been captured by Dante," Cole stated bluntly.
"What?" Old Lei sounded shocked, then hesitated. "Then I… damn…" He didn't know what to say, cursing vaguely under his breath.
There wasn't much to say, really. They were in a high-risk business—sooner or later, this day would come.
Strictly speaking, the captured men weren't Cole's people—they belonged to this "Old Lei"! Given the extreme risks of operating in NY, Cole had outsourced this job.
Old Lei and his men had been brought in from the border regions of the country. They had deep ties to illegal organizations in the areas, and the two sides had collaborated before.
"I'll pay you double," Cole said, then cut straight to the point. "Where are you now?"
"Galleria Shopping Center, parking lot, in the car… already sent men inside to keep an eye on that kid," Old Lei replied.
"Are you armed?" Cole asked.
"Yeah, mostly blades but no guns…I can have someone deliver them if needed," Old Lei said.
"Kill the kid immediately! I don't care how you do it, just make it as clean as possible! Get out right after!" Cole ordered. "And no guns. This can't become a shooting case…"
With how heavily regulated guns were? Any case involving firearms would immediately escalate into a major investigation once the body was found and confirmed as a gunshot victim! The authorities would prioritize it heavily!
Cole would never allow guns to be used in NY. He was afraid Old Lei and his desperadoes might act recklessly for money, then flee afterward, leaving all the trouble for the Sutherland family!
"I won't use guns, I get it," Old Lei said, though he still hesitated. "But… Brother Cole, are you sure? Direct action?"
"Don't worry. Once it's done, I'll arrange for you to be sent to the border immediately so you can cross over. After that, this matter will have nothing to do with you. We'll handle the fallout… Any problems?"
"No problems," Old Lei chuckled when Cole asked. "Just confirming. If you're not afraid of trouble, I've got no issues at all!"
"Good. Move now!"
"Got it!"
 

 
Galleria Shopping Center, fifth-floor cinema.
Not long after Alexander bought a coffee and sat down in the cinema lobby, a man in a black jacket and a mask took the elevator up to the fifth floor and entered the same area.
After glancing around, he also bought a coffee and sat down at a table not too far from Alexander. He didn't drink his coffee, instead pulling out his phone to scroll and occasionally typing—as if texting someone.
Alexander, sipping his coffee, glanced at him.
Without needing a second look, Alexander knew—this was one of his stalkers!
He had only changed his route after entering East Commerce Road. He was aware that aside from the vehicles whose license plates he'd memorized, there were undoubtedly others following him. After altering his path, he hadn't gone far before entering the shopping center, making it easy for them to keep up.
Alexander sat in the cinema lobby for nearly an hour. As it approached 9:30 AM, his phone suddenly rang.
It was Dante.
Alexander listened briefly, then said, "Got it," and hung up the phone.
Dante had called to inform him that all four vehicles had been intercepted and everyone inside had been captured.
A few minutes later.
Alexander's phone rang again—this time, it was the sister!
Clearly, after calling Alexander, Dante had updated Jasmine since the situation was under control.
Alexander answered.
"Where are you?" Jasmine's tone was icy and direct.
"Galleria Shopping Center, coffee cinema. Why?" Alexander replied with a smile.
"Are there many people around?"
"Some staff, that's about it," Alexander said.
"Good! Stay there! I'm coming now!" Without waiting for Alexander to respond, she hung up.
Alexander glanced at his phone and smiled again.
She was bringing people to protect him. Though Alexander didn't actually need her protection… he appreciated the sentiment.
About ten minutes later.
Jasmine should be arriving soon. Alexander had factored in the time it would take her to come downstairs. After finishing his coffee, he set the cup down, straightened his suit jacket, and slid one hand into his pocket as he walked out.
He was leaving!
Jasmine was almost here, and she'd have a large security team with her. There was no need for Alexander to linger. Once she arrived, they'd leave together anyway. He might miss James's next move, but it didn't matter.
As Alexander walked out of the cinema and pressed the elevator button, the masked man in the lobby quickly typed a message on his phone. He stood up, following Alexander at a distance of a few meters. When Alexander stopped in front of the elevator, the man positioned himself slightly behind him.
The elevator was on the third floor.
Alexander reached out to call it up, but the display showed it descending—someone had summoned it downward first.
He pressed the button anyway.
He waited.
The elevator reached the basement level—likely someone had entered. Soon, it began ascending again, stopping at the fourth floor, probably to let someone off. Ten seconds later, it continued upward, finally arriving at the fifth floor. The doors opened.
The elevator was empty.
Alexander glanced at the shattered surveillance camera inside but pretended not to notice, a faint smirk playing on his lips as he stepped in.
The masked man followed.
Only two people in the elevator.
The doors closed. Descending… On the fourth floor, the elevator stopped again. When the doors opened, six men stood waiting—all dressed in casual clothes of varying styles, some tall, some short, but all male, wearing masks, with a few in baseball caps.
All six stepped into the elevator.
Alexander moved deeper inside to make space. The shopping center's elevators were spacious, but with eight people inside, it was still somewhat crowded.
The doors closed.
Continued downward.
Silence in the elevator.
Suddenly!
All men—everyone except Alexander—reached into their jackets at the same time, pulling out cleavers or daggers, slashing and stabbing toward him!




Chapter 11: Elevator. Massacre.

Galleria Shopping Center, underground parking lot.
A motorcade of five vehicles drove into the underground parking lot. Leading the way was a Bentley Continental GT, driven by Jasmine herself, with her trusted bodyguard Sebastian in the passenger seat.
The four vehicles behind were all SUVs, each filled with bodyguards.
"Boss, there's no need to rush. We're already in the parking lot..." Sebastian couldn't help but remind her again.
This wasn't the first time he'd reminded her. When they first set out, Jasmine's Bentley Continental was in the middle of the motorcade—standard protocol, as the principal's vehicle was considered the safest in the center.
But she, perhaps impatient with the motorcade's speed, had changed lanes and accelerated midway, taking the lead and driving recklessly fast. This violated "security protocols." Unless it was a two-vehicle operation, where Jasmine's car could be at the front or back without issue, in a larger convoy, her vehicle had to remain in the middle!
Though Jasmine was the boss and could disregard these rules, Sebastian couldn't.
Yet, there wasn't much he could say beyond repeatedly urging Jasmine to slow down—an accident would only cause further delays.
Jasmine drove on, her face cold, ignoring him.
Upon entering the parking lot, they naturally looked for a parking spot. Since they needed to go upstairs, Jasmine led the motorcade toward the innermost part of the parking lot, searching for a space near the elevator... The shopping center's business was truly poor, and it had just opened, so the parking lot was nearly empty.
Jasmine spotted Alexander's Lamborghini from a distance.
She also saw the elevator doors for the basement-level parking lot as she approached them.
And then she saw... a group of masked men gathered in front of the elevator, frantically pressing the button. It was midsummer—unless someone was in formal attire like a suit, ordinary people rarely wore jackets, let alone thick ones.
Her bodyguard noticed the men by the elevator from afar, his brow furrowing slightly.
"Stay alert. This place might not be safe!" Sebastian pressed his walkie-talkie and warned first. Protecting Jasmine was the top priority, so he had to alert all the other bodyguards. After releasing the walkie-talkie, he turned to Jasmine. "Boss, those men up ahead are armed."
He was a professional. He could tell.
Thick jackets with slight bulges—they were definitely carrying something.
"Huh?" Jasmine stiffened, glancing at him before looking outside again.
At that moment, the basement-level elevator doors opened. The group of men entered, and one of them pulled out a "stick" wrapped in newspaper from his jacket, raising it to smash the elevator's surveillance camera!
Whatever was wrapped in a newspaper couldn't be a "stick"—it had to be a knife!
Jasmine's pupils contracted violently.
"Hitmen," Sebastian muttered as he watched.
He was sure they were professionals. Their methods said it all.
The underground parking lot also had surveillance, but they didn't care about being recorded. Smashing the elevator camera would quickly draw the attention of the shopping center's security, but they clearly didn't care.
They were all masked. Even if they were caught on camera earlier, no one would know who they were.
The only thing they needed to worry about was being recorded during the act itself—their masks might get pulled off, or they might get injured. If the cameras captured their faces or their wounds, it would create identifiable traits, making it harder for them to flee afterward.
They seemed careless but were actually highly professional. They didn't waste time on elaborate setups—kill quickly and leave! Speed was their priority!
"They're going upstairs to target Mr. Ciotta," Sebastian added.
Almost simultaneously, Jasmine slammed the accelerator.
The Bentley Continental GT surged forward, speeding madly toward the innermost part of the parking lot. As they neared the elevator, Jasmine stomped on the brakes, the car screeching to a halt just three or four meters short of the elevator doors.
The vehicles behind also accelerated and braked sharply.
Jasmine got out and ran to the elevator, pressing the button repeatedly... But it was already too late. The doors had closed the moment Sebastian finished speaking, and the elevator was now ascending to the fourth floor.
"Upstairs! Take the stairs! To the fifth floor!!" Jasmine turned and shouted.
A large group of bodyguards who had just gotten out of their vehicles moved immediately, sprinting toward the stairwell. Others stayed behind to protect Jasmine.
Sebastian approached, his hand still tucked inside his jacket—he was armed but wouldn't draw his gun unless absolutely necessary. He scanned the surroundings warily, then checked the elevator indicator. The elevator had stopped briefly on the fourth floor before continuing to the fifth.
He understood immediately.
They were planning to ambush someone inside the elevator. They didn't go straight to the fifth floor because if Alexander saw a large group inside, he might sense something was wrong and avoid entering. So they waited on the fourth floor. Once Alexander entered the elevator, they could call it down, swarm in, and trap him inside.
Sebastian, a former special forces operative with advanced security training, could even deduce... that someone must have gone to the fifth floor first to monitor when Alexander would leave, allowing the men downstairs to time their approach perfectly.
The elevator reached the fifth floor.
At the same time, Jasmine pulled out her phone and dialed Alexander's number to warn him.
"Beep... beep... beep beep beep..." It wouldn't connect!
She tried again.
Still no connection!
The elevator had already stopped on the fifth floor and was now descending to the fourth.
"Mr. Ciotta is inside the elevator," Sebastian said, his expression grim. It seemed... they were just a step too late!
Jasmine immediately realized there was no signal in the elevator. She turned to run toward the stairwell, but Sebastian blocked her path.
"Boss! You can't go!" He said firmly. There was no way he'd let Jasmine take such a risk. Worried she wouldn't listen, he added, "It's too late!"
It really was too late. There was no chance to intercept the elevator on another floor because the shopping center's elevators and stairwells weren't adjacent—they were on opposite sides of the parking lot. The bodyguards who had run off earlier were heading in that direction.
The separation was due to fire safety regulations. Stairwells were emergency exits, and large shopping centers required multiple, strategically placed staircases. Elevators, on the other hand, were positioned for customer convenience. It wasn't feasible to install elevators near every stairwell—most of the mall's vertical transport relied on escalators.
Jasmine's entire demeanor shifted. She raised a hand to her forehead, her eyes tinged red with emotion, her breathing heavier. She could feel her chest, her heart, tightening like never before.
Staring at the descending elevator indicator, she suddenly gestured to Sebastian and demanded, "Give me the gun!"
Inside the elevator, the cramped space with eight people erupted into chaos the moment the seven men attacked.
g
Alexander moved even faster. In an instant, he snatched the knife from the nearest assailant and stabbed it into the man's ribs. At the same time, he grabbed the man's collar, yanking him forward as a shield before shoving him into another attacker. He seized the wrist of a third man mid-swing, twisted it, and drove the blade into his neck, slicing through his throat.
Thud! Thud! Thud! The sounds of brutal combat echoed inside the elevator.
The elevator continued descending.
Blood sprayed.
Someone screamed.
The elevator shook slightly but didn't come to a stop.
Fourth floor... third floor... second floor... first floor... basement level...
Ding!
The doors opened on the basement level.
A bloodied man slumped against the doors, collapsing halfway out and jamming them open.
In the underground parking lot, Jasmine stood two meters from the elevator, gun in hand, her other hand flying to her mouth as she took in the scene inside. Sebastian and the six bodyguards beside her also paled, their eyes widening in horror at the sight within.
In the elevator, by the time the doors began to part, five people had already fallen. Three remained standing.
Alexander, who stood in the farthest corner, the gaunt, masked man Alexander had forcibly dragged into his arms, and a black-capped man brandishing a knife, aiming to slash at Alexander's head!
The fight wasn't over when the doors opened!
Though elevator brawls were notoriously fast-paced, this time, there were just too many opponents!
The black-capped man swung his knife. Alexander shoved the gaunt masked man aside, lifted his leg in a sharp kick that struck the wrist of the black-capped man's knife hand.
The blade flew upward, embedded itself in the elevator ceiling, and stuck there.
Alexander's hand slashed back—
The black-capped man clutched his spurting neck, staggered back a step, tripped over a "corpse," and collapsed…
It all sounded complicated, but in reality, it was over in just a few movements.
Alexander was fast beyond human limits.
So fast that by the time the elevator doors finished opening—just one second after they'd parted—he was already done.
Apart from Alexander, all seven men lay sprawled inside the elevator. They weren't dead yet… because it had happened too quickly. Even fatal neck wounds wouldn't kill someone in mere seconds…
They all twitched violently.
Some clutched their necks. Others pressed a hand to their chests—some only had one hand to press against their wounds. The other was gone, severed at the wrist.
Outside the elevator, Jasmine covered her mouth, her eyes reddening instantly. She was stunned, frozen in place, staring wide-eyed and motionless at the scene inside.
The surrounding bodyguards were much the same, their gazes fixed in disbelief.
Alexander had won.
In the cramped, near-unmovable space of an elevator, Alexander had fought one against seven—and won! Seven men down, only he is left standing, soaked in the blood of his attackers!
The elevator was drenched in blood… This made no sense! No one could do this! Even if someone could win, they should've been mortally wounded themselves! Not come out of it still standing.
Jasmine's bodyguards were the elite of the elite.
So they understood how fights went.
And the more they understood, the more they thought—This is impossible! This defies logic! Even in theory, the odds of this happening were infinitesimal!
And yet… it wasn't actually that impossible
Not for Alexander at least.
Because he had trained for this.
This very Mall had been chosen by him deliberately. He knew that after the failed operation, James wouldn't let things slide.
Given James' temperament, he'd likely resort to extremes—sending men to kill without regard for consequences.
So Alexander picked this place—a poorly frequented mall, nearly empty in the mornings.
He was giving himself the perfect stage. After all, Alexander couldn't afford to be seen killing people either.
He hadn't known for sure where or how they'd strike. Would it be a car ramming in the parking lot? Or an ambush in the elevator? No way to tell. But Alexander wasn't afraid. In fact, he was almost… eager.
Especially for an "elevator fight."
This was a classic assassination method, one that often appeared in movies from Alexander's old Earth.
Like in The Departed. Or Captain America, who fought many rogue agents in one cramped elevator.
There were too many examples. Countless films featured life-or-death elevator brawls.
And Alexander? He'd been trapped in the same day for thousands of years. He'd gone mad, raged, killed, and died endlessly—and he'd specifically trained for elevator combat.
He'd practiced with his life, since death just meant a reset anyway.
During his martial arts training phase, Alexander had drilled elevator fights relentlessly, believing it was possible to master them.
To learn the possible patterns.
This wasn't like one man fighting hundreds of men. That was impossible—human stamina had limits, and no amount of training could overcome that.
But an elevator fight was different.
The opponents were limited. No matter what, there'd only be so many—any more, and the elevator wouldn't fit them! The confined space was a restriction, yes—but for the attackers, it was just as much a handicap!
Mastering elevator combat also drastically improved close-quarters combat skills.
Alexander had died dozens of times training for this. At first, he could win, but only at the cost of severe injuries. Then he managed with light wounds. Eventually, flawless victories.
He'd even summarized the key points of elevator combat:
●        Stand in the corner. Your back and sides must be protected—only the front is exposed.

●        You need a "shield." Disable an opponent first, drag them in front of you—they'll block most attacks.

●        Stay on your feet. If the enemy kicks your "shield," you can't afford to fall—going down means death.

●        Weapons aren't just blades. Your "shield" is also a weapon. Shove them forward—in tight spaces, they'll knock down multiple foes. But before pushing, identify your next shield—so you can grab another immediately.

There were more principles, all of which were highly theoretical.
But Alexander had practiced them with his life. He trained not just to improve, but for the thrill of it.
Alexander dared say he was the best elevator fighter in the world. Bar none.
No matter how talented others were, none had his training conditions. None had his experience.
Clang!
Alexander tossed the knife aside, then habitually straightened his suit jacket before stepping out of the elevator.
"You're here, I see." He smiled at Jasmine, who stood two meters away, gun in hand.
Then he pulled a decorative handkerchief from his breast pocket, shook it open, and wiped the blood from his hands.
Jasmine and her bodyguards were dead silent, staring at him in shock.
Right now, Alexander looked terrifying.
Literally—terrifying.
Because he was covered in blood—his suit, shirt collar, chin, parts of his cheeks, even his hair, all drenched.
None of it was his. His tactics relied on speed." And so he aimed for the arteries. And when those were cut, blood just gushed and splattered all over him.
"You—" After about five seconds of silence, Jasmine finally spoke, stepping forward abruptly, eyes still wide. "Where are you hurt?"
"Nowhere." Alexander smiled.
He was still smiling.
Jasmine kept staring, collecting herself. There was too much to ask, but she didn't press the issue. Instead, she took out a handkerchief and wiped the blood from his face.
"Send someone to the security room." Alexander glanced at Sebastian—no need for specifics, just a reminder to handle things.
The bodyguard snapped into action, pressing his earpiece. "Number one, Number two—security room. Number three, cut the elevator power…" He turned sharply. "You two, get the cars over here, block the area for loading. Smash the parking lot cameras—"
After barking orders, he hurried aside, pulling out his phone to call Dante.
"Young Master, there's been an incident with Mr. Ciotta. We may need you to contact the owner of the Mall…"
Alexander kept smiling at Jasmine. The blood was mostly wiped off—the rest wouldn't come easily.
"Enough. I'll shower at home. Can't get it all." He turned and stepped back into the elevator, rifling through the phone of "Old Lei"—a man he recognized from the time-loop—who lay grievously wounded but not yet dead.
He unlocked the phone with Old Lei's fingerprint, stepped back, and raised it toward the elevator.
Click.
He took a photo. Then, he entered a number and sent the image via text. Immediately after, he dialed the same number and held the phone to his ear.
In the villa's living room, Cole was still waiting for a call.
He sat on the sofa with a slight frown, though he didn't appear anxious. He didn't think a "professional" like Old Lei would fail. What he was now considering was how to arrange the departure of Old Lei and his men afterward, as well as how to avoid any official investigation that might trace things back.
There would definitely be trouble, but as long as Old Lei and his men weren't caught, there was no way the investigation would lead back to Cole, let alone implicate the Sutherland family.
The biggest issue wasn't even handling the aftermath, but rather… The patriarch of Sutherland. If the old man found out the young master had done something like this again, punishment would be unavoidable—and it wouldn't just be James Sutherland suffering.
Ding!
Cole’s phone suddenly rang—a text notification. He picked it up, about to check the message, when the call alert sounded.
The incoming number was the temporary one Old Lei had been using in NY!
Cole immediately answered. "Done? Where are you now?"
"Did you see the photo?" A young man's voice came through the phone.
Cole froze, his expression shifting. "Who are you?! How did you get this phone"?
"Cole Donovan, wasn't it you who sent people after me? You even had someone break into my house. You don't know who I am?" Alexander's tone carried a hint of mocking amusement.
"You—" At this moment, Cole's face could only be described as horrified. "Alexander! It's you!"
"Do me a favor. Pass the photo to James, will ya?" Alexander said, still lighthearted and smiling. "And tell him—his days are numbered. He should cherish what little time he has left."
"You—" Cole wanted to say more, but the line went dead with a beep.
Alexander had hung up without another word.
Cole glanced at his screen, then immediately switched to the message and opened the photo Alexander had just sent from Old Lei's phone.
He saw it—an elevator drenched in blood. Seven masked men lay sprawled across the cramped floor, all bearing knife wounds. Some clutched their necks, blood still seeping out…
A chill ran down Cole's spine.
The immediate impression the photo gave was that Old Lei and his men had ambushed Alexander in the elevator… and lost.
An elevator couldn't fit many people—Old Lei's group had seven, plus Alexander made eight. Even if Alexander had help, there couldn't have been many…
What terrified Cole even more was… Old Lei had lost too.
Old Lei was known as a master with blades.
If it were guns, Cole could outmatch him. But with knives alone? He knew that even he stood no chance against Old Lei one-on-one. The man was a notorious top-tier assassin.
His roots could be traced to Asia, where he had been trained in the Triads and Japanese Yakuza. Some claim he had even spent time in Myanmar as a hired mercenary.
And yet he had lost.
In the photo, Old Lei had taken at least three stab wounds—his knife hand crippled, another near his heart.
How did this happen?
How did it turn out like this?
All seven looked like they wouldn't survive.
And from Alexander's words, it seemed he'd known they were coming from the start…
The more Cole thought, the colder he felt. After a long pause, he strode to the balcony and dialed James Sutherland's number…




Chapter 12: Beg me.

Back in the Mall's underground parking lot elevator, Alexander tossed Old Lei's phone onto his unconscious body after ending the call.
He stepped out and glanced at Sebastian. "Did you call an ambulance yet?"
Sebastian turned to stare at him blankly.
Call an ambulance?!
Was there even a point? All the wounds were fatal—if they weren't dead yet, they would be soon. Could they even be saved? And why save them? Hostages? Interrogation?
What Sebastian didn't know was that only four of the seven were guaranteed to die.
Alexander had controlled his strikes—he'd deliberately left survivors. They were useful. Very useful.
"Him." Alexander didn't waste words, pointing back at the unconscious Old Lei. "I want him alive."
Alexander had singled out Old Lei to survive—the others didn't matter. They were just small-time thugs, randomly brought along to accompany Old Lei on this job, people Alexander hadn't even paid much attention to in the time loop.
Only Old Lei was special.
In fact, the reason Alexander had forced this fight today—pushing James Sutherland into making an extreme move—was twofold.
First, to make James stew in frustration after being "countered.", to forcibly tie his hands for a while.
Second, it had a lot to do with Old Lei.
Though Alexander hadn't been certain Old Lei would come.
He knew Old Lei was the one the Sutherland family used for their darkest work.
Whenever something involved death, James would task Cole, and Cole would call Old Lei—they'd collaborated many times before.
So Alexander had been confident Old Lei would probably show.
And because Old Lei handled the Sutherland family's dirtiest jobs… he knew too much.
He wasn't just a key witness to two other fatal scandals involving James Sutherland—he also had deep ties to a certain overseas organization. Alexander needed Old Lei alive, both as an intermediary and as a means of leverage.
But getting Old Lei to talk? Extremely difficult. Nearing "impossible" level, even for someone with a time loop.
The man was fearless to the bone.
Try to capture him alive, and he'd fight to the death—even against guns. Even if a group overpowered him by numbers, he'd show everyone what unyielding truly meant.
In the time loop, Alexander had captured Old Lei. Just like he had many other people.
He'd tortured him for information. Just like he had many others.
But… Old Lei had bled out without saying a word. No matter what kind of pain he was made to endure.
The kind of man who'd rather die than break under torture? Alexander had only seen that in movies—Old Lei was the first he'd encountered in real life.
However, toward the end of his time dealing with Old Lei in the loop, Alexander had found a way to make him talk.
It required not just a deep understanding of Old Lei and saying specific things to him, but also defeating him first.
Though he didn't understand why, Sebastian didn't ask further. He made another call.
NY had private hospitals with underworld connections—they could even discreetly handle gunshot wounds. These were the only places that could treat these men, so he called Dante to arrange it.
After the call, Sebastian directed the others to move the men from the elevator into the cars.
He personally helped carry Old Lei, handling him carefully to avoid worsening his injuries.
Not understanding how someone stabbed near the heart could survive, he examined the wound—and was shocked to realize… the blade had missed.
Judging by the entry point, the knife had come dangerously close to Old Lei's heart—maybe a centimeter off—but avoided both the heart itself and the major arteries.
A precise strike, almost fatal.
Sebastian thought of Alexander, and his understanding of the man deepened once more. He even felt… he needed to report this privately to Miss Jasmine later.
The bodyguards worked quickly.
Dante, already on his way to the Mall after receiving the news, made arrangements as he drove.
Alexander and Jasmine returned to the Bentley Continental.
Though Alexander was covered in blood and would stain the seats, no one cared right now.
Inside the car.
"You're really not hurt?" Jasmine was already tugging at Alexander's clothes, trying to remove his jacket to check for injuries.
"Not at all." Alexander, now with most of the blood wiped from his face, smiled at her. "Worried about me? Do you think I'd do something with a chance of failure?"
Jasmine didn't answer, just kept inspecting him.
Alexander watched her silently for a few seconds before speaking. "I'll be leaving NY for a bit in a couple of days."
"Huh?" Jasmine's head snapped up, her gaze sharpening. Then she blurted out, "Are you going to kill James?! Don't go!"
"Afraid I'll die?" Alexander chuckled.
"Alexander!" Jasmine grabbed his hand, staring into his eyes. "Don't go." Then she leaned over from the driver's seat, hooked an arm around his neck, and kissed him. Pulling back slightly, still holding his gaze, she repeated, "Don't go, okay?"
She was genuinely afraid that Alexander might meet with misfortune!
Today's events had once again shattered her understanding of Alexander. She had previously speculated about his identity, but all her guesses revolved around his knowledge, his intellect, and intelligence-gathering abilities!
But today, Alexander... he seemed almost inhuman! How could anyone fight like that?
Yet, even so.
Jasmine still feared Alexander might go after James. Of course, she couldn't care less about James's life or death—over the years, she had cursed him countless times in her heart, wishing he would drop dead immediately!
His sudden death would be a blessing!
But if it were murder, the situation would escalate catastrophically!
Jasmine even believed that, given Alexander's intelligence capabilities and combat skills, he could definitely kill James if he went alone. But the key issue wasn't James—it was the entire Sutherland family!
The Sutherlands were a major family on equal footing with the Dorans, and their patriarch was still alive.
Among his many grandsons, his favorite was James—this was due to certain incidents from James's childhood...
So, if Alexander killed James, the entire Sutherland family would come after him like a tidal wave!
And as for the Doran family...
She didn't know how much Alexander had told her father or what his final stance was. She only knew the first part of their conversation. She had no idea how her father would react upon learning about James's fatal secrets and their connection to the Sutherland family.
Under these circumstances, Jasmine felt that if the Sutherlands moved against Alexander, the Dorans... would undoubtedly choose to stay out of it!
She and her brother would likely be restricted by the family—perhaps even stripped of their authority to mobilize personnel, or worse... forcibly brought back to the family estate to sever ties with Alexander!
Jasmine didn't want that. She didn't want any of that to happen.
Major families never offended other major families over "small fry." Everything was a calculation of gains and losses—it simply wasn't worth it!
"Don't go. Promise me, okay?" Jasmine kissed Alexander again, then stared into his eyes.
"Did I say I was going to kill James?" Alexander smiled, not wanting Jasmine to spiral into unnecessary worry, though he did enjoy her concern.
"Then what are you going to do?" Jasmine pressed.
Alexander chuckled but didn't answer.
"You're really not going to kill James?" she asked again.
"Of course not. Do you think I'm the type to act recklessly and invite catastrophic trouble I can't immediately resolve?" Alexander replied with a grin.
He was telling the truth!
Everything Jasmine could think of, Alexander had already considered—and more.
From the very beginning, Alexander knew his real opponent wasn't James Sutherland. To put it bluntly, he didn't even think James was worthy of being called his adversary!
If not for his grandfather's favoritism, given all the things James had done over the years, no matter how capable or cunning he was, he would have been dead long ago.
The actual opponent was the entire Sutherland family, led by Old Master Sutherland!
So Alexander wouldn't let the situation spiral out of control.
According to his plans, the day James met his end would also mark the beginning of the Sutherland family's collapse!
"Then what exactly are you going to do? Why can't you tell me?" Jasmine asked again.
Alexander smiled without answering.
Jasmine seemed angered, her expression cooling, but after a moment of silence, she said, "I don't care what you're going to do. Just promise me this trip isn't about taking the life of James?"
"Beg me," Alexander teased. Throwing her words from before back at her.
"Fine, I'm begging you! Please....can you promise me?" Jasmine nodded firmly.
"I promise!" Alexander said, his smile fading into seriousness.
Relationships require compromise. Since Jasmine had lowered her pride to plead with him, Alexander would give her this assurance.
Though... in truth, he wasn't going after James anyway—he was just messing with her.
The moment Alexander said "I promise," Jasmine hooked her arms around his neck and kissed him—for a long time.
Her tongue invading his mouth. Seeking his taste, his warmth, his scent.
Seeking proof he was truly here, alive and well.
As their kiss deepened, swapping drool back and forth, her tense heart finally began to relax as she melted into him.
Twenty minutes later.
Dante arrived at the Mall's underground parking lot with over a dozen carloads of men, including Zach and others, all following him.
The entire parking lot was sealed off by Dante's people. The elevators were shut down. Employees and the few shoppers in the Mall could still retrieve their cars... but no one could approach the elevator area. A human barricade blocked the scene, ensuring no outsiders could see what was happening.
Before Dante arrived, he had arranged for a private hospital. The ambulances arrived slightly earlier, providing emergency treatment to Old Lei and the others who could still be saved before transporting them away...
Shortly after Dante's arrival, the owner of the Mall's parent company also showed up!
Dante had connections throughout New York's business circles—some close, some not.
But most would show him respect and give him way.
From the mall owner's perspective, this "incident" had to be covered up—otherwise, the Mall would be finished! A mass murder leaking to the public would make national headlines!
The situation sounded severe.
But in reality, it wasn't that bad.
Old Lei and his men were shadows in the underworld. If they "disappeared," no one would notice. No family would report them missing, no one would investigate! Once the bloodstains and "corpses" were cleaned up, it was as if nothing had happened.
By noon.
Alexander returned to his villa. Jasmine and Dante followed with their people! Dante even brought specialists equipped with metal detectors and signal scanners to sweep the entire property!
On the way back, Alexander had told Dante that the house was bugged.
So Dante arranged a thorough inspection




Chapter 13: Regret. Jasmine and Celeste.

In a recording studio named "Ripple Studio" on the 16th floor of Westward Tower.
Celeste Lark sat on the sofa in the employee lounge, staring at the laptop on the coffee table... She loved music and was deeply involved in the scene. This studio belonged to her musician friends, and for the past two years, she had come here to record her songs. Even when not recording, she would drop by to discuss music with her friends.
"No way… No way! No freakin’ way!" Celeste muttered, her eyes widening as she fixated on the screen, her voice rising uncontrollably.
"CelCel, what's impossible?" asked Megan Carver, a studio employee, as she approached with coffee and sat beside Celeste.
Celeste didn't seem to hear her, still staring at the screen.
Megan followed her gaze.
The webpage displayed various charts related to music. She knew Celeste had released a song recently. She had been checking the rankings daily, hoping to see it listed, even at the bottom of the top 100. But so far, nothing.
Assuming Celeste was discouraged again, she comforted her, "Hey, it's okay. You're still in college—there's no rush... You'll make it big someday!"
Her words had no effect.
Celeste remained transfixed, as if entranced! She couldn't tear her eyes away!
"Hey, come on, stop overthinking it," Megan tried again, then changed the subject. "By the way, have you listened to the song that's currently #1 on the weekly chart? It blew up overnight. I noticed it before bed last night—it's really good, especially that male operatic-style vocal in the middle. Super impactful. You should give it a listen; maybe it'll inspire—"
Celeste suddenly whipped her head toward her.
Because the song Megan was referring to—the one topping the charts—was none other than "Your Soul. My Cure."
Celeste's expression was off, startling Megan.
She didn't understand why Celeste, who was usually gentle, now wore such a look—her eyes not only dazed but also filled with extreme regret, disbelief, and frustration!
"What's wrong?" She asked softly again.
"N-nothing..." Celeste seemed to snap out of it, slowly turning back to the screen before saying, "Meg, when exactly did you notice ‘Your Soul. My Cure ' yesterday? What time? How did you find it?" Her tone was restrained, as if suppressing something.
"Before bed," Megan thought for a moment. "Around 10 p.m., I saw it on the charts with a 'rapidly rising' tag, so I clicked to listen... This song is really amazing! I remember it was way lower on the charts last night, but today it shot to #1 on the weekly ranking!"
Celeste stared at the rankings without responding.
Her heart was anything but calm!
"Celeste, aren't you going to listen?" Megan added.
"I've already heard it," Celeste replied.
She had just listened to it! At first, she wondered if it was a different song with the same name—one she hadn't noticed before. If it really was "Your Soul. My Cure.", the one Senior Alexander wrote, it couldn't be possible!
But upon listening... it was unmistakably the same! The lyrics and melody matched perfectly, although the vocal delivery had been slightly adjusted to better suit a male voice.
Celeste could even tell—the person singing this song... was Alexander!
The uploader's name, "Alec Nota," was further proof! It was just a lazy play on his real name.
She also checked the release time: 6 p.m. yesterday—just a few hours after she had parted ways with Alexander!
Less than a day since its release, it had already surged to #1 on the New Songs Weekly Chart!
While its numbers couldn't yet compare to other hits that had been out for weeks or months...
It was foreseeable that, given just a little more time, this song's data would "explode" even further! It would climb the monthly charts—maybe even the annual rankings—and become one of 2024's breakout hits.
It was going viral—fast!
"I also saw a lot of musicians recommending this song... saying it's high-quality, not some generic pop tune..." Megan continued.
Meanwhile, Celeste clicked through to the comment section.
Over 4,000 comments, all overwhelmingly positive. The few skeptics accusing the song of buying fake engagement were immediately drowned out by others. Even verified musician accounts appeared in the comments, writing lengthy analyses of the song's technical brilliance.
While some were clearly just hopping on the hype train, it still proved one thing: this song was already a sensation!
In another day or two at most, it would dominate large sections of the internet!
Snap!
Celeste suddenly shut the laptop, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath. She needed to calm down.
Megan, holding her coffee cup, watched Celeste with genuine concern before cautiously offering with a soft tone, "CelCel, don't be like this—it's scary. Aren't you the unyielding Miss Lark? You've always said no matter how many setbacks you face, you'll keep going until everyone loves your music!"
"Meg, let me ask you something," Celeste suddenly spoke, eyes still closed.
"What?"
"If I had sung ‘YourSoul. My Cure.'... do you think it would've been a hit?" Celeste asked.
"Of course!" Megan answered without hesitation, then added, "Actually, I think this song suits a female voice even better. That section in the middle—if a woman sang it, it'd be even more impactful..."
Celeste opened her eyes, her expression shifting back to that unsettling look.
Megan suddenly seemed to realize something and quickly said, "CelCel, you're not jealous, are you? Come on! You're a beautiful, rich heiress with more money than you could spend in ten lifetimes—don't compete with some internet singer! So many people envy you! We sing, stream, and run studios to make a living, but you... It's just a hobby for fun..."
Her words were blunt but well-intentioned. She genuinely admired Celeste. She knew that if not for Celeste's love of music, someone like her would never have had the chance to befriend a young lady of Celeste's status.
But Megan had no idea what was really going through Celeste's mind.
Jealous?
Celeste was regretful—deeply, painfully regretful!
"I need to make a call," She said, standing up and walking out.
In the hallway outside the studio, Celeste pulled out her phone and scrolled through yesterday's call history until she found Alexander's number.
She hadn't saved it yesterday, but now quickly added it to her contacts before dialing.
Ahem! She cleared her throat, pacing back and forth while taking deep breaths.
Beep... Beep... Beep... Over ten seconds passed with no answer.
 

 
Bellara Heights.
In the villa's first-floor hall, a group of suited men continued their meticulous inspection. Dante sat expressionlessly on the sofa, his mood visibly off.
Right now, he was furious.
Though Alexander hadn't been hurt in today's incident, Dante had seen the look on his sister's face during the ride back.
He felt like he'd been slapped hard by James Sutherland.
New York was his territory!
Yet James had not only reached his hand in but dared to attempt murder with no regard for consequences! At this moment, Dante truly believed James needed to die.
Upstairs, in the master bedroom.
Jasmine stood by the window, her face icy as she stared outside, unmoving for a long time. The en-suite bathroom door was closed; the sound of running water came from inside—Alexander was showering.
Ring ring ring...
A phone suddenly rang.
Not Jasmine's—Alexander's.
All the clothes Alexander had been wearing earlier had been taken away to be disposed of, but his belt, wallet, phone, and keys had been wiped clean and placed at the foot of the bed, next to the fresh suit and shirt he'd change into after his shower.
Jasmine turned from the window to glance at the phone.
It kept ringing.
She looked toward the bathroom door but didn't move. She had no habit of touching other people's phones without permission.
The ringing continued for a while before finally stopping.
But within seconds, it started again.
Whoever it was, they weren't giving up after one missed call.
Jasmine finally walked over, picked up Alexander's phone, and saw an unsaved number. She carried it to the bathroom door, about to call out to Alexander, but suddenly paused.
She stared at the number.
For some reason, it looked familiar.
Her memory was excellent.
She felt like she'd seen this number before—not every digit, but the sequence as a whole triggered a sense of recognition. After a moment of thought, it hit her.
Yesterday afternoon!
While massaging Alexander, she'd seen him input this number into his phone but hadn't dialed immediately, instead holding it while talking to her... Jasmine had noticed it at the time, so it stuck in her mind.
This was the number!
Celeste Lark's phone number!
Jasmine pressed her soft lips together, quickly walking back to the window with the phone.
After another moment's hesitation, she answered and held it to her ear, silent, waiting for the other person to speak first.
"Hello! Senpai Alexander? Remember me? It's Celeste! Do you have time? Let's meet up somewhere..." The voice was sweet, gentle, and tinged with eagerness, like someone actively trying to cozy up.
Jasmine's eyes rolled so hard they hurt as she replied flatly:
"He's taking a shower."
Celeste, who was making the call in the hallway, froze instantly.
It wasn't Alexander who picked up. But a young woman's voice!
And she said Senior Alexander was taking a shower?!
Celeste immediately imagined many scenarios and hurriedly explained, "Um... sorry about that... I was looking for Senior because... uh... don't misunderstand... Are you his girlfriend? I just..."
She was terrified of being misunderstood as a homewrecker—she didn't want to ruin anyone's relationship.
Because Jasmine's habitual tone was naturally cold and short, Celeste assumed she had been misunderstood! It made her nervous!
"If you have something to say, say it directly. I'll relay it," Jasmine said by the window, her tone still icy as ever.
"It's... about the song... Oh, and I also need to apologize to Senior. I misunderstood him yesterday..." Celeste stumbled over her words, both unsure how to explain and flustered.
"Song? Apologize? For what?" Jasmine frowned slightly, also unsure what game Alexander was playing with Celeste.
"It's just..." Celeste trailed off because something felt off. This woman, supposedly Alexander's girlfriend, didn't seem to know what her boyfriend had done the previous day.
How could she not know about the song he released himself and its explosive success?
"Are you Senior Alexander's girlfriend?" Celeste asked again, since she hadn't gotten a clear answer earlier.
"Yes. What about it?" Jasmine's brows remained furrowed.
"Nothing, just confirming... Then how come you don't know..." Celeste was being vague and cautious. If this were Alexander's girlfriend, she'd have to explain herself.
If not... she wouldn't carelessly reveal anything about Alexander. Basic manners.
"Know what? What am I supposed to know?" Jasmine's frown deepened.
"You really don't know? Are you really Alexander's girlfriend?" Celeste was genuinely skeptical at this point.
For an ordinary person, the sudden fame of the song could be life-changing. How could his girlfriend not know the backstory?
Celeste had heard about Alexander's family background.
Yesterday afternoon, after parting ways with Alexander, she returned to the recording studio. She chatted in a group chat with classmates about song purchases. She mentioned offhandedly that she'd been tricked again.
She didn't specify which song, just that someone had quoted her $ 30,000 in the group chat. She asked if anyone knew Alexander.
No one knew him directly, but since they were all from the same University, some had heard of him. They confirmed he had just graduated, came from an average family, and that asking for so much money was delusional.
Some mentioned he must have been desperate to ask for that much.
"You doubt me?" Jasmine almost laughed in frustration. She was already in a bad mood today, and Celeste's tone on the phone—sweet and cloying—gave her the impression of a "seductive fox."
Why was she so sugary and clingy?
Yesterday, Alexander had even said Celeste was prettier and gentler than her...
"It's not doubting... It's just, if you're his girlfriend, it's strange that you don't know..." Celeste phrased it diplomatically, but the implication was clear—she was skeptical.
"Wait." Jasmine was decisive.
After saying this, she turned and strode in her high heels to the bathroom door, calling out, "Honey!"
The sound of running water in the bathroom stopped immediately—Alexander had turned off the tap. "What's up?" he called back.
"When will you be done?" Jasmine asked.
"Soon," He replied.
"Nothing, just checking," She said before walking back to the window with the phone. The sound of water resumed in the bathroom.
"Did you hear that?" Jasmine asked as soon as she reached the window.
"I heard, I heard! Sorry about that..." Celeste apologized quickly.
"Have you already slept with Alexander?" Jasmine suddenly cut in, blunt and direct!
The line went silent.
Celeste was stunned; she nearly dropped her phone. She was now sure she was being mistaken for a homewrecker!
What she didn't know was that Jasmine was doing this on purpose.
While she did want to know if Alexander had met Celeste again last night and succeeded in whatever scheme he had to get her into his bed, she was also controlling the "pace" of the conversation.
She had already grasped Celeste's mindset.
Terrified, Celeste stayed silent for several seconds before explaining in a rush, "No, no! You've really misunderstood! He and I are completely innocent! He came to see me yesterday to sell me a song, but his asking price was too high, so I didn't buy it. Then the song just..."
She spoke at breakneck speed!
Afraid of being misunderstood, Celeste spilled everything in one breath!
——
Over ten minutes later.
Finally, thoroughly cleaned, Alexander stepped out of the bathroom in a robe.
Jasmine was no longer in the bedroom. He glanced around, dressed by the bed, then collected his wallet and keys.
That was when he noticed his phone was missing.
He looked around the room but didn't see it.
"Jasmine, where's my phone?" Alexander called out as he walked out of the bedroom.
No one answered, but he heard voices from the study—Jasmine was speaking.
He approached the open study door and paused at the threshold. Inside, Jasmine sat behind the computer, holding his phone, seemingly in the middle of a call with someone.
"... He's here. Talk to him yourself," Jasmine said when she noticed Alexander.
"Who is it?" Alexander walked in with a smile.
"You'll know when you listen," Jasmine replied expressionlessly.
Alexander took the phone and glanced at the number—he already knew who it was.
"Miss Lark," Alexander said, holding the phone to his ear while looking at Jasmine.
"Senior, you're done showering... Do you have time? I've already explained everything to your girlfriend—she won't misunderstand... Can you meet me? Let's pick a place and talk properly..." Celeste spoke rapidly, clearly worried Alexander might think she'd caused trouble.
"Sure, this afternoon," Alexander replied cheerfully.
They settled on a time and place before hanging up the phone.
Alexander pocketed his phone.
"I never expected, my dear Mr. Alexander, that you'd be so multi-talented!" Jasmine said, her tone ambiguous—unclear whether it was praise or sarcasm.
As she spoke, she subconsciously glanced at the computer screen.
Alexander followed her gaze—the screen displayed the latest Music rankings.
Aha.
"Thanks for the compliment!" Alexander smiled.
"Is this... your attempt to debut as a singer? Or... just to flirt with women?" Jasmine asked, her lips curling into a smile. She couldn't help it—she had just discovered another side of Alexander: brilliantly talented. So talented he could create miracles! In ANY field.
How could she not smile when her man was this formidable, always surpassing her expectations?
"Debut? Not happening," Alexander chuckled.
"So it's just for going after women?" She teased.
"Appreciating beauty is human nature," Alexander repeated a line he'd used before.
"Alexander, can you tell me—what else can you do?" Jasmine asked again, leaning against the desk and propping her chin on her hand.
With his standing, he had a perfect view down into her deep cleavage. Appreciating the scenery for a moment, his mind flashing with all the thoughts of what he wanted to to do them in the future........
"That's hard to say. Generally speaking, I should be able to—" Alexander began, but—
Ring ring ring...
A sudden phone call interrupted him!
It came from Jasmine this time.
She pulled out her phone, and the moment she saw the number, her smile vanished. Not only did her expression turn icy, but her gaze sharpened considerably.
Alexander glanced at the screen—James Sutherland was calling!
Jasmine was about to answer, already mentally preparing to curse James, his mother, his grandmother, and every single related person to him.
Still, as her thumb hovered over the screen, she paused. She turned to Alexander, her eyes flashing as if she'd thought of something "fun."
"Here, sit!" Jasmine stood, pulling Alexander into the chair before settling into his lap herself. Only then did she answer James' call on speakerphone.




Chapter 14: Humiliated on the phone.

"Jasmine… cough cough!" James's voice came through the phone, cold and restrained.
He let out a couple of light coughs before continuing in a much gentler tone, "Jasmine, I think I owe you an explanation. I heard about what happened today—that wasn't my doing. Cole acted on his own. He misunderstood my intentions…"
Jasmine couldn't help but sneer as she listened.
He was always like this! A classic move of his.
Regardless of whether today's incident succeeded or failed, James would never admit to having orchestrated it. He would always claim that his subordinates had misinterpreted his orders or acted independently to curry favor with him.
This was precisely how James had reacted after each of Jasmine's three previous fake boyfriends had been dealt with!
It was an excuse no one would believe—yet James kept repeating it every single time!
Jasmine understood his reasoning perfectly.
First, he was simply that shameless! Shifting blame meant that if things escalated later, he wouldn't be implicated. The only ones sacrificed to balance the scales would be the loyal dogs around him!
Second, equally he was emotionally volatile, his mind was meticulous!
He never gave anyone the chance to record evidence. So whenever he spoke to Jasmine—or anyone outside his family or inner circle—he would never admit to any dirty deeds. In his words, the bad things were never his doing!
"Oh? It wasn't you? Well, that makes sense! Those worthless thugs could never have been sent by the great Young Master of the Sutherland! They weren't even worthy of your lofty, all-powerful status! Sending men to NY just to die? Surely the great James Sutherland wouldn't make such a stupid, idiotic move!" Jasmine emphasized his name and status with every word, her tone dripping with sarcasm.
James' breathing instantly grew heavier, audible on the phone.
He could sense that something was amiss with Jasmine today. She usually cursed him outright, but this time, she wasn't yelling—just mocking him. That wasn't normal.
After speaking, Jasmine shot Alexander a look.
Alexander grinned. Her vengeful streak… She was being particularly amusing right now.
"Who is it? James Sutherland?" Alexander asked directly, playing along. His voice was loud enough for the phone to pick up.
"Yeah, babe, it's that dumb fucking piece of trash." Jasmine moved the phone slightly away, setting it on the desk—though it was still on speaker, ensuring crystal-clear audio pickup.
"Don't curse. Watch your manners." Alexander scolded.
"Manners? He sent assassins after you! And you want me to mind my manners?"
"Those nobodies? Assassins? I gave him that opportunity. You think he'd have had a chance otherwise?"
"That's not the point—"
"Arguing with me?"
Smack!
Alexander growled at her. Raising his hand, he brought it down in a firm but gentle spank on her thigh.
The position had caused her skirt to ride up, so the sound of flesh smacking flesh was crisp.
His palm remained on her supple flesh, kneading the spot he had smacked.
"Ow! Honey, babe.....you hurt me! Look… My skin is all red now......It has your mark." Jasmine's voice instantly softened, carrying a hint of a whine.
"Do you admit you were wrong?" Alexander asked. He raised his hand, delivering another gentle swat to her bare flesh.
At the second hit, Jasmine whimpered softly, wiggling in her lap. Nuzzling into him, whispering (just loudly enough to be heard on the phone.) "You really like marking me hm....."
At her words, Alexander chuckled before raising his hand again. "Answer the question."
"I was wrong, I was wrong! Love, I'm sorry! No more cursing, don't be mad… Mwah!" She planted a kiss on each of his cheeks.
Then her lips sealed his, allowing his tongue to invade her mouth. Swallowing his taste for a few seconds before separating.
"Good girl." Alexander smiled and ruffled her hair.
"Mmm…" Jasmine let out a displeased hum, then muttered, "You messed up my hair! Again!"
She picked the phone back up, her tone instantly reverting to icy mockery.
"Young Master Sutherland, you still there? What, got asthma or something? Breathing so heavily? If you're sick, go get treated! Wouldn't want you to drop dead from delaying treatment!"
James' breathing was ragged now.
He had heard everything.
He could practically see it—the untamed, most beautiful woman he had ever obsessed over, sitting like a docile and obedient kitten in another man's arms.
She whined and pouted when scolded! She apologized after being "hit"!
Was this still the same cold, domineering, iron-willed Jasmine Doran?
James' chest felt like it might burst. His breathing sounded like a man in the middle of a full-blown asthma attack.
The woman who had always treated him like worthless scum was now sweet and submissive for someone else… His brain felt like it was about to explode.
"Not talking? Then I'm hanging up," Jasmine added.
"Is Alexander there?" James suddenly asked, his breathing forcibly controlled now, almost inaudible.
"Mhm." A cold hum in response.
"Can you put him on?" James pressed, clearly unaware the call was on speaker.
"Why? You think trash like you deserves to speak to my hubby?" Jasmine sneered, then shot Alexander another look, squirming in his lap for effect.
Alexander got the hint.
"Get up. My leg's going numb." He patted her arm.
"Tired of me already? You never complained when I sat on your lap before!" Jasmine moved the phone away, side-eyeing him.
James heard it.
Now he knew—Jasmine had been sitting in Alexander's lap the entire call. No wonder their voices had sounded so close!
CRACK!
A sharp, sudden noise burst from the speaker—then silence.
Jasmine quickly checked the phone, then broke into a triumphant smile before hanging up. The signal had cut out… James had lost control. He'd smashed his phone in fury!
"You think there's a chance he might just die from rage?" Jasmine turned to Alexander with a grin. Ah, the vindictiveness of a woman!
"Wouldn't that be letting him off too easily?" Alexander replied with a faint smile.
"True…" Jasmine actually agreed. She studied his face, her gaze flickering before asking, "Earlier, you said you gave him the opportunity? That he wouldn't have had a chance otherwise… Was that true?"
She remembered.
"Do you want it to be true?" Alexander countered.
"Mhm." She nodded.
Of course, she did. If it were true, it meant this so-called "sudden ambush" wasn't unexpected for Alexander. And if there were no surprises, a man like him would never truly be in danger.
"Then it's true." Alexander smiled.
Jasmine smiled back, set the phone down, and looped her arms around his neck. She straddled his lap and sat down.
Tits panckacked against his chest, her lips kissing their way up. From his collarbone to his chin, then finally his lips.
She nibbled at his lips, taking her time now. Their lips opened, both their tongues reaching out to wrap around one another.
The lewd, wet French kiss is a stark contrast to their first one. As their lips locked together, she began to grind against his growing bulge.
As she did so, his hands took their rightful place on her delectably thick and firm ass. Mauling it through the fabric of her skirt. Digging his fingers and nails in.
Kneading the cushiony flesh hard enough to leave a few marks. All while they swapped drool back and forth.
The kiss turned sloppy enough that strands of saliva fell down Jasmine's chin, disappearing into her cleavage. Leaving her tits glistening and covered in his marking.




Chapter 15: Perfect beauty score.

"Get up. My leg's actually numb now," Alexander half-joked.
Jasmine stood but couldn't resist asking, "Who's more comfy to hold—me or Aileen?" Her tone was teasing, casual. Now that she was relaxed, her feminine curiosity had kicked in.
"Same!" Alexander answered bluntly. "Your curves are about the same. You also weigh the same."
"Such a lazy answer." She smirked but didn't press further to "trouble" him.
"Alright, time to head downstairs." Alexander stood, and as they walked out, he suddenly added, "Oh, right. I'm meeting Seraphine this afternoon. She'll call you—just play along, okay?"
Jasmine stopped dead in her tracks, frowning at him. "Seraphine Arden?"
"Mhm." He nodded.
"I thought you were meeting Celeste?"
"I am." He smiled.
"Then why… Seraphine? Did you arrange it with her?"
"Nope." Alexander grinned. "But she will contact me this afternoon. She'll ask to see me. She'll insist even."
Jasmine's frown deepened. She didn't get it. She had spoken to Celeste—everything had been clarified. She even understood how Alexander had manipulated Celeste. But how did this suddenly involve… Seraphine?
Could Alexander predict the future?
"Don't overthink it. You won't figure it out!" Alexander chuckled.
Jasmine stared at him with curiosity. She really couldn't. But another question occurred to her.
"Alexander, answer me honestly."
"What?"
"Do you think Seraphine is prettier than me?"
"You mean… now, or when she was younger?" His smile turned odd.
Jasmine paused, then said, "Not much difference. She's aged.....Well, not at all, as if she's frozen in time—just more mature. So… her at her most beautiful."
"You mean back when she was NY #1 beauty?"
"Yes!"
“Back then… she gets ten points.”
"Ten out of ten?" Jasmine seemed momentarily stunned.
"Yes! A perfect ten!" Alexander nodded, then smiled. "My grading scale is extremely stringent! A 6 can already be considered pretty, and female celebrities famous for their looks? Most only reach 8. Of course, I'm only talking about natural beauty!"
"You're a 9! But for men, your looks are secondary when it comes to attraction. Not that you aren't stunning! It's everything else about you that's most captivating! The things no one else has." Alexander glanced at her, pausing before adding, "Aileen? A 9.5. And Seraphine in her youth… was a perfect 10 in looks."
"So she's perfect?" Jasmine's expression turned subtly complicated.
"Perfect by my score, but not the absolute limit of female beauty. Aesthetics are subjective after all." Alexander said.
"What's that supposed to mean?" Jasmine didn't quite follow.
"It's complicated." Alexander shook his head slightly, offering no further explanation.
"Fine… Then, what about Seraphine now? What score would you give her?"
"Aesthetics are subjective," Alexander repeated, turning the question back on her. "What do you think? How does she compare to you now?"
"If I thought she wasn't as beautiful as me, would I even be asking you?" Jasmine countered.
Alexander laughed, understanding her meaning. Jasmine felt that Seraphine—despite being fifteen years older—still rivaled her in appearance today, making it impossible for her to judge who was more beautiful. Hence, she had asked Alexander.
Seeing that he wouldn't elaborate, Jasmine dropped it.
Instead, she linked her arm with his.
The two went downstairs to the living room.
Only a few people remained on the first floor. Earlier, the place had been crowded with security sweeping for bugs. The search had been quick, and all the listening devices found had been destroyed and left on the coffee table. Aside from Dante, only two of his trusted bodyguards and Jasmine's personal guard, Sebastian, were still present.
"Sis, brother-in-law." Dante stood as they approached, then gestured for all the bodyguards to leave.
Once they were alone, Alexander and Jasmine took a seat on the sofa.
"Did you call Dad yet?" Jasmine asked.
"Not yet." Dante's tone was heavy, his expression unreadable as he flicked a glance at Jasmine. Then he turned to Alexander. "Brother-in-law, today was my fault. I guarantee it won't happen again! If you need bodyguards, just say the word, and I'll—"
"No need." Alexander cut him off with a smile. "I appreciate the thought, Dan."
Hearing his refusal, Dante didn't push further, though his expression remained dark.
"What are you planning?" Jasmine narrowed her eyes at her brother.
"Nothing", Dante replied immediately.
Jasmine's face hardened. She knew her younger brother too well—they were only a year apart and had grown up together. She could read his personality, his habits, and even the tells that preceded his reckless actions like an open book.
"Dante, don't think I don't know what's going through your head! I'm warning you—don't you dare act rashly!" Jasmine shot to her feet.
Usually, Dante would back down the moment she raised her voice. But this time, his face only darkened further.
He jabbed a finger at himself and snapped, "Sis! James is slapping me in the face! This is NY—my turf for the past six years! And he pulls this shit here? You expect me to just take it? If it weren't for their old man treating him like some prized heir, I'd have already teamed up with a few others to bury him! What kind of trash even is he?!"
Dante's fury only grew as he spoke, and he stood as well.
"Sis! How many times is this now? Last time, he blew up your factory's equipment room, and when I torched his warehouse, you yelled at me for being impulsive? So what if I go after him? I want him dead!"
"Anyone else can kill him—but not you!"
"Why the hell not?!"
"Dante Doran! Calm down!"
"How am I supposed to calm down, huh? This time, he came after brother-in-law! What's next? We got lucky this time because my brother-in-law could fight and called me in time to catch those bastards! But I still looked like a useless piece of shit! Am I just supposed to sit here like a damn turtle?!"
The siblings were now in a full-blown argument.
Just as the rumors in NY went, provoking Jasmine was worse than provoking Dante himself. Because when it came to his sister, Dante often threw logic, reason, and strategy out the window. Once his temper flared, he acted first and thought later.
Today's events had shaken him deeply. He had long sworn that just as his sister had protected him growing up, he would do the same for her now that he was an adult.
What his sister loved, he loved. The man his sister loved? That was his brother-in-law.
Dante knew full well that if anything happened to Alexander, his usually unflappable sister would lose it—she'd probably grab a gun and shoot James point-blank. The fallout would be catastrophic, and he might even lose her for good.
The more he thought about it, the more terrified he became.
So right now, Dante genuinely wanted to strike first—eliminate James, fast and clean, and end the threat for good.
But Jasmine would never allow it.
Alexander understood this woman. For all her toughness, she had one glaring weakness: the people she cared about. Before Alexander, there had only been two in the entire world—her mother and her younger brother.
The more she cared, the more she feared losing them.
So if anyone else went after James, Jasmine wouldn't just stand aside—she'd cheer them on. But Dante? Never. If he killed James—another heir of a major family—he'd pay the price.
In fact, Alexander had first gotten close to Jasmine by exploiting this very weakness—her fear for her brother's safety.
Now, though, things had progressed to the point where Alexander had become the third person she truly cared about.
Her reasons for stopping Dante now were the same as when she had tried to stop Alexander earlier.
The difference? Alexander had never actually planned to kill James outright—he had a grander scheme to dismantle the entire Sutherland family.
Dante, however, was dead serious.
"...Sis! This is NY! James is in Dallas! How dare he reach his hand here? Why the hell shouldn't I cut it off?!" Dante was only growing more agitated.
"You—!" Jasmine was so furious she didn't even know how to respond. She pressed a hand to her forehead, then noticed Alexander sitting there with an amused smirk, watching the show. That only pissed her off more.
"You say something! You're his brother-in-law! He's like this because of you!" She gestured sharply at Alexander.
"Brother-in-law, don't bother trying to talk me out of it. I'll consider my actions carefully!" Dante cut in before Alexander could speak.
Alexander didn't try to dissuade him. Instead, he asked mildly, "Did Old Lei pull through?"
"Lei? Which one? The one you specifically asked to keep alive?" Dante recalled the report from his men.
"Yeah." Alexander nodded.
"He made it. The hospital called to confirm."
"Good. I need to talk to him alone—in detail." Alexander's smile was pointed, clearly hinting at something.
Dante blinked, then quickly circled the coffee table and plopped down next to Alexander, bumping his shoulder playfully before leaning in. "Brother-in-law, what's there to talk about? Does he… know something about James? Or… can what he says destroy James?"
"Want to know?" Alexander side-eyed him.
"Yes!" Dante nodded eagerly.
"Apologize to your sister first." Alexander gestured toward Jasmine.
Dante immediately stood up, bowed ninety degrees to Jasmine, and declared, "Sis! I'm sorry! I was wrong to argue with you!"
He didn't even look at her during the whole performance. The moment he finished, he sat back down, leaning in with an expectant grin.
"Brother-in-law… can you give me a hint?"
"Have you heard of the Blood Flower Group?" Alexander asked Dante with a sideways glance and a smile.
"Blood Flower Group?" Jasmine frowned first, then her eyes widened. "That... warlord group? The one involved with..."
"Yes!" Alexander nodded.
The "Group" in Blood Flower Group referred to a criminal organization that operated worldwide, mostly around borders.
The border was a chaotic place, home to several warlord-like entities that still existed in modern society, most of whom had some connection to drugs.
Blood Flower was one such organization.
"So that Old Lei... is from Blood Flower?" Dante seemed to be piecing it together.
"Correct!" Alexander nodded. "He is essentially an elite enforcer, one of their operatives within the USA. You could also call him a hired assassin—pay him, and he'll get the job done, no matter how dangerous."
"Then James... and Blood Flower... could it be..." Dante unconsciously slowed his speech, growing more excited as he spoke.
If James was connected to Blood Flower Group—if he was tied to such a nefarious organization and drug dealing—then exposing this would doom him beyond salvation!
But Alexander shook his head. "It's not as serious as you think. James has plenty of legal ways to make money—he wouldn't touch that business. The Sutherland family would never allow it either. He has no personal ties to Blood Flower Group. He's not that stupid."
"Then how is he..." Dante sounded deflated now.
"Old Lei!" Alexander emphasized with a smile. "He knows a lot about Blood Flower and a lot about James. There have been times when James needed to act ruthlessly without leaving a trace, so he outsourced the jobs. And who did he hire? Lei!"
Dante listened, processing, his eyes slowly widening.
"Who did he hire Lei to... kill?" Dante had a realization. James might have used the org to eliminate someone who shouldn't have been killed. Lei might not have done it himself, but he'd know the inside story!
Alexander smiled at Dante, letting the silence linger before finally saying, "Time for lunch!"
"Huh?" Dante had been waiting for Alexander to continue, only to be met with a sudden topic shift.
"You can sit in when I talk to Lei," Alexander added casually.
"Oh... good brother-in-law! Great! Absolutely!" Dante snapped out of his daze and quickly agreed, then stood up. "So, uh, brother-in-law... where should we eat..."
"Takeout. Don't feel like going out now. Wastes time," Alexander said.
"Alright... I'll have them send in stuff." Dante pulled out his phone. Of course, when he ordered takeout, it wasn't through some app—he called a high-end restaurant that didn't even offer delivery and had them prepare and send the meal over...
Dante stepped aside to make the call.
Jasmine had been listening the whole time. She could tell Alexander had defused the ticking bomb that was her brother's temper.
Alexander hadn't lectured Dante, nor directly talked him out of anything. He'd simply shown him a better alternative, steering him away from impulsive action.
Anything was better than sending men to kill James and dealing with the catastrophic fallout!
Dante finished his call quickly and returned to his seat.
"Sis, I'll call Dad now..." Dante said to Jasmine. His words alone confirmed he'd truly abandoned his reckless plans.
But Jasmine replied, "I'll do it."
Dante's expression shifted slightly in surprise.
Because he knew his sister hadn't initiated a call with their father in years. It was always their father calling her.
Jasmine took out her phone and dialed swiftly.
The call connected almost immediately.
"Hey, Jasmine! Hahaha, my daughter finally calls her old man!" Morris Doran's voice came through, genuinely thrilled.
"Dad." Jasmine greeted him, then cut to the chase. "James Sutherland sent assassins to New York to kill Alexander. A group of professional killers from overseas! They almost hurt me too..."
Alexander, listening in, raised an eyebrow, his lips quirking in amusement.
Dante also realized why his sister had made this call!
Jasmine was dumping all the blame on James, with no way for him to refute it!
Because... all the assassins were "dead," the "witnesses" were all Jasmine's bodyguards, and all relevant surveillance had been destroyed!
James had no way to prove his innocence! At least, to the Doran family.
"What?!" Morris's tone turned grave instantly. "Are you okay? Were you hurt?"
"I'm fine. The bodyguards pulled me away in time," Jasmine said.
"And Alexander?"
"Also fine." Jasmine quickly added, "But seven of them died."
Even though one had survived, Jasmine claimed all were dead, even specifying the number to emphasize the severity!
Silence filled the line for a few seconds before Morris finally spoke, his voice heavy. "I understand. I'll ensure the Sutherland family answers for this and provides us with an explanation. Fucking dipshits!" The rarely profane Morris cursed at the end.
"James called me earlier. He denied arranging it, said it was his subordinate Cole Donovan acting alone," Jasmine added.
"That bastard... Alright, I'll hang up now. I need to make calls...Jaz, you rest up. Seven bodies—make sure Dante handles it properly!" Morris cursed again before hurriedly ending the call.
He was definitely about to demand answers from the Sutherland family!
Jasmine pulled the phone away, glanced at it, then dialed another number.
This time, it took over ten seconds for the call to connect.
"Hun..." An elderly voice answered.
"Grandfather..." Jasmine greeted him softly.
She was calling the Rothmere family patriarch—her maternal grandfather!
She wouldn't call her paternal grandfather—the Doran family patriarch was notoriously biased in favor of sons over daughters.
But the Rothmere family patriarch was different!
In many past conflicts, Jasmine's mother had been able to protect her precisely because of her maternal family's backing, because she was the patriarch's favorite daughter, and he doted on his granddaughter too!
If not for the immense stakes of the Doran-Sutherland alliance, the Rothmere patriarch would never have pressured his granddaughter.
"Grandfather, you know Alexander, right?" Jasmine said, then repeated a similar version of events to her grandfather. Of her being nearly hurt.
This was pure framing!
James would never have directly targeted her, but since he'd outsourced the job this time, he couldn't fully control the situation. In the heat of the moment, the killers could have hurt anyone, including those protecting Alexander. The logic held up!
"You know what to say if Dad asks, right?" Jasmine asked Dante after hanging up.
"Got it, sis. I'll make sure the bodyguards stick to the same story," Dante immediately replied, even giving her a thumbs-up.
Though Jasmine had only made two calls, they would bleed James!
Not only would James face severe punishment from his family, but his access to family resources would likely be restricted for some time. Most importantly, his most capable right-hand man—Cole Donovan? He was as good as dead.
Someone had to take the blame after all!




Chapter 16: Dating a sugar Mommy?

A little past 1 p.m., Alexander drove away from his villa after lunch.
He was off to meet Celeste Lark!
Their agreed location was a Café in the central district.
Half an hour later.
Alexander turned onto South Road, where the café was located, and spotted a pitch-black Volkswagen van parked discreetly by the roadside near the entrance.
Seeing it, Alexander couldn't help but smile.
Just as expected.
He recognized that van—it belonged to the bodyguards of Celeste's mother, Seraphine Arden!
For years, Seraphine had secretly had people protect—and monitor—her daughter. Even some of Celeste's "friends" were under Seraphine's payroll and reported to her.
Celeste remained blissfully unaware.
Alexander parked near the café entrance.
After getting out, he adjusted his suit jacket and—as if instinctively—glanced at the black van just meters away before walking toward the café with a smile.
Inside the van, the masked man in the passenger seat quickly raised a camera. He snapped a photo of Alexander's retreating back the moment he entered the café.
Alexander and Celeste had agreed to meet at 2 p.m.
However, Celeste arrived half an hour early, sitting by the window in a corner of the café, absentmindedly lost in thought. Her emotions flickered—sometimes pouting slightly in frustration, other times her eyes sparkling with excitement, as if envisioning something extraordinary for the future!
Alexander walked into the café, car keys in hand, and scanned the room.
His glance seemed casual, but in reality, he was searching for someone. With few customers around, he spotted her immediately!
Celeste was seated by the window in the northern corner. At the same time, the person Alexander was looking for sat diagonally in front of her, facing north, just four or five meters away but separated by an aisle.
This was a woman in her mid-twenties with an ordinary appearance, dressed plainly, and wearing heavy makeup.
At first glance, she looked like any other girl you might see on the street!
But Alexander knew better.
This woman's name was Lilly Sotto, a highly skilled professional female bodyguard—dangerously competent!
She worked for Seraphine Arden! Over the past year, Seraphine had secretly assigned bodyguards, such as Lilly, to watch her daughter. Celeste had no idea.
Celeste hated having bodyguards follow her—she'd said so herself. "It ruins friendships."
Seraphine respected her daughter's wishes but still arranged covert protection, frequently switching personnel to ensure Celeste never noticed familiarity.
Lilly was one of them.
"Senior!" Celeste noticed Alexander at the entrance and waved at him. As usual, she wore a mask and a baseball cap, her voice muffled.
Alexander raised a hand in acknowledgment, then walked over with a smile, pulling out a chair to sit.
"You're early." After sitting, Alexander adjusted his suit cuff and glanced at his watch, then looked up at Celeste with a smile. "There's still over ten minutes till two."
"What if I just wanted to see you sooner?" Celeste removed her mask and grinned sweetly, her words carrying a teasing ambiguity.
"That eager, huh?" Alexander chuckled, studying her.
When Celeste smiled, it was truly dazzling. She was the kind of girl who gave men an instant "first love" feeling, triggering an irrational urge to fall head over heels in love with her.
It was a strange, magnetic effect.
Beauty, when it reached a certain level, could captivate men beyond reason.
As Alexander admired Celeste, she scrutinized him as well, and her expression grew odd.
"Senior, you changed suits…" she remarked.
"Hm?" Alexander glanced down, then back at her with a smile. "Isn't changing clothes normal?"
"No, I mean…" Celeste's expression turned even stranger as she carefully worded her thoughts. "Senior, this suit is expensive, right? I recognize the brand. It's not custom, but it costs more than most high-end Bespoke ones…"
This was an unusual observation coming from Celeste.
Given her family background, born into wealth most couldn't even imagine, why would she be interested in someone else's clothing brands?
No matter how expensive, could it compare to her wardrobe?
But Alexander knew exactly what she was thinking.
"Expensive? Around… fifteen grands?" He glanced again at his silver-gray suit—the one he had changed into just that afternoon—his tone uncertain. Then, smiling at Celeste, he added, "Maybe? Not sure. I didn't buy it."
"Your girlfriend did?" Celeste asked quietly.
"Mhm." Alexander nodded.
"And your watch… Patek Philippe? Even though it's just a standard model, not a limited edition… It's still expensive, right?" Celeste pressed. She hadn't noticed Alexander's watch yesterday, but today—when he adjusted his cuff to check the time—it caught her eye.
"Is it? Maybe." Alexander rechecked his watch, still vague in his reply.
"Also… from your girlfriend?"
"Yep." Another nod.
"Then… the car…" Celeste's gaze flicked to the car keys Alexander had placed on the table.
She immediately recognized the Lamborghini key and twisted to look out the window, spotting the blue Lamborghini parked outside.
She turned back, her voice hushed.
"Senior… the Lamborghini… also a gift from your girlfriend?"
"Ah, no. The car isn't mine—not under my name. Just using it for now." Alexander smiled.
Celeste's expression grew even more troubled.
Although Alexander denied the car was his, he didn't specify whose it actually belonged to.
This only reinforced Celeste's assumption—that the car was his girlfriend's, lent to him but not transferred. It fit her suspicions perfectly!
"Senior… you…" Celeste looked at him, her eyes swirling with complex emotions—sympathy, pity, a hint of disappointment, and a flicker of frustration, as if scolding him silently.
"What?" Alexander kept smiling.
"Senior… your family runs a small restaurant, right?" Celeste asked, then quickly added, as if afraid he'd misunderstand, "I... That's just what people said…I wasn't snooping."
Just this morning, Celeste hadn't even known what Alexander's family did—only that they were ordinary. But after her call with Jasmine and setting up this meeting, she'd asked her classmates for details about him.
"Yeah. A tiny shop. Small town." Alexander answered casually, as if completely oblivious to her implications.
"Then…"
"Then what?"
"Then… Senior, how old is your girlfriend?" Celeste tiptoed around the question.
"What do you think?" Alexander countered with a grin. "You've spoken to her. Couldn't you tell?"
"Well…" Celeste hesitated, then ventured carefully, "At first, she sounded young. But her tone was so cold, so domineering, so… mature…" She paused before mustering the courage to say it outright: "Forty?"
"Her voice sounded forty to you?" Alexander laughed.
"No, no!" Celeste hurried to explain. "Her voice is young. Not all older women's voices age badly. My mom's voice is even nicer than mine! It's just… talking to your girlfriend… I started feeling nervous. It was like talking to my mom…"
She finished, then gave Alexander another deeply conflicted look.
"What are you really trying to say? Just say it." Alexander remained amused.
"Promise you won't get mad if I say it?"
"I won't."
Celeste steeled herself, then blurted out in a hushed but rapid-fire whisper: "Are you dating and being kept by a sugar mommy?"
Alexander's smile turned odd, but he wasn't the least bit surprised by her question.
"Senior, you're still smiling!"
Seeing his lack of immediate denial, Celeste adopted a tone of exasperated disappointment, like scolding a wayward younger brother.
"Look at you! You're young, handsome, so talented—why throw yourself at some older woman just for money?"
Now that she'd started, she couldn't stop.
"Senior! Is she controlling you? Does she always talk that coldly? So overbearing, so terrifying! Are you afraid of her? Don't be! You're so gifted, and your music is already a hit—you could leave her! You can have your own life, I assure you! You don't have to suffer, degrading yourself like this! Making you shower for her in broad daylight… Ugh, how shameless!"
"Is that why you charge so much for songs? To save up and escape her? You don't even dare let her know about the songs… Senior, you have to believe me! Don't be scared! You can break free! I can help you!"
Her words tumbled out faster, her passion rising—and as she declared "I can help you!", she suddenly grabbed Alexander's hand across the small café table.
At that exact moment—
Lilly, seated just meters away with her coffee cup halfway to her lips, froze.
Her sharp eyes flicked toward the two.
She wasn't just a bodyguard secretly protecting Celeste—she was also one of the people assigned to monitor her. Under Seraphine Arden's orders, a team of people took turns doing this!
Seraphine didn't want to control her daughter. On the contrary, she had given Celeste a very relaxed upbringing, rarely interfering. If Celeste liked music, she could pursue it. As long as it didn't affect her studies, anything was fine!
But Seraphine knew all too well how much unnecessary trouble a gorgeous girl could attract. She had learned this lesson herself the hard way.
She would never allow anyone to harm her daughter!
So whenever someone approached Celeste with ulterior motives, Seraphine would immediately find out and, without Celeste's knowledge, make that person disappear from her life.
Celeste had just grabbed Alexander's hand.
She stared at him, full of emotion.
The atmosphere instantly turned awkward.
Alexander remained smiling, glancing at their joined hands.
Celeste quickly let go.
"Uh… Ummm… don't misunderstand… I got a little carried away…" She looked embarrassed but then leaned forward across the table, lowering her voice to explain: "Senpai, I really feel indignant on your behalf. You're so talented—don't you think it's a waste? You want to earn money, right? You want to be independent, right? You want to escape that old woman, don't you?"
Celeste kept calling Jasmine an "old woman," revealing deep-seated prejudice.
Alexander knew this.
Before coming to the café, Alexander had spoken privately with Jasmine, mainly to discuss how she should respond if Seraphine called her. He had also asked what she and Celeste had talked about.
From this, he knew precisely how Celeste must have felt after that call.
Because he understood Celeste's personality!
Talking to Jasmine, she would naturally be meek—she disliked arguments, hated causing trouble, and feared misunderstandings. But… that didn't mean she didn't have her own opinions!
If Celeste had come away with a good impression of Jasmine, that would've been shocking!
Of course, Celeste wasn't the type to badmouth others or stir up drama behind their backs.
She was just under a misunderstanding!
The last time she met Alexander, she hadn't paid much attention to what he wore or what watch he had—those weren't the point. He was selling her a song; that was the focus!
But this time, Celeste had initiated the meeting. Her mindset had completely changed!
She believed Alexander was brilliant—someone who could set the internet on fire with a single song in just one day. To outsiders, it might be just awe and envy, but to Celeste, who had pursued music for years and longed for success, she knew exactly how unbelievable this was.
Her amazement wasn't something an outsider could grasp.
Celeste Lark was exactly the kind of girl who could be captivated by a man's musical genius!
Of course, she had only known Alexander for a day—She hadn't fallen in love with him. And she wasn't the type to meddle in others' relationships either!
Currently, it's all just a misunderstanding, paired with genuine admiration and pity for Alexander.
This situation was, in a way, an "accident."
Because Jasmine receiving Celeste's call had been unplanned!
Alexander's original strategy didn't involve this. He had intended to make Celeste fall for him through his talent alone.
But since the "accident" had happened, he decided to adapt—using it to his advantage.
That's why he had deliberately checked his watch earlier, made sure to hold his car keys visibly…
"Look at Your Soul. My Cure.' performance—you've gone viral, do you realize that?" Celeste pulled out her phone, showing Alexander the music charts. "Big companies will want to sign you. You could become a star…"
"Let's not talk about that." Alexander shook his head with a smile. "I won't be debuting."
"Why? You released a song… Don't you want to be a singer? Don't you want to make money?" Celeste asked immediately, unable to comprehend his stance.
"Some things… aren't as simple as what you imagine." Alexander's voice softened slightly, smiling without explaining further.
"Huh! You… Does that old woman have some kind of leverage in her hands over you?" Celeste's eyes widened as she asked. It wasn't that her imagination was wild—it was just that too many things didn't add up. This was the only logical explanation she could think of!
Psychologically speaking, first impressions were crucial, and Celeste's first impression of Jasmine had been terrible!
Once someone viewed another person as bad, they tended to interpret everything about them negatively.
"Senior, is she blackmailing you?" Celeste pressed.
"No, really not. Can we not talk about this?"
"Senior, don't change the subject! You're a man! You can stand on your own!"
"It's really not what you think."
"Senior, stop forcing a smile! Acting relaxed, always grinning—I understand you!"
As she said this, Celeste's own expression twisted slightly. Because she truly understood what it meant to "force a smile and pretend to be relaxed"—seeming cheerful and carefree on the outside while hiding inner pain no one else could see.
She had lived that way herself.
"Let's talk about music. You wanted to buy a song?" Alexander ignored her tangent, forcefully steering the conversation back.
"Yes! The song! Oh, about yesterday… I need to apologize. You weren't messing with me—I was wrong. That song was worth the price.....and more!" Celeste's focus shifted back.
For the next ten-plus minutes, Celeste enthusiastically discussed music with Alexander, frequently praising him and his song. Though her compliments were sincere, there was also a deliberate undertone.
She wanted to put Alexander at ease. She was here begging him to sell her a song, terrified he might hold yesterday's incident against her.
Celeste desperately wanted to sing a hit song—it had been her musical dream for years!
She even vented to Alexander during their conversation, sharing how difficult her journey had been, how many setbacks she'd faced, how many songs she'd released only to be ignored by the public…
"…Senior, will you write me a song?" By the end, she was staring at Alexander with pitiful, pleading eyes.
It was an extremely lethal expression because she was too beautiful.
"30 grand." Alexander smiled and quoted his price.
"Deal! I'll pay!" Celeste agreed instantly.
"And… 50% of the song's net profits," Alexander added, not just asking for a lion's share, but a delusional one. Even the world's top lyricists and composers wouldn't dare demand such terms.
"Fine! No problem." Celeste agreed again without hesitation.
She wanted to be a singer, but not for money. She didn't care how much a song could earn; she just wanted one viral hit!
"Then it's settled. Paper and pen…" Alexander gestured.
Celeste quickly pulled out a notebook and pen, handing them over with a beaming smile.
Alexander flipped to a blank page, about to write—then paused. He looked up and asked with a smile:
"What kind of song do you want?"
"Huh?" Celeste blinked, then frowned in confusion. "I can choose? How many finished songs do you have?"
"Just pick. I'll write it for you now. It'll be quick." Alexander grinned.
"Write it now?! Quick?!" Celeste was stunned. She was willing to pay $ 30,000 and give up 50% of the profits—of course, she expected quality. Even if it couldn't match 'Your Soul, My Cure', it at least had to be moderately successful.
But Alexander was letting her choose the genre? And writing it on the spot?! Fast?!
"Senior… don't brush me off. Are you still angry?" She pressed her lips together, pouting cutely at him.
"I'm not brushing you off. I'm serious. And the song I write will go viral." Alexander smiled.
Celeste's face clearly showed she thought he was just humoring her. She didn't believe him.
"If it doesn't, I'll refund you. How's that?" Alexander asked with a smile.
Today! He was going to make Celeste redefine what true genius looked like!
"Then..." She looked half-convinced and half-doubting. Seeing Alexander's attitude, she couldn't really say much.
However, she privately wondered if his confidence had been inflated by the overnight success of the first song. But she wouldn't voice that thought.
"Then... make it a love song," Celeste said after some thought.
"What style?" Alexander asked further.
"Style... lyrical... but with a faster chorus..." Celeste spoke slowly, dragging out her words before adding, "Preferably with a bit of a punk vibe."
Alexander raised an eyebrow slightly, smiling and nodding with an expression that conveyed, "No problem."
A love-themed lyrical song infused with punk elements—especially in the crucial chorus—might seem contradictory, but it wasn't at all.
Many songs started with a soft, melodic rhythm before suddenly exploding into an energetic chorus.
This contrast could amplify the impact of the chorus.
But... it was also tough to write!
Of course, for Alexander, this wasn't an issue at all.
He had a whole arsenal of songs guaranteed to go viral in a day. There were only so many song types, and love was the most prominent theme in music.
So... he had something ready!
"Did I ask for... too much?" Celeste suddenly backtracked. The more confident Alexander seemed, the less certain she felt. "Or... just make it about love, and you can write whatever you want..."
"Then I'll write it." Alexander didn't say anything more and immediately started scribbling in the notebook.
Again—without a single pause!
Alexander wrote at an incredible speed, as if he didn't even need to think. Celeste watched, growing increasingly convinced he was just pulling out a pre-written song to fob her off. But something felt off—after all, he had only just asked her today what kind of song she wanted.
About ten minutes later, Alexander finished the lyrics.
In less than another ten minutes, he completed the score.
Then came the mixing—Alexander annotated the instruments, harmonies, and even specific vocal techniques for different sections. He knew Celeste's vocal range and singing habits, so his notes were tailored precisely for her.
Once Alexander finished, Celeste could take the notebook and directly record a demo without needing any further guidance or corrections.
The entire process took just half an hour.
Alexander handed the notebook back to Celeste with a smile. "Take a look."
Celeste accepted it and lowered her head to read.
"A Song for Me..." She murmured the title—the song was literally called A Song for Me.
It started as a very light, fresh tune, then suddenly exploded into an energetic chorus—a love song that would leave a remarkable impression...
Since it was just text, Celeste couldn't fully grasp how the song would sound.
But purely from the lyrics, it was exceptionally well-written!
"Thank you!" After finishing, Celeste didn't comment on the song's quality—she just thanked him.
"I sold it to you. Not a gift. No need for thanks." Alexander smiled.
That seemed to remind Celeste of something.
"Oh, right!" She pulled out her phone. "Senior, what's your bank account number? I'll transfer the money first. As for the profit-sharing contract, we can schedule another time. I won't go back on my word..."
"Scan this." Alexander opened his payment QR code, placed his phone flat on the table, and pushed it toward her.
Alexander knew that Celeste kept hundreds of thousands of dollars as spare change from her mother.
Celeste scanned and paid.
30 grands transferred!
"Alright, that's it for today. I have other things to do..." Alexander pocketed his phone and stood up.
"Okay, Senior... we'll leave it at that." Celeste also stood. Truthfully, she was eager to leave, too—she wanted to rush back and record the song, not wasting a single second. "Let's meet again next time, Senior. I'll treat you to dinner, and we can talk properly..."
"Sure. Later." Without further ado, Alexander adjusted his suit, gave her a smile, and turned to leave.
As he passed Lilly's table, he seemed to glance at her unintentionally—she was fiddling with her phone, sending a message.
She acted as if she hadn't noticed Alexander. Only after he walked past, his back to her, did she turn her head slightly to look, then tapped the send button in her chat window.
Celeste watched Alexander leave.
She sat back down, tidying up her laptop bag and other belongings. Before putting the notebook away, she glanced at it again, pressing her lips together with a slight frown.
She still felt unsure.
Though the song Alexander wrote was good, and its theme and style were only decided today—meaning he might have actually composed it on the spot—Celeste didn't doubt his talent.
But... would it go viral? Could it really succeed? Countless long-established singers, surrounded by professional teams, still faded into obscurity overnight. New songs just didn't catch on. Making a hit was hard. How could Alexander casually write something and expect it to work?
Even so, Celeste would definitely go back and record the song.
She'd already paid—she had to try!
A few minutes later.
On the road, Alexander drove the Lamborghini at a moderate speed.
He kept checking the rearview mirror because a car had been tailing him ever since he left the café. At first, it was just one vehicle. But now, several minutes later, two more had joined in. Three cars were following him.
This didn't surprise Alexander in the least.
Two minutes later.
A fourth tail car finally appeared. The first three were two sedans and a van, while the fourth was a black SUV—it suddenly turned right at an intersection and merged behind the Lamborghini.
Alexander knew exactly what they wanted.
He'd give them their chance—but not yet.
He slammed the accelerator!
The Lamborghini surged forward!
But not too fast—just enough to ensure the four cars could keep up without being able to overtake or block him. Unless they wanted to cause a significant accident, which they clearly didn't.
And so it went.
Another twenty-plus minutes passed.
In the City's East District, at the intersection of Wan Road and Coe Avenue, stood a corporate building over more than a few dozen stories tall. The structure looked dated—built at least ten or fifteen years ago—but its design was ahead of its time, still stylish even now.
The Lamborghini roared toward the building, slowing as it approached. Only when Alexander turned off the main road did the four tailing cars finally move to encircle him—one overtaking to block the front, while the other three sealed the sides and rear.
Alexander braked sharply, bringing the Lamborghini to a stop.
He turned off the engine, pulled out the keys, and stepped out, shutting the door with a flick of his wrist. Adjusting his suit with one hand in his pocket, he remained utterly composed.
Men in black suits poured out of the surrounding vehicles—bodyguards.
Alexander turned his head slightly, his gaze locking onto the "leader"—a brawny, short-haired bodyguard in his thirties. Without even needing to assess their stances, Alexander knew who was in charge.
Sure enough, the man strode straight toward Alexander and said sternly but respectfully, "Apologies, Mr. Ciotta. You're needed for a meeting. Our boss wants to see you." His tone was surprisingly polite.
"Lead the way", Alexander smirked, then tossed the Lamborghini keys to the bodyguard. "Park my car for me!" With that, he brushed past the man and headed straight for the building's main entrance.
The short-haired bodyguard's expression twisted slightly, but he said nothing. After signaling a few others to follow Alexander, he glanced at the keys in his hand, then pulled out his phone and dialed a number.
The call connected quickly.
"Did you intercept him?" A soft, feminine voice came through immediately. Elegant, carrying a hint of laziness, pride, and natural seduction.
"Boss... we got him." The bodyguard's tone was odd.
"What's wrong?" The woman sensed his hesitation. "Is he uncooperative?"
"No, not that." The bodyguard replied hastily, lifting his head to look up at the building's towering sign—Senlan Group.
"Boss... he's downstairs now, drove himself and parked right here... It's like he knew... you'd come for him..." The bodyguard stuttered, not entirely sure himself.
"What?!" Seraphine Arden's voice sharpened in disbelief.




Chapter 17: Meeting Seraphine Arden.

Senlan Tower—the headquarters of NY's Senlan Apparel Group.
Compared to other companies of similar scale, Senlan Apparel's headquarters building isn't imposing. This has a lot to do with the industry—apparel was, at its core, still a traditional trade.
Currently, Senlan Apparel operates over 1,500 stores nationwide, with six factories across the country. In NY, they've even built an entire Senlan Apparel Industrial Park!
In fact, compared to Senlan Group's current market valuation, the appraisal value of its fixed assets is even higher!
This situation isn't uncommon among large-scale listed companies. Stock prices are influenced by corporate profits and overall operational conditions, while the amount of fixed assets is secondary in importance.
Many asset-light investment firms have almost no fixed assets yet boast explosive market valuations—the same logic applies.
Alexander entered Senlan Tower, followed closely by several bodyguards who, although they seemed to be his own, were actually there to keep an eye on him and prevent him from suddenly fleeing.
The Senlan Group employees, of course, recognized these bodyguards as belonging to the Vice Chairwoman, so no one stopped them.
In the elevator, Alexander turned around and stood still. His hands were in his pockets as he glanced at the man behind him.
A bodyguard swiped a card and pressed the button for the 16th floor.
Other floors in the building didn't require card access—this wasn't an office building, and everyone inside belonged to the same company. Only the 16th and 17th floors required special clearance.
The elevator ascended.
Soon, the 16th floor arrived, and the doors opened.
Stepping out, one could immediately sense the uniqueness of this floor. The decor was completely different from the first floor. Logically, a corporate headquarters building should have a unified design, but this place was an exception.
The hallway of the 16th floor was decorated with an artistic flair—modern, stylish, almost gallery-like.
Without needing any guidance, Alexander knew exactly which way to go. The bodyguards trailing him shot him odd looks. As they neared the CEO's office, the bodyguards suddenly quickened their pace, blocking Alexander for a moment. One of them reached the door first and knocked.
"Boss, he's here," the bodyguard announced to the office.
"Come in," a soft, feminine voice responded from inside.
The bodyguard pushed the door open and stepped aside. "Mr. Ciotta, please."
Alexander walked in, and the bodyguard closed the door behind him.
Standing at the entrance, Alexander paused briefly to survey the enormous office.
The space had to be at least 100 square meters, decorated with impeccable taste, befitting its owner, a woman of extraordinary refinement and a self-taught yet prodigiously talented fashion designer.
The office was broadly divided into two sections. The right side, near the door, followed a conventional executive office layout, complete with all the standard furnishings: a polished desk, shelves, and seating.
The left side, however, was lined with mannequins dressed in high fashion, and in the center stood a large worktable covered with fabrics, scissors, measuring tapes, and other tools—essentially an open-plan workspace integrated into the office.
A hybrid workspace, blending artistry and authority.
When Alexander entered, two women were already inside.
One, standing by the wall, dressed in a black suit with a high ponytail, was tall and slender. While not a classic beauty, she carried a striking, almost androgynous charm, and her height was impossible to miss, easily exceeding 189 cm, which was enough to qualify her as a model.
Her name was Saryn Yan, a 28-year-old former special forces operative who had served in peacekeeping missions. Currently, she was Seraphine Arden's personal bodyguard.
Behind the expansive desk sat a woman in a professional suit.
Her posture was relaxed yet commanding. She wore a crisp button-up white shirt tucked neatly into a tailored black jacket, the fabric clinging subtly to her voluptuous form.
The outfit revealed no skin, with the shirt's high collar and the jacket's fitted sleeves accentuating the generous swell of her large breasts and the elegant taper of her thin waist.
A diamond ring adorned her pinky finger. She held a fashion magazine in front of her face, only lowering it five seconds after Alexander entered.
Her dark hair cascaded in soft waves past her shoulders, framing a face marked by pink, glossy lips that curved naturally.
There was a coquettish laziness in her gaze, as if she were indulging in a private amusement, as if all of her was made to seduce and rile the desire of men.
Tilting her head slightly, she smiled at him. "Mr. Ciotta, I've heard so much about you."
At first glance, she appeared no older than 28 or 29, with strikingly fair skin, but her actual age was 41.
She resembled those "ageless" eastern actresses on screen, exuding an almost girlish aura—until she spoke.
Her voice was unbelievably soft—sweet yet tinged with a magnetic huskiness, delivered in a cadence that felt soothing, comforting, like the voice of a gentle older sister. Dripping with warmth.
The type of voice any male would want to listen to, in every situation.
The former No. 1 Beauty of New York—Seraphine Arden!
At the peak of her beauty, Alexander would have given her a perfect 10.
Back then, she was flawlessly stunning. Alexander had seen her old photos and even footage from her 18th birthday celebration.
However, as Alexander had said, aesthetics are subjective. His "10" was his own standard, not the absolute pinnacle of female beauty.
In his view, once a woman reached Seraphine's level of beauty, it became nearly impossible to rank them further.
Beauty manifests in countless forms. As long as two faces aren't identical, differences exist—but at this level, distinctions blur.
Personal preferences vary: some adore deep-set eyes, others favor oval faces, and some are drawn to doll-like features...
The young Seraphine was a 10.
Now?
When Jasmine had asked Alexander to rate Seraphine's current appearance, he hadn't answered—but that didn't mean he couldn't judge.
By his personal standards, the present Seraphine still scored a 9.
And that was after deducting points because Alexander disliked Seraphine's calculating, guarded nature. Her mask of gentleness also lowered the score.
In other words, to a man who didn't know Seraphine—especially one with a preference for mature women—she might still be a 10. Her energy had shifted from the wild, youthful. Now, more polished, predatory grace.
She exuded different charms at different stages of her life.
"Madam Arden, is this really the polite way to invite someone over?" Alexander asked with a faint smile.
"Mr. Ciotta, regardless of your motives..." Seraphine smiled back, adjusting her gold-rimmed glasses out of habit. "Isn't the impoliteness on your side?"
"Oh? What impolite thing have I done?" Alexander grinned, playing dumb.
Seraphine maintained her smile, leaning back in her chair and studying Alexander with a gaze that was both feminine and disarmingly gentle. She gestured to her bodyguard. "Leave us."
Without a word, Saryn stood and walked out.
Once the door closed, Seraphine motioned to Alexander, her voice soft and sweet. "Mr. Ciotta, have a seat." She gestured to the sofa opposite her.
Her demeanor remained impeccably pleasant, which was precisely what made her so terrifying.
After life's twists and turns, this woman seemed to have gained a profound understanding of life.
Compared to Jasmine—who was direct, whose anger was visibly apparent—Seraphine never let her emotions surface. She could speak to anyone without a trace of irritation, then turn around and ruin them without blinking.
Alexander knew her well.
That's why he understood: when first meeting Seraphine, never trust a word she says. Don't believe her attitude, her smiles. The more beautiful a woman, the better she lies—and Seraphine was the prime example.
Alexander walked over and sat on the sofa, crossing his legs and turning to look at Seraphine.
"Let's hear it," Seraphine said with a smile, gesturing lightly. "Mr. Ciotta... what's your purpose in deliberately approaching my daughter? It can't just be about money, can it? Does Ms. Jasmine Doran know about this?"
"Mhm....Madam Arden," Alexander smiled and asked, "You care this much about a surrogate-born daughter?"
Seraphine's smile froze instantly.
Though it lasted only a fraction of a second before relaxing, Alexander still caught it.
She blinked, studying Alexander, then averted her gaze. After habitually adjusting her glasses once more, she crossed her arms under her bust.
She scrutinized him, yet her face still wore that alluring, practiced smile.
To her, this matter was a secret, but an inconsequential one. So many years had passed, the events of that time long settled, and nearly all who knew the truth were dead. She didn't particularly care if it became public now—it no longer mattered.
What puzzled her was how did Alexander know?
Her gaze remained locked on him for a solid ten seconds.
"How did you find out?" Seraphine asked directly, her voice soft and lilting, a faint, amused lilt threading through it.
"Does it matter?" Alexander teased with an easygoing smile.
Seraphine examined him again. At this point, it honestly didn't matter how he knew, but she despised not being able to piece things together.
This was something known by only a handful of people twenty years ago. Even within the Arden family, no one, except her, was aware of it. So, how did Alexander know?
Alexander was only 22, wasn't he?
Of course, Alexander wouldn't tell Seraphine that he'd heard it from her own lips, across countless loops.
In the Endless Sundays, where he had investigated her past in exhaustive detail… and shared her bed.
Back then—
At 21, Seraphine had been forced into an arranged marriage. At the same time, her family's business teetered on the brink of collapse, needing the alliance to survive.
At the time, she had been like the kind-hearted heroine of a drama—pushed to her limits, resisting in every way possible...Yet the closest people to her turned on her. 

Even her “future” husband was clearly only after her for her looks, using her family’s situation to apply more pressure on her.

It kept piling……..until she finally snapped. Something in her changed. Mentally.
That was when she learned a truth: a woman's beauty could bring endless trouble. The saying "Beauty is a curse" existed because, while men were at fault, the trigger was often the woman herself.
But—this was also a woman's advantage.
So she devised a plan—a trap.
Seraphine struck a deal with her father: she would agree to the marriage only if he promised never to ask anything of her after she bore a child.
This was currently just a rumor in New York, but Alexander knew the agreement was real.
It was the first step in Seraphine's scheme.
She then married Sean Lark, but he never managed to lay a hand on an inch of her skin.
Seraphine slept with a knife under her pillow, and the two lived in separate rooms in their lavish newlywed villa.
Once, he tried sneaking into her room in the middle of the night, only to flee when he saw the blade.
Though that situation didn't last long.
From the very first day of their marriage, both the Lark and Arden families began pressuring them to have a child.
Sean, desperate and humiliated, nearly went mad but couldn't break Seraphine's resolve.
He even worshiped her like a goddess, terrified of crossing her. There was a term for men like him—simp.
He was utterly devoted to her, too afraid to provoke her...
Back then, Seraphine had been a perfect 10, a goddess at her peak. A single smile could melt a man's bones—and after her transformation, she weaponized this power.
With both families breathing down their necks and Sean humiliated by his inability to "tame" his wife, the two finally sat down for a serious talk.
Seraphine, strategically, softened her stance, even "breaking down" in tears by the end.
According to what she had confessed to Alexander during the cycles—
She told Sean she wasn't ready, that the pressure was overwhelming. She claimed she feared what pregnancy would do to her—it would make her fat, leave stretch marks, and ruin her beauty.
Finally, at the perfect moment, she pulled out a pre-prepared depression diagnosis, saying she had suicidal thoughts...
A peerless beauty weeping like a pear blossom in the rain—devastating to any man.
In that conversation, the new Seraphine leveraged her allure to perfection. She begged him to give her more time...
Sean caved. His heart ached for her. He agreed.
But this created a new problem—how to handle the family's demands for a child?
Seraphine suggested they secretly use a surrogate, have the child first, and deal with the rest later. She crafted an illusion that if Sean just gave her time, she would eventually accept him.
She just needed that time...
All so that he would cling to hope.
The love struck Sean, eager to play the "good guy," saw surrogacy as the perfect solution. It would placate their families and save his pride. So he agreed.
Soon after, the couple went abroad under the cover of their honeymoon, where they arranged for IVF surrogacy.
Two months later, they returned, and news spread that Seraphine was pregnant.
She played the part flawlessly, wearing padded clothing and faking a baby bump. Two months after that, citing severe morning sickness, she left her husband's household for another city to "recuperate."
Sean, of course, followed her everywhere.
Though legally her husband, under Seraphine's manipulation, he became little more than a glorified servant—a devoted simp, blissfully hopeful for their future.
Less than six months later, Celeste was born.
Her birth was deliberately scheduled two weeks early to prevent either family from gathering at the hospital and risking exposure. The surrogate delivered the child, and Seraphine and Sean, still "away," called their families to announce the "premature" arrival of their healthy baby daughter...
Sean had cooperated wholeheartedly with Seraphine's scheme.
The surrogacy went off without a hitch. He truly believed that after all his sacrifices—and now that Seraphine was a mother, even if not by birth—she would finally accept him. That motherhood would soften her, make her love him.
What he never expected—
Seraphine would immediately turn on him.
Publicly. Brutally
She announced their separation, telling him to get lost!
Furious, Sean threatened to expose the surrogacy. Seraphine didn't care—the humiliation would fall on him, the fool who'd been played and never even touched his own wife.
Alexander knew every detail of the surrogacy because Seraphine had confessed it all to him during the loops. Most often, while they shared a bed.
"It's strange you'd know this. Sean is already dead..." Seraphine murmured with a soft laugh, her face betraying just a hint of puzzlement—an expression she could make inexplicably alluring.
"But it's fine." She paused, then smiled at Alexander. "Mr. Ciotta, if you want to tell others, go ahead. I don't mind. Let's... talk about Celeste instead!"
She straightened slightly, leaning forward with her elbow on the desk, her cheek resting lightly against her hand—a relaxed, almost lazy posture as she tilted her head.
"I must warn you—whether my daughter was born from my body or not, she is mine. My blood flows in her veins. So if you have any... improper thoughts toward her, I advise you... Don't."
She was still smiling. Like Alexander, she possessed an unshakable calm.
No matter the situation, no matter the question or words exchanged, she could always smile.
"Madam Arden loves her daughter very much," Alexander remarked.
"Of course. She's my child," Seraphine replied lightly.
"Is that why you bribed her friends? Planted people around her? Megan Carver, Qiana... you even bought off her best friends. Not to mention the rotating shifts of bodyguards tailing her daily." Alexander met her gaze evenly, his smile unwavering. "Tell me—if she discovers all this, will she feel… loved?"
Seraphine's smile narrowed. Her eyes, too, for a fleeting second.
"Wow. Mr. Ciotta, you do know a lot." Her smile remained tender. "So... is this a threat?"
"I just want you to understand." Alexander kept smiling. "I knew you'd notice me getting close to your daughter. But the focus isn't on her, but on you. It's.......you that I have thoughts about."
The office fell silent.
The silence lasted a full ten seconds.
Seraphine wore a smile on her face, narrowing her eyes as she looked at Alexander.
Alexander had said he had "thoughts" about her—words that had clearly crossed a line.
Yet, this man showed no change in expression, meeting her gaze head-on without backing down, without so much as a single flicker of emotion.
"Young people these days really are much too bold," Seraphine remarked softly with a smile, lifting a hand to lightly tuck a strand of hair behind her ear before continuing, "Mr Ciotta, I wonder… what exactly are these 'thoughts' you have about me?"
"Complicated," Alexander replied, maintaining his smile as he held her gaze. "Though it may seem presumptuous, you are a woman with a heavy guard, especially against men. So, I had no choice but to use this method to make you take the initiative to meet me."
"Complicated thoughts?" Her smile was gentle and alluring. Her soft lips parting briefly, drawing the gaze of any to them. "Mr Ciotta, does Jasmine Doran know about this? Does she know… You have 'thoughts' about me?"
"Of course," Alexander smiled.
"She knows?" She pressed for confirmation. Tilting her head slightly in surprise.
"Yes, she knows," Alexander nodded.
Her smile turned slightly more nuanced. When Alexander first said he had "thoughts" about her, she had simply thought him audacious—a young man with some capability but an overreaching boldness that dared to entertain any idea.
But then, she realized something.
She became aware that Alexander had deliberately phrased his words ambiguously—intentionally provoking her! If she were to reprimand him for it, he would surely twist his words to justify himself, leaving her the one feeling awkward.
"Is your relationship with Jasmine Doran fake?" She raised another question.
"How could it be fake?" He kept smiling, pausing briefly before adding, "Though we haven't slept together yet… I've already met Morris Doran."
Seraphine's smile shifted again, this time as she pondered whether Alexander was telling the truth.
Truthfully, her understanding of Alexander wasn't extensive.
Before today, her knowledge of him had been limited to the rumors circulating in NY's business circles.
Yesterday, she had received a report from her subordinates: her daughter had met with a senior student who offered to sell her a song for thirty grand, which her daughter declined.
It was just a minor episode in her daughter's daily life, and she hadn't given it much thought.
Then, at noon today, one of her informants, Megan Carver, suddenly reported that Celeste seemed emotionally unstable, as if deeply affected by something.
Her reaction to a certain viral song was strange, almost as if she had been personally slighted. There was concern that Celeste might spiral out of control…
This drew Seraphine Arden's attention to the explosively popular song "Your Soul. My Cute." And she knew—the song Alexander had tried to sell her daughter yesterday was that very one.
The bodyguards surveilling the café had mentioned it in their report…
Seraphine even had someone trace the IP address from which the song was uploaded to one of the sites…
After confirming that the senior student her daughter met—Alexander—was indeed Jasmine Doran's boyfriend, she ordered a thorough investigation. Yet, little substantial private information about Alexander was uncovered.
The only thing she could be certain of now was that Alexander had deliberately approached her daughter, intentionally manipulated her naive girl, with unclear intentions. But undoubtedly not just a harmless bystander.
And now… she could also confirm that Alexander was targeting her.
"Did Morris Doran not warn you? Tell you to stay away from Jasmine Doran?" She finally asked with a smile.
"No, we had a pleasant conversation," Alexander replied smoothly.
"You're something else, young man…"  Her tone didn't sound like genuine praise, nor was it mockery.
She still couldn't determine whether Alexander was telling the truth, so she dropped the subject.
"Let's talk about me instead," Tilting her head slightly, her hand casually brushing her cheek. "What exactly are these 'thoughts' you have about me? Now that we've met face to face, don't you plan to say it?"
"Do you know James Sutherland?" Alexander asked first.
"How could I not?" She met his gaze, her own turning sharp, though her tone remained soft and comforting. "Speak plainly."
"He wants to kill me," Alexander stated.
"This…" Seraphine's expression flickered strangely before she sweetly laughed. "Mr Ciotta, what does that have to do with me?"
"So, I will definitely kill him," Alexander smiled, as if discussing the weather.
"Wow! Then good luck with that," Seraphine giggled encouragingly, her tone like that of a sweet-voiced idol cheering on an obsessive fan…
She didn't care about the feud between Alexander and James. Of course, she didn't believe Alexander could kill James either—but she wouldn't say that. It simply wasn't her concern.
"So, I wanted to remind you, Madam Arden—you should withdraw your investment from Titan Ridge Fund early to avoid getting caught in the crossfire," Alexander said, smiling as he watched her. "Someone as beautiful as you, at the peak of your life… wouldn't it be a shame to end up in prison?"
Seraphine's brows furrowed faintly as she stared at him.
"Of course! If you're willing to pay a certain price—after all, you are so beautiful—as long as you're willing, I'm sure someone would be happy to save you when the time comes!" Alexander added with a laugh, light, almost playful.
"You… what are you talking about?" She spoke again, her tone amused yet utterly confused. "Alexander, don't you think you're being absurd? What's wrong with Titan Ridge Fund? Your issues with the Doran family and James Sutherland… what does any of that have to do with me?"
"It's not just Titan Ridge Fund. There's also Atlas Trading, which you've invested in—I suspect it's about to face trouble too!" Alexander continued.
Seraphine kept smiling, tilting her head slightly as she blinked at him.
Her expression was one of pure bewilderment, as if she couldn't comprehend what Alexander was saying or why he was saying it.
She obviously knew about "Titan Ridge Fund" and "Atlas Trading." These were investments Seraphine had made in the past five years, independent of Senlan Group.
Titan Ridge Fund was an investment venture co-founded by several partners, with one of them being her.
Atlas Trading was an import-export business established with capital from Seraphine and another major tycoon.
Though it was her personal venture, it had business ties with Senlan Group, particularly in apparel exports.
Notably, under her leadership, Titan Ridge Fund provided venture capital to Atlas Trading.
This was how large-scale business worked—everything became interconnected.
Usually, even a minor shareholder in a major corporation would simultaneously hold stakes in dozens of other companies—as a shareholder, director, legal representative, or de facto controller…
Some ventures were related to their primary industry; others were entirely separate.
But Seraphine Arden was even more unique.
She was a woman of exceptional social finesse, leveraging her advantages to the fullest over the years. Balancing power, cultivating networks, and building Senlan into a force while advancing her own influence.
Many tycoons, upon becoming part of her connections, also became her backup admirers—orbiters. Both professionally and personally, licking at her heels while dreaming of more.
"So?" She asked after a pause, unable to follow Alexander's logic. "You mention those two—both will fall, and I along with them? I don't understand why you're suddenly spinning this doomsday story to me, but let me ask… what does any of this have to do with you?"
It was utterly baffling.
Seraphine neither believed Alexander's words (finding them baseless fearmongering) nor could she grasp why he was saying this. How was any of this his business? Why was he bringing it up?
"It has a lot," Alexander smiled, his tone as sweet as sugar. Obviously fake for anyone hearing it.
"How?" She asked, amused.
"Because both companies are about to have problems…" Alexander paused, then grinned. "Because I'm the one causing them!"
Her eyes abruptly narrowed—yet her smile slowly widened. She stared at him, her voice dripping with a soft, dangerous lilt as she asked:
"Mr Ciotta… you're trying to mess with me?"




Chapter 18: Let's drink.

Dangerous glints flickered in Seraphine's eyes, though her smile remained intact.
While she was indeed the type of woman who could bury all her thoughts deep within—terrifyingly shrewd, capable of perfectly masking joy or displeasure—as evidenced by how she'd shown no reaction to Alexander's repeated provocations...
When faced with direct threats, she saw no need to conceal her emotions.
After all, whether she hid them or not, the other party threatening her would have already shown its intention.
Seraphine clearly sensed Alexander was threatening her!
Targeting her businesses!
Even suggesting he might send her to prison!
"Not at all." Alexander denied, his tone still light and his smile unperturbed. "Madam Arden, my target isn't you—it's James Sutherland. You'd just be... collateral damage at worst! Though I believe with your connections and skills, you could extricate yourself—provided you're willing to pay the price!"
"Why keep bringing up James?" Seraphine still couldn't follow Alexander's logic, frowning. "Whatever's between you and James... shouldn't involve me. How does this... concern me?"
Seraphine genuinely couldn't comprehend it.
Forget whether Alexander even had the capability to oppose James.
Even assuming he did—
Under that premise, Seraphine still couldn't imagine how this connected to her.
She had zero ties to James.
Had never even met him!
As a major conglomerate rooted in everyday apparel, Senlan Group maintained close relationships with local officials. At the same time, it rarely intersected with powerful families!
Traditional industries held little appeal for major families—profit margins were slow, requiring years of accumulation and gradual development.
Those families preferred dabbling in real estate, finance, or booming sectors like automotive, smartphones, or internet services, where fortunes could be made overnight.
Therefore—
Not only did Seraphine have no direct ties to James, but there weren't even indirect connections!
At most, she'd heard some rumors about James as the Sutherland family's young heir!
"The major shareholder of Titan Ridge Fund. You know him, yes?" Alexander abruptly asked.
"Of course. Henry. Old H and I go back over a decade," Seraphine replied, watching Alexander.
"Then you should know they're also the second-largest shareholder of Northview Fund," Alexander smiled.
"...And?" Seraphine paused before asking.
"Northview Fund's largest shareholder is Julian Demarcus," Alexander continued.
"Mhm. Then what?" Her voice was calm, but her patience was thinning.
"Need I explain who Julian Demarcus is?" Alexander chuckled.
"Julian Demarcus..." She mused before realization dawned. "His sister is married to Adam Sutherland... making him James's uncle by marriage. So what? How does this concern me?"
Adam Sutherland—nicknamed "Third Master Sutherland"—aged forty-nine, was a core figure of the Sutherland family's second generation. The third son of the family patriarch, and James's uncle!
In financial circles, he was legendary. The funds under his control—excluding smaller ventures—totaled over $ 50 billion across major portfolios alone.
"Northview Fund's true controller is Adam. His brother-in-law Julian is merely his proxy—or should I say, his protective glove," Alexander explained with a smile.
Seraphine's eyebrows rose. These details were beyond her purview, but knowing Julian's role as a Sutherland affiliate, Alexander's claim held merit.
Given Northview Fund's massive scale and investments in Sutherland enterprises, the idea that he was the actual controller was absurd. Without the family's backing, he'd never have achieved this!
"Fine! Suppose you're right—what then?" Seraphine demanded, patience thinning. Her smile remained habitual, but her frown deepened.
"Your Old H and Julian share close personal ties. Wouldn't that suggest... equally strong relations between Henry and the Sutherlands?" Alexander countered.
Seraphine didn't answer. She knew the connections ran deeper than "strong"—Henry collaborated directly with the family!
As Northview's second-largest shareholder, he likely negotiated major moves with Adam Sutherland himself, wielding more influence than the nominal proxy Julian Demarcus!
"Mr Ciotta, could you speak plainly? You're losing me," Seraphine chided, her arched brows and a faint pout flickering across her lips unconsciously exuding charm—a reflexive habit.
"If Henry suddenly faced... complications—financial irregularities, fund mismanagement, illegal fundraising—do you think Titan Ridge Fund, which you co-founded with him, would remain unaffected?" Alexander pressed.
"...Of course not," Seraphine admitted after a beat, seeing no point in denial.
Few funds operated cleanly. Gray-area maneuvers meant that any exposure would detonate catastrophically, although such exposure rarely occurred unless it was self-inflicted.
Those who played this game had untouchable backing; without it, they'd never enter the arena.
Northview Fund undoubtedly had skeletons—Seraphine needed no proof.
Similarly, Titan Ridge Fund had issues she knew intimately. This was precisely why she'd partnered with others instead of going solo—distributing interests and risks. Each partner brought connections and fall guys in case disaster struck.
Henry was one of those pillars.
In terms of connections, Seraphine acknowledged his superiority.
"If Old H falls... no one escapes unscathed. Titan Ridge Fund could indeed implicate me," Seraphine conceded frankly, then pivoted with a smile: "But! Alexander! What could possibly topple Henry? Do you even grasp his background? I wouldn't partner with him if he lacked ironclad protection!"
Her tone radiated absolute confidence. Feeling she was being threatened, she needed to assert her invulnerability.
"Oh, Henry's protection is ironclad! Impenetrable!" Alexander's smile widened. "The Sutherlands would pay any price to keep him out of prison—their ties run deeper than you imagine. The secrets he's buried for them in fund operations... countless, and utterly unmentionable! Grave-worthy!"
"Then, knowing all that, how can you claim Titan Ridge Fund—or I—would fall?" Seraphine's own smile broadened, her eyes cool and questioning.
"Because Henry will inevitably fall," Alexander stated simply.
Seraphine froze. It took her a moment to process his implication.
"You're saying..." She braced against the desk, rising slowly while maintaining eye contact. "The Sutherlands... the Sutherland family will collapse?"
"Yes." Alexander smiled, then delivered the final blow:
"And I’m the one bringing them down!"
Alexander made no attempt to conceal his intentions from Seraphine, because he understood her personality perfectly!
Every word was tailored to her character!
Jasmine shared striking similarities with Seraphine in temperament, which was partly why Jasmine regarded Seraphine as a "role model."
Both refused to submit to fate and fought back! Seraphine had already succeeded in her rebellion!
Their difference lay in approach: Jasmine was domineering and confrontational, bulldozing through opposition. Not even the Doran family patriarch could make her yield. To her, "No" meant "no," with absolute finality. She tolerated no nonsense, unwavering in her defiance!
Seraphine, however, represented the opposite extreme—Not submissive, not self-sacrificing—but calculating.
She would feign agreement, play the amiable ally, maintain surface cordiality while laying traps, then strike lethally from the shadows!
Seraphine had seized control of her life.
Her current pursuits? More wealth, higher status, and absolute dominion over her fate and future.
And she loathed the unknown, the mysteries!
Jasmine, by contrast, as curious as she could be, didn't care how many secrets he carried or kept, unless they threatened her, sparing herself relentless interrogation.
This mindset made her rebellion against fate comparatively lighter.
Not Seraphine.
Even if assured Alexander meant no harm to her, any unexplained matter—especially involving herself—would trigger intense wariness.
She'd investigate obsessively, craving total clarity, her guard perpetually raised!
Those who are too calculating inevitably exhaust themselves, burdened by overanalysis.
Seraphine was such a person.
Much stemmed from psychological scars left when her life once spiraled out of control—She wasn't as brazenly fearless as Jasmine's.
Yet, both women shared another trait: an admiration for the strong and capable.
"The Sutherlands? You? Take them down?" Seraphine, standing up right, giggled, her expression twisting with incredulity. This defied all comprehension.
Alexander! He was merely... the boyfriend of the Doran family's eldest granddaughter! Not even a formal family member! A man with no background, whose sole distinction was an influential girlfriend!
This was Seraphine's assessment.
Though she suspected Alexander must possess exceptional—perhaps extraordinary—abilities to have captivated Jasmine, modern society imposed limits. 
No matter how exceptional an individual might be, there were limits. Connections and pedigree dictated success!
Therefore—
Alexander? Destroying the Sutherlands?
Reeked of delusional grandiosity.
What justified such confidence?
This transcended mere arrogance, venturing into outright lunacy.
"Jasmine admires you greatly, Madam Arden," Alexander said with a calm smile. "She respects your character and emulates your methods. To her, you're a mentor worth learning from."
Abruptly shifting tones, he added, "Which is why I felt compelled to warn you—to spare Jasmine future regret."
A flimsy pretext.
The reason mattered less than invoking Jasmine's name.
Seraphine nearly ended this absurd conversation.
Yet Alexander's words reminded her: he'd claimed earlier Jasmine knew everything.
Though she now doubted his every utterance, his logic held—if the Sutherlands collapsed, Henry's downfall would indeed drag her under!
"Mr Ciotta, might I have a moment?" Seraphine requested sweetly.
Alexander gestured casually for her to go ahead.
Seating herself, Seraphine scrolled her contacts until landing on "Jasmine Doran."
Their acquaintance dated to Jasmine's early days in NY—a superficial, cocktail-party connection. Notably, her rapport with Dante Doran followed similar superficial patterns, although she maintained deeper ties with local magnates, such as Frank Delaney.
She dialed.
The call connected quickly.
"Madam Arden." Jasmine's voice held none of its habitual frost—just neutral professionalism.
"Boss Doran, business booming, I hope?" Seraphine greeted cheerfully.
"Business is fine," Jasmine echoed. Her tone without that usual edge.
"Your boyfriend, Alexander, is currently with me. My apologies for summoning him so abruptly," Seraphine continued.
"I know," Jasmine replied. "He mentioned recent interactions with your daughter. My apologies... Alexander operates by his own rules.  I can’t really intervene.”
Seraphine's brow arched. Jasmine couldn't control Alexander?
Was that an act?
Earlier, she'd suspected Alexander of manipulative hyperbole. Now, she wondered if this was a coordinated scheme—until she reconsidered.
She genuinely admired Jasmine's unshackled defiance. Her temperament, her iron will. She felt Jasmine lived more freely than she did.
Their mutual, if limited, respect made such deception implausible.
"I see..." Seraphine mused, eyeing Alexander before continuing, "Your boyfriend just claimed he'll destroy the Sutherlands. Are you... aware of this?"
"Yes," Jasmine stated flatly.
Seraphine's expression fractured. Jasmine knew! More startling was her eerie calm—no surprise, no elaboration, just detached acknowledgment.
"You know? Then... your family... or..." Seraphine floundered, bewildered. She didn’t even know how to frame the question. It was too bizarre.
"Details are best discussed with Alexander," Jasmine interjected. "Truthfully... I'm not fully briefed. Certain arrangements were negotiated privately between him and my father. Neither shares complete intelligence with me..."
These statements weren't scripted by Alexander—he'd provided key points, encouraging honesty over fabrication.
Jasmine complied.
Because Alexander had revealed his endgame: Approaching Seraphine was with the goal of recruiting her. As a pivotal weapon against James Sutherland and his family!
An outcome Jasmine fervently desired!
She'd welcome any formidable ally aiding Alexander—and by extension, herself!
Hearing this, Seraphine's composure shattered.
Alexander had bypassed Jasmine to collaborate directly with the Dorans?!
On what basis?
What qualifications?
What capability?
Weren't the Dorans and Sutherland sallied?
Though Jasmine's explanation remained vague, Seraphine grasped the implications: not only did Jasmine lack control over Alexander, she was partially kept in the dark! Alexander had progressed to confidentially strategizing with Morris Doran!
"Understood. We'll continue our discussion. My apologies for disturbing you, Boss Doran." Seraphine's voice retained its melodic lilt even as her face betrayed turmoil.
Hanging up, she turned to Alexander with a radiant smile.
"Mr Ciotta, care for a drink?" Rising, she glided toward the office liquor cabinet.
Her high heels clicking on the floor, her hips swaying gently side to side, drawing the gaze to her round and proud butt, tightly squeezed into her professional skirt.
Every little move carrying impeccable charm and seduction.
She was about to set her own trap.
Alexander knew it well—for when Seraphine served alcohol, her counter-manipulation commenced!




Chapter 19: Drinking together.

Seraphine walked to the liquor cabinet. Her body presenting an image of simplicity, dignity, elegance, and grace.
She didn't wear stockings—she didn't need to. Her legs were perfectly shaped, with skin pale and flawless, glowing softly.
In terms of attire, Seraphine's outfit was remarkably "ordinary"!
Just the typical office wear for professional women. But as the saying goes, it's not the clothes that are ugly, but the person! A beautiful woman could wear a burlap sack and still topple cities and kingdoms!
Visually, Seraphine standing before the liquor cabinet even gave off the impression of a fashion model, exceptionally tall and slender.
Yet, in reality, Seraphine's height was only 170 cm. For a woman, this was certainly not short—But compared to the visual impact she projected when standing, it somehow felt incongruent!
Such was her magic!
Seraphine had a petite frame—narrow shoulders, a swan-like neck, a small face—combined with golden-ratio hourglass-like proportions that created this overall effect.
Though meticulous styling certainly played its part.
"Mr Ciotta, would you prefer... red wine or champagne..." Seraphine opened the liquor cabinet and asked Alexander.
"Red wine, thank you," Alexander replied with a smile, watching Seraphine's profile.
Seraphine selected a bottle of red wine, opened it at the cabinet, then carried two stemmed glasses in one hand to the coffee table. After setting them down, she poured two glasses.
"Enjoy, please," Seraphine said with a picturesque smile, gently sliding one glass within Alexander's easy reach.
Alexander picked up his glass, gave it a slight swirl, observed the blood-gem hue, then smiled back at Seraphine.
Holding her own glass, Seraphine clinked it against Alexander's before sitting opposite him. She crossed her legs elegantly to one side, rotated the glass in her left hand, tilted her head slightly, and took a delicate sip.
Her jade neck was particularly mesmerizing.
Alexander smiled and sipped his wine.
As Seraphine set her glass down, Alexander could clearly see lipstick marks staining its rim.
When a woman reaches a certain threshold of beauty, every gesture exudes boundless charm, producing miraculous effects—softening the hostility of enemies, intoxicating strangers with her poise, and making business partners more accommodating and willing to concede.
Seraphine epitomized this!
This was her infallible tactic!
Her strategy was to be the woman who made hearts soften.
In truth, Seraphine had limited alcohol tolerance, so she never drank much. Just enough daily to enjoy that tipsy sensation where she felt most charming, relaxed, yet never undignified!
Every man she personally poured wine for became her target to ensnare and manipulate!
A slightly intoxicated man would more easily succumb to her dulcet tones and honeyed smiles.
She'd honed this skill!
She understood the male psyche intimately, firmly believing that the unattainable remained most alluring. Thus, countless men became her secret admirers, worshippers, pursuers—willing lapdogs who could never possess her!
Because Seraphine never gave them the chance! Her boundaries were impeccably maintained!
Alexander believed that had Seraphine lived in ancient times, she'd have been one of those legendary beauties who toppled nations and left indelible marks in history!
From the day she "snapped," she'd practiced for twenty years! Her mastery over male psychology had reached perfection, the pinnacle of artistry!
Pity for her... Alexander knew her too well...
"Mr Ciotta," Seraphine's voice flowed like sweet syrup, "Jasmine mentioned you spoke privately with Morris Doran. Would you candidly tell me what was discussed?"
She wanted Alexander's unvarnished truth, completely unguarded.
"Matters concerning James," Alexander smiled.
"James Sutherland?" Seraphine feigned confusion with a delicate frown before smiling bewitchingly. "To my knowledge, the Dorans and Sutherlands once considered marriage alliances. Only Jasmine's fierce resistance prevented those plans from being implemented. Yet in recent years, both families have collaborated extensively across sectors... So, Alexander, just by mentioning James' affairs... the Dorans would... switch sides? Oppose the Sutherlands? The Dorans would suffer tremendous losses, no?"
This was Seraphine's deduction, based on Jasmine's implications and her own probe.
By directly asserting that Alexander had allied with the Dorans, she forced him to either confirm (requiring plausible justification) or expose flaws if lying about such consequential matters!
"I truly struggle to comprehend," Seraphine added with a laugh. "Might you enlighten me, Mr Ciotta?"
Her directness was strategic, crafting an atmosphere where refusal felt cruel, potentially halting the conversation.
What she didn't know: some things Alexander had always intended to reveal; others, she'd never learn!
Alexander smiled silently, then raised his glass toward Seraphine.
She lifted herself.
Both drank.
"Correct. Turning from allies to enemies would indeed cost the Dorans dearly," Alexander set down his glass, smiling at Seraphine. "But if losing the Sutherlands gains them more formidable allies while avoiding entanglement in Sutherland disasters... I'd call that advantageous!"
Seraphine blinked at Alexander.
Her interest was piqued—not just by elite family conflicts worth understanding, but because this involved her! If the Sutherlands truly collapsed from some catastrophe, she'd be caught in the blast.
"Might you elaborate?" Seraphine tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, adopting a posture of attentive focus.
"James killed someone who shouldn't have been touched," Alexander said, then fell silent, as if drifting into momentary reverie before raising his glass again to Seraphine, drinking alone this time.
After they'd each taken another sip, Alexander recounted James' murder of Darren Yorke years prior.
His narrative was circuitous—never direct. He rambled with questions, such as whether Seraphine knew Yorke's father or Sophie Hale, spending excessive passages explaining who Sophie was.
Yet Seraphine found this unremarkable—since their meeting, Alexander had always spoken in such meandering fashion!
She assumed it was his regular communication style.
Thus, it took a full thirty minutes for Alexander to fully clarify the James-Darren situation and make Seraphine grasp its implications!
This was a ticking time bomb! Once Daren's father learned the truth, the Sutherlands would be pushed to the cliff's edge!
Unnoticed during this half-hour conversation, they finished the entire bottle.
Alexander seemed accustomed to drinking while discussing matters, frequently initiating toasts.
Seraphine, not wanting to appear impolite and thoroughly engrossed in his "story," matched him sip for sip!
She noticed Alexander's speech accelerating over time, growing increasingly detailed!
Attributing this to alcohol's influence...So...
She willingly drank with him!
What harm could come from overindulging in an office? She feared no consequence from a few extra drinks.
She felt Alexander was slipping neatly into her rhythm, into her hands.
After all, "in vino veritas"...
"Care for another drink, Mr Ciotta?" Noticing Alexander's empty glass, Seraphine stood even while asking, her heels clicking toward the liquor cabinet.
Now her cheeks bore a faint flush as intoxication began to manifest.
She reached the cabinet, reopened it, her back to Alexander.
At this moment, Alexander rose and soundlessly approached her from behind.
Seraphine stood before the liquor cabinet selecting wine.
Her alcohol tolerance was truly modest, and red wine's delayed effect was potent. She had no intention of mixing drinks—that would only intensify the intoxication—so she stuck with red wine, choosing one with slightly lower alcohol content.
Alexander approached from behind and slightly to her side, one hand in his pocket, also gazing into the wine cabinet.
"Alexander, this 2000 Château Pétrus..." Seraphine had just extracted a bottle of red wine and turned to speak when she abruptly collided with Alexander's chest. Tipsy and unsteady in her high heels, she nearly fell while simultaneously losing grip on the wine bottle.
"Whoa! Careful there!" Alexander swiftly wrapped an arm around her waist, taking a step back as he pulled her entire body against his.
Her curves against his muscles, all while he held her firmly.
"Oh! My apologies, Mr Ciotta. I didn't realize you'd come over..." Seraphine reacted quickly, bracing against Alexander's shoulders to straighten up, though her abrupt movement made her sway slightly.
Her head spun.
"Are you alright?" Alexander steadied her again, grasping her forearm while smiling and raising the wine bottle he held in his other hand. "Would've been a shame to break this."
The wine in his hand was the very one she had nearly lost. In the split second she fumbled, Alexander had snatched it out of the air before it shattered. So quickly, she hadn't even registered it.
Their proximity was intimate.
Seraphine caught whiffs of Alexander's clean, masculine scent—actually just men's body wash, as he'd showered at noon.
Alexander, in turn, inhaled Seraphine's delicate fragrance—she never wore overpowering perfumes.
Of course, the alcoholic aroma was more prominent, clinging to both of them.
"Sorry, I might have... drunk too much too quickly..." Seraphine offered an embarrassed smile, her words tinged by a mild drunken slur. She didn't shake off Alexander's supportive hand—that would seem too deliberate.
Alexander knew this woman fundamentally distrusted men.
Hence, her female bodyguards. Not that male guards were absent—just that only women remained in her prolonged company!
However.
Despite her distrust, Seraphine was as straight as an arrow. In truth, her desires ran far from modest. As the saying goes: "Thirty like cougars, forty like lions."
Though never with a man, she had her hands.
Alexander also knew Seraphine yearned for male companionship.
She simply wouldn't emulate those wealthy matrons who kept toy boys. Seraphine possessed immense personal pride—she'd never debase herself. With age, she'd grown increasingly dismissive of male peers—even billionaire bosses were just lecherous old fools ensnared by her smiles! Younger men fared worse, lacking wealth or capability, not fit to breathe the same air, let alone stand close.
Like Jasmine, she demanded strength in any man she considered!
The difference? Jasmine sought a powerful lifelong partner!
Seraphine? She felt that only a strong man, a man she liked, was qualified to be her lover. Anything more? Partners? Marriage? Unthinkable!
A divorcee with an adult daughter, she held more extreme views than Jasmine—marriage was shackles, a tomb!
Thus, she'd never jeopardize her future for momentary impulses—overthinking personified.
Alexander knew, though, with absolute certainty that Seraphine craved a man.
During his ten thousand years in the loop, he'd conducted experiments. Each time after conquering Seraphine, her nocturnal performances left his back sore just at the memory... His resetting cycle prevented physical conditioning.
More crucially, Alexander knew seducing Seraphine required fulfilling a vital prerequisite—physical contact!
This was essential!
Her lifelong bottom line: no matter how she lured men, she never allowed them to touch her—To do so, in her mind, was to yield ground, to suffer a loss.
Given her status, no man dared cross that line anyway—formal handshakes excluded.
Breaking this boundary —even a simple embrace—would have a profoundly subtle psychological impact on Seraphine.
It was like two lovers before their first night together—formal, restrained, careful. But once they cross that threshold? All pretense crumbles. Anything goes.
While not a perfect analogy, it sufficed.
This was Alexander's experimentally verified conclusion.
Without physical contact, Seraphine would endlessly play mind games, always in control, strictly controlling boundaries—never permitting touch!
But once touched—or embraced—her limits would relax. She'd grow less resistant to limited contact, perhaps even weaponizing it! Until her own desires backfired...
Of course, this required that foundational premise—he must be exceptional!
"Let's call it a night, Madam Arden. You seem tipsy," Alexander suggested, steadying her with one hand while returning the wine with the other—linguistically and physically linking continued discussion to further drinking.
Releasing her arm was for emphasis.
"No, it's fine. I'll drink less. Please continue if you wish," Seraphine intercepted him, all smiles. "Meeting you today delights me, and we've unfinished business..."
She absolutely couldn't let Alexander leave now!
She loathed uncertainty, the unknown. Hated unsolved puzzles! Without full disclosure, she couldn't decide—agony!
This matter concerned her profoundly!
"Really, it's alright," Seraphine insisted, grabbing the corkscrew from the cabinet. Turning, she deliberately swayed—the perfect stumble of intoxication.
Alexander caught her again, this time his hands dangerously close to her hips as he supported her from behind.
He could tell. This time, the misstep was intentional.
Inviting his support while stoking protective instincts.
"My fault, these heels are troublesome..." Seraphine slurred slightly, kicking off both heels to stand barefoot on the floor.
"The floor's dirty and cold," Alexander noted, guiding her toward the sofa when—suddenly—his wine-holding arm hooked behind her neck. At the same time, the other slid under her knees!
In one fluid motion, he swept Seraphine off her feet and into a bridal carry.
The position, forcing her by pure instincts to lean and cling to him.
"Mmph!" Seraphine's head snapped around, eyes widening in utter shock! Decades since she'd experienced such visceral emotional whiplash! Complete mental paralysis!
Alexander dared to carry her like this!
This youngster actually lifted her off her feet!!
Seraphine wasn't stupid—she knew this was deliberate!
Just... She couldn’t believe it. Couldn’t fathom the audacity.
The alcohol's doing?
Alexander remained composed, depositing the stunned woman on the sofa before plucking the corkscrew from her grip. Seating himself opposite, he positioned the wine bottle on the table and began uncorking.
"Still drinking with that tolerance?" He smirked up at her while working the cork.
Seraphine's habitual smile remained frozen in place, eyes wide open, unblinking.
"Mr Ciotta," she demanded through gritted teeth, "you did that on purpose, didn't you?" Her temper flared.




Chapter 20: I know you. Better than you know yourself.
 

Seraphine Arden was a tough person to provoke to anger! 
 
Of course, if someone directly insulted her with extremely harsh words, she would definitely lose her temper—but who would dare insult her to her face?
The last person who did was named Sean Lark, and the result was the Lark family being toyed with until they were broken and scattered, with Sean ultimately driven to suicide!
Usually, Seraphine could remain completely calm no matter what happened. Even if her biggest business competitor stood before her making threats, she could smile and say, "We'll see."
It had truly been too long since she last felt her composure fray like this!
All because Alexander carried her in his arms.
Who would dare?!
Only Alexander would dare!
"What do you mean, on purpose?" Alexander smiled, his tone feigning ignorance.
"Carrying me!" Seraphine narrowed her eyes, meeting Alexander's gaze. "Alexander, do you think there was any need to suddenly pick me up like that? As a man, you should know such behavior is highly ungentlemanly and rude! Are you seriously going to deny you didn't do it on purpose?"
This was Seraphine's other side. Though she always greeted others with a smile, she would never allow anyone to humiliate her! If pushed far enough, she wouldn't hesitate to call her bodyguards!
"I did do it on purpose," Alexander admitted with a slight frown, as if puzzled by her anger. "But! Isn't that what you wanted?"
"I wanted it?!" Seraphine nearly choked on her breath. Alexander's shameless face was truly an eye-opener. Was he going insane from drinking?
"You didn't?" Alexander countered with a smile. "If you didn't, why pretend to be drunk? You are tipsy, yes, but not to the point of actually stumbling, are you? Deliberately acting unsteady? Wanting me to hold you? Even taking off your high heels? I won't deny it—I did carry you on purpose. You can think I was taking advantage of you or whatever else—fine! I admit it! But let me ask you, Madam Arden, can you honestly tell me you weren't acting on purpose just now?"
Seraphine's expression shifted through several shades as Alexander spoke, leaving her momentarily unable to respond.
Because he was right.
Her earlier stumble had been deliberate. Since Alexander had already held her once, she didn't mind letting him do so again—it served her purposes.
Seraphine knew lying would be pointless. Alexander had seen through her.
"If you hadn't deliberately pretended to be weak and unsteady, I probably wouldn't have carried you," Alexander continued, smiling lightly. And he was telling the truth.
That was the reality!
Seraphine had given him the opportunity to be bold!
She truly had no retort.
She stared at Alexander in silence for several seconds before suddenly blooming into a soft, charming smile, her voice sweet as she said, "Never mind, Alexander... It seems we had a misunderstanding. But it's fine—let's just pretend nothing happened. It's unimportant, right? We should get back to discussing the Sutherland family..."
She was trying to move on.
But! Her words couldn't be trusted!
Saying "let's forget it" didn't mean she actually would. If their conversation ended here with their relationship in its current state, she would undoubtedly seek revenge later!
In matters like this, there was no reasoning with her—if she was unhappy, logic didn't apply!
The woman nicknamed "The Black Widow" possessed a capacity for vengeance far beyond imagination!
Alexander had crossed her bottom line!
But from another perspective, now that this boundary had been breached, their future relationship could only take one of two paths.
Either they become enemies (even if maintaining surface civility, Seraphine would regard him as a foe),
Or... they became lovers.
Establishing the latter relationship would be dozens—if not hundreds—of times more complex than the former.
Yet since Alexander dared carry her, he naturally had confidence!
"Madam Arden, honestly, I think..." Alexander spoke calmly while opening the wine, smiling faintly. "You don't need to use your usual tactics for men with me. I admit, you're a ravishing woman, the kind who can intoxicate men. A single smile from you could steal a man's soul. But... I know you too well. I might even understand you better than you understand yourself! So I believe we can just talk normally. After all, I'm not here to make an enemy of you."
Seraphine had already adjusted her expression, burying her thoughts deep.
Hearing Alexander's words, she gave him a deeply perplexed look, her smile turning odd as she said, "Mr Ciotta, to be blunt, I think you're overestimating yourself. You're a man Jasmine Doran fancied, so I'm sure you have your merits. But you dare claim... You know me better than I know myself?"
"Mhm!" Alexander nodded.
"Enlighten me?" Seraphine's smile widened. "What exactly do you know about me?"
"Sean Lark didn't actually kill himself, did he?" Alexander smiled. "Though he did jump off that building voluntarily, he might not have if you hadn't specifically instructed those creditors to chase him onto the rooftop. You understood his personality perfectly—he couldn't endure that kind of humiliation when cornered."
Seraphine's expression shifted slightly.
"You're forty-one this year, though you look like you're in your twenties. Over the years, you've grown close to many men, including billionaire tycoons. But as far as I know, you're still a... virgin, aren't you?"
Alexander chuckled. The term "virgin" was particularly amusing when applied to Seraphine, a woman with a grown daughter.
Seraphine's face darkened further. Alexander's words were beyond offensive.
"That toy you keep in the bottom drawer of your nightstand in your southern villa—quite fun, isn't it?" Alexander grinned again.
Seraphine abruptly stood up, her breathing uneven.
Alexander's words weren't just offensive—they made him sound like a peeping pervert! A stalker confessing to breaking into her home, and he expressed it so bluntly!
"Women have needs—especially at your age. Your physical drive is stronger than that of women in their twenties. It's hormonal—nothing to be ashamed of." Alexander had finished opening the wine as he spoke.
He stood, walked to the other side of the coffee table, and stood before Seraphine to pour wine into her glass, smiling warmly. "Haven't you thought about it before? If you could relive your life, you wouldn't choose to exhaust yourself in this way. You'd find a young, strong man to be your husband..."
Alexander's words left Seraphine completely unsettled; her composure shattered.
Because she had indeed thought that—but never told anyone!
Not once!
In Alexander's loops, she had confessed this to him. However, she naturally wouldn't remember, as all those memories had been reset.
After pouring the wine, Alexander stepped back and added, "Like the lyrics you once wrote: 'The dust after the party shines brighter than love gone gray,
The dark after a meteor feels sweeter than the fading day.' Beautifully written. I loved it..."
Seraphine froze.
Because she had nearly forgotten the lyrics Alexander quoted!
Twelve years ago, on the night of her thirtieth birthday, drunk and inspired, she had improvised a song and uploaded a raw a cappella version online! The song was titled "Dust After Revelry."
Not a single other person in the world knew she had posted that song!
Seraphine had studied music in university—she was formally trained, capable of composing and singing. But fate intervened, and after embarking on a different life path, she gradually set aside her musical aspirations.
Though she still listened to music often, she rarely sang or composed anymore.
She couldn't even remember the account name she used to post "Dust After Revelry"—just some randomly registered throwaway! It was with no particular intention, just to commemorate her thirtieth birthday.
It was a spur-of-the-moment a cappella upload that made zero waves.
Seraphine wasn't even sure if the song could still be found online.
How could Alexander possibly know about it?!
After pouring his own wine and sitting back down, Alexander lifted his glass, gently swirling it while smiling at her.
She stared fixedly at Alexander. Suddenly, she snatched up her glass, threw back the entire contents in one gulp, then slammed it heavily onto the table.
Eyes locked on Alexander, she asked a question many had asked him before: "Who are you?!"
Seraphine was indeed the type of woman who would become highly guarded when she didn't understand something.
But! When those questions escalated to the level of "impossible," it became an entirely different matter.
Once things entered the realm of "inhuman", her wariness became meaningless!
"Who am I? Didn't you investigate me, Madam Arden?" Alexander smiled in response.
Seraphine stared at Alexander, her smile completely gone.
She couldn't even feign composure.
She simply couldn't comprehend it! Of course, she knew who Alexander was—she had checked his family background, and there was no need to question its authenticity.
Because upon reflection, she realized that no matter what identity Alexander claimed, even if he had unimaginable connections, there was no way he could know the things he had just mentioned!
Alexander even knew what Seraphine had thought in the privacy of her own mind!
He knew her private thoughts?
Was he some kind of fortune-teller?
This was straight-up supernatural!
Seraphine then recalled how Alexander had spoken earlier about James Sutherland and Darren Yorke.
While he had explained the situation thoroughly, he never revealed how he knew these things!
During their conversation, Seraphine had speculated that Alexander might have bribed someone in the Sutherland family—perhaps one of James's close confidants—since James was known to be loose-lipped with his inner circle.
But now!
The more Seraphine thought about it, the more she realized that Alexander's way of knowing things defied all logic!
After a long silence, Seraphine took a deep breath and slowly sat back down.
"Mr Ciotta, you seem to know quite a lot, don't you?" Seraphine resumed her habitual smile, her mask of gentleness. "Then tell me, what else do you know about me?"
"Plenty," Alexander replied with a faint smile. "What exactly are you referring to?"
"For example..." Seraphine paused, then narrowed her eyes slightly with a smile. "Things that could land me in prison."
In the world of high-stakes business, no one at Seraphine's level was clean—that was an absolute truth. And as a ruthlessly cunning woman who concealed daggers behind her smiles, Seraphine had committed more than enough crimes to earn herself many life sentences.
Alexander had already mentioned one—Titan Ridge Fund.
Now, Seraphine wanted to know just how much more Alexander was aware of.
"Things that could land you in prison..." Alexander's smile turned peculiar before he continued, "There are too many to count. When you destroyed the Lark family, you stole their latest fashion designs... And before their bankruptcy, several potential investors backed out because of your interference..."
"Then there are all those competitors you've sent to prison over the years. Some were caught red-handed, but others—like A, B, C, and D—were framed by you." Alexander listed them casually before finishing with a smile, "Oh, and three years ago, that brilliant scheme you pulled with your business partners. But honestly, stock manipulation? You should do less of that. Too easy to get caught..."
Seraphine's smile remained, though slightly stiff.
But internally, she was reeling—utterly shocked beyond words!
Alexander seemed to know everything.
And not in any logical, explainable way—just an all-encompassing, impossible omniscience!
It shouldn't have been possible.
Yet he did know.
Seraphine stared at Alexander, who was still swirling his wine glass with a smile, and fell into a long silence. Gradually, her expression shifted—first calming her inner turmoil, then letting her smile relax into something more natural.
Finally, she gazed at Alexander with an inscrutable look.
She had asked about "things that could land her in prison" to determine whether Alexander had the power to destroy her outright.
Now she had her answer: he did.
In Seraphine's mind, Alexander had become an enigma—something bordering on mystical!
Which meant she now had only two choices.
Either kill Alexander—this man who could rob her of sleep and peace—
Or... sleep with him! Forge an intimate relationship and become lovers! Harness his abilities for her own ends.
Another woman might have considered alternatives—building a strong friendship, perhaps, or befriending Jasmine Doran. Options three, four, and beyond.
But not Seraphine. To her, only those two extremes existed.
This stemmed from both her personality and her lifelong habit of leveraging her beauty.
She lacked Jasmine's unyielding toughness. Though a master schemer, she overanalyzed everything, despised losing control, and thus feared unpredictable outcomes.
So her choices were binary—one extreme or the other. Any middle ground risked chaos.
Moreover, years of using her charm to manipulate men into becoming her devoted lapdogs had conditioned her to think in those terms.
Additionally, Alexander had hinted at it!
From their very first conversation, he had claimed to "have thoughts" about her.
Now Seraphine suspected it had been a deliberate double entendre! And his bridal-carry stunt confirmed his genuine interest!
He had actively signaled his intentions, steering her thoughts in that direction!
But most importantly—
Alexander's looks, demeanor, and eloquence were everything she desired!
Youthful vigor, handsome features, and that perpetually relaxed smile!
Seraphine had been lonely for too long. Her restless heart had never found a man worthy of her complete surrender—one who wouldn't leave her feeling shortchanged.
"Mr Ciotta, let's return to the Sutherlands," Seraphine finally said, steering the conversation back. She needed the whole picture—she had to see whether Alexander truly possessed that supernatural omniscience. Was he really that formidable?
Alexander obliged, elaborating on Grayson Yorke's rivals, the Dou family, and the damaging secrets he had shared with Morris Doran about Rei.
Again, he spoke circuitously, taking over half an hour to do so.
By then, they had finished another bottle of wine—Seraphine drinking more, since she had downed her first glass in one go.
And in that half-hour, Seraphine became certain of two things.
First, Alexander was absolutely not "normal"!
Second, he wielded terrifying strategic prowess for weaving alliances and chaos. Like the master tacticians of ancient times, capable of plunging the world into turmoil with words alone!
Yet his knowledge surpassed even those legendary figures.
(And this was without Alexander even mentioning the Devonte family's secrets—unnecessary, since he had already proven his point.)
"Mr Ciotta, given your arrangements, it seems the Sutherlands are doomed..." Seraphine's tone was half-serious, half-playful. Having drunk nearly an entire bottle herself—far beyond her modest tolerance—she was visibly intoxicated.
Her cheeks flushed, her eyes brimming with temptation. Her expression languid, every feature radiating allure.
"I'll accelerate the process. Which is precisely why I've shared so much with you. You now understand your predicament—but I also hope... you'll join the game! If you stand with those dismantling the Sutherlands, not only will you emerge unscathed, you'll profit handsomely!"
The drunken Seraphine sobered slightly at his words, because they aligned perfectly with her own aspirations!
Earlier, while listening, she had already recognized this as both a crisis and an opportunity! If the Sutherlands fell, every participant in their downfall would claim a share of their empire—and the Sutherland pie was enormous!
After a pause, Seraphine smiled and asked, "Mr Ciotta, could you tell me... why? Why target the Sutherlands like this?"
"James Sutherland," Alexander replied.
"James? Just because of James?"
"What else?" Alexander's lips curved. "James is trying to compete with me for a woman. He has to die. But with the Sutherlands backing him, rather than killing James and facing their retaliation, why not... wipe them all out together?"
Seraphine's expression flickered with amused disbelief, as if lost for words, before she finally murmured, "It seems you truly love Miss Doran, don't you?"
"Of course," Alexander said.
"Then... Mr Ciotta," Seraphine asked with a tipsy, velvety voice, her eyes shimmering with invitation, "when you carried me in your arms earlier... weren't you afraid Miss Doran would be heartbroken if she found out?"
"She won't. She won't be heartbroken, nor jealous," Alexander smiled.
"Won't?" Seraphine's finely arched eyebrows shot up in surprise, her drunken curiosity sharpening.. Not heartbroken or jealous after learning her boyfriend carried another woman in his arms?
What ordinary woman would accept that? Let alone Jasmine Doran!
"Right, she won't," Alexander repeated with the same relaxed, matter-of-fact tone. "She's never interfered with my other women. Is that a problem?"
"You have other women?" Seraphine latched onto the most explosive detail. "And Jasmine knows about them?"
"Correct!" Alexander nodded with a smile. "Jasmine and I are indeed in a relationship, but... as you know, she isn't an ordinary woman."
Seraphine's intoxicated smile faltered slightly, her brows knitting as she nibbled on her bottom lip.
She was genuinely tipsy now, having entered that state where thoughts remain clear but demeanor differs noticeably from sobriety—her expressions more alluring, for instance.
Of course, Seraphine knew Jasmine wasn't ordinary.
Alexander was clearly no ordinary man either.
Yet... it still felt bizarre!
"Your other women... Mr Ciotta, could you elaborate? For example... who?" Seraphine probed. Currently wavering between her two choices, she needed to know the identities of Alexander's other women.
"For example..." Alexander paused thoughtfully before smiling. "Aileen Arison."
"Aileen Arison?!" Seraphine's eyes widened dramatically.
Aileen was Alexander's woman?!
This bombshell was earth-shattering!
Michael Arison was NY's wealthiest individual, standing a full head above the city's other tycoons.
After Aileen's boardroom coup, all of New York understood he would likely retire early rather than wait for his health to deteriorate further.
Aileen would soon become the actual helm of the Golden Fortune commercial empire!
And she belonged to Alexander?!
This revelation eclipsed even the shock of learning Jasmine Doran's boyfriend came from an ordinary background!
After all, Jasmine was notoriously unconventional, disregarding family arrangements to do as she pleased.
Aileen was entirely different!
Not to mention, Aileen currently holds the title of NY's most beautiful woman!
As these thoughts raced through Seraphine's mind, a lightning bolt of realization struck.
"The Golden Fortune board incident..." The words spilled out, her tone mingling disbelief with dawning comprehension. She scarcely dared believe her own suspicions, though her instincts already screamed the truth!
"My arrangement," Alexander confirmed with a simple smiling nod.
Seraphine's expression froze completely.
Alcohol impaired her usual composure, leaving her features locked in stunned transparency—every incredulous thought plain to see.
"How long did you plan it? Who did you recruit?" she pressed.
"About a day..." Alexander mused, omitting specifics. The details on who was involved were irrelevant and unnecessary for Seraphine to know.
A single day... That timeframe alone was staggering enough!
So staggering that Seraphine doubted its veracity! Strangely, she never questioned Alexander's claim about Aileen belonging to him—that somehow felt plausible, increasingly so upon reflection.
Only the one-day preparation seemed exaggerated!
What she didn't know: Alexander had actually understated it. The operation took less than six hours, merely half a night.
Seraphine required prolonged silence to process this.
Studying Alexander, she mentally revisited their entire two-hour conversation from beginning to end.
An extraordinary sensation—as if her orderly, steady, ever-climbing life had been abruptly upended the moment Alexander entered this office!
From the outset, Alexander had been audacious! Daring to say "I have thoughts about you" with all its suggestive ambiguity! More remarkably, he was helping Jasmine seize freedom, even orchestrating the Sutherland family's destruction?
And he engineered Aileen's corporate coup? Since it didn't involve broader power structures, he could handle it effortlessly.
He was truly extraordinary. So young. So handsome...So dangerous.....
Seraphine's gaze grew increasingly complex. She'd thought—if she ever became a "third party" in someone else's romance, it wouldn't bother her.
She only ever wanted a lover, nothing more. But she always assumed the other side would care, which meant trouble.
Now, even that obstacle has vanished.
Her internal scales tipped decisively!
Alcohol was a marvelous thing.
Without it, her mindset wouldn't have shifted this far! Not so quickly. Not so recklessly. However, when intoxicated, human thoughts tend to be bolder.
Alcohol also lowers inhibitions, revealing inner truths.
Today, she had drunk excessively, following Alexander's lead, as prolonged discussion demanded it.
He'd anchored her with a life-altering matter, compelling continued dialogue...
"Mr Ciotta..." Seraphine finally spoke, hesitating mid-sentence before abruptly rising. "Excuse me, I need the restroom..."
"Of course," Alexander smiled.
Seraphine first retrieved her handbag from the desk and then proceeded steadily.
Although the bottle of red wine had left her undeniably tipsy, she remained remarkably coordinated.
Having kicked off her heels earlier, bare feet provided better stability.
The office had its own private restroom.
She entered and closed the door behind her.
One minute later, flushing sounds emerged, followed by the splash of running water.
Inside, Seraphine stood before the mirror, having just shut off the faucet.
She studied her reflection—the alcohol's rosy tint on her cheeks, under its effect, her features softened, more alluring than ever. 
She was no longer a girl, but far more of a woman than she had been in her youth—especially after a few drinks.
She stared at herself for a long moment, thoughts swirling. Then she lifted a hand, brushing her hair back, tugging slightly at the collar of her blouse.
"Seraphine Arden, have you no shame? He's only twenty-two!" she suddenly whispered at her reflection, scolding her thoughts—then laughed, a drunken, sultry laugh full of irresistible charm.
Cupping her face, she pressed her lips together and winked playfully at the mirror.
Then she rummaged through her handbag for lipstick...
Five minutes later.
The bathroom door opened.
"Mr Ciotta, it's getting late," Seraphine announced, deliberately checking her wristwatch as she emerged.
Alexander had arrived around 3 PM. Now it was 5.
"Shall we dine together?" Seraphine invited, her tone smooth, her smile languid. "We could continue our discussion elsewhere..."
"Sure," Alexander smiled from the sofa, watching her approach.
"Then I'll need you to wait briefly while I change my clot—" Seraphine's sentence fractured mid-flow.
Ring ring...
Alexander's phone interrupted.
Checking the caller ID—Aileen Arison!
Aileen calling at this time was neither a coincidence nor an accident—it was simply because dinner time had arrived.
Alexander picked up the phone.
"Hey, Aileen."
"Babe, are you with Jasmine?"
"No, I'm busy."
"Hubby, I can't come see you today either... You won't be mad at me, right?"
Hearing Alexander answer the phone with "Aileen," Seraphine immediately realized who it was. She happened to be walking over and quickened her pace slightly, stopping by the coffee table. Because she was somewhat drunk, her actions were bolder. However, she still refrained from actually leaning in to eavesdrop—that would have been too rude.
The office was quiet. Alexander sat on one side of the sofa chair, while Seraphine stood by the coffee table, casually placing her handbag on it before twisting around and sitting directly on the table itself, sideways, watching Alexander make his call.
This put her less than a meter away from his phone in a straight line.
She could faintly hear the girl's voice on the other end of the phone.
"Why would I be mad?" Alexander laughed into the phone. "You do what you need to do. I happen to have things to take care of, too."
"Mmm... My dad's back, and we have to have dinner with some elders today..." Even though Alexander said it was fine, Aileen still felt the need to explain.
"Just focus on your own matters," Alexander said with a smile. "Don't stress so much. It's really fine."
"My Daddy is the best, hehe! Mwah!" Aileen even made a kissing sound into the phone.
"Good girl," Alexander chuckled.
"Alright, talk later. I'll call you tonight."
"Alright."
Alexander hung up with a smile and was just putting his phone away when he heard Seraphine's voice:
"Aileen Arison?"
Alexander looked up at her.
Dressed in a fitted skirt suit, she sat sideways on the coffee table, head tilted as she watched him. The proximity, the angle—it was full of an improper, teasing allure.
If Seraphine hadn't been drinking, she would never have sat sideways on a coffee table like this!
"Right," Alexander nodded.
"She calls you... Daddy?" Seraphine asked.
"Yeah, is that a problem?" Alexander smiled.
"She seems very attached to you, very concerned about what you think..." Seraphine frowned slightly, a smile still on her lips.
"Is that strange?" Alexander countered.
Seraphine thought for a moment but didn't press further. She stood up and said, "Mr Ciotta, wait a moment. I'll go change." With that, she walked toward the private lounge attached to her office.
Alexander had been inside this lounge during his Sundays—it was much larger than Jasmine's office restroom, having been expanded and remodeled. It could practically be considered a standard large bedroom, complete with an extensive number of wardrobes and an overwhelming selection of women's clothing!
Seraphine was a woman who cared deeply about her image. Her standards for attire far surpassed those of other women.
She always wore different outfits for different occasions.
For work, she wore relatively formal business attire. For evening outings, she changed into long dresses that accentuated her femininity. And for banquets, she dressed in extravagantly glamorous fashion.
Seraphine went into the restroom to change.
And she took… a full thirty minutes.
Seraphine didn't need to redo her makeup—she had clearly spent too much time picking out clothes, hence the delay.
Alexander waited calmly, unbothered, scrolling through his phone's messages as he passed the time.
The time neared 5:30 PM.
Finally.
Seraphine emerged from the restroom, now wearing a wine-red, short qipao dress. Unlike traditional qipaos, this was a modernized version, with the hem stopping just an inch above the knees and the side slit perfectly measured, hugging Seraphine's figure in a way that showcased the most beautiful curves of a woman's body...
Without a doubt, her qipao was custom-tailored to her physique.
The qipao was a garment that most women struggled to pull off. Although elegant, if an average woman were to wear one on the street, it would look awkward and out of place.
But on Seraphine, it only magnified her grace and delightfully full figure. The swell of her breasts, the dainty thinness of her willowy waist, and her full childbearing hips.
She paired the qipao with black pumps featuring red soles.
The overall effect? Seraphine now exuded the mystique of an Eastern woman while balancing elegance with a playful, alluring edge.
She had even switched handbags, opting for a clutch to match the outfit.
A wide, shimmering white diamond bracelet—close to her skin tone—adorned her wrist.
"Mr Ciotta, my apologies for making you wait," Seraphine said as she approached the sofa, offering a soft, sweet smile. She seemed much more sober now, the drunken flush on her face noticeably faded.
Alexander knew Seraphine always carried sobriety pills in her bag—her tolerance was low, yet social engagements often demanded drinking.
She must have taken one in the restroom.
Truthfully, sobriety pills had limited effectiveness. But since she had only drunk one bottle of wine, they worked well enough. If she kept drinking, however, no pill could hold back the alcohol's effects.
"Shall we go?" Alexander stood from the sofa.
"After you, Mr Ciotta." Seraphine gestured politely before heading straight for the door.
Outside in the hallway, the female bodyguard sat on a bench not far away, while two male guards paced the corridor.
The office door suddenly opened.
Seraphine and Alexander stepped out.
The two male guards immediately snapped to attention. Saryn stood, looking toward Seraphine.
"To The White Whale," Seraphine instructed her with a glance before turning back to Alexander with a smile. "Alexander, do you enjoy French cuisine?"
She had already decided before even asking him.
"The White Whale" was the name of a top-tier French restaurant in New York. The owner was American, but the head chef and team had been poached from a Michelin-starred establishment in France.
It was a place with an upscale, artsy vibe—far beyond the means of the average "cultured" diner.
"French is fine," Alexander replied.
The two headed for the elevator, bodyguards trailing. Saryn lagged a few steps behind, pressing her earpiece to murmur orders. Though Seraphine had only said three words—"To The White Whale"—it was enough: notify the drivers downstairs, reserve a private room at the restaurant...
Downstairs, into the car.
Naturally, Alexander didn't take his Lamborghini; instead, he boarded Seraphine's Bentley Mulsanne, sitting beside her in the back.
Notably, her driver was also a woman and doubled as a bodyguard.
On the road.
Twenty-some minutes later, they arrived at The White Whale.
A private room had been reserved on the third floor.
Alexander and Seraphine went upstairs, settled into the room, and ordered with practiced ease. While waiting for the food, they opened a bottle of wine, drank, and chatted.
This meal... was deliberately drawn out, following the full French dining etiquette: cold dishes first, then soup, followed by the main course, and finally dessert.
But what they ate and how it was prepared didn't matter. The real point was that neither was in a hurry to end the dinner—drinking and talking was the main event!
And their conversation wasn't business-centric. The Devonte family came up only in passing.
They spoke loosely, without a clear focus. Seraphine asked Alexander about Jasmine's private demeanor, his family situation, his relationships with his parents and sister... They even discussed music.
Alexander could tell—Seraphine was sizing him up comprehensively. All as expected.
Unnoticed, time slipped past 9 PM.
Click.
A faint sound, like something light dropping to the floor—It sounded like a high heel.
"Mr Ciotta... do you have time tonight?" Came a soft, sultry voice. Seraphine's face was flushed with intoxication, her smile languid.
As she spoke, Alexander felt something brush against his leg under the table—her foot, sliding over from the other side.
"Would you like to come to my place... for some coffee?" she purred, her voice dripping with suggestion.
"Time... I have some." Alexander smiled.
Over the three hours in the restaurant, the two of them had finished another three bottles of red wine. Seraphine was truly drunk now—sobering pills were useless—while Alexander remained nearly unaffected, hardly any tipsiness showing on his face.
"Alexander, what kind of coffee do you prefer?" Seraphine asked, her foot still teasing him under the table.
Yet above the table, nothing seemed amiss—she looked as if she genuinely intended to invite him for coffee only.
Alexander rested his right hand on the wineglass, his left hand naturally dropping to seize the small foot Seraphine had extended under the table, then lightly trailing up her calf.
"Any is fine..." Alexander smiled at her, his eyes staring directly into her. "Fresh is fragrant, but aged Coffee... is mellower, more worth savoring."
"Shall we go?" Seraphine asked.
"Let's go," Alexander replied.
Dinner—concluded!
Soon, they were downstairs and in the car.
"To South District," Seraphine, seated on the left side of the back seat, instructed the driver. She owned many properties in NY, but only two were her regular residences—a high-end apartment and a villa. "South District" referred to the latter.
The Bentley Mulsanne set off.
From the passenger seat, the female bodyguard Saryn kept glancing back through the rearview mirror. It had been a long time since she'd seen her boss drink this much—what was going on today?
She was utterly baffled. She knew Seraphine had originally "summoned" Alexander because he'd been deliberately getting close to the young miss. But after their private two-hour discussion, Seraphine's attitude toward him had become... strange.
Then she invited him to dinner?
That wasn't entirely incomprehensible—perhaps a misunderstanding had been cleared up. Dinner was normal.
But bringing him home?
This was what Saryn couldn't wrap her head around. She knew Seraphine never brought men home at night, ever! Still, she didn't jump to conclusions. She knew what kind of woman Seraphine was—extremely self-disciplined!
She paid close attention to Seraphine's condition.
This was her duty as a bodyguard!
Seraphine had drunk far too much!
In this state, she might do things she'd regret once sober.
In such exceptional circumstances, Saryn may have to act against Seraphine's immediate wishes to protect her.
As for Seraphine bringing Alexander home... though bizarre, she rationalized it: they probably hadn't finished their discussion. Coffee at home, more talking. A young man like him staying over wasn't a big deal—the villa had plenty of rooms.
While she continued to monitor Seraphine's state...
Alexander and Seraphine continued chatting in the back.
"Mr Ciotta, tell me... will you and Jasmine marry someday?" Seraphine leaned her head, resting lazily against the seat, turning to smile at him,
"Yes," Alexander smiled.
"So certain?" Seraphine's expression flickered with surprise. "But I've heard Jasmine is a staunch non-marriage advocate."
"People change," Alexander replied, glancing at her.
"And what about..." Seraphine nearly said "Aileen," but caught herself. Drunk, yes—but she hadn't lost her senses.
She still knew what was safe for the bodyguards to overhear.
"Really, I don't know..." Seraphine exhaled, her drunken smile lingering, her voice drawn out. "However, Mr Ciotta handles the future, someone will end up hurt. Heartbroken."
"No one will," Alexander answered casually, yet with absolute certainty.
Seraphine fell silent then, just gazing at him with flushed cheeks, her smile unwavering.
A long moment passed.
"What is it?" Alexander finally asked.
"Nothing," Seraphine murmured—then suddenly twisted toward him, looping an arm around his neck and pulling close. She stopped just half an inch from his face.
Their eyes locked.
A pause that lasted a heartbeat. Then she kissed him.
The smoothly gliding Bentley lurched—the driver had jerked the wheel in shock. Saryn, in the passenger seat, froze equally dumbstruck.
"Focus on driving," She managed to whisper to the driver, even as her own eyes remained glued to the rearview mirror, utterly stunned.
She'd been Seraphine's personal bodyguard for years—no one knew Seraphine's conduct better!
Her boss... her boss was kissing a man in the car?!
She must be blackout drunk!
Probably coaxed into it! Saryn's mind raced—this kind of predatory scenario happening to her boss? Seduced by some pretty boy?
Even if Seraphine initiated it, she couldn't help but resent Alexander. From a protector's perspective, she had to assume the worst—how else could this insanity be explained?!
She stayed silent for now. Not the time to intervene. Once back at the villa, if Seraphine seemed incoherent, she'd handle everything properly!
The kiss lasted over ten seconds before Seraphine pulled away.
Then, as if nothing had happened, she straightened in her seat, exhaling deeply.
This had been a test. She knew what would happen at the villa—she needed to see if she could cross that line with him. Could she truly accept it?
Now she had her answer.
Yes.
Not just acceptance—anticipation igniting inside of her, her core feeling warm.
Thirty minutes later.
South District, Greenwater Villa Community.
The Bentley drove straight to Villa No. 6 without entering the garage.
As they stepped out, Saryn rushed to support the unsteady Seraphine.
Only Alexander, Seraphine, and the female bodyguard entered the villa.
Usually, only Seraphine lived here—Celeste stayed occasionally—and as Seraphine's personal bodyguard, Saryn also resided in the villa, sleeping in the room adjacent to the master bedroom.
Lights on. The opulent living room blazed with illumination.
Saryn had just guided Seraphine past the foyer when Seraphine suddenly leaned close, whispering instructions that left the female guard momentarily dumbfounded.
"Boss, are you... sure?" She whispered back, disbelieving.
"Mhm. Go," Seraphine confirmed softly.
Stunned, she left—because Seraphine had told her to buy birth control. And to stay elsewhere tonight! Given Seraphine's coherent delivery and proactive request, Saryn knew her boss was fully aware—this was deliberate.
Bewildered, Saryn exited.
The villa door clicked shut.
Alexander turned to Seraphine. Their eyes met.
Seraphine bit her lip—then surged forward, kissing him fiercely as her arms locked around his neck, legs wrapping his waist.
Directly. Passionately.




Chapter 21: Deflowering the MILF. (Smut)

Alexander's breath hitched as Seraphine's lips crashed against his with unyielding force, her mouth parting immediately to claim his in a deep, devouring kiss.
Her tongue plunged forward, slick and insistent, twisting and probing against his in a wild, sloppy tangle that turned their mouths into a heated battlefield.
Saliva mingled between them, warm and messy, as their tongues dueled fiercely, each one striving to overpower the other—
He responded instantly, his hands sliding down her curvy frame with possessive hunger, gripping the thick swell of her ass through the silky fabric of her red qipao.
His fingers dug in deep, kneading the soft, yielding flesh with a firm, greedy squeeze that made her curves yield under his touch, pulling her even closer against his tall, suited body.
He knew what sort of woman Seraphine was. She wasn't masochistic like Aileen. Nor was she 'need' like Mia.
She was a woman that he knew he had to tame. Otherwise, she'll ride him until he's spent. From the moment their lips met, his tongue began to subdue hers. He had to engrave it into her mind and body who held control.
Seraphine arched into him, her nails raking across the back of his neck in sharp, deliberate scratches that left faint trails of heat on his skin. 

She let out a throaty moan, "Mmmh... Mr Ciotta can kiss well," her breath hot and ragged as she pressed harder, her tongue barely managing to escape his, only to get captured and taken into his mouth.

Sucking lewdly on it, his grip on her ass tightening to lift her further up, feeling the weight of her curves grind against his hips.
Alexander maintained his firm hold on Seraphine, her legs clenched tightly around his waist and her arms locked around his neck, her body pressed flush against his frame as he carried her weight, feeling natural in his grasp as he maneuvered them toward the closest wall, the one adorned with an ornate painting that.
With a low, guttural grunt—"Hnnngh... got you now"—he pinned her against the wall, his body slamming her back firmly enough that the painting rattled on its hook, tilting crookedly to one side.
The impact made her gasp, a sharp "Ahh!" escaping her lips, but it only fueled the fire between them.
His tongue surged deeper into her mouth, invading her throat with bold dominance, slick and insistent as it pushed past her defenses. He forced her to take him in, his saliva flowing into her, making her swallow in messy, involuntary gulps that left her throat working against his relentless assault, marking her with his taste.
Giving this ravishing beauty her first taste of a man's lips.
The taste of him was overwhelming—salty and warm—filling her senses as he claimed control, his tongue swirling and thrusting with such experience.
Seraphine refused to yield, her body arching defiantly against the wall, the cool surface contrasting with the heat radiating from their entangled forms. 

"Mmmph... I'm not so easy..." she murmured breathlessly against his lips, her voice a mix of challenge and desire, thick with the wet sounds of their kiss. 
Her hands, still wrapped around his neck, slid down to his tie with rough urgency, fingers tugging at the fabric in sharp, impatient pulls that made the silk whisper against his shirt. She yanked it free with a swift, forceful motion, the tie slipping from his collar, and flung it aside where it landed, draped over a nearby lamp.
He groaned deeper into the kiss—"Uhhhn... taste me, all of it"—his tongue pinning hers back, controlling the rhythm as their mouths slopped together in a chaotic, saliva-slicked battle.
She moaned in response, a throaty "Oohh... mmh," vibrating against him, trying to wrest control even as she swallowed what he gave her. It felt like all of the bent-up frustration they had, all the hours spent teasing one another, was now spilling out.
Alexander eased her down from the wall, his strong hands sliding from her ass to her hips, lowering her gently until her high heels touched the floor with a soft click.
The sudden shift made her body slide against his, but he didn't release her entirely.
Instead, his fingers threaded firmly into her dark locks of hair, gripping just enough to guide her without any sting, leading her across the room toward the wine cabinet in the corner.
The cabinet stood tall and polished, its shelves lined with many expensive bottles.
Seraphine let out a whimper—"Ohh... what are you doing?"—her voice a mix of intoxicated arousal, need, and curiosity. Her body trembling slightly at being manhandled like this, she was led as if she were a wild animal on a leash.
Her cheeks flushed with a rush of emotions—excitement, vulnerability, and a deep-seated desire that made her pulse quicken. 

She didn't resist, her legs moving in sync with his pull, but the way he controlled her sent a shiver down her spine, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps as they reached the cabinet.

Once there, Alexander's free hand reached for a bottle of rich red wine. He twisted the cork free with a quick, practiced motion.
Without hesitation, he tipped the bottle to his lips, taking a long, deliberate swig, the deep crimson liquid filling his mouth and coating his tongue. He held it there, savoring the warmth before turning back to her, his eyes locked on hers with a predatory glint.
Grabbing her chin with his other hand, his fingers firm yet careful, he tilted her head up and forced her mouth open, his thumb pressing lightly against her lower lip. As if commanding: "Open wide for me," which she did.
He leaned in, parting his lips over hers in a messy, intimate pour, letting the wine trickle from his mouth into hers in a slow, lewd stream. The liquid flowed warm and tangy between them, forcing her to swallow in gulps that made her throat work visibly, the act filling her with a heated rush that spread through her body like fire.
Seraphine moaned softly—"Mmmh... ohh, it's so warm....much better than the wine from before"—her eyes fluttering shut as the wine slid down, the lewd sensation making her insides tighten and pulse with arousal.
A slick warmth built between her thighs, her juices leaking against the fabric of her qipao, the wetness a secret thrill that made her shift restlessly.
She felt exposed, desired, her emotions swirling in a haze of growing need, her body responding to his dominance with an involuntary shudder.
Not one to be outdone, she reached out with a defiant hand, snatching the bottle from his grip. "Your turn... taste it from me," she breathed, her voice husky and challenging, a smirk playing on her lips as she mirrored his actions.
She took a swig herself, the wine filling her mouth with its rich, fruity depth, then grabbed his jaw firmly, pulling him down to her level. 

Tipping her head, she pressed her lips to his and let the liquid pour into his mouth in a sloppy, shared exchange, their breaths mingling as he swallowed with a deep grunt—"Uhhnn... yeah, just like that." 
His gaze locked with her, the hunger in his hues growing. He knew she wasn't one for foreplay......
Alexander's hands shot to Seraphine's hips, his fingers digging into the soft curves with a possessive grip that made her gasp, "Ahh... wait—" but there was no pause in his intensity.
The bottle of red wine slipped from her hand, clattering to the floor with a thud and a splash, the dark liquid spilling across the wood like a crimson stain, forgotten in the heat of the moment.
He spun her around roughly, guiding her toward the wine cabinet with unyielding force, her body yielding to his direction.
"Hold on tight," he growled low in her ear, his voice rough and commanding, pushing her hands against the cabinet's edge until her fingers curled around the cool, polished wood. 

He forced her to bend over, his hands on her back pressing firmly but not brutally, arching her body into a position that exposed her fully. 
Seraphine let out a whimpering moan—"Oohh... oh god, yes"—her breath hitching as she complied, her curvy form bending at the waist, the red qipao riding up slightly to reveal the tantalizing glimpse of her thighs.
With a swift, eager motion, he hiked up the hem of her qipao, the silky fabric bunching around her waist in a rush of exposed skin that made the air feel cooler against her heated flesh.
His hands moved to her black panties, yanking them down roughly with a tearing whisper of fabric, the elastic snapping as he pulled them free from her legs and tossed them aside carelessly. They landed on the nearby TV with a soft flop, dangling there.
He quickly undid his suit pants, the zipper's hiss cutting through the tension as he pulled out his massive cock, hard and throbbing with need, veins pulsing along its length.
He leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered huskily, "Are you ready for the real thing? For me to fill you up? Is this needy pussy ready for its first cock? The cock that's going to own it forever......"
His words were a tease, laced with promise and dominance, but he didn't wait for her response, his body pressing forward with unrelenting drive.
Lining up his manhood with her entrance, he positioned himself and slammed in deep with a forceful thrust, breaching her tightness and deflowering her in one swift, overwhelming motion.
The sensation was intense—her insides clenching around him, the toys she used had always been small ones.
The stretch immediate and searing as his size filled her completely, pushing past her limits and making her walls grip him like a vice. Seraphine screamed in pleasure—"Aaaahh! Ohh, it's too much!"—her voice breaking into a high-pitched cry that echoed through the room, her body shuddering as waves of sensation crashed over her, juices flowing freely to ease his entry.
He began to move, working his cock deeper with each powerful thrust, stuffing himself balls deep into her tight heat, the cabinet rattling under their weight with every impact—thud, thud, thud—as bottles inside clinked and shifted.
"Take it all... feel me inside you," he grunted roughly, his hips driving forward in a rhythmic assault that made her ass jiggle and her breath come in ragged gasps.
Seraphine moaned continuously—"Mmmh... ahh, yes... deeper Oh god yes.......fuck my needy pussy..."—her hands gripping the cabinet harder, nails digging into the wood as pleasure mixed with the sting of being stretched.
Alexander didn't let up, his hips driving forward with relentless force, each slam of his massive cock into Seraphine's tight, quivering depths sending shockwaves through her body. Her tits were barely contained in her dress.
The wet, slapping sounds of their flesh colliding filled the room—thwack, thwack, thwack—as he buried himself deeper, his thick shaft stretching her walls to their limits.
He knew she had two weak spots on her body. And he was aiming for the first one.
As his cockhead began nudging against her cervix, that sensitive barrier deep inside her, the pressure built like a dam about to burst, making her insides clench and spasm around him in overwhelming waves.
Seraphine's knees buckled beneath her, turning weak and shaky as if the strength had drained from her legs, forcing her to lean harder against the wine cabinet for support.
Her eyes flew wide open, pupils dilating in a mix of shock and ecstasy, her mouth falling agape as a guttural scream tore from her throat—"Aaaahh! Ohh fuck, it's hitting... right there!"—the sensation too intense, too raw, triggering an explosive release. She started squirting hard, her juices gushing out in forceful spurts around his invading cock, soaking their thighs and splattering onto the floor in a messy, uncontrollable flood.
He smirked against her ear, his breath hot and ragged as he leaned in closer, never slowing his rhythm. "Look at you, squirting like a fucking faucet," he teased, his voice low.
Even now, she could imagine he still had that grin on his face.
"Your cervix's so damn sensitive, isn't it? Bet you've never even known how good it could feel... and now? Only my cock's going to make you feel this way, wrecking you from the inside out." His words dripped with possessive pride, fueling the fire between them, her body trembling as she processed the vulgar truth of his claim.
To have THE Seraphine....Moaning, whimpering and squirting like this? To know her pussy was molding itself around his shape? Her cervix shyly kissing his cockhead? The rush of masculine pride and pleasure almost made him dizzy.
Picking up the pace, he thrust harder and faster, his hips pistoning with brutal efficiency, as if carving out a space only for him. "Take it, every inch," he grunted roughly, "Feel me." 

Each powerful stroke hit that sweet, sensitive spot again and again, making her squirt more with every impact—splurt, splurt—until the floor beneath them was a glistening puddle of her release, the air thick with the scent of sex and wine. 
Seraphine moaned endlessly—"Mmmh... ahh, yes... don't stop!"—her voice breaking into desperate cries.
He pushed into her with a few more savage thrusts, his hips slamming forward with unrelenting force, each one pounding deep against her tender cervix.
His cock was throbbing with the buildup of his release. "Fuck, take it all," he growls through gritted teeth, his voice rough and ragged, laced with raw hunger.
Finally, he presses in firmly, burying himself to the hilt, his tip smashing right against her cervix as the first hot rope of cum erupts from him.
He grunted, his body shuddering violently as each thick spurt shot straight into her womb, flooding her with his seed.
Every pulse making her convulse, her walls clenching around him in waves of ecstasy; her own orgasms triggering hard with each hit, her body betraying her with uncontrollable spasms.
"Oh god, yes—fuck, it's flooding me," she cries out, her voice breaking into a high-pitched moan, as the intense pressure triggers her release, her juices mixing with his cum in a messy flood.
They both pant heavily, their bodies slick with sweat and exertion, the room filled with the heavy scent of sex and the faint clinking of the wine bottles.
She pulls away slowly, turning around to face him, her eyes blazing with a mix of lingering pleasure and fierce need.
Her hands fly to his suit, claws digging into the fabric as she yanks at it roughly, buttons popping and tearing under her fingers. 

"Is that all you've got?" she demands, her voice husky and edged with challenge, a wicked smirk playing on her lips as she tugs harder, exposing his chest. 

"One round and you're done? Come on, don't tell me you're tapping out already, Mr Ciotta."

He smirked at her challenge, his lips curling into a knowing grin as he allowed her to continue removing his suit. 

Her fingers worked frantically, working the pieces off. his jacket and shirt landed in a heap in the corner of the living room, the soft thud of cloth hitting the carpet echoing faintly in the dim light.

She pulled at him with a fierce determination, her breath still uneven from their earlier intensity, muttering under her breath, "You're not getting away that easily," her voice laced with a teasing edge that dared him to respond.
A tone of teasing and seduction many men imagined, but none aside from him would ever get to hear.
In response to her words, his hands moved roughly over her, yanking at the delicate fabric of her qipao. The dress slid off her curves in one swift motion, pooling onto the carpet below with a whisper of silk against wool, exposing her fully as he tossed it aside without a second thought.
Without warning, he grabbed her by the waist, hoisting her up and throwing her over his shoulder in a single, mighty sweep, his grip firm and possessive as he held her there, her body draped across him like a prize he wasn't ready to relinquish yet. "Think you can handle more?" he murmured against her skin, his tone low and provocative, carrying a hint of amusement that hung in the air between them.
Being manhandled like this.....by a man so much younger, left her squirming. Feebly attempting to escape, though her body betrayed how much she was enjoying being claimed and conquered like this.
She kicked with her feet, though the movement only caused her heels to go flying, landing who knows where.
"More? Can you even give more?" Her words and voice were still as inciting.
Raising his hand, Alexander brought it down on her ass in a firm smack that made her squeal and laugh.
Her curvy form pressing against him—her massive breasts heaving with each step, her tiny waist cinched tightly under his arm, and her wide hips swaying slightly as she dangled over his shoulder, the warmth of her skin igniting a fresh surge of desire in him.
She let out a soft, breathless laugh, her voice laced with anticipation. "You're not wasting any time, are you?" she asked as they moved through the living room. Any plans of ever taking this to the bedroom long forgotten.
Reaching the waist-high display cabinet in the corner, he used his free hand to sweep across its surface with brute force, shoving the framed photos and decorative potted plants off the edge. They crashed to the ground in a chaotic tumble—glass shattering from the potted plant as it splintered against the hardwood floor.
Neither of them paused or acknowledged the destruction.
He laid her down on the now-cleared cabinet top, the cool wood pressing against her bare skin as he positioned her roughly, throwing her legs over his shoulders with a firm grip that left her exposed and eager. 

Her curvy body arched instinctively, her massive breasts rising and falling with excited breaths, her wide hips tilting up to meet him as he wasted no time, thrusting his hardened length back into her depths in one smooth, demanding motion. 
He resumed his rhythm, driving into her with steady, powerful strokes that made her body jolt and quiver beneath him, each thrust eliciting sharp squeals and moans from her lips—ohhh, ahh, yes—as waves of pleasure built and crashed through her.
His hands roamed greedily over her, groping at her massive breasts with possessive squeezes, his fingers sinking into the soft, yielding flesh as he kneaded them roughly, drawing out more of her breathy cries.
Despite her age, her skin was softer than most college girls. Her curves firm, as if they didn't care for the flow of time. Rivaling the 18-year-old Mia Murphy.
His mouth descended on her exposed skin, leaving a trail of hot, sucking kisses that blossomed into dark hickeys across her breasts, neck, and shoulders, marking her as his in the moment.
"Tell me how you want it," he whispered hoarsely between nips, his breath hot against her skin, urging her on with a mix of challenge and craving in his eyes.
He drove into her, his movements escalating as she arched her back and gasped out her plea, her voice trembling with raw need. "Give it to me rough and hard—please, don't hold back," she begged, her eyes locking onto his with a fierce, desperate hunger, her curvy body writhing under his grip as her massive breasts bounced with each impact.
He obliged without hesitation, his hips slamming forward in a brutal rhythm, pounding deep against her cervix with every powerful stroke.
He plunged into her depths relentlessly, ramming his length with savage drives that made her squeal and moan in ecstasy—ohhh, yes, ahh—her walls clenching around him.
His hands gripped her wide hips tightly, pulling her against him as he drove harder, each thrust a searing invasion that sent shockwaves through her core.
She came undone repeatedly under his assault, her body shuddering in rapid succession as wave after wave of climax ripped through her.
First, a sharp, overwhelming release that made her cry out, oh god, it's too much, her juices spilling out in hot bursts as he hammered against that sensitive spot.
Then another, even more intense, her moans escalating to frantic whimpers—ahh, yes, more—her curvy frame trembling uncontrollably, her massive breasts heaving as pleasure consumed her entirely.
He kept going, his strokes varying from deep, grinding plunges to quick, forceful rams, each one pushing her over the edge again, her voice breaking into a chorus of breathless cries.
Finally, with a deep, guttural groan, he reached his peak, burying himself fully as he released his second load into her, flooding her womb with more of his thick, pulsing streams that made her convulse one last time, her body milking him as she moaned long and low.
They both panted heavily, their bodies slick with sweat and entangled in the aftermath, staring into each other's eyes.
A smirk spread across both their faces at the same moment. "Are you done?" they asked in unison, their voices overlapping in a  playful taunt. Her tone laced with mischief while his carried a hint of smug satisfaction.
In a whirlwind of unbridled passion, they moved through the living room like a storm.
He pinned her against the plush armchair, thrusting wildly as she moaned and clawed at his back; then, they shifted to the rug by the fireplace, where he lifted her onto his lap for a frenzied grind that left her gasping.
Next, against the floor-to-ceiling window, the cool glass pressing against her skin as he drove into her from behind; and finally, sprawled across the coffee table, knocking aside books and decor in their haste.
A few hours later, Alexander lay back on the couch, his chest rising and falling with steady breaths as Seraphine straddled him in a confident cowgirl position.
Her curvy figure moved with practiced grace, her massive breasts bouncing rhythmically as she rode his hardened length, her tiny waist flexing with each downward grind.
His hands roamed up to grope her ample tits, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh possessively, his fingers digging in just enough to draw soft whimpers from her.
The sound of her thicc ass clapping against his thighs filled the air with a steady, rhythmic echo—clap, clap, clap—a lewd accompaniment to their motions.
She leaned forward, her eyes glazed over with love, need, submission, and so much more. Yet she still had enough mind to tease, as she whispered breathlessly, "Are you ready to give up yet?" her voice dripping with playful provocation, a sly smile curving her lips as she quickened her pace, challenging him to respond.
He smirked back at her, his eyes gleaming with a predatory confidence as he gazed up at her from the couch, his hands still fondling her massive breasts with deliberate squeezes.
"With how long we've been at this," he murmured, his voice low and teasing, laced with a hint of smug triumph, "your cervix must be pretty relaxed by now, and your womb more than ready."
She paused in her rhythmic ride, her curvy body stilling for a moment as she tilted her head, curiosity flickering in her eyes amid the haze of pleasure.
"Ready for what?" she asked, her tone a mix of playful challenge and breathless anticipation, her wide hips grinding down against him one last time as if to coax an answer.
He offered no reply, his expression shifting to one of focused intent as he suddenly flipped her with effortless strength, twisting her body around until she lay stomach down on the couch, her massive breasts pressing into the soft fabric while her arms splayed out instinctively for balance.
He settled on top of her in a prone bone position, his chest molding against her back like a heavy blanket, his thighs pinning hers firmly in place, the weight of him making her feel utterly subdued and vulnerable, her curvy form trapped beneath his unyielding presence.
She let out a soft, surprised gasp—ohh—her body arching slightly in response, only to realize she truly couldn't move, at all. Not a single inch.
A thrill of submission coursing through her as she murmured, "This is... intense," her voice muffled against the cushion.
Without a word, he shifted his hips and slid his hardened length back into her slick depths, keeping her fully pinned under his control, his body pressing her down as he entered her with a deep, deliberate push.
The new angle allowed him to delve even deeper, and with her cervix relaxed from their earlier escapades, he slammed straight into her womb on the first thrust, the invasion hitting with raw, unfiltered intensity that made her body jolt and convulse.
Now, he was finally slamming into her second weak spot.
She cried out instantly, a powerful squirt erupting from her in a forceful gush harder than anything she'd experienced that night—ahh, oh god—her juices soaking the couch beneath them as waves of overwhelming sensation crashed over her.
"Ready for this," he growled into her ear, his breath hot against her skin, his tone commanding and satisfied as he held her in place, savoring the way her body trembled under him.
He proceeded to drive into her with relentless force, each thrust sloshing around the thick remnants of his earlier release inside her womb, the wet, squelching sounds filling the air like a lewd symphony—slosh, squelch—as he pounded deeper than before.
His hips hammered forward in varied motions, sometimes with long, grinding surges that stirred her core, other times with sharp, forceful rams that jolted her entire frame, making her squirt with every impact, her body releasing in uncontrollable bursts that left her gasping and moaning
Her mind fragmenting under the onslaught of pleasure. Thrust after thrust pushed her further into oblivion, her thoughts dissolving into a haze until her brain shut down completely.
Reduced to nothing but raw, instinctual ecstasy, her voice breaking into incoherent whimpers as she lay pinned and overwhelmed beneath him.
He leaned in closer, his warm breath brushing against the shell of her ear like a whisper of dominance. "Are you ready to give up yet?" he playfully returned her words to her.
Her response was a symphony of surrender, her body arching involuntarily as another wave of pleasure crashed over her. "Yesss... ohhh, yesss," she moaned out softly, each syllable laced with a sexy, submissive edge.
"I'm... s-sorry, I'm sorry for being a brat......." she added in a husky whisper, her tone dripping with erotic defeat.
'The Black Widow', the woman that countless simps had hoped for, the ruthless businesswoman with a net worth in the billions......was whimpering under him.
Whining in submission, her body fully giving in. The pleasure of it was so intense it gave him goosebumps.
In the haze of her mind, Seraphine couldn't ignore the thrilling taboo—the stark difference in their ages.
It only fueled the fire within her, making every sensation more intoxicating, every thrust a delicious reminder of how his youthful vigor had claimed her.
As she admitted her defeat through those quivering moans and please, her orgasms intensified, rippling through her in powerful, unrelenting surges.
Her inner walls clenched around him greedily, her body fully tamed and conquered, welcoming his every movement with eager submission. "Ahh... ohhh, Alexander... it's too much," she gasped out between grunts, her voice breaking into a series of soft, pleading whimpers—
He responded with a deep, guttural groan of his own—"Nngh, that's it, let go for me"—his hips driving forward with unyielding rhythm, each penetration filling her not just physically but emotionally, as if he were staking claim to her heart, soul, body, and mind.
The sensation of him releasing inside her was pure ecstasy, his essence flooding her in warm, pulsing waves, marking her as his own. "Mine," he breathed against her neck, his single word containing all that needed to be said.
They remained locked in that position for what felt like an eternity, the night stretching on as he continued his sensual assault, each thrust delving deeper into her womb, igniting sparks of pleasure that echoed through her entire being.
Her moans grew more fervent— Her body responded with blissful acceptance, her orgasms blending into one endless one.
By the time exhaustion finally claimed them both, the sun had already began to ride into the sky.
Seraphine's body lay limp and sated beneath him, her breaths slowing to a contented rhythm, while Alexander's form relaxed against her, his hold gentling into something almost tender.
They drifted off together on the couch.




Chapter 22: Nearly caught by the daughter.

A new day.
July 15, 2024.
The living room of Greenwater Villa No. 6.
On the sofa, Alexander cradled the boneless-soft woman against him, both wrapped in a blanket, still deep in sleep.
7:00 AM sharp—Alexander didn't stir.
He'd slept far too late, only drifting off near 5:00 AM as dawn broke. Two hours of sleep wasn't enough for his circadian rhythm to rouse him.
Unnoticed, the clock passed 8:00 AM.
 

 
At around 8:30 in the morning, in the underground garage of the Greenwater Shores villa community, Celeste parked her Porsche 911 in the parking space belonging to Villa No. 6.
Humming a light melody with her laptop bag and handbag slung over her shoulder, she seemed to be in an excellent mood.
This was Celeste's home.
Before she turned eighteen, she had lived here. Aside from Seraphine and Celeste, the mother and daughter, there had also been two nannies back then who took care of their daily needs—Seraphine couldn't cook, so meals had always been prepared by the nannies.
After Celeste turned eighteen, she came of age, started university, got her driver's license, bought a car, and even had a separate apartment purchased for her by Seraphine near the University.
From then on, Celeste rarely came home.
It wasn't that the mother and daughter had a bad relationship—quite the opposite, they were very close.
But Seraphine was busy with work, and Celeste, after starting university, began her own independent life.
There was no need to force themselves to be together every day.
Especially after Celeste got into music, she had her own group of friends. She often stayed over at her best friend's place.
After she came of age, Seraphine didn't control her as much and didn't force her to go home.
Moreover, because Celeste no longer lived at home, Seraphine stopped employing nannies altogether.
She couldn't cook, so she didn't eat at home—every meal was eaten out.
The housekeeping was handled by a part-time cleaner who came periodically.
Ironically, after Celeste started university, the mother and daughter saw each other more frequently than students who attended universities in different cities, who could only see their parents when they returned home during summer and winter breaks.
After all, they were in the same city. If they wanted to have dinner together, they could just arrange it. Celeste also came home to stay for a couple of days every week.
Celeste's return home today was unplanned.
Usually, even if she did intend to spend the night, she'd call her mother first, and they'd arrange to have dinner together before coming back.
Besides, at this time—a little past 8:00 in the morning—Seraphine should already be on her way to work and not at home.
Celeste wasn't returning to see her mother. She was here to retrieve something from her room.
It was her own home, so of course she knew the passwords and had the keys for all the doors.
Walking past the parking space, Celeste entered the password and stepped into the villa's basement through the back door.
After passing through the hallway, she went up the stairs and soon reached the first floor.
Just as Celeste emerged from the staircase and was about to turn to continue up to the second floor, she suddenly stopped in her tracks.
Her big eyes blinked rapidly as she scanned the living room. Not just her expression—her entire demeanor changed.
Why was the living room such a mess? And why did it smell like wine…..and something else?
Why were the pillows tossed onto the TV stand? There was another one on the floor over there!
Why was the wine cabinet door open? The bottles inside had been knocked over and not set upright.
And why was there half a bottle of wine rolled against the wall? The wine had spilled out, staining the floor.
It looked like it had been there for a while—who knew if the floor could even be cleaned properly after being soaked like that?
What was going on with the waist-high display cabinet? The photo frames and decorative potted plants on top had all been pushed onto the floor.
The potted plant was shattered, looking as if someone had swept everything off in one go—to clear the surface. Clear it for what? Did someone want to lie on it or something?
What was hanging from the lamp? A man's tie?
And what was draped over the TV? A woman's… panties? Celeste recognized it—it was her mother's favorite one, the black one with thin straps.
And what was that under the large potted plant next to the TV stand? It looked like… her mother's high heels.
Why was the qipao discarded on the carpet?
And besides it… a man's suit pants?
Why was even the decorative painting on the wall crooked? What had someone been doing against the wall?
The more Celeste looked, the more something felt off.
She suspected the house had been burglarized—even entertaining the extreme thought that something might have happened to her mother.
There was no way her mother would have done this herself. Seraphine was always neat and tidy—she would never leave the house in such disarray.
Bewildered, Celeste couldn't help but call out, "Huh? Mom? Mom, where are you?"
She couldn't see anyone—she was searching!
Losing things wasn't the concern. She was worried about her mother's safety.
As she called out, she took a few steps forward and shouted again, "Mom, are you home? Mom?!" While shouting, she glanced up toward the staircase, checking for any movement upstairs. Not seeing anyone, she grew increasingly anxious.
On the sofa.
Alexander and Seraphine, wrapped in the blanket, both startled awake at the same time.
"Mom? Mom? Mom, don't scare me like this—are you home?" Celeste continued calling as she moved toward the sofa.
Seraphine came to her senses and immediately paled. What time was it? Why had her daughter suddenly come back?
The reason Celeste couldn't see her was that, from the angle of the staircase, the back of the sofa blocked the view. In other words, Celeste could see the state of the living room but couldn't see the sofa itself—the oversized, luxurious couch completely obstructed the line of sight.
Celeste couldn't see a thing! She just thought the house had been ransacked—her tone suggested she suspected a break-in!
After being startled awake, both Alexander and Seraphine heard her and exchanged a glance.
Alexander's expression was calm, even a bit amused. This was an "unexpected situation" for him.
If Celeste were to discover him here today, his entire approach toward her would need significant adjustments.
But it wasn't a big deal—if necessary, he could reset time to 7:00 AM this morning.
No panic!
Alexander wasn't panicking, but Seraphine truly was—it was written all over her face.
To be fair, it wasn't actually a huge problem. Seraphine had been divorced for over a decade and had remained single since then.
If she had a boyfriend now—or even remarried—it would be perfectly normal. Even if she did remarry, Seraphine believed her daughter would support her.
While being caught by her daughter was awkward, she wasn't afraid of her knowing she had a man. In this day and age, it is entirely normal for a divorced woman to remarry!
So none of that was the issue!
The real reason Seraphine was panicking was… this man was Alexander!
Her daughter's university senior! A young man only two years older than her own daughter!
If Celeste found out, how would she see her mother?
What kind of person would Seraphine become in her eyes? How could she face her daughter afterward? Wouldn't she just look like some cougar? It would ruin her image entirely!
"Mom? Don't scare me like this…" Celeste still couldn't see anyone.
She genuinely thought something had happened!
Because the living room was enormous, she was still some distance from the sofa. As she called out, she even pulled out her phone, her tone growing urgent—she was already considering calling her mother's bodyguard.
Seraphine abruptly sat up and called out to her daughter, "I'm here, I'm here… Celeste, you're back. Why didn't you call first…"
Even in this situation, these were the words that came out. Seraphine herself felt a little awkward.
She was truly nervous, terrified her daughter would come closer and see. She didn't know what to say.
Celeste froze in place, completely stunned.
Because Seraphine's appearance… While the sofa's back could hide someone lying down, sitting up meant Celeste could see everything from Seraphine's chest upward. Of course, Seraphine wasn't wearing anything—the blanket was trapped beneath her and didn't rise with her.
Moreover, on Seraphine's collarbone, there were several reddish-purple marks in certain places.
Although Celeste had never been in a relationship, as a college student, she was obviously familiar with what a "hickey" was.
On one of Seraphine's shoulders, there was even what could be described as a faint "bite mark." Additionally… Seraphine's disheveled hair and her unusually relaxed, natural expression gave off the distinct impression that she had been… "well-tended to."
There was no mistaking it.
"Mom! You—" Celeste was truly dumbfounded. She had been raised single-handedly by her mother for twenty years—she knew Seraphine better than anyone!
She knew what a self-disciplined woman her mother was. The way Seraphine looked today was something she had never seen before.
She could already guess what her mother had done last night.
How was this possible?!
"Mom, you… Why aren't you wearing… and why are you sleeping in the living room, you…" As she spoke, Celeste's expression turned unnatural, even blushing slightly.
It wasn't because Seraphine wasn't dressed—mother and daughter had bathed together often enough. She was blushing because of what she imagined might have happened.
Still talking, Celeste moved toward the sofa, intending to "check on" her mother.
"Don't come over." Seraphine's voice was sharp with urgency.
Celeste instinctively slowed her steps, stunned again—her mother never raised her voice at her.
Seraphine could speak softly to anyone, let alone her own daughter.
Right then.
"Ahem!"
A man's light cough came from behind the sofa starting Celeste.
Seraphine was also startled—she never expected Alexander to suddenly cough, and it sounded... intentional.
After a moment, Seraphine understood his intent.
Though Alexander and Celeste had no special relationship—he was just her university senior, and he had already graduated—being seen by her would still be inappropriate. Alexander wanted to prevent Celeste from seeing him.
Celeste indeed froze completely, her face betraying her discomfort and embarrassment.
"Th-that... is..." Celeste stammered, pausing before finally muttering, "Someone is here..."
Celeste couldn't see anyone—she had only heard the cough.
She now understood there was a man behind the sofa.
Celeste knew that some wealthy tycoons had been pursuing her mother, and she not only didn't oppose her mother dating or remarrying—she even hoped Seraphine could find a good partner.
Seraphine had raised her well. Celeste had passed her rebellious phase—she only wished for her mother to live a happier life.
She knew how exhausted Seraphine had been these years despite her glamorous appearance, often sitting alone in the dark living room late at night, drinking before the glow of the television.
"Mhm... Celeste, go upstairs first..." Seraphine had regained some composure, giving her daughter a meaningful look.
"Ah! Right! I'll go up." Celeste immediately understood—encountering her mother like this was awkward for both of them—she should leave. "I just came back to get something, I'll head up now..."
She turned and walked quickly toward the staircase, her pace increasing until she was nearly running up the steps.
Reaching the second floor and moving further down the hallway, Celeste finally stopped.
Her heart pounded wildly.
Pursing her lips, her face remained flushed.
Her mother actually had a man...
Celeste believed Seraphine was serious about this!
She trusted her mother wasn't the type to fool around—Seraphine never had been.
The man who could win her mother's heart must be very sincere and kind, right?
Celeste didn't linger long in the upstairs hallway. After a moment's thought, she hurried to her bedroom.
Downstairs in the living room, on the sofa...
"You scared me to death.. Why didn't that girl call before coming back..." Seraphine murmured against Alexander's chest, her voice low. Her heart had nearly jumped out of her throat earlier.
"So afraid of your daughter finding out?" Alexander asked softly with an amused glance.
"You're one to talk....." Seraphine looked up at Alexander, seeming ready to scold him lightly.
But meeting his eyes, she suddenly remembered everything that had happened yesterday—from afternoon to evening, then late into the night...
Everything had progressed so quickly.
Seraphine's expression shifted subtly. She gently bit her lip, an uncontrollable smile gradually appearing as a spring-like softness filled her features.
"Were you… planning this from the moment you first met me?" she asked.
"Of course," Alexander chuckled, countering quietly, "Didn't you like it?"
Seraphine pressed her lips together, her voice tender and sweet: "I liked it." Having said this, she leaned up to plant a kiss at the corner of Alexander's mouth.
"If we don't get up soon, your daughter might come back down," Alexander reminded with a smile.
Seraphine sat up gingerly. She felt sore all over...and more than that, she felt sleepy. Her insides still felt warm.....knowing some of his seed was still in her womb.
The thought of it sent her cheeks blushing.
Glancing toward the staircase before beginning to gather her clothes from around the living room.
There weren't many items, but they were scattered everywhere. As she collected her own clothes, she also picked up Alexander's—some she tossed onto the sofa, others she carried over, like his shoes.
"Get up now," Seraphine urged Alexander softly—not impatiently, but in that same gentle, sweet tone.
Alexander sat up.
And began dressing.
Seraphine finished first, then quickly tidied the disastrous living room, picking up anything that had fallen to the floor, and making sure to wipe any “puddles” they had made. She also made sure to hide away the soaked couch cushions.

Normally, she wouldn't do this herself—a single phone call would bring staff to handle it.

But Seraphine couldn't wait. Celeste would return downstairs soon.
She feared her daughter would see the mess and imagine exactly what had transpired the night before—that would make them both uncomfortable.
Even so, her movements were slow. Every step brings her that comfortable throb of a sore lower half. She wishes to get a warm shower and spend the rest of the day in bed.....
Several minutes later.
Heavy footsteps sounded from the staircase—Celeste had retrieved what she needed and was coming back down.
She deliberately made her steps loud, both to announce herself and avoid any awkward encounters.
Alexander was nearly fully dressed. Hearing the noise, he turned calmly to look.
Seraphine panicked, shooting Alexander a meaningful glance.
Unhurried, Alexander stood and walked toward the guest bathroom. By the time Celeste reached the bottom of the stairs and looked toward the living room, Alexander had already entered and closed the door behind him.
Celeste didn't even catch a glimpse of Alexander's back—she only knew someone had entered the bathroom. With Seraphine in the living room, the bathroom occupant must be "The Man."
Seraphine immediately averted her gaze from her daughter, pretending to be absorbed in tidying as she asked casually, "Got what you needed, Celeste? Heading to your friend's place?"
The seemingly casual question was actually Seraphine's way of urging her daughter to leave.
"Yes..." Celeste answered, but made no move to depart. Instead, she approached Seraphine.
Seraphine carried one of the clean pillow toward the sofa to reposition it.
Celeste joined her mother, helping rearrange several sofa cushions, a part of her wondering…..did they have so few? 

As she worked, she stole glances at Seraphine, her expression carrying a hint of shyness but her bright eyes gleaming with barely restrained curiosity.

"Don't trouble yourself with this. I've called for help—someone will be here shortly to clean properly... You go do your things," Seraphine said gently after observing her daughter.
"Mhm." Celeste agreed obediently—yet still didn't leave. Instead, she took two steps closer, whispering, "Mom... who is it? Have I met him before?" As she asked, she glanced toward the bathroom.
"Why ask?" Seraphine side-eyed her daughter.
"To get acquainted, of course. I'll have to meet him eventually," Celeste murmured.
"There'll be chances later... Isn't this awkward enough for you today?" Seraphine replied softly.
"A little..." Celeste admitted, giving her mother a girlish smile before pressing her lips together and leaning in to ask, "Just tell me who it is... Then I'll go."
"You silly girl, why so curious?"
"Mom, please? Please?"
Their bond was indeed close—Celeste even tugged at Seraphine's hand playfully.
Outwardly composed, Seraphine grew increasingly anxious internally. What if her daughter refused to leave?
She could only maintain an air of mystery, as if deliberately keeping Celeste guessing.
"Mom, I just want to know what kind of man could catch your eye... I'm grown up now, there's nothing you can't tell me..." Celeste persisted.
Ring ring ring...
A phone suddenly rang—from an odd location.
Celeste looked around, then down, before reaching into... She extracted a ringing phone from between the sofa cushions. The caller ID displayed three letters: Jaz.
"Mom, this is..." Celeste began, holding up the phone.
"His phone..." Seraphine swiftly took the phone.
Celeste watched as her mother simply held the device without delivering it to the bathroom, prompting her to ask, "Aren't you going to bring it to him?"
Seraphine dared not—she couldn't risk opening the bathroom door where her daughter might see inside.
"No need, I know the caller." Seraphine smiled at her daughter before walking away and answering the call.
She deliberately walked further away, not wanting her daughter to hear the voice on the phone.
After the call connected, Seraphine didn't speak first, instead listening.
"Where are you?" Jasmine asked.
"He went to the bathroom. Left his phone in the living room," Seraphine replied in her soft, sweet voice.
If her daughter hadn't been in the living room, she definitely wouldn't have phrased it this way—at the very least, she would have said "Alexander" rather than just "he."
"Hmm?" Jasmine froze momentarily before realizing whose voice it was
"It's Madam Arden," Jasmine said normally, without the usual coldness in her tone.
She respected Seraphine, so her attitude toward her was always like this.
"Yes, it's me,"
"Did Alexander go find you again first thing in the morning?" Jasmine asked. This was genuinely her assumption, because she knew what kind of woman Seraphine was—she wouldn't even consider that other possibility.
Besides, it was already past 8:30 AM, nearly 9:00 AM, so the timing wasn't suspicious.
"He..." Faced with this question, Seraphine paused slightly, her gaze flickering toward the bathroom door before she smiled sweetly. "No."
She could only answer "no." Seraphine couldn't elaborate further because, although she had stepped aside so Celeste couldn't hear the voice on the phone, her daughter could still hear her own responses.
"No?" Jasmine froze again, then, after a moment of thought, asked, "Madam Arden, did you go find him?"
She was inwardly shocked. Though she knew Alexander had extraordinary skills in "making friends," wasn't Seraphine the same?
Jasmine deeply admired Seraphine's methods.
She also knew that while Seraphine had many close male acquaintances—influential, wealthy businessmen—none of them had ever so much as touched a single strand of her hair in all these years!
No matter how impressive the man was, in front of Seraphine, they all had to sit properly and behave!
Seraphine was wary of men and even had a playful, manipulative side—this was something Jasmine had speculated about before.
Because Seraphine harbored an instinctive hostility toward all men, the fact that Alexander could make her actively seek him out the next day after just one afternoon of conversation...
That was truly the pinnacle of social ability!
"No," Seraphine's answer remained the same.
Jasmine froze once more.
If Alexander hadn't gone to Seraphine, and Seraphine hadn't gone to Alexander, then what other possibility was there?
Jasmine fell silent, her breathing rhythm growing slightly uneven as she pondered.
There seemed to be no other option except that the two hadn't separated from yesterday afternoon until this morning. If that were the case, then...
Honestly, Jasmine was a bit stunned.
It just... shouldn't have happened so quickly, right?
Regardless of whether Seraphine had been threatened or tempted, she wasn't some naive young girl!
Her ruthlessness and self-discipline were legendary! And whether she had been coerced or seduced by benefits, there was no reason for her to... act like this!
She was Seraphine Arden!
"Where are you two?" Jasmine asked, wanting to confirm whether she was misunderstanding.
"At my place," Seraphine replied.
"Madam Arden, did you let Alexander stay overnight?" Jasmine pressed.
"Yes," Seraphine answered with a single word again.
It could just be staying over, though Seraphine never allowed men to stay at her home, but Alexander was so much younger, her daughter's university senior...
Jasmine wanted to think in this direction, but then she remembered Alexander's tendencies. She could sense that Seraphine's current attitude was bizarre.
She was listening but not volunteering information, not explaining at all, as if she didn't care whether Jasmine misunderstood. She clearly knew whose boyfriend Alexander was!
If nothing had really happened, Seraphine would never act like this!
Jasmine took a deep breath, her tone turning icy. "Madam Arden, did you sleep with Alexander?"
"Mhm," Seraphine hummed in affirmation, admitting it without hesitation!
Still, she said nothing more.
In truth, her brevity was entirely due to her daughter being in the living room. If Celeste hadn't been present, Seraphine would have explained in detail!
She had already decided not to hide it from Jasmine.
Since Jasmine didn't mind her man having other women, she might as well make it clear directly! Even if it led to conflict or worsened relations... Seraphine wasn't afraid of Jasmine!
Jasmine fell silent again.
Her mind was in upheaval; her understanding of Alexander had once again been reshaped, as if the heavens had collapsed and the earth had split open.
Did Alexander really have such magic? He... was unstoppable?!
Actually, this wasn't even important anymore. At this stage, the more formidable Alexander proved to be, the happier Jasmine should be.
The problem was that the woman Alexander had targeted this time was Seraphine!
He had actually conquered Seraphine Arden—a woman who should have been theoretically impossible for any man to conquer—in just one day!
Even Aileen couldn't give Jasmine such a strong sense of threat, but Seraphine... did!
Especially with Seraphine's current attitude—still gentle and sweet, yet refusing to elaborate, as if she couldn't be bothered!
This ignited a fire in Jasmine's heart.
Did she not understand who Alexander's girlfriend was?!
Knowing full well Alexander had a girlfriend, yet still sleeping with him!
Acting like this even as the mistress?!
"Madam Arden, I think we need to talk," Jasmine said bluntly.
"Come then. South District," Seraphine replied.
Beep beep... Jasmine hung up immediately after hearing this.
While Seraphine was on the phone, Celeste wasn't idle either. She continued tidying the sofa, occasionally glancing at her mother.
Seeing Seraphine listening to the call and responding only occasionally, she guessed the caller must be someone both her mother and the mysterious man knew.
She began speculating that "mystery man" was definitely a wealthy businessman she had met before—perhaps someone she and her mother both knew very well.
Otherwise, her mother wouldn't have spoken for so long with the person calling him. They must all be closely acquainted.
Seraphine finally ended the call and turned back to her daughter with a sweet smile. "Celeste, we'll have guests arriving soon..."
"Then I'll leave," Celeste said immediately. She disliked gatherings with "older people"—they were stifling, and the topics never interested her. "Mom, call the part-time cleaner to help. I'm off..."
Celeste left without delay.
Seraphine knew her daughter well and wasn't surprised by her reaction.
Watching Celeste hurry down the stairs, she called out, "Drive carefully."
"Got it!" Celeste replied from downstairs.
And she was gone.
Click. The bathroom door opened.
"Was that Jasmine's call?" Alexander asked with a smile as he stepped out. He had been listening to the commotion outside and knew Celeste had left—and that Seraphine had answered his phone.
Judging from Seraphine's responses, only Jasmine's call would have required that kind of handling.
"Yes. She'll probably be here soon," Seraphine replied with a gentle smile, her expression conveying many unspoken things.
Alexander chuckled but said nothing.
He could discern Seraphine's current mindset—she wasn't planning to declare war on Jasmine after this confrontation, but she... wasn't afraid either!
"I feel so uncomfortable. Let's take a shower," Seraphine added as she approached Alexander.
The two spent quite a while washing each other.
About forty minutes later.
The villa's front door opened. The female bodyguard Saryn led Jasmine inside—her red high heels clicking sharply, her face expressionless.
She had arrived.




Chapter 23: Jasmine and Seraphine.

Click, click, click!
The sound of high heels stepping on the floor was incredibly crisp.
Jasmine, as always, had long straight black hair with light makeup, but her lips were a striking red, just as eye-catching as the red high heels on her feet.
She walked into the living room, scanning the area, but didn't see Alexander or Seraphine. The living room had been tidied up, and she didn't notice anything particularly unusual.
"Miss Jasmine, please wait a moment. Our boss will be downstairs soon," Saryn said, inviting Jasmine to sit on the sofa. Her expression was strange, carrying a mix of caution and wariness.
Of course, she knew who Jasmine was!
She also knew that Alexander was Jasmine's boyfriend!
And, most importantly, she knew that her boss, Seraphine, had slept with Alexander last night.
Additionally, before Jasmine arrived, Seraphine had given Saryn some special instructions over the phone, which made her feel that something might go wrong today!
Jasmine, dressed in a women's suit, sat on the sofa and immediately took out her phone to dial a number.
The call connected quickly.
"Where are you?" Jasmine asked, listened for a moment, then hung up.
Saryn didn't linger in the living room either. While Jasmine was on the phone, she hurried out with quick steps.
One minute later.
Alexander came downstairs, clean and tidy, still carrying the faint scent of shower gel.
He walked into the living room.
Jasmine turned her head to look at him, her face expressionless, her gaze following Alexander's movements until he reached the sofa and sat down beside her, tilting his head to smile at her.
The two were very close, face-to-face, staring at each other.
"My dear Alexander, you really always manage to surprise me," Jasmine said in a cold, measured tone.
"Thank you," Alexander replied with a smile, as if taking it as a compliment.
"Did you have fun?" Jasmine asked again.
"Of course,"
"You really... sweep them all off their feet! Seraphine's daughter is almost as old as you, and yet you..." Jasmine's tone was clearly growing more agitated.
She was angry, not because Alexander had other women, but because this woman was Seraphine, and Seraphine had acted with that attitude! That was why she was furious!
"Looks matter," Alexander replied with a laugh, completely unashamed about the fact that this was absolutely about looks!
Jasmine fell silent. She tilted her head slightly and stared straight at Alexander for a long while.
"Are you jealous?" Alexander asked softly with a smile.
Jasmine didn't answer that question. "Not being allowed to be jealous" was something she had lost in a bet.
She also knew Alexander was teasing her again...
Actually, she wasn't just silently accepting it—she was genuinely angry!
"I know you're amazing, my dear Alexander!" Jasmine spoke after her silence, then leaned a little closer to Alexander, lowering her voice with a hint of gritted teeth. "But can't you go one day without pissing me off? Can't you just let me win once in a while? What good does it do you to drive me crazy?"
For someone with Jasmine's personality, saying such words was as close as she ever came to "yielding."
Moreover, she was, in her own way, "softening" a little toward Alexander.
To put it simply, her words could be summarized in two words: comfort me!
While saying this, Jasmine also reached toward his waist... She pinched him! A very girlish move!
Alexander's expression didn't change at all from the pinch.
He just kept staring into Jasmine's eyes with a smile, the curve of his lips deepening slightly before he said, "I love you."
At this moment, Alexander... If someone didn't know him or what he had done, they would definitely see him as a smooth-talking, womanizing playboy—the kind who could calmly say "I love you" to his girlfriend even after being caught cheating, the ultimate scumbag!
It looked exactly like that! It sounded exactly like that!
However, Jasmine knew Alexander.
She understood his capabilities and had come to grasp his personality.
She knew Alexander wasn't the type of man who relied on sweet talk to win women over.
He would never be a "simp." He only made women obedient, making them fear losing him, as evidenced by the nearly flawless businesswoman Aileen, who became as docile as a different person in front of Alexander.
Alexander, a master of people and their nature, would never be "humble."
So when the words "I love you" came unprompted from Alexander's mouth, she initially thought he was just comforting her.
She was genuinely happy, even though she knew Alexander was skilled at manipulation, and this might just be another tactic.
But she couldn't suppress her joy...
Then, upon further reflection, she realized something was off.
It was so abrupt! Suddenly saying like that! Completely against Alexander's usual character.
So...
Jasmine's thoughts raced.
After a brief pause, she locked eyes with Alexander and asked, "Who else have you said that to unprompted?" She wanted to confirm her suspicion!
"No one," Alexander replied with a smile. There was a difference between saying it voluntarily and being asked—this was truly the first time in post time-loop that he had proactively said those three words to a woman.
Jasmine immediately turned her head away. She wanted to laugh badly. Not out of any complex emotion, just pure, simple happiness.
She now fully understood Alexander's meaning. To avoid misunderstanding, she had even asked for confirmation.
Now, she was entirely confident: Alexander meant exactly what she thought—she was his most important woman! She was the "main wife"!
Jasmine could hardly believe she could feel so happy about something like this! What was there to be happy about? This was something most ordinary women would never accept—so why had she accepted it? And why was she happy?
Even though Jasmine knew that feeling this way right now was a little... "pathetic," she truly couldn't control it!
Jasmine, who only bowed to those stronger than herself, suddenly felt extremely pleased.
Turning her head away, she pressed her lips together to control her emotions. When she looked back at Alexander, she didn't let herself smile, but the coldness on her face had faded.
After staring at Alexander for a moment, Jasmine said with deep sincerity in her eyes, "I love you too."
"I know," Alexander smiled.
"You..." Jasmine thought for a second, then asked Alexander, a faint smile appearing on her face, "Aren't you afraid Aileen will find out? Or... today's woman? What if... they have objections? What if they make a scene? What will you do?"
"They'll know... but it's fine. They won't make a scene," Alexander replied, then chuckled.
Jasmine's expression turned odd for a moment, though she didn't argue with Alexander. Instead, she asked, "Why hasn't she come down yet? Is she still upstairs?"
"She's doing her makeup. We showered earlier," Alexander said.
"Just showered? You did nothing else?" Jasmine gave him a sidelong glance.
"Guess?" Alexander grinned, then stood up, straightening his suit. "Alright, she'll be down soon. I'm leaving first—you two can talk alone."
"Where are you going?" Jasmine asked.
"Home to sleep," Alexander replied.
And just like that, Alexander really left! He didn't care how the two women would talk, what they would discuss, or whether he needed to listen.
He wasn't worried about things spiraling out of control. He hadn't rested well the night before and needed to go home to sleep.
A full ten minutes after Alexander left.
Seraphine came downstairs. She was wearing a silky nightgown, her makeup flawless, her long hair flowing, looking both lazy and elegant, yet beautiful.
"Sorry to keep you waiting, Miss Doran," Seraphine said as she walked into the living room, her voice as gentle and sweet as ever.
Jasmine, sitting on the sofa, remained expressionless.
After a brief silence, she spoke bluntly. "Madam Arden, we're both busy people. I don't want to waste too much time here. I think we can skip unnecessary arguments and just get straight to the point."
"Miss Doran... what do you mean?" Seraphine genuinely didn't understand what Jasmine was getting at.
"Kneel down and apologize to me," Jasmine said, her tone dead serious.
Jasmine spoke very bluntly, leaving Seraphine momentarily stunned.
If anyone else had said this to her, she might have smiled even more—because it would have been ridiculous.
But this was Jasmine Doran! Whether she was serious or not didn't matter; what mattered was that she was Jasmine!
If Jasmine said something like this, she had already considered all possible consequences!
Seraphine still wore a smile on her face.
She pressed her lips together, then casually glanced around the living room.
She knew Alexander would leave first because, while they were showering, he had told her he would let the two of them talk alone—he was going home to sleep.
This actually suited Seraphine's intentions.
Because she was worried that if all three of them were present and she clashed with Jasmine, Alexander might not side with her.
Most likely, he would side with Jasmine. In that case... she would feel terrible.
She wasn't afraid to fight Jasmine for this man—this man was absolutely worth fighting for!
But if this man didn't side with her and instead openly favored Jasmine, then she would have a hard time facing Jasmine in the future!
So talking alone was best!
The two women could lay all their cards on the table!
However, Seraphine never expected that Jasmine, with her strong and domineering personality, would be so direct!
"Miss Doran... I don't understand. Why should I apologize to you?" Seraphine asked with a sweet, gentle smile as she walked to a sofa chair and sat down.
She casually adjusted the strap of her nightgown, as if tidying herself.
Jasmine, of course, could see the reddish-purple marks near Seraphine's collarbone.
"If you're going to sleep with my man, you should at least give me a heads-up, shouldn't you?" Jasmine said, staring at Seraphine.
This was one of the reasons her anger had grown the more she thought about it.
Seraphine had known full well what she was doing—and she had done it anyway!
If Seraphine were the type of woman who could be easily swayed, that would be one thing—it would mean she couldn't resist Alexander's methods, and the fault wouldn't lie with her.
But Seraphine wasn't that kind of woman. Quite the opposite.
She must have considered the consequences! And she must have decided it wasn't a problem! She hadn't even tried to hide it—her intentions were obvious!
"A heads-up... is that necessary?" Seraphine smiled at Jasmine. "Alexander and I aren't considering the future. If he gets married someday, it obviously won't be to me. I won't remarry either. We're just... enjoying life. It won't interfere with your future with Alexander."
Though Seraphine wasn't afraid of Jasmine, she didn't want unnecessary misunderstandings either. She was making things clear.
"You're not the first woman willing to be with Alexander, and you won't be the last. None of you are any different," Jasmine said, her words bordering on harsh. "Seraphine, you should understand exactly why I need you to apologize!" Her tone had shifted, even the way she addressed her.
Seraphine knew Jasmine didn't care that Alexander had other women.
But Jasmine was insisting on an apology.
She could imagine Jasmine's mindset right now! She knew Jasmine wanted her to take a stance—to make a statement!
"Miss Doran, I never thought even you'd have moments of insecurity," Seraphine said with a soft laugh.
She locked eyes with Jasmine.
Jasmine, her face expressionless, paused for a moment before suddenly smiling—as if she found it amusing—and her smile was full of confidence.
"Why would you think I'm insecure?" Jasmine asked, the corners of her lips curling upward.
"You feel the pressure, don't you? Even Aileen Arison didn't make you feel this way, but with me... you're insecure?" Seraphine replied, her smile widening slightly as she perfectly grasped Jasmine's mentality.
"That's right, I did feel it! Because I once saw you as a role model—someone worth learning from," Jasmine admitted outright. But then, still smiling, she added, "But now I understand. No matter how much you despised men, no matter how ruthless you were toward them, you'd still eventually fall for one! And in just one day! Last night... You were very proactive, weren't you?"
Seraphine blinked, processing Jasmine's words.
"You think I'm not as unique as you imagined, so now you're confident?" Seraphine asked with a smile.
"It's not just that," Jasmine replied with only four words.
She didn't tell Seraphine what Alexander had just said to her.
"It seems..." Seraphine was about to say more when—
Suddenly, the villa's front door opened.
The female bodyguard, Saryn, hurried in.
In her left hand was a bottle of water, and in her right was a small black bag. She quickly walked to the coffee table and handed both to Seraphine, saying, "Boss, what you asked for."
"Mhm, you can go," Seraphine replied softly as she took them.
Saryn left in a hurry, closing the villa door behind her.
Right in front of Jasmine, Seraphine took out a box of medicine from the bag—birth control.
She opened it directly, took out a pill, popped it out of the foil, and held it in her palm. Then she picked up the water bottle, unscrewed the cap, and—
Took the pill!
Seraphine had instructed Saryn to purchase the medicine the previous day.
In fact, it had already been purchased.
The reason she brought it over now was because Seraphine had specifically ordered it—she wanted it delivered while she was talking to Jasmine!
Jasmine could tell—whether the delivery was staged or not, she didn't know, but Seraphine taking the pill right in front of her was absolutely deliberate!
Jasmine knew Seraphine was "making a statement"—forcing her to fully acknowledge what Seraphine had done with Alexander yesterday, and what she planned to continue doing.
"I heard from Alexander that you two haven't moved in or slept together, right?" Seraphine asked with a sweet smile after taking the pill.
This was pure provocation!
"That's right!" Jasmine replied, her smile widening as if she had just thought of something.
"Alexander is a man no one can predict! He's incredible. When he first told me he could become Aileen's man in three days, I didn't believe him! But he did it! Aileen is more than happy to be his little woman! And with you, Seraphine... It's the same! Now I even believe he could have any woman he wants in a single day—as long as he wants her, he can have her!"
Jasmine paused, then added very seriously, "Including me!"
"Then why haven't you two..." Seraphine began to ask, following the thread of the conversation, but she abruptly stopped mid-sentence!
The smile on her face faded significantly as she suddenly realized what Jasmine meant.
Alexander had done so much for Jasmine—even orchestrating the downfall of the Sutherland family—yet he wasn't in a hurry to fully claim her!
It wasn't that he couldn't—he just didn't want to yet. In other words, he likely wanted to win Jasmine's heart first!
He only had this kind of patience with Jasmine.
Because he loved her more?
"Seraphine," Jasmine said, noticing the fading smile on Seraphine's face. Her own smile disappeared as she spoke expressionlessly, "I'll give you one last chance. Kneel down and apologize to me!"
"Miss Jasmine, why must you be so aggressive?" Seraphine asked, her smile faint.
"Am I the one in the wrong, then?" Jasmine countered, raising an eyebrow.
Seraphine had no retort.
After a moment of thought, she took a deep breath and stood up. Jasmine watched as Seraphine walked over to her, then suddenly lowered herself—
Jasmine's eyes widened in shock. She was completely dumbfounded.
Because Seraphine… didn't kneel.
Instead, she bent down at the waist until she was face to face with Jasmine!
Her breath mingling with Jasmine's, their bodies drawing close on the couch.
Jasmine's ruby red lips, plump and soft like ripe fruit, parted slightly in surprise as Seraphine's mouth met hers in a gentle yet firm kiss.
It was too sudden!
Jasmine had thought Seraphine was coming over to kneel and apologize, to submit.
And when Seraphine approached, she did lower herself slightly, which left Jasmine completely unprepared—she had no time to react before Seraphine kissed her.
If it had been anyone else, Jasmine wouldn't have been caught so off guard. She was trained, her reflexes sharper than most.
But because it was Seraphine, Jasmine had been sure that even if Seraphine came close, she wouldn't pose any direct threat.
There was no way Seraphine would try anything underhanded. The idea that they might have any physical contact never even crossed Jasmine's mind!
So she didn't even think to dodge—and just like that, she was kissed, their lips pressing firmly together.
The soft curve of Seraphine's breasts brushed tantalizingly near Jasmine's, the fabric of their clothes barely separating the warm press of flesh.
Jasmine's eyes widened dramatically, locking onto Seraphine's with inimaginable shock.
"Ohh, mmh..."—Her lips parted, as if she wanted to say something. Yet, Seraphine took the opening, easing her small, fragrant tongue inside, filling Jasmine's mouth with her taste.
Kissing between women carried different implications than between men and women. Female best friends could eat together, live together, bathe together, even sleep in the same bed—a kiss wasn't out of the ordinary.
Some female celebrities would even kiss each other in public for the cameras to showcase their bond…
So when a woman suddenly kissed another woman without warning, it could mean she was taking liberties—or it could mean nothing at all.
In Seraphine's case, it definitely meant nothing.
She was the same as Jasmine's—Both straight as an arrow.
Which was why Jasmine was utterly baffled.
What was Seraphine trying to convey by kissing her? So deeply at that?
She didn't even have time to think it through. Stunned for a second, she raised her hand to push Seraphine away—but Seraphine had timed it perfectly. She had anticipated Jasmine's reaction. After two seconds, she straightened up and took a step back.
"Miss Doran, I understand how you feel. Alexander does love to kiss. Before he came down earlier, he had his tongue down my throat."
Seraphine's face was full of tenderness, her voice even sweeter. "Now, I'm returning the kiss he gave me. Consider this my apology. Are you satisfied? Did you notice his taste on my tongue?"
After speaking, Seraphine grinned, her tongue licking at her own lips, leaving them glistening.
Jasmine's scalp prickled.
"Oh, and Miss Doran," Seraphine continued, her smile soft and sweet, "it's such a shame you weren't here last night…..I think all three of us could have had fun...."
Jasmine couldn't even stay seated! She knew precisely what Seraphine meant!
She was stunned.
Shocked.
She had always known Seraphine was calculating, meticulous, never impulsive—but she never expected her to go this far!
Seraphine spoke with gentle warmth.
Yet every hair on Jasmine's body stood on end.
"Miss Doran, do you feel the sincerity of my apology? Should I…Another.....?" Seraphine didn't finish, letting her expression and eyes do the talking instead.
"Madam Arden! Have some decency!" Jasmine shot to her feet.
Seraphine simply gazed at her with a soft smile.
"Ms. Arden, I truly never expected… today, you've really opened my eyes!" Jasmine spat out before turning sharply and striding toward the door.
She left—she had no desire to continue this conversation. In fact, she wanted to get out of there as fast as possible.
The truth was, Seraphine had "submitted". She had "apologized"—just not on her knees. Instead, she'd chosen a… unique method.
And she hadn't just apologized. She'd tried to take it even further.
Jasmine couldn't take it.
Seraphine watched as she walked away in her heels, not looking away until the door closed behind her. Then she chuckled softly, murmuring to herself, "Little girl, thinking you could make me kneel…"
Seraphine had apologized, but she hadn't lost.
In fact, she'd forced Jasmine to leave first!
As for kneeling to apologize? Seraphine knew that, given her current situation, the only person she might ever kneel to—now or in the future—was Alexander.
She might even "beg him for mercy". But that wouldn't really be an apology. It'd just be a playful little game in the dead of night…
No matter what, she would never kneel to Jasmine.
She was fifteen years older than Jasmine! There was no way she'd humiliate herself like that.
An apology? Fine. Logically, she was at fault. But an apology was one thing—kneeling was absolutely out of the question!
She knew full well that if she knelt today, she'd never recover.
Just imagine: in the future, if she and Jasmine both wanted to meet Alexander at the same time, and she had already knelt today? She'd always have to yield. She'd never be able to compete.
Seraphine refused to suffer that kind of humiliation.
She would not back down for Jasmine in the future.
But… she also couldn't afford to openly declare war. That wasn't the best move.
She had already given up so much for Alexander—her body, which she'd guarded for years.
She truly admired everything about him. And she knew that if her relationship with Jasmine deteriorated, Alexander's attitude… would likely not be in her favor.
After giving him so much, Seraphine would never let that happen.
So she came up with this solution.
It was, without a doubt, the best possible move.
Kissing a pretty "little girl"?
Seraphine felt zero psychological pressure about that.
As for how Jasmine would react—whether she accepted it or not—either outcome solved the problem.
Either they'd share the same bed under the same man…
Or they'd keep their distance.
Seraphine smiled again at the thought, then turned and headed upstairs. She'd catch up on some sleep, put the "soreness" cream her bodyguard brought her to use, then head to the office in the afternoon.
A few minutes later.
Alexander was still driving home. Less than twenty minutes had passed since he left Seraphine's place, and he still had a way to go.
The Lamborghini raced down the road.
Worth mentioning: this car had been parked outside the Senlan Group building since yesterday afternoon.
Alexander hadn't touched it, but before going upstairs, he'd tossed the keys to Seraphine's short-haired male bodyguard.
That morning, while showering with Seraphine, he mentioned he'd be leaving early. So Seraphine called the bodyguard and had him drive the car to the neighborhood.
"...Alright, Dante. 3PM, I'll be at the hospital." Alexander was on the phone with Dante while driving. Nothing urgent—just checking in about "Old Lei," who had woken up. Alexander was confirming the time for their meeting.
They'd already covered most of it.
"Yeah… got it… That's it, then." Alexander hung up.
One hand on the wheel, the other still holding his phone—before he could even set it down, it rang again.
Ring ring…
Alexander glanced at the screen and grinned. It was Jasmine.
"Done talking?" he answered directly.
"Alexander! Can't you find normal women in the future? I'm begging you. Why do they all turn out so fucking weird?" Jasmine's voice was full of anger—and something else. A kind of shaken discomfort, like she'd just been through something terrifying.
Alexander was somewhat surprised. One thing he was absolutely sure of—no matter how Seraphine and Jasmine talked, the two would never end up in a shouting match.
At most, their words might carry veiled barbs, layered meanings. An actual physical fight? Impossible!
Both were dignified women who valued their pride!
More importantly, before leaving, Alexander had reassured Jasmine. So no matter what, she should have been the calmer one. Why did she sound like Seraphine had frightened her?
That shouldn't have happened.
Jasmine had such a strong personality—even if she were truly provoked to anger, she wouldn't come to Alexander to "tattle."
Besides, a woman like Seraphine wouldn't do something to damage his relationship with Jasmine.
Both had unique positions, so they would naturally exercise restraint around each other.
"What happened?" Alexander asked with a slight smile as he drove.
"She—" Jasmine vented furiously, her temper flaring. Usually, she might keep something like this to herself.
Still, she felt Alexander needed to know—after all, they were officially in a relationship now.
When Alexander heard that Jasmine had demanded Seraphine kneel and apologize, his eyebrow lifted.
Not unexpected. Just… interesting.
This wasn't entirely in line with Jasmine's character. She could be domineering, but she adjusted her attitude according to the person she was dealing with.
Her demand for Seraphine to kneel wasn't about humiliation—it was about forcing a clear, immediate submission.
She wanted Seraphine to fully acknowledge her subordinate position.
To avoid future trouble.
Jasmine likely hadn't intended to insult Seraphine.
The kneeling part… Alexander thought back to when Jasmine had once lost a bet to him and had to kneel in apology.
That incident wasn't a lingering grudge, but it had certainly influenced Jasmine's thinking, hence why she applied the same standard to Seraphine.
Soon, Jasmine reached the critical point.
Listening over the phone, Alexander actually laughed.
He immediately understood Jasmine's reaction.
Seraphine had accidentally struck a nerve… Jasmine was genuinely unsettled, not just because of her "experimenting with females" in her student days, but also because of the recent scare Aileen had given her.
"Alexander, I'm begging you—from now on, find normal women!" Jasmine finally said, her anger subsiding slightly after she had vented. "Aileen was already a little off, and now this one. I don't know if they were always like this or if it's because of you."
"Don't blame me," Alexander replied, amusement in his tone. After a pause, he added, "Different people, different personalities. Surely you understand that?"
He chuckled, adding softly. "Don't worry, next time, I'll 'punish' her for kissing my girlfriend."
"You! That is' the point!" Jasmine snorted, but then her tone softened. "Fine. It's over. Let's leave it at that…"
Really, she just needed to vent to Alexander. She wasn't planning to escalate things further.
Alexander's choices were his own, and there was nothing she could do about them.
Besides, Seraphine had already apologized.
As long as she could keep Alexander by her side, everything else was trivial. Ever since he'd told her "I love you," many things had lost their urgency in her mind.
"You're driving?" Jasmine asked.
"Yeah, almost home," Alexander replied with a smile.
"Drive safe. Get some rest when you're back," Jasmine said.
"Worried about me?" He teased.
"What else?" she shot back, openly admitting it. At this point, she saw no issue in caring for her man.
"Alright then, my dear Miss Doran…" Alexander chuckled.
They exchanged a few more words before hanging up.
As he drove, Alexander reflected further, an unconscious smile forming on his face.
He had to admit—Seraphine's approach had been clever. It wasn't just accidental; she was, after all, a formidable woman. One who could hold her own against Jasmine!
If Seraphine were smart, she wouldn't provoke Jasmine again. Her most significant disadvantage against Jasmine wasn't age—it was that she overthought things.
Jasmine, however, could push things to the extreme, consequences be damned.
Ten minutes later.
Alexander drove into the Bellara Heights.
Parked in the underground garage.
Went upstairs.
He really did intend to sleep. Shortly after lying down, his thoughts drifted.
His relationship with Jasmine has grown.
His plan to bring the Doran family to his side has begun.
The issue with Mia has been sorted.
Seraphine has become his.
James's attack has been prevented.
Now, he could imagine things would get a bit complicated with Michael Arison back.
'Also need to deal with old Lei soon.....Make sure he doesn't escape or pull anything.' He thought to himself with a grin.
His mind shifted to the future. His next goal? Leaving NY for a bit to have some fun elsewhere......
As his mind raced, exhaustion soon caught up as he drifted off to sleep.




Afterword

Volume 4 and harem member number 4 are done.Who would have thought. lol.
Obligatory thank you to all those who reviewed the book. Commented on Facebook, or even reached out to me directly via DMs: Thank you over and over so much for all the support!
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) So don’t skimp on those, pretty please.
Volume 5 will most likely take a month as my fingers are getting tired lol. Butttt………I might also just find myself bored and work on it regardless.
As always can find me on Facebook! Follow for sneak peeks on covers(I’ve tried twice, and FB has nuked them twice), 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 wouldn’t be here!
HaremLit Readers
Harem GameLit Books group
Harem Lit
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