

[image: ]


Copyright and preface.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

Endless Sundays 005 Copyright © 2025 James Azure. All rights reserved.

This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in

any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the

author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This work is intended for adults only. It contains sexually explicit language and scenes.



Thank you all for the support and your patience! Volume 5, this time, took me much longer. IRL stuff happened, but let's skip the boring, sad things for now.

This volume continues right after (from the same day) as Volume 4, so reading that, and the previous volumes, is needed for a full understanding of the story.

As always, the smutty chapters are marked for your reading pleasure or skipping (If you do skip, though, don’t think we can be friends.).

See you in the afterword!
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Chapter 1: Call after call.

July 15, 2024.

Just past noon.

Ring ring…

The sudden ringing of his phone woke Alexander from his brief nap. Still a tad tired from his long night with Seraphine.

He opened his eyes, reached for the phone on the nightstand, checked the caller ID, and answered. "What's up?"

It was Dante Doran. The brother of his now official girlfriend.

"Brother-in-law, do you know Anthony Ramirez?" Dante asked. 

"Mr. Alexander! Mr. Ciotta, it's me! Save me, Mr. Alexander! You told me not to say anything, it was you... You have to save me..." In the background of the call, another man's frantic shouts could be heard—none other than the "double agent" Anthony Ramirez. 

Clearly, Dante had captured him! 

Yesterday, Alexander had suddenly faced such grave danger—first with the car, then with the assassins. The vehicle had been dealt with after Alexander called Dante in advance, and the people had been handled by Alexander himself. Though Alexander didn't feel any pressure—everything had been under his control—Dante didn't see it that way! 

Anthony hadn't warned him, so he deserved to die! 

"Don't touch him. We'll talk this afternoon. I'm sleeping," Alexander replied curtly. 

But Dante understood the implication—Anthony's claims might actually be valid. It seemed Alexander had approached Anthony first. 

"Understood, brother-in-law. Rest well," Dante said. His respect for Alexander had grown far beyond what it was before. And not just because of his sister or the skills he'd witnessed. 

After all, Alexander was the man who had sat down with his father for a private talk and successfully smoothed things over! 

Hanging up, Alexander rolled over and went back to sleep. 

Time flowed silently in the quiet. 

Before he knew it, it was 2 p.m. 

Alexander had set his alarm for 2:30. 

Ring, ring— 

His phone went off again! 

Alexander jolted awake once more, frowning slightly as he picked up the phone and answered, "What now?" 

It was Dante again! 

He shouldn't have disturbed Alexander, knowing he was resting. The first call had been understandable, but this one? What kind of emergency could possibly warrant it? 

"B-Brother-in-law! Something terrible has happened!" Dante's voice was off from the very first word, as if something urgent had occurred. But even in an emergency, his tone was strange—almost as if he was subconsciously worried about something! 

"Hm? What's wrong?" Alexander asked. 

"Brother-in-law, it's just..." Dante hesitated, clearly struggling to speak. His demeanor was off—like he'd done something wrong and didn't know how to say it. 

Dante Doran, known as the "Young Master of New York," would usually only feel this way around his sister, Jasmine Doran. With anyone else, even if he messed up, he'd just say it outright. 

He had started the call urgently, yet now he was at a standstill. 

Clearly, Dante felt he couldn't just blurt it out—he was carefully choosing his words. 

Listening to Dante's hesitant pauses, Alexander sat up. He glanced out the window, thinking for a moment. 

"Old Lei escaped?" Alexander asked directly. 

"Ah... H-How did you know, brother-in-law?!" Dante was stunned. It had only just happened—Dante himself had only just found out. There was no way Alexander could have known before him, since the people guarding the hospital were all Dante's men. 

It felt like he'd guessed it! 

How the hell could he have guessed that?! 

Of course, it wasn't a guess.

Alexander had simply deduced it. Currently, this was the only likely issue! Just yesterday, Alexander had mentioned a bit to him about Old Lei's importance. Dante understood it well. Earlier this morning, Alexander had even called Dante to confirm and set a time to visit Old Lei at the hospital for a talk. 

Alexander knew Old Lei well. 

Old Lei had lost a lot of blood yesterday. Though he was saved in time, weakness was inevitable. Not to mention, his wounds weren't fully healed—only stitched up. If he moved, pain would be the least of his worries; the wounds could reopen and bleed, potentially endangering his life again. 

Old Lei had only rested for a day and a night. 

With injuries like that, anyone else would struggle just to sit up once the anesthesia wore off—the pain alone would be unbearable. 

But Old Lei… he was the definition of an iron-willed man. His skills were honed through life-and-death experiences, and his methods were unorthodox. The moment anyone let their guard down, he'd seize the opportunity. 

Though Dante's bodyguards were all elites, they obviously wouldn't maintain high alert against someone so severely injured. 

Ensuring Old Lei didn't escape—and making sure no accidents happened—was Dante's responsibility. 

If the man got away, it was on him. So now, Dante had this nagging sense of being unable to explain himself… and worse, that wasn't all. 

"Brother-in-law, just half an hour ago, Old Lei escaped through the window on the third floor. The bodyguards said he must've climbed down the pipes. No doubt he's trained for that kind of thing…" Dante's tone was desperate to explain, his words speeding up as he went. "I had plenty of people stationed—upstairs, downstairs, inside the room, outside the door—but just during a bathroom break, he vanished. But don't worry, I've already sent men after him. With how badly he's hurt, he won't get far. We'll find him, I promise!" 

It was pure carelessness. 

Against someone in that condition, no one would stay overly vigilant. From what Dante said, the guard watching Old Lei in the room had stepped away to use the bathroom—high-end hospital rooms had private ones, so it was still inside. The time gap couldn't have been long, but Old Lei had used those few minutes to make his move. 

But Alexander knew. 

Old Lei truly feared nothing—he was reckless with his life. 

Yet, recklessness doesn't mean he likes to throw it away. Otherwise, he'd have died long ago. He should've understood that escaping today, with injuries this severe, could kill him on the spot—he might not even make it out of New York. 

They'd saved him, brought him back. He should've realized he had value—that they wouldn't just dispose of him. He could've stalled for a few more days, let his wounds heal a bit, then planned an escape. His chances of surviving and leaving New York would've been much higher. 

But instead, he chose to risk death and flee immediately. That wasn't normal—something was off. 

And that something… was Dante himself. 

"Rattling off all these explanations—what are you trying to hide?" Alexander cut straight to the point. 

"Uh…" Dante faltered, unsure how to respond. 

"Ah, Dan…" Alexander sighed, then continued, his tone flat—a stark contrast to his usual easygoing, amused manner. "What's the rush? Didn't I tell you I'd let you listen in?"

This is genuinely unsettling.

"No, brother-in-law... I... actually I... I just..." Dante couldn't explain himself properly, and he was somewhat dazed because Alexander already knew what he had done.

"Alright, I understand. I'll find him." Alexander hung up without waiting for further explanation.

Alexander didn't need Dante's explanation to deduce what had happened. Before Alexander met with Old Lei, the only person who could have pressured Old Lei was Dante. Alexander's own subordinates wouldn't act without authorization, and Dante had just spoken with that tone of someone who'd done something wrong but couldn't quite admit it.

The answer was obvious.

Dante had gone to talk with Old Lei after he woke up!

Dante had a quick temper, and what James Sutherland had done this time had truly angered him. So he wanted to get some information first—he must have threatened Old Lei! Said some harsh words! Dante was ruthless enough to follow through on his threats! And Old Lei must have known about Dante's reputation before coming to NY, so... he had to run immediately!

Old Lei knew that if he didn't cooperate in the subsequent conversation with Dante, Dante might very well shoot him on the spot!

Staying meant certain death; running gave him a sliver of hope.

Dante, realizing his mistake only after Old Lei had fled, now understood that what might not have been a mistake initially had become one the moment he lost Old Lei! That was why he had been so hesitant to explain.



In the hospital corridor.

After hearing Alexander hang up, Dante's expression shifted again. He felt like his brother-in-law was angry—though Alexander hadn't said anything harsh, his tone had been flat, and that was enough for Dante to think so!

Dante wasn't exactly afraid of Alexander, but he respected his brother-in-law more and more... and he was genuinely terrified of his older sister!

Thinking quickly, Dante immediately dialed another number.

The call connected almost instantly.

"Dan..." Jasmine Doran's voice came through the phone.

"Sis, about that..." Dante started, but then hesitated.

"Hmm?" Jasmine's tone changed immediately. She knew her brother too well—that hesitation told her everything. "What trouble have you gotten into now? Spit it out!" she demanded coldly.

Dante steeled himself and explained the situation. The biggest issue here was that this could affect Jasmine's future!

Old Lei was crucial! Alexander needed to talk to him to deal with James Sutherland! By confronting Old Lei prematurely and driving him to flee, Dante hadn't just ruined Alexander's plans—he'd jeopardized Jasmine's interests too!

Dante was terrified his sister would skin him alive!

And he was filled with guilt!

Jasmine listened in complete silence. That silence alone made Dante's heart race.

"Sis! I know I messed up! I'll definitely find him! Please believe me!" Dante rushed to say, not giving Jasmine a chance to speak. Then he added, "Oh, and sis... I told brother-in-law about it... he seemed angry..."

"He's angry? Did he yell at you?" Jasmine's voice rose slightly, her heart skipping a beat. Alexander never got angry—if he was truly upset now... Jasmine felt a chill run down her spine!

"N-no, he didn't yell at me, just... it felt like he was..." Dante stammered.

"You! You! How can I even begin to describe you!" Jasmine's breathing grew heavy.

She wanted to scold him, but couldn't even muster the energy to do so. "You quickly find that guy! Get him back immediately! As for your brother-in-law, I'll talk to him. I'll put in a good word for you."

In the end, Jasmine couldn't bear to see her brother suffer.

She even felt that if Alexander were furious, it would be far, far worse than Old Lei running away!



In the CEO's office of Magical Glamour.

As soon as Jasmine hung up on her brother, she dialed Alexander's number immediately.

He picked up right away.

"Babe, Dante told me, he's just too..." Jasmine began explaining for Dante right off the bat, even calling him "Babe" directly.

"I'm not angry," Alexander said plainly, then chuckled lightly. "He won't get away. I'm driving to meet Old Lei now."

"Hmm?" It took Jasmine a moment to process before she blurted out, "You know where Old Lei ran off to?!"

On one of the New York streets, a blue Lamborghini sped along!

"Old Lei is at..." Alexander paused, then smiled. "Not entirely sure yet."

"Not sure?" Jasmine couldn't tell whether Alexander genuinely didn't know or was deliberately being mysterious with her. He always had this enigmatic way of never speaking plainly.

"How can I be certain when I haven't seen him yet?" Alexander replied with a faint smile.

"Alright..." Jasmine didn't press further. She could faintly hear the loud wind noise on Alexander's end—not from an open window, but from the sheer speed of the car. "Focus on driving. We'll talk later."

"Got it," Alexander said.

After hanging up, Alexander floored the accelerator again, pushing the speed even higher. He was already speeding! But it wasn't a big deal—Zach Mitchell would handle all the traffic violations. He could drive however he wanted, as long as he didn't cause an accident.

A green light ahead. The Lamborghini drifted through the intersection...

Truth was, Alexander was taking a detour.

It wasn't even 3 p.m. yet, nowhere near rush hour. But in a bustling metropolis like New York, traffic was always heavy—rush hour meant gridlock, and even off-peak hours made it hard to speed. To maintain his pace, Alexander had to loop around and choose less congested routes.

He knew New York like the back of his hand.

This way, he'd actually reach his destination sooner!

Thirty-some minutes later.

End Avenue, in the West District.

End Avenue was an informal place name, initially referring to two bridges built close together in the 1970s and '80s. Over time, the name had come to represent the surrounding area in West District—even the bus stop here was called End Avenue Station.

By New York standards, it was undeniably part of the old city. Not too long ago, it wasn't even considered part of the main urban area. It was only with the urban expansion in the new century that it got absorbed into the West District.

It was a remote area, quite far from the city center.

X Second Street, Bao Alley.

Alexander parked the blue Lamborghini by the alley entrance, tossed his suit jacket onto the passenger seat, straightened his white dress shirt, and stepped out, heading into the alley.

The alley wasn't narrow—cars could pass through just fine—but it twisted and turned, far from a straight shot. Few vehicles bothered, though, because the alley was lined with small shops: eateries, clothing stores, hardware shops, street vendors. With so many stores came crowds, making it a nightmare for cars to navigate.

The place was lively. Walking deeper into Bao Alley felt like stepping into a small-town night market, though that might be exaggerating a bit. It wasn't just food—you could find anything here. The area thrived because of its abundance of rental properties, drawing a large migrant population that gradually created this "prosperity."

Every city has a place like this—far from downtown, yet buzzing with energy.

Alexander ventured further into the alley.

At this hour, the place was busy but far from packed.

As he passed by a small shop with signs reading "Clearance Sale, Everything 20% Off," Alexander glanced inside and walked in. It was a clothing store selling cheap items—pants for only a few dollars, various discontinued shoes, all claimed to be export overstock. 

As far as Alexander knew, this shop had been having a "clearance sale" since the day it opened. It was just a marketing gimmick.

He spent only two minutes inside before leaving. 

He bought a white baseball cap. Although it didn't match his suit, Alexander wasn't wearing his jacket; instead, he was wearing a white dress shirt. With the cap on, his whole demeanor changed—youthful and vibrant. 

He continued down the alley. 

Alexander walked from one end of the alley to the other, from the easternmost side to the westernmost, reaching the opposite end of Bao Alley, where he could almost see the main road ahead—X Third Street. 

He turned left. 

The alley had many branching paths, all leading to seven-story-old buildings, with more than half of the units rented out. 

This was the last side path. 

Alexander entered. 

He could have taken X Third Street directly into Bao, entering from the western entrance to reach this side path much faster—without traversing the entire alley. But Alexander had deliberately taken the long way. His reasoning was simple: if he parked his blue Lamborghini near the western entrance, Old Lei might spot it from a window upstairs.

Old Lei, of course, knew Alexander's car. 

And from that private hospital to here… Old Lei would logically enter from the western alleyway. There was no reason for him to take a detour. 

Not far down the side path, Alexander stopped in front of an old residential building. 

He tugged the brim of his cap and looked up at the building… This was the one. Based on his investigations through countless cycles, James Sutherland had prepared several escape houses in New York for his subordinates. 

Like "safe houses." 

But unlike real safe houses, these weren't truly secure. If someone committed a significant crime, given the density of surveillance today, the police would eventually track them down. So these places were only temporary hideouts, stocked with essentials for fugitives. 

There were a few such locations in New York—some highly confidential, others less so. The latter were places James's local contacts provided.

Though there were several possibilities, Alexander still believed Old Lei would come here. 

Because this was the only "safe house" that had been prepared but never used. The others, though undiscovered, had all been utilized over the past four years. 

Only this one remained untouched—the safest and most secret. 

This time, Cole Donovan, James's right-hand man, had hired Old Lei for a job. Given Old Lei's unique status—practically a top-tier assassin brought in from overseas—if anything happened to him, the fallout would be severe.

So activating this location… given Cole's cautious nature, it was highly likely. 

And in all of New York right now, apart from Cole, who had already left, the only person who should know about this place was Old Lei.

The guys working with Old Lei were all small-time thugs. If something went wrong, they'd scatter and run, not come here. The consequences of them getting caught were much less severe!

Everything was Alexander's deduction.

It still needed verification.

Alexander entered the building and went upstairs.

The hallway was dim and grimy, covered in small advertisement stickers on the walls and cigarette butts on the floor. His footsteps were light, almost silent.

Soon, he reached the fifth floor and stopped in front of unit 501.

This was the one. The registered owner was a local from New York, but the real owner behind the scenes was James Sutherland!

Three years ago, James had instructed Cole, who then arranged for someone to purchase it.

Alexander paused and glanced at the electric meter box on the wall.

He reached into the gap between the meter box and the wall, feeling around—then frowned. Because... the key was still there!

The key to unit 501!

If someone had come here, the key would definitely be gone.

Old Lei hadn't come here?!

Alexander frowned, considering another possibility—not that he hadn't come, but that he hadn't arrived yet!

He was still on the way!

Injured so badly and still in hospital clothes, he'd have to find a way to change his clothes on the road while also evading the people Dante had sent after him. So he might arrive quickly... or not.

Alexander took out the key.

Whether Old Lei wasn't coming or just hadn't arrived yet, he could verify it by going inside. Checking whether supplies had been prepared in advance would tell him.

He was about to unlock the door.

Just then.

Thud! Thud! Thud!

Heavy footsteps echoed from downstairs, accompanied by a chaotic, unsteady rhythm—as if someone was stumbling but moving urgently.

Someone was coming up the stairs.

Alexander paused mid-turn with the key, glancing back down the staircase with an indifferent expression. 

He wasn't sure who was coming up. If it were Old Lei, he would be no match for Alexander. At this distance, he wouldn't even have a chance to run. 

Alexander waited. 

Soon, the heavy, uneven footsteps drew closer. A burly middle-aged man swayed his way up to the landing between the fourth and fifth floors. His clothes were plain, slightly greasy, his hair disheveled, and his build somewhat overweight. 

Clearly drunk, he clung to the railing as he staggered upward. 

Alexander turned away, resuming his task of unlocking the door. 

That man wasn't Old Lei—just a drunkard renting a room in this building. 

Alexander stepped inside Apartment 501. 

The unit wasn't large—a standard two-bedroom, around sixty to seventy square meters—but it was fully furnished with all the trappings of a home. Spotless, even cozy. Someone clearly cleaned it regularly, and the "owner" likely stayed here occasionally. 

Though James had never assigned anyone to use this apartment for operations, its lack of use was precisely why it needed to appear lived-in. A place left vacant for years would raise suspicion if someone suddenly returned. 

Alexander closed the door behind him and moved further inside, scanning the living room. 

Over the next few minutes, he combed through every room, inspecting each one. He even opened the wardrobe in the bedroom. 

He was searching for something. 

Since this place had "never been used," there was no precedent, so Alexander had no way of knowing where items might be stashed here. 

But after ten thousand years stuck in a time loop, Alexander had learned almost everything. 

If something was here, he'd find it—and quickly. 

After completing his sweep, Alexander returned to the living room. 

He sat on the sofa, pondered for a moment, then stood and circled behind it. The fabric cover of the couch was removable for cleaning, and at the back, there was a zipper. 

Alexander studied it briefly before unzipping it—first horizontally, then vertically, creating a triangular opening. 

Peering inside, he smiled. The backrest had been hollowed out slightly, and within it sat a sleek silver-gray metal case. 

There was something here. Old Lei would definitely come. 

Alexander retrieved the case, carried it to the front of the sofa, and placed it on the coffee table after sitting down. 

The case was heavy and locked with a combination. 

Alexander pondered again. Cole had handled everything personally. He might've even placed this case here himself. And people had habits—especially reusing passwords for trivial matters. 

The case itself was critical, but the combination wasn't. 

Because if an outsider got their hands on it, would the password even matter? A brick could smash the lock open. 

Alexander spun the dials: 3-3-6

Then he flipped the latch. 

Click. It opened. 

Alexander lifted the lid and examined the contents. Inside were various emergency medical supplies—trauma medications, gauze, sutures, disinfectants—but none of that mattered. 

What mattered were the documents.

Fake ID, fake driver's license, fake passport... All the photos on these documents were of Old Lei! The suitcase also contained fifty thousand in cash, three bank cards, a SIM card, a phone, and other essentials for fleeing and communication.

Additionally, there were two handguns and a box of bullets inside the case.

Old Lei would definitely come here!

Alexander checked everything thoroughly, leaving nothing disturbed, then closed the suitcase.

He stood up and left the room, stepping outside to return the key to its original hiding place behind the electrical meter box. Re-entering the house, he shut the door... He pulled a chair onto the balcony, sat down, crossed his legs, and took out his phone.

As he scrolled through his phone, he kept a watchful eye on the street outside through his peripheral vision.

The apartment wasn't designed for cross-ventilation.

The window faced west, offering a diagonal view of the western alley entrance.

Alexander had deliberately not worn a jacket and opted for a baseball cap, considering the possibility of running into Old Lei in the alley if they arrived at the same time. If Old Lei spotted him from afar, he could still make a quick escape... The baseball cap would obscure part of his face, making it impossible to recognize him from a distance.

About ten minutes later.

While scrolling through his phone, Alexander suddenly turned his head toward the barely visible alley entrance outside the window. He spotted a yellow taxi parked on the main road outside the alley, and a man stepping out, pulling a hundred-dollar bill from a pink wallet to pay the fare.

The man wore a baseball cap and a mask, dressed in a black overcoat that made him look somewhat bulky—though not in the way a naturally heavy person would.

Old Lei!

Even without seeing his face, Alexander was sure it was him.

Height and habitual walking patterns don't lie.

Moreover, his "distinctive traits" were obvious—his face hidden, and a bulky appearance due to wearing multiple layers, likely because his wounds had reopened. He was probably trying to prevent blood from seeping through by layering jackets. And then there was that eye-catching pink wallet...

When Old Lei escaped the hospital, he must have been wearing nothing but his patient gown, with no other belongings.

The wallet was undoubtedly stolen!

The taxi driver might have noticed something off—a grown man using a woman's wallet and paying so much? But no one would bother interfering.

Old Lei took a few steps into the alley before suddenly stumbling. He pressed a hand to his chest, clutching it briefly, then forced himself to walk a few more steps before straightening up, his gait returning to normal.

After that, Alexander lost sight of him as the view was blocked.


Chapter 2: He arrived.

Alexander stood up and quickly dialed a number.

"Hey, brother-in-law! Did you find him?!" It was Dante, answering immediately!

Shortly after speaking with his sister, she called him again to say that Alexander knew where Old Lei was and had gone after him. Dante had been both shocked and excited, telling his sister he'd call Alexander right away for an update—only to be scolded by Jasmine!

She told him to wait for the call and not make things worse!

So Dante had been waiting anxiously for Alexander to call.

"Get the hospital to send an ambulance to the west side of the city..." Alexander gave Dante the exact address before hanging up without another word.

The ambulance was, of course, for Old Lei. It would take about thirty minutes to arrive—plenty of time for Alexander to handle everything. Originally, Dante was supposed to listen in, but he had messed up his own chance by acting impulsively.

A few minutes later.

Click, clack! Someone was unlocking the door to apartment 501.

It opened right away.

The man wearing a mask and a baseball cap staggered through the door before slamming it shut behind him. He yanked off his mask and cursed through gritted teeth, "Damn it!" The pain had been unbearable, yet he hadn't dared to make a sound the entire way here.

After taking a few steps into the living room, Old Lei suddenly sensed something was off.

Cole Donovan had clearly told him the case was hidden inside the sofa.

But right now, it was sitting on the coffee table.

And there was a chair on the balcony that clashed with the otherwise neat and tidy living room—as if someone had been here recently, sat there, and left without putting it back.

"You good?" A man's voice suddenly came from behind him.

Old Lei spun around instantly, drawing a sharp kitchen knife from his jacket—the kind anyone could easily buy.

Despite his severe injuries, his movements were swift and relentless, showing no hesitation. He pivoted, took a step forward, and swung the blade straight at Alexander's neck!

The movement froze abruptly! 

Old Lei reacted instinctively, spinning around at the sound with murderous intent. He was highly trained, his reflexes razor-sharp—yet he stopped dead in his tracks. Alexander hadn't done anything. Nothing at all. He was just watching him. 

Alexander leaned against the wall, hands tucked into his trouser pockets, his body slightly tilted back until the back of his head touched the wall. The brim of his cap was tilted upward, and he stood there in a relaxed, casual posture, a faint smile on his lips as his calm gaze settled on Old Lei, who had just erupted into violence. 

Old Lei's knife-wielding arm was raised high—but it stopped mid-air. 

There was no special reason for his hesitation. 

Simply because he saw clearly who had spoken: Alexander!

Yesterday, in the cramped elevator, seven men had attacked Alexander with blades—only for him to counter and take them all down. That level of combat prowess wasn't just terrifying; it was inhuman. Old Lei was a knife fighter himself, a veteran of countless life-and-death battles, yet he had never seen anyone that strong. 

Strong to the point of being monstrous. 

Old Lei knew he stood no chance against Alexander. Even if he weren't severely injured, even at his peak, he wouldn't win. 

And he knew something else: Alexander had deliberately spared him. 

The wound had been dangerously close to his heart—just a hair's breadth from killing him outright. 

In that split-second chaos, Alexander had still managed such precise control, stopping just short of ending his life. Old Lei couldn't even fathom what kind of brutal training Alexander must have endured to achieve that level of mastery. 

Lying in his hospital bed, he had even mocked himself—the Sutherland family's intel on Alexander had to be wrong. Trying to use a knife against him? It was like showing off in front of a master, only to humiliate himself. 

Old Lei remained frozen, his knife still raised, his heart pounding as he stared at Alexander. 

Why was Alexander here?! 

After a beat, Old Lei suddenly took two rapid steps back, twisting his wrist and pulling his arm in, shifting into a defensive reverse-grip stance. His eyes flicked toward the door—if it was open, he could still make a run for it. If it were closed, he'd need an extra second to open it. But he knew the truth: escape was impossible. 

Yet he still wanted to try. 

"The gun's in the case…" Alexander smiled at Old Lei, tilting his chin slightly toward the coffee table. 

Old Lei glanced at the case on the table but remained on high alert, unmoving, his eyes locked onto Alexander. 

The coffee table was several steps away. He'd have to open the case to get the gun—and Alexander had gotten here first. There was no telling if the gun was even loaded, or if Alexander was armed himself. 

Making a reckless move would be suicide. 

"Relax. If I wanted you dead, you'd have died in that elevator yesterday." Alexander grinned at him, then suddenly straightened up. Old Lei immediately tensed, retreating another step. 

Of course, Old Lei knew Alexander wouldn't kill him so easily. 

But he also knew that if he refused to cooperate, refused to talk—he'd still end up dead. 

And he wasn't the type to talk. 

So… 

"I already called an ambulance for you," Alexander said casually, still smiling as he walked toward the sofa and coffee table. "With those injuries, you won't last long. Even if the wound's stitched up, you shouldn't be moving around like this…" 

He spoke lightly, even turning his back to Old Lei as he approached the sofa. 

But Old Lei didn't attack. 

Because his only thought was escape—not fighting. He had seen firsthand just how fast Alexander's reflexes were.

Alexander walked over to the sofa and turned to sit down.

Just as he was about to take his seat, Old Lei suddenly moved, making a dash for the door. But at the exact moment, Alexander spoke up: "Ma Lingshan. I heard the black tea from Pumen is quite good. You don't want to invite me for a taste?"

With that, Alexander sat down and turned his head, smiling at Old Lei, whose body had frozen stiff.

Old Lei had already turned and taken his first step toward the door, but when he heard the name "Ma Lingshan," he stopped dead in his tracks. And when Alexander mentioned "Pumen," a chill ran down his spine.

Slowly, Old Lei turned back, his eyes wide and bloodshot as he glared at Alexander.

It was a look brimming with murderous intent, his grip on the knife tightening until his knuckles turned white.

"How do you know that?" Old Lei asked, his voice cold and hard.

"Don't you want to talk with me?" Alexander raised an eyebrow slightly, then gestured with his eyes toward the sofa chair. "Have a seat."

Old Lei stared at Alexander, silent and calculating. After a few seconds, he walked over to the coffee table and sat in the armchair. His gaze never left Alexander, and his hand never loosened its grip on the knife.

At this moment, the only thing that gave him even the slightest sense of security in front of Alexander was the blade in his hand—though that sense of security was nothing more than self-deception, utterly useless.

"How do you know?" Old Lei repeated, his face pale from his injuries, expressionless.

The two keywords—"Ma Lingshan" and "Pumen"—had forced Old Lei to stay. Alexander didn't need to resort to force; Old Lei had no choice but to sit down and talk.

Because what Alexander had mentioned was a secret no one else knew.

Old Lei—his name on his ID was "Lei Yundao," with an age listed as 40. But both the name "Lei Yundao" and his age were fabrications.

Old Lei's original name was "Ma Lingshan." At sixteen, he changed it to "Ma Shan." At twenty-one, "Ma Shan" disappeared and was later declared dead in a car accident.

His body had been dumped down a hillside and was already severely decomposed when discovered, identifiable to his family members only by his clothing.

At that time, forensic technology was limited, and DNA testing wasn't widely available. Unless absolutely necessary, such tests weren't conducted, so the body was never DNA-confirmed.

In reality, "Ma Shan" hadn't died. He had fled after committing a crime and assumed a fake identity under the name "Chen Zhuangmin."

Later, Chen Zhuangmin drifted around the border areas of various countries for a few years, then went to Myanmar. After experiencing many bloody storms, he joined the Blood Flower Group and became a core member.

When he officially returned to the country, he changed his identity again, taking on the name of a recently deceased man—"Liu Minfeng."

At thirty-three, "Liu Minfeng" became his "former name," and his official ID name was changed to "Lei Yundao."

In other words, "Ma Lingshan" was Old Lei's first name, and "Liu Yundao" was his fifth.

Funnily enough, despite the many fake names, he'd never taken a western name.

Currently, anyone who knew Old Lei was aware of, at most, his last three identities. Before joining the Blood Flower Group, they only knew him as "Chen Zhuangmin."

No one knew who he truly was.

Legally, "Ma Lingshan" had long been a dead man, his household registration erased.

This was Old Lei's greatest secret.

And this secret involved a huge issue—Old Lei's family. He was the son of tea farmers, and his actual age was only forty-one. Not only were his parents still alive, but both of his older sisters were as well. 

The two sisters had long since married and had children. Along with his parents, they lived in a place called "Pumen," famous for its black tea, leading an ordinary life. 

For Old Lei—a ruthless and feared man with countless enemies—having his family discovered was his greatest fear. 

"For twenty years, you haven't dared to contact your family. I heard your mother goes to sweep your grave every year..." Alexander spoke while opening the case on the coffee table, picking up the pistol inside. 

Old Lei held a knife in one hand, the other already braced against the armrest of the sofa, ready to lunge, dodge, or charge at Alexander at any moment. 

"Actually, I think you made the right choice," Alexander continued. After picking up the gun, he ejected the magazine to check—there were bullets inside, though this was more for Old Lei's benefit. He slid the magazine back in, then racked the slide, chambering a round. 

"Protecting his family from harm. That is what every man should do." 

Click.

With that, Alexander slapped the pistol onto the coffee table and slid it toward Old Lei with just the right force—it stopped right at the edge, within easy reach. 

Old Lei's pupils constricted. Alexander was actually giving him the gun! 

"I'm giving you a chance..." Alexander said with a relaxed smile.

"You can pick up that gun right now and shoot me dead, or we can have a proper talk," Alexander said with a smile as he looked at Old Lei. "I believe you're a smart man. You'll make the choice that benefits you the most." 

Alexander was giving Old Lei a chance—an opportunity not to be threatened with his family as leverage. 

But in reality, Alexander wasn't giving him any chance at all. 

At this close range, Old Lei stood no chance! For top-tier fighters, guns were far less effective than blades in close quarters. A pistol had to be aimed directly at someone to inflict damage, whereas a blade could strike from any angle. 

However. 

Old Lei wouldn't realize that Alexander had left him no opening. Alexander's capabilities were beyond anyone's imagination—Even Jasmine's current understanding of Alexander was just the tip of the iceberg!

Old Lei would think this was a genuine opportunity! 

"You think I don't dare kill you?" Old Lei's expression flickered unpredictably, his tone laced with probing intent. 

His eyes darted between Alexander and the gun, his grip tightening on the armrest of the sofa as if gathering strength, ready to move at any moment. 

"Old Lei, killing people is no different to you than slaughtering chickens. It's not about whether you dare, but whether you will," Alexander replied, maintaining his smile. "You have very few weaknesses. You're willing to gamble with your life, so there's nothing you wouldn't dare do. It's just a matter of whether you will, whether you want to." 

"Then why do you think I wouldn't want to kill you?" Old Lei immediately countered. 

"There's no need to try and distract me with words. It's pointless," Alexander said calmly. "And I know you haven't grabbed the gun yet because you're wondering if I tampered with it beforehand. You're also guessing whether I've already shared your intel with others. Let me answer you directly—I didn't touch the gun. And as for your original name and where you lived, I haven't told a soul." 

Old Lei stared at Alexander in silence. 

He couldn't figure out what Alexander was playing at! Was he courting death?! This didn't even feel like a test—it felt like suicide! No matter how skilled Alexander was with a blade or how formidable his combat abilities were, Old Lei was the one who could reach the gun first! 

A gamble? 

With his life on the line? 

If he truly understood Alexander, he'd know that Alexander never gambled with his life. He disliked leaving things to uncertain possibilities. 

Yet Old Lei remained silent, never reaching for the gun. 

Alexander had made his stance clear. Though Old Lei was suspicious, he believed he had a real chance to kill Alexander outright! But he didn't act. He didn't immediately realize… that this hesitation was an instinctive fear of Alexander. 

The plan to crash Alexander's car was decided suddenly, arranged immediately, yet it failed instantly! Everyone involved had been captured! 

In the elevator, seven against one—Alexander had won! 

After escaping the hospital for just over an hour, barely reaching a safe house, Alexander had appeared! 

Alexander even dared to give him the gun!

Old Lei had absolute confidence in his close-combat knife skills—and rightfully so! But Alexander had shattered his understanding. From that moment on, Old Lei's perception of Alexander had been elevated to an unimaginable level. 

And he couldn't help but admire him. 

Just as Alexander knew about Old Lei, the key to negotiating with him was defeating him first. Old Lei was obsessed with blades—those who could best him in knife combat held a special place in his mind. 

From the perspective of melee weapon combat alone, Old Lei would consider such an opponent invincible.

This is the psychology of a highly confident person after being defeated! He would think, if even he couldn't win, who else could?! And Alexander didn't just defeat him alone—he bested all seven of them together in one fight!

Alexander wanted Old Lei to think for himself.

By giving him the gun, Alexander would unconsciously further elevate Old Lei's perception of his ability!

Moreover, Alexander was eliminating the discomfort in his heart.

The "discomfort" that came from Alexander threatening his family! Information obtained through threats might not necessarily be false, but loyalty gained through coercion could never be true loyalty!

In truth, Alexander could have continued negotiating with Old Lei without resorting to this tactic. But if he didn't, according to his original plan, Old Lei would eventually become his man! And when that time came, his loyalty would definitely be questionable—he would feel that he was only working for Alexander to protect his family, that he was being coerced!

If that were the case, then later, after investigating thoroughly, he would surely turn on Alexander! He would "betray his master"!

That couldn't be allowed.

So Alexander gave him this opportunity! Alexander didn't use his family to threaten him—if he wanted to, he could take the gun! If he didn't take it, that was his own choice, and it would greatly influence his psychology.

Old Lei was the first person Alexander had ever encountered in his long life who refused to talk, no matter the torture he was forced to endure.

Incredible combat skills, an extremely complex life experience—not only was he exceptionally capable in handling tasks, but he was also tight-lipped when things went wrong! He never betrayed his "boss"! And he truly wasn't afraid of death, daring to do anything!

Old Lei's reputation in the border regions was earned through real deeds, without a single drop of falsehood!

If he hadn't run into Alexander, his trip to New York this time would have been impossible to "derail"!

Now, Alexander was determined to recruit him! To make him his loyal follower!

"What do you want to know?" Old Lei asked Alexander again, still eyeing the gun, still considering, or rather, looking for an opportunity. "If it's about the Sutherland family, then I'm sorry, I won't tell you. Dante Doran mentioned it to me, and I didn't tell him, nor will I tell you!"

"I don't need you to tell me those things. I already know," Alexander replied with a faint smile.

"You know?" Old Lei countered.

"Yes, I know. Very clearly!" Alexander smiled at Old Lei. "For example, A guy named Ryan was killed by people you arranged—on James Sutherland's instructions."

Ryan's death was another fatal black mark on James Sutherland's record!

No one had ever imagined that Ryan's death was arranged by James, because in the period before Ryan's death, he hadn't even clashed with James—they hadn't met, nor was there any business conflict between them.

Hearing Alexander's words, Old Lei's pupils contracted.

The identity of the mastermind behind Ryan's murder should only be known by three people in the world: James Sutherland himself, Old Lei, and the boss of the Blood Flower Group! James hadn't even asked Cole Donovan to arrange it—he had called Old Lei directly!

"By the way," Alexander continued with a smile before Old Lei could respond, "I took photos in the elevator right after our fight and sent them to Cole Donovan to pass on to James... So now, James probably thinks all of you are dead! Even the Blood Flower Group overseas likely believes you're already dead!"

Old Lei's expression suddenly became extremely peculiar.

If everyone believed he was already dead, then he would have another chance to "fake his death and escape"! But this thought lasted only a moment before he dismissed it! He had long been in too deep, swallowed by the darkness. His future held only two paths—either die or work until he died! There was no third possibility!

"And one more thing..." Alexander smiled at Old Lei. At this moment, his smile was somewhat subtle.. "I also know that Ang Tun was killed by James Sutherland!"

Old Lei's face abruptly changed color!

This was the second piece of dirt Old Lei could use against James! In truth, Old Lei had no idea who had killed "Ang Tun," nor did he have any evidence to prove who was responsible. But the strange thing was, if Old Lei simply believed Alexander's words and repeated them to someone else, he could become a witness to James Sutherland's murder of Ang Tun!

Old Lei's eyes widened in disbelief. He couldn't accept that what Alexander said was true. Back then, he had investigated "Ang Tun's" death for a long time and found not a single clue! How could it have been James Sutherland?

He didn't believe it, and he couldn't make sense of it!

As he thought this, the muscles on his face twitched violently.

"I know you might..." Alexander started to say something else.

Suddenly!

Old Lei moved with lightning speed, snatching the pistol from the coffee table and instantly pointing the barrel at Alexander's forehead!


Chapter 3: Respect.

Old Lei's timing was impeccable. Just as Alexander had said, he was using conversation to distract him. So before he even decided whether to reach for the gun, he started talking to Alexander. All he needed was a split second of Alexander's inattention. 

Old Lei was a master with blades, but his marksmanship was also top-tier. 

It was just that his close-quarters combat skills were so formidable—among the absolute best—that no one ever mentioned his shooting. Yet he had received formal training in Myanmar.

The Blood Flower Group was a small warlord organization operating on the borders of various countries!

Old Lei's shooting skills were undoubtedly at the level of an elite marksman, even if they were not at the absolute pinnacle. 

Alexander stopped speaking, a very faint smile still on his face, locking eyes with Old Lei, who now held the gun aimed at him.

Calm. 

Unfazed.

Alexander hadn't even tried to stop Old Lei when he reached for the gun—not because he couldn't react in time, but because he didn't need to. 

Because Alexander knew Old Lei wouldn't pull the trigger. 

If this had happened earlier, Alexander would have instantly disarmed Old Lei the moment he went for the gun. But now that Alexander had brought up the matter with Ang Tun, it was no longer necessary. For Old Lei, who killed Ang Tun, it was of utmost importance! 

Not only because he and Ang Tun were sworn brothers, with a very close personal relationship!

But also because Ang Tun was one of the core figures of the Group. He was Burmese, fluent in Chinese, Japanese, English, French, and German, a capable and charismatic individual, and the beloved nephew of General Kun Han, the Group's leader—essentially his right-hand man.

Since Kun Han's two sons had died in earlier conflicts, leaving only a daughter behind, Ang Tun had been one of the strongest contenders to succeed as the Blood Flower Group's leader before his death. 

Kun Han valued him greatly!

Yet, five years ago, Ang Tun had vanished—no body, no trace.

At the time, Old Lei had been one of the Group's key operatives in the country, and he had led the investigation. He uncovered some clues but could only confirm that Ang Tun had been murdered, never finding out who was responsible. 

Kun Han had been furious! He immediately suspected the rival warlord factions along the border. After all, they were longtime adversaries with a history of violent clashes.

Kun Han directed his wrath at them, secretly capturing and interrogating many of their members, but he got no answers. 

As a result of this incident, both the Blood Flower Group and its rivals suffered significant losses.

The fighting dragged on, claiming many lives, before the two sides finally brokered peace again. 

Old Lei never found out the truth.

Though the case had long gone cold, becoming an "unsolved mystery," Old Lei had never been able to let it go. 

Alexander had just revealed who killed Ang Tun—only scratching the surface, without providing details or proof.

Under these circumstances, Old Lei would undoubtedly want to hear more. He needed to know.

So… if he really wanted to kill Alexander, grabbing the gun now would be counterproductive. He could just as well ask Alexander first, listen to the whole story, and then find an opportunity to act. 

Old Lei held the gun, slowly narrowing his eyes at Alexander. 

Alexander remained smiling, utterly composed. 

"You're not afraid?" Old Lei asked. 

"I believe you won't shoot me," Alexander replied with a laugh.

Old Lei swore! He had never seen someone so composed! After all, he had come to New York this time under the employment of the Sutherland family to kill Alexander!

Though many things had happened along the way, he now had a gun pointed at Alexander. All it would take was a pull of the trigger, and Alexander would be dead—mission accomplished!

Yet Alexander remained as calm as if he weren't facing any mortal threat at all!

Old Lei, already intimidated by Alexander's combat skills, now felt not just fear but also deep respect for him!

He honestly did not know that Alexander genuinely did not gamble with his life; he simply knew Old Lei's psychology and was controlling it!

Of course, even without playing mind games, Alexander was not afraid, because he still had the biggest trump card—Time Reset!

Old Lei suddenly put away the gun, simultaneously dropping the knife with his other hand, and reached back to grab a sofa cushion.

He folded the cushion and wrapped it around the gun, then pressed the muzzle against the inside of the lower part of the sofa armrest.

His movements were swift, done in one fluid motion!

And then!

Boom—

The outside lower part of the armrest splintered open, wood chips flying everywhere!

Old Lei had fired. 

The gunshot was muffled—not silent, but far quieter than a normal shot, more like the sound of a cork popping from a shaken wine bottle. A neighbor might hear it but would never mistake it for gunfire. 

Because it had been "silenced". 

No suppressor was used, but the thick cushion wrapped around the barrel and pressed against the sofa had done the job. The cushion was the key. 

After the shot, Old Lei was stunned. 

He truly had not intended to shoot at Alexander. In fact, he had even begun to suspect that Alexander was lying—that he had tampered with the gun, which was why he showed no fear. 

But the truth proved him wrong. 

The gun worked. Alexander had truly faced a weapon that could kill him at any moment without flinching, exuding absolute confidence in his control of the situation. 

Clatter!

Old Lei threw the gun onto the coffee table. After it landed, it slid a short distance toward Alexander.

This was his statement.

He not only feared and respected Alexander, but now he also somewhat believed Alexander!

"Mr Ciotta, I can't even imagine what you've been through before. The records say… you're only twenty-two, right?" Old Lei said, instinctively pressing a hand to his chest as his wound throbbed. 

"Many people have that question about me," Alexander replied with a faint smile. 

"Was Ang Tun killed by James Sutherland?" Old Lei asked bluntly. He desperately wanted the truth. 

"Have I ever lied to you?" Alexander countered.

"But... there is no reason. Ang Tun never even met James. They had no interaction!" Old Lei asked again.

"No direct connection doesn't mean no relationship—or no awareness of each other. Everything you've done for the Sutherland family over the years, Blood Flower knew. You reported it and received approval before taking action. Ang Tun knew it all…" 

"But—" 

"Ang Tun threatened James Sutherland." 

"What?" Old Lei was floored. He had been struggling to understand before, but now he was even more lost. 

How could Ang Tun possibly have threatened James Sutherland? 

"What exactly…?" Old Lei's curiosity burned stronger. He was also skeptical—while Alexander hadn't lied about other things, this involved James Sutherland, Alexander's mortal enemy. He might have been framing him.

"Specifically..." Alexander paused mid-sentence, then smiled. "I can show you the evidence first!"

"What evidence?" Old Lei immediately asked.

"This evidence... if you truly want to know the truth, I'll need you to tell one lie. Just deceive this person, and he'll reveal everything to you!" Alexander grinned.

Old Lei frowned, feeling somewhat confused by the roundabout explanation, not immediately grasping the meaning.

Then he saw.

Alexander picked up the phone and the SIM card from the case. He inserted the SIM card into the phone, powered it on—this was a brand-new device—and after completing the setup, reached the home screen.

He then placed the phone on the coffee table and slid it toward Old Lei.

"Call Cole Donovan," Alexander instructed.

"Huh?" Old Lei, holding the phone, looked momentarily stunned.

"Tell him you escaped. He'll definitely ask what happened. Say that Jasmine Doran arrived with backup just in time, that you tried taking her hostage to escape but failed, nearly hurting her in the process... Then ask him if there'll be any consequences." As Alexander spoke, his smile returned.

Plans never survive first contact with reality!

If Jasmine hadn't called her father yesterday to frame James, Alexander wouldn't have arranged things this way.

Now, with this setup...

Cole Donovan wouldn't die!

He'd be captured secretly and quietly brought to NY—becoming another crucial chess piece in Alexander's strategy against the Sutherland family!

Alexander's thoughts moved in rapid, unpredictable leaps.

At this moment, Old Lei couldn't begin to comprehend the complexity of Alexander's scheming.

But this phone call—he absolutely had to make it!

He needed to know the truth about Ang Tun's murder!

Old Lei picked up the phone and began dialing Cole Donovan's number...

"...After that, you can ask him..." While Old Lei was entering the number, Alexander said a few more things to him, explaining precisely what to say to Cole Donovan. Old Lei remained silent but nodded. 

Once the number was entered, he glanced up at Alexander, listening until he had finished speaking altogether before dialing Cole's number and putting the call on speaker. 

The call connected quickly. 

"Hello?!" Cole answered, his tone revealing nothing, though inwardly he was shocked. He recognized this number—it was the one he had prepared for the "safe house," meant only for Old Lei's use. 

But wasn't Old Lei supposed to be dead? Cole wasn't sure. Could Dante Doran's people have gotten hold of this SIM card? 

"It's me," Old Lei said quietly, his voice trembling slightly. He was weak and in pain. 

"Old Lei? You're alive?" Cole exclaimed in surprise. 

"Yeah, I was resuscitated. I escaped from the hospital..." Old Lei gave a brief explanation. 

"You... What the hell happened?" Cole pressed urgently. "You guys couldn't take down Alexander? Six or seven of you couldn't handle him alone? Were you all captured? Who else is alive?" 

"It wasn't just Alexander. Jasmine Doran showed up with her bodyguards... We were outmatched... Alexander really is a beast in a fight. Your intel absolutely fucking problematic..." Old Lei played his part well, keeping things vague and even throwing in some curses. 

Cole fell silent, trying to piece together what had actually happened. 

Weren't they all supposed to be down in the elevator? How could more people have fit in such a tight space? 

Unless... the people were moved into the elevator afterwards? Alexander must have moved the bodies into the elevator deliberately to take that terrifying photo. 

"By the way, Boss Cole, during the operation, when we couldn't get away, I tried to take Jasmine hostage. I almost hurt her. Could that be a problem?" Old Lei suddenly asked. 

"What did you say?!" Cole practically shrieked. 

"I mean... I nearly took Jasmine hostage..." Old Lei repeated. 

"You fucking! Damn it! You fucking motherfucking... I! Damn it!"  Cole seemed to lose his mind, overwhelmed with rage but unable to find the right words to curse Old Lei.

After a moment to collect himself, he roared, "Didn't I warn you?! Don't touch Jasmine Doran! Don't lay a finger on her! If she's with Alexander, don't make a move!" 

"We had already made our move....... I had to survive," Old Lei retorted, unfazed by Cole's fury. Calling him "Boss Colde" was already a courtesy—a habit from when Cole had brought him business. 

"You son of a—" Cole started to curse again, nearly hysterical. He could already foresee the consequences.

The Doran family would undoubtedly demand answers from the Sutherlands!

And the Sutherlands would have to give them one.

But the one paying the price wouldn't be James Sutherland. 

It would be him, Cole Donovan. And it would be the death of him. 

"Boss Cole! I suggest you watch your tone with me!" Old Lei snapped, his voice dripping with displeasure. "I was paid to do a job. Your intel was faulty, and now you blame me? Let me remind you: I know all about the Sutherland family's dirty laundry. And that matter with Ang Tun? I covered for you back then! Did you really think I never figured it out? The only reason I kept quiet was out of respect for our long-standing relationship..."

"Ang Tun? You know about that?!" Cole abruptly interrupted Old Lei, asking in shock.

Old Lei's expression changed instantly, and he glanced at Alexander again.

The fishing for information had succeeded!

Cole's reaction had already proven that what Alexander said was true!

In truth, Cole was usually tight-lipped, but now his mind was in turmoil.

Moreover, he didn't seem to care anymore... because he knew that Old Lei had nearly harmed Jasmine Doran, which would ultimately result in... his own death!

If he had been working under any other member of the Sutherland family, things might have been different.

But he served under James Sutherland, whose temperament and methods he knew all too well!

With this incident happening, the Doran family would demand answers, and... James would undoubtedly shift all the blame onto him, Cole Donovan, killing him to appease the Dorans!

After all, it was Cole who had failed in his task!

Cole was already considering fleeing, and subconsciously, he no longer cared about the Sutherland family's interests.

The phone was on speaker, and Alexander clearly heard their entire conversation.

When Old Lei looked over, Alexander gestured to him.

Old Lei leaned forward and handed the phone to Alexander.

"You..." Cole, who had been silent, was about to speak again.

"Cole Donovan," Alexander said with a laugh.

Cole froze. Why had the voice changed? Was there someone else? He quickly realized he had heard this voice yesterday.

"Alexander?! You and Old Lei..." Cole exclaimed before suddenly falling silent. He realized Old Lei hadn't run, that he might have already teamed up with Alexander, and that if Alexander learned about all the jobs the Sutherlands had hired Old Lei for... the Sutherland family would...

Old Lei was known for his reliability! How could this have happened...?

Cole couldn't make sense of it, nor did he have time to dwell on it.

"James isn't in Dallas, is he? Did he return to the Sutherland estate to see his grandfather, the Old Master Sutherland?" Alexander asked with a chuckle.

"You—" Cole started, but couldn't continue. Alexander was right!

Cole had returned to Dallas last night, and James was already gone by then. He'd heard from others that James had rushed back to the estate for urgent business.

Cole hadn't known what the emergency was, but he'd guessed it involved Alexander—though he hadn't thought it was that serious.

Now he understood. The near-disaster yesterday hadn't just involved Alexander—it had involved Jasmine Doran! That changed everything. Alexander wasn't a Doran; in fact, the Dorans might even want him dead for interfering with the marriage alliance.

But harming Jasmine... that would directly undermine the foundation of the alliance and could even turn the families against each other!

Alexander was deliberately provoking him, making him overthink.

A chill ran down Cole's spine. He had arranged everything, and he had failed. He was beginning to realize that he would be the scapegoat to quell the Dorans' fury! Once James returned to Dallas, he might very well put a bullet in Cole himself!

"Good luck to you," Alexander added before hanging up.

Cole wouldn't call back.

Nor would he warn the Sutherlands.

He wouldn't breathe a word of this conversation to anyone.

Because he had realized—he was going to take the fall, to be "sacrificed"!

No matter how loyal he had been to the Sutherlands, that loyalty was gone now!

He didn't want to die! He still had a fortune sitting in his offshore accounts, and his woman and child were both abroad—his son was attending university in the UK.!

Cole had followed James for ten years! Because he understood him, he was certain—he would be killed!

So, what Cole must have been thinking now is to immediately avoid everyone from the Sutherland family!

Brothers, subordinates—he would ditch them all! He wanted to run! Right now! As fast as possible, to flee the country!

After hanging up the phone, Alexander picked it up again, opened the messaging app, and typed out some information, but didn't send it.

He then handed the phone to Old Lei.

"At this address, in the room's drawer, there are multiple fake passports and IDs Cole prepared years ago," Alexander said with a faint smile. "If Cole plans to flee the country, he'll head straight to this address—alone—to retrieve them… Arrange for your men in Dallas to set up an ambush. They can catch Cole!"

Old Lei's most prominent force was mainly abroad, but he also had some people in Dallas City.

Old Lei was the type who frequently changed phone numbers. If you hadn't contacted him for a long time, you couldn't reach him directly, but you could get in touch with him indirectly through his subordinates.

Due to some business arrangements, he had stationed a few men in Dallas.

They were all ruthless outlaws!

Old Lei took the phone, glanced at the unsent message with the address, and hesitated for a moment before entering a number.

"Hurry! This is the place, fifth floor!"

"Move it!"

"Grab the gear, stay sharp!"

Outside the door, a flurry of frantic footsteps echoed in the hallway, as if a group was rushing upstairs. Faint voices could be heard—and from the sound of it, they were heading straight for Room 501!

Old Lei's expression darkened as he turned to Alexander.

Old Lei's expression was off, but Alexander showed no surprise.

Only about ten minutes had passed since Alexander called Dante, so both Dante and the ambulance were undoubtedly still en route. 

However, before this, Dante had already ordered his men in New York's underworld to conduct a full-scale search. 

Therefore, when Alexander called Dante to provide the address, some of his men were likely closer to the area and would arrive first to "support" Alexander. 

Suddenly, the noise in the hallway outside fell silent again. 

But it was clear that a group of people had already gathered outside the door, all of them quiet at once. 

Knock! Knock!

The sound of knocking echoed. 

Alexander stood up, walked to the door, and opened it. Outside stood a red-faced, middle-aged, fat man with his hands tucked into his coat, clearly holding a gun.

The moment the door opened, he tensed up in caution, but upon seeing Alexander, he visibly relaxed. 

Behind the red-faced man stood a large group of men—over a dozen of them—some even crowding the stairs below. 

"Mr. Ciotta..." the red-faced man said in a low voice, his eyes darting past Alexander to peek inside the apartment. 

He recognized Alexander because, by now, Alexander was already a well-known figure in New York's underworld. While small-time thugs might not know his face, major players like this red-faced man would have at least seen his photo. 

This man is one of Paul Santino's trusted lieutenants.

"Wait downstairs. When more of our men arrive, tell them not to come up. We don't need that many people. Disperse when necessary, and make sure not to disturb the residents," Alexander instructed the middle-aged man as soon as he opened the door. 

"Ah... got it," He replied, not daring to say more. 

Alexander closed the door. 

The sound of chaotic footsteps descending the stairs soon followed. 

Returning to the sofa, Alexander sat back down and turned his gaze to Old Lei. 

Realizing there was no danger—that it was just "Alexander's men" who had arrived—Old Lei refocused on his phone. He rechecked the text message, then entered a number and forwarded it. 

Next, he dialed that number. 

"Brother Lei..." A hushed male voice answered. 

"Are you in Dallas?" Old Lei asked. 

"Yes." 

"How many men do you have with you?" 

"About six or seven right now... What's going on, Brother Lei?" 

Old Lei's men in Dallas clearly hadn't yet heard about his predicament—news wouldn't spread that fast, and the Sutherland family wouldn't have informed them. 

"I just sent you an address. Take your men there immediately! Cole Donovan will be heading there—I want you to capture him!" Old Lei ordered. 

"Capture Boss Donovan? Brother Lei, what's this about—" 

"Shut the hell up and don't ask questions! He nearly got me killed! Make sure it's clean. I want him alive—don't hurt him yet." 

"Understood, Brother Lei. Don't worry..." 

Once Old Lei finished arranging the operation, he hung up and looked back at Alexander. 

In truth, he wasn't acting on Alexander's orders. He wasn't Alexander's subordinate yet—in fact, they were still technically an "enemy." The reason he followed Alexander's suggestion was that Cole had already "admitted" that James Sutherland was the one who killed Ang Tun. Cole was an insider! 

From Old Lei's perspective, capturing Cole would reveal the truth—the full story of what had really happened!

Alexander noticed Old Lei looking over and immediately began, "Five years ago, Ang Tun came over into the country to negotiate a deal in person..." He was about to tell Old Lei directly why James had killed Ang Tun!

One thing worth mentioning is that the Blood Flower Group has absolutely no connection with drugs.

Alexander had briefly mentioned this to Dante Doran yesterday noon, and Dante had immediately misunderstood, assuming James's collaboration with the Blood Flower Group involved drugs!

In reality, he was mistaken!

Because he didn't understand—he had no business dealings or conflicts of interest with Myanmar, so his knowledge of the region was limited. Like most people, whenever he thought of warlords in Myanmar's border areas, his mind reflexively went to drugs.

This was wrong!

The small warlords in northern Myanmar derived their profits and fought over jade mines!

The profits from this trade are enormous and essentially risk-free. The mines are right there—whoever occupies them owns them!

Different warlord-controlled areas have varying methods for extracting profits. Some impose heavy taxes on mine owners, amounting to astronomical sums each year, while in other regions, the warlords directly control the mines themselves.

Approximately 95% of the world's commercial-grade jade originates from Myanmar.

Myanmar has tens of thousands of jade mines, and the annual profits from jade smuggling across the entire northern region exceed $30 billion.

Blood Flower Group's business dealings with other countries, even the USA, revolved around "jade smuggling."

Five years ago, due to heightened scrutiny, Ang Tun personally crossed the border into the USA to negotiate deals and smooth out connections.

Later, he even went to Dallad... For some inexplicable reason, he suddenly decided he wanted to collaborate with James Sutherland.

Ang Tun made this decision on his own, altering his itinerary on the spot. He wanted to "prove himself" by establishing this connection. If he succeeded and gained the support of the Sutherland family, his standing within the Blood Flower Group would rise significantly!

But! James Sutherland didn't touch smuggling.

He had too many legitimate avenues for making money—there was no need to take such risks.

Still, the two met once. James saw Ang Tun but outright refused him, stating he wasn't interested.

Then... Ang Tun, for yet another inexplicable reason, began subtly threatening James.

Since Old Lei had handled a few matters for James—and Old Lei was part of the Blood Flower Group—it was naturally the Blood Flower Group that had facilitated those dealings... Ang Tun overestimated himself and didn't understand James.

He used those past dealings to pressure James into "cooperating" with him!

As a result, James changed his attitude. In the end, he told Ang Tun he would consider it but needed to consult his family first.

Ang Tun left full of anticipation, ready to wait for James's response and surprise his uncle... However, on his way back, James had him eliminated!

Along with his five companions, Ang Tun and his entire group of six vanished overnight!

This operation was personally led by Cole Donovan!

Ang Tun was an extremely shady foreigner who had even entered the country illegally. James had little issue arranging his death. The key was to ensure that Blood Flower never found out who was responsible.

Ang Tun's death... his mistake was admitting to James during their conversation that this was entirely his own decision!

He fell into James's trap, letting him know that the Blood Flower Group had no intention of cooperating with him or threatening him—it was all Ang Tun's idea.

He wanted to quietly get the job done and return to "claim credit"!

That's why Ang Tun died!

And the Blood Flower Group would never be able to find out who killed Ang Tun because they didn't even know he had approached James!

Old Lei listened in prolonged silence.

He understood now—Ang Tun had brought this upon himself! In truth, this couldn't even be blamed on James. Ang Tun was the one stirring trouble!

He had even damaged the Blood Flower's reputation, daring to use past incidents as leverage and betraying their employer?

And Old Lei knew all too well that this kind of behavior was typical of Ang Tun! The man was overly ambitious and reckless—he wanted to inherit his uncle General Kun Han's position and become the future leader of the Blood Flower Group!


Chapter 4: Offer.

As Old Lei remained silent, Alexander took out his phone again, dialed an international number, and waited.

"Beep... beep... beep..." Over ten seconds passed before the call was answered.

"Old Lei is in my hands. A hundred million dollars for his ransom—care to consider this offer?" Alexander said bluntly, a smirk playing on his lips.

The person on the other end of the line was none other than the leader of the Blood Flower Group—the warlord Kun Han!

Old Lei stared at Alexander in stunned disbelief.

When Alexander had dialed the number earlier, Old Lei had noticed—he’d caught a glimpse of the unusually long string Alexander had entered. The international prefix for an overseas call, followed by Myanmar’s country code—something Old Lei naturally recognized.

Who was he calling at the Group?

No matter who it was! The only one who could make the final call on this matter was Kun Han. A hundred million dollars?!

Old Lei stared wide-eyed at Alexander.

There was silence on the other end of the line.

A stunned pause—not because of any lack of mental fortitude, but simply because Alexander’s demand for a hundred million dollars was so damn outrageous! Anyone hearing it would need a moment to take it in.

Nearly ten seconds passed.

"Who is this?" A voice, aged yet firm, came through Alexander’s phone—deep and deliberate.

He was speaking English! And with a near-perfect USA accent!

It was Kun Han himself answering the call!

Kun Han, male, sixty-one years old this year, was born in the mountainous northern regions of Myanmar. Of mixed Chinese-Myanmese descent.

In the 1940s, due to war and other circumstances, his father had left his homeland for northern Myanmar and settled there.

Alexander spoke all the languages of the world, but he knew Kun Han’s English was flawless, so there was no need to switch languages.

"Me, Alexander Ciotta. Heard of me?" Alexander replied.

"Alexander…" Kun Han repeated the name, then his voice hardened. "Old Lei failed."

Old Lei didn’t report every job he took to Kun Han, but whenever it involved the Sutherland family—or any major family from the major countries—he always informed him. Kun Han made it a point to know.

Not every job was acceptable! High-profile targets were strictly off-limits.

Their Group wanted to do business and make money, including legal trade within the large countries. Countless merchants and sons of powerful families traveled across borders every year to purchase goods and for adventure.

If Blood Flower overstepped and angered those powerful families, forget the illegal operations—their legitimate business would be dead in the water.

If evidence surfaced, cracking down on them would be easy. Even their legal ventures could be crushed through sheer influence.

When Old Lei had accepted the job from Cole Donovan, he’d immediately called Kun Han to report it.

It was just routine, really… Because Alexander wasn’t some key figure from a major family—just the boyfriend of the eldest granddaughter of the Doran family—Old Lei had judged that targeting him wouldn’t be an issue.

"Is Old Lei alive?" Kun Han asked after a moment of contemplation, his tone ice-cold.

"Alive. I didn’t kill him," Alexander replied.

"A hundred million dollars?" Kun Han pressed, then added, "Do you really think I’d pay that? Don’t you think… that’s excessive?" Despite his words, Kun Han had actually given serious thought to negotiating Old Lei’s ransom.

"Excessive? He came to kill me, and I caught him. I didn’t kill him—I’ve been more than polite! All I’m asking for is money. Is that too much?" Alexander’s tone was indifferent.

"Old Lei’s fee for this job was three million dollars. I’ll add another two million—five million total. That’s my absolute limit. Deliver Old Lei to the border. We’ll exchange the money for him there." Kun Han laid down his terms without room for negotiation.

Kun Han was not a man known for his patience.

The reason he could calmly negotiate the price with Alexander now wasn't just because he had the composure and cunning, but also because... he was so damn in the wrong on this matter!

As Alexander had pointed out, Old Lei had been captured by Alexander while attempting to assassinate him!

If Old Lei had been suddenly seized by one of Blood Flower's rivals, who then dared to demand money from Kun Han, that would've been outright kidnapping for ransom! Kun Han would've been furious!

But this situation was entirely different!

Kun Han was both a soldier and a businessman. He had no prior grudges with Alexander. They didn't even know each other!

Old Lei had been captured after failing a paid mission, yet Alexander hadn't killed him and was even willing to return him.

Considering Old Lei's value, Kun Han was prepared to pay for his release, but he absolutely wouldn't accept Alexander's exorbitant demands!

There was another crucial reason Kun Han could negotiate calmly with Alexander.

He could imagine that since Old Lei had taken so many men and still failed, the ones who captured them couldn't have been Alexander alone. It must have been the eldest grandson of the Doran family who intervened. Kun Han knew little about Dante Doran, only that New York City was Dante's territory.

That was enough!

It led Kun Han to believe that Old Lei was actually in the hands of the Doran family's core third-generation heir.

He truly wanted no part in the messy affairs of powerful families. The older he got, the less he wanted to be involved. If he could resolve this quickly with money, so be it! He was willing to take the loss. The wisest choice was to extricate Blood Flower from this as soon as possible!

"Would you like to know who killed Ang Tun?" Alexander suddenly asked, shifting the conversation abruptly.

"Huh? Ang Tun?! You know?!" Kun Han's tone immediately changed.

"I can tell you, your nephew..." Alexander went straight to the point.

Alexander recounted the entire circumstances of Ang Tun's murder.

After that, Alexander brought up the matter of "Ryan's assassination"! According to Alexander's knowledge, Old Lei had agreed to kill Rayan for three reasons: first, James had increased the payment; second, Ryan's death had no connection to conflicts between powerful families; and third... it was impossible to trace!

No risk, good money, and maintaining ties with the Sutherland family—such connections were useful for small favors that could be settled with just a "word."

That was why Kun Han had allowed Old Lei to take the job of assassinating Ryan.

This was something that should never have leaked. Only three people in the world knew the details: James Sutherland, Old Lei, and Kun Han!

Yet Alexander knew!

"Did Old Lei tell you?!" Kun Han's breathing grew heavier. Had Old Lei been forced to talk under interrogation?

If this got out to Ryan's family, and they sought revenge, it could severely impact the Group's business operations in the country, costing them a fortune!

"Did I need him to?" Alexander chuckled in response. "If I could uncover that James killed Ang Tun, do you really think I wouldn't find out he also hired someone to kill Ryan?"

Kun Han immediately believed Alexander because he knew Old Lei well—the likelihood of him breaking under interrogation was extremely low.

Most likely, the Sutherland family had slipped up. Perhaps James had mentioned it to someone close to him...

Now that Alexander knew, the Doran family's eldest grandson and granddaughter must also be aware.

Kun Han's analytical skills were sharp. Having survived and thrived in many war-torn borders, he had his own wisdom. He had already considered all possible scenarios and consequences.

"It's either me or James Sutherland!" Alexander continued, "As for Ryan's matter, I'll make sure his family knows."

"Are you threatening me?" Kun Han retorted sharply.

"If I were threatening you, do you think I would have told you about Ang Tun's situation?" Alexander countered with a smile.

"Then you're..." Kun Han paused, suddenly realizing, "...you want me to help you take down the Sutherland family?"

"No! Your business is yours, mine is mine. This isn't a partnership!" Alexander denied, "I'm simply telling you the reality. Ryan's family won't let this go, the Doran family will distance themselves, and... well, there are many things I won't bother mentioning since I know you're not interested. You just want to avoid trouble and focus on your business. Whether you'll kick them when they're down if the Sutherland family faces difficulties—that's none of my concern!"

Kun Han understood Alexander's heavily implied message.

"I can forgo the hundred million dollars, but I want Old Lei to stay in New York and work for me! I highly value his capabilities. If you agree, Old Lei can immediately sever ties with your group. I'll arrange everything... Ryan's death won't have the slightest connection to Blood Flower."

Alexander smiled and added, "Well? Care to consider this offer?"

He was outright asking for the man!

As he spoke, Alexander glanced at Old Lei, who stared back at him in utter bewilderment.

What the hell?

All this circling around—what kind of situation was this in the end?!

Kun Han was also somewhat stunned.

Alexander had made an outrageous demand, revealed the truth about his nephew Ang Tun's murder, and even hinted at threats, leaving Kun Han with a massive headache as he struggled to figure out how to resolve the situation!

Originally, it was just a simple matter of Old Lei taking a contract to kill someone—not even an important figure! Just a job—get paid, finish it in a few days, no lingering complications!

But now? Alexander wasn’t killed, Old Lei was captured, and the truth about Ryan’s murder was known by the Doran family. The big families might stir up trouble, and the Blood Flower Group would be dragged into it…

What to do?

Silence the witnesses? Kill Old Lei? Kill Alexander? But the Doran siblings likely already knew about this! He didn’t dare touch those two. If they couldn’t be silenced, silencing others would be pointless.

If Ryan's family found out, they would surely retaliate against the Sutherland's and might even target the Blood Flower Group as well. What then?

No solution!

For now, Kun Han couldn’t think of a way out. No matter how powerful he was in the borders, with powers even reaching Mexico, in the USA, he was nothing!

If he clashed head-on with the major families there, his business operations in many countries could be destroyed, leading to a sharp drop in income. Soon, he might not even be able to afford to pay his soldiers… and then, other warlords might unite against him…

In truth, this could be a minor issue—or it could spiral into something catastrophic. 

Kun Han wanted to resolve it. 

But what truly stunned him, what left him speechless… was that after going to such lengths to make him understand the gravity of the situation, Alexander… actually offered him a solution! 

If Old Lei was cut loose from the Blood Flower Group, Alexander would handle everything neatly! 

Not only that—since Alexander was targeting James Sutherland and the Sutherland family, and the Blood Flower Group now had a grudge against them… the enemy of my enemy is my friend! Even though Alexander said they wouldn’t cooperate, their goals aligned. No matter how he looked at it… this was an excellent choice! 

Kun Han could also sense that Alexander genuinely valued Old Lei as a person. 

He was even willing to forgo the $100 million. 

It felt like a "transaction." 

If Kun Han agreed to let Old Lei go, Alexander and the Doran siblings would ensure the Blood Flower Group stayed out of the crossfire when they took down the Sutherland's! 

"Truthfully, even the Sutherland's don’t know the full extent of Old Lei’s ties to your Blood Flower Group. They only know there’s a deep connection. Whether Ryan’s death can be pinned on the Blood Flower Group depends on how things are framed later…" Alexander added while Kun Han remained silent. 

He was telling the truth. 

The Sutherland's had no reason to dig that deep—this was all James Sutherland’s doing, and he had merely hired a killer. 

"If everything you’ve said is true… then I agree," Kun Han finally spoke. 

Kun Han had agreed. 

Alexander said nothing more. Instead, he reached out and handed his phone to Old Lei, who had been sitting silently on the side couch the whole time. 

Old Lei’s expression was still dazed. He hesitated before leaning forward to take the phone, pressing it to his ear before speaking slowly. "General." 

"...You were listening the whole time?" Kun Han paused before asking. 

"Yes." 

"How did you fail?" 

"We couldn’t beat him..."

The two men began talking directly, while Alexander stood up at this moment and walked to the balcony. With his hands in his trouser pockets, he gazed out the window, calculating that the ambulance should be arriving soon.

In truth, Alexander was making a statement.

He had no intention of listening to their conversation. Though he could still hear Old Lei's words, he absolutely couldn't hear the voice on the phone—and he didn't need to.

Alexander had given Kun Han the best possible choice, and he understood Old Lei's personality and mindset perfectly. So... it didn't matter!

Alexander still had no desire to get involved with warlords like Kun Han from small, faraway border nations.

Of course, that didn't stop Alexander from strategically maneuvering to have the Blood Flower Group take action against James! Once the various forces began their assault on the Sutherland family... the Blood Flower Group would undoubtedly join in kicking them while they were down!

A few minutes later.

"... Cole Donovan proved it was James Sutherland..." Old Lei mentioned Cole.

They were discussing Ang Tun's death. Old Lei's words were enough to convince Kun Han that everything Alexander had said was true!

"...Was it you who wanted out? Did you bring it up? Or did Alexander want to use you? Did he initiate this?" Kun Han finally asked Old Lei.

Old Lei hesitated briefly before answering, "I want a different kind of life. I think I might be... tired." He was lying! Alexander hadn't mentioned anything to him beforehand, nor had he ever brought up leaving the Blood Flower Group before.

But the truth was, he had long considered escaping this life. He'd already made enough money, and at over forty years old—though still exceptionally capable—he was well past the age where he should be risking his life in personal confrontations.

Yet breaking free wasn't so simple. He was in too deep!

Old Lei had always known very clearly what fate usually awaited men like him: making one fatal mistake during a job and getting killed in return. The older he got, the more likely this outcome became.

Now Old Lei finally had a legitimate chance to walk away! Naturally, he would claim it was his own decision.

Alexander remained standing by the balcony window, enjoying the view.

"Mr. Ciotta." Old Lei's voice suddenly called out.

Alexander turned to see Old Lei had placed the phone on the table—the conversation was over, likely ended by Kun Han. There was nothing left to say between him and Alexander; everything had been made perfectly clear!

"Congratulations, you're free," Alexander said with a smile.

"Mr. Ciotta, I..." Old Lei seemed to want to say more. Even his way of addressing Alexander had changed.

"Focus on recovering first. We'll talk later," Alexander interrupted, then added, "By the way, regarding Cole Donovan's capture—have them bring him secretly to New York. I have use for him!"

"Understood," Old Lei agreed without hesitation.


Chapter 5: Cooking.

Two minutes later, the sound of an ambulance finally echoed from outside.

Dante Doran arrived with the private hospital's ambulance. As Alexander and Old Lei went downstairs, under Dante's utterly astonished gaze, Old Lei politely bid farewell to Alexander before boarding the ambulance... and lying down.

He had truly been holding on by sheer willpower alone—after today's events, his wounds needed proper attention again!

Dante wanted to question Alexander.

But Alexander wasn’t in the mood to say more. He'd missed his chance—through his own doing!

Still, Alexander quietly gave Dante some instructions: to follow the ambulance back to the hospital, how to arrange Old Lei's medical treatment, and how to handle Old Lei's situation going forward.

Dante could sense his brother-in-law didn't want to speak much with him and even seemed angry. Not daring to ask more, he simply agreed to everything Alexander said.

Several more minutes passed.

Alexander, wearing a baseball cap, walked alone through the long alley and reached the other end of the road, returning to his Lamborghini. 

Ring ring…

As soon as Alexander started driving, his phone rang. He picked it up and saw it was Jasmine calling. 

He answered. 

"Done?" Jasmine asked directly; clearly, Dante had already called her. 

"Yeah, done," Alexander replied with a smile. 

"Coming to the office?" Jasmine asked again. 

"Going home to sleep. Didn’t get enough rest," Alexander said instead. 

"...Alright, then rest well." Jasmine didn’t press further. 

After hanging up, Alexander stepped on the gas and drove home! 

This time, when he said he was going home to sleep, he meant it. Alexander had barely slept after his long night with Seraphine, and after returning home, he had only managed about four more hours of sleep by midday.

Normally, he needed nine hours of sleep—not to mention how much energy he had expended last night… 

He could have rested properly by now if Dante hadn’t disturbed him… 

A little past four in the afternoon. 

Alexander arrived home. 

After a quick wash, he lay down to catch up on sleep. 

Soon enough, it was already past five in the afternoon. 

Alexander was still deep in sleep when someone opened the villa’s front door. 

The visitor entered the living room, then went upstairs to the second floor, gently pushed open the bedroom door, walked to the bedside, sat down, turned, and lay down. Propping her head up with one hand, she lay on her side, watching Alexander as he slept. 

Suddenly, Alexander reached out, pulled the visitor into his arms, and rolled over before finally opening his eyes to look at the woman in his embrace.

Midnight black hair splayed wildly across the white sheets like a dark halo, framing a face that screamed cold pride.

Her features were sharp and icy, with high cheekbones and eyes hidden behind a pair of sleek, gold rimmed glasses that glinted with a predatory gleam.

Those glossy lips, painted a natural deep, wet crimson, parted slightly as she breathed, looking plump and inviting, like they were begging to be bitten or kissed. She shifted ever so slightly in his embrace, her body pressing closer.

As his hands roamed down her curvaceous figure, his gaze moved down to those attention dominating breasts, straining desperately against the thin fabric of her top like overripe fruits ready to burst.

They were full and heavy, jiggling with every shallow breath she took, the motion hypnotic and obscene. He felt the weight of them squished against his chest, soft yet firm, bouncing subtly as her breathing quickened.

With a playful smile, he asked, "What are you doing?" 

It was his girlfriend, Jasmine Doran! 

Jasmine wore a water-blue gown, her long, straight black hair meticulously styled and exuding a faint fragrance.

Around her neck sparkled a diamond necklace, the gem of which was tastefully buried in the milky cleavage of her massive breasts. 

It was evident she had dressed up carefully for the occasion. 

Alexander held her, smiling as he gazed into Jasmine's eyes. Today, she had applied a subtle touch of eyeshadow, enhancing the contours of her features. 

She didn't usually go to such lengths—her natural beauty didn't require it! Only for important events, like banquets, would she put in this much effort. 

Jasmine's beauty score was a 9. Alexander's rating system had two basic requirements: first, the assessment had to be based on a bare face, and second, no cosmetic enhancements were allowed. In other words, Jasmine was a natural 9! 

But now, as Alexander held her, Jasmine's makeup was different from usual, making her look even more stunning—at least a 9.5, if not higher! 

Makeup truly could transform a person's appearance. 

Even an unattractive woman could become beautiful with the right makeup. 

Let alone someone already beautiful. 

"When did you realize I was here?" Jasmine asked softly with a smile, sidestepping Alexander's question. 

They were so close that there was no need to raise their voices at all. 

"Your heels aren't exactly silent. Even though you tried to walk lightly… I woke up when you reached the bedroom door," Alexander replied with a quiet chuckle. 

Jasmine had launched a "surprise attack" while Alexander was asleep! 

She didn't have a key to this house. Initially, it had been Dante Doran's villa, but after transferring ownership to Alexander, all the keys had been handed over. However… the front door had a passcode and fingerprint lock. 

Alexander hadn't changed the password or anything. 

He knew Jasmine must have called Dante beforehand to ask for the entry code. 

"You were already awake but pretended to sleep? Weren't you afraid it might be an intruder?" Jasmine teased, still smiling. 

"I recognized your footsteps," Alexander said with a grin. 

"You can tell my footsteps?" Jasmine immediately countered. 

She knew footsteps could be distinguished, but only if someone was extremely familiar with them, having heard them countless times.

A person's weight, gait, and walking habits all contribute to the sound of their footsteps. 

Jasmine could recognize her brother Dante's footsteps because she knew him well enough. 

But this time, she was genuinely a little surprised. She acknowledged Alexander's perceptiveness, but they had only known each other for about eight or nine days. How could he already be this familiar with her? 

"What if I told you I know everything about you? Would you believe me?" Alexander asked playfully. 

"For example?" Jasmine raised an eyebrow slightly. 

"For example, I know you're on your period and nothing can happen between us......but you're here to try and tease me......" Alexander said with a smirk. 

Jasmine's expression shifted into something between amusement and mild reproach. "I wouldn't call it teasing… that sounds so harsh…" 

Alexander simply smiled knowingly, giving her a look she understood all too well. 

They leaned in closer, their lips meeting. 

Not Roughly. 

But slowly. With passion.

Sliding their tongue into each other's mouths. Savoring one another's taste. Holding the other tightly.

With her dainty digits gliding up and down his back, while his large hands remained on her curves. One on her hips, one groping and squeezing down on one of her luscious tits.

As if savoring the moment, Jasmine truly felt it—the sensation of being in love. 

After a long while of deep, tongue-filled kisses, they parted.

"Dante's coming over tonight," Jasmine murmured, pressing her lips together briefly. 

"I really wasn't angry," Alexander reassured her with another smile.

He understood perfectly well why Jasmine had suddenly shown up at his doorstep—it was entirely out of character for her, almost as if she were throwing herself at him. Yet, she had come anyway. 

Because of what had happened that afternoon. 

Dante must have already confessed to Jasmine about what he had done, which had driven Old Lei to flee for his life.

Although Alexander had stepped in and resolved everything, Dante had indeed caused trouble—the kind that might make Alexander suspect Dante didn't trust him, his own brother-in-law. 

Jasmine didn't want Alexander to harbor any resentment toward her younger brother. 

Even though Alexander had repeatedly assured her he wasn't angry. 

But Jasmine believed some things just had to be done. 

Ding-dong! Ding-dong! 

The doorbell suddenly rang. 

The chime echoed through every floor of the villa. 

Alexander released Jasmine and turned slightly. She sat up, fixed her dress, and said, "It's the bodyguards…" as she headed out. 

Alexander, still in his pajamas, also got up, slipped on his slippers, and leisurely followed her. 

Jasmine went downstairs first and opened the front door. Standing outside were her two bodyguards, each carrying bags filled with various ingredients, as if they had just returned from the market. 

"Where's the kitchen?" Jasmine let the bodyguards in and glanced back at Alexander, who was shuffling downstairs in his slippers. 

She really didn't know her way around the villa—this was only her second visit, the first being yesterday. 

After all, it was Dante who had had the place renovated but never lived in it himself. 

"Over there." Alexander gestured with a tilt of his head. 

The two bodyguards hurried toward the kitchen with the groceries, and Jasmine followed. Soon after, they left just as quickly, exiting the villa. 

Alexander leaned against the kitchen doorway, arms crossed, watching Jasmine with an amused smile. 

She was busy unpacking. The kitchen was fully stocked with cookware and utensils, but since it had never been used, there weren't even basic seasonings. Jasmine had instructed the bodyguards to buy everything, and now she was pulling items out of the bags one by one… 

"Cooking?" Alexander asked with a grin. 

"Yes, so you can taste my skills," Jasmine replied, shooting him a glance. 

Alexander's expression flickered slightly. 

Jasmine could cook—her time abroad had taught her mainly UK dishes. A strong, independent woman like her, not knowing how to cook, would have been unusual.

But as far as Alexander knew, she hadn't done much cooking in recent years, at least not since she started working seriously. 

She was bound to be out of practice. 

Her culinary skills had never been outstanding to begin with—certainly not on par with Aileen Arison's. And now, with the added rustiness… Alexander didn't have high expectations for what Jasmine was about to make, though he was sure it would at least be edible. 

"What's that look for?" Jasmine narrowed her eyes at him. "You don't seem to believe in me." 

"I know you can cook," Alexander chuckled. 

"Really?" Jasmine sounded skeptical. She could tell from his expression that he doubted her. 

"It's been a few years since I last cooked, but skills like these don't just disappear…" As she spoke, she poured the pre-cleaned fish from the bag into a bowl. "I won't claim to be better than Aileen, but I'm definitely better than you, a grown man… Speaking of which, can you even cook?"

After speaking, Jasmine Doran gently moved the basin containing the fish to one side.

Clang!

The basin wasn't placed steadily—it was too close to the edge—and tipped over, crashing loudly onto the floor.

It was a stainless steel basin, so it didn't break, but the noise was startling!

The fish also tumbled out.

Silence!

The atmosphere instantly turned awkward.

Jasmine, with her unyielding mental fortitude, showed no trace of embarrassment. She went to pick up the fish. Though already gutted, it was still twitching—its nerves not yet dead.

Just as she grabbed the plump carp, it suddenly twisted, slipping from her grip and bouncing against her before hitting the floor again.

Her dress was instantly stained with bloody water, now dirty.

She hadn't even thought to wear an apron.

The awkwardness deepened.

The usually efficient and decisive Jasmine Doran now seemed clumsy in the face of a gutted fish!

She didn't dare look at Alexander, afraid he might tease her with his eyes—that would be infuriating!

"I have pajamas in my room…" Alexander said with a smile.

Jasmine glanced down at her dress, then at her hands. She first rinsed them under the tap, shook them dry, and then strode out of the kitchen in her high heels, clicking sharply against the floor. As she passed Alexander, she still avoided his gaze…

Jasmine went upstairs to change.

Listening to the sound of her footsteps ascending, Alexander turned his attention back to the kitchen, where the fish was still flopping on the floor.

After a moment's thought, he walked in, rolling up the sleeves of his pajamas as he went, then grabbed an apron and put it on…

Alexander felt that tonight, he could rightfully claim an extravagant title—something like, say, the God of Cooking!


Chapter 6: Family dinner.

Jasmine Doran spent a full half-hour upstairs. 

She wasn't just changing clothes—since she smelled like fish, she also took a shower and touched up her makeup. 

Of course, she couldn't redo it as perfectly as before since she hadn't brought all her cosmetics. 

So she settled for a light makeup look instead, using the lipstick and eyebrow pencil she had in her bag. 

By around six in the evening, when it was already dark outside, Jasmine finally came downstairs. 

Her expression was icy—she was genuinely in a bad mood. She couldn't blame anyone, really, except for that gutted fish. She had dressed up beautifully today to visit Alexander, even planning to cook herself so that when her younger brother Dante arrived, the "family" could have dinner together. 

She had even considered scolding her brother in front of Alexander. 

Making him apologize to Alexander. 

Jasmine honestly didn't want any issues—she didn't want Alexander to hold any grudges against her brother! 

Everything had been perfectly planned. 

She had imagined today would have a warm, "family" atmosphere here! 

But in the end, she couldn't even get past the cooking stage! 

She felt utterly defeated. 

Wearing a set of Alexander's men's pajamas and slippers, Jasmine walked to the kitchen doorway, phone in hand, considering whether to just call a chef to come and cook instead. 

But the scene in the kitchen made her freeze in surprise. 

Sizzle—! 

The carp hit the wide pool of hot oil, the sound of frying filling the air… 

Alexander, wearing an apron, stood in front of the stove—a triple-burner setup. Two burners were currently in use: something was already simmering in the middle pot with the lid on, while he was frying the fish on the left one… 

The kitchen was enormous, practically the size of a standard bedroom. 

On the long counter behind Alexander, various washed ingredients were neatly arranged in bowls and plates. Everything looked orderly, meticulously prepared, and highly professional! 

Jasmine stood dumbfounded at the kitchen door. 

She still remembered that time at Alexander's place when she had watched, almost in a daze, as Alexander and Aileen Arison bustled around like a married couple. She vaguely recalled Alexander helping Aileen watch the pot while she was hanging laundry. 

But that alone wasn't enough to confirm whether Alexander could actually cook. Knowing a little didn't count—anyone could boil instant noodles or stir-fry leftovers. 

Now, though… 

Jasmine got the feeling that Alexander wasn't just capable—he seemed downright professional? 

Was it because his family ran a restaurnt?! 

Otherwise, men his age who could cook were scarce. 

As she pondered, her thoughts circled back to that same question—what couldn't Alexander do?! 

"What are you staring at?" Alexander glanced at her with a smile when she remained silent, then added, "Come help. There are still vegetables to wash… Check the bag over there…" 

"Oh… okay." Snapping out of it, Jasmine agreed. But the moment she stepped into the kitchen, she suddenly paused, as if remembering something, and retreated to the doorway to grab her phone. 

Click! 

The flash went off. 

Jasmine had just taken a photo of Alexander cooking. 

"What's that for?" Alexander chuckled, looking at her.

"Keeping it as a memento." Jasmine pursed her lips and said, glancing again at the photo she'd just taken on her phone. Then she opened Instagram and made a post—just the image of Alexander cooking, without any caption. 

This account was her private account, so it was locked and privated. Only people she approved and followed back could view her posts.

She rarely added anyone, and the most recent person she'd added was Aileen Arison! 

Jasmine wanted to cement the narrative, to keep spreading the word—to let more people know that Alexander was her boyfriend! 

Besides, Alexander was cooking for her... 

A few minutes later. 

Jasmine also tied on an apron and, following Alexander's instructions, began washing, wiping, and chopping vegetables… She knew how to cook, though she was a little out of practice. 

"My dear Mr. Ciotta, can I ask you a question?" Jasmine suddenly spoke up. 

"What?" Alexander responded. 

"Have you ever cooked for Aileen?" she asked casually. 

"Nope." Alexander chuckled, glancing at her before adding with a smile, "If we're not counting at home, then I should say… I've never cooked for any other woman. You're the first." He was just telling the truth—past time loops didn't count, since they'd been reset! 

Jasmine smiled faintly, genuinely pleased, though she tried to rein in her emotions. 

She hardly recognized herself—getting happy over something as trivial as a man cooking for her and not for another woman. Deep down, she was comparing herself to Aileen…

It was strange! Jasmine had never thought of herself as the type to resort to petty tactics or jealousy over a man, yet she couldn't help these thoughts... 

"Alexander." Jasmine suddenly called out. 

"Hmm?" He turned to look at her. 

At that moment, she leaned in and kissed the corner of his lips. She had reapplied her lipstick, leaving a clear mark. After the quick peck, she pulled back. 

"What was that for?" Alexander asked, amused. 

"You're my man. Can't I kiss you?" Jasmine shot him a sidelong glance, masking her emotions with assertiveness. This was her "reward" for him—she was just happy! 

Alexander grinned but didn't argue. 

Another half hour passed. 

Around 6:40 in the evening. 

Dante Doran arrived. 

He didn't bother knocking—just keyed in the passcode and walked into the villa. 

The living room was filled with the aroma of food, and Dante could hear movement from the kitchen. 

"Sis, bro-in-law..." he called out. 

"Watch the pot." Alexander handed off the task to Jasmine in the kitchen, then took off his apron and stepped out, shuffling in slippers. He raised a hand in greeting as Dante approached the sofa. 

Dante, however, was momentarily stunned as he looked at Alexander. 

Because… this was the first time he'd ever seen Alexander in home clothes—pajamas and slippers. Before, every time they'd met, Alexander had been in a suit. Suits added a sense of maturity, so now, Alexander looked… genuinely young. 

Like a college student lazing around at home during summer break.

This made Dante think of Alexander's age, and a terrifying feeling arose within him!

How could someone so young be this incredible? It wasn't just his intellect—his combat skills were... Dante had questioned the bodyguards in detail the previous day.

He knew Alexander had single-handedly taken on seven men in an elevator—and won! According to the bodyguards' description, it was inhuman —something no ordinary person could have pulled off. Freakishly strong!

Alexander was, in fact, four years younger than Dante.

Dante was increasingly realizing that not only was he the "little brother" to his sister, Jasmine, but he was also truly the "little brother" to his brother-in-law, Alexander.

"Sit down, why are you just standing there?" Alexander had already taken a seat on the sofa, glancing at Dante before grabbing a tissue to wipe his mouth. There was still a trace of Jasmine's lipstick from earlier.

Dante sat down, about to say something, but Alexander spoke first: "How's Old Lei doing?"

"No issues. He got another blood transfusion, and the doctor re-dressed his wounds..." Dante gave a brief update.

Alexander nodded.

"Brother-in-law, about Old Lei... did you finish talking with him?" Dante ventured.

"Yeah, we're done," Alexander replied, smiling at Dante without offering anything further.

Dante was starting to feel inexplicable pressure around Alexander.

"So... what did you talk about?" Dante pressed.

"Nothing much, just casual conversation," Alexander said, making it clear he wasn't going to elaborate.

For the next few minutes, Dante tried every angle to fish for information—bringing up the Sutherland's, Blood Flower, Old Lei—anything Alexander had vaguely mentioned before. He probed with every indirect question he could think of.

Of course, he got nothing.

If Alexander didn't want to talk, Dante wouldn't learn a single word.

Dante had no choice.

After a few seconds of awkward silence, Dante seemed to remember something. He pulled out his phone, dialed a number, and it connected quickly. "Dad, I'm here... Yeah... Yeah... Right... Okay..."

After a brief exchange, he stood up and walked over to Alexander.

"Brother-in-law, it's my dad," Dante said, handing the phone to Alexander.

Since he couldn't get answers himself, he had resorted to bringing in his father, Morris Doran.

These past two days, Dante had been in frequent contact with his father.

Since the incident yesterday morning when Alexander was nearly harmed, Dante had privately discussed these matters in detail with his father. The only thing he lied about was piling on the lie of "Jasmine almost being injured"—everything else he reported truthfully.

Dante could guess that since Alexander wanted to speak directly with Old Lei, it meant he could use Old Lei to take down James Sutherland.

Originally, Dante wouldn't have discussed targeting James with his father. But ever since Morris had visited New York and held secret talks with Alexander... before leaving, Morris had given his son Dante specific instructions!

Though Dante didn't know the full details, he could sense the shift in his father's attitude.

He understood—the bigger James's problems became, the higher the likelihood the Doran family would "break up" with the Sutherlands!

Then, this afternoon.

After Alexander secured Old Lei's cooperation, Dante followed the car back to the hospital, and he called Morris again. Though he couldn't explain it clearly, he got the point across—Alexander had successfully dealt with Old Lei and could now use him against James!

Morris was deeply concerned about this!

He wanted to know more!

So he had even instructed his son Dante to ask more questions—and if he couldn't get answers, to call him directly.

Morris understood one thing: there were matters Alexander might be willing to discuss with him but not necessarily with his son or daughter. Because the stakes were too high!

The bigger the issue, the fewer people who should know. Otherwise, if word got out, the Sutherlands might take extreme preemptive action. It was also a matter of protection.

Alexander glanced at Dante, then at the phone Dante handed him. Taking the phone, he held it to his ear and smiled. "Uncle..."

"Dan told me the situation," Morris said directly.

"Dan is right here. Are you sure you want him listening?" Alexander countered just as bluntly.

Morris paused, falling silent for a moment.

Alexander's implication was... this was extremely serious.

"I'll call you," Morris said before hanging up.

Alexander pulled the phone away, glanced at it, then handed it back to Dante.

Dante stared at Alexander, his expression completely off. He was baffled—hadn't he been the one to arrange this with his father? Why did it suddenly seem like Alexander and his dad had come to some agreement that excluded him?!

It was frustrating.

Not just because of curiosity.

But also because, in that moment, it almost felt like Alexander was closer to his father than he, the actual son, was?!

Ring ring...

Alexander's phone rang—it was in his pajama pocket.

He stood up, pulling out the phone as he turned toward the staircase. Answering, he said first, "I'll go to the study."

Dante watched Alexander head upstairs, processing for a second before quickly following!

Alexander entered the study on the second floor, closed the door behind him, and locked it before walking toward the balcony... Dante reached the study door but didn't make it inside in time. He pressed down on the handle, trying to open it, but it wouldn't budge—locked from the inside.

What the hell?!

What are they talking about now?!

Dante pressed his entire body against the door, ear pressed to it, but couldn't hear anything—Alexander had gone to the balcony and shut the balcony door behind him...

A long while passed.

"Dante? Babe?" Jasmine's voice echoed from the living room downstairs. 

The stew in the pot didn't need constant attention, so Jasmine stepped out of the kitchen, only to find both Alexander and her brother missing.

After a quick glance around, she headed upstairs. There, in the second-floor hallway, she spotted her younger brother Dante Doran crouched by a door, eavesdropping. 

"What are you doing?" Jasmine frowned as she approached him. "What are you trying to hear?" 

"I can't hear anything..." Dante turned to his sister with a look of frustration. 

"What do you mean you can't hear?" Her frown deepened. 

"Alexander's on the phone with Dad, and they won't let me listen..." Dante muttered, pressing his ear against the door again, determined to catch even the faintest sound. 

Jasmine's expression darkened. 

Again? 

Another private conversation she wasn't allowed to hear? 

The situation was similar to last time, but her mindset was different.

Back then, she had been desperate to know, burning with impatience.

Now, however, she knew better—she could simply ask Alexander later. There was no need to resort to eavesdropping. 

"Go downstairs. Alexander is still upset with you. If he sees you like this when he comes out, what kind of impression will that leave? Hurry up, go down." She shot her brother a stern look. 

Over ten minutes later, when Alexander finally left the study and descended the stairs, Jasmine had already returned to the kitchen. Dante, meanwhile, sat on the living room couch, lost in thought.

What could they possibly be discussing? Why use Alexander's phone instead of his? Were they worried his phone might record the conversation? Why so cautious? 

The moment he spotted Alexander, Dante sprang to his feet. 

"Alexander...Brother-in-law...." Dante started to speak. 

"Ask your father if he wants to tell you." Alexander smiled, cutting him off. 

Without lingering in the living room, Alexander headed straight for the kitchen. 

Most of the time-consuming dishes were nearly done, but there were still three stir-fries left. Since they required less time, Alexander had saved them for last. 

After finishing the remaining dishes, dinner was served a little past seven. 

The meal began! 

Six dishes and one soup—all prepared by Alexander. Jasmine had only helped with prepping vegetables and keeping an eye on the pots. 

For three people, the spread was extravagant. And these weren't just ordinary home-cooked meals. Take the sweet and sour Yellow River carp, for example—most homemakers wouldn't even attempt it.

The way Alexander had prepared it, it looked like something straight out of a five-star restaurant! 

Dante, however, ate absentmindedly. His mind was elsewhere. Having experienced fine dining before, good food didn't sway him much. His thoughts were consumed by one question: What had Alexander and his father discussed? 

Between bites, he kept zoning out. When Jasmine told him to do something—like apologize to Alexander—he complied without protest. 

In contrast to her brother, Jasmine ate in sheer amazement. 

How was this so delicious? 

How could it be this good?! 

It wasn't that she'd never tasted exquisite food before—but this was Alexander's cooking.

That made all the difference! He wasn't even a professional chef! She had watched him cook before and knew he was skilled, but she never imagined his culinary talent reached this level. 

Alexander's mastery extended even to daily life. 

This realization made him seem even more extraordinary in her eyes. 

A little after eight in the evening, dinner came to an end.

Dante noticed his sister and brother-in-law were both in their pajamas, clearly dressed for a homey evening. Realizing Jasmine must be staying over tonight, he tactfully decided not to linger any longer and took his leave.

A little past nine in the evening. 

The living room lights were off, but the television was on, with Alexander watching the evening news. 

Jasmine turned off the kitchen light and stepped out.

After Dante left, she had been busy clearing the dining table and tidying the kitchen—something she rarely did herself.

Today wasn't about playing housewife, either. She would never be the domestic type. 

Still… since Alexander had cooked, it was only fair that she handled the cleanup. 

In the dim glow of the TV, Jasmine approached the couch. She paused beside Alexander, who glanced up at her with a smile. Without a word, she turned and settled into his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck, pressing her curves into him. 

"Hubby… it's time for bed," she murmured in an uncharacteristically sweet voice. 

She actually called him "Hubby"! 

And the way she looked at Alexander right then—there was no mistaking what she had in mind.

"Going to bed at nine? Isn't that too early?" Alexander smiled as he gazed at Jasmine standing close before him, his tone carrying a subtle hint of something peculiar.

"Early?" Jasmine leaned closer until Alexander could feel her breath against his cheek. "Not at all. Early to bed means early to rise tomorrow..." Her words were clearly loaded with implication.

Yet Alexander remained completely unfazed.

Utterly calm!

"Having fun teasing me?" Alexander shot Jasmine a sidelong glance with a smile.

"Who's teasing? I'm just saying it's time to rest. Is that wrong?" Jasmine smiled back, her expression unexpectedly sweet.

This wasn't like her.

Even when deeply in love, Jasmine would never adopt the demeanor of a delicate maiden. She was a "queen" who would never play the role of a "princess."

Yet today she was being unusually forward, her words and glances all hinting at Alexander—those exceptionally... interesting looks.

She was genuinely trying to seduce Alexander, though her goal wasn't necessarily to take things further tonight.

Instead, she wanted to play with Alexander's mind!

To stir his anticipation!

To make him desire her yet remain just out of reach, leaving him restless! Only then could she make Alexander more "docile" around her. One thing was certain—when a woman like Jasmine actively turned on her charm, any normal man would find it hard to resist.

Alexander was, physically, a perfectly normal man.

Except... Alexander knew too much.

"Alright, you're not wrong." Alexander chuckled as he picked up the remote and turned off the TV, plunging the living room into darkness.

Though he didn't move, instead, he turned her around, so she fully straddled his lap. Her breasts pancaked against his chest.

Without wasting time, his lips found hers, sealing them in a deep, wet kiss. One that is the opposite of what they shared earlier on the bed. Now, his tongue was battling hers, each trying to force the other into submission.

All while his hands groped at her lush, full ass, digging his hands into the impossibly soft yet firm flesh, kneading it with such possessive roughness. The movements in turn sent every sensitive spot on Jasmine's body rubbing against him.

With the sheer difference in experience, the virgin Jasmine stood no chance, as within minutes, her pink little fragrant tongue had been toyed with until it was exhausted.

Leaving it hanging outside her swollen, plump lips, drool running down her chin, with some landing on her impressive bust.

Jasmine's cycle had always been punctual, starting around the middle of each month between the 14th and 15th, and ending between the 18th and 19th.

Alexander was well aware of all this. 

Giving her a few moments to catch her breath, Alexander held her gaze directly. "We might not be able to go all the way through tonight, but......." He trailed off with that teasing smile. "We can put your smart mouth to use."

The words left Jasmine puzzled for a moment before she processed them. Instantly, her cheeks grew red as her eyes flashed with embarrassment, shame, and reproach.

Maybe without realizing it, her tongue licked at her soft pink lips, before her pearly white teeth bit on the bottom one. Her expression, the personification of alluring. All the while, her mind was racing.

She had really only planned to tease and rile up Alexander. But now that he brought it up.....even though the idea of it made her flush, it didn't seem like too much.

Taking into account all he had done so far, how they were a proper couple, the fact she knew she needed some experience, her feelings for him.....And so many more.

In the end, after what felt like minutes, the cold, domineering CEO lowered her gaze slightly with feminine shyness, before nodding her head just a tiny bit. Her pride wouldn't allow her to offer herself (her mouth) more directly than that.

But that was enough for Alexander.

In one smooth motion, he scooped Jasmine up in his arms and stood, heading toward the staircase.

Upstairs they went.

Into the bedroom.

Door closed.


Chapter 7: Oral training. (Smut)

Alexander held Jasmine, his strong arms wrapped around her thick, luscious body like he owned it, a grin playing on his lips as he kicked the door shut behind them.

She was a sight to behold—her pale skin glowing under the dim bedroom lights, her dark hair cascading messily over her shoulders, and those curves that could make a man forget his name.

Jasmine, the cold-as-ice CEO who ruled boardrooms with a steely glare, was now squirming in his grip, her cheeks flushing a rare shade of pink. "You planned this, didn't you, you shameless man?" she muttered, her voice shaky but still laced with that icy edge, though it cracked a little at the end, betraying her growing shyness.

He chuckled, his breath hot against her ear as he strode toward the king-sized bed. "Oh, did I? You were the one who nodded and accepted my plan."

His words were teasing, dripping with that familiar tone that always got under her skin, making her heart race even as she tried to maintain her composure.

Jasmine's thick frame pressed against his chest, her ample tits squishing softly against him, the fabric of the oversized man's pajamas she wore doing nothing to hide the way they heaved with her quickened breaths.

The pants clung to her bubbly ass like a second skin, outlining every curve and dip, the material stretching taut over her plump cheeks as he adjusted his hold, making her feel exposed already.

Without another word, Alexander lowered her onto the bed, his movements confident and unhurried.

He knew from time-loop experience that Jasmine wasn't the type to accept being made to kneel. Well, in due time, he'll change that. For now, she could use the bed.

He laid down on his back first, the mattress dipping under his weight, and then pulled her into position between his spread legs.

She ended up on her stomach, her face level with his crotch, and fuck, if that didn't make her body betray her even more.

Her luscious tits pressed flat against the sheets, squashing outward so that from the side, you could see their full, soft mounds spilling over, the nipples probably hardening beneath the thin fabric.

Her bubbly ass stuck up in the air just a bit, the pajama pants riding up slightly to reveal the way the material hugged her cheeks, emphasizing every jiggle and curve as she shifted nervously.

"Alexander,... I—" she whispered, her voice barely above a breath, a mix of shyness and that natural coldness. She was getting second thoughts.....But she tried to push them down.

She knew she couldn't always tease Alexander without giving him something in return. She knew that with so many women around him.......she had to concede a bit.

He didn't hesitate for a second, his eyes locked on hers with that predatory, teasing gleam. "Take a deep breath. Time to see what that mouth can do, aside from barking orders."

With a grunt of effort, he raised his hips off the bed, his hands roughly shoving his pants down in one swift motion.

His thick cock sprang free, the sound of fabric rustling and skin slapping against air echoing in the room as it bounced up and landed right in front of her face, standing tall and throbbing with need.

It was massive, veins bulging along the shaft, the head already slick with a bead of pre-cum that glistened under the light.

Jasmine's eyes widened in shock, her pale skin turning even paler as she stared at it for the first time. She had already felt it many times, especially when she'd kiss Alexander while sitting in his lap.

But seeing it so close......She wondered how Aileen and Seraphine managed to take it all in.

"Oh,... It's so big," she gasped, her voice trembling with a mix of awe and uncertainty, her cold exterior cracking.

Seeing it up close was something else—thick as her wrist, long enough to make her throat tighten just thinking about it.

She froze there, propped on her elbows, her tits still squashed against the bed, making them bulge out even more from the sides, while her ass cheeks shifted slightly in those clinging pants, the fabric pulling tight enough to show the faint outline of her underwear beneath.

Alexander's hand slid to the top of her head, his fingers tangling in her dark hair, guiding her closer without forcing her. "That's right, it is big. Take a good look. Smell it, taste it if you want. I'm not rushing you... yet."

His voice was low and gravelly, laced with teasing lust, his cock twitching involuntarily as her warm breath brushed against it.

She hesitated, her nose inches away, inhaling the musky, masculine scent that filled her senses—earthy and intoxicating, making her wonder how it would taste, salty and thick on her tongue maybe.

It was a first for her, seeing a man's member.....breathing its scent....In that moment, everything else began to fade away.

Every exhale from her lips made his cock react, twitching harder with each puff of air, growing even stiffer as if begging for attention. Seeing her effect on him made her smile a bit.

Jasmine bit her lip, her body trembling slightly as she stayed frozen in place, her mind racing with a cocktail of shyness, curiosity, and that underlying cold resolve starting to melt. "It... It's twitching so much," she murmured softly, before glancing up to meet Alexander's gaze. "You want me that much?"

At her words, he simply nodded. He knew how to handle Jasmine, after all, he'd slept with her countless times in the time-loop. The best approach? Be firm and commanding, but at times, let her think she has taken the lead.

Alexander watched with a predatory gleam in his eyes as Jasmine leaned in closer, her thick, curvaceous body shifting on the bed.

She hesitated for a split second before she finally pressed her soft lips against the tip of his throbbing cock. The moment her mouth made contact, she felt the intense heat radiating from it—hot and warm like a branding iron, pulsing with his heartbeat, making her gasp softly against it.

"Mmmh," she murmured involuntarily, the sound muffled as her lips smooched against the slick head, leaving a faint, wet imprint.

Alexander let out a deep, guttural groan, his body tensing as the pleasure hit him like a wave, the vibration rumbling from his chest.

"Fuck, yeah... that's it, Jas. Your lips feel so damn soft," he growled, his voice rough and laced with raw lust, his hand still resting lightly on her head, fingers twitching in her dark hair.

The mental thrill of seeing his usually cold, untouchable girlfriend submit even a little overpowered the physical sensation; it was the idea of her breaking that icy facade, her shyness melting away, that made his cock throb harder.

The idea of having the cold, domineering Jasmine Doran, the one fawned over by many, the one adored and desired by more.....kissing his cock...

His hips bucked just a fraction, not pushing her, but reacting instinctively, the pleasure building in his core like a slow burn, making his balls tighten and his breath come in heavy pants.

Emboldened by his reaction, Jasmine's shyness started to fade, replaced by a growing boldness that stemmed from her strong-minded nature.

She pulled back slightly, only to dive in again, planting wet kisses up and down his thick shaft, her lips trailing along the veined length with deliberate, prideful strokes.

"Like this? Is that what you want?" she whispered, her voice gaining an edge of control, though it still carried a hint of that cold, commanding tone from the boardroom, now twisted into something more intimate and teasing.

Her luscious body moved with her, tits squishing further into the mattress as she adjusted, the fabric of her pajamas stretching taut over her bubbly ass, which wiggled slightly with each kiss, like she was staking her claim.

She relaxed into it, her initial hesitation dissolving as she covered his cock in a trail of wet, sloppy kiss marks—each one leaving a glossy sheen on his skin, her breath hot and ragged against him.

"See what happens when you behave?" She murmured between kisses, her words dripping with that fierce pride, as if she were conquering him one peck at a time.

Alexander savored it more mentally than physically; the kisses were light, not enough to push him over the edge, but the sight of her getting into it, her full lips marking up his shaft like territory, was intoxicating.

He chuckled lowly, his voice steady despite the twitches of his cock. "Keep going, Miss Doran. You're driving me crazy up here," he said, his tone playful yet praising, though inwardly he found the physical tease underwhelming compared to the power play unfolding.

It felt like........the more time passed since his escape from the time-loop, the stronger his sexual desires were becoming.

As he seemed to calm down, his groans softening into steady breaths, Jasmine blushed deeper, her pale cheeks turning a fiery red that contrasted with her dark hair.

She paused for a moment, biting her lip in that shy yet determined way, before her tongue slipped out—tentative and pink, gliding over the base of his shaft for a shy lick.

"Oh... It's not bad," she whispered to herself, relaxing as the taste was neutral, just a faint saltiness that didn't overwhelm her, allowing her to ease into it.

Her movements grew more confident, licking and licking with long, deliberate strokes, her tongue tracing the ridges and curves. Each lick carried her pride and strong-mindedness, like she was directing an orchestra, her head bobbing slightly as she worked, tits still pressed flat, spilling out from the sides, and her ass cheeks flexing in those clinging pants, showing off their plump roundness.

Alexander found it cute how she was trying to take control through her licks, her domineering instincts kicking in even here, dictating the pace like she was sealing a deal.

"Look at you, getting all bossy with that tongue," he teased, a smirk in his voice, though his eyes darkened with approval.

But as her licks intensified, hitting the sensitive spots, his cockhead started to leak precum, a thick drop oozing out and landing on her tongue.

The sudden salty, musky taste made her frown, her nose wrinkling at the smell that filled her senses, like sweat and desire mixed together.

"Ugh, that's... strong," she muttered, her voice a mix of distaste and determination. Still, she didn't stop, pushing through with a stubborn resolve, her licks continuing despite the flavor.

Sensing her slight hesitation, Alexander took the opportunity to guide her, his hand pressing a bit firmer on her head but still letting her lead. "Focus right here—on the tip, yeah? And those thick veins running down. Lick 'em slow, like you're savoring it," he instructed, his voice low and commanding, a rough edge to match her energy. "Make me feel every stroke of that tongue."

Jasmine glared up at Alexander, her pale face flushed with a mix of defiance and reluctant obedience, her dark eyes narrowing in the way they did when she was about to tear into someone.

"Fine, if that's what you want," she hissed, her voice sharp and cold, though undercut by the shakiness of her breath, her thick lips still glistening from the licks she'd already given.

But despite the glare, she obeyed, diving back in with that strong-minded determination, her tongue attacking the spots he'd pointed out—the swollen tip and those thick, throbbing veins running down his shaft—like she was waging a war on his weaknesses.

Her head bobbed slightly, tits squashed even harder against the bed as she propped herself up, the soft mounds bulging out from the sides, rubbing against the sheets with every movement, creating a delicious friction that made her nipples harden into tight peaks beneath the thin pajama fabric.

As she licked faster and more aggressively, her tongue swirling around the head and tracing the veins with precise, prideful strokes, the flow of precum intensified—drip, drip—coating her tongue in a steady stream of salty, musky fluid that filled her mouth, making it hard to swallow without tasting it fully.

It was overwhelming, the liquid pooling on her tongue and seeping into every crevice, so much so that she could smell it on her own breath, a heavy, earthy scent that lingered in her nostrils, mixing with her rapid exhales and making her stomach twist in a blend of many emotions.

"Mmmph," she grunted softly, the sound muffled as she kept going, her licks growing more insistent, like she was trying to dominate the sensation rather than let it control her.

Alexander groaned deeply, the pleasure building in his core like a slow, rolling thunder, but he handled it with the calm of a man who'd been through this hundreds and thousands of times before, his massive experience making him savor every second without losing control.

His body tensed just enough to feel the electric zaps along his shaft, but he stayed relaxed, his breathing steady and controlled, a smug smile curling his lips as he watched her work.

"That's it, Jas, right there... You sure like to be on the attack with your tongue," he murmured, his voice low and teasing, laced with that rough edge that showed he was enjoying the mental game as much as the physical.

The warmth of her pleasure was intoxicating to him; it wasn't just the licks, but the way her thick, luscious body was heating up, her pale skin flushing hotter with every passing second, making the air between them thick with desire.

Her tits, still squished flat against the mattress, rubbed and shifted with her movements, the soft flesh grinding against the sheets in a rhythmic motion that created a building warmth, like warm dough spreading under pressure, her nipples scraping the fabric and sending subtle tingles through her own body that she couldn't ignore.

He couldn't resist teasing her, his eyes glinting with mischief as he glanced down at her. "You're ignoring my balls, Miss Doran. They're the ones carrying the seed that's gonna knock you up one day, you know? Why not give them some attention? Think about it—filling you up, making that cold Miss Doran all mine."

His words were playful, a rough chuckle escaping him, but there was an undercurrent of lust that made his cock twitch even more against her tongue.

Jasmine blushed furiously some more, her cheeks burning a deep crimson that clashed with her pale skin. The reminder that he had the same thought as she did — that one day, she'd carry his children —had her squirming.

But she quickly shook her head firmly, her dark hair swaying with the motion.

"No way, I'm not going there," she snapped, her voice a mix of embarrassment and that unyielding pride, her eyes flashing up at him defiantly as she kept licking, refusing to break her rhythm. She was too proud, and bringing her face even lower just felt humiliating. To dive into something that felt even more intimate and vulnerable.

Alexander just grinned wider, not surprised one bit by her attitude. Only letting out a contented sigh as the pleasure coursed through him, his hand still resting on her head.

Alexander guided Jasmine's movements with a firm yet teasing hand on her head, his fingers threading through her dark hair as she continued her assault of kisses and licks along his throbbing shaft.

"That's it, babe, up and down just like that—work those spots," he growled, laced with that ever-present smirk that made her blood boil in the best way.

She obeyed with a grudging glare, her tongue and lips tracing up the length of his cock and back down, each kiss leaving a wet, glossy trail that caught the dim light of the room.

Her breaths came in hot, ragged puffs as she leaned into it, her strong-minded pride pushing her to make every lick count, like she was mapping out his weaknesses for future battles.

As she worked, his cock grew harder under her attention, swelling more in size, the veins bulging like ropes under taut skin, the head flushing a deep red and leaking even more precum with every stroke of her tongue.

"Good, you're getting me there," he muttered, his hips shifting slightly on the bed, the pleasure building steadily but still under his control.

Jasmine's body moved with a fluid, erotic rhythm that was impossible to ignore—her thick, luscious frame arching and shifting as she leaned up a bit, pressing her massive tits directly against his thighs for better leverage.

The soft, squishy mounds squashed flat at first, then rubbed upward, the fabric of her man's pajamas stretching thin over her nipples, which poked through like hard pebbles scraping against his skin.

Her bubbly ass lifted higher in the air, the pants clinging so tightly that you could see the faint outline of her cheeks jiggling with each bob of her head, her pale skin glowing with a sheen of sweat as her body heated up, every curve undulating like waves on a stormy sea.

It was hypnotic—the way her tits slid up and down his thighs, creating a warm, friction-filled massage that made her moan softly into his cock, the vibrations adding to the tease.

Once she really got into it, her licks growing more eager and less hesitant, Alexander's patience snapped just a bit.

He took a firmer hold of her hair, his fingers gripping tighter, pulling her closer without a word.

The sudden control made her gasp in surprise. With no preamble, he pushed the swollen cockhead past her soft lips and into her mouth, the hot, slick tip sliding in with a wet pop.

He didn't allow her to pull back or move, his hand holding her steady as his precum flooded her tongue immediately, filling her mouth with that salty, musky essence in thick waves.

"Stay right there," he grunted, his voice a low, commanding rumble, though there was a hint of playfulness in it, like he knew she was too proud to back down now.

Jasmine's eyes widened, her body tensing for a moment as the warm liquid coated her tongue and pooled at the back of her throat, the taste and smell overwhelming her senses once again, making her breath come out in short, stifled puffs through her nose.

But she didn't fight it, her stern resolve kicking in, even as her cheeks burned with a mix of embarrassment and unwanted arousal.

Finally, Alexander broke the silence, his tone shifting to something more instructional, rough and direct. "Start sucking, babe—just the tip for now. I'll handle the rest," he ordered, his hand beginning to bob her head up and down in a slow, controlled rhythm, mindful not to push too deep and risk making her gag, keeping it shallow so she could adjust.

Each movement was deliberate, her lips sliding over the sensitive head with a wet, slurping sound as he guided her, his hips barely lifting to meet her.

The hot, wet pleasure of her mouth on his cockhead was electric for Alexander, a searing wave of sensation that made his whole body tense and relax in waves.

Her soft lips wrapped around him like a warm, velvety vice, the heat inside her mouth enveloping the tip in a slick, sucking embrace that pulled at him with every bob.

It was intense, though clearly lacking experience, as more than a few times, her teeth would scrape at his cockhead by accident.

But equally so, the way her tongue flicked accidentally against the underside, mixing with the precum to create a slippery, gliding friction that sent jolts of pure bliss straight to his core.

His eyes locked down on her, admiring the view of THE Jasmine Doran, being taught how to suck and worship HIS cock.

His groans were deep and primal, savoring how her warmth amplified everything, like diving into a steamy bath after a long day. "Oh, yeah, that's good... your mouth's so hot and wet," he rasped, his voice thick with lust, watching her with hooded eyes as she adapted, her body still moving beneath him, tits rubbing firmly against his thighs in a rhythmic grind that added another layer to the ecstasy.

Alexander relaxed his grip on Jasmine's hair, his fingers loosening just enough to let her take over the bobbing, a smug smirk spreading across his face as he watched her dive in with that mix of pride and inexperience.

"Go on, babe, show me what you've got, show me what Jasmine Doran got," he chuckled roughly, his voice dripping with amusement, like he was enjoying a private joke at her expense.

She started bobbing her head on her own, sucking harder with each movement, her soft lips sliding up and down his throbbing cockhead in a simple, repetitive rhythm—up and down, up and down—as if she thought that was all there was to it.

It was clear she had no experience; her motions were clumsy, lacking finesse, driven solely by raw determination, with her tongue occasionally flicking awkwardly against the underside, making wet, sloppy sounds—slurp, slurp—that echoed in the room.

But damn, it still felt good to Alexander, not just the physical warmth of her mouth enveloping him, but the mental power play of watching his usually ice-cold girlfriend submit like this, her strong-minded facade cracking under the pressure.

He groaned softly, savoring the thrill of controlling her without even trying, his body relaxing back into the bed as her tits continued to rub against his thighs, the squishy flesh spilling out from her pajamas and adding to the erotic haze. "That's it, keep going," he murmured, his tone teasing and low, like a predator toying with its prey.

As the pleasure built inside him, his cock twitching harder with every unskilled suck, he felt himself getting close—balls tightening, that familiar rush coiling in his gut—but he didn't give her a warning.

He knew she'd either try to stop to tease him, or ask him to cum elsewhere......But he wouldn't let her have that. He knew with Jasmine, sometimes, he had to be forecful.

He waited until the last second, then suddenly gripped her hair again, firmer this time, and pushed her head down as far as she could go without gagging, his cockhead pressing against the back of her mouth in one swift motion.

"Fuck, yeah," he grunted, staring straight into her wide, surprised eyes, his gaze locked on hers like a challenge. "I'm cumming,—take it all."

Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted from his cock, shooting straight down her throat in forceful bursts.

The liquid was so dense and creamy that it felt like warm, sticky lava pouring into her, each pulse filling her mouth and forcing its way deeper, sliding down into her stomach without mercy.

His cum was thick as honey, hot as fresh coffee, with a pungent, musky scent that hit her like a wall, far more intense than the precum, filling her nostrils and making her gag softly as it overwhelmed her senses.

Jasmine's eyes watered, her body tensing in shock, the sudden flood making her cheeks bulge from the overflow, the excess cum leaking out at the corners of her mouth in pearly streams, her pale skin flushing red as she struggled to process the heat and thickness invading her.

Alexander's pleasure was explosive, a white-hot wave crashing through him. His hips bucked involuntarily as he unloaded, the tight, wet grip of her mouth amplifying every sensation, contracting around his cockhead like a vice, milking him.

"Oh, that's good... so fucking tight and hot," he rasped, his voice ragged with ecstasy, relishing the way her inexperience made it even more intense, like breaking in something wild and untouched.

In her daze, Jasmine was utterly shocked, the thick, overpowering smell clinging to her breath and forcing itself down into her stomach in heavy, gulping waves, making her feel stuffed and invaded.

Her cheeks puffed out comically from the sheer volume, the cum's heat spreading through her body like a fire, but she didn't fight it—too stunned, too prideful to back down.

He kept his cock lodged in her mouth, not pulling back entirely, his hand holding her in place, his body clearly whispering to her to 'Swallow it all',

The lewd wet noises filled the air as she finally gulped it down in her haze, her throat working overtime, the thick fluid sliding down with sticky, obscene sounds, her body shuddering slightly as she complied, the act leaving her breathless and flushed.

Only then did Alexander finally pull out, the cockhead slipping out of her mouth with a loud wet lewd pop. As it did, Jasmine glared at him with such feminine arousal. "How dare...."

She tried to admonish him, only to get pulled up into a cuddle, with a kiss landing on her forehead. "Don't overreact. It's just my cum.....it'll be going in you either way." He teased, and she found herself a bit too tired to argue.

Snuggling into him, holding him for a bit, though soon she pulled away. Every breath she took, she could smell his scent......she could taste him on her tongue still. "Ugh, the smell....." She frowned, leaving his arm and rushing into the bathroom to brush her teeth.

Watching her, Alexander only laughed, cleaning himself of her saliva before settling back in bed.

A few minutes later, Jasmine returned, climbed into bed and cuddled into him. The two holding each other like a pair of lovers, with her using his arm as a pillow.

In the silence, Alexander whispered. "You did great." Only three words, but with sincerity. So much so, Jasmine found her anger fading a bit. To be praised like that by a man who had many women around him.....meant quite a lot.

“Mhm” was all she replied with.

Soon, the two were starting to doze off in the arms of each other.....only for Jasmine to bolt again to brush her teeth, as it seemed the scent still remained. That would continue to happen across the night.


Chapter 8: Left New York.

A new day: July 16, 2024.

Exactly 7:00 a.m.

Alexander opened his eyes on time, staring at the ceiling as he listened to the faint sounds coming from the bathroom. A smile spread across his face—no reset, the new day had arrived right on schedule. Wonderful!

He got up.

Alexander entered the bathroom.

There stood Jasmine in her pajamas, brushing her teeth at the sink. She was using Alexander's spare toothbrush and, of course, sharing his toothpaste.

As Alexander walked in, Jasmine kept brushing away, shooting him a glare before mumbling around her toothbrush, "Morning."

"Brushing again?" Alexander asked with a smile as he picked up his own toothbrush and squeezed out some toothpaste. "Didn't you brush like five times last night? Won't your gums suffer from overbrushing..."

At his words, Jasmine glared sideways at him.

She turned on the faucet and flicked some water at Alexander's face with her fingers.

Alexander laughed, giving her a look that Jasmine understood all too well. She felt a pang of regret.

Alexander had also started brushing his teeth, glancing at Jasmine from time to time while doing so—deliberately, just to tease her.

Gargle, gargle. 

Jasmine finished brushing, rinsed her mouth, and spat out the water. Without looking at Alexander, she washed her face, and only when she had dried it and was about to leave the bathroom did she shoot him a glance, muttering under her breath, "Shameless, hmph!" 

With that, she turned and walked out. 

Alexander, still brushing his teeth, grinned again—intentionally making sure she saw it. 

By the time he stepped out of the bathroom, Jasmine was already doing her makeup. 

Alexander didn't disturb her. He changed his clothes and went downstairs. 

Around 7:30 in the morning. 

A bodyguard delivered Jasmine's usual work attire, which Alexander took and brought upstairs to her before heading back down… Jasmine's dress from yesterday had gotten dirty in the kitchen from the fish and hadn't been washed—it needed dry cleaning, not a regular wash at home. 

When Jasmine came downstairs, fully dressed and ready for work, Alexander was sitting on the sofa watching the morning news.

A few takeout breakfast items were laid out on the coffee table, and he was eating a steamed bun. Seeing Jasmine descend, he glanced up and smiled. "Have some, still warm." 

"Not eating now. I'll grab something at the office…" Jasmine said, walking over in her heels. She then asked, "Got plans today? Coming to the company?" 

"Busy," Alexander replied with a smile. 

"Meeting Seraphine Arden?" Jasmine asked. 

"Nope," he answered curtly, clearly unwilling to elaborate. 

Jasmine didn't press further. If Alexander didn't want to talk, she wouldn't pry it out of him.

She wasn't the type of woman who, just because she was in a relationship, needed to monitor her man's every move.

She didn't even care if he saw other women, let alone anything else. 

Given the current situation, all Jasmine hoped was that Alexander wouldn't run into any trouble. 

But judging by the sheer breadth of abilities he had displayed so far, even if he was at the center of the storm, the likelihood of anything happening to him was actually extremely low. 

"Alright, eat up. I'm heading to the office…" Jasmine said, then leaned down and kissed him on the cheek. She lightly hooked a finger under his chin, flashed him a playful wink, and turned to leave. 

She still had some of that lovestruck woman's charm. 

Alexander watched her walk out, his smile turning more enigmatic. 

He felt it was time—time to fully conquer and claim Jasmine Doran. 

Mentally and physically. Completely. 

Of course… he'd have to wait until after her period. 



Around 11:30 a.m., in the CEO's office of Magical Glamour, Jasmine signed a few documents and handed them back to her assistant, who left with the files in hand. 

She tried to ignore the weird looks her assistant gave her, as she’d spent many minutes in her office bathroom today brushing her teeth.

‘I can still smell and taste him…..or maybe I’m just imagining it?’

Jasmine rubbed the back of her neck, tilting her head slightly—she was feeling a bit tired. 

Ring, ring… 

Her phone suddenly buzzed.

She picked up her phone and saw it was Aileen Arison. She had been in frequent contact with Aileen these past few days.

Just yesterday, before going to see Alexander after work, she had called Aileen to prevent any "collisions," not wanting Aileen to suddenly interrupt them.

"Hello, Miss Arison..." Jasmine Doran answered the call.

"Miss Doran, do you know where Alexander is?" Aileen asked directly.

"Hmm?" Jasmine was taken aback but quickly responded, "What do you mean, where is he? Can't you reach him?"

"No... he said he's not in New York, and when I asked... he wouldn't tell me..." Aileen explained.

"Hmm?" Jasmine paused again, collecting her thoughts before saying, "...Let me ask him. That's all for now."

With that, Jasmine hung up on Aileen and immediately called Alexander.

"Beep... beep... beep..." It rang for about seven or eight seconds before finally connecting.

"What's up?" Alexander asked with a relaxed chuckle.

"Where are you?" Jasmine demanded directly.

"Handling some business," Alexander laughed.

"Where? What business?" Jasmine pressed immediately.

"I'm..." Before Alexander could finish, Jasmine heard a distinctly seductive woman's voice in the background: "Who's calling you now..."

The moment Jasmine heard a woman's voice, her expression shifted between amusement and exasperation. Without waiting for Alexander to explain, she spoke first: "Which woman are you with now? Afraid Aileen might find out?"

Truthfully, Jasmine felt relieved. As far as she was concerned, as long as Alexander didn't stir up trouble, anything else was fine! Seeing other women? That wasn't even worth mentioning.

"It's not about her finding out..." Alexander started to say.

"Alright, my dear Mr. Ciotta, you go ahead with your business..." Jasmine adopted a teasing tone, "We'll talk when we have time. Wouldn't want to disturb you! Though I wonder if your precious little Aileen would be heartbroken if she knew..."

"Stop talking like that, you're giving me goosebumps," Alexander laughed.

"Fine, I won't say more. Since you're not here, I'll just have lunch with Aileen and have a nice chat with her. That's all." Jasmine's voice returned to normal, though her words implied she might gossip about Alexander seeing other women to Aileen.

But Alexander knew Jasmine was just saying it deliberately—trying to make him nervous. In reality, she would never actually do that.

Jasmine wasn't the type of woman to stir up drama!

"Alright, talk later," Alexander replied with a chuckle.

...

Boston.

Economically speaking, Boston was the USA's top international metropolis. For Alexander, it was the closest major international city to New York. (At least, it was in this alternate earth he found himself in.)

Alexander knew Boston well.

Comparatively, the city he knew best was undoubtedly New York. During his 3,650,000 days and nights in the time loop, most of his time had been spent there. But that didn't mean he never left or was ignorant of the outside world.

His knowledge of other cities beyond New York was determined mainly by their proximity to it.

The closer a city was to New York, the more Alexander knew about it.

The farther away, the less he knew.

And Boston... was the city Alexander knew best after New York itself.

He had once spent a long time investigating certain matters in Boston, for two main reasons: first, it was close to New York.

Second, Boston's unique status as an international metropolis, a city teeming with billionaires, and home to over 20 million people.

Of course, Alexander's knowledge of Boston didn't extend to personally exploring every corner of the city.

He wouldn't randomly investigate insignificant figures in Boston, including those with minor achievements—unless they had some special significance. His understanding of the city was primarily focused on prominent figures, significant events, and specific, unique individuals.

Many people and events only came to his attention because they had some connection to New York, leading him to dig deeper into Boston's affairs.

Alexander had come to Boston today.

Shortly after Jasmine left for work that morning, he drove to the high-speed rail station, bought a ticket, and boarded a train to Boston. Since it wasn't a holiday or special occasion, tickets were easy to get.

The high-speed train arrived at Boston Station in just two hours.

Alexander stepped out of the car, made a phone call, and then hailed a taxi to his current destination. His trip to the city was initially planned to last only a few days before returning to New York.

While handling the "Admire the Abyss" matter was a priority, he had plenty of time to spare.

Since he was already here, he figured he might as well take care of a few other things.

Boston, East District, Franklin Plaza, in a bar named “Cosmos Lounge”,

Fifth floor, the boss's office.

The enormous office was sparsely furnished but lavishly decorated with solid wood, giving off a gaudy, nouveau riche vibe. Behind the expansive mahogany desk sat a middle-aged man who was no taller than five feet three inches and extremely thin.

Around forty years old, his sunken cheeks made his face appear elongated. He had a buzz cut, wore a checkered shirt, and sported a string of antique beads around his neck. On his wrist, however, was a top-tier limited-edition luxury watch worth millions.

This guy was a well-connected figure in Boston with a highly complex background, known in the underworld as "Fifth Master Martin."

At the moment, a woman with heavy perfume was sitting sideways on Martin's right leg. She was Martin's favorite woman over the past two years, around forty-two years old, quite beautiful, but with heavy makeup and equally plump.

Martin had unique tastes when it came to women—he only favored one type: plump, older, mature women like the one snuggling on his lap!

On either side of the desk stood three bodyguards each, six in total, all towering over six feet two with broad, muscular builds—clearly trained fighters.

Near the office entrance stood six or seven men whose attire was not uniform but whose demeanors were equally fierce. Additionally, three middle-aged men sat on the sofa on one side of the room, all trusted lieutenants of Martin.

Quite the impressive display!

Martin was a man who loved making a grand impression!

The dozen or so people in the room all wore grim expressions as they stared at the young man seated across the desk, almost as if they were surrounding him with an intimidating presence.

It was in front of this crowd that Alexander had his phone call with Jasmine.

"Alright, talk later," Alexander said with a smile, ending the call and putting away his phone before turning his gaze back to Martin across from him.

Martin had his right arm wrapped around the woman on his leg, his left elbow resting on the arm of his executive chair. A sandalwood bracelet dangled from his wrist, his thumb unconsciously flicking it as he kept his eyes fixed on Alexander.

His gaze was sharp.

"Friend, why don't you just speak up? Let's not waste time. If—" Martin's voice was dry and raspy; he was a heavy smoker!

Before he could finish his sentence—

Ring ring…

Alexander's phone rang again.

In the less than ten minutes since Alexander had entered the office, he had already taken two calls. Before Jasmine, Aileen Arison had also called him once.

This was the third call!

Alexander pulled out his phone again and glanced at it—it was Celeste Lark calling.

"Hello, Miss Celeste..." Alexander answered.

Watching Alexander take yet another call, Martin's face twitched with impatience. His patience was limited! He took a deep breath, set down his bracelet, picked up the cigarette box on the desk, pulled one out, and placed it between his lips.

The heavy, wide-hipped woman, still seated on his leg, immediately picked up a lighter and lit Martin's cigarette for him.

Martin took a deep drag of his cigarette, exhaling smoke slowly while keeping his gaze fixed on Alexander's face.

"...Go ahead and release it, it's fine, yeah..."

Alexander hadn't spoken much with Celeste. She had asked to meet him for lunch to sign the contract—the revenue-sharing agreement for the song they'd previously discussed, which was supposed to be signed before the song's release.

Alexander had given Celeste the song the afternoon before last, but she still hadn't released it.

Unlike Alexander, who could casually record and upload songs, Celeste had spent the past two days meticulously recording dozens of demo versions and gathering feedback from friends. She was determined to perfect it, constantly doubting her performance and striving for the best.

Now that she was finally ready to release the song, Celeste wanted to sign the contract. However, Alexander was in Boston and couldn't return. To him, it didn't matter—he told her to just go ahead and release it.

After speaking for two or three minutes, Alexander hung up, put away his phone, and looked back at Martin.

"I don't know who paid you or how much, but you must have some nerve to—" Martin started again.

Ring ring—

Alexander's phone rang again. For the fourth time!

He pulled it out and saw Seraphine Arden's name. He could guess she was probably asking him to lunch.

Martin, cigarette clenched between his teeth, narrowed his eyes abruptly. He gave the woman beside him a light pat on the back, and she stood up. Martin yanked open a drawer, grabbed a gun, and suddenly stood, pointing the barrel straight at Alexander's head.

"Are you fucking done?! Huh?! Playing games with me?! Why don't you smash that damn phone already?! Goddammit! I swear to—" Martin was seething, as if about to explode.

Alexander, about to answer the call, looked at Martin with a calm smile but slightly furrowed his brow.

Casually, he set the phone down on the table—then suddenly moved!

In a flash, his hands twisted in a swift motion—

Click click!

Before anyone could react, the gun was now in Alexander's grip.

Too fast!

It was unbelievably fast!

Martin was too close to Alexander—just a table apart—and he had his arm fully extended while holding the gun, well within Alexander's reach. The difference in their reaction times was the gap between a world-class expert and an ordinary person.

In an instant, Alexander disarmed him and turned the gun's muzzle toward Martin.

By the time Alexander had the gun firmly in his right hand and had already lowered his left to pick up his phone, Martin and the dozen or so others in the room finally reacted.

"Boss!"

"Fifth Master!"

"You little bastard dare—"

The bodyguards and those at the door all tensed to move. The three men sitting on the sofa sprang to their feet, and someone even pulled a knife from their jacket. But Martin abruptly gestured to them—signaling them to stand down!

Boston was very different from New York.

In New York, the underworld was divided among four major players, but Boston had no such structure. The situation here was far more complex, and the law enforcement environment was much stricter, making it far safer than New York.

Guns were an especially sensitive issue in Boston.

Martin rarely carried a gun on his person—only occasionally when handling business. His office, however, always kept one on hand.

But none of his men had guns. Not a single one.

Boston was a place where gun violence absolutely could not happen, so they weren't allowed to carry them.

Which meant the only gun in the room right now was in Alexander's hand, pointed straight at Martin.

Martin remained calm. Though he was a rough man, he had weathered countless storms in life. Having his gun snatched away so swiftly shocked him, but he showed no fear on his face.

He knew full well that with the gun in Alexander's control, any reckless move or even careless words could cost him his life.

The plump woman stood frozen to the side, her face deathly pale, not daring to move a muscle.

Ring… ring…

In the suddenly silent office, only Alexander's phone continued to ring.

Under the watchful eyes of everyone.

Alexander acted as if nothing had happened, holding the gun in one hand while answering the call with the other, bringing the phone to his ear.

"Which woman are you with? Took you so long to answer?" Seraphine Arden's sweet, gentle voice teased.

"Handling some business," Alexander replied.

"A whole day and you didn't call me? You're so heartless~" Seraphine continued, her tone playful with a hint of seduction.

"Oh? Miss me already?" Alexander countered with a smile.

"Of course, I missed you. I even dreamed about you last night. Missed you so much.......I kept turning in bed, moaning your name and thinking of you." Seraphine had no qualms about voicing her true feelings.

After all, they had already crossed that line where she had given him her body and heart, so she wasn't about to act like a shy little girl.

Though Seraphine had been married and divorced, with a daughter already twenty years old, Alexander was her first man—and would undoubtedly be her last.

"Got time for lunch? Or… are you busy with Jasmine Doran?" she asked.

"I'm out of town. Back in New York in a couple of days," Alexander said.

"You're traveling?" Seraphine sounded surprised.

"Yeah," Alexander replied.

Seraphine paused in thought for a moment. She didn't ask Alexander where he was going or what exactly he was doing, because she could guess that his errand might be related to James Sutherland.

Explaining it would likely be complicated, and there was no need to ask for details over the phone. 

"Well then, it seems I'll have to eat lunch all by my lonesome," Seraphine said sweetly. 

"Don't make it sound so tragic. You used to eat alone all the time," Alexander chuckled. 

"Is that really the same?" Seraphine retorted, then added in a soft, honeyed tone, "You bad man. It's all your fault for ruining me...... Alright, I won't keep you. Go do what you need to do." 

"Okay, I'll call you tonight." 

"Mhm, sounds good." 

Everyone in the office watched as Alexander made the call. Except for a thin, mustached man in his thirties who was silently and slowly inching toward Alexander's back, the others didn't dare move a muscle, afraid that even the slightest sound might trigger a misfire. 

They could all tell Alexander was talking to a woman. 

Not because they could hear the voice on the other end, but because Alexander had said, "Miss me already?" 

His tone alone made it clear—he was speaking to his woman. 

None of them could understand how this young man named Alexander Ciotta could remain so calm and relaxed, even amused, chatting casually with his woman at a time like this. 

For Martin Russo, who had a gun pointed at him, time seemed to crawl. 

Outwardly composed, that didn't mean he wasn't feeling the pressure. 

Every second felt like an eternity. 

In reality, Alexander hadn't spoken to Seraphine for long, but to Martin, it felt like an eternity. 

Finally, the call ended. 

After hanging up, Alexander pressed the power button—not to turn the phone off, but to darken the screen. As he pocketed the device, he glanced at the display, a move that was both professional and natural. 

In truth, he was using the screen as a mirror to check behind him. 

Footsteps couldn't truly be silent. 

Even while on the phone, Alexander had sensed someone cautiously approaching from behind. 

He just needed to confirm the man's position and stance. 

The mustached man had already taken four steps, leaving only four more between him and Alexander's back. His right hand gripped a reverse-held hunting knife, shaped like a kukri, his entire body coiled to strike at any moment. 

A skilled fighter. 

After slipping his phone into his pocket, Alexander glanced at Martin Russo, who stood rigidly behind the desk, outwardly composed but too tense to move. Then, in one fluid motion, Alexander twisted his gun-wielding right arm across his chest, under his left armpit, and fired backward. 

Bang!

The gunshot rang out. 

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

Seven shots in rapid succession. 

Alexander had fired. 

From the moment he twisted to the final shot, it was a seamless action. 

But the man with a mustache wasn't hit. When the first bullet was fired, he had just begun to raise his foot, his arms slightly spread, the hunting knife still in his grip—until the blade was struck, sending it flying from his hand. 

Yet the knife didn't simply clatter away. Instead, it spun through the air like a boomerang. 

This effect was due to where the bullet had struck. 

Though the spinning lasted only a fraction of a second, it was enough for Alexander to fire again. His next five shots all hit the knife, causing it to bounce and spin even faster midair.

The final shot sent the hunting knife flying away! 

With a thunk, it embedded itself into the wall on the other side of the room! 

Though the sequence seemed complex, it had all happened in mere seconds. The mustached man, having lost his knife, crouched down in terror, too stunned to react further. 

But everyone—including him—had seen it. And they were all utterly shocked, their bodies numb with disbelief. 

What the hell? 

What was that?! 

Was this some kind of movie?! This was way too damn exaggerated! 

Firing shot after shot to keep an object airborne without letting it hit the ground—this was a cinematic technique often used to showcase a shooter's insane skills!

But did such marksmanship actually exist in real life?! 

What baffled them even more was that Alexander hadn't even turned around. He hadn't looked back, yet he'd pulled off this impossible feat with godlike precision. 

It was unreal, like a dream. 

As the rapid gunfire ceased and Alexander calmly brought the gun back in front of him, everyone else in the room wore expressions of sheer stupor, struggling to process what they'd just witnessed. 

It felt surreal. 

But this was Alexander's actual skill with a gun. 

When it came to marksmanship—at least with handguns—Alexander dared to call himself the best in the world. 

Whether it was competition champions, special forces operatives, or elite SWAT officers, Alexander didn't believe anyone could surpass his pistol skills.

This was partly due to his reckless, relentless training through countless resets in the time loop, and partly because of his ever-improving memory, focus, and learning ability within those loops. 

Alexander leveled the gun at Martin Russo once more. 

Martin jolted, his composure shattered. He immediately stammered, "F-friend, I don't know who sent you to kill me, but I'll give you two million—no! Five..... millions! Eight millions, just let me go!"

Martin was genuinely panicking. 

He believed Alexander was an assassin sent by his enemies—a top-tier international hitman hired at an astronomical price, just like in the movies.

He immediately suspected Alexander must be from some world-class assassin organization! 

One could say his imagination was running wild! 

But it wasn't an exaggeration. Anything less wouldn't match the abilities Alexander had displayed.

His marksmanship was so extraordinary that it not only surpassed ordinary people's understanding, but even… exceeded the comprehension of professional shooters! 

Not only was Martin stunned, but his bodyguards and everyone else present were equally shocked. 

Alexander knew this would be the reaction. 

Because he was aware that his shooting skills had surpassed any human on Earth! 

Ever since Alexander noticed his memory improving in the time loop, he realized his learning ability and focus in certain areas had significantly increased—and this improvement was continuous! 

When it came to marksmanship, Alexander had an advantage no one else possessed: he could fire countless bullets every single day. 

To master shooting, one had to practice relentlessly. 

Guns have recoil. An untrained person might sprain their wrist after just one shot. Even trained individuals could only fire a couple of hundred rounds a day at most. Any more, and their wrists would swell and ache the next day, rendering their hands temporarily useless. 

Elite police snipers might fire 30,000 rounds in a year during training. 

Even the best shooters, such as top-tier special forces operatives, could only manage 500 to 600 rounds a day during intensive training. The consequence of firing so many shots in a single day was often torn skin and bleeding palms. 

Such extreme training couldn't be sustained for more than a few days, even by the most elite marksmen. 

But when Alexander practiced, he fired thousands of rounds daily. Even when his hands were bloodied, he would wrap them in bandages and keep going.

There were even instances of fractures and broken bones—yet the consequences of such overtraining meant nothing to him! 

Because every day would reset! Any injuries from training would vanish when the new day arrived. 

The number of bullets Alexander had fired during his hundreds of days of insane practice far exceeded what even the best snipers would fire in their entire lifetimes! 

Most importantly, his muscle memory and instincts didn't fade. 

Not only did they not fade—they remained permanently. 

During the loops, Alexander didn't fully understand why his skills stayed sharp, unlike others who would grow rusty after a few days without practice. 

Only after his new life began did he realize the reason: his Mental Power (Attribute point) had surpassed 10,000 points. 

Thus, Alexander was confident that in terms of handgun marksmanship, he was the undisputed world's best—and not just by a small margin. 

Other world-class elite shooters belonged to one tier, while Alexander stood alone in a higher tier—one occupied solely by him. 

Alexander kept his gun trained on Martin, a faint smile on his face. 

No one dared to move. 

Not only was his marksmanship godlike, but it was as if he had eyes in the back of his head.

"Fifteen... I'll pay one Fifteen million! No! I'll add another two!" Martin raised the bid again, beads of cold sweat forming on his forehead, his voice growing hoarse. "Don't kill me! Whatever they're paying you, I'll pay you more!"

Martin was genuinely terrified, and the more he thought about it, the more frightened he became.

He had wildly presumed about Alexander's identity as a hitman, even imagining Alexander shooting him dead and walking away unscathed—none of his men would dare stop Alexander.

One thing worth mentioning was that this was a bar.

The most significant difference between a bar and ordinary residential or office buildings was the soundproofing. Cosmos Lounge was one of Boston's top-tier bars, where no expense had been spared on comprehensive soundproofing during its renovation.

So even though Alexander had fired seven shots in the room, anyone outside would only hear muffled thuds, not actual gunfire.

The office was silent.

"I really dislike people swearing at me," Alexander finally spoke with a faint smile, his tone light.

"I'm sorry! I was blind not to recognize your status, my apologies, friend!" Martin immediately apologized. A wise man knows when to yield—he was someone who could bend without breaking.

Survival came first. Only then could he resist, only then could he seek revenge.

Alexander kept the gun trained on Martin, smiling silently.

"Sir, you are the boss. I've just got this bad habit of swearing, don't take it to heart, alright?" As he spoke, Martin gave himself a light slap on the cheek and grinned at Alexander.

Thin and small-framed, his grin gave off strong vibes of a traitorous spy captain from TV dramas.

Alexander lowered the gun.

He hadn't come here today to kill anyone.

Sitting down, Alexander smiled again at Martin. "Shall we talk privately?"

"This..." Martin hesitated briefly before quickly agreeing. "Yes, yes, yes, yes... Out, all of you get out now."

His hesitation stemmed from fear—worried that with all his men gone, Alexander might shoot him.

But then he realized: if Alexander wanted him dead, he could have done it already.

His men's presence made no difference; they were all too terrified to move.

Having his men leave had another advantage... His trusted aides could alert others, and his men could also retrieve weapons.

Martin dismissed his men.

They all scrambled out immediately—not a single one wanted to stay in that office a second longer. They were torn between fear of Alexander going on a killing spree and the dilemma of whether to protect their boss. Charging forward meant certain death, but not doing anything seemed disloyal.

Leaving was best.

Everyone filed out in single file, including Martin's heavily made-up woman.

Soon, only Alexander and Martin remained in the room.

The door closed.


Chapter 9: He’s my Brother-In-Law.

"Have a seat, Mr Martin," Alexander gestured with a smile.

"Ah, yes..." Martin regained some composure, forcing a polite smile—the kind reserved for honored guests. But as he sat down, his eyes involuntarily flicked toward the gun in Alexander's hand.

Once Martin was seated,

Alexander casually placed the pistol on the table and slid it toward Martin.

Smack!

Martin slapped his hand down on the gun, pinning it to the edge of the table, completely stunned.

What did this mean?

He himself couldn't remember exactly how many bullets were left in the pistol—it had been too long since he last used it.

However, Alexander had fired seven shots, yet the gun still hadn't experienced a "slide lock," meaning the slide hadn't failed to return to position. 

This indicated there were still bullets in the gun! 

Martin couldn't understand at all why Alexander would hand the gun back to him. 

"There's one bullet left," Alexander said to Martin with a faint smile. "Put it away properly—it wouldn't be good if someone got hurt by accident." 

Martin froze again. 

Even he didn't know how many bullets were left in the gun. Yet, Alexander had stated it with certainty without even checking the magazine.

Was it true? Was it possible? What he didn't know was that Alexander could determine the number of bullets in the pistol just by its weight. 

"Well…" Martin spoke cautiously, moving slowly as he picked up the gun, ejected the magazine, and took a look. 

The magazine was empty. 

Alexander was right—there was indeed one bullet left, chambered and ready to fire at any moment. 

Martin slid the magazine back in, then opened a drawer and put the pistol away. 

He was a smart man. Not only had Alexander intimidated him, but he also understood that even if Alexander had returned the gun with its last bullet, he still had no chance.

If he dared act recklessly again, whether Alexander would kill him was anyone's guess. 

In the presence of a top-tier expert at such close range, temporary cooperation was always the wisest course of action. 

"So… friend…" Martin turned to Alexander again, forcing a smile. 

"I heard you prepared a woman for James Sutherland. A stunningly beautiful girl, right?" Alexander asked with a smile. 

Martin's expression instantly darkened.

Martin was usually a man who could keep his emotions well-hidden. But at this moment, the shock had drained his composure, causing his inner turmoil to subconsciously show on his face.

Right now, his expression revealed both worry and conflict.

He indeed planned to gift a woman to James Sutherland.

But his current emotions weren't triggered by Alexander mentioning the woman; they were related to the phone call Alexander had made to him earlier!

He had secretly schemed against James Sutherland before.

Martin Russo, now forty-three years old, was the hidden mastermind behind Boston's "Cosmos Lounge" Bar, the owner of Boston's Daily Entertainment Company, the proprietor of Boston's Golden Tycoon karaoke bars, the boss of Boston's Golden Art Model Performance Company, and the head of Boston's Goldenwood Film and Television Company…

Martin owned an extensive portfolio of businesses. He held significant shares in over twenty companies alone, with hundreds more under his name or connected to him in some way. His total net worth exceeded a billion.

But unless you were part of the inner circle, it was hard to grasp just how wealthy Martin Russo truly was!

It was equally challenging to imagine the extent of his connections.

Still, some might have heard that the owner of Cosmos Lounge Bar was a man of immense influence with far-reaching connections.

Martin's businesses were primarily in the entertainment industry.

His two biggest ventures were Cosmos Lounge Bar and Daily Entertainment Company.

Bars were places for leisure and revelry, venues of indulgence and socializing. In Boston, an international metropolis, Martin's Bar stood among the very best.

When the bar first opened, numerous local celebrities attended the ribbon-cutting and opening festivities, and even Hollywood A-listers made appearances to lend their support. A top French DJ was also brought in to hype up the crowd…

The bar was exorbitantly expensive.

During holidays, securing a table at Cosmos Lounge costs at least $20,000 to $30,000.

Over the years, there had been numerous instances where ultra-wealthy individuals or heirs of affluent families splurged over half a million dollars in a single night at the bar.

Many scions of prominent families, whether second or third-generation heirs, would visit the renowned Cosmos Lounge when they came to Boston.

This was how Martin built much of his network.

The bar industry was inherently high-profit, and Cosmos Lounge was one of the few elite bars nationwide. Though it wasn't a chain, this single establishment generated a monthly turnover exceeding five million dollars.

Yet, despite being the main shareholder, Martin only held 30% of Cosmos Lounge shares.

The remaining six shareholders were all part of Martin's vast network—some were heirs of wealthy families, others relatives of influential figures.

Martin had once been a street hustler before rising through the ranks with a single bar. Over the past decade or two, the connections he had accumulated through bars alone were staggering.

Not to mention, Martin had ventured into the notoriously complex world of show business as early as ten years ago…

Martin Russo had a habit—offering women as gifts.

Whenever he wanted to forge a connection with someone, he would send them a woman or act as a matchmaker.

He had even once gifted a B-list celebrity, whom his company had groomed, to an exceptionally powerful figure.

He went so far as to terminate her contract with his company so she could sign with a larger one, showing just how much he was willing to sacrifice.

The incident where Martin screwed over James Sutherland was also related to women—or rather, it involved using one.

Three years ago.

When James came to Boston for business, Martin arranged for him to enjoy a few days of leisure. During that time, Martin introduced James to a girl named "Grace Quinn," who perfectly matched James's tastes.

At the time, James was in Boston for a medical investment project. While accompanying him, Grace eavesdropped on his phone calls.

She was one of Martin's people, and under his instructions, she relayed the information she overheard back to him. Martin then proceeded to "sell out" James.

This led to James's investment project being snatched away, with all his upfront investments going down the drain—like a cooked chicken flying off the plate!

In truth, Martin had been forced into it.

He had an extensive network of connections, but he wasn't subordinate to any particular person—he operated independently. James was merely one of his important contacts.

The one who pressured Martin into stealing the information was actually one of James's rivals… Eric Collins!

Eric Collins, now 32, was a third-generation direct descendant of the Collins family in Boston.

And the Collins family of Boston…

In Boston, the Collins family could only be considered one of the top few major families because of the city's complex situation and the presence of many incredibly powerful figures.

The city's landscape was complex, teeming with influential figures, and the concentration of wealth and political influence far surpassed that of other regions.

So while the Collins family of Boston couldn't compare to the dominant Sutherland family, the gap wasn't enormous.

A strong dragon can't squash a local snake. Due to Boston's intricate dynamics, external forces found it difficult to penetrate the city.

Every major family in Boston had deep-rooted local connections.

Thus, even though Eric Collins's family background was slightly inferior to James's, he wasn't the least bit intimidated by him.

The conflict and rivalry between the two were purely business-related.

James was in the investment business, and so was Eric. Due to past clashes, the two not only refused to cooperate—keeping to their own lanes—but actively worked against each other.

Three years ago, Eric had been eyeing James's medical investment project for a long time. This was because one of his own projects had previously been sabotaged by James, costing him a round.

So he kept a close watch on James, waiting to strike back.

Under pressure from Eric, Martin set up the scheme to steal the business intelligence and betray James.

He really had no choice.

Eric was a Boston native! The Collins family was one of the city's "local snakes."

Martin's relationship with Eric was inherently much closer.

Moreover, he still had to do business in Boston. By all logic and reason, he had to side with Eric.

So he had no choice but to screw over James.

James, however, never figured out how the information had leaked. He knew Eric was always watching him and competing against him, so there were too many possibilities.

After this incident, Martin Russo maintained a good relationship with James Sutherland.

He believed that Eric wouldn't betray him either. In fact, he had even considered acting as a mediator to reconcile James and Eric, so he wouldn't be caught in the middle later. However, the opportunity never arose.

Alexander had previously called Martin, bringing up how Martin had betrayed James to help Eric. 

James had an extreme personality—he never forgot a grudge and always sought revenge. 

Naturally, Martin was afraid. Not that he feared James would kill him—after all, he had connections at every level in Boston, and it wouldn't be easy for James to reach into the city to touch him.

But he could imagine the immense trouble he'd face if James ever found out about that incident… 

Now, Alexander suddenly mentioned that he was gifting a woman to James Sutherland.

Indeed. 

He had been preparing for a long time, waiting for the right opportunity. According to his plan, the latest he could present this woman to James would be at his birthday banquet in October this year. 

There was no ulterior motive behind gifting this woman—it was simply to further strengthen their relationship. This time, the woman was meticulously chosen. 

But combined with Alexander's earlier mention of Martin betraying James, it now seemed… despicable! 

Two-faced. If James ever found out everything, then… Martin wouldn't even have the chance to bow his head in apology or offer heavy compensation.

James would surely think that Martin's intention in sending this new woman was to plant a spy by his side… James would be furious and retaliate viciously! 

"Friend… Alex, Mr. Alexander…." Martin finally spoke, first confirming how to address Alexander before carefully continuing, "Actually, when I betrayed James that time, I was also—" 

"Well done," Alexander interrupted with a smile. 

"What?" Martin froze. 

"I said, Well done. You did a good job." Alexander repeated, still smiling. 

Martin stared at Alexander's expression, completely stunned.

He was a bit dazed, even suspecting that Alexander was being sarcastic. 

When Alexander had called him earlier, his tone carried an unmistakable threat—delivered with a smile, giving Martin the impression that this man knew his secrets and was here to blackmail him! 

And after meeting Alexander in person… Martin began to suspect that he might be dealing with a world-class professional assassin. 

In the short time they had interacted, Martin's overall impression was that Alexander was not "good" for him. Instead, he seemed like someone who could be extremely dangerous to him—possibly even targeting his life and fortune. 

But now… what was this? 

Wasn't Alexander supposed to be using Martin's scheme against James Sutherland as leverage? 

Why was he suddenly praising him? 

"Mr. Alexander, what do you mean by 'well done'?" Martin genuinely didn't understand—not the words themselves, but Alexander's attitude. 

"Just that—you did well." Alexander smiled at him. "Exceptionally well!" 

Martin's large, sunken eyes darted as he considered the possibilities. Then, cautiously, he asked, "Mr. Alexander… do you have a grudge against James Sutherland?" 

"Correct." Alexander nodded with a grin, confirming it. 

"Ah…" Martin took a deep breath, his mouth hanging open in sudden understanding. He visibly relaxed, a smile spreading across his face. "Hahaha, Mr. Alexander, you should've said so earlier! You nearly scared me to death…" 

Though inwardly, he wasn't as at ease as he pretended. 

"Then we're friends… allies, Mr. Alexander." Martin gestured expansively. 

This was just an attempt to establish rapport. 

In truth, he was still puzzled. If Alexander were James's enemy, he certainly wouldn't betray Martin.

But then, why seek him out? There had to be something he wanted Martin to do. 

Was it about screwing James over some more? 

Martin wasn't keen on the idea. 

But if Alexander demanded it, should he agree or refuse? If he declined outright… Martin honestly wasn't sure he'd walk out of this office alive. 

"Mr. Martin, I heard that Sophie Hale has been under your care," Alexander said with a smile. 

"Wh—" Martin's expression instantly changed. 

Sophie Hale—A woman connected to James, the one who had borne him an illegitimate daughter. 

Martin was skilled at networking and reading people. He had known for years about James's illegitimate daughter and her mother living in Boston. 

Not only did he know, but he had actively taken care of them. 

Not because James had asked—he had volunteered. 

Any man who got too close to Sophie Hale would receive a warning from him. 

Anyone who tried to bully the "widowed mother and orphaned child," Sophie Hale and Isabelle Hale, would find themselves thoroughly dealt with by Martin's arrangements. 

Martin wielded considerable influence across Boston, with friends in high and low places.

But in the East District—where his Bar was located—his power was even greater.

From street thugs to billionaires, anyone who knew him would respectfully address him as "Fifth Master Martin." 

And those above even that—the ultra-wealthy and elite—either called him "brother" or affectionately referred to him as "Old Martin." 

In the East District, Martin Russo could practically summon storms with a wave of his hand.

Sophie Hale and Isabelle Hale lived in the East District. 

To prevent anyone from disturbing their peaceful lives, Martin had even arranged for his trusted subordinates to buy houses near the Hale residence.

He had a few men taking turns keeping an eye on the mother and daughter duo. 

On the surface, it was about looking after them, but there was also an element of surveillance. 

Martin knew that although James no longer had feelings for Sophie, he was a man with obsessive possessiveness and a pathological need for control.

If a woman who had borne his child were taken by another man, he would go mad.

Moreover, James wasn't entirely heartless. Though he publicly refused to acknowledge his illegitimate daughter, he still transferred a seven-figure sum into Sophie Hale's account every year as child support. 

Precisely because Martin understood what James cared about, he took the initiative to "look after" them—even going so far as to tip James off when someone tried to get close to Sophie, someone who didn't mind that she was a single mother and was even willing to step in as a father figure to his illegitimate daughter! 

This was why Alexander had come to Boston to seek out Martin first. 

If he had gone straight to Sophie, met with her, and even taken up a tutoring position in her home, it would have immediately drawn Martin's attention.

The moment Martin sensed something amiss, he would investigate—and likely report back to James. 

If James found out, Alexander's plans regarding Sophie would undoubtedly fall apart. 

"Sophie....…" Martin's expression grew increasingly uneasy. 

Alexander had admitted to being James' enemy. 

And now he was bringing up Sophie—who was still raising James' illegitimate daughter. 

What the hell was he planning?! 

"Mr. Alexander, are you trying to—" Martin's eyes widened. Just how deep did this grudge run? 

Grudges came in all sizes. For example, Eric Collins had been locked in business battles with James for years. Still, it had always stayed within the realm of corporate scheming.

Eric was well aware of James' illegitimate daughter in Boston, but he never paid her any attention—unless he wanted an all-out war with the entire Sutherland family! 

Though Isabelle was illegitimate, she was still Sutherland blood. The family might not acknowledge her, but they still took pride in themselves.

As the saying went, even when beating a dog, you had to consider its master—let alone an illegitimate daughter. 

"I'm taking them to New York," Alexander said with a frank smile. 

"Taking them? To… New York?" Martin's eyes remained wide. He had initially assumed Alexander intended to harm the two to get back at James.

But now, it didn't sound like that—or did it? Was this a kidnapping? A threat against James? 

"Kidnapping them?" Martin pressed. 

"No. I'll make sure they come with me willingly," Alexander replied. 

"Willingly…" Martin couldn't wrap his head around it. How could they possibly go willingly? 

Wait— 

New York?! 

Suddenly, a name flashed in Martin's mind—Dante Doran!

New York wasn't the Doran family's stronghold, but Dante had been thriving there in recent years.

The title "Young Master Doran of New York" was something Martin had heard of. 

He knew New York was Dante's "territory." 

And though the Doran-Sutherland marriage alliance had fallen through four years ago, the two families had gradually begun collaborating and were now considered allies.

Yet this young man, Alexander, planned to take James's woman and illegitimate daughter to New York?

Could there be some connection here?

Martin blinked at Alexander, then suddenly seemed to remember something. He asked, "Mr. Alexander... your name is Alexander Ciotta?"

"Yes," Alexander replied with a smile.

"Ciotta... Alexander..." Martin felt like he'd heard the name before, mentioned in passing by someone, but couldn't recall immediately. The conversation at the time seemed to have been related to New York as well.

Ring ring...

The phone rang.

This time, it was Martin's.

Martin picked up his phone and glanced at the caller ID: Little Eric.

It was Eric Collins calling.

Martin looked at Alexander again and said, "I need to take this call."

Then he cleared his throat and answered, holding the phone to his ear.

Before he could speak, Eric's voice came through directly: "Hey, Old Martin? What's going on there? Your people called me—professional assassins or what? I'm on my way with backup..."

"Uh..." Martin hesitated, glancing at Alexander again. After a moment's thought, he said, "Little Eric, let me ask you something first. Do you know... who Alexander Ciotta is? From New York..."

Martin vaguely remembered that Eric might have mentioned the name to him once before.

"Alexander? Yeah, I know him. Why? What's going on there? Why bring him up now?"

"Well... It's him....It's just that he's sitting right across from me right now."

"What?! Him?! Are you serious?!" Eric's voice rose sharply.

His voice startled Martin, his reaction seeming overly dramatic. 

Martin could sense that Eric was utterly baffled. 

Of course, Eric was bewildered—it was Martin's trusted subordinate who had called him, saying something about a terrifyingly skilled assassin showing up... 

Only to find out... 

What? 

It was Alexander?! 

"Lil Eric, who exactly is Alexander? I think you mentioned him to me once before," Martin asked, though his gaze remained fixed on Alexander. It was strange to ask someone else about Alexander right in front of him. 

But Alexander didn't seem bothered at all, remaining perfectly calm. 

He knew who "Little Eric" was. 

Though he wasn't sure whether Eric was aware of him at this point in time—after all, it wasn't July 7th anymore, and things were constantly changing—Alexander could reasonably assume that Eric had most likely heard of him. 

First, there was the matter of social circles. Martin was a billionaire in Boston, a smooth operator, but he had no notable family background.

He had his own business and connections, with James Sutherland being just one of his contacts. 

Aside from occasionally looking after Sophie Hale and Isabelle Hale for James, there wasn't any other special relationship between them. 

Martin naturally had no idea about the bet between Jasmine and James. 

Without any other ties, he simply didn't pay attention. 

It had been four years since the failed marriage alliance... So, whatever happened recently in New York—like Jasmine finding yet another boyfriend—it wouldn't have reached Martin's ears directly. 

But Eric was different. 

Like Dante Doran, Eric came from a prominent family and moved in the same elite circles. Conversations among these people inevitably touched on family matters. 

More importantly... Eric and Dante were close friends! 

Every time Dante visited Boston, he would meet up with Eric. Dante had good relationships with many of Boston's young elites, but Eric was his closest friend. 

Because Dante had always disliked James, he naturally gravitated toward Eric. 

From what Alexander knew, after Jasmine rejected the marriage, Dante had even privately vented to Eric about some family issues.

Of course, while he wouldn't mention the bet, he had expressed frustration over wanting to help his sister while being powerless against their father and grandfather's stubborn insistence on pressuring her... 

As an outsider, Eric couldn't say much, only offering a sympathetic pat on Dante's shoulder. 

So, Alexander believed Eric most likely knew about him. 

"You... hold on, let me verify something... I'm not sure... Just keep things under control for now. I'll bring people over right away!" Eric didn't give Martin a direct answer before hanging up abruptly. 

Martin stared at his phone, momentarily stunned by the dial tone. 

Why did Eric need to verify anything? 

"Eric's coming over?" Alexander asked Martin with a faint smile. 

"...Yes." Martin hesitated before nodding, then asked, "... do you know Eric?" The moment he asked, he realized how odd the question was—if they knew each other, why all the roundaboutness? 

"No," Alexander replied, still smiling. "But I know of him, and he knows of me." 

"Then..." Martin started to ask something else. 

"Let's talk about Sophie Hale," Alexander interrupted, steering the conversation back.

Alexander casually inquired about Sophie Hale's recent situation, focusing mainly on the days after July 7th.

He was already aware of everything before that date. Theoretically, nothing particularly unusual should have happened during these past few days. His questions were merely perfunctory. 

While Alexander was asking, Martin repeatedly probed and tested him, wondering what Alexander was really up to. 

Of course, Alexander wouldn't tell Martin that Sophie was a witness to Grayson Yorke's death.

He simply instructed Martin on how to act.

It was straightforward—for the next few days, no matter what happened regarding Sophie, Martin just had to pretend he was oblivious. 

Since Martin had voluntarily taken on the task of looking after Sophie without any promises to James, and James had never asked him to do anything, Sophie's affairs truly had nothing to do with Martin.

So, feigning ignorance wouldn't be an issue for him.

If Sophie were to suddenly disappear, James wouldn't blame anyone—he'd just ask Martin to help search for her. 

The key question, however, was: Why would Martin listen to Alexander? 

Because Alexander had leverage over him. 

This leverage could cause Martin immense trouble—even provoke extreme retaliation from James. Yet Alexander wasn't using it to threaten or harm him.

He was only asking Martin to do something harmless: simply do nothing. 

Martin was also quite close to Eric Collins, who happened to be James's business rival. 

So… psychologically, Martin was fairly willing to agree to this arrangement. 

He disliked trouble, and if playing dumb meant staying out of the conflicts between powerful families, he was more than happy to oblige. 

About seven or eight minutes later, Alexander and Martin had finished their discussion. 

Ring ring…

Alexander's phone rang. He glanced at the screen—it was Jasmine calling. 

He answered. 

"You're in Boston?" She asked directly. 

"Yeah. Did Dante call you?" Alexander chuckled. 

"Yes," Jasmine confirmed before pressing further, "Why did you go to Boston?" 

Just moments ago, Jasmine had received a call from her younger brother, who had bluntly asked if his brother-in-law was in Boston, claiming he'd heard it from a friend.

Unsure, Jasmine had replied that Alexander had left home today and likely was. 

"Boston… business, of course," Alexander replied with a laugh. "Why didn't Dante just call me directly instead of asking you?" 

"What do you think?" Jasmine retorted, slightly annoyed. "Would you tell him anything? You won't even tell me what you discussed with my dad. He doesn't know if you're still upset with him… Anyway, go do what you need to do. I'm having lunch with Aileen. I'm guessing Dante will call you—you two can talk then." 

With that, Jasmine hung up. 

A few seconds after the call ended, Alexander's phone rang again. 

It was Dante. 

"Hey, Dante," Alexander answered. 

"Brother-in-law, my friend told me you're in Boston?" Dante asked, his tone carrying a hint of caution. 

"Yeah. Did Eric Collins call you?"

"Yeah, it's Eric, brother-in-law... um... Eric is my buddy... brother-in-law, please don't... if he's done anything wrong, go easy on him... I'll talk to him..." Dante immediately began speaking up for Eric Collins. 

The longer he knew Alexander, the more he understood just how terrifying he was. 

Especially his father, Morris Doran's attitude toward Alexander, which had deeply affected him... Dante had even spoken with his father earlier that morning, discussing many things. 

"Misunderstanding, it's not what you think," Alexander smiled. "Just here to talk business." 

"But he just called me, asking if you were my brother-in-law, saying someone named Alexander was going to..." Dante trailed off, unable to explain clearly because Eric hadn't given him a complete picture—just something about gunmen and threats. 

"Like I said, it's a misunderstanding," Alexander chuckled. 

Right then. 

Bang!

The office door swung open. 

Two black-suited bodyguards entered first, followed by a group of others, surrounding a slender man in his early thirties wearing an immaculate deep purple suit with slicked-back hair. It was Eric Collins. 

Alexander, seated in his chair, glanced over and spoke into the phone, "He's here. Alright, let's talk later. It's fine..." He hung up. 

The bodyguards were on high alert. 

But Eric remained composed. 

He took in the sight of the young Alexander sitting in the chair and paused before asking, "Alexander, are you from New York—" 

Before he could finish. 

Ring ring…

Eric's phone went off. 

He was already holding it, waiting for Dante to call back—and sure enough, it was him. 

"Dante..." Eric answered, stepping back toward the door as he spoke. 

"Yeah, it's my brother-in-law... be polite..." Dante cut straight to the point.


Chapter 10: Dante’s friends.

"Be polite? How could I not be polite when it comes to you?" Eric shot back at Dante. 

"No... I mean... just be polite... don't provoke him..." Dante quickly added, though his words came out awkwardly. 

Eric was momentarily stunned by Dante's tone. At first, he had instinctively assumed Dante meant "give me some face."

After all, Alexander was Jasmine Doran's boyfriend, and Dante even called him "brother-in-law." Given that Eric and Dante were close friends, it made sense for Dante to ask for some courtesy. 

But now, Eric sensed something was off. 

Dante's tone and attitude weren't right. 

"Dan..." Eric hesitated, stepping out of the office with his bodyguards in tow. They closed the door behind them as he lowered his voice into the phone. "What's going on? This... brother-in-law of yours... why does it feel like you're almost... afraid of him?" 

They knew each other too well. Just from Dante's tone, Eric could tell something was seriously wrong. 

"Afraid? Not exactly... It's just that there's my sister's relationship to consider," Dante backtracked slightly before adding, "Just be polite, Eric... don't say I didn't warn you..." 

Dante clearly wanted to say more but held back. 

"Dan, what's really going on?" Eric pressed. "Don't hide it from me. I'm not stupid—I can tell there's something about this brother-in-law of yours. Is he...?" 

Eric had heard about Alexander before, rumors circulating among the elite circles, some even directly from Dante.

Though Dante hadn't been to Boston recently, the two had been in frequent contact over some issues. 

Previously, Dante had only mentioned that his sister was serious this time—that Alexander was her real boyfriend—and that his brother-in-law was "quite capable."

Coming from someone of Dante's status, that phrase carried weight. 

But that was the extent of Eric's knowledge about Alexander. 

Now, something felt very off. 

"Eric... uh..." Dante hesitated before asking, "Is anyone around you?" 

Understanding the implication, Eric replied, "Hold on," then waved at the people lingering near the hallway entrance. 

Not only were Eric's bodyguards present, but Martin Russo's men were also scattered along the corridor. 

At Eric's signal, they all retreated to the far end of the hallway, keeping their distance. 

"Clear now. Go ahead," Eric said into the phone, his brow furrowing. "What's so secretive?" 

"Well, it's just..." Dante paused again, weighing how much he could reveal. 

"Spit it out already," Eric urged. Their closeness allowed for bluntness. 

"You know about my situation, right?" Dante said. 

"Yeah, I'm handling it. Don't worry—I'll make sure it's taken care of," Eric reassured him, referring to the trouble Dante was facing.

The mastermind was the Devonte family, and Dante had already set things in motion. All that remained was to light the fire in the Monarch Vault Club.

Regarding this matter, Dante had been leveraging his connections to handle the "minor issues" he could resolve, while the major problems would be dealt with by the Doran family later.

Dante had been frequently on the phone with Eric recently, precisely to enlist Eric's help in addressing certain "minor issues" on one front.

So Eric knew—knew all too clearly.

"What? Does this have something to do with your brother-in-law?" Eric asked again.

"...He was the one who told me," Dante replied.

"Huh?" Eric didn't understand. "What do you mean, he told you?"

"Everything. All of it. About the investigation into me—all of it!" Dante said.

Eric fell silent, first stunned, then bewildered, before finally asking, "Everything? Then... how did he know? What's his background? Do you know?"

"His family runs a small Italian restaurant," Dante said.

"A small Italian restaurant... is that some kind of code name for an organization?"

"No, it's literal. A small-town shop. An ordinary family."

"You... you... Do you even believe that yourself?"

"Of course I don't. Neither does my father. But there's just no trace of anything else. His family background really is that simple. If there's more to it, even our Doran family can't uncover it..."

Eric went silent again. He needed a moment to process—the information was overwhelming.

"He even spoke with my dad once. About my sister. They talked privately..." Dante added.

"And then?" Eric pressed immediately.

"Then... it was like my dad reached some kind of agreement with him. I don't know the details—my dad didn't tell me or my sister... But I can feel that because of him, my dad's attitude toward the Sutherland family has shifted... I spoke with my dad again this morning, and he still didn't explain fully. He just implied... that I should listen to my brother-in-law. There are some things I can't really share with you—it involves my sister and James Sutherland. What's been happening in New York lately is... complicated."

Dante struggled to put all his feelings into words for Eric.

But Eric still grasped a lot. This Alexander had a private conversation with Morris Doran? And the content was kept from his own children?

What exactly had happened? Eric could hardly imagine.

But the implications in Dante's words spoke volumes. His tone and attitude while saying all this made it clear to Eric that Dante was genuinely—at least a little—afraid of this brother-in-law.

Dante Doran, afraid of a man four years his junior with no background to speak of?

What kind of "ordinary family" was this?

What kind of "small Italian restaurant" was this?!

"Eric, do you believe some people can foresee the future?" Dante suddenly asked.

"Huh? What?" Eric seemed not to have heard clearly, then reacted to the odd phrasing. "You mean your brother-in-law..."

"It's... hard to explain. Just... sigh! Don't provoke him, that's all. Be polite. You'll understand once you've interacted with him longer... What you mentioned to me before—I asked him. It was a misunderstanding... Don't worry, it's fine..."

Eric was thoroughly spooked by Dante.

The earlier part had been unsettling enough, but by the end, it almost sounded like something supernatural.

"Go ahead and talk to him. It'll be fine. Trust me, nothing will happen unless you provoke him…Let me know if anything comes up..." Dante said, sounding ready to hang up.

"Wait a second, Dan," Eric Collins quickly called out. "There's one more thing."

"What?" Dante asked.

"Well... has your brother-in-law had any military training? The intel I got said his marksmanship is terrifyingly good..." Eric inquired.

This time, Dante fell silent for a moment before responding: "You know Sebastian, the one bodyguard assigned to my sister?"

"Yeah," Eric replied.

Every major family has those exceptionally skilled bodyguards - renowned for their all-around capabilities and combat prowess, usually elite veterans from top special forces units.

The Doran family has several, and one of them is assigned to Jasmine: Sebastian.

"According to him... my brother-in-law isn't human. I asked Sebastian directly - if he personally led a team against Alexander, how many men would he need to guarantee victory? He couldn't even say... couldn't guarantee... You understand?" Dante explained.

"I... I see." Eric masked his shock well, keeping his tone relatively steady.

"Alright then, you guys talk."

"Got it."

The call ended.

Eric took a moment to compose himself, his expression visibly troubled. He took a deep breath and smoothed back his slicked hair before motioning to his bodyguards to stay behind.

Then, he entered the office alone.

"HAHAHAHA! Mr. Ciotta! Alex!! HAHAHA! I've heard so much about you! Dante's always talking about you! HAHAHAHA!"

Eric burst into laughter the moment he entered, striding forward with an outstretched hand to shake Alexander's before he'd even crossed half the room.

Martin stared in utter bewilderment.

'What the hell was this?! You're not even this enthusiastic when meeting with your own father! Hell, even meeting your mother.......or anyone for that matter!'

When Alexander saw Eric approaching, he politely stood up and shook hands with him. Eric was exceptionally enthusiastic, laughing heartily as he greeted Alexander—so much so that it bordered on awkwardness. 

To be fair, such boisterous laughter and speech might have felt natural coming from someone in their early twenties, exuding youthful vigor and boldness. But Eric was no young man. 

He was older than James Sutherland, already thirty-two, six years senior to Dante Doran. Though he appeared slightly younger, almost as if the age gap with Dante wasn't that wide, his mature demeanor was unmistakable. 

Thus, the energy he projected felt entirely natural. 

"Mr. Alexander! You should've given me a heads-up before coming to Boston—I could've arranged a proper welcome for you! Hahahaha!" 

"You really do look young! Such a fine, impressive man! Hahahaha!" 

Too enthusiastic. 

After exchanging a few pleasantries with each other—had it been anyone else aside from Alexander, especially someone else, they might've been covered in goosebumps—Eric turned his attention to Martin Russo, who was still seated behind the desk, utterly bewildered. 

Eric had briefly stepped into the office earlier to take a call before leaving again. Back then, though he hadn't spoken much to Alexander, his attitude had been nothing like this. 

"Old Martin!" Eric called out, his tone both familiar and slightly reproachful. "Look at you—your people called me spouting nonsense about assassins and troublemakers! How could Mr. Alexander be any of that? We're all friends here!" 

Martin was momentarily stunned before forcing a laugh. "M-my mistake… Hahaha!" 

The atmosphere instantly turned harmonious. 

"Mr. Alexander, you haven't had lunch yet, have you? When did you arrive? How about—" Eric checked his watch before continuing. 

"Not yet," Alexander replied with a smile. 

"Then let's grab a meal! I'll treat you—Old Martin, you're coming too!" Eric gestured at Martin before turning back to Alexander. "Do you visit Boston often? Any favorite cuisine? I'll make the arrangements." 

"Anything's fine. You decide," Alexander said with an easygoing smile. 

Eric felt reassured by Alexander's demeanor. 

Regardless of whether Alexander was as formidable as rumored, as long as he wasn't here to stir trouble, everything was manageable. Though Eric still didn't know why Alexander had sought out Martin—or why guns had been involved—his current attitude suggested that things could be discussed. 

At the very least, Eric could mediate. 

Only a few minutes had passed since Eric re-entered the office when the door opened again, and the three men stepped out together, chatting amicably as they headed downstairs. 

Neither Eric's bodyguards nor Martin's men had any idea what was happening, but seeing their bosses in high spirits, they could only follow along without interference. 

On the way down, Eric asked, "Mr. Alexander, did you drive here, or—" 

"Took the train," Alexander replied. 

Eric noted the detail silently.

Upon reaching the parking lot, Eric first ushered Alexander into the back seat of his own vehicle—a custom-made, bulletproof Mercedes-Maybach. Once Alexander was seated, Eric leaned against the door without getting in himself and said, "Mr. Alexander... I need to have a quick word with Martin. We'll talk more once we arrive."

"Take your time," Alexander replied with a smile.

Eric then closed the door and headed over to Martin Russo's car.

It was clear he intended to have a detailed, private conversation with Martin. Far from hiding this from Alexander, Eric deliberately made it obvious—both as a test of Alexander's attitude and as a gesture of treating him as a friend.

Soon, the motorcade set off.

Behind the Mercedes-Maybach was Martin's own ride—an extended Rolls-Royce Phantom, a car that screamed extravagance. Martin was indeed a man who loved making a statement.

Inside the Rolls-Royce's back seat:

"Jasmine Doran's current boyfriend?" Martin echoed after Eric mentioned it, as if suddenly recalling, though his tone remained noticeably off. Eric's demeanor had been far too unusual.

"Lil Eric, does this Alexander have any other background?" Martin asked, puzzled.

"Lil Eric" was a nickname of sorts for Eric Collins. Among peers close to him, regardless of age, everyone addressed him this way, and not in any teasing way. The moniker "Little Eric of Boston" carried significant weight in the city.

Hearing the question, Eric hesitated. He was tight-lipped—many of the things Dante had shared with him were confidential, things he couldn't and wouldn't disclose.

"He's formidable. Even Dante is a little afraid of him," Eric remarked with a sidelong glance, leaving it at that.

That was enough.

Martin's expression shifted dramatically.

He knew precisely who Dante Doran was—a notoriously bold and temperamental figure, the leading third-generation heir of the Doran family. Even Eric often had to tread carefully around him. And yet, Dante was afraid... of Alexander?

The more Martin thought about it, the more his mind raced.

If Alexander truly was that powerful, then for Martin, he was someone worth actively befriending—even currying favor with.

"Don't go digging. He's not someone you can afford to cross," Eric warned, eyeing Martin. "Let's talk about you instead. What happened? How did you get involved?"

"It wasn't me who started it..." Martin defended himself first before explaining the situation in full.

He held nothing back.

There was no need to hide anything—the most critical detail, Martin's scheme against James Sutherland, had been orchestrated at Eric's behest in the first place. Eric already knew.

As Eric listened, he interjected with occasional questions. By the end, he was reassured.

"Then it's fine..." Eric said first before asking, "So, Old Martin, what's your plan?"

He could've advised Martin to comply with Alexander's wishes, but he first needed to gauge Martin's stance. Martin was no small fry either—his connections ran deep.

Eric couldn't simply order him around; they always negotiated.

"Of course, I'll play blind," Martin replied, chuckling at his own words.

Twenty-some minutes later.

The motorcade arrived at Cherry Blossom Private Kitchen, located along Boston's waterfront—one of the city's most exclusive high-end Japanese restaurants.

The group went upstairs, and in the end, only Alexander, Eric, and Martin entered the private room. The arrangements had already been made over the phone while the convoy was on the road. The place was tastefully decorated, and though the private room wasn't overly spacious, it had an excellent atmosphere and privacy.

They ordered food.

Then, they chatted casually.

The conversation was led by Eric. At his age and with his family background, he was naturally very talkative. However, he didn't bring up anything about Martin or James with Alexander—it was just casual small talk, meandering from one topic to another.

He kept mentioning Dante.

He also brought up Jasmine.

Of course, he knew Jasmine, but their relationship was merely acquaintances—they had no private contact.

The last time they met was two years ago when he went to New York for business and had a meal with Jasmine and Dante.

The meal lasted a long time.

By a little past one in the afternoon, they still hadn't finished eating. Martin excused himself to use the restroom, leaving the private room briefly.

Only Alexander and Eric remained inside.

"Mr. Alexander, I heard from Dante that..." Eric suddenly shifted the topic, as if he wanted to say something but hesitated. Then, he continued, "Mr. Ciotta, do you know my eldest brother?"

"I do," Alexander replied with a smile.

"Then, I'd like to ask for your opinion—how do you think... I can surpass my eldest brother?" Eric asked.

His question carried an immense amount of underlying meaning.

Anyone unfamiliar with his situation wouldn't have the faintest idea what he was really talking about.

Eric was testing Alexander. Dante had mentioned something about "foresight," which sounded far too exaggerated. Naturally, Eric wasn't foolish enough to bluntly ask Alexander what would happen tomorrow.

But this question… was monstrously complex. Solving it was a challenge of the highest order!

It was precisely because Dante's words were so exaggerated that Eric decided to "take the risk" and test Alexander.

Martin's comments in the car were another reason he wanted to probe Alexander—because Martin had mentioned that Alexander knew about the incident where he had once schemed against James Sutherland.

That matter... should never have been known by outsiders.

It felt as though Alexander seemed to know too much.

Hence, the test.

However, Eric never expected Alexander to actually help him solve anything. He simply wanted to see how Alexander would respond and how much he would reveal. This way, he could better assess Alexander's true capabilities.

What he didn't know was that his question had inadvertently played right into Alexander's hands.

According to Alexander's original plan, after arriving in Boston, he would first make contact with Martin Russo, followed by Eric Collins... Martin was temporarily of little use—just someone to keep from getting in the way—but Eric, on the other hand, would be of great help!

Alexander had intended to proceed step by step.

Yet, things were unfolding even more smoothly than he had anticipated.

"Your older brother..." Alexander turned to look at Eric, set down his chopsticks, and smiled. "Beating him won't be easy. The Tri-X fund under his management, despite having some issues, is still in good shape overall. He has a sharp eye for investments, and his recent moves have been particularly impressive..."

Eric's older brother, his full-blooded sibling, was named Elijah Collins.

At thirty-five, Elijah was three years older than Eric and currently the leading figure of the third generation in the Collins family of Boston.

Both brothers were core members of the Collins family, sharing a close bond despite their slight age gap.

They were not adversaries.

Both were business prodigies, each having been listed on Forbes' 30 Under 30 list before turning thirty. In elite circles, they were even praised together as the "Twin Stars of the Collins Family."

Eric Collins was someone capable of going toe-to-toe with James Sutherland in business—truly formidable! Yet, in terms of commercial achievements, accolades, and asset scale, Eric still lagged behind his older brother.

The brothers had a good relationship, no doubt.

But Eric Collins simply couldn't accept that his brother was better. He always believed that if not for being born a few years earlier, his brother wouldn't stand a chance against him—he was the true leading figure of the Collins family's third generation!

Thus, their relationship had evolved into a kind of... healthy competition.

Alexander spoke briefly.

To Eric, while it confirmed that Alexander indeed knew some things about the Collins family, it still felt like empty talk—nothing substantial.

Then Alexander spoke again.

"However..." Alexander turned to Eric with a smile, "Most of your family's resources are backing your brother. Though you've done well yourself, you can't afford to clash with him in business—he gets first dibs on resources. Beating him is tough, no doubt, but... not impossible. It depends on whether you dare to do it."

Not impossible?

Dare to do it?

Eric analyzed Alexander's words—did he actually have a solution?

He had only been testing Alexander, but was there really a way?!

"Mr. Alexander, when you say 'dare to do it'..." Eric hesitated, then added cautiously, "Actually, my brother and I have a good relationship. This talk of daring or not..."

Eric didn't spell it out, but Alexander understood his meaning. 

Eric had misunderstood Alexander. When Alexander said "dare," Eric thought he was referring to harming his elder brother or sabotaging his business—things Eric would never do.

He merely wanted to prove to his family and his brother that he was better at business. 

Eric was a relatively even-tempered man, known for his good reputation. While he and James Sutherland might resort to underhanded tactics in business battles, those were strictly confined to the commercial arena.

He never let things spill over, even though he knew James had serious flaws. 

"This has nothing to do with your brother," Alexander said with a faint smile. "In business, it's all about making money. If you want to surpass your brother in wealth and success, then you have to..." He trailed off, still smiling. 

"Then... what does 'dare' refer to?" Eric asked, confused. 

"James Sutherland," Alexander replied with a chuckle. 

"James?" Eric's expression shifted. Of course, he knew Alexander was a thorn in James's side, and Alexander was also targeting James.

The root of their conflict lay with Jasmine Doran—or, on a larger scale, the proposed marriage alliance between the Sutherland and Doran families. 

This was a serious matter. 

Eric had no desire to get involved. Dare or not? Did it mean daring to go all out against James? 

That was his first instinct, but he quickly dismissed the thought. 

Because Alexander had earlier said, "It's all about making money," his meaning was clear. 

"Mr. Alexander, James and I..." Eric paused, then continued, "We've been at odds for years. If I could beat him, I would have done so long ago. I've tried to take his business, but..." 

What was there to dare? If it were just about competing with James in business, seizing his ventures to strengthen himself, then of course, he dared! That was exactly what Eric had been doing all along. 

One thing worth noting was that Eric and James's rivalry revolved around investment ventures—businesses James had been involved in even before his bet with Jasmine. 

The Group, which he had founded under his own name as part of the bet, was a separate enterprise. 

Although James had devoted most of his energy to the Group over the past four years, he hadn't neglected his original investments. He still made the decisions, with a large team of Sutherland business talents assisting him. 

"I understand," Alexander cut in. After a brief pause, he added, "I know about your commercial rivalry with James... That's why I asked if you dare. Your current approach won't work. But if you're willing to act, I believe that within a year at most, your business achievements won't just catch up to your brother's—they'll far surpass his!" 

Exaggeration! 

A year? Catch up and then leave him in the dust? 

That was too much! 

"If you're interested, we can find time to talk privately," Alexander finished with a smile. 

Eric hesitated, thinking it over before asking, "Just... business?" 

He needed confirmation. If it was purely about business—just commercial strategies—then even if he was skeptical of Alexander's claims, he was still willing to discuss it in detail. 

"Yes. Business. Making money," Alexander confirmed. 

"Alright... After the meal, we'll find another place to talk..." Eric agreed.

"Alright... I'll make a call first." Seeing Eric agree, Alexander immediately pulled out his phone, dialed a number, and held it to his ear.

This sudden action left Eric momentarily stunned.

What? He's calling someone just like that?

A chill ran down Eric's spine as he realized—Alexander seemed to have come prepared!

What had started as a casual conversation with probing questions now felt like Alexander had everything planned in advance.

The more he thought about it, the colder he felt.

Because if that were true, then Eric realized... Alexander had come to Boston to meet him, not Martin! Yet, from the very beginning, it had been Eric who sought out Alexander, all to help Martin resolve his troubles.

As Eric was lost in thought, Alexander's call connected beside him.

"Hello? We just talked—miss me already?" Eric could faintly hear a sweet, gentle woman's voice from Alexander's phone.

"Come to Boston," Alexander said bluntly.

"Huh? Me? You want me to come?"

"Yes. You. We have Business to discuss."

"Got it! I'll get ready and leave right away."

No hesitation.

After hanging up, Alexander turned to Eric. 

"She'll be here in a few hours." 

"Who...?" Eric asked immediately. 

"You'll know when you see her," Alexander replied with a smile, then added, "You know her." 

—It was Seraphine Arden!


Chapter 11: Alexander’s women.

Seraphine Arden, currently in New York, couldn't conceal her excitement after hanging up the phone.

With only her personal bodyguard, Saryn Yan, present in the office, she made no effort to hide her emotions. 

She was genuinely thrilled. 

Though Alexander's sudden call hadn't revealed anything substantial—merely instructing her to come to Boston for discussions—Seraphine knew exactly what it entailed. 

By aligning herself with Alexander, she understood that not only would she avoid being implicated when the Sutherland family collapsed, but she might even... reap substantial benefits in the aftermath! 

Her lunch invitation to Alexander today wasn't just because she missed him—though that was part of it—but also to discuss specifics: how she could contribute to dismantling the Sutherland family and how she could secure her share of the spoils. 

Of course, Seraphine wanted a piece of the pie. 

In this matter, she would follow Alexander's lead. 

Clutching her phone, she gazed briefly at the cityscape beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows before abruptly turning to Saryn. "Cancel this afternoon's meetings. Prepare the car—we're leaving for Boston immediately." 

Boston. 

Inside a private dining room at Cherry Blossom restaurant. 

"Someone I know?" Eric pondered for a moment but couldn't place who it might be. 

Alexander had only said it was someone familiar, without specifying how close they were, which left the possibilities too broad. 

Eric then recalled the faint voice he had heard from Alexander's phone earlier—a woman's voice, relatively youthful, perhaps in her twenties? 

He had even caught her saying something like "Did you miss me?" 

One thing was sure: it wasn't Jasmine Doran. Her voice was far too distinctive! 

This had to be a woman with... that kind of relationship with Alexander.

Alexander was Jasmine Doran's boyfriend, yet he had other women... Actually, that wasn't the main point; it wasn't a big deal.

Eric himself was married with two children, but had other women on the side. 

Dante Doran, though unmarried, had more than his fair share of romantic entanglements. 

Even Morris Doran had his "outside arrangements." 

James Sutherland had an illegitimate child, yet the Doran family still wanted to marry Jasmine off to him. 

In the circles of powerful families—or even among billionaires—such affairs between men and women were "understood."

Of course, some men hid their dalliances from their families, while others didn't bother. 

Eric was confident that Alexander kept his other women hidden from Jasmine. Given her temperament, if she found out... it would spell disaster. 

But Dante had spoken of his brother-in-law, Alexander, in near-reverential terms, and Alexander had even held private discussions with Morris.

This made Eric suspect that Alexander's ties to the Doran family ran deeper than just being Jasmine's boyfriend. 

Eric wasn't one to stir up trouble. 

Though he felt slightly guilty toward his friend Dante—who was fiercely protective of his sister and would undoubtedly explode if he knew about Alexander's other women—staying out of it was always the safer choice. 

His courtesy towards Alexander wasn't because Alexander was Dante's brother-in-law; the foundation wasn't there. It was based on Dante's evaluation of him.

This led Eric to believe that even if Alexander had no connection to the Doran family, he would still be someone worth befriending. 

Was he really that remarkable? 

A casual suggestion, a mere test—could he actually deliver? 

Eric was almost eager to find out. If Alexander could pull it off... then he wasn't just worth knowing—he'd be someone worth swearing brotherhood with!

Eric Collins was deep in thought, speculating.

Creak...

The private room door opened—it was Martin Russo returning from the restroom.

Eric exchanged a glance with Alexander, and both dropped the previous topic. Eric even teased Martin, "Old Martin, are you really that weak? Just a few drinks and you're already running to the bathroom..."

"Can't handle it anymore, can't handle it anymore. Age is catching up to me, not like the old days. How can I compare to you guys?" Martin chuckled, waving his hand dismissively.

They continued drinking, eating, and chatting idly.

The conversation meandered without any real focus.

By the time it was nearly 2 PM, the meal finally came to an end.

As they headed downstairs, Eric openly invited Alexander to join him for coffee in front of Martin. Martin didn't offer to tag along—in fact, he was relieved not to.

The less trouble, the better. What if the topic circled back to the Sutherland family and forced him to make a decision?

Over three hours later.

Around 5 PM.

Golden Branch Coffehouse, East District, Boston.

Inside a private room on the fifth floor.

Alexander and Eric had been drinking coffee for three hours now.

Without Martin around, certain topics were easier to discuss—primarily James Sutherland.

Alexander bluntly pointed out numerous issues in James's business dealings. Eric had thought he already knew everything about James's affairs, but Alexander even revealed things he hadn't been aware of.

At one point, Eric made a call to his subordinates to verify the information.

Within half an hour, his team confirmed it—everything Alexander had said was accurate.

Their conversation about James went deep.

Eric was James's business rival.

Alexander, on the other hand, was James's sworn enemy.

With a common "enemy," the two found common ground. Eric even felt an almost instant camaraderie with Alexander!

And the more they talked, the more stunned he became—because Alexander seemed to know… everything.

Just before 5 PM, Alexander dropped a bombshell on him.

The truth… that James had killed Grayson Yorke.

That was all Alexander revealed, leaving Eric to fill in the gaps himself.

For instance, Alexander's secret discussions with Morris Doran.

Or what would happen if Alexander leaked this directly to the Yorke family—James would be…

Eric even realized why Alexander wanted to take Sophie Hale away—she was a witness!

He understood everything now.

Alexander wanted him to know—and wasn't afraid of him knowing.

Because… this matter had nothing to do with Eric!

The Collins family had no ties to the Sutherlands!

Yet, this could be his chance to profit.

If he carelessly leaked the information, not only might he miss out on the opportunity, but the Collins family could also get dragged into unnecessary conflicts.

So, he wouldn't recklessly spread this information.

Eric was a man who avoided unnecessary trouble. He devoted most of his energy to business, steering clear of anything extraneous.

Moreover, his life goals aligned closely with Seraphine Arden's current pursuits.

Did he lack money?

No.

His wealth was already just numbers on paper.

But… who would ever turn down more?

Right now, Seraphine's ambition was achieving greater business success—using commercial triumphs to elevate her social status and expand her network. And Eric? He was the same.

This was precisely why Alexander had orchestrated Seraphine's first contact with Eric.

Ring ring…

The phone rang in the private room—it was Alexander's. He glanced at the screen and answered. 

"Here already?" Alexander chuckled. 

"Just entered the city. Where are you?" Seraphine Arden replied. 

"Want me to pick you up?" 

"No need. The convoy took the highway. I'll head straight over—just tell me where you are..." 

Alexander gave her the detailed address and the room number, adding that he had left his surname with the front desk. 

After hanging up, Eric, resting his hand on his cup, smiled at Alexander. "Has the person arrived?" 

"Yes, but it'll still be a while," Alexander replied with a smile. 

Another half an hour passed. 

"Right this way, miss... Mr. Ciotta is in this room..." The voice of the hostess echoed outside the private room as she guided someone over. 

Both Alexander and Eric set down their teacups and turned to look. 

Creak!

The hostess pushed the door open and stepped aside, gesturing politely. "Here we are, miss." 

The person addressed as "miss" was indeed a woman who looked like she was in her twenties, wearing sunglasses and exuding an extraordinary aura.

As she entered, she casually removed her glasses, revealing a face that still looked youthful.

Eric, however, froze in shock. 

"Ms. Arden?!" He shot to his feet. 

The person Alexander had summoned with a single call was none other than Seraphine Arden! 

No! 

Impossible! 

He must have misheard! 

There was no way Seraphine Arden could be Alexander's woman!

Though Eric wasn't particularly close to Seraphine, they had known each other for many years. 

As the former "Most Beautiful Woman in New York," Eric had a relatively good understanding of her—though this understanding was one-sided.

Seraphine didn't know him as well as he knew her, simply because he had heard too much about her! 

In the wealthy circles, Seraphine was like a walking topic generator. Wherever she went, discussions—and even some "scandals"—about her would inevitably follow. 

Eric's impression of Seraphine was that she was an ageless goddess with extraordinary intelligence, emotional intelligence, and masterful social skills. 

Over the years, countless billionaires had pursued her, including some ultra-wealthy tycoons with backgrounds so formidable that even Eric had to treat them with deference. Yet, none had succeeded. 

In billionaire circles, beautiful women were a dime a dozen. Beauty alone wasn't enough to stand out. 

But Seraphine wasn't just beautiful—she was utterly unique. A true "goddess." 

What Eric found most impressive about her, however, was that no matter how powerful the man pursuing her, none could ever win her affection—yet none ever ended on bad terms with her. 

Instead, they all maintained good friendships with her, even becoming business partners in some cases. 

It was as if Seraphine simply didn't like men. 

Not that she liked women, either. 

She just didn't seem interested in anyone at all. 

So… Eric was convinced he must have misheard. Absolutely convinced.

There was no way Seraphine would say something like "miss me already?" to Alexander—she wouldn't say that to any man. 

The fact that Alexander could summon her with a single phone call could only mean one thing: the two had a close collaborative relationship behind the scenes, likely prearranged. 

Thinking this, Eric couldn't help but view Alexander in a new light. 

For someone so young to have such a close partnership with Seraphine—or, even more astonishingly, to have drawn her into his scheme against James Sutherland, with her agreement—was nothing short of extraordinary. It spoke to a level of skill that was almost unimaginable. 

"You're here," Alexander greeted Seraphine with a smile, gesturing to the chair beside him. "Over here." 

Eric stood up, but Alexander didn't. 

Given Eric's assessment of their close relationship, the lack of formalities made sense. 

"Well, if it isn't the second son of the Collins family," Seraphine said with a hint of surprise as she entered, her voice as sweet and gentle as ever. 

Today, she wore a loose white jumpsuit with a knee-length skirt. White could often make one look heavier, but on Seraphine, it was just right—ethereal, even. 

It perfectly balanced the way her curves seemed to push against the fabric, from her large bust to her tiny, willowy waist and wide child-bearing hips.

The receptionist closed the door behind her. 

"Mr. Collins, it's been a while." 

"Ms. Arden, it's been too long." 

After exchanging pleasantries and shaking hands with Eric at the table, Seraphine smoothed her skirt and took the seat beside Alexander, casting him a sweet glance. 

"Ms. Arden, some coffee…" Eric poured her a cup before sitting back down, to which Seraphine responded with a polite "Thank you." 

Their statuses were, for the most part, equal.

It was a relationship of mutual respect, where Eric would never offend Seraphine unless absolutely necessary, and Seraphine would likewise never offend Eric unless pushed to the limit. 

But since she was the guest, Eric politely poured for Seraphine. 

"Since we're all on the same side, I'll speak plainly..." Alexander said with a smile, cutting straight to the chase. 

He had already laid everything out for Eric earlier, so now that Seraphine was here, there was no need for small talk—they could dive right into business. 

The Sutherland family was about to face trouble—Eric knew that much. But whether they would definitely fall was uncertain. Alexander hadn't told him everything. 

But that didn't matter. 

Because Eric was, after all, James Sutherland's business rival. 

So if an opportunity presented itself, he wouldn't hesitate to act. That was what Alexander had meant when he asked if Eric had the guts—and of course, he did.

Even if he failed, the losses would be minimal, whereas the potential gains from success could surpass his entire current fortune. 

Alexander's target wasn't just James. 

It was the entire Sutherland family. 

The spoils they would divide were the remnants of the Sutherland empire's collapse. 

"Sera will withdraw her investments from industries tied to the Sutherlands, and then..." As Alexander spoke, Eric noted how he addressed Seraphine.

The fact that Seraphine allowed a man to address her so familiarly spoke volumes about their closeness. 

What he didn't know was that this was the first time Alexander had ever called her that. 

It felt... refreshingly new. 

An hour later, the broad strokes of their plan were settled. 

The finer details and execution would require further discussion—perhaps even months of careful maneuvering. But Alexander wasn't concerned about that. With Seraphine and Eric working together, they could handle the rest themselves. 

Unnoticed, the time crept toward seven in the evening. 

"Let's have dinner together, Mr. Ciotta, Ms. Arden—it's getting late..." Eric glanced at his watch and suggested. 

"Your call," Alexander replied with a smile. 

"Alright then... I'll make a quick call and invite a couple more people... They can bring the necessary documents along..." Eric stood up, gesturing for Alexander and Seraphine to remain seated when they made to rise as well. "Stay, stay. I'll just make a call, freshen up, and then we'll head out..." 

Alexander settled back into his seat. "No rush." 

Eric pulled out his phone and hurried out. 

The private room was now just Alexander and Seraphine. 

"Quietly setting up a partnership for me—you work fast," Seraphine turned to Alexander, her gaze tender and sweet as she smiled. 

"Not satisfied?" he teased. 

"More than satisfied," she murmured, leaning slightly toward him with a soft, honeyed laugh. "How should I thank you, my dear hubby? Hmm?" 

She pressed a kiss to the corner of his lips. 

"No need for thanks. This was always part of the plan. You just... got lucky, meeting me at the right time." Alexander grinned.

"Hmph, don't lie to me. You did it for me, you just won't admit it," Seraphine said with a light huff. Compared to Jasmine, she had a stronger sense of being in love—strange, considering she had been married, divorced, and had a grown daughter, yet Alexander was her first love. 

"However you want to interpret it," Alexander chuckled. 

"You did it for me..." Seraphine repeated, her tone almost coquettish, her excitement bubbling beneath the surface.

With Eric Collins' background, he was the perfect business partner for her! 

This was beyond Seraphine's expectations. If she had to find someone herself, she might know more influential figures, but with those kinds of people, she'd only get scraps at best. 

Working with Eric was different! 

Seraphine wrapped her arms around Alexander's and leaned in to speak to him. 

Alexander took the opportunity to rest his hand on her thigh, giving it a light squeeze through her dress. 

Seraphine then moved closer to his ear, tilting her body as she hooked an arm around his neck and whispered, "Not planning to let Eric know about us?" She glanced at him—she didn't want to hide it, saw no need, and felt at a disadvantage compared to Jasmine. But... she wouldn't ruin Alexander's plans. 

"It's not that I'm keeping it from him. No need to spell it out. It's fine if he knows," Alexander replied with a smile. 

"Is that so... You're not worried about word getting out and affecting your—" Seraphine's smile widened as she murmured. 

Just then. 

Creak.

"Mr. Ciotta, I've already—" Eric Collins pushed the door open, his words cutting off abruptly. 

He saw Seraphine clinging to Alexander, whispering in his ear.

Although Seraphine reacted quickly—releasing Alexander and sitting upright the moment the door opened—she hadn't been in any particular hurry.

Her movements were natural, allowing Eric to see everything clearly.

Not only did he witness Seraphine embracing Alexander and whispering in his ear, her lips kissing his skin, but from his angle, he could also see Alexander's hand resting on Seraphine's thigh—only to be casually withdrawn after Eric opened the door and spoke.

Eric, who had just started speaking, suddenly choked mid-sentence. His voice cut off abruptly, his expression freezing completely.

This couldn't be real!

Was he seeing things?

Eric hadn't even gone to the restroom yet. After leaving the private room, he made a call in the hallway. Only because of an unexpected development had he turned back to push open the door and deliver the news.

And then he saw what he "shouldn't have"!

Now sitting upright, Seraphine smoothed her hair, her gentle smile unshaken as she glanced toward the doorway. "Mr. Collins, is something the matter?"

"Ah... ah..." Eric took a moment to collect himself before responding naturally, "Nothing important. I just made some calls. They need to organize some materials, so they might arrive later..."

As he spoke, Eric's eyes kept darting between Seraphine and Alexander.

He was well-versed in social etiquette. Even when stumbling upon something shocking, he knew to pretend nothing had happened, no matter how intensely he felt inside.

"No rush, it's fine," Alexander said to Eric.

"Ah... well... let's head out then. No point waiting here. We can go to the restaurant first and order..." Though Eric tried to maintain composure, traces of unease slipped through as his gaze flickered between the two.

"Sure," Alexander nodded.

Both Alexander and Seraphine stood up to leave. Eric stepped aside into the hallway to make room.

Seraphine had brought several bodyguards and assistants to Boston, but only her female bodyguard had come upstairs.

Saryn Yan hadn't entered the private room; instead, waiting in the hallway. Seeing her employer emerge, she quickly approached.

The group moved toward the elevator.

"I'll just... use the restroom first. Mr. Ciotta, you all can go ahead downstairs..." Eric said before briskly walking toward the restroom.

About a minute later, he returned to the hallway and saw Alexander, Seraphine, and her bodyguard still waiting by the elevator. They had called it but hadn't boarded yet, clearly waiting for him.

Eric quickened his pace.

They all entered the elevator together, and the doors closed.

An eerie silence settled over the descending elevator.

Someone should say something.

From a hospitality standpoint, allowing an awkward silence was unacceptable—yet Eric remained quiet.

His mind was in turmoil, his attention repeatedly drifting toward Alexander and Seraphine despite himself.

He still couldn't believe it!

How was this possible? How could Seraphine Arden—who had turned down countless billionaires—be involved with Alexander? How could he have won her over?

Eric sank into deep self-doubt.

The more he thought about it, the more he wondered... Had he imagined the whole thing?

No, it had been unmistakable!

"Mr. Ciotta..." Eric suddenly noticed something, his expression twisting with shock before he blurted out involuntarily.

"Hmm? What is it?" Alexander turned to him with a smile.

"Here..." Eric gestured, pointing at Alexander's mouth corner, then his own, indicating the spot to Alexander. "There's... something... smudged."

He wasn't stupid—he knew exactly what it was. 

But it wasn't something he could just say outright. 

It was a faint lipstick mark, just a tiny trace. 

Earlier in the private room, Seraphine had kissed Alexander—just a light peck, so it hadn't left a clear mark. It wasn't noticeable unless you looked closely, but once you did, it was unmistakable. 

Eric was confident Alexander hadn't had that mark before. 

It had appeared in the short time he'd left the room. 

Who had kissed him? Of course, it had to be Seraphine! 

The shade of lipstick matched perfectly. 

Eric was once again plunged into a spiral of self-doubt—utterly bewildered! He couldn't believe it! 

He had personally witnessed, at a certain banquet, how even high-ranking figures who stood toe-to-toe with his own father fawned over Seraphine.

Men who were usually crude and brash turned into the epitome of gentlemanly charm around her, all smiles and politeness... 

He had also overheard influential figures privately discussing Seraphine, showering her with praise—never a single negative word!

They called her formidable, both in business and in her dealings with people. 

Seraphine wasn't just a stunning beauty—she was a business prodigy! 

Eric had even heard one of his father's peers say that if Seraphine would marry him, he'd divorce his wife on the spot—completely smitten by her! 

But no matter who it was, no matter what they were willing to do for her, it didn't matter. 

Seraphine never let anyone have her, yet somehow never offended anyone in the process. 

That had always been the case. 

She was a woman whose skill in maneuvering was downright terrifying! So how could she… with twenty-two-year-old Alexander? Eric refused to believe Seraphine was just after a younger man.

Based on what he knew of her, he was certain Seraphine was more than a match for any man! 

Hearing Eric's reminder, Alexander raised his hand and wiped his mouth, then glanced at his fingers—a faint red stain. 

"Here..." Seraphine, standing beside him, pulled a tissue from her clutch and handed it to him. 

Alexander took it and wiped his mouth, then his fingers, but it didn't seem fully clean. Seraphine noticed, plucked the tissue from his hand, and reached up to gently wipe the corner of his mouth herself. 

"Any left?" Alexander turned his head slightly, letting her check. 

"All gone," Seraphine replied softly, her smile sweet. 

Eric remained frozen in disbelief. 

It felt like a dream—utterly surreal. The more he knew about Seraphine, the more unreal this seemed! 

Just how incredible was Alexander?! 

How was this even possible?! 

For the first time, Eric found himself genuinely starting to believe Dante's words—that Alexander was someone to be feared. A man who could win over Seraphine had to be extraordinary, unique… terrifying! 

Twenty minutes later. 

The group arrived at an upscale restaurant called "Imperial Treasure," one of the top three establishments in Boston, a city as sophisticated as they came. 

They headed upstairs. 

A private room on the third floor had been reserved on their way over. 

As they walked down the hallway toward it— 

Ring ring…

Alexander's phone suddenly rang. 

Everyone paused.

Alexander took out his phone and saw who was calling. He answered, "Hello, Jasmine."

That simple address of "Jasmine" came naturally to Alexander, but it immediately put Eric Collins on edge!

He'd been analyzing the situation the entire way, concluding that Alexander and Seraphine Arden definitely had that kind of relationship, though they wouldn't show any intimacy in public—they must be keeping it secret!

At the very least, they were certainly hiding it from Jasmine Doran!

So Eric grew nervous. If Jasmine found out about Seraphine and Alexander's relationship, given Jasmine's temperament... Eric could already envision not just a catfight between the two women, but also his recently negotiated business deal potentially collapsing over this.

"Still busy? Not planning to tell me why you went to Boston? Even Dan knows, but you wouldn't tell me?" Jasmine asked Alexander.

"Still working. We'll talk later," Alexander replied with a chuckle.

"At this hour? It's past seven in the evening. What could you possibly be busy with? A woman?" Jasmine pressed, her tone lightly teasing.

"Is that Ms. Doran calling?" Seraphine suddenly interjected softly beside Alexander.

Jasmine immediately fell silent.

Eric's eyes widened in shock, his heart leaping into his throat as he stared disbelievingly at Seraphine—you knew it was Jasmine and you still spoke up? Are you trying to make sure she finds out?!

Eric Collins had analyzed the situation on the way. Even if Seraphine Arden was involved with Alexander, it would have to be kept secret—certainly not something Jasmine Doran, Alexander's official girlfriend, could find out about.

If a scandal broke out, even if Seraphine wasn't afraid of Jasmine, the fallout would still be massive. 

Her reputation would take a hit, and the stigma of being a homewrecker, stealing someone else's boyfriend, was definitely not something she'd want. 

So why had she suddenly spoken up? 

What was the meaning of this? 

Was she deliberately letting Jasmine know, declaring war on her? 

Eric's mind raced with theories, but then Alexander's following words left him utterly dumbfounded, shocked beyond belief. 

"Seraphine is with you? She went to Boston with you?" Jasmine's voice came through the phone after a brief silence, colder now, clearly displeased. 

She wouldn't even bother asking about other women—might even tease Alexander about them—but Seraphine was different. 

"Yeah, I asked her to come to Boston to discuss some business," Alexander replied calmly, still smiling as he spoke into the phone. He even glanced at Seraphine before adding, "Want to talk to her?" 

"I'll talk to your ass!" Jasmine snapped. Ever since Seraphine had kissed her that one time, she'd wanted to stay as far away from this woman as possible, avoiding any unnecessary interaction. 

"Are you jealous?" Alexander chuckled. 

"Jealous of your big fat head! Are you trying to piss me off on purpose?" Jasmine was genuinely furious, unable to hold back. 

It wasn't that she was angry about Alexander being with Seraphine—it was that he hadn't told her beforehand. 

"It's for serious business. I'll call you later..." Alexander said, still amused. 

"I'll be waiting… You always know how to rile me up..." Jasmine hung up after that. 

She didn't press further because Alexander's mention of "serious business" made her realize he was working on something big, involving Seraphine, not taking her to Boston for a romantic getaway. 

After ending the call, Alexander glanced at Eric with a smile. "Sorry about that. Let's go." 

"Uh… no problem…" Eric stammered, still not fully recovered from his shock. 

The group headed to the private dining room and took their seats. 

Even after sitting down, Eric remained dazed, as if he couldn't snap out of it. 

Though he couldn't hear Jasmine's side of the conversation, he'd heard everything Alexander said. Not only was Alexander unafraid of Jasmine finding out, but he'd even dared to offer Seraphine the phone? And then teased Jasmine about being jealous? 

By the end of the call, it was clear from Alexander's tone that they hadn't fought—instead, they'd agreed to talk again later? 

What the hell kind of situation was this?! 

Could Jasmine really tolerate Alexander being with other women? 

Or was it that even if she minded, she couldn't control him—instead, she continued dating him? 

Just how ridiculously impressive was Alexander? 

Jasmine and Seraphine—one was a fiercely dominant woman who wouldn't tolerate the slightest disrespect, and the other was someone no powerful man could ever win over, as if she simply had no interest in men. 

Both were exceptional! 

They had the background, the wealth, and were stunningly beautiful on top of it all! 

Jasmine treated James Sutherland—the top heir of a major family dynasty—like trash, while Seraphine played the minds of powerful men like a fiddle, ruthlessly punishing anyone who dared cross her. 

And yet, both of these women were involved with Alexander? And he had them coexisting without conflict? 

How the hell was that even possible?

Just how capable must this man be?

Eric couldn't think of any other sophisticated words to describe Alexander anymore—just two simple, straightforward words: badass! Fucking badass!

Eric even felt that for someone this extraordinary, it wouldn't be excessive if he... well, sucked up a little?

What Eric absolutely couldn't have imagined was that his current perception of Alexander was actually the result of Seraphine deliberately playing along with Alexander's intentions.

Jasmine's sudden phone call was unexpected. When Alexander answered and directly addressed her as "Jasmine," Seraphine immediately understood his implication.

So when Seraphine suddenly spoke up, letting Jasmine know she was by Alexander's side, it wasn't to provoke Jasmine... It was actually meant for Eric to see and hear.

As an intelligent woman, Seraphine knew very well that only by making Eric believe Alexander was formidable enough could she secure the upper hand in negotiating profit distribution with Eric.


Chapter 12: Dinner and deals.

Ordering dishes.

Opening wine.

Over half an hour later, the people Eric had called arrived.

Chen Lixing, a 51-year-old man, was a tall, thin, balding middle-aged man currently serving as CEO of Eric's  Investment Company, a professional manager.

Gerlad, a 39-year-old man wearing glasses, appeared refined and cultured. He was currently the general manager of Eric's de facto-controlled "R Fund" company, and also a professional manager.

These two were Eric's most trusted confidants.

Alexander trusted them, too, because during his loops, he had investigated and knew they wouldn't be problematic.

Serving dishes.

Eating.

Drinking and discussing matters.

Chen had even brought materials—all the commercial information about James Sutherland!

Details like how many affiliated companies there were, major and minor connections, shareholding quantities, and traceable fund transactions, etc.

Having been James's opponent for so many years, Eric possessed what could be called the most comprehensive intel.

This was also one reason Alexander had chosen him. Although Alexander was familiar with some aspects, he hadn't checked such minute details during his loops, whereas Eric had nearly everything.

The five of them had a detailed discussion at the table and, based on the materials, preliminarily set some "targets."

They needed to complete their layout before the Sutherland family's crisis hit.

The specifics were quite complex.

For example, before the Sutherland family's crisis, they needed to use proxies to discreetly acquire some circulating shares of certain Sutherland-owned industrial companies and secretly contact some minor shareholders...

Once the Sutherland family's crisis began, those who had profited from their connections and collaborations with the Sutherlands would quickly sell their shares to sever ties as fast as possible, wanting to avoid implication.

At that point, money would be secondary to these people—their lives and fortunes would be what mattered!

Thus, there was a significant opportunity to acquire shares of some Sutherland industries at extremely low prices. Once the shareholding exceeded a certain proportion, they could directly seize the companies!

It was practically like stealing money!

Dividing the cake was essentially "stealing money"!

And this was just one method—there were many others.

If the Sutherland family fell, there would be no shortage of people wanting a piece of the cake. It would all come down to who entered first and moved fastest!

However, for "ordinary people" to try and take a slice of the Sutherland family's pie would be suicidal—they'd be crushed by other forces in no time!

Even Seraphine was somewhat lacking in this regard. Without the backing of an aristocratic family, the most she could hope for was a few scraps. Trying to secure substantial benefits would be extremely difficult!

Thus, a partner was needed.

That partner was Eric Collins.

Eric had the background, while Seraphine had more connections and was better at handling people.

With their collaboration, combined with the detailed business intelligence Eric had on James and the crucial information Alexander could provide… failure was simply not an option!

After several rounds of drinks.

Unnoticed, it was already past nine in the evening.

"...Regarding the share distribution in the new company..." Alexander began, swirling the red wine in his glass.

Finally, they were discussing profit allocation!

Seraphine and Eric would jointly invest to establish a parent company, under which various subsidiaries would be registered. Through layered holdings, these would eventually become obscure small companies that would "forcefully acquire" some of the Sutherland family's assets.

In other words, their respective shareholdings in this parent company would determine the final profit distribution ratio.

Initially, Alexander didn't need to discuss the specifics with Eric in such detail. The operational details—how to proceed, maintain secrecy, and manage the execution—would be thoroughly examined and planned by Seraphine and Eric over the coming months.

Alexander wasn't involved in the operational side.

Yet, he had still spoken at length during this dinner.

The reason he was still sitting here now was for the most critical issue—the profit distribution ratio!

"What does Mr. Collins think?" Alexander asked with a smile, looking at Eric. "How should the shares be allocated?"

When the topic turned to shares, the atmosphere at the table quieted slightly.

Seraphine, seated beside Alexander, had a flushed complexion from the alcohol. Her tolerance was truly average—she hadn't drunk much, yet she already felt tipsy, her smile carrying an added allure.

Resting her hand on the stem of her wine glass, Seraphine pursed her lips and glanced at Alexander, her eyes brimming with unspoken charm.

Under normal circumstances, the division of shares should have been negotiated directly between her and Eric Collins, discussed in detail, and finalized only after multiple rounds of communication.

But if Seraphine were to negotiate with Eric personally...

Although she stood on equal footing with Eric in general, when it came to this particular matter, Eric would undoubtedly contribute more. After all, he—and the Collins family behind him—would bear the brunt of external pressures during the "wealth grab."

Eric would be the one "taking the hits."

Thus, Seraphine knew all too well that if she negotiated with Eric alone, she would only secure a minority share.

The lion's portion would inevitably go to Eric—even a fifty-fifty split would be impossible.

But Alexander's negotiation... might just achieve that fifty-fifty split?

Seraphine was hopeful.

If she could secure an equal split with Eric and everything proceeded smoothly, the amount she stood to gain... though merely a small slice of the Ding family's vast fortune, would still amount to—at the very least—billions in assets!

This referred to tangible holdings that could be directly counted as personal wealth. Factoring in scenarios where partial equity stakes granted control over entire companies, the total assets under her influence could reach tens of billions.

This could rival the entire Senlan Apparel Group, built over decades of operation!

All this, achievable in no more than a year—if everything went smoothly.

Seraphine was truly eager. Her index finger absently traced the rim of her wine glass as her gaze flickered between Alexander and Eric, who remained deep in thought.

Meanwhile, Eric's two associates, Chen and Gerald, watched their boss's expression closely.

They knew their thirty-something boss was a prodigy in business—a skilled negotiator with strong convictions, yet open to his team's input.

For Chen and Gerald, today's discussion had unfolded too abruptly.

Such a complex matter, yet they were diving straight into profit distribution.

They expected Eric to either delay the conversation under the pretext of revisiting it later or state his terms outright—with any back-and-forth likely leading to postponement anyway.

"Mr. Ciotta," Eric finally spoke, breaking his silence with a smile. "First, we must reserve at least 5% of the profits. After all, we'll need people—others must have their share of the spoils..."

"Agreed," Alexander nodded with a faint smile.

"However," Eric added, "these shares should be allocated at the subsidiary level. The parent company will only have two shareholders—Ms. Arden and I."

Stating the obvious.

Clearly, Eric hadn't fully organized his thoughts yet, but prolonged silence would seem awkward—hence the preliminary remarks.

"So?" Alexander maintained his smile as he prompted Eric.

"So for the parent company..." Eric paused briefly before declaring: "60%"

The moment the figure of 60% was announced, Chen and Gerald both wore expressions that said "as expected," while Seraphine's face changed dramatically.

If Eric Collins took 60%, then she would only get 40%.

According to her own calculations, even if she partnered with Eric alone, she should have secured at least 40%—it couldn't possibly go any lower. 

There was no way her stake would be reduced to just over 30%, especially not below 34%! 

Because once Seraphine's share fell below 34%, it would mean Eric's stake would reach or exceed 67%, granting him absolute majority control—more than two-thirds of the shares. She would lose all say in the matter. 

So no matter how unreasonable Eric was, he couldn't push her below 34%. Doing so would show zero sincerity and undermine the very foundation of their cooperation. 

And 40% was the first whole number above 34%. 

So… this was essentially the limit! 

"60%..." Eric continued, "Ms. Arden and Mr. Ciotta will take 60%, and I'll take 40%." 

Seraphine's expression shifted again, momentarily stunned. 60% for her? Eric is taking only 40%? 

Eric's two subordinates also reacted instantly, their faces twisting in disbelief as they stared wide-eyed at their boss. 

This was a massive concession! 

They couldn't comprehend why their boss would make such a huge compromise. This wasn't just pocket change—it involved astronomical sums, assets worth billions. 

Even Alexander was surprised. Eric… what boldness. 

He liked it. 

In truth, Eric had thought it through clearly.

Targeting the Sutherland family was a low-investment, high-return venture. Logically speaking, if the plan ultimately failed, the exact distribution of profits wouldn't matter much anyway. 

But if it succeeded, while Eric might take a smaller share, he would gain something far more valuable—Alexander, this "extraordinary man," as an ally! 

Because all of this was Alexander's doing!

If they succeeded, it would be a display of earth-shaking power, turning the tides with a mere flick of the wrist. 

Eric wasn't looking for a one-time deal. He reasoned that if Alexander truly was this formidable, then by conceding some profit now, he'd ensure that the next time Alexander had a scheme, he'd think of Eric first and bring him along to reap the rewards. 

His wording had been deliberate—he explicitly stated that "Ms. Arden and Mr. Ciotta will take 60%," not just Ms. Arden alone. 

Even though Alexander had made it clear earlier that he wouldn't be involved in the subsequent operations or take any equity, Eric phrased it this way.

He believed both Alexander and Seraphine would understand the underlying message. 

The private room fell silent for a few seconds. 

"Mr Collins is decisive," Alexander said with a faint smile. 

Then he stood, holding his wine glass, and glanced around. The moment he rose, Seraphine followed suit, and Eric stood as well. Chen and Gerald then quickly got to their feet. 

Everyone raised their glasses. 

"May your business flourish and wealth overflow… Cheers to a successful partnership!" As he said this, Alexander gestured a toast. The table was too large for actual clinking, so he tapped glasses with those nearest to him. 

"Cheers to the partnership!" 

"Cheers!" 

Glasses clinked, and everyone drank in one go.

The atmosphere at the dinner table soon turned lively with casual conversation, steering clear of serious matters. Both Eric and Seraphine were exceptionally talkative individuals, effortlessly keeping the discussion flowing across a wide range of topics.

As long as neither wanted the conversation to lull, it never would. 

It wasn't until 10 p.m. that the gathering finally came to an end. 

Everyone had drunk quite a bit. 

Eric had consumed the most, followed by Seraphine. 

Around 10:10 p.m., the group had already made their way down to the lobby on the first floor, heading toward the exit. 

A heavily intoxicated Eric slung his arm around Alexander's shoulders, slurring his words as he whispered something into his ear.

Seraphine walked slightly apart from them, clearly having had too much as well—her steps were unsteady, and her bodyguard had to support her lightly. 

Behind them followed Chen, Gerald, and several other bodyguards, forming a large crowd moving toward the exit. 

"Mr. Ciotta… tomorrow… I’ll arrange it, I…" Eric could barely string his words together. It had been a long time since he'd drunk this much, but today, he was genuinely overjoyed—it felt like wealth had fallen straight from the heavens while he sat comfortably at home. 

Though he would have to shoulder corresponding risks for this, what business venture comes without risks? Alexander was practically a god of fortune! 

Just as the group was about to step outside— 

"Ms. Arden?" A pleasantly surprised middle-aged man's voice suddenly called out from nearby.

Everyone paused and turned to look.

It turned out to be another group of guests who had just finished dinner and were heading downstairs—six or seven people, both men and women.

The leader, a man in his forties with short hair and average build, was the one who had called out.

Alexander knew precisely who he was.

Liam Adelle, forty-seven, chairman of K Investment Company in Boston.

In recent years, aside from her business with Senlan Group, Seraphine had ventured into other ventures, dabbling in funds and investments.

As a result, she had become acquainted with many in this circle.

Liam called out cheerfully, quickening his pace to shake hands with Seraphine.

"Ms. Arden, it's been a while," He said, his face flushed from drinking.

"Indeed, it has. You're as charismatic as ever, Mr. Liam," Seraphine replied with a smile, returning the handshake.

"It's you who remains radiant, Ms. Arden. Hahaha..."

After exchanging a few pleasantries, Liam finally noticed the others nearby—his observation had been dulled by alcohol, which was why he hadn't immediately recognized the familiar faces.

Eric Collins, who had been leaning on Alexander's shoulder, had already straightened up while the two were talking.

Liam didn't pay much attention to Alexander, whom he didn't know, but he certainly recognized Eric.

"So, Second Young Master Collins is here too..." Liam's tone instantly shifted, his eyes darting between them.

This attitude stemmed from his connections—Liam was affiliated with the Ariel family of Boston!

Like the Collins family, the Ariels were one of the top-tier influential families in Boston.

While the two families weren't outright enemies, they were fierce competitors, with their second and third generations frequently clashing in business.

Liam, who had built his fortune under the Ariel family's patronage, was not only at odds with Eric but had also directly competed against him in several investment ventures, backed by Ariel Capital.

Eric had long been involved in investments.

Seraphine had also been active in investments and funds in recent years.

And now they were dining together?

Discussing what?

A potential collaboration?

Though it was mere speculation, Liam couldn't shake the feeling that this was bad news—for both him and the Ariel family.

Eric stood there, squinting at Liam without a word, swaying slightly from drunkenness. Though heavily intoxicated, he was still coherent—he simply had no interest in engaging with Liam.

Noticing this, Liam smoothly turned his attention back to Seraphine with a smile. "Ms. Arden, it seems you've struck a major deal today..."

"Nothing so grand, just a casual gathering," Seraphine replied lightly.

After a few more polite exchanges, the two groups exited the restaurant one after the other, bidding farewell before going their separate ways.

Too drunk to say much else to Alexander, Eric mumbled something about "meeting up tomorrow" before being helped into his car by his bodyguards.

Alexander, meanwhile, left with Seraphine in her car.

A few minutes later, they arrived at International M Hotel.

It was a five-star Hotel, conveniently located nearby.

Seraphine had discreetly instructed her bodyguard to book it earlier when she excused herself to the restroom during dinner.


Chapter 13: Hotel fun. (Smut)

The two checked in, taking the elevator to the top floor. A card swipe allowed them into the presidential suite.

The moment the door closed behind them, Alexander grabbed Seraphine by the hips, turning her around, making her face him.

His hands grabbed a handful of her ass flesh, digging in firmly as he forced her to cling to his broad chest. And she eagerly reciprocated, wrapping her arms around him, rubbing her soft, large breasts against his muscles.

Meeting her gaze, Alexander smirked. "I could tell.... You were holding back tonight, weren't you?"

At his words, Seraphine blushed, her already pink cheeks flushed harder. Her thighs rubbed together as she leaned up. Planting soft kisses all over his neck and cheeks. "Could you blame me? Treating me so good.....Spoiling me so much...."

She trailed off between kisses, arching her back to drive her firm ass more into the hands of her man. "I could barely focus on the deal.... I was worried I'd leave a wet spot on the chair...."

The wine she had drunk left her more bold than usual, her small pink tongue taking the chance to lick at the lips of Alexander.

"I guess I ruined you?" Alexander teased, enjoying having the powerful and unattainable Seraphine so needy for him. The rush of conquest and satisfaction was beyond anything, and the best part was that this wouldn't reset like it had happened on those Endless Sundays.

"You have....." She giggled, quickly sneaking a few kisses onto the lips of Alexander, pressing her tongue into his mouth, only to moan as his hands delivered firm spanks to her behind. "You must....take responsibility.....for ruining me like this...."

She teased with such a seductive tone that would have given any of her admirers a heart attack.

Alexander just chuckled as he began to undress her with experience; their clothes soon lay on the floor. The two were left standing naked, the shorter, curvy, pale figure of Seraphine on full display.

Luscious curves that she eagerly rubbed against Alexander, her lips kissed and licked at his naked chest, all while her dainty hands reached down to hold and stroke that thick manhood.

"So this was the bad cock that took my virginity......" She teased, stroking it gently, almost worshipfully. "The big bad cock that turned me into a slut for you......." She giggled as she felt it throb and twitch in her hands.

"You like hearing that? How you turned me into a slut......a needy slut for your cock?"

The words were clearly enjoyable to Alexander as his hands moved. One on her ass, the other on her bare, round tits. Squeezing them, alternating right and left, savoring how plump and full they felt, how firm they were.

"I do......and I'm going to ruin you some more." With ease, he scooped her off the floor and into his arms, and he marched with her into the large, luxurious bathroom.

The room is a display of opulence—marble floors cool underfoot, gold fixtures gleaming, and a massive rain-shower head dominating the space, promising a steamy escape.

Seraphine, with her dark hair cascading messily over her soft ivory skin, clung to him, her full breasts pressing against his chest, her nipples already hardened from the anticipation.

Already exuding a raw, unfiltered hunger, one that grew as she felt that cock rubbing against her.

His cock, impossibly thick and big, throbbed against her thigh as he kicked the door shut behind them, the sound echoing with a sharp thud.

He strides forward and steps directly under the expansive shower head, the tiles slick and inviting.

With a confident twist of his wrist, he turned the water on, adjusting it to that perfect, scalding heat that makes steam billow up around them instantly.

The hot water cascades over them both, drenching their naked bodies in seconds—her dark hair plastering to her face and shoulders, water trickling down her pale skin like rivers over pale hills, making her thick curves glisten.

Seraphine released a husky moan, "Ohhh, yes... that heat feels so good on," her voice trembling with excitement as the water amplifies every sensation.

They both get soaked as their mouths crashed together in a sloppy, forward kiss, tongues tangling messily, lips smacking wetly with slurp and smack sounds that echo off the tiled walls.

He devoured her mouth, his hands gripping her ample hips, pulling her closer as the water streams down their faces.

She responded eagerly, her full lips parting wider, sucking on his tongue with desperate need.

"Mmmph, you taste so good," she pants between kisses, her breath hot against his lips, her body arching into him as the water makes their skin slide slickly together.

Alexander chuckled deeply, the sound vibrating against her mouth, "Yeah? Wait till I make you scream my name in this shower, you needy slut."

He finally broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily, the steam fogging the glass.

With a firm grip, he placed her down on the wet tiles, her feet slipping slightly for a second before she steadied herself, pressing her back against the cool shower wall.

Her pale skin flushed pink from the heat and arousal, her dark eyes locking onto his with a mix of vulnerability and raw lust. "Oh god, don't stop," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion, her chest heaving as water droplets raced down her thick thighs.

Grabbing one of her legs roughly, he forced her to balance on the other, her body pressing hard against the tiles, the cold surface contrasting with the hot water pouring over them.

She gasped, "Ahh! Fuck, that's intense," her voice laced with a thrill of surprise and desire, as he lifted her leg high, stretching her body's flexibility to its limits.

He hoisted it up and draped it over his shoulder, her thigh muscles straining deliciously, exposing her fully.

Her pussy was already dripping, burning hot, and soaked with arousal, the folds slick and inviting, begging for attention. The water from the shower mixed with her juices, making everything glisten.

Lining up his impossibly thick and big cock against her, the head rubbing slowly, deliberately against her dripping, burning hot, wet pussy.

The friction was electric, his shaft sliding up and down her slit, coating him in her wetness. "Feel that, huh? You're fucking soaked for me," he teased, a smirk playing on his lips as he watched her reactions.

She clearly didn't need foreplay. For a woman like her....Watching Alexander at dinner work his magic, seeing his capabilities.....that was more than enough.

Seeing how strong, capable, and amazing her man already was had her dripping and ready for him. Craving to feel him inside of her.

Seraphine let out a long, needy moan, "Ohhh fuck, yes... your cock is so big, it's stretching me just from touching," her words spilling out in a breathless rush, her body trembling with the intensity of the sensation.

Her arousal soaking him even more as their mixed fluids mix with the shower water. "Give it to me please........give me that cock that took my virginity.....shove it in me.....remind my pussy who owns it...."

Alexander's eyes locked intensely onto Seraphine's, his gaze piercing as he positioned the massive head of his cock right at her soaked, quivering entrance.

The hot water from the shower continues to pour over them, turning their skin slippery and flushed, the steam making the air thick with raw desire.

He paused for a heartbeat, savoring the moment, his expression a mix of smug triumph and primal hunger.

Slowly, deliberately, he started to push forward, inching his impossibly thick and big cock into her tight, gripping pussy.

The stretch is immediate and overwhelming—her walls clenching around him like a vice, hot and velvety, pulling him in deeper with every throbbing pulse.

"Fuck, you're so goddamn tight," he grunted roughly, his voice dropping to a low, guttural rumble that vibrates through her body.

The pleasure hit him like a wave, his cock throbbing as her inner muscles squeezed and resisted, the friction sending electric shocks up his spine.

His face twisted in ecstasy, eyes narrowing but never breaking contact, "God, this pussy feels... so fucking perfect."

As he sank deeper, his breath hitching with each inch, he leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear, the water dripping from his hair onto her pale skin.

His voice turned into a dirty, teasing whisper, rough and possessive, reminding her of that first time he claimed her, barely a few days ago. "Remember that night? How I popped that cherry of yours, stretching you out for the first time? You were begging for my cock like a whore in heat."

His words were laced with a mocking edge, stirring up old memories and making her shiver, the heat of the shower amplifying the intimacy.

Seraphine whimpered softly, her dark eyes fluttering as the reminder flooded her with a rush of submissive vulnerability, her body yielding to him even more.

She wrapped her arm around his broad, muscular back, her fingers digging into his wet skin with a needy grip, pulling him closer as she surrenders to the moment.

Her thick, pale body pressed against his, her full, heavy tits rubbing firmly against his chest with every slight movement, the soft flesh squishing and sliding in the water, her nipples dragging across his skin like hard pebbles.

"Ohh, yes... take me, just like you did back then,.....Show me who owns me.....Who Seraphine Arden belongs to..." she moaned submissively, her voice trembling with a mix of sentimentality and overwhelming lust, her older, mature demeanor melting into something raw and eager.

She was entirely at his mercy, her leg still draped over his shoulder, balancing precariously as she clung to him, the submission making her pulse with intense emotion.

Their mouths crashed together again in a heated make-out session, tongues twisting and exploring messily as he "feeds" her his cock—thrusting deeper with slow, powerful strokes that fill her completely.

The sheer thickness of his shaft rubbing relentlessly against her G-spot, that sensitive bundle of nerves inside her, lighting up with every grind and pull.

"Mmmph, fuck yes, take it all," he murmured against her lips, his words muffled but commanding, breaking into a ragged groan as he felt her body respond.

Seraphine cried out into the kiss, her moans escalating into desperate, wet sounds as the pressure built unbearably.

The stimulation was too much; her pussy clenched hard around him, and suddenly, she squirted, a gush of hot, clear fluid mixing with the shower water, soaking his cock and splashing against their thighs.

"Ahh! Oh god, I'm... I'm squirting for you!" she gasped between kisses, her voice breaking with lust, her body shaking from the intense release.

The sloppy make-out turning into a frenzy of slurp and smack as their lips devour each other.

With his free hand, he reached up. He started groping her breasts roughly, his fingers sinking into the soft, heavy flesh, kneading and squeezing with possessive force.

The water making his touches even more slippery, heightening every sensation as his fingertips find her hardened nipples, pinching and pulling them hard enough to elicit a sharp gasp from her.

"These tits are mine to play with, aren't they?" he grunted, his voice a harsh whisper against her mouth, twisting one nipple between his thumb and forefinger before tugging it outward, the pain blending seamlessly with pleasure.

Seraphine arched her back, pressing her chest into his hand, her arm tightening around him as she moaned loudly, "Uhh, yes... take me just like that, please! I'm all yours.....your woman....your plaything...."

Alexander didn't let up for a second, his hips driving forward with relentless rhythm, thrusting in and out of Seraphine's soaked, quivering pussy with increasing depth and force.

Each powerful stroke pushing him deeper into her tight, velvety depths, his thick, veiny, big cock stretching her walls to their absolute limit. "Take it all, you greedy bitch," his eyes remained locked on hers with that same conquering intensity, watching her face contort with pleasure.

Seraphine gasped and moaned, her arm clinging tighter around his back, her body rocking with the impact of his thrusts, the slap-slap-slap of their wet flesh colliding, echoing loudly in the tiled bathroom, the sounds mixing with the patter of the shower.

As he buried himself deeper, he finally reached her cervix—that most sensitive, deep spot inside her—his cock head pressing firmly against it with a deliberate, teasing grind.

The sensation was electric for both of them; for him, it's a tight, pulsating grip that sent waves of raw pleasure coursing through his body, his balls tightening as her inner walls clench around his shaft like a hot, greedy fist.

"There it is, isn't it? Seraphine Arden's....slutty weak spot... Feel me hitting that deep?" he whispered, his breath hot and ragged against her ear, a smug grin spreading across his face as he felt her body shudder.

For Seraphine, it's overwhelming—each thrust against her cervix igniting a firestorm of sensation, making her eyes roll back and her toes curl, her mature, sensual body arching in response.

Her form was a masterpiece of erotic curves: thick thighs trembling under the strain, pale skin flushed and glistening with water and sweat, her full breasts bouncing with every impact, nipples still hard and sensitive from his earlier groping, her dark hair stuck to her face in wild strands that frame her expression of pure, unfiltered bliss.

He started teasing that spot relentlessly, thrusting against her cervix with short, sharp jabs that made her cry out in ecstasy, each one pushing her over the edge into climax after climax.

"Ohhh fuck, yes—right there, don't stop!" she wailed, her voice breaking into high-pitched moans as her body convulsed, squirting hard around his cock with every hit, her juices gushing out in messy waves that mixed with the shower water and splatter against the tiles, the floor, and their legs.

"Ahh! I'm making such a mess for you... I'm so addicted to your cock, I can't get enough!" she screamed, her words spilling out in a desperate, emotional torrent, her beautiful face twisted in a haze of pleasure and need, her body shaking uncontrollably as another orgasm ripped through her.

In her thoughts, a whirlwind of longing mixed: God, I've missed this so much—his thick cock filling me up, making me feel alive again. It's felt like it's been too long since he took me like this. I know I'm hooked, and I crave it like air.

The smacks of flesh against flesh grew louder and more frantic, each smack and slap reverberating off the walls as his hips slammed into her, his balls swinging forward to tap against her ass with wet, fleshy impacts that added to the symphony of their fucking.

Amid the chaos, he leaned in closer, capturing her mouth in a deep, dominating kiss, feeding her his saliva.

His tongue plunging in, then pulling back to let a string of spit drip from his lips into hers, which she eagerly laps up with a submissive whimper.

"Swallow that,—just like you swallow every inch of me," he teased against her lips, his voice a harsh, teasing whisper that makes her moan louder.

Seraphine responded with a fervent kiss, sucking on his tongue greedily, her body pressing harder against his as she tasted him, her emotions overflowing in the moment.

But the relentless orgasms were taking their toll; her body was growing weak, her legs trembling violently as she struggled to keep her balance on that single foot, the other still held over his shoulder.

Her knees buckled slightly with each wave of pleasure, her arm around him the only thing holding her up as she teetered on the edge of collapsing. "Ohhh god, I... I can barely stand... your cock is making me so weak," she whispered between moans, her voice laced with vulnerability and exhaustion, her sensual curves quivering as another squirt escapes her, the mess pooling at their feet and making the shower floor even more slippery.

Alexander placed her leg down from his shoulder, his strong hands guiding it gently but firmly back to the wet tiles, allowing her to stand on both feet at last.

The sudden shift made Seraphine's body wobble, her thighs trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasms.

He pulled out of her slowly, inch by inch, his massively thick cock sliding free with a lewd, wet schlorp that echoed in the steamy bathroom, leaving her entrance gaping slightly and aching for more.

A gush of her own juices mixed with his pre-cum trickled down her inner thighs, adding to the mess on the floor. She let out a soft, disappointed whimper, "Ohhh, no... don't stop yet.....I need your cum," her voice husky and laced with need, as the emptiness inside her felt like a cruel tease, her dripping pussy clenching around nothing, still pulsing from the intense stretching he'd just given her.

With a rough grip on her hips, he turned her around swiftly, making her face the large, fogged-up mirror that dominated one wall of the luxurious bathroom.

The mirror reflected their drenched forms in all their intimate glory—the steam swirling around them, the water streaming down their bodies, and the opulent marble framing the erotic scene.

Seraphine's pale, thick figure stood out against the backdrop, her dark hair plastered to her face and neck, her full breasts heaving with every breath, and her swollen pussy still glistening from their earlier frenzy. "Look at yourself....who would believe this is the woman Billionaires would give anything for? Just a needy slut for my cock....." he growled into her ear, pressing his chest against her back to hold her in place.

Grabbing her arms, he pulled them back roughly, using them like reins to arch her body forward and expose her even more.

Her wrists locked in his iron grip, he yanked them backward, forcing her to bend at the waist, her tits swinging freely and her ass pushing out toward him.

The position made her feel utterly vulnerable and submissive, her emotions swirling with a heady mix of excitement and surrender.

"That's it, hold on tight," he grunted, his breath hot against her neck as he lined up his throbbing cock once more.

Then, with a powerful thrust, he slammed back into her, burying himself balls-deep in one fluid motion. The position allowed him to reach even deeper, the slap of his hips against her ass reverberating through the room as he drove straight into her womb, stretching her depths in a way that made her cry out in ecstatic pain.

He held eye contact through the mirror, his gaze fierce and domineering, staring into her wide, lust-filled eyes as he pounded into her relentlessly.

Each thrust went deep into her womb, his thick shaft rubbing against her most sensitive spots with brutal precision, the head of his cock pressing firmly against that innermost sacred spot, and sending shockwaves of pleasure through her.

"Watch yourself take it, my little cock-hungry whore," he growled, his voice rough, his free hand sliding up to squeeze her hip for leverage.

Seraphine's tits bounced wildly with every impact, the heavy, pale globes jiggling and slapping together in the mirror's reflection, her nipples hard and reddened from earlier pinches.

She couldn't tear her eyes away from her own image—her expression was pure slutty abandon, mouth agape in a constant moan, cheeks flushed, and eyes glazed with raw desire, making her look like the epitome of a woman lost to her cravings.

"Ohhh god, look at me... I'm such a fucking mess for you.....I'm nothing but your whore...." she panted, totally lost in the sexual submission, her voice breaking with emotion, the sight of her own debauchery boosting her arousal.

The two held eye contact through the mirror as he fucked her deep and hard, his hips slamming into her with a rhythmic thwack-thwack-thwack of flesh against flesh, each collision sending ripples through her thick, sensual curves.

Anyone seeing her would understand why so many desired her—thighs quivering, ass cheeks jiggling from the force, and her pussy making obscene squelching sounds as it gripped his cock.

"Please, fill me up........please, fill my womb...." she started begging, her words tumbling out in a desperate, breathless plea, "I need your cum inside me, hubby, please—give it to me, fill me to the brim!" Her emotions overflowed, a mix of submission and urgent instinctive hunger, as she watched herself unravel in the reflection, completely at his mercy.

She craved, no, she NEEDED his cum. She knew she couldn't get pregnant. Since their night together, she'd started taking birth control.

Not because she didn't want to get knocked up by him, but because she knew she couldn't, at least, not yet.

Not when his main official girlfriend was Jasmine. Getting pregnant before her would cause issues and sour all their relationships.

But that didn't lessen her desire for his cum. To be filled by the seed of such an amazing man. HER man. So she begged more and more. "Please...please give your slut her reward...."

At her words, he pushed into her with savage force, his hips slamming against her slick, swollen entrance as he drove his cock deep into her tight cunt.

His breaths came in ragged gasps, the pleasure building like a storm in his balls, making his muscles tense and his vision blur.

Grunting like a wild animal, he let out a deep, guttural curse as he buried himself balls deep inside her, his entire length vanishing into her dripping heat.

Allowing himself to cross that edge as he felt the first hot spurts of cum erupt from his throbbing tip. He slammed in harder, his hips bucking, each thrust accompanied by a rough grunt while she cried out, "Fill me up, oh God, I can feel it!" His hot seed sending her into another squirting orgasm of her own.

His cock pulsed violently, unloading thick ropes of hot, sticky cum directly into her womb, the pressure making her belly tighten as it flooded her depths.

The euphoria engulfed him, waves of intense pleasure radiating from his groin outward, his body shuddering as he emptied himself completely.

He groaned loudly, "There.....filled up....all mine," his voice hoarse and raw.

All while she whimpered to him, "So full, it's so thick!" The cum poured out in heavy, viscous streams, coating her insides and seeping into every crevice of her womb, the warmth spreading through her like liquid fire. The pleasure so intense, the only thing keeping her standing, was the grip of Alexander on her arms.

Part of her wondered just how strong his focus could be, remaining in control even in a situation like this.

The sound of deep, labored breathing echoed in the bathroom as the two of them caught their breath slowly. Turning Seraphine around, the movements caused his cock to slip out, this time, with an even louder and wetter popping sound.

Instantly, thick ropes of pearly white cum began to run down her thigh. A scene that he stared at for a moment, admiring his handiwork.

Holding her gaze, Alexander smiled at her. "I think......we need to get into the shower."

His words earned a giggle from him as she nodded, still in the afterglow of their intense session. Standing on her tiptoes, she stole a quick kiss before whispering. "Let me help you wash....."

The two finally focused on washing properly, but their method of washing each other took even longer, as their hands wandered all over the other's body, their fun lasting well into the late night.


Chapter 14: Meeting the mother and daughter.

Around midnight.

Presidential Suite, top floor, International M Hotel.

Alexander carried Seraphine out of the bathroom in his arms, both as naked as they had been when they had gone in.

They had just finished showering together—though bathing certainly wasn't all they'd done... Seraphine clung to Alexander, refusing to let go until he finally laid her down on the bed.

Her gaze filled with affection, her expression one of a woman thoroughly fucked and satisfied.

He pulled the covers over her.

Soon, Alexander settled in beside her.

Time to rest.

But before sleeping, he had one more call to make.

With one arm still wrapped around Seraphine, Alexander reached for his phone on the nightstand. As he scrolled through his contacts, Seraphine rolled onto her side, nestling against his shoulder while her fingers lightly traced his chest.

"Do you know who that Mr. Liam we met at the restaurant entrance was?" Seraphine asked softly, her voice laced with drowsy tenderness. Occasionally, she'd lean over and plant light kisses on his neck.

Now that they had both calmed their urges, they could discuss business again.

"Liam Adelle. He's with the Ariel family," Alexander murmured in response.

"If you knew, then aren't you worried...? If the Ariels find out about my collaboration with Eric Collins, couldn't it ruin everything?" she pressed.

"They won't discover the true nature of your partnership. At most, they'll uncover some minor investments meant to throw them off. Besides, it'll take months before anyone notices you're working with Eric on investments. Everything they'll find will appear as normal business dealings. Why fear discovery?"

Alexander turned to gaze at Seraphine's face mere inches away, smiling as he finished speaking. Leaning down, he planted a playful kiss on her lips.

"That's true in theory, but I just worry... Truthfully, I don't fully understand how intense the competition between the Ariel and Collin families has become..."

"I'm well aware of their situation... Don't worry, I'll handle any problems that arise." Alexander tilted his head to plant another kiss, this time directly on her lips. Pulling back with a gentle smile, "There's nothing to be concerned about."

A subtle shift crossed Seraphine's expression. She lifted her head to return the kiss before settling back against Alexander, tightening her embrace around his arm.

In Alexander's presence, Seraphine experienced something rare—the sensation of being truly protected by a man. The feeling of letting go and relying on someone......it was a vulnerable feeling, but one she found herself enjoying more and more. Craving it further.

Alexander returned his attention to the phone, dialing Jasmine's number from his recent contacts.

The call connected immediately.

"Finished your business?" Jasmine spoke first.

"Just about. Time to rest," Alexander replied with a smile before asking, "Still awake this late? Were you waiting for my call?"

Seraphine abruptly lifted her head to glance at the phone before settling back against Alexander's shoulder—close enough to hear both sides of the conversation clearly.

"Still at the office. Working late—not going home tonight," Jasmine answered.

"So much effort for the launch event?" Alexander inquired.

"Yes, it's getting closer. Absolutely swamped," Jasmine responded before her tone shifted. "Now, my dear Mr. Ciotta, since I'm working so hard, could you finally tell me... what exactly brought you to Boston?"

"Of course..." Alexander chuckled. He'd never intended to keep this from Jasmine—only to find the right moment to explain.

Over the next few minutes, Alexander outlined the situation.

There was nothing particularly secretive about it.

In essence, facilitating Seraphine's collaboration with Eric Collins to "hunt" the Suthreland family's peripheral assets.

The crucial aspect wasn't the hunting strategy, but rather how this unlikely partnership came about—naturally through the Grayson Yorke incident, which Alexander had previously discussed with Jasmine, so no need to revisit that detail.

Jasmine fell silent after listening. Alexander's explanation was too brief, as if he had handled it casually, leaving out many details.

However, Jasmine could imagine some of it because she knew Alexander best—she understood just how terrifying he could be!

Seraphine, who had been listening all along, couldn't hear anything anymore, so she lifted her head and leaned in closer, letting out a soft "Hmm" as she breathed.

Just the slightest sound.

But Jasmine could hear it, and she could immediately tell who was by Alexander's side at that moment.

"Sleeping with her really makes a difference, huh? Even making money, you do it by the billions for her," Jasmine spoke up, her tone dripping with annoyance.

"Wow, my dear Miss Doran, such strong jealousy doesn't suit you," Alexander replied with a laugh.

"I'm not jealous!" Jasmine emphasized. Knowing Seraphine was there, she held back some words she didn't want Seraphine to hear.

After a pause, she added, "Just keep provoking me, day after day. Wait till you return to New York… see how I'll take 'care' of you."

"Take care of me?" Alexander chuckled.

"Yes, I'll deal with you!" Jasmine shot back immediately.

"Alright… I'm almost looking forward to it," Alexander laughed again. His tone clearly implying different things.

"... Shameless!" Jasmine muttered, though it was unclear what she was thinking. Then she said, "Fine, get some rest."

"You too—" Alexander began.

"Oh!" Jasmine suddenly interrupted. "You made me so mad I almost forgot."

"What?" Alexander asked.

"James Sutherland called me today," Jasmine said.

"What did he want this time?" Alexander's tone was indifferent.

"He said…" Jasmine hesitated before continuing, "He's coming to New York to apologize to me in person!"

Alexander raised an eyebrow.

James Sutherland dares to come to New York?!

"Did James mention when he's coming to New York?" Alexander raised an eyebrow. 

"He didn't give a specific time." Jasmine paused, as if she wanted to say something more, but held back. After a moment, she added, "I told him not to come—that even if he did, I wouldn't meet him. But…” 

Alexander understood. Jasmine couldn't control James. If he wanted to come, he would. 

"I'll be back in New York in a couple of days," Alexander said after thinking for a moment.

"Mm… Alexander…” Jasmine called his name but fell silent again. 

"What is it?" he asked. 

"…Never mind. We'll talk when you're back in New York." 

She still didn't say it. Some things were meaningless to discuss over the phone. 

Alexander could easily guess what Jasmine wanted to say. She was worried that once James arrived in New York, Alexander might just...directly finish him off there!

Though Jasmine didn't believe Alexander was the type to act recklessly—his plans were methodical, and he had no reason to invite unnecessary trouble—if James provoked him in New York or said something offensive to his face… well, he'd be as good as dead!

Jasmine wanted to advise Alexander, to communicate with him more. 

But a phone call wasn't the right medium, nor would it be effective. 

They'd have to wait until Alexander returned to New York. 

After exchanging a few more words and bidding each other goodnight, they hung up. 

It was past midnight. Time to sleep. 

Alexander set his phone aside, slid down into the bed, and pulled Seraphine Arden into his arms. She nestled against him completely. 

Lights off. 

Both were tired from the trip and their dalliance.

In the darkness, Seraphine suddenly whispered in a soft, sweet voice, "When James goes to New York… what are you planning to do?" 

"… It'll be fun," Alexander replied after a pause, his tone laced with amusement. 



A new day:

July 17, 2024. 

At a little past seven in the morning, Alexander opened his eyes on time, gazing at the ceiling of the presidential suite's bedroom with a smile. 

Seraphine was still asleep. 

She had drunk quite a bit the night before. Though she'd taken sobering medicine and worked up a sweat, she had gone to bed a little later than usual.

The moment Alexander shifted to reach for his phone, she stirred—she had been holding him even in her sleep. 

Seraphine blinked awake, taking a slow moment to shake off her drowsiness. Then, seeing Alexander right beside her, she smiled tenderly and leaned in to kiss his chin…then his lips, slipping her tongue into his mouth...

Her hand reached under the blankets, grabbing at his pole that was already creating a tent in the sheets.

Grinning, holding eye contact, Alexander's hands reached under the sheets to grope at her curves. "Already needy first thing in the morning?"

He asked in a teasing tone, and Seraphine just grinned back, her gaze challenging. "What if I am? Can't handle me?"

She teased.......and soon found herself pinned under him, moaning his name as he reminded her just how much he can handle her…..

Past nine in the morning. 

Alexander and Seraphine finally got up, showered together (and of course, spent even longer there together), dressed, and stepped out of the room together.

By then, the female bodyguard, Saryn, was already pacing the hallway outside, along with two of Seraphine's male bodyguards.

They had never seen their boss being so late….. They’d also never seen her limping like that….. They could already imagine the cause behind those things, though.

"Make the arrangements…" Seraphine briefly outlined their itinerary to Saryn before heading to the hotel's third-floor restaurant with Alexander. 

Just breakfast together. 

A little after, Seraphine left with her entourage after the meal—heading straight back to New York! 

The convoy that had brought her would take her back. A three-to-four-hour drive on the highway, and she'd be home. 

Worth noting: before leaving, Seraphine had left a car for Alexander.

Because she knew Alexander had come to Boston by high-speed rail and didn't have a car here, which made things quite inconvenient, she left him a vehicle—a New York-licensed Mercedes-Benz S-Class sedan.

At the hotel entrance.

Alexander stood with his hands in his trouser pockets, watching Seraphine's motorcade depart.

Once the convoy turned the corner at the intersection, he withdrew his gaze. He glanced at the traffic flowing along the avenue.

After a thoughtful smile, he turned briskly toward the Mercedes S-Class Seraphine had left for him.

The keys were already in his hand.

He opened the door and got in.

Seated inside, Alexander took out his phone.

After scrolling briefly, he navigated to his chat with "Admire The Abyss."

From the moment he'd prompted Sophie Hale to proactively add him as a friend online and hire him as a tutor, up until now, Alexander had made a habit of exchanging messages with Sophie sporadically.

He'd promised her that when he came to Boston, they would definitely meet.

Now was the time.

Typing swiftly with one hand, Alexander sent: "Are you there? I arrived in Boston yesterday and happen to have time today."

Send.

Within half a minute.

Admire The Abyss: "Mr. Star, you're already here? Where are you? Let's pick a place to meet."

Starry (Alexander's username online): "In East District."

Admire The Abyss: "East District? What a coincidence! Bella and I live there too. Would... would it be convenient for you to come directly to our home? That way, you can meet my daughter right away."

Sorry: "Sure."

Sophie then provided her address and added, "Sorry for the trouble."

After a few more exchanges, the conversation ended.

Alexander started the car and hit the road!

About ten minutes later.

Century Garden Apartment Complex, near New Century Park, Eastport District, Boston.

By Boston's standards, this neighborhood wasn't considered high-end—just mid-range.

However, due to its prime location, property prices were exceptionally high, currently exceeding $16,000 per square meter.

That said, the complex was over a decade old. When it first launched, prices weren't nearly as steep as they are now. Sophie had bought early, spending far less at the time.

Alexander parked the car along the roadside outside the complex but didn't get out immediately. The community had strict security measures—residents needed keycards to enter, and guards kept watch.

He'd have to call Sophie to come out and meet him.

Alexander took out his phone and redialed Sophie's number.

The call went through... but after a long while, no one answered, and it eventually disconnected automatically.

Unfazed, Alexander redialed.

Still no answer.

Just as he was about to try a third time, from inside the car, he spotted a young girl emerging briskly from the complex's main gate. She wore an oversized hip-hop jacket, black jeans, and had her hair in a single ponytail.

Petite, slender, and fair-skinned, likely around fourteen or fifteen, probably in eighth or ninth grade.

She was wearing slippers, her eyes rimmed red, her expression a mix of anger and hurt, as if she'd just had an argument. She stormed down the sidewalk at a quick pace.

Watching from the car, Alexander smiled, then pocketed his phone.

This girl was none other than Isabelle Hale!

Isabelle exited the complex and headed west along the sidewalk. Alexander's car was parked roadside on that side. Unbuckling his seatbelt, he stepped out onto the sidewalk, positioning himself directly in Isabelle's path.

Alexander stood still, one hand in his pocket, and greeted with a direct smile, "Isabelle Hale?"

"Huh?" Isabelle, who had been stomping along angrily, looked up. Sniffling slightly, she asked, "Who are you? Do I know you?"

"You don't remember me?" Alexander asked with a grin.

"Huh?" Isabelle blinked in confusion again.

Since Alexander had a refined appearance and didn't seem like a bad person, Isabelle didn't feel wary of him. Instead, she stared at him curiously, trying hard to recall—who was this man? Had she met him before? Did she know him?

"I've even been to your place before. You and your mom live in Unit 3, Apartment 702, right?" Alexander added with another smile.

"You're…" Isabelle frowned, racking her brain.

Just then—

"Isabelle… Isabelle, don't run!" A woman's voice called out from the neighborhood gate, accompanied by hurried footsteps.

Isabelle whipped her head around, looking annoyed.

After a quick glance around, she darted to the roadside and crouched behind Alexander's Mercedes S-Class, hiding.

The moment she concealed herself—

A beautiful woman in her late twenties, wearing a long summer dress, rushed out of the neighborhood.

She had long, luscious locks of brown hair. The dress was casual and left no skin on display, yet it hugged her body as if it were a piece of art. Highlighting her curves, from her firm breasts that shook with each panicked step.

Her slender waist appeared willowy, as slim and flexible as a slithering snake. While her hips were wide, her thighs thick, and her ass full and firm in the way only a mother who had given birth could have.

She was in slippers, her face anxious as she scanned left and right, clearly searching for someone.

Alexander stood on the sidewalk, one hand still in his pocket, watching the woman with an amused expression.

This woman was Isabelle's mother, Sophie Hale.

Alexander glanced back at his car. From his angle, he could still see Isabelle, but Sophie's line of sight was blocked.

Noticing Alexander looking at her, Isabelle frantically waved her hands, then clasped them together pleadingly, silently begging him not to give her away.

Alexander smiled and turned back to Sophie. Suddenly, he raised a fist to his mouth and coughed lightly.

"Ahem!......"

Alexander's cough immediately put Isabelle on edge. She shot him a glare, her expression clearly warning him not to interfere.

At the gate, Sophie, who had been anxiously searching, uncaring for the ways her luscious curves moved, heard Alexander's soft cough.

She turned toward him—though she didn't recognize him—and quickly approached.

"Excuse me, have you seen a girl about this tall?" she asked, gesturing with her hand as she moved closer. "My daughter, fourteen years old—she must have just run out..."

Alexander smiled without answering and simply raised his hand, pointing directly behind the Mercedes.

He sold Isabelle out instantly.

Sophie turned to look, and Isabelle immediately ducked to the other side of the car.

"Isabelle! Hale! You dare run again?!" Sophie shouted, striding over.

Isabelle hunched down, circling the car to evade her mother. After a full loop, she tried to bolt, but Alexander had already positioned himself by the car.

He grabbed the oversized hood of Isabelle's jacket and lifted her up like a kitten.

Sophie, who had rounded the car, saw this and rushed back, seizing Isabelle's wrist.

"You little brat, playing hide-and-seek with me? I swear, you'll be the death of me..." Sophie fumed, her frustration boiling over.

Isabelle's eyes reddened again, but she didn't argue with her mother. Instead, she glared at Alexander, baffled by this stranger who clearly knew her yet had just sold her out.

"Thank you, thank you so much," Sophie said to Alexander repeatedly, her voice laced with desperation.

She had never fought so intensely with her daughter before, and this was the first time Isabelle had ever tried to run away from home.

"No need to thank me—just a small favor," Alexander replied, releasing Isabelle's hood and slipping one hand into his pocket with an easy smile. "Another argument about her art?"

"Yes—wait, what?" Sophie started to answer automatically before freezing in surprise.

She didn't recognize this young man, yet he seemed to know both of them—even about the art?

"Are you...?" she asked hesitantly, studying him.

He looked like a wealthy young heir—his designer suit and luxury watch were unmistakable at a glance.

She also noticed the Mercedes key in his left hand.

But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't place him.

"You've been sending me sketches of Isabelle over the past few days, along with her self-portraits and the drawings she made of you," Alexander said with a knowing smile, as if prompting her memory.

Sophie blinked, then realization dawned.

"You—you're Starry...?" she gasped, both shocked and thrilled, though she hesitated—he looked far too young.

"Isabelle's work is excellent. I recognized you both immediately," Alexander added warmly.

"Professor Starry, it really is you! You're so young!"

"Let's make it official—Alexander Ciotta. Just call me Alexander."

"Professor Ciotta, hello! I'm Sophie Hale, and this is my daughter, Isabelle Hale..."

They shook hands, formally introducing themselves.

Sophie was overjoyed. She tugged at her daughter's sleeve and said, "Isabelle, this is the art teacher I told you about. Say hello..."

Isabelle stayed silent, standing there stubbornly like a petulant child. Her red-rimmed eyes fixed on Alexander with a glare that could kill.

She was even angrier now.

Furious, in fact!

The sudden heated argument between her and her mother was sparked by Alexander.

Just over ten minutes ago, after Alexander had called Sophie, she immediately began preparing. Since it was the teacher's first visit, there was no guarantee he would even agree to teach.

Naturally, she wanted her daughter to make a good impression.

Not only did she make Isabelle dig out all her past sketches, turning the house upside down, but she also warned her daughter not to anger the teacher again—or else.

She even said a few harsh words.

But Isabelle had long lost interest in learning to draw. In her rebellious phase, she argued back with her mother. Before long, the two were shouting at each other.

And so, the scene Alexander witnessed upon arriving at the neighborhood entrance unfolded...

Because of this, Sophie had hurried after her daughter, who stormed out and slammed the door—leaving her phone behind at home. That's why when Alexander called, no one answered.

Isabelle glared at Alexander.

Her impression of him was already terrible, and now it was even worse! Her little mind was already scheming—how could she drive this annoying teacher away? No! She wanted to teach him a lesson first, then kick him out!

"This child..." Sophie murmured, seeing Isabelle's silent defiance, but she couldn't scold her further, especially not out on the street.

"Mr. Ciotta—I mean, Alexander, shall we go upstairs to talk? I... well, I'm sorry you had to see this," Sophie said with a sigh.

"Sure," Alexander nodded.

A few minutes later.

Century Garden Apartment Complex, Unit 3, Apartment 702,

The place was large, spacious, a 120-square-meter, three-bedroom, two-living-room layout, fully renovated.

Though it lacked the polished, "showroom" feel of luxury homes, it was warm and full of life. Despite its size, only Sophie and Isabelle lived here.

As Alexander stepped inside, he glanced around.

He didn't need to look to know the layout—he had been here many times in the time-loop. Two of the three rooms were bedrooms, and the third... was Isabelle's art studio.

"Alexander, here are some inside shoes..." Sophie handed him a pair of slippers.

Isabelle, who had been dragged back home, immediately shook off her mother's grip and stormed into her room, slamming the door behind her.

The loud bang echoed through the apartment.

"This child..." Sophie muttered again with another sigh, but she didn't go after her daughter to scold her.

With Alexander present, another shouting match would ruin any chance of hiring him as a tutor.

"Alexander, please have a seat..." Sophie politely gestured.

For the next hour or so, Sophie kept busy—serving Alexander coffee, offering him fruit, and praising her daughter while showing him stacks of Isabelle's old drawings.

Sophie was exceptionally warm and courteous because she believed Alexander was either a well-mannered, wealthy heir or a prodigy painter.

Otherwise, how could he appear so well-off?

It was also very possible he was both.

She had no doubts about Alexander's artistic skills.

In her eyes, like those renowned master painters, Alexander wasn't someone who needed money. Whether he'd agree to teach would depend entirely on the student's potential—not the paycheck.

"Mr. Alexander, look... this was drawn by Isabelle when she was five in kindergarten. She hadn't learned anything back then, but she still drew better than the other kids. Even the teachers praised her..." Sophie handed Alexander another drawing on slightly yellowed paper.

It wasn't a sketch but a watercolor painting, naturally full of childlike charm.

Alexander took it and examined it with a smile. "She truly has talent. The painting is very imaginative..."

Sophie had shown Alexander almost everything worth seeing.

After glancing at the wall clock, Sophie stood up and said, "Mr. Ciotta, if you're free, why not stay for lunch? I'll start cooking now. We can continue our conversation after the meal. What do you think..."

"Alright," Alexander nodded.

Sophie immediately brightened up and gestured, "Then please make yourself comfortable, Mr. Alexander. Feel free to look around... The studio is right over there... I'll go prepare lunch now..."

With that, Sophie headed to the kitchen.


Chapter 15: Framing attempt.

Alexander stood up, took out his phone to check something briefly before putting it away, then walked toward the studio.

The room wasn't particularly large, but as a studio, it was decently sized—slightly messy with chairs, easels, and drawing boards. A box on the table contained a pile of pencils.

Alexander casually looked around the studio.

Meanwhile, the bedroom door next door opened slightly.

Isabelle peeked out to survey the living room before fully stepping out. Hearing sounds from the kitchen, she quickly spotted Alexander in the studio with his back to the door.

She entered the studio and immediately closed the door behind her.

Leaning against the door, she seemed intent on blocking Alexander's exit.

Alexander turned and glanced at Isabelle.

"Ow! Why did you hit me?! Don't hit me!" Isabelle's voice instantly took on a tone of fear and grievance.

Alexander simply turned to look at Isabelle, but didn't lift a hand. In fact, his face still wore his usual natural smile. 

"I was wrong, teacher, don't hit me… Ow… It hurts… Stop pinching me…" Isabelle spoke in a trembling, fearful tone, as if genuinely terrified. 

"Teacher, stop… Don’t hit my face… Please....My hair… It hurts…" 

"You… You pervert, hitting a little girl like this… You hit me… I'm telling my mom…" 

Isabelle immediately "got into character," acting as if she were really being battered—first with pain and fear, her voice quivering, then escalating into terrified sobs. 

She even provided her own sound effects, clapping her hands with a sharp "smack!" as if Alexander had slapped her. 

By the time she finished speaking, her wide, frightened eyes had already begun shedding tears, drop by drop. 

Her acting could be called highly professional! 

In truth, from another perspective, Isabelle's performance was quite rough. She had no formal training, so that was to be expected. But… her ability to cry on command? That was pure talent. 

Not acting talent, but a physical talent. 

Some people could cry instantly, with no training required, while others could never master it, no matter how hard they tried. 

No buildup, no wasted words. 

The moment Isabelle entered the studio and closed the door, she launched straight into her act—which was precisely what made it so unsettling.

If this had happened to someone else—say, a renowned middle-aged painter or a visiting instructor from Boston Art Academy—they would have been terrified. 

Because they'd think that this kid is too convincing! 

And they'd panic! 

A little girl's accusations, as long as she didn't slip up, were usually taken at face value. From a legal standpoint, such testimony could be devastating. 

And for a tutor—especially an older, well-established one with a reputation to uphold—being accused of hitting a young girl was an existential threat. 

Even if the girl suffered no real harm, the tutor's reputation would be ruined. 

It was a nightmare scenario! 

Especially in the court of public opinion. If word got out, the consequences could be catastrophic. In the age of the internet, viral outrage was terrifying. 

Isabelle had used this exact method to drive away her last tutor. 

And it worked.

No one wanted to deal with that kind of trouble. 

But Alexander remained completely calm. As Isabelle blocked the door and performed her act, he simply watched her with that same smile, utterly unfazed by her words. 

Notably, Sophie didn't come running at the sound of Isabelle's cries. She couldn't hear what was happening in the studio—not because the room was soundproof, but because Isabelle wasn't actually raising her voice. 

Why would Alexander suddenly, inexplicably hit her? 

Isabelle wasn't stupid. She knew her mother would see through anything too illogical. 

But she still launched straight into her act. 

Because this performance wasn't for Sophie—it was for Alexander. 

She was trying to scare him off, just as she had with her previous art tutor. And it wasn't just fear that drove them away—it was sheer frustration. Because this kid? She was infuriating. 

Using false accusations and intimidation to chase people off!

"Teacher, I was wrong, please don't hit me anymore, don't hit me... I was wrong... Sob... I was wrong... I won't tell my mom... I won't say anything... Please don't hit me..."

It was truly pitiful!

Isabelle's acting was compelling! Especially those tears—they kept falling uncontrollably, drop by drop.

Anyone who saw her would feel heartbroken and furious at the tutor who was supposedly beating her! How inhuman to hit such a little girl!

Alexander remained calm as he watched her, maintaining his smile.

Isabelle's one-woman show was starting to falter because Alexander wasn't reacting. She felt like an idiot—wasn't this supposed to scare him?

The art studio suddenly fell silent.

Isabelle had stopped crying. Her face was streaked with tears, but her eyes showed no fear—instead, they burned with anger and defiance.

"Aren't you scared?" Isabelle asked Alexander.

"Why should I be scared?" Alexander chuckled. "You're really quirky."

"Don't you believe I'll call my mom right now? Let's see how you—" Isabelle resorted to direct threats.

"I never hit you. This is all your own skit. If your mother comes, do you really think she'd believe I beat you? Why would I randomly hit you for no reason?" Alexander spoke in a tone that suggested he found Isabelle utterly ridiculous.

"Because... because I disrespected you, and you flew into a rage..." Isabelle had already prepared her excuse.

"Nice excuse... But you don't even have any injuries. Isn't this too fake?" Alexander laughed again. "Where did I hit you? Do you think crying alone will convince anyone?"

This was indeed a flaw.

The previous tutors Isabelle had scared off were also aware of this flaw, but they chose not to deal with the trouble and left in anger.

After all, if a child could frame and intimidate people like this, what other chaos might she cause in the future?

So before this, Isabelle only needed to finish her act to drive the tutors away.

It had never reached this point.

"You—" Isabelle grew even angrier. She suddenly raised her hand and slapped herself on the side of her chin—the crisp sound ringing out.

She didn't dare hit herself too hard, but in her childish fury, she still left a faint red mark.

It would probably fade naturally in about half an hour.

"Wow! So severe—hitting yourself?" Alexander exaggerated his tone, teasing her.

"I don't care! Just wait, you're done for!" Isabelle snapped fiercely.

"Do you really think your mother would believe you framing me like this?" Alexander deliberately provoked her.

"Of course she'd believe me! Why would she trust an outsider like you?" Isabelle retorted. As if that wasn't enough, she rolled up her sleeve and pinched her own arm.

"Pinching yourself now? You're truly a talent," Alexander laughed again.

Isabelle pinched her arm until it turned red, ignoring whatever Alexander said. Then she grabbed her oversized sleeve with one hand and yanked with the other—

Rip!

She tore the sleeve slightly along the seam, causing minor damage.

"Tearing your own clothes? Quite strong, aren't you?" Alexander continued mocking her.

"You're really not scared? Then I'll scream!" Isabelle turned her head, ready to shout.

"Wait!" Alexander suddenly called out.

Isabelle immediately turned back, her expression instantly shifting to smugness. The little girl wore her emotions plainly on her face. "Finally scared, huh?" she said.

"Can you tell me why you're framing me by hitting yourself and tearing your own sleeve?" Alexander asked in a tone of genuine confusion.

"Just leave!" Isabelle said directly. "If you go away and stop being my tutor, I won't frame you anymore. I don't want to learn painting, and I definitely don't want summer classes. If you leave... we can pretend none of this ever happened. How about that?"

Isabelle finished with a triumphant look at Alexander, convinced she had him cornered.

She'd even decided that if this Mr. Ciotta would cooperate quietly, she might let him off without further punishment—it wasn't worth the effort.

"Not happening," Alexander replied with that same calm smile. "I don't respond to threats."

"You—" Isabelle's composure shattered instantly. "Just you wait!" she hissed before shouting, "Mom—!"

"What is it, Isa?" Sophie Hale's voice called back from the kitchen.

Isabelle stayed silent, knowing her mother would come investigate when she didn't respond.

Sure enough, footsteps echoed through the living room toward the art studio.

"Isabelle? What are you shouting about?" Sophie's voice grew nearer.

Still silent, Isabelle shot Alexander a "you're dead" glare—only for her expression to transform into wide-eyed panic as she saw him casually pull out his phone.

With a faint smile, Alexander tilted the screen toward her, giving it a little wave. The display showed: [Recording... 6:39... 40... 41...]

The timer kept climbing—With this duration, he'd recorded their entire conversation!

I'm fucked! 

Isabelle realized she was doomed. She had called her mother over, but if her mother saw the marks on her face and the torn sleeve of her clothes, even if she didn't try to frame Alexander, Sophie would definitely ask about it! 

There was no way she could explain it! No matter what, as long as Alexander played the recording, she would be finished! 

In the living room. 

"Isabelle? What did you call me for?" 

Sophie called her daughter's name as she walked over... Isabelle's bedroom door was right next to the art studio's, so she wasn't entirely sure where her daughter had called from. 

She first glanced into the open bedroom door, then moved to open the art studio door. 

"Mom, I want ribs for lunch," Isabelle's voice suddenly came from inside the art studio. 

Sophie immediately stopped in her tracks. 

"Alright, alright, ribs it is. Just wait and eat, you little glutton." 

Inside the art studio. 

Hearing her mother's agreement and the sound of her retreating footsteps, Isabelle let out a deep sigh of relief.

That was close!

She patted her chest, listened for any more movement outside, then turned around and cracked the art studio door open slightly. 

Peeking through the gap, Isabelle watched as her mother returned to the kitchen before finally relaxing completely. 

Snap! 

The door shut firmly again, and Isabelle turned back to glare at Alexander, pouting and narrowing her eyes at him, her little face full of the expression one would give a super villain. 

Alexander smiled and waved his phone at Isabelle again, then deliberately pressed stop on the recording and saved it right in front of her. 

"Despicable!" Isabelle said sharply, narrowing her eyes. 

"Despicable?" Alexander chuckled in response. "You tried to frame me and threatened me—isn't THAT despicable?" 

"I... You..." Isabelle flustered at his provoking tone, pausing before asking, "How... how did you know I was going to...? And why did you prepare a recording in advance?" 

This was what confused her. 

After all, she was still just a girl. Fourteen wasn't exactly young, but she had no real experience with the world, and she had always been too sheltered to understand how treacherous people can be.

If this had been an experienced, intelligent adult woman, she would have immediately questioned why Alexander had prepared in advance, expanding her suspicions to wonder if there was something wrong with him. 

"Maybe I can see the future. How about that?" Alexander replied with a laugh. 

"Liar! As if anyone would believe that!" Isabelle, of course, didn't buy it. 

"Tch. With a troublemaker like you, how could I not be prepared?" Alexander grinned again. "You're still thinking about how to get back at me, aren't you? I can tell—your eyes give you away." 

His explanation was at least somewhat reasonable, though it didn't really matter whether he explained or not. He already had leverage over Isabelle—he was just teasing her now. 

Of course, Alexander was lying. 

He hadn't predicted the future or read her expressions—he simply knew Isabelle. 

More importantly, in the time loop of ten thousand years, this exact situation had happened before! 

It was on a certain July 7th when Alexander had first met Sophie and visited her home to assess her child as a potential tutor. Back then, Isabelle had also tried to frame and threaten him. 

So, Alexander knew exactly how Isabelle would treat her tutors. 

"You're the troublemaker..." Isabelle shot back, clearly annoyed.

"Oh ho? Still acting tough, little girl?" Alexander raised an eyebrow, taking a step closer to her. "Do you even realize the situation you're about to be in?"

"Let me make this clear—I will be your tutor, no matter what."

"No amount of tantrums will change that. And if you dare make trouble for me, I won't go easy on you. I'll hit you without worrying about you tattling to your mother!"

"Once she hears this recording, any injuries on you won't be blamed on me. In fact, she'll scold you instead!"

"She'll be so disappointed to learn her daughter is the kind of bad child who frames innocent people. She'll probably ask me to discipline you even harsher!"

Isabelle's face paled at his words.

When dealing with a girl her age, Alexander chose to be direct rather than beat around the bush. With her limited experience, she might not fully grasp the severity otherwise.

Perhaps even exaggerating a bit to scare her!

Now Isabelle understood.

Her life seemed... utterly ruined!

She'd encountered a demonic tutor who held evidence that could not only paint her as a troublemaker but also ensure any punishment he doled out would go unquestioned!

Just as Alexander said, he could hit her however he pleased from now on.

Punish as he wished.

Scold as he liked!

Slack off in art lessons? He'd strike her without consequence!

No one would believe Alexander was the perpetrator. That recording would prove it was all Isabelle's own doing!

Moreover! Isabelle lost any chance of framing Alexander through other means.

Useless—the recording would expose every attempt as her own schemes to drive the tutor away!

"...If you dare disobey, talk back, or neglect your studies from now on, just see what I'll do to you. Don't think being a girl will spare you..."

Thud!

As he spoke, Alexander slammed a hand against the door.

Pressed against it from his overwhelming proximity, Isabelle shrank back, too terrified to meet his gaze!

"Apologize. I don't appreciate being cursed at or threatened." Alexander tilted his head, smiling at Isabelle.

To her, it was the grin of a devil.

"S-sorry," Isabelle whispered.

"Good, that's more like it." Alexander chuckled, withdrawing his hand to slip it into his pocket as he stepped back. He turned to examine the unfinished painting on the easel—something he'd been observing earlier.

With Isabelle now subdued, he seemed to drop the matter entirely.

Leaning against the door to steady herself, Isabelle shot a furious glare at Alexander's retreating back before an idea struck her. Pressing her lips together, she approached.

She tugged at Alexander's sleeve.

Feeling the pull, Alexander turned.

"Teacher... I was wrong... I'm really sorry... Could you delete the recording?" Isabelle pleaded pitifully, eyes reddening with practiced, doll-like innocence.

"That depends on your behavior." Alexander smiled.

"Teacher... please..." she coaxed.

"Enough!" Alexander snapped.

Isabelle didn't dare to make a scene anymore, but she didn't give up. Instead, she took a step back and tugged at Alexander's sleeve, speaking pitifully in a small voice, "Then… teacher, please don't hit me, okay? I'm not a bad kid… I'm really not… How could you bear to hit a girl…"

Of course, Isabelle wasn't a bad kid.

If she were, she would have directly framed someone and called for help instead of resorting to "scare tactics."

She just wanted to frighten away the tutor who was supposed to teach her.

"If you behave, don't upset your mother, and study painting properly, why would I hit you?" Alexander smiled at Isabelle. "Wouldn't it be better for everyone if you just listened?"

"Mm-hmm, I'll behave." Isabelle nodded like a chick pecking at rice. She let go of Alexander's sleeve and said, "Then, teacher… I'll go back to my room first to change my jacket. Mom can't see it's torn…"

She was cautious and pitiful.

"Alright, go ahead." Alexander nodded with a smile.

Isabelle left the studio.

Before stepping out, she peeked through the door to make sure her mom wasn't in the living room, then quickly slipped out and dashed back to her room, closing the door behind her.

Her bedroom was very girly, filled with stuffed animals everywhere.

But after shutting the door, Isabelle didn't change her clothes. Instead, she hurried to the cabinet, grabbed her phone, and glanced back at the door while scrolling through her contacts, as if afraid someone might barge in suddenly.

Finally, she dialed a number.

The call connected almost immediately.

"Hey! Sis Shani, someone bullied me…" Isabelle's voice was full of grievance the moment she spoke.

"Huh? Who? Who fucking dares to bully our little Bella?! What the hell!" The voice on the other end exploded—it was a girl who sounded like a tough delinquent.

"It's an adult… Sis Shani, can you talk to Brother Danni about it…"

"Damn it! Who is it?! Has he got a death wish?! Isa, don't be scared, I'll freaking gather a hundred people to beat him to death…"

"What... what do you mean beat him to death... Sis Shanshan, don't be so impulsive..." Isabelle was actually a little scared upon hearing this. At fourteen, with a decent upbringing, such talk naturally frightened her. 

"Someone actually dares to bully you? Should we keep him around for the New Year instead?" The voice on the phone remained furious, though it was mostly just angry, tough talk. 

"It doesn't have to go that far..." Isabelle said. 

"Isa, why are you scared now? Who is it? Tell me!" 

"It's the tutor Mom hired for me..." 

"A... a tutor?" The tone on the other end immediately softened, even letting out a chuckle. "Pfft! I thought it was something serious. A teacher? If your mom hired them, who are we to interfere? Weren't you able to handle the last one yourself? Like that time with..." 

"This one's different. He's really awful. He even recorded our conversation... So I..." 

Isabelle briefly explained the situation. She didn't hide how she'd gotten rid of the tutor from her friends—there was nothing she couldn't say. 

"...Right now, I don't even dare let Mom know. I don't want to learn painting, but he said if I don't take it seriously, he'll hit me..." 

"This old guy's got some nerve, playing dirty like that," Shani remarked first. 

"He's not old, just in his twenties," Isabelle clarified. 

"Twenties? A guy?" 

"Yeah." 

"Ha! I thought your mom had dug up some old fart art professor from some school again. A young guy? A college student? Studying art? Just graduated?" 

"I... don't know. He didn't say. But he seems pretty rich—drives a Mercedes." 

"A Mercedes means jack! He's still tutoring for a living! Danni drives a Ferrari! If he's young, that makes it easier. No matter how tough he acts, he's nothing! Isa, just tell me how you want to handle this. How dare he bully you? I'll get someone to smash his car right now..." 

"No! That's not necessary... Mom would find out..." 

"Right, we can't let Auntie know... So what do you want to do then?" 

"Just... first, get the recording back, make him apologize to me, and then... and then..." Isabelle stumbled over her words, unable to think of anything on the spot. Anything too extreme was out of the question—it wasn't worth it—but anything too mild wouldn't satisfy her anger! 

"Alright, alright, I get it. Leave it to me—I'll scare the hell out of him," Shani said. 

The two talked a bit more. 

In the end, they agreed that Isabelle would lead Alexander out to a more convenient location. 

About ten minutes later. 

Isabelle emerged from her bedroom. She had changed into another oversized, hip-hop-style jacket. The red mark near her chin hadn't faded yet, so she moved carefully, quickly slipping into the art studio as soon as she left her room. 

"Teacher, I did well, right..." Isabelle was genuinely acting obedient now. Seeing Alexander flipping through her sketch drafts, she approached and sweetly called him "teacher," putting on an exceptionally well-behaved act. 

"Hmm, not bad. For your age, you're quite skilled." Alexander turned to smile at Isabelle, then gestured. "Sit." 

Isabelle sat down on the chair in front of the easel. 

Alexander picked up a pencil and gestured toward the unfinished sketch on the easel. 

"The strokes here should be done like this..." 

An hour later. 

It was already past eleven in the morning.

Sophie, still busy in the kitchen wearing an apron, was particularly eager for Alexander to teach her daughter. She was so earnest and urgent about it that for this first lunch she was hosting for him, she couldn't settle for just preparing a few dishes. 

She was making eight courses! 

Just prepping all the ingredients—washing and chopping them—had already taken half an hour. 

By now, several of the stewed dishes that had been started earlier were nearly done. Only the cold salads and two stir-fries remained, which were quick and easy, so she left them for last. 

Sophie finished tossing another cold dish. 

Then she carried the bowls and silverware to the dining room to set the table first. 

Seeing no one in the living room but faint sounds coming from the art studio, where the door was slightly ajar, she walked over. She pushed it open, about to say something—only to freeze in surprise, then… delight! 

Because there, she saw her daughter sitting obediently on a chair, while Alexander stood slightly behind her, holding a pencil to demonstrate as he taught her sketching techniques. 

And Isabelle—astonishingly—was listening with rapt attention, looking especially docile and well-behaved. 

It instantly reminded Sophie of how her daughter used to be years ago, just as obedient back then. 

Truthfully, Sophie was a little shocked. 

So many esteemed professors and elderly teachers had failed to teach her daughter, unable to manage her at all. When Alexander first arrived, Isabelle had reacted strongly, even slamming doors. So… what had changed? 

Now she was completely subdued by Alexander?

Or had he reignited Isabelle's interest in painting? 

Sophie was genuinely overjoyed! 

"Mom…" Isabelle seemed to notice her, glancing toward the door. 

Alexander looked over as well. 

"Oh—um, Mr. Ciotta, you've worked so hard… Isabelle, study well, don't let your teacher down… Lunch is almost ready. Mr. Alexander, you don't have to rush teaching her—you must be tired… Why not rest in the living room for a bit…" Sophie's words came out slightly disjointed. 

She was just too happy! 

"Mom, I'm learning from the teacher. Can you not interrupt?" Isabelle spoke up, pouting in feigned annoyance. 

She was putting on quite the act—for Alexander's benefit. 

"You little… Alright, I'll go cook. Thank you again…" Sophie chuckled fondly at her daughter before addressing Alexander, then gently closed the door. 

Isabelle shot another glance at Alexander and asked bluntly, "Teacher, am I being obedient?" 

"Mhm." Alexander smiled faintly and nodded, then gestured toward the sketchpad. "Focus. Let's continue…" 

Isabelle giggled before "earnestly" resuming her lesson. 

Over ten minutes later. 

The meal was served. 

Sophie called Alexander and Isabelle to wash up and eat. 

During lunch, Sophie couldn't have been happier—because her daughter had truly changed.

Isabelle even took the initiative to ask Alexander about painting techniques at the table, treating him with great respect and sweet-talking him endlessly. 

No one else could teach her daughter, yet Alexander could. 

Sophie's desire to formally hire him as a tutor grew even stronger! 

Her own life had long been bleak and devoid of any light. She knew all that awaited her was a lonely life. A bleak future with no one by her side.

So she had pinned all her hopes on her daughter, wishing for Isabelle to improve, to excel, to achieve greatness someday. 

But with Isabelle's defiance, that hope had nearly faded. 

Yet now, with Alexander's arrival, hope had returned! 

After the meal…

Sophie continued chatting with Alexander about the tutoring matter.

He mentioned he would teach a bit more and observe, saying Isabelle showed great potential. He also said he had time that afternoon to give her another assessment.

Naturally, Sophie was more than willing to agree.

After their discussion, Alexander stayed behind, chatting casually with Sophie for a while and taking a short break before heading back to the studio to continue teaching Isabelle how to paint.

Time passed unnoticed.

By 3:30 in the afternoon, Isabelle had successfully passed Alexander's assessment and returned to her room. Meanwhile, Alexander remained in the living room, engaging in another conversation with Sophie...

As they talked, Isabelle suddenly reappeared from her room.

She was holding a skateboard in one hand, with a backpack slung over her shoulder containing protective gear.

"Mom, can I go out and play for a bit?" Isabelle asked her mother.

"Hmm..." Sophie glanced at her daughter, thought for a moment, then smiled. "Go ahead, but don't stay out too late. Come back early." Her mood had genuinely improved—seeing her daughter study diligently and now wanting to relax, she had no reason to stop her.

After speaking to Isabelle, Sophie turned to Alexander and explained, "Isabelle has recently taken up skateboarding. She goes to the nearby park with a group of kids around her age."

"Taking breaks and making friends is always good," Alexander replied with a smile.

"Teacher, do you have time?" Isabelle suddenly chimed in, addressing Alexander with a sweet tone. "Would you like to come with me and check it out? It's really close, just at the park. I'm not just good at painting, you know~"

She was trying to invite Alexander along!

To take him to the park!

Hearing her daughter's invitation to Alexander, Sophie pursed her lips in a smile and glanced at his reaction.

She genuinely hoped her daughter would grow closer to her Teacher, while also feeling a sense of pride in her girl's many talents. 

"Skateboarding?" Alexander repeated with a smile, then checked his watch as if confirming whether he had time. 

"Teacher, come on, come on..." Isabelle, afraid he might refuse, tugged at Alexander's arm. "Let's go, Teacher! It's really close, and I'm super good at it..." 

The little girl's pulling had a playful, coaxing tone to it. 

"Isa, what are you doing? Mind your manners," Sophie chided her daughter—not out of anger, but concern that Alexander might take offense. 

"Mom, what did I even do? You're always scolding me," Isabelle pouted at her mother, but released Alexander, renewing her invitation. "Teacher, will you come? It's really close. Just watch me—I'm amazing at it..." 

"Alright, let's go take a look," Alexander agreed, feigning helplessness. 

In truth, he wasn't reluctant at all. The moment Isabelle acted this way, he knew something was up.

He understood her personality all too well—after provoking her earlier and holding leverage over her, there was no way she'd suddenly become obedient. 

He was also fully aware of the kind of friends Isabelle had and who they were. 

"Mr. Ciotta, if you have other matters to attend to, please don't let Bella bother you..." Sophie interjected. 

"It's no trouble," Alexander reassured her with a smile before standing up. 

Seeing that Alexander was willing to accompany Isabelle, Sophie felt pleased. She hoped her daughter could build a better relationship with her Teacher so he'd be more inclined to teach her. 

And so, they set off. 


Chapter 16: Prank at the park.

Alexander followed Isabelle, who carried her backpack and skateboard, out the door. Sophie saw them off at the entrance before finally stepping back inside. 

As they rode the elevator down, Isabelle tilted her head up to ask, "Mr. Ciotta, have you ever skateboarded before?" 

At just over five feet tall, she was a full head shorter. 

"I have," Alexander replied, smiling down at her. 

He had indeed, all during his Endless Sundays of the time loop. Skateboarding, as the progenitor of extreme sports, was something he had thoroughly explored and mastered. 

"Really? You have?" Isabelle pressed, surprised despite having asked the question herself. 

She had only brought it up casually to keep the conversation going and lower Alexander's guard. 

"Why would I lie?" Alexander chuckled. 

"Then... are you any good at it?" 

"Passable." 

Chatting, they exited the building and soon left the residential complex. 

"It's right over there," Isabelle pointed, and the two headed east along the sidewalk. 

True to her word, it was very close—just a little over a hundred meters away, at a large T-intersection, lay the New Century Park in EastPort District. 

They crossed the street and entered the park through the West Gate 2. 

Isabelle then led Alexander along a shortcut through the park's winding paths. 

A few minutes later, they arrived at a specially designated area on the southern side of the park—the extreme sports zone. 

Given the park's massive size, it was divided into multiple sections: a grand plaza, fountain and floral displays, basketball and badminton courts, an artificial lake, small bridges, and public fitness areas, among others.

Before 4 PM.

The New Century Park had a decent number of visitors overall, but the extreme sports area was sparsely populated since only a minority engaged in such activities.

The vast space featured various ramps, stairs, rails, and half-pipes on one side, while the other side had a small plaza.

When Alexander and Isabelle arrived, only about a dozen people were practicing there. The crowd would likely grow later in the day since the summer heat made daytime too scorching—early evening would bring cooler temperatures.

"Isabelle's here!"

"Isabelle!"

As soon as Isabelle appeared, several teenagers—mostly boys and girls around their mid-teens, the oldest no more than sixteen or seventeen—greeted her warmly, clearly familiar with her.

She waved back.

"Teacher, take a look around first. I'm going to put on my gear over there," Isabelle said to Alexander before heading briskly toward the staircase by the plaza.

She sat on the steps to strap on her protective equipment.

"Isabelle, is that him? He's kinda handsome," remarked a sixteen- or seventeen-year-old girl with bleached blonde hair and makeup, rolling up on her skateboard before plopping down beside Isabelle.

She tilted her head, whispering while eyeing Alexander.

Alexander had noticed her the moment he arrived.

He knew exactly who she was.

Shani, seventeen, a high school sophomore at Boston University Affiliated High School—the undisputed "queen bee" of the school. Pretty, average academically, and a rich kid.

Isabelle currently attended the middle school division of the same institution.

The entire school knew Shani was "her big sister," though they weren't related by blood. Isabelle was under Shani's protection, and no one dared mess with her.

Shani's influence stemmed largely from her boyfriend. Though he'd just graduated from high school and was about to start college, "Big Danni" was a name known not just across schools but even in certain social circles.

"Yeah, that's him…" Isabelle murmured before asking, "ShanShan, is Danni coming?"

"Of course. When I told him someone dared to bully you, he got pissed," Shanshan replied quietly. "He's bringing some guys over soon—just wait a bit."

The two exchanged more whispers.

Once geared up, Isabelle skated over to Alexander and grinned. "Teacher, wanna give it a try?" She nudged the skateboard toward his feet.

Alexander shook his head.

"I thought you said you could skate. Was that just boasting?" Isabelle teased.

"These pants aren't exactly convenient," he replied with a smile. "You go ahead. I'll watch."

"Alright then…" She didn't press further and skated off.

For the next ten minutes, Isabelle stuck to basic tricks in the plaza, occasionally gliding past Alexander to show off simple moves—partly to keep him from leaving abruptly.

She was stalling for time.

Soon, dusk approached past four o'clock.

VROOM— 

The roar of an engine suddenly tore through the park, startlingly close.

Alexander turned his head and saw a red Ferrari driving along the sidewalk from the grove, heading straight onto the small square. 

Not just one car, but over a dozen. 

Leading the pack was a red LaFerrari hypercar, followed by an entire convoy of sports cars—Ferraris, Lamborghinis, McLarens, Porsches, Audi R8s… all high-end supercars! Even the cheapest-looking one had to cost at least half a million. 

It had all the vibes of a rich kids' supercar meetup. 

The dozen or so sports cars spread out across half the square, some even doing burnouts and leaving trails of smoke in their wake… it was downright arrogant! 

And once the cars came to a stop, people began emerging from all directions—along the edges of the grove, from small pathways, even from the sidewalk the cars had just driven down. 

A lot of people! 

All of them young, many looking like high schoolers, but plenty also giving off that street punk vibe—some with dyed hair in all colors, white, blue, and purple, sporting earrings and tattoos. 

A quick glance suggested there might be over a hundred of them! 

And many in the crowd were carrying baseball bats. 

From the sports cars, more people stepped out—both guys and girls, all around eighteen to early twenties. 

The one who got out of the red Ferrari was a tall, lanky young man with an earring. He wasn't handsome, but he carried himself with the unmistakable air of a spoiled rich kid. 

Shani rolled up on her skateboard, stopping right by the red Ferrari, then leaned in to whisper something to the guy with the earring, gesturing toward Alexander as she spoke. 

And the moment she did… 

Every single pair of eyes in the crowd locked onto Alexander, standing there in his suit with his hands in his pockets. 

Over a hundred people began converging on him.

The small square wasn't particularly tiny, but with just a few basketball courts' worth of space, the arrival of over a hundred youths and a dozen cars made the area visually crowded. 

At a glance, it seemed like people were everywhere—vibrant and flashy, with hair dyed in all colors and clothes just as loud. Many of them were armed with weapons: bats, clubs, steel pipes, and more. 

This scene would unsettle anyone! 

Even seasoned gang leaders or hardened fighters would struggle to stay calm inside when faced with such a sight, no matter how composed they appeared outwardly. 

"Kids" were the most unpredictable to deal with! 

Here, "kids" generally referred to middle and high schoolers aged fifteen to eighteen—too young, too impulsive, prone to reckless actions in the heat of the moment. They either backed down immediately or went all out without hesitation, slashing first and asking questions never. 

Especially in large groups, herd mentality took over. 

Often, these youths were far more troublesome than hardened gangsters in their forties or fifties. 

Adults weighed gains and losses—they played by logic. 

But kids? They lived by loyalty. 

They saw themselves as invincible, valuing brotherhood, showing off, and acting tough—consequences be damned. 

Everyone was converging toward Alexander. 

The spectacle was grand. 

And it was all staged by the earring guy—deliberately assembling the crowd outside the park before swarming in, sports cars leading the charge, people emerging from all sides, aiming for that cinematic effect. 

Yet Alexander… he remained unfazed, one hand casually tucked in his suit pants pocket, standing with effortless poise, a faint smile on his lips. 

There was simply nothing to panic about. 

Sure, there were over a hundred of them, but most were just seventeen or eighteen-year-old brats. If Alexander had to fight, dodging and striking would be easier than disciplining a toddler. Sure, some were dropouts who had spent years on the streets—no formal training, but plenty of brawl experience. 

Still, none could match a professional. 

If it came to blows, Alexander figured he could grab a weapon, take down a dozen or so, draw some blood… and that would be it. No one else would dare step up. 

What made these kids intimidating was their impulsiveness, not their endurance. They were actually easier to intimidate—once the adrenaline faded, they'd back down. 

But of course. 

Based on Alexander's plans and his understanding of the situation, today… likely wouldn't escalate to violence. 

The swarm of over a hundred encircled Alexander. However, none got too close, maintaining a rough perimeter about five or six meters away—packed tight, forming a human wall. 

Many of them sneered, twirling their weapons, eyeing the impeccably suited Alexander with smirks and leers. 

"Move aside… move aside…" Isabelle called out as she glided in on her skateboard. The crowd parted to let her through. 

Most of them knew her—they were aware that Danni and Shan Shan treated her like a little sister. 

She rolled up to the red Ferrari and stopped beside the guy wearing the earring.

"Isn't this too many people? We don't need this many," Isabelle said nervously, glancing around.

She was worried things were escalating too much.

"Too many for someone who dared bully Isabelle?" the guy with the earring retorted. "This is still too few! Everyone in Eastport knows Isabelle is my 'little sister.' Damn it, I want to see who has the guts today!"

As he spoke, he shot a glare in Alexander's direction.

"Some nerve he's got!"

"Damn, picking on a child?"

"Look at that guy still posing like he's hot shit."

"How old is he? Twenty-three? Twenty-four?"

The other rich kids who had arrived in sports cars started jeering at this point.

"Brother Danni..." Isabelle tugged at the earring guy's sleeve.

The earring guy was tall, standing over six feet.

He immediately understood her gesture and leaned down slightly to listen as Isabelle whispered something to him.

Shani quickly joined the hushed conversation, wrapping her arms around Isabelle from behind and resting her chin on Isabelle's shoulder. The three of them exchanged quiet words.

Meanwhile...

On the other side of the extreme sports field stood a short row of buildings—small shops for the venue.

The left side was a convenience store selling drinks and snacks, while the right side specialized in extreme sports gear: skateboards, knee pads, helmets, and the like.

In front of the convenience store...

A thin, ordinary-looking man in his thirties, wearing sunglasses and holding a bottle of cola, had been leaning against the outdoor fridge, observing the scene in the small square. The moment the sports cars and the crowd of young people appeared, he straightened up, removed his sunglasses, and focused intently on Alexander's direction.

He immediately sensed something was wrong!

It looked like a fight was brewing—and it was aimed at Alexander!

The man's expression darkened.

He worked for Martin Russo!

Alexander had spoken with Martin the day before, telling him not to interfere—specifically, not to inform James Sutherland about what he knew.

But he hadn't said anything about Martin stopping his protection of Sophie and Isabelle Hale!

Nor had Alexander told Martin when he planned to approach Sophie or given any specific details.

So, in reality, Martin's arrangements for Sophie remained essentially unchanged.

And yesterday afternoon, the men assigned to watch over Sophie and Isabelle had received new instructions directly from their boss, Martin Russo.

They were summoned in person!

That was how they learned that a young man would be approaching Sophie and Isabelle in the coming days.

Though they didn't know who he was or his exact identity, they were told he went by the surname Ciotta and was to be addressed as "Mr. Ciotta."

They were even given a photo of "Mr. Ciotta" by Martin himself—to avoid any mistakes!

Martin had also warned them: under no circumstances were they to provoke Mr. Ciotta. If he confronted them directly, they were to be honest, polite, and upfront—no hiding anything. As long as they behaved properly, there'd be no trouble.

So...

The sunglasses-wearing man understood that this "Mr. Ciotta" was likely someone extremely important—someone not to be trifled with or offended.

And now... trouble had arrived!

He could clearly tell something was wrong—those young guys were all carrying bats. He wanted to rush over, but after taking two steps forward, he abruptly stopped. He knew he couldn't stop them, and there were some things he couldn't say either. 

He had no idea why the conflict had even started! 

He needed to make a call! 

He quickly pulled out his phone and dialed Martin's number. 

Meanwhile, in the crowded little square, Isabelle, the guy with the earring, and Shani had only whispered for about a minute. 

The earring guy finally understood Isabelle's point—she was afraid things would escalate. If a real fight broke out, it could even turn deadly. 

"Don't worry, sis. I'll handle it for you," the earring guy said with exaggerated gestures before looking up at Alexander. 

He walked straight toward Alexander—alone. 

Surrounded by his own people, he carried himself with an air of "I'm the man," evident in both his gaze and swaggering stride. 

Total arrogance. 

"Tutor, huh?" He stopped in front of Alexander, hands stuffed in the pockets of his baggy pants, leaning slightly forward with a smirk. His tone, however, was anything but friendly. 

"Does that concern you?" Alexander replied coolly before flashing a faint smile. 

"Oho! You've got some nerve! Real tough guy, huh? Not even scared with all these people around? Putting on quite the act..." The earring guy was just as cocky. 

"Daniel Russo, does your family know you act this tough outside?" Alexander frowned slightly but still wore a smile as he asked. 

The infamous "Big Danni" of EastPort! 

His real name is Daniel Russo! 

His father? None other than the legendary, well-connected, and influential figure of Eastport, Boston—the one and only "Old Martin"! Martin Russo!

There is no hatred without reason, nor love without cause.

Daniel and Shani had no blood relation to Isabelle, nor were they childhood neighbors. Their families had no business dealings either. So why would they protect Isabelle?

Ultimately, it all came down to Martin Russo!

Shani was influenced by Daniel. She was merely one of Daniel's many girlfriends. Though he favored her now, the future was uncertain. Since Daniel had arranged for his followers at school to look after Isabelle, Shani knew about it and thus treated Isabelle well.

She even became "best friends" with Isabelle.

As for Daniel... truthfully, he had no idea why his father wanted to take care of Sophie and Isabelle. Daniel was still young—He was only eighteen this year—too young to be told certain things in earlier years, though now he could be told some of it.

Martin Russo had told his son that Sophie and Isabelle came from an incredibly powerful family but had left for specific reasons...

Daniel understood what that implied.

Martin had also instructed his son to help look after them at school, which gradually led to the current situation.

Initially, Daniel followed his father's orders, but now, both he and Shani had grown close to Isabelle. Isabelle was pretty and had a pleasant personality, so their care for her now held some genuine affection.

It felt like they had adopted a "little sister."

Alexander knew all of this.

Due to the uniqueness of Sophie and Isabelle, Alexander was fully aware of every detail about them!

Daniel's expression darkened as he glared at Alexander, his eyes flashing with anger.

When Alexander asked him, "Do your family know you're this tough outside?" it sounded like mockery, but Alexander meant it literally.

Daniel, however, didn't take it literally, of course.

To him, it was pure sarcasm!

A taunt.

"Damn! You've got some nerve! You know who I am and still act this cocky?" Daniel tilted his head, cursing, his tone still dripping with arrogance—a hallmark of youthful bravado.

Daniel wasn't surprised that Alexander knew his name.

In their district, too many people knew "Big Danni"!

"Why so much talk?" Alexander smiled at Daniel, who stood two meters away. "Didn't you want a fight? Though I don't usually discipline other people's kids, I really hate it when someone swears at me."

"Oho!"

"Damn! This guy's got a death wish, huh?"

"Fuck, this is hilarious!"

Before Daniel could respond, the crowd erupted in noise. Some even stepped forward with bats in hand, though no one made the first move.

Daniel hadn't finished his grandstanding yet—they couldn't disrupt the hierarchy.

"You're something else! Seriously, I've never met anyone like you in my life! Unbelievable!" Daniel laughed in exasperation as he pulled his hand out of his pocket.

Along with it came a pair of Brass Knuckles.

For fighting.

Daniel had no intention of going easy on a "tutor," even though his girlfriend Shani had mentioned this one drove a Mercedes and seemed well-off.

He could now see that Alexander was dressed in expensive attire.

But... if he's working as a tutor, no matter how high his fees are, would anyone from a truly elite family stoop to tutoring?!

Daniel felt confident in judging Alexander's social class—he had nothing to fear!

Initially, he had just wanted to retrieve the recording for Isabelle, make Alexander apologize, and be done with it. But Alexander's "mockery" was something he couldn't tolerate!

"Thought it through?" Alexander asked calmly as Daniel put on the brass knuckles, smiling faintly. "Don't say I didn't give you a chance."

"Ha!" Daniel was so angry he didn't even know how to laugh.

"You're a fucking piece of art. Let's see if you can keep talking tough after this..." Daniel clenched his fist and raised his hand, gesturing sharply. "Get him!"

"Get him!"

"Go!"

The surrounding crowd shouted, ready to charge. In the distance, Isabelle began to panic—she knew if a fight broke out, something terrible could happen.

Ring ring...

A phone suddenly rang.

The abrupt sound made everyone pause. The ringing came from Daniel's pocket. Just as he was about to strike Alexander, he hesitated and pulled out his phone. After a quick glance, he waved at the crowd and shouted, "Hold up!"

The mob, already surging forward, came to an abrupt halt.

"Shh! It's my dad!" Daniel hissed urgently, gesturing for silence.

Everyone understood immediately.

A call from Daniel's father—no way could he let his dad hear the sounds of a brawl. No parent wanted their son constantly getting into fights.

"Lucky break for you. Enjoy your moment while it lasts!" Daniel shot Alexander a glare before answering the call. "Dad!"

He didn't know—this wasn't luck. This was precisely how it was supposed to happen.

"You little shit! Can't you go one damn day without causing trouble?! I swear I'll break your fucking legs, you little bastard!!" Martin Russo's voice roared through the phone, seething with fury.

Daniel was stunned, his heart pounding, his head spinning.

No matter how much clout he had among the young elites of the East district, he was still terrified of his father.

Without his dad, he was nothing. And it had been years since he'd heard Martin this furious.

Why was he cursing him out the moment he picked up?

What the hell was going on?

Daniel had no idea what had triggered this outburst. He couldn't even guess.

"Dad..." he muttered weakly, too confused to even attempt an explanation.

"You—I—" Martin sounded like he was on the verge of a heart attack. After a deep breath, he demanded, "Did you do it yet?"

"Huh?" Daniel was still dazed.

"I asked you—did you lay a hand on Mr. Ciotta?!" Martin growled through gritted teeth.

"Who?" Daniel still hadn't connected the dots.

"Who?! You gathered a damn mob to jump someone in the park, and you're asking me who?! How did I raise such a useless brat?! Damn it!" Martin's rage was volcanic.

"Oh..." Daniel's bewildered gaze finally landed on Alexander. Now he understood.

"N-no... not yet, Dad. We haven't done anything yet," Daniel stammered into the phone.

"Good, good, as long as no one's started anything, good..." Martin repeated the word "good" several times, letting out a deep sigh of relief.

He had received the report from his subordinates just a minute or two ago—his son had gathered over a hundred men armed with weapons, ready to take action against "Mr. Ciotta."

Martin had nearly had a heart attack.

He was terrified.

And this fear worked both ways.

Because he knew Alexander was incredibly skilled in combat—his marksmanship was downright magical. Eric Collins had mentioned a few things about him, and it was clear he wasn't a normal human!

So… Martin was worried about both Alexander's safety and his son's. Who knew if Alexander was carrying a gun? Who knew how many of those hundred young thugs would have to be taken down by Alexander before the rest fled in terror?

No matter the outcome, Martin felt it could destroy him and his family!

Good! Wonderful! Thank goodness nothing had happened yet.

"Dad… who… who is he…?" Daniel stammered again, frightened by his father's reaction.

As he asked, he took a few steps to the side, covering his mouth slightly to avoid being overheard.

"You don't even know who he is, and you still had the nerve to mess with him?! Are you fucking retarded, huh? Did I give birth to a subhuman?" Martin cursed again. Having risen from the streets, he wasn't well-educated and often resorted to crude language when angry.

"No, Dad… I…" Daniel tried to explain.

"Your Uncle Eric practically worships him like a god—who do you think he is? You damn…" Martin trailed off into more profanities.

Daniel was stunned once more.

Because the "Uncle Eric" Martin mentioned was none other than Eric Collins, the third-generation heir of the Collins family in Boston—a man even more formidable than Martin himself!

"Dad... this is... too exaggerated..." Daniel stammered, feeling like his brain couldn't process it all.

"Exaggerated my ass! Why would I lie to you? Would I ever harm you?" Martin roared with immense anger.

Only because this was his biological son would Martin shout like this. With anyone else who would provoke such fury from Martin, he wouldn't even bother yelling—he'd just eliminate them!

And Martin wasn't deliberately exaggerating to scare his son.

He truly believed this—the wording might be exaggerated, but the situation certainly wasn't!

It wasn't just because of yesterday's events, or Eric Collins' attitude toward Alexander then, but also because today—just this noon—Eric and Martin had met again.

The two had talked extensively over lunch.

Reading between the lines, Martin got the distinct impression that Eric already regarded Alexander as someone even more formidable than himself!

It was clear Eric was treating Alexander with utmost reverence, almost like worship.

So...

Martin's assessment of Alexander's status and abilities today was even higher than yesterday!

Daniel paced to the side while on the phone, constantly covering his mouth.

As he spoke with his father, he kept stealing glances at Alexander, his facial expressions shifting dramatically.

Over a hundred people nearby watched him whispering into the phone, unable to hear what was being said but thoroughly entertained by Daniel's exaggerated reactions.

It was quite the spectacle! Whatever he was hearing must have been earth-shattering.

After over two minutes...

"...Do you understand?" Martin asked his son over the phone.

"Got it, got it, Dad. Don't worry, I'll definitely... absolutely..." Daniel stumbled over his assurances, his mind in turmoil.

He felt like he was on the verge of facing immediate disaster right here and now.

Or worse—go home and possibly get his legs broken by his old man! His father's temper was terrifying, and what he'd said was downright horrifying!

"Alright, alright..." Martin cut off his son's rambling and asked, "Is Mr. Ciotta nearby?"

"Yes..."

"Go give him the phone."

"Okay..."

Daniel looked up again, his expression now resembling a mischievous student facing the school principal—nervous, guilty, unsettled.

All his bravado was gone.

He walked up to Alexander, stopping about a meter away, stammering as he struggled with how to address him: "Uh... um... my dad..."

He extended the phone toward Alexander.

Alexander smiled at him and took the phone, holding it to his ear.

"Mr. Russo," Alexander said calmly with a faint smile.

"Mr. Ciotta! A misunderstanding! This is all a huge misunderstanding! Like friendly fire! Look how this turned out—my idiot son just... he didn't recognize you... Ah, it's my fault too. I informed everyone under my command, but never imagined he'd... This isn't something I could explain to him either; he's still young, just a kid..."

He forced the "he's still just a kid" excuse!

Daniel was already eighteen—a legal adult!

Martin's explanation sounded relaxed and cheerful, laughing it off, but internally, he was panicking.

Who knew what kind of temper Alexander had? His son had gathered over a hundred people to attack him—most people, even those with outstanding tolerance, wouldn't let something like this slide with just a few words.

"No problem," Alexander replied.

The words were spoken too lightly, and Alexander's indifferent attitude made it seem like he was just going through the motions.

"Mr. Ciotta, hahaha, I knew it! Mr. Ciotta wouldn't hold a grudge against a kid, right? It is his fault—I'll deal with him, don't worry, Mr. Ciotta..." Martin laughed loudly as he spoke. 

He had no choice but to go along with Alexander's tone for now. 

This matter would definitely need to be smoothed over in other ways later—otherwise, he wouldn't feel at ease. 

Daniel stood opposite Alexander, close enough not only to hear Alexander's words but also the voice from the phone, knowing exactly what his father had said. 

And so… his heart grew even more uneasy. 

His father was addressing this young man named Alexander with utmost respect, in the most deferential way. 

"Alright, let's leave it at that for now, Mr. Russo. I have other matters to attend to," Alexander said, clearly unwilling to engage further with Martin. 

"Of course, of course! Then, Mr. Ciotta, could you please pass the phone to my boy..." Martin quickly replied. 

Alexander handed the phone over. 

Daniel took the call, covering his mouth with his hand as he stepped a few paces away. 

No one knew what else Martin said to him, but the conversation lasted a full minute. Daniel kept nodding and agreeing, murmuring vague acknowledgments. 

Soon enough, Daniel finally hung up. 

He pocketed his phone and turned to Alexander with an awkward expression, as if he wanted to say something but didn't know how to begin.

The hundred or so people around them were all watching—some still waiting for his order, while others had already sensed something was off. 

Everyone had seen Alexander take Martin's call and exchange just a few words. 

But the tone and phrasing Alexander had used were all.....not right! 

"Not attacking anymore?" Alexander spoke first, his tone light and faintly amused as he looked at Daniel. 

"No, no! It was all a misunderstanding!" Daniel finally found his voice, waving his hands. Then he caught sight of the brass knuckles still on his fingers and hastily pulled them off, shoving them into his pocket with nervous urgency. 

"It's just… a misunderstanding, Mr Cio—" Daniel had been about to say "Mr. Ciotta," but after a pause, he abruptly changed his address. "Uncle! I was wrong, Uncle! I didn't know you and my dad were… friends. Uncle… Uncle Ciotta… it was all a mistake..." 

Daniel clasped his hands together pleadingly, gesturing frantically while forcing a smile. He had clearly inherited his father's "talent"—not just apologizing but also trying to ingratiate himself! 

The hundred or so bystanders were utterly dumbfounded. 

Uncle? 

He had to call him Uncle?! 

Their minds reeled in confusion. Setting everything else aside… Alexander looked to be in his early twenties, maybe twenty-three or twenty-four at most, even with the added maturity of his suit. 

Daniel was eighteen—barely a few years younger. 

And he was calling him Uncle?! 

"No more cursing?" Alexander asked him again. 

"Wouldn't dare! I was wrong, Uncle, really wrong. I apologize—sincerely!" Daniel bowed deeply, then suddenly whirled around and jabbed a finger at the group of rich kids by the sports car, shouting, "Who the hell was cursing just now? Apologize to my uncle right now!" 

As he yelled, he kept his back to Alexander, frantically signaling to his friends with his eyes and hands, urging them to play along. 

"Sorry, Uncle!" 

"Sorry, Uncle!" 

"Sorry!" 

Many of them wore bewildered expressions as they apologized to Alexander.

Daniel Russo was the "big brother" in their circle, with an astonishing ability to rally people.

The whole group was stunned by his behavior, and seeing Daniel this nervous, some began to realize... they might have provoked someone even his father wouldn't dare to cross! 

"Can you guys at least get it together?! And you lot—come on, come on, let's all apologize to our uncle here..." Daniel gestured around, his expression downright intimidating. 

"Follow my lead!" he shouted before turning to Alexander, standing stiffly at attention, before bowing deeply. "Uncle, I'm sorry!" 

"UNCLE!! WE'RE SORRY!!!" 

The result? A hundred youth bowing their head in a park, all shouting a ludicrous apology towards a guy barely older than them, all right in the middle of a public park.....It was quite the sight.

Alexander's expression flickered with something unreadable.

Truth be told... his impression of Daniel was that this kid had an unlimited future ahead of him.

He was still young, just out of high school, a spoiled brat!

But he already knew when to bend and when to stand firm, had an incredible ability to command, and was especially good at... "sweet-talking" his way out of trouble. 

Embarrassing? 

Daniel didn't think so—or rather... he could stomach this kind of embarrassment! 

The small square fell silent for a moment. 

"Disperse," Alexander said with a faint smile. 

"Scram, all of you, get the hell out of here, go on..." Daniel straightened up immediately, waving at the crowd before turning back to Alexander. "Uncle, I'll take my leave now." 

With that, he spun around and walked off—quickly, almost breaking into a jog. 

The hundred-plus crowd scattered like startled birds, all hurrying away. 

The crowd of over a hundred people scattered in all directions. Though they couldn't fully grasp the situation, Daniel's dramatic shift from arrogance to deference made it clear—things had taken a serious turn!

They'd already called him "Uncle."

They'd already bowed.

Naturally, they couldn't leave fast enough.

Daniel himself moved with particular haste.

"He..." Shani started to ask something as Daniel approached swiftly, but he didn't explain. Instead, he grabbed her wrist, pulling her around and gesturing urgently for her to get in the car.

They needed to leave—now!


Chapter 17: Teacher and student.

"Big Brother Danni..." Fourteen-year-old Isabelle stood there utterly bewildered, unable to comprehend what was happening.

She just felt—terrified! She'd never seen her invincible Big Brother encounter someone or something he couldn't handle.

"Brother can't help you anymore, Isabelle. Take care of yourself... wish you safety..." Daniel tossed the words at Isabelle before yanking the car door shut.

That "wish you safety" made Isabelle's heart sink again.

Chaos surrounded her as over a hundred people departed simultaneously, creating a scene reminiscent of a school assembly dispersing—people everywhere.

Isabelle stepped onto her skateboard, ready to bolt.

"Isabelle Hale... where do you think you're going?" Alexander's eerily calm voice suddenly rang out. Isabelle, who'd just started rolling, froze instantly.

She knew perfectly well—if Alexander didn't want her to leave, escape was impossible.

Daniel had called all these people here, yet now they seemed to belong to Alexander instead? Even calling him "Uncle"?

Besides, Alexander already knew where she lived.

The roar of engines filled the air again as a dozen sports cars soon vacated the small plaza. The remaining hundred-plus people also departed, including the original skateboarders who'd been there earlier—none dared linger!

Only Alexander and Isabelle remained in the deserted plaza.

Isabelle had picked up her skateboard, holding it by the edge with one hand as she stood sideways, head bowed, completely still—like a mischievous middle schooler being punished by their Teacher, frozen in place.

Seeing the crowd had mostly dispersed, Alexander finally spoke with a faint smile: "Come here."

Isabelle remained motionless for several more seconds before turning and shuffling toward Alexander with small, hesitant steps.

She briefly glanced up at him once before immediately lowering her head again, eventually stopping before him.

Still looking down.

Too afraid to meet his gaze.

The very picture of a child who'd done wrong.

Alexander kept one hand in his pocket, looking down at Isabelle with that faint smile, saying nothing—just watching her.

Several seconds passed.

Isabelle cautiously peeked up at Alexander again, immediately dropping her gaze the instant their eyes met.

Over the next ten seconds, she stole several more furtive glances—each time looking away the moment their eyes met—while Alexander continued watching her with his habitual smile, remaining silent.

Plip. Plop.

Tears began falling to the ground, shattering into tiny crystalline droplets.

Isabelle started crying—first silent tears, then quiet sobs that gradually grew audible despite her efforts.

Clatter!

Her skateboard hit the pavement as she released it, using her hand to wipe at her eyes as tears streamed uncontrollably down her face.

Her shoulders shook with each sob, the very image of pitiful misery.

"Why are you crying?" Alexander asked, observing Isabelle's breakdown.

"Teacher, I'm sorry... Teacher..." Isabelle sobbed through her tears.

"Sorry for what?" Alexander leaned slightly forward, looking at her face. "I haven't even said anything yet, and you're already crying like this. Is it real or fake tears?" Alexander chuckled, his tone light and teasing.

"Teacher... I, I just wanted... to get the recording back... I... I'm sorry..." Isabelle cried even more pitifully, the tears unstoppable now.

"That's very naughty of you. To get the recording back, you brought so many people and even wanted to hit your Teacher. Isabelle, you're a bad kid," Alexander said as he straightened up.

"Teacher... Isabelle isn't a bad girl, Isabelle isn't..." Isabelle pleaded, shuffling forward a few steps to tug at Alexander's sleeve, pulling it insistently.

She dared to look up at Alexander now, tilting her head slightly to declare she wasn't a bad girl, her small face streaked with tears.

She was desperate!

There was a feeling of genuine fear inside her.

"Is that so?" Alexander asked her again.

"Isabelle isn't, isn't," Isabelle shook her head vigorously while crying.

"Really not?" Alexander pressed.

"No, no," Isabelle grew even more frantic.

"Alright, Isabelle isn't a bad girl," Alexander smiled, as if convinced by her, then added, "A child who knows their mistakes and corrects them is a good child."

Isabelle's mood improved instantly, but she still tugged at Alexander's sleeve, sniffling, "Teacher, don't be mad at Isabelle, okay..."

"Why do you think I'd be so forgiving?" Alexander countered with a smile.

"Teacher... please... please... Isabelle knows she was wrong. I'm sorry, I'm sorry... Teacher... don't be angry..." Isabelle begged, her tone taking on a pleading, almost demure edge.

"I won't be angry... but you have to behave, understand?" Alexander said.

"I'll behave, I will be a good student," Isabelle nodded repeatedly in assurance.

"I'll trust you for now," Alexander said with a smile.

"Then, Teacher... Teacher, you..." Isabelle seemed to have more to say, still clutching Alexander's sleeve, looking pitiful as she sniffled, "Teacher... can you... not tell my mom about today..."

This was what she feared most!

If her mother found out that her daughter had gathered over a hundred people to attack her tutor?!

The consequences were unthinkable!

"Not tell your mom, huh..." Alexander repeated, then chuckled, "That depends on your behavior. Be good, understand?"

"Mhm, Isabelle will be good, so good!" Isabelle nodded eagerly like a little chick pecking at rice.

"Then it's settled. Here, dry your tears..." Alexander smiled, taking a handkerchief from his pocket and handing it to Isabelle.

An hour later.

In another part of the park, Alexander and Isabelle sat on a bench. Isabelle had calmed down by now, and after their talk, they hadn't left the park but instead strolled around, chatting.

Once her mood improved, Isabelle had many questions for Alexander.

She asked why Daniel was afraid of him.

She asked what Alexander's family did for a living.

Alexander gave half-truths, half-jokes. But Isabelle didn't believe his claim that his "family owned a small restaurant," thinking he was teasing her.

Still, it didn't dampen her spirits. The way she looked at Alexander gradually took on a starry-eyed admiration. She thought he was incredible!

Around 5:30 in the afternoon.

Finally, Alexander and Isabelle left the park together. Before exiting, they passed by a small shop selling ice cream cones. Isabelle eagerly ran over to buy two, then came back holding both cones and handed one to Alexander.

She treated Alexander to ice cream.

She was really sweet!

Soon, the two arrived at the entrance of Century Garden Apartment Complex. Alexander accompanied her inside, but before they reached the apartment building, his phone suddenly rang.

Ring ring...

They paused for a moment.

Alexander took out his phone and saw it was Martin Russo calling. He answered and held the phone to his ear.

"Mr. Russo," Alexander said.

"Mr. Ciotta, I hope I'm not interrupting anything important?" Martin quickly added, "If you're busy, we can talk another time!" His words were somewhat odd—he was the one initiating the call, yet acting as if he feared disturbing Alexander.

He was conflicted inside, restless to the point of losing sleep!

"No, what's the matter, Mr. Russo?" Alexander asked in return.

"Well, Mr. Ciotta, if you have time, I'd like to invite you for a drink... Whenever it suits your schedule..."

"I have time, but it'll have to be a bit later," Alexander replied.

"Later is no problem at all! Just name the time, and I'll be waiting," Martin responded immediately.

He was clearly in a hurry!

Alexander understood exactly why Martin was acting this way—it was because of his son.

This wasn't something Martin could simply brush off, even if Alexander asserted it didn't bother him.

Alexander could even imagine that Martin was bound to offer him a "substantial gift" to ease his conscience. Otherwise, he wouldn't be able to rest easy!

After finalizing the time and location with Martin, Alexander exchanged a few more words before hanging up. 

"Teacher... is that Big Brother Daniel's dad?" Isabelle asked cautiously from the side. She had heard Alexander refer to him as "Mr Russo," just as he had during the phone call in the park when Daniel handed him the phone. 

"Yeah." Alexander nodded at Isabelle. 

"Did he need something from you?" Isabelle pressed, her tone brimming with curiosity. 

Isabelle had never met Martin Russo, but over the years, she had heard from friends in their circle that the reason Big Brother Daniel was so influential in the area was because of his father! His family owned bars, Karakoes, some shopping stores, and even a film company—super wealthy, a real big shot! 

"Little girl, stop prying." Alexander flicked Isabelle's forehead lightly. 

"Teacher..." Isabelle pouted, her voice taking on a slightly whiny tone. 

"Let's head upstairs." Alexander tilted his head toward the stairway. 

Seeing that Alexander wasn't going to elaborate, Isabelle didn't dare ask again. 

They went upstairs together. 

When they reached Isabelle's apartment door, Alexander held her skateboard while she fished out her keys, ice cream cone in one hand. 

As they stepped inside, Sophie Hale, who had been preparing dinner in the kitchen, came out to check on the noise. "You're back..." she murmured, momentarily stunned. 

She was surprised—first, because her daughter immediately fetched slippers for Alexander, saying, "Teacher, wear these." 

And second, because both Alexander and Isabelle were holding ice cream cones. 

It gave her the distinct impression that Alexander and her daughter had grown close. 

"Oh, Mr Ciotta, you shouldn't have..." Sophie said with an apologetic smile as she approached the entryway. 

Alexander understood what she meant by "shouldn't have." 

"Not at all," he replied, smiling at Sophie. "The ice cream was Isabelle's treat..." 

"Really...?" Sophie blinked in surprise, glancing at her daughter. 

She couldn't help but beam. 

Her daughter had become so thoughtful! 

She had never been like this before—how had she changed so suddenly?

How had Alexander managed to teach her such maturity and obedience in such a short time? It was as if he had completely tamed her! 

How was Teacher Alexander this incredible? 

Her rebellious teenage daughter—just like that, under control? 

After handing Alexander his slippers, Isabelle changed into her own, then took the skateboard from him and headed to her room with her backpack. 

She needed to put her things away first. 

Meanwhile, Sophie invited Alexander to sit on the sofa.

Truthfully, she hadn't expected him to come back with her daughter—she'd assumed he would leave after accompanying Isabelle to the park. 

But she was delighted he had returned. 

Because... the tutoring arrangement still hadn't been finalized. 

This was the perfect opportunity to discuss it further. 

At this point, Sophie had even begun to think that no world-renowned master painter—the kind whose works entered museums while they were still alive—could possibly be a better fit for her daughter than Alexander. 

This wasn't just about skill anymore!

Sophie was well aware of how skilled Alexander was at drawing. More importantly, while no one else could manage her daughter, Alexander could!

Not only could he manage her, but in less than a day, he had transformed her rebellious and mischievous daughter into a well-behaved, sensible, and diligent girl!

Sophie had seen firsthand how Isabelle behaved during her drawing lesson with Alexander today.

She absolutely had to hire Alexander as a tutor!

No matter the cost!

"Mr. Ciotta... Was Isabelle well-behaved?"

"Of course, she was perfect, a lovely child."

Alexander and Sophie chatted on the sofa for a while. Sophie first asked if Isabelle had caused any trouble or misbehaved in the park, but Alexander didn't tell the truth—he simply said Isabelle had been obedient and sweet, absolutely excellent!

Sophie was overjoyed to hear this, even remarking that her daughter and Alexander must be fated to meet.

Meanwhile, Isabelle, still in her bedroom, heard everything clearly.

She had deliberately left the door open after returning to her room to put her things away, just so she could eavesdrop on the conversation in the living room—she was afraid Alexander might reveal what she had actually done in the park.

"Mr. Ciotta, about the tutoring..." Sophie soon steered the conversation to the main topic.

"Well... I can give you an answer tomorrow. We can discuss the details then... I'll know for sure by then." Alexander didn't agree outright.

"Mr. Ciotta, you can see how much my daughter likes you. Couldn't you just give me a straight answer?" Sophie grew a little anxious, worried something might go wrong.

"Isabelle is a good kid. It's just my own schedule—I need to arrange my time." Alexander smiled.

"Ah, I see... So tomorrow? What time tomorrow?" Sophie pressed.

"I'll call you," Alexander replied.

As they spoke, Isabelle emerged from her room again, having finished her ice cream. She walked straight through the living room into the kitchen and soon returned, carrying a few washed apples.

"Mom, have an apple."

"Teacher, have an apple. They're really sweet."

She handed an apple to each of them.

Sophie held the apple, momentarily stunned. Her daughter seemed to have genuinely changed—reverted to the sweet, considerate girl she had been years ago!

The transformation was so profound that Sophie nearly teared up.

Her daughter was her everything. If Isabelle was doing well, then everything was right in the world.

What Sophie didn't know was that Isabelle was merely pretending to be well-behaved.

Isabelle was trying to win Alexander's favor!

Sophie didn't realize it now—and she never would.

Because Isabelle would never dare tell her mother the truth. It would mean exposing her own misbehavior—tantamount to self-sabotage!

Sophie glanced at her daughter, then at Alexander, still holding the apple.

After composing herself, she suddenly stood up, beaming. "Mr. Ciotta, please make yourself comfortable. I'll check on dinner in the kitchen. Stay for supper—it'll be ready soon."

"No, no," Alexander stood as well, smiling. "I should get going."

"Don't be silly, it's already so late. At least have dinner first," Sophie insisted.

"I have plans—people are waiting for me," Alexander explained.

"Oh... Well... Alright then, Mr. Ciotta..." Sophie said, seeing Alexander head for the door. "Let me walk you out..."

Sophie saw Alexander off at the door, with Isabelle following along and waving obediently, saying, "Be safe, teacher."

Exiting the residential complex.

Getting into the car.

Alexander glanced back at the entrance of the complex, smiling as he took a bite of the apple...

According to his plan, tomorrow! He should be able to win Sophie over!

Setting off once again.

During the evening rush hour, Boston's traffic was extremely congested. Still, the place he was heading to wasn't the Cosmos Lounge Bar.


Chapter 18: Father and son apologize.

By around 7 p.m., Alexander finally arrived at the agreed-upon location with Martin Russo—Boston's Golden Tycoon Karaoke bar!

This was one of Martin's primary businesses in Boston, and one of the very few that followed the eastern Karaoke theme with private rooms.

Compared to bars, which had higher profit margins, Golden Tycoon KTV... was a place teeming with beautiful women working as hostesses, a venue more geared toward social gathering and "relaxing".

Parking and heading upstairs.

He moved through without any obstacles.

Martin had arranged everything—someone greeted him at the entrance, and the bodyguards upstairs all recognized Alexander.

Fifth floor, at the end of the hallway, the largest private room in Golden Tycoon KTV.

The bodyguard at the door opened it directly for Alexander.

As he stepped inside, he saw only two people seated on the semi-circular sofa lining the wall of the spacious room—Martin... and his son, Daniel Russo!

Noticing Alexander's arrival, both Martin and Daniel stood up one after the other.

"Mr. Ciottais here, come, come, please, please..." Martin was extremely courteous, greeting Alexander with a beaming smile.

As he did so, he shot a glance at his son Daniel before suddenly kicking him!

"You little brat, don't you know how to greet someone? No manners at all! What have I taught you? Always causing trouble!" Martin's temper flared instantly, sending Daniel stumbling with the kick until he nearly fell by the sofa.

Then, his face immediately shifted back to a wide grin as he turned to Alexander, his expression changing in a flash.

The father-son duo was putting on a show.

And this was just Martin's usual "appetizer"!

"Uncle, Uncle is here." Daniel, who had just been kicked down by his father, immediately stood up and greeted Alexander respectfully.

Though already eighteen and no longer a child, being kicked by his father in public didn't leave him with any wounded pride, resentment, or defiance. 

In fact, he even managed to smile while greeting Alexander. 

The kid had nerves of steel! 

When it came to life experience and emotional maturity, most college graduates couldn't compare to this young man, who hadn't even started university yet.

Of course, his character still needed tempering—he knew when to bend and when to stand firm, but he was still young and impulsive. His personality varied depending on the situation, as it was not yet fully formed. 

"Mr. Alexander, please, this way..." Martin circled around the private room table and stepped forward to welcome Alexander. 

As he ushered Alexander to the sofa, he shot his son another glare and barked, "Get out of the way! Don't you know how to make room? No sense of respect." 

It was the kind of attitude that made it clear he found his son irritating, no matter what. 

Of course, it was all an act. 

A performance for Alexander's benefit—to help him vent his anger. 

But the truth was, Alexander wasn't angry at all. The incident at the park had been within his expectations.

In fact, one could say it happened precisely because he allowed it to happen. If Alexander hadn't wanted the situation to arise, it never would have. 

Preventing it would have been simple—Alexander just needed to call Martin in advance and tell him to keep his son from causing trouble.

Martin would have immediately warned Daniel to stay away from Isabelle for the time being. 

So, the fact that this happened was because Alexander enabled it. 

One might even say he "needed" it to happen. 

His goal was to play with Isabelle's emotions, making her more docile and obedient. That way… he could influence Sophie's state of mind, laying the groundwork for the final step of his plan about her. 

Since everything had unfolded under Alexander's "control," there was no reason for him to be angry. 

But Martin Russo didn't see it that way. 

Putting himself in Alexander's shoes, considering the gravity and danger of the situation, he couldn't just let it slide. 

So… 

Today, Martin was determined to make sure Alexander left in good spirits. 

As soon as Alexander took his seat, Martin called out to the staff outside. Moments later, a group of scantily clad girls entered the private room, carrying trays of fruit, snacks, and alcohol. 

The drinks were all the same—Cognac. 

Hennessy! 

But not the ordinary Hennessy XO, which typically costs a few hundred dollars a bottle in bars. What they brought in was no ordinary bottle—it was "Richard Hennessy," priced at around a few thousand dollars per bottle at market value. 

And that was just the retail price. 

Bars and KTVs marked up alcohol prices several times over. From what Alexander knew, the finest Cognac Golden Tycoon KTV offered was Hennessy Richard, priced at ten grands per bottle. 

And this time, they brought in ten bottles. 

Martin had always been the type to spare no expense. 

Once the food and drinks were served, everyone else was dismissed. 

This time, without needing his father's prompting, Daniel took the initiative to open the bottles, pouring drinks for Alexander and his father before pouring one for himself. At eighteen, there was nothing wrong with him drinking—by any measure. In this world, they didn't need to wait for 21.

"Uncle! It was my fault today. I'll drink this as an apology, you take it easy..." Daniel said, tapping his glass on the table before throwing back the entire drink in one go!

"One glass? Is that enough? Can't you be more decisive? Are you really my son? Not a bit like me..." Martin observed Alexander's expression while subtly signaling to Daniel with his eyes.

"Uncle! I'll punish myself with three glasses!" Daniel immediately responded, pouring himself another drink—downing it, then pouring again.

True to his word, Daniel downed three consecutive glasses.

One could say he was being extremely bold!

This was brandy, not low-alcohol beer or wine.

Alexander watched him with a faint smile.

Seeing Daniel finish all three glasses, he finally moved—reaching out to pick up his own glass. Noticing this, Martin also lifted his.

Daniel hastily poured himself another drink.

Alexander clinked glasses with Martin first, then gestured toward Daniel. Standing nearby, Daniel quickly raised his glass to toast with Alexander.

Alexander took a small sip before setting his glass down.

Martin did the same.

Daniel, however, downed yet another full glass!

That made four!

After the fourth glass, Daniel slumped onto the nearby sofa, his face visibly flushed and his demeanor clearly affected—he was drunk!

Brandy is a strong liquor packing 40% alcohol. Daniel had just downed four glasses in quick succession—more than an entire bottle of Richard Hennessy. Anyone would be drunk after that.

"Mr. Ciotta, I truly apologize. My son genuinely didn't recognize you. Had he known, he would never have..." Martin continued explaining to Alexander, his apology delivered with utmost sincerity.

"Water under the bridge," Alexander smiled.

The two men conversed.

Daniel sat silently to the side, struggling to stay alert but thoroughly intoxicated.

Alexander and Martin chatted for a while—mostly casual conversation, though Martin kept weaving apologies into his words, carefully gauging Alexander's reactions.

Creak!

The private room door suddenly opened, revealing a man in a suit with slicked-back hair entering alone.

It was Eric Collins!

"Eric, you're finally here..." Martin immediately stood up.

"Got held up... I see you've started drinking..." Eric grinned.

"Uncle Eric." The dizzy Daniel managed to stand and greet the newcomer upon seeing him.

Martin glanced at his son. "Daniel, you're excused. Go find somewhere to rest."

"Then I'll take my leave, Uncle... Enjoy your drinks." Daniel complied, nodding to Alexander before exiting the private room, carefully closing the door behind him.

Eric joined the drinking and conversation.

"Heard there was some misunderstanding today between Mr. Ciotta and your son?" Eric asked casually over his drink.

In truth, Eric had come specifically to help Martin smooth things over—Martin had called him earlier to explain the situation. Eric was here to mediate and facilitate reconciliation.

They drank.

They talked.

The evening continued until past 9 PM.

Initially, the conversation revolved around the incident between Alexander and Daniel, but soon expanded to all manner of topics!

In truth, Alexander's attitude had never changed—it was always "no problem!"

It was Martin who couldn't settle his nerves, which led to tonight's drinking session.

However, the drinks weren't entirely useless. With everything laid out in the open, Martin could finally relax and stop overthinking, which wasn't a bad thing for Alexander.

Around 9:30 p.m. 

They had drunk enough and talked enough. 

Everyone was a bit tipsy, with Alexander being the most sober. 

It was time to leave. 

But Martin insisted Alexander stay the night at the bar, which had guest rooms—floors six and seven were entirely dedicated to them.

Generally, bars don't offer accommodations for guests, but Golden Fortune was different. This wasn't your average KTV or Bar. 

Alexander didn't refuse. 

It made no difference to him where he stayed. Leaving here would just mean checking into a hotel, and the guest rooms here were no worse than a five-star hotel. 

Martin personally escorted Alexander upstairs. 

He had someone bring the room key and accompanied Alexander all the way to the door, handing him the key himself. 

"Rest well. We'll talk more tomorrow…" After exchanging a few more words, Martin left. 

Alexander smiled faintly, glanced at the room key labeled "606," and swiped it to open the door. 

He stepped inside, closed the door behind him, and inserted the keycard to activate the lights. The room instantly brightened. 

Turning to walk further in, Alexander paused just past the entryway, his expression shifting subtly. 

Because there was someone in the room! 

The guest room was enormous, lavishly decorated in a style reminiscent of a Romance suite/love hotel, exuding an exceptionally intimate atmosphere… Just beyond the entryway, to the right, near a large red circular bed, sat a blonde-haired woman. 

A girl with looks that easily scored over 9 out of 10 on his scale. Exceptionally beautiful.

Alexander's expression turned peculiar, not because Martin had arranged this woman for him, but because… he "recognized" her! 

She was… the woman Martin had been secretly preparing for over a year. The girl he meant to gift to James Sutherland.

Her name was Ashley Carter, twenty-one years old, a junior majoring in acting at the Film and Television branch of Boston University.

Standing at barely five feet (158cm) tall, she was incredibly petite and delicate looking. She had fair skin and striking features. Though she appeared slender, her curves were particularly eye-catching!

From her breasts to her ass, both were so round and full, and on such a short figure, they appeared even bigger. Add in her blonde hair and blue eyes, and she was the walking wet dream of many guys.

A sensual "girl next door" type with an adult model's body. A body that many referred to as “made for sin”.

From a purely physical standpoint, compared to the women Alexander had encountered in his new life, Ashley wasn't the tallest nor the most visually delicate.

But she was undoubtedly the highest-scoring in overall physique!

Mainly because of her ample assets.

Ashley was originally a girl Martin had planned to present to James Sutherland at the right opportunity.

Naturally, Martin would choose a beautiful girl who aligned with James's tastes. And James… truthfully, James could accept many types of women, making it hard to pin down his exact preference.

James had countless women!

And he cycled through them frequently!

But Martin still found a "reference."

He based his choice on someone he secretly looked after—Sophie Hale!

Not in terms of facial resemblance.

That would've been too difficult and unnecessary.

But in terms of body type!

Thus, after extensive networking and reviewing numerous profiles, Ashley was selected by Martin as his "project" to groom!

Ashley sat there in a black off-shoulder, hip-hugging short dress, her hair cascading to her shoulders, thick and lustrous.

Visually, her face was petite with a high nose bridge and large, doe-like eyes. She wore almost no makeup, save for a strikingly bold lipstick.

In terms of looks, Ashley was the type who appeared exceptionally pure.

But her hairstyle and that lipstick gave her an aura of both innocence and allure! Add in her full body, and she was the type to rile a man’s urge to conquer and protect both at once.

Even among the sea of beauties at the Film and Television, Ashley was one of the "campus belles"! Based on appearance alone, Alexander would rate her a 9.

But… her figure was an absolute game-changer!

So, giving her a 9.5 overall wouldn't be unreasonable.

Moreover, no man had ever laid a hand on her!

After all, she was meant for James. Martin would have to be insane to pick a girl with a past. She had to be chaste, completely untainted.

"M-Mr. Ciotta…"

Seeing Alexander pause at the entrance and turn to look at her, Ashley immediately stood up, clutching an elegant handbag with both hands in front of her.

She greeted him, then hesitated slightly before even bowing to him. The movements naturally put her full globes almost on full display. The short dress was clearly straining under her curves.

Her voice carried a delicate yet crisp tone.

She wanted to appear composed, but a hint of nervousness slipped through at the start.

Alexander kept his hands in his suit pockets, tilting his head slightly as he smiled at her, giving her a once-over, his gaze lingering briefly on that deep cleavage and how pale and soft her skin appeared to be.

His gaze made Ashley tense up for a brief moment, but overall, she remained relatively natural, managing to maintain a sweet smile.

In truth, Ashley had no idea who Alexander was.

She didn't even know who Martin ultimately intended to give her to—she had never been told.

Her relationship with Martin wasn't one of "boss" and "employee"! It was more like "creditor" and "debtor"!

Ashley was from Milltown, a small town nearby, having come to Boston for university. Her family had once been comfortably well-off, running a small business.

But two years ago, her parents' business collapsed, plunging them into a sinking financial situation they couldn't escape from.

They were left with insurmountable debts, even after selling their home to repay them.

This placed immense pressure on Ashley, forcing her to work part-time while studying. She earned her tuition through runway shows and opening performances as a small-time stage actress, making quite a substantial amount—enough to even help her family repay some debts.

Over a year ago, Martin Russo suddenly sought her out.

Martin laid out his intentions directly. Of course, Ashley was unwilling, but he didn't intimidate her or use threats.

Instead, he simply gave her ample time to consider and met with her multiple times for discussions.

After a period of internal struggle, in June of last year, Ashley received a call from her mother.

She learned that her father had been summoned to court again, and creditors had threatened to go after her entire family if the debts weren't repaid, even going as far as to say they'd prevent her from continuing her education.

The pressure reached its peak.

So Ashley made her decision. She took the initiative to call Martin, arranged a meeting, and entered into a "deal."

Afterward, Martin didn't just leverage his connections in Milltown to resolve all of Ashley's family troubles—he also helped them pay off the remaining debt in one go, a staggering sum of over 3 million dollars.

In return, what Ashley had to do was… Martin had been blunt from the start.

He would introduce her to some women who would groom and train her in various aspects of life...From how to serve a man sexually, to how to behave.....to how even to carry herself..

And later… he would gift her to an influential figure as a mistress. But he never told her who that person would be.

Once the deal was done, the debts would be erased.

And so, a year passed.

Until today.

She was finally about to meet the "influential figure." Martin had informed her, arranged everything, yet still hadn't revealed who it was—only that the man's surname was Ciotta. He told her the person who entered the room would be the one and instructed her to "take good care" of him.

Alexander was looking at Ashley.

Ashley, controlling her emotions, looked back at him.

At this moment, she felt a flicker of pleasant surprise.

She had long come to terms with her situation, and after a year of training, she had accepted it.

Ashley had always assumed that the "influential figure" Martin had to curry favors with would be in his forties or fifties.

She truly had no choice—she had to accept whatever came her way.

Martin hadn't threatened her. In fact, he had helped her family. And he had even helped her many times over the past year. Now, he was her creditor, but also carried the weight of a "benefactor."

Ashley had even prepared herself to accept an older, overweight guy as her man. So now, she was pleasantly surprised. Alexander was clearly around her age, and… quite handsome.

"Mr. Ciotta, would you like to shower first? Over there…" Ashley spoke first, gesturing toward the bathroom.

Alexander smiled, thought for a moment. He wasn’t expecting her, but her arrival was in fact perfect for some plans he had put on the back burner. Besides….he had no reason to refuse such a pretty woman…..Not when there were no disadvantages to him.

After a brief pause, he walked straight toward the bathroom without saying anything.

Ashley took a deep breath to calm herself, then followed after him.


Chapter 19: A gift. (Smut)

Pausing a few steps short of the bathroom, Ashley reached back, tugging at her dress. It slipped off her body, her curves freed as they jiggled and wobbled.

Standing there naked, she glanced down. Her breasts were so full and firm, the nipples and areola a pretty shade of pink.

Her waist was tiny, slender enough one could almost hold it with one hand, and her hips appeared even wider with her short figure.

Likewise, her skin was such a soft, pale, as if a piece of delicate ivory. Her thighs soft and luscious, squeezed together hiding a hairless pussy mound and a pair of untouched innocent pink lips.

She nibbled on her bottom lip before stepping inside.

Stepping inside, she froze as she noticed Alexander's clothes were already removed and placed neatly to the side. Raising her gaze, she saw how he had just slipped into the warm, steaming bathtub, the water lapping gently against his toned, athletic body as he leaned back with a satisfied sigh.

His fit frame, honed from his daily workout, glistened under the dim bathroom light, every ripple of his abs and the curve of his biceps on full display.

Ashley, equally naked, stood there with a growing flush on her cheeks, her short, curvy figure casting a soft shadow on the tiled floor.

Her blonde hair cascaded in loose waves over her shoulders, framing her innocent face with its wide blue eyes and full, pink lips that often made her look like a doll—except for her body.

Her breasts were full and heavy, swaying with each step, and her hips flared out dramatically, leading to thick thighs that screamed for attention. She hesitated in the doorway, her heart pounding in her chest as she took in the sight of him.

She had been "trained", but that was only with women and toys. She had already known she'd be giving herself to a man, but despite all her mental preparations, she couldn't truly prepare herself for this.

She froze solid, her eyes widening in shock as they locked onto his cock, which lay semi-erect against his thigh, submerged just enough in the water to tease its impressive length.

"Oh....." she whispered under her breath, her voice trembling with a mix of awe and nervousness. She'd only ever imagined something like this in stolen glances at porn or late-night fantasies, but seeing it up close—thick, veined, and easily longer than the biggest toy she had trained on—made her stomach flutter and her pussy clench involuntarily.

Her cheeks flushed a deep crimson, and she bit her lower lip, trying to process the raw, intimidating size of it, wondering how something that big could ever fit inside her.

Alexander noticed her hesitation, his gaze roaming over her body with half a teasing, half-hungry smile.

His eyes traced the swell of her ample breasts, the way her nipples hardened into tight peaks from the cool air, and down to her wide, luscious hips that begged to be gripped.

"You look beautiful," he whispered, his voice low and rough, laced with genuine admiration. The girl Martin had picked, initially meant for James, was truly a beauty of the highest order. And he knew she'd be one of his favorites.

Not as headstrong as Jasmine, nor as smart as Seraphine, nor as masochistic as Aileen. She wasn't as playful as Mia, but what she had on them all was her aura, which riled him up just by looking at her. Her entire being that seemed to tug at the strings of desire in him.

He shifted slightly in the tub, the water sloshing around him as he propped himself up on one elbow, his cock twitching under her stare. Raising a hand, he gestured for her. "Come on, get in here with me before you catch a cold."

Blushing even harder, her face now a fiery red that spread down to her neck, Ashley nodded shyly, her innocence clashing with the heat building between her legs.

"Okay.....Mr. Ciotta," she stammered, her voice soft and breathy as she took a tentative step forward, drawn by the magnetic pull of his words.

Obediently, she eased into the bathtub, the warm water enveloping her skin like a lover's embrace as she settled in front of him. She turned her back to his shoulder, pressing her body against his, her thick ass cheeks snuggling perfectly around his hardening cock.

The sensation was electric—his length nestled right between her soft, plump flesh, throbbing gently against her as the water rippled around them. She let out a quiet gasp, "Ohh... that's.......big," her voice quivering with a mix of excitement and trepidation, while Alexander chuckled softly.

There, in the steamy confines of the bathroom, the air thick with anticipation, they lingered in that intimate position, the water's gentle lapping the only sound besides their shared breaths.

Alexander leaned in closer, his breath warm against the nape of Ashley's neck as he planted a soft, lingering kiss there, his lips brushing her sensitive skin with deliberate intent.

She gasped sharply, the unexpected sensation sending a shiver down her spine, followed by a soft, whimpering "Ohh..." that escaped her lips unbidden, her body tensing and then melting into his.

His strong arms encircled her waist, pulling her firmly against him, their naked bodies pressed together in the warm water, his hardening cock still nestled snugly between her thick ass cheeks.

He held her there, his voice a low, masculine murmur near her ear, "Do you understand that you'll be mine after tonight?" The words carried a possessive edge.

Ashley nodded slowly, a small smile tugging at her lips despite her blush, her blue eyes fluttering shut for a moment. She felt a quiet relief wash over her—grateful that it was him, this fit, handsome, and clearly influential guy.

Thankful it wasn't some undesirable guy. "Yes," she whispered breathlessly, her voice laced with a mix of nervousness and budding excitement, "I'm glad it's you."

Praising her with a gentle hum of approval, Alexander continued to trail kisses along the back of her neck, each one more insistent than the last, his lips exploring the curve of her skin.

As he did, his hands roamed upward, cupping her massive breasts from behind, his fingers sinking into the soft, yielding flesh.

They were heavy and full in his grasp, overflowing his palms like ripe fruit begging to be savored, their warmth amplified by the bathwater as he squeezed and kneaded them.

The nipples, already pebbled and sensitive, pressed against his fingertips, eliciting a thrill that made his touch more urgent.

For Ashley, the groping was a rush of new sensations—waves of pleasure rippled through her, starting from her chest and radiating outward, making her core ache with a deep, unfamiliar heat.

She arched her back slightly, a soft moan bubbling up, "Ahh... that feels so intense," her innocence cracking under the weight of his exploration, her body responding with involuntary tremors as the pressure built, turning her breaths into ragged gasps.

After a moment, Alexander paused his kisses just long enough to whisper against her ear, his tone smooth and commanding, "Spread your legs for me." It was a simple request, but it hung in the air with an undercurrent of promise.

Obediently, Ashley parted her thighs, the water shifting around them as she opened herself up, her heart racing at the vulnerability of the position.

He wasted no time, sliding one hand down her body, his fingers gliding over her smooth stomach before cupping her pussy mound firmly.

The touch was electric, his palm pressing against her slick folds as he began to rub in slow, deliberate circles, exploring the warmth and wetness that had gathered there.

She was so responsive, her body quivering at the first contact of another's hand on her most intimate place, and a loud, unrestrained moan tore from her throat, "Mmmph... oh God, yes..."

The sensation was overwhelming—his fingers teasing her clit and sliding along her entrance, igniting sparks of pleasure she had only dreamed of, making her hips buck instinctively against his hand as the water splashed softly around them.

Noticing her eager reactions, Alexander continued his slow touching, all while whispering. "How experienced are you? How did you learn to serve men?"

He already knew the answer. She had told him plenty of times in the time loop. But he wanted her to talk about it. To open her heart more to him.

Squirming in place, her ass rubbing against that thick manhood, Ashley whimpered and moaned. "I....was shown by some women Martin introduced me to...." She whimpered as his finger teased over her clit, her hips buckling up.

"They showed me.....how to serve using toys." She blushed, her shy nature clashing with what she was saying. "How to please.....with my mouth....my hands.....also showed me how to prepare.....down there..."

As if she couldn't say it out loud, she moved a bit, wiggling in place until Alexander's cockhead was pressing against her tiny, tight asshole.

He could feel the tiny opening puckering, kissing, and almost trying to take his tip in. The sensation caused him to groan, knowing he won't be satisfied tonight until he has taken all of her. As he held her, his middle finger slipped into her tight, needy pussy. "And what about here?"

The sudden invasion sent Ashley's body into a squirming, whimpering spasm. "Uh...Ah....that....only....with my fingers....and not too deep....I still...."

She didn't need to finish her words, as that thick finger soon reached her hymen, the proof of her chastity. Being touched there had her squirming, moaning, her eyes growing dazed and glazed over.

Alexander's finger hovered at the entrance of Ashley's hymen, the tip barely pressing against the delicate barrier, teasing it with feather-light circles that sent jolts of sensitivity coursing through her body.

Her skin prickled with heightened awareness, every nerve ending alive and throbbing under his touch, the warm water amplifying the sensations as her breath came in shallow, erratic gasps.

She felt herself growing more responsive by the second, her inner walls clenching involuntarily around the slight intrusion, the tightness almost overwhelming—a virgin's unyielding grip that made his finger feel enveloped in a velvety, constricting heat.

The pleasure for Alexander was intoxicating; the way her body squeezed around even just the edge of his finger was an irresistible promise of what was to come, sending a surge of arousal straight to his core.

His cock, still pressed against her asshole, throbbed in rhythm with his heartbeat, pre-cum leaking subtly into the water as he savored the thrill of exploring her depths without crossing the line.

He was meticulously careful, his movements deliberate and controlled, ensuring he didn't apply enough pressure to tear her hymen—he had plans for that moment, envisioning how his cock would claim it later.

As he continued, his finger delving just a fraction deeper with each swirl, Ashley's body edged closer to an orgasm, her hips rocking subtly against his hand in a desperate, instinctive rhythm.

His one finger felt so different compared to when she'd use hers. It was thicker, rougher, more masculine......

One hand remained firmly on her massive tits, kneading the soft, plump flesh with a possessive grip, his thumb brushing over her hardened nipple in slow, torturous circles that made her arch her back further.

Her moans filled the steamy bathroom, each one more desperate than the last—"Ahh... ohh, please... Mr. Ciotta......," she cried out, her voice breaking into a high-pitched whimper that echoed off the tiles.

Her expression was a picture of euphoria and vulnerability; her blue eyes were half-lidded, glazed with pleasure, her innocent face flushed crimson, lips parted in a silent plea as beads of water trickled down her cheeks, mingling with the tears of overwhelming sensation at her core.

Whispering softly against her ear, Alexander's voice was a soothing yet commanding murmur, "Look up at me, little doll, and tilt your head back—so I can taste those lips of yours."

She complied without hesitation, tilting her head upward, her eyes meeting his in a haze of desire.

As their lips met in her first kiss, it was tender yet consuming, his mouth capturing hers with a slow, deepening press that parted her lips and tangled their tongues in a dance.

At that exact moment, he intensified the teasing of her pussy, his finger applying just the right pressure on just the right place to push her over the edge, driving her body into a shuddering orgasm.

"Relax and accept it," he breathed against her lips, their kiss muffling her cries as waves of pleasure crashed through her, her inner walls pulsing tightly around his finger in rhythmic spasms that made the moment unforgettable—making sure she'd never forget this "first kiss."

Alexander kept his finger gently pressed against Ashley's hymen, maintaining the rhythm that had already sent her spiraling into her first orgasm, drawing it out with slow precision.

Her body convulsed in the warm water, her inner walls clenching and releasing around his teasing intrusion in rhythmic waves, each pulse making her gasp and writhe against him.

"That's it, feel every bit of it," he murmured encouragingly, his voice a low, soothing rumble as he prolonged the sensation, his finger circling just enough to keep the pleasure ebbing and flowing without letting it fade.

Her moans grew softer, more drawn out—"Mmm... ahh... ohh"—as her hips bucked involuntarily, the aftershocks rippling through her like electric currents.

But he wasn't done; sensing the tension building again in her trembling form, Alexander shifted his touch, adding a second finger to lightly rub alongside the first, carefully avoiding any real pressure on her barrier.

He drove her toward another climax, his movements deliberate and skilled, pushing her higher with each stroke until her body tensed anew, a fresh wave of ecstasy crashing over her. She cried out, "Ahh... yes, it's too much... don't stop," her voice breaking into a high-pitched whine as the second orgasm hit, more intense than the first, leaving her shuddering and breathless in his arms.

Ashley went completely weak, her limbs turning to jelly as she slumped against him, her head lolling back on his shoulder in utter surrender.

She was awestruck by how effortlessly he played her body, like a master tuning an instrument, coaxing out responses she didn't know she had.

"You're... amazing at this," she whispered shakily, her blue eyes fluttering open with a mix of wonder and exhaustion, her curvy frame molding perfectly to his as the water sloshed around them.

With a satisfied grin, Alexander scooped her up out of the tub in one fluid motion, his strong arms cradling her wet, slippery body against his chest.

She let out a surprised yelp—"Oh!"—as he held her steady on her feet, the cool air hitting her skin and making her shiver. He grabbed a nearby towel, gently patting her down with careful strokes, starting from her shoulders and working his way down her voluptuous curves, his hands lingering on her breasts and hips as if savoring the feel of her.

"There we go," he said softly, his tone possessive yet tender, ensuring she was dry and ready before guiding her out of the bathroom.

He led her to the nearby bed, his hand on the small of her back, and laid her down on the soft sheets with deliberate care, the fabric cool against her heated skin.

Climbing on top of her immediately, he positioned himself between her thighs, his fit body hovering over hers so that her innocent face was directly in his line of sight—he wanted her to see every expression, to remember this moment vividly.

The room was fully lit, casting shadows that accentuated the curves of her body and the desire in his eyes.

No words were exchanged; the air between them thick with suspense as Ashley instinctively spread her legs wider, her hands reaching down to hold them open, exposing herself fully to him.

Her blue eyes met his, a silent plea and trust shining through her flushed features.

Alexander lined his cock up with her entrance, the thick head pressing against her slick folds, and began to push in slowly, inch by inch, nudging her hymen with gentle, rhythmic motions.

He worked it in and out, stretching the barrier just enough to help her relax without tearing it, his cockhead teasing the sensitive spot with careful precision.

"Breathe for me," he whispered, his voice a calming anchor as he felt her tightness envelop him, her body gradually yielding to the intrusion. His experience in deflowing women shines through.

All the while, his hands roamed to her massive tits, groping them with fervent need, his fingers sinking into the soft, warm flesh and rolling her nipples between his thumb and forefinger.

Occasionally, he leaned down, his lips capturing one nipple in a hot, wet kiss, licking and sucking at it greedily, the sensation making her arch her back and gasp.

"Ahh... that feels so good." The dual assault—his cock teasing her entrance and his mouth on her breasts—riled her up further, her insides quivering with an insatiable need, her pussy clenching around him in eager anticipation, slick with her arousal.

Locking eyes with her, Alexander's gaze intense and relentless, he instructed firmly, "Keep your eyes on mine, remember the man who's taking you—every second of this." His words were a command wrapped in possessive intimacy.

Finally, with a slow, deliberate thrust, he pushed forward, breaking her hymen just as gently as promised, the barrier giving way under the pressure as he invaded deeper into her tight, virgin depths.

She moaned loudly with each inch, the pain and pleasure mixing together, "Ohh... ahh... it hurts, but... feels good.....yes," her whimpers turning into cries of joy as tears streamed down her face, glistening in the low light.

Her expression was one of pure ecstasy mixed with overwhelm—eyes wide and locked on his, lips parted in a continuous stream of sounds, her body trembling as he filled her, the sensation stretching and claiming her in ways that left her breathless and utterly his.

Her blonde hair fanned out like golden waves across the pillows, her blue eyes wide and innocent yet glazed with newfound pleasure, her short, curvaceous form trembling beneath him. Those generous breasts of hers, full and heavy, rose and fell with each ragged breath.

He pressed deeper, his fit, toned muscles flexing as he maintained a deliberate, unyielding slow pace, each inch of his shaft stretching her untouched walls further.

"Shh, let me in deeper," he murmured against her lips, his voice a low whisper that vibrated through her.

To stifle her growing moans, he captured her mouth in a deep, consuming kiss, his tongue pushed down her throat as he swallowed the soft, breathy sounds escaping her— "Mmmph, ohhh..." —her innocence cracking under his claim.

Ashley's body responded eagerly, her inner walls gripping him tighter the further he delved, as if her core was resisting yet yearning to be fully opened.

He felt the exquisite squeeze, a vice that pulsed around his rigid length, sending waves of intense, building pleasure through his veins.

It was intoxicating, the way her warmth enveloped him, her slickness coating him like warm honey, making every slow thrust feel like a conquest of something sacred.

His breath hitched, a low grunt rumbling from his throat as the friction built, his hips rolling with unhurried determination, each nudge prying her open just a fraction more.

"You're mine," he breathed into her ear, his words a growl that sent shivers down her spine, his hands roaming to cup her ample curves.

She whimpered in response, her voice a fragile gasp—"Ahh, it feels... so much..."—her blue eyes locking onto his with a mix of submission and desire, her innocent face flushed a deep crimson.

The deeper he pushed, the more her body resisted at first, clenching in rhythmic spasms that required him to grind forward with firm, insistent nudges, each one eliciting a fresh wave of tightness that made his cock throb with urgent need.

As his pace grew slightly rougher, driven by the mounting ecstasy, her big, soft tits began to bounce and clap together with every forceful drive, the fleshy smacks echoing in the quiet room, her nipples grazing his chest, heightening the raw lewdness.

She cried out softly into his kiss, her hands clawing at his back, nails digging in as if to anchor herself against the overwhelming sensations of being stretched, claimed, and filled.

Finally, with one last, deep plunge, he buried himself completely, his full length sinking balls deep into her quivering depths.

The sudden fullness shattered her, her body convulsing as a gush of warm fluid surged around him, soaking the sheets beneath them. Her eyes rolled back in pure bliss, her lips parting in a silent scream while he groaned. The tight grip of her climax milking him in a way that left him shuddering almost.

But that didn't stop him as he continued his relentless rhythm atop Ashley, her body still shuddering from the intense release that had left her slick and quivering around his unyielding length.

As her first climax rippled through her, he drove deeper with experienced strokes, each one coaxing fresh waves of ecstasy from her core, making her convulse and tighten in a cycle of unending pleasure.

"Feel every part of me," his voice laced with an ownership-like intent, his hands gripping her hips to guide her movements against his.

She moaned softly, her innocent blue eyes fluttering shut in the overwhelming bliss—"Ohhh, it's too much..."

But he wouldn't allow her to escape into her own world.

With a sudden, rough thrust that jolted her frame, he forced her eyes open wide, the impact sending a sharp spike of sensation through her stretched depths.

"Look at me," he commanded, his tone a growl that brooked no refusal, his gaze locking onto hers with fierce intensity, ensuring she absorbed every detail of his fit, sweat-slicked form—the way his muscles tensed, the hunger in his eyes, the heat of his breath on her skin. Making sure she knew every detail of her man.

Each time her lids dared to close, another firm, demanding push followed, making her gasp and stare back, her mind imprinting the memory of his dominance, of how he claimed.

Her climaxes built upon one another, each one more intense than the last, her body arching and trembling as he maintained his steady, probing pace.

She whimpered breathlessly, her voice breaking into fragmented pleas, her blonde hair sticking to her flushed cheeks, her curvaceous figure writhing beneath him in a haze of sensual surrender.

He savored the way her inner walls clenched and released in rhythmic spasms, the tightness drawing him deeper, her slick warmth heightening his own pleasure to an exquisite edge.

Time blurred into a passionate haze, and an hour later, the scene had shifted to one of exhausted endurance.

Ashley lay limp and pliant beneath him, her once-vibrant energy sapped by the prolonged onslaught of sensations.

Her short, voluptuous body had gone slack, her arms no longer able to cling to his shoulders, instead falling limply to the sides as if she were a rag doll in his grasp.

Her big, soft breasts heaved with shallow breaths, still bouncing lightly with each of his measured thrusts, the faint slaps of skin against skin echoing in the dim room, but she could only manage weak, half-formed moans.

Her blue eyes were half-lidded and unfocused, lost in the fog of pleasure.

Alexander, his own restraint wearing thin, felt the mounting pressure within him, the way her exhausted body still gripped him so perfectly, milking every inch.

"You're doing so well,.....good girl...." he murmured encouragingly, his words a contrast to his unyielding motions, his fit frame glistening with sweat as he held back his release just a little longer.

With one final, deliberate push, he buried himself balls deep once more, his length filling her to the brim as he let go, flooding her womb with a hot, pulsing surge.

Ashley's response was a languid, almost dreamlike moan, her body reacting instinctively, the warmth inside her triggering another faint climax, her inner walls fluttering weakly around him as she lay there, half-conscious in the throes of being utterly filled.

Her eyes rolled back slightly, a soft sigh escaping her lips, the sensation prolonging her bliss in a gentle, lingering wave.

Alexander eased himself out of Ashley's quivering depths, his length sliding free with a wet, slick pull that left her entrance gaping slightly, a trail of his warm essence trickling out in thick, pearly streams.

He paused, propped on his elbows, his fit frame hovering above her as he admired the sight—her swollen folds glistening, the evidence of his claim dripping down her thighs, marking her as his.

A satisfied smile curved his lips, his breath still coming in heavy pants as he traced a finger along her inner thigh, feeling the sticky warmth. He wasn't worried about pregnancy, for he knew Ashley was on the pill. He knew that Jasmine must be the first to bear a child of his.

He shifted beside her on the bed, lying down completely, their bodies pressing together in a tender embrace.

Ashley's curvaceous form molded against his toned chest, her blonde hair a tousled halo around her flushed face, her blue eyes fluttering closed as they both caught their breath.

He wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her close, their skin slick and warm from the exertion. "Rest now," he whispered soothingly, his fingers gently stroking her back, feeling the rise and fall of her breathing slow into a peaceful rhythm.

She nestled into him, a soft sigh escaping her lips—"Mmm..."—as exhaustion claimed her, her body relaxing completely in his hold.

Time slipped away in the quiet dimness of the room. When Ashley stirred awake, she found herself shifted into a new position—face down on the rumpled sheets, her plump, rounded ass lifted high in the air, her knees instinctively spread.

A haze of drowsiness clung to her, but she felt the firm pressure of his hardened length pressing against her tight, untouched rear entrance, the sensation both startling and intriguing.

Her heart raced, her body still humming from their earlier intensity, as she blinked in confusion. "Wha—" she murmured groggily, her voice a sleepy whisper.

Alexander leaned over her, his breath hot against her ear, his hands gripping her hips to hold her steady. "You woke at just the right time," he purred, before he thrust forward with unyielding force, breaching her anal barrier in one swift, claiming motion.

The sudden invasion stretched her in a way she'd never experienced, popping her virginity there with a sharp, intense pressure that made her cry out.

Her body arching instinctively as a gush of fluid escaped her, soaking the sheets beneath them in an instant of release.

She had trained with toys before, but none as thick and demanding as he was, the size of him filling her completely, stretching her walls to their limits and sending shockwaves of overwhelming pleasure through her core.

He mounted her fully, his fit body pressing down on her back as he began to move, each thrust driving deeper into her tight passage, the rhythm building from steady to fervent.

"Take it all," he groaned, his voice vibrating against her skin, his hands roaming to squeeze her generous curves, feeling the way her ass clenched and yielded around him.

She moaned incoherently—"Ohhh, it's... too deep..."—her face buried in the pillow, her big breasts pressing into the mattress and jiggling with every powerful stroke, the sounds of their bodies colliding filling the air as he fucked her into the bed, his pace unhurried yet relentless, ensuring every inch of her was explored and conquered.

For another hour, he maintained his dominance, his thrusts growing more insistent, the friction building a fire within them both. Ashley's body responded despite her fatigue, her curves quivering as he pounded into her, the sensations making her feel stretched and claimed in a primal way, her mind swirling with a mix of exhaustion and ecstasy.

Only after he pushed deep one final time, flooding her ass with a hot, surging rush of his cum, did he finally still, their bodies collapsing together in a heap of limbs and sweat-soaked sheets.

Ashley let out a faint, contented moan—"Mmmph..."—her form limp and sated, the warmth inside both her holes triggering one last flutter of pleasure.

They cuddled once more, his arms wrapping around her as they drifted into a brief respite, only to stir again later for more of the same pattern—cuddling, then fucking, then some more cuddling—that carried them late into the night.



A new day, July 18, 2020.

At exactly 7:00 a.m., Alexander opened his eyes on time.

He smiled at the ceiling, then turned his head to look at the woman in his arms. Ashley, still asleep, had faint tear stains of pleasure at the corners of her eyes while the hint of a smile lingered on her lips.

Alexander observed her briefly before closing his eyes again.

He went back to sleep.

There was no rush.

Besides, Alexander had only truly fallen asleep very late the night before—well past 3 or 4 a.m.

A little over half an hour later, around 7:40 a.m., Alexander woke again—not on his own, but because Ashley had stirred. He felt someone kiss his cheek and opened his eyes, turning to see Ashley gazing at him with wide, blinking eyes, her lips pressed together.

"You're awake," Alexander said softly with a smile.

"Mmm," Ashley responded obediently with a hum, then wrapped her arms around his neck and planted another kiss on his cheek...then his lips. Gently nibbling on his bottom lip, all while rubbing her body against him.

Taking the invitation, Alexander grabbed at her full ass, spreading her ass cheeks apart, his middle finger slipping in, teasingly brushing against her well-used holes.

The movements had Ashley squirming on top of him, the movements only riling his morning wood even more.

Kiss after kiss, the two swapped saliva, their tongues dancing in and out of each other's mouths.

Breaking the kiss, Ashley brought her swollen lips to Alexander's ear. "You took two........but there is still one more hole.... for you to claim.." She whispered lewdly, though the words clearly took all of her courage, as her face instantly turned bright red.

Her boldness even surprised Alexander, his griping hands pausing for a moment. Giving her the chance to move as she kissed her way down his chest, then dove under the covers.

Soon, he felt an impossibly tight and warm wet mouth wrapping around his length, taking him deeper and deeper. The sounds of her gags and chokes echoed from under the blanket, clearly struggling with his size, but also clearly having trained with toys.

The pleasure from his cockhead slamming against the tight entrance of her throat had his hips tensing up, almost reaching out to grab her head and slam her down.

But he resisted the urge, letting her do it at her once pace. And soon, she managed to go even further down.

"Unfgh....." Alexander groaned as she suddenly stuffed him down her tight throat. Swallowing inch after inch, until he was fully buried in her tight wet gullet, while her nose was pressed against his groin.

A part of him couldn't help but smirk, comparing this and the oral service from Jasmine....... That idea though was soon chased away as Ashley began to bob up and down.

She worked his shaft with her throat, all while her tongue licked at the sensitive underside. Her hands kept busy as they gently massaged and worshiped at him cumfactories.

Occasionally she'd pull back, shifting the service of her mouth from his cock down to his full, swollen balls. Licking, kissing and lewdly nuzzling into them.

She was worshiping and serving his cock with all she had, licking the occasional rope of precum that would squirt out.

Laying in bed, Alexander enjoyed the pleasure, occasionally grunting followed by words of "Good girl" to let her know she was doing good.

It went on and on, and once he felt himself getting close, he growled. "I'm close......"

That was all Ashley needed to hear as she quickly took him back inside her throat, balls deep. Tightening her walls around him, milking his cock with all her skills and gusto.

She was rewarded for her hard work as she felt his cock throbbing inside of her before thick ropes of cum begun to shoot down her throat, straight into her stomach.

She moaned around the thick shaft, massaging it as she did his balls, trying to prolong his orgasm for as long as possible. Slowly, she began to pull her head back, using Alexander's cock to paint her throat walls pure white.

Only stopping once just the tip was in her mouth, suckling on it, draining the last few droplets out, letting his taste and scent properly mark her.

Only then did she swallow everything, before looking up at Alexander. "That's three....." She giggled.

Alexander smiled, reaching down, scooping her back up to cuddle, the two clearly feeling drowsy again.


Chapter 20: The truth.

Past nine o'clock.

Alexander finally got up while Ashley dozed off again.

He let her rest for now—after all, it was her first time, in more ways than one, and she definitely needed proper recovery today.

Meanwhile, he had errands to run.

He freshened up.

Got dressed.

"You're....leaving?" As he was about to exist, the soft murmur of Ashley caused him to pause. Turning around, he saw her still in bed, eyes half open as she looked in his direction. Clearly drowsy and sleepy, yet trying to focus on him.

Walking over with a smile, Alexander leaned down, placing a soft kiss on her forehead. "I have business to attend to. Sleep for now." He paused before adding. "I'll be back later."

Ashley nodded, her eyes filling with warmth at the gentle affection and the words of assurance that he wasn't just abandoning her.

With her mind and heart at ease, her ocean blue hues closed once again, and she dozed off.

Pulling the blanket over her, Alexander left and went downstairs.

Once in the car, Alexander dialed Sophie Hale's number...

Half an hour later.

Moonlight Bay Café, East District, Boston.

Sophie had arrived first.

When Alexander entered the café, Sophie—dressed meticulously in a luxurious dress and seated by the window—waved at him with a bright, beaming smile, looking particularly delighted.

They sat down, exchanged some casual conversation, and then gradually steered toward discussing the tutoring arrangement.

Much of it had already been covered the day before. Still, today's discussion was more detailed, eventually touching on Alexander's availability and the tutoring fees.

Sophie repeatedly raised her offer, even proposing a rate of two thousand per hour!

She was genuinely willing to spare no expense if it meant her daughter could improve.

"...Mr. Ciotta, if you really can't make frequent trips to Boston, then... I could consider taking Bella to New York this summer for convenience. We could rent a place there for a while and return to Boston once school starts..." Sophie had gone as far as suggesting this.

"To New York, huh..." At this, Alexander flashed a faintly ambiguous smile. He glanced out the window, paused with a smile, then said to Sophie, "Aren't you afraid James Sutherland might find out you took your daughter away from Boston without his permission?"

The sudden revelation!

Sophie visibly froze, her eyes widening in shock as she stared straight at Alexander, her expression even tinged with dread.

Horrified!!

Sophie stared wide-eyed at Alexander, disbelief washing over her as her mind reeled in shock. A loud "buzz" echoed in her head, and suddenly, everything felt wrong. Fear—pure fear—flashed in Sophie's eyes.

What terrified her wasn't James Sutherland, but the person who had just mentioned James's name—Alexander, the tutor she was trying to hire.

He was here for her.

The moment Alexander uttered "James Sutherland," Sophie knew—he had come specifically for her. She didn't want to believe it, couldn't bring herself to accept it, but the truth was undeniable.

There was no other explanation.

Sophie hadn't seen James in years, though they spoke occasionally over the phone. He sent child support for Isabelle, sometimes calling, sometimes not.

Sophie wasn't originally from Boston.

She was from Dallas.

She had moved to Boston a year after her daughter was born, starting anew in a city where no one knew her past. Here, she made new friends and built a life completely detached from her old one.

In Boston, none of her friends knew about her history.

For years, no one had disturbed her.

In her current world, no one was aware of what she had been through—no one should have recognized the name "James Sutherland."

At least, that's what Sophie had believed. Over the past decade, however, there had been a few instances where men pursued her, only to suddenly distance themselves afterward.

Sophie could guess why.

She knew her life was beyond hope… and she had long given up on any other future. Her sole focus was raising her daughter. She had resigned herself to never hearing James's name from another person's lips again—yet she would forever live under his shadow.

This was her fate.

Never in her wildest dreams did she expect Alexander to say "James Sutherland."

Sophie didn't believe in coincidences. In a world of billions, how could the tutor she had sought out online, in a chat group, just happen to know James—and their connection?

This couldn't be chance.

And because it wasn't, it terrified her. Because… she had been the one to reach out to Alexander. She had initiated the private messages, begged to meet him, and insisted on hiring him as a tutor.

She had done it all herself.

That realization sent a bone-chilling fear through her.

She even felt… manipulated. As if every choice she made had been orchestrated.

The thought made her entire body go cold.

Alexander kept smiling at her, while Sophie remained frozen in shock, her horrified gaze locked onto his. Their eyes met… but his words had already revealed far too much.

By saying, "Aren't you afraid James Sutherland will find out you took your daughter and left Boston without permission?" he had essentially told Sophie that he knew—knew about James's control over her.

The implications were staggering.

For Alexander to say something like that, he had to know the specifics of her past with James, as well as the dynamics of their relationship over the years.

The more Sophie thought about it, the colder she felt.

Alexander had scared her to the core.

"Actually, your worries are unnecessary." Alexander smiled again at Sophie. "When you took Isabelle to the capital for a trip the year before last without prior notice, James found out and mentioned it during a later call with you—it was just a passing remark, nothing more..."

"He doesn't have someone watching you every moment. There are many things he doesn't care about. As long as you don't take Isabelle abroad, you can go anywhere within the country."

Alexander wasn't saying this to reassure or to calm her.

He simply wanted her to understand: I, Alexander, came for you deliberately—and I know a lot.

Silence.

Sophie remained speechless. After a long pause, she finally managed to speak in a trembling whisper, "You... you approached me on purpose?"

"Mhm." Alexander nodded with a smile.

His admission was unabashed.

At this point, all the groundwork had been laid. There was no reason for him to hide it.

According to his plan, he intended to come clean with Sophie before taking her and Isabelle to New York. He wasn't trying to trick her into going—he wanted to bring her there openly.

He already had the opportunity to deceive Sophie and Isabelle into going to New York, but the aftermath would be messy.

Revealing the truth after tricking them would feel like a severe betrayal—even akin to being forcibly detained or kidnapped.

Sophie's resistance could ruin everything Alexander had carefully prepared.

She might even flee with her daughter or, worse, turn to James for help.

In that scenario, getting her to testify would become nearly impossible.

So... Alexander needed her to make the decision herself. Her willingness to go to New York was exactly what he wanted.

He needed Sophie's active cooperation for what lay ahead, which was why this approach was necessary.

"I..." Sophie suddenly stood up, grabbing her bag as if to say something, but no words came out. She turned to leave.

All she wanted now was to escape.

Go home.

Cut all ties with Alexander.

"About Grayson Yorke..." Alexander began with a smile, uttering just those three words before stopping.

Yet those words made Sophie freeze mid-step. She whipped around to stare at Alexander, her eyes wide with shock.

The name Grayson Yorke alone wouldn't mean much to most people.

Those who knew of him would assume Alexander was referring to his accidental drowning years ago.

But Sophie understood exactly what Alexander meant—because she was one of the very few people in the world who knew the truth behind Grayson's death.

She was the only living witness who could prove it was murder.

Alexander had already demonstrated how much he knew.

So Sophie was horrified—how could he know this too?

"...Care to talk?" Alexander asked, still smiling.

Sophie stood rigid, torn between refusal and curiosity. She didn't want to discuss it—this was the pivotal event that had altered the course of her life, tangled with tragedy, resentment, and danger.

But she also needed to know—How does he know? What else does he know?

Most importantly, if this matter were to be leaked, it would kill Sophie! James would definitely silence her first—eliminating the only witness! 

"Let's talk somewhere else," Alexander said as he stood up. 

The Café was a relatively upscale, artsy coffee shop. With a moderate number of guests in the morning, it was fine for Alexander and Sophie to chat casually.

Even if some topics were broached, it wouldn't matter if nearby strangers overheard. 

But once the conversation deepened—touching on murder and death—it absolutely couldn't be discussed in such a public place. 

Alexander walked out. 

It wasn't until he had gone five or six meters that Sophie, her face twisted in hesitation, finally followed him, quickening her steps in high heels to catch up. 

Once outside the café, Alexander didn't head for his car. Instead, he turned west along the sidewalk. Sophie trailed slightly behind him.

They hadn't gone far when Alexander turned and stepped up onto a set of stairs. Sophie followed, then slowed her pace as she glanced up. 

Because Alexander was leading her into a nearby four-star hotel. 

Whatever they were about to discuss next, it had to be in an absolutely private space. 

So… were they going to get a hotel room… to talk?

Sophie was well aware of the strong appeal she held for men. Despite being thirty-two years old with a fourteen-year-old daughter, she had still been pursued by quite a few men over the years. 

And none of them were ordinary men! 

There were the young and wealthy ones—some even younger than Sophie herself. 

They had pursued her, unbothered by the fact that she had a child. In fact, many had even vowed during their confessions that they would take good care of her daughter, promising this and that... 

Sophie, the kind of woman who had once driven James Sutherland to madness and murder, had no reason to underestimate herself.

Even past thirty, she had maintained herself exceptionally well—her face was still strikingly beautiful and youthful appearing as if she was in her early twenties.

Especially her figure—most young girls couldn't compare. In fact, over the years, it had only grown better, fuller, and more curvaceous in a way that would put her early twenties body to shame.

Though Alexander had never shown any hint of that kind of interest in her—not even a suggestive glance—before their confrontation, his attitude toward her had always been that of a teacher toward a student's parent. 

Sophie also knew that Alexander was much younger than her. 

But... heading straight to a hotel like this inevitably made her overthink things. 

Alexander strode up the steps without pause, seemingly oblivious to whether Sophie was following behind. It wasn't until he reached the revolving door of the four-star Tiara Hotel that Sophie, looking visibly uneasy, finally ascended the steps. 

She followed Alexander inside, one after the other. 

The hotel lobby was nearly empty—few guests came at this hour in the morning, and it wasn't yet checkout time. 

Alexander led Sophie to the front desk. 

Sophie appeared somewhat uncomfortable. She had dressed meticulously for the occasion, having started her elaborate preparations early that morning—applying tasteful makeup, slipping into a white chiffon dress, and stepping into pink high heels with red soles. 

The dress was loose and flowing, elegant, yet on her full figure, it carried an air of femininity and allure.

Even her handbag perfectly complemented her outfit. 

Add to that the shimmering necklace and bracelet. 

Her entire ensemble couldn't have cost less than ten grand. 

She was wealthy. Over a decade ago, when she had first arrived in Boston, she had invested in real estate, purchasing several properties and street-side shops that were still cheap at the time. Back then, housing prices hadn't yet skyrocketed, so the value of her investments had multiplied several times over. Now, just from collecting rent, she earned in a year more than most do in ten. 

Based on Sophie's own assets alone, her net worth exceeded fifteen million.

Not to mention the massive annual child support James paid for his illegitimate daughter! 

She was the kind of woman who no longer needed to work—a financially independent "little rich lady." 

Naturally, her daily expenses were extravagant. Since she mostly ate home-cooked meals, she didn't overspend on food and drink. The bulk of her spending went toward clothing and accessories... after all, no woman disliked dressing up. 

As the saying goes, clothes make the man... 

Today, Sophie looked even younger than usual, her appearance exquisitely polished. Meanwhile, Alexander, at just twenty-two, appeared much more mature in his suit. Visually, they actually looked exceptionally well-matched! 

A well-dressed young man and woman, both appearing to be in their twenties, were entering a hotel together—it was impossible not to misunderstand! 

Alexander stood at the front desk, while Sophie lingered slightly behind him, pressing her lips together. Her hand instinctively brushed a strand of hair, tucking it behind her ear.

The receptionist gave them a knowing smile as she saw the two. "Good evening, sir and madam. Do you have a reservation?"

"No reservation," Alexander replied with a smile. "Do you have any executive suites available?"

"One moment, sir, let me check..." The receptionist quickly looked it up on the computer and then looked up again. "Yes, we do. How many rooms would you like?" As she spoke, she glanced at Sophie, who seemed visibly uncomfortable.

To the receptionist, Sophie appeared somewhat shy with her flickering gaze—perhaps due to a naturally gentle disposition—and it was common for women to show emotional fluctuations when coming to such places with men. She'd seen it all before.

With so many guests coming and going daily, she'd encountered women of all temperaments—some were completely unfazed, while others were far more reserved.

She could even tell at a glance that the two were likely newly established lovers rather than a married couple. Married couples didn't get shy.

"One room..." Alexander said.

"Very well, sir. May I see your ID, please?" The receptionist then turned to Sophie with a professional smile. "And yours as well, madam."

"Me... do I need to provide mine too?" Sophie hesitated slightly.

"Yes, madam. Both parties are required when sharing a room," the receptionist explained politely.

"Oh... alright..." The request felt odd, and the atmosphere grew increasingly awkward. Sophie complied, rummaging through her bag for her ID, while Alexander handed his over as well. They passed their identification to the receptionist one after the other.

The receptionist took the IDs, carefully comparing the photos with their faces—a routine but responsible check. However, her expression flickered briefly, though she masked it well.

In truth, she was surprised. She even stole another glance at Sophie after noticing the birthdates on the IDs—Alexander was born in 2002, while Sophie was born in 1992...

After completing the check-in and payment, the receptionist handed both IDs and the room key to Alexander.

"Your room is on the 16th floor, sir. The elevators are that way..." She gestured helpfully.

"Thank you," Alexander said with a smile before leading Sophie toward the elevators.

At this point, Sophie had no choice but to follow. Though nervous, the matter Alexander wanted to discuss was too significant—it even concerned her life and whether her daughter would have someone to care for her in the future...

What else could she do? There was no alternative.

Sophie could only hope... that it was just a conversation.

Inside the elevator, silence lingered between them. Alexander casually returned Sophie's ID to her without a word, then faced the doors, waiting for their floor without so much as a glance in her direction.

Sophie tucked her ID away, stealing a glance at Alexander before biting her lip.

"Mr. Ciotta..." she finally spoke.

"Yes?" He turned slightly, smiling as he looked at her.

"Why... here?" she asked, her eyes darting away as she nervously tucked a strand of hair behind her ear to mask her unease.

"Because it's secure. Best for privacy and with no interruptions," Alexander replied smoothly.

This was a reason that Sophie Hale found hard to believe. Any normal person would know that coming here could easily be misunderstood. So if it were just about safety and confidentiality, there was absolutely no need to choose this place. 

They could have just picked any restaurant with a private room—it would have served the same purpose! 

Or better yet, why not talk in the car? Wouldn't that have been more convenient than here? 

Sophie grew increasingly uneasy. 

They arrived on the sixteenth floor. 

This level was exquisitely decorated, as it housed executive suites, with carpets lining the hallway. 

Alexander glanced at the room number on the keycard and led Sophie inside. Soon, they reached the door of Suite 1607. He swiped the card, pushed the door open, then stepped aside to gesture for her to enter. 

Sophie gave him a look before stepping forward. Just as she was about to cross the threshold, Alexander suddenly reached out, wrapping an arm around her slender waist.

Holding her by the waist, her body found itself pressed against him in such an intimate way. The sudden movement shocked her enough that she wrapped her arms around him as he pulled her inside.

The door closed. 


Chapter 21: Hotel talk.

Inside the room, Sophie froze in the entryway. The moment she had stepped in, Alexander had held her—though he had let go now, his intentions were already unmistakable... 

At this moment, her first thought wasn't to run. Instead, she was plunged into an internal struggle...

Alexander inserted the keycard to activate the electricity, then walked through the foyer with his hands in his pockets. He paused in the living room, scanning the suite.

This was an executive suite—the best room in this four-star hotel. Unlike residential suites or oversized presidential suites, this executive suite had an integrated layout.

The living area featured a sofa and coffee table. To the right stood a large bed with nightstands, while to the left was a substantial glass partition. Through the transparent divider, one could see a small study inside, equipped with a desk and cabinets—perfect for laptop work.

Further to the right was the bathroom, featuring electronically controlled frosted glass that could switch between transparent and opaque.

The room also boasted a spacious balcony furnished with a small coffee table and wicker chairs.

Overall, the suite was equally suitable for business trips or romantic getaways—versatile in every way.

Spanning sixty to seventy square meters, the decor was undeniably luxurious and refined.

After his inspection, Alexander turned back to look at Sophie, still lingering by the entrance. She appeared deeply unsettled, even nervous. She could have turned and left immediately—but didn't. Her mind was racing with considerations.

She'd already concluded that Alexander might be trying to coerce her. Perhaps there were other goals too…

But coming straight to a hotel room after that brief embrace earlier? His intentions seemed glaringly obvious.

Years ago, Sophie had been blackmailed before...

People's natures differ—some yield to coercion, others resist.

Sophie clearly belonged to the former category.

What differed now was that she had an irreplaceable anchor in her life—her daughter Isabelle. Sophie didn't want to be dragged into unnecessary conflicts again. She certainly didn't want to die, nor leave her daughter uncared for.

Her thoughts spiraled further—if something happened to her, what would become of her fourteen-year-old daughter? Isabelle's status as James's illegitimate child was precarious enough. How he might treat her was anyone's guess.

Nothing good, that much was certain!

All these years, James had only provided child support out of blood obligation. Being extraordinarily wealthy, the amount never concerned him.

Sophie knew full well James had no intention of acknowledging this daughter. He hadn't come to see her once in all these years.

More importantly, during a prior phone call, James had explicitly warned Sophie against causing trouble with said daughter, against disrupting his life and wedding.

These thoughts immobilized Sophie at the threshold.

Indecision paralyzed her.

One crucial detail warranted mention—the primary reason Sophie hadn't left immediately was... her exceptionally favorable impression of Alexander! Not to mention his youth and striking looks.

Humans are visual creatures.

However much people deny it, the truth remains.

Consider how men react differently to a woman's mischief—whether it's an adorable beauty or an overweight, plain-looking girl acting up. The responses would be polar opposites!

Similarly, when a bald, obese, crude older man makes a request versus when a handsome, cultured young man makes the identical request to the same woman, her reactions would be worlds apart!

Psychological receptivity varies fundamentally.

A long moment passed.

"What are you standing there for? Come here," Alexander said with a smile, looking at Sophie. 

She pursed her lips, lowered her head in thought for a moment, then walked forward in her high heels. She stopped past the entryway, standing right in front of Alexander. Her eyes flickered as she looked at him and said, "Mr. Ciotta... you men, is that all you ever think about? Can't you just act like a normal person... is that really so hard?" 

Her tone wasn't sharp, but as she spoke, her eyes reddened. 

It was just too much! 

Her life had been nothing but hardship! First James, and now Alexander... 

"What are you talking about?" Alexander asked, still smiling but with a slight frown, his tone suggesting he had no idea what Sophie meant. 

"You're playing dumb, aren't you? Why did you bring me here? You still won't admit it?" 

"Admit what?" 

"You know what! You brought me here, you even held me just now—what else could it mean? Don't you just want to blackmail and fuck me? I always thought you were a gentleman, a good man, but you... You're no different from the rest!" 

Sophie grew increasingly agitated, unable to hold back. 

Alexander paused, still smiling, and thought for a moment before saying, "I think you might have misunderstood something. And frankly, I believe you owe me an apology." 

"Misunderstood?" Sophie said heatedly, throwing her handbag to the ground in frustration. Then she reached for her dress, hiking it slightly to expose her pale, toned but soft thighs and pink panties.

"Isn't this what you want? Fine, take it! Have it!" She gritted her teeth, pulling at the straps of her dress as if to undo it, tugging on them, she exposed her slender shoulders, her pale neck, and her matching pink bra.

"Just promise me you'll never come looking for me again! Today, you can do whatever you—" 

"I wonder how Isabella would feel if she saw you like this," Alexander said. 

Sophie's hands, already loosening her dress straps, froze. She stared at Alexander, her emotions raw, sniffling involuntarily as the reality of what she was doing struck her. 

Her daughter was her greatest concern, and the idea of being seen by her like this nearly sent tears spilling from her eyes. 

"Honestly, I have no idea what kind of scenario you've imagined," Alexander added with another faint smile, turning to walk toward the balcony. "You don't know who I am, nor why I approached you. We haven't even talked yet, and you're already undressing. Maybe... something I did gave you the wrong impression, but—" 

He reached the balcony and sat in the wicker chair on the left, crossing his legs before glancing back at Sophie. "—Shouldn't you at least ask me why first?" 

The atmosphere shifted. 

Sophie stood frozen, unsure whether to continue undressing or to retie her straps. 

"Sit," Alexander gestured toward the opposite chair. 

His calm demeanor helped steady Sophie's emotions. 

She wiped her tears, refastened her dress straps, adjusted her skirt, then walked to the balcony and took the seat across from Alexander, separated only by the small coffee table. 

"Ask me," Alexander said directly, motioning for her to speak. 

"Why did you embrace me? You say I misunderstood—then why did you do it? Can you honestly say it wasn't intentional?" Sophie demanded, sniffling, as if she had caught him in a lie. 

"I admit, it was intentional," Alexander replied with a smile. 

"Then what's there to explain? I'm right here. I won't leave. Do whatever you want, just get it over with. All I ask is that you never come looking for me again!" Sophie had honestly resigned herself. 

"But... I only did it for James Sutherland to see," Alexander said, still smiling.

Sophie froze for a moment, then startled before abruptly standing up and looking around.

She was agitated, somewhat frightened.

"James isn't here, sit down, sit down... don't be nervous," Alexander gestured with a smile.

"Then you... You said he'd see, he..." Sophie asked Alexander, still very uneasy.

"The hallway surveillance will capture footage of us holding one another as we enter the room," Alexander said.

Sophie took a moment to process this, not immediately understanding.

"Sit, let's talk sitting down," Alexander motioned to her again.

Only then did Sophie sit down.

"The hotel check-in records will register both our ID information. This info gets saved online on the hotel servers and can be obtained through connections," Alexander continued, explaining to Sophie with a smile.

"James has been investigating me. Of course, he doesn't have people watching me constantly, and his information on me isn't updated in real time.... But if I actively remind him through certain means, he'll check my hotel records and discover that you and I came to this hotel today!"

"If he's determined enough to send someone to Boston to investigate, he'll also get today's surveillance footage from the hotel. So... someday in the future, through the surveillance videos, he'll see us—dressed well—coming to the hotel together, checking in, going upstairs... holding one another as we enter the room. What do you think he'll imagine?"

Sophie's expression became particularly dramatic!

To her, Alexander's words first struck her as an attempt to frame her. 

Sophie knew all too well how extreme James's temperament was. 

Though she and James had broken up long ago—over a decade now—and though James wasn't the type to forbid others from touching women he had once kept (after all, he had played with far too many women to care once he lost interest—they were free to date or marry as they pleased), Sophie was different. 

She wasn't just another woman James had easily obtained. She was the goddess he had fought tooth and nail for, even at the cost of lives. 

That made her special. 

Moreover, Sophie was the mother of James' illegitimate daughter.

This was another critical point. No matter how much James refused to acknowledge Isabelle, he would never allow his daughter to call another man "Dad." 

Therefore, Sophie absolutely could not date or marry any man. 

The concept of a stepfather for Isabelle must never exist in this world. 

All these factors, combined with James' personality, meant that despite not seeing Sophie for years, not even knowing how much more beautiful she'd gotten, he would never permit her to have a man in her life. 

Because of Isabelle, Sophie was effectively James' "unofficial wife." 

Sophie understood this perfectly. 

So when she heard Alexander's words, her first instinct was that this was a setup! 

If James found out she had checked into a hotel with a man… she wouldn't die—after all, they had been broken up for over a decade.

There had been men who pursued her before, even publicly confessed, and offered to take her out to dinner.

Sophie, still young, had naturally longed for love, for a return to a normal life, and had been tempted to accept.

But in those cases, James never confronted her—he simply made the men who pursued her suddenly retreat… or disappear. 

Isabelle still needed Sophie's care! 

Thus, if James learned of this, Sophie judged that while he wouldn't kill her, he certainly wouldn't let her off lightly. It would bring her immense trouble. 

So this had to be a trap! 

But upon further reflection, Sophie realized something was off. 

Because if James found out, his rage wouldn't be directed at her—it would be directed at the man who had checked into a hotel with her. Namely, Alexander! 

This wasn't a trap—this was Alexander courting death! 

A self-destruction! 

An incredibly reckless move! 

Sleeping with another man's woman—or "wife" or "lover"—was something people usually feared being discovered.

Yet Alexander was doing the opposite. Worse, he hadn't even touched Sophie, yet he wanted James to misunderstand, to think he'd been cuckolded! 

This… 

Sophie was utterly baffled. She couldn't make sense of it. 

The room fell into a prolonged silence. 

"Why… would you do this?" Sophie finally spoke. 

"What do you think?" Alexander countered with a smile. 

"You and James…" Sophie mused aloud before pausing. Then she said, "You have a grudge against him?" It was the most logical guess, and the easiest one to make. 

"Mhm." Alexander nodded. 

Sophie froze for a moment, but inexplicably, she felt a strange sense of relief.

Because she despised anyone close to James—those were all part of his web of power.

Conversely, she harbored no hatred for those who were enemies of James. In fact... over the years, she had thought more than once: Why isn't James dead yet?! Why hasn't anyone killed him?!

"Then you're really… Is your name really Alexander Ciotta? What exactly do you do? How did you… Become enemies with James?" Sophie asked again. 

"Do you know about the Doran family?" Alexander countered. 

"Yes," Sophie nodded. 

"What about Jasmine Doran?" Alexander pressed. 

"I know of her," Sophie nodded again. 

She hadn't known about the Doran family or Jasmine until a phone call with James years ago, when he had warned her. He had mentioned his upcoming marriage, dropping names and details. 

At the time, Sophie realized the Doran family was on par with the Sutherlands. 

Though she had no real understanding of the inner workings of the Sutherland family—how these powerful families truly operated was beyond her—she was well aware of the sheer influence and reach the Sutherlands wielded.

That alone told her what kind of family the Dorans were, and just how significant Jasmine's status was. 

"Jasmine is my woman," Alexander said with a faint smile. 

Sophie stiffened in surprise. 

"Four years ago, the Sutherlands and the Dorans arranged a marriage alliance. Then…” Alexander began recounting the relationship between the two families—Jasmine's refusal, the bet—he laid it all out. 

There was no harm in letting Sophie know. 

He needed her to understand his ties to Jasmine and to James. 

A few minutes later, he finished. 

"James is obsessed with having Jasmine. It drives him mad—just as mad as when he killed for you, maybe even worse. So… he wants me dead. One of us has to die. This won't end until it does." Alexander smiled again. 

“So… you sought me out… to make James think that…” Sophie spoke slowly, piecing it together, "You're doing this to get back at him? To cuckold him? To provoke him?" 

"More than just provoking him. James has an extreme personality. I need him to make mistakes—so he dies faster." Alexander's gaze remained steady on her. "And it's not just him. His entire family… will fall." 

Sophie's expression shifted to shock. 

Alexander talking about killing James was one thing—whether he could do it or not, their feud was already a fight to the death. But the Sutherland family… Sophie knew exactly how terrifying they were. She had experienced it firsthand. 

"If you testify to the Yorke family, prove that James killed Grayson, then given the Yorkes' current power, they will absolutely go to war with the Sutherlands—and bury them." Alexander laid it out plainly. 

Because Sophie wouldn't know how formidable the Yorkes were. At most, she'd assume that exposing James's murder of Grayson would cause him trouble—just trouble, nothing more. 

So he had to spell it out. Make her understand. 

Sophie's face paled. 

Then darkened. 

Her mind raced. If things escalated to this degree… if James found out she had shared a hotel room with Alexander… he would kill her without hesitation to prevent the truth about Grayson from getting out. 

And then, suddenly, a far more pressing question struck her.

Isabelle Hale is James Sutherland's daughter!

So, whether Alexander's target is the entire Sutherland family or his deadly feud with James Sutherland, it could affect Isabelle. Moreover, if Alexander were to take extreme measures and seek revenge against Isabelle, then...

"Regarding the Doran family, I've already spoken with Morris Doran. The Dorans will sever ties with the Sutherlands and become an ally in bringing them down! So... if you agree, you and Isabelle will come with me to New York. I'll arrange for your protection, and when the right opportunity arises, I'll facilitate a meeting between you and the Yorkes family." Alexander spoke very bluntly once more.

Sophie's expression remained troubled as she pondered.

"A life of freedom is calling out to you, Miss Sophie Hale," Alexander added with a smile. "You hate James Sutherland, don't you?"

The address "Miss" felt somewhat odd to Sophie, considering her daughter was already fourteen years old.

"Madam" would have been more appropriate.

But Alexander deliberately called her "Miss," a subtle psychological nudge—after all, Sophie was still young, in her prime, with a bright future and a wonderful life ahead of her to enjoy.

Silence.

A long moment passed.

Lost in thought, Sophie suddenly stood up, walked to the window of the enclosed balcony, and drew the curtains shut.

Then she turned back to Alexander, took a deep breath, and said, "Yes! I hate him! I hate fucking James Sutherland! I hate that bastard who ruined my life! I wish he would drop dead right now! And why settle for letting him misunderstand? Wouldn't it be better to actually steal me from him and make him a cuckold?"

As she spoke, Sophie began removing her dress, undressing right then and there.

She took the initiative.

Alexander knew exactly what she was thinking.

Her words differed significantly from her true thoughts!

She appeared to have thrown caution to the wind—seeking revenge against James, wanting to revolt him by actually sleeping with Alexander... Yet he understood Sophie wasn't that kind of woman.

She would never degrade herself just to retaliate against someone.

But right now, she was genuinely undressing.

Multiple factors had led to this.

First, she had already mentally crossed that threshold earlier at the door.

Second, she was now trapped in a dilemma—whether she cooperated with Alexander or not, if Grayson Yorke's matter were exposed, she would die!

Meanwhile, Alexander could protect both her and her daughter.

More importantly... Sophie had no idea what Alexander's specific plans were for Isabelle.

All she knew was that Alexander had met her daughter yesterday, and their relationship had instantly become unusually close. Isabelle seemed to adore this teacher, showing no resistance to learning painting from him, behaving perfectly obedient. 

Alexander had also remained consistently kind to Isabelle, always praising her talent. 

But Sophie couldn't discern his genuine attitude toward Isabelle...

She found Alexander terrifying—his method of approaching her was horrifying. His artistic skill was real, but his offer to tutor was fake!

So even his demeanor yesterday might have been an act. 

Sophie was genuinely afraid—what if Alexander hurt Isabelle because she was James Sutherland's daughter? 

What could she do? 

So, under the weight of all these factors, Sophie truly abandoned restraint!

She had already overcome her mental barrier—revenge against James, seeking protection, preventing Alexander from harming Isabelle (because Isabelle was also her daughter)—and thus, she resolved to sleep with Alexander. 

Most importantly.......Alexander was young and handsome, ten years her junior. And as much as he terrified her, the way he seemed to know everything, the way he planned their meeting, luring her to him — those same capabilities of his also tempted her.

Had it been someone else, she'd have never reached this decision.

At this moment, Sophie felt no resistance left in her heart. 

"You don't need to do this," Alexander said calmly, turning his head with a faint smile. "I think we should first establish a... purer form of cooperation. Our goals align." 

Sophie ignored his words. 

She wanted to solve the problem with her body—this was already the second time today in this suite. The first had been when she assumed Alexander's threat implied that intention. This second time, however, stemmed from complex reasoning, a calculated decision. 

This mindset of hers was directly tied to the trauma James had inflicted on her years ago! 

A psychological scar was left on her.

So whenever she faced an unsolvable, life-altering, or life-threatening crisis, her instinct was to handle it this way! She believed it would work. She also assumed all men were the same—this was what James had "taught" her! 

The waist tie of her dress had already been undone and casually dropped to the floor. Her hands moved to lift the hem. 

"Have you considered... how Isabelle would feel if she found out someday that I killed her biological father?" Alexander asked Sophie. 

Her hands froze mid-motion, then released. The dress settled back into place. 

Without the belt, the dress simply loosened slightly, no longer clinging to her body, giving it a relaxed, homely feel. 

Sophie cared too much about her daughter. 

So, to stop her from doing something, Alexander only needed to mention Isabelle.

"She... she mustn't know!" Sophie became visibly tense, her eyes widening unnaturally as her gaze darted about.

"Sit," Alexander gestured to Sophie. "We're not finished talking yet."

Sophie's breathing was heavy with agitation. After a pause, she walked over and sat in the wicker chair opposite Alexander.

"Bella believes her father died long ago," Sophie said, looking at Alexander.

"I know," Alexander replied. "All these years, you've told her that her father left you shortly after you became pregnant—that he was a bad man who died in a car accident. You even considered telling her that her father was a murderer who was executed, but you abandoned that idea because you didn't want her to grow up burdened by the stigma of having a criminal father."

Sophie's expression froze in shock.

Not only did Alexander know what she had told her daughter, but he also knew... what she had considered telling her!

How could he even know her thoughts?

"How do you know this?" Sophie blurted out.

"That's unimportant," Alexander answered with a faint smile.

Of course, he couldn't tell Sophie that during his ten-thousand-year time-loop, he had already slept with her—conquered her in another way entirely, over and over again.

Afterward, before actually going to sleep, they had chatted, and Alexander had asked her about Isabelle's father.

She had confessed her thoughts to him herself.

"She... Isabelle mustn't know. Absolutely not!" Sophie's tone grew resolute.

"I agree. Isabelle mustn't know. On this point, we're aligned," Alexander said calmly, still smiling. "In fact, I once considered arranging for Isabelle to kill James, without ever realizing who he really was..."

Before he could finish, Sophie's face paled drastically.

"But after much deliberation, I abandoned that idea," Alexander continued, still smiling. "Though James deserves death a hundred times over for his crimes these years, Isabelle is innocent. She has every right to live happily in her own world. I shouldn't be so cruel to her. I don't make a habit of taking my anger out on others—unless they threaten me."

Sophie relaxed slightly, though a chill still ran through her.

Because that fleeting idea of Alexander's had been too terrifying.

Thankfully, he had rejected it himself.

"Then... what do you plan to do about Bella?" Sophie asked uneasily.

"Keep her away from the storm. She's still young—her life has just begun," Alexander said with a smile. "If you agree to take her to New York for a while, after you testify, I'll arrange for you both to go abroad."

"From the moment the Sutherland family begins to collapse, to its complete destruction, may take months. During that time, you'll be safe overseas, far from any trouble. Once the Sutherland matter is resolved, you can return."

Silence.

The two locked eyes.

Sophie knew full well that if she agreed, there would be no turning back.

If Alexander failed, it could cost her and her daughter their lives.

As for the matters Alexander mentioned, Sophie couldn't immediately verify their truthfulness—except for those concerning Grayson Yorke.

However, Sophie felt there was an extremely high probability that Alexander was telling the truth!

This inexplicable trust wasn't just due to Alexander's candor but also because she had witnessed his extraordinary side. Even now, she couldn't figure out how, despite being the one who sought him out first, it somehow felt like Alexander had been the one approaching her.

Alexander had also revealed some secrets she knew to be true—even including her own private thoughts. 

It was downright uncanny! 

But most importantly, Alexander had every opportunity to deceive Sophie and Isabelle into going to New York. Sophie herself had even suggested taking her daughter there for a while, making it easier for Isabelle to learn painting from Alexander. 

Yet he didn't trick them into going. 

Instead, he laid his cards on the table and made everything clear! 

On top of that, Alexander had rejected her advances twice... Sophie honestly couldn't imagine what he could possibly want from her if this was all a deception. 

She couldn't find any motive for Alexander to deceive her. 

"And one more thing," Alexander suddenly added with a smile, "During your time in New York, I'll teach Isabelle painting as her instructor. Her talent is genuinely remarkable." 

Only Alexander could handle Isabelle! 

That reminder…

That was the "last straw."

"Fine! I agree," Sophie finally spoke up, giving her consent outright. But after a brief pause, she locked eyes with Alexander and added, "However, I have one condition!" 

"Go ahead," Alexander replied with a smile. 

"Sleep with me. I want it to happen. Not just let James misunderstand—I want it to be real," Sophie declared as she stood up. 

For the third time!

Sophie still wasn't telling the whole truth. She did harbor resentment—since she wanted James to know, she might as well make him sick with it!

She wanted him to clearly understand that she had another man, hoping it even got to the point of letting him know that her daughter was calling another man "Daddy." 

Yet this was merely one of the many reasons she wanted to sleep with Alexander now. 

The rest, she wouldn't say. 

Her thoughts remained complicated. 

Alexander knew that Sophie wasn't just seeking solace—she also wanted leverage over him.

After all, Alexander had claimed to be Jasmine Doran's boyfriend, even declaring he'd go to war with the entire Sutherland family for her sake. 

So if the two of them were to cross that line… it would become a secret Jasmine must never know—leverage, plain and simple. 

This was the logical conclusion any normal woman would draw. Without knowing the true nature of Alexander and Jasmine's relationship, outsiders wouldn't dare imagine the reality. 

They could only assume it was a conventional romance. 

Sophie meant no ill will. She needed this leverage for peace of mind. 

With no power or influence of her own, she couldn't be certain Alexander would keep his word once they reached New York. Thus, she needed to establish some kind of bond with him. 

Sophie even suspected that Alexander's resistance to her advances stemmed from his loyalty to Jasmine—that he was holding back out of respect for her. 

But Sophie still believed all men were the same. 

"I still think it's best if we maintain a purely professional relationship for now," Alexander said with a faint smile as she stood before him. "I don't want to complicate things. Once you're in New York, I'll need your cooperation on certain matters. A clean partnership ensures you'll act rationally." 

Another rejection. 

The more Alexander refused, the more Sophie wanted him. 

At this point, she didn't even see it as a loss. She was thirty-two, a single mother, while Alexander was younger, wealthy, and undeniably attractive. 

For a woman like her, who had wealth and could buy anything she wanted, who was used to having men fawn over her. Being refused was a first.

The more he said no, the more she craved it. 

"If you just… do this with me… once we're in New York, I'll obey you completely—as long as you don't hurt Bella. Anything else goes! You want James dead? So do I. I want my freedom. Our goals align—why wouldn't I cooperate?" Sophie stood her ground, staring straight at Alexander. 

She had no idea just how deeply Alexander's calculated moves had influenced her psyche today. 

Many of her decisions seemed like the product of careful thought. 

But in reality… 

Alexander suddenly uncrossed his legs and reached for the small coffee table—a lightweight rattan piece with a glass top. 

With one tug, he slid it aside, then looked up at Sophie. 

"You'll listen to me, right?" 

"Of course. I don't know the first thing about destroying James—I'll follow your lead," Sophie replied. 

"I mean today. Starting now," Alexander said, his smile unwavering. 

"Today? Now?" Sophie hesitated. "Depends on what you're asking."

"It's about what you mentioned," Alexander said with a smile. 

Sophie understood and replied, "You can do whatever you want." 

"Alright. Come here, kneel," Alexander said, raising his hand slightly to point to the floor in front of him. 

At his words, Sophie tilted her head to the side in confusion.

Seated in the chair, Alexander kept smiling at Sophie, giving her another meaningful look. 

It took Sophie a moment to grasp what he meant as her cheeks blushed bright red. She was a mother, and in her lonely nights, she had watched plenty of porn....but she had never done that herself....

With a deep breath, she took two steps forward and knelt directly in front of him. 


Chapter 22: Hotel Fun. (Smut)

Sophie, with her voluptuous curves that drew the eye of anyone who passed her, and her brown hair cascading in loose waves over her shoulders, felt a flutter of nerves in her chest as she gazed up at him.

Her dress, a sleek number that clung to her ample hips and breasts, had ridden up slightly, exposing the smooth skin of her knees against the carpet.

With trembling hands, inexperienced in this, Sophie reached forward and fumbled with the zipper of Alexander's trousers.

She had been young when she was with James, and their encounters had been restrained—nothing as bold as this. Back then, she had kept things limited, avoiding anything that pushed boundaries.

Now, as her fingers brushed against the warm fabric, a mix of curiosity and apprehension washed over her.

She carefully eased his trousers open, her breath catching as she freed his manhood. It sprang out unexpectedly, the soft length smacking gently against her cheek with a light, fleshy thud, its size overwhelming her senses.

She froze for a moment, her eyes widening in shock at the sheer girth and length, even in its unaroused state—it was far more imposing than anything she had encountered before.

Sophie tilted her head back, her hazel eyes locking onto Alexander's confident gaze, her cheeks flushing with a blend of embarrassment and growing desire.

He smirked down at her, his voice low and teasing as he leaned forward slightly. "Bigger than James, right?" he murmured, his tone laced with playful arrogance, his fingers lightly tracing the curve of her jaw.

Shocked and driven by pure instinct, Sophie could only nod in honesty, her lips parting in silent awe, her heart pounding in her chest.

The nod was hesitant, almost involuntary, as if her body was betraying her usual composure. Alexander's eyes gleamed with satisfaction, and he continued to tease her, his voice dropping to a whisper that sent a shiver down her spine.

"Go on, then—get it ready for me," he coaxed, his words wrapping around her like a command, urging her deeper.

She hesitated, her breath coming in shallow waves, the weight of her situation pressing on her.

But the allure was too strong, the masculine scent of him, his age, his capabilities...... Slowly, she leaned in, her full lips brushing against the tip of his shaft in a tentative kiss.

Her lips were incredibly soft, like warm silk, as they glided up and down the sensitive head in gentle, exploratory motions.

Each touch sent a ripple of sensation through her, the faint taste and warmth heightening her arousal, making her pulse quicken. She felt a soft gasp escape her own lips, the act awakening something within her, her body responding with a growing heat that pooled low in her belly.

Alexander let out a low, appreciative hum, his hand resting lightly on her hair, guiding her without pressure. "That's it," he whispered encouragingly, his voice a soothing rumble that mixed with the quiet rustle of fabric in the room.

As she continued her kissing, his mind drifted briefly........even between inexperienced women like Jasmine and Sophie, there was a difference...

Soon, he turned his gaze down at her with a knowing smile, his voice a low, encouraging murmur that sent a thrill through her core. "Use your tongue—explore it fully," he whispered, his tone laced with gentle command, as if guiding a student in an intimate lesson.

Obeying his words, Sophie hesitated for a brief moment, her inexperience making her acutely aware of the strange territory.

She leaned in closer, her soft lips parting as she extended her tongue, tracing a slow, deliberate path from the sensitive tip all the way down to the base.

The sensation was overwhelming at first—the musky, salty tang that she tried to ignore, focusing instead on the growing heat between them. Her tongue glided along the underside, feeling the veins pulse beneath the skin, and she found herself getting more immersed in the act, her initial reservations melting away as she felt him respond.

As she licked, Alexander's shaft began to swell and stiffen under her touch, growing harder with each pass of her tongue.

Sophie couldn't help but revel in the transformation, her own desire building as she watched the evidence of her effect on him.

The salty bead of precum that gathered at the tip made her pause, her eyes fluttering shut for a second as she processed the taste, a mix of surprise and intrigue washing over her. But she resumed quickly, her gaze upturned to Alexander's face, drinking in his reactions. His jaw tightened, and his chest rose and fell with deeper breaths.

She focused intently on the spots that elicited the most from him, like the ridge just below the head, where her tongue's swirl made him tense and let out a deep, guttural grunt. "Ahh, right there," he groaned, his voice rough with pleasure, encouraging her to linger.

Emboldened, Alexander reached down, his fingers threading through her brown hair as he guided her gently. "Take the tip into your mouth now, and suckle on it—just like that," he instructed, his words a soft coax that mixed authority with tenderness.

Sophie complied, parting her lips wider and enveloping the swollen head, her cheeks hollowing as she applied a rhythmic suction. The warmth and texture filled her mouth, and she marveled at the sensation, her tongue still swirling around it despite the stretch.

Alexander didn't press further; he knew her throat was untrained and knew just as much she had a strong gag reflex.

Instead, he took her hands in his, positioning them around the base of his shaft. "Stroke the rest with your hands—feel how it all fits together," he murmured, his eyes locked on hers, a hint of pride in his voice.

Sophie wrapped her fingers around him, realizing with a mix of awe and trepidation that she needed both hands to cover the remaining inches, the parts not already nestled between her lips.

The sheer size of him was intoxicating, making her mind race with thoughts of how it compared to her past—her fingers and toys at home had always sufficed, but nothing could have prepared her for this, stirring a flicker of second thoughts about whether she could handle it.

As she continued, her movements becoming more confident, Alexander's pleasure was palpable.

His shaft glistened with a sheen of her saliva, the light catching the wet trails that made it throb rhythmically in her grasp, each pulse displaying his mounting ecstasy.

"Mmm, that's perfect," he grunted, his hips shifting slightly as waves of sensation coursed through him, the throbbing intensifying with every suck and stroke.

Droplets of her own drool escaped her lips, trickling down the length and landing on the swell of her breasts, vanishing into her deep cleavage, soaking into and cooling against her heated skin, heightening the lewdness of the moment.

The act was igniting something deep within Sophie; she could feel the dampness between her thighs, her panties growing slick and ruined from the arousal building inside her.

Her body was responding in ways she hadn't anticipated, a growing wetness that made her shift uncomfortably on her knees.

Alexander, observant, noticed the flush on her cheeks and the subtle squirm of her hips.

He reached down, taking one of her hands from his shaft and guiding it toward her own body. "Touch yourself through your panties, feel this too".

She obeyed without hesitation, her free hand slipping down to press against the soaked fabric covering her mound. Her fingers found her clit through the thin material, toying with it in slow, circling motions that drew a muffled moan from her throat.

"Ohh, mmm." The vibration echoed around his cock as she sucked harder. The dual sensations overwhelmed her, her eyes remaining locked on Alexander's face, watching his grunts and the way his brows furrowed in bliss.

"Yes, just like that," he breathed, his own pleasure escalating as he felt her moans intensify.

Sophie's fingers kept working frantically against herself while her mouth and hand tended to him. The pleasure built relentlessly within her, her body tensing as the waves crested.

Suddenly, it crashed over her—Sophie found herself cumming hard, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy as a strangled cry escaped around his shaft, "Ahh, ohh!" Her body shuddered, the orgasm ripping through her, the lewdness of cumming on her knees, with a cock in her mouth, only pushed her higher.

Alexander smirked down at Sophie, his eyes gleaming with a mix of conquest and amusement as she lay there, still trembling from the intensity of her release, his shaft glistening with her saliva.

"Such a sensitive body, cumming from just sucking my cock... You must really like me?" he teased, his voice a playful drawl that made her cheeks flush deeper.

Without waiting for a response, Alexander scooped her up in his strong arms, her curvaceous form pressing against his chest as he carried her effortlessly to the king-sized bed.

The room's light danced across the luxurious sheets as he laid her down gently, his hands moving with deliberate care to undress her fully.

He slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders, peeling the fabric away to reveal her pink underwear. Those, too, were quickly taken off, leaving only her high heels that accentuated her long legs and the delicate necklace and earrings that caught the light with every subtle movement.

Her body was a spectacle—glistening with a sheen of sweat and her own arousal, her full curves on full display.

Her breasts heaved, their generous swell topped with hardened nipples that begged for attention, while her child-bearing motherly hips and thighs bore the marks of her earlier excitement, slick trails of wetness tracing down from her soaked panties to the inside of her thighs.

Not only that, but her toned stomach dipped and rose, fit enough that one would never think she had carried a child, emphasizing the voluptuous hourglass shape that made her irresistible.

Sophie watched him with a growing mix of eagerness and nervousness, her eyes widening as Alexander began to undress himself slowly, deliberately.

He shrugged off his suit jacket first, letting it fall to the floor, then unbuttoned his shirt one button at a time, revealing the defined muscles.

Her gaze roamed over him hungrily, taking in the way his skin stretched taut over his athletic frame.

At the same time, he ogled her in return, his eyes tracing the curves of her body with an appreciative smirk.

"You're a pretty thing," he murmured, his voice thick with desire, as she bit her lip, feeling a fresh wave of heat build between her legs, her nerves tingling with anticipation.

Positioning himself at the edge of the bed, Alexander grabbed her ankles firmly, spreading her legs wide and pushing them back until her hips lifted high into the air, exposing her completely.

The angle was explicit and vulnerable, giving Sophie a perfect, unobstructed view of her own pink lips, swollen and glistening with arousal, framed by the soft curls of her mound.

She let out a soft gasp, "Ohh," her hands gripping the sheets as the position heightened her exposure, making her feel both desired and overwhelmed.

He climbed onto the bed, his hard length swaying as he positioned himself above her. With a deliberate motion, he slapped his cock against her slick entrance, the heavy thud echoing in the room, sending jolts of sensation through her.

"Look at you," he whispered huskily, his eyes locked on the sight, "so ready for me." He reached down, his fingers gently spreading her lips to line up with her entrance, and began to push in slowly.

The moment the tip breached her, Sophie moaned loudly, "Ahh, ohh," her eyes rolling back as the overwhelming sensation of being filled and stretched consumed her.

It was unlike anything she had experienced—his rock-hard, burning hot length stamping into her depths, opening her in ways that made her feel fuller than any toy or the moments when she lost her virginity.

As he pushed deeper, every inch elicited louder moans from her, "Mmm, ahh," her body arching in response to the exquisite pressure.

Alexander savored the tightness of her insides, the way her walls gripped him like a velvet vice, making her one of the most constricting women he had ever taken.

The pleasure coursed through him in waves, his veiny length throbbing as her inner muscles clung to every ridge and pulse, the heat and friction sending shivers up his spine.

"So tight," he groaned, his voice filled with ecstasy, "you're remaking yourself around me—good, it feels incredible."

The sensation of stretching her, of feeling her depths yield and adapt, heightened his own arousal, each thrust drawing a deep, guttural grunt from him as her insides massaged his shaft, the clinging warmth making his entire body tense with building release.

Sophie was unable to move, pinned in place by his hold and the sheer intensity, her eyes fixed on the sight of his cock sliding deeper, watching in awe as her toned stomach lewdly bulged with each inch that vanished inside her.

He had already surpassed the depths James could reach, and as he pressed on toward the depths reached by her toys, the feeling of her deepest folds being pried open overwhelmed her.

A powerful orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing as she cried out, "Ohh, ahh!" the unreal sensation of being utterly filled sending her into blissful oblivion, her vision blurring with the force of it.

Alexander grunted deeply, the sound rumbling from his chest like a primal echo as he maintained the slow, deliberate pace, his hips rocking with steady accuracy.

The rush of claiming this beautiful woman — exhilarating, possessive, and utterly intoxicating. Her body turned softer, giving in to him inch by inch, her warmth enveloping him in a way that made his pulse quicken.

Every inch or two, he pulled back slightly, angling his hips to thrust upward and downward, teasing and poking at her inner walls with expert precision.

His shaft grazed her G-spot each time, sending jolts of electric pleasure through her that made her tighten around him reflexively and squirt in short, wet bursts.

"Ahh, ohh," she cried out each time, her body arching as the sensations built, the slickness between them growing more noticeable.

The cycle repeated—his slow withdrawal, the angled push, the way he explored her hidden recesses—pushing her toward yet another peak.

Her orgasms piled one on top of the other, the count lost in the haze of pleasure, each one more intense than the last, leaving her trembling and breathless, her mind reeling at how someone could toy with her body so effortlessly.

She couldn't believe the mastery he showed, as if he had an intimate map of her insides, knowing exactly where to press and tease at sensitive spots even she had never entirely found.

It was as though he unlocked pleasures she had only dreamt of, giving her more bliss than she could ever muster on her own, her toys paling in comparison to this raw, hot rod inside of her.

Alexander's voice broke through the melody of her moans, a teasing whisper laced with dominance. "Who is better?" he asked, his eyes boring into hers with a knowing glint, his breath hot against her skin. It was clear who he was talking about.

Sophie was barely coherent, her body spasming uncontrollably, hands clinging desperately to the bedsheets as if they were her only anchor in the storm.

"You're… you're bigger… thicker… better…" she moaned, her words tumbling out in a breathless rush, her voice cracking with bare emotion. "You're so much better… Compared to you… He's like a eunuch… God, he never made me cum…"

As her words hung in the air, Sophie lay beneath him in complete disarray—her brown hair splayed wildly across the pillows, strands sticking to her sweat-dampened forehead and neck, framing her flushed face in a halo of messy beauty.

Her skin glistened with a sheen of perspiration, beads trickling down the curves of her full breasts and pooling in the hollow of her collarbone, making her voluptuous form shine under the room's soft light.

Her body undulated with each of his thrusts, her generous curves jiggling enticingly, the swell of her hips and thighs quivering as she writhed, her high heels digging into the mattress for leverage.

At the same time, her necklace bounced lightly against her chest, the earrings swaying with her movements. She looked utterly lewd, a vision of wanton submission, her lips parted in a perpetual moan, eyes half-lidded and glazed with pleasure.

At her confession, Alexander pushed deeper, his length pressing firmly against her deepest spot, right against her cervix, with a gentleness ensuring no pain.

The pressure was exquisite, a deep, insistent force that sent shockwaves through her core, forcing another powerful orgasm to rip through her. "Ahh, ohh," she wailed, her body convulsing as the waves crashed over her.

"I'm cummi—" she squealed, the words cut off abruptly as Alexander abandoned the slow pace entirely.

His hips snapped forward with sudden speed, driving in and out of her with a rhythm that knocked the air from her lungs, each thrust deep and conquering.

Her tits shook wildly with the force, bouncing in rhythmic waves, while her necklace jumped against her skin, the metal cool against her heated flesh.

"Oh god, yes, take me… Oh god, yes, show me how good fucking is…" she screamed, her wails echoing through the room as she succumbed completely.

"This pussy is going to be mine," Alexander said simply, his voice low and possessive, a hint of accomplishment in his tone as he felt her inner walls clenching around him.

Sophie nodded eagerly in that lust-fueled haze, her hands moving to her ample breasts, squeezing them firmly.

Her brown hair danced wildly over the pillows. "Yes, yes, all yours… You own it… you fuck it so good… James can't compare to you…" she moaned, her words spilling out in a haze of pleasure, her honesty fueled by the waves of pleasure flooding her mind, relishing in the fact that she was with a better man.

The admission made her arch her back, her full curves pressing against him, driving him deeper.

Leaning down, Alexander captured her mouth in a deep, dominating kiss, his lips parting hers with insistent pressure as his tongue delved inside, exploring every inch with a deliberate swirl and thrust.

His movements were forceful yet rhythmic, tasting the sweetness of her breath mixed with the salt of their sweat. At the same time, his hands roamed possessively over her sides, pinning her in place beneath him.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles together and pulling him closer, high heels pointed to the sides, her thighs trembling as she gasped into the kiss.

He alternated between groping at her breasts, his fingers kneading the soft, yielding flesh, and leaning down to kiss them.

His mouth trailed over her skin, his tongue flicking across one hardened peak before sucking gently, then more hungrily, leaving wet trails as he moved to the other.

All the while, his lips and tongue explored her body, licking along the curve of her neck, nipping at her collarbone, and tasting the salty beads of sweat that formed between their pressing forms.

Their bodies rubbed together in a heated frenzy, skin slick and sliding, the friction building as they both grew sweatier, their breaths coming in heavy, synchronized pants.

"You're the best… I love your cock… this is a real cock……my pussy belongs to it.....totally...." Sophie whined, her voice turning more lewd and slutty, fully immersed in the raw abandon of the moment.

She bucked her hips upward, meeting his thrusts with a frantic rhythm, her moans escalating to a series of breathy "Ahh… ahh… ohh…"

Alexander smirked, his eyes darkening with a mix of amusement and arousal, knowing people often uttered such things in the heat of passion, but he relished it all the same.

"All mine… free for me to use anytime, anywhere…" he murmured against her ear, his voice a husky growl that sent shivers through her.

She nodded frantically, then kissed his ear, her lips brushing the sensitive skin before whispering breathlessly, "Thank you for taking my virginity for real… James never actually opened me up… could never reach this far…"

Her words, laced with teasing, submission, and lust, pushed Alexander over the edge.

He grunted deeply, the sound rumbling from his chest as "Uhh… you're...welcome…" slipped out in a strained whisper, his pace quickening to a relentless drive.

His hips slammed into hers with increased force, the bed creaking loudly under the weight of their movements, the headboard tapping rhythmically against the wall.

Sensing he was close, Sophie wrapped her legs tighter around him, hugging him close with her arms, her nails digging into his back.

"Inside… do it inside… please cum inside of me… fill my womb…" she moaned, her plea laced with an instinctive craving, even as a distant part of her mind acknowledged the risk, but at this moment, it only heightened her desire.

She was already a mother......but right now, she wanted another child from a better man, one from Alexander.

Alexander obliged, his body tensing as he released inside her, a low, guttural grunt escaping him while he flooded her depths.

They held each other tightly, their bodies locked in a sweaty embrace, her inner walls pulsing around him as she let out a prolonged moan of "Ohhh… so warm…There is so much......" She cooed, having never thought a man could cum this much.

And she had never thought a man could remain so hard even after cumming......

As their breathing slowed, Sophie soon found herself flipped onto her belly, the sheets rumpled beneath her.

Alexander positioned himself behind her once more, his hands gripping her hips as he entered her again for round two, their session stretching on in a blur as they kept changing positions.....


Chapter 23: Another gift.

More than three hours later. 

In the elegantly decorated executive suite, Alexander lay half-covered by a blanket, leaning against the headboard as he spoke on the phone with Martin Russo. 

Martin had just called, asking when Alexander planned to return. He knew Alexander had left the bar where he spent the night, and now he wanted to arrange a meeting to discuss something. 

He didn't specify what it was about, only saying he needed to talk. 

After all, Ashley Carter—the carefully groomed girl Martin had gifted Alexander the day before—was still resting in one of the bar's guest rooms.

She wasn't just meant to accompany Alexander briefly; the expectation was that he would take her with him. So, Alexander would definitely have to go back. 

That was why Martin called to confirm when Alexander would return. No further explanation was needed. 

Meanwhile. 

In the bathroom. 

Sophie was showering while brushing her teeth, a task she'd been at for quite some time, given how sore she felt all over.

The bathroom walls were made of electronically controlled frosted glass, currently left transparent, so Alexander could easily see her figure beneath the shower spray as he talked on the phone. 

Her figure was truly stunning as it moved. Especially the way his cum was still leaking out of her, running down her thighs. Her womb was clearly so full, even though she had been trying to get it all out for a while now....

"...Mhm... Alright... In about an hour, yeah... Got it..." Alexander wrapped up the brief conversation with Martin and hung up. 

He threw off the blanket and got up, heading toward the bathroom—he needed a shower too. 

And to refill Sophie's womb.

As the thought flashed through Alexander's mind, he couldn't help but praise briefly.

It really seemed like his sexual appetite was growing exponentially after he finally escaped the time-loop…

After a brief thought, it made sense. In the time-loop, everything would reset……So no matter which woman he took, they’d forget him. No matter how intense the time they spent together was, it will all be wiped clean.

By the end of that ten-thousand years, he had been growing bored with even women and sex, but now…….

Finally free, finally, his women remember him….. It felt like his appetite was re-awakening.

'Not a bad thing.' He chuckled as he stepped into the bathroom.....



Over forty minutes later. 

Alexander and Sophie stepped out of the suite, fully dressed. 

Unlike when they had arrived, Sophie now looped her arm through Alexander's, leaning slightly into him as they walked, looking every bit the intimate couple. 

The limp in her steps was evident, and the "thoroughly freshly fucked" glow on her face was even more unmistakable.

"Don't look at the cameras," Alexander murmured, keeping his gaze forward. Hotel surveillance didn't record audio, so they could say whatever they wanted. 

They took the elevator down. 

Checked out directly. 

Throughout the checkout process, Sophie kept her arm linked with Alexander's, clinging and leaning against him.

Some of it was physical weakness,

Some was the instinctive cuddling of a woman against the man who had shown her the time of her life,

Some was a show for the cameras,

And some was her attempt to ingratiate herself with Alexander,

The front desk clerk noticed and flashed a knowing smile—she'd seen this scenario plenty of times. 

Couples often arrived stiff and distant at check-in, barely touching. Yet, after a few hours in a room together, they would usually become more relaxed and open.

Completely different story.

The way they clung to each other now was practically nauseating. She almost blurted "Get a room", but only barely stopped herself with a mental reminder that they did get a room and were leaving.

Once the checkout was complete, Sophie walked arm-in-arm with Alexander out of the hotel lobby. 

Only after descending the steps and completely leaving the surveillance range of the lobby did she finally let go.

There was no longer a need to....and she could stand on her own....barely, but she could.

They headed toward the café where both their cars were parked. 

At this moment, the relationship between Sophie and Alexander was... strange.

They weren't lovers, nor were they in a romantic relationship—yet they'd done everything that came with one. 

They hadn't walked far, still short of the café, when Sophie suddenly stopped. She'd spotted a pharmacy by the roadside—these days, drugstores were everywhere, especially in big cities. 

"Can you buy the pill for me?" Sophie turned to Alexander, biting her lip lightly before blinking up at him.

She tried to hide her blush as her mind flashed back to how much he'd filled her up....how SHE had begged for it..... How, despite washing so much, she could still feel some of it deep inside.....

Yet she also knew she couldn't allow herself to get pregnant, at least, not right now.

Though she had already given birth, Sophie's life was twisted. She had never stepped into a pharmacy to buy that kind of medication before, and didn't even know which specific one to take or what it was called. The thought of asking about it… was a little embarrassing. 

"Wait here," Alexander said. He knew exactly what medication Sophie needed and didn't waste words. 

He walked into the pharmacy alone and came back out in less than two minutes. 

Alexander handed Sophie the bag containing "Plan B" and added with a faint smile, "Be careful. Don't let Isabelle see the box—it'd be hard for you to explain." 

Sophie nodded. 

The two walked back to the café without saying much more. Everything that needed to be said had already been settled in the room. 

They got into their respective cars and left. 

Sophie was heading home to tell her daughter about their trip to New York—they were leaving tomorrow! 

Meanwhile, Alexander was returning to 'Golden Tycoon'. 

A little over half an hour later. 

Alexander arrived and met with Martin Russo in the sixth-floor office.

They had spoken earlier about having a discussion.

Martin, never one to waste time, immediately pulled out a prepared equity agreement as soon as Alexander sat down and handed it to him to review. 

"Mr. Ciotta, take a look. If everything seems acceptable to you, just sign it, and I'll handle the rest!" Martin said with a broad smile. 

Alexander picked up the contract, skimmed through it briefly, then raised an eyebrow. 

Martin was offering him money. 

And a substantial sum at that!

This was a share transfer contract. Martin wanted to transfer 45% of his shares in a company to Alexander. 

The company in question was an entertainment firm, though not his primary company. Said company had a complex shareholding structure, and as the actual controller and major shareholder, Martin held only 37% of the shares. 

His leading company had over a dozen other shareholders and holding institutions, all part of Martin's network. They were not only his business partners but also a reflection of his influence and power. 

The company Martin planned to transfer to Alexander was named "Orange Ocean Entertainment." 

Founded five years ago with Martin's sole investment, Orange Ocean Entertainment primarily focused on producing digital series, online reality content, and indie streaming films.

Over these five years, Orange Ocean hadn't produced any breakout hits, but its revenue had remained steady, with annual profits consistently exceeding 4 million dollars! 

Based on the common ten-times price-to-earnings ratio, Orange Ocean's current valuation should be around 40 million. 

Yet, Martin was transferring 45% of the shares—worth approximately 18 million dollars—to Alexander for a nominal price of $1.

It was essentially a gift! 

A symbolic transaction for $1! 

This was absolutely not just an "apology" for Daniel's incident. 

Or rather, it wasn't merely an apology.

Yesterday, they had already settled the matter, and Martin had even handed over Ashley Carter—whom he had spent so much time and resources cultivating—to Alexander. That alone should have sufficed. 

Even if Martin still had lingering concerns, he wouldn't go this far. 

Thus, Alexander, familiar with Martin's temperament and methods, could deduce that while the share transfer might carry an apologetic undertone, its primary purpose was to build connections, establish rapport, and make Alexander an ally!

If Martin was willing to give Alexander shares worth $18 million, it meant he believed Alexander could bring him benefits far exceeding that amount! 

Clearly, Eric Collins had influenced him greatly. 

Alexander first skimmed through the contract, then reviewed it carefully, examining every detail. 

"Mr. Ciotta, if everything looks good, just sign it. I'll handle the rest," Martin said again with a broad smile as he watched Alexander go through the document. 

He didn't explain why he was transferring 45% of the shares for just $1. 

He assumed no explanation was needed—Alexander would understand. 

And Alexander did. 

After reading the contract, Alexander didn't even bother with polite refusals. That would have been hypocritical.

They were both shrewd men, and Alexander was more than willing to become "friends" with Martin. 

However… 

"I can't sign this contract," Alexander said, looking up at Martin with a faint smile. 

Martin's expression stiffened, thinking Alexander was outright rejecting him. He knew that if Alexander refused now, there would be no chance for deeper ties in the future. 

"James Sutherland and I… will be investigating each other," Alexander continued with a smile. "So, for now, it's not ideal for me to hold shares in your company under my name. It could affect you. Understand?" 

Martin immediately relaxed. 

Of course, he understood! 

Too well! 

"Hahaha, as expected, Mr. Ciotta thinks of everything!" Martin laughed heartily before adding, "Then… you arrange it, Mr. Ciotta. Designate a proxy, and I'll coordinate. We can set another date to—"

"No need for another day," Alexander interrupted. "I'll make a call."

With that, Alexander took out his phone, quickly entered an unsaved number, and dialed.

After about five or six seconds, the call connected.

"Hello?" came a clear, melodious female voice.

"Are you up?" Alexander asked with a smile.

"You... are you Mr. Ciotta?" The voice recognized Alexander's tone—it was Ashley Carter.

"Yes, it's me."

"Mr. Ciotta, I've been up since noon."

"Where are you?"

"Waiting for you in the room."

"Come out. Go to the office at the end of the hallway."

"Okay, Mr. Ciotta."

After hanging up, it took only a minute or two before Ashley arrived. The bodyguard opened the door, and she walked straight into the office.

"Mr. Ciotta... Mr. Russo..." Ashley approached the desk, greeting them in turn.

Martin's expression was visibly stiff.

"Here, take a look and sign. Fill in the Party B section," Alexander said from his chair, handing the contract to Ashley.

So it was true!

Martin confirmed it—Alexander really intended for Ashley to sign the contract!

Whoever signed this contract would own the 45% equity stake. Was it really going to be transferred to Ashley's name?

Ashley had only been with Alexander since last night. Martin wasn't sure whether Ashley, whom he had groomed, was THAT competent or if Alexander simply didn't care and wasn't afraid of potential issues.

Clearly, Martin didn't understand Alexander's methods when it came to women.

Ashley flipped through the contract, her expression shifting repeatedly, looking utterly bewildered.

A share transfer agreement... Ashley knew about Orange Ocean Entertainment! She knew it was Martin's company!

Over the past year, Martin had arranged for professionals from his various entertainment, modeling, and media companies to secretly train her in everything—from speech and demeanor to acting and poise.

Ashley didn't just know about Orange Ocean Entertainment; she had even been there!

45% equity?

For her?!

Ashley looked up, wide-eyed, glancing between Alexander and Martin, still stunned.

Why?

The debt she owed Martin was only a few million. Now that she had fulfilled her promise and followed Alexander, it was only the second day, and Martin was giving her shares potentially worth dozens of millions?!

"Originally, I wanted Mr. Ciotta to sign, but he insisted it be you," Martin said with a smile, handling the situation diplomatically. "Ms. Carter, go ahead and sign. There won't be any issues with the contract."

He called her "Ms. Carter" now...

In truth, Martin had always treated Ashley with courtesy.

His reasoning was that she was initially meant for James Sutherland.

His goal was to ensure James's satisfaction—and if James was pleased, it meant Ashley would have a good relationship with him.

In that case, if Martin had ever mistreated her before, Ashley might use James's influence to retaliate.

Martin had considered everything carefully. From the very beginning, he had treated Ashley with respect, never forcing her.

But before, he had only called her "Ashley," not "Ms. Carter"—a far more formal and respectful address!

Hearing Martin's words, Ashley remained stunned. Though she understood why, and she also realized that Martin's sudden use of "Ms. Carter" was because of Alexander...

But! Why would Alexander give this to her?

She looked at Alexander, her face slightly flushed, emotions stirred, her gaze on him... She started to feel that he wasn't just a man she'd spent a night with. He was her fated savior.

"Mr. Ciotta, do you really want me to..." Ashley asked hesitantly, too nervous to sign, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Go ahead, sign. It's fine," Alexander said, turning his head. "If you're interested, you can even try acting in films or dramas later." He smiled as he spoke, seemingly offhand, but in truth, he meant every word!

Ashley was, after all, a performing arts student from a film academy!

She had even undergone a year of specialized training arranged by Martin.

Her acting skills were truly impeccable! And her looks more than spoke for themselves.

She didn't have the slender figure of most A-List female celeberties, quite the opposite with ehr full curves.....but that would be her advantage.

So... Alexander genuinely had the idea of making her into a star. A huge star. It seemed quite amusing to him.

With just one project, Alexander could make Ashley skyrocket to fame, turning her into a megastar—a national goddess!

Ashley kept staring at Alexander, her eyes rimmed red.

It was the kind of emotion born from excitement and awe at how drastically life could change.

This was undoubtedly the most pivotal turning point in her life!

She had thought her future would only be as a a kept canary in a gilded cage, pampered by some wealthy heir. 

But now, not only was that not the case, she was about to become a co-owner of an entertainment company—and could even chase her dreams?

This was something she wouldn't have dared to dream of!

Ashley gazed at Alexander, looking as if she might burst into tears.

"Sign it," Alexander said gently with another smile.

Just then.

Ring ring...

Alexander's phone rang. He pulled it out, glanced at the screen, and stood up.

Before leaving, he reminded Ashley once more, "Sign the contract." With that, he turned and walked out of the office to take the call in private.

This was a call no one else could overhear!

Because the caller... was Morris Doran!

Morris Doran had suddenly reached out to Alexander on his own!

What had happened?

Alexander held his ringing phone as he stepped out of the office, only answering once he reached the stairwell in the hallway. 

"Hello, Uncle," Alexander said. 

"Alex…" Morris greeted, then lowered his voice after a pause. "Has Jasmine told you that James Sutherland might be coming to New York?" Clearly, this wasn't something Jasmine had informed him of directly—she must have told Dante, who then relayed it to him. 

Otherwise, he wouldn't have needed to ask. He could've just checked with Jasmine directly. 

"She did. We spoke on the phone the night before last," Alexander replied. 

"What… do you plan to do?" Morris asked slowly. 

"What do you think, Uncle?" Alexander chuckled. "What do you think I'll do?" 

"You…" Morris sighed, then fell into thought. 

The relationship between the two of them now carried a strange kind of closeness! Though the root of it stemmed from Jasmine, the actual bond had formed independently of her—so much so that they were practically in lockstep. 

After their first conversation, Morris had already begun investigating. Preliminary verification confirmed that everything Alexander had said was true! And he had already started making moves accordingly. 

By then, Morris' perception of Alexander had already elevated further—building upon an already sky-high impression. 

They'd even had a second conversation over the phone, during which Alexander revealed another fatal scandal involving James Sutherland—Ryan's death! 

For the Doran family, because of the Grayson Yorke incident, Morris had already decided to sever ties with the Sutherlands.

If they weren't friends, they were enemies—meaning the only option was to strike against the Sutherlands. 

Meanwhile, the Dorans and the Rothmere family were ironclad allies. 

If they were going to move against the Sutherlands, they'd naturally coordinate—standing together in lockstep. 

And if they could pull Ryan's family into this as well… 

Morris understood perfectly well that, far from being a problem for the Dorans, this was actually an opportunity for them to expand their influence even further!

The spoils wouldn't just come from the Sutherlands—the Devontes would also be carved up… 

A new alliance would form. 

The Dorans would be the ones pulling all the strings, positioning themselves as the pivotal core of it all! 

And this opportunity? Entirely engineered by Alexander. 

Terrifying, really. 

In Morris's eyes, someone like Alexander… usually didn't live long.

He knew too much, and his ability to influence alliances was downright frightening. 

But! 

Morris didn't have the slightest thought of turning against Alexander—because, of course, the driving force behind everything Alexander had done was for his daughter, Jasmine. Alexander was her boyfriend! 

If Alexander married Jasmine, he'd effectively become part of the Doran family. 

A monster of talent like this—someone who could clearly be one of their own—why would they ever push him away? 

"...Whatever you do, James Sutherland cannot die in New York," Morris said bluntly after some thought. "I know he sent people after you recently and even nearly hurt Jasmine. You have every right to be angry, but… now isn't the time. I've already reached out to the Sutherlands—they'll compensate. I can pass all of it to you…" 

The compensation was meant for Jasmine, but Morris was offering it to Alexander instead. 

And his tone was entirely consultative—a world apart from his attitude during their first meeting. 

"Why do you think I'd do something so reckless and short-sighted, Uncle?" Alexander asked, then smiled. "I've prepared quite the show for the Sutherlands. Why would I sabotage my own plans prematurely?"

"You might not want to now," Morris said instead, "but James... he won't have anything pleasant to say to you."

Morris was worried that if James went to New York, he might provoke Alexander. Alexander might not have initially planned to kill him outright, but if James pushed his luck, that could change.

He was giving a preemptive warning.

"That won't happen. What you're thinking, Uncle, won't come to pass," Alexander replied with a smile, then softened his tone. "However... while James won't die in New York, if he dares to come, I can't guarantee he'll leave the city in one piece."

"What do you mean by 'not in one piece'?" Morris asked.

"Exactly what it sounds like," Alexander chuckled.

"What are you planning to do?" Morris pressed immediately.

"It's complicated," Alexander deflected without further explanation.

"...Alex," Morris hesitated before speaking again, pausing for several seconds before finally saying, "Alright. As long as you keep it clean and he doesn't die... then, do as you will!"

"Of course, it'll be... spotless," Alexander laughed.

"Fine... By the way, I heard from Dan that you went to Boston?" Morris changed the subject, having nothing more to say on the matter.

They exchanged a few more words, with Alexander not explaining his reason for visiting Boston and Morris not pressing further. After some casual conversation, they ended the call.


Chapter 24: Bringing back three.

When Alexander returned to the office, Ashley and Martin had already signed the contract.

"Ms. Carter, a pleasure doing business," Martin said with a smile, extending her hand.

"P-pleasure," Ashley replied, shaking his hand, still seeming somewhat unaccustomed to the interaction.

She wasn't used to dealing with Martin Russo on what felt like a completely equal footing.

Alexander approached, stopping by the desk.

Both turned to look at him, and Alexander met Ashley's gaze with a smile. "All signed?"

"Mhm," Ashley nodded, pressing her lips together, her cheeks still flushed from the emotional high.

"Have you had lunch yet?" Alexander asked next.

"Not yet. I slept through noon and didn't go out," Ashley said, her eyes glistening as she looked at him. As soon as she remembered why she had slept in for so long, she quickly lowered her gaze.

"Then let's go eat..." Alexander tilted his head slightly before glancing at Martin. "Care to join us, Martin?"

"No, no, you two go ahead. I've got some things to handle..." Martin waved with a laugh, not wanting to play third wheel.

Alexander left with Ashley.

In the elevator on the way down, with just the two of them inside, Ashley, who was holding onto Alexander's arm, kept stealing glances at him—studying his profile with an almost affectionate gaze.

"Mr. Ciotta," Ashley suddenly spoke up.

"Hm?" Alexander turned to look at her.

Without hesitation, she looped her arms around his neck and kissed him. Due to their height difference, she had to really lean up to reach his lips.

But she managed to, and she slipped her tongue into his mouth. She kissed him gently, slowly, with passion, as if trying to convey all her emotions to him at once.

She only pulled back just before the elevator reached the first floor and the doors opened, still gazing at him with that same tender look. "Thank you," she whispered sweetly.

Alexander smiled but said nothing.

They stepped out.

Had lunch together.

Then Alexander accompanied Ashley back to her home—a one-bedroom luxury apartment where she had been living for the past year.

The place had been arranged by Martin, and Ashley had lived there alone the entire time.

While at Ashley's place, Alexander made separate calls to Aileen Arison and Seraphine Arden, informing them he'd be returning the next day.

He didn't call Mia Murphy, as she was currently spending every day with Aileen and had been right beside her during Alexander's call with Aileen.

Later, Alexander also had a brief phone conversation with Sophie Hale.

Confirm the exact departure time for tomorrow.

Time passed unnoticed.

Night fell.

Ashley could cook, and she personally prepared a lavish dinner for Alexander.

Her culinary skills were excellent. As the saying goes, to win a man's heart, you must first win his stomach.

Ashley had specifically honed her cooking skills over the past year.

After dinner.

They rested for a while.

Then Ashley soon found herself on his lap......and before long, they were in the bedroom. The sounds of her moans were so loud, she was certain her neighbors had heard her.

So much so, she was thankful that she would be leaving the apartment.

The night grew deeper.

At 9:30 p.m.

In the bedroom.

Ashley, her hair disheveled and her body soft as if boneless, rested her head on Alexander's arm and leaned against his shoulder. A blanket half-covered them.

Alexander held her with his left arm while scrolling through his phone with his right. Before sleeping, he decided to make one last call.

He dialed the number and put the phone to his ear.

It connected quickly.

"Hello, darling," came Jasmine Doran's voice.

"Working late again today?" Alexander asked with a smile.

"Not today, I'm at home," Jasmine replied.

They chatted casually at first, speaking naturally and lightly, then the conversation turned to when Alexander would return.

"...How are things on your end? Did you finish what you needed to do? When are you coming back to New York?" Jasmine asked.

"I'll be back tomorrow, probably arriving home by noon," Alexander said with a laugh, then added, "I'm bringing three people back with me."

"Bringing people back? Who?" Jasmine sounded slightly taken aback.

"You'll find out when you see them," Alexander replied.

"You..." Jasmine sensed something was off—perhaps due to a woman's intuition—and asked, "Women?"

"Yes," Alexander confirmed, thought without giving any more details.

"And?" Jasmine pressed.

"That's it," Alexander chuckled.

It took Jasmine a moment to process before her tone immediately changed: "Three women?! All three are women?! You—you were only in Boston for three days, weren't you? And you're bringing three women back?!!"

Jasmine reacted strongly!

How could she not? While Jasmine didn't mind Alexander playing around with women—she didn't interfere as long as it didn't affect her—three women in three days was simply too much!

If this continued, what would happen in the future?

Would he even have time for them all?

Jasmine knew very well that Alexander took his relationships seriously. He was genuine and responsible toward all his women!

After Aileen Arison became involved with Alexander, he helped her seize power in a single day, allowing her to take control of the multibillion-dollar Golden Fortune Group!

When Seraphine Arden became his woman, Alexander arranged everything perfectly for her in Boston, enabling her to earn billions in just six months to a year!

This kind of treatment toward women wasn't something Jasmine disliked.

In fact, the opposite. It was one of the things she admired about Alexander.

After all, she was also his woman—his only publicly acknowledged girlfriend. For her, Alexander was willing to take on the entire Sutherland family!

But!

If Alexander kept adding more women to his life and treated each one with the same level of dedication… Jasmine felt that in the future, even seeing him once a day might become difficult!

How could this be?

This wasn't how things were supposed to work!

Wasn't he afraid of exhausting himself?

Could his waist even handle it?

Jasmine was enraged.

She wasn't jealous—just angry, feeling that Alexander had gone too far!

If he wanted to fool around with women, fine, but why bring them all back to New York? To keep them?

Jasmine even suspected that Alexander was deliberately provoking her because she had teased him many times before—without giving him what he wanted.

"Why are you reacting so strongly? This isn't like you," Alexander said into the phone, amusement in his voice.

"Stop saying 'this isn't like me'!" Jasmine's tone was icy and furious. "My dear Mr. Ciotta! I don't care how wild you get outside, but could you at least not be this excessive? Three women in three days, and you're bringing them back? Do I not deserve any dignity?"

Jasmine was truly livid—so much so that she even blurted out something as uncharacteristic as "Do I not deserve any dignity?"

Ashley curled slightly against Alexander, resting her head on his arm, while her own arm draped loosely around his neck.

She was nestled close to him, her impossibly large and soft curves squished and pancaked to him, close enough to hear the voice on the phone.

Since this afternoon, she had listened to Alexander make many calls. Though she didn't know who he was speaking to, she could tell from his words that they were his women.

So, she understood—Alexander had many women.

This didn't surprise her.

For a man of Alexander's status, having many women was normal. Ashley had no objections.

She was fully aware that becoming his woman meant she would only be one among many—a fact she had long accepted.

Initially, Ashley ignored Alexander's conversations with his other women. She had been trained in this—part of her year-long preparation included learning how to handle such situations.

She knew that to win the favor of a powerful man, to stay in his good graces, she shouldn't play games or be nosy.

Not only that, but she needed to be understanding, to know when to listen and when to ignore, to occasionally act coquettish but never make unreasonable demands.

But this time was different!

From the content and tone of the conversation between Alexander and Jasmine, Ashley could tell that the woman on the phone was likely Alexander's wife or official girlfriend.

She was the "main wife"!

Jasmine was both angry and spoke in a cold, domineering tone—Ashley Carter could sense it clearly.

She felt... a little uneasy.

Ashley had no idea who the other two women Alexander was bringing along were. Her primary concern was herself—she was supposed to return to New York with Alexander tomorrow... Would she get beaten up?

Influenced by TV dramas and movies, Ashley had already started imagining scenarios where she'd be forced to kneel and get slapped in the face by Alexander's "first wife" upon arriving... It was terrifying.

If she really got bullied, Ashley wouldn't have the slightest idea how to handle it.

"My dear Miss Doran, you promised me you wouldn't get jealous," Alexander said with a laugh. In truth, he was teasing Jasmine—the situation wasn't at all what she imagined.

Ashley was the only one who was truly Alexander's woman.

As for Sophie Hale... it was complicated! And Sophie was far too special.

If Jasmine found out Alexander was bringing Sophie back, she'd be overjoyed! She might even take the initiative to build a good relationship with her.

Because Sophie's past was deeply sympathetic, and she was the key witness who could bring down James Sutherland!

But Alexander wasn't going to tell her outright—he'd rather keep teasing her. It was more fun that way.

"What if I am jealous? I'm allowed to be jealous, aren't I?" Jasmine shot back. She wasn't actually admitting anything—she was deliberately playing the jealous card to make Alexander rein it in later.

"Jealous? Then is Miss Doran going back on her word? You lost the bet, remember?" Alexander chuckled.

"Then... punish me if you want! I don't care—punish me when you get back, I'll take it! I'm jealous! And I'm telling you, I'm furious!"

"Punish you... How would you like me to punish you?"

"You figure out how to make me un-mad first! And you actually want to punish me? Just wait till you get back tomorrow—see how I deal with you!"

"Wow! So scary, threatening to deal with me!" Alexander exaggerated his tone.

"Don't get cocky! You'll see what happens when you come back! Ugh, I'm mad—no more talking. Go cuddle your little mistress and sleep!" Jasmine hung up before he could reply.

Ashley hadn't made a single sound, but Jasmine could instantly tell. There was definitely at least one woman by Alexander's side right now.

The call ended.

Alexander smiled as he pulled the phone away, glanced at the screen, and set it back on the nightstand.

Ashley, who had been holding onto him, lifted her head and kissed his cheek.

Alexander looked at her, then slid down, adjusted the blanket, and prepared to turn off the lights.

"Mr. Ciotta... was that your wife?" Ashley suddenly asked in a small voice, blinking up at him with wide, uneasy eyes.

"Girlfriend," Alexander corrected with a smile, turning his head slightly.

"She's angry..." Ashley murmured.

Seeing her expression, Alexander knew exactly what she was thinking. He didn't bother explaining Jasmine's situation in detail—she'd understand after spending more time with them.

"Scared?" He grinned.

Ashley pressed her lips together, then gave a tiny nod. "Mhm."

"Don't worry." Alexander pinched her cheek lightly. "She won't do anything to you. I've got you."

"Mhm..." Ashley made another soft sound and didn't say more, just snuggled closer into his arms.

Very obedient.

Alexander kissed Ashley on the forehead once more before turning off the lights. 

Time to sleep! 



A new day,

July 19, 2024. 

Ashley woke up a little after six in the morning. Since she had gone to bed early the night before, she didn't disturb Alexander when she woke.

Instead, she lay in his arms, tilting her head slightly as her big eyes blinked, gazing at his profile—the more she looked, the more handsome he seemed. 

Ashley kept watching him, lost in thought. Wondering if she should wake him up with her mouth........

She knew Alexander wasn't the type to be satisfied with just that, while she was still so sore down there.

While she hesitated, time passed until exactly seven in the morning. 

Alexander woke up. 

The two got up together, washed up, and dressed. Ashley even helped Alexander with his tie and fetched his leather shoes, taking care of him with great attentiveness. 

They skipped breakfast. 

Directly loading the luggage Ashley had packed the previous afternoon into the car, they set off—first to meet up with Sophie Hale. 

The meeting point was just outside the entrance to the highway in the East District. Alexander arrived a little past eight in his car and spotted Sophie's white Mercedes G-Class SUV already parked by the roadside. 

Without stopping or getting out, Alexander honked as a signal before heading straight for the highway toll booth, with Sophie following behind in her car, trailing Alexander's Mercedes S-Class. 

They took the highway back to New York. 

The trip should take less than four hours. 

Staring at the road ahead, Alexander found himself smiling. His trip outside New York was short, but........he had already achieved his goals.

And he gained even more than he had expected, with Ashley riding shotgun beside him.

Now, he needed to return ot NY, sort out his angry girlfriend, and dish out some "punishment" to her.

He also had the arrival of James Sutherland to look forward to. He'd already made a promise he wouldn't be leaving as he came..... Now, he just had to decide on how exactly to achieve that.

The next few days were bound to be interesting.....

He couldn't wait!


Afterword

Finally, this volume is out. It honestly felt like a curse. Each time I thought it was done, something would come up in my personal life that would delay me.

I even tried to rush it a bit, but in the end, quality was falling harder.(Which just cost me more time because I needed to redo some parts.)

Anyhow, a massive apology for all that I kept waiting!

And a big thank you to all who had been supporting the four volumes! Its really been more than I could ever dream of.

I hope you enjoyed this chapter of Alexander’s adventure. This Volume had been less “event” focused, and more a buildup Volume.

But it ended up being the longest and smuttiest volume……might tone that in upcoming volumes lol.

Volume 6, as Alexander said: “It'll be fun”.

If you enjoyed the book, please be sure to leave a written review! Those help a ton! Also like, share and subscribe.....wait, wrong platform xD.

Please do share the book though if you feel it deserve it.

Volume 6 when? Can’t even guess, hadn’t even started it yet. Honestly tired and dealing with a lot IRL. So I'd say at the very least in a month.

As always, you can find me on Facebook! Follow for sneak peeks and live updates! On here, you'd have been able to see the live progress of the Volume 5, and even a sneak peek of some of the first chapters of this volume:

www.facebook.com/people/James-Azure-Writer/61577260577289/

You can also find me on the following awesome groups for harem lovers:

HaremLit Readers

Harem GameLit Books group

Harem Lit
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