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Copyright and preface.
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Welcome back to another chapter of Alexander’s adventure!

For those happening upon this randomly, this is NOT a standalone book.

The volume here continues right after Volume 5, so reading that, and the previous volumes, is needed for a full understanding of the story. (Especially Volume 1&2, as many characters from back then make a return here.)

As always, the smutty chapters are marked for your reading pleasure or skipping.

See you in the afterword!


Chapter 1: Reunited in New York.

July 19, 2024.

Afternoon.

Two cars exited the highway one after the other, then took the ring road toward the northern part of the city. By about 12:30 p.m., they finally arrived at Bellara Heights in New York. 

Before driving in, Alexander noticed several familiar cars parked near the entrance, with people inside he recognized. 

They were Jasmine Doran’s bodyguards. 

Clearly. 

Jasmine was already inside. 

The woman who had been furious the night before was now waiting in Alexander’s home—for him to bring those three women back!

Alexander had called both Aileen Arison and Seraphine Arden the previous day. However, he hadn't specified exactly when he'd be home—only mentioning their dinner plans for the evening.

As for Jasmine… Alexander had debated whether to inform her in advance about bringing people home. Whether he told the other women didn't matter—they had no authority over him, nor the status to do so. 

Only Jasmine. 

After careful consideration, Alexander decided to give her a heads-up. That's why he called before bed—not to prepare her mentally, but to ensure she and Sophie Hale met as soon as possible. That was the priority! 

The two cars entered the neighborhood one after the other, then descended into the underground garage. 

A few minutes later. 

In the villa's first-floor hall, Jasmine sat on the sofa in her usual professional attire—long, straight black hair, legs crossed. Today, she wore striking red lipstick and black fishnet stockings, exuding an unmistakable aura. 

Not the vibe of a female CEO, but more like a cold, regal queen. 

Her expression and presence were commanding. Arms folded, pushing her impressive bust up, she sat with an icy glare, her sharp gaze radiating an intimidating energy. 

Truthfully, she wasn't that angry—but she was determined to act the part. 

She was deliberately steeling herself, adjusting her demeanor. 

She wanted to give Alexander a "warning," to make him rein it in a bit going forward!

A woman's mind at work. 

Ding! 

A sudden sound came from the stairwell—not the stairs, but the elevator beside them. The villa had one. 

Jasmine immediately turned her head, knowing Alexander was likely back. The timing matched. 

The elevator doors opened. 

Alexander stepped out first, followed by three women. 

Jasmine rose to her feet, clicking her heels as she strode forward a few steps—then her expression faltered slightly. 

Ashley Carter: Blonde, young, beautiful, with an eye-catching, bombshell figure. Her proportions, in relation to her petite figure, carried a sensual yet innocent aura.

Sophie Hale: not as youthful as Ashley, but more sophisticated, appearing to be in her late twenties—and equally stunning. 

These two women weren't the "problem." They fit Jasmine's expectations. 

The issue was the third—clearly a young girl, looking like a middle schooler, petite and adorable. 

Jasmine refused to believe Alexander could be that depraved. 

So… her expression shifted. She realized she might have misunderstood—at least partially. 

Ashley spotted Jasmine and immediately averted her gaze, nervously glancing at Alexander instead. Jasmine caught the look. 

No doubt about it—The blonde was one of Alexander's lovers. That kind of glance didn't lie. 

"When did you get here?" Alexander greeted Jasmine with a smile, leading the three women further inside. 

"An hour ago," Jasmine replied flatly, her tone icy. She stopped only when she stood directly before the four of them. 

Her expression, her aura… Isabelle Hale was so frightened that she immediately hid behind Sophie. 

"Aren't you going to introduce them?" Jasmine folded her arms again, her gaze sweeping over Ashley, Sophie, and Isabelle.

Alexander smiled, glanced around, and gestured toward Jasmine as he introduced her to the three of them. "My girlfriend, Jasmine Doran."

Then he proceeded to introduce Ashley Carter first.

"This is Ashley Carter," Alexander indicated toward her.

At this moment, Ashley felt extremely uneasy and flustered. The moment she laid eyes on Jasmine, she was struck by an overwhelming sense of awe. While their looks were equally stunning, the sheer presence Jasmine exuded made Ashley feel as if she might tremble.

She didn't even dare greet Jasmine, afraid the latter might slap her outright.

Then Alexander continued the introductions.

"This is Isabelle Hale, still in middle school. She came to New York for a visit and is learning painting from me..." Alexander introduced Isabelle next, and finally, the woman standing to his left. "This is Sophie Hale, Isabelle's mother."

The moment Jasmine heard the name "Sophie Hale," her expression, which had been unreadable, shifted dramatically. She froze momentarily, processing the information, then widened her eyes as a multitude of realizations flooded her mind.

Just the fact that "Sophie Hale had come to New York with Alexander" carried immense implications!

Alexander had told her about the whole fiasco with James Sutherland, Grayson Yorke, and Sophie Hale before.

So Jasmine knew—Sophie was the sole witness to James Sutherland's murder of Grayson Yorke!

Yet Alexander had never mentioned that he had already contacted Sophie. This omission meant Jasmine had no idea what Alexander had gone to Boston to do... Later, when he mentioned Eric Collins, that was all she knew.

This was completely unexpected!

After just three days in Boston, Alexander had brought back a woman who had only existed in "stories" to New York. From the fact that Sophie could come to New York and meet her directly, Jasmine deduced that the two must have already reached an agreement—Sophie would testify!

Not only that, but Alexander had also brought back James Sutherland's illegitimate daughter!

Sophie, by bringing her daughter, had betrayed James.

This was pulling the rug right out from under him!

It took Jasmine several seconds to regain her composure. Her demeanor transformed abruptly, and she suddenly broke into a smile. The atmosphere shifted with her smile, thawing from a "frigid winter" to a "blooming spring."

"Ms. Hale, it's a pleasure," Jasmine said, stepping forward and extending her hand.

"Ah... Ms. Doran, the pleasure is mine. You're gorgeous," Sophie responded after a brief pause, quickly shaking Jasmine's hand and offering a compliment.

"You're too kind. Not only are you lovely yourself, but your daughter is adorable too—she looks just like you," Jasmine replied warmly, glancing at Isabelle and gently patting the girl's head.

Just as Alexander had anticipated, once Jasmine realized who Sophie was, she would immediately establish camaraderie and act warmly toward her.

She harbored no hostility toward Isabelle, even though she was James Sutherland's daughter. The girl wasn't at fault—nor was Sophie.

Both deserved sympathy.

Thanks to Jasmine's change in attitude, Isabelle grew less afraid. Looking up obediently, she said, "You're so pretty, Auntie."

"What a sweet talker," Jasmine chuckled, lightly pinching Isabelle's cheek.

"Don't call her 'Auntie'—she's your teacher's girlfriend! Where are your manners?" Sophie shot her daughter a mock-stern look, feigning disapproval.

"Oh... Miss is so beautiful, she matches teacher perfectly," Isabelle said, truly knowing how to charm.

Jasmine's smile widened as she gently stroked Isabelle's hair before turning to Alexander. She took two steps toward him, raising both hands to cup his face.

"Darling!" Jasmine exclaimed, planting a kiss on Alexander right then and there—right in front of the other three. She pressed her lips firmly against his, all while slipping her tongue against them.

Sophie reacted swiftly, covering her daughter's eyes, though the little girl squirmed, trying to peek through her mother's fingers...

A brief reunion kiss was only natural.

It lasted just a few seconds before they parted.

Jasmine stayed close to Alexander, her voice soft and teasing as she murmured, "My dear Mr. Alexander, you really do have a knack for surprising me." Her words carried a hidden meaning.

Alexander chuckled, then gave her a meaningful glance, subtly tilting his head toward the side.

Jasmine understood his silent cue perfectly.

She felt it was only right to humor Alexander's request—especially since her mood had lifted. She was well aware of just how important Sophie Hale was!

With a faintly reproachful look and a touch of playful exasperation, Jasmine nodded.

Then.

She took two steps toward Ashley, who stood nearby.

Ashley knew all too well how cold Jasmine had sounded on the phone yesterday.

Even now, with Jasmine's expression softened, fear lingered—she couldn't shake the feeling that the warmth masked something sharper.

She didn't believe Alexander could truly rein Jasmine in! That earlier icy demeanor couldn't have been for nothing.

As Jasmine approached, locking eyes with her, Ashley instinctively took a step back.

"Your name is Ashley Carter?" Jasmine stopped walking and looked directly at Ashley as she asked.

"Yes..." Ashley replied somewhat timidly, avoiding direct eye contact with Jasmine.

"How old are you?" Jasmine continued her questioning.

"Twenty-one..." Ashley answered.

"Hmm... still a little sister then. Nice to meet you..." Jasmine said with a smile, extending her hand. Her face carried a somewhat peculiar expression as she said, "Little sister!"

Ashley was momentarily stunned. After a brief hesitation, she quickly reached out to shake Jasmine's hand.

"Jas... big sister, I'm also thrilled... to meet you," she stammered, nearly at a loss for words.

In truth, she was utterly bewildered inside.

After Jasmine released her hand and turned away, Ashley shot Alexander a strange look.

She had heard clearly during yesterday's phone call that Jasmine was furious!

So why was she calling her "little sister" now?!

Was this... acceptance?

Was the "first wife" acknowledging the "concubine" in this manner?

While Jasmine had changed, Ashley looked to Alexander because she could discern one fundamental truth: Her change in attitude was due to him.

When a woman tolerates her man having other women, it must be because this man is... extraordinary!

But... what just happened?

Nothing had occurred! How could things change so suddenly?

Ashley didn't know Sophie's identity, so naturally, she couldn't piece together the logic.

Jasmine, however, could sort it out clearly. With her intelligence, she could even sense that Alexander was playing mind games with her again, causing her emotions to fluctuate wildly.

But even recognizing this, Jasmine now felt a strange... willingness to comply!

What she loved most about Alexander was his immense strength!

His mastery over human psychology was nothing short of miraculous!

And because she had met Sophie, Jasmine's mood had genuinely improved.

So she decided to display her "magnanimity"—giving Alexander face, propping up his dignity!

Jasmine had never before openly opposed Alexander or denied him face in front of others—such things had never happened!

Today, she had only pretended to be furious, wanting to engage in some psychological games with Alexander, only to be outplayed.

Yet even being outplayed made her happy.

She was still willing to give Alexander more face in front of "outsiders"!

"Come, come, sit over here and rest first... You must be tired after such a long drive..." Jasmine turned to usher them toward the sofa.

After four or five continuous hours, both drivers and passengers would naturally begin to feel fatigue.

The group settled around the coffee table in separate seats. Isabelle Hale naturally sat beside her mother, while Alexander took a seat at random.

Ashley didn't dare sit next to Alexander in Jasmine's presence.

Moreover, during the drive to New York, Alexander had warned her in the car not to let Isabelle notice their relationship.

Alexander had many women—aside from Jasmine, none of the others could let Isabelle know... It would corrupt the child.

So Ashley took a seat on a separate armchair.

"Please make yourselves comfortable... I'll wash some fruit for you..." Jasmine said as she turned toward the kitchen.

"Miss Doran, please don't trouble yourself..." Sophie spoke up, appearing somewhat embarrassed. They had just arrived, and Jasmine was already busying herself—Jasmine hardly seemed like someone who did such chores.

"It's alright, please have a seat." Jasmine turned to say before heading into the kitchen. 

The fridge was stocked with fruit—not just fruit, but packed with all kinds of ingredients, all bought and brought over by Jasmine when she arrived just over an hour ago. 

Initially, she had planned to give Alexander a "warning" to make him behave a little more, and then… she was going to cook dinner herself.

Last time had been a failure, but only because she was out of practice.

This time, she was prepared! 

Not only had she planned to cook tonight. She had also planned to stay over—her period had ended just yesterday… 

But plans change. 

The three women Alexander brought back included Sophie and Isabelle! Jasmine's mindset shifted entirely, and she even thought… she could cook lunch herself today to entertain Sophie. 

Jasmine entered the kitchen. 

"Teacher, your girlfriend is so cool… and so beautiful…" It was Isabelle who spoke up first at the coffee table, praising Jasmine to Alexander. 

Her words were probably sincere, but the sudden compliment was clearly an attempt to please Alexander. 

Alexander had her completely under his thumb now. 

He glanced at Isabelle and smiled. 

"Um… I’ll go help…" Ashley suddenly spoke up, looking at Alexander before standing and heading toward the kitchen. 

Jasmine's "kindness" had emboldened her. 

She also had a subconscious urge to curry favor with Jasmine. 

In the kitchen. 

Jasmine had just taken the fruit out of the fridge when Ashley walked in.

Seeing Jasmine, she immediately looked uneasy again but forced herself to approach anyway, mustering a smile and trying to act natural. 

"Miss… Miss Doran, let me help you…" Ashley said as she stepped closer. 

Jasmine glanced at her and handed her the bag of grapes, then took out apples from another bag. 

The two stood side by side, washing the fruit together. 

"Last night when I was on the phone with Alexander… you slept with him, didn't you?" Jasmine asked softly, without looking at Ashley. 

"Y-yes…" Ashley didn't dare deny it, admitting cautiously. 

Jasmine didn't say anything else—she was just confirming something. 

"Um… I took medicine…" Ashley suddenly added, nervously explaining. 

"Hm?" Jasmine looked at her, taking a moment to realize what Ashley meant. 

It was about pregnancy—Ashley was outright stating she had taken precautions! 

She really… must watch a lot of dramas! Her imagination was running wild! 

"That's not what I meant," Jasmine said, frowning slightly but with an amused smile she couldn't suppress. 

Ashley's nervousness was almost comical. 

"Do I scare you?" Jasmine asked again. 

"Yes… no, no, not at all…" Ashley nodded first, then quickly shook her head, clearly on edge. 

Jasmine didn't press further. 

The kitchen fell silent. 

Soon, the fruit was washed, plated, and brought out. 

"None of you had lunch yet, right? Let's not eat out—there's food in the fridge, I'll cook…" Jasmine announced by the coffee table, her hostess demeanor flawless, giving Alexander all the respect he could ask for.

Ashley didn't know her status, but Sophie was fully aware!

After speaking, Jasmine turned back toward the kitchen.

"Miss Doran, you really don't have to—" Sophie stood up, attempting to be polite, but then abruptly changed her tone, "Or... maybe I could help you..."

"That's too much trouble for a guest," Jasmine replied with a smile as she turned around.

"It's no trouble at all. I cook every day at home..." Sophie said with a laugh.

Jasmine didn't refuse her offer again.

The two headed to the kitchen, one after the other.

Ashley, who had just sat back down, saw this and also stood up, intending to lend a hand.

At that moment, Alexander spoke up, glancing at Ashley with a faint smile, "Ashley, have some fruit."

He gave her a meaningful look.

He was stopping Ashley from going to the kitchen because Alexander knew that Jasmine and Sophie would have a very special conversation there!

Before long.

In the kitchen.

The ingredients from the fridge were all laid out.

Jasmine was washing the vegetables.

Sophie was chopping them.

At the same time, the two were chatting casually—they had already exchanged quite a bit of small talk.

"...How long does Miss Hale plan to stay in New York?" Jasmine asked again.

"Not sure yet. It depends on Mr. Ciotta's arrangements..." Sophie replied.

"Have you slept with Alexander?" Jasmine suddenly asked.

The question, dropped in the middle of their casual conversation, was completely unexpected!

The kitchen fell abruptly silent.

Sophie nearly cut her finger—she flinched, then sharply turned to look at Jasmine. Having just finished washing another vegetable, Jasmine turned off the faucet and glanced back at Sophie, her expression calm and composed.

This very calmness, however, left Sophie utterly stunned! She was completely shocked!

Sophie had never imagined that Jasmine would ask such a question—and so directly at that! How had she figured it out?

Previously, seeking a sense of security and for other complex reasons, Sophie had slept with Alexander... She considered this a leverage, something Alexander wouldn't dare let Jasmine know about.

One thing worth mentioning!

Sophie was unaware of Alexander's relationship with Ashley Carter.

This was because Alexander had instructed Ashley beforehand not to let Isabelle Hale know about their connection.

As a result, Ashley maintained her distance from Alexander throughout. Sophie obviously wouldn't understand why Jasmine referred to Ashley as "little sister".

Isabelle hadn't noticed anything.

Neither had Sophie.

Thus, Sophie had never altered her judgment, nor had she any reason to.

Yet Jasmine asked her in an extremely casual tone whether she had slept with Alexander, her expression remaining calm and indifferent afterward.

Under Jasmine's gaze, Sophie—both stunned and shocked—was rendered speechless. Her expression instinctively turned uneasy, and her heart began to race.

To say she wasn't afraid would be a lie!

As a core third-generation member of the Doran family, who could stand toe-to-toe with James Sutherland, if Jasmine ever decided to retaliate, Sophie wouldn't even know how to respond!

"Seems like you have," Jasmine added.

She had made her judgment—earlier it was speculation, now it was confirmation!

Jasmine's suspicion wasn't unfounded. Sophie's looks were undeniably striking, paired with a luscious figure. The figure of a woman who had given birth, full and ripe.

And Alexander? He was naturally inclined toward such dalliances.

Now, through Sophie's unnatural expression and hesitation, Jasmine had confirmed it outright.

"M-Miss Doran, it's not what you think. Mr. Ciotta and I, actually... we..." Sophie stammered, struggling to explain.

"You've already slept together. What's there to explain?" Jasmine looked at her.

Sophie immediately fell silent.

"It's fine," Jasmine continued, even smiling afterward.

Sophie's eyes widened in shock, her mind blank once more.

She had sensed something off about Jasmine's attitude, but for her to outright say it was fine and even laugh... Was she really this open-minded and magnanimous?!

"Alexander has plenty of women. Though I'm his girlfriend, I can't control him... nor do I care to anymore..." Jasmine's tone carried a hint of resignation.

These didn't sound like words she would say.

And she only said them to Sophie—deliberately!

Because she didn't want Sophie worrying about retaliation. Jasmine had no intention of retaliating, but she feared Sophie might assume otherwise—which could ruin things... After all, Sophie, as the sole witness to James Sutherland's scandal, was crucial!

So Jasmine deliberately played the role of someone helpless against Alexander's ways, unable and unwilling to control him, just to put Sophie at ease.

"I-I'm sorry, Miss Doran. Actually, Mr. Ciotta and I... it was just that one time... It was me... my fault... I initiated it, I..." Sophie still spoke nervously.

She didn't throw Alexander under the bus, taking full responsibility herself.

"I said it's fine." Jasmine looked at Sophie and repeated, her tone tinged with helplessness. "You don't need to apologize. There isn't a woman Alexander can't have if he wants to. It's not your fault..."

"R-really? It's okay?" Sophie still couldn't believe it.

Jasmine smiled at her and said, "It's fine. Let's cook... By the way, Miss Hale, when did you and Alexander agree on this? How did it happen?" She deliberately shifted the topic.

"Yesterday morning..." Sophie explained not only the events of the previous morning but also how Alexander had approached her and the tutoring arrangement.

She didn't dare hold back. Guilt-ridden, she confessed everything honestly.

The two women washed, chopped, and cooked while chatting.

Sophie gradually relaxed again.

She could sense that Jasmine genuinely didn't mind—as if she had simply resigned herself to Alexander's womanizing.

It still felt unbelievable, but that was the reality.

While the two women cooked, Alexander wasn't idle either.

After watching TV for a while, he took Ashley Carter to the parking lot to move her luggage. Sophie and Isabelle wouldn't be staying here—other arrangements had been made, mainly because it would be inconvenient for Isabelle.

Second-floor guest room.

Alexander and Ashley carried the luggage upstairs and helped organize it. Isabelle, who had been watching TV, soon wandered up as well, looking around idly.

Since Alexander had assigned Ashley a guest room, Isabelle didn't suspect anything out of the ordinary. She simply assumed her teacher's friend would be staying temporarily.

After all, she had already met Alexander's official girlfriend. Isabelle's young mind wouldn't conjure up wild speculations.

A little over an hour later, it was nearly 2 p.m.

Finally, lunch was served.

The five of them shared the meal—eight different dishes, quite a feast.

The atmosphere was pleasant, filled with casual conversation. During the meal, Jasmine openly asked Ashley about her studies and inquired about Isabelle's art lessons—right in front of Alexander.

Later, the topic of Sophie needing to rent a place came up.

Jasmine immediately offered one of her own—a vacant villa in the northern district, not far from Bellara Heights.

Sophie pretended to decline at first, then agreed, insisting she'd pay rent. It was all settled.

In truth, she and Jasmine had already discussed this in the kitchen. Before the meal, Alexander had also stepped in to coordinate the arrangement.

They were putting on an act for Isabelle's sake—the truth had to be kept from her.

The meal ended around 3:30 p.m. Ashley volunteered to wash the dishes and stayed behind, while Alexander, Jasmine, Sophie, and Isabelle left together.

They headed straight to Jasmine's vacant villa in the northern district...


Chapter 2: The women meet.

More than three hours later.

Night had fallen.

Around 7 p.m.

Downtown New York, in “Velisse”, one of the upscale restaurants.

Third floor, in private room number 3. Seraphine Arden sat alone inside, dressed in a qipao-style dress with striking makeup, scrolling through her phone.

Alexander was coming back today. She had called him around four in the afternoon, and he told her he was with Jasmine. They had agreed on a dinner time and place, so Seraphine arrived early, having spent two hours meticulously preparing and dressing up.

In the hallway outside.

Aileen Arison led Mia Murphy upstairs, followed by two bodyguards.

They headed straight for the same private room.

Just as they reached the door, Aileen paused briefly, glancing at the female bodyguard, Saryn Yan, standing guard.

She vaguely remembered seeing this bodyguard before, but couldn't immediately recall which employer she belonged to.

Saryn Yan, however, recognized Aileen.

But she wasn't sure… whether Aileen had an appointment with her boss. Regardless, there was no need to stop her—Aileen's status and position naturally meant she couldn't be a "threat."

Aileen only gave Saryn a brief look before pushing the door open. She took one step inside and froze.

She saw Seraphine Arden.

Seraphine looked up at her as well.

"Ms. Arden?" Aileen was momentarily stunned. She took a step back and glanced up at the room number again… wondering if she had entered the wrong one!

She had arranged to have dinner with Alexander tonight—a very private affair.

There shouldn't be any outsiders!

"It's Seraphine," Mia whispered softly. She recognized her, too.

Aileen checked the room number once more—it was correct.

Then she began to doubt her own memory.

Quickly, she turned back to Seraphine with a polite smile. "My apologies, Ms. Arden. I must have the wrong room. Let me make a call to confirm. Sorry for the disturbance!"

As she spoke, she started to pull the door closed from the outside.

"You're not mistaken, Ms. Arison," Seraphine spoke up then, her gaze fixed on Aileen, her voice as gentle and sweet as ever.

Not mistaken?

Aileen, who was about to close the door, suddenly stopped.

After a brief moment of surprise, she looked at Seraphine Arden with an astonished smile. She asked, "Ms. Arden, did you arrange to meet with Alexander... Mr. Ciotta? Or with Ms. Doran?"

Out of instinct—and to cover up her own nerves, Aileen corrected how she referred to Alexander.

"Alexander," Seraphine replied sweetly and gracefully, having nothing to hide.

Seraphine was aware of Aileen's relationship with Alexander.

Thus, she could deduce that Aileen was unaware of her own connection with Alexander—otherwise, Aileen wouldn't have acted this way, thinking she had entered the wrong room.

It seemed Aileen was also invited here by Alexander.

"Then... no mistake..." Aileen said, leading Mia Murphy back inside.

Naturally, the bodyguards weren't allowed in and remained outside.

The door closed.

Aileen was still somewhat surprised.

She began to think she might have misunderstood—perhaps this wasn't a private gathering but a business meeting.

Maybe Alexander had invited multiple people to discuss matters together.

For Aileen, the idea that Seraphine could have any personal involvement with Alexander was unthinkable. She wouldn't even entertain such a notion.

Given Seraphine's past and demeanor... it was impossible! In the decade since her divorce, countless billionaires had pursued her, yet none had succeeded.

Seraphine had remained single all this time!

Moreover... Aileen deeply respected Seraphine, instinctively addressing her with a formal tone—not just out of politeness, but because Seraphine was more than just an "elder"; she was a formidable businesswoman, even her father, Michael Arison, greatly admired.

In New York alone, Seraphine was arguably the most capable female entrepreneur.

Bar none!

She was a woman even Michael Arison, the wealthiest man in New York, held in high esteem.

This respect wasn't because Seraphine was more successful in business than Michael, but because, as a woman in a male-dominated industry, achieving her current status was exponentially harder than it was for men.

Success was far more difficult for her!

Thus, she deserved even greater respect. Aileen held genuine admiration for Seraphine in her heart.

Aileen casually took a seat, and Mia followed, sitting beside her.

"You're Roland's daughter, right? Mia, isn't it? Do you remember who I am?" Seraphine spoke to Mia in a gentle voice.

Seraphine naturally knew Roland Murphy and had seen Mia at various social events before.

"I remember. Hello, Ms. Seraphine," Mia replied, unusually well-behaved in Seraphine's presence. Normally bold and unrestrained, she wouldn't dare initiate conversation with Seraphine.

She didn't even dare provoke Aileen, let alone Seraphine, who was also her elder in age.

She had heard the "legend of the Black Widow" before!

"Mm, hello, Mia," Seraphine responded with a sweet smile, glancing briefly at Aileen before studying Mia.

The girl was truly beautiful—adorable in her own way. Today, she wore no makeup and hadn't dressed up, simply sporting a loose white chiffon blouse and a turquoise mini skirt... radiating youth and boundless energy. The outfit matched perfectly with her fiery red hair.

Aileen had clearly put in effort to dress up, wearing a black strapless evening gown that revealed her delicate shoulders, with the front of the dress strained by her bust. It equally hugged her willowy waist and wide, full hips.

Her slender, jade-like arms were adorned with diamond accessories. Her makeup appeared light, but Seraphine could tell it was meticulously crafted. 

Her wavy curls framed her face, making it look even smaller. 

She looked ethereal! 

Because Aileen was dressed so formally, as if attending a gala, while Mia Murphy seemed to have thrown on whatever was handy, Seraphine couldn't immediately determine whether Mia and Alexander had that kind of relationship. 

What she didn't know was that Mia had deliberately skipped makeup… She loved smoky eyes and makeup—loved them—but Alexander didn't. He said she wasn't as pretty with them, so she didn't wear any. 

Aileen had also told Mia that at her age, the most crucial thing she had was natural beauty—youth was unbeatable! 

Mia had learned a lot from Aileen recently. They've also become quite close, bonded by the memory of the night they shared with Alexander.

"How long have you known Alexander, Mia?" Seraphine suddenly asked, as if casually. 

"We met on July 7th… so a little over ten days," Mia answered. 

Seraphine's smile turned subtle. 

Aileen glanced at Seraphine, assuming she was just making small talk to avoid awkward silence. She didn't know about Seraphine's relationship with Alexander, so she didn't suspect Seraphine was fishing for information. 

Mia had come with Aileen, yet when Seraphine asked how long she'd known Alexander, Mia answered immediately—even specifying the exact date. 

This suggested she had a direct connection with Alexander, not just through Aileen. 

And considering tonight's dinner was to welcome Alexander back from Boston… Mia probably wasn't just an "outsider," was she? 

"Mia's been interning at my company lately, working as my assistant," Aileen chimed in, just to keep the conversation flowing. 

"Is that so…?" Seraphine gave Mia another glance, her smile deepening. She knew Roland Murphy and Michael Arison weren't particularly close, so Mia and Aileen shouldn't have been familiar before. 

So… why were they so close now? 

Seraphine had already guessed the reason. 

"I heard you've officially taken over the company, Miss Arison. Congratulations," Seraphine added. 

"Thank you," Aileen replied politely. 

"How's Mr. Arison's health? I haven't seen him in a while," Seraphine continued. 

"He's doing alright. My dad…" Aileen shared a bit. 

The conversation shifted to small talk, steered by Seraphine. Even Aileen didn't dare act too casually around her. 

Meanwhile… 

Downstairs, outside the entrance of Velisse, a blue Lamborghini was parked by the curb, its occupant still inside. 

Ashley Carter. 

Alexander had called her half an hour earlier, telling her to drive to Velisse for dinner and letting her know the Lamborghini keys were in his bedroom drawer. 

So Ashley had driven over. Before arriving, she'd called Alexander and learned he wasn't there yet, so she waited in the car. 

About ten minutes later… 

A luxury motorcade turned the corner ahead and pulled up outside Velisse. Alexander and Jasmine Doran stepped out. 

Spotting them, Ashley exited the Lamborghini. Alexander, of course, had already noticed his car and waved her over.

"Mr. Ciotta... Miss Jasmine." Ashley Carter approached and greeted the two of them. 

If Jasmine hadn't been present, she would have immediately taken Alexander's arm, but with her there, she didn't dare. 

"Let's go, relax," Alexander said to Ashley with a smile, then turned to exchange a glance with Jasmine. 

The three of them walked through the entrance. 

Jasmine held Alexander's arm while Ashley walked slightly to the side. 

They went upstairs. 

Soon, they arrived outside the number 3 private room. 

Seraphine and Aileen's bodyguards were stationed outside, both of whom were familiar with Alexander.

The female bodyguard spoke first, nodding and greeting softly, "Mr. Alexander," before pushing open the door to the room. 

They entered. 

Aileen and Seraphine stopped their conversation, both turning to look at the trio who had just walked in. They stood up, with Aileen speaking first, "Miss Doran, you're here... Mr. Ciotta." She also gave Alexander a nod of acknowledgment. 

It was all... a formal reception. 

An act for Seraphine's benefit, of course—she couldn't let Seraphine know about her relationship with Alexander. 

Seraphine, however, walked straight around the table toward Alexander. Her full hips swayed with each step.

The door closed behind them. 

Seraphine stopped in front of Alexander, then, without hesitation, looped her arms around his neck, utterly indifferent to the onlookers. Her eyes filled with tender sweetness as she asked, "Did you miss me?" 

Without waiting for an answer, she kissed him—initiating it herself! Pressing her breasts against his chest, letting him feel their softness.

Her soft, full lips perfectly molded to his, quickly parting to allow for his tongue to taste her.

Silence fell. 

Jasmine was still holding Alexander's arm! Getting a first row seat to the two kissing.

Mia Murphy looked utterly stunned! 

Aileen also wore an expression of shock, completely taken aback. 

Meanwhile, Jasmine glanced sideways at Seraphine, who had immediately clung to Alexander, her eyes narrowing slightly.

Seraphine honestly didn't care who was present. She didn't even recognize the other girl who entered with Alexander and Jasmine. Yet, she boldly kissed him right in front of everyone.

In truth, she had already deduced that all the women at today's gathering were likely Alexander's lovers, which was why she couldn't care less.

Who cares about them!

Seraphine was exceptionally sweet—after kissing Alexander for a few seconds, she pulled away, gave him a gentle smile, and only then glanced at Jasmine...giving her just a fleeting look.

She didn't challenge Jasmine with her gaze, but her actions... well, that depended on how Jasmine interpreted them.

And how did Jasmine interpret it?

She's insane!

Jasmine had once held Seraphine in high esteem, but now? That admiration was gone. She didn't even want to engage with Seraphine anymore.

Ashley, standing to the side, observed the scene without much reaction.

She simply realized that this stunning, poised woman—probably in her late twenties and even more beautiful than herself—was also one of Alexander's lovers.

That was all.

Unaware of Seraphine's identity, Ashley had no further thoughts on the matter.

Aileen and Mia, however, were still utterly dumbfounded, completely shocked! They couldn't snap out of it!

Mia's expression was even more exaggerated, her eyes wide and round.

But in reality, Aileen was the one more deeply shaken.

Naturally, she understood far better than Mia just what kind of woman Seraphine was. To her, the most inconceivable thing had just happened!

Seraphine Arden—whom no man could win over, regardless of status or how impressive—had been claimed and conquered by Alexander.

The atmosphere in the private room was intensely awkward.

Ashley watched the drama unfold. Aileen and Mia were still stunned, and Jasmine remained expressionless.

"Everyone, take a seat. Don't just stand there—sit, sit..." Alexander spoke calmly, gesturing with a smile before taking a couple of steps toward Mia and pulling out a chair to sit beside her.

Jasmine, who had been holding Alexander's arm, followed and sat next to him... Seraphine didn't fight for the spot beside Alexander. She wouldn't go that far or be so impolite.

Ashley sat on Jasmine's other side.

Seraphine returned to her original seat.

The final seating arrangement was: Aileen, Mia, Alexander, Jasmine, Ashley, and Seraphine... with Aileen again on Seraphine's left.

The six of them formed a circle around the table.

This order was orchestrated by Alexander. He chose to sit beside Mia mainly because he obviously had to be next to Jasmine, which made the person on his other side particularly significant.

If Aileen or Seraphine ended up sitting directly beside Alexander, the other would likely feel unsettled.

As for Ashley, since none of them knew her, Alexander didn't want her to immediately draw hostility from the other women.

So... Mia was the most suitable!

Neither Jasmine nor Seraphine would see Mia as a threat, and Aileen was even less likely to care.

Once everyone was seated, Jasmine immediately pulled out a tissue from her bag, tilted Alexander's chin with one hand, and used the other to wipe his lips... removing traces of Seraphine's lipstick.

Seraphine watched Jasmine's actions without any change in expression.

While wiping Alexander's mouth, Jasmine glanced at the other side where Mia was seated... She knew Mia was Roland Murphy's daughter, but she hadn't been aware of Mia's relationship with Alexander until now.

Mia, however, was fully aware that Jasmine was Alexander's official girlfriend!

This was something Aileen had told her.

It's worth noting that Aileen was already aware of Jasmine and Alexander's official status as a real couple.

On the very noon Alexander left New York, Jasmine had arranged to meet Aileen for lunch, where she straightforwardly revealed they were truly in love now—no longer pretending to be a couple.

The two women had thoroughly discussed this matter.

Eventually, they reached a consensus: neither would interfere with the other's affairs!

Jasmine's stance was clear—as long as Aileen didn't affect her relationship with Alexander, she wouldn't make trouble.

Aileen had no objections either, since her own relationship with Alexander couldn't be made public and still needed Jasmine's cover.

The private room fell into silence.

No one dared to speak up.

The atmosphere remained tense.

Ashley, being observant, naturally refrained from speaking carelessly.

After finishing wiping Alexander's mouth, Jasmine scanned the table—counting herself, there were five women present... Was this all? Did Alexander have other women?

She couldn't tell for sure.

"Mia, what's wrong? Why that expression?" Alexander asked Mia with a smile.

Mia was still dazed, her mind in complete turmoil, and didn't respond.

"Are you dumbstruck? Too shocked by your Daddy?" Alexander teased, reaching out to pinch Mia's cheek.

He showed no restraint whatsoever in his actions or words. Both left all the women blushing a tad.

Watching this, Aileen suddenly understood everything—the true nature of this gathering!

"Honey... you and Ms. Arden... you two also..." Aileen spoke up, controlling her emotions and even forcing a smile as she addressed Alexander while glancing at Seraphine.

"Mhm," Alexander smiled and nodded directly at Aileen.

Aileen called him "honey"—she'd seen through everything and stopped pretending!

The atmosphere shifted again with Aileen's use of this endearment, becoming noticeably more relaxed. Since everyone here was Alexander's woman and all cards were on the table, why be nervous?

Ashley, however, felt strange about the whole situation—was this how the private lives of powerful young elites really were?

"Let's order," Alexander said after another glance around.

When the waiter entered, Jasmine and Seraphine examined the menus first before passing them around to the others. After the waiter left and while waiting for food, casual conversation began.

"How's the company lately? No boardroom issues?" Alexander asked Aileen.

"None at all, honey. You've handled everything—they wouldn't dare..." Aileen smiled at him.

"Darling, you never told Aileen about us?" Seraphine interjected.

"No," Alexander smiled at Seraphine. "I called you all here today precisely for this opportunity to... reintroduce everyone properly, avoiding unnecessary complications later."

"I never imagined Ms. Arden would also..." Aileen said, looking at Seraphine.

"What can I say? Our Mr. Ciotta is simply extraordinary," Seraphine replied with a sweet, gentle laugh.

And so the conversation flowed.

The center of the conversation, however, was Aileen... Because Jasmine didn't want to engage with Seraphine, the two remained silent.

So, as the atmosphere gradually warmed, Aileen found herself having to converse with both Jasmine and Seraphine. 

About ten minutes later. 

Jasmine was deep in conversation with Aileen. 

Meanwhile, Mia leaned close to Alexander's ear, whispering something to him. 

"...Miss Ashley, you're studying acting? So you want to be an actress in the future?" Seraphine struck up a conversation with Ashley, who was seated beside her, making it easy to chat. 

She had already asked Ashley's name earlier and learned that she was currently in university. 

Ashley was also part of Alexander's circle, though she seemed unfamiliar with everyone else, never speaking up on her own—almost as if she were being neglected.

Being highly sociable and adept at navigating social situations, Seraphine took it upon herself to "look after" Ashley by initiating conversation. 

Ding-ding-ding... 

Someone's phone rang. 

It was Seraphine's. 


Chapter 3: Surprise meeting.

Everyone paused their conversations. 

"Excuse me," Seraphine said first before rummaging through her bag for her phone. She glanced at the screen and answered, holding it to her ear. "Celeste, what's wrong?" 

It was her daughter, Celeste Lark. 

"Mom, are you having dinner at Velisse? I saw your car downstairs," Celeste said. 

"Yes..." Seraphine replied, but her expression immediately shifted. She then asked, "You're downstairs?" As she spoke, she glanced at Alexander.

Seraphine absolutely couldn't let her daughter know about her relationship with Alexander. 

She didn't even want her daughter to come looking for her in this private dining room.

Although... even if Celeste did come, she wouldn't notice anything unusual.

Everyone was dressed formally for dinner, and Alexander's official girlfriend, Jasmine Doran, was also present.

Even if outsiders—or those who knew exactly who was present—saw the situation in the private room, there would be no issues! 

At most, they would assume Jasmine was having dinner with her boyfriend and some friends. 

Though the circumstances were harmless and nothing could go wrong... Seraphine still felt she needed to be cautious.

In her heart, the mere fact that she knew her daughter's senior should be kept from Celeste as much as possible. 

"Just arrived downstairs, having dinner with friends. Mom, which private room are you in?" Celeste asked, then added, "Is it okay if I come over?" 

Celeste didn't mean anything by it—she just thought she should say hello since they happened to be at the same place. 

"I'm having dinner with friends," Seraphine replied carefully. "Are you on the first floor? Wait... I'll come down..." 

Instead of letting her daughter come up, Seraphine decided to go to her. 

Everyone in the private room watched Seraphine take the call. Aside from Alexander, no one sensed anything unusual about her behavior. 

She was just a mother answering her daughter's call. 

After exchanging a few more words with Celeste, Seraphine hung up. 

"My daughter... happened to come here for dinner with friends too. I'll go see her for a moment—please continue chatting." Seraphine smiled sweetly as she spoke, then stood and walked around the table toward the door. 

She quickly left. 

Once the door closed again, Aileen visibly relaxed.

Though she had been chatting normally with a smile earlier, she had actually been feeling some pressure. 

Not that she was afraid of anyone—respecting Seraphine was one thing, but Seraphine also being involved with Alexander was another. 

She definitely wasn't scared! 

Her tension actually stemmed from the presence of both Seraphine and Jasmine. 

She had clearly sensed that something was off between them. Though there had been no arguments at the table, their deliberate avoidance of each other was too obvious. 

Aileen was worried they might clash. 

She especially didn't want to "take sides" or have to support one over the other—just thinking about it gave her a headache! 

Now that Seraphine had temporarily left, Aileen felt much more at ease. 

"Darling, when did you and Seraphine... you know?" Aileen suddenly leaned forward, bypassing Mia to get closer to Alexander, and asked in a hushed voice. 

After asking, she instinctively glanced at Jasmine. 

"A few days ago, not long," Alexander replied with a smile. 

"But how... how did you... How did that even happen?" Aileen struggled to phrase her question properly. She was burning with curiosity—it was just too unbelievable. 

She hadn't dared ask directly while Seraphine was present, but now that she had stepped out... Aileen didn't mind asking in front of the others. 

"It's complicated," Alexander answered with another smile, clearly unwilling to explain. 

"You jerk, you playboy, hmph!" Mia suddenly chimed in, pouting as she scolded Alexander and shooting him a pointed look.

Before Seraphine had taken the call, Mia had been whispering to Alexander, pestering him about what was going on between him and Seraphine.

Alexander flicked Mia's forehead lightly, then smiled and asked, "Calling me a jerk again, huh? Who's the jerk here? Should I send someone abroad?"

"Look, Aileen, he's bullying me..." Mia immediately scooted closer to Aileen, pouting and putting on a show of seeking protection.

She was being quite the drama queen.

Aileen suppressed a smile and said, "He bullies you... He bullies me too. I can't help you. Maybe ask Jasmine?" As she spoke, Aileen gave Mia a meaningful glance.

Mia glanced at Jasmine, then stood up and walked around Alexander to the other side. She tugged at Jasmine's arm pitifully and said, "Jasmine, your man is bullying me..."

The mischievous Mia certainly knew how to work a crowd.

The phrase "your man" pleased Jasmine immensely. She'd never considered little Mia a threat anyway.

"If he's bullying you, there's nothing I can do. I can't control him either," Jasmine replied with a slight smile, her words clearly carrying deeper meaning.

She was just humoring Mia.

Jasmine wasn't in the mood to play along with Mia's antics.

Seeing that Jasmine wouldn't help either, Mia moved past her and approached Ashley. With natural familiarity, she took Ashley's arm and pouted, "Miss..."

"I can't help you," Ashley said directly, wearing an expression of helplessness before adding with a laugh, "Maybe you should try... begging for his forgiveness?"

Mia pouted, scanning the room before declaring huffily to herself, "None of you will help me, so I'll just have to handle this myself!" With that, she marched toward Alexander.

Meanwhile...

Seraphine arrived at the restaurant's main hall, where she found her daughter, Celeste Lark, and Celeste's friends - a whole group of about a dozen people, all Celeste's music buddies around the same age, both male and female.

"Auntie, hello!"

"Auntie, good evening!"

Celeste's friends greeted Seraphine with impeccable manners, practically bowing in respect.

As Celeste's friends, they naturally knew exactly who Seraphine was. Celeste was an ultra-wealthy third-generation heiress—a billionaire's daughter.

They'd done their research about her family background through various channels and rumors.

They were well aware of Seraphine's status in New York.

"So many of you! Did you reserve a private room?" Seraphine asked gently with a smile.

"We didn't book ahead. They just told us there aren't any rooms left," Celeste said sweetly to her mother. "We're fine eating in the main hall."

"No private rooms?" Seraphine repeated. She knew top-tier restaurants like this usually kept a few rooms reserved for special circumstances. "Let me talk to them. There should still be rooms available."

Celeste had always kept a low profile.

Seraphine could imagine that precisely because her daughter never flaunted her status, they'd received this "slight."

Truthfully, if this had happened to Seraphine herself, she might not have considered it a slight - context mattered.

However, when it happened to her daughter, her maternal instincts kicked in, and she perceived it as a form of disrespect.

"Don't bother, Mom. It's too much trouble," Celeste insisted.

"What's the trouble? A group of young people like you, eating noisily—aren't you worried about disturbing other guests in the main hall?" Seraphine Arden replied, still speaking in her gentle, sweet voice as if joking. 

She was just finding an excuse to have her daughter and her friends dine in a private room. 

There was another reason Seraphine wanted them to eat in the private room. 

If she and Alexander finished their meal first and left together, her daughter wouldn't see them! 

"Wait a moment, I'll go talk to them," Seraphine said to Celeste's friends before heading toward the counter, not letting Celeste follow. 

"Your mom is so beautiful." 

"She looks just like Celeste." 

"She seems so young, like sisters with Celeste." 

"Is this the first time you've all met her?" 

After Seraphine walked away, Celeste's friends began buzzing in hushed voices—both boys and girls—whispering among themselves. Since they weren't saying anything bad but rather complimenting, they didn't need to avoid Celeste. 

Celeste turned to them with a look of helplessness. 

Again… Every time different friends of hers saw her mother in person for the first time, they invariably said similar things. 

Celeste looked at her friends, about to tell them to "calm down," but she paused mid-breath—as if she had noticed something. She tilted her head, her gaze shifting past them toward the window. 

She had spotted a very familiar car parked outside on the roadside. 

A blue Lamborghini! 

The latest model! 

"Did Senpai Ciotta return to New York? Is he eating here too?" Celeste muttered excitedly after a moment of observation.

She recognized it—that was Alexander's car!

Celeste was sure she hadn't mistaken the car. In a metropolis like New York, Lamborghinis weren't exactly rare, but they were far from common either.

And Alexander's Lamborghini... She had seen it during their second meeting—a brand-new Lamborghini Aventador, colloquially known as the "Big Bull," and it was blue!

Blue was an uncommon color among all Lamborghini models, with yellow, white, and gray being the more typical choices. 

Just based on the three criteria—blue color, model, and brand-new condition—it was unlikely there was a second identical one in all of New York! 

Celeste hadn't memorized Alexander's license plate number, so she could only judge by appearance whether it was his car. Her gut told her... it probably was! 

"Why didn't he call when he got back... or did he just return today?" Celeste murmured excitedly as she peered out the window, her expression tinged with anticipation. 

Three days ago at noon, Celeste had completed all her preparations. 

Before releasing the song, she had called Alexander to finalize the revenue-sharing contract—something they had agreed on earlier.

Alexander was entitled to 50% of the song's earnings, so a contract was necessary. 

But Alexander had told her to go ahead and release it, explaining that he was traveling out of town and they could sign the contract when he returned. It wasn't a big deal. 

After that, Celeste uploaded 'A Song for Me' to all major music platforms across the internet. 

By the next day at noon, the song had already surged onto various charts—new releases, monthly rankings, popularity lists—on every platform. 

On one site alone, the number of comments exceeded 5,000 in just 24 hours! 

And the momentum kept building, showing all the signs of a breakout hit! 

Celeste was beyond thrilled... In fact, she was almost baffled. How could Alexander write hit after hit like this? And not just hits—sensational, unbelievable smashes! He wasn't even a Music major—he was a STEM guy, a computer science graduate! 

Perhaps... this was what they called genius! 

Celeste's journey in Music had been so arduous that the explosive success of 'A Song for Me' hit her even harder—because she knew exactly how rare this was. 

By yesterday noon, the song had already cracked the top 10 on the Music's quarterly hot songs chart! 

Of those top 10 songs, only two were by independent artists—the rest were all by A-list celebrities! 

Today at noon, the song climbed to the top 3 and ultimately stabilized at No. 2! 

At the same time, it also entered the ranking for the annual hot songs chart at No. 96! 

It made the yearly rankings! 

Though the annual chart had 100 slots and No. 96 was near the bottom, 'A Song for Me' had only been out for three days!

And most of the year had already passed—three days versus nearly 200 days of accumulated popularity for other songs! 

This was just the beginning! 

News of Celeste's hit song had already spread through her circle of friends. According to some industry-savvy friends, 'A Song for Me' had a real shot at breaking into the annual top 10. 

Maybe even competing for No. 1! 

But to vie for the top spot, it wouldn't just depend on the song's quality—it would also require follow-up promotion, marketing, and strategic pushes.

In recent days, Celeste had been so excited that she couldn't sleep at night.

She spent hours every day replying to "fan" messages across various platforms... engaging with them at an incredibly high frequency!

Aside from interacting with fans, Celeste had also attended two celebratory gatherings with friends and fielded over a hundred phone calls.

Representatives from all kinds of entertainment agencies, talent management companies, and headhunters had reached out to her.

They wanted to sign her!

The explosive popularity of 'A Song for Me' could be described as nothing short of phenomenal!

And judging by its current trajectory, it was likely to spark discussions across the entire internet and even become a meme!

There were already signs of this happening—on short-video platforms, using the chorus of 'A Song for Me' as background music was gradually turning into a trend.

Another noteworthy point was that Alexander... was even more popular than Celeste!

Today, Celeste had gathered with her friends for a celebratory meal to mark 'A Song for Me' climbing to second place on the quarterly chart of the largest music platform.

And the song holding the top spot on that chart... was 'Your Soul. My Cure'!

No matter how popular 'A Song for Me' became, its metrics still couldn't catch up to 'Your Soul. My Cure'!

Because 'Your Soul. My Cure' had been released three days earlier, giving it more time to gain traction, and its numbers were far ahead...

Having been out for six days now, it was already number one on the monthly chart, quarterly chart, new releases chart, and original songs chart.

Moreover, it had already surged to 37th place on the annual hit songs ranking!

It was almost laughable—' Your Soul. My Cure' had achieved even more meteoric success than ‘A Song for Me’, breaking all kinds of records in the online platforms' history.

Records like fastest song to surpass 100,000 comments, fastest debut song to hit 10 million streams, and so on.

Truthfully... 'Your Soul. My Cure's overwhelming popularity was "abnormal"—it had blown up way too much! And yet, it had been influenced by 'A Song for Me'!

Because both songs were written and composed by Alexander!

Celeste had released her song under the stage name "Leste Ark." At the same time, the credits for lyrics and composition were both listed as "Alec Nota."

Since Alexander had released 'Your Soul. My Cure' first under that name—credited as "Alec Nota" for lyrics, composition, and vocals—Celeste naturally followed suit.

After 'A Song for Me' was released, listeners quickly noticed that both of these back-to-back hits had been written and composed by the same person.

The simultaneous success of both songs created a mutually amplifying effect.

And among the hundreds of calls, Celeste had received from companies wanting to sign her... the entertainment agencies weren't just interested in her—they were also asking about "Alec Nota," requesting his contact details, and proposing to sign them both together.

Some even asked which city she was in, offering to fly over for face-to-face discussions.

Because when Alexander had registered the song before its release, he hadn't used his real information.

He had anticipated the "consequences"—he had no intention of debuting as an artist and naturally didn't want to be harassed by entertainment agencies.

As a result... no one could find the elusive "Alec Nota" behind the viral hits!

They could only reach out to Celeste! They wanted to sign her—and Alexander too!

Naturally, Celeste turned them all down. She didn't agree to sign with any company, nor did she disclose Alexander's information without permission.

This was something she would, of course, discuss with Alexander first.

She hadn't disturbed Alexander or shared her good news with him these past few days, partly because she was too busy, but also because she believed he must already know about her sudden fame.

Since he hadn't reached out, he was surely occupied with his own matters. Once he returned to New York, he'd definitely call her.

After all, despite being so poor that he'd been taken in by a wealthy woman, Alexander was incredibly talented.

He must be eager to earn money and break free from that sugar mommy's clutches to make something of himself... They hadn't even signed that 50% profit-sharing contract yet! (Or so Celeste thought to herself.)

In the lobby, Celeste's friends were still buzzing with gossip about Seraphine.

Celeste suddenly turned around, scanning the lobby left and right—looking for Alexander, checking if he might be dining somewhere in the restaurant... Naturally, she didn't spot him.

"What are you looking for?" her close friend beside her asked.

"Looking for Senpai," Celeste replied cheekily before quickly pulling out her phone. She scrolled through her contacts, found Alexander's number, and dialed.

Holding the phone to her ear, she waited.

The call connected within seconds.

"Hello, Miss Celeste," came Alexander's voice through the receiver.

"Senior, are you dining at Velisse Restaurant? I saw your car outside," Celeste said directly, her voice dripping with sweetness.

"I am," Alexander confirmed.

"Which private room are you in? Can I come see you? Would that be alright?" Celeste pressed.

Her eagerness was palpable—she wanted to see Alexander immediately!


Chapter 4: Sleeping where?

Inside private room number 3.

It was very quiet.

Everyone watched as Alexander answered the phone, with Mia Murphy still sitting in his lap...

Earlier, she had called him a jerk, which earned her a flick on the forehead from Alexander, who then threatened to send her abroad.

After Mia sought help from everyone to no avail, she had no choice but to "rely on herself"!

And her way of relying on herself was... plopping right into Alexander's lap, wrapping her arms around his neck, and coquettishly begging for forgiveness, calling him Daddy, all while nuzzling into him.

She was just being playful.

Amid the laughter and teasing, Alexander's phone rang.

No one else knew who was calling him, though they could faintly hear a girl's voice on the other end.

Only Jasmine... because Alexander addressed the caller as "Miss Celeste," so Jasmine knew it was Seraphine Arden's daughter, Celeste Lark!

Jasmine's expression darkened slightly.

"I'm having dinner with friends right now... Is it urgent?" Alexander asked with a smile.

"Nothing urgent. If it's inconvenient, it's fine. It's just... did you know you're famous now? Hehe, I'm also here with friends for dinner. We should really talk, you know... We haven't signed the contract yet..." Celeste's voice carried excitement, along with the giddiness of a "young girl."

Whenever the topic of fame came up, she couldn't contain her emotions—she was overjoyed.

Still, she remained "humble," only praising Alexander's fame without directly mentioning her own.

"About the contract... let's do it tomorrow," Alexander said.

Celeste could sense that her senior was genuinely occupied and couldn't talk freely—his reaction was so indifferent, utterly devoid of excitement...

She even guessed that he must be dining with the "wealthy old woman," which was why he was suppressing his emotions.

"Alright. Let's meet tomorrow. I won't disturb you any longer," Celeste said sweetly.

"Sure, tomorrow it is," Alexander replied with a smile.

He hung up.

Before anyone else could speak, Mia—still sitting in Alexander's lap—gave him a suspicious look. She tightened her arms around his neck and pouted, "Which one of your other women was that?"

"Don't talk nonsense," Alexander said, glancing at her before flicking her forehead again.

"So mean," Mia grumbled, still pouting.

Her sitting in his lap, hugging his neck, and saying such things... was still just her way of being coquettish!

Suddenly, there was some commotion outside the door.

Everyone heard it, and Mia immediately scrambled off Alexander's lap, twisting back into her own seat. Just as she settled in, the door opened—several waiters entered, carrying trays of food and drinks.

With outsiders present, certain topics became off-limits.

The conversation paused temporarily.

Jasmine side-eyed Alexander, her expression still troubled.

Not long after.

Downstairs in the lobby.

Seraphine had just secured a private room for her daughter and her friends.

As she approached the main entrance, she faintly overheard her daughter and her friends discussing someone.

"...So that's Alec Nota?"

"It's Alexander Ciotta, also from our Brooklyn University. He just graduated this year."

"Senior Alexander is amazing!"

Celeste's musician friends had already heard from her about who Alexander was.

Over the past few days, during several gatherings with friends, Alexander had become the center of their discussions—both because of 'Your Soul. My Cure' and the fact that he had also written ‘A Song for Me’. 

With her friends, Celeste naturally didn't hide information about Alexander.

There was no need, and she couldn't even if she wanted to—Alexander had graduated from the same University, and plenty of people at the school knew him. 

Celeste had just called Alexander, and since her friends had overheard, the topic circled back to him. 

"Let's go find him! I really want to meet him." 

"It's not convenient—he's having dinner upstairs right now…" Celeste was saying when Seraphine walked over. 

"What's got you all so excited?" Seraphine asked with her usual gentle smile. 

"It's about my senior, Alexander—the one who wrote my song, Mom… He's actually having dinner here today, too," Celeste said, looking at her mother. 

"Oh? How do you know he's… also here for dinner?" Seraphine asked immediately. 

"I saw his car—that one…" Celeste gestured toward the window. 

Seraphine glanced outside at the Lamborghini parked by the roadside before turning back to her daughter with a sweet, tender expression. "So, are you going to go see him?" 

"No, no. I already called him, and he seems busy…" Celeste replied. 

Seraphine breathed an inward sigh of relief. 

"Let's head upstairs. I've already arranged the private room," Seraphine smoothly changed the subject, addressing her daughter and her friends. 

Soon after, 

Seraphine followed them upstairs to a private room, checked the arrangements, and quietly gave some instructions to the restaurant manager who had personally escorted them. 

This meal was definitely on her. 

A few minutes later, 

Seraphine stepped out of the private room on the fourth floor, her expression finally betraying unease… Truthfully, she had been tense earlier, but she hadn't let it show in front of her daughter. 

She was well aware of her daughter's newfound fame from the hit song—Celeste had already shared the good news with her and even mentioned "Senior Alexander." 

From the very beginning, Seraphine had wanted to keep her relationship with Alexander hidden from her daughter. So when Celeste brought him up, she naturally pretended not to know him. 

And precisely because of that, 

She couldn't let Celeste find out about their connection now—not even that they knew each other—or the truth would unravel. 

Seraphine had considered discussing this matter properly with Alexander, but she hadn't had the chance. He had only just returned to New York today. 

Not long after, 

Seraphine returned to her man's private room. 

Most of the dishes had already been served, with only a few elaborate ones still being prepared due to their complexity… They could start eating now, just waiting for Seraphine to return. 

Dinner began! 

Drinks flowed! 

Casual chatter filled the air! 

The atmosphere was warm and lively—except for the lack of interaction between Jasmine and Seraphine, everyone else engaged with one another. 

Alexander spoke very little, letting the women carry the conversation. 

Among women… the topics inevitably revolved around cosmetics, the latest fashion trends, and skincare routines—even Jasmine wasn't exempt. 

When it came to makeup and skincare, Jasmine was exceptionally skilled. 

And beyond these feminine discussions, they naturally touched on some business matters as well.

They chatted casually, asking about each other's businesses. Seraphine even mentioned to Aileen that they might collaborate on an investment project in the future. 

Meanwhile, Jasmine directly arranged a partnership with Aileen—a co-branded cosmetics set or co-branded perfume.

Golden Fortune Group specialized in jewelry, while Magical Glamour focused on cosmetics and makeup. There was clear potential for collaboration. 

In the cosmetics industry, it wasn't uncommon for jewelry brands to provide luxurious packaging while cosmetic companies supplied the products, creating a high-end, limited-edition, co-branded item. 

Before they knew it, it was past nine in the evening. 

Mia was already drunk. 

The young woman didn't know her limits when drinking. Instead of sitting, she stood behind Alexander's chair, wrapping her arms tightly around him as she leaned down to whisper drunkenly in his ear, her cheeks flushed.

Every now and then, she giggled and kissed his cheek while using her impressive bust to massage his shoulders. 

The others were still relatively composed, just slightly tipsy. With so many people around, none of them wanted to lose their composure. 

"Should we head back?" Jasmine suddenly tilted her head closer to Alexander and murmured. 

Alexander glanced at her, checked his watch, then smiled and looked around. "It's getting late… Let's call it a night. Everyone should rest early." 

They had eaten and drunk enough—it was time to wrap things up. 

"Darling, where are you staying tonight?" Seraphine suddenly asked, gazing at Alexander with tender eyes. 

The room fell silent. 

All five women stared at Alexander, waiting for his answer. 

Seraphine might as well have outright asked who he would be sleeping with tonight—that was precisely what she meant!

Where to stay? 

After Seraphine asked this question, Jasmine's expression immediately darkened.

To dare ask such a thing in front of everyone—Seraphine really had no reservations! 

Jasmine then turned her gaze to Alexander… How would he handle this situation? 

"Where else would I go?" Alexander smiled as he met their expectant looks, sweeping his gaze across each of them. "Home, of course." 

As he spoke, his eyes lingered on each woman with a subtle, knowing glint, his lips curling into a peculiar smirk. 

Home. 

Such a simple answer. 

Yet, the moment the words left his mouth, the expressions of the women shifted slightly. 

The way Alexander looked at them was loaded with implication! 

Each of them had the same thought—should they go to Alexander's place tonight? If they did, would the others follow? And if they all went together… would they end up stacked on top of one another? 

Pretending not to feel awkward was impossible. 

Even Aileen seemed troubled by the idea. With Mia.....It already happened. But five together?

Seraphine, meanwhile, shot Alexander a reproachful glare. 

"Alright… Everyone should head home and get some rest." Alexander stood up, deliberately having toyed with their expectations earlier.

Now, his casual dismissal allowed them to exhale in relief. 

The others rose as well, following his lead. 

It was time to call it a night. 

Soon after, the group left the private room, descended the stairs, and exited the restaurant. 

Naturally, Jasmine clung to Alexander's arm, while the others maintained a polite distance. 

Bodyguards trailed discreetly around them. 

Even if an acquaintance spotted them, nothing about the scene would raise eyebrows. 

Outside the entrance, they exchanged a few more words before parting ways. 

Since they had all been drinking, none could drive.

Alexander, Jasmine, and Ashley took one car—Jasmine's Mercedes-Maybach.

Alexander and Jasmine sat in the back, while Ashley took the front passenger seat, with Jasmine's chauffeur behind the wheel. 

Alexander's Lamborghini would be driven back separately by one of Jasmine's bodyguards. 

Seraphine and Aileen had arrived with their own security, so they didn't need to worry about transportation. As for the thoroughly drunk Mia Murphy, Aileen took charge of her. 

A little over half an hour later. 

Bellara Heights. NYC. 

Home at last. 

Alexander, Jasmine, and Ashley stepped into the villa. 

They settled in the living room for a moment to unwind. 

Ashley sat stiffly on the sofa, her expression odd.

She had been like this the entire ride back—no, even during the dinner gathering, her demeanor had grown increasingly uneasy. 

From the conversations among the other women, she had realized something: not a single one of them was ordinary. 

They weren't like her. 

She was but a woman who had been gifted over to Alexander. 

But these women? Each of them was someone unattainable, far beyond her league! 

Jasmine Doran—born into an illustrious family, CEO of Magical Glamour, and almost a billionaire on her own!

Seraphine Arden—CEO and Vice Chairman of Senlan Group, a billionaire! 

Aileen Arison—Chairwoman of Golden Fortune Group, the only daughter of New York's wealthiest man, a billionaire! 

Mia Murphy—still a student, but also a super-rich heiress from a family worth billions! Also an only child! 

Ashley couldn't help but feel like she was nothing more than a "pretty vase." Her beauty couldn't even surpass these women, let alone compete in any other aspect. The pressure in her heart was suffocating. 

She felt inferior. 

Deeply, painfully inferior.

She was almost shutting herself off!

Ashley felt that these outstanding women should only exist in "news reports," at least that's how it seemed to her—they were from a completely different world than hers.

Yet they were all Alexander's women!

And so was she.

It was surreal!

On the long sofa, Jasmine tossed her bag aside and sat down next to Alexander.

She then leaned slightly, resting her head against his shoulder as the alcohol began to take effect, making her feel dizzy.

Alexander turned his head to glance at Jasmine. She was still dressed in her midday attire—professional wear with black stockings—but now, with the flush of intoxication, she seemed more relaxed, her expression carrying a hint of allure.

"Not going back to your place tonight?" Alexander asked softly with a smile.

"Do you want me to go back?" Jasmine looked at him, smiling lightly as their eyes met.

"No," Alexander answered bluntly.

"Then I won't," Jasmine replied just as straightforwardly.

Still smiling, she cupped Alexander's face with her hand and leaned in to kiss him. For a moment, her mind flashed to the images of Seraphine and Mia kissing him.

Part of her burned with jealousy, but it was quickly snuffed as their tongues met. Swapping their saliva in a wet, loud kiss.

The taste of alcohol on one another only amplified the moment and intoxication; their kiss deepened.

For a long moment.

They parted.

Jasmine's breathing was slightly heavier as she continued to gaze into Alexander's eyes.

"Go upstairs first and take a shower," Alexander told her.

At his words, she leaned back, staring into his eyes for a long while, her expression unreadable. Until her lips slowly curled up.

With a smile, Jasmine pressed her lips together and said, "Alright." She then kissed the corner of his mouth once more before straightening up and grabbing her bag.

Before heading toward the staircase, Jasmine cast a glance at Ashley but didn't say anything.

Jasmine went upstairs.

The sound of her high heels tapping faded into the distance as she ascended the stairs.

"Ashley," Alexander called out.

Ashley, who had been sitting slightly hunched on the side sofa chair, lifted her head at his call. She immediately stood up and stammered, "M-Mr. Ciotta."

She felt nervous around him again. Seeing how accomplished his other women were, she couldn't help but feel unworthy—like she didn't even qualify to be his side piece!

She couldn't even begin to fathom just how extraordinary Alexander was—what kind of influential figure he truly was!

"Come here," Alexander gestured to her.

Ashley walked over and sat beside him as he guided her. Alexander wrapped an arm around her waist, and she leaned into his embrace, wrapping her arms around his neck. Molding her soft, luscious curves against his taller figure.

"Mr. Ciotta..." Ashley's voice was barely louder than a mosquito's whisper as she gazed at him with watery eyes, her expression nervous and slightly fearful.

"What's wrong? You've been acting strange since dinner," Alexander asked softly with a smile, leaning closer to her face.

"N-Nothing," Ashley lowered her head, not daring to meet his eyes.

Alexander knew exactly what was going through Ashley's mind. He had anticipated how this gathering would affect her psychologically.

"Look up," Alexander said.

Ashley obediently raised her head, her eyes even more teary.

"What's wrong? Answer me," Alexander pressed.

"Mr. Ciotta..." Ashley's gaze wavered, her eyes instantly reddening. After a pause, she finally whispered, "Will... you abandon me?"

"Of course not," Alexander chuckled, but then added after a beat, "In a few days, you'll return to Boston."

Ashley panicked slightly. He said he wouldn't abandon her, yet he was sending her away soon—was he... casting her aside?

Her mind began racing with assumptions.

"I'll talk to Mr. Russo about it. He'll fully cooperate with you and teach you about the operations of Orange Ocean Entertainment," Alexander said with a smile as he looked at Ashley. He continued, "And... if you want to act, the company's next project will likely be a big production. You'll be the female lead. You'll need to work hard, understand?"

Ashley was momentarily stunned before realizing what Alexander meant.

Alexander was offering her a career—he intended to make her famous!

But she would have to put in the effort herself.

If she became successful... maybe she could qualify as Alexander's lover, right?

"Mr. Ciotta, I—I won't let you down! I'll definitely work hard!" Ashley immediately responded with a hint of excitement.

"Keep it up," Alexander encouraged with another smile.

"Mhm!" Ashley nodded eagerly before leaning in to kiss him. Unaware, she had the same thought as Jasmine. Her mind replayed all the kisses he had shared with other women, even as their love grew deeper and more passionate.

Alexander spent a little more time cuddling with Ashley on the sofa, chatting for a while. When it was about time, he said to her, "Go to sleep now. Get some rest."

"Okay, Mr. Ciotta," Ashley replied, standing up and giving Alexander another kiss before heading upstairs.

Ashley went up to the guest room and closed the door behind her.

Alexander walked around the first-floor living room, turning off all the lights, and then went upstairs as well.

To the master bedroom on the second floor.

Alexander pushed open the door and entered the bedroom, closing it behind him.

The room was brightly lit, but no one was in sight. Jasmine's high heels were on the floor, her dress draped over the back of a nearby chair...Her black lacey panties and bras in a corner....

The bathroom door was shut, the light inside on, accompanied by the sound of running water.

Jasmine was still showering inside.

Smiling, Alexander walked toward the bathroom.

Alexander walked toward the bathroom, loosening his tie and unbuttoning his jacket as he went... He moved slowly, casually draping his jacket over the back of a chair and tossing his tie aside...

Soon, he was fully nude as he opened the bathroom door and stepped inside. 

"What are you doing?" Jasmine's voice rang out from within the bathroom. Without looking, she knew who had come in. 

"Taking a shower, obviously," Alexander replied with a chuckle, closing the door behind him. 


Chapter 5: Her first time. (Smut.)

Alexander walked into the bathroom, the door creaking softly as it swung closed.

Inside was the spacious and lavish shower enclosure that dominated the room.

Steam hung in the air like a warm veil, curling around the glass walls and filling the space with a hazy, intoxicating moisture.

The showerhead, a high-end rainfall fixture, poured hot water in a steady cascade, creating gentle splashes against the tiled floor.

There, under the streaming water, stood Jasmine, her dark hair plastered to her shoulders and back, glistening as rivulets traced down her curvaceous form.

Her piercing eyes, usually cold and commanding, caught the light in a way that made them seem almost vulnerable in the steam's glow.

The water enveloped her like a lover's embrace, making her skin slick and radiant.

Her full, rounded breasts—firm and inviting—rose and fell with each breath, the nipples hardening slightly under the heat, their perfect shape accentuated by the way the water droplets clung to them before sliding down.

Her waist curved inward dramatically, a tantalizing hourglass that flared out to wide, luscious hips, all of it naturally smooth and hairless from her neck down to her toes.

She looked like a vision crafted for desire, her body exuding an effortless sensuality that the shower only amplified, the steam making her seem ethereal.

Jasmine turned slowly at the sound of his footsteps, her gaze locking onto Alexander as the water continued to pour over her.

Her expression turned nervous, and her legs squeezed together. She knew that for sure: tonight, he was going to claim her.

Her eyes traveled downward, lingering on his exposed cock as he stood there, already half-aroused from the sight.

She'd seen it before, even had it in her mouth, but it still stirred something deep within her—a mix of shock and slight nervousness that made her breath hitch.

Her cold expression softened just a fraction, her lips parting as if to speak, but instead, a faint flush crept up her neck. "Oh, since when do we wash together?" she murmured, her voice a low, husky whisper.

Alexander paused in the doorway, his eyes taking in the full glory of her form.

He couldn't help but admire her, his gaze roaming over her thicc, luscious body—the way her breasts swayed gently with her movement, the water tracing erotic paths down her waist and pooling at her hips.

It was as if she were a masterpiece, every curve designed to entice.

"Well.....starting tonight," he replied, his tone its usual teasing.

Alexander walked further into the steamy bathroom, his footsteps echoing softly on the tiled floor as he closed the distance between them.

The air was thick with moisture, wrapping around his skin like a warm blanket as he positioned himself directly behind Jasmine.

He pressed close, his body aligning with hers under the cascading water, his hardening cock nestling perfectly between the plush cheeks of her ass.

It slid into place with a natural ease, hotdogging her curves as if it belonged there, the slickness from the shower making every subtle movement feel electric and intimate.

The heat of his shaft contrasted with the cool tiles and warm water, creating a delicious friction that made his pulse quicken.

He leaned down slightly, his breath hot against her wet skin as he began to kiss her shoulders, his lips trailing soft, lingering presses along the curve where her neck met her back.

The water streamed over them both, droplets racing down his face and hers, heightening the sensuality of the moment.

Jasmine stiffened just a bit at the contact, her piercing eyes fluttering closed for a second before she turned her head slightly to glance back at him, her voice emerging as a soft, questioning murmur. "What are you doing? Weren't you here to shower?"

They both knew what he was doing.....but she enjoyed playing the game!

He chuckled lightly against her skin, his tone playful and teasing as he replied, "I'm just here to help you shower, make sure every inch of you is spotless." His words carried a hint of mischief, his breath tickling her ear as his hands began to explore her body, roaming with deliberate intent.

He started at her sides, fingers gliding over the soft, yielding flesh of her waist, tracing the dramatic inward curve that flared out to her hips.

Her skin felt like silk under his touch—warm, impossibly smooth, and plush, every inch radiating a natural curviness that invited his hands to linger.

The water made her even more inviting, her body yielding to his palms like a ripe fruit, soft and pliant, with a firmness beneath that spoke of her strength and training.

Jasmine let out a quiet, involuntary sigh as his hands moved upward, her body responding with a subtle shiver that had nothing to do with the shower's heat.

She felt a rush of warmth spreading through her, a mix of surprise and growing arousal at his bold touches; her cold demeanor cracked just a little, replaced by a fluttering in her chest that made her breath come faster.

It was as if his touch awakened something, her nerves tingling with anticipation.

Without pausing, his right hand slid lower, cupping the mound of her pussy with a gentle but firm grip, feeling the smooth, hairless folds beneath his fingers, already warm and slightly swollen from the water's embrace.

His left hand rose to grab one of her breasts, squeezing the full, heavy globe with a possessive yet tender hold, his thumb brushing over the hardened nipple in slow circles.

The sensation was overwhelming for her, a wave of heat building in her core as she arched her back instinctively, pressing into his touch.

Alexander's voice dropped to a whisper near her ear. "Turn your head back slightly for me, Jasmine—let me see those eyes."

She complied without hesitation, twisting her neck to look at him, her gaze meeting his with a flicker of curiosity and need.

In an instant, he captured her lips in a deep, demanding kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth, exploring her with fervent strokes.

As their tongues danced and twined, he began to toy with her body more intently—his fingers on her clit rubbing in slow, deliberate circles that sent jolts of pleasure through her, while his other hand pinched and rolled her nipple, drawing out a muffled gasp from her lips into the kiss.

Once both were struggling for air, Alexander broke the kiss, his breath coming in hot, ragged bursts against Jasmine's ear as he held her close under the shower's relentless stream.

The water pounded around them, amplifying every touch and sound.

His hands, skilled and confident, continued their exploration, knowing exactly how to draw out her responses.

"Put your hand on the wall," he murmured, his voice a low, commanding rumble that vibrated through her body, "Support yourself with it—I don't want you collapsing just yet."

She obeyed without a word, her eyes widening slightly as she reached out and pressed her palm firmly against the cool, tiled wall in front of her.

The contrast of the cold surface against her heated skin made her gasp softly, her body arching instinctively to steady herself, pushing her curvaceous form back against him.

This new position exposed her even more, her legs parting just a fraction as she braced herself, the steam swirling around them.

His hands were nothing short of masterful, playing her body like a finely tuned instrument he knew intimately.

With one hand still cupping her breast, his fingers rolled and tugged at her hardened nipple, sending waves of electric pleasure coursing through her.

The other hand delved deeper between her thighs, his fingers gliding over her slick, hairless folds.

She was already leaking, her arousal building and overflowing, the clear evidence trickling down her inner thighs and mixing with the shower water.

It felt like a dam breaking—warm, slippery—as his touch coaxed out more of her essence, her body responding with involuntary tremors that made her knees weaken.

Alexander savored the tightness of her virgin pussy, his fingertip circling the entrance with deliberate, teasing strokes. He pressed just enough to brush against her hymen, that delicate barrier that spoke of untouched purity, feeling its resistance yield ever so slightly under his gentle prodding.

The sensation was intoxicating for him, the warmth and constriction wrapping around his finger, her inner walls clenching in response.

For Jasmine, it was a whirlwind of overwhelming sensations—his experienced touch igniting nerves, making her feel exposed and achingly alive, her breath hitching in short, needy gasps as she bit her lower lip to stifle a moan.

A wicked smile played on his lips as he leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a possessive whisper. "Proof of Jasmine Doran's virginity... and it's going to be mine," he teased, his words laced with a claiming hunger.

The effect was immediate and profound; her cheeks flushed a deep crimson, the blood rushing to her face as his possessive declaration pierced through her cold front.

It was as if his words alone unraveled her, a surge of heat flooding her core that built to an unstoppable peak. She let out a sharp, unrestrained moan—"Ohh, Alexander!"

Her body tensed and then shuddered violently as she came instantly, her juices spilling over his fingers in a warm, gushing rush. The orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her legs trembling as she gripped the wall tighter, her free hand clenching into a fist at her side, waves of pleasure radiating from her center outward.

But Alexander didn't stop; his teasing only intensified, his fingers continuing their gentle, rhythmic fingering, sliding in and out with a feather-light touch that kept her on the edge.

At the same time, he began thrusting his hips, his hard cock gliding between the plush cheeks of her ass in a steady, deliberate motion.

Each thrust caused her ass to wobble enticingly, the soft flesh jiggling with the impact, while her full breasts bounced freely under the shower's spray, the water making every movement more pronounced and erotic.

The sound of flesh on flesh echoed through the bathroom—a wet, slapping rhythm that reverberated off the tiles.

The noises only fueled Jasmine's arousal further, each slap and splash amplifying the heat building inside her, making her skin tingle and her breath come in faster, shallower pants.

She couldn't help but respond, her body rocking back against him involuntarily, another moan escaping her lips as the sensations overwhelmed her once more.

It wasn't long before the pressure mounted again, his unrelenting touch and the rhythmic thrusting pushing her over the edge for a second time.

Her second orgasm hit hard, a drawn-out cry of "Ohhh, Alexander!" tearing from her throat as her body convulsed, more of her juices flowing freely, her legs nearly giving way as the pleasure left her breathless and spent.

Alexander knew all too well the insatiable nature of Jasmine's body—it was like a fire that fed on its own flames, each orgasm only stoking her hunger, making her wetter and more desperate, turning her into a craving beast that craved more with every pulse.

Grinning to himself in the steamy haze, he didn't let up, his fingers still dancing over her slick folds, drawing out the third orgasm almost immediately.

"That's it, let it all out," he growled, his voice a rough whisper against her ear, feeling her body tremble and gush, her squirt mixing with the shower water in a hot, messy spray that splashed against the tiles and washed down the drain.

Jasmine's eyes rolled back, a guttural moan tearing from her throat—"Ahhh, ohh God!"—as the third climax hit hard, her juices erupting in forceful spurts that soaked his hand and the floor beneath them, the shower's stream diluting it into a shimmering cascade.

But before she could catch her breath, the fourth followed swiftly, his expert touch pushing her over again; her knees buckled, turning to jelly under the relentless assault, her legs wobbling as if they might give out entirely.

"Alexander... I can't... It's too much," she panted, her voice cracking with a mix of plea and thrill, but he was ready, stepping forward to pin her firmly against the wall, his body pressing into hers.

The cool tiles smashed against her front, pancaking her full, heavy tits flat, the pressure making them spill out at the sides in a lewd display, her nipples rubbing painfully yet deliciously against the surface.

She leaned there, trapped and supported, her palms splayed wide on the wall for balance, her ass still grinding back against his cock as he held her in place.

Alexander alternated his attentions with cruel precision—groping one breast roughly, milking it with his hand, squeezing and rolling the flesh until milk-like beads of sweat and water formed, then switching to pinch the nipple hard enough to elicit a sharp gasp.

His other hand dove back to her pussy, fingers sliding in and out in a teasing rhythm, circling her swollen clit with feather-light strokes that made her hips buck involuntarily.

"Feel that? How your body just keeps giving?" he taunted, his tone possessive and low, like a predator toying with prey.

Before she could even process the haze of pleasure, orgasms five through nine crashed over her in rapid succession, each one building on the last.

She screamed with each one—"Ahhh! Ohhh fuck, yes!"—her voice transforming from its usual cold, detached tone to something soft, bone-meltingly seductive, a purr that echoed off the shower walls, growing louder and more unrestrained.

"Mmmh, Alexander... don't stop," she moaned, the sounds pouring out of her like molten honey, her cries turning into full-throated wails.

"Ohhh, ahhh!" Her body convulsed, squirting again and again, the warm fluids blending with the water in erotic rivulets. She could tell from his every move— the way his fingers curled just right inside her, hitting spots that made her see stars—that he was incredibly experienced with women, and it drove her wild; she both hated how effortlessly he controlled her, reducing her to this quivering mess, and loved the dominance that made her feel alive, her mind torn between resentment and joy.

By the tenth orgasm, her body had gone completely soft, a limp, pliable thing in his grasp, her muscles melted from the onslaught, her skin flushed and slick with sweat and water.

She let out a final, exhausted scream."Ohhhh, Alexander!"

Her voice broke into a whimper as her pussy clenched one last time, more juices trickling down.

With a satisfied smirk, he finally pulled her away from the wall, the shower still running as he guided her out, grabbing a nearby towel and roughly drying her off—his hands moving quickly over her curves, patting down her breasts, waist, and thighs with efficient strokes that left her shivering in the cooler air.

Scooping her up in his strong arms, he carried her to the bedroom, her body draped like a ragdoll against his chest, her eyes half-lidded with exhaustion and lingering desire.

He laid her down on the bed, spreading her legs wide with a firm hand, exposing her drenched, swollen pussy to the cool sheets.

Positioning himself between her thighs, he began teasing her by grinding his hard cock against her lips, sliding it back and forth in slow, deliberate motions that rubbed her clit just enough to send sparks through her, but not nearly enough to push her over the edge.

The ten orgasms had only served to flame the desires in her. She was so sensitive and so needy. She CRAVED more.

The stimulation was maddening—pure, torturous bliss that made her hips twitch and her breath hitch, driving her insane with need.

"Mmmh, Alexander... just put it in," she almost ordered, her voice a seductive whisper laced with frustration, her cold expression cracking into a glare as she realized his game. His desire to see her begging him is evident.

He just smiled down at her, his eyes gleaming with dominance, not saying a word as he continued the edging, letting the head of his cock nudge her entrance teasingly before pulling back.

She glared harder, her body fighting against her mind—refusing to beg further, clenching her fists in the sheets as she tried to hold back, to resist the overwhelming urge building inside her.

But he kept going, grinding relentlessly, making her feel every inch of his shaft so close yet so far, the friction building her arousal to a fever pitch without release.

She both loved and hated how domineering he was, how he forced her to submit, her thoughts a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.

Minutes passed by, minutes that felt like hours as he edged her mercilessly, starving her body.

Watching her squirm and bite her lip, her naturally cold expression cracking more and more under the building pressure as she resisted begging for what she so desperately needed.

But after what felt like an eternity of this torturous pleasure, Jasmine finally snapped.

Her dark hair splayed across the pillows like a wild halo, her piercing eyes glazed over with a mix of frustration, desire, and vulnerability.

She reached down shakily, her curvy body arching as she spread her own pussy lips wide, exposing the slick, pink folds that ached for him.

Her voice, usually so composed and authoritative as the CEO, now came out in a breathy, pleading whisper that betrayed her inner turmoil.

"Please... put your cock in me. Please, put your big, thick cock in me and take my virginity... I... Jasmine Doran... want you to pop my cherry... claim my pussy... conquer it... make it yours... Mark it with your cock... Give it its first cock... and the only one it'll ever get... Please, please... Make me your woman in full..."

Alexander's eyes darkened with hunger at her words, his breath hitching as he took in the sight of her—her voluptuous curves on full display, her heavy breasts rising and falling with each desperate gasp, and that cold face melting into pure need.

He leaned in closer, his voice a low, gravelly murmur against her ear, filled with possessive intent. "Good girl......I love you...." Her praise and reward were five simple words, but those words made her feel it was worth bruising her pride.

Without another word, he positioned himself at her entrance, his cock poised and pulsing, and with one powerful thrust, he drove balls-deep into her tight, untouched depths.

The sudden invasion pierced her hymen in an instant, a sharp sting that quickly morphed into an overwhelming flood of sensation as he buried himself straight into her womb, stretching her virgin walls beyond anything she had imagined.

She let out a loud, guttural moan—"Ohhh, God, ahhh!"—her body jerking in shock, her hands clawing at the sheets as the pain blended seamlessly into a deep, throbbing pleasure.

Alexander didn't pause to let her adjust; he was relentless, pulling back only slightly before slamming into her again, his hips pistoning with forceful rhythm that made the bed creak and shake beneath them.

Each thrust sent shockwaves through her body, making her soft, full tits bounce wildly with every impact, their full weight jiggling as if begging for attention.

"Uhn.... you're so tight," Alexander grunted through clenched teeth, his voice rough and edged with exertion.

Her inner walls clenched around him greedily, her body responding despite the intensity, and she began to gush and cream around his cock, her arousal coating him in a warm, slippery mess that squelched with every deep penetration.

"Ahh, yes... ohh, Alexander... it's... too much... don't stop," She cried out, her words tumbling into fragmented moans as her eyes locked onto his, filled with a mix of awe, surrender, and raw ecstasy.

The room filled with the explicit sounds of their lovemaking—the wet, slapping noise of skin against skin, the rhythmic creaking of the bed frame, and her escalating whimpers turning into full-throated cries.

"Mmmph, ahh, harder!" Her curvy hips bucked involuntarily, meeting his thrusts, as waves of pleasure built inside her, her untouched body learning the feel of being claimed so thoroughly.

Alexander's grunts grew louder, more primal—his hands gripping her thighs tighter, leaving faint red marks as he drove deeper, reshaping her pussy with every forceful stroke, making her squirt even more profusely around his invading length.

"Who owns this body?"

"You do.....Jasmine....belongs to you....My pussy......you own it."

"Good girl.....And who owns this womb?"

"You....too.....its yours Aah...ahh...so big...so deep....my womb....is yours.....to carry your babies..."

"All of you...."

"Is yours.....I love you....I love your cock.....I love your dominance....fuck...you make me feel so good..."

As Alexander continued his relentless assault on Jasmine's untouched body, her eyes began to roll back in her head, the whites showing as waves of submission washed over her.

She was losing herself completely, her mind unraveling in the ecstasy of surrendering to her man. Her full, curvaceous form trembled beneath him, her ample breasts—those heavy, quivering swells that jiggled with every powerful thrust—heaving as if they were ripe fruits begging to be plucked.

Her dark hair stuck to her sweat-slicked skin, framing her face in a disheveled mess that only heightened her vulnerable beauty, while her wide hips bucked involuntarily, her thick thighs clamping around his waist as if trying to pull him even deeper.

Jasmine's pussy gripped Alexander like a vise, so impossibly tight that it felt like a velvet trap milking every inch of his throbbing cock.

Each plunge into her depths sent electric shocks through his body, the friction so intense that it drove him wild.

It felt beyond good—the mental pleasure far eclipsing the physical.

In all his time trapped in that endless time loop, he could never claim Jasmine so thoroughly, never break through her barriers to own her heart, body, mind, and soul. But now, finally, she was his, wholly and utterly.

That realization fueled his every movement, making his thrusts more savage, more possessive.

He didn't hold back, didn't resist the building storm inside him.

His balls tightened as the pleasure crested, and with a final, deep drive, he buried himself balls-deep once more, his cockhead slamming against the deepest wall of her womb.

"Take it all!" he roared, his voice a guttural growl that echoed through the room.

Hot ropes of cum erupted from him, flooding her innermost depths in thick, pulsing waves, filling her virgin womb until it overflowed.

She let out a lewd, ear-splitting moan—"Ohhh, yes, fill me up!"—her voice cracking with unfiltered lust, the sound so loud and obscene that Alexander could almost picture Ashley pressing her ear to the wall, her hand slipping into her panties to touch herself, rubbing frantically as she imagined the scene unfolding.

Jasmine's body convulsed under the onslaught, her moans escalating, each cry sharper and more desperate than the last, her voice echoing off the walls like a siren.

The sheer intensity of it all overwhelmed her; her eyes fluttered shut, her body going limp as she teetered on the brink of fainting, her mind blanking out from the explosive mix of pain, pleasure, and the foreign sensation of being so utterly claimed.

When she came to, gasping for air, she found herself repositioned—on her knees, face down, ass up, her curvy backside presented like an offering.

Her voluptuous mounds—those lush, bouncing globes—pressed into the mattress, nipples rubbing against the sheets in a way that sent aftershocks of pleasure through her.

Alexander, still rock-hard and unrelenting, wasted no time. "You're not done yet," he grunted, his hands gripping her wide hips as he lined up and plunged back in with a wet, squelching thrust.

His cum and her creamy juices squirted out with every forceful movement, coating their thighs in a messy slick that made obscene slurping sounds as he pounded into her reshaped pussy.

"Feel that? All that mess we made," he taunted, his voice laced with satisfaction, while she whimpered and pushed back against him, her body betraying her with fresh waves of arousal.

Alexander drove into Jasmine with unyielding force, his hands gripping her wide, luscious hips as he fucked her deeper into the mattress, her perfect body arching in response.

Her ass, those plump, rounded cheeks that jiggled with every thrust, was a masterpiece of soft curves and smooth skin, begging for attention.

He couldn't resist—his palm cracked against one cheek with a sharp smack, leaving a pink imprint that made her gasp and clench around him.

"Ahh, yes—your ass is perfect, so spankable," he growled, his voice rough and commanding, the sound echoing in the room alongside the wet slaps of their bodies colliding.

Jasmine's moans turned into a chorus of needy whimpers—"Ohh, God!"

Her face pressed into the pillows, her dark hair a tangled mess as her voluptuous frame quaked, those heavy, swaying breasts brushing against the sheets with each pounding impact.

The tightness of her pussy hadn't faded; it gripped him like a hot, silken glove, pulling him in deeper with every stroke, driving Alexander to the brink.

"You're gripping me so good—it feels like you're made for this, for my cock," he grunted, his breath coming in ragged bursts as he spanked her again, the sting making her ass cheeks clench and her inner walls flutter.

He lost himself in the rhythm, his hips slamming forward relentlessly, the bed frame groaning under the weight of their passion.

Her body was a vision of erotic perfection—curvy in all the right places, her waist dipping in to accentuate the flare of her hips, her thighs thick and powerful as they braced against his thrusts.

But it was her responses that fueled him most: the way her eyes glazed over, the soft cries that escaped her lips—"Mmmph, don't stop!"—turning the air thick with lust.

As the pressure built, Alexander felt his control slipping.

With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself balls-deep again, his cock pulsing as he emptied another flood of hot cum into her overflowing womb, stretching her sensitive depths even further. "

Take it all," he roared, his voice breaking into a primal grunt—"Ughh!"—while Jasmine's moans escalated into lewd, unrestrained screams.

"Ohhh, yes, pump it into me, fill my pussy!"—loud enough to rattle the windows.

Finally, he slowed, pulling out with a wet pop, his body collapsing beside her on the bed, granting her a moment of mercy.

He wrapped an arm around her sweat-glistened form, her curves pressing against him in exhausted bliss, her breathing ragged as she lay there, her lush breasts rising and falling like gentle waves.

"So good.......," he murmured, his tone softening for the first time, tracing a hand over her silky skin.

But the moment she caught her breath, a spark of defiance ignited in her eyes.

With a sudden surge of energy, she pushed herself up, her voluptuous body gleaming in the dim light as she straddled him, her thick thighs enveloping his hips like a vice.

Without hesitation, she slammed herself down onto his still-hard cock, taking him deep in one bold move, her inexperience showing in the clumsy but eager way she ground against him.

"Remember? We're not done," she panted, using his words against him, her voice a husky mix of revenge and desire, her cold expression twisted into a wicked smile as she started to ride him, her hips rolling in uneven, determined circles.

Her perfect breasts bounced wildly with each movement, her nipples pebbling in the cool air, drawing his gaze as she tried to get payback, dominating him for once.

Alexander smirked up at her, his hands resting on her waist, letting her take the reins, knowing she needed some small win to feel comfortable.

"That's it—show me what you've got," he encouraged, his voice laced with amusement and heat, watching as she picked up speed, her wet, creamed pussy sliding up and down his length with increasing confidence.

The power shift was intoxicating; She leaned forward, her hands on his chest, fingers digging in as she bounced harder, her moans building. At the same time, he thrust up to meet her, their bodies slapping together in a rhythmic symphony.

As the night wore on, they alternated positions, with each one more explicit than the last.

He'd flip her onto her back, pinning her arms above her head to reclaim control, thrusting into her with deep, punishing strokes that made her lush curves jiggle and her cries echo before she'd twist away, pushing him down to straddle his cock, her dripping folds grinding against it as she demanded he beg for her pussy, only for him to shove her back down.

The cycle continued, her riding him reverse cowgirl to show off her arched back and rounded ass, him taking her from behind again, spanking those glorious cheeks until they glowed, their exchanges growing more heated.

"You're mine to break."

"Not if I break you first, you jerk."

Through it all, their emotions ran wild—her initial submission evolving into fierce determination, going at it—until the exhaustion finally claimed them.

As the first hints of dawn crept in, their bodies entangled in a sweaty, satisfied heap.

The room was silent save for their slowing breaths.


Chapter 6: William calls.

July 20, 2024. 

7:00 AM sharp. 

Alexander didn't get up—didn't even wake up. His biological clock had completely failed him! 

Because the two lovebirds had only fallen asleep two hours ago.

Before that, he and Jasmine hadn't allowed the other to sleep at all. 

He was utterly exhausted. The last time he'd felt this drained was after spending the night at Seraphine's place—but this time was even worse! 

Jasmine, inherently strong-willed and domineering, had always wanted to overpower Alexander.

Especially after confirming their relationship, she saw love as a battle between the sexes—one where she wanted to seize the initiative! 

But she had never succeeded. 

And last night, once she had gotten used to the feeling of Alexander's impressive length deep within her, she had launched a "full-scale counterattack" against him! 

Of course, in the end, she had failed again. But that "battle" left him quite drained.

Five more hours passed. 

Around noon, Alexander finally "resurrected." 

Staring at the ceiling, he blinked slowly before a faint, knowing smile curled at the corners of his lips.

A new day had arrived—and not just that. Last night... he had experienced something entirely new! 

In his Endless Sundays, he had slept with Jasmine hundreds of times, but it had always been purely physical—just a straightforward act.

Last night, however, had been entirely different. 

First, he had completely won Jasmine's heart. Only then did he claim her body. 

It was the great harmony of life. How things were meant to be.

Lost in thought, Alexander turned his head slightly to look beside him.

Jasmine lay curled against him, nestled in the crook of his arm, her hair disheveled as she slept soundly. Even more tired and drained than he was.

Tear stains lingered at the corners of her eyes. 

Even the strongest women had moments when they cried. 

Alexander shifted slightly, rolling over gently to face her. He studied Jasmine's delicate features before reaching out to brush his fingers lightly against her cheek... Her skin was flawless—peaches-and-cream, so soft it seemed it might bruise at the slightest touch. 

And today, Jasmine seemed different from before. 

Somehow... even more feminine, more enchanting. Carrying the aura of a blooming flower.....In other words, a woman who had been fucked stupid.

That was the impression she gave as she slept. 

After watching her for a while, Alexander carefully withdrew his arm and got up. Jasmine stirred slightly in her sleep, instinctively rolling over, but she didn't wake. 

She wasn't disturbed. 

Because she was far too depleted. 

Glancing at the bed, he knew she’d have the maids clean the room as soon as she woke up.

Alexander headed to the bathroom to freshen up, then returned to dress.

By the time he was fully clothed and seated on the chair in the bedroom, Jasmine still hadn't woken—lying on her side beneath the blanket, deep in slumber. 

It wasn't that Alexander had been completely silent—there had been some noise—but Jasmine was simply too worn out. 

He didn't disturb her. 

Leaving the bedroom. 

Descending the stairs. 

The aroma of food greeted him. He glanced around the living room, his gaze drifting toward the dining area, where two freshly cooked dishes were already set on the table. The sounds of movement came from the kitchen. 

Alexander walked over, stopping at the kitchen doorway, a smile playing on his lips as he looked inside.

Ashley, wrapped in an apron, was cooking in the kitchen.

Alexander had tasted her cooking before—it was impressive.

She had undergone a year of specialized training, learning culinary skills specifically to "capture a man's heart through his stomach."

"Mr. Ciotta, you're awake... I was planning to call you once the food was ready," Ashley said sweetly upon hearing movement, glancing toward the doorway with a smile.

As she looked at Alexander, she quickly glanced away to hide the blush on her cheeks.

"Thanks for your hard work," Alexander replied, hands in his pockets, eyeing Ashley with a faint smile.

"Mr. Ciotta, what are you talking about..." Ashley's voice took on a coquettish tone. "It's just cooking—nothing hard about it. It's what I should do."

"Did you go out to buy groceries?" Alexander asked with another smile.

"Yes, I went out this morning," Ashley answered before turning her attention back to the sizzling pan.

Maintaining his smile, Alexander stepped into the kitchen and stopped beside Ashley, observing for a moment. On the long counter opposite the stove lay various uncooked ingredients: leeks, chili peppers, avocados, meat, and honey...

Something felt off, though he couldn't immediately pinpoint what.

He glanced into the pan—Ashley was cooking some oysters.

Now he knew what was strange.

Between the liquor-friendly dishes, kidneys, oysters, and red meat, every ingredient was famously known for their effects in boosting libido and replenishing stamina.

Ashley hadn't bought these randomly—she was trying to "replenish" Alexander.

Smack!

Alexander suddenly swatted Ashley's backside. The full plump globes of her behind shook and jiggled so deliciously under the form-fitting fabric of her clothes.

Enjoying the sensation on his hand, he kept it there, giving that impossibly soft yet firm ass a few more gropes and spanks.

"Ah!" she yelped, startled by the unexpected swats.

She turned to look at him with wide, dewy eyes, biting her lower lip coyly.

"Mr. Ciotta..." Her cheeks flushed slightly, as if expecting him to do something more in the kitchen.

"Trying to refill me, huh?" Alexander asked with a smirk.

"Yes, you—" Ashley suddenly realized her mistake.

Springing these dishes on Alexander without warning—especially when he was only twenty-two—made it seem like she thought he... lacked stamina. (Even though she knew from her experience, he didn't at all.)

Now she understood why he'd swatted her.

"Mr. Ciotta, that's not what I meant! I've just noticed that you've been exhausted lately and not getting enough rest. You didn't sleep until dawn yesterday, so I..." she explained nervously.

"How did you know I was up until dawn?" Alexander asked.

"I... just... heard. The sounds stopped after sunrise..." she stammered, her blush even stronger.

She slept on the second floor too, so, despite the soundproofing, with how intense the two had been at it, she'd overheard some noises from the neighboring room last night.

Seeing Ashley flustered and blushing, Alexander's smile deepened. He hadn't been angry—just teasing her.

"Good girl," he chuckled, pinching her cheek lightly.

The simple gesture eased Ashley's tension.

"It's burning," Alexander suddenly warned, tilting his head toward the pan.

Ashley quickly turned back.

"Carry on," Alexander said before leaving the kitchen.

Back in the living room, he settled onto the sofa, turned on the TV, and skimmed through the news. After a while, he lowered the volume, pulled out his phone, and dialed a number.

The call connected almost instantly.

"Hey!" Celeste Lark's cheerful, honeyed voice rang out.

"Let's meet this afternoon..." Alexander said.

Alexander chatted with Celeste for a while, confirming the time and place for their afternoon meeting. A few minutes later, he hung up and immediately made another call.

This one was to Old Lei!

Old Lei was still in the hospital, severely injured. His recovery would take at least half a month, so he naturally couldn't be discharged yet.

The call connected quickly.

Alexander asked Old Lei about Cole Donovan's situation.

Cole had been captured by Old Lei's men and was already being held in a secret location in New York.

Alexander definitely needed to meet and talk with Cole. As one of James Sutherland's most trusted subordinates, Cole was the top person responsible for handling James's dirty work!

And it wasn't just James—Cole had worked for the Sutherland family for twenty years.

The last decade was with James, while the first ten years… he had served as James's father's driver and bodyguard!

In some aspects, Cole knew even more about the Sutherland family's affairs than James himself did.

After speaking with Old Lei for a few minutes, Alexander hung up again and continued watching TV, waiting for Ashley to finish cooking so he could call Jasmine downstairs for lunch—though he wasn't sure if she'd be able to get up, or even make it down the stairs.

About ten minutes later…

Ring ring…

Alexander's phone rang. He picked it up and raised an eyebrow in surprise when he saw the caller—it was William Wycliffe!

The financial backer behind the superstar actress Vivienne Blake! Since their initial contact during a gaming session where they had discussed business, the two hadn't been in touch much.

William had been occupied with his own affairs—Alexander had given him crucial information about taking down his elder brother to seize control of the family business.

"Hey, William," Alexander answered.

"Alexander, James Sutherland reached out to me. He called," William said bluntly.

James Sutherland sought out William Wycliffe? 

It must be because of Vivienne Blake. 

William, being Vivienne's financial backer, wasn't exactly a secret in the entertainment industry. 

The fact that James suddenly approached William meant that news of her endorsement of Magical Glamour had leaked prematurely. 

Not entirely unexpected, though. 

With Magical Glamour's new product launch just days away, Vivienne was already in New York, collaborating on a series of promotional materials.

She wouldn't leave until after the event concluded! 

Work inevitably involves interacting with all sorts of people, so leaks were bound to happen—especially since James had been keeping a close eye on Jasmine. 

"What did he say?" Alexander asked with a faint smile. 

"He introduced himself first, then…" William was completely transparent, recounting the details without holding back. 

James had called William, exchanged a few pleasantries, then got straight to the point: he wanted William to make Vivienne break her contract. James promised to cover all losses incurred. 

William then played dumb, asking James why he wanted to sabotage Jasmine's business—wasn't he pursuing her? 

James replied that he didn't want Jasmine to have a career, saying he intended to marry her someday, dropping hints left and right. 

William feigned reluctance, citing business integrity and the difficulty of explaining it to Ms. Doran before politely refusing.

James even implied what benefits he could offer William, but it didn't sway him. 

In the end, nothing came of it. 

From William's summary, Alexander understood that James hadn't been entirely explicit, and William had pretended not to grasp the whole picture.

Since this was their first conversation, neither would dive too deep. 

Psychologically, James likely assumed that William, as the second son of the Wycliffe family —a loser in internal family struggles—would simply defer to him, perhaps even try to curry favor. 

But William didn't. 

And no matter how arrogant James was, he wouldn't immediately resort to threats if William refused. 

He wasn't that reckless. 

The Wycliffe family was wealthier and more influential than even New York's richest, Michael Arison, and the Arison family! 

Their family assets exceeded 20 billion! 

And the Ironworks Precision Group, controlled by the Wycliffes, had total assets exceeding $ 60 billion. 

Ironworks was the undisputed leader in its city, a decades-old industrial giant with deep-rooted connections, nearly impervious to outside forces. 

The Sutherlands weren't incapable of challenging the Wycliffes, but over something as trivial as an endorsement? Impossible.

And as a mere third-generation heir, James alone couldn't touch the Wycliffes. 

So… James wouldn't rashly pick a fight with William. 

The most crucial reason, however, was that no matter what, William was still the second son of the Wycliffe family.

Even if his father, Julian Wycliffe, favored the eldest son, he wouldn't let outsiders bully his own over a minor issue. 

James's understanding of the Wycliffe family's internal dynamics was limited—he wouldn't act recklessly. 

"James told me in the end… that he's coming to New York to meet me in person and discuss this further," William concluded.

Alexander raised his eyebrows slightly upon hearing this, his smile growing wider.

James had made a mistake!

That was—he didn't know the relationship between William and Alexander!

Alexander and William had met through gaming, secretly meeting once before dropping contact afterward.

No one in New York even knew they were acquainted, and none of the current rumors about Alexander in the city involved William.

From James's perspective, he would naturally assume it was Jasmine Doran who had contacted William to secure the endorsement from the celebrity, Vivienne Blake.

That made perfect sense.

Alexander knowing William was the illogical conclusion, yet the right one!

James was unaware not only of their connection but also that William had already decided to side with Alexander. Yet, he was planning to secretly meet William in New York… This was a grave mistake!

Initially, Alexander couldn't have known exactly when James would arrive in New York, whether he'd come discreetly, when he'd meet Jasmine, or if he'd stir up trouble behind the scenes—all of it was uncertain!

However, with the launch event for Magical Glamour's new collection approaching, if James intended to sabotage Vivienne's endorsement, his first stop upon arriving in New York would undoubtedly be William.

Alexander would now have James's movements under his control!

"Bro, this James guy coming to New York is…" William asked after finishing his explanation. He naturally understood James wouldn't make the trip just for him—it likely had something to do with Jasmine.

"A lot has happened recently," Alexander chuckled. "Here's the thing… William, let's set up a time to meet."

"Sure, this afternoon works. I'm free all afternoon—just let me know what's convenient for you," William replied readily.

Soon after, the two agreed on a time and place to meet.

Hanging up the phone, Alexander acted as if nothing had happened, resuming his TV watching.

Less than half an hour later.

"Mr. Ciotta, lunch is ready…" Ashley brought out the last two dishes, calling to Alexander from the dining room.

"Hm?" Alexander turned his head, smiling as he responded, "Alright."

He turned off the TV and headed upstairs to wake Jasmine.

Entering the master bedroom on the second floor, he found Jasmine still fast asleep. Alexander walked over and yanked the blanket off without hesitation!

Jasmine jolted awake instantly, blinking in confusion before registering his presence. She glanced out the window, then asked, "What time is it?"

"Already one o'clock. Time to get up," Alexander said with a grin.

"One already? When did you wake up?" she asked.

"Noon," he replied.

"Recovering well, I see," Jasmine remarked, giving him a pointed look.

"Of course. Definitely better than you. Six or seven hours of sleep is plenty," he teased.

"Oh, is that so?" Her tone turned playful, laced with amusement. "Has, my dear Mr. Ciotta, You may soon find....Your spirit is willing, but the flesh……" She sat up mid-sentence but suddenly winced, cutting herself off.

She had tried to swing her legs over the edge of the bed, but the moment she moved, she sucked in a sharp breath, curling inward before collapsing back onto the mattress.

"Hurts, doesn't it?" Alexander smirked, taunting her. "Who tries to compete in something like this? Last night was your first time—well, second, third, fourth…"

"I DO! I complete!" Jasmine suddenly looked up and retorted at Alexander, then softened her gaze, pursed her lips slightly, and opened her arms toward him, her voice much gentler as she said, "Carry me."

"Now you're asking for my help?" Alexander chuckled.

"Carry me, please~" Jasmine repeated, her voice even softer as she gave a slight sway of her shoulders.

She was learning to be coquettish.

Alexander smiled, resisting the urge to tease her with ‘You’ve learned to beg well last night’ and went over to scoop her up in his arms. Jasmine then planted a kiss on his cheek.

First, he carried her to the bathroom for a quick freshening up…

As he helped her back out, her face was burning crimson. She could still feel the remains of his cum deep within her womb. A sensation she couldn’t get used to…….though it wasn’t bad at all. Instead, part of her smiled, hoping his seed would take root quickly.

About ten minutes later, Alexander carried Jasmine downstairs in his arms, still in her pajamas, all the way to the dining room, where he set her down on a chair.

They looked utterly lovey-dovey.

Ashley, who witnessed this, wasn't sure what was going on.

She simply assumed this was how Jasmine and Alexander usually behaved at home.

Not daring to comment or ask, she served Jasmine a bowl of food, placing it in front of her, then did the same for Alexander before finally serving herself and taking a seat.

Time to eat.

Alexander had just picked up his silverware when—

Ring ring…

His phone went off again.

Setting down his silverware, he pulled out his phone and glanced at the screen... It was William Wycliffe calling again!

Alexander answered and held the phone to his ear.

"Harrison called me! It's about the endorsement deal again," William said directly.

"Hah," Alexander laughed.

James had made yet another mistake!

It was apparent that William Wycliffe's elder brother, Harrison Wycliffe, had suddenly called him about the endorsement deal because James had reached out to Harrison first!

As Alexander knew, Harrison and James weren't acquainted, though they were aware of each other's existence.

For Harrison—the actual operator of Ironworks Precision Group—he'd undoubtedly seize any opportunity to befriend James and establish ties with the Sutherland family.

More friends meant more connections, let alone one from a family like the Sutherlands!

So even if Harrison didn't know James personally, he'd still be eager to engage when James suddenly contacted him.

If James asked for a favor, Harrison would gladly oblige.

Getting his brother's kept celebrity to cancel an endorsement? To Harrison, this was a trivial matter.

Through such a minor favor, he could forge a connection with James Sutherland—Harrison would naturally jump at the chance!

James had concocted a clever plan: cut the problem at its root by negotiating directly with the Wycliffe family's authority figure. By having Harrison pressure William, he could force Vivienne to breach her contract.

What a beautifully laid scheme!

James thought it might work. Harrison believed it absolutely would. The crux of their confidence lay in... William's decade-long retreat from the spotlight.

On the surface, William had shown enough fear—he'd surrendered, admitted defeat, resigned himself to fate!

He avoided his elder brother, feared him, and even dared not return home!

Everyone believed William had been thoroughly defeated, incapable of making waves anymore, cowering in New York, trembling in fear.

He couldn't possibly defy his elder brother Harrison!

This was the public perception. This was what Harrison believed.

Yet this was a complete and utter misconception!

William had never accepted defeat, never surrendered, never resigned to fate.

For ten years, he'd bided his time, secretly building connections, waiting for his opportunity!

Then Alexander appeared—Alexander gave him that chance.

William had already begun setting his pieces in motion, waiting only for the perfect moment to deliver the fatal blow to his brother.

At this critical juncture, James sought to have Harrison pressure William...

James would directly incur William's disgust!

Reaching into his family affairs!

Using the person he despised most in his own family to force his hand!

This would provoke his utmost disgust! Even fury!

"What did he say?" Alexander chuckled before asking William.

"Ordered me to make Vivienne breach the contract, hah!" William sneered, deliberately emphasizing the word "ordered." "Then he had the nerve to tell me to stay out of James Sutherland and Jasmine Doran's business—that both the Sutherland and Doran families aren't to be trifled with, and I shouldn't cause trouble for our family."

"How did you respond?" Alexander pressed.

"I told him to mind his own damn business!" William snapped, letting out another cold laugh before adding, "Don't worry, brother. I gave you my word on this, and no one's breaking it. I don't give a damn who they think they are... as if I owe them any favors..."

William was clearly seething.

James had crossed a line.

"Calm down," Alexander said lightly, still smiling. "Alright... let's leave it at that for now. I'm having lunch—we'll discuss details when we meet."

There was no need for lengthy explanations over the phone.

"Right, brother."

The call ended.

Setting down his phone, Alexander picked up his silverware.

Jasmine placed a piece of food in Alexander's bowl and casually asked, "Who was that?" She'd faintly heard a man's voice from Alexander's phone, though she couldn't make out the specifics.

"William," Alexander glanced at her.

"Wycliffe?" Jasmine paused her chopsticks. "What about him?" She instinctively wondered if it had something to do with the endorsement deal. At this point, Vivienne Blake's endorsement couldn't afford any issues.

"It's about him and his brother," Alexander replied with a faint smile before adding, "Let's eat."

Alexander clearly didn't want to elaborate on this.

And Jasmine didn't press further.

As long as the endorsement wasn't affected, she naturally had no interest in the Wycliffe family's internal affairs.

The reason Alexander didn't mention the endorsement connection was... James was coming to New York to meet William secretly.

After that... Alexander would ensure James had an "accident."

Just as Alexander had told Morris Doran, James didn't have to die in New York, but he certainly wouldn't leave the city as he had come.

Many of the details involved were best kept among as few people as possible.

Jasmine might suspect Alexander's involvement afterward, but suspicion and knowledge were two entirely different things.

They continued their meal.

After a while, Jasmine noticed something unusual about today's dishes —they seemed rather invigorating.

While perfectly fine for women to eat, ingredients like these were all rumored to have specific benefits for men.

"Did Miss Carter prepare all of today's dishes?" Jasmine asked with a slight smile, looking across at Ashley.

"Y-yes, that's right," Ashley nodded, appearing slightly nervous and uncomfortable.

"Your cooking skills are excellent, much better than mine," Jasmine complimented.

"N-no, not at all. The lunch Miss Doran made yesterday was wonderful, too," Ashley quickly responded.

"Why do you always seem so nervous? Do I frighten you?" Jasmine asked with a smile.

"N-no... not really..." Ashley didn't know how to respond and glanced at Alexander for help.

"Why are you teasing her?" Alexander gave Jasmine a sidelong glance.

"Feeling protective?" Jasmine shot back with her own glance.

"Yes, is that a problem?" Alexander countered.

"Hmph, fine, my lord and master, you can do whatever you want," Jasmine huffed. She was in a good mood today, having given all of herself to her chosen man, and couldn't be bothered to argue about women.

In fact, she even felt somewhat "fond" of Ashley.

As long as it wasn't Seraphine Arden, Jasmine could find it in herself to like Alexander's other women.

There was a particular strategic element to this affection.

She thought that if all of Alexander's women were as obedient and timid as Ashley, then her position as the "main wife" would truly be unshakable!

"Here, Ashley, try this," Jasmine suddenly reached out to place a piece of meat in Ashley's bowl.

She had actually initiated serving food to Ashley.

And she called her "Ashley" instead of "Miss Carter."

Ashley seemed startled by the gesture.

"Th-thank you," Ashley stammered before reciprocating. "Sister, you have some too. Eat more."

The atmosphere at the table suddenly became remarkably harmonious—so harmonious it was almost slightly eerie.

The meal lasted over half an hour.

Afterward,

Ashley cleared the dishes while Alexander carried Jasmine upstairs.

Jasmine wasn't going to work today. With how spent, sore, and bruised she was, taking a day off was the only option—though she wouldn't be entirely idle, as she could still handle some matters by phone and attend video conferences.


Chapter 7: Celeste and Seraphine.

Around two o'clock in the afternoon, 

Alexander drove out in his Lamborghini. 

A little over half an hour later, he arrived at the Shan Café in the midtown district. It was a chain café with over two thousand locations nationwide, positioned as a unique high-end venue for business meetings. 

This was where Alexander had arranged to meet Celeste Lark. 

The reason he chose this place was that they were there to sign a contract, and this café had private rooms—the kind that required a minimum spend. 

The meeting was scheduled for 3:00 p.m. 

Alexander arrived early. After getting out of the car and not seeing Celeste's vehicle, he went inside first, directly booking a private room to wait.

She was likely arriving soon—Celeste had a habit of being early. 

Around 2:45 p.m.. 

Alexander was sitting on the sofa booth in the private room, scrolling through his phone, when he suddenly received a message from Celeste asking if he had arrived.

He replied immediately, sending her the room number. 

Two minutes later, 

The door to the private room opened. 

Celeste, dressed in a flowing white dress, walked in—followed by the radiant Seraphine Arden. 

Alexander was momentarily taken aback. 

Seraphine had come with her? 

The realization flashed through his mind as he studied the two of them. 

There was no denying it—they looked strikingly alike. 

And Seraphine appeared to be only in her late twenties. 

Standing beside her daughter, they could easily be mistaken for sisters.

After Celeste and Seraphine entered, Seraphine's female bodyguard closed the door behind them. 

The private room wasn't exceptionally spacious, but it wasn't cramped either. It was designed with plush sofa seating and decorated lavishly.

Upon entering, Seraphine first glanced around the room before turning her attention to Alexander, all very naturally. 

Alexander stood up. 

"Mom, this is Alexander, the senior I told you about. He also graduated from our University this year," Celeste began, her voice sweet and gentle as she introduced him to her mother, Seraphine. 

"Senior, this is my mom," she then said to Alexander, introducing her mother. "She insisted on meeting you after hearing about the song you wrote for me going viral. Mom studied music back in the day and still loves it dearly." 

As they spoke, the two walked over to the table. 

"Seraphine Arden…" Seraphine extended her hand to Alexander with a natural, sweet smile, as if meeting him for the first time. 

"Alexander Ciotta…" Alexander shook her hand with a smile. "Pleasure to meet you, Ms. Arden." 

"Likewise," Seraphine replied. 

Their hands clasped briefly, and in that fleeting moment of eye contact, Seraphine gave him a subtle wink. 

"Alexander here called my daughter during lunch while we were eating. She had mentioned before that he wrote a song for her—I listened to it, and it's excellent. The one he sang himself is also quite impressive… Talented young men like him are rare." 

Seraphine kept referring to him as "Alexander" in an affectionate, almost casual manner, showering him with praise.

On the surface, it seemed like polite small talk, but in reality… she was subtly signaling to Alexander what had transpired. 

Alexander understood immediately. 

When he had spoken to Celeste earlier, Seraphine had been right beside her. She had overheard their arrangement to meet and decided to tag along… 

From Celeste's perspective, it made perfect sense—a mother concerned about her daughter, curious about the talented senior who wrote her hit song and was now discussing a contract. 

But the real reason Seraphine had orchestrated this meeting through her daughter was to avoid any mishaps. 

Their relationship had to remain hidden from Celeste, at least for now.

The reality that the senior she admires is in a relationship with her mother — and not just any relationship, but one where her beautiful, capable, and accomplished mother is just one of many women in his harem — would most likely crush her.

But now, through this introduction, Seraphine had officially "met" Alexander in Celeste's presence. 

If anything unexpected happened later—say, Celeste stumbled upon them together—as long as the situation wasn't too compromising, they could easily explain it away.

After all, they were now formally introduced. Any private meetings could be justified with a simple excuse. 

"You flatter me, Ms. Arden. Please, have a seat… Celeste, sit," Alexander said warmly, gesturing for them to settle in. 

The three took their places—Alexander on one side, Seraphine and Celeste side by side on the other. 

After summoning the server, they ordered three coffees. Although the place served main courses like steak, they opted to skip those for now. 

While waiting for the drinks, the conversation flowed. 

"How old are you, Alexander?" 

"Twenty-two." 

"Twenty-two? Just two years older than Celeste. Quite the handsome young man. Are you from New York originally?" 

"Yes, from a small county town." 

"What does your family do?"

Seraphine began asking Alexander all sorts of questions, maintaining her gentle and sweet demeanor throughout.

Her inquisitive state didn't feel intrusive at all—on the contrary, it made people want to engage with her.

However, her questions were all trivialities. She was well aware of Alexander's circumstances.

This was all an act for her daughter's benefit.

Alexander played along with her performance.

A few minutes later, three cups of coffee arrived.

Seraphine picked up her cup, took a sip, and turned to Alexander again. "So, little Alex, where are you working these days?"

"Mom!" Celeste interjected at this point, looping her arm through Seraphine's. "Are you conducting a census? Why all these questions?" She felt her mother was being excessive with the interrogation.

Yet she understood her mother's behavior—this was simply maternal concern, wanting to ensure her daughter wasn't being deceived, hence the thorough questioning of this senior student.

"Just making conversation," Seraphine replied, glancing at her daughter before turning back to Alexander with soft sweetness. "I simply want to know what kind of family could raise such an outstanding young man as yourself."

She truly had a way with words!

Celeste knew this well—her mother's charm never failed to disarm.

"You flatter me, Ms. Arden. Compared to you, I still have much to learn—hardly outstanding," Alexander responded modestly.

"Oh? You know of me?" Seraphine feigned slight surprise.

"Of course. Everyone at school knows about Celeste's family background—the Senlan Group," Alexander said with a smile.

"I see..." Seraphine chuckled, taking another sip of coffee.

The small talk continued.

However, the conversation soon shifted away from Alexander's personal matters to music and composition. Seraphine, being formally trained in music, spoke fluently about adagios, polyrhythms, chord progressions, modulations, harmonics, tremolos, and other technical terms.

Alexander naturally understood it all.

Though Celeste wasn't a music student, her deep passion for the subject meant she followed along effortlessly.

The three found genuine common ground in their musical discussions, primarily analyzing the creative processes behind the two hit songs of Alexander.

After nearly twenty minutes of such conversation, Celeste felt relieved seeing her mother's apparent approval of Alexander.

She'd worried her mother might suspect Alexander of ulterior motives in approaching her, potentially forbidding their association after this meeting.

She'd also feared maternal interference with her singing aspirations.

But now, mother and senior seemed to be getting along splendidly.

"...Senior, I brought the contract..."

Finally addressing the paperwork, Celeste produced two thick copies from her bag—professionally drafted by her mother's legal department.

"Please review it, Senior. See if there are any issues," she said, handing the documents to Alexander.

Accepting them, Alexander lowered his head to examine the contract thoroughly—still maintaining his performative demeanor, though he trusted Celeste's integrity completely.

As Alexander paged through the agreement—

"Mom, I need to visit the restroom," Celeste suddenly whispered to Seraphine before rising with her bag and exiting.

The door closed behind her.

When it clicked shut—

"Little Alex?" Alexander, who was looking at the contract, looked up at Seraphine opposite him and asked with a subtle tone.

"What's the matter?" She sweetly retorted to him, then stood up and walked around the table to his side.

With a twist of her body, she settled directly into his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck as she gazed at him tenderly. "You know I'm older, right? What if I want to spoil you, hm? Can't I call you 'Little Alex'?"

"No, it's not that you can't," Alexander replied with a smile, looking at Seraphine, who was now inches away. "It's just... a bit odd."

"Odd?" Seraphine teased, drawing her face even closer to meet his gaze. In a coquettish whisper, she asked, "Then what should I call you? Hubby? Daddy like Mia?" She was clearly flirting with him, and after speaking, she planted a quick kiss on the corner of his lips.

"Anything's fine," Alexander chuckled, then raised his hand to briefly encircle her waist before giving it a couple of light pats. "Alright, go back to your seat now. Be careful, someone might see us."

"How could they? Celeste went to the restroom—it'll take her a few minutes," Seraphine said, having already calculated the timing. Then, in a soft, honeyed voice, she murmured to Alexander, "Last night... was Jasmine at your place...keeping your bed war—?"

Before she could finish her sentence, the sound of hurried footsteps erupted outside the door, followed by a loud "Bang!" as it was flung open.

"Senior—" Celeste Lark burst in, her voice cutting off abruptly the moment she took in the scene before her.

Her eyes widened in shock.



A minute before.

"Mom, I need to visit the restroom," Celeste whispered to Seraphine Arden before grabbing her bag and stepping out of the private room. 

She closed the door behind her and found the hallway mostly empty, save for Saryn standing guard outside. 

Celeste headed straight for the restroom. 

Ding-a-ling… 

Her phone suddenly rang. 

Pausing mid-step, she rummaged through her bag and pulled out her phone. The caller ID showed an unfamiliar number—likely yet another entertainment or talent agency reaching out. 

Signing with an entertainment company was something she had been considering. She couldn't abandon her studies to debut immediately; Seraphine would never allow it. 

Singing was her passion. 

But signing with an agency wasn't entirely off the table. 

For a song to gain widespread popularity, professional promotion by an entertainment company was almost essential. Money wasn't a concern for Celeste—her family was already obscenely wealthy.

To her, singing was just a hobby. 

However, if she were to sign with a company, it would have to be a top-tier one. 

Over the past few days, she had received calls from several well-known music companies, but none felt substantial enough.

If she signed, it would only be with the absolute best. 

Ding-a-ling… 

The phone continued to ring. 

After a brief hesitation, Celeste answered. She wasn't the type to hang up on people—it was just too rude. 

"Hello?" she said, holding the phone to her ear. 

"Is this Miss Leste Ark?" A rich, magnetic woman's voice came through the line.  One that used Celeste's online name.

"Yes, speaking. And you are…?" Celeste asked. 

"This is Charlotte Langford. I apologize for the sudden call." 

"Ch-Charlotte Langford?!" Celeste froze as if struck by lightning, her heart leaping in shock and excitement. She barely stifled a scream. 

Clapping a hand over her mouth, she bounced on her toes like an overjoyed schoolgirl. 

Charlotte Langford — originally from Charleston, South Carolina — was a Chicago based pop sensation and the reigning queen of the new generation in American music.

She had debuted at seventeen after winning at the show "American Star", sweeping seven Grammy nominations that same year, including Best New Artist and Song of the Year.

By the following year, she had secured the title of Best Female Vocal Performance.

At nineteen, Charlotte broke into the mainstream pop scene, quickly dominating the charts with her magnetic vocals, genre-blending sound, versatile technique, and unparalleled high notes.

Awards and accolades followed effortlessly, earning her the title of "America's Pop Diva."

That same year, she was invited to headline the Super Bowl Halftime Show — the youngest artist ever to do so.

At twenty, just as her career peaked, Charlotte suddenly retired, reportedly to further her music studies in Austria. 

Two years later, at twenty-two, she made a grand comeback with her third album, one simply titled 'Dream', which dominated the charts once again.

The album's titular track, also named 'Dream', became so ubiquitous that year it was practically inescapable—played on every street and in every corner of the country. 

By twenty-four, after a year of non-stop concerts, Charlotte vanished from the public eye once more, though she never officially announced her retirement. 

After all, she owned her own music company. 

Rumors suggested she had shifted her focus behind the scenes, dedicating herself to managing the company and nurturing new talent. 

In the music industry, Charlotte bore many titles, including "Queen of Love Songs" and "Iron-Lung Diva," among others.

Her vocal range was extraordinary, with lows as sweet as honey and highs as clear as crystal. She was one of the rare few female singers universally acknowledged as "blessed by the heavens."

In fact, over the past two years, Charlotte Langford's popularity had declined somewhat due to her absence from the public eye. Compared to female singers who had skyrocketed to fame through recent talent shows, her fan engagement online was noticeably lower.

However, Charlotte enjoyed an exceptionally high national recognition and boasted an astonishing number of die-hard fans!

Moreover, everyone knew that whenever Charlotte released a new album, it would inevitably dominate the charts once again.

Her established status in the music industry was something no newcomer could rival.

It just seemed she no longer wanted to sing.

Yet even now, Charlotte was still regarded as the new-generation diva of the music scene and the leading figure among young female singers.

After all, she had only kept a low profile for two years and was just twenty-six this year!

Celeste knew Charlotte extremely well—even her birth date down to the minute—because she was Charlotte's fan! In fact, one could say she was Charlotte's "obsessive fan"!

She could sing all of Charlotte's songs and had attended her concerts in previous years, vowing to support her for life.

Given Celeste's family background, she had access to even more detailed information about Charlotte than the general public.

Currently ranked among the top three entertainment media companies in the country, "Aurora Entertainment" was a wholly owned subsidiary of Aurora Group, a Chicago–based multinational holding company.

Aurora Group was a diversified conglomerate with businesses spanning finance, real estate, hotels, media, film, and more. The company alone had five publicly listed subsidiaries!

Aurora Entertainment was just one part of Aurora Group.

The total assets of Aurora Group exceeded $100 billion.

Charlotte's father was named Neil Langford!

And Neil Langford was currently the chairman of Aurora Group's board of directors!

She was Neil's youngest daughter, the treasured jewel of the Langford family!

Charlotte's background in the entertainment industry could be described as unparalleled, but she hadn't risen to fame solely through family connections.

Anyone who understood music and vocal technique knew how terrifyingly talented Charlotte was—she had peaked right from her debut!

She was a "demon queen" in her field!

Almost every era produces a singer with absolute dominance.

Charlotte was meant to be that figure—the most dominant female singer in the American music scene of her time.

But she didn't pursue that path.

Due to her family background, Charlotte had entered the music industry somewhat casually. After winning nearly every honor a singer could achieve and completing a year of exhilarating tours, she fulfilled her musical dreams and then transitioned behind the scenes.

Celeste had been a fan of Charlotte for years—she was her idol.

Suddenly, receiving a call from her idol left her so overwhelmed she could barely speak.

"It's me. Are you alright?" Charlotte's voice came through again, having clearly noticed the slight tremor in Celeste's response.

"I... I'm fine... M-Miss Langford..." Celeste tried to steady her voice, but her excitement made it quiver.

"Here's the thing, Miss Lark—I'll be direct. I've listened to your songs, and I really like them. Have you signed with any company yet? If not, I'd like to invite you to join mine. You can think it over, and if possible, we could meet to discuss the details in person." Charlotte spoke in a very formal tone.

"I... Yes... I can..." Celeste was so thrilled that her response came out almost too eager.

"I didn't expect it to go so smoothly," Charlotte said with some surprise and a soft, gentle chuckle, then added, "Could I trouble Miss Celeste—you and Mr. 'Alec Nota' are friends, right? I wonder if you could help introduce us, or perhaps give me their number? They're exceptionally talented, and I'd like..."

"Sure! No problem at all. I'll—I'll ask him right away! I'll call you back immediately. Just wait, it won't take long." Celeste Lark agreed instantly once again.

After hanging up first, Celeste turned and dashed toward the private room's door.

Reaching the entrance, she pushed the door open and barged in.

"Senior..." Celeste called out as she entered, only for her voice to abruptly cut off!

The excited Celeste was utterly stunned.

Even her exhilaration instantly faded away.

Her eyes widened as she stared into the room.

She saw her mother, sitting in Alexander's lap, her arms wrapped around his neck, clinging and leaning into him. She sat on him with such familiarity, and her eyes were filled with affection.

Both of them turned their heads to look at the doorway.

Seraphine had no time to get up.

She'd been caught!

The air seemed to freeze at that moment.

Celeste was shocked, while Seraphine was utterly bewildered—how could the bathroom break be this quick? Less than a minute?

Panic surged through her as her thoughts raced, trying to figure out how to explain.

But there was simply no way.

No possible explanation.

Alexander glanced at Celeste, then briefly at Seraphine, before looking back at Celeste. He remained completely composed—such unexpected situations weren't a problem for him. He could handle it. Easily fix it.

Silence.

It lasted a full ten seconds.

Everyone except Alexander seemed petrified, frozen in place.

Ring ring...

A phone suddenly rang.

It was Alexander's.

Still unaffected, he naturally pulled out his phone, glanced at it, and answered casually, holding it to his ear. "What is it?"

"He killed himself," Old Lei's voice came through the phone.

Alexander frowned slightly. 

Though Old Lei had only said, "He killed himself," Alexander didn't need to ask to know he was referring to Cole Donovan. 

"What happened?" Alexander asked. 

"Jumped from a building," Old Lei replied briefly. He couldn't see the situation himself—he was still lying in the hospital and had only heard the details over the phone, so he couldn't elaborate much. 

"He was locked in a room. While the others were in the living room, he climbed out the window and jumped from the eighth floor. His head was smashed open. Many people downstairs saw it. They said… the police are already there." 

"Willow Shore Apartments?" Alexander asked. 

"Yes," Old Lei answered. After a brief silence, he added, "I'm sorry, Mr. Ciotta. I didn't arrange things properly. I—" 

"It's not your fault," Alexander cut him off directly. 

When it came to suicide, there was no point in blaming anyone. If someone wanted to die, they would find a way. 

Alexander had spoken to Old Lei over the phone at noon, so he knew where Cole was being held—an old apartment building where renting was particularly convenient, a chaotic place where some women rented rooms to "conduct business." 

Alexander knew New York too well. 

He knew precisely what Willow Shore Apartments were like. 

So he wondered—had Cole truly committed suicide… or had he been trying to escape? 

From the eighth floor—had he jumped intentionally to kill himself, or had he been trying to climb down the exterior wall to escape and slipped to his death? 

When pushed to the brink, people were capable of anything. 

And the structural design of Willow Shore Apartments—the window ledges, the platforms for air conditioning units, the positioning of the pipes—all of it was climbable. 

In theory, it was possible. 

Alexander considered it but didn't dwell too much on whether Cole had died trying to escape or had genuinely committed suicide. The result was the same—he was dead. 

Moreover, whether Cole had risked his life to escape or had simply killed himself, the reason was the same. 

Fear. 

Fear of the Sutherland family. 

Given Cole's current predicament, he must have believed death was inevitable. So he wasn't thinking about himself—he was thinking about the woman and child he had abroad. 

On the day he was captured, he had first shaken off the others and gone back alone to that apartment to retrieve his passport.

Then he had disappeared… The Sutherland family wouldn't assume he'd been captured. Instead, they'd immediately conclude that, having botched the job in New York, he had fled the country out of fear for his life. 

The Sutherland family would definitely come looking for him. 

He had worked for them for twenty years. He knew too many of their secrets. If he just vanished without a word, it would be strange if they didn't hunt him down. 

Even if his woman and child were abroad, the Sutherland family would find them. 

So— 

If it were suicide… he would have made it public. The Sutherland family would know he was dead and wouldn't trouble his woman and child. 

If it were an escape attempt… naturally, it would have been to protect his woman and child.

If he could make it abroad to reunite with them, he could handle everything. 

Cole was a competent man. 

Otherwise, he wouldn't have been successively favored by two generations of the Sutherland family. 

While Alexander was on the phone with Old Lei, Seraphine finally snapped out of her daze.

She abruptly pulled away from Alexander's embrace, stood up, and took a few steps to the side, putting distance between them.

She wore an indescribable expression as she looked at Celeste. 

Celeste seemed unable to process what had just happened, her eyes wide as she stared at Seraphine, then at Alexander, then back at Seraphine. 

Back and forth.

She slowly raised her left hand, her fingers trembling as she pointed, her lips parting as if to speak, but no sound came out.

Seraphine could tell that being caught by her daughter had dealt a massive psychological blow to the girl!

If the man in Seraphine's arms had been someone other than Alexander—especially a middle-aged man—Celeste's reaction would have been entirely different.

She would have simply felt awkward, embarrassed, and immediately closed the door to retreat.

Seraphine was single. Whether she had another man or remarried, Celeste would have supported her.

In fact, Celeste had already known for five or six days that Seraphine was seeing someone. She had found out that morning when she returned home, though she hadn't seen who it was.

Celeste could accept that.

But this man, being Alexander… that was harder to swallow. Alexander was her senior, a guy she admired, with some other emotions budding in her heart towards him. Emotions that even she herself didn't understand.

He was only two years older than her, yet twenty years younger than Seraphine.

Moreover, Celeste suddenly wondered—was Alexander the one who had spent the night with her mother a few days ago?

If so, did that mean he had known her mother all along?

Then what was today's situation? Were they putting on an act for her? Was this some sort of sick prank?

Or… Celeste's thoughts spiraled further.

Was Alexander offering to sell her songs because Seraphine had orchestrated it? Were they conspiring to deceive her into fulfilling her musical dreams?

And then—who was that cold-voiced woman who had answered the phone that day? Alexander's girlfriend? A sugar mommy? Or just another part of the setup?

It wasn't that Celeste had an overactive imagination—she simply couldn't think of any rational explanation. Her mind was a tangled mess, grasping at wild guesses.

She had pieced together too many possibilities.

But the most crucial point was that she couldn't comprehend it at all. How could her mother, divorced for over a decade, end up with… Alexander?! 

Celeste had no idea what to say, what to ask, or what to challenge.

She was utterly stunned.

"I got it," Alexander finally said to Old Lei before hanging up. He then glanced at the time on his phone.

Seraphine and Celeste were still frozen in place.

Celeste was too dazed to know where to begin questioning.

Seraphine, meanwhile, had no clue how to explain.

Neither of them had paid attention to Alexander's phone call—they couldn't care less.

Alexander turned his gaze toward Celeste, standing at the door, and smiled. "Celeste, what's wrong?"

"You… you two…" Celeste pointed, her voice trembling with agitation, her face flushing red.

"Celeste, let me explain—" Seraphine suddenly spoke up, taking two urgent steps forward.

Her composure had shattered.

Because this was her daughter.

The moment she uttered those three words—"let me explain"—the situation had already become far more complicated.

Her demeanor carried a hint of guilt, which only reinforced Celeste's suspicion: 'So they were in on this together, deceiving me!'

It was the mindset of someone who felt wronged.

In situations like this, whoever faltered first lost the upper hand.

And Seraphine had faltered.

A few more seconds of silence passed.

"First, answer me one question—why did you barge in like this? Tell me!" Alexander suddenly spoke up, his tone sharp and stern as he addressed Celeste.

"Ch-Charlotte Langford called me…" Celeste answered instinctively, startled by his sudden interrogation.

"I see. Alright, you two talk it out. I have something urgent to attend to." Alexander smiled, standing up and walking toward the door.

He just left!

Alexander's reaction left Seraphine utterly bewildered and frustrated! He had simply dumped everything on her shoulders!

What she didn't know was that Alexander didn't want to waste time here.

He had things to investigate and refused to squander the remaining hours of the day.

Over the next seven hours, Alexander made countless calls, visited numerous places, and even canceled several scheduled meetings—acting entirely on a whim.

For one day, he started living as he had done back in the time loop. Going where he pleased, grabbing whoever he wanted, and digging into events.


Chapter 8: Again.

Late into the night, past eleven.

Alexander sped along the ring expressway in his Lamborghini, the needle already pushing 230 km/h and climbing.

A fork in the road ahead.

The Lamborghini suddenly swerved, smashing through a "No Entry" warning sign and onto an unfinished overpass.

The speedometer kept rising!

The road ahead was broken—the overpass incomplete, with a gap of over ten meters. Yet the Lamborghini showed no signs of stopping, hurtling toward the edge at breakneck speed.

Finally!

The Lamborghini launched off the broken bridge!

Soaring!

Whoosh! BOOM—

It made it. The Lamborghini "flew" across the ten-meter gap, landing on the opposite side of the severed overpass. But the impact was brutal—tires and suspension were nearly destroyed upon landing.

The car continued forward, now completely out of control.

After skidding another five or six meters, it flipped violently.

Inside the cockpit, Alexander was tossed around as the car rolled, a faint smirk curling his lips.

A successful jump.

Not bad.

As the world plunged into darkness, his eyes flashed.

Time Reset! Activate.

July 20, 2024.

7:00 AM. 

New York, Bellara Heights, Villa No. 36, Second Floor, Master Bedroom.

Alexander opened his eyes precisely at the stroke of seven, gazing at the ceiling with a contented smile. He had "returned"—this was the third time he used his power, following the escape from the time-loop.

The first reset happened because he had stolen Zach Mitchell's car. Just as Zach's men were closing in, trouble right at his doorstep, he chose to reset immediately. 

The second reset occurred when Old Lei's men attempted to stage a car accident. Alexander completed the reset at the moment of impact, just before death—both instances were anticipated and planned. 

And now, this third reset. 

It wasn't part of Alexander's premeditated plans, but because there were only unexpected developments rather than emergencies, he had both the time and the mood to spend half the day on "July 20" investigating certain matters, seeking some thrills, and ultimately gambling with his life.

He performed the active reset just before the fatal crash. 

Smiling, Alexander turned his head to the side. Jasmine lay beside him, her lengthy hair disheveled, tear stains still visible at the corners of her eyes as she slept soundly. 

Alexander wrapped an arm around her. 

Still asleep, Jasmine instinctively nestled closer, turning to her side and draping an arm around his neck. She was deep in slumber, having only fallen asleep two hours prior, undisturbed by his movements. 

Alexander's mind and body were equally exhausted. 

He had reset back to this state—the condition he should be in at 7:00 AM on July 20.

He and Jasmine had stayed up until 5:00 AM.

After mulling things over, Alexander pulled Jasmine closer, rolled onto his side, and closed his eyes. 

Sleep! 

No need to overthink it. After returning in time, the priority was to get enough rest first! 

Five hours later. 

Noon, 12:00 PM. 

Alexander woke again, just as he had on the previous "July 20." He got up alone, washed up, dressed, and went downstairs to find Ashley preparing lunch. 

After chatting with her in the kitchen for a while, teasing and giving her a few spanks like before, Alexander returned to the living room. 

He turned on the TV, watched for a bit, then began making calls—first to Celeste to confirm the time and place for signing the contract, then to Old Lei to discuss Cole Donovan's situation... 

Repetition. 

Alexander essentially repeated everything he had done on the previous "July 20." For him, this repetition carried no pressure whatsoever. He could even time his actions down to the exact second. 

He was used to it. 

Ten thousand years of repeating the same day had driven him to madness, to rage, to despair—he had committed suicide hundreds of times over the monotony of his repeated life.

Only then did he shift his mindset, beginning to master various skills, investigate countless matters, and sleep with numerous women... 

At this point, Alexander could confidently declare himself the most mentally resilient person in the world—bar none! 

However, although it was repetitive, Alexander had made slight adjustments this time. 

During his call with Old Lei, he instructed him to have Cole Donovan tied up immediately and arranged to meet Cole that afternoon. 

Later, just as before, Alexander received a call from William Wycliffe. 

Everything else remained unchanged—except for one thing. Alexander and William agreed on a different meeting time and location than before! 

Time marched on. 

Ashley finished cooking. 

Alexander went upstairs to wake Jasmine, then carried her down in his arms. 

They ate.

During the meal, Jasmine's words and Ashley's reactions were identical to "before," giving Alexander a peculiar yet fascinating sensation.

Before lunch ended.

Alexander made another "adjustment."

"Ashley, get ready this afternoon, do your makeup, and wait for my call. I'll take you out," Alexander said, putting down his fork and knife while wiping his mouth with a napkin.

"Okay, Mr. Ciotta," Ashley nodded obediently.

"Where are you taking your little sweetheart?" Jasmine glanced at Alexander teasingly from the side.

Alexander turned to look at her, then leaned in, cupped her chin, and kissed the corner of her lips.

"Rest well today, be good," he said with a smile.

"Hmph." Jasmine let out a soft snort but didn't press further. 

Alexander had told her to "be good," but Jasmine wasn't the type of soft, obedient woman—quite the opposite, in fact. She was strong-willed and assertive.

Yet… strangely, perhaps because she had just given herself to Alexander the night before, she felt an odd sweetness, as if she were being coaxed by him.

Around 2 PM.

Alexander left "on schedule," driving to the Shan Café in the central district.

He arrived a little past 2:30.

Getting out of the car, entering, heading upstairs to the private room—the entire process was no different from the previous "July 20."

But once Alexander sat down in the room, things changed again.

Timing-wise, Celeste Lark was currently on her way, with Seraphine Arden in the same car, sitting right beside her.

Alexander dialed Seraphine's number.

After about seven or eight seconds, she answered.

"Ahem, hello?" Seraphine spoke softly and sweetly, though her tone was deliberately formal. 

She was acting—because her daughter was beside her.

"Coming with your daughter?" Alexander asked directly, smiling.

"Yes… How did you know?" Seraphine replied, asking the question she genuinely wanted to ask, but carefully controlling her tone.

The subtle shift in inflection made it difficult for Celeste to discern who was on the other end—let alone guess the caller's identity.

"Just a hunch," Alexander chuckled. "Alright, I'll wait for you."

"Okay…" Seraphine could only agree. With her daughter nearby, there was much she couldn't say.

Around 2:45, Alexander received a message from Celeste…

Two minutes later, the private room door opened, and Celeste and Seraphine walked in.

Again, a "repeat" of the same events.

Formal introductions, polite compliments, ordering coffee, small talk that felt like an interrogation, and finally, the discussion of the contract.

Celeste handed the contract to Alexander for review, then excused herself to use the restroom.

The moment Celeste left.

"Little Alex?" Alexander, who had been reading the contract, looked up at Seraphine across from him.

"What?" she countered, her sweet smile widening.

Standing up, she circled the table, walking into his arms. He smiled, pulling her into his lap. Seraphine turned slightly, wrapping her arms around his neck.

"Can't I call you that?"

"No, it's not that you can't… It's just a bit strange."

"Strange? Then what should I call you? Hubby?Daddy like Mia?" 

After calling him "hubby," Seraphine kissed the corner of his lips.

"Either is fine," Alexander smiled, then tilted his head slightly. "Go sit back down. Your daughter might see."

"How could that be? Celeste went to the restroom. It'll take her a few minutes," Seraphine said, then lowered her voice in a sweet, honeyed tone as she asked Alexander, "How did you know in advance that I'd be here with Celeste..."

Her eyes sparkled with lively curiosity, as if trying to see right through him.

It made no sense! From noon until now, she'd been with her daughter the entire time. The decision to come along had been made on a whim, and no one else knew about it. How could Alexander possibly have known?

Could he really foresee the future?

As Seraphine spoke, Alexander picked up his coffee cup, making as if to pour it on himself—though in reality, since Seraphine was sitting in his lap, it would have spilled onto her instead.

Before she could finish her sentence, Seraphine instinctively released Alexander and stood up, stepping aside to avoid the impending spill.

Click-clack, bang!

The door burst open right after!

"Senior!" Celeste Lark rushed in, looking both excited and agitated.

Seraphine swallowed the question she'd been about to ask—why Alexander had nearly poured coffee on her—and felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her entire body.

She had almost been caught sitting in Alexander's lap by her own daughter!

He had warned her.

She had thought it would be fine.

Then he'd startled her into reacting, making her jump up just as Celeste barged in!

Could he truly predict the future?

How had Alexander known that Celeste would return so abruptly, less than a minute after leaving?

The coffee hadn't actually been spilled—Alexander had stopped himself in time.

Gazing at the suddenly intruding Celeste, Alexander smiled and asked, "What is it, Miss Lark?"

After speaking, he took a sip from the cup he was still holding and glanced sideways at Seraphine, whose expression had gone utterly stiff.

Alexander knew precisely what had happened. 

On the previous July 20th, he had asked Celeste about it.

Though she had only mentioned that Charlotte Langford had called her, that was enough. 

Of course, Alexander knew who Charlotte Langford was. He also knew she was Celeste's idol, and he could easily deduce why Charlotte had called Celeste.

So… he was fully aware of Celeste's current emotional state! 

Seraphine stood nearby. 

It was still a little awkward, but as long as Seraphine wasn't sitting in Alexander's lap, her standing in the private room was merely odd—not an issue. 

Under normal circumstances, Celeste might have questioned it. 

But right now, she didn't even bother to ask. Nothing shocking had happened to snap her out of her overwhelming excitement. 

"Alexander! Do you know? It was Charlotte Langford—THE Charlotte Langford called me! She said she wants to sign me, to bring me into her company! Ahhh—" Celeste exclaimed, even letting out an exhilarated scream. 

It was very… "girlish" of her. 

She wasn't that young anymore, but she was still just a sophomore in college. Her feelings toward her idol weren't exactly the same as those of a die-hard fangirl, but they weren't too far off. 

"Celeste, quiet down!" Seraphine snapped out of her daze and raised her voice slightly to remind her daughter before softening her tone with a doting yet admonishing look. "We're in public. Be mindful." 

"Mom!" Celeste whined, then skipped over to Seraphine, grabbing her arm and bouncing up and down. "It's Charlotte Langford! Charlotte Langford!" 

"Mhm, mhm, I know. Your idol," Seraphine replied with a resigned smile, humoring her daughter. 

Outside the private room, the female bodyguard Saryn quietly closed the door. 

After excitedly pestering her mother, Celeste darted to the other side of the table, plopped down into a seat, and leaned forward with her elbows on the table, facing Alexander. 

"Alexander, Alexander, Charlotte Langford wants to sign me!" she gushed, practically vibrating with excitement. 

She was beyond thrilled—desperate to share her joy. 

"Wow! Really? Congrats!" Alexander played along, exaggerating his tone with a grin. 

Ironically, this made Celeste snap out of it a little. 

"Ugh! You're so insincere. You're not even trying!" She pouted but immediately leaned in again, eyes sparkling. "Alexander, this is Charlotte Langford! How can you be so calm? She wants to sign me! And she wants to sign you, too! She even asked for your number! Your song is even more popular than mine, and you're so talented—she's definitely going to promote you! You could become a huge star—" 

Her words tumbled out at lightning speed. 

This wasn't like her at all. Right now, she was like an ordinary office worker who had just won the lottery—overwhelmed with excitement, joy, and even a hint of nervous energy. 

Charlotte Langford wasn't just her idol; she was inextricably tied to Celeste's musical dreams. 

While Celeste chattered away at Alexander, Seraphine moved closer to him, giving him a subtle signal. Alexander shifted inward slightly, making room. 

Seraphine sat down beside him, murmuring under her breath, "It's too cold over there with the AC blowing directly on me." 

She was making excuses for herself.

Celeste didn't even ask why she had been standing next to Alexander earlier.

Instead, Seraphine concocted her own excuse, making Celeste think she had simply wanted to move because the air conditioning on the opposite side was too cold. 

Celeste still wasn't paying attention to what she said. 

In truth, that moment had already passed, and Celeste wouldn't overthink it. 

Seraphine was just too afraid in her own mind, so she took the initiative to cover up. 

"...Senior, can I give your number to Charlotte?" Celeste had already brought up the question with Alexander.

Before he could answer, her stunningly beautiful face took on a pitiful expression. "Senior, please, don't refuse, okay? We're in this together, right?" 

She cared too much. 

She was afraid Alexander would say no—if that happened, Charlotte wouldn't be able to sign him, the suddenly viral amateur singer/writer, and her own chances might change as a result. 

After all, all the songs were written by Alexander. 

Celeste didn't think Alexander didn't want to be a big star and make money, but… he might not necessarily want to sign with Charlotte's company. 

Charlotte was a female singer, and most of the newcomers she cultivated were also female singers. 

"You can give her my number," Alexander said after a moment of thought, smiling at Celeste. "But… I don't plan on debuting." 

"Not debuting?" Celeste was stunned. 

She couldn't understand his reasoning. 

"Senior, don't you want to make money?" Celeste asked. 

"I do, but… can't I make money just by writing songs?" Alexander chuckled. 

"But wouldn't you earn even more if you debuted? Unless… your girlfriend won't let you—" Celeste's tone shifted. Because Seraphine was present, she didn't say the words "sugar mommy" out loud—that would've hurt Alexander's pride. 

"Leste, shouldn't you discuss signing with a company with me first?" Seraphine suddenly spoke up. Her tone was still sweet and gentle, but her gaze was serious as she looked at her daughter. 

"Mom…" Celeste glanced at Seraphine and immediately deflated. 

Seraphine was someone whose inner self starkly contrasted with her outward appearance. Her gentleness was often just a façade—she was a woman known as the "Black Widow." 

Celeste knew her mother too well. 

And she didn't dare go against her. 

"Mom… Mommy…" Celeste called out twice, her voice growing increasingly coquettish.

She reached out and grabbed Seraphine's hand, pleading, "Just let me sign, okay? I promise it won't affect my studies. I won't participate in events—I'll just focus on making music. It won't take up too much time… Mommy… please?" 

By the end, she was practically acting cute. 

It was a perfectly normal way for a daughter to wheedle her mother. 

"It won't affect your studies?" Seraphine asked, her gaze still serious. 

"Mhm, I promise, absolutely not," Celeste quickly nodded. 

"And you won't debut?" Seraphine pressed. 

"It's not… really debuting," Celeste hedged. 

"Then why would they sign you?" Seraphine countered. 

"Mom! You don't understand—Charlotte is purely about the music. I'll just release songs, that's all. Besides, our family is well-off—we can negotiate with her. It's not like I'm doing this for money…" Celeste lightly shook her mother's hand. 

She pleaded and reasoned in every way possible.

Celeste was confident about signing with any music company. Even if she didn't actually debut or couldn't bring more benefits to the company—at most just song revenue shares—signing would still be a matter of minutes. 

Her confidence was built on her family background. 

Which company wouldn't want to establish connections with the capital and network represented by a fashion giant like Senlan Group? 

So, the issue wasn't about signing with a company—it was solely about whether Seraphine would agree to it. 

"...She said she's willing to meet and talk with me. Mom, if you're worried, you're welcome to join the discussion too, okay? Please..." 

"Fine... But I'll be involved the whole time. I want to know every detail." Seraphine reluctantly agreed. 

"Great, absolutely! You'll be part of everything!" Celeste said, standing up before leaning in to plant a kiss on Seraphine's cheek. "Love you so much, Mom! I'm gonna go make the call now..." 

Celeste hurried out of the room. 

She stepped out to make the call because there were things she couldn't comfortably say in front of her mother when talking to Charlotte. 

The private room door closed again. 

Alexander glanced at his watch, then smiled and took another sip of coffee. 

Seraphine shot him a strange look. 

Her mind wasn't on her daughter's singing career—she was still thinking about Alexander. Was he... clairvoyant? 

"Did my face sprout flowers? Why are you looking at me like that?" Alexander set down his cup and smiled at her. 

"What color is my underwear today?" Seraphine asked sweetly, testing him.

"Testing me?" Alexander looked at Seraphine.

"That's right." She nodded slightly, indeed testing whether Alexander truly knew everything.

Alexander smiled, his lips quirking oddly before he reached out. His fingers hooked into the collar of Seraphine's dress, pulling it slightly open to peek inside.

"White," Alexander said with a smile before releasing his hold. "They suit you."

When Seraphine had challenged him to guess, he'd simply looked instead.

"I told you to guess... you're terrible," Seraphine lightly punched Alexander's shoulder, feigning annoyance.

"Why guess when I can just look?" Alexander laughed.

Seraphine sensed that Alexander seemed to be deliberately hiding something, avoiding disclosure by deflecting her question this way.

"Then... you still haven't answered how you knew Celeste and me would come together?" She pressed directly.

"Guessed," Alexander replied with another smile.

The more evasive Alexander was, the more Seraphine deeply suspected he might possess some extraordinary abilities befitting a "remarkable individual." She'd already considered Alexander extraordinary before, but now even more so.

After a moment's thought, Seraphine glanced toward the door before turning back. She leaned closer, linking arms with Alexander and speaking in a soft, honeyed voice: "Hubby, won't you tell me?"

Her voice was barely above a whisper.

She was flirting.

For a woman her age... it wasn't incongruous at all, because she'd been a perfect ten, and still looked remarkably youthful!

"What exactly do you want me to tell you?" Alexander countered with a smile, turning to meet her gaze.

"Just tell me..." Seraphine began, then suddenly stopped. "Never mind."

She abruptly dropped the inquiry.

If this were a younger girl, she'd undoubtedly persist, unable to resist her curiosity to uncover the truth. But Seraphine's maturity far surpassed that of a naive girl.

She understood—if Alexander didn't wish to speak, excessive questioning would only breed irritation.

Why insist on knowing?

Simply being aware of Alexander's uniqueness was enough!

"Did Jasmine go home with you yesterday?" Seraphine changed the subject.

"Mhm," Alexander nodded.

"How many... times?" Seraphine continued sweetly.

Several minutes later.

Footsteps sounded outside before the door opened—Celeste had returned from her phone call.

Alexander and Seraphine sat properly, both holding coffee cups, and appeared completely natural in their casual conversation.

"Senior, Charlotte wants to meet in person. She'd like to see you too—she might call you..." Celeste remained bubbly and excited as she sat opposite them, quickly summarizing the situation.

In short, nothing had been finalized yet—they needed to discuss it face-to-face.

Celeste had explained her family circumstances and her mother's opinion. Charlotte expressed willingness to come to New York to meet Celeste, primarily to see Seraphine.

Charlotte also wanted to meet Alexander and might call him beforehand.

However, when she'd arrive in New York or when she'd call Alexander remained unspecified.

Uncertain.

"Senior, why aren't you excited at all? What's going on?" Celeste asked Alexander after finishing her explanation, noticing his unusually calm demeanor. "Charlotte Langford is coming to see you, to talk to you in person. Aren't you happy?"

"Yeah, happy," Alexander replied with a perfunctory smile.

"I really don't get you..." Celeste pouted slightly. Charlotte was her idol, someone she adored, yet Alexander seemed utterly indifferent to her.

She naturally wouldn't guess that Alexander had slept with Charlotte. More than once in his time loops.

"I've looked over the contract... no issues..." Alexander finally steered the conversation back to business.

He and Celeste signed a profit-sharing agreement. In terms of clauses, this counted as part of Alexander's commission for composing lyrics and music—an absurdly high percentage!

After signing the contract and chatting a bit more, the three finally went downstairs and parted ways.


Chapter 9: Talks.

Around 3:40 p.m.

Alexander got back on the road in his Lamborghini.

He drove fast, keeping an eye on the time.

A little over twenty minutes later.

Willow Avenue, West District, New York—Willow Shore Apartments.

This was one of New York's earlier high-rise apartment buildings, now over two decades old. The surrounding area was filled with aging office buildings and residential complexes, densely populated with a high number of renters.

Alexander parked his car by the street and walked straight into the apartment building, taking the elevator up.

No one stopped him.

The elevator was old, littered with cigarette butts and covered in small advertisement stickers.

Stepping out onto the eighth-floor hallway, the grimy atmosphere persisted—a long, dimly lit corridor with doors lining both sides, walls plastered with printed phone numbers, mainly for locksmiths, alongside various flyers and posters.

Most residents here were renters, whether long-term or short-term—some even rented by the day.

Alexander headed south and soon reached Room 819. This was where Old Lei's men were staying, and where Cole Donovan was being held. The lax management and mixed crowd made it a surprisingly safe spot—too many people coming and going meant no one paid much attention.

Everyone here lived by one rule: mind your own business.

Knock, knock, knock!

Alexander rapped on the door.

No answer came from inside, but faint footsteps quickly approached. The door cracked open slightly, held by a security chain.

A short, wiry man in his thirties, barely five-foot-three, peeked through the gap.

Recognizing Alexander, he turned his head and called out, "He's here, he's here."

As he spoke, he shut the door, unhooked the chain, and swung it open fully.

Alexander walked in, one hand tucked in his trouser pocket.

"Mr. Ciotta," the skinny man greeted politely, stepping aside.

"Mr. Ciotta."

"Hello, Mr. Ciotta."

Two more men sat on the living room sofa—a burly, broad-shouldered man and a clean-cut guy with glasses. They stood up as Alexander entered, greeting him with a hint of deference.

All of them were Old Lei's trusted men.

They hadn't met Alexander before, nor had they come to New York with Old Lei to handle business. However, since Alexander had arranged to meet Cole Donovan with Old Lei at this time today, they must have seen Alexander's photo beforehand. Old Lei had undoubtedly briefed them. 

"Where is he?" Alexander paused, scanning the living room littered with cigarette butts and instant noodle cups, then asked directly. 

"Mr. Ciotta, this way." The scrawny man hurried ahead, gesturing for Alexander to follow him to the inner room. 

The apartment wasn't a studio—it had a separate bedroom. 

The scrawny man went first and opened the door. 

Alexander stepped inside. 

Cole Donovan was in the room, tied to a chair with ropes, gagged with a rag. When he saw Alexander enter, his eyes widened instantly. Though he had never met Alexander in person, he had indeed seen his photo before. 

"Mmph—mmph—!" Cole thrashed violently, making the chair creak and wobble. With his mouth stuffed, all he could manage were muffled grunts. 

"Untie him." Alexander stood by the doorway, tilting his head slightly toward the scrawny man. 

Without hesitation, the scrawny man pulled a dagger from his waist and stepped forward, slicing through the ropes binding Cole. He yanked them loose and tossed them aside. 

Cole kept his eyes locked on Alexander. With the scrawny man still holding the knife nearby, he didn't dare move recklessly. 

"Alexander! You—" Cole started to speak.

Then — suddenly!

He lunged.

Cole snatched the scrawny man's wrist, twisted his body, and in one swift motion, pivoted behind him. With a sharp turn of his wrist, the dagger was now in Cole's grip. 

The blade pressed against the scrawny man's throat. 

In a single breath, Cole had taken him hostage—his movements lightning-fast and utterly unexpected. 

"Let me go!" Cole barked at Alexander.

These past few days had been nothing short of a nightmare for Cole. 

He had intended to flee, but while retrieving his passport, he was ambushed and knocked unconscious. When he woke up, he realized it was Old Lei's men who had captured him. He had asked why, but no one answered.

Blindfolded, bound, and shoved into a car, he was jostled around endlessly, moved from place to place over two days before finally arriving here. 

From the names of the office buildings outside the window and the advertisements on passing buses, he deduced he had been brought to New York. 

Sheer terror and despair followed. 

New York was Dante Doran's territory! 

He had no idea what was going on between Dante Doran, Alexander, and Old Lei. Still, he could imagine that whether he fell into Alexander's hands or Dante's, he wouldn't survive—not only that, but he might suffer a fate worse than death, dragging his family down with him. 

By noon today, he had even considered death. 

If he was going to die anyway, dying sooner would ensure the Sutherland family wouldn't brand him a traitor, sparing his family from harm. 

He had already made up his mind—until he was suddenly tied up. 

He didn't understand why. Before this, he had only been confined to a room, not restrained. 

Despair consumed him once more. 

Then Alexander appeared. 

A glimmer of hope! 

"Let me go! Or I'll kill him!!" Cole shouted at the unfazed Alexander, pressing the dagger harder against his hostage's neck as he took a step back. 

The scrawny man in his grip already had a bleeding cut on his neck. 

Though the man was highly skilled, with the knife in Cole's hands, he didn't dare move recklessly. 

Cole's combat skills far surpassed his. Despite being over forty and no longer as agile as he was in his youth, Cole was still formidable.

Even Old Lei addressed him as "Brother Cole"—not just out of respect for his ties to the Sutherland family, but also because he was a true warrior, a man who could fight like hell. 

In hand-to-hand combat, only Old Lei could match him evenly. 

When it came to marksmanship, Cole was even better. 

But with blades or other weapons… Cole was no match for Old Lei. 

"What the hell are you doing?" 

"Fuck you!" 

The door was open, and the two men in the living room had noticed the commotion in the bedroom, hearing Cole's shouts. As they rushed over, one drew a short knife while the other—a pale, bespectacled man—pulled a gun from his jacket and aimed it at Cole. 

"Let me go!!" Cole ignored them, still yelling at Alexander, veins bulging on his forehead in agitation. 

Cole knew full well that Old Lei's three lieutenants were armed. 

He also knew all three were hardened criminals with blood on their hands. Individually, none could take him down, but together, they could easily overpower or kill him. 

That was why Cole hadn't dared act recklessly these past few days. He knew he stood no chance—taking one hostage wouldn't help, as the other two wouldn't hesitate to risk shooting him. 

They were all men who played for keeps. 

But with Alexander here, things were different. 

Alexander was the one in charge. 

Taking a hostage wouldn't work with reckless underlings—they couldn't make the call to release him without answering to their boss. But with the boss himself present… he had the authority to decide.

So, Cole held the skinny man hostage, shouting only at Alexander, threatening Alexander to let him go! He completely ignored the other two.

This was his only chance.

A desperate move!

He wanted to see if Alexander would stand by and watch him kill one of his own men... That would surely demoralize the others.

"Why go this far?" Alexander remained calm, smiling at Cole.

As he spoke, he raised a hand, signaling the others to lower their guns.

"Let me go, and I won't hurt him! Whatever happens between you and the Sutherland family from now on has nothing to do with me! Just let me go!!" Cole grew increasingly agitated, unable to suppress the emotions he had bottled up for days.

Had Cole met Alexander right after being captured, he wouldn't have been in this state.

But over the past few days, he had thought too much—the more he dwelled on it, the more terrified and hopeless he became. His mind had already gone through all the ups and downs, reaching a point where he believed he had figured everything out—escape if possible, die if not. There was no turning back!

"Some things don't just become irrelevant because you say so," Alexander said lightly, still smiling at Cole. "For example, all the dirty work you've done for the Sutherland family over the years—if word gets out, your woman and child living in Paris, France... might just die in a fire or a robbery... What do you think?"

Cole's expression darkened.

"I hear the scenery in Boulogne-Billancourt is quite beautiful. It's been two years since you last visited, hasn't it?" Alexander added with another smile.

Cole's face twisted in shock.

With just two simple sentences, Alexander had revealed a wealth of information.

Boulogne-Billancourt is a wealthy and prestigious commune in the western inner suburbs of Paris.

Cole's woman and child lived in said place.

This was something even the Sutherland family didn't know. They could probably find out, but they wouldn't have known beforehand!

Yet Alexander knew.

Alexander even knew that Cole's last trip abroad to see his family had been two years ago.

"Don't you want to talk to me?" Alexander asked again, his tone laced with amusement.

Alexander had mentioned where his woman and child lived, even bringing up fires and accidents... That's right! Cole understood perfectly—Alexander was threatening him!

When negotiating with Old Lei, Alexander had deliberately avoided making Old Lei feel threatened, letting him make his own decisions—even handing him a gun.

But with Cole, there was no need for such courtesy.

People were different. Cole's personality was vastly unlike Old Lei's. Old Lei was the type who wouldn't talk, no matter how much he was tortured, but Cole wasn't.

Cole's thoughts were far more flexible than Old Lei's.

And... Cole's situation was more complicated than Old Lei's.

After all, he had worked for the Sutherland family for twenty years, and Alexander and James Sutherland were locked in a fight to the death!

Alexander knew Cole had already considered everything. He also knew that if he hadn't specifically instructed Old Lei to tie Cole up during his noon phone call, Cole would have already jumped off a building...

The only thing left that could control him was his woman and child.

Cole glared at Alexander, veins still bulging on his forehead, his breathing growing heavier.

Finally.

He abruptly swung the knife-wielding hand to the side while pushing the scrawny man with his other hand, sending him stumbling two steps toward the door before he regained his balance.

Cole still clutched the knife as he retreated toward the window.

He let the man go.

His stance was clear.

Yet he refused to drop the knife—he wanted to negotiate with Alexander but had no intention of being at his mercy. The blade was his only leverage.

In truth, it was little more than psychological reassurance, pointless when Alexander had a gun.

The scrawny man touched his neck, then turned to glare furiously at Cole.

"Everyone out!" Alexander commanded at that moment.

The scrawny man shot Alexander a glance before glowering at Cole once more and exiting. The two others at the door also withdrew, all three retreating to the living room as Alexander shut the bedroom door behind them.

Alexander stood by the door.

Cole remained near the window.

Only the two of them were left in the room.

Alexander paced briefly, surveying the squalid surroundings before stopping just over a meter away from Cole. His gaze settled on him again as he extended a hand. "Give me the knife."

Cole stared back, his breathing still heavy. Slowly, he raised the knife and began to hand it over.

Suddenly—

He released it. The blade dropped toward the floor—a move that would usually distract anyone, drawing their eyes downward.

But the instant Cole let go, he lunged forward, driving a vicious kick straight at Alexander!

Blindingly fast!

Cole Donovan knew very well that he might not be able to defeat Alexander. 

The photo Alexander had taken and sent him from the elevator had genuinely frightened him. He couldn't believe that was something a human could accomplish—seven attackers, all wiped out by one man! 

Later, during a call with Old Lei, Cole learned that Old Lei had nearly injured Jasmine Doran. This made Cole "realize" that Alexander hadn't taken down Old Lei and his men alone—Jasmine and her reinforcements must have arrived in time to intervene, making the situation more complicated than it seemed.

The elevator photo must have been faked to some extent! 

But even so! 

Alexander had been the primary target of the attack, yet he emerged completely unscathed. No matter how you looked at it… Alexander had to possess extraordinary combat skills. 

So… Cole could conclude that Alexander was formidable. 

The fact that Alexander dared to send the others away and face Cole alone, despite Cole being armed with a knife, only proved this point. Otherwise, it would be sheer recklessness! 

Cole wasn't sure if he could defeat Alexander, but he had to try. He had no choice, no way out—he had to take the chance. 

When cornered, even if you know you're outmatched, you still have to fight. 

Besides, everything was just speculation. Maybe he wasn't as outmatched as he thought! 

The knife was still falling toward the ground. 

Cole had already launched a kick—professional, brutal, and lightning-fast. 

But Alexander's gaze wasn't fixed on the falling knife. The moment Cole lifted his leg, Alexander moved as well, raising his own. 

Though they had acted one after the other, Alexander was faster. In an instant, their legs collided mid-air with a heavy thud. Cole's leg recoiled instantly, his body lurching to the side. 

Alexander had struck the back of his knee! 

Alexander's reflexes and control were terrifyingly precise, overwhelming Cole instantly. But Cole wasn't one to give up easily. 

As his body twisted, he used the momentum to swing a heavy punch toward Alexander's jaw. 

Alexander raised his hand, deflecting the strike before delivering a sharp backhand slap. 

Smack!

A crisp, resounding impact. 

Cole staggered, but in the midst of his imbalance, he drove his knee upward, aiming for Alexander's chest. 

Alexander's hand slashed downward in a diagonal chop, striking Cole's inner thigh first, then immediately following up with an upward elbow to Cole's abdomen. 

Cole's body curled forward from the blow, but he retaliated with a knifehand strike aimed at Alexander's neck. 

Alexander caught his wrist in a vice-like grip and twisted sharply. 

"Ah—!!" Cole screamed, collapsing to his knees before Alexander. He had no choice—if he resisted, Alexander would snap his arm. The only way to ease the pain was to drop to the ground. 

His knee had already been struck hard, making it impossible to support his weight. 

Though the sequence sounds complex, it all happened in mere seconds—from Cole's sudden kick to being forced onto his knees by Alexander's grip. 

Every attack Cole launched was countered, and every counter left him worse off. 

Cole was tough—exceptionally so. Despite Alexander's repeated strikes, he hadn't retreated or been knocked down… but in the end, he was still forced to his knees, arm twisted in submission. 

Age had caught up with him. Past forty, he was no longer in his prime. 

In terms of pure combat ability, there was a clear gap between him and Alexander—not to mention Alexander's monstrous reflexes.

Cole Donovan's scream was heard by Old Lei's three trusted men in the living room outside, but none of them barged into the bedroom... because the scream had come from Cole himself.

Alexander loosened his grip slightly.

Cole stopped screaming but didn't struggle or attempt to attack Alexander again. He had already realized he stood no chance against him.

Alexander then released him completely.

"Give me the knife," Alexander repeated.

Cole massaged his right shoulder and elbow with his left hand. Hearing Alexander's words, he glanced at the dagger lying on the floor nearby. Picking it up, he handed it over to Alexander once more.

This time, Cole didn't try anything tricky, surrendering the weapon that had been his last source of security and reliance.

Alexander took the dagger, examined it thoughtfully, then looked back at Cole with a faint smile. "Smart. You left yourself some room to maneuver."

Cole had indeed given himself an out.

Namely, he hadn't attacked Alexander with the blade, only with his fists and feet.

Using a knife would have changed everything. Uncertain whether he could overpower Alexander or if Alexander might be armed, Cole had chosen not to escalate to lethal force.

Had he used the knife and lost, Alexander might have killed him outright.

"I understand what truly frightens you—the Sutherland and Doran families," Alexander continued, turning to pace slowly. "Whether it's James Sutherland or Dante Doran, both want you dead right now..."

"But many things aren't as you imagine."

As he spoke, Alexander passed by a wall cabinet, casually embedding the dagger into its surface with a thud. Reaching out, he pulled over a chair from the side and spun it around.

Sitting down with one leg crossed over the other, Alexander regarded Cole with an enigmatic smile.

"Let's consider an alternative perspective. While you don't wish to die, you believe your situation is hopeless. So even in death, you want your sacrifice to mean something—perhaps protecting your family..."

Alexander paused meaningfully before adding, "Yet nothing is truly inescapable..."

Meanwhile...

In the living room.

The burly, tiger-backed man and the fair-skinned, bespectacled man sat whispering on the sofa, while the wiry, slender man paced restlessly before them.

All three cast frequent glances toward the bedroom door.

None dared press their ears against it to eavesdrop.

Old Lei's phone instructions had been explicit—they understood this young man named "Ciotta" was now their boss's superior, the ultimate authority.

Old Lei had repeatedly warned them about Alexander being "not human"...

Knowing their leader's character, these ominous words had instilled a deep sense of awe. Their curiosity about Alexander's conversation with Cole was tempered by genuine reverence.

There was simply no need—nor courage—to spy.

Twenty-some minutes later.

The bedroom door opened.

Alexander emerged, followed by Cole, whose complex expression betrayed troubled thoughts.

One side of Cole's face remained swollen from Alexander's earlier strike.

"Mr. Ciotta," the men stood respectfully in greeting.

"You'll stay here temporarily. Old Lei will arrange relocation later," Alexander said casually, hands in pockets, then nodded toward Cole. "No need to restrain him anymore. And no more beatings."

"Understood, Mr. Ciotta."

"Don't worry, Mr. Ciotta."

The wiry man and the bespectacled man responded hastily.

Without further words, Alexander departed.

Let's go! 

No one knew exactly what Alexander and Cole Donovan had discussed.

After Alexander left, Cole's behavior became strange. He returned to his bedroom without a word and shut the door behind him. 

The thin, small man escorted Alexander out. Upon returning, he asked a brief question before pushing open the bedroom door to check on Cole. 

There sat Cole on a chair, still silent and lost in thought. When he noticed someone entering, he merely glanced up before sinking back into his brooding. 

His expression shifted—sometimes agitated, sometimes despondent, and at other times, faintly hopeful. 

Alexander went downstairs and got into his car. 

After settling in, he first called Ashley Carter before driving off. 


Chapter 10: Recording.

Nineteen minutes later. 

The exact time was 4:36 PM. 

Near the District Market, J Avenue, Slow Sip Lounge. 

A lounge bar was a type of establishment that played soft music, maintained a relatively quiet atmosphere, and was ideal for friends to chat and discuss matters. 

Alexander parked his Lamborghini by the roadside outside Slow Sip Lounge, then entered and took a seat near the corner on the southern side.

A waiter approached immediately, but Alexander indicated he was waiting for a friend and didn't order anything yet. 

A few minutes later. 

The exact time was 4:39:21 PM. 

A man and a woman walked in arm in arm. The man wore a baseball cap, and the woman had a face mask—both were dressed somewhat mysteriously, as if they were afraid of being recognized. 

They appeared very intimate, like a married couple. 

At this moment, Alexander took out his phone, activated the video recording, and propped it against the candle-shaped decorative lamp on the table—positioning it slightly askew so the camera angled perfectly toward the innermost corner. 

The couple paused briefly upon entering, scanning the seating before heading toward Alexander's area… and finally settling into the very corner spot right next to him.

The bar was dimly lit, as most lounges of this style were—not because they lacked windows, but because even those that existed were sealed shut. This served both to block out the noise from the streets outside and to cultivate an atmosphere of hushed, shadowy intimacy. 

Glowing ornaments adorned the walls, casting a warm, amber glow throughout the space. 

Though it was still daylight outside, the absence of windows in the lounge made it feel as though night had already fallen—a perfect setting to unwind with music and drinks. 

Given the early hour, the bar was still sparsely populated. 

The vast interior was divided into distinct zones by the arrangement of booths. 

The man and woman took their seats near Alexander, separated only by an aisle between their booths. In reality, the distance was minimal—Alexander's phone was barely two meters away from them. 

The recording range of the video was wide. 

Yet neither of them noticed anything unusual about Alexander's table. 

Between the dim lighting and the clutter of decorative candle-shaped lamps, silent dice shakers, and ashtrays on each table—items left untouched were grouped together—it was easy to overlook anything out of place at a glance. The "focus" wasn't immediately apparent. 

Most of Alexander's phone was obscured by one of the lamps. 

Of course, a closer inspection would reveal a phone propped against the lamp, but… no one had any reason to scrutinize a neighboring table that closely. It was easy to miss. 

The couple hadn't paid Alexander much attention, let alone the items on his table. 

Just another young patron here for a drink—nothing noteworthy. 

Alexander knew they wouldn't notice. 

Once seated across from each other, the man removed his baseball cap and tossed it onto the table. He was a middle-aged man in his forties, with short hair and decent looks. 

The woman also took off her mask. She appeared to be around the same age, with striking features enhanced by heavy makeup—far more polished and attractive than the average woman her age. 

Both exuded wealth. The man wore a luxury watch worth tens of thousands, his suit clearly tailored. The woman was adorned with glittering jewelry, including a dazzling diamond ring. 

"What would you like to drink?" the man asked. 

"You choose," the woman replied. 

Without needing to call for service, a bartender approached. 

After ordering drinks and a fruit platter, the two began chatting casually. 

"Are you going back tonight?" the man asked. 

"I have to. Ole Simon has been coming home these past few days. If I don't, he'll get suspicious. Last time, he even questioned me," the woman said. 

"Questioned you about what?" 

"He asked why I came back so late. I told him I was out with Mei and the others." 

"Does he suspect you?" 

"Not really. It was just a passing remark. He's too busy to keep tabs on me." 

Their conversation paused briefly as the bartender delivered their order. Once he left, they resumed. 

"What about your wife? Is she still checking up on you?" the woman asked. 

"She wouldn't dare. Last time she made a fuss, I slapped her. She's been obedient since," the man said. 

"She hasn't suspected me, has she?" the woman pressed. 

"No, of course not. Don't worry about it," the man reassured her, picking up a strawberry from the platter and feeding it directly to her.

The woman leaned in and ate from his mouth.

Everything felt completely natural.

Couples their age rarely did such things—feeding each other was something only young lovers indulged in. 

Naturally, they weren't married. They were secret lovers. 

"Oh, by the way, that order from the North Factory last time…" the man spoke up again. 

The two began discussing business matters. 

What they talked about wasn't important. 

At least, not to Alexander. 

What mattered was their illicit relationship. In this secret dynamic, their clandestine rendezvous and casual conversations—regardless of topic—were inevitably laced with intimate gestures, whispered words only lovers would share, and casual mentions of their respective families and affairs. 

Both were cheating. 

Alexander was filming them to document evidence of their infidelity. 

On the previous "July 20th," after handing matters over to Seraphine, Alexander had traveled to many places, investigated numerous things, and—for certain reasons—dug deeper into some details. 

He knew these two would come here for their rendezvous because they had told him themselves. 

Under duress. 

Because Alexander had kidnapped and tortured them for answers. 

As for confirming the exact time they'd arrive… Alexander had determined that through surveillance—specifically, the bar's security footage.

He had visited this very bar around 8 PM on the previous "July 20th". He reviewed the recordings, pinpointing their arrival and departure times down to the second. 

However, due to the high-backed booth seating, the cameras hadn't captured what they did once seated. 

About ten minutes later. 

"When are you going to ask your husband for a divorce?" the man asked. 

"How can I just bring it up? He'd get suspicious. I need to pick a fight with him first…" the woman replied. 

At that moment, Alexander glanced at his watch, tapped his phone screen a few times, and stopped the recording.

Save. That was enough—these twenty minutes of footage were more than sufficient to prove they were long-time lovers. 

He stood. 

Time to leave. 

Exiting the bar, Alexander returned to his car but didn't drive off immediately. He waited. 

A few minutes later, a black Mercedes pulled up behind the Lamborghini.

A stunningly beautiful girl in a figure-hugging miniskirt and flawless makeup stepped out, her high heels clicking rapidly as she hurried over. 

She went straight to the blue Lamborghini, opened the passenger door, and slid inside. 

It was Ashley Carter. 

The black Mercedes belonged to Jasmine Doran's bodyguard—he had driven Ashley here. 

Before leaving Willow Shore Apartments, Alexander had called her, instructing her to depart in ten minutes and meet him here. 

Ashley closed the door, turned to Alexander with a sweet smile, planted a quick, shy kiss on his cheek, and greeted, "Mr. Ciotta." Only then did she fasten her seatbelt. 

Alexander studied her with an amused smile. 

Ashley truly was obedient. He had told her at noon that he'd take her out later, though she didn't know why; she had prepared meticulously.

Her makeup, outfit, and accessories all exuded an exquisite, captivating charm. 

Time to go. 

Alexander started the Lamborghini and set off again. 

About half an hour later. 

Zen Manor Villa District, Shan Road, Central District.

A bodyguard in a black suit with an earpiece stood outside the gated community, watching the traffic on the street. He had been out there for some time, waiting for someone to arrive.

A blue Lamborghini appeared at the end of the street and soon pulled up to the community's entrance. 

The black-suited bodyguard bent slightly to peer into the car, spotting Alexander inside. He then pulled a remote from his pocket and raised the gate barrier. 

Alexander drove the Lamborghini straight into the heavily secured villa community. 

The bodyguard watched the car enter before pressing his earpiece and reporting, "Boss, Mr. Ciotta has arrived." 

The Zen Manor villa community was enormous. 

For a first-time visitor, finding the right villa within the complex would be nearly impossible—one could easily get lost. 

But not Alexander. 

Though this was his first visit since his new life began, he had been here countless times in past cycles. 

Soon, the Lamborghini came to a stop along the roadside in front of Villa No. 7. 

It was a massive standalone villa, surrounded by lawns. Several black-clad bodyguards patrolled the area, while others walked large dogs, scanning their surroundings as they strolled. 

The atmosphere was tight, almost militarized.

And indeed, it was.

Alexander and Ashley stepped out of the car. 

Ashley moved to Alexander's side, linking her arm with his as they walked together toward the entrance of Villa No. 7. 

A black-suited bodyguard immediately approached them. With polite deference, he said, "Mr. Ciotta, this way, please." Then, gesturing ahead, he led the way to guide them inside.

A paved path lined with grass led straight to the entrance of the villa. 

Alexander and Ashley walked inward. 

Just as they reached the base of the steps, before ascending, the villa door swung open—revealing a strikingly elegant woman who answered the door—Vivienne Blake! 

"It's Vivienne—" Ashley nearly exclaimed aloud, a natural reaction upon seeing such a famous star. But she managed to restrain herself, though her heart raced with excitement. 

"Mr. Ciotta," Vivienne greeted, dressed in a formal black evening gown adorned with jewelry, clearly having come out to welcome him. 

She acknowledged Alexander first, then quickly descended the steps in her high heels, the sharp clicks echoing as she approached to shake his hand. 

"Miss Vivienne," Alexander smiled, returning the handshake. 

This was their first meeting. 

Vivienne, a household-name celebrity, was naturally recognizable to anyone. 

Yet, Vivienne also "knew" Alexander—she had seen his photo beforehand. 

"Please, Mr. Alexander, come inside," Vivienne said with poised warmth, guiding him in after their handshake. 

As she spoke, her gaze flickered toward Ashley, who was holding Alexander's arm. 

A flicker of unease crossed her face. 

She knew Alexander was the boyfriend of Jasmine, the eldest granddaughter of the Doran family. So, she couldn't help but wonder—who was this girl clinging to his arm? 

A mistress? 

Jasmine Doran's boyfriend dared to have a mistress? And even dared to bring her out in public? How audacious! 

Inside the villa, the decor was nothing short of opulent. The soaring ceilings of the grand living room exuded sheer extravagance. 

From what Alexander knew, William Wycliffe had purchased this villa eight years ago, secondhand.

After acquiring it, he had completely gutted the original interior and spent thirty million on renovations to achieve its current splendor. 

Alexander and Ashley paused briefly in the living room, taking in the surroundings before proceeding further. 

A maid could be seen placing a platter of freshly washed and sliced fruit on the coffee table, while several bodyguards stood by various windows, keeping watch outside. 

Despite the presence of these people, the sheer scale of the living room made it feel spacious and almost empty. 

"Mr. Alexander, this way, please," Vivienne gestured toward the sofa, inviting him over. 

Alexander and Ashley approached the seating area, where Alexander asked with a smile, "Where's William? I don't see him." 

"Godfather is upstairs. He just took a call and will be down shortly," Vivienne explained with a smile. 

Alexander and Ashley took their seats. 

"Please make yourselves comfortable. I'll prepare some coffee for you," Vivienne said, preparing to excuse herself. 

"No need to trouble yourself—" Alexander replied politely. 

"It's no trouble at all. You're our honored guest," Vivienne insisted before heading off to make the tea. 

Though there were maids available, Vivienne personally handled the task—William had specifically instructed her. Not to make the coffee herself, but to emphasize that Alexander's visit today was of great importance. 

In just two minutes, Vivienne returned with a small tray bearing four cups of coffee. 

She set the tray on the coffee table and handed one cup to Alexander with a smile. "Mr. Alexander, your coffee." 

"Thank you," Alexander said, steadying the cup. 

"Miss, your coffee," Vivienne then offered another cup to Ashley.

"Thank you, Miss Vivienne," Ashley quickly expressed her gratitude, reaching out with both hands to receive the cup, only for Vivienne to immediately caution, "Be careful, it's hot."

Ashley truly felt overwhelmed by the unexpected favor. She was just a student, a girl given to Alexander as his lover, while Vivienne was the hottest superstar of recent years.

Having such a big star personally pour coffee for her—this feeling was... indescribable! 

It gave her a dreamlike daze, stirring a sense of wonder at how life could be so surreal. 

Ashley could naturally discern that Vivienne's attitude stemmed from Alexander's importance and uniqueness. 

Alexander was friends with Vivienne's godfather, and as for her godfather... Ashley's mind naturally conjured up the cliché of a wealthy patron propping up a starlet. This time, her imagination was spot on! 

After setting down the other two cups of coffee, Vivienne took a seat opposite Ashley. 

The remaining cup and empty seat beside her were, of course, reserved for William Wycliffe. 

"Mr. Alexander, you're so young! My godfather talks about you all the time," Vivienne struck up a conversation with Alexander. 

Before William came downstairs, she had to keep the guests entertained—no awkward silences allowed. 

Someone who had climbed to her level in the entertainment industry was naturally an excellent conversationalist. 

Alexander exchanged a few pleasantries with Vivienne before shifting the topic to endorsement matters. Vivienne had returned to New York three days ago and had spent most of her days since with Jasmine, shooting advertisements and promotional material. 

Only today was different because Jasmine hadn't gone to the office. 

"...Did the ad shoot go smoothly?" Alexander asked with a smile. 

"Very smoothly. Miss Doran has been very kind to me," Vivienne replied, her tone noticeably deferential. 

The conversation flowed mainly between Alexander and Vivienne. 

Ashley didn't dare interject casually, nor did she know what to say. 

She was already starting to feel bewildered. Alexander hadn't briefed her beforehand—she had no idea why he had brought her along to meet his friend... who seemed to be some incredibly influential figure. What was the purpose? 

And now she was face-to-face with Vivienne Blake. 

This whole setting felt like it involved serious business discussions, making her involuntarily tense up. 

Ashley still hadn't figured out why Alexander had brought her here... 

After a few minutes of small talk— 

"Alright, alright, I don't want to discuss this further with you. It's none of your business, so let's leave it at that..." A man's voice sounded from the top of the staircase—William, of course. 

The conversation halted as everyone turned to look. 

Dressed in loungewear and slippers, William descended the stairs while finishing his phone call. By the time he reached the bottom, the call was over, and he hung up. 

"Brother, you're here! Hahahaha..." William strode into the living room with a hearty laugh, quickly making his way to the coffee table. 

Everyone stood up. 

Alexander and William shook hands, with William pulling him into a half-hug, their shoulders bumping before he gave Alexander a firm pat on the back. 

The warmth was palpable. 

After exchanging a few greetings, William glanced at Ashley, then grinned at Alexander and asked, "Alexander, my friend, who's this...?" 

"Ashley Carter," Alexander introduced simply, then added with a faint smile, "My woman." 

"Ah..." William feigned surprise, though internally, he was deeply shaken. 

With Jasmine Doran in the picture, Alexander still dared to play around? 

"This is Mr. Wycliffe," Alexander said, introducing him to Ashley. 

"Mr. Wycliffe, hello," Ashley said, extending her hand and maintaining a composed demeanor.

She knew that even if she had a thousand thoughts in her heart, she couldn't easily show them. She couldn't reveal any weakness or embarrass Alexander!

"Miss Carter, hello, hello! Hahaha... Miss Carter is truly beautiful. Brother Alexander is a lucky man!" William Wycliffe shook hands with Ashley Carter while laughing heartily and complimenting her.

After exchanging pleasantries, the group sat down again.

"Where does Miss Carter make her fortune?" After sitting down, William asked, his question sounding somewhat odd since Ashley clearly didn't appear old enough to be in business.

This wasn't just small talk from William—it was a probe.

He wanted to understand the situation. Alexander had come today to discuss something vital with him, so why bring a young woman along?

"She's still in Uni," Alexander answered with a smile, looking at William. "Film academy, currently a junior." Alexander glanced at Ashley as he spoke.

"Studying acting?" Vivienne chimed in with a smile.

Since everyone was looking at her, Ashley nodded. "Yes, acting department."

William began to understand.

"Well, in that case, my Vivienne here could be considered Miss Carter's senior! Has Miss Carter signed with an agency yet? Someone as beautiful as you must have companies fighting to sign you, right?" William grinned broadly.

"Agency..." At the mention of agencies, Ashley couldn't help but glance at Alexander.

"I started a company with some friends in Boston, with shares under her name," Alexander said with a smile.

William understood a bit more.

"Hahaha, Brother Alexander really knows how to pamper his women!" William laughed loudly before shifting his tone to a half-joking one, winking at Alexander. "If Miss Doran found out about this, she'd probably get jealous, wouldn't she? Hahaha!"

Though it sounded like friendly banter between acquaintances, it was still a probe.

It was baffling—with Jasmine in the picture, he still dared to keep a mistress?

Jasmine, with her strong personality that tolerated no sand in her eyes... surely she didn't know?

William had no idea whether Alexander had concealed Jasmine's existence from Ashley Carter, so he decided to test the waters with a joke.

The reason was simple—he could already discern Ashley's role in Alexander's life.

She was similar to Vivienne Blake's position in William's own life.

A girl still in Uni, studying acting—undoubtedly dreaming of becoming an actress, a star! And Alexander was clearly grooming her for it!

Keeping a young mistress and turning her into a celebrity—that's precisely what William was doing with Vivienne.

Ashley Carter was Alexander's kept woman!

Meanwhile, Jasmine and Alexander were publicly acknowledged as a couple.

Jasmine would never settle for being the "other woman," and Alexander naturally had no reason to hide Jasmine's existence from Ashley. Ashley had no right to be jealous.

Thus, William concluded that Ashley must already know about Jasmine. Anyone in New York who knew Alexander would know who his girlfriend was.

To be honest, William's teasing held no malice, nor any complicated ulterior motives.

After all, William owed Alexander a debt of gratitude. The plan to eliminate his elder brother was a shared secret between them—and currently the most critical matter for William!

He had long declared, "Fuck James Sutherland!"

He and Alexander were close allies.

No ill intent.

Just... intensely curious!

Wasn't Alexander afraid? Jasmine was such a domineering force—what if she found out? How would he handle it?

If he broke up with Jasmine, what would even be the point of dealing with James Sutherland?

"Jasmine... It's fine, she doesn't get jealous," Alexander replied with a smile.

"Doesn't get jealous? Or..." William's eyebrow twitched before he chuckled and asked, "She just doesn't know?"

"She knows," Alexander laughed. "Ashley even made lunch for us today."

William froze, then was stunned.

He realized what Alexander meant—today's lunch had been shared by Alexander, Jasmine, and Ashley, with Ashley doing the cooking!

Cooking... at home.

At home?!

William knew Alexander and Jasmine lived together, which was normal for a couple.

But Ashley, as Alexander's mistress, had also been to their home?

Were all three living together?!

"At... your place, brother?" William glanced between Alexander and Ashley, his tone utterly bewildered.

Nearby, Vivienne also wore a look of disbelief.

"Yep," Alexander nodded.

"Big Sis treats me really well," Ashley added, since William had looked at her.

"Big Sis?!" William's eyes nearly bulged out.

She called her "Big Sis"?

Not only did Jasmine know about her, but she accepted her, too?

Had they already established their hierarchy?

William was utterly floored. It felt like his entire understanding of Jasmine had just shattered!

But from another perspective, it wasn't really about Jasmine—it was about Alexander...

"Hahahaha! Brother! You're a fucking legend!! I fucking admire you! Hahaha..." William suddenly burst into laughter, giving Alexander an enthusiastic thumbs-up.

The language was crude.

William wasn't normally vulgar, but a decade of acting had left its mark on his speech habits.

"Ha ha ha..." William laughed heartily but didn't bring up Jasmine Doran again. He didn't want to pry too deeply into what was going on between her and Alexander.

There was no need—it would only breed resentment.

Four words summed it up—Alexander was amazing!!

That was that.

"Brother, have some coffee..." William invited Alexander to drink coffee.

Their casual conversation later revolved mainly around Ashley Carter. William casually asked a few questions and learned that Ashley would be acting in a drama soon and that she was the second-largest shareholder in an entertainment company.

Though he knew the shares were actually given by Alexander, William jokingly said that next time he saw Ashley, he couldn't call her "Miss Carter" anymore—he'd have to address her as "Boss Carter."

About ten minutes later.

After the small talk wound down, William set down his teacup and looked at Alexander. "Brother, shall we talk in the study?"

"Sure!" Alexander nodded with a smile.

The two stood up simultaneously to head upstairs. Critical matters couldn't be discussed here—there were too many people around.

William's bodyguards were nearby, along with the housekeepers.

They couldn't be allowed to overhear. It wasn't a matter of distrust—those who worked as housekeepers in William's home or had been his bodyguards for years had naturally earned his absolute confidence.

This wasn't about trust at all.

Instead, there was no need for others to know.

Just as William wouldn't even let Vivienne know... Whether she knew or not wouldn't change anything. The decision wasn't hers to make, and worrying her would be entirely unnecessary.

"Keep Miss Blake company for a while," Alexander instructed Ashley as he stood up.

"Sweetheart, take good care of Miss Carter. Chat more and see if there's any potential for future collaboration..." William similarly gave Vivienne a quick reminder.

"Got it, godfather," Vivienne replied with a smile.

Alexander and William went upstairs.

They arrived at the second-floor study.

The study was spacious, decorated in an antique style, complete with a desk, bookshelves, sofas, and a tea table—all impeccably arranged, giving off an air of grandeur.

"Brother, have a seat." After entering the study, William closed the door and gestured for Alexander to sit.

Alexander took a seat on one of the armchairs, while William settled on the longer sofa close to him, the two sitting near each other.

"Harrison called me again this afternoon. The company received a fax from headquarters..." William glanced at Alexander and got straight to the point.

He mainly discussed two matters.

The first—William had been suspended!

For the ten years he'd been in New York, from the very first day, he had served as Chairman and General Manager of New York Iron-Group, a subsidiary of Ironworks Precision Group.

The company belonged to Ironworks Precision Group, not to William.

That very afternoon, around 2 p.m., Ironworks Precision Group headquarters sent a fax to its New York subsidiary—announcing William's suspension!

They instructed Deputy General Manager "Charlie Drut" to temporarily take over all company operations.

Charlie Drut was one of Harrison's trusted subordinates.

Around the same time, Harrison also called William, using harsh language and warning him not to cause trouble for the family.

The second matter—before discussing it, William first asked Alexander, "Do you know Simon Rhodes?"

Alexander nodded. Of course, he knew.

Simon Rhodes, male, 45 years old, Chairman of New York Seri Electronics Co., Ltd.

Seri Electronics is one of New York's top 100 enterprises, a privately-held industrial conglomerate specializing in automotive and motorcycle parts, electronic components, molds, instruments, metal processing, and more. 

As a long-term supplier to the Ironworks Precision Group, Seri Electronics has maintained a business relationship with them for over a decade. 

Even before William Wycliffe arrived in New York, Seri Electronics had already been supplying electronic components to the Group for several years. They had also collaborated with other factories and subsidiaries under the Group. 

Currently, Seri Electronics has an overall valuation of around five billion, with Simon Rhodes holding a 62% stake, making his net worth exceed three billion. 

Simon and Ironworks Group are old friends. Since William has been in New York for ten years, he and Simon have also become close. 

Being in the same city makes it easy to stay in touch, and their personal relationship is quite strong. 

The second matter William mentioned was that Simon had called to persuade him—Harrison Wycliffe had reached out to Simon, who then called William to advise him. 

In fact, Simon called twice. 

The first call was around 3 p.m. 

The second was just over ten minutes ago… When Alexander and Ashley had just arrived, William was upstairs on a call—that was Simon suddenly calling him again. 

Simon tried to persuade him and even wanted to meet in person to discuss things further. 

Both incidents involved Harrison exerting pressure—not only pushing William through corporate channels, but also using outside persuasion! It was another form of pressure. 

"Simon isn't a bad person, but…" William paused, carefully considering his words. 

At the same time, 

Alexander pulled out his phone and swiped through it, intending to show William a video—the one he had recorded earlier in the bar. 

The woman in the illicit affair was none other than Simon Rhodes's wife! 

And the man… was Charlie Drut!


Chapter 11: Just tell him.

"But... Simon is a very stubborn man. He'll be relentless—he'll definitely insist on meeting me in person to talk. I've already told him twice over the phone to stay out of it, that it's none of his concern, but..." William spoke with a slightly troubled expression as he thought aloud. 

Simon was his friend. 

Actually, Simon and Harrison Wycliffe were the ones who had been old friends. 

Before William came to New York to oversee the subsidiary, Simon and Harrison had already been very close.

As for his elder brother's friends, William had only ever engaged with them on a business level, keeping his distance privately. 

His purpose in coming to New York was to lay low, to stay under the radar, to play the role of a defeated, despondent playboy who knew nothing but indulgence! 

Yet, William and Simon had still become friends. 

It was Simon who had taken the initiative to get closer to William. He hadn't looked down on William as the loser of the family power struggle. Moreover, Simon was naturally sociable and warm-hearted. 

After spending some time with him, William realized the man was genuinely decent and began reaching out more as well. 

That was how their bond formed, turning them into friends. 

The world wasn't so black and white. To William, just because someone was Harrison's friend didn't automatically mean they were a bad person to avoid at all costs. 

After all, the Ironworks Precision Group was massive. As the general manager and de facto operator, Harrison had forged countless friendships through business dealings! 

Now, William knew Simon well. 

He wasn't a bad person—in fact, he was quite loyal—but he was truly exhausting!

It was just his personality.

He'd pester relentlessly, talk endlessly, and keep advising earnestly as a friend. 

Should William snap at him? That would be too much. 

Should he listen to his advice? Impossible. 

Should he avoid him? Simon would absolutely drive him up the wall! 

William didn't know precisely what Harrison had told Simon. Most likely, he'd asked as a friend, and Simon had naturally agreed. 

And once Simon committed to something, he'd see it through—if he couldn't, he'd keep nagging until he did! 

"Ah! Old Simon... He's loyal, but he loves meddling in others' affairs. And I can't even explain the details to him..." William sighed in frustration. 

"I know him." Alexander glanced at William with a faint smile before handing him his phone, which had already been adjusted. "Take a look at this." 

"What is it?" William asked casually as he accepted the phone. 

Alexander didn't answer. 

William looked at the screen—it was already on a video playback interface. A single tap would start it. 

He pressed play without hesitation. 

The video began with the frame shaking briefly before stabilizing, focusing on a corner booth. At first, it was empty, but soon, people arrived. 

Less than ten seconds in, footsteps approached, and a man and a woman appeared on screen, sitting opposite each other in the booth. 

"Charlie Drut?" William frowned sharply as he muttered the name. 

He recognized Charlie instantly, even though the man was wearing a baseball cap pulled low over his face. Just a glimpse of his profile and silhouette was enough for William to be sure. 

As the head of the subsidiary, William worked directly with Charlie, the deputy general manager and Harrison's trusted confidant, who had been keeping close tabs on him. 

They saw each other every single day—William knew Charlie inside out.

A man and a woman sat down, and the man casually tossed his baseball cap onto the table after removing it. William wasn't mistaken—it was indeed Charlie Drut… But William's expression darkened immediately. 

Because as the man took off his cap, the woman also removed her mask. 

He recognized her, too. 

Simon Rhodes' wife—Kayla Rhodes! 

William was very familiar with Kayla. Since he and Simon weren't just business partners but also close friends, and Simon was a few years older, William usually called him "Brother Simon" or "Old Simon," while he referred to Kayla as "sister-in-law." 

Charlie Drut and Kayla? 

Were they there to eat and drink together? 

To discuss business? 

One thing worth mentioning was that Kayla wasn't just a "woman behind the scenes." She wasn't a pampered, wealthy housewife but rather a capable businesswoman in her own right. 

Simon was the chairman of Seri Electronics. 

Kayla was the vice-chairman, the company's deputy general manager, and the head of the finance department. 

Seri Electronics was jointly managed by the couple. 

So, it wasn't strange at all for her to be out discussing business! 

Her meeting privately with Charlie Drut wasn't unusual either.

Seri Electronics had been collaborating with Iron Group for years—it would actually be odd if the deputy executives from both sides had no personal rapport and never met privately. 

Business discussions, right? 

That's how it should be! 

But! 

William wasn't blind. From the moment the two appeared in the video, he had noticed—they were walking arm in arm! 

A gesture that suggested they were either lovers or a married couple! 

For the next few minutes, William watched the video in silence. 

The phone's speaker was on, faintly playing the mellow background music from the bar in the video, along with the voices of Charlie and Kayla conversing. 

The music didn't drown out their words—it was much quieter, making their dialogue perfectly clear. 

William didn't fast-forward at all, watching the entire thing with a grim expression. 

Kayla Rhodes was cheating on Simon with Charlie Drut! 

That much was certain! 

William genuinely considered Simon a friend. Seeing his friend being betrayed, he couldn't, of course, feel happy or indifferent—he was distraught. 

And the fact that Kayla's affair partner was Charlie Drut, a trusted subordinate of Harrison Wycliffe, made William's thoughts… somewhat complicated! 

Suddenly, William raised his hand and paused the video. 

"Brother, where did this video come from?" William asked, looking at Alexander. 

"I recorded it," Alexander replied with a smile. 

"You recorded it?" William was taken aback. Though the video was on Alexander's phone, it could have been imported later. While watching, William hadn't considered that Alexander had personally filmed it. 

"Yes," Alexander confirmed with another nod. 

"Then… when was this?" William pressed. 

"This afternoon," Alexander answered. 

"This… afternoon?!" William was downright shocked. 

"Yeah, this afternoon. About an hour ago," Alexander said with a chuckle. 

William was momentarily stunned. 

Because he had assumed that even if Alexander had recorded the video himself—rather than having someone else do it or obtaining it through other means—it must have been from some time ago. 

Perhaps Alexander had investigated something in the past, which was why he had the video on his phone. 

But Alexander claimed… this afternoon? Just an hour ago?

Why the sudden inspection today?

William couldn't think of any other reason.

The only immediate possibility that came to mind was Simon coming to persuade him.

If that were the case, changing his target and focus to his wife, and causing him some trouble to keep him from meddling, wouldn't be a bad strategy!

But the problem was! William had just spoken to Alexander about Simon, yet Alexander recorded this video an hour ago!

The matter had only just been mentioned to Alexander, yet he had already prepared the video in advance!

It was almost like he had foreseen it...

William didn't entertain the mystical idea of foresight. Instead, he wondered about Alexander's untraceable, mysterious background.

What exactly was it?

Did Alexander know in advance that Simon had called him? Or did he know beforehand that Harrison Wycliffe had approached Simon?

What kind of intelligence capability was this? How extensive were his connections?

"Bro, why did you film this..." William was about to ask Alexander why he had suddenly recorded this. He also considered the possibility that he might be mistaken—otherwise, Alexander would truly be too incredible!

Just then.

Ring ring...

William's phone rang.

He pulled it out from his pocket and glanced at the screen, frowning slightly before answering, "Simon, can you please stop—"

It was Simon Rhodes. Only half an hour had passed since his last call to William, making this his third call that afternoon.

"Cut the nonsense," Simon interrupted him directly. "I'm outside your neighborhood. Send someone to let me in."

Simon had come to his doorstep!

Calculating the time, Simon had likely driven straight over after hanging up with William. 

Zen Manor was a long-established top-tier luxury estate, home to no ordinary people.

The community was managed with extreme strictness—unauthorized vehicles without prior notice from a resident would never be allowed entry. 

"I'm out, not home," William said into his phone, glancing at Alexander. 

"Cut the crap, William," Simon retorted bluntly. "If you don't send someone to fetch me, I'll just stay here all day." 

William had little recourse against Simon. If Simon were merely a meddlesome and stubborn man, William would never have befriended him. 

Simon's character and conduct were unwavering—he wasn't the type to boast idly over trivial matters only to feign ignorance when real trouble arose. 

He was loyal. Always ready to help. 

In the decade since William had come to New York, aside from serving as chairman, he had also successfully built his own businesses. Simon had played a significant role in that success. 

"Alright, alright, fine… Hold on," William sighed, his tone a mix of impatience and resignation, before hanging up. 

"Old Simon—Simon Rhodes—is at the gate, wants to come in," William said to Alexander. "He'd asked to meet earlier, but I said I didn't have time. Now he's showing up unannounced." 

"Quite the hothead," Alexander remarked with his habitual smile, his expression unchanged. 

Neither surprised nor taken aback. 

Simon was a prominent figure in New York. Though not quite on the same level as Frank Delaney or Roland Murphy, he wasn't far off. 

Alexander understood Simon and knew his temperament. 

Not only that, but Alexander also knew Simon would come looking for William at this exact time—because during the previous "July 20th," Simon had done the same. 

Though Alexander hadn't met William in person that day (their scheduled meeting had been canceled), they had spoken extensively over the phone, so Alexander was fully aware. 

Alexander made no special remark about Simon's impending arrival. 

Nor did he mention whether it was appropriate for him to meet Simon. 

Silence meant it was acceptable. 

William stood, walked to the other side of the study, and picked up the walkie-talkie on the desk. Pressing the button, he spoke into it: "Simon's at the gate. Go bring him in." 

After instructing the bodyguard outside, William briefly left the study and called down the stairs. 

"Vivienne, Simon's coming. Let him come straight up to the study when he arrives…" 

Alexander remained seated on the study's sofa, hearing every word William said. 

Soon, William returned and sat back down. 

His eyes flicked to the phone on the table—Alexander's—before looking back at Alexander. He gestured toward it. 

"Brother, that video… Are you planning to…?" 

The footage of Kayla's affair with Charlie Drut. 

"Show it to Simon, of course," Alexander replied with a faint smile. 

"Just like that?" William pressed, a pang of cruelty striking him.

Simon and Kayla had been married for twenty years, raising a son and a daughter together. Their relationship had always seemed harmonious. 

Simon was coming to persuade William.

This sudden revelation that he had been cheated on was too abrupt! Who knew how hard it would hit him?

Moreover, this approach was likely to offend Simon—not just because an outsider had discovered and exposed the family scandal first, but because it would utterly humiliate him, stripping him of all dignity as a man.

But the more pressing question was—why had someone been secretly filming Kayla?

Even Simon himself hadn't suspected or investigated his own wife. How had outsiders beaten him to it?

It was strange. Jarring!

It made one immediately suspect ulterior motives!

"Right, just hand it over directly," Alexander said to William with a nod.

"Hand it over directly... Wouldn't that be a bit inappropriate?" William replied, his tone hesitant.

He was considering this from a friend's perspective.

Now that they knew Simon had been cheated on, as friends, they had to warn him and make sure he found out.

But! How to deliver the news, how to make Simon accept it more easily—that was the real challenge.

William felt that "direct delivery" wasn't the best choice.

William knew full well that once Simon saw the video, he wouldn't have time to bother him anymore—he'd go home and start divorce proceedings.

Even so, as a friend, abruptly dropping this bombshell without considering Simon's feelings would be downright disloyal!

"There's nothing inappropriate about it," Alexander said with a smile, glancing at William before adding with a chuckle, "Do you think Simon is clean himself?"

William was taken aback before he grasped Alexander's meaning.

"He has other women?" William asked.

"Mhm," Alexander nodded.

William still looked stunned. He and Simon had been friends for ten years, meeting frequently beyond just business dealings—they saw each other privately every month... Yet he had no idea Simon had other women!

Not only did he not know, he hadn't even heard a whisper of it!

Wealthy tycoons—some loved to play around, others didn't.

Simon was the latter. His marital relationship with Kayla had always been strong. The couple could even be considered a model pair in New York's business circles.

"He's keeping mistresses? Brother, are you sure?" Even after Alexander's confirmation, William couldn't help asking again, still unable to believe it.

It wasn't that he didn't trust Alexander.

It was just that this didn't add up.

As for Kayla's infidelity, William had no doubts after seeing the video. He didn't question its authenticity or wonder why she had cheated.

Because while William was familiar with Kayla, his understanding of her was limited—after all, she was "the wife." William didn't get too close, so when concrete evidence of her affair surfaced, he didn't speculate needlessly.

Simon was different.

They were too close!

Ten years of friendship, and William had never heard even a hint that Simon had other women.

If he really did, how had he kept it so airtight?

And why the secrecy?

It didn't make sense!

Between men, there was no need for secrecy in such matters. They covered for each other, helped each other hide things.

"I can confirm it," Alexander nodded again, then smiled. "Though Simon has no plans to divorce and still has feelings for Kayla—even their home life has been harmonious—he does have other women. More than one, in fact."

William's expression remained odd.

Although Alexander had put it that way, it seemed there wouldn't be much consequence in directly showing the video to Simon Rhodes. While he might be furious, it wouldn't deal him a significant blow—after all, he had also been unfaithful.

But... it still didn't make sense!

How had Simon kept his affairs so well hidden?

In fact, it wasn't just Simon—Kayla was the same.

Both spouses had been unfaithful, yet their secrecy was impeccable.

Not a single rumor had leaked out.

It was downright eerie.

Seeing William Wycliffe's expression, Alexander knew exactly what was on his mind.

He didn't beat around the bush.

"Simon and Kayla signed a prenuptial agreement," Alexander said bluntly, locking eyes with William. "The party who commits infidelity during the marriage forfeits all assets in a divorce!"

William's eyes widened in shock.

He hadn't heard about the prenup.

Now, Alexander's explanation made sense—both Simon and Kayla had affairs but kept them strictly under wraps because they were terrified of the other finding out.

From what William knew, Simon's current shares in Seri Electronics, worth over three billion, were technically marital assets—accumulated through twenty years of joint effort, though registered under Simon's name.

So, from another perspective...

The video Alexander had captured was evidence of Kayla's infidelity, which could force her to walk away empty-handed in a divorce.

That meant the video's value was—one and a half billion!

Simon Rhodes and Kayla were both "second-generation rich." 

Over twenty years ago! 

Simon's father, Rei Rhodes, was a township entrepreneur in the suburbs of Y County, New York, owning four factories of varying sizes. 

Meanwhile, Kayla's father, Cory, was also a township entrepreneur in Q County, with three factories under his name. 

Both families had assets worth tens of millions. 

Rei and Cory met through business dealings in the early 1990s. They frequently interacted, and their relationship grew stronger over time. 

By the end of the last century, 

Simon was 24 years old. 

Kayla was 21. 

Under their parents' arrangement, the two met and married. Though it was an arranged marriage, they took a liking to each other, and the wedding went smoothly. 

At the time of their marriage, both families agreed that each would contribute one factory and five million dollars in cash. 

After the marriage, both factories were transferred to the couple, who later consolidated and registered them as "SeRi Manufacturing Co., Ltd." 

This was the origin of SeRi Electronics. 

After the turn of the century, both Rei and Cory struggled to keep up with the times. Their outdated business mindsets and lack of adventurous spirit prevented their enterprises from growing further. 

Instead, it was their children—Simon and Kayla—who succeeded. 

SeRi Electronics underwent financing, mergers, aggressive expansion… and today, despite never going public, it boasts a valuation exceeding five billion. 

Simon's personal wealth, exceeding three billion, primarily consists of his shares in SeRi Electronics. 

Although the shares and assets are all under Simon's name—mainly for operational convenience—they are, in fact, marital property, including real estate. 

Thus, in a divorce, the marital assets would typically be split 50-50. 

However, due to the prenuptial agreement, Kayla was caught in the act. While she wouldn't walk away completely empty-handed, if this escalated into a legal battle, things would get ugly! 

Given the prenup, the court would likely award Simon the majority of the assets. 

Even if Kayla had contributed significantly to the company over the years, she'd only receive a small fraction. 

William pondered deeply, and the more he thought, the clearer it became why Alexander had no qualms about showing Simon the video outright. 

Wouldn't Simon be suspicious? Even if furious about his wife's infidelity, he'd surely question Alexander—why was there a video? Why investigate my wife? 

But Alexander truly wasn't worried. 

Because the benefits this video could bring to Simon would outweigh everything else! 

It already felt like a "gift." 

Even if there were ulterior motives—whether to ask for a favor, prevent interference, or ensure silence—was it too much to request a small favor in return for such a grand gesture? 

Not at all. 

Far from it—it was nothing! 

The more William thought about it, the more he marveled… 

Alexander was brilliant!

This matter had already given him an eerie feeling. Although Alexander had merely filmed a video, the impact—or rather, the consequences and changes it could bring about—was simply astounding!

Even more astonishing was this:

Alexander had to know so many things beforehand. He had to know about the prenuptial agreement, Kayla's affair, and the time and location of her rendezvous with Charlie Drut today.

And then there was James Sutherland seeking out William Wycliffe, who then approached Harrison Wycliffe, who in turn went back to William and Simon Rhodes, with Simon making a call to William—all of this had happened just earlier today!

Every related incident had occurred today!

William had called Alexander at noon, and now, only five or six hours later… it had already come to this?

The video was filmed and delivered just like that?

William even felt a chill run down his spine. Alexander gave him a feeling that was hard to put into words—utterly terrifying!

"Bro, you…" William finally spoke after a long pause, only to stop abruptly. The more he thought about it, the less he knew how to phrase his question.

From what angle should he even approach this?

The implications behind this were far too complex!

"William," Alexander said with a faint smile. Instead of offering any convoluted explanation—which wasn't necessary—he simply stated, "Regarding what you're doing against your elder brother now… I think Simon Rhodes should be made aware of it."

"Huh?" William was stunned again.

For a moment, he thought he must have misheard.

How could this matter be shared with Simon?

If word got out, it would spell disaster!

Right now, the biggest problem wasn't Harrison—it was William's biased father, Julian Wycliffe!

For William, the moment he made his move, he had to corner Harrison completely. Only then would his father, Julian, be forced to make another choice!

With only two sons, if Harrison was no longer viable, Julian would have no choice but to turn to William!

Under no circumstances could the news leak prematurely. Otherwise, Julian would first consider how to help Harrison cover up the mess rather than shift his support to William.

"He can be told," Alexander said with a smile. "Simon could become your ally. He's been collaborating with your company for over a decade… He could be the first external force to side with you. As a supplier, if he only recognizes you, what do you think would happen? How would your father react?"

William stared blankly at Alexander.

He no longer had any idea what Alexander was thinking. How could… why would Simon be worthy of such trust? And why would Simon even switch sides?

This wasn't just a small favor—it was asking Simon to pick a side!

"Charlie Drut is Harrison's trusted subordinate, and now he's sleeping with Simon's wife…" Alexander continued.

"I know, but if this blows up, Harrison will definitely deal with Charlie. He wouldn't risk offending Simon over Charlie—it's not worth it…" William interrupted.

"That's just the first point," Alexander countered. "The second is… Simon is also having an affair himself."

William fell silent.

He looked at Alexander, processing the words before their meaning fully sank in.

"Blackmail Simon?" William's eyes widened as he asked in a low voice.

If evidence of Simon's affair were given to Kayla, it would be anyone's guess who'd end up leaving with nothing. It would all depend on who could produce the proof.

But Alexander knew about both affairs.

"No, no, no, not a threat," Alexander said with a smile to William. "Brother William, you need to understand... the art of language!"

"The same thing, when expressed in different ways, can evoke different feelings and produce different outcomes... For example, when you meet someone, want to befriend them, or want to encourage them to take certain actions... how you say it, how you express it, is crucial!"

William looked at Alexander, listening to his words, and felt another chill run down his spine.

Because he thought about himself and Alexander.

The process of how they met and the transformation in their relationship after their conversation—even now, William found it utterly unbelievable!

Yet, William was fully aware of Alexander's intentions. Yet, he still went along willingly, even to the point of wanting to swear brotherhood with him.

It was truly terrifying!

"Brother William..." Alexander began briefing William on certain matters. He needed William to understand what could and couldn't be said when Simon arrived, as well as how to phrase things.

On the surface, Alexander seemed to be helping William, further securing him as a connection.

And that was indeed part of it.

But it wasn't just that!

Alexander also intended to make Simon his own ally and resource!

Not long after.

Downstairs in the lobby, the door opened.

A tall, thin, balding middle-aged man in a gray suit hurried inside.

"Mr.Simon is here," Vivienne, who had been chatting with Ashley, stood up to greet the newcomer, Simon Rhodes.

"Miss Blake, you're here. Where's Old William?" Simon asked familiarly.

"Upstairs, in the study, waiting for you," Vivienne replied with a smile.

"Good, good. Miss Blake, carry on." Simon, looking pressed for time, hurried through the living room and rushed upstairs.


Chapter 12: Art of language.

Upon reaching the second floor, Simon, very familiar with the place, headed straight for the study and pushed the door open as soon as he arrived. 

"Old Will, you—" Simon began speaking as he opened the door, but stopped mid-sentence when he noticed William had a guest. 

Simon didn't recognize Alexander. 

He had heard Alexander's name before but had never met him in person, so naturally, he didn't know who he was. 

"You have company," Simon said, pausing at the doorway before gesturing outside. "Should I wait downstairs first?" 

His tone with William was very familiar and casual. 

"No need, no need. Old Simon, come in, come in. No outsiders here," William said, standing up to greet him and motioning for Simon to enter. 

Simon stepped into the study. 

Both William and Alexander rose to their feet. 

"Here, Alexander, let me introduce you. This is Simon..." William placed a hand on Alexander's shoulder while gesturing with the other. 

"This is my brother from a different mother, Alexander." William then introduced Alexander to Simon. 

He didn't mention Alexander's full name, simply referring to him as a brother and only giving his first name. 

Simon had no idea when William had acquired a younger brother with that name. Still, anyone William called a brother was clearly no ordinary person. Simon wouldn't underestimate him. 

"Mr Simon, nice to meet you." 

"Likewise, likewise." 

The two shook hands, with Simon putting on a frank and enthusiastic demeanor.

Having built such a large business, he was well-versed in social etiquette. Whether they were familiar or not, William's friend deserved respect on the surface. 

"Sit, sit, no need to stand," William urged again. 

They all took their seats. 

Simon sat on the other end of the couch, casually tossing his bag onto the coffee table as soon as he sat down, his posture relaxed. 

"So, what's the matter? Two phone calls weren't enough, so you had to chase me down at home?" William said, glancing at Simon after sitting down. 

"You're about to cause trouble. How can I just watch you do that?" Simon's tone was a bit sharp, as if he had every right to intervene. 

"What are you talking about? What trouble? After all these years, don't you know what kind of person I am?" William retorted. 

"That's exactly my point. I do know. You've been doing just fine all these years—why stir things up now? That issue with your older brother was so long ago. I know you've always suspected him, but there's no evidence... After all this time, why are you picking a fight with him again?" Simon said. 

One thing worth noting was that, regarding the car accident William had been involved in years ago, everything was just speculation.

Though William personally believed Harrison Wycliffe was behind it, outsiders couldn't be so sure. 

Especially those close to Harrison—some even thought it couldn't possibly have been him, believing he wasn't that kind of person. 

Simon spoke a few more words to William, but his words were somewhat veiled. 

With Alexander present, there were things he couldn't say too explicitly. He didn't know the exact relationship between this "Alexander" and William or whether Alexander was aware of William's past. 

"Old Simon, stay out of this. It's none of your concern," William said. 

"None of my concern? How can you get involved in that? Neither the Sutherlands nor the Dorans are easy to mess with. If you get dragged into this, won't it cause trouble for your family? As your friend... how can I just watch you jump into a pit of fire?" Simon's words were undeniably loyal.

"What do you mean by 'fire pit'? What did Harrison tell you?" William frowned slightly. 

It was actually a probing question. During their previous two calls, William hadn't pressed Simon for details—there was no need. He could just shut him down and tell him to mind his own business. 

But now was different. 

He needed to know exactly what Harrison had said. 

"He just said..." Simon, being an honest man, started to answer but hesitated, glancing at Alexander. 

Could he say it in front of this "younger brother Alexander"? 

Yes! 

Because William had asked in person, he clearly didn't mind Alexander hearing it. To Simon, that meant there was nothing he couldn't say. 

After all, if William himself didn't care or guard against this little brother, then Simon, as an "outsider," had no reason to hold back. 

"What did he say? Spit it out already. There are no outsiders here," William urged impatiently, frowning at Simon. 

"He told me that you had Miss Vivienne take on Jasmine Doran's company's endorsement deal, and the Sutherland family... James Sutherland doesn't want Jasmine's business to succeed. James called you, didn't he? You shut him down, so he went to your older brother instead..." 

Simon chose his words carefully, then sped up. "Why are you even doing this? If the Sutherlands decide to target Ironworks Group over this, what then? Are Jasmine and Dante Doran forcing you into this? Why wade into this mess?" 

"We're businessmen. It's best to stay out of the conflicts between these big families. Isn't peace and quiet better? Isn't this just asking for trouble?" 

Simon's words were deliberately exaggerated. 

The Sutherlands wouldn't move against Ironworks Group over something so trivial. Simon was just trying to shock William into reconsidering. 

He genuinely didn't understand William's reasoning. Why get involved? This could easily be avoided! 

In business, harmony is precious. Unnecessary conflicts should be sidestepped whenever possible. 

"Asking for trouble?" William retorted. "Vivienne signed a contract with Magical Glamour. We're just honoring it. Vivienne has worked hard to get where she is—do we just throw away our reputation? How does breaking a contract look? Is there even a need to break it?" 

"Are you playing dumb with me?" Simon tapped the coffee table impatiently. "Do you think I'd steer you wrong? Breaking the contract is easy. Have Miss Vivienne check into a hospital, fake a medical report—force majeure. The contract's voided, simple as that." 

"That's fraud. If people find out, wouldn't that just make things worse?" William shot back. 

"Fraud—fine! Then don't lie!" Simon switched tactics. "Just explain the situation to Jasmine. Let her know, alright? Would Jasmine really hold it against you? Aren't you two friends?" 

"If she knew you were being pressured by your family... Or just tell her outright—James Sutherland threatened you. Say it like that. She'd definitely understand!" 

Simon studied William's expression, then added bluntly, "If you're too embarrassed, I'll go talk to Jasmine myself. I'll explain it for you, compensate her privately, and make it clear we're in a tough spot. She's reasonable—she'd agree to terminate the contract." 

Simon's meddling was genuine, as was his loyalty. 

He was persuasive, full of ideas, and never hesitated to stand up for his friends.

Moreover, he knew that although Jasmine Doran could be a bit domineering, she was very reasonable and wouldn't make things difficult for friends!

Given her personality, if she knew she'd caused trouble for a friend, she'd definitely take the initiative to resolve it!

"Who told you Jasmine Doran and I are friends?" William's tone turned odd as he countered Simon.

"You... then you... Aren't?" Simon stammered, completely thrown by the direct question.

"Miss Doran and I have never met. We don't even know each other," William added.

Simon remained baffled.

That couldn't be right! If William didn't know Jasmine, then why would Vivienne Blake endorse Magical Glamour? It couldn't be that Vivienne and Jasmine were friends, could it? That... was impossible!

Vivienne would never take it upon herself to endorse products from Jasmine's company, as that would cause trouble for William.

Besides, a superstar of Vivienne's caliber wouldn't generally endorse products from a small company like Magical Glamour in the first place! Her endorsement was already irregular—it had to be William's decision!

So... because of Dante Doran? Were William and Dante friends?

No! Even less likely!

Everyone in New York's business circles knew that Jasmine never relied on family connections in her work—she was fiercely independent and self-reliant! She never leveraged her brother's influence! No one knew why, but her extreme self-reliance bordered on the bizarre.

So it couldn't be because of Dante either!

Simon was utterly perplexed.

"Never met? Then... then why...?" Simon asked, still confused.

"Because of my brother here," William said, raising his hand and clapping it on the shoulder of Alexander, who was sitting on the side sofa.

Simon stared blankly at Alexander.

Because of this "young brother Alexander"? 

Simon Rhodes sized up Alexander again, still unable to comprehend William's meaning. He didn't know who Alexander was—a single name wasn't enough to go on! 

There were too many people named Alexander; it wasn't exactly a rare name. 

Simon's thoughts hadn't fully connected yet, especially given Alexander's youth. His instinctive assumption was that Alexander must come from some influential family—perhaps the scion of a prominent household? 

"Old William, what's the relationship between you and this brother Alexander…?" Simon gestured vaguely as he asked. 

"Jasmine Doran… is my sister-in-law," William replied with a chuckle. 

Simon froze, taking a moment to process what William meant by calling Jasmine his sister-in-law. He had been referring to Alexander as "brother" this whole time. 

In other words, Jasmine was this "Alexander's" woman! 

"Ah… you… You're Alexander Ciotta?" Simon suddenly exclaimed, as if it had just dawned on him. 

He had finally realized—this "young brother Alexander" was the very same man rumored throughout New York's business circles as Jasmine Doran's boyfriend! 

"That's me," Alexander replied with a smile, letting a subtle emotion play across his face. 

The study fell into abrupt silence. 

Simon glanced between William and Alexander, feeling as though William had set him up. An overwhelming sense of awkwardness settled over him, making it impossible to sit still. 

Alexander was the one who truly mattered here! 

Yet Simon had just been advising William right in front of Alexander, urging him to let Vivienne Blake terminate her contract and even suggesting ways to deceive Jasmine—all while Alexander sat there listening! 

This was beyond awkward! 

Simon now felt like he had managed to alienate both sides—unable to sway William and now having offended Jasmine's camp. If Alexander went back and told her… 

At the same time, Simon was also trying to figure out Alexander's exact status. 

William was treating Alexander like a sworn brother, even referring to Jasmine as his sister-in-law from Alexander's perspective… 

Slap!

"William! Are you screwing with me on purpose?" Simon suddenly slammed the table and stood up, shouting at William. 

He genuinely felt that William had been utterly unbrotherly—why hadn't he just clarified Alexander's identity earlier? Wasn't this just setting him up? 

"What the hell are you yelling for?" William shot to his feet as well, his voice even louder than Simon's. "Did I ask you to come? How many times did I say this has nothing to do with you? You just had to play messenger for Harrison—did I beg you to get involved?!" 

Just like that, they were at each other's throats. 

This wasn't their first argument—they had clashed before, and over Harrison too. 

"William, you've got no damn conscience! After all these years, I've—" Simon began shouting again. 

"You're bringing up 'all these years'? What the hell has Harrison ever done for you?" 

William cut him off, his voice still booming. "You're always speaking up for him—he nearly got me killed! My wife died because of it! Are you blind, still doing his dirty work?" 

"William, that's—do you have any proof? That was just an accident back then! I know you're bitter that your father handed the company to your brother. Still, you can't just throw around baseless accusations! I've known Harrison for over a decade—I know what kind of man he is!" 

"You don't know shit!" William snarled back, his tone downright crude. 

"You—you damn—William, listen here—" Simon was seething, so furious he could barely string his words together.

"Alright, alright, William... let's not say more. With so many years of friendship, it's not worth it." Alexander spoke up at this moment, pulling at William's sleeve to mediate.

William turned his head to glance at Alexander, seemingly suppressing his anger as he sat back down with a dark expression. Yet, he still gestured at Simon and said, "Listen here, Simon, my brother is here today, so I don't want to argue with you. How many times have we fought over Harrison? It's endless!"

"What kind of talk is that? Forget the past—this time, was it your elder brother's fault? Or was it you who stirred things up?" Simon remained unrelenting.

As he spoke, he turned his gaze toward Alexander, his tone softening considerably. "Mr. Ciotta, since you're here, you must have heard what I just said..."

Simon wouldn't argue with Alexander. 

He wanted to reason with Alexander. 

His bond with William was built on brotherhood—a few arguments were nothing, but with Alexander, there was no such relationship. 

"Mr. Ciotta, just tell me! Am I not looking out for William?" Simon pressed Alexander insistently. "I don't know exactly what ties you have with William, but... take James Sutherland, for example! The Sutherland family... if this blows up! If the Sutherlands come after William, is it worth it?" 

"Mr. Ciotta, since you and William are brothers, shouldn't brothers look out for each other? Isn't that right? You're his brother—would you ever set him up?" 

Simon... his sudden outburst at William earlier might have been impulsive. 

But it wasn't necessarily unintentional. 

He was still sharp-minded. 

Now, in the heat of the moment, he laid things out plainly to Alexander, not only diffusing the earlier tension but also subtly pressuring Alexander to take a stance. 

He still wanted to help William smooth over the contract termination issue. 

Few friends would go to such lengths. 

"Simon, what kind of talk is that? Are you saying I can't be a proper brother? That I should just be a coward?" Before Alexander could respond, William cut in, shutting Simon down outright. 

His "bad cop" act was executed flawlessly. 

Only he could pull it off—after all, he was the one with the history with Simon. 

"What nonsense, William, you—" Simon started again, turning back to William. 

Just then, the click of high heels echoed from outside the door, followed by it swinging halfway open. Vivienne stood in the doorway and asked, "What... are you arguing about again?" 

She had heard the commotion from downstairs and came up to check. 

This wasn't the first time she'd witnessed Simon and William clashing, and she wasn't just William's lover in the conventional sense—she was also the lady of the house. 

William truly doted on Vivienne. Over the years, he had poured tens of millions into elevating her career. 

At Vivienne's appearance, both William and Simon seemed to cool down a little. Simon immediately sat back. 

William, meanwhile, called out to the doorway, "It's nothing... Hey, sweetheart, could you prepare dinner? We'll eat at home tonight." 

"Alright..." Vivienne agreed without further comment. She glanced around the study once more before pulling the door shut, her footsteps fading down the hall. 

Back in the study. 

"Mr. Rhodes," Alexander spoke up directly. "I know you mean well, but you don't understand the situation... First, let me make this very clear—the mastermind behind the car accident ten years ago was none other than Harrison!"

Simon's expression changed instantly as he quickly said, "Mr. Alexander, I'm not questioning you—we're not exactly close—but I must say, these are serious accusations to make without evidence..."

"There is evidence!" Alexander interrupted Simon.

"What? What evidence?" Simon's face immediately showed shock.

He had never believed the rumors that Harrison had orchestrated the car accident to kill William!

"We've found the driver who caused the accident that year," Alexander stated.

Simon's face paled dramatically.

"He can testify that Harrison ordered it," Alexander continued with a smile. "Soon, William and I will have Harrison sent to prison! The process is already underway, though it requires some time to... arrange things discreetly."

Simon was utterly stunned.

The implications in Alexander's words were enormous—the most crucial being how he'd said "William and I"!

To eliminate Harrison and reclaim the family fortune!

William was taking action!

Alexander was helping William do it!

Simon was speechless, looking utterly bewildered as his gaze darted between Alexander and William, then back to Alexander.

Just as Alexander had said, Simon didn't understand the whole picture—he now realized how little he truly knew!

He didn't think Alexander was lying—the matter was too grave, and William wouldn't collaborate in such a massive deception!

So... had Harrison really done it?

"Also..." Alexander's tone shifted as he pressed his phone, which was lying on the coffee table, and slid it toward Simon. "Mr. Rhodes, you might want to watch this video I recorded just this afternoon."

Simon caught the sliding phone. 

His emotions hadn't settled yet, his mind still reeling from the fact that William had already found evidence to take down Harrison. 

After glancing at Alexander, Simon finally picked up the phone and looked down at it. 

The screen still showed the video playback interface, though the progress bar had reset to the beginning. 

Simon glanced at Alexander and then at William, who still wore an expressionless, angry face, before pressing play. 

A dozen seconds later. 

Simon's expression abruptly changed as he watched the video! 

He had assumed the video would be about the driver who caused the car accident, or perhaps something related to Harrison. Never in his wildest dreams did he expect it to be about… his own wife! 

The footage was crystal clear, and the audio was sharp. 

Simon's face grew increasingly grim, veins bulging on his forehead. 

This was how men were—driven by biology to fool around with women, yet rarely considering divorce. Even though they cheated themselves, they would fly into a rage over their wives' infidelity! 

For several long minutes, 

Simon watched the video in silence, scrutinizing every detail. The more he saw, the heavier his breathing became. 

Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He stopped the video and set the phone down. 

The man who had seemed impulsive earlier was now eerily calm. 

Only his expression was terrifying. 

"Mr. Ciotta… you filmed this today?" Simon looked up at Alexander. 

"Yes, around four in the afternoon," Alexander replied coolly. "Charlie Drut is Harrison's right-hand man, so I looked into him. Unfortunately, I stumbled upon his little rendezvous…" 

"At first, though I recognized the woman with Charlie, I didn't know you personally." 

Alexander glanced at William before continuing, "So I planned to give the video to William, assuming he'd pass it along to you as a warning… I didn't expect us to meet directly today." 

Simon shot a look at William. 

"Earlier, William mentioned," Alexander went on, "that I shouldn't show you the video outright—worried you might not handle it well. He thought it'd be better to hint at it first… But I disagreed. I believed you should see it directly." 

Simon studied Alexander again. 

He understood now—Alexander had discovered this while helping William investigate Charlie. But Alexander's following words made his expression darken further. 

"This can't wait," Alexander said, locking eyes with Simon. "When a woman's heart changes, she'll inevitably think about divorce. But because of your prenup, Kayla wouldn't dare bring it up lightly—she'd fear raising your suspicions…" 

Alexander mentioned the prenuptial agreement. 

A contract signed twenty years ago, known only to Simon, Kayla, and their respective families. 

How did Alexander know about it? 

"What I'm afraid of," Alexander continued, "is that one day, Charlie might get ideas. If he eggs Kayla on, and the two of them conspire to seize your assets… Who knows what methods they'd resort to?" 

Alexander might as well have spelled out "murder"! 

Because of the prenup, Kayla wouldn't dare file for divorce. But if she wanted out—and wanted the money—what other options would she have? 

Alexander framed it as Charlie's instigation… effectively pinning the blame on him. 

Not entirely unjustified, either, because if things continued this way, that scenario was altogether plausible!

"So you see," Alexander maintained his smile, "the sooner you know about this, Mr. Rhodes, the better you can prepare to ensure you secure most of the assets during the divorce!"

The study fell silent.

Simon's expression darkened with uncertainty. There were things he couldn't quite grasp, but they no longer mattered. He didn't believe Alexander would harm him. After all, Alexander and William were like brothers, and William was his brother too.

William was sitting right here!

This was being said to his face!

"Alexander's absolutely right!" William suddenly spoke up, his previously furious demeanor completely changed. "Simon! Who knows what that cheating couple might do? Damn it! Anyone connected to Harrison can't be any good! Maybe Harrison knew about this all along!"

Simon's expression shifted again, his eyes flashing with unreadable thoughts.

"And Simon," William leaned closer, gesturing emphatically, "don't make a scene about this yet. When you go back, don't confront Kayla. Act like nothing's happened!"

"First, get your own affairs in order. Those women of yours—you need to arrange for them to leave New York. Best if they go abroad for a while!"

"Once the divorce is settled and the assets are awarded to you, then you can have them return. We can't let Kayla catch wind of anything during the proceedings, or all this would be for nothing!"

Simon froze, staring blankly at William.

His affairs with other women had been strictly confidential! He'd never introduced any of his mistresses to friends.

Because of that prenuptial agreement, he couldn't risk it!

The slightest leak would be disastrous.

How did William know?

When had the news gotten out? Simon couldn't fathom it, but William clearly knew—and was casually giving him advice about it.

"That damn Harrison," William started cursing again, "I'm starting to suspect Harrison's behind this, deliberately having Charlie Drut seduce your wife... Back then, he tried to have me killed over the inheritance. I was lucky to survive, but my poor wife..."

Alexander had pinned the blame on Charlie Drut.

William went straight for Harrison, cementing the conspiracy.

Whether Simon believed it or not, this would undoubtedly affect his mindset.

"Don't worry, Simon!" William continued, addressing him directly. "Once I get Harrison locked up, I'll make sure he's thoroughly questioned! Charlie Drut's just Harrison's lackey—he won't escape either! They're all going down!"

Everything was laid bare.

Yet Simon still looked unsettled, remaining silent for a long while.

After a prolonged pause, Simon finally turned to William. "Thank you, William." Then he looked at Alexander. "And thank you, Mr. Ciotta. If you hadn't discovered this in time, I would've—"

"What's with the thanks? We're brothers!" William waved it off, almost chiding Simon for being too polite.

The atmosphere instantly warmed.

Just as Alexander had said—the art of language!

Simon understood there was more to this, but at this point, all he could do was express gratitude.

When the Wycliffe family feud erupted later, Simon wouldn't just refrain from warning Harrison—he'd throw his full support behind William!

His impression of Harrison had already soured considerably, for one thing.

On the other hand, and most importantly, he couldn't afford to fall out with William because the divorce proceedings would be lengthy, especially when involving billions in assets—it wouldn't be unusual for such a case to drag on for a year or more.

During this time, William held Simons' secrets.

Even though William hadn't shown any intention of using them as leverage or making threats—in fact, he seemed willing to help Simon—Simon couldn't help but worry.

If he crossed William, he'd be in serious trouble! If his wife found out about his affair, that would be...

The next hour passed with the three of them discussing matters in private.

They first talked about how Simon should proceed with his plans, when to file for divorce, and the best opportunity to catch Charlie Drut and Kayla in a hotel. Then, the conversation shifted to William's secret arrangements regarding Harrison.

A little past seven in the evening, Vivienne came upstairs again to call them for dinner.

They went downstairs and had dinner together.

The meal was lavish, with a full spread of twelve different dishes. It wasn't just prepared by the housekeeper—Vivienne had personally cooked a few dishes, and even Ashley had helped.

Ashley was a guest, and Vivienne had initially tried to dissuade her from helping, but she insisted it was no trouble, saying she had nothing else to do anyway.

Truth be told, Ashley was eager to get closer to Vivienne, and Vivienne, in turn, was happy to build a good relationship with her.

The villa was huge, with a separate dining room.

The five of them closed the door and began their meal.

Dinner had barely started, and they had only exchanged a few words when a phone rang in the dining room.

Ring, ring...

It was William's.

William took out his phone, glanced at the screen, and immediately frowned.

He shot Alexander a look before answering and putting the phone to his ear.

"Hello, Mr. Sutherland," William said.

It was James Sutherland.

Ashley was serving soup to Alexander, who had just taken the bowl, when William mentioned James. Alexander's hand paused momentarily before he naturally placed the bowl on the table in front of him.

The dining room fell into an abrupt silence. As the host, William was on the phone, and no one dared to interrupt.

Simon Rhodes was also present. Hearing William mention James, his hands hesitated mid-air. He glanced briefly at Alexander before turning his attention back to William.

"Boss Wycliffe, are you free tomorrow afternoon? Would you be available for a discussion?" James Sutherland's voice came through the phone.

"I do have time. What... are you coming to New York tomorrow?" William replied into the phone, his eyes flickering toward Alexander as they exchanged a silent look.

"Yes, arriving tomorrow. If it's convenient for you, Boss Wycliffe, let's arrange a meeting," James said.

"Is that necessary?" William countered. "Mr James, since you've already approached Harrison, there's no need to discuss anything with me, is there?"

"Hahaha, what are you talking about, Boss Wycliffe?" James laughed heartily. "You are you, and your brother is your brother. I've heard about the feud between you and your elder brother. As an outsider, it's not my place to comment. But... if you're interested, I might have something to discuss with you. Who knows? Maybe I can even help you out."

James's words were laden with implication.

"What do you mean?" William asked pointedly.

"You should understand, Boss Wycliffe. We're not enemies. I have no particular ties to your brother either. If you can lend me a hand, I might be able to do the same for you... How about we meet and talk?"

When not consumed by arrogance, James could be quite persuasive.

He was dangling a tantalizing carrot in front of William.

In fact, his approach mirrored Alexander's—using the conflict between William and Harrison to forge a closer connection with William.

Under normal circumstances, if William hadn't already met Alexander, he might have been tempted. Aligning with James and leveraging the Sutherland family's influence would have seemed like a smart move.

But unfortunately, Alexander had already made the first move.

"Young Master James, from the sound of it, you seem to know something," William mused aloud. "What exactly could you help me with regarding what happened ten years ago?"

The mere fact that William asked this question suggested interest—though it was all an act for James's benefit, a ploy to extract information.

"What happened ten years ago isn't the point, is it?" James replied with a chuckle. "What matters is the present. Your father only has two sons. If something were to happen to one of them, the other would become the sole heir. Don't you agree? We can discuss the details in person—this isn't the kind of conversation for a phone call..."

William's expression darkened slightly.

An "accident"? One brother's death, leaving the other as the only heir?

Under different circumstances, this proposition might have been extremely appealing to William.

After all, it would be poetic justice—Harrison had done the same to him years ago.

But!

Because Alexander had already intervened, there was no chance William would side with James.

So instead of feeling tempted, William now regarded James with even greater wariness and caution. If James could propose this to William, he could just as easily propose it to Harrison.

William fell silent.

He appeared to be deep in thought, but in reality, he exchanged another glance with Alexander, unsure whether Alexander could hear James's words through the phone.

The dining room was exceptionally spacious, a standalone grand room with a long dining table where William and Alexander weren't seated next to each other. 

In such quiet surroundings, apart from William, the others could only faintly catch snippets of the conversation. 

"Meeting, huh..." William murmured, his gaze lingering on Alexander as he spoke these words specifically for him. 

Alexander gave William a slight nod. 

"...Alright then. Tomorrow afternoon—what exact time can you make it?" William seemed to have made up his mind as he spoke into the phone. 

"After 2 PM tomorrow. You decide the time and place—just keep it discreet," James replied. 

"Then let's..." William thought for a moment before finalizing the exact time and location with James. 

After exchanging a few more words, he hung up. 

One had to admit—James was sharp! 

It was clear that his calls—first to Harrison Wycliffe, then to William at this precise moment—were deliberate. 

He wanted William to know he had contacted both brothers while subtly implying he wasn't close to Harrison. 

This gave William the impression that James would side with whoever proved most useful to him. 

It was a clever play, offering William both hope and psychological pressure.

If William didn't win James over, James would align with his elder brother instead! 

Compounded by Harrison's own pressure on William… If William were intelligent, he'd know exactly what to do. 

Additionally, James's approach had another advantage: it prevented William from tipping off Jasmine. 

Now that the matter involved William's family affairs, he wouldn't disclose the specifics of his secret meeting with James to Jasmine beforehand. 

James was truly shrewd! 

Unfortunately… 

After hanging up, William turned to Alexander. 

"Let's eat first," Alexander said with a faint smile. 

"Right, let's eat," William agreed, chuckling before calling out to Vivienne, "Sweetheart, pass me the wine—I'll open it..." 

Several bottles of 2000 Domaine de la Romanée-Conti were set on the table. 

Wine was poured. 

Dinner commenced. 

Casual conversation flowed. 

Alexander didn't bring up James's matter, so William understood he preferred not to discuss it at the table and steered the talk elsewhere. 

What William didn't know, however, was that Alexander had already anticipated James's call that evening. 

He even knew the exact details of their conversation beforehand! 

No need to ask—he already knew everything! 

Because in the previous "July 20th," all of this had already happened. 

Back then, though Alexander hadn't met William in person, they had spoken on the phone several times. William had even called him that night to inform him about James's call, detailing the entire situation... 

The difference was, in the previous "July 20th," William hadn't agreed to meet James—he had been too annoyed to bother! 

This time, however, he had scheduled the meeting because Alexander was present during the call and had signaled for him to accept. 

The dinner lasted over an hour. 

Through casual conversation, Simon learned that Ashley was Alexander's woman, though he showed no particular reaction. 

His mind was too preoccupied with his wife's infidelity to dwell on it. 

The meal was pleasant, and William even brought up future collaboration opportunities between Vivienne and Ashley. 

No one drank excessively—just mildly tipsy, except for Simon. 

Burdened by his troubles, he drowned his sorrows in alcohol. By 8 PM, he was utterly wasted, slumped over the table, motionless.

Around 8:30 PM, dinner concluded.

Alexander accompanied William to the second-floor study to sober up, where they had a private discussion about James Sutherland.

As for the drunken Simon ... William had Simon's driver and bodyguards enter the villa to take him home.

By approximately 9:00 PM, Alexander and William had mostly finished their conversation, having agreed on everything.

William initially wanted Alexander and Ashley to stay overnight—there was certainly enough space in such a large villa—but Alexander declined, citing other matters. William didn't press further.

They went downstairs.

Alexander signaled to Ashley, who had been chatting with Vivienne.

Time to leave!

Alexander drove under the influence, though with his superhuman mental acuity, even if he had been heavily intoxicated, it wouldn't have affected him much—and he hadn't drunk that much anyway.


Chapter 13: Ambush.

A little over half an hour later.

Around 10:10 PM.

F5 Road in the southern district was once part of the old city, near Bar Street.

Yet at this hour, while the bar street glittered with neon lights and buzzed with activity, F5—just a block away—was eerily quiet.

Hardly any cars were on the street, and not a soul was in sight.

It was a back alley.

Alexander parked the car by the roadside, gazing at the mouth of the alley ahead.

"Mr. Ciotta... aren't we going home?" Ashley turned to Alexander, unable to hold back her question.

Ashley wasn't familiar with the roads in New York and had no idea where they were or why Alexander had stopped here.

"Shh!" Alexander raised a finger to his lips, signaling for Ashley to stay quiet.

Ashley obediently fell silent.

Alexander rechecked his watch, confirming the time.

Silence.

A minute later.

"Ahhh!! Help!!! Someone! Help!!!" A woman's scream suddenly echoed from the alley.



A few minutes earlier.

A GTR sports car with a Boston license plate had just pulled out from the parking lot in front of the Nightcat Bar about a hundred meters away. As it approached South Second Lane, several cars parked along the roadside started up and closed in, surrounding it from front and back. With sudden braking, they blocked the GTR!

A group of people got out.

Meanwhile, a bunch of young loiterers who had been smoking nearby, looking like troublemakers, also gathered around. Some even pulled batons from their clothes.

This was clearly an ambush.

"Get the fuck out!"

"You were so tough in the bar just now! Get out!"

"Fuck your car!"

Amid the shouting, a young man with bleached white hair stepped forward and smashed the GTR's windshield with a baton, causing it to crack.

About ten meters away on the sidewalk stood four or five young men and women, clearly gathered around a central figure—a tall, thin young man with a punk hairstyle and a black leather jacket.

The punk-haired young man smoked a cigarette, squinting as he watched the scene unfold.

These youths weren't just spectators—they were the ones who had called in the group blocking the car.

Vroom...

The GTR suddenly revved its engine, the roar low and menacing.

Then, the sports car lurched forward, crashing directly ahead!

The people surrounding it scrambled back in panic.

The GTR slammed into a business van, blocking the path diagonally ahead and knocking it sideways. Still, it failed to clear a way through. The GTR reversed and rammed forward again.

With a loud crash, it still didn't break free!

It was trying to escape!

Inside the GTR, the short-haired young man gripping the steering wheel had sweaty palms. The girl in the black dress in the passenger seat looked terrified.

This was New York, not Boston. No matter how influential they were back in Boston, provoking the local gangs here in New York... this was going to end badly.

Who knew how things had escalated to this point!

"He's trying to run!"

"Fuck him, smash it!"

The white-haired young man waved his baton and shouted, leading the charge. They couldn't approach the front or back of the car—too risky of being hit—but the sides were fair game!

He swung his baton, shattering the driver's side window!

The crowd surged forward from both sides, battering the car. The GTR reversed again, swerving sharply and nearly scraping someone.

Everyone dodged alertly. The road was blocked entirely; there was no way the car could escape, so no one was foolish enough to try stopping it with their body.

Vroom vroom—

The engine roar came again, this time from a black SUV blocking the path. The driver inside revved the engine while flashing the hazard lights at the GTR.

It seemed the SUV was preparing to ram directly into the GTR. At this close range, the impact wouldn't be severe, but it could easily push the sports car sideways or even flip it over.

The short-haired young man in the GTR was completely panicked. He even feared that if he were dragged out of the car, he might be beaten to death!

"Get ready to jump out and run that way..." the short-haired young man yelled to the girl in the black dress in the passenger seat.

The GTR surged forward once more, then abruptly swerved to a stop.

The surrounding crowd momentarily scattered in fright.

The short-haired young man frantically unbuckled his seatbelt, pushed the car door open, and immediately dashed toward the nearest alley. The girl in the black dress followed suit, and as they reached the alley entrance, they grabbed each other's hands.

The girl in the black dress couldn't run fast because she was wearing high heels.

So the short-haired young man dragged her along, pulling her with him as they fled.

Her high heels even flew off!

"After them!"

"Get him!"

"Fuck him!"

The group of young men chased into the alley. The two fastest caught up within ten meters, prompting the short-haired young man to release the girl's hand, turn around, and deliver a swift kick.

He knocked one down!

Another swung a baseball bat at him, but he raised his hand, snatched the bat, and struck back, instantly taking the attacker down.

He was skilled in fighting—clearly trained.

But... there were too many of them! As the saying goes, two fists are no match for four hands. The short-haired young man had been in group fights before and knew he couldn't defeat so many.

After taking down the two who had caught up first, he quickly retreated a couple of steps, grabbed the black-dressed girl's hand again, and sprinted wildly.

"Shit, he's trained!"

"Get him! Damn, does he think he's in a martial arts movie?"

"Hurry up! Get him!"

The two ran ahead, pursued by nearly twenty people. The alley was long... soon, the short-haired young man and the black-dressed girl reached the middle.

Whoosh—thud!

Someone threw a baseball bat, hitting the short-haired young man squarely in the back. The bat bounced away, and the impact sent him stumbling, losing his balance until he fell.

"Get up! Get up!!" The black-dressed girl cried anxiously, yanking him to his feet.

That brief delay allowed the first five pursuers to catch up.

"You think you can run?!" A bat swung toward the short-haired young man.

Shielding the girl, he dodged, and the bat struck the wall beside them. He pushed the girl aside.

Stepped forward, delivered a kick—another one down!

A fight broke out!

"Do you know who I am? Damn it!" the short-haired young man shouted.

He had no choice. He hated resorting to his family background, but now, he was on the verge of defeat.

"Stop pretending! How dare you act tough in New York? Screw you!"

"Damn it!"

In the brief scuffle, the five attackers failed to gain the upper hand, though the short-haired young man took a hit from the bat, a few kicks, and his nose started bleeding.

But he took down three more!

He couldn't keep fighting—the dozen others chasing them had caught up.

The black-dressed girl stood by the wall, seemingly paralyzed with fear, her makeup streaked with tears.

The short-haired young man picked up a baseball bat, swinging it wildly to fend off two attackers who instinctively backed away.

Seizing the opportunity, he ran again.

He didn't forget the black-dressed girl, grabbing her hand as they desperately fled.

His stamina was fading—fighting at full force drained him quickly. Breathing heavily, he ran slower than before, and the girl's legs were weak from terror.

They were soon caught again, and the fight resumed.

The other end of the alley was now in sight.

"Ah!! Help!!! Someone! Help!!" the black-dressed girl screamed.

Outside the alley, on F5 Road beside the roadside.

Alexander and Ashley in the Lamborghini heard the screams.

Ashley's expression changed, her eyes widening as she peered toward the alley entrance outside the car window...

The girl's scream was so piercing that something terrible must have happened. Being a girl herself, Ashley instantly imagined countless tragic scenarios.

Meanwhile, Alexander unbuckled his seatbelt the moment the scream erupted.

"Stay in the car," Alexander instructed Ashley before pushing the door open and stepping out.

About twenty to thirty meters into the alley, chaos reigned.

The short-haired young man was quite fierce, but he was outnumbered. Fortunately, the narrow alley limited how many attackers could surround him at once; otherwise, he wouldn't have made it this far.

Alexander appeared at the alley entrance, hands in his suit pockets, assessing the situation before calling out: "Hey! What's going on here?"

Some people glanced at Alexander.

But nobody responded to him.

Alexander began walking deeper into the alley.

Several people noticed him.

"Mind your own fucking business! Get lost!"

"Scram if you don't want to die!"

The black-dressed girl who had been kicked against the wall saw someone approaching who dared to shout at the assailants. Seeing him as her savior, she struggled up despite the pain and begged Alexander: "Mister! Help! Save my boyfriend!"

She staggered toward Alexander, who raised a hand to signal her to stay back.


Chapter 14: Savior.

Alexander continued advancing.

The short-haired young man had already been knocked down twice, managing to scramble up each time, but was clearly at his limit.

"You fucking dare come closer!" A tattooed youth saw the "busybody" actually approaching and charged toward Alexander, swinging a club at him!

A gust of wind rushed forth!

Alexander raised his hand and caught the tattooed arm. Before the club could strike down, he pulled sideways and delivered a knee strike, followed by a distinct "crack."

"Ah!!" The tattooed youth screamed as Alexander flung him aside, sending him tumbling against the wall. Clutching his right arm with his left hand, he wailed in agony.

His arm was broken, bent in the opposite direction.

Another nearby youth noticed the situation and, without a second thought, rushed toward Alexander in two strides. Just as he raised his expandable baton, his entire body slammed into the wall—struck in the face by Alexander's heavy punch, he collapsed headfirst, spitting out several teeth.

"Holy shit!"

"What the fuck!"

Several exclamations of shock echoed as those near Alexander in the alley instinctively halted their actions.

They all saw it—the man in the suit who had come to "meddle" was not only skilled in fighting but also exceptionally ruthless!

Because they paused momentarily, the short-haired youth who had been beaten earlier seized the chance to scramble to his feet, staggering two steps toward Alexander.

Without exchanging a word, Alexander took two more steps into the alley.

This created a situation where the short-haired youth was closer to the alley entrance, while Alexander stood between him and the group of thugs.

If they wanted to attack the short-haired youth again, they would have to defeat Alexander first.

Leaning against the wall for support, the short-haired youth could barely stand. His left leg had taken at least two blows from clubs; though not fractured, it trembled with excruciating pain whenever he put weight on it.

"Babe!!!" The girl in the black dress rushed to the short-haired youth's side, helping to steady him.

With her support, however, the short-haired youth completely lost his footing. He had been holding on purely by sheer will and the rush of adrenaline.

But now, with a "hero" who had stepped in to uphold justice—a true master—arriving, he felt a temporary sense of safety. Combined with his girlfriend's concern, he could no longer hold on.

At the same time.

"Damn it! How dare you meddle? Get him!" shouted the white-haired youth among the thugs, brandishing his telescopic baton.

Those in the underworld valued their pride—how could they back down when they outnumbered him? Alexander had only taken down two of them; they couldn't afford to show fear. Instead, their anger flared.

"Get him!"

"Charge!"

The group surged forward like a pack of wild beasts, fierce and fearless… except for the white-haired youth.

He was "clever"!

Having been in the underworld since he was thirteen, he was now a minor commander. He knew how to handle tough opponents—don't charge in recklessly.

Let the others go first to wear the enemy down. Wait until his brothers had subdued the guy, then he would step in.

He had it all figured out.

But waiting for Alexander to be taken down… well, that moment never came!

The fight began!

Alexander immediately kicked one thug to the ground, then grabbed another and executed a swift shoulder throw…

The night was thick, and though the moonlight was bright, the high walls on either side of the alley cast deep shadows, leaving the passage dimly lit. It wasn't pitch black, but everything was hazy.

Shadowy figures darted about, accompanied by shouts and cries.

The sounds of fighting, collisions, and screams filled the air without pause!

Alexander fought alone against a dozen or so men, evoking the feel of classic films where a top-tier master, cornered in an alley, would "face hundreds." Of course, "hundreds" was an exaggeration, but these dozen or so men were truly no match for Alexander.

Alley fights were a very "classic" trope—scenes like this had appeared in countless movies and TV shows!

Alexander had trained explicitly for elevator combat—a form of fighting that was extreme and highly specialized.

As for alleyway brawls, he hadn't trained for them deliberately... but that didn't mean he hadn't fought in them! In fact, if he were to count all the fights during his ten thousand-year loop, alleyway brawls were the most frequent!

Alley fights didn't require elaborate planning; they happened naturally.

If you stirred up trouble, ran first, and got cornered, nine times out of ten, you'd be trapped in an alley. If you escaped, that was one thing—but if you didn't... an alley brawl would inevitably break out!

During the loops, Alexander had been slashed to death in alleys many times, mainly in the early days.

Back then, his skills were poor, and he courted death—sometimes for fun, sometimes to practice fighting. Alexander fought like his life depended on it, and his opponents did the same, so he ended up dead!

That was how it went early on.

Later, it stopped happening because his techniques improved and his experience grew.

Based on his experiences, Alexander knew that in New York, the most formidable opponents were the elite bodyguards of influential figures.

One-on-one, no one was his match, but against a group, his stamina wouldn't hold up!

However, the ones fighting him now weren't the most troublesome elite bodyguards.

Alexander recognized them—they were just a bunch of street thugs and bar bouncers.

They were the lowest rung of the underworld, with no real martial arts training. A few had practiced a little, but in front of Alexander, it was as if they hadn't trained at all. In the alley, Alexander handled them as easily as playing a game!

Due to the narrow terrain, they couldn't attack him all at once—at most, three or four at a time.

No threat at all!

"Ah!"

"Damn it!"

Screams echoed continuously.

The short-haired young man, sitting against the wall with his girlfriend, their hands tightly clasped, turned his head to watch Alexander steadily advancing deeper into the alley. He was utterly stunned.

Alexander was literally walking forward step by step, while the dozen or so thugs seemed to be delivering themselves like cannon fodder, rushing forward only to be taken down in a few moves. Some had their heads slammed into walls, and others had their legs broken by his kicks.

It was hard to see clearly.

The night made everything hazy.

Yet, this very haziness, obscuring the details, made Alexander's movements appear even crisper and more efficient. He gave off the vibe of a cold-blooded killer—ruthless, swift, and surprisingly stylish.

Alexander almost completely redefined the short-haired young man's understanding of what a "master" was!

He had trained himself, so he understood just how powerful Alexander's precise, efficient, and rapid combat style was.

This was what a peerless master looked like!

The short-haired young man stared wide-eyed, gradually feeling a surge of exhilaration. This was fucking incredible!

The girl in the black dress clung to the short-haired young man's arm, their fingers interlaced, also watching Alexander "plow through" the crowd in awe. She instinctively whispered to him, "This... this is even better than Uncle, right..."

"Holy shit, what the hell is this!" a terrified voice suddenly rang out from deeper in the alley.

It was the white-haired young man who had been hanging back. He was equally stunned and panicking.

And it wasn't just him. Behind the white-haired youth, further inside the alley, four young men and women huddled together... They were the ones who had orchestrated today's incident—specifically, the tall, skinny punk-haired guy leading them. He was the one who had called in the thugs!

Earlier, they had been watching from about ten meters outside the alley.

The short-haired young man and the girl in the black dress fled into the alley. After the thugs chased them in, the others followed, continuing to observe the situation.

The white-haired young man was the leader of the thugs.

As for the punk-haired guy and the others, judging by their attire, they were clearly rich second-generation kids who frequented nightclubs.

At this moment, they were also stunned and even more terrified than the white-haired young man because they weren't part of the underworld scene.

It wasn't that they had never been in group fights, but they had never witnessed a situation where a group of people ended up with broken arms and legs.

They had encountered an explosively tough guy!

He was getting closer and closer.

Alexander had already taken down fourteen or fifteen people, leaving only a few left, and they were all somewhat hesitant to step forward.

Seeing this situation and noticing that Alexander was still steadily approaching, the white-haired young man gritted his teeth, stomped his foot, and charged at Alexander with his baton. He had no choice—if he backed down now, he could forget about ever making a name for himself in the underworld again. Moreover, if he ran, what would happen to the young masters and misses behind him?

If they were crippled while he escaped unscathed, he would be as good as dead!

Go for it!

Even if he just pretended to fight and ended up with a broken leg from a kick, it would still be better than the alternatives!

With that thought in mind, the white-haired young man didn't hold back as he charged. When he got close to Alexander, he swung the baton directly at Alexander's shoulder… He couldn't aim for the head. After all his years in the underworld, he knew that hitting someone in the head could be fatal—no lives could be taken!

His fighting style was instinctive, a habit.

Another one rushing in to offer himself up.

The white-haired young man's arm swung too wide, leaving him completely defenseless. Alexander couldn't even be bothered to grab his wrist. Instead, he lifted his foot and delivered a swift, straight kick!

"Mr. Alexander?!!" the white-haired young man suddenly shrieked, his voice as sharp as if he had seen a ghost.

Alexander, who had already raised his knee to deliver a front kick, paused his movement upon hearing the white-haired young man's ghost-like shriek, then naturally lowered his foot.

The white-haired young man's expression truly resembled someone who had seen a ghost.

The alley was too dimly lit. The white-haired young man only clearly saw Alexander's face when he got closer. Although he had never met Alexander before, he had seen his photo and recognized him instantly.

Terror!

Sheer terror!

The white-haired young man stood with his hand raised high, still tightly gripping the expandable baton, yet his entire body seemed frozen in place.

He stared wide-eyed at Alexander—not only was his hair white, but his face had now turned ashen as well.

He was nicknamed "White Head," is twenty years old, and serves as the head security enforcer at Nightcat Bar.

The person responsible for managing "affairs" on Bar Street was Yu Arnold.

White Head's direct superior was Yu Arnold.

As for Yu Arnold's boss... he was a trusted lieutenant of Paul Santino, one of the "Four Giants" in New York's underworld!

And above Paul Santino stood the famously known "Young Master Doran of New York"—Dante Doran!

In other words, Alexander was the brother-in-law of this white-haired young man's boss's boss's boss!

In New York's current underworld, there were numerous rumors about Alexander.

Stories about Alexander's background, his relationship with Jasmine Doran, and even rumors that Young Master Doran was somewhat afraid of his brother-in-law had begun circulating. Especially among the lower ranks, the rumors were growing increasingly exaggerated.

Underworld bosses like Paul Santino and Zach Mitchell had explicitly instructed their subordinates to keep their eyes sharp and avoid unknowingly provoking Alexander, emphasizing that offending him would be more severe than offending Young Master Doran himself.

White Hair had seen Alexander's photo because these instructions were relayed down through the ranks. Every person in charge, regardless of rank, had been shown Alexander's photo.

He even had Alexander's photo saved on his phone, sent to him by his boss.

"You know me?" Alexander habitually slipped one hand into his pocket, his tone casual as he looked at the young guy in front of him.

Clatter!

White Hair's raised hand trembled so violently that he could no longer hold the expandable baton. It fell to the ground with a sharp, clear sound, particularly jarring in the now silent alley.

Thud!

His knees buckled, and he dropped to his knees before Alexander.

No one could comprehend the depth of his terror at this moment. As a low-level enforcer who rarely even caught glimpses of Zach Mitchell—let alone spoke to him—standing before the "renowned" Mr. Alexander, he not only lacked any will to resist but was already consumed by thoughts of... how he would die?

His mind was wholly occupied by this single thought.

Trembling uncontrollably from fear.

Today's incident was far too grave. Even though they were no match for Alexander, the fact that they had surrounded and attacked him made him feel the situation had escalated beyond any possible resolution.

"M-Mr. Ciotta... I... I didn't know... it was you... I..." He struggled to speak, his voice shaking.

Those entrenched in the underworld understood all too well the consequences of offending an influential figure. There was no room for hope or leniency.

Thud!

Thud!

Thud!

The four or five other thugs who hadn't yet collapsed in the surrounding area dropped to their knees one by one. Alexander didn't even glance at them, having no time to deal with them yet.

They had been hesitant to press on earlier, but with the leader taking the lead again, they had initially intended to join him in launching a final coordinated assault on Alexander.

However, when White-Hair shouted "Mr. Ciotta," they all stopped simultaneously.

Their expressions shifted instantly—they had all heard of "Mr. Ciotta". They had been harboring the faint hope that it might be a case of mistaken identity.

It wasn't until White-Hair directly knelt down that they realized there was no mistake!

So they all knelt as well, afraid that standing would make them stand out too conspicuously.

Although they also understood that this matter... might even implicate "Old Man Paul"! This was far beyond what someone of White-Hair's level could handle.

"Mr. Ciotta, please spare me, spare me, I was wrong... spare me..." Due to extreme tension and fear, White-Hair spoke rapidly, his words somewhat incoherent.

As he spoke, he suddenly reached into his jacket and pulled out an object.

Clatter!

His hands trembling, the object fell to the ground—it was a folded butterfly knife.

He quickly picked up the butterfly knife again—a move that could easily be misinterpreted by Alexander, as if he still dared to brandish a weapon... But his mind was in a fog, buzzing, and he was no longer capable of complex thought.

He flicked the folding knife open.

Kneeling on the ground, White-Hair pressed his left hand against the floor, gripped the butterfly knife in his right hand, and with a reverse grip, stabbed it downward fiercely, then sliced!

Ssshhhk!

He directly cut off his own little finger!

But he didn't cry out; only the skin on his face twitched slightly, as if it didn't hurt much—the excessive adrenaline secretion allowed him to temporarily ignore most of the pain.

"Mr. Ciotta, I was wrong, Mr. Alexander!" He continued to tremble as he spoke to Alexander, looking up at him with pleading eyes.

Cutting off a finger—Alexander hadn't demanded it, nor had he mentioned any such rule.

He had taken the initiative, but not without reason—there was a precedent!

Raymond Costa, a close confidant of Paul Santino, had once offended Alexander and ended up cutting off his finger as an apology. This incident had long been widely circulated in the underworld.

White-Hair was also one of Paul's men, though of a lower rank. He didn't know if this approach would work, but he was too terrified to think of any other solution, so he resorted to this extreme choice!

Alexander silently watched White-Hair, thought for a moment, then tilted his head toward him and said, "Face the wall."

White-Hair immediately understood Alexander's meaning and felt a wave of relief, even a surge of overwhelming joy, though he didn't show it.

Alexander wasn't making things difficult for him.

"Okay, okay, okay." He complied, scrambling on hands and knees to the wall, kneeling properly, facing the wall, with his hands clasped behind his head!

Alexander then turned his head and scanned the other kneeling youths. These young men immediately followed suit, scrambling to the wall, kneeling properly, facing inward, with their hands clasped behind their heads.

In the underworld, this was a highly symbolic posture—representing complete, defenseless submission.

"Let's go, go, go." A faint voice sounded from about ten meters away.

It was the four rich kids—two guys and two girls—who had been completely stunned by what they'd just witnessed. Who was this Mr. Ciotta? Why did everyone kneel? Why did he cut off his finger?

Then the punk-haired young man who seemed to be their leader suddenly remembered something and hurriedly whispered to the others, urging them to run!

The four had just turned around, trying to leave without making a sound.

"Did I say you could leave?" Alexander turned his head and glanced at them.

The four froze, then slowly turned back to face Alexander.

The two girls and the other young man were visibly uneasy, while the punk-haired leader was somewhat fearful, as he had just remembered who "Mr. Ciotta" was—his father had mentioned him before.

"Cause trouble and then try to run?" Alexander asked them in a very calm tone.

The other three didn't know what to say, looking at the punk-haired guy with anxious expressions.

The punk-haired guy's lips twitched, then he forced a smile uglier than crying and said, "Mr. Ciotta, we... we didn't lay a hand on anyone..." He honestly didn't know what else to say, but after uttering those words, he quickly found a direction.

"Mr. Ciotta, we... we were just passing by, watching the commotion. We don't know them..." the punk-haired young man added.

Alexander stared at him, just stared, without saying a word.

The punk-haired guy's Adam's apple bobbed. He couldn't withstand Alexander's gaze and presence... In truth, Alexander didn't have any particularly imposing aura, but because he knew who Alexander was, he felt that he did!

He glanced at Alexander, then averted his eyes, his gaze drifting restlessly. He looked at White-Hair and the others kneeling by the wall, then at the people lying scattered on the ground.

Scrape.

The tip of his shoe scraped the ground as he shifted his footing, then he quickened his pace and scurried over to the wall, knelt down, faced the wall, and clasped his hands behind his head.

The other three rich kids hesitated for a moment before following suit, kneeling by the wall with their hands behind their heads.

The alley fell silent.

Even those Alexander had beaten into fractures lay on the ground, enduring their pain without making a sound, pretending to be dead. They had seen and understood the situation, so they thought it was better to just lie still.

"Make the call," Alexander suddenly spoke, uttering just one sentence.

After dropping those words, he turned and walked toward the alley entrance.

He told them to make the call because this matter wasn't over.

And it was going to blow up into something huge!

The key to why it would blow up lay in the identities of the couple they had been chasing and beating earlier—the short-haired young man and the girl in the black dress. Their backgrounds... were extremely, extremely unusual!

If they had been seriously injured, even Dante Doran would have had a hard time smoothing things over.

This was also the reason why Alexander had "meddled in others' business"!


Chapter 15: News spread.

As Alexander walked toward the alley entrance, White-Hair and the punk-haired young man kneeling beside him both pulled out their phones.

Alexander had allowed them to make calls, so they naturally couldn't wait to do so.

White-Hair intended to call his boss, Yu Arnold.

The punk-haired guy was going to call his father.

The matter would quickly reach Paul Santino, and then Dante Doran would find out. With something this serious, Paul wouldn't dare keep it from Dante.

In fact, he'd likely rush to inform Dante first, explaining the situation before Alexander had a chance to speak with him.

Admitting fault proactively was far better than waiting for Dante to come looking later.

Alexander walked back about ten meters.

He wasn't leaving. If it had only been his own affair, he would have simply walked away, letting the aftermath unfold as it may.

By the next day, someone would surely come to his door to apologize, and to appease Alexander's "wrath," certain individuals might even be discreetly dealt with.

But in reality, Alexander felt no "wrath" at all.

He had already beaten a group of people to the point of broken limbs—he had deliberately incited the situation. And in the end, these people were essentially Dante's men.

Now, Dante was not only obedient to Alexander but also somewhat afraid of him. If Alexander gave an order, Dante could immediately mobilize people from the underworld to handle things.

So… even from Alexander's perspective, these were "his own people."

You could say it was a case of conflict among allies.

And the entire course of events had been something Alexander foresaw in advance. Since everything unfolded exactly as he had envisioned, he naturally… felt no inner turmoil.

To be honest, Alexander wasn't in the habit of "meddling in others' business."

During his time loop, there was a period when he enjoyed intervening, but later, he realized something significant.

It wasn't necessary.

In any densely populated major city around the world, countless incidents involving loss of life, crime, or severe personal damage occur every day.

Far too many!

Should he intervene in all of them?

Alexander believed not. He couldn't manage it, nor did he have the capacity to handle everything.

He had no desire to be a city hero. He considered himself an ordinary person and believed that living… should be about ease and happiness!

Don't get stuck in trivialities; don't make life too exhausting!

So… even though Alexander had reset July 20th and could learn from evening news reports about daytime traffic accidents or fatal industrial incidents, he never intervened. He simply lacked the drive.

The only reason he stepped in this time, in the alley, was entirely because he "recognized" the short-haired young man and the girl in the black dress being chased down!

He had predicted the consequences of not intervening, as well as the benefits he would gain if he did.

Alexander approached the short-haired young man and the girl in the black dress.

The short-haired young man was still sitting against the wall, with the girl keeping him company. He wore a dazed expression, staring blankly as Alexander walked over, unable to snap out of it.

His "daze" wasn't just due to Alexander's exceptional fighting skills—it was also because of the sudden, dramatic turn of events.

In the middle of the fight, the other side seemed to recognize Alexander, calling out "Mr. Ciotta," then knelt and begged for mercy.

The group was called over, and the few rich kids who had been so arrogant in the bar earlier were now kneeling by the wall.

The short-haired young man finally understood.

This man in a suit, who looked about his own age, was not just a "peerless master" but also a big shot in New York!

"Can you stand up?" Alexander asked the short-haired young man, flashing his habitual smile.

The short-haired young man stared up at Alexander in a daze. After a moment, he suddenly moved, pushing his hand against the wall behind him to try to stand.

The girl in the black dress supported his other arm, trying to pull him up.

Alexander extended his hand toward him.

The short-haired young man then reached out with the hand that had been bracing against the wall... Alexander gave him a pull, and he managed to stand. He had already been recovering for a while; though his whole body ached and his face was bruised and swollen, he could still stand with difficulty.

"Brother, th-thank you. It's all thanks to you. If it weren't for you, I would've... Brother, I will definitely repay you! Thank you!" the short-haired young man began to express his gratitude, growing more and more emotional as he spoke.

It had been perilous earlier—life-threatening, in his mind!

He himself felt it was that dangerous, but in reality... Alexander knew that even if he hadn't intervened, it wouldn't have been fatal. The short-haired young man would have been severely beaten and sent to the hospital, but he wouldn't have died.

"Brother, thank you," the short-haired young man said gratefully, and the girl in the black dress supporting him also joined in the thanks.

Both were extremely polite and emotionally charged.

Naturally, they would act this way toward their "savior."

"How did this start?" Alexander asked, tilting his head slightly toward the short-haired young man.

"It, it was in the bar earlier..." the short-haired young man began to explain, feeling he had nothing to hide from his savior. He even had a mindset of wanting Alexander to judge the situation, knowing that Alexander was a big shot in New York who could handle these people.

The matter wasn't complicated.

Alexander was asking a question he already knew the answer to—he had learned the cause of this incident during the previous "July 20th."

Essentially, the couple had driven to New York for fun, mainly because the short-haired young man was into cars. He had recently heard that New York's street racing scene was impressive, so he drove his modified GTR sports car to the city.

He wanted to meet New York's street racers and compete with them.

They had just arrived in New York today and hadn't yet contacted anyone to set up a race. They decided to visit a bar at night to experience the city's nightlife.

There, they ran into the punk-haired guy and his crew. Their booths were next to each other, and while chatting with his girlfriend, the short-haired young man boasted about how powerful his modified car was. He shared some rumors he'd heard about New York's street racing scene.

The punk-haired guy happened to be one of the core members of New York's street racing circle.

He overheard the conversation, struck up a discussion, and soon they were arguing over car modifications and who was better, with neither willing to back down. The punk-haired guy directly challenged the short-haired young man to go outside immediately and race to see whose car was faster, calling anyone who chickened out a coward!

The short-haired young man said he had been drinking and suggested they race the next day.

The punk-haired guy mocked him.

Then, both sides started shouting insults, slamming the table, and standing up to yell at each other.

The short-haired young man wasn't intimidated by the punk-haired guy's larger group; he had trained in fighting and wasn't afraid of a brawl! However, they didn't end up fighting inside the bar—they were stopped by others.

The girl in the black dress had persuaded her boyfriend.

On the punk-haired guy's side, his friends also pulled him aside and whispered to persuade him, because it was Paul Santino's territory. The punk-haired guy also didn't dare to start a fight in the venue, as it would have a very negative impact on the bar.

Just like that, there was only arguing inside the bar, but no fight broke out.

It wasn't until the short-haired young man and the black-dressed girl finished their drinks and left that the punk-haired guy had people block them... That's the situation.

A very common verbal conflict eventually turned into a violent one!

From Alexander's perspective, it was clearly the punk-haired guy's side that was in the wrong. If they argued about who was better, they could have just settled it with a competition!

Directly calling a group of thugs to block people, smashing their car, and beating them up... This could only be described as bullying by leveraging power.

Alexander had his own judgment in mind, but he didn't voice it.

The short-haired young man explained in great detail because he felt he was in the right. His GTR sports car, which he had spent millions modifying, was his pride and joy, and it got smashed! He became agitated just talking about it.

It took him eight or nine minutes of talking and gesturing to finish. After listening, Alexander didn't make any evaluation, but simply said to the short-haired young man, "I'll handle it."

"Brother, I still have to thank you, I'm really grateful. If it weren't for you, who knows what might have happened to me and Ceci today..." The short-haired young man thanked him excitedly again.

Alexander smiled, turned his head to glance at the alley again—at those kneeling, lying down, or holding their arms not daring to make a sound—then looked back at the short-haired young man and said with a smile, "Aren't you going to call your second uncle?"

"Ah, right, I need to..." The short-haired young man was reminded. He took out his phone and found that the screen was already shattered.

Just as he was about to turn and ask his girlfriend for her phone, he suddenly paused, then abruptly looked up at Alexander.

"Brother, you... know me?" the short-haired young man asked.

The short-haired young man stared blankly at Alexander. He didn't know Alexander, and today's incident was clearly Alexander "acting bravely for justice" to save him.

Yet Alexander had just mentioned his second uncle... Anyone who knew he would turn to his second uncle when in trouble must be someone familiar with him!

"I have some friends in Boston, too. I've heard about your thousand-horsepower modified GTR - it's quite famous in Boston. And you just called her Ceci..." Alexander glanced at the girl in the black dress, "It's Cecilia Guo, right?"

When the girl in the black dress saw Alexander looking at her, she nodded with a somewhat dazed expression.

"You're Nathaniel Ashford, aren't you?" Alexander turned back to the short-haired young man.

The short-haired young man also nodded with a bewildered expression.

Nathaniel Ashford, twenty-one years old, a third-generation direct descendant of the Ashford family in Boston.

The Ashford family was slightly more powerful than the Collins and Ariel families in Boston. While not the strongest family in Boston, they were undoubtedly among the top contenders.

Due to regional factors, the families in Boston could compete with the Doran and Sutherland families in terms of influence, though when looking solely at the positions held by family members, they fell slightly short.

The Ashford family, however, could stand equal with the Doran and Sutherland families just by examining the positions held by their elder generation.

In terms of connections and networks, they might even be stronger.

However, compared to major families like the Dorans and Sutherland families, the Ashford family had unique characteristics, or rather, were of a "different type"!

The Ashford family was a military family, through and through.

The earliest generation had been soldiers during all the wars, whether national or worldwide. Still, the current elder generation of the Ashford family was the one that truly rose to prominence. All reached high ranks in the military, commanding immense influence.

Nathaniel's grandfather was military, his father was military, his brother was military - only he wasn't...

Actually, as a direct family descendant, he was supposed to join the military, too.

But he had been rebellious back then, refusing to attend a military academy or enlist, wanting instead to pursue business. This matter caused a rift with his father that persists to this day.

This was also why he turned to his second uncle rather than his father when troubles arose in recent years.

Cecilia Guo, twenty-one years old, is the youngest granddaughter of Lei Guo Xingqi, chairman of Boston's J Group.

The Guo family could be considered one of Boston's oldest existing business families. Having arrived through migration and starting with the textile trade, the rise of this industry could be traced back nearly two centuries.

They had weathered war-torn years, experienced decline, yet managed to rise again - truly a family that had weathered numerous ups and downs.

Unlike families such as the Ashfords and Collins, the Guo family wasn't an influential political family but has remained purely a business family to this day. While the entire family possessed tens of billions in assets, this couldn't be considered top-tier in Boston.

But the Guo family had been rooted in Boston for far too many years.

Having experienced countless storms, they had accumulated connections and influence that ordinary business families could hardly match.

Nathaniel and Cecilia could be considered "childhood sweethearts," having known each other since they were very young. They officially started dating in high school, representing a case of free love.

Cecilia was pretty but not exceptionally beautiful. By Alexander's rating standards, 6 points would be considered beautiful in ordinary people's eyes, while Cecilia's appearance could score 7.5 points.

She was the type who grew on you, with an air of refined elegance from a well-bred family.

Given Nathaniel Ashford's qualifications, he could have any type of top-tier beauty he wanted. Yet, he only had eyes for Cecilia Guo and remained quite devoted to her.

Their smooth relationship, free of obstacles, was mainly due to their family backgrounds.

Although the Ashford and Guo families weren't aristocratic clans, their influence wasn't far behind. With deep roots in Boston, they could be considered well-matched with the Ashford family in terms of social standing.

"Brother, then you are..." Nathaniel, who had been momentarily dazed, collected himself and turned the question back to Alexander.

Since Alexander knew them and accurately stated their names, Nathaniel felt he might also know this lifesaver, or at least have heard of him.

"Alexander Ciotta," Alexander replied with a smile.

Nathaniel blinked at Alexander for a moment, then turned to his girlfriend with a questioning look.

Cecilia met Nathaniel's gaze with a blank expression.

They couldn't recall.

Neither of them had heard of Alexander.

This was normal. In Boston's "third-generation" circles, some people had heard of Alexander, while others hadn't—both were common occurrences.

Not everyone paid attention to who Jasmine Doran's new boyfriend was, especially since it had only been about ten days.

Additionally, both Nathaniel and Cecilia were young college students. The social circles they moved in were different from those of third-generation heirs who had already entered society and begun participating in family affairs.

"Brother, what does your family do..." Nathaniel looked at Alexander and asked again.

He didn't know who "Alexander Ciotta" was, but he felt Alexander must have a background similar to his own. Otherwise... how could someone outside their circle say something like "call your second uncle"?

He seemed too familiar with their ways.

"My family runs a family shop in a small county town," Alexander said.

"Brother, you must be joking," Nathaniel stated directly.

Alexander smiled.

Nathaniel smiled too.

He was convinced Alexander was joking.

Alexander had no intention of explaining in detail. What Nathaniel needed to know, he would learn soon enough. Saying more or less now made no difference.

"Brother, how old are you?" Nathaniel asked Alexander again.

"Twenty-two," Alexander replied with a smile.

"Ah... then calling you 'brother' is correct," Nathaniel said. He just wanted to confirm—they looked about the same age, and it was hard to tell who was older just by appearance.

"Brother, who did you learn your martial arts from?" Nathaniel asked again, seemingly touching on a topic he was extremely interested in.

He grew more excited as he spoke, his tone full of eagerness to learn: "How did you train? How are you so skilled? I've never seen anyone as skilled as you. I've practiced since I was young, but I can't compare to you. How did you get so good..."

He was remarkably resilient—bruised, swollen, and in pain all over, yet still managed to ask Alexander about this.

"Self-taught," Alexander said with a smile.

"Really? You taught yourself to be this skilled? Can you teach me?" Nathaniel was still speaking when—

Vroom! Roar!—

The roar of car engines sounded from outside the alley. At first, they were distant, but then they rapidly approached, and more than one vehicle was present. From the sound, they were driving extremely fast!

The conversation stopped.

Alexander, Nathaniel, and Cecilia all turned simultaneously to look toward the alley entrance.

After a brief glance, Alexander walked directly outward, soon reaching the alley mouth to peer down the street.

The cars came from the south—a convoy of five or six vehicles, all speeding like they were flying. Alexander had barely reached the alley entrance for a few seconds when they rushed onto the street facing the alley, swerving toward the curb and slamming on the brakes!

As the cars stopped, doors swung open, and over a dozen people stepped out.

From one of the black Mercedes, a man emerged leaning on a cane—it was Paul Santino! He had arrived with his men in just over ten minutes because he lived nearby.

Not only had he come, but Yu Arnold, the boss of White-Hair, had accompanied him.

When White-Hair called Yu Arnold, Yu was right beside Paul Santino at a business club where Paul often stayed.

"Mr. Alexander, it's a misunderstanding! Mr. Alexander!" Paul spotted Alexander standing at the alley entrance as soon as he got out of the car. He shouted urgently, hobbling as quickly as he could toward Alexander.

"Mr. Alexander, it really is a misunderstanding! Do you remember me? I'm Santino—we met at Young Master Doran's place that time... Mr. Alexander!"

Gone was Paul's usual authoritative demeanor; he walked and yelled, looking extremely anxious to explain.

Meanwhile.

By the roadside, Alexander's Lamborghini was still parked. Ashley Carter sat in the passenger seat, her face uneasy as she gazed out the window.

Ring-ring...

Her phone chimed.

Ashley was holding her phone; as soon as it rang, she glanced at it and answered immediately.

"Hey, sister," Ashley said quickly, her eyes still darting toward the window.

"Is it over?" Jasmine Doran asked.

"No, it doesn't seem like it. Another big group just showed up," Ashley replied nervously.

"Not over yet? More people?" Jasmine's voice rose in pitch.

Jasmine sensed something was wrong.

Earlier, Ashley had proactively called her—shortly after Alexander got out of the car, he entered an alley alone. Ashley had heard some noises: a woman screaming, "Help, save my boyfriend," along with shouts of "Mind your own business" and "Get him," mixed with profanities.

From those shouts, Ashley deduced that Alexander was intervening to uphold justice. The other side had many people, and a fight broke out. The subsequent screams of agony genuinely frightened her.

Alexander had told her to stay in the car.

She knew that going down would only cause trouble and wouldn't help in any positive way.

She was quite obedient.

But she was genuinely terrified, worried that Alexander might be in danger. She had no other options and didn't know anyone in New York, so she called Jasmine for help.

Jasmine's reaction, however, surprised her.

After hearing Ashley explain that Alexander had stepped in to do the right thing and a fight had ensued, Jasmine's response was... "Oh, it's fine!"

Since Ashley seemed very scared and uneasy, Jasmine comforted her with a few words.

Jasmine knew exactly how formidable and skilled Alexander was in a fight—he was practically inhuman! Unless it was a situation specifically set up to target Alexander, there was nothing to worry about.

A chance encounter where he intervened to help was naturally not aimed at him.

So, Jasmine wasn't worried at all.

She reassured Ashley, saying everything was fine and not to worry, then ended the call after a brief exchange.

This was Ashley's first phone call with Jasmine from inside the car.

Now, Jasmine was calling proactively for the second time.

Jasmine thought that intervening to uphold justice and fighting a bunch of foul-mouthed, likely low-level thugs should have been over by now, as it was almost 10:30 PM. She simply wanted to ask if it was finished and when they would be home.

But Ashley said it wasn't over, and another group of people had arrived?

Had things escalated?

"Who are they? Did they drive? How many are there?" Jasmine asked, thinking quickly.

"They came in Mercedes and other luxury cars, about a dozen people... There's a middle-aged man who looks like a boss, walking with a cane and limping. It seems Mr. Alexander knows him. He got out of the car shouting something about a misunderstanding, as if he wanted to explain something to Mr. Alexander..." Ashley observed the scene outside and spoke into the phone.

"It's Paul Santino," Jasmine immediately felt relieved. "Then it's fine, they're all familiar—"

"Ah!" Ashley suddenly gasped, startled and jumpy.

"What happened?" Jasmine asked.

"Mr. Alexander kicked that Santino guy to the ground... Oh no, oh no, they've pulled out guns, they're guns..." Ashley grew even more terrified.

Jasmine was also taken aback.

Alexander kicked Paul Santino down?

They pulled out guns?

Jasmine could hear Ashley's breathing become erratic and very rapid.

"And then?" Jasmine hurriedly asked again.

"N-no, it's okay now. That Santino guy... he cursed and told them to put the guns down..."

Listening to this, Jasmine sighed in relief, then thought for a moment and said, "Send me your phone's location..."

Jasmine decided to come and check the situation herself.

At that moment, what crossed her mind wasn't concern for Alexander—he couldn't possibly be in danger since the other party was Paul Santino.

But... the fact that Alexander had directly attacked Paul was something Jasmine hadn't expected. It was too surprising and even somewhat contrary to Alexander's usual character.

Alexander was not one to strike a smiling face unless provoked. His approach was always measured, leveraging psychological pressure through indirect means, rarely resorting to direct violence.

Paul had arrived later, clearly not involved in the initial incident but somehow connected to it.

Yet when he stepped out of the car and tried to explain it was all a misunderstanding, Alexander kicked him without hesitation?

This was entirely out of character!

Jasmine didn't know the exact details, but she could sense things were escalating dangerously.

It wasn't that Paul posed any real threat—he wouldn't dare.

What worried Jasmine was the dynamic between Alexander and her brother.

Even when disciplining a dog, one considers its owner.

Moreover, Paul wasn't just an ordinary subordinate to Dante. Before Dante arrived in New York, Paul had already been a prominent figure in the city's underworld.

If someone like Paul had truly offended Alexander to the point where an apology wouldn't suffice, Dante would naturally step in to resolve it.

If Dante were the one punishing Paul, no matter how severe, it wouldn't be an issue.

But Alexander taking action? That changed everything—the implications were entirely different.

Two key points stood out.

First, Paul wasn't directly involved in the incident; he hadn't provoked Alexander himself.

Second, Dante's relationship with New York's underworld was complex.

Over the years, Dante had managed to bring the city's underworld under control not just through family influence but through shrewd tactics and capability. How he handled his people, how he maintained their loyalty—these were delicate matters.

If Alexander beat Paul today, the news would shake the entire New York underworld by tomorrow. No matter how Dante handled the fallout, it would create complications.

If he sided with Alexander, rumors would spread, potentially undermining his authority and the respect he commanded.

If he sided with Paul… but he couldn't. No matter his personal feelings, publicly, he had to stand with "family."

Frankly, Jasmine wasn't worried about anything else—only that this incident might create a rift between her man, Alexander, and her own brother, Dante.

What to do?

Jasmine felt she had to go and assess the situation firsthand.


Chapter 16: A big mess.

"Mr. Ciotta, it's a misunderstanding… truly, a case of family turning against family. Look how this has blown up, I…" Paul Santino hobbled quickly on his cane, leaving the main road and approaching Alexander.

He wore an expression of profound apology, his demeanor exceedingly humble.

Alexander glanced at him, then suddenly lifted his leg—

Thud!

It happened too fast!

With Paul's bad leg, he had no time to react. Alexander's kick landed squarely in his stomach, sending him stumbling backward before he collapsed by the roadside, his cane flying out of reach.

"Boss!"

"Boss!"

Shouts erupted. Those who had come with Paul were his most trusted aides and toughest fighters. They were stunned—too sudden, too unbelievable!

After the initial shock, two of Paul's closest men immediately drew guns from their jackets.

They couldn't just stand by and watch their boss get attacked.

In New York, aside from Dante Doran, if anyone dared to strike their boss in front of them, they wouldn't hesitate to act.

And if, someday, Paul were to break with Dante, they would follow Paul without question. They had been with him for years—their loyalty, their livelihoods, were tied to him. Paul was their true boss.

The kicked-down Paul Santino was also dumbfounded and unbelieving.

He hadn't had much direct contact with Alexander before, so he had no idea… Was this brother-in-law of Young Master Doran so unreasonable and domineering?

His lowest-ranking underling had offended Alexander, and he had rushed over to apologize and explain, yet Alexander had actually kicked him?

At that moment, Paul was seething with anger, but he didn't show it. Noticing that one of his men had drawn a gun, he immediately turned and cursed, "What the fuck are you retards doing? Damn it! Put it away!!"

While Paul was shouting, Alexander took two steps toward him.

Since the boss had ordered them not to interfere, Paul's men were bewildered and conflicted, exchanging glances and unsure of what to do. Were they supposed to just watch Alexander beat their boss?

Paul propped himself up on the ground, sitting up slightly. He was already disabled, and now covered in dust and footprints, he looked utterly pitiful.

Alexander walked up to Paul and crouched down in front of him.

"Mr. Alexander, it's… It's really a misunderstanding…" Paul forced a smile, still trying to explain to Alexander. Though furious inside, he maintained a humble demeanor on the surface.

He had made up his mind: unless Alexander intended to kill him today, he would endure any beating. How to handle the situation afterward would be decided later.

After crouching down, Alexander suddenly acted again, his movements rough. He first slapped the side of Paul Santino's head, then hooked his arm around it and pulled him closer. Leaning forward slightly, he brought his head close to Paul Santino's, as if warning him about something.

The street was filled with noise, and even distant honking could be heard.

Alexander lowered his voice and whispered something into Paul Santino's ear.

No one around could make out what Alexander was saying. They could only see Paul's expression shifting repeatedly.

"The two people your men were chasing—the man is from the Ashford family in Boston, the woman is from the Guo family, both are third-generation direct descendants. Fortunately, they weren't seriously injured. But if they really pursue this matter, the fault lies with your men. Even if Dante wants to protect you, it wouldn't be easy..."

Paul initially thought Alexander was going to threaten him. Alexander's posture was fierce, but when he spoke, he leaned close and whispered with a tone that felt like... they were on the same side!

But that wasn't the main point!

The crucial thing was that Paul knew precisely who the Ashford and the Guo family were!

Boston and New York are neighboring cities. Ordinary people might not understand what these families truly represent, but someone like Paul, with his connections, naturally knew!

The Ashford family was even more formidable! They were one of Boston's top families, wielding power and influence on par with the Doran family!

Although Paul didn't know the specific internal situations of these families, nor did he know exactly who Nathaniel Ashford was—he wasn't at that level to interact with them.

But Alexander had said they were third-generation direct descendants!

Therefore, Paul could imagine the consequences of his men beating Nathaniel Ashford... it would be almost as severe as beating Dante Doran!

This realization filled Paul with genuine fear.

"...Nathaniel Ashford is right inside, watching... How you should behave now..."

Alexander spoke with Paul for about one or two minutes.

Paul's expression kept shifting throughout.

After finishing, Alexander straightened up, removed his hand from the back of Paul's head, and patted his cheek twice.

Not too lightly, not too heavily.

It was an extremely humiliating gesture.

"Do you know what you did wrong?" Alexander asked while patting him, speaking in a normal volume!

As he said this, Alexander gave Paul a meaningful look.

"Y-yes, Mr. Alexander," Paul replied fearfully.

Did he feel wronged?

Angry?

Wanting to bide his time for revenge?

No!

Not at all!

Because Paul Santino had already understood why Alexander suddenly kicked him! Why he adopted such a fierce posture, making it seem like he was both beating and warning him.

This was saving his life!

This was an act!

A scheme of inflicting injury on oneself to win the enemy's trust!

Performed for the two people watching from the alley!

Therefore, even though Alexander had both kicked him and slapped his face, Paul not only felt no anger or resentment in his heart, but was even genuinely grateful to Alexander from the bottom of his heart!

Truly saving his life!

Not just by kicking him to save him!

Earlier, when Alexander happened to pass by, he intervened in someone else's business, and courageously rescued Nathaniel Ashford and Cecilia Guo—that act alone had saved Paul Santino's life!

If Alexander hadn't appeared here today, Nathaniel would likely have been seriously injured and hospitalized, possibly even left with permanent disabilities!

Then the severity of this incident would have escalated into an irreparable "disaster"!

If it had reached that point...

Paul could imagine that Dante might not even necessarily protect him. The blame wouldn't fall on Dante either, since Dante wasn't part of the underworld scene and didn't participate in underworld affairs.

But Paul himself, along with his large group of followers, were indeed part of the underworld, inherently unclean with too many dirty deeds.

The people who did the beating were all his junior followers!

If things escalated, who knows how many would end up in prison, how many would die in prison—including Paul himself, he'd be going in too!

This wasn't something that could be resolved by punishing a few underlings, nor could it be settled with any amount of money!

It's... all over!

Thankfully! Alexander happened to be passing by and intervened, which made the situation less dire and left some room for resolution.

A savior!

Paul was practically overflowing with gratitude toward Alexander in his heart!

This situation was quite amusing: Alexander saved Nathaniel and Cecilia, and they regarded him as their savior. Meanwhile, Alexander had beaten Paul's men and Paul himself, yet Paul also saw Alexander as his savior!

Everyone was immensely grateful to Alexander!

Alexander turned and walked into the alley.

Paul struggled to stand up. Due to his disability, he couldn't get up immediately, so his close associates quickly stepped forward to help him up, retrieved his crutch, and handed it to him.

Just then.

Vroom—

The roar of engines echoed through the street as another motorcade appeared, consisting of three cars. More people had arrived!

The cars stopped near the entrance of the alley.

Seven or eight people got out of the three cars.

The leader appeared to be around fifty years old, dressed in a very formal black suit. He was tall, slightly portly, and had a hooked nose.

His name was Joe Johns! The owner of the Chen Hotel Group in New York, his business involved hotel investments, real estate, and more. He was also a major shareholder in several companies, with a net worth of several hundred million.

The punk-haired, rich, second-generation who had called thugs to block and beat people was named John Johns.

Joe Johns was John Johns's father!

The reason John was so familiar with the underworld thugs and could arrange for people at a moment's notice was that Joe and Paul Santino had a close relationship!

Paul Santino held shares in many of Joe's businesses. They were not just friends but also business partners—"brothers"!

Alexander paused briefly, glanced toward Joe, who had just gotten out of the car, but didn't look for long before turning away and entering the alley.

Paul had intended to follow Alexander into the alley, but upon seeing Joe arrive, he glanced over and hurriedly limped over quickly.

"Old Joe!" Paul called out.

He wanted to pull Joe aside to quickly explain the situation.

The ones who did the beating were Paul's men.

The one who called them was Joe's son.

If this wasn't handled properly, Paul would be finished, Joe would be finished—neither of them would escape the consequences!

In the alley.

Cecilia was supporting Nathaniel as they stood by the wall in the alley.

Nathaniel had witnessed the earlier situation: Paul being beaten by Alexander.

Although Nathaniel didn't know who Paul was, Paul's men had guns... which clearly indicated he was a "big shot" in the underworld.

Alexander had acted without hesitation.

Pau's men had instinctively drawn their guns, but Paul, despite being beaten, had yelled at them to stand down. It was clear he was terrified of Alexander.

At this moment, Nathaniel was again wondering, just who was Alexander?

Alexander walked up to the two of them again and asked with a smile, "Did you make the call?"

"No, my phone is shattered. Cecilia's phone is in her bag, and her bag is in the car..." Nathaniel replied, then immediately asked Alexander, "Brother, who is that cripple?"

"Paul Santino, a boss in the underworld," Alexander said.

Nathaniel understood what "a boss in the underworld" meant, and it immediately made him think of someone—Dante Doran, the young master of New York!

He knew that New York was Dante Doran's territory!

So... Alexander had beaten Dante's men like that. Was he not even afraid of Dante Doran?

Nathaniel was lost in thought.

Alexander turned to Nathaniel and asked, "Should we go to the hospital first? Or... wait until things are settled here? Can you hold on?"

"Big bro, I'm fine. It's not that serious. I'm tough—I've trained!" Nathaniel said, even raising his arm to gesture.

He was putting on a brave front.

But indeed, there were no severe injuries like fractures or internal bleeding.

"Big bro, how many years have you been practicing martial arts? Did you start from childhood?" Nathaniel asked Alexander, his tone even tinged with excitement.

He had previously asked Alexander about martial arts with great curiosity.

Throughout his life, he had been most passionate about two things: combat sports and cars!

Cars had only become a hobby in recent years, but martial arts and combat training—he had practiced since he was a child! It was arguably his greatest passion!

He had always believed he was pretty skilled—able to handle three or five peers with ease, and even hold his own against seven or eight. But today, Alexander had reshaped entirely his understanding of combat!

"Many years," Alexander replied with a smile, his answer vague.

"So how exactly did you train, big bro? Did you really do it all on your own? No formal instruction?" Nathaniel pressed, deeply intrigued.

For the next few minutes, Alexander casually chatted with Nathaniel about combat techniques.

***

On the street at the far end of the alley.

Paul and John had finally finished their conversation. Joe knew less about the involved families than Paul Santino, so Paul had to explain in detail, repeatedly urging and warning Joe to stay resolute and not mess up the act!

Vroom...

The roar of an engine suddenly echoed through the street once again!

A single car—a Rolls-Royce—raced forward at high speed!

It was moving exceptionally fast!

Swiftly crossing half the street, it reached near the alley entrance and slammed on the brakes! The car was high-end, so it came to a stable, abrupt halt.

The door opened.

Dante stepped out with two bodyguards.

He had arrived too! Paul had notified him immediately and explained the situation.

Some of Paul's men were standing outside the alley entrance, so Dante headed straight toward them. After just a few steps, he noticed the blue Lamborghini. He naturally knew it was his brother-in-law's car.

"Huh?" Dante suddenly frowned.

Because he noticed that his brother-in-law wasn't in the car.

But!

In the passenger seat of the car sat a gorgeous young woman!

Dante's entire mood shifted abruptly, feeling somewhat off.

Paul and Joe were both watching. When they saw Dante get out of the car, they exchanged a glance and walked together toward the alley entrance.

Paul hadn't expected Dante to come directly. He had repeatedly considered the situation on his way here before calling Dante to explain, naturally adopting an "apologize first" attitude - admitting his mistake to Dante before Alexander could speak to him about it.

This matter clearly couldn't be resolved with just an apology. Paul was simply establishing his attitude first.

Yet Dante had come directly... Did he value his brother-in-law so much?

It's worth mentioning that both Paul and Joe had come from the south. When Paul pulled Joe aside to talk by the roadside, they were naturally in the southern area, while Dante had come from the north.

Therefore, when Dante walked toward the alley entrance, Paul and Joe were converging from the opposite direction.

As Dante approached the alley, he kept glancing sideways at the blue Lamborghini.

He had seen Ashley and was already speculating about her identity with growing unease.

A beautiful girl who could outshine the glamorous appearance of a celebrity on screen, looking very young and dressed extremely eye-catchingly. The car covered most of her body, but even then, it was clear her figure was mouth-wateringly perfect.

It would be strange if Dante didn't have suspicions.

Putting aside everything else, just the fact that his brother-in-law had another girl in his car - if his older sister found out about this, it would be disastrous.

As a younger brother, Dante naturally stood on his sister's side.

His thoughts were extremely complicated at this moment.

He even wondered... had he been mistaken? Could it be a misunderstanding? Or perhaps she was his brother-in-law's sister? Even if they were friends, they might not have that kind of relationship.

Dante kept thinking as he walked, passing in front of the Lamborghini's hood.

Alexander emerged from the alley at that moment, having heard the arriving car, and came out to check.

"Brother-in-law!" Dante immediately waved to Alexander and quickened his pace, asking as he walked: "Brother-in-law, are you alright?"

With that, he reached the alley entrance.

"What could possibly happen to me?" Alexander smiled at Dante, placing a hand on his shoulder and leaning in slightly. Dante tilted his head to listen.

"The one who got beaten was..." Alexander briefly explained the situation.

As Alexander and Dante spoke quietly at the alley entrance, Nathaniel and Cecilia inside noticed the new arrival.

"Eh?" Cecilia seemed to recognize the person, expressing surprise before turning to Nathaniel and whispering: "Babe, isn't that Young Master Dante?"

Nathaniel also found the person familiar. Hearing Cecilia's words, he looked more carefully.

It really was him!

Neither he nor Cecilia were familiar with Dante - they basically had no interaction, mainly because both were still students. Although they were both "third-generation elites," their circles were somewhat different.

But they had definitely met before!

At major family banquets and events, like weddings or funerals of elders.

The Doran and Ashford families had no direct relationship. They weren't close, but families close to the Dorans might also be close to the Ashford. The relationships within these circles were quite complex.

Even rival families might encounter each other at the same banquet.

"It really seems to be him..."

At the alley entrance, Alexander was whispering to Dante.

Dante was also taken aback by what he heard. He had come for Alexander's sake, having learned that Alexander had clashed with Paul's men and was being surrounded. Upon arriving and seeing someone in Alexander's car, his thoughts shifted again.

Now, the situation had become even more complicated!

Everyone knew that New York was Dante's territory, and the underworld was filled with his people. If Nathaniel and Cecilia were really crippled by underworld figures... that would be...

There was no way the blame would fall on Dante—he hadn't known about the situation beforehand.

But from his perspective, resolving this matter would be extremely difficult! If it escalated severely, he might even have to ask his father to step in and negotiate.

Even then, it would be hard to settle!

The ideal scenario would be to sacrifice Paul's faction and act as a mediator from a "neutral" standpoint.

If things really reached that point, although it wouldn't directly harm Dante personally, it would significantly impact and undermine the efforts he had painstakingly built in New York over the years!

It might even allow the Devonte family to stir up trouble.

As Dante listened to Alexander, he understood—what a close call! Fortunately, his brother-in-law happened to pass by and intervened heroically, preventing the situation from escalating to extremes.

Moreover, Alexander's words hinted that he knew Nathaniel and Cecilia, clearly indicating his intention to mediate the matter!

Otherwise, he could have just saved them and left—why wait here?

"Um... Young Master Doran?" Nathaniel Ashford's voice suddenly rang out from the alley.

Alexander looked up and turned around.

Dante also raised his head to look.

Nathaniel and Cecilia were walking over. Nathaniel seemed unsure if he had recognized the right person and called out tentatively.

"Nathaniel Ashford?" Dante also looked at Nathaniel and greeted him.

"Yes, it's really you, Young Master Doran." Nathaniel looked surprised, not just because Dante had come, but also because of Dante's relationship with Alexander.

Just now, it seemed like Dante had called Alexander... brother-in-law?!

Had he heard correctly?

"Hahahaha, look at this mess! Mr. Ashford, Miss Guo!" Dante suddenly burst into laughter, appearing hearty and natural as he stepped forward. "We're practically family and didn't even recognize each other! Damn it! Who the hell did this, motherf—"

Dante's emotional shift was seamless. Noticing Nathaniel's bruised face covered in footprints, he seemed to lose control and started cursing.

Paul and Joe had already approached but stood aside since Alexander was whispering to Dante.

Now, seeing Dante greet Nathaniel and Cecilia so familiarly, their hearts trembled. Hearing Dante's anger, their hearts trembled again!

"What, did someone lay hands on Miss Guo, too?" Dante noticed a footprint on Cecilia's clothes.

She had been kicked, and although unhurt, hitting a woman was...

Additionally, Cecilia had lost her high heels while running. Now barefoot, her feet were dirty, and the soles were undoubtedly in bad shape.

"Damn it! How are you managing your people? You son of a bitch!" Dante erupted in rage, spinning around and delivering a kick.

Thump!

Paul was kicked again and fell once more!

But Paul already understood what was happening. He almost wished to be kicked more, hoping to be hospitalized—this would make his "victim act" more convincing!

Dante kicked Paul, while Paul's subordinates around them didn't dare to move, just looking at each other nervously.

But Joe moved at this moment.

He quickly entered the alley and shouted, "John Johns! John Johns, come here!"

About twenty meters down the alley, John, who was kneeling by the wall, heard his father calling him. He quickly stood up and responded, "Dad, Dad, I'm here."

"Get over here now!" Joe shouted again, taking a few more steps forward while scanning the ground.

John hurried over and called out again, "Dad."

"You called these people?" Joe asked, appearing very angry.

"Yes, yes... I..." John was confused. He thought his father had come to rescue him, but Joe's attitude frightened him.

"You're something else, huh? Learned to bully people, have you? You're really something!" Joe took two steps toward his son and suddenly swung his hand!

Smack!

A resounding slap!

John directly crashed into the wall beside him, falling to the ground, completely stunned by the blow.

Joe then picked up a baseball bat from the ground and started beating him!

"Bullying people, huh? Damn it! Can't see what's right! Always causing trouble! I'll fucking beat you to death!" Joe unleashed a storm of blows on his son.

He was really hitting hard!

Of course, he wasn't aiming to actually kill him - striking his arms, back, and legs!

John let out a series of screams, and they weren't fake.

Alexander, Dante, Nathaniel, and Cecilia were all watching from the alley entrance, turning their heads to look.

Paul had already gotten up again and was standing to the side.

"Ashley, come here for a moment." Alexander suddenly turned around and called toward the Lamborghini.

Dante suddenly narrowed his eyes, glanced at Alexander, then looked toward the Lamborghini.

Ashley? That wasn't his sister's name.....So who....

And his tone....calling her so intimately?


Chapter 17: Confused Dante. Jasmine arrives.

The Lamborghini door opened, and Ashley stepped out, wearing a body-hugging short skirt that accentuated her curves. Pale soft thighs, toned legs, and a hint of cleavage, all straining the fabric of what she wore- Curves that were enough to make anyone's eyes light up.

Of course, given the current situation and timing, nobody was in the mood to appreciate a beautiful woman.

Dante was watching Ashley, still wondering what exactly her relationship with Alexander was.

Probably not that kind of relationship, right?

As a man himself, and one who had been with many women, Dante understood men too well. In his view, no man could dislike a woman of Ashley's caliber.

But in his heart, he hoped Ashley and Alexander weren't that kind of couple. He hoped his guess was wrong!

Otherwise!

He felt this would become very difficult for him!

Dante would never let his elder sister suffer any grievance, but right now he was somewhat... reluctant to confront Alexander! Somewhat afraid of Alexander.

Dante's "recognition" of Alexander wasn't solely due to Alexander being his brother-in-law, but also because of various factors, including Morris Doran's current attitude toward Alexander and some information Morris had revealed when giving private instructions to his son.

As Ashley got out of the car, she felt somewhat nervous. There were people everywhere - Paul Santino's men, Joe's men, Dante's men.

She didn't know any of them, and this display gave her considerable psychological pressure.

Controlling her emotions, she walked to Alexander's side.

"Mr. Ciotta." Ashley pursed her lips slightly as she addressed Alexander.

Hearing Ashley call him "Mr. Ciotta," Dante felt slightly relieved. This form of address wasn't typical between lovers.

"Do you have tissues?" Alexander asked with a slight smile.

"Yes, I do," Ashley responded quickly, rummaging through her clutch bag and pulling out a pack of tissues, which she handed to Alexander.

"Clean yourself up first." Alexander took the tissues and gestured toward Nathaniel.

"Thank you, big brother."

"Let me do it, babe."

Both Nathaniel and Cecilia spoke up, with Cecilia taking the tissues, opening them, and wiping Nathaniel... wiping blood!

Although there were no life-threatening or severe injuries, Nathaniel had been knocked down several times earlier. There was blood on his forehead, and his nose was bleeding.

Mainly his nose - the blood had flowed quite heavily. Although it had stopped by now, his face and clothes were covered in blood.

"Someone, go find Miss Guo's shoes. They should be at the other end of the alley... and Miss Guo's bag, it's in the GTR car at the alley's end..." Alexander turned his head again, gesturing as he spoke.

It wasn't clear who he was talking to.

"Right away, Mr. Ciotta." One of Dante's bodyguards responded and quickly ran into the alley.

About seven or eight meters into the alley, Joe was still brutally beating his son.

The bodyguard ran past them without even a glance.

Just seconds after the bodyguard ran past.

"Ah!!! My leg! Dad! My leg!! Ah!!" John suddenly let out a piercing, horrifying scream, his voice extremely high-pitched and frightening.

He clutched his deformed left leg, rolling on the ground, his agonized screams making people's scalps crawl.

Joe had actually broken his own son's leg!

Naturally, this was another act of self-punishment.

He had truly used brutal force.

However, he certainly wouldn't actually cripple his son. As long as it wasn't a joint fracture, it wouldn't cause permanent disability and could be healed.

The screams were so horrifying that they made both Ashley and Cecilia jump in fright.

Cecilia tightened her grip on Nathaniel's arm.

Ashley instinctively moved closer to Alexander's side, looking somewhat frightened as she linked her arm with his.

"It's alright," Alexander said, glancing at Ashley and reassuring her in a low voice. He wrapped an arm around her waist, giving it a couple of gentle pats while letting her lean into him for security.

As she did so, he leaned down, planting a gentle peck on her cheek.

Dante noticed this, his pupils contracting sharply.

Paul also saw it, his face changing dramatically!

He feared Alexander because of Dante. He didn't know much about Alexander's other affairs. Still, he did know that Dante truly treated Alexander well, calling him "brother-in-law" with practiced ease.

The core of everything lay in the relationship between Alexander and Jasmine Doran!

Therefore, if Alexander had other women, given Jasmine's temperament, trouble was bound to ensue. And if Alexander broke up with Jasmine, then Dante's attitude toward Alexander would...

Paul Santino was terrified!

Aren't they even trying to hide it?

Dante, too, felt a surge of anger rising in his heart after his pupils contracted sharply.

The situation he least wanted to see had appeared. This girl and his brother-in-law Alexander were indeed that kind of relationship! How dare he betray his sister? Even if he was going to betray her, couldn't he at least be discreet about it?

What am I supposed to do now?

Dante's thoughts at this moment were very complex!

Actually, he had always been quite open-minded about men fooling around with women.

He even knew that his own father had other women, and his mother knew too, but turned a blind eye.

Dante clearly understood the difference between genuine feelings and just playing around.

But!

Even if it's just playing around, can't you hide it a little? Can't you be so blatant? Don't let me know, don't let my sister know! If no one knows, wouldn't everything be peaceful?

He was furious!

Dante could sense that Alexander simply didn't care if he found out!

So brazenly, right in front of his "brother-in-law"! Being inappropriate with another woman! This matter was definitely going to blow up; Dante would certainly tell his sister!

"Brother-in-law! Who is this young lady...?" Dante suddenly asked, emphasizing the word "brother-in-law" heavily, his glance toward Ashley filled with disapproval.

There were many people around, and the troublesome matter hadn't been resolved yet, so he naturally wouldn't directly confront Alexander—what if it was a misunderstanding?

Causing a scene for outsiders to see wouldn't look good either.

Actually, Dante's current mindset was related to his slight fear of Alexander.

Otherwise, given his usual temper, he wouldn't care whether it was a misunderstanding or not—he'd just curse and question directly!

"Hmm?" Alexander smiled as he looked at Dante.

He knew what Dante was thinking.

In fact, he had intentionally called Ashley to get out of the car at this moment!

He wanted to clarify this matter early to prevent Dante from misunderstanding and causing trouble later if he encountered other incidents involving his other women.

"Ashley Carter," Alexander introduced her to Dante Doran, then turned to Ashley, "Ashley, this is Dante Doran, Jasmine's younger brother."

"Hello, Mr. Doran," Ashley Carter nodded in greeting to Dante.

She now knew he was Jasmine's brother, but she didn't know exactly what he did or how powerful he was in New York, so she didn't feel much psychological pressure.

Besides, Ashley didn't know that Dante was unaware of Alexander's other women. Seeing Alexander introduce her so naturally, she assumed everyone knew, so there was nothing to feel pressured about.

Dante slightly furrowed his brow. This girl, doesn't she care at all about being the other woman? Isn't she afraid of him?

What he didn't know was that Ashley's courage came from ignorance!

"Oh, Mr. Ciotta." Ashley seemed to suddenly remember something and turned to Alexander. "I just called Miss Doran, and about ten minutes later, she called me back. She asked for the address and seemed like she was coming over..."

"Coming over?" Alexander looked at Ashley. "Why is she coming instead of resting properly?"

"I don't know either. I just told her about the situation here, and then she..." Ashley's tone was uncertain.

Dante, listening nearby, was utterly baffled.

When she said "Miss Doran," Dante instinctively thought of his older sister.

But if it was his sister... did his sister know this girl named Ashley Carter?! Was she aware of this other woman's existence?! And they had talked on the phone?!

Bewildered!

He couldn't figure it out!

What the hell was going on?!

"Um, Miss... Carter? The Miss Doran you mentioned is..." Dante asked directly.

"Hmm?" Ashley looked at Dante and said, "Mr. Doran, it's your sister..." Ashley found Dante rather strange - why would he need to ask about his own sister?

Dante remained confused.

He stared at Ashley for several seconds before suddenly coming to his senses. "I'll make a call to ask my sister when she's arriving." As he said this, he glanced at Alexander before walking to the side.

Making a call!

Of course, Dante wasn't actually going to ask Jasmine when she would arrive - he wanted to ask... what the hell was going on?!

Walking to the roadside not far away, Dante dialed Jasmine's number.

The call connected quickly.

"Hey, sis," Dantes spoke first, instinctively glancing back slightly as he did so before taking a few steps aside. "When will you get here?"

"Soon," Jasmine Doran replied coldly.

Tire noise could be heard in the background through the phone. All of Jasmine's vehicles were luxury cars with excellent sound insulation. If tire noise was audible, it meant the car was moving at high speed!

"Are you already there?" Jasmine asked her brother. "Have you seen your brother-in-law? Is he injured?"

Jasmine was asking deliberately because she knew Alexander wasn't hurt; otherwise, Ashley would have mentioned it.

She was trying to influence Dante's mindset by expressing how much she cared about Alexander.

"No, they were no match for brother-in-law," Dante lowered his voice, then paused before adding, "Don't be angry, sis. This was Paul Santino's failure to control his subordinates. Those punks didn't recognize brother-in-law. I'll deal with them."

"Nothing else happened, right?" Jasmine asked again.

She was referring to Alexander hitting Paul, testing her brother's attitude about it. Between siblings, there was nothing they couldn't discuss.

"Well... it's complicated... Hard to explain over the phone. Let's talk when you get here," Dante said instead.

The situation was indeed complex. Nathaniel and Cecilia had been beaten up. Although, because of Alexander's involvement, they weren't seriously injured... but the mere fact they were assaulted was severe enough in itself!

There would be plenty of trouble to deal with later.

But to Jasmine's ears, Dante's words carried a different meaning.

Alexander hit Paul Santino, and it's complicated?

Could this incident really affect her brother's reputation in the underworld of New York? Or his control over his subordinates?

"I guess I'll be there in about six or seven minutes," Jasmine said thoughtfully. "That's all for now."

This clearly wasn't something that could be resolved over the phone, and Jasmine didn't intend to discuss details on the call.

"Hey sis? Wait, don't hang up yet," Dante said urgently.

"Hmm? What is it?" Jasmine asked, about to end the call.

"Well... sis... do you know..." Dante spoke hesitantly.

"Why are you stammering? Spit it out! If not, I'm hanging up!" Jasmine's tone was sharp.

She was deliberately acting this way so she could later make a scene! To "back up" Alexander! Maintaining consistent emotions throughout.

"Sis, it's about this," Dante quickly sped up his speech, lowering his voice. "Sis, do you know a girl named Ashley Carter?"

"Her? What about her?" Jasmine countered.

"She... when I arrived, she was with brother-in-law. Just now she told brother-in-law that she had spoken with you... Is that true?" Dante's words came out somewhat awkwardly because he was still worried about misunderstanding the situation, and also afraid that if it wasn't a misunderstanding, it might upset his sister.

"Oh... I know. She went out with your brother-in-law this afternoon to handle some business," Jasmine said.

"You know her? What's your... relationship with her?" Dante asked again.

"...No particular relationship... friends, I guess." Jasmine's voice faltered slightly. She couldn't very well tell her brother that she and Ashley were 'sisters sharing the same man' - that was too embarrassing to say aloud.

But she had already realized what her brother was really asking about.

Her brother had found out that Alexander had another woman.

But because Ashley had mentioned speaking with Jasmine. Dante was confused!

"Then... is she also friends with Alexander?" Dante asked again.

"Why do you care about her? What's it to you?" Jasmine's tone was sharp again. She hadn't figured out how to explain this matter to her brother.

"No, sis, I'm just... I'm just concerned about you..." Dante felt overwhelmed. His sister's attitude only deepened his confusion.

"I'll be there soon. We'll talk when I arrive. Bye." Jasmine hung up after saying this.

Listening to the busy tone from his phone, Dante's expression turned strange, his eyes still filled with bewilderment.

He still hadn't figured out what the hell was going on?!

Was his sister allowing Alexander to have a mistress?

Dante didn't dare to entertain that thought!

Because he knew his sister's temper all too well - it was terrifyingly fierce!

While people outside said Dante had a bad temper, he knew his sister's was far worse! Every time he recalled his sister publicly scolding their grandfather in front of everyone at home, or slapping their uncle face-to-face, Dante felt his scalp tingle.

Still puzzled, Dante walked back to where Alexander, Ashley, Nathaniel, and Cecilia were standing.

Cecilia was still wiping blood from Nathaniel's face.

Dante glanced at Alexander but spoke to Nathaniel: "Mr. Ashford, rest assured about today's incident. I, Dante Doran, will definitely give you an explanation. Whoever laid hands on you won't get away with it!"

Two minutes later.

Dante's bodyguard returned, carrying Cecilia's high-heeled shoe and retrieving her bag from the wrecked GTR sports car.

About five more minutes passed.

Vroom—

A convoy consisting of a Mercedes Maybach and two Mercedes G-Classes appeared at the street entrance, engines roaring. All three vehicles were driving extremely fast, as if they had raced here. As they approached the alley entrance, the two Mercedes G-Classes at the back slowed down first.

The Mercedes Maybach surged forward a few more meters before screeching to an abrupt halt.

The rear door immediately opened.

It was Jasmine, pushing the door open and jumping out of the car!

Jasmine was wearing a woman's suit with trousers and flat shoes, which she rarely wore. She had only officially slept with Alexander yesterday.

After resting at Alexander's place today, she had asked someone to pack and deliver some of her clothes to Alexander's villa...

She would be frequently staying at Alexander's place from now on, getting ready for work from his home, so she needed to prepare her change of clothes in advance.

Though Jasmine usually wore light makeup, she hadn't applied any today.

There hadn't been time - once she decided to come here, she immediately got dressed and went downstairs, with no time for makeup.

Without makeup and with her hair untended, she looked somewhat disheveled.

Despite this, Jasmine didn't appear messy at all when she stepped out of the car. Instead, she had an ethereal quality about her, her skin so flawless. As the breeze caught her hair when she exited the vehicle, she looked stunningly beautiful!

After getting out of the car, Jasmine quickly scanned the situation.

By this time, everyone had gathered near a business van. The van door was open, with the injured Nathaniel sitting sideways inside, his legs extending outside the vehicle. Cecilia was by his side, using a cotton swab to apply medicine to the wound on Nathaniel's forehead.

There was a small medical kit from Paul's subordinate's car - people in their line of work often kept such supplies in their vehicles.

Alexander, Ashley, Dante, and others were all standing outside the van door.

Paul stood slightly further away at the edge.

Joe was not present here. He had beaten his son so severely that his leg was broken, and he had fallen unconscious. He had taken his son back to his car and hadn't returned yet.

"Sis." Dante raised his hand in greeting.

Jasmine strode over quickly with her bodyguards, her face cold and her aura intimidating. She first approached Alexander, grabbing his arm to look him up and down.

"What are you doing?" Alexander smiled.

"Are you hurt?" Jasmine asked.

"No." Alexander smiled.

Jasmine immediately stopped looking at Alexander, turning instead to face Paul. "Your men started this?"

"Y-yes, Miss Doran. It's a misunderstanding, I..." Because Jasmine's aura was so intimidating, Paul immediately tried to explain, but Jasmine didn't let him finish.

She stepped forward and raised her leg!

Jasmine was trained in martial arts. She went straight in with a kick, striking Paul right in the chest and sending him tumbling backward.

Paul was having a rough day - first Alexander kicked him, then Dante kicked him, and now Jasmine was kicking him.

But it wasn't over yet!

"Gun!" After kicking him, Jasmine stared at Paul while extending her hand to the side, palm up.

Sebastian, the bodyguard following Jasmine, immediately pulled a gun from his waist and slapped it into Jasmine's hand.

Jasmine took the gun, racked the slide to chamber a round, released the safety, then took two steps forward and raised the gun to aim at Paul's head as he lay on the ground.

It felt incredibly sudden! Everything happened in just seconds, leaving everyone stunned.

Jasmine was actually going to shoot Paul right then and there!

"Hey! Sis! Don't!!" Dante exclaimed in alarm.

Dante stood on the other side of Alexander, exclaiming in shock as he rushed forward to grab Jasmine's gun-wielding hand. He never expected his older sister to be so impulsive.

Bang—

The gunshot rang out, sharp and crisp.

In this city of towering skyscrapers, such sounds typically didn't carry beyond a single block.

The gunshot echoed through the street.

Dante had seized Jasmine's wrist while she held the gun angled toward the sky.

The shot had been fired into the air.

Jasmine had actually pulled the trigger!

It appeared that if Dante hadn't reacted quickly enough to stop his sister Jasmine, that bullet would have blown Paul Santino's head off.

Paul lay collapsed on the ground, his face pale and trembling.

Everyone around wore stunned expressions as they stared at Jasmine, all thoroughly frightened—even Alexander looked somewhat surprised.

He was quite taken aback.

However, after carefully considering what Jasmine had said when she arrived and her current actions, Alexander understood.

"Let go!" Jasmine turned her head and glared at Dante.

"Sis, don't! What are you doing? We should at least give Paul a chance to explain," Dante insisted, gripping Jasmine's wrist tightly. He felt so torn!

What Dante considered wasn't just that Paul's "crime didn't deserve death," nor merely how the underworld would react afterward.

He also thought... he simply couldn't let his sister commit murder in broad daylight!

So many people were watching—including Paul's men, Joe's men, along with Nathaniel and Cecilia, who couldn't even be considered "allies" at this point.

Wasn't this handing their enemies ammunition?

Because there were too many people present, and they weren't all on the same side, if Jasmine really killed Paul like this, the incident would spread.

It would be highly detrimental to Jasmine, severely damaging to the Doran family, and even... James Sutherland's informants in New York would learn about it.

That would create enormous complications!

"Let go!" Jasmine glared at Dante again.

"Jasmine." Alexander approached from behind, calling her name as he reached out and took the gun from her hand. He engaged the safety and handed it to her bodyguard.

Jasmine turned to look at Alexander.

"Let's go." Alexander took Jasmine's hand and pulled her away.

Jasmine had arrived in a highly emotional state, filled with rage—even toward her own brother.

Though Alexander was leading her away and her expression hadn't softened, she complied physically without resistance.

She had come specifically to back Alexander up!

Because Alexander had confronted Paul, if she also took action against Paul, the matter would shift to her shoulders. As Dante's biological sister, no one in the underworld would dare question however Dante handled the situation afterward.

Of course, killing Paul would have been going too far.

Everyone watched as Alexander led Jasmine away, their eyes following the pair until Alexander guided Jasmine back to the Mercedes-Maybach. They got in and closed the door.

Jasmine's bodyguard withdrew his gaze, scanned the ground, then stepped forward to pick up the spent shell casing.

The bullet itself was irrecoverable—fired into the sky, who knew where it might land—so only the shell could be retrieved.

Dante ran his hand through his hair, looking pained.

He pulled out his phone and walked aside to make a call.

Although Jasmine's gunshot didn't cause any serious consequences, the sound of gunfire was likely to prompt someone to call the police. Nearby residents might report it, so Dante needed to make a call to handle the situation.

This incident definitely wouldn't make the news tomorrow. Even if there were related reports, they would describe it as something like "car tire explosion triggers citizen alarm."

"Miss, Miss Doran seems even more formidable than the rumors suggest," Cecilia whispered to Nathaniel.

"Y-yes..." Nathaniel responded.

Both of them turned their heads to look toward the Maybach.

Inside the Maybach:

"Were you really going to kill Paul?" Alexander glanced at Jasmine with a smile.

"Didn't Dante stop me?" She also glanced back at Alexander.

"What if he hadn't stopped you?" Alexander asked again.

"We grew up together. How could I not understand him?" Jasmine said, then changed the subject: "Why did you hit Paul? Were you angry? That angry?" As she spoke, she reached over and held Alexander's hand.

Truthfully, she still didn't understand what had caused Alexander's "unusual behavior," and she had misunderstood what Dante meant by "trouble" during their earlier phone call.

"Acting," Alexander smiled. "I hit him, and he'll still thank me for it."

"Huh?" Jasmine was startled. "Why?"

"The two people I saved are..." Alexander then explained the situation to Jasmine.

In just a minute or two, he made everything clear. Jasmine naturally understood what the Ashford family and the Guo family represented.

Jasmine realized she had "misunderstood" - even her worries had been unnecessary. But her extreme behavior would actually produce positive effects.

"You accidentally hit the mark," Alexander smiled at Jasmine. "Both Nathaniel and Cecilia saw that you were going to kill Paul. Their feelings of grievance after being beaten will further change, and... Paul knows you were acting, so he'll still be grateful to you."

Actually, Jasmine's original motivation had nothing to do with Nathaniel and Cecilia.

But!

She hadn't expressed much before, and it wasn't too late to make the connection now.

Although she had only been concerned about Alexander before taking action, as Alexander's girlfriend, it was normal for her to care more about him! She didn't even know who Nathaniel or Cecilia were.

Jasmine rarely socialized with scions of major families, so today was actually her first time meeting the two.

It was also their first time seeing her.

But they had all heard of each other. When Nathaniel and Cecilia heard Dante call her "sister" and Alexander call her "Jasmine," they naturally realized this was the legendary eldest granddaughter of the Doran family!

A few minutes after Alexander pulled Jasmine into the car:

The car door suddenly opened. Alexander didn't get out but sat inside, waving to Dante, who had finished his phone call: "Dante, come here!"

Dante hurried over.

The Maybach's back seat only had two seats, so Alexander gestured for Dante to get in the front passenger seat.

Dante got in and closed the door.

They needed to discuss and align their stories.

After another two minutes, Dante got out first.

Paul had been helped up by his previously terrified subordinates. After getting out, Dante walked over to Paul and signaled him to step aside for a talk. Naturally, Dante would make Paul understand that it had all been an act!

Meanwhile.

Alexander and Jasmine got out of the car again, with Jasmine appearing much more composed as she linked arms with Alexander.

The two walked over to the open door of the business vehicle.

"Big brother..." Nathaniel spoke first, then glanced at Jasmine, "Um... Miss Doran."

"Hello, Miss Doran." Cecilia also greeted Jasmine.

Both of them looked somewhat uncomfortable, as if they found Jasmine rather intimidating.

"Hello." Jasmine smiled at them.

"How are you feeling?" Alexander asked Nathaniel, then added, "I think we should still go to the hospital for a check-up, just to be safe."

"Big brother, I'm fine, I'm good..." Nathaniel tried to tough it out again.

"Listen to Mr Ciotta." Cecilia immediately chimed in, giving Nathaniel a reproachful look.

"Alright then, let's head to the hospital first. They'll handle the scene here." Alexander decided.


Chapter 18: The truth: Other women.

He called out to the others.

They got in the cars.

The others didn't need to follow. Paul would stay behind to deal with the scene. His subordinates, who had been disabled by Alexander, certainly needed to be sent to the hospital too. Nathaniel's car also needed to be towed away for repairs.

Nathaniel and Cecilia got into Dante's car.

Dante got into Jasmine's car.

Naturally, Alexander drove his own Lamborghini, taking Ashley with him.

They set off.

Not long after departure, inside Jasmine's Maybach.

After finishing another phone call, Dante put down his phone and turned to look at his older sister. He hesitated for a moment before asking, "Sis, that Ashley Carter... what exactly is she..."

He had been keeping this matter in mind.

In his view, this issue was actually more important!

If something went wrong in his sister's and brother-in-law's relationship, then many, many things would change!

Jasmine glanced at her brother, her expression unreadable as she remained silent.

"Sis, what... what's wrong?" Dante felt unnerved under his sister's gaze. Whenever Jasmine looked at him like this, a sense of dread would surface in his heart—it had become almost instinctual.

Truth was, Jasmine still hadn't figured out how to broach the subject.

Everyone assumed that Jasmine Doran would never allow her man to have other women.

Any ordinary woman would feel this way, let alone THE Jasmine Doran! Yet against all expectations, Jasmine had permitted it. Admitting this to her brother would undoubtedly tarnish her image!

However, precisely because she was Jasmine Doran...

"She's Alexander's woman," Jasmine stated bluntly after a moment of silence.

This was just her nature. If it weren't her own brother asking, she would either say nothing or speak directly without hesitation.

"Sis, brother-in-law's... woman?" Dante was stunned. It wasn't Ashley's relationship with Alexander that shocked him—he had already sensed it. Still, he couldn't bring himself to believe it.

What truly astonished him was Jasmine's attitude.

She just... said it outright?

Dante studied his sister's expression. Jasmine's face remained impassive, radiating coldness.

This wasn't unusual, as it was simply her habitual demeanor.

"Sis, sis... then... are you... allowing brother-in-law to have other women?" Dante stammered, his mind reeling from the shock. This completely overturned his perception of his older sister.

Dante knew his sister well.

He knew that Jasmine was exceptionally strong-willed, fiercely independent, and highly opinionated.

He was also aware of her business acumen.

When Jasmine came to New York to start her company, she achieved a valuation of billions in just four years. Due to a bet, she couldn't rely on family support—and she didn't.

She had built everything from the ground up alone, gradually establishing her business connections step by step.

Billions—this was a figure many accomplished businesspeople never reached in their entire lifetimes.

It was a number sufficient to allow people to cross great social classes!

Jasmine had achieved it!

And this was only after four years—merely the beginning. In the future, Magical Glamour was destined for IPO and further expansion!

In terms of personal capability alone, Dante had long recognized that he fell short compared to his sister!

He had always admired his older sister, genuinely looking up to her! He felt inferior in comparison!

He also knew that Jasmine held unique views on marriage and love. She preferred men with strong personal capabilities and desired a partner who was a true powerhouse!

As for James Sutherland—he was actually quite formidable! But Jasmine looked down on him, treating James like garbage!

This wasn't just because she had disliked him for a long time; it was also because Jasmine felt James wasn't capable enough!

He simply wasn't worthy of her!

To put it bluntly, Jasmine had exceptionally high standards! But this wasn't unwarranted arrogance, because Jasmine herself was truly outstanding!

Dante was fully aware of how harsh his sister's standards were!

She didn't rely on family wealth to make money, nor did she want to depend on a man. She believed only a man sufficiently powerful—even more mighty than herself—could be worthy of her!

How could such an independent and exceptionally outstanding woman allow her man... to have other women?!!

Dante couldn't make sense of it, no matter how hard he thought.

Had his sister changed?

Or is it that brother-in-law Alexander... has already become influential to such an unbelievable extent? So powerful that even my sister doesn't care whether he has other women?

The Maybach remained quiet.

Jasmine turned her head to look out the car window, silent, and no one knew what she was thinking.

A long time passed.

"Sis." Dante suddenly turned to look at Jasmine, asking very seriously, "Have you been wronged?"

His question contained too many possibilities. He honestly couldn't understand and could only think the worst—had his sister been caught in some compromising situation? Was she being threatened? Or what?

Jasmine turned to look at her brother, her gaze profound.

She knew her brother was starting to imagine things and might even cause trouble. If he really stirred up trouble, it would only add to the mess!

And Jasmine herself knew very clearly that her relationship with Alexander was complicated, not something that could be explained in a few simple words, and she didn't want to explain.

"I want to have his child," Jasmine spoke after several seconds of silence.

The car fell into complete stillness.

Dante stared wide-eyed at his sister. He never expected this kind of answer from her. The statement itself wasn't problematic, but for a woman to say it so bluntly, the psychological state it represented was...

Actually, Jasmine didn't want to be so direct either, but she didn't want her brother to imagine things and cause trouble.

"Sis... then you... will..." Dante spoke slowly, haltingly, "Will you... marry him?"

Jasmine remained silent.

She looked at her brother for a few seconds, then turned to look out the car window again without answering.

If other women remained silent, hesitated, or didn't answer this question, it might mean "not in love"!

But Jasmine's lack of an answer meant the opposite!

Because she had previously declared she would never marry in this lifetime, that love and having children had nothing to do with marriage.

She had said she wouldn't marry, but now, she hesitated and didn't answer this question.

At this moment, Dante understood one thing.

His sister... had fallen! Completely.

Half an hour later.

Several cars arrived at the private hospital. Nathaniel and Cecilia both underwent examinations.

Cecilia's condition wasn't serious, just some minor abrasions, while Nathaniel was much worse off than her, covered in bruises, and diagnosed with a mild concussion.

Actually, it wasn't a big deal - he just needed time to recover. But given Nathaniel's status, coming to New York and getting beaten until he had a concussion, even if mild... this was a problem!

After 1 AM, everyone left the hospital.

Another half hour passed.

New York, Bellara Heights, Villa No. 36

Alexander, Jasmine, and Ashley arrived home. Besides the three of them, two others followed them into the villa - Nathaniel and Cecilia.

Initially, the doctor had recommended hospitalization for observation for a few days.

But once hospitalized, the severity of the matter would escalate. Nathaniel was also unwilling to be hospitalized and wanted to return to the hotel, so Alexander took the opportunity to invite Nathaniel and Cecilia to his home, suggesting that if further examination was needed, a private doctor could visit.

Nathaniel readily agreed to Alexander's invitation.

He was particularly willing to get closer to Alexander, not just because Alexander had saved him, but also because of what he was thinking inside - something Alexander understood very clearly.

Alexander knew that as long as he invited them, Nathaniel would definitely come to his home.

Everything was going according to plan.

After arriving home, they chatted in the living room for a while. Once the people arranged by Dante retrieved Nathaniel and Cecilia's luggage from the hotel and delivered it to the villa, they went upstairs.

Alexander arranged for them to stay in the guest rooms on the third floor.

It was very late, and everyone needed to rest. Any remaining matters would have to wait until tomorrow.

——

July 21, 2024,

7:00 AM.

Alexander woke briefly, turned his head to look at the sleeping, naked Jasmine.

Reaching out, his hands grabbing at her soft supple body, pulling her closer. His arms wrapped around her, while his hands each cupped a handful of her soft jugs.

Spooning her from behind, savoring the mental and physical pleasure of having such a woman, he soon began to dose off.

They had only gone to bed after 2 AM and hadn't gotten enough sleep, so they continued resting.

Soon, it was past 8:00 AM.

Ring ring...

The phone rang.

Alexander and Jasmine were simultaneously startled awake. The sound came from the nightstand on Alexander's side. Jasmine looked at Alexander, who reached out and picked up the phone.

Caller ID: Uncle Morris.

It was Morris Doran calling!

Jasmine also saw the caller ID and knew it was her father. She glanced at Alexander again.

Alexander answered the phone.

"Hello, Uncle," Alexander said as he put the phone to his ear.

Jasmine immediately moved closer to Alexander, leaning in to listen to the voice on the phone.

"Alexander, I heard you have other women besides my daughter?" Morris Doran's tone was serious, direct, and straight to the point.

Jasmine frowned upon hearing her father's voice on the phone.

The fact that Morris knew Alexander had other women and called this morning made it obvious... Dante must have told him!

Dante had called their father!

He probably mentioned Nathaniel Ashford's situation, too, which was crucial information.

Truthfully, Jasmine didn't care whether her father knew about Alexander's other women. Personally, it made no difference to her. She hadn't followed her family's advice these past years anyway - what kind of man she chose was entirely her decision. That's why she hadn't instructed her brother to keep it secret.

But... he found out way too fast!

Jasmine glanced sideways at Alexander, wondering how he would respond and handle this situation.

It's worth mentioning that before bed last night, Jasmine discussed with Alexander how Dante had asked about Ashley, providing him with a general overview.

Therefore, Alexander naturally deduced that Dante was the one who told Morris.

"Uncle is quite well-informed," Alexander said calmly.

"You're not denying it?" Morris responded.

"Nothing worth denying, is there?" Alexander chuckled.

"Seems you've been playing around quite a bit. How many are there?" Morris's voice grew increasingly stern.

Even Jasmine felt tense hearing Morris speak in this tone.

She never worried about how bad her relationship with her father might become—whatever attitude, conflicts, or stalemates didn't matter. Because they were family, father and daughter, they could always reconcile eventually!

Even without reconciliation, they wouldn't become enemies.

But Alexander was different - he was an "outsider."

If the two truly clashed, it would be troublesome. The more problematic issue was that Jasmine would be caught in the middle, where any action she took might be wrong.

Jasmine leaned closer to the phone, wanting to speak up and "explain" for Alexander - to say she didn't mind and tell her father to stop interfering.

But the words died in her throat.

Because she realized that while such explanations worked with her brother, they were meaningless to her father!

From her father's perspective, the key issue wasn't whether his daughter minded her "future husband" having other women, but whether this "son-in-law" remained reliable.

This was particularly important for major families!

Even with marriage bonds in place, such doubts would still arise!

Not to mention that she and Alexander weren't married yet; their relationship was maintained only by emotional ties, while Alexander happened to like more than just Jasmine...

"The number isn't important, is it?" Alexander smiled into the phone. "We're both men, Uncle... that's not what you're really concerned about, right?"

"What are your true intentions toward..." Morris began to ask something else, his tone growing even more serious.

"Uncle, there's no need to beat around the bush," Alexander interrupted Morris and continued, "I'll handle the Nathaniel situation."

The phone went silent.

Morris seemed choked up.

Actually, that wasn't the case.

He had just been called out by Alexander.

Jasmine didn't understand immediately, glancing up at Alexander before leaning closer to the phone to listen - still no sound.

Morris's silence lasted only a few seconds.

"HAHAHAHAHA..." Suddenly, Morris's hearty laughter burst through the phone. "You, ah... hahaha... sigh..."

Morris laughed heartily before sighing again, then remarked in a tone suggesting he was coming to terms with something: "I'm getting old, can't even play mind games with you young people anymore, sigh!"

"You can speak directly from now on, Uncle. We're all family here," Alexander said.

"Alright, alright, hmm..." Morris trailed off thoughtfully before continuing, "I won't interfere with that Nathaniel Ashford matter anymore. Handle it as you see fit. If you need anything, just tell Dante and he'll take care of it."

"Got it," Alexander replied.

"Well then... that's all for now," Morris said.

The call ended.

Alexander checked his phone - it was only half past eight. Calculating the time, he realized he'd only slept for just over six hours and could still rest a while longer.

James Sutherland would be arriving in New York this afternoon, so Alexander needed to be well-rested.

Reaching back to place his phone on the nightstand, Alexander pulled Jasmine closer, adjusting their position downward and pulling the blanket up, clearly intending to go back to sleep.

"That's it?" Jasmine finally couldn't help but ask.

"Hmm?" Alexander turned to look at Jasmine's smiling face, so close to his. "That's it. What else?"

"Just like that?" Jasmine pressed, her eyes fixed intently on Alexander.

She couldn't understand. From the moment Alexander hung up, she'd been confused. Her father had called directly, asking about Alexander's other women in such a serious tone that even Jasmine had felt tense.

And then... nothing. They'd jumped straight to discussing Nathaniel Ashford before ending the call.

No further mention of Alexander having other women.

Jasmine completely failed to comprehend why her father's attitude had shifted so dramatically. Why be so concerned one moment, then suddenly indifferent?

And... what was all that about playing mind games?

"What do you want to ask?" Alexander smiled, reaching up to pinch Jasmine's cheek.

"It's just... could you tell me what just happened? How did..." Jasmine frowned slightly as she asked.

"Your father was never actually worried about our relationship," Alexander said with a laugh.

"Not... worried..." Jasmine drew out the words.

Actually, Jasmine understood that for children of wealthy families, having other women wasn't considered a big deal. She knew her father had other women; her mother knew too, so it wasn't a secret.

But...

"Then why did he start by asking you about that? And in that tone?" Jasmine asked thoughtfully.

"Psychological tactics," Alexander replied.

"Psychological tactics?" Jasmine echoed.

"Exactly!" Alexander smiled while looking at Jasmine. "He doesn't actually doubt our feelings, but he still came to... interrogate me! He wanted me to explain or make promises."

Alexander paused briefly.

"And then?" Jasmine immediately asked.

"Then I'd have to prove myself," Alexander laughed, pinching Jasmine's cheek again. "I'd have to demonstrate how much I care about you, which means I'd have to put in extra effort regarding Nathaniel Ashford's matter. I can't let your brother get implicated - I have to settle everything properly."

Jasmine looked at Alexander, blinking a few times before sorting out the logic.

Pretending to be angry and interrogating? Prompting Alexander to prove his sincerity through good performance? Thus, making Alexander work harder on the Nathaniel Ashford matter? To protect Dante?

And Alexander had seen right through it all?! And laid everything out plainly?!

"You seem to understand my father very well," Jasmine said.

"Of course," Alexander smiled.

"Then..." Jasmine's voice suddenly cut off as she thought of a crucial question!

Did her father trust Alexander? Even after learning that Alexander had other women, he still trusted him?

And Alexander knew about her father's trust in him?

So where did this trust come from?

"Have you... Actually, have been calling my father privately?" Jasmine narrowed her eyes as she asked Alexander.

"We've spoken," Alexander smiled.

"What did you talk about?" Jasmine pressed.

"Many things..." Alexander replied vaguely.

Jasmine understood now, completely understood. The reason she couldn't comprehend or figure things out before wasn't because she wasn't smart enough, but because she simply didn't know what Alexander and Morris had actually discussed!

Jasmine had no idea how far Alexander and Morris's relationship had developed. Without this fundamental knowledge, it was impossible to make sense of things.

Now she understood.

After grasping the logic, Jasmine couldn't be bothered to ask more questions.

Wrapping her arms around Alexander's neck, she leaned in and kissed his cheek before lying back down and closing her eyes. "Let's sleep a bit longer," she said.

They continued sleeping.

About an hour later.

Around nine in the morning.

Ring ring...

The phone rang again in the bedroom - it was Alexander's once more!

Alexander and Jasmine woke up simultaneously again. Alexander reached out and picked up his phone.

Caller ID: Eric Collins.

Jasmine glanced at the phone screen, then looked at Alexander. She certainly knew Eric Collins - Alexander had told her about how he went to Boston to facilitate the collaboration between Eric and Seraphine Arden in targeting the Sutherland family's peripheral assets.

So, why would Eric suddenly call at this moment...

Alexander answered the call.

"Hello, Mr. Collins," Alexander said.

"Mr. Ciotta, I hope I'm not disturbing your rest?" Eric began.

This was actually quite strange, since it was already past nine in the morning, yet Eric mentioned disturbing his rest. This indicated that Eric knew Alexander had gone to bed very late and might still be sleeping.

Therefore, obviously, Dante had called him.

Eric was like a local power in Boston. His name was practically a household name in their circles, and Dante shared an extremely close personal relationship with Eric.

So it was perfectly reasonable for Dante to communicate with Eric about the Ashford family and Nathaniel's situation, either to seek Eric's help in mediation or to gauge the Ashford family's internal reaction.

"Not at all, I was just about to get up," Alexander said with a smile, then added, "Did Dante call you?"

"Mr. Ciotta, you..." Eric sounded somewhat surprised, paused for a moment, then asked with a laugh, "Did Dante tell you?"

"No, I guessed," Alexander chuckled.

"Mr. Ciotta, you really are..." Eric's tone suggested he didn't know what to say.

Actually, there was nothing unreasonable about Alexander saying he guessed.

But Eric's impression of Alexander had a mystical quality, always associated with "foresight," so he would instinctively think in that direction and find Alexander quite miraculous.

"Dante told me everything. Mr. Ciotta, you saved Nathaniel Ashford yesterday, right? And then... the people who did the beating were Dante's men?" Eric asked further.

"More or less," Alexander smiled. "Though they're not exactly Dante's men. If he didn't protect them, he could distance himself from the situation."

"That may be true, but Dante has been building his business in New York for so many years. If this... ah!" Eric sighed without finishing his sentence.

Alexander understood what he meant.

Actually, Alexander was just stating a possibility.

Indeed, if Dante didn't want to protect these people, he could extricate himself, with the blame falling on Paul Santino at most. But if Dante didn't protect them and let Paul face the heat alone, the consequences wouldn't just damage the prestige of New York's Young Master Doran!

More importantly, the reputation, status, and influence he had built in New York over the years would all be affected.

It could shake the foundation of Dante's enterprise in New York.

Additionally, people might use this incident to their advantage - the matter would definitely spread, and major families would hear about it. The Devonte family was already targeting Dante, and they certainly wouldn't remain inactive when this happened.

And since Nathaniel ultimately wasn't seriously harmed, the handling of this matter could have either major or minor consequences!

It all depended on how it was handled!

"I'll arrange this matter properly. It will be fine," Alexander said into the phone.

"Mr. Ciotta, with your word, it will certainly be fine," Eric immediately laughed, then sighed with emotion: "Dante is really fortunate to have a brother-in-law like you..."

Eric's words, both explicitly and implicitly, were praising Alexander.

And not just because of his impression of Alexander.

Alexander was still his "godly money ticket."

"Actually, this matter isn't that troublesome," Alexander smiled.

"Then, Mr. Alexander, what can I do to help? Should I... go to New York?" Eric Collins suggested after thinking.

"If you have time, it would be good to come show support for Dan," Alexander said with a slight smile. "But if you're busy, don't worry about making special arrangements. You can discuss the details directly with Dan."

"Alright, I'll check my schedule..." Eric replied.

After exchanging a few more words, they hung up.

The brief conversation was over.

Nothing substantial was really discussed - one could say it was all just empty talk.

But in reality, this was about maintaining communication channels. If needed later, Alexander could call upon Eric to handle matters. Eric's call also served to strengthen their connection and familiarity.

After putting his phone away, Alexander turned and noticed Jasmine looking at him with an unusual expression.

Jasmine was staring straight at Alexander without blinking.

"What's wrong?" Alexander asked her with a smile.

Jasmine continued staring without responding.

Actually, she had sensed Eric's attitude toward Alexander - it was downright fawning. Anyone unaware would think Eric was speaking to someone more powerful than the Collins family.

Jasmine felt quite complex about this.

She knew how incredible and formidable Alexander was. She understood that no matter who someone was, once they interacted more with Alexander, their perception and attitude toward him would inevitably change.

However, understanding this was one thing; witnessing it firsthand was another.

Jasmine had experienced this twice today.

It gave her a feeling of "how can my man be this amazing?"

"Are there flowers blooming on my face?" Alexander asked with a smile when Jasmine remained silent.

Jasmine reacted after a moment, the corners of her lips curling slightly upward as she blinked. "Nothing," she said, then leaned in to kiss Alexander's cheek before snuggling against him and asking somewhat coquettishly, "Want to sleep more?"

"Are you still tired?" Alexander countered.

"Not tired," Jasmine replied. Her eyebrows perked up, wondering what intentions he had.

Seeing her reaction, Alexander smiled, his hand reaching down to give her supple, full ass a firm squeeze, before leaning down to whisper into her ear. "Then let's get up," Alexander said before kissing her forehead and rising.

He had to resist a chuckle, seeing the glare Jasmine shot him.

They got up.


Chapter 19: Make me your disciple.

After thoroughly washing up in the bathroom - since Jasmine needed to do her makeup - Alexander dressed first and went downstairs alone.

It was 10 AM, and no one was in the first-floor living room.

Alexander sat down on the sofa, turned on the TV, and started watching the news.

About ten minutes later.

With a "ding," the elevator door beside the staircase suddenly opened, having come from the basement level. Ashley emerged wearing a blue dress and carrying two large bags.

She had gone grocery shopping and just returned.

Alexander glanced over, stood up, walked over to take the bags from Ashley, smiled, and asked, "When did you wake up?"

"Nine o'clock," Ashley replied, giving Alexander a sweet, closed-lip smile, followed by a tongue-filled kiss.

"Woke up so early - did you get enough sleep?" Alexander asked further.

"It's fine, I'm not tired," Ashley answered.

As they talked and walked, exchanging casual conversation, they entered the kitchen together. Alexander set down the bags while Ashley put on an apron and began cooking.

After putting things down, Alexander kept watching Ashley.

Ashley didn't notice Alexander's gaze.

Alexander watched for quite a while before finally speaking up. "Actually, you don't need to do this."

"Hmm?" Ashley turned to look at Alexander, having just taken some vegetables out of a bag. "What do you mean, Mr. Ciotta?"

"You really don't have to do this," Alexander smiled as he looked at her. "You're not our housekeeper."

"N-no, it's fine. It's not like... I have anything else to do anyway," Ashley replied with an unnatural expression.

"You..." Alexander sighed with a smile, leaving his sentence unfinished.

Alexander understood that Ashley wanted to prove herself, which was why she had gone grocery shopping without getting enough sleep and immediately started cooking lunch for everyone upon returning... This stemmed from her deep-seated insecurity.

She couldn't compare to any of the others - not Jasmine, nor Seraphine, nor even Aileen or Mia.

She felt tremendous pressure.

This mindset clearly couldn't be changed through words alone, and Alexander knew that nothing he said would make much difference.

But there was no need to worry too much.

Once she became a famous star, with enough money and sufficient social status, things should get better.

Tap tap... Footsteps sounded outside the kitchen.

Someone was coming downstairs.

"Keep at it, Jasmine will be down soon," Alexander said to Ashley, giving her a signal before turning and leaving the kitchen.

In the first-floor hall.

Nathaniel, who had just come down, was still sporting bruises and scrapes all over his face, though the injuries didn't hinder his movement.

"Morning, big bro!" Nathaniel greeted enthusiastically as he reached the sofa area, seeing Alexander emerge from the kitchen.

"Morning indeed," Alexander smiled while walking toward the sofa. "Any dizziness?"

"None at all, feeling great!" Nathaniel replied, even making a gesture to show how strong he was.

The two sat down, but after just a few moments of casual conversation, Nathaniel suddenly stood up again.

"Big bro, could you teach me martial arts? Can I become your disciple?" Nathaniel asked with eager eyes fixed on Alexander.

"Learn martial arts from me?" Alexander's smile turned subtle.

He wasn't surprised at all - everything was within his expectations! From the moment Alexander learned about Nathaniel and Cecilia's situation during the previous "July 20th," he had already predicted this moment!

Alexander understood Nathaniel.

Compared to his familiarity with New York, Alexander knew much less about Boston, but he definitely understood people of Nathaniel's status!

During the Endless Sundays, Alexander had once arranged to meet Nathaniel on a certain July 7th, demonstrating his skills... In that cycle, Nathaniel had already expressed his desire to learn martial arts from Alexander!

Nathaniel had two main hobbies: practicing combat sports and playing with cars, with combat sports being his primary passion!

Alexander had displayed combat abilities that shattered Nathaniel's understanding, along with the "close" relationship of being his savior—this was enough to drive him to want "to become a disciple and learn martial arts"!

And this was also the key to Alexander resolving the trouble of "Nathaniel being beaten"!

Actually, even without this step, Alexander could have handled it.

However, Nathaniel becoming his disciple would make the resolution process much more straightforward.

"Yeah, bro, you're so amazing. Teach me, please? I'll definitely study hard. I've always wanted to learn martial arts from a master, but they... were just average." Nathaniel looked at Alexander, growing more excited as he spoke, even to the point where his language logic became somewhat flawed.

"They're all no good, bro, you're incredible! You're too amazing! That fighting style of yours yesterday - I've never seen anything like it in real life, only in movies. And you managed to look so cool while fighting..."

"I can formally become your disciple, I can pay tuition fees, bro, just find some time to teach me..."

"We're about the same age. If you could train to become like that, I should be able to too, right?"

"Plus, I have a foundation - I've been training since I was young."

Alexander barely had a chance to speak because Nathaniel's emotions were becoming increasingly excited. His speech grew faster and faster, as if he feared Alexander might refuse and wanted to say everything up front.

Nathaniel was truly extremely eager.

This idea had been brewing in his mind since last night in the alley, after witnessing Alexander's peerless master demeanor.

He was still thinking about it before going to sleep last night.

He was still thinking about it when he woke up this morning!

He even dreamed about it last night.

The dream occurred because of the intense mental stimulation from nearly experiencing a major incident, followed by being saved by Alexander.

Alexander's "peerless skills" when rescuing him even appeared in his dreams.

And learning martial arts from a master is something many men fantasize about during their childhood and teenage years - that chuunibyou phase.

They grow out of it when they get older.

But Nathaniel was different - it wasn't just a phase for him, he genuinely loved combat sports!

Alexander sat on the sofa while Nathaniel stood nearby, talking and gesturing animatedly, saying many things in one breath before finally adding, "Bro, I'm serious about this. I'll train exactly how you tell me to train..."

After speaking, Nathaniel looked at Alexander with eager, pleading eyes.

Alexander smiled, his eyes scanning Nathaniel up and down, adopting an attitude as if assessing whether Nathaniel could be taught.

"Bro, I'm in great physical condition!" Nathaniel immediately struck a pose to show how strong he was, then said: "You saw it yourself yesterday, bro - they beat me like that, but I'm completely fine. My body is really tough!"

He just wanted to prove he was capable and to learn.

"You should focus on recovering from your injuries first," Alexander said with a thoughtful smile. "You can't train right now anyway. We'll discuss it once you've mostly healed..."

Alexander neither refused nor agreed.

He was keeping him on the hook!

"Brother, I can do it, I'm really fine," Nathaniel immediately insisted.

"In your current condition, if I were to test your skills, how much do you think you could demonstrate?" Alexander asked with a smile.

Nathaniel fell silent at once.

He couldn't fight at all right now - every movement caused pain, making any intense physical activity impossible.

If Alexander wanted to test his abilities, Nathaniel naturally wanted to perform well, but he simply couldn't at the moment.

"Well, in a few days..." Nathaniel began again after some thought.

"We'll talk about it in a few days," Alexander cut him off.

Just then, there was movement from the second floor. Soon, Jasmine descended the stairs wearing a crisp women's suit, her long black hair straight. She was dressed for work as she needed to go to the office that afternoon.

"Miss Doran," Nathaniel turned and greeted as he saw Jasmine coming down.

"How are you feeling?" Jasmine asked Nathaniel with a slight smile. "Any discomfort? If you're not feeling well, you should say so I can call the doctor."

"I'm fine, Miss Doran, perfectly fine," Nathaniel responded immediately, not wanting Alexander to think there was anything wrong with his physical condition.

Jasmine came into the living room, exchanged a few casual words with Nathaniel, then went to the kitchen after hearing activity there.

Alexander and Nathaniel continued their casual conversation in the living room.

While the "apprenticeship" matter had been postponed, Nathaniel kept talking to Alexander about martial arts and combat topics.

He asked all sorts of questions about training and practice methods.

Alexander gave him some basic explanations.

Unconsciously, it reached eleven o'clock.

Cecilia came downstairs, looking quite well. She hadn't been injured to begin with. After washing up, changing clothes, and applying makeup today, there was no outward sign of what she had experienced the previous night.

Both Alexander and Nathaniel greeted Cecilia, then continued their conversation.

Cecilia's arrival didn't interrupt their discussion about combat.

She sat in the living room for a while, listening to Alexander and Nathaniel's conversation, and then also went to the kitchen.

Not to help with cooking - she didn't know how to cook - but to look around and chat with Jasmine.

Cecilia was quite curious about Jasmine. She had long heard of the famous eldest granddaughter of the Doran family, considered quite an unconventional and remarkable woman. Jasmine's gun-handling behavior the previous night had particularly startled her.

She was simply curious and wanted to understand her better.

Moreover, as a girl born into a prominent family's main line, Cecilia understood perfectly well that getting closer to a woman of Jasmine's status could only bring benefits, not drawbacks!

Another half hour passed.

Around 11:40.

An early lunch was served!

Eight dishes, prepared mainly by Ashley, who had trained explicitly in culinary arts. When Jasmine had gone to the kitchen, it was to help with minor tasks and secretly learn from Ashley, though she didn't explicitly say so.

Additionally, as the "lady of the house," and with Nathaniel and Cecilia being considered honored guests for their first meal here, Jasmine felt that as hostess, she should personally prepare at least one dish.


Chapter 20: James calls.

Just as the meal began at Alexander's house.

At New York Airport.

A private jet that had taken off from Dallas and completed a flight landed in the northern section of New York Airport.

After the private jet came to a complete stop and ceased taxiing, several black cars with New York license plates, which had been waiting for some time, drove directly onto the airport runway and parked beside the private jet.

All car doors swung open as over a dozen bodyguards in black suits stepped out and stood waiting beside the vehicles.

They had all come from Dallas but had secretly arrived in New York a day earlier to arrange vehicles, reception, and all necessary preparations in advance.

A few minutes later.

The aircraft door opened, and the air stairs were lowered.

A man around thirty years old, wearing sunglasses, hurried down the air stairs while adjusting the cuffs of his white dress shirt. Behind him, a group of seven people—both men and women, including assistants and bodyguards—also disembarked.

James Sutherland!

He had arrived in New York!

After getting off the plane, James walked over to a relatively low-key black Audi. A bodyguard opened the car door for him, but instead of getting in, he glanced around the airport before pulling his phone from his trouser pocket and dialing a number.

He was calling Jasmine directly!

Bellara Heights. Villa No. 36,

In the dining room, everyone had just served their rice and taken their seats. Alexander sat between Jasmine and Ashley, while Nathaniel and Cecilia sat opposite them.

"Come, try the food and see if it suits your taste..." Jasmine invited everyone to eat.

They began their meal.

Casual conversation ensued.

Both Nathaniel and Cecilia praised Ashley and Jasmine's cooking skills, after which the women chatted among themselves while the men talked separately.

Nathaniel, in particular, kept asking Alexander questions—his enthusiasm for combat was truly extraordinary.

"What does Miss Ashley do for work?" Cecilia asked Ashley.

She was beginning to take an interest in Ashley.

Previously, she had been interested in Jasmine, even going into the kitchen to chat with her and helping wash vegetables. But before long, she sensed something was off.

She had already felt last night that something was unusual between Ashley and Alexander, but she didn't dare speculate recklessly. After all, Alexander's girlfriend was Jasmine, so she thought Ashley might be like a "little sister" figure.

Or perhaps she was someone close to Jasmine, a trusted confidante.

Because Ashley always addressed Alexander as "Mr. Ciotta," it was challenging to judge things accurately.

After spending a short time in the kitchen, Cecilia began to sense that the relationship between Jasmine and Ashley was extremely "peculiar."

Their manner of addressing each other was odd—they called each other Miss Jasmine and Miss Ashley. Yet, Ashley occasionally referred to Jasmine as "sister."

The information revealed in their conversations also felt very off.

It seemed as though Jasmine and Ashley weren't familiar with each other at all. Ashley seemed somewhat afraid of Jasmine, and Jasmine even asked Ashley where she had gone with Alexander yesterday.

Cecilia was gradually piecing together the true nature of their relationship.

Naturally, she found it hard to believe.

While speaking with Ashley, Cecilia's eyes darted back and forth—looking at Ashley, then at Jasmine, over and over again, her expression even tinged with excitement... The flames of gossip were burning fiercely within Cecilia!

Ring ring...

A phone suddenly rang.

It was Jasmine's.

Out of courtesy, everyone at the table stopped talking. Jasmine took out her phone and glanced at it, then frowned—it was James calling.

Jasmine didn't answer immediately.

Alexander glanced at Jasmine's phone screen.

Jasmine looked at Alexander, their eyes exchanging a silent message. She stood up and smiled politely at Nathaniel and Cecilia across the table. "Excuse me for a moment, I need to take this call."

Jasmine usually answered James's calls.

Because James was obsessive, once when she didn't answer, he called incessantly. If she blocked him, he would use different numbers to call again, even contacting her company's office and bombarding her with calls.

After that, Jasmine didn't want to waste time and energy on such matters, so she stopped refusing James's calls. Sometimes she would even call him first.

Of course, whenever she initiated the call, it was to curse his entire family!

Jasmine left the dining room and walked to the other side of the living room, standing before the large floor-to-ceiling window.

As she stood there, her mind flashed to the kiss she had shared with Alexander......'Things have come far...' She smiled to herself before answering the call.

"Speak," she answered the phone, gazing out the window, her voice cold and curt. The smile was gone from her face.

"I'm arriving in New York tomorrow. When are you free? Let's have lunch?" James's voice came through the phone.

"Get lost!" Jasmine said coldly.

"Don't be like that. If you don't want to see me, I can come to your company instead," James Sutherland said.

"Come ahead, and see if I won't have you thrown out," Jasmine retorted directly.

This wasn't just an empty threat - she absolutely would do it!

If James dared to show up at her company, she honestly would slap him.

"Jasmine, don't be like this. I want to apologize to you in person. Shouldn't you at least give me a chance?" James said.

"Drop dead!" Jasmine snapped, then hung up immediately, not bothering to listen further.

Back in the dining room.

Jasmine acted as if nothing had happened... though to her, nothing really had - it was just James being annoying again.

After sitting down, Jasmine picked up her silverware and placed a piece of spare rib in Alexander's bowl, then leaned close to whisper in his ear: "James is coming to New York tomorrow."

Alexander's eyebrows lifted slightly.

James should actually be arriving in New York today - he had already scheduled a meeting time and location with William Wycliffe for this afternoon.

If James had something come up and couldn't make it today, he would definitely notify William in advance. Since he needed William's help, he wouldn't stand him up.

But William hadn't called to say plans had changed.

So... James was lying!

He was still coming to New York today, but he deliberately told Jasmine he would come tomorrow. This wasn't just playing games - usually, if he told Jasmine, Alexander would know, and Dante Doran would know too, meaning they'd definitely make special arrangements for him.

With this one phone call, James had pushed back any arrangements targeting him until tomorrow.

This gave him plenty of breathing room!

And he could still give Jasmine a "surprise"!

After all, New York was Dante's territory, so James was being quite cautious.

As Alexander thought this through, he suddenly leaned over. He whispered to Jasmine, "During your call just now, were there any background noises on the phone?"

Jasmine frowned at Alexander, not understanding why he was asking. Still, she thought for a moment before whispering back: "Very strong wind sounds."

Alexander nodded with a smile and didn't ask further.

James was already in New York!

And he was currently at the airport!

Alexander could deduce this because it was already noon, and James had an afternoon meeting with William. He would definitely arrive several hours early since the airport was far from the city center, and he'd need time to prepare comfortably.

So at this point, James had either already arrived in New York earlier or was about to land—he couldn't still be waiting to depart.

And James suddenly called Jasmine to say he was coming tomorrow... psychologically, this kind of call should be made at a specific time.

There was a similar "mischievous" psychology behind deceiving Jasmine.

Strong wind... outdoor areas at airports were very open! The wind tends to be strong there—> James must have made this call right after getting off the plane!

This was just a deduction, but it was highly likely true!

Alexander glanced at his watch, then... continued eating first!

The meal lasted over half an hour before everyone had eaten their fill.

"I'm going out to handle some business," Alexander said to Jasmine as everyone left the dining room and headed to the living room to chat.

Then he turned to Nathaniel and Cecilia: "I'm heading out and will be back tonight. Jasmine needs to go to the company this afternoon, and Ashley will be home. If you need anything, just talk to her..."

This was just a polite notice, since Nathaniel and Cecilia were guests after all.

A few minutes later.

The blue Lamborghini drove out of the villa, entered the main road, and headed straight for the southern district.

Alexander was going to find James Sutherland!

Now!

Immediately!


Chapter 21: Tracking the stalker.

Inside the Lamborghini, Alexander drove while pulling out his phone and dialing a number.

— He was calling Anthony Ramirez, the "double agent" he had already completely secured a few days back!

The call to Anthony was answered almost immediately.

"Hello, Mr. Ciotta," Anthony answered quickly, his tone carrying a note of deference.

"Send me the license plate numbers of all vehicles James Sutherland's people used yesterday that haven't been returned yet," Alexander said directly before hanging up.

Alexander trusted that Anthony understood his meaning.

When James came to New York, he would inevitably need vehicles.

Someone would pick him up at the airport - someone who had been sent ahead. Alexander knew James well and understood his habits. When James needed to handle matters secretly in a location, he would always send people ahead to make preparations.

Since James had only confirmed the meeting with William Wycliffe yesterday, the advance team would have arrived at the earliest yesterday.

They might have arrived this morning, but that would be cutting it too close.

Once James's people arrived in New York, they would prepare vehicles for him in advance. They wouldn't buy new cars - they would definitely arrange them through connections.

As long as they obtained vehicles through connections, whether they contacted Anthony directly or not, Anthony would know... James's connections in New York were essentially the same circle of people who all knew each other.

Anthony probably didn't know James was secretly coming to New York today - James wouldn't let him know.

As for vehicle arrangements... James's people had frequently come to New York over the years. They often used vehicles, so it wouldn't seem "special" to Anthony, nor would he pay particular attention.

But if asked to check what vehicles were used yesterday, he would definitely be able to find out!

The Lamborghini sped along the main Road.

Six minutes later.

Ding!

Alexander's phone chimed. He had received a text message containing six license plate numbers. Anthony had worked very quickly.

Ring ring ring...

Alexander's phone rang again.

It was Anthony calling back.

Alexander answered.

"Mr. Ciotta, these six vehicles were arranged last night..." Anthony began immediately.

"Good, well done. That's all for now." Alexander's voice carried a hint of laughter...

Then he hung up.

Alexander forwarded the message from Anthony, then made another call.

This one was also answered quickly.

"Hello, missing me already?" A woman's gentle, sweet voice came through the phone - it was Seraphine Arden!

"I just sent you a message. Have someone check and track these vehicles. Tell me their final destinations, quickly, and keep it confidential." Alexander got straight to the point without pleasantries.

"Vehicles... wait a moment... okay... I see it..." Seraphine could tell from Alexander's tone that this was serious business and didn't waste words. "Alright, I'll make a call. Wait for my update."

"Good," Alexander said.

The call ended.

Tracking vehicles could be done most effectively and quickly through traffic surveillance. With sufficient connections, one phone call could get it done immediately. Modern traffic surveillance systems were very intelligent - license plates would be recognized whenever they passed through monitored intersections.

And Seraphine's influence in New York was undeniable.

He continued driving toward the South.

At this point, about an hour had passed since James's plane landed. The airport was quite remote - it took nearly half an hour just to reach the main urban area.

James's motorcade should still be on the Road, traveling through the main urban area and likely approaching its destination.

Alexander couldn't determine James's exact accommodation location during this visit to New York—it could be a hotel or one of his properties in the city.

But Alexander could roughly identify the district where James was staying.

Magical Glamour was located in the South District, Jasmine's primary residence was also in the South District, and James Sutherland's meeting point with William Wycliffe was set in the Central District.

The airport was situated in the suburban area of the South District.

Therefore, James's accommodation would likely be either in the South District or the Central District, as anywhere else would be too far and inconvenient for his business.

The South District had the highest probability!

This was why Alexander headed directly toward the South District.

Ten minutes later.

Alexander had already entered the Central District and was driving toward the South District.

Ring ring ring...

His phone rang.

Alexander picked it up and saw that Seraphine was calling back. He answered immediately.

"I asked a friend to check the traffic surveillance. Three minutes ago, six vehicles passed through the intersection of K Road and H Street in the South District, heading north. After that, they couldn't be tracked further—they probably parked on K2 North Road..." Seraphine said sweetly.

"K2 Road..." Alexander murmured, then smiled. "Alright, I know where it is now."

"Do you need me to keep investigating?" Seraphine asked softly in return.

"No need," Alexander replied with a laugh.

"Okay then, go ahead with your work. Call me if you need anything," Seraphine said gently and sweetly, hanging up first after speaking.

Seraphine truly had a remarkable way of making people feel comfortable. With her high emotional intelligence, she knew Alexander was handling serious business and didn't ask any unnecessary questions—she didn't even inquire about who he was tracking.

A few minutes later.

The blue Lamborghini sped into the South District.

Another five minutes passed.

On J Road in the South District—an old street—Alexander parked his car in a roadside parking space. After getting out, he entered the nearest budget clothing store, the kind that claimed to sell excess inventory from various unknown brands.

Soon.

When Alexander emerged from the clothing store, he had changed into a new outfit: jeans, a black windbreaker, sneakers, and a baseball cap.

He was also carrying a large bag containing the suit and leather shoes he had changed out of.

Getting back into the car, Alexander drove a bit further and parked near the entrance of a lane called "Gun Alley."

After exiting the car, he walked into the alley.

Passing through the long alley, the other end came into distant view. Outside the alley exit was K2 North Road, and to the left of the exit stood a large, seven-story hotel building facing the street.

New York's "High-Rise" Hotel!

In New York, this hotel wasn't top-tier—it was only a four-star establishment. While it could be considered luxurious, it wasn't excessively so. On K2 Road, it was the only hotel available.

James's convoy had disappeared after entering said Road.

He was most likely staying here.

Given James's status, staying at a four-star hotel during a secret visit to New York could be considered extremely low-key.

Alexander didn't exit the alley. Instead of entering the Hotel through the main entrance, he went in through a small side door near the alley exit—one of the hotel's employee entrances.

The High-Risei Hotel had four side and back entrances in total, all designated for staff use.

Employees coming to and from work, kitchen deliveries, and cleaning staff taking out trash—these activities typically didn't use the main entrance.

Entering through the side door, Alexander found himself in a plainly decorated corridor. This hallway was part of the staff area, so it wasn't lavishly furnished.

Alexander hadn't walked far when he spotted a middle-aged man in a security uniform emerging from an office in the right corridor at an intersection.

"Excuse me, sir. Could you tell me how to get to the hotel's property management office? I'm looking for Manager Liam," Alexander approached with a friendly smile.

"The manager's office is over there. Go straight ahead, then turn left..." The security guard responded warmly to Alexander's polite inquiry.

"Thank you, sir," Alexander expressed his gratitude.

After passing the hotel security guard, Alexander continued inward.

Upon turning left ahead, Alexander pulled a face mask from his pocket and put it on while walking. He walked directly past the manager's office, turned right at the intersection, made a detour... and soon arrived at the elevator.

Alexander knew this hotel extremely well.

After all, it was a four-star hotel, and there weren't many four-star hotels in all of New York. Having traversed every corner of New York through countless cycles of the time loop, Alexander had been practically everywhere.

Entering the elevator.

With a flick of his wrist, a card slid out from his sleeve, held between two fingers.

This was the hotel's master key.

Typically, hotel security and housekeeping staff carried master keys that could access all elevators and guest rooms!

This card was something Alexander had just "acquired" from the security guard.

Swipe the card.

Press the button for the sixth floor!

Alexander believed James would be staying on the hotel's sixth floor, as this hotel only had executive suites on that level. The executive suites were the best rooms in this hotel, equivalent to presidential suites in five-star hotels.

Since James was staying in a four-star hotel, he wouldn't settle for an ordinary room, would he?

That would be completely unnecessary.

The elevator ascended.

Quickly.

Ding!

The sixth floor arrived, and the elevator doors opened.

Alexander stepped out of the elevator, walked forward a few steps, and then decisively turned without the slightest hesitation. He didn't glance around but proceeded directly down the corridor.

It was an exceptionally long hallway. After exiting the elevator, both left and right corridors extended quite far, lined with rooms on either side. However, not all were executive suites; there were also premium business suites.

In any luxury hotel, the number of top-tier suites is limited—you wouldn't find an entire floor dedicated to them.

The New York High-Rise Hotel was no exception.

Alexander knew that only the left side of the building after exiting the elevator contained the executive suites.

The sixth floor was beautifully decorated. Although the corridor carpet pattern appeared somewhat dated, it still maintained a clean and luxurious appearance.

Ahead of Alexander, two black-suited bodyguards were pacing outside Room 616, the executive suite.

Noticing someone emerging from the elevator and heading in their direction, they paid some attention to the person. Alexander was dressed casually, wearing a baseball cap and a face mask—an outfit that actually didn't stand out much.

It was unclear when wearing face masks had become a "fashion trend."

These days, young people, regardless of gender, have developed the habit of going out with face masks—some even wear them pulled down to their chins, supposedly to make their faces appear smaller.

Although Alexander looked like just another trendy youth, the two bodyguards still gave him a few extra glances—it was a professional habit.

Alexander responded "normally" as well, glancing at them before looking away.

Maintaining the appearance of someone returning to their own room, Alexander walked past Room 616 and continued further down until he reached Room 630. There, he decisively turned around.

Swipe the access card!

Enter the room!

Close the door behind him.

Alexander didn't proceed further into the room but remained standing by the entrance because this room... had an occupant! They just happened to be temporarily absent.

It would have been highly suspicious to come to the sixth floor without entering a room, merely circling around before leaving. Alexander was performing for the benefit of the two bodyguards.

He was pretending to return to his own room.

His choice of this particular room and his certainty that it was unoccupied stemmed from the "Please Clean" sign hanging from the doorknob.

Plus, it was currently noon.

Therefore, he could deduce that the person who had booked this room had checked in at least the previous night, hadn't checked out yet, and was probably out for lunch now.

Standing at the doorway, Alexander could see into the living room beyond the entrance foyer. A suitcase stood against the wall, and a used bath towel was draped over a chair. He could faintly catch the subtle scent of perfume.

He surmised that the room's occupant was a woman who had sprayed perfume in front of the foyer mirror before going out at noon.

After looking inside from the doorway, Alexander still refrained from entering further.

He would just wait here by the entrance for a while.

Alexander didn't have the habit of rummaging through everyday strangers' rooms—he lacked that kind of curiosity.

After approximately two minutes.

"Coming, coming," Alexander said while picking up his phone and speaking a few words as he exited.

Back in the corridor.

He put away his phone.

Alexander passed by Room 616 and the two bodyguards once more, returned to the elevator, pressed the button to open it, and stepped inside.

Swipe the access card.

Go downstairs.

Alexander left the Hotel directly.

His trip upstairs had only been to confirm exactly which room James was staying in. It was now evident—he was residing in Executive Suite 616.

According to Alexander's understanding of James's habitual security arrangements, since James himself was staying in room 616, rooms 614 and 618 adjacent to it, along with room 617 across the hall, had likely all been booked together!

Naturally, these would accommodate security personnel, assistants, and other accompanying staff.

Of course, other possibilities existed—such as those rooms having been previously reserved by others—but this was the most probable scenario.

Actually, this wasn't important.

What mattered was that James was staying in room 616.

After leaving the Hotel, Alexander crossed the street and entered a fast-food burger restaurant.

He casually ordered some food and drinks, then carried his burger and Coke to a window seat. Pulling down his mask, he took a sip of Coke and glanced outside... From his position, Alexander naturally had a clear view of the hotel's main entrance.

The parking lot at the entrance was filled with many vehicles, including the six cars belonging to James and his entourage.

After a brief glance, Alexander withdrew his gaze and pulled out his phone to check the time.

It was 12:54 PM.

James's scheduled meeting with William was at 2:00 PM—just over an hour away. Factoring in travel time to reach William... James didn't have much time to spare!

After some thought, Alexander dialed a number.

He was calling William!

The call connected almost immediately.

"Hello! Alexander, are you on your way to my place? I've already made arrangements..." William said as soon as he answered.

"Something came up at the last minute." Alexander smiled slightly, then continued after a pause: "Here's what, William—call James right now. Tell him the meeting needs to be postponed by an hour and a half. Say you have an unexpected matter to attend to..."

"Hmm... Alright!" William agreed readily without overthinking it.

Alexander ended the call.

Sipping his Coke, he turned to look out the window again.

Waiting!

Ten minutes later.

From inside the fast-food restaurant, Alexander watched as James and over a dozen people emerged from the hotel's main entrance... Alexander guessed they were going out for a meal.

This was precisely what Alexander had orchestrated.

Initially, there wouldn't have been enough time for a restaurant meal. With such tight scheduling, even if they were hungry, they'd likely have just ordered room service for a quick bite before heading to meet William.

But Alexander, through William, had given James ample time!

Watching James and his group get into their vehicles, Alexander paid special attention to the two bodyguards who had previously been stationed outside the sixth-floor door. Their presence among the entourage suggested James had likely brought all his security personnel with him.

He had come to New York secretly—cautious, but not cautious enough.

This actually saved Alexander a lot of trouble, making the whole operation much more straightforward.


Chapter 22: Laying down traps.

After seeing the six cars drive off, Alexander pulled up his mask, stood, and left the fast-food restaurant. Soon, he was back across the street at the Hotel.

This time, he entered through the main entrance.

Swiping his key card, he went upstairs.

Alexander returned to the sixth floor.

The corridor was empty.

He walked up to the door of executive suite 616 but didn't immediately swipe his card to enter. Two possibilities existed now: either the room was empty because James had taken everyone with him, or someone had been left behind as security.

The former was more likely.

James wasn't in the habit of leaving people in his room when he wasn't there. Additionally, since all six vehicles had departed, leaving someone behind without transportation would be inconvenient.

Knock! Knock!

Out of caution, Alexander raised his hand and knocked on the door.

No one responded.

Alexander swiped his card and entered the room.

It was a spacious executive suite with one bedroom, a living room, and a bathroom. Upon entering, he couldn't see James's luggage—clearly, his subordinates had organized and stored everything away.

Standing in the entrance hallway, Alexander took shoe covers from his pocket and slipped them over his shoes. Then he pulled out white gloves and put them on.

Time to search!

Alexander went straight to the bedroom and opened the wardrobe. Inside were neatly hung suits and shirts, obviously unpacked and arranged from the luggage.

James lived a refined life and didn't need to handle such tasks personally, as his subordinates took care of everything.

Alexander opened another door of the wardrobe.

Several suitcases and a silver metal case were inside.

He first took out the metal case, hefted it—it was quite heavy. Carrying it to a nearby cabinet, he set it down. After a moment's thought, Alexander directly turned the dial and entered the password!

He knew all of James's passwords. Unless they had been changed in the last ten days or so, he couldn't be wrong!

After setting the code, Alexander pressed both hands down simultaneously.

Unlock!

Click!

The password was correct—successfully unlocked!

Alexander opened the metal case and then smiled.

Inside, various items were neatly arranged, including James's handgun, some special documents, and valuables. Still, these only occupied a small portion of the space.

What took up the most room was a laptop!

This was James's personal computer!

What Alexander was primarily searching for was this laptop!

It contained not only James's business materials but also some very private, incriminating information—enough to send him to prison!

Alexander had seen James's laptop numerous times during his loops and was well acquainted with its contents.

Though familiar with the device, Alexander had never bothered to memorize James's business documents in their entirety—he wouldn't even read them comprehensively when bored. He only had a general understanding.

Additionally, from July 7th to the present, James's laptop must have accumulated new business materials and operational records. These were highly valuable to Alexander!

Not to mention the incriminating evidence and shady secrets hidden within.

Alexander retrieved the laptop.

Powered it on.

Entered the login password directly.

Accessed the desktop.

He then rummaged through the drawer beneath the cabinet and, as expected, found a phone charger—James's phone charger. It had been placed there by James's staff while organizing his luggage, following his usual habits.

The charger's interface was universal.

Alexander unplugged the charging head.

Connected one end of the USB cable to the computer and the other to his own phone.

Alexander's phone had 128GB of storage, with about 60GB currently available—far more than he needed. He only required some business documents and incriminating evidence.

He began transferring data to his phone... Certain specific folders and compressed files required passwords, all of which Alexander knew!

After over ten minutes.

Alexander had reviewed and transferred all the information he wanted. Using hacking techniques, he thoroughly erased all traces of his operations from the system.

Shut down the computer.

Returned the charger and cable...

After tidying up, Alexander paused before closing the metal case. He glanced at James's pistol inside, picked it up, and inspected it.

As he held it in his hand, his lips curled up, as his mind began to race with calculations.......

Five minutes later.

Alexander exited room 616. Before leaving, he stood on the doormat and carefully removed his shoe covers and gloves, using his sleeve to push the door handle.

No traces left behind!

Alexander was a professional!

During his ten-thousand-year loop, infiltration was one of the things he had done most frequently—he was highly skilled!

Mission accomplished.

He left the hotel, crossed the alley, and quickly returned to his car.

Drove home first!

Half an hour later, Alexander pulled up in his Lamborghini at Villa 36.

At this hour, Jasmine had naturally already left for work. When Alexander entered, Ashley, Cecilia, and Nathaniel were all in the living room.

The three of them were actually playing cards—the kind where you stick paper strips on the loser's face. It was unclear who had initiated the game.

"Keep playing, I have things to do." Alexander greeted them, gestured for them to continue, and hurried upstairs.

Second floor.

Study.

Alexander turned on his computer, imported all the data from his phone, and began carefully reviewing and organizing it...

It took him a full half hour to completely sort everything out and package it into different compressed files.

The reason for organizing was that these materials held no personal significance for Alexander, as he already had the information in his memory. Whether he possessed the physical copies made no difference.

These documents and data only become meaningful—or valuable—when they fall into the right hands!

Different content for different people, so organization is necessary.

Soon enough, it was already 2:30 in the afternoon.

After Alexander finished preparing everything, he opened his email, manually typed in an email address, and sent a compressed file package.

Then, Alexander picked up his phone and dialed a number.

Ring... ring... After about six or seven seconds, the call connected.

"Alexander, is it urgent?" It was Morris Doran. He knew Alexander wouldn't casually initiate a call, so he immediately asked if it was an emergency.

"Uncle, I just sent a file to your personal email. Please take a look..." Alexander said.

"A file? What file? Hold on a moment..." Morris replied, and the phone sounded as if it had been moved away. Alexander could hear Morris speaking to someone else.

"Notify everyone that the meeting will be postponed..."

Then came the sound of footsteps.

Soon, there was the noise of a chair being moved.

"Let me check..." Morris said into the phone again.

Alexander then heard the sound of typing on a keyboard.

Three minutes later.

"...Where did you get this? Alexander! These photos, and the videos..." Morris sounded shocked.

When he first started looking at the files Alexander had sent him, he was a bit confused. There were electronic copies of contracts for nominee shareholdings, some photos—including ones of people severely injured and bleeding—until he saw a blurry video. That was when he realized who these materials were about.

In the very blurry and shaky video, a man and a woman were being brutally beaten and covered in blood. They were kowtowing and apologizing, swearing to guarantee something.

Then... a man's voice in the background warned them.

It was James's voice!

Morris had only watched a little bit at the beginning. The file Alexander sent him was huge, with an enormous amount of content.

He had just started reviewing it and hadn't yet seen the truly damaging information—the real blackmail material, or evidence.

But even without looking further, Morris already understood what kind of file this was.

"From James Sutherland's laptop," Alexander said into the phone.

"His... laptop? How... how did you get it? Did you go to Dallas?" Morris was first stunned, then shocked, and immediately felt something was off. "Weren't you still in New York last night? You..."

"James Sutherland came to New York. He landed at 11:30 this morning..." Alexander said.

"He's in New York?!" Morris's voice rose. He hadn't received any news. Usually, if James came to New York, his son would know and inform him.

"Yes, he came secretly. He called Jaz saying he'd arrive tomorrow, but he actually came today," Alexander said with a slight smile.

"11:30 this morning..." Morris muttered, his tone shifting again because he checked the current time—it was only 2:30 in the afternoon!

That meant James had only been in New York for barely a few hours!

And Alexander had already obtained the data from James's laptop?

So quickly?

When James came to New York, he would definitely bring many bodyguards. In such a short time, even kidnapping would be impossible. What on earth had Alexander done?!

"Alexander, what have you done to him?! Didn't we agree he couldn't die in New York?" Morris asked, his mind flooded with terrible thoughts!

If it were anyone else, Morris wouldn't think this way - ordinary people couldn't touch James, but Alexander was no ordinary man!

"What you're thinking hasn't happened, Uncle," Alexander smiled. "We never met. He should still be having lunch right now..."

"Then... how did you get it?" Morris asked again.

"It's complicated," Alexander said, clearly unwilling to explain.

Morris was genuinely uneasy - this was fucking terrifying!

Given Morris's status, he usually wouldn't fear someone like James, a junior. But now, the plan was already in motion, with all parties coordinating.

If James were to suddenly die under these circumstances, the Yorke family would lose their reason for revenge, the opportunity for the Doran family to ally with the Yorkes would vanish, and the plan to strike the Devonte family would be severely affected.

The entire operation would be compromised - it might even destroy the whole plan!

Forget about dividing up the Sutherland family assets.

Therefore, James couldn't die now, and especially not in New York.

"Alexander, listen to your uncle's advice - don't make any moves for now. James Sutherland can't die in New York. Do whatever else you want with him, but he mustn't die..." Morris was practically pleading with him.

He genuinely worried that Alexander might lose his temper one day and directly kill James - he believed Alexander had that capability.

"Uncle, I said I wouldn't, so I won't. Rest assured," Alexander said with a slight smile.

"Look, Alexander... about that previous incident that nearly hurt Jaz - the Sutherland family has already provided compensation. I'll transfer all the compensation to you right now, just calm your anger..." Morris even used phrases like "calm your anger."

"Compensation?" Alexander chuckled and asked, "How much?"

Asking directly about money was rather vulgar.

Alexander considered himself a vulgar man! However, to be honest, he personally didn't really care much about money.

Of course, nobody would find money "too annoying to handle," and neither would Alexander.

Most importantly, Alexander's direct question to Morris was actually meant to reassure Morris.

Alexander could sense that Morris was apprehensive and worried that he might suddenly kill James!

Therefore, appearing more concerned about money would prevent Morris from overthinking.

"The compensation and apology from the Sutherland family to Jasmine... including some company shares, bonds..." Morris quickly explained, "The total estimated value is around... eighty million."

Alexander raised an eyebrow upon hearing this.

The Sutherland family was incredibly generous!

To be fair, eighty million was merely pocket change for the Sutherland family, nothing significant.

But offering this much at once as compensation and apology to Jasmine Doran - that was substantial!

After all, the incident wasn't targeted at Jasmine but at Alexander. Jasmine was only nearly harmed without actually getting injured. Moreover, such incidents between two major families inherently involved misunderstandings - the Sutherland family ultimately had no intention of harming Jasmine...

Under such circumstances, the attitude of apology and saving face was what truly mattered!

The actual amount of compensation wasn't significant!

Yet the Sutherland family offered shares and bonds worth eighty million as compensation - one could say they were being damn sincere!

From this, Alexander could infer that the Sutherland family remained completely unaware of all his schemes. They still wanted to further ally with the Doran family and were doing their utmost to appease their anger, hence this demonstration!

Moreover! The Sutherland family placed special importance on Jasmine!

Jasmine was indeed a woman... worthy of such regard!

"The Sutherland family is really quite sincere," Alexander smiled, his tone subtle.

"In that case... I've already arranged to liquidate the shares and bonds. I'll transfer the cash to you. Which account should I use? Do you need to open an overseas account?" Morris was being very straightforward.

However, judging from Morris's tone, mental state, and the practical situation, Alexander deduced that the compensation shares and bonds from the Sutherland family probably hadn't been liquidated yet!

There hadn't been enough time!

But Morris claimed they had been liquidated - this was a "well-intentioned" lie. He simply wanted to give Alexander the money immediately to soothe his emotions! The money could initially come from the Doran family's liquid funds, which would be replenished after later liquidation.

"My usual account will do," Alexander smiled, not being polite at all - he would take whatever was offered!

If he refused, Morris would be unhappy!

Only by readily accepting this money could Alexander set Morris's mind at ease.

"Alright, I'll arrange it immediately. It might be transferred in several batches. I'll have someone upgrade your account level. That's all for now - I'll call you again later!" Morris said.

"Okay, Uncle," Alexander smiled.

He hung up.

Alexander didn't specify which account exactly - no need to say, since Morris had investigated him and naturally knew everything.

After ending the call with Morris, Alexander stood up again, went to the nearby cabinet, rummaged through his computer bag, and pulled out his USB drive.

Returning to sit at the desk.

Alexander inserted the USB drive into the computer tower, organized and cleaned up the files inside, and then began transferring data to the drive.

—It was another compressed file!

What Alexander had sent to Morris Doran was all the damaging information about James Sutherland, along with materials that could be used against him! These would all come in handy for Morris when targeting the Sutherland family.

The data Alexander was now transferring to the USB drive, however, were James Sutherland's business documents!

These weren't necessary to give to Morris.

Alexander didn't even transmit this data over the internet, as that would leave "potential risks."

Because the means by which Alexander obtained these business documents was essentially theft! It was corporate espionage! Therefore, using a USB drive was safer! There was no possibility of being traced!

Six minutes later.

Ring ring...

Alexander's phone rang—it was Morris calling.

"Hello, Uncle," Alexander answered.

"It's all arranged. You'll receive the transfer notification soon," Morris said, then immediately changed the subject: "Alex, what are your plans after this?"

"It's complicated," Alexander chuckled, using that phrase again.

"Alright then..." Morris didn't bother pressing further, but still advised: "Alex, I know you're capable, but please, please don't act impulsively."

"Don't worry, Uncle. After all the preparations I've made, it wouldn't make sense to self-destruct, right?" Alexander smiled.

"Mhm! Okay!"

"By the way, Uncle."

"What is it?"

"Don't let Dan know that James arrived in New York today, to avoid complications," Alexander said.

"Don't worry about that. What we discuss stays between us. There's no need for Jaz and Dan to know until the time is right," Morris said straightforwardly, creating a sense of being "on the same side."

"...That's all for now. I'll review these materials some more."

"Alright, Uncle."

After exchanging a few more words, they hung up.

Alexander glanced at the computer screen, clicked the mouse a few times, then removed the USB drive.

Time to go out again!

Before leaving, Alexander returned to the bedroom. He had brought up the bag containing his suit and dress shoes when he came upstairs earlier. Back in the bedroom, Alexander changed back into his suit, returning to his usual attire.

He went out and downstairs.


Chapter 23: Small gift.

Several minutes later.

A blue Lamborghini drove out of the residential compound. Shortly after, the car turned onto the main road heading south...

Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!

The phone chimed repeatedly—text messages had arrived.

Driving with one hand, Alexander picked up his phone to check.

Account credited: 10 million!

Account credited: 20 million!

Account credited: 30 million!

Account credited: 10 million!

Account credited: 10 million!

Five different accounts had transferred money to Alexander separately, totaling exactly 80 million! This method was clearly designed to avoid detection! And these funds were definitely all clean!

Looking at the final text message showing his account balance—over 80 million—Alexander smiled.

Truthfully, Alexander wasn't excited. He never lacked money, but... feeling somewhat peculiar was unavoidable!

Alexander drove fast.

Over twenty minutes later.

East District, W Road.

New York Senlan Apparel Group Headquarters, Senlan Tower!

Before arriving, he had already called Seraphine, so when Alexander arrived, got out of the car, and walked toward the building, Seraphine's bodyguard, Saryn, had already come down.

She came out of the main entrance to greet Alexander, then escorted him inside and upstairs.

She was just there to receive Alexander—otherwise, he couldn't go up, as elevator access required keycard authorization.

Soon.

16th Floor, Senlan Building, CEO's Office.

Seraphine sat behind her desk, signing documents while her assistant stood nearby waiting.

The office door suddenly opened, and Alexander entered with the female bodyguard Saryn.

Seraphine glanced up, gave Alexander a gentle smile, then lowered her head to continue signing the documents. After quickly signing several pages, she closed the folder and handed it over, saying to her assistant, "You may go."

The assistant hurried out with the documents.

As she stood up, Seraphine gestured to Saryn.

Saryn followed the assistant out.

Click! The office door closed.

Only Seraphine and Alexander remained in the office.

"What brings you here so suddenly? Have you finished your business? Did you miss me?" Seraphine said in a sweet, gentle voice as she walked up to Alexander. She wrapped her arms around his waist, then looked up and gave him a kiss.

"Just came to give you something, then I'll be leaving right away," Alexander said with a smile, before adding in a whisper. "Don't have time, but there will be a day when we have fun here....."

At his words, he could feel Seraphine blushing, squirming in place, her pearly white teeth biting on her lower lip. Barely managing to keep her composure, she focused on the first half.

"What is it? A gift?" Seraphine's gentle smile carried a hint of surprise.

She was genuinely somewhat surprised, since Alexander wasn't carrying anything conspicuous... so perhaps a small gift?

Seraphine didn't think Alexander was the type of man who would give small gifts as surprises to make women happy - that was behavior more typical of "young boys." Moreover, Seraphine herself wasn't the kind of woman who would be moved by small gifts.

At her age, she didn't have that kind of youthful excitement anymore.

However! Anything from Alexander would make Seraphine happy, simply because it came from him!

Truth be told, Seraphine felt a little anticipation about Alexander's small gift.

Alexander took a USB drive out of his pocket and handed it to Seraphine.

Seraphine examined the ordinary USB drive that Alexander had been using since his university days, then looked up at him and asked sweetly, "What's this?"

"Consider it... You can treat it as a gift," Alexander said with a smile, but then added, "Actually, it's not exactly that. You'll understand after you see it. We can talk after you've looked through it."

"Then let me take a look..." Seraphine said, releasing Alexander and walking toward the desk.

"I have to go," Alexander suddenly spoke up again. "By the way, lend me a car."

"A car? Why say 'lend'? Which one do you want?" Seraphine stood by the desk, turning to look at Alexander. She then took two steps and pulled open the desk drawer, which contained a pile of car keys!

"Porsche, Bentley, or... the Ferrari is at home. There's a McLaren downstairs. Do you want..." Seraphine was saying while looking into the drawer.

"The cheapest one, something low-key," Alexander interrupted.

"For low-key... the A8?" Seraphine took the Audi A8 key out of the drawer, looked up at Alexander, and waved it at him.

"Deal," Alexander nodded.

Alexander tossed his Lamborghini key onto the desk, took the Audi A8 key, leaned in to kiss Seraphine, then hurried out.

Just as he reached the door, Alexander suddenly stopped and turned back to look at Seraphine.

"Sera," he called out.

"What?" Seraphine, who had just sat down, looked up at him.

"Two hours," Alexander held up two fingers, smiling as he waved them. "Don't call me. I have some matters to attend to and can't be disturbed."

"Why would you think I'd disturb you for no reason?" Seraphine asked softly with a sweet smile, her words carrying hidden meaning as she added, "You've been spending all your time with Jasmine these past two days - have I ever suddenly disturbed you?"

"Jealous?" Alexander smiled.

"Not at all," Seraphine also smiled, denying it with gentle eyes.

"Ha," Alexander laughed, said nothing more, raised his hand in a gesture, and said, "I'm off."

Alexander pushed the door open and left the office.

For a full ten seconds after Alexander left, Seraphine stared at the office door he had exited through, just kept looking, before finally murmuring: "Strange."

She really did find it quite strange.

She didn't know what Alexander was doing today—having her track several cars at noon, then coming to deliver a USB drive at this time, changing cars, and having matters to attend to afterward. And specifically warning not to disturb him?

Why would she suddenly disturb him? Could he see the future?

Pulling her thoughts back, Seraphine looked at the USB drive in her hand again. What could be inside? Something that could be considered a gift but wasn't really... What could it be?

Seraphine couldn't figure it out.

She would know once she looked.

Plugging the USB drive into the computer, Seraphine looked at the screen. After the computer recognized the drive, she clicked the mouse, opened the USB space, and saw that there was only one compressed file package inside.

After extracting the compressed package, over a thousand files of various sizes were released, sorted by their last modification dates.

Seraphine opened one file to look.

Soon, she opened another.

Then she opened several more in succession, and according to the file names, opened several specific files.

Quickly!

Seraphine was shocked!

After just a few minutes of reading and skimming through a small portion, Seraphine grew increasingly astonished!

These documents included contracts, entrusted shareholding agreements, equity transfer agreements, bidding documents, the latest commercial investment proposals, and even electronic copies of highly classified meeting minutes! They recorded some extremely confidential discussions.

In addition, there were product reports from other companies—some from several years ago, and others that were very recent!

All these documents shared one common characteristic: they were all related to one person—James Sutherland!

Truly shocking content!

What was astonishing wasn't the variety or quantity of documents, as most were "historical files"—records of James's past investment activities.

That wasn't the shocking part.

The shocking part was that there were recent ones!

Even some from yesterday! There were actually documents from yesterday!

Seraphine was genuinely stunned!

If these were real, their value... Knowing James's next moves, which companies would receive his investments, where he would mobilize funds from, where he might withdraw investments, or which companies he planned to acquire, etc.!

With this knowledge, whether it was intercepting James's investments, short selling, or arbitrage... There were numerous methods to make a fortune and undermine James!

Actually, while these documents were highly valuable, their worth depended on whose hands they fell into. If they ended up with an ordinary business owner, they would be meaningless—such a person wouldn't dare to act, lacking the influence to execute correctly and likely tipping their hand prematurely.

But Seraphine was certainly no "ordinary" businesswoman!

Seraphine also knew the Sutherland family was doomed, that James Sutherland was finished. Though her own background wasn't sufficient, she had already joined forces with Eric Collins!

Therefore, not only could she act, but she could execute on a massive scale, even daring to confront the Sutherland family head-on and relentlessly pursue them in the later stages!

The value of these documents falling into Seraphine's hands could even be described as immeasurable!

Even the "historical files" had significant uses! They contained too much information that could be considered commercial secrets, and Seraphine and Eric were already planning to hunt the Sutherland family's assets...

Seraphine honestly never expected the USB drive to contain such content.

She had previously wondered what small gift it might be!

Now it seemed... this was no small gift! It was an enormous surprise! It was Alexander... pampering and spoiling her!

Seraphine finally understood why Alexander had said it was both a gift and not a gift—because this was serious business, part of the plan to take down James. Still, Alexander had given the documents to her, Seraphine Arden, letting her handle it...

So, however you looked at it, it made perfect sense!

Seraphine grew excited.

Her feelings were indescribable, growing more intense the more she thought about it.

Her face even flushed slightly, her breathing quickened, and she felt deeply affected!

Her head spun a little, and in her daze, she even felt an impulsive, self-sacrificing urge—that since Alexander treated her this way, she would do anything for him, agree to whatever he asked...

Emotionally, she felt particularly feminine!

Thinking this, Seraphine suddenly stood up.

She picked up her phone to call Alexander. She wanted to ask him how he obtained these documents, including even yesterday's files. Not only that, but she wanted even more to talk with Alexander, to meet him and have a thorough discussion...

But after finding Alexander's phone number, Seraphine suddenly stopped.

She didn't call.

Because she remembered—Alexander had explicitly told her, before leaving, not to disturb him for two hours.

Now she also understood why Alexander had given that warning. He had anticipated her reaction.

Standing behind her desk with her phone in hand, Seraphine blushed and pondered for a while longer. Finally, she took two deep breaths, pressed her lips together, and muttered softly, "You jerk!"

She desperately wanted to call Alexander, but he had forbidden her from doing so, leaving her feeling unsettled and unable to vent her emotions!

She felt Alexander was doing it on purpose—playing with her mind!


Chapter 24: More traps.

Midtown, New York. 

Greenwood Third Street. 

Moonwater Teahouse.

This was a high-end but modestly sized teahouse located at a street corner. Its location was somewhat remote for Midtown, and although business had been consistently mediocre since it opened years ago, it never operated at a loss.

The teahouse's owner was a very low-profile figure in New York, and he didn't particularly care whether the teahouse turned a profit—that man was William Wycliffe!

3:28 PM.

A black Audi A8 sped down the street, slowing as it approached Moonwater Teahouse.

Inside the car.

Alexander rested his hand on the steering wheel and glanced out the window. He noticed fewer than ten cars parked in the row of spaces in front of Moonwater Teahouse, six of which belonged to James Sutherland and his men.

James had already arrived!

He had probably met William by now, but William would only engage in small talk until Alexander arrived. The real discussion would begin once Alexander was present.

Alexander drove the Audi A8 around the block and parked on the opposite side of the street.

After getting out, he entered the teahouse through the back door in the alley.

Time to "meet" James Sutherland!

If James said even one wrong thing today... things were going to get very interesting!

In the private room number 0 on the fifth floor of the Moonwater Teahouse.

This was the finest private room in the place, located at the corner of the building facing the street intersection, with windows on two sides overlooking the streets. The room was decorated in an antique style, yet it was extremely luxurious. This private room had never been open to customers - it was reserved for William Wycliffe's personal use.

Over the years, William had met many people and discussed numerous matters in the room. Most of his guests were close friends, or rather, people he trusted.

William would never meet unfamiliar or untrustworthy individuals here.

But today!

He made an exception!

In the private room, at the long table carved with a scene of bridges and flowing water, William sat opposite James Sutherland. Both were drinking amidst the fragrant aroma, smiling as they tasted the tea and exchanged "casual conversation."

"...I've heard that over these years, Mr. Wycliffe has been living what could be called a reclusive life in New York... Are you truly content with this?" James rested his hand on the teacup, all smiles but with hidden meaning in his words.

James had taken off his coat and placed it aside, wearing a white shirt with gold-rimmed glasses, his hair meticulously styled. At first glance, he appeared full of refined, scholarly elegance.

William was also formally dressed today - suit, leather shoes, and slicked-back hair. Though he was overweight, his clothing still lent him a certain dignified presence!

"Content? Do you think I could be content, Mr. Sutherland?" William grinned, though his relaxed expression belied his tightening grip on the teacup, his knuckles turning slightly white. "But what can I do even if I'm not content? I suppose you don't know much about our Wycliffe family affairs. Many things aren't... as simple as doing whatever I want."

William's words carried an air of deliberate profundity.

He was indeed "putting on an air of profundity"!

Just making idle talk with James.

"So what exactly do you want, Mr. Wycliffe?" James smiled as he lifted his cup, giving William a meaningful look. "Tell me about it, I can help you!" After saying this, he took a sip of tea.

His gaze remained fixed on William.

"Help me? Hahahaha." William laughed heartily, waving his hand at James before continuing, "Mr. Sutherland, it's not that I don't trust you, but my family matters aren't something that can be explained in just a few words..."

Meanwhile.

On the fourth floor.

Alexander hurried up the southern staircase, turned decisively into the corridor upon reaching the fourth floor, walked to the very end, and pushed open the door to the private room on the left.

This medium-sized private room already contained several people when Alexander entered.

All dressed uniformly in black suits - they were William's trusted bodyguards.

On the long table in the room were several laptop computers, their screens displaying multi-angle footage of the scene in room number 0 upstairs. Most shots were focused on James, with only one camera angle capturing William.

"Mr. Alexander." Seeing Alexander enter, the bodyguards all nodded in greeting.

"Thank you for your hard work," Alexander said as he walked to the table and looked at one of the computer screens.

One bodyguard took off his headphones and handed them to Alexander.

Another bodyguard pulled out a chair for him.

Alexander put on the headphones and sat down, looking at the computer screen before raising his hand to signal: "Let's begin."

The bodyguard nearby picked up the walkie-talkie, pressed the button, and said, "Send it in."

Fifth floor.

"Mr. Wycliffe, why be so fearful?" James looked directly at William. "I know your elder brother Harrison hurt you deeply in the past, and your father favored him more..."

"Mr. Sutherland, this isn't fear!" William interrupted James, meeting his gaze directly. "One must know their place in life! The Wycliffe family's power is entirely in my brother's hands - I've accepted my fate!"

"Hah!" James laughed. "If you'd truly accepted your fate, Mr. Wycliffe, you wouldn't have met with me today. It seems... we still lack trust between us!"

As they were speaking.

Knock knock!

First came the knocking sound.

Then the private room door opened directly.

A waitress in a form-fitting dress, who could be rated 8/10 in appearance, entered the room. She walked to the table, set down the tray she was carrying, and placed various small pastries there, arranging them all neatly.

She had come to serve tea and snacks—small, exquisite-looking pastries that appeared expensive and came in very modest portions.

William and James temporarily stopped their conversation.

"Have some tea." William raised his teacup in a gesture.

Both men drank tea.

Regarding the serving of tea and snacks, James naturally didn't think much of it. Having come from afar as William's guest, whether there were refreshments or not wouldn't make him suspicious.

What he didn't know was that only William understood.

The waitress bringing pastries into the room was a secret signal, indicating that Alexander had arrived and they could "begin"!

After the waitress left again.

The room naturally contained only William and James, while their bodyguards waited outside the door.

"Mr. Sutherland," William called out to James, took another sip of tea, then set down his cup. "Let's speak frankly..." he said while examining James with his gaze, appearing to weigh his words before continuing slowly: "My dear... Vivienne's endorsement matter was something I agreed upon with Miss Doran some time ago."

"I do have some friendship with Miss Doran. Unless absolutely necessary, I wouldn't want to disappoint her." As William said this, his expression showed deep bitterness and resentment.

He was being serious!

James could naturally understand his "seriousness." He knew perfectly well that William wanted to counterattack his brother! William was here to negotiate terms!

"Mr. Wycliffe, what value do you think this endorsement alone holds? What would you want me to do for you in return?" James adjusted his glasses and countered William's position.

Truth be told, this "endorsement" matter could be made to seem either major or minor, depending on how one frames it.

On the minor side, even without Vivienne Blake, Jasmine Doran could simply postpone Magical Glamour's new product launch and find someone else. If she were willing to spend heavily to hire an international superstar from abroad, even James wouldn't dare act recklessly.

But if framed as a significant issue, it concerned Magical Glamour's listing plans. With the bet settlement date approaching, Jasmine might not be able to afford delays.

That is to say, if they suddenly lost Vivienne's endorsement, or if problems emerged during the launch event... it could very well cause Jasmine to lose the bet - the decisive, no-turning-back kind of loss!

However, James didn't believe William could understand the situation that deeply, which gave him room to negotiate and "drive down the price"—to play psychological games with William!

William fell silent for a moment, contemplating as he looked at James before speaking again: "Let's set aside the value of this endorsement deal for now, Mr. Sutherland. I believe you should understand clearly - you! The young master of the Sutherland family! And Miss Doran, the eldest granddaughter of the Doran family - when comparing your values to me... neither ranks higher than the other!"

"And currently, I maintain a good relationship with Miss Doran," William said with a slight grin. "If I were to truly offend a friend for your sake, damage such a valuable connection, and potentially face retaliation from that kid Dante Doran, Mr. Sutherland, what reason do you think would drive me to act that way?"

After finishing his words, William paused briefly without waiting for James' response, then continued: "During my years in New York, I've maintained a low profile, never stirred up trouble, and made some friends, living peacefully for ten years... The status that Jasmine and Dante Doran hold in New York—I believe you understand it even better than I do. And you want me to offend them?!"

"Mr. Sutherland, it's not that I, William Wycliffe, am disrespecting you. My difficulties... I hope you can understand! I can't return home, and if I can't even stay in New York anymore, how am I supposed to live?"

This speech from William could be described as extremely straightforward and frank, yet filled with "technique"!

The endorsement deal is minor - offending people is major!

James looked at William, smiled, picked up his teacup again, and took a slow sip.

The two men locked eyes.

Tap!

James set down his teacup and stated, "I'll help you put Harrison Wycliffe in prison, or arrange an accident for him. You decide his fate - however you want him to die, I can help you with that! What do you think?"

He had said it directly!

And it had been recorded!

Both audio and video!

In the private room on the fourth floor.

Alexander watched the computer screen and smiled.

He had to admit, William was truly skilled at acting. He gave the impression that, although the matter itself wasn't significant, the offense it might cause was substantial.

By exaggerating the severity of the problem, he created a sense of preparing to "make extravagant demands" during negotiations!

James wouldn't perceive William as rejecting him outright - if William wanted to refuse, he simply wouldn't have agreed to meet. Refusing after a detailed discussion would only create greater offense.

William's tone, demeanor, and choice of words were all perfectly executed!

And James himself was pretty bold in his speech, as he had already demonstrated during their previous phone call!

Besides!

They were just talking!

Actually, even if this conversation between James and William was recorded and made public, it wouldn't carry much significance. As long as Harrison remained unharmed, James would merely be seen as boasting!

If something were to happen to Harrison, this video could be used against William, who naturally wouldn't allow it to be released.

But!

What if Harrison himself saw this video?

If Harrison discovered that James had contacted him first, promised numerous benefits for his assistance, and then immediately approached his younger brother William to help harm him... well, Harrison was a ruthless man! He was even capable of hurting his own biological brother!

Even if Harrison hesitated due to the Sutherland family's influence and didn't act recklessly...

Then... what if James learned that Harrison knew about his plan to help William kill him?

Given James's modus operandi, he would likely strike first!

Under such circumstances.

Whether something happened to James or to Harrison, both sides would have sufficient reason to suspect each other!

That would be pretty interesting!

Meanwhile, in the private room on the fifth floor.

William fell silent after hearing James's proposal, seemingly deep in thought.

"I understand what you're concerned about, Mr. Wycliffe - that after offending Jasmine and Dante Doran, you won't be able to establish yourself in New York." James looked at William and continued, "You might even worry that after you offend them, your elder brother Harrison might approach the Dorans, befriend them, and join forces to suppress you..."

"Everything stems from your brother Harrison. Your need to establish yourself in New York, your inability to return home, your exclusion from the family inheritance, even ten years of living in fear and losing your edge - all of it is because of Harrison!"

"Don't you hate him? Think of your deceased wife."

"I can help you. Once Harrison is dead, you'll be the sole heir! Your father will have no choice but to recall you to inherit the family business! You won't need to worry about establishing yourself in New York anymore! All your problems will be solved!"

James was quite compelling.

He excelled at manipulating emotions, aiming to provoke William's anger toward Harrison and ignite his fighting spirit!

"Murder?" William finally spoke, looking at James. "I have my girl break the contract and refuse the endorsement, and in return, you help me kill someone - and not just anyone, but the eldest son of the Wycliffe family. Young Master Sutherland... you're promising me such significant assistance. How can I trust you?"

"I understand it's difficult to believe immediately, but that's because you don't know me well." James smiled and adjusted his glasses. "I don't like complicating simple matters. If there's a straightforward solution, I prefer to use it! Don't you agree?"

"Is murder simple?" William asked.

"Is it that difficult?" James immediately raised an eyebrow in response.

William froze for a moment, locking eyes with James before suddenly bursting into laughter: "Hahahaha! It seems Young Master James has quite the story! I've long heard about your daring deeds! Hahahaha... Come, have some tea!"

Picking up his teacup, William gestured with it.

Both men drank their tea again.

After they set down their cups, William stood up. He lifted the teapot, leaning forward to refill James's cup before pouring for himself.

This gesture carried a clear shift in attitude.

The corners of James's mouth curved upward slightly.

He felt the matter was already half accomplished!

"Boss James, to be honest, I don't quite understand why you're going to such great lengths..." William said after sitting down, slightly changing the subject. "I've heard some things about you and Miss Jasmine - you've been sabotaging her business deals all along. Why exactly is that?"

Though it seemed like he was changing the subject, he was still circling back to the endorsement matter.

Showing appropriate curiosity.

Appropriate mutual understanding.

Only then could they "cooperate" properly!

William wouldn't abruptly agree to anything James proposed - that would seem too fake and raise suspicion.

If you're going to act, you have to perform comprehensively!

"That woman..." James started but then paused, weighing his words before continuing while looking at William, "Actually, this concerns the marriage alliance between our Sutherland family and the Doran family, related to a bet I made with Jasmine years ago!"

James mentioned the bet!

This was a secret, and revealing it would add weight to the "endorsement" matter, essentially giving William more leverage!

James had thought it through clearly - it didn't matter, he wasn't afraid of William negotiating terms with him because his "offer" had already reached its maximum! Nothing could surpass helping William reclaim his family's inheritance in value!

Moreover!

Both sides needed to establish trust.

Therefore, James showed sincerity, actually revealing that the "bet" wasn't that big of a deal anyway.

"A bet?" William raised an eyebrow. "What kind of bet?"

William displayed just the right amount of curiosity!

It must be said, William's acting skills were superb!

The reason it was called "acting" was because William's current state was entirely performed - he already knew about the bet beforehand!

Alexander had told him.

Just last night! After finishing dinner at William's house, Alexander went upstairs for a half-hour private conversation with William.

Alexander told him many things, answered some of William's questions, and discussed how to handle the meeting with James.

Alexander had anticipated that James might tell William about the bet, so he mentioned it in advance.

James wanted to establish trust with William.

He would never have imagined that all his plans targeting William had been preempted by Alexander!

"Four years ago..." James began explaining the specifics of the bet.

For the next half hour or so, William and James mostly exchanged "meaningless talk"!

James first discussed some situations and entanglements involving the Sutherland family, the Doran family, and Jasmine.

Afterward, William talked about his own family, mentioning some Wycliffe family matters and repeatedly emphasizing his elder brother Harrison's current control over the family, as well as the family's influence and power in the local area.

It could be said that even if the Sutherland family exerted all their resources, it would be difficult to shake the Wycliffe family's foundation in Los Angeles in a short time.

This was no exaggeration—the Wycliffe family truly possessed such capability! Though a commercial family, after decades of painstaking cultivation, their intricate network of connections and vested interests involved so many people... that the Sutherland family genuinely couldn't lay a finger on them in the short term!

The Wycliffes were not to be trifled with!

However, James had made it clear that his target was not the Wycliffe family as a whole, but Harrison Wycliffe alone.

If something were to happen to Harrison... as long as William Wycliffe eventually became the head of the Wycliffe family, it wouldn't count as offending the Wycliffes. On the contrary, it would establish mutual connections between the families.

Fourth floor.

Alexander sat before his computer, wearing headphones, observing everything along the way.

Unconsciously, the time approached half past four in the afternoon.

Alexander felt it was about time.

He took out his phone, composed a text message, and sent it to William!

Alexander was here observing the entire process, not due to distrust of William. Even if he hadn't come, he wouldn't have missed their conversation—there was a recording, which Alexander could review later.

His purpose in watching the entire exchange was singular: he needed to issue "final instructions" to William based on the content of their discussion, what James had said, what he had revealed, and the psychological state James displayed.

Should William agree to James's request to break the contract and refuse the endorsement?

Or, after careful consideration, refuse and risk offending James?

Or perhaps, a third option...

What William ultimately decided to say would be determined by Alexander!

Fifth floor, in the private room.

"...My father, early last year, even attended a corporate annual meeting to support Harrison and consolidate his position in the group..." William was in the midst of speaking.

Ding!

His phone chimed.

William naturally pulled out his phone and opened the text message.

William read the text message right in front of James.

This was nothing unusual and wouldn't raise any suspicion. Everyone had phones and received messages occasionally—nothing special about that.

The content of this particular message, however, was exceptionally brief - just two words: "Three-Two!"

Only two people in the world could understand the meaning behind "Three Two" - Alexander, who sent the message, and William, who received it. This was the code they had agreed upon during their secret conversation the previous night.

"Three" referred to choosing the third option!

"Two" meant the second version of the story.

Put together, it meant: the second version of the story for the third option!

As for what exactly this version entailed, Alexander and William hadn't discussed it in detail. There was no need to plan everything so thoroughly beforehand.

Once the direction was set, with William's intelligence, he would naturally know what to say!

William stared at the message for about five seconds before making a phone call.

To Alexander!

Right in front of James!

Seeing that William seemed to have sudden business to attend to, James wasn't in any hurry. He continued drinking unhurriedly, maintaining his refined and composed demeanor.

"Hello... I've received the photos. Keep investigating and notify me immediately if you find anything." William spoke directly into the phone when the call connected, then hung up immediately.

This was all an act.

The call had genuinely connected.

Alexander heard everything William said.

But Alexander himself remained silent.

Actually, Alexander could have chosen to call William and tell him what to do directly, but that would definitely be unsafe. In the enclosed space of the room, where it was very quiet, if William answered the phone, James might overhear fragments of their conversation.

Even if William turned down the volume on his phone receiver, if James was carrying surveillance equipment, it could record all the sounds in the room for later audio analysis.

What the human ear couldn't detect, electronic devices could capture.

Though this possibility was quite remote.

But William was a cautious man.

So was Alexander!

Although Alexander didn't think much of James, he never underestimated him. For someone so troublesome to maintain such a stable position within the Sutherland family, he must have some capability.

"Sorry about that, Mr. Sutherland. Some business came up." William put away his phone, looked up at James, and then picked up his teacup. "Shall we continue our conversation?"

Both men drank their tea again.

"It seems... your father is really not just ordinarily biased..."James set down his teacup and spoke first, his tone subtle.

James was truly skilled with words, possessing strong linguistic abilities and knowing how to manipulate people's emotions.

Throughout his long conversation with William, he had repeatedly provoked William's dissatisfaction with his family.

The method wasn't wrong.

Unfortunately, when the direction is wrong, no amount of effort will yield results!

"Damn it... Harrison was just born a few years earlier than I; otherwise, he'd be nothing! If not for the old man protecting him, I would have taken him down ten years ago!" William raised his voice, then controlled his emotions and sighed. "Ah!"

He seemed unwilling to appear too undignified in front of an "outsider."

"I can understand how you feel, Mr. Wycliffe. Although I haven't experienced exactly what you've been through these years... every family has its own troubles. Our Sutherland family has never been peaceful either. If I weren't ruthless enough, I might have... died long ago!" James's words were loaded with implication and suggestion.

After speaking, he picked up his teacup again and took a sip of tea.

The two began exchanging pleasantries again.

Ten minutes later.

William glanced at his watch, feeling it was time to discuss serious matters. The reason he hadn't brought it up immediately after receiving the text message was naturally to avoid arousing James's suspicion.

"It's getting late, Mr. Sutherland," William said after checking his watch, looking toward James. "Regarding the endorsement matter, I think..."

William trailed off mid-sentence, adopting an expression of difficult decision-making and final consideration.

"Feel free to decide, Mr. Wycliffe. The initiative is in your hands," James met William's gaze with a smile. "You help me, I help you. If you don't help me, that's fine too..."

Though he said this, he might not truly mean it - James Sutherland wasn't known for being magnanimous!

"The endorsement cannot be withdrawn!" William declared.

James's expression changed immediately, his hand unconsciously tightening around the teacup. After all his patient negotiation and substantial promises, was William still refusing? Was he just toying with him?

"Or rather, it cannot be withdrawn now..." William added.

James's expression relaxed slightly as he pondered William's words, his face taking on a subtle expression.

"What do you mean, Mr. Wycliffe?" James asked.

"We're at this critical juncture with the press conference just the day after tomorrow," William explained. "If I breach the contract now, it would be too obvious. If Miss Doran questions me, even if I can make excuses, she might not believe me. She might even directly suspect that you're behind this, Mr. Sutherland!"

"Do you think I'm afraid of her knowing?" James interrupted with a counter-question.

"You may not be afraid, Mr. Sutherland, but I am!" William responded. "Miss Doran is the smaller concern - she still has principles. But Dante Doran is different... If he knows, or even suspects, that I'm working with you to sabotage his sister's business, he won't let me off. Then in New York, I would..."

"Didn't we agree? I'll help you take care of your brother, and you can return home to inherit the family fortune!" James interrupted again. "What does your business in New York matter then?"

"Yes, that's the theory. But Mr. Sutherland, you tell me - is Harrison Wycliffe that easy to deal with? You'll need time, won't you? Need to prepare? And I need buffer time too. I can't break with Jasmine Doran immediately, otherwise I might be finished before you can accomplish your task..."

James began to understand William's meaning.

It was mainly a timing issue. Dealing with Harrison couldn't be accomplished overnight; at a minimum, it would take one or two months. For someone of Harrison's status, they couldn't use crude methods like sending assassins - that would create earth-shattering news!

As for William's situation, breaking with Jasmine and Dante Doran... withdrawing the endorsement was something that could be done immediately.

If they proceeded this way, William would enter a "danger period." If he breached the contract today, from this day forward for the next one or two months or longer, he would face threats from the Doran siblings while unable to return home to inherit the family fortune.

There could also be many variables in between - for example, if Harrison learned about William offending the Doran siblings...

"So, Mr. Wycliffe's idea is..." James asked after some thought.

"Let my darling proceed with the endorsement as originally planned," William gestured with his hand, then immediately added, "After some time, say one or two months later, I'll have her breach the contract and file a lawsuit against Jasmine's company!"

"At the same time, Mr. James, you can arrange for media outlets to orchestrate online public opinion, shifting the contractual dispute towards product quality issues. Just claim that Vivienne developed acne after using their cosmetics. Since it's merely public opinion, you can fabricate freely - these are just third-party rumors anyway. Even if someone traces the rumor back to its source, we can arrange a scapegoat."

"With our superstar Vivienne's influence, once this matter escalates, it's bound to cause a sensation. Whether the product quality issues are real or just rumors, the public will inevitably question Magical Glamous, leading to a crisis of trust. If this lawsuit drags on for a year or two, it might even destroy Jasmine's company - they won't be able to go public in the future!"

"What do you think, Mr. James?!"

William's speech left James completely stunned, yet it also lit up his eyes. James clearly understood that Magical Glamous was racing against time for their IPO, making him feel that William's idea was even better than his previous plan of simply disrupting the endorsement deal!

Throwing mud at them would typically be a low-level tactic - public opinion wouldn't gain traction, and Jasmine would have it handled through PR, rendering it useless.

But!

By tying it to a superstar like Vivienne Blake and leveraging her influence... no one could PR their way out of this! It would be incredibly easy to stir up public opinion, and highly effective!

The more James thought about it, the harder it became to suppress his smile.

"Mr. Wycliffe, you're absolutely ruthless!" James grinned at William, then, after a pause, added, "I like it!"

James was beginning to see William Wycliffe in a new light!

This wasn't just because James didn't know William well enough and had been misled by William's performance over the past decade, but also because... William's plan was truly brilliant!

It might even be the "decisive blow"!

James had been sabotaging Jasmine Doran's business bit by bit, obstructing her in various ways with great effort. Over the years, he had arranged many schemes, yet he had never managed to stop the rise of Magical Glamour!

Jasmine was truly a business genius!

But William's approach could be described as "counter-intuitive"!

Having a superstar endorse the company's new product was precisely what Jasmine desired!

Fine! Give it to her! She wanted influence? Good, give it to her! Let her build the company bigger and stronger!

And then... suddenly! Deal a fatal blow out of nowhere! Let Magical Glamour rise because of Vivienne Blake, and fall because of Vivienne Blake!

The higher you climb, the harder you fall!

Once a massive scandal emerges, the more influential a company is, the more it will trigger devastating consequences, leading to a faster collapse than smaller companies!

Even if the scandal could eventually be cleared up... that would be in the future, long after the bet's settlement date! It wouldn't matter anymore!

Such a deeply logical, such a vicious scheme—James had never considered it before.

But William had thought of it!

James even felt that he had somewhat underestimated William, this so-called failure of the Wycliffe family.

What James didn't know was that this ruthless strategy hadn't actually been William's idea.

It was Alexander's!

Guaranteed to satisfy James!

Not only would James be satisfied, but even Jasmine and William would be "satisfied"!

For Jasmine... With James having obtained William's promise and possessing such a decisive, vicious move, James wouldn't bother targeting Jasmine or Magical Glamour with petty schemes over the next month or two.

There was no need! Jasmine would have a much easier time.

As for William... After James and William reached their agreement, James would have to deliver on his end and actually go after Harrison Wycliffe! It was like getting free labor to cause trouble for Harrison.

Moreover, during the next month or two, James and William would enter a "honeymoon period," becoming quite close privately, until... James discovered he had been deceived by William!

"Mr. Sutherland, do you think it's feasible?" William asked, smiling as he saw James's pleased expression.

"Feasible, extremely feasible!" James nodded.

He was genuinely satisfied and understood William's mindset. There was still a lack of trust between them. James believed William was worried that he wouldn't keep his promise, hence William's reluctance to rashly offend the Doran siblings.

Therefore, this arrangement meant both parties would act simultaneously: James would prepare to move against Harrison, while William would prepare to sabotage Magical Glamour. When the time was right, both could even launch their attacks at the exact moment!

"However, I have one more question..." James spoke again, pausing briefly before continuing with a smile, "Actually, it's not really a question, just..."

"What is it?" William interjected.

"It's just that I've heard you're quite fond of Miss Vivienne Blake. You've spent a lot of money promoting her over the years. Having her breach her contract and terminate early would ultimately have a negative impact on her, even..."

James gestured with his hand, leaving the sentence unfinished. He had made his point clear and believed William understood what he meant.

"I just wanted to ask," James continued, "Is Mr. Wycliffe willing to part with her? And also... might Miss Blake have any complaints or refuse to cooperate?"

James was considering potential problems when he raised this question.

"You're overthinking it, Mr. Sutherland," William responded directly. "After we finish with Magical Glamour, once I reclaim my family fortune, I'll have Vivienne retire. We'll get married—I intend to make her my wife."

"Wow," James couldn't hide his surprise.

He hadn't expected William to harbor genuine feelings for Vivienne, the starlet he had personally cultivated.

"Then let me offer my early congratulations, Mr. Wycliffe!" James grinned, raising his cup.

"Hahaha, mutual joy indeed! And may you achieve all your wishes too, Mr. Sutherland!" William laughed heartily as he lifted his own cup.

It was settled!

Confirmed!

They would proceed exactly as discussed!

After finishing their tea, William exchanged a few more pleasantries with James while repeatedly checking his watch. James could tell William seemed to have other matters to attend to.

"Mr. Wycliffe, if you have business to attend to, please don't mind me. We've basically covered everything—let's proceed as discussed!" James took the initiative to say.

"Mr. Sutherland, my apologies," William glanced at his watch once more before looking up. "I do have some matters to handle, and it's almost time. I'm afraid we won't be able to have dinner together today—my hospitality has been lacking..."

James waved it off.

"No problem at all, Mr. Wycliffe. We can always share a meal another time—there's no hurry!" James smiled.

"Alright then, we'll conclude for today..." William said as he stood up.

James rose as well.

The two men shook hands.

Fourth floor, private room.

Alexander smiled at the screen, watching William and James shake hands, bid farewell, and then James depart as William saw him off...

It was over.

Alexander removed his headphones and stood up, instinctively straightening his suit jacket before walking to the street-facing window with one hand in his pocket.

Soon enough.

From his fourth-floor vantage point, Alexander watched William personally escort James out, the two shaking hands once more outside.

Only after James had entered his car did William return inside.

His attitude could genuinely be described as impeccable!


Chapter 25: Family dinner. Shocked William.

The time was now approaching 5:00 PM.

Alexander withdrew his gaze and checked his phone. It was nearly 5:00 PM—he had met with Seraphine around 3:00 PM. The two-hour deadline was almost up, and he expected Seraphine to be calling soon.

He wondered how she had "endured" these two hours—that restless feeling must be eating at her like cats scratching at her heart.

One minute later.

Click—the private room door opened.

"Brother!" William called out as he entered, simultaneously signaling the bodyguards in the room to leave.

Several bodyguards filed out.

"You've worked hard, Brother William," Alexander turned with a smile and approached him.

"What are you talking about? Between us, there's no need for such formality!" William responded.

With the bodyguards gone, both men sat down and began their "confidential discussion"!

There was no need to review what William and James had discussed—Alexander had watched the entire exchange. Now they needed to plan their next move.

Specifically... how to let Harrison Wycliffe know about this matter?

Actually, it was pretty simple—have Simon Rhodes handle it!

William could lay his cards on the table and inform Simon Rhodes, who would then relay to Harrison that William had recruited him for a major scheme.

Simon would claim William revealed plans to collaborate with James Sutherland to eliminate Harrison! To persuade Simon, William had even shown him video clips of their conversation.

From Harrison's perspective, he believed Simon shared a closer, deeper bond with him and would never suspect Simon had already become William's staunch supporter.

Moreover, William and Simon already maintained a decent relationship, and Simon had extensive business dealings with IronWork Group. Thus, William's attempt to win Simon over was entirely plausible.

If Simon tipped off Harrison, Harrison would find it completely reasonable!

Ring ring...

A phone rang.

It was William Wycliffe's phone that suddenly chimed.

William took out his phone, saw the caller, and answered with a laugh, "Darling, finished up?"

It was Vivienne Blake calling.

Ring ring...

Another phone rang.

This time it was Alexander's.

Alexander checked his phone—it was Seraphine calling.

Seeing Alexander also needed to take a call, William stood up directly. He headed out to the hallway so they wouldn't disturb each other.

"Hey, Seraphine," Alexander answered with a smile.

"Where are you?" Seraphine's tone was exceptionally gentle. "It's been two hours already. Are you done?"

"Pretty much. What, missing me?" Alexander chuckled.

"Hmph, you're terrible. You're doing this on purpose, aren't you?" Seraphine huffed, and she was right. Alexander had done it on purpose. After all, what’s a better way to make her forget her jealousy, than to remind her of the love she had for him?

Seraphine fell silent for a moment, then softened her voice sweetly, "You rascal, want to have dinner together? We should talk, right?"

"Sure, let's have dinner. I'll bring a friend along. Book us somewhere private—we need to discuss matters..." Alexander smiled.

Alexander was taking William to meet Seraphine Arden! William could officially enter the game!

While Alexander was on the phone with Seraphine, William was also discussing dinner plans with Vivienne in the hallway outside the private room.

Two minutes later.

Inside the private room.

Alexander had finally confirmed the dinner location with Seraphine. Just as he hung up, William pushed the door open and entered.

"Brother, let's go eat," William said as he came in, gesturing with his phone. "Vivienne has finished her work too. Let's find a place together..."

"Let's go to R Street, Liz Restaurant," Alexander said with a smile as he stood up.

"Alright, then I'll tell Vivienne to head there directly," William replied, looking down at his phone to make the call.

"I happen to have a friend I want to introduce to you. She's already on her way there," Alexander added.

William paused mid-dial and looked up at Alexander. After a moment's thought, he said, "Then... would it be appropriate for Vivienne to come? If not, I can just have her..."

Alexander was introducing a friend.

William didn't know who it was, but it definitely wasn't just anyone. And they were certainly going to discuss business matters. William wasn't sure if it would be appropriate for Vivienne to be present.

"Nothing inappropriate about it," Alexander said with a laugh.

"Alright then..." Feeling reassured, William proceeded to call Vivienne.

"Darling, head to Liz's Restaurant on R Street. Yes, the driver knows the way. You go directly there. Okay, Alexander and I will be on our way soon..."

William hung up after finishing his call.

The two then went downstairs together and got into the car.

Alexander tossed the Audi A8 keys to William's bodyguard, instructing him to drive the car over. Alexander himself got into William's Bentley Mulsanne, sitting in the back seat with William so they could continue their conversation during the ride.

Off they went!

More than ten minutes later.

In the car, Alexander was talking with William when...

Ring ring...

Alexander's phone suddenly rang. He pulled it out and saw it was Jasmine calling.

"Hey, Jasmine," Alexander answered.

"I'm working overtime today and have some documents to process, so I won't be coming over to your place..." Jasmine said. She had taken yesterday off and rested this morning too, having had a day and a half off consecutively. At this critical juncture, work was hectic, and many tasks had piled up.

"Sleeping at the company?" Alexander asked with a smile.

"Yeah, probably won't finish until eleven or twelve," She replied.

"That's quite demanding," Alexander said.

"It's only like this for a few days. By the end of the month, it won't be so busy anymore," Jasmine explained, then casually asked Alexander, "Are you home yet?"

"Not yet, not going back today," Alexander replied with a smile.

"Not... going back?" Jasmine's tone changed slightly, her words carrying hidden meaning. "Then you should take care of yourself, don't overexert yourself, my dear Alexander."

The way she said it... Jasmine couldn't be bothered to ask where Alexander would be sleeping tonight or with whom; she was just teasing him.

"Feeling jealous?" Alexander laughed.

"Yes, jealous. I'm practically green with envy," Jasmine said in an exaggerated tone before shifting gears. "Alright, alright, you go about your business... I need to get back to work, too."

They exchanged a few more words before hanging up.

Immediately after, Alexander made another call.

To Ashley Carter.

There was still a guest at home. Since Jasmine wasn't coming over today and Alexander wasn't returning either, he needed to inform Ashley and give her some simple instructions.

After hanging up once again.

"Alexander, I've been meaning to ask you something, not sure if you'd..." William glanced at Alexander with a smile, his tone carrying an unusual note.

It didn't sound like he was going to ask about anything serious.

"What is it?" Alexander looked toward William.

"Well... I see you and Miss Jasmine get along quite well, and there's also Miss Carter... Given Miss Jasmine's status, how do you..." William gestured while speaking, leaving his words incomplete but conveying his meaning clearly. "How do you manage it?"

This was definitely a topic between men.

William's sudden question stemmed from having just seen Alexander answering and making phone calls. Although he couldn't clearly hear the voices from the phone, he did hear Alexander address both Jasmine and Ashley.

So he knew who Alexander had been talking to.

All that talk about coming home or not - how could everything be so harmonious?

Truth be told, William had many women, too, and he kept them all well under control. The difference was that whatever status William's women had was given by him, like Vivienne Blake.

But Alexander's situation was completely different!

Jasmine Doran!

With her massive background! Exceptional capabilities! And top-tier beauty! James Sutherland had nearly gone mad trying to win her over! No, he had already gone mad!

With Jasmine and Alexander together, it should have been a case of the woman being more powerful than the man. And everyone in New York's business circles knew precisely what kind of personality and style Jasmine had.

So how could she possibly allow and accept Alexander having other women?

How did he manage it? William couldn't imagine, and had never been able to figure it out.

"Well..." Alexander looked at William, pondered for a moment, then smiled. "William, it's not that I don't want to tell you, it's just that this matter... It's complicated, very complicated!"

Alexander particularly liked saying, "it's complicated."

Sometimes it was an evasion, but sometimes it really wasn't - it genuinely couldn't be explained simply.

"Hahaha, alright then, I won't ask. I probably wouldn't be able to learn even if you told me." William laughed heartily, then sighed with admiration. "Your mindset and skills... they can't be learned! I'm impressed! Truly impressed!"

William was genuinely impressed!

Not just regarding women, but in every aspect!

Twenty minutes later.

South District, R Street, Liz's Restaurant.

Though Liz's Restaurant had an ordinary name, it was actually an extremely high-end private dining establishment.

Several cars were parked along R Street.

Alexander and William got out of their car. Simultaneously, the door of an Alphard business vehicle parked ahead opened, and Vivienne Blake stepped out wearing a mask and sunglasses.

Vivienne had arrived earlier and had been waiting outside for a while.

They gathered together.

Entered the restaurant.

About five minutes before arriving here, Alexander had received a text from Seraphine containing the private room number. Seraphine had arrived first and was waiting upstairs.

Alexander gave the room number to the hostess, who confirmed if he was Mr. Ciotta. After Alexander's affirmation, she led the group upstairs.

Soon.

Second floor, private room number 9.

Alexander pushed the door open and entered.

Inside the room, Seraphine, wearing a form-fitting blue dress, was sitting at the table, absentmindedly holding her cup and lost in thought, when she suddenly snapped back to reality.

Looking up, Seraphine broke into a radiant smile, rising gracefully as she said sweetly: "You're here."

Seraphine had seen Alexander and, naturally, also noticed William and Vivienne entering with him.

"Have you ordered yet?" Alexander asked with a smile as he entered.

"Not yet, I was waiting for you," Seraphine said, then turned her gaze toward William.

The receptionist closed the private room door from the outside.

"Let me introduce everyone - this is William Wycliffe, Mr. Wycliffe, and Miss Vivienne Blake..." Alexander gestured, then turned to William, "And this is Ms. Seraphine Arden."

"Hahaha! Ms. Arden, hello hello! Hahaha!" William laughed heartily as he stepped forward to shake Seraphine's hand. "When Alexander said he wanted to introduce a friend, I thought it would be someone I didn't know... But it's Ms. Arden! Who in New York doesn't know Ms. Arden? I've long heard of your reputation, haha, pleased to meet you..."

"Mr. Wycliffe, the pleasure is mine!" Seraphine shook his hand with a smile, then turned to shake hands with Vivienne.

Vivienne had already removed her mask and sunglasses while William was speaking.

"Miss Blake, it's wonderful to meet you. You're gorgeous, worthy of being a big star," Seraphine complimented Vivienne.

"You flatter me, Ms. Arden. You're the truly beautiful one," Vivienne immediately responded.

After the exchange of pleasantries, everyone took their seats.

Alexander sat next to Seraphine, while William naturally sat across from Alexander with Vivienne for easier conversation.

This created a scene of two couples sitting opposite each other.

It had a very particular visual quality!

From the moment Alexander entered and spoke with Seraphine, William could tell from their tone that they had an exceptionally close relationship - the kind that comes with substantial personal friendship.

Yet he couldn't figure out how Alexander and Seraphine had become connected.

It was puzzling - theoretically, these two shouldn't have any connection, as they moved in completely different circles.

"I truly didn't expect it would be you, Ms. Arden," William marveled after sitting down.

"Is it that surprising?" Seraphine smiled.

"Of course it is," William grinned back. "I'd never heard before that Alexander was friends with you, I..."

"We're not friends," Seraphine suddenly interjected.

"Ah?" William was taken aback, instinctively glancing at Alexander with a changed expression.

Because Seraphine's words could be seen as quite disrespectful to Alexander.

William was utterly perplexed.

He couldn't understand why Seraphine would suddenly say something so disrespectful to Alexander.

There was no hint of joking in her tone, which left William completely speechless, unsure how to continue the conversation.

William "knew" Seraphine.

Just as Seraphine "knew" him.

Though not particularly close, both moved in New York's business circles and naturally recognized each other.

They had met at various events, and even if they had never spoken before, each understood exactly who the other was!

Seraphine knew less about William - only that he was the second son of the Wycliffe family, the loser in their internal power struggles, someone who enjoyed sponsoring starlets, and Vivienne Blake's patron.

William, however, knew considerably more about Seraphine.

Because Seraphine was far too famous in New York! She was so renowned that she had become almost symbolic in the city's business world—always referred to as Madame Arden!

Having been in New York for so many years, William naturally knew about Seraphine's past - how she had driven her ex-husband to ruin and suicide through ruthless methods that earned her the nickname "Black Widow."

Yet in social interactions, Seraphine actually enjoyed an excellent reputation.

She had once been crowned New York's most beautiful woman! Gentle, sweet, and incredibly emotionally intelligent! Anyone who had interacted with her had nothing but praise for her! Except, of course, her enemies!

Human beings are complex composites.

Seraphine served as a perfect example of this.

The general consensus about Seraphine in New York's business circles, aside from acknowledging her ruthlessness, rarely mentioned any flaws.

People would praise her beauty and business acumen, but always with the warning - don't cross her!

This was William's understanding of Seraphine.

Which was why he now felt completely confused and perplexed.

Had he offended her?

Said something wrong?

Why would she suddenly be so disrespectful? She had completely ruined the atmosphere.

This was highly unusual!

William felt that given Seraphine's emotional intelligence, she shouldn't speak this way - yet she had done so abruptly, and he couldn't fathom why.

The private room fell into sudden silence.

William looked at Alexander with an uncomfortable expression, while Seraphine also turned her gaze toward Alexander, her eyes filled with tenderness.

"Aren't we friends?" Alexander glanced at Seraphine and asked with a slight smile.

"Of course not," Seraphine replied softly, her sweet voice directed at Alexander.

Another two seconds of silence passed.

"Ah hahaha..." William suddenly burst into laughter, "I understand now, Madame Arden. You mean you're good friends, kindred spirits, right? Hahaha..." Even as he said this, William himself felt somewhat awkward.

He was desperately trying to smooth things over!

He believed that, given Seraphine's emotional intelligence, even if she was somewhat dissatisfied, having made her point, she should now allow everyone to save face.

"No," Seraphine looked at William and said, "You're wrong again, Mr. Wycliffe. We're not good friends either, nor kindred spirits."

William's smile froze on his face.

Seraphine then continued with a sweet laugh: "We're lovers. I'm his woman. He's my man."

"What?!" William gaped, his eyes nearly popping out of his head... most people couldn't manage such an exaggerated expression, but William was genuinely shocked by Seraphine's revelation!

Silence filled the private room.

Seraphine had been far too direct.

"Did you have to be so direct?" Alexander asked, glancing at Seraphine.

"Any problems?" Seraphine also glanced at Alexander, gently countering with a question.

"None." Alexander smiled.

He was just slightly surprised. According to the original plan, William was supposed to learn about Alexander and Seraphine's relationship during this dinner conversation.

This was relevant to the matters to be discussed tonight, so William needed to know—there was no reason to hide it.

But Alexander hadn't expected it to be so "direct"!

He never imagined that just after sitting down and exchanging only a few words, Seraphine would come right out with it.

To be fair, Seraphine revealing their relationship had Alexander's prior approval.

During their earlier phone call, when Alexander mentioned introducing a friend, Seraphine asked who it was and whether that person should know about their relationship.

Alexander had agreed and told Seraphine what would be discussed tonight.

This helped Seraphine understand some of Alexander's thoughts and mindset.

As for Seraphine's "directness," Alexander suspected she probably wanted to get down to business quickly.

If she hadn't spoken up directly, it might have taken a long time for William to figure out their relationship—perhaps only after an hour of dining and chatting, when he might have inferred it from their subtle interactions, and even then, he might have found it hard to believe.

And some topics could only be discussed adequately once William understood their relationship!

That way, the dinner would have dragged on much longer!

Seraphine simply wanted to address the main issue sooner!

So... was she in such a hurry because she wanted to finish dinner, conclude their business, and go home to sleep?

It wasn't certain.

This was all Alexander's speculation!

"Ah..." William suddenly let out an exclamation of realization, then laughed heartily: "Hahahaha, so we're all family!" William forced down the shock in his heart to say this, and his words demonstrated extremely high emotional intelligence—not only breaking the somewhat awkward atmosphere but also "pleasing" Seraphine.

William was genuinely stunned. First there was Jasmine Doran, and now... Seraphine Arden! How the hell did he manage this?!

Seraphine should have been the least likely!

Just how incredible is Alexander?!

William's mind was reeling!

Seraphine smiled with pursed lips. The term "family" indeed pleased her greatly.

She glanced at Alexander again, noticing his shirt collar wasn't quite straight, and she reached out naturally to adjust it for him.

Turning back to William, Seraphine said, "Mr. Wycliffe, shall we order first?" After speaking, she looked at Vivienne Blake and asked, "Miss Blake, do you have any favorite dishes?"

Seraphine wouldn't treat Vivienne differently because of her celebrity status. The primary consideration was that she was William's woman, and William was Alexander's friend, which was why Seraphine showed her such "consideration."

As for Vivienne's attitude toward Seraphine... having been with William for so long and frequently visiting New York, she had long heard of Seraphine's reputation.

Therefore, she was very polite toward Seraphine, maintaining an especially cautious demeanor!

They placed their orders.

During the wait for food, the group made small talk.

Because their "identities" had been revealed, the conversation atmosphere had changed entirely, filled with the feeling of a gathering among friends with their partners!

After the food was served and they had chatted for a while longer, Alexander steered the conversation to the main topic.

"William, the reason I asked Seraphine to join us today is actually... there's a business matter. I wonder if you'd be interested?" Alexander rested his hand on the wine glass, smiling as he looked at William.

"Business?" William was momentarily taken aback before immediately responding, "Yes! Absolutely interested! Brother, just say the word! Whatever business it is, if this old brother can contribute, I won't hold back!"

Alexander hadn't even specified what kind of business it was, yet William had almost directly agreed!

Because Alexander had done him a great favor!

If not for meeting Alexander, William didn't know if he would ever have had the chance to turn his life around. All the changes began with knowing Alexander!

Moreover, it wasn't just about gratitude. William also believed in Alexander's capabilities, thinking Alexander was almost miraculous!

So in William's view, any business Alexander mentioned must be significant, and the kind that would bring enormous benefits! Following Alexander could never be wrong!

Seeing William's attitude, Alexander smiled and turned his gaze toward Seraphine.

Seraphine had brought a briefcase with her this time and placed it on the chair beside her. Noticing Alexander's look, she directly reached back to pick up the suitcase, opened it, and took out a thick stack of documents.

She handed the documents to Alexander.

Alexander took them and glanced through, briefly flipping through the first few pages before standing up and offering them to William. "Brother William, take a look."

William stood up to receive them, sat back down, and began reading the documents. Gradually, his expression became peculiar.

The private room was quiet, and no one spoke as they waited for William to finish reading the documents before continuing the discussion.


Chapter 26: New plans. Eager Seraphine.

Two minutes later.

Dinglingling...

A phone rang! It was Alexander's!

Alexander pulled out his phone and saw it was Dante calling.

"Hello, what's up?" Alexander answered directly, asking what happened. At this hour, something must have occurred; otherwise, Dante wouldn't be calling.

"Brother-in-law, it's about Nathaniel Ashford," Dante said over the phone. "I discussed this with my father this morning, and we spoke again this afternoon... He just called me to say he's sending my third uncle to New York. He'll arrive tomorrow to help handle the situation..."

Alexander's eyebrows lifted slightly.

Something wasn't right.

Dante's third uncle was naturally also Jasmine's third uncle—their mother's younger brother, named Cassian Rothmere.

He was one of the influential second-generation figures in the Rothmere family who had taken the business route.

Logically speaking, the Doran and Rothmere families had nearly thirty years of marital ties, making their alliance extremely solid and unbreakable. Given how close the two families were, it would be perfectly reasonable for the Rothmeres to send someone to assist if the Dorans needed help.

Alexander also knew that Cassian could be considered one of the Rothmere family members with the best relationship with the Dorans. This was mainly because, unlike most others who took the political path, he was in business and naturally collaborated with the Dorans on joint ventures, making their interactions more frequent than with other Rothmere family members!

Morris Doran was the leading figure among the Doran family's second generation and its future head.

Cassian practically "followed Morris's every command" when it came to his brother-in-law!

So!

Everything seemed reasonable!

But!

Alexander had spoken with Morris this afternoon, who clearly stated that Nathaniel's matter would be entirely left to Alexander's arrangements and that he wouldn't interfere further.

This had already been agreed upon, yet Morris was still sending someone over... That was... quite peculiar!

"Brother-in-law, you know who my third uncle is, right..." Dante asked Alexander again.

"I know," Alexander replied.

"Well... Actually, it's nothing major. My father just asked me to inform you, saying you should be aware," Dante said.

"Alright, I understand," Alexander responded with a slight smile.

He had just realized why Morris would suddenly send someone over.

"By the way, about James Sutherland... You know he's arriving in New York tomorrow, right? Sis must have told you?" Dante changed the subject.

"Of course she did," Alexander said.

"Sigh! Jasmine called me this afternoon about it. At the time, I was thinking about making arrangements and how to deal with him tomorrow. I fucking want to make him leave New York horizontally!" Dante growled. "But now it's ruined with my uncle coming tomorrow. Damn it!"

Dante sighed again after speaking.

This was the real reason why Morris would suddenly send someone to New York!

It had nothing to do with Nathaniel's matter at all - they were coming to "maintain order"!

But not to control Dante... While Dante did have a bad temper and could be impulsive at times, especially when it came to matters involving Jasmine, where he could become particularly aggressive, there was no need to send someone to "control" him!

Because Jasmine could handle him! Jasmine wouldn't let him act recklessly!

Therefore, sending Cassian over...

Alexander could confirm!

The most critical reason Cassian was being sent was actually that Morris was worried that Alexander might kill James!

Although Alexander had already promised he wouldn't.

But everyone has their temper. If they argued, if conflict arose, if someone acted impulsively in the heat of the moment, anything could happen!

And with James appearing tomorrow, it was highly likely he would encounter Alexander. In fact, it was even highly probable that the two would clash!

If James were to publicly insult Alexander and Alexander took offense, causing James to die in New York, what then?

Hence, Cassian Rothmere was dispatched.

He was sent precisely to prevent conflicts from arising!

Cassian was an elder and one of the influential figures in the Rothmere family! When James appears tomorrow, he is bound to cross paths with Cassian.

With Cassian present, James would surely exercise extreme restraint—he wouldn't even dare utter harsh words, neither willing nor able to do so!

Thus... James would avoid provoking Alexander during their encounter!

As long as James refrains from stirring up trouble and angering Alexander, he can leave New York safely.

Alexander believed this was precisely what Morris Doran had in mind!

The reason for his certainty lay in the fact that Morris had Dante relay the message about Cassian coming to New York, instead of calling Alexander personally.

It seemed Morris didn't want Alexander to misunderstand.

They had already reached an agreement.

Yet he still sent someone.

As if he didn't trust Alexander.

Since explaining it himself might come off as insincere and risk exposing his true intentions, he had Dante convey the message instead—using "Nathaniel Ashford's matter" as a pretext for Cassian's arrival in New York, which provided a legitimate reason.

"Brother-in-law, since you know James is arriving tomorrow, then..." Dante said, instinctively lowering his voice, "Brother-in-law, do you have any arrangements in mind? Or... now that James is coming to New York, shouldn't we at least make him uncomfortable? How we deal with him in the future is a matter for later—we ought to vent our anger first, right?"

Dante genuinely wanted to take action and had even begun urging Alexander.

"Hmm..." Alexander pondered briefly.

According to Alexander's original plan, James Sutherland was supposed to meet with misfortune tomorrow! But now there were some disruptions, along with Dante's attitude.

The disruptions weren't a problem—Alexander only needed to adjust the plan slightly.

The main issue was Dante's attitude.

It made Alexander think that perhaps he could alter and expand the plan, which would make things... far more interesting! Far more fun, and far more brutal for James.

Alexander quickly reviewed every detail of the plan and all the individuals involved. His mind racing, thoughts flashing at a speed no human could match.

The private room was quiet.

William was still reviewing documents; since Alexander's phone conversation had revealed very little information, it hadn't particularly caught his attention—he was deeply engrossed in the file's contents.

"Hold on a moment," Alexander suddenly spoke as he thought.

With that, he stood up and walked out of the private room.

What he was about to say to Dante next couldn't be overheard by anyone else.

Once outside the room, Alexander headed to the end of the corridor, stopping before the window at the far end. Although there were attendants in the hallway, they were too far away to hear what Alexander was saying.

"When are you planning to burn down that club of yours?" Alexander asked Dante as soon as he stopped.

"Uh... " The sudden shift in topic left Dante confused, but he quickly answered. "Originally, everything was ready a few days ago, but with Xie Hu—since he has to die—it got delayed. But it's all set now; we could even burn it today..."

Dante's tone was off; he paused after speaking, then quickly explained to Alexander, "Brother-in-law, it's not that I'm reluctant. Actually, I was thinking we should wait until my older sister's press conference is over before I set the fire. Otherwise... a fire would definitely make the news, and I'm afraid James might use it to cause trouble and affect my sister..."

"Have you decided where to start the fire? How many floors will you burn?" Alexander asked again.

"It's decided, brother-in-law. It'll start at..." Dante then explained the details to Alexander.

After hearing Dante briefly explain the situation, Alexander asked again, "Last time when I found Old Lei and was leaving, that box of Old Lei's is with you, right?"

"Yes, brother-in-law, I've been keeping it safe," Dante immediately replied.

"Good!" Alexander smiled. "Here's what you do..."

At the window at the end of the corridor, Alexander and Dante had a confidential conversation for several minutes, though they only discussed the general outline. Alexander only revealed part of his latest plan to Dante.

Five minutes later.

Alexander hung up the phone and turned back.

In the private room, William had already read most of the documents. The file was very thick; he had been skimming through it, otherwise he couldn't possibly have read so quickly.

Creak!

Alexander pushed the door open, walked back to his seat, and sat down.

"So, William? Are you interested?" Alexander asked with a smile.

"Yes! I'm extremely interested!" William replied with exceptional decisiveness.

He already knew what Alexander wanted to pull him into!

Actually, the documents he had reviewed contained nothing related to his own business or to Alexander and Seraphine Arden. It was a "third-party" business proposal—specifically, James Sutherland's business proposal!

The latest version!

Before coming here, when Alexander had spoken with Seraphine on the phone, he had asked her to print several specific numbered business proposals, related documents and contracts.

Alexander didn't intend to let William understand everything directly. It wasn't necessary, at least not for now.

William was a wise man.

He could tell who the proposal belonged to—James's company name was in the documents—and he could also figure out what Alexander meant by showing him this!

It was to pull him into partnership, to mess with James's business, to take his money!

"Brother William, you don't have to agree so readily. This matter isn't as simple as you think," Alexander said to William with a smile.

"I know, it's just about messing with that guy surnamed Sutherland!" William Wycliffe waved his hand boldly. "Just mess with him! Take his business, take his money!"

"It is about messing with him," Alexander nodded with a smile, but then added, "But... It's going to be on a large scale!"

"How large?" William Wycliffe retorted.

"Crush him!" Alexander said very lightly, still smiling.

William's expression changed.

This... was different from what he had thought!

Although he understood that these documents appearing in Alexander's hands must be related to "corporate espionage," essentially an act of theft by a corporate spy.

But the business world is like a battlefield, full of deceit and trickery. William had no other thoughts about it; if Alexander could get them, it just meant Alexander was impressive, that's all!

And snatching James Sutherland's business... that's a commercial act! Even if done secretly, it's still business competition!

It's just a "minor issue"!

But now Alexander was talking about "crushing" James. How to crush him? If it's done on a large scale, it can't be hidden. Besides, James is backed by the Sutherland family. His own business is essentially part of the Sutherland family's corporate assets.

So, wanting to crush James basically means heading in the direction of crumpling the Sutherland family's business!

Although the actual situation wouldn't be that extreme or severe, it would indeed provoke the Sutherland family's forces.

And not just James alone.

"Brother, are you saying we should go big? Go all the way?" William asked, his expression shifting as he pondered.

"Exactly," Alexander nodded with a smile, paused for a moment, and then added, "Brother William, there are some things I couldn't tell you before, but today I can. Our relationship has reached that point."

William looked at Alexander.

"Regarding the Sutherland family issue, I've already discussed it with the Doran family. You must have heard about how many troubles James has stirred up over the years, how many outrageous things he's done. He killed someone he shouldn't have." Alexander's words could be described as "hinting without stating explicitly."

"So..." William asked. He understood Alexander's meaning but didn't know precisely what Alexander was referring to.

"In as little as six months, or at most a year, the Sutherland family will face a crisis; they will collapse!" Alexander smiled.

William's expression changed dramatically.

This matter... is huge! Extremely huge!

Although William had limited interactions with scions of major families and had remained relatively "closed off" during his decade of seclusion, he was still well-informed about readily available information.

He knew exactly what kind of family the Sutherlands were.

To bring down the Sutherland family within just one year would require an attacking force several times their strength. Moreover, such an action would likely trigger chaos among the major families - some watching from the sidelines like tigers hunting, others fishing in troubled waters, enemies of enemies, friends of friends... everything would descend into turmoil!

"Those who prepare earlier for carving up the pie will get a larger share!" Alexander added, looking at William.

He spoke very bluntly.

William naturally understood completely what he meant.

Yet he still couldn't grasp what exactly was going to happen, feeling instinctively skeptical because this matter... was simply too enormous!

"I visited Boston a few days ago," Alexander continued with a slight smile. "I've already reached an agreement with Eric Collins. Eric has also met with Seraphine, and their collaboration terms have been finalized."

"Eric Collins..." William murmured the name, his expression shifting slightly.

Of course, he knew who Eric Collins was!

The young master of Boston's Collins family, a business prodigy in the investment field, and James Sutherland's rival.

Their commercial conflicts and power struggles had led to many sensational incidents, but these were confined to business dealings and did not extend to underhanded tactics in other areas.

Alexander had reached an agreement with the Collins family?!

William trusted Alexander completely and believed he wouldn't deceive him. Recalling their first meeting, when he had been a "failure" and Alexander had pulled him out of the mire, showing him hope...

Therefore, William didn't think Alexander was lying to him.

But this matter was just too damn unbelievable! Something this huge? Was it really about to happen?

The Doran family? The Collins family?

And the Doran family was "united" with the Rothmere family!

So... the Doran family, Rothmere family, and Collins family were joining forces against the Sutherland family?!

Who else was involved?!

Was this for real?!

"...For the latest development, my idea is to have Seraphine collaborate with you. I won't be involved in the specifics - you can discuss the details with her later..." Alexander smiled briefly before pausing, then added: "That's basically it. Whether to cooperate or not is your decision, William!"

William fell silent.

He had agreed readily before because he hadn't anticipated the scale of this matter. Now he needed to seriously consider it—if things went wrong or if they failed, the consequences would be catastrophic!

William wasn't afraid of James! But the Sutherland family itself was a different matter entirely!

Yet William also understood.

This was a tremendous opportunity!

A chance to make a massive profit!

Actually, it wasn't just about money - more importantly, it involved connections, networks, and intertwined interests!

If successful, Seraphine Arden's family, Eric Collins' family, and even the Doran family! All would establish or strengthen their networks and relationships through shared interests.

And most importantly, there was Alexander!

William knew Alexander was extraordinary!

If this succeeded! William understood that his relationship with Alexander would undoubtedly reach new heights. Without exaggeration, Alexander alone represented an incredibly powerful connection with far-reaching influence!

This was William's firm belief!

Bang!

"I'm in!" William suddenly slammed the table and declared, having made his decision without much deliberation. "Damn it! Brother, you're bringing me along for something great. There's no way I'd turn down your offer. I'm in!"

William not only agreed but also praised Alexander.

He was really going all out!

Since Alexander hadn't shared the inside story or specific details, only informing him about what was going to happen, he chose to trust Alexander and join the game!

This was precisely the attitude Alexander wanted from him!

"Alright then, here's the plan... Eric Collins will be coming to New York in the next couple of days." Alexander said, glancing at Seraphine before turning back to William. "Eric will meet with my Sera, and Brother Wycliffe, you should go too. The three of you can discuss things then..."

"Great, hahahaha!" William Wycliffe agreed with hearty laughter.

He genuinely wanted to get to know Eric Collins! This would also be an opportunity to understand, through Eric, just how big this operation was going to be. Were they really going all out to destroy someone?

Alexander knew what William was thinking.

Alexander also understood that even if William agreed, he might not dare to participate with full commitment!

After all, he didn't know the inside story, but... once he met Eric and learned that Eric and Seraphine were almost certainly going to use every legal or illegal means to completely destroy James' business and the Sutherland family's money!

Then he would understand and confirm that this was truly happening; otherwise, Eric and Seraphine wouldn't be going to such extremes.

Thus, William would surely let loose and commit fully!

"Hahaha, brother! Madam Arden! Come... let's have a drink first!" William laughed heartily, raising his wine glass in a toast.

Everyone raised their glasses.

Cheers!

Then they continued eating and chatting, first discussing the content of James's business proposal and how to profit from it!

About ten minutes later.

Vivienne, who had been listening without saying much, stood up and whispered something to William before leaving the private room to go to the restroom.

A few more minutes passed.

"Ah!" A woman's scream suddenly sounded from outside the private room.

"Ah!" The scream from outside the private room was extremely high-pitched and particularly clear.

The three people inside the room all changed expressions and turned their heads toward the door.

William even stood up directly. Vivienne had just gone out and hadn't returned yet, and the sudden scream... actually couldn't be confirmed as Vivienne's, only that it came from a young woman.

Then voices could be heard from outside again.

"Ah! Vivienne Blake! It's Vivienne Blake!"

"It really is Vivienne Blake! Can we get an autograph? Could you sign for us?"

These were the voices of several girls.

This made William, who was about to go check the situation, pause. They all understood what was happening now—clearly, Vivienne had been recognized by fans, who had become overly excited upon seeing her, hence the hysterical screaming.

In such a situation, it wouldn't be appropriate for William to go out.

Although it wasn't a secret in the entertainment industry that Vivienne had a sugar daddy backing her, to the general public and her fans, she had never had any romantic scandals, and it was better that she didn't!

William glanced at Alexander.

After exchanging a look with William, Alexander turned to look at Seraphine.

The three of them quickly communicated with their eyes.

"I'll go," Seraphine said, standing up as she spoke.

One thing worth mentioning is that Liz's Restaurant is positioned as an extremely high-end private kitchen that pays great attention to guest privacy.

The restaurant doesn't allow bodyguards to wait outside the doors, as they might see other guests entering and leaving other private rooms.

Those who come to eat here are all either wealthy or noble, none wanting to be seen by others, and all abide by the restaurant's rules.

Therefore, the bodyguards and assistants of Seraphine, William, and Vivienne were all waiting downstairs, none having come upstairs.

In the corridor outside the private room.

Vivienne had just come out of the restroom when she encountered three young women around twenty years old, who appeared to be guests from another private room. Although Vivienne had put her sunglasses and mask back on when she went to the restroom, she was still recognized!

Only true fans would have such observational skills!

The girls were all extremely excited, jumping and bouncing around.

Vivienne helplessly removed her mask, though her face didn't show any expression of helplessness as she greeted them very kindly: "Hello."

"It really is Vivienne!"

"Could you give us an autograph?"

"A pen, who has a pen?"

Seraphine came out of the private room and stopped at the doorway, seeing several girls surrounding Vivienne, chattering excitedly.

Vivienne was using an eyebrow pencil handed to her by one of the girls to sign their clothes.

Seraphine didn't go over either, just came out to see if there would be any trouble. Since there was no trouble, there was no need for her to do anything.

Soon, Vivienne took off her sunglasses too and took a group photo with the three girls before the matter was settled.

Not long after, Vivienne and Seraphine returned to the private room together.

"Darling, are you alright?" William asked.

"I'm fine, hubby," Vivienne said as she sat down beside William, shaking her head with a smile.

"Just ran into some young fans," Seraphine said with a beaming smile as she sat down next to Alexander.

After some casual conversation, the group continued discussing their previous topic.

The dinner lasted until just past seven in the evening, and discussions continued even after the meal.

It didn't take very long, mainly because Seraphine directly disclosed her relationship with Alexander, making subsequent conversations smoother and many topics easier to address.

The most significant advantage of letting William know about Alexander and Seraphine's relationship was that William would understand that cooperating with Seraphine essentially meant cooperating with Alexander!

William would believe that when Seraphine made money, Alexander was the one truly profiting.

Therefore, regarding the depth of their cooperation and the distribution of benefits, William—being a sensible man—would surely ensure Alexander's satisfaction.

Alexander didn't even discuss profit-sharing with William at the dinner table.

It wasn't necessary!

William and Eric Collins were different kinds of people, and Alexander had done William a favor in the past.

Thus, Alexander felt such matters didn't require his personal involvement. According to the plan, Seraphine and William could handle all discussions about profit-sharing and remaining details.

By 7:30 PM, the dinner had concluded.

Time to head back!

Alexander got into Seraphine's car. On the way to her villa in the West District, he briefed her on some matters and gave her a few reminders.

Mainly about which collaborations to pursue with William, which with Eric, and how to approach the conversations!

He reminded her of what to say and what to avoid when they eventually met after Eric's arrival.

Given Seraphine's intelligence, she grasped everything instantly!

Alexander didn't need to elaborate extensively; just a couple of hints were enough for Seraphine to understand what to do and comprehend Alexander's intentions.

Seraphine knew that Alexander's plan was expanding significantly, involving more and more people, and the profits involved...

Alexander wasn't taking any profits!

She, Seraphine, was the one profiting! The collaboration previously discussed with Eric was already set to generate an astronomical sum, and with William joining in, the earnings would increase substantially!

Overall, if everything succeeded, the final profit might... even surpass the total assets currently held by the Arden family! Perhaps even more!

Seraphine was at a loss as to how she could ever "repay" Alexander. So much so, her already eager feminine instincts began to race.

This was no longer just about money.

Around 8:00 PM.

Jade Bay Villa Community, West District, New York, Villa No. 3.

This was another one of Seraphine's villas in New York. They came here instead of the Villa they visited last time, mainly to avoid running into Seraphine's daughter, who might unexpectedly return home again.

Celeste never visited the Jade Bay villa, making it very "safe"!

As soon as the two had walked into the villa, Seraphine threw herself into his embrace, wrapping her arms and legs around him. "Master bedroom, on the second floor." She cooed into his ear, her fragrant tongue licking at it. "I want to reward you......let's go."

Seeing how eager she was, Alexander couldn't resist a chuckle of desire. Holding her firmly by her large, luscious, full ass, he carried her directly to the lavishly furnished master bedroom.


Chapter 27: Worship. (Smut.)

Alexander carried her effortlessly in his arms, her curvy body pressed against his chest.

Seraphine's dark hair cascaded over his shoulder. Her gentle eyes sparkled with anticipation as she wrapped her arms around his neck, her formal, form-fitting blue dress riding up slightly to reveal the smooth curve of her thighs.

As soon as they were in the bedroom, their lips met again in a heated kiss, her tongue teasing his with deliberate slowness, her hands roaming over the lapels of his jacket.

But then, Seraphine pulled back, her eyes locking onto his with that worshipful, almost reverent gaze that made his pulse quicken.

She stepped away just enough to create a tantalizing distance, her curvy figure accentuated by the way the blue dress clung to her ample breasts and hips.

"Undress for me, darling," she whispered, her voice low and velvety, "and lie on the bed."

Alexander raised an eyebrow, captivated by the raw hunger in her eyes— that eager, almost devotional stare that promised devotion and desire in equal measure.

After a pause, he nodded. "As you wish," he replied, his tone willing, stripping away the layers of his suit with deliberate, teasing movements.

First, he shrugged off his jacket, letting it fall to the floor in a careless heap, revealing the taut muscles of his arms and chest beneath his shirt.

His fingers worked the buttons of his shirt next, exposing the defined ridges of his abdomen, each reveal drawing a soft, appreciative hum from Seraphine.

She watched him intently, her lips parting slightly as he slid out of his trousers, his underwear the last barrier before he stood fully nude before her.

His cock, already hardening under her gaze, throbbed with a growing ache. He climbed onto the bed, the silk sheets cool against his skin, and reclined back against the pillows.

Seraphine smiled, a slow and sensual curve of her lips as she began to undress herself.

Her hands glided over the fabric of her blue dress, inching it up her thighs with agonizing slowness, the material whispering against her skin. 

She purred, her tone dripping with lewd admiration, "I can't wait to show you how much I adore every part of you."

As the dress slipped higher, revealing the soft swell of her breasts and the curve of her waist, her eyes remained fixed on his cock, her breathing growing shallower with each passing second.

Alexander lay on the bed, his muscular chest rising and falling with shallow breaths as he watched Seraphine with a mix of curiosity and growing dominance.

She had paused after slipping out of her blue dress, standing at the foot of the bed in nothing but her delicate lingerie—a lacy black set that clung to her body like a second skin, accentuating every inch of her sensual, lewd figure.

Her dark hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, framing her face with those gentle yet commanding eyes that hinted at hidden depths. In this moment, they were softened by pure adoration for him.

Her breasts, full and inviting, strained against the sheer fabric, their rounded swells begging for attention, while her waist curved inward like an hourglass, flaring out to hips that screamed of voluptuous temptation.

Her thighs, thick and smooth, tapered down to legs that promised endless pleasure. Between them, the faint outline of her arousal was visible through the lace, a lewd testament to her desire.

She was a vision of feminine allure—plush and ripe, with curves that undulated like waves, soft mounds and valleys designed for worship, yet it was clear she was here to lavish that worship on him.

Seraphine lingered there for a few heartbeats, letting him drink in the sight, her lips curving into a shy, almost vulnerable smile that contrasted with her usual prideful demeanor as the wealthy CEO.

"You look... incredible," she whispered, her voice trembling slightly with anticipation. Her love for Alexander made him appear more alluring and handsome than any other man.

"Tonight, its only about you." Her words hung in the air as she ran her hands slowly over her own form, tracing the generous swell of her breasts and the dip of her waist, her fingers lingering on the lace as if inviting his approval.

Seraphine stepped forward, her bare feet padding softly on the plush carpet.

She reached behind her back and unclasped the lingerie top, letting it fall away to reveal her bare breasts—those heavy, luscious globes with nipples already peaked in the cool air, swaying gently with her movement.

Then, with a deep breath, she slid the lace panties down her thighs, stepping out of them to stand fully nude before him, her body on full display in all its lewd glory: the soft thatch of hair at the apex of her thighs, the way her hips widened enticingly, and the subtle sheen of moisture that betrayed her excitement.

She moved toward the bed, her eyes locked on his, and without warning, she dropped to her knees at his feet, taking him by surprise.

Starting at his toes, she pressed her lips to them in a series of tender, lingering kisses, her breath warm against his skin as she worked her way upward.

"Ohh, I want to taste every part of you," she murmured between kisses, her voice a whisper filled with reverence, sending a shiver up his spine.

Alexander let out a low grunt of surprise, "Mmmh, that's it," his body tensing at the unexpected sensation, his nature kicking in as he reached down to thread his fingers through her dark hair, guiding her gently but firmly.

She continued slowly, her lips trailing up his ankles and calves, each kiss deliberate and worshipful, her tongue flicking out occasionally to leave a wet trail on his skin.

The rich Ms Arden, usually so composed and prideful, was now kneeling in her adoration, her curvy form pressed against his legs as she inched higher, her breasts brushing teasingly against his shins.

Alexander's breath quickened, a mix of pleasure and astonishment washing over him—he could see how she was lowering herself for him, her every movement driven by his satisfaction.

"You're really going all out for me, aren't you?" he whispered softly, his voice thick with approval, as her kisses reached his thighs, her body now entirely between his legs as she lay down on the bed, her head poised just below his hardening cock, her eyes gazing up at him with unfiltered longing.

Seraphine settled comfortably between Alexander's legs on the bed, her curvy body pressing into the silk sheets as she positioned herself with eager intent, her hair spilling over his thighs.

Her full breasts, still flushed from the warmth of the room, brushed against his skin. Her eyes softened into pools of devotion as she reached out, wrapping her hand around his already throbbing cock with a gentle yet firm grip.

The heat of his shaft pulsed against her palm, its length thick and veined, standing tall and ready under her touch. "It's so perfect," she breathed, her voice a murmur of admiration, leaning in slowly to plant the first soft kiss on the tip, her lips lingering.

She continued with deliberate affection, smooshing his throbbing member against her cheek and lavishing it with a series of wet, adoring kisses, each one making it twitch and swell further in response.

Up and down she went, her lips tracing the rigid length with reverent presses, pausing after each to watch it pulse with need, her eyes wide and filled with raw emotion.

"I love you so much," she whispered first, her tone laced with longing. Then again, "Oh, how I love every inch of you," she said, varying her words with each kiss, her breath warm and teasing against his sensitive flesh.

The show was intimate and lewd, her voluptuous form arching slightly as she worked, her hips shifting restlessly on the bed, driven by her own desire to please him.

Alexander let out a deep groan of surprise and pleasure, "Mmmh, that feels incredible," his voice rough, his body tensing as the sensations washed over him in waves, making his toes curl into the sheets.

Encouraged by his sounds, Seraphine shifted lower, burying her face into his musky, full balls, inhaling the heady scent of him with a soft, contented sigh.

She kissed them tenderly at first, her lips parting to leave wet, lingering marks on the soft skin, feeling their weight against her cheek as she nestled in, her hands still working his cock with slow, rhythmic strokes up and down its thick shaft.

As she began licking, savoring the salty, masculine taste that coated her tongue, she let out a low moan of her own, "Mmmh, you taste so good," her words muffled against him, the vibrations adding to the pleasure.

Her tongue swirled and lapped with accuracy, leaving his balls glistening with her saliva, all while her hands maintained their steady jerking motion, sliding up and down his long, rigid length.

"I love this cock so much.....this fat cock that took my virginity......It ruined me...."

"I love you so much.....you make my heart race.....you make me want to give everything to you...."

Alexander's groans grew louder at her words and actions, "Ahh, yes, just like that," he grunted, his hips bucking slightly in response, the mix of surprise and ecstasy etched across his face as he watched her lavish attention on him.

Then, with a hungry shift, she lifted her head slightly, taking his cockhead into her mouth, her lips sealing around it as she started moaning around his shaft, "Mmmph, ohh," the sounds escaping her throat in a lewd gag.

Drool began to pool and spill from the corners of her mouth, coating his cock in a slick, warm layer that made each movement of her hands even smoother, her face flushed with emotion and exertion as she lost herself in the act.

Drawing from the vivid scenes of porn she'd secretly watched late at night, she threw herself deeper into the act with a blend of learned skill and raw emotion, her body moving with intensity as she worshiped Alexander's throbbing cock.

She kept his shaft in her mouth, sucking with a rhythmic pull that matched the corkscrew motions of her hand around his thick base—twisting upward in tight, spiraling strokes that made his veins stand out even more, her fingers slick with her own drool as she worked him from root to tip.

"Mmmh, like this," she moaned around him, the vibrations of her voice sending ripples of pleasure through his length, her tongue swirling and pressing firmly as she applied every trick she'd memorized, turning it reality for his pleasure.

As his precum began to seep more freely, filling her mouth with that salty, masculine taste, she let out a series of escalating moans, "Ohhh, mmmph, yes," her tongue eagerly lapping at the slit on his cockhead, probing and flicking to draw out every drop, savoring the flavor like it was the sweetest nectar.

Her eyes fluttered with bliss, lost in the lewd sensations, her curvy body arching closer as she jerked him harder, her hand pumping with increased speed and force, the wet sounds of her motions echoing in the room.

She stared up at him intently, her gaze now softened by utter devotion, locking onto his eyes as if seeking his silent approval, her breath coming in short, heated gasps.

"I'm going to show you how much I love you," she whispered breathlessly between sucks, her voice trembling with emotion, "I want to show this cock how much it owns me..."

Pulling back slightly with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip, she took his cock in her hand and began slapping it gently but deliberately across her face—first against her cheek, then her forehead, the wet smacks humiliating and degrading in their intensity, marking her skin with his fluids as she degraded herself further for his pleasure.

Her face flushed with a mix of embarrassment and exhilaration, her dark hair tousled and sticking to her sweat-dampened skin, as she nuzzled into his shaft, burying her nose against the base to breathe in his musky scent, inhaling deeply with a contented sigh,

"Ahh, your smell drives me wild." All the while, she jerked him on top of her face, her hand sliding up and down his length with fervent strokes, coaxing beads of precum to land on her pretty features—dribbling across her lips, cheeks, and eyelashes, turning her into a picture of lewd submission.

Alexander groaned in response, "Nnngh, that's so good." The pleasure of her worship nearly rivaled the submission of Jasmine.

Without a hint of hesitation, Seraphine leaned in once more, her full lips parting as she enveloped the swollen tip of his cock back into the warm, wet confines of her mouth.

"Mmm,Shoooo....goood," she murmured against his skin before she began to push herself down, forcing inch after inch deeper into her throat.

Her eyes fluttered shut, a mix of determination and bliss etched across her features, as she fought against the instinctive resistance of her body.

Alexander groaned deeply, his hips twitching upward involuntarily as he felt the tight squeeze of her throat around him. The sensation was overwhelming, her mouth a hot, slick haven that gripped him like a vice.

She gagged softly at first, a wet, guttural sound—"Guhh"—as his cock hit the back of her throat, but she didn't pull away.

Instead, she pressed on, her cheeks hollowing with effort, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes from the intensity.

Choke after choke bubbled up from her throat—"Hkk, hkk"—yet she held firm, her curvy body trembling with the strain, her breasts heaving against his thighs.

The lewd squelches of her mouth working filled the air, mixed with the musky scent of their shared excitement.

She was lost in the act, her mind consumed by the worship of his hard cock, the way it pulsed and throbbed against her tongue, fueling her persistent drive to please him.

Alexander's breath came in ragged bursts, his chest rising and falling as he watched her, admiration and lust swirling in his gaze. "Good....you're incredible—Good," he panted, his voice breaking into a low moan.

The veins along his shaft stood out prominently, and he could sense her resolve, her determination to hold on as long as possible, even as her face flushed a deep crimson.

But the need for air eventually won out.

After what seemed like an eternity of blissful torment, Seraphine finally pulled back with a sharp, gasping inhale.

Saliva and his slick juices trailing from her lips in sticky strands. Her chest heaved as she caught her breath, her eyes watering but shining with unbridled passion.

Without missing a beat, she turned her head and rubbed her face eagerly against his still-throbbing cock, smearing the warm, viscous fluid across her cheeks and chin like a mark of her devotion.

She sighed, her voice breathy and adoration-filled, nuzzling deeper into him as if savoring the intimate mess she was creating.

Alexander reclined further into the pillows, his fit frame tense with restrained desire as he watched Seraphine shift her position on the bed.

She arched her back dramatically, her full, heaving breasts pressing forward as she ran her hands through her dark hair, tousling it into a wild, disheveled mess.

With a coy smile, Seraphine leaned back in, her breath hot against his throbbing shaft, and wrapped her lips around the tip once more.

She savored the taste for a brief moment, her tongue swirling lazily, before pushing forward with renewed determination, inching his length deeper into the tight, welcoming heat of her throat.

"Mmm, I need more of you," she whispered around him as she bobbed her head slowly at first, taking him further with each deliberate descent.

The wet, slurping sounds filled the room as she worked him deeper, her throat constricting around him in rhythmic pulses, her body trembling with the effort and ecstasy of the act.

Alexander's hand instinctively reached, fingers threading through her dark locks to guide her, his muscles flexing with the urge to control the pace.

But she shook her head firmly, pulling back just enough to speak, her voice breathless yet commanding. "No—I want to do it on my own," she said, her tone a gentle insistence, her eyes locking onto his with a blend of adoration and defiance.

"Tonight, you just rest... I'll be your perfect slut." The words hung in the air as she flashed a wicked, self-assured grin, her cheeks flushed and her body arching closer.

He relented, his hand falling away, though his body remained coiled with tension, his breath coming in shallow, uneven waves.

Seraphine dove back in, her mouth engulfing him once more, pushing herself further with each try.

She gagged intermittently—"Guhh, hkk"—the sounds raw and involuntary, but she pressed on, her throat relaxing bit by bit to accommodate more of his length.

Deeper and deeper she went, her nose inching closer to the base of his shaft, her curvy frame shuddering with the strain and the thrill.

Alexander groaned low and prolonged, feeling the exquisite pressure build, his veins pulsing against the slick walls of her throat. Still, he held back, clenching his fists into the sheets to deny the rising wave of release.

After several attempts, her persistence paid off; with a final, determined push, she took him entirely, his entire length buried balls deep in the depths of her throat.

The sensation was overwhelming—a blinding rush of pure, electric bliss that coursed through his body like liquid fire.

His pleasure felt like a wave crashing over him, every nerve ending alight with an intense, throbbing ecstasy that started at the base of his spine and exploded outward, his cock twitching violently, making his vision blur and his muscles lock in rigid ecstasy.

In that moment, he erupted, his release surging down her throat in powerful spurts.

Seraphine moaned around him as the warm flood filled her—"Mmmph, ohhh"—the vibrations of her voice adding to the intensity, her throat working instinctively to swallow each thick pulse.

Her moans grew more fervent, muffled delight as she felt the hot, viscous essence coating her insides, the sensation sending shivers of pleasure through her own body, her eyes watering not from discomfort but from the sheer, intoxicating joy of his climax, her voluptuous form quivering in shared ecstasy as she held him there, savoring every last drop.

Seraphine eventually eased back from Alexander's shaft, her throat raw and protesting as she withdrew with a series of choked, wet coughs.

"Hkk, cough, guhh." The sounds echoed softly in the dimly lit bedroom.

Tears streamed down her flushed cheeks, making her gentle eyes glisten with a watery sheen, but her expression radiated pure, unfiltered joy, a triumphant smile curving her swollen lips as she savored the aftermath of her efforts.

Her voluptuous body trembled slightly from the exertion, her full breasts rising and falling with each labored breath, yet her gaze remained locked on him, brimming with adoration and satisfaction.

Even with one load in her tummy, her hands didn't stop their tender assault; she wrapped one firm, elegant hand around his still-hard cock, her fingers gliding up and down its slick, sensitive length in slow, deliberate strokes that kept the embers of his pleasure glowing.

"You're not done yet, are you?" she murmured playfully, her tone laced with teasing as she leaned lower, pressing soft, lingering kisses against his balls, her lips brushing the sensitive skin with feather-light caresses at first.

The kisses grew more insistent, her tongue flicking out to trace the underside, drawing out a low, involuntary grunt from him.

As she felt the residual twitches of his unloading, the warmth of his essence still lingered.

Her shapely form shifted closer, her breasts grazing his thigh, heightening the contact as she worshipped him, her strokes maintaining a steady rhythm.

A light, giddy giggle escaped her lips, her eyes sparkling with mischievous intent as she looked up at him.

"It's just the start, hubby—I've only begun to show you what I want to do for you," she purred, her words flowing in a sultry cadence that promised more, before she dipped her head lower still.

Without hesitation, she took one of his balls into her mouth, sucking hard with intensity, her cheeks hollowing as she applied just the right pressure to elicit a sharp, surprised moan from him.

The wet, slurping sounds filling the air once more. Her tongue swirled and teased, drawing him deeper into the warm, enveloping cavern of her mouth, her free hand continuing to stroke his cock.

As the night stretched on, Seraphine alternated her worship, never allowing Alexander a moment to recover or move, her body dedicated solely to his pleasure.

She'd pull back from his balls with a soft, satisfied pop, only to engulf his cock once more, her lips sliding up and down in long, languid motions, tracing every vein and ridge with her tongue, before shifting to kiss and nibble along his thighs and abdomen, her hands roaming his fit, toned frame to keep him in place.

"You've done enough.....Today, just enough your woman serving," she'd whisper between actions, her voice a breathy murmur of affection.

As the hours slipped away, the worship session continued unchecked, Seraphine's relentless adoration going on and on late into the night and beyond.


Chapter 28: Lucien Ashford.

July 22, 2024,

7:00 AM.

Alexander hadn't woken up yet.

His biological clock had temporarily failed. The eagerness of Seraphine in serving him had left him exhausted and drained, in the best of ways.

A little after 8:00 AM, Alexander was awakened by his phone ringing.

Before grabbing it, he glanced at Seraphine, his eyebrows rising up. She was sleeping, but her previously messy face had been cleaned up….. Must have woken up at some point and visited the bathroom.

Shifting his attention, he answered the phone.

Eric Collins called to inform him that he would be arriving in New York today, was already on his way, and would meet with Dante Doran first.

After hanging up, Alexander went back to sleep.

Around 9:00 AM, he was awakened by another call, this time from Jasmine.

Jasmine told Alexander that James had called her again, informing her he was about to board a flight and would arrive in New York by noon! James was still lying to Jasmine! Playing mind games and being annoying.

"...Alright, I know. Let him come if he wants." Alexander said into the phone. "Here's what we'll do - you go to Dan's place at noon. I'll be there too."

"So calm?" Jasmine asked Alexander, unsure what he was thinking or planning, and worried things might get messy.

"When have I ever not been calm?" Alexander smiled in response.

"Fine... you're something else!" Jasmine adopted a tone of not wanting to inquire further. After a pause, she asked casually: "Where did you stay last night?"

What she was really asking was who Alexander had slept with.

Seraphine had also been naturally woken by the phone ring. Now nestled in Alexander's arms, listening, she showed a sweet smile with a subtle expression when she heard Jasmine's question.

"At Sera's place," Alexander said, seeing no need to hide it.

"At her place, huh? Well, you must have had quite the exhausting night, my dear Mr. Ciotta!" Jasmine said in a teasing tone.

"Not too bad. I'm in good shape." Alexander laughed.

"Hmph." Jasmine made a light sound of disapproval and didn't say more. "Alright, that's it for now. We'll discuss the rest when we meet at noon."

"Okay!" Alexander said.

After hanging up, it was time to get up.

Alexander and Seraphine got out of bed and went to wash up in the bathroom. More than ten minutes later, they still hadn't emerged from the bathroom.

Ring ring...

The phone rang again - Alexander's phone this time.

Alexander came out of the bathroom, grumbling softly in annoyance as he wiped his face with a towel, hurried to the cabinet, and picked up his phone.

It was an unsaved, unfamiliar number, but Alexander knew who it belonged to - Nathaniel Ashford! Nathaniel's phone had been broken last night, but his SIM card was fine. He must have bought a new phone already.

"Hello," Alexander answered.

"Big bro, it's me. I got your number from Miss Carter." Nathaniel Ashford immediately explained. "Here's the thing, big brother - my second uncle has come to New York. He wants to meet you..."

He's here!

The Ashford family has sent someone!

Nathaniel's second uncle, named Lucien Ashford, is rarely mentioned by his given name. In Boston, he's generally referred to as Second Master Ashford or sometimes Boss Ashford.

Within the Ashford family, Lucien primarily handles business matters. He can be considered the overall director of the Ashford family's commercial activities! He holds the Ashford family's "financial authority"!

Unlike typical influential families, the Ashford family has unique characteristics.

Being a military family, many of the Ashfords' key members are active-duty generals who remain in the military year-round, having relatively limited interaction with the outside world. But in return, they command access to weapons and authority far beyond most.

Moreover, military families have distinct social circles, different from families like the Dorans or Collins.

This results in the Ashford family being "quite low-key" overall!

Nathaniel's father, Lucien Ashford's elder brother, is actually the leading figure among the second generation of the Ashfords, serving as the eldest brother and future family head.

However, precisely because he's a Colonel, he genuinely has no time to handle the family's external affairs.

Therefore, although Lucien didn't follow his father's path and instead chose to go into business, his status and authority within the Ashford family are remarkably substantial!

Many matters require Lucien's handling, numerous connections need Lucien's cultivation, including interactions with scions of other major families, which are mostly Lucien's responsibility.

To the outside world, Lucien is the person who can speak for the Ashford family!

Most of the time when Lucien is out, he can fully represent the Ashford family!

Within the Ashford family, he ranks as the third most influential figure, subordinate only to his father and elder brother.

This ranking isn't based on seniority but on actual authority.

Other military members of the Ashford family, even those who have reached high positions, don't surpass Lucien in status.

The Ashford family possesses extremely substantial influence.

Lucien is undoubtedly a central figure!

Far beyond the level of juniors like Nathaniel, Dante, or Eric.

That Lucien specifically came to New York for Nathaniel's matter didn't surprise Alexander.

Alexander knew that Nathaniel had a poor relationship with his father and always turned to his second uncle when in trouble. He also knew that Lucien had a particular fondness for his nephew!

Especially in recent years.

This primarily relates to Nathaniel rejecting his family's arrangements and not choosing the military path.

Nathaniel made the same choice as Lucien did years ago.

Additionally, Nathaniel's beating incident involving Dante Doran was another influencing factor.

"Has your second uncle arrived yet?" Alexander asked.

"He should be getting off the highway soon. He drove over from Boston," Nathaniel quickly replied. "He just called asking where I'm staying. I told him I'm at your place and gave him your address..."

"Alright, I understand. I'll be home in about... an hour," Alexander said with a smile.

"Okay, big brother," Nathaniel responded.

After hanging up, Alexander returned to the bathroom first.

Shortly after, Alexander emerged from the bathroom. And right after, a blushing Seraphine followed, her full breasts nearly spilling out from the towel she had wrapped around her figure.

Her hair was still wet, droplets falling down the slope of her shoulders, before vanishing into the depths of the milky valley of her cleavage.

Seeing Alexander about to get dressed, Seraphine spoke tenderly and sweetly, her voice quite hoarse and tired from last night, "Don't wear that, don't wear those clothes. I bought you some clothes... come!"

As she spoke, Seraphine walked toward the bedroom's walk-in closet.

Alexander followed her into the closet, where he saw Seraphine open the wardrobe cabinet on the right side. Inside were sets of brand new suits and dress shirts, with many pairs of leather shoes arranged below.

Seraphine opened the drawer again, revealing small compartments containing various accessories, including belts, cufflinks, and watches.

So comprehensive!

It was evident Seraphine had prepared in advance.

Though all items were brand new, none had packaging—as if the "male head of the household" had already used them, creating a lived-in atmosphere of masculine presence.

One could sense Seraphine intended to transform this place into another "home."

"When did you prepare all this?" Alexander asked with surprise, smiling at Seraphine.

"Just a couple of days ago," Seraphine replied, taking a watch from the drawer and handing it to Alexander. "Take a look—do you like it?"

Alexander examined the watch in his hand—a Patek Philippe Grand Complications white gold men's watch with diamond accents. Though not a limited edition, its price approached the millions.

"Very beautiful," Alexander smiled. Though his gaze wasn't on the watch at all.

Noticing his gaze was on her, Seraphine blushed, her lips curving up beautifully. "Let's try it on first. I'll put it on for you," She said, reaching out to take the watch and fastening it around Alexander's wrist.

In a gentle, sweet tone, she added, "I originally wanted to buy you a car, too. The one you're driving now isn't registered under your name... but I'm not sure when you'll have time to handle the paperwork."

"Feels rather strange," Alexander suddenly remarked.

"What's strange? Is it uncomfortable to wear?" Seraphine asked anxiously—this being her first gift to Alexander, she cared deeply about his reaction.

"Not the watch..." Alexander looked at Seraphine. "It's just... You buying me things—clothes, even planning to get me a car—gives me the feeling that... Well.....are you becoming my sugar Mommy?" Alexander chuckled at his own words.

"What nonsense," Seraphine gave Alexander a reproachful glance before wrapping her arms around his neck, pressing her cheek against his as she whispered tenderly, "Compared to what you've done for me, these things I give you are nothing special."

Her tone was particularly affectionate.

As she spoke, Seraphine kissed him, before playfully adding in his ear. "But….if you really want to….. I can be that for you......and you’ll be my Daddy…."

About ten minutes later.

Standing before the mirror, Alexander had changed into his new suit and dress shoes. At the same time, Seraphine, wearing a nightgown, adjusted his tie.

"...Eric arrives in New York today and will probably contact you this afternoon. Let William know once you've arranged the meeting time," Alexander said while adjusting his cuffs.

"Of course," Seraphine responded, pausing briefly before asking gently, "Speaking of William... I have a question."

"What is it?"

"You seem to value William quite highly—why is that?" Seraphine looked up at Alexander. She had sensed it during yesterday's dinner—Alexander placed significant importance on William!

This seemed peculiar.

William was merely the black sheep of the Wycliffe family. Though his assets totaled several billion, most consisted of his 5% stake in IronWork Group. Due to family circumstances, his connections and influence had been severely constrained.

Alexander's first choice of business partner for Seraphine had been Eric Collins!

Given William's current status and influence, he couldn't be considered Seraphine's equal, much less compared to Eric—a core member of a major family. The gap was enormous!

Therefore...

"The Wycliffe family's influence surpasses any other family in New York. Just in terms of assets, they're vastly wealthier than Michael Arison. Is it really so strange that I value him?" Alexander finished with a smile.

"But the Wycliffe family is the Wycliffe family, and William... is not the one who calls the shots in the Wycliffe family," Seraphine said with a slight frown.

"He can be!" Alexander countered.

Seraphine was taken aback.

He can be?

"In a while, at most one or two months, William will replace his elder brother Harrison. By then, the funds he can mobilize and the connections he can utilize will even surpass yours!" Alexander added with a smile.

Seraphine continued to stare blankly, blinking at Alexander before asking in a subtly gentle and adorable tone, "What did you do?"

She had guessed it! Alexander must have done something!

He helped William! Only that could explain William's deferential attitude toward Alexander!

Although helping William reclaim the family assets was a challenging task, Seraphine believed Alexander could do it—if he wanted to!

"What I did... It's complicated!" Alexander smiled.

"Hmph, fine, keep your secrets." Seraphine chuckled sweetly without pressing further.

After getting dressed and tidying up, Alexander left alone.

Seraphine didn't go downstairs or leave with Alexander because she still needed to do her makeup. She also needed to get some meds for her sore poor throat.

Besides, it was already so late; she wasn't in a hurry to go to the company and planned to head there around noon.

Alexander drove home in his own Lamborghini. The car had been left at Seraphine's company yesterday afternoon, but she had called last night to have it delivered to the villa downstairs so Alexander could use it today.

Half an hour later.

North District, Bellara Heights, New York.

As Alexander drove closer to the residential complex's gate, he noticed two vehicles with Boston license plates parked by the roadside outside the complex—a Range Rover and a Rolls-Royce Cullinan.

Both were SUVs.

Alexander knew these two cars belonged to Lucien Ashford!

He had already arrived at the house! He was waiting for Alexander!

Inside Villa No. 36.

Everyone was gathered in the living room.

Cecilia Guo and Nathaniel Ashford sat on the long sofa, while beside Nathaniel sat a tall, slightly overweight middle-aged man, around forty-five years old.

The man wore a deep burgundy velvet jacket over a crisp ivory shirt, paired with tailored gray wool trousers and polished oxblood brogues. On his wrist gleamed a vintage signet bracelet—an heirloom piece that caught the light with quiet authority.

This outfit was undeniably distinctive!

It wasn't something just anyone could pull off. Ordinary people wouldn't carry it with the right flair and might even come across as antiquated.

But this middle-aged man completely owned the look.

The attire could be considered both casual and formal, suitable for any occasion—it all depended on personal charisma!

He was Lucien Ashford.

"Mr. Ashford, please have some coffee." Ashley poured steaming hot coffee for Lucien, her demeanor respectful yet natural and poised.

"Miss Carter, no need to trouble yourself. This is my uncle, he's family," Nathaniel said.

Nathaniel didn't treat Ashley as an outsider, not just because of Alexander, but because they had become acquainted and got along well.

Though they hadn't known each other long.

Ashley had also come from Boston and was around the same age, not just physically close in years, but mentally similar as well, all being university students!

Yesterday, when Alexander went out, Ashley stayed home with Nathaniel and Cecilia. The three chatted, watched shows, and even played cards together, finding plenty of common ground.

Young people don't have complicated mindsets, making friendships easy to form!

"He's still a guest, and an elder," Ashley replied with a reserved, sweet smile.

"Nathan, who is this..." Lucien spoke up, looking at Nathaniel before gesturing toward Ashley.

He naturally didn't know who Ashley was, only aware that this was Alexander's home.

Judging by her clothing, appearance, figure, and demeanor, Ashley definitely couldn't be a servant.

Since Nathaniel called her "Miss Carter," she certainly wasn't a servant either.

And Lucien wouldn't assume Ashley was Alexander's woman, because he knew that this Alexander Ciotta, who had saved his nephew, was the boyfriend of Jasmine Doran, the eldest granddaughter of the Doran family.

Nathaniel had informed him of the relevant details during their phone call yesterday.

"Um... Miss Carter is Alexander's friend..." Nathaniel hesitated briefly before answering, exchanging a glance with Cecilia.

Both knew the actual situation.

But it wasn't appropriate to tell the truth.

Especially not in front of Ashley, to say she was Alexander's mistress.

"Ah..." Lucien glanced at his nephew, his tone suggesting understanding.

He could tell his nephew was lying.

Having watched Nathaniel grow up, Lucien knew him too well. However... Lucien had no intention of exposing anything, because Ashley's identity didn't really matter!

It was unimportant - he had only asked casually.

"Mr. Ashford, please make yourself comfortable," Ashley said before quickly walking away to the kitchen.

Nathaniel chatted with his uncle for a while, during which Lucien reached up to pinch Nathaniel's chin, turning it from side to side as he examined the injuries on his nephew's face.

"Bring me the medical records, I want to take a look," Lucien added.

"Here you go, Uncle." Cecilia directly took the medical report from her bag.

Lucien looked through Nathaniel's medical records.

Not long after.

Ashley came out from the kitchen again—she had been washing and cutting fruits to prepare a fruit platter.

It was about hospitality; whether the guests ate it or not wasn't important, but having it available was a matter of attitude!

Just as Ashley set down the fruit platter.

Ding—the elevator on the first floor chimed, and the doors opened.

Alexander had returned, coming up from the basement level.

Ashley turned to look and went over to greet Alexander.

"Brother Alexander is back," Nathaniel also stood up and glanced in that direction.

"Mr. Ciotta," Ashley approached and greeted.

"Have the guests arrived?" Alexander asked casually.

"Yes, yes," She nodded.

Alexander smiled, reached out, and casually pinched Ashley's cheek—a very natural gesture—then slipped one hand into his suit pocket and walked toward the living room.

"Brother, this is my uncle."

"Uncle, this is Brother Alexander, the one who saved me."

Nathaniel took a couple of steps forward and introduced them directly.

While Nathaniel was making the introductions, Lucien had already stood up, sizing up Alexander.

Alexander was wearing a light blue tailored business suit—all bought by Seraphine. Naturally, it was costly, costing several hundred thousand.

But compared to the watch, it was just a fraction of the cost!

"Mr. Ashford, pleased to meet you."

"Hahahaha, young man, thank you! Thanks to you—I've heard everything from my nephew. If it weren't for you, my nephew might have died the night before last!"

After Nathaniel finished the introduction, Alexander shook hands with Lucien.

Lucien spoke with a hearty laugh, seeming genuinely grateful to Alexander, but his words... were quite thought-provoking!

Alexander understood Lucien well!

In fact, Lucien was somewhat of an "anomaly" in the Ashford family.

The Ashfords were a military family, but Lucien had none of a soldier's demeanor—not only that, but he had gone in the opposite direction... a thorough businessman! He gave off a very pure sense of that.

Businessmen chase profit!

Lucien was precisely that kind of person.

Moreover, he could be described as "shrewd and calculating," the type who smiles while hiding a dagger—deep-minded and never acting without a clear gain.

They had just met.

Yet Lucien said, "Nathaniel almost died." On the surface, it seemed like he was especially grateful to Alexander, but in reality, he likely already knew that Alexander intended to mediate in this matter.

It wasn't hard to guess, because Dante Doran was Alexander's "brother-in-law"!

"Mr. Ashford, sorry to keep you waiting," Alexander said with a smile as they released hands.

"Not at all, not at all," Lucien waved his hand cheerfully. "I just arrived myself—we came one after the other."

After exchanging a few pleasantries, they sat down.

Lucien's way of addressing Alexander could be considered a bit unusual—he called him "young man." Nathaniel referred to Alexander as "Brother," while Lucien addressed him according to his own habit.

For younger men with a relatively unfamiliar but friendly relationship—no blood ties or generational hierarchy—Lucien was accustomed to calling them "young man."

The relationship between Lucien and Alexander was naturally "friendly"!

Because Alexander was Nathaniel Ashford's savior.

The favor, or rather the debt of gratitude, was something the Ashford family would certainly repay.

But that was a separate matter.

Lucien knew Alexander might mediate in this, yet he wouldn't easily change his approach to handling the situation just because of Alexander's intervention.

"You look so young, my friend. I heard from Nathan that you're twenty-two?"

"Yes, one year older than him."

"Young and accomplished, hahaha!"

"You flatter me, Mr. Ashford."

"No, no, I'm not flattering you at all. Let me tell you, young man, I've always had a good eye for people. Though this is our first meeting, the moment I saw your outstanding appearance, I knew your future prospects... are limitless! Hahaha!"

Smooth talker!

Keep spinning your tales!

Lucien was notorious for this - he truly loved praising people! Often, his compliments would make people feel so pleased with themselves that they'd let their guard down around him.

All part of his routine!

Practice makes perfect - Lucien's rhetoric had always followed this pattern!

Under Lucien's lead, the two engaged in nearly ten minutes of small talk before finally getting to the main subject.

"...Young man, there's nothing more to say. You saved our little one- such a life-saving grace is beyond repayment..." As he spoke, Lucien took out a bank card, placed it on the coffee table, and slid it toward Alexander.

"This is just a small token of our family's appreciation. The password is the last six digits of the card number. You must accept this, my friend!" Lucien finally patted Alexander's leg lightly with a cheerful laugh.

"Then I'll take it." Alexander smiled, directly picking up the card and pocketing it!

Accepted!

Without any politeness, not even a perfunctory refusal, Alexander accepted it outright!

Lucien's smile instantly froze.

Alexander's unconventional move "struck" Lucien so unexpectedly that he was momentarily dazed.

He was genuinely bewildered because the situation was unfolding in a manner utterly contrary to Lucien's expectations!

Before coming to New York, he had done his homework. According to his reasoning, whoever harmed Nathaniel must die.

Although Nathaniel ultimately wasn't seriously injured, this concerned the Ashford family's reputation—a great family's dignity absolutely could not be compromised!

Everyone knew New York was Dante Doran's territory!

Any slight retreat from the Ashford family might be interpreted as them fearing the Doran family!

Regarding the Doran family, this matter couldn't directly implicate Dante.

If Dante chose to "sacrifice a pawn to save the king," that would be acceptable.

If Dante didn't protect his subordinates and allowed the Ashford family to handle them, that would still give the Ashfords enough face, and no further action would be needed.

But if Dante wanted to protect his people, then the Doran family would need to pay a certain price. The cost might not be huge—if negotiated well, it might just be a sum of money and the disappearance of some minor figures.

Money was trivial—even tens of millions would be insignificant—but this would again concern the Doran family's reputation!

Ultimately, this was purely a matter of face!

If they resolved this without regard for reputation, with Dante directly kneeling to apologize to the Ashford family, it could be settled instantly!

But that was impossible!

So Lucien had predictions about how this would develop and what the outcome would be. There were essentially two possibilities, and he was fully prepared for both.

As for Alexander...

Lucien had looked into him, having people investigate yesterday. They found no personal background, but that didn't mean he truly had none—the investigation period was short, so failing to uncover anything was normal.

Naturally, there were many things Lucien couldn't possibly uncover.

But Alexander's relationship with Jasmine, and Dante's attitude toward Alexander, were easily verifiable.

Lucien knew Alexander was a capable young man—without capability, he couldn't have pursued Jasmine, nor gained Dante's recognition as his future brother-in-law.

Though he didn't know the specifics, Lucien understood that Alexander would definitely try to mediate this matter, and he was prepared for that too.

According to his reasoning:

If he directly offered Alexander money to thank him for saving Nathaniel's life, Alexander would certainly refuse and make excuses...

Because if he accepted the money, the Ashford family would have repaid their debt of gratitude, making it difficult for him to mediate afterward.

He definitely wouldn't accept it!

Lucien had even considered that when Alexander declined, he might directly steer the conversation toward Dante, then launch into mediation talk.

That would be normal!

What kind of move was directly accepting the money?!

Because he inferred Alexander wouldn't take the money, and wanting to express sincere gratitude, Lucien had even considered that Alexander might ask how much was in the card—the more money there was, the less likely he'd accept it.

So... Lucien had put a full twenty million in the card!

But Alexander didn't even ask how much was on the card.

He just took it and pocketed it!

This rendered all of Lucien's carefully prepared talking points completely useless, making him subconsciously wonder if he had overestimated this young man.

Had Alexander not thought that far ahead?

Just taking whatever money was offered?

Not considering mediation at all?

Wasn't that foolish?

If he used his status as Nathaniel's savior properly to successfully mediate this matter and satisfy both sides, Jasmine would undoubtedly view him more favorably, and Dante would trust him even more.

Even the Doran family itself might regard him with newfound respect!

The benefits are immense! Far beyond what a mere sum of money could compare to!

How could one miss such an opportunity?!

Wait!

No!

Lucien suddenly felt that Alexander might have considered these aspects, because Alexander's behavior was abnormal.

The seemingly money-grubbing "mediocre" act of directly accepting the money was actually something even ordinary people wouldn't do!

When faced with gratitude, especially when directly handed a bank card, people typically ask questions, decline politely, or exchange pleasantries.

To accept the card without saying a word, without even the customary social niceties—that was actually abnormal!

Lucien completely lost his grasp on what Alexander was thinking.

He felt there were only two possibilities.

Either Alexander was truly mediocre, not as capable as he had speculated, or perhaps just somewhat clever. His ability to win over Jasmine... might have been due to his looks.

Jasmine had a peculiar temper and was highly individualistic. Her attraction to someone could have a reasonable explanation—simply that they clicked!

The other possibility was that Alexander had considered mediating the matter but hadn't found a good solution. By accepting the money first, he could later contribute it when the Doran family compensated, thus playing a part in resolving the issue.

Lucien was an intelligent man.

In just a moment of contemplation, he had thought this far.

Though intelligent people are smart, they often share a flaw: sometimes their cleverness backfires, especially those with complex minds.

Overthinking often leads them to "battle wits with thin air"...

However, Lucien wasn't exactly "battling wits with thin air"!

He had accurately grasped part of Alexander's intentions, especially initially, before meeting Alexander. He had guessed correctly—Alexander was indeed capable and intended to mediate.

His reasoning wasn't flawed.

But after meeting Alexander, Lucien was influenced by Alexander's "abnormal behavior." Overthinking muddled his thoughts, making it hard to clarify the situation.

What he didn't know was...

What kind of person Lucien was, Alexander understood even better than he did himself!

An onlooker sees more clearly!

Alexander knew what Lucien Ashford had done, his character, his way of handling matters!

Therefore...

Alexander's abnormal act of directly accepting the money was specifically prepared for someone as shrewd and complex as him!

If Lucien had been simpler-minded, Alexander wouldn't have done this.

Lucien's smile stiffened, but from another perspective, he maintained it. Though his expression showed a slight anomaly, soon his smile "blossomed" again!

"Hahahaha, young man, you're straightforward! Not a hint of delay or hypocrisy. I love dealing with straightforward people!" Lucien laughed heartily, then sighed with a change of tone. "I was worried earlier—what if you refused this twenty million? Our family always repays kindness! This is a life-saving grace, after all!"

Laughing, he revealed the amount on the card.

Nathaniel and Cecilia didn't react much, just exchanged a normal glance. Their minds were simple, and they didn't overthink it.

After all, for a life-saving grace, even giving five hundred million or a billion wouldn't seem excessive in Nathaniel's eyes!

However, Ashley, sitting on the other sofa chair, changed expression.

She came from no prominent family background, so she naturally thought... What extravagance! How generous! The Ashford family truly had money!

Other than these things, Ashley didn't sense anything unusual.

Only Alexander noticed.

Lucien had deliberately pointed it out to observe his reaction, yet Alexander... showed no reaction at all, maintaining his smile!

Alexander, who knew there were millions in the card, displayed virtually no emotional fluctuation!

Lucien watched Alexander's expression closely.

He couldn't determine whether Alexander was feigning composure or genuinely didn't care.

Lucien had always prided himself on accurately reading people, but when it came to someone like Alexander... he simply couldn't figure him out!

"Mr. Ashford, you must be tired from your long journey - leaving early in the morning to come to New York. You haven't eaten yet, have you..." Alexander said to Lucien with a smile, appearing as if he intended to properly host Lucien after receiving the money.

As he spoke, Alexander glanced at his watch.

Without waiting for Lucien to respond, Alexander turned to Ashley: "Ashley, please prepare lunch. Let's have an early meal today as we have matters to attend to later..."

This was the first time Alexander had actively asked Ashley to cook, as she had always taken the initiative before.

"Oh, alright, I'll go prepare it now..." Ashley promptly stood up.

Ashley turned around and was about to head to the kitchen.

Just then, Alexander made a "shocking" move!

"Wait a moment, Ashley." Alexander stopped her while simultaneously taking out the card Lucien had given him from his pocket.

He handed it to Ashley and continued, "Take this card. Use it for groceries and clothes shopping. The remaining money will be useful when you return to Boston!"

Alexander gave Ashley the card containing the millions!

The millions he had just received!

He gave it to Ashley!

Everyone except Alexander was instantly stunned!

Whether it was Lucien, Nathaniel, Cecilia, or Ashley herself, they were all momentarily stunned.

Giving away so much money just like that?

Although it wasn't a massive amount for the Ashford family, Alexander wasn't giving the money to his close relatives or to Jasmine.

Instead, he was giving it to Ashley Carter!

This was just...

Even Lucien couldn't figure out the relationship between Ashley and Alexander. Friends? Would a friend casually give twenty million? Even lovers probably wouldn't be this generous!

Nobody gives money like this! Giving a woman so much in one go was something even Lucien had never done!

Completely baffling!

"Um, Mr. Ciotta, I... I can't accept this," Ashley was frightened and didn't dare take it.

Although Alexander had previously given her company shares and had her sign the documents, those shares couldn't be liquidated.

Compared to that, the impact of so much in cash was much greater! This was money that could be spent directly!

"Take it. You'll need it for investments later," Alexander said, giving Ashley a meaningful look.

Only then did Ashley accept it and put it away.

When Alexander mentioned using it for investments, while others didn't understand, Ashley knew exactly what he meant—just like when he had given her shares in an entertainment company before, it was for business purposes.

Ashley was very clear about one thing: although Alexander gave her shares and money, and everything was under her name, in reality, those things belonged not only to her but also to Alexander.

Everything she had, was given by Alexander, so including herself, everything belonged to Alexander!

"Go attend to your work," Alexander said with a smile.

"Mhmm," Ashley nodded and went to the kitchen.

Alexander began chatting casually with Lucien again. Although Lucien had many speculations and thoughts, he didn't directly ask Alexander about his relationship with Ashley.

Their conversation still focused mainly on Nathaniel.

They discussed what had happened the night before last.

Lucien also asked Alexander about the specific circumstances at the time - how Alexander had discovered the situation and how he had "acted heroically."

Alexander explained, while Nathaniel occasionally chimed in to add details and exaggeratedly praised Alexander.

As they drank and chatted, Lucien's hearty laughter would occasionally ring through the living room.

More than twenty minutes passed.

"Mr. Ashford, please make yourself comfortable. I'm going to check..." Alexander glanced at his watch, gestured slightly, and said with a smile.

After speaking, he stood up and went to the kitchen.

Only Lucien, Nathaniel, and Cecilia remained in the living room.

Lucien took another sip from his cup, and after putting it down, he gave Nathaniel a meaningful look and gestured slightly.

Seeing Lucien's expression, Nathaniel understood he wanted to have a private conversation. He leaned his body sideways, bending slightly toward Lucien, and asked in a low voice: "What is it, Uncle?"

"That Ashley Carter, what exactly is her relationship with Alexander..." Lucien asked in a low voice, glancing toward the kitchen.

"She's his mistress, a woman he keeps," Nathaniel replied, seeing no need to hide it since Alexander himself had never tried to conceal this fact. However, it wasn't something to discuss openly.

"Isn't he Jasmine Doran's boyfriend?" Lucien asked again.

"Yes," Nathaniel nodded.

"Then... has Jasmine been here?" Lucien continued questioning.

"Yes, she came back with them the night before last."

"How did they arrange the sleeping arrangements?"

"Cecilia and I stay in the third-floor guest room, Alexander and Miss Jasmine take the master bedroom, and Ashley has the secondary bedroom on the second floor..."

Nathaniel was straightforward with Lucien—answering whatever Lucien asked but offering nothing further. He hadn't quite grasped what Lucien was really trying to find out.

But Cecilia, listening nearby, had already figured it out.

"Uncle," Cecilia leaned in slightly and spoke in a hushed tone, "Miss Jasmine doesn't seem to mind Alexander having other women, and... yesterday at noon, when Miss Ashley was cooking, Miss Jasmine even helped out."

"It feels like Miss Ashley is somewhat afraid of Miss Jasmine, but Miss Jasmine doesn't seem to have any intention of making things difficult for her. They actually get along quite well."

Cecilia paused briefly, then, as if recalling something, added in a low voice, "Oh, and I heard Miss Ashley call Miss Jasmine 'sister'."

After saying this, Cecilia's expression unconsciously turned a bit odd.

She had sensed that Alexander's women were establishing a hierarchy—Jasmine Doran was the "first wife," while Ashley Carter was the concubine.

This in itself wasn't strange; many powerful men had similar situations.

But considering Jasmine's status, it was naturally quite bizarre!

This was precisely what puzzled Lucien!

What exactly was this Alexander capable of?

Lucien fell silent.

For a long while!

"Not simple at all!" Lucien suddenly exclaimed with a sigh.

He had developed a strong interest in Alexander!

Alexander had gone to the kitchen to help.

There really was something going down at noon, so they were having an early lunch.

Besides, Alexander had nothing more to say to Lucien for the moment.

By the time Alexander entered the kitchen, Ashley had already prepared all the ingredients—everything readily available from the fridge—and had started simmering two time-consuming dishes.

The rest of the dishes were cooked by Alexander. Stir-frying was simple to begin with, and with Alexander's culinary skills, it was even easier.

Another twenty minutes passed.

The meal was served.

Time to eat!

At the table, Alexander and Lucien discussed Nathaniel's situation.

Alexander mentioned that after the meal, he would go see Dante. Lucien naturally nodded; he needed to confront Dante for an explanation!

The meal was wrapped up in just over half an hour.

And because of this lunch, Lucien found himself even more perplexed... Alexander actually knew how to cook, and his dishes were exceptionally well-made!

This further complicated Lucien's assessment of Alexander, who loved to analyze people.

What kind of person was Alexander, really?

Around 11:30 a.m., lunch concluded.

"Nathan, I'm going to see Dante. You should stay here—you're injured, so avoid going out too much..." Lucien told Nathaniel.

The real reason he didn't want Nathaniel to come wasn't just the injury.

While chatting with Alexander in the living room earlier, Lucien noticed that his nephew was extremely grateful to Alexander and somewhat admired his martial skills, constantly calling him "big brother" and siding with Alexander!

That kind of attitude wouldn't do!

Lucien was going to negotiate with Dante. Even though Nathaniel was the "victim," if he were there with Alexander present, he might end up saying things like "let it go" out of respect for Alexander.

So, he couldn't let him come!

This concerned the Ashford family's dignity—accountability was a must!

Let's go!


Chapter 29: Let him overthink.

Half an hour later, around noon.

New York, Monarch Vault Club.

Alexander arrived in his own Lamborghini, not sharing a car with Lucien.

They got out of their respective vehicles at the entrance and went upstairs together to the top floor!

Dante's bodyguards naturally recognized Alexander, and with him leading the way, they passed through unimpeded.

Top floor, Dante Doran's private suite.

"Mr. Ciotta," the bodyguard at the door greeted Alexander as he approached and opened the door directly.

Lucien signaled to his own bodyguard not to follow inside, then entered together with Alexander.

In the suite's living room, several people were talking, more than Lucien had expected.

Dante was naturally present, as was Jasmine. Besides the siblings, there were two others whom Lucien recognized but whose presence surprised him.

Eric Collins!

And the siblings' maternal uncle, a core figure of the Rothmere family's second generation, Cassian Rothmere!

When Alexander and Lucien entered, everyone in the living room stood up.

"Darling," Jasmine greeted Alexander.

Then something else unexpected happened that caught Lucien off guard—he saw Eric Collins actually step forward first and directly extend his hand... to shake Alexander's hand!

"Mr. Ciotta, you're here!" Eric smiled warmly and naturally.

This made Lucien glance at Alexander.

Eric actually shook Alexander's hand first?!

Lucien was the elder, also a guest, and it wasn't as if he didn't know Eric. Usually, Eric would have definitely shaken his hand first upon approaching!

Extremely abnormal!

That Eric proactively came forward more eagerly than anyone else was already strange enough—this wasn't even his territory.

And he actually shook Alexander's hand first, as if he valued Alexander more, giving the impression that Alexander was more important than Lucien himself!

"Second Master Lucien, long time no see!" After shaking hands with Alexander, Eric also shook hands with Lucien.

"Hahahaha, little Eric, you're here too, what a coincidence..." Lucien laughed heartily. He was pretty familiar with Eric since they were both from Boston and had known each other for a long time, though they didn't interact frequently.

After exchanging a few pleasantries, the three men walked inside. Jasmine, Dante, and Cassian Rothmere also came forward to greet them, taking two steps outward.

This demonstrated their respect for Lucien.

They weren't surprised that Lucien had come with Alexander.

Because Alexander had called Dante on his way over and explained the situation.

"Mr. Ashford, pleased to meet you!" Jasmine was the first to shake hands with Lucien.

It's worth mentioning that this was the first time Jasmine and Lucien had met.

Although they knew of each other, they had never met before. Jasmine didn't like socializing beyond business matters and often avoided many social occasions between major families.

"You must be Miss Jasmine, hahaha, pleased to meet you!" Lucien laughed loudly as he shook hands with Jasmine, his attitude remarkably friendly.

"Mr. Ashford." Dante also extended his hand.

"Young Master Doran." Lucien then shook hands with Dante, but his attitude had shifted. Though he maintained a smile on his face, his demeanor was noticeably cooler, and his words carried an underlying meaning: "I've long heard about Young Master Doran's remarkable success in New York over the years. When Young Master Doran sneezes, all of New York trembles three times. Truly worthy of being the eldest grandson of the Doran family, so impressive!"

Dante's expression changed slightly.

He naturally understood that Lucien was giving him a warning.

But he didn't retort or say anything in response.

When Alexander called him on the way over, he had advised Dante not to be impulsive, no matter what Lucien said, and to speak as little as possible!

"Hahahaha..." After shaking hands with Dante, Lucien laughed heartily and quickly took two steps forward, proactively extending his hand to Cassian. "Brother Cassian, it's been years since we last met! You look even more energetic than two years ago, hahahaha!"

Cassian was tall and slender with an oblong face. He wore glasses and a well-fitted black suit, his hair meticulously styled.

At first glance, he carried the demeanor of a scholarly businessman.

Lucien was forty-five years old this year, while Cassian was forty-seven, making him older than Lucien.

"Brother Ashford, look at you... There's just a small misunderstanding between the younger generation. Why did you especially make a trip to New York?" Cassian smiled as he shook hands with Lucien.

"When a child from our family nearly gets beaten to death, I had to come check on the situation. Can't be helped - my elder brother is busy with military affairs, so I, as the uncle, had to make this trip," Lucien said.

And so the two began.

Both were particularly skilled speakers.

After everyone exchanged polite formalities, Cassian arranged for everyone to be seated.

Although this was Dante's territory, Cassian was Jasmine and Dante's uncle—and not just any uncle, but one with an especially close relationship.

Being here was like being at home for him, and he could take charge!

After everyone was seated, Lucien spoke first: "When did you arrive in New York, Brother Cassian?"

"Just arrived," Cassian replied with a smile, then sighed. "Ah! It's because of Dante's trouble. Though it's not a big deal—just some misunderstandings, and young master Nathaniel didn't make much of it—our Doran and Rothmere families still need to show our stance. My brother-in-law doesn't have time, so as the uncle, I happened to be free and came to handle it."

Cassian's words... were quite loaded!

He initially took responsibility but downplayed it as a minor misunderstanding, attempting to define the incident's nature while grouping the Doran and Rothmere families together.

Placing the blame directly on Dante might seem like a misstep, but in reality, it was the only option.

Because they had to protect their people below and preserve Dante's foundation in New York!

Cassian was clearly stating his position!

"Indeed, it really was just misunderstandings!" Lucien responded with a laugh. "Ah! Nobody expected this to happen. It shouldn't have occurred at all. Our little treasure isn't the type to cause trouble normally. This time, he nearly died in New York—who knows if the child will be left with psychological trauma... My sister-in-law wanted to come to New York, too, but I stopped her. I was afraid seeing our little treasure beaten like that would be too much for her to bear."

And so they began again.

Both spoke as if making casual conversation without explicitly discussing any negotiations, yet every word carried underlying meaning.

For the next ten-plus minutes, the two influential figures continued speaking.

Their dialogue was quite fascinating.

They remained extremely polite toward each other, without even a hint of tension.

Though one wanted to minimize the matter while the other sought to amplify it, their stances were conflicting, yet their language never directly clashed!

Both possessed exceptional verbal skills!

In truth, both sides were testing each other's positions while attempting to shift the other's perspective!

Though Lucien wanted accountability, he didn't wish to create hostility with the Doran and Rothmere families over this incident, as making enemies would be undesirable.

Meanwhile, though Cassian knew Dante was in the wrong, he didn't want the Ashford family to use this to diminish their prestige! He also needed to protect Dante's foundation in New York.

Quite complex.

Neither side wanted the negotiations to break down, and both hoped to achieve favorable outcomes according to their own perspectives!

Alexander sat on the nearby sofa, never participating in the conversation, merely listening.

Jasmine sat sideways beside Alexander, one hand resting on his shoulder, occasionally leaning close to whisper a few words in his ear.

Lucien had noticed this and sensed something unusual.

It wasn't about Alexander and Jasmine—as a couple, their intimacy was normal.

It was Cassian who seemed unusual!

This had to be understood from the perspective of the proposed alliance between the Doran and Sutherland families.

Lucien had heard that four years ago, Jasmine had rejected the marriage arrangement. Yet, the Sutherland and Doran families had begun cooperating anyway.

The Doran family's internal stance remained consistently hopeful that Jasmine would marry James Sutherland!

The Rothmere family held the same position!

The marriage alliance with the Sutherland family had been jointly agreed upon by the Doran and Rothmere families from the beginning.

Therefore, normally, Cassian should harbor hostility toward Alexander—Jasmine's current boyfriend.

If not hostility, he should at least view him unfavorably!

But the actual situation was...

Cassian hadn't paid any attention to Alexander at all. He showed no reaction to Jasmine's intimate behavior with Alexander, which could only be described as highly abnormal.

Before they knew it, another half hour had passed.

Lucien was conversing with Cassian, while Dante occasionally chimed in, and Eric would intermittently support Dante's remarks.

As for Alexander and Jasmine, they never once joined the "casual conversation."

It was as if they didn't exist.

Jasmine had wanted to speak, but Alexander didn't allow her to.

Over the course of more than half an hour of discussion, the matter concerning Nathaniel had been thoroughly explored almost imperceptibly, nearly reaching the point of discussing how to handle the arrangements—who to hold accountable, who to exempt, how much compensation to pay, and so on.

"...Brother Ashford, if we're to speak of this matter, it's undoubtedly our fault. However, there's no need for this incident to damage the harmony between our families. Since young master Ashford was injured this time, our Doran and Rothmere families will certainly provide him with appropriate compensation..." Cassian was saying.

Lucien watched Cassian with a smiling expression, listening to his words, yet his eyes betrayed something amiss.

By avoiding any mention of the assailant and focusing solely on compensation, Cassian's stance could be considered quite firm.

And Lucien absolutely could not accept this!

It was a matter of face!

"Mr. Rothmere." A voice suddenly interrupted the conversation—it was Alexander!

Alexander had cut off their conversation.

Silence fell momentarily as everyone turned to look at Alexander.

"Shall we talk first?" Alexander smiled at Cassian, tilting his head slightly in a gesture of invitation.

The living room fell completely quiet.

It was too abrupt!

Even Lucien was stunned because of Alexander's tone when speaking to Cassian...

How dare he address Cassian in such a manner?! And suggesting they "talk"?! What status did he have to adopt such an attitude toward Cassian?!

Cassian, however, looked at Alexander and was momentarily taken aback.

He didn't particularly mind Alexander's attitude—it was just... too sudden!

His purpose in coming to New York this time was precisely to find an opportunity for a private discussion with Alexander.

He never expected Alexander to suddenly propose talking in such a setting, especially right in front of Lucien.

Wasn't this going to make Lucien suspicious?

Cassian couldn't quite figure out what Alexander was thinking.

But he definitely needed to talk with Alexander.

Since Alexander had already brought it up, then...

Under Lucien's somewhat astonished gaze, Cassian stood up directly, gesturing with his hand as he said, "Alright then, let's talk inside."

Then he turned to Lucien and added, "Mr Ashford, please wait here for a moment. We'll continue our discussion afterward..."

Alexander rose and walked toward the inner study.

Cassian followed behind him.

The two entered the study one after the other and closed the door.

The living room fell silent.

Everyone was utterly bewildered.

What was going on?

Not only was Lucien confused, but even Jasmine and Dante were stumped. They felt... wasn't their uncle's attitude toward Alexander too "friendly"?!

Although Eric understood some of it, he still felt something wasn't quite right.

Among the four people remaining in the living room, Eric was the only one who knew some details about Alexander's cooperation with the Doran family.

There were certain situations even the Doran siblings weren't aware of, which Alexander had disclosed when facilitating Eric's collaboration with Seraphine.

However, his knowledge was still limited!

Therefore, Cassian's attitude also puzzled him - wasn't he being too accommodating?

Inside the study.

The room was elegantly decorated with landscape paintings hanging on the walls, creating a strong classical atmosphere.

This was Dante's study, decorated in this manner purely to impress guests with superficial refinement.

After Alexander and Cassian entered the study, Alexander closed the door behind them, staying a step behind.

"Alexander..." Cassian turned to look at Alexander, calling out his name while unconsciously glancing toward the door.

"Let's talk inside." Alexander also glanced at the door and gestured with a smile toward the inner part of the study.

Both seemed somewhat "sneaky," not wanting anyone in the living room to overhear their conversation.

This was a consensus they reached without any prior discussion!

The two walked to the inner part of the study, near the balcony.

As they walked, Cassian kept turning his head to examine Alexander. He hadn't gotten a proper look at Alexander earlier, afraid that Lucien might notice something unusual.

Lucien was an outsider.

And since Cassian's every word and action in New York could represent the Doran family,

He couldn't let Lucien detect the Doran family's internal recognition of Alexander.

This would conflict with the Doran family's cooperation with the Sutherlands.

If it became known prematurely that the Doran family was abandoning James Sutherland and canceling the marriage alliance, it would be disastrous!

"Alexander." Once they reached the balcony, Cassian extended his hand toward Alexander.

"Mr. Rothmere." Alexander raised his hand simultaneously as Cassian did.

They shook hands, formally acknowledging each other!

"Come, have a seat." Cassian invited again.

The study was spacious, featuring a wooden table and rosewood chairs arranged on the balcony. Alexander and Cassian sat facing each other, everything feeling natural, not at all like strangers meeting for the first time!

This wasn't just because Alexander understood Cassian, but also because... Cassian understood Alexander! He knew many things about Alexander!

"I was planning to talk with you after finishing my conversation with Lucien." Cassian looked at Alexander. "I didn't expect you to bring it up first. I estimate... Lucien will definitely become suspicious. That old fellow is quite calculating, always overanalyzing people."

"That was precisely why, to let him imagine," Alexander responded with a smile.

"Oh?" Cassian's expression shifted slightly as he looked Alexander up and down again, then laughed. "Recently, I've been hearing my brother-in-law Morris mention you frequently, saying you're mature beyond your years, brilliant..."

Cassian paused mid-sentence, his gaze taking on an appraising quality as he looked at Alexander.

He, too, was uncertain whether this young man named Alexander truly possessed the extraordinary talent that his brother-in-law claimed he had!

Morris had even used the word "terrifying" to describe him! "Terrifying" was the exact word Morris had used during the core meeting of the Doran and Rothmere families.

"Alexander..." Cassian paused for only a few seconds before speaking again. He had initially intended to ask Alexander why he deliberately let Lucien see, but instead changed his tone: "Alexander, do you know why I came to New York?"

"To prevent me from killing James Sutherland, of course." Alexander smiled.

Cassian's eyes flickered, his expression showing some surprise but not complete astonishment. Alexander was right - Morris Doran had previously mentioned to Cassian that Alexander would likely figure it out!

Truly exceptional intellect, as they said!

"Well, not exactly like that."

Cassian looked at Alexander again: "My coming isn't specifically to guard against you. Mainly... that James fellow is too aggressive in his methods. If you two were to meet and conflict arises, as my brother-in-law put it, he can't harm you, but you might kill him!"

"I'm here primarily to restrain James, to prevent him from causing trouble, not targeting you."

"I know." Alexander maintained his smile.

"Good that you understand." Cassian continued quickly, "The Doran family's plans, along with our Rothmere family's, have already been set in motion. Only with James alive can we proceed with subsequent matters. He absolutely cannot die at this time."

"Don't worry, James Sutherland will leave New York alive," Alexander said, his tone carrying subtle nuances.

Cassian detected some change in Alexander's tone.

Alexander directly stated that James would leave New York alive, but didn't say he wouldn't touch him!

"So what are you planning... to do?" Cassian then asked.

"Let nature take its course." Alexander smiled.

Cassian clearly sensed that Alexander didn't want to elaborate.

He recalled his brother-in-law's instructions - his primary purpose in coming to New York was to prevent conflict between James and Alexander.

Secondly... since he was here, he should naturally help Dante resolve the Nathaniel Ashford matter.

Morris had specifically instructed him: as long as James leaves New York alive and this matter is handled correctly, he needn't interfere too much; just let Alexander handle them!

And when necessary, he should coordinate with Alexander.

Cassian didn't understand what kind of magic this young man named Alexander possessed, to make his brother-in-law value him so highly!

Even showing some blind faith in his abilities. After all, he had only heard about it, never witnessed Alexander's capabilities firsthand!

He didn't know, didn't understand, and found it hard to believe that a young man could truly possess such excellent capability!

Even so!

Cassian would still follow his brother-in-law's instructions!

As long as James doesn't die, nothing else really matters.

"Lucien Ashford's attitude is quite stubborn," Cassian spoke again, directly skipping the James topic. He glanced toward the door before looking back at Alexander, "About this matter... what are your thoughts, Alexander?"

In his words, Cassian always seemed to be testing Alexander, wanting to witness his capabilities firsthand.

"Let me handle it. Mr. Rothmere, you just need to talk with him, delay for now, don't reach any conclusions yet." Alexander said with a slight smile.

Cassian raised an eyebrow, scrutinizing Alexander.

It was strange - he felt that Alexander showed no emotional tension whatsoever, yet wasn't bursting with overconfidence either.

It was just a very calm, natural, relaxed state.

Depth! This was the kind of depth that wouldn't reveal one's inner thoughts!

"Alright then, I'll leave it to you! I won't worry about it anymore." Cassian relaxed and smiled after a moment.

For the next ten minutes or so, the two held a private discussion, talking about the Sutherland family, the Devonte family, and how to handle James.

Cassian was going to meet with James, and Alexander would be present as well.

How Cassian would treat James and how he would treat Alexander... it was certain that they would have to put on an act!

Everything had to be arranged in advance!

Soon.

The two had discussed almost everything and reached a comprehensive unanimity.

"When we go out later..." Cassian suddenly spoke in a strange tone, gesturing toward the door before looking at Alexander, "If I treat you too well, Lucien will definitely become suspicious. How about... we pretend to have a big argument?"

"Unnecessary." Alexander gently shook his head with a slight smile. "Actually, we shouldn't fear Lucien overthinking - we should fear him not thinking at all."

"But if he becomes suspicious..." Cassian frowned slightly. "Lucien is an old fox. Suppose he realizes that the Doran family and the Sutherland family are already at odds behind the scenes, and this gets out. In that case, the Sutherland family might investigate..."

"Then don't let it get out. Make him keep the secret." Alexander smiled.

"Make him keep the secret?" Cassian didn't quite understand Alexander's meaning. The words sounded too casual - who could possibly silence Lucien Ashford?

"Bring the Ashford family in!" Alexander laughed.

"In?" Cassian was stunned.

"If the Ashford family can cooperate with the Doran family, then the Sutherland family becomes their enemy! When sharing the pie, with sufficient benefits at stake, the Ashford family naturally won't leak information." After saying this, Alexander smiled.

The stunned Cassian's expression suddenly changed, completely shocked!

The Ashford and Doran families had minimal interactions, moving in different circles with no foundation of trust, hence no basis for cooperation.

Yet Alexander casually suggested having the Ashford family cooperate with them.

This was simply impossible!

Revealing such important matters rashly to the Ashford family carried enormous risks! It could even lead to the complete failure of all their plans!

"What are you planning to do?! You..." Cassian's eyes widened considerably as he stared at Alexander.

What Alexander said was simply impossible to fathom!

Given Cassian's experience and understanding of the Ashford family, he found this utterly inconceivable!

Even putting aside the complete lack of foundation for cooperation between the Ashford and Doran families...

The circle the Ashfords moved in was unique. They differed significantly from typical prominent families, with minimal entanglements.

Therefore, when families like the Dorans initiated their moves, triggering alignments and infighting among major families, the Ashfords could remain detached!

They wouldn't be dragged in!

No faction had the power to force the Ashfords to take sides!

The Ashfords could instead choose to watch from the sidelines initially and enter the fray at the final moment to support the winning side.

For the Ashfords, this was the optimal strategy—minimal risk with maximum potential gains!

Therefore...

Alexander's proposal could be described as quite erratic! Extremely high risk with very low chances of success!

"You... what exactly are you trying to..." Cassian stared at Alexander, unable to maintain his composure.

"It's complicated." Alexander smiled at Cassian and added, "Mr. Rothmere, I understand your concerns, but the specific circumstances... truly can't be explained in just a few words. Our guests are still waiting outside. We can discuss this later, or you can be present when I discuss this matter in detail with Lucien."

"Alexander, you need to think this through clearly. If this fails, all our plans will be completely ruined!" Cassian said, genuinely growing anxious.

"I know. It won't happen." Alexander's response remained calm, his smile unwavering.

Cassian looked at Alexander, realizing there was nothing he could do to influence him.

Too many matters had been discussed directly between Alexander and Morris Doran. Morris's assessment of Alexander, along with his specific instructions to Cassian, made it clear.

Cassian understood that what Alexander did or didn't do wasn't something he could affect. If anyone could change Alexander's decisions, it would have to be Morris himself!

The study fell silent.

"...Alright then, we'll leave it at that for now," Cassian said after a moment of silence.

He didn't attempt to persuade Alexander further, knowing it would be useless.

He could only observe for now and keep a close watch.

In the suite's living room.

The four had resumed their conversation, merely exchanging trivial pleasantries. Dante, having received instructions from Alexander, chose to speak sparingly. Consequently, Lucien's main conversation partner became Jasmine.

They chatted about various unimportant topics, discussing Jasmine's company, and Lucien complimented her on her beauty and capabilities.

He truly seemed to enjoy praising people.

Creak!

The study door suddenly opened, and Alexander and Cassian emerged one after another, having concluded their discussion.

"Hahahaha, my dear Lucien, my apologies for making you wait again. We had some urgent matters to discuss..." Cassian laughed heartily as he returned to his seat, projecting an air of delight.

In truth, he wasn't particularly happy—this was an act put on for Lucien's benefit.

"Brother Cassian, you seem radiant. Did some good news come your way?" Lucien probed with a smile, glancing briefly at Alexander.

"Nothing of the sort." Cassian waved his hand dismissively, then sighed. "Ah! With the trouble Dante has caused, how could there be any good news..." He steered the conversation back to previous topics.

Then, the two resumed their exchange of trivialities and empty talk.

Alexander returned to his original spot, sitting down beside Jasmine.

"What did you discuss?" Jasmine asked softly, placing a hand on Alexander's shoulder and leaning close to whisper in his ear.

Alexander glanced at Jasmine, then tilted his head with a slight smile and softly replied, "Guess."

"Are you trying to be funny?" Jasmine narrowed her eyes at Alexander, whispering.

"Absolutely, downright comical," Alexander chuckled, his lips twitching slightly right after.

Because Jasmine had pinched him out of sight from the others.

"Acting like a little girl again, resorting to pinching," Alexander teased her.

"Don't you want me to be more womanly?" Jasmine retorted, giving him a seductive look.

They sat close together on the sofa, whispering and being all lovey-dovey.

It was pretty out of sync with the atmosphere in the living room.

This caught Lucien's attention. Although he had been talking to Cassian the whole time, he kept glancing at Alexander now and then, forming various thoughts about the Doran and Rothmere families' attitudes toward Alexander.

Over ten minutes later.

Cassian suddenly stood up, saying he was going to the restroom, and hurried out. There was a restroom in the suite, but he chose to go outside instead.

With Cassian temporarily gone again, Lucien's primary conversation partner shifted back to Jasmine.

Lucien had wanted to chat with Alexander, to fish for information or something.

But barely a minute after Cassian left, Alexander called out to "Mr Eric," then stood up and headed to the living room balcony with Eric Collins, who also rose.

It gave the impression that the two wanted to talk privately, moving away so as not to disturb Lucien and Jasmine's conversation.

The suite's living room was enormous, so speaking in low voices on the balcony couldn't be heard from the living room—only their backs and postures were visible.

Alexander and Eric didn't discuss anything particularly special.

They just chatted about Eric's collaboration with Seraphine, some progress updates, and casual talk.

Alexander also mentioned William Wycliffe, referring to him as a friend and hinting that Eric should keep that in mind.

A few minutes later.

Cassian returned and resumed his conversation with Lucien.

Alexander and Eric merely glanced back but didn't return to the living room. They stayed on the balcony, backs turned to the living room, standing shoulder to shoulder and speaking in low tones.

Ten minutes later.

"Mr. Alexander, about... Nathaniel Ashford's matter, how can I help? I know you must have a way, but... if there's anything I can do, just say the word. Dante and I are like brothers, so we're all family here." After the small talk about their collaboration was mostly done, Eric steered the topic back to the main topic.

"You've already helped," Alexander replied, turning to Eric with a smile.

"Huh?" Eric was stunned.

Helped? When? He'd said a few supportive things for Dante during the earlier chat, but it hadn't made any difference!

"Mr. Alexander, you mean I..." Eric was completely baffled; he was sure he hadn't done anything.

Eric would never understand that his attitude toward Alexander was actually helping him!

Not just him!

Everyone's attitude toward Alexander was helping!

Alexander excelled at leveraging situations, using force against force, and pressing advantage with influence!

And today, he had taken this to the extreme!

Alexander had other women—yet what was Jasmine's attitude toward him, despite knowing? And what was Dante's attitude toward him?

The Doran family was initially set to ally with the Sutherland family through marriage—yet what was Cassian's attitude toward Alexander?

Then there was Eric Collins, a third-generation direct descendant of the Collins family. He shouldn't have had any connection with Alexander, so what was his attitude toward him? Why did it seem like he was even somewhat flattering Alexander?

Lucien took note of all this.

He would speculate and elevate his judgment of Alexander! In the end, he might even arrive at a conclusion he himself would hardly dare to believe!

And that wasn't all... Later, James Sutherland would also "help" Alexander!

Ring, ring...

A phone rang on the balcony—it was Alexander's.

He pulled out his phone and glanced at the screen: It was Morris Doran!

It seemed that Cassian, who had just stepped out to use the restroom, must have called Morris and reported Alexander's intention to ally with the Ashford family.

Otherwise, Morris wouldn't have called at this moment.

Alexander answered, "Uncle."

"Are you free to talk?" Morris asked immediately.

"Not really," Alexander replied.

"...Are you confident?" Morris fell silent for a moment before asking directly, without trying to dissuade him.

"Of course," Alexander said with a laugh.

Morris was silent again, then said, "Don't mess this up."

"I won't," Alexander smiled.

"If you need anything, let Cassian know."

"Understood."

Beep, beep...

The call ended!

It was a very brief conversation. Although Eric was right beside Alexander and could faintly hear some of the voices from the phone, he wouldn't understand what the two were actually discussing.


Chapter 30: Everyone is acting.

Ring, ring...

Less than a minute after Alexander hung up, another phone rang in the living room.

It was Dante's!

Dante answered the call, listened for a moment, then abruptly stood up, his brows furrowing and his face darkening.

"I understand. Let him come up," Dante said before hanging up. He immediately looked up and called out to Alexander on the balcony, "Brother-in-law! James Sutherland is here—he's downstairs."

When Dante learned that James had arrived, his first reaction was to inform Alexander rather than his older sister or his uncle. This move could be described as somewhat bizarre.

"James Sutherland?" Lucien Ashford overheard and was momentarily stunned, blurting out: "The Sutherland family's young master came to New York?"

Naturally, he was startled. Although the matters between the Sutherland and Doran families had nothing to do with him, he still found it very sudden.

James Sutherland was quite famous in their circles!

While Dante was flamboyant, he remained firmly rooted in New York, painstakingly building his influence. He was known for his generosity, having many friends and few enemies in their social circle, and was skilled at forming connections.

James Sutherland was different - he was a few years older than Dante, had "made his name" earlier, and had many friends and many enemies!

As the leading third-generation heir of a major family, James Sutherland often attracted more attention.

"He had some misunderstanding with our Jasmine before, so he specially came to New York. He arrived around noon today, right?" Cassian spoke up, glancing at Jasmine as he said this.

His words indicated that he thought James had arrived today, but in reality, he knew James had actually arrived yesterday!

"Damn psychopath, actually showing up here!" Jasmine muttered, her displeasure clearly written across her face.

Her expression instantly turned cold!

Meanwhile.

Dante hurried toward the balcony. Reaching Alexander's side, he whispered a few words to him. The two exchanged a quiet conversation while Eric stood nearby, able to vaguely catch some of it.

Not that there was anything he couldn't hear.

After whispering a couple of sentences to Alexander, Dante turned and hurried out again, going to the outer corridor to give quiet instructions to his bodyguards.

On the balcony.

"Mr. Alexander, this James..." Eric tilted his head to whisper to Alexander while simultaneously observing his expression.

James was about to cross paths with Alexander - if this didn't go well, it could lead to major trouble!

"He came to apologize to Jasmine," Alexander also glanced at Eric, smiling as he replied.

"Should I..." Eric whispered while making a hand gesture.

He would definitely stand with Alexander. If James had a conflict with Alexander, he would certainly help Alexander. However, he wasn't sure how to help and was mainly worried that James might detect something amiss...

"Relax, just act normally," Alexander said quietly, then raised his hand in a gesture.

It was time to return to their seats.

Alexander walked back to the living room, returning to his original position next to Jasmine. He then leaned over to whisper in her ear: "Later, you..."

The atmosphere in the living room had already become somewhat strange.

Lucien watched everything unfold, feeling that everyone seemed a bit off! But he couldn't immediately pinpoint exactly what was so unusual!

Dante soon returned to the suite.

Meanwhile.

In the corridor, near the elevator.

The elevator floor indicator numbers rose, and soon the elevator reached the top floor. The doors opened, revealing James in a suit and tie with gold-rimmed glasses, entering the corridor with six bodyguards.

The corridor was quite crowded.

All were bodyguards or similar roles. Lucien Ashford's bodyguards hadn't come up, but Jasmine's, Dante's, Cassian's, and Eric Collins' two bodyguards were all in the corridor.

James had just stepped out of the elevator and hadn't walked far toward the private room when Dante's bodyguards stopped him.

Eight bodyguards blocked the entire corridor.

"Mr. Sutherland!" The lead bald bodyguard raised his hand in a gesture, holding a handheld metal detector.

It was a security scanner!

"Stopping me?" James halted, giving the bald bodyguard an unfriendly look.

He recognized this bodyguard—one of Dante Doran's trusted aides, simply called "M".

"Boss's orders, my apologies." Bodyguard M maintained an expressionless, unwavering gaze at James.

James stared at M for two seconds, then pursed his lips with a slight twitch at the corners—an unnatural smile.

"Fine!" James said, then raised both arms with a smile.

He knew this was Dante testing him!

M stepped forward, scanning James thoroughly with the detector, even pulling out James's fountain pen before returning it. Meanwhile, Dante's other bodyguards conducted pat-downs on James's security team.

Of the six bodyguards, two were carrying firearms, and both were discovered and confiscated.

James himself wasn't armed.

After the inspection, the two guns were temporarily held and would be returned when James and his team departed.

"Mr. Sutherland, this way!" M stepped aside, gesturing politely.

James adjusted his tie, straightened his suit, shot M another glance, then led his people inward.

Soon, they reached the suite entrance.

The bodyguards cleared a path, with one opening the door for James.

"Wait outside." James signaled to his bodyguards before entering.

Just two steps past the foyer, James froze in astonishment!

He honestly hadn't expected a room full of people! While he anticipated Jasmine might be present, and possibly Alexander, encountering Eric Collins, Lucien Ashford, and Cassian Rothmere—each one was an unexpected surprise!

"James, you're here." Cassian was the first to greet him, smiling with paternal familiarity as he beckoned. "Come, come..."

"Uncle Cassian," James responded in surprise before breaking into a smile. "Mr. Ashford's here, too? When did you arrive in New York?"

"Just today! Did you just arrive, too, Mr. Sutherland? Haha, what a coincidence meeting here!" Lucien laughed heartily.

Cassian seemed to value James highly, even standing up, followed by Lucien.

James approached to shake hands with Cassian first, then with Lucien.

"James, you know Eric, right..." Cassian made introductions as if they were unfamiliar.

James and Eric were far more than acquaintances—they were longstanding business rivals.

However, this marked the first time James, Eric, and Cassian were present together, making Cassian's formal introduction appropriate.

"Mr. Collins, what brings you to New York?"

"I was about to ask you the same—why are you in New York?"

James and Eric shook hands!

Both wore smiles.

Yet their words carried underlying tension!

This was typical of their relationship—maintaining surface civility while frequently exchanging veiled barbs, all while aggressively undermining each other's business interests behind the scenes!

Dante remained seated in his armchair, leaning back against the cushions with his head tilted sideways, watching James with evident displeasure.

Jasmine and Alexander naturally didn't rise either, pointedly ignoring James's entrance entirely.

"When did you buy this watch?" Jasmine held Alexander's hand while examining his new watch, asking softly.

"I didn't buy it." Alexander smiled.

"Then where's the one I bought you?" Jasmine asked again, her tone shifting slightly.

"I've kept it safe." Alexander chuckled.

"You're still laughing..." Jasmine narrowed her eyes.

Jasmine already knew the watch had been bought for Alexander by Seraphine, and she was genuinely somewhat upset.

But to others, it appeared the two were just being affectionate on the couch again - Jasmine holding Alexander's hand with one hand while naturally resting her other hand on his shoulder.

They were completely treating James as air.

James noticed this, his mouth twitching involuntarily and his pupils contracting unnaturally for a moment before immediately recovering.

"Jaz, James is here. Why haven't you greeted him?" Cassian's voice suddenly sounded.

Jasmine looked up, glanced at her uncle, then turned her gaze to James.

"Jasmine, long time no see!" James extended his hand toward Jasmine. They truly hadn't seen each other for a long time, though they had spoken frequently on the phone.

Jasmine looked at James' outstretched hand, then at James himself, before raising her hand... to examine her nails, showing no intention of shaking hands with James and completely unwilling to engage with him.

The atmosphere grew somewhat awkward.

Yet James' expression remained unchanged. He knew Jasmine's temperament well and had been mentally prepared for this.

Suddenly!

"Why did you come to New York? Don't you find this uncomfortable?" Alexander spoke up, smiling as he looked directly at James.

Everyone's expressions changed.

No one had expected Alexander to be the first to actively provoke James!

James's eyelid twitched. He hadn't expected Alexander to dare provoke him directly in front of the Rothmere family elders.

Although the marriage alliance was a matter between the Doran and Sutherland families, the Rothmere family had always been closely aligned with the Dorans.

Both the Doran and Rothmere families supported James Sutherland internally, so where did Alexander get the confidence to start trouble first?

As soon as Alexander finished speaking, Cassian's expression indeed changed, showing evident displeasure.

The atmosphere suddenly turned very tense!

"I really don't understand you," Alexander said, staring directly at James Sutherland. "Why did you have to come all the way to New York? Does watching me and Jasmine being so affectionate make you happy? Wanted a front row seat?"

After speaking, Alexander revealed a victor's smile.

This was actually quite contrary to his usual personality.

But James didn't understand what Alexander's true personality or style was like, so he wouldn't sense anything unusual.

"Why bother with him?" Jasmine spoke up again, her tone cold. Though her words were directed at Alexander, her attitude was meant for James. As she spoke, she took Alexander's hand, glanced at his watch, then naturally intertwined their fingers.

"He came all the way to New York. It wouldn't be polite not to talk with him, right?" Alexander turned to smile at Jasmine, then looked back at James Sutherland with a slight smile. "Don't you agree, Young Master Sutherland!"

Bang!

"Alexander, don't go too far!" The angry shout came from Cassian.

Cassian slammed the coffee table and glared furiously at Alexander.

Bang!

"Uncle!" Jasmine also slapped the coffee table and stood up abruptly, speaking coldly. "If you have a problem with Alexander, we'll leave immediately! Stop throwing tantrums here! If you can't stand listening, we don't want to stay anyway!"

"You... are you trying to kill me with anger?" Cassian pointed a trembling finger at Jasmine, then shot a glare at Alexander.

"Sis! Third Uncle, don't, don't fight..." Dante quickly stood up to mediate.

"I'm making myself clear right now! If you dare say one more word against Alexander, we're leaving immediately!" Jasmine feared no one, confronting her uncle Cassian head-on.

Cassian's face turned livid with rage.

"Uncle, calm down, calm down, let it go... we have guests here." Dante went over and tugged at his uncle. Though he was very close to his uncle, he couldn't control his older sister at all.

Cassian's face darkened as he glanced at Lucien Ashford sitting diagonally across from him.

"Let me tell you, Jasmine, since we have an honored guest here today, I won't argue with you..." Cassian had just started speaking and was about to sit down.

"Do you think I want to argue with you, Uncle? What did I say before coming? If you don't want us here, we'll leave immediately. Stop glaring and fuming at Alexander..." Jasmine fired back again.

This made Cassian, who was about to sit down, stand up again.

"Jasmine Doran! How dare you speak to your elder like that? I'm your uncle!" Cassian was furious, seeming on the verge of exploding as if he had been suppressing his anger earlier.

"Does being my uncle mean you can be unreasonable?" Jasmine retorted again.

"You..." Cassian was about to say more.

"Uncle Rothmere, Jasmine, don't fight, don't fight..." James suddenly spoke up, using a well-meaning, mediating tone. "We're all family here. Don't let an outsider damage our harmony... Uncle Rothmere, I'm fine. Please sit, sit down."

James's words carried hidden meaning - the "outsider" he referred to was naturally Alexander.

Cassian glanced at James, his expression softening considerably as he sighed with admiration, "James, you're truly magnanimous." With a smile, he gestured to James and said, "Come, James, have a seat!"

After inviting James to sit, Cassian took his own seat, then cast an expressionless glance at Jasmine and Alexander.

Turning back, Cassian smiled again and struck up a conversation with James.

"When did you arrive in New York? What took you so long to come over?"

"I got here at noon, had to get settled at the hotel before coming over."

Cassian carried himself with the demeanor of an "elder"—his tone, mannerisms, even the way he looked at James had a sense of approval for this junior.

James, in turn, played the part of the respectful junior perfectly, maintaining impeccable politeness.

The argument had ceased.

With Cassian seated and speaking to James first, Jasmine saw no need to say more. She sat back down next to Alexander, linking her arm with his and leaning her head against his shoulder.

"Why did you even bother with him?" Jasmine murmured to Alexander, though her voice wasn't so quiet that others couldn't faintly hear.

"Just for fun," Alexander replied, turning his head to smile at her, only to steal a quick kiss from her cheek.

James both heard and saw this.

While speaking with Cassian, his eyelid kept twitching. Just as Alexander had said, coming to New York and witnessing Alexander and Jasmine's affection naturally... displeased him!

Alexander's provocation only further fueled his anger.

However.

With Cassian present, he couldn't afford to lose his composure. Moreover, Cassian's attitude and the verbal clash with Jasmine had clarified many things for him.

He understood that Alexander's presence here was entirely due to Jasmine's protection. Jasmine's temper remained as fierce as ever—she dared to confront anyone.

It wasn't that Cassian couldn't handle Alexander; it was that he couldn't handle Jasmine.

As for himself, there was no need to respond to Alexander's "low-level" provocation! Doing so would only make him lose his dignity.

Cassian's high regard for him undoubtedly represented the Rothmere family's stance, and even the Doran family's to some extent.

The Rothmere and Doran families had always been aligned on the matter of the arranged marriage. They saw him as one of their own, while Alexander was an outsider.

Alexander might have some skills or unusual qualities that had bewitched Jasmine. Still, in the end, he would never gain the Doran family's approval!

They simply looked down on him!

Having reasoned this through, James felt considerably better.

He sensed that everyone was on his side—whether the Doran or Rothmere family. Those opposing him were merely a handful: Jasmine herself... and Dante Doran!

In truth, Dante wasn't even a genuine concern. No matter how much he disliked James, he would ultimately obey the family. Only Jasmine was the actual problem—the only problem!

James had made up his mind.

Given the situation, there was no need for him to clash with Alexander. Let Alexander say whatever he wanted. The more unrestrained Alexander acted, the more he would incur Cassian's disdain.

The more flamboyant and reckless Alexander became, the more composed and dignified James would remain. In contrast, Cassian would see even more clearly... what kind of trash Jasmine had blindly set her sights on!

If Alexander went too far, perhaps... he wouldn't even need to take action later. The Doran family might step in themselves to remove Alexander as an obstacle to the marriage!

Soon, the sound of Cassian's hearty laughter filled the living room.

Cassian and James hadn't seen each other for a long time, either, exchanging pleasantries and small talk for quite a while in a highly harmonious atmosphere.

Meanwhile, on Alexander's side.

Eric had already started making conversation with Alexander.

"...Mr. Alexander, you truly cut an impressive figure. No wonder you've won Miss Jasmine's favor," Eric said, as if he were meeting Alexander for the first time today, complimenting him out of consideration for Jasmine Doran.

Given his longstanding friction with James, his words also carried an undertone of needling James.

Earlier on the balcony, Alexander had told Eric to "act normally." Under normal circumstances, the two shouldn't have known each other before today—they were just meeting!

"Brother Eric, don't let my brother-in-law's youth fool you—he's incredibly capable," Dante chimed in, joining Alexander and Eric's conversation.

Only Lucien Ashford remained silent.

It wasn't that he couldn't get a word in; instead, he didn't want to speak right now. His expression was off, his gaze unsettled, darting around before finally landing sideways on Alexander. Something was clearly wrong with him!

Lucien felt a chill running through his entire body.

He was even overcome with a sense of creeping horror!

Because he had discovered the "secret"!

Which was! That everyone! Was! Acting!

Everyone was cooperating with Alexander! They were all in on deceiving James Sutherland together!

What was this all about?!

If James were to die in New York today, Lucien wouldn't even be surprised! Even Cassian was acting, pretending to have a terrible relationship with Alexander and looking down on him!

What in the world was going on?!

Lucien's scalp was crawling.

"Mr. Ashford," Alexander suddenly called out to Lucien.

Lucien snapped back to reality, his dazed eyes refocusing on Alexander. After a moment's reaction, he forced a grin and asked, "What is it?"

"Shall we discuss Dante's matter?" Alexander said to Lucien.

James, who had been talking with Cassian, overheard this and glanced sideways at Alexander, then shot a look at Lucien.

"This matter..." Lucien looked at Alexander, dragging out his words.

The issue with Dante naturally referred to Nathaniel's situation.

Lucien's mind was wholly occupied with figuring out what exactly was going on with Alexander.

He had already sensed something significant was happening, but never expected Alexander to suddenly bring this up with him.

Lucien had already developed a cautious attitude toward Alexander.

Therefore, for the moment, he didn't know how to approach this conversation. He couldn't just agree to whatever Alexander said, even though Alexander had saved Nathaniel.

"Brother Ashford, let's not rush this matter." Cassian suddenly spoke up, cutting off the conversation and showing little regard for Alexander's dignity.

Alexander wanted to discuss it.

But Cassian insisted there was no hurry!

After giving Alexander an expressionless glance, Cassian turned back to Lucien with a smile and asked, "Brother Ashford, you're not in a hurry to return to Boston today, are you?"

"Returning... well, I'm not in a particular hurry to go back." Lucien looked at Cassian as he spoke, his demeanor appearing thoughtful, but in reality, he didn't know what to say!!

Watching Alexander and Cassian perform this act right in front of him made him extremely uncomfortable. It was that feeling of not knowing how to respond appropriately.

He knew that if he said the wrong thing, he might expose Alexander and Cassian's charade.

And since he had already recognized it, there was naturally no need for him to offend Cassian.

But if he cooperated with Cassian and Alexander... that would mean joining their performance to deceive James Sutherland! This was difficult - he clearly knew none of the inside information, yet had inexplicably been drawn into a situation where he had to act alongside Alexander and Cassian!

"Uncle Rothmere!" James noticed the awkward atmosphere and spoke up proactively. After glancing at Dante, he continued addressing Cassian, "What's going on with you all... What happened to Dante?"

"None of your business, keep your mouth shut!" Dante spoke directly, his face dark as he snapped at James.

"Dante!" Cassian glared at Dante.

Dante immediately fell silent.

"James, it's like this... Actually, it's nothing major. Just a minor misunderstanding between Dante and Nathaniel Ashford. A small matter!" Cassian then offered James a simple explanation with a cheerful laugh.

"Nathaniel Ashford?" James repeated the name, looking toward Lucien.

He certainly knew who Nathaniel was.

"My nephew nearly died in New York the day before yesterday," Lucien spoke up. Whenever he mentioned this incident, he emphasized "nearly died," stubbornly refusing to downplay the seriousness of the matter. This was both a negotiation tactic and a reflection of his attitude!

"Nearly died..." James's expression shifted slightly.

James understood perfectly well how important Nathaniel was.

"What exactly..." James started to ask again. The fact that he hadn't heard about such a major incident was mainly due to the short timeframe - it happened the night before last, so news couldn't have spread immediately.

"It's like this..." Cassian proceeded to explain, providing detailed information.

Several minutes later.

Cassian had mostly finished his explanation. Naturally, he mentioned that Alexander had saved Nathaniel, which made James's expression turn rather unpleasant.

He realized that with Alexander's status as Nathaniel's savior, Alexander could mediate this matter.

Alexander might be able to help Dante resolve the trouble!

This...

James felt he should make a move, stepping in before Alexander to help settle this matter. Not for Dante's sake, but to demonstrate his capability in front of Cassian, to make an impression on the Rothmere and Doran families!

"Mr. Lucien, actually, I shouldn't be speaking out of turn about this matter, but I feel..." James began with a smile directed at Lucien. He was starting!

Alexander couldn't be bothered to listen!

Although the situation was quite enjoyable now, Dante was practically itching to kill James. Yet, James was now trying to help him...

Alexander glanced at his wristwatch; it was almost 1:30 in the afternoon.

"I'm going to find a place to lie down," Alexander said to Jasmine, tilting his head slightly, his voice neither too loud nor too soft.

"Tired?" Jasmine asked Alexander, her eyes flickering.

She didn't think Alexander was actually tired, nor did she understand why he suddenly wanted to leave.

"There's no point in me staying here," Alexander replied, standing up as he spoke, straightening his suit jacket before turning to walk out.

Jasmine stood up as well, intending to follow Alexander out.

"Jasmine, where are you going? We still have guests," Cassian looked up and frowned as he spoke. The guest he referred to wasn't James, but Lucien.

Jasmine would only stay to help her brother resolve his troubles.

"Sis," Dante also stood up, calling out to Jasmine, not wanting her to leave.

"You all continue chatting," Alexander paused and turned back to say to Jasmine.

But Jasmine still walked over to Alexander, pulling him aside and asking in a low voice, "What are you going to do?"

"Play along," Alexander replied quietly.

Jasmine immediately understood—Alexander was fucking planning something! Though she couldn't guess what exactly he intended to do outside!

The others couldn't hear what Alexander and Jasmine had said to each other.

They only saw the two exchange a few words before Alexander turned and walked out, while Jasmine returned to her original seat with a somewhat unpleasant expression.

To everyone else observing the entire scene, it seemed as if Alexander was throwing a tantrum!

Earlier, Alexander had wanted to speak with Lucien, but Cassian had cut him off, not even letting him speak.

Cassian's attitude had made Alexander feel resentful, so he couldn't stay any longer and went to find a place to rest!

As Alexander walked out, James couldn't help but smile.

He was even starting to think that Alexander posed no real threat.

But Lucien, who was also present, felt a chill run down his spine.

He could see that this act was perfectly executed, the stakes were high, and James was completely fooled! He might not even know how he would die!


Chapter 31: Plans set in motion.

Alexander left the suite alone.

The corridor was filled with bodyguards—more than twenty in total. When Alexander emerged, James's bodyguards all tensed up, their eyes sharpening noticeably.

They all knew Alexander; they had seen his photo.

"Mr. Ciotta!" Dante's bodyguards greeted him.

Alexander glanced around, paying particular attention to the bodyguards James had brought with him today. James arrived in New York yesterday with over ten people to welcome him, but today he had only a portion of them.

"Find me a place to rest," Alexander said.

"Mr. Alexander, this way please," M, Dante's trusted bald bodyguard, gestured and personally led the way for Alexander.

They didn't go downstairs.

Instead, M took Alexander to the other end of the corridor, arriving at room 1119.

"Where did you put the stuff?" Alexander suddenly asked M quietly as they approached the door. The bodyguards at the other end of the corridor near the suite entrance couldn't hear them.

"Under the sofa," M said softly.

Arriving at the door.

M took out an access card, swiped it open for Alexander, pushed the door open, and made a gesture of invitation, saying, "Please go in, Mr. Alexander. Call me if you need anything."

"Alright, you may go," Alexander said, then walked inside.

Entered the room and closed the door.

It was a well-decorated, spacious lounge with both a sofa and a bed.

Alexander walked to the sofa, sat down, and then reached his hand underneath to feel around. Soon, he pulled out a case from beneath the couch.

This case was the very one Alexander had found in the "safe house" when he went to see Old Lei!

It had been kept by Dante ever since, and when Alexander spoke with Dante on the phone yesterday, he had instructed him to prepare this case for use!

Alexander placed the case on the coffee table and opened it.

Inside were a fake ID card, driver's license, passport, fifty thousand in cash, several bank cards, a mobile phone, pistol ammunition—everything was still in the case, completely untouched.

Alexander took the mobile phone out of the case and pressed the power button.

This phone had only been used once and hadn't been touched for a while, but since it had been turned off after that single use, it still had battery.

After powering on.

Alexander thought for a moment, remembering which guards James had brought with him. He smiled, then soon opened the messaging interface and quickly composed a text message.

After writing the text message, Alexander entered the recipient's number but didn't send it immediately. Instead, he set it for scheduled delivery - a feature available on most modern smartphones.

After that, Alexander truly catnapped.

Setting an alarm, he lay down on the sofa and began to relax.

Alexander had been extremely busy recently. Though he had "relaxed' with Seraphine last night and didn't wake up until after nine this morning, he still hadn't gotten enough sleep.

Having this time to rest and recover was beneficial.

Two and a half hours later, approaching four in the afternoon.

The alarm sounded.

Alexander opened his eyes, sat up, gathered his things, and left the lounge.

In the corridor outside the lounge, only a few figures remained.

Whether it was Jasmine's bodyguards, Eric's bodyguards, or James's bodyguards, all had disappeared. Looking down the long corridor, only a few people remained... all of them were Dante's bodyguards.

Bodyguard M was also in the corridor, sitting on a bench.

Seeing Alexander emerge from the lounge, he stood up, quickly approached him, and greeted him: "Mr. Ciotta."

Alexander handed the phone with the scheduled text message to M and said, "You know what to do?"

"I know." M nodded in a low voice.

He had already received instructions from Dante last night. Though he didn't understand the whole situation, he knew exactly what he needed to do.

"The boss and others have gone to the ninth floor," The bodyguard added to Alexander.

Alexander nodded and headed toward the elevator.

Actually, even without M telling him, he knew everyone had gone to the ninth floor.

During yesterday's phone call, Alexander had arranged with Dante to provocatively suggest to James around three in the afternoon that they go to the ninth floor to play cards.

Though Alexander only learned this morning that the Ashford family representative would arrive today.

Lucien Ashford's presence didn't affect this part of the plan.

Alexander took the elevator to the club's ninth floor, passed through the main hall, entered the corridor, and soon arrived at the private room door where many bodyguards were stationed.

"Mr. Alexander," Dante's bodyguard greeted him while directly opening the door for him.

Inside the private room.

Everyone was present except Eric Collins, who had already excused himself and didn't join the game. He needed to meet with Seraphine Arden and William Wycliffe.

Though Jasmine was also present, she wasn't playing either. She sat behind Dante, watching them play.

It was Dante, James, Cassian Rothmere, and Lucien Ashford playing.

Judging by the table situation, they weren't playing for high stakes.

Card games like this could strengthen relationships when handled well, but could turn people into enemies if handled poorly.

None of those present were there primarily to win money.

Dante would act like he wanted to beat James, but Cassian would certainly intervene to prevent the stakes from getting too high.

Small wins and losses... with conversation being the primary focus!

Alexander entered, scanned the situation, and walked to stand behind Dante.

Because Alexander had actually been sleeping, his clothes were somewhat wrinkled.

Jasmine noticed this and naturally reached up to smooth his clothes, straightening his collar.

A very natural gesture.

James noticed this, his hand trembling slightly, almost tearing the cards. But he controlled his emotions well.

"Brother-in-law, are you joining?" Dante tossed his cards aside and glanced back at Alexander.

Alexander smiled and shook his head.

No need!

Small stakes weren't interesting, but high stakes... Cassian was cooperating with his act and would definitely stop him.

So Alexander just watched, occasionally reminding Dante of a few things - that was enough.

Half an hour later.

With Alexander's repeated reminders, Dante had won over fifty thousand dollars from James. James's expression grew increasingly unpleasant - not because of the losses, but because Dante kept needling him with his words.

"James Sutherland, are you even any good? With such terrible hands, you still dare to play? Why don't you just give me all your money? That way we won't waste everyone's time..." Dante said.



Meanwhile.

In the hallway outside.

Ding-ling!

The sound of a received message.

It came from a tall, thin bodyguard named Eddie Rowan, around thirty years old, one of James Sutherland's trusted bodyguards.

Eddie Rowan heard the sound and felt his phone vibrate. He pulled it from his pocket and saw a message from an unknown number.

He opened it to read.

—Are you enjoying the sea view villa in Miami? You dare take anyone's money? Don't you value your life?

Looking at the message content, Eddie first froze, then his pupils contracted, his face changing colors.

The message was brief and didn't specify anything clearly. Still, Eddie immediately understood - he was being threatened, and it was a life-threatening notification!

Eddie had served in the military, and shortly after discharge, joined the Sutherland family as a bodyguard, eventually following James Sutherland.

He has been with James for five years now. Though he couldn't compare to James's famous, long-serving confidants like Cole Donovan, he was still quite trusted.

James was ruthless and vicious - as the saying goes, like boss, like subordinate. Over the years, Eddie had naturally handled many dirty jobs for James, his hands far from clean.

During these five years with James, besides his annual salary of several hundred thousand, he had some under-the-table income!

He had "taken" James's money!

Not through theft or betraying his boss, but through various kickbacks while handling tasks.

Business trips always involved various expenses; helping the boss gather information required greasing palms - there were many places to spend money.

And with James involved in many shady affairs, these dirty dealings naturally couldn't come with receipts.

Eddie's methods of taking James's money mainly involved padding expense reports and other similar schemes, with the former being the primary method.

When a business trip actually cost seventy or eighty thousand, he'd report one hundred thousand.

When buying illegal items for the boss with a budget of one million, he'd spend eight hundred thousand on purchases and a few thousand on other expenses - the remainder... went unmentioned and didn't need to be returned.

James was someone who spent money without keeping track—too wealthy, born with it. He noticed large amounts, but didn't care about small sums.

Working for James provided ample opportunities for kickbacks—sometimes commissions, even bribes.

Eddie even knew that a few years earlier, James's top confidant, Cole Donovan, had accepted a one-million-dollar bribe from another boss.

That boss, wanting to climb James's social ladder by offering him a woman but unable to get direct access, had approached Cole instead.

This wasn't even a secret among the bodyguards - rumors circulated, but no one would report it to the boss.

Many perks and benefits were meant to be shared among several people.

In truth, such matters... if the water is too clear, there will be no fish!

James often turned a blind eye to these things. He understood clearly that these were people working for him, and he couldn't be bothered to fuss over such minor matters.

One instance might be trivial, two instances might be insignificant, but if it kept happening repeatedly, and with growing audacity, that was an entirely different matter.

Eddie was particularly bold. While he remained loyal to James, he also believed that if others could take certain amounts of money, why shouldn't he?

Last August, Eddie had transferred six million to his parents, instructing them to purchase an ocean-view villa in Miami under their names. He had even stayed in that place during his vacation earlier this year.

Of that six million used for the apartment, a small portion came from his accumulated salary and bonuses after expenses over the years, while the majority was built up from various "perks" he had collected bit by bit.

This was extremely dangerous!

Taking a few thousand here and there was a minor issue, but accumulating three to four million was significant. If—if James Sutherland found out, he would send him to meet his ancestors!

Eddie was well aware of James's temper. He also knew that none of the boss's other bodyguards were completely clean.

However, they hadn't been threatened.

But now he was being threatened!

Who was it?

Eddie felt panicked internally but maintained a calm exterior as he put away his phone. Adjusting his sunglasses, he turned to his colleague and fellow bodyguard beside him and whispered, "I'm going to the restroom."

With that, he hurriedly left the corridor.

Soon, Eddie found the public restroom on the ninth floor. Pushing the door open, he knocked on each stall door to confirm no one was inside before taking out his phone again.

He didn't call back immediately; instead, he first replied with a text message.

—Who are you?

Eddie felt his heartbeat accelerating.

Being threatened with something, so vital, was something most people would never encounter in their lifetime, and this was Eddie's first time, too.

As the saying goes, "He who is innocent fears nothing," but Eddie had committed too many wrongdoings.

He sent the text message.

After waiting a minute, there was still no reply.

A minute wasn't long, but to Eddie it felt like an eternity. He didn't know who the other party was, nor their purpose in threatening him. The unknown was what made it more terrifying.

God only knew whether James might suddenly be informed about this matter. If that happened, Eddie definitely wouldn't survive the day.

Unable to control himself, Eddie started typing another message, but then deleted it. After much deliberation, he directly clicked on the other party's number.

The interface switched to dialing.

Eddie decided to call directly to see if the other party would answer.

Ringing!

Eddie put the phone to his ear, his heartbeat accelerating again. Listening to the slow "beep" sound from the phone, he anxiously glanced back at the bathroom door.

He was afraid someone might come in.

After a full five seconds, the call finally connected, but no one spoke. Eddie moved the phone away from his ear to check the screen, confirming that the other party had indeed answered and the call duration had started counting up.

"Who are you? Speak!" Eddie said.

"The cleaner has a magnetic card. Grab it. Take the stairs up to the tenth floor, room 1029." A very hoarse voice came from the phone - an unnatural hoarseness that sounded deliberately faked.

"You—" Eddie started to say something.

"Beep beep beep..." The other party hung up.

Eddie's face changed dramatically, his expression growing more uneasy. It wasn't the destination that made him anxious; of course, he wanted to meet the person threatening him, as meeting face-to-face would make it easier to resolve the situation based on circumstances.

So that wasn't the problem.

The real problem was that being told to go upstairs meant the other party knew precisely where he was at that moment. In other words, the person threatening him might be in this club, watching him right now!

After thinking for two seconds, Eddie redialed the number.

This time it didn't connect - the other party hung up immediately...

Eddie tried calling twice more, but the result remained the same - he just couldn't get through.

Soon, Eddie walked out of the bathroom into the corridor, instinctively looking both ways.

Shortly after, he left the corridor where the bathroom was located and stood at the corridor entrance, looking toward the main hall.

The hall was filled with tables and some guests, but not many.

Eddie scanned the area, trying to identify any suspects, but found nothing.

He hesitated, now facing two choices: either return to the corridor diagonally opposite - the one with all the private rooms where he had just come from before going to the bathroom - or exit through the main hall entrance, where outside was the corridor connecting to the elevator lobby, with the stairwell right beside it.

Eddie didn't want to be threatened.

But if he just went back now and ignored everything, he knew something terrible would happen to him! He wanted more communication with the blackmailer. He still didn't even know what the other party's purpose in threatening him was.

After considering for quite a while.

Eddie finally started moving, walking toward the main hall entrance.

After cutting diagonally across the hall and exiting, Eddie paused again.

He glanced around, paying particular attention to the surveillance cameras mounted in the corners of the corridor. He knew there were no cameras in the main hall, but once outside the card-playing area, all other corridors were monitored.

It was impossible to altogether avoid being caught on camera.

He headed toward the stairwell.

Taking the stairs up.

One thing worth mentioning about the Club was that floors one through eight were fully open to regular guests, while the ninth and tenth floors were reserved for VIPs and VVIPs.

The ninth floor housed card-playing areas along with smaller lounges for temporary rest and drinks, while the tenth floor consisted of luxurious suites prepared for guests from the ninth floor.

The eleventh floor was not accessible to club guests; only visitors received by Dante could go up there.

Due to this division, the ninth and tenth floors formed a relatively independent VIP zone. Elevator access required card swiping—either a VIP card or accompaniment by an authorized person—while the stairs were inaccessible.

The stairwell between the eighth and ninth floors was locked.

Similarly, the stairwell between the tenth and eleventh floors was also locked. Even with a VIP card, guests on the ninth or tenth floors couldn't access the eleventh floor.

Only guests already on the ninth floor could reach the tenth floor via the stairs!

The stairwell was spacious, with red carpeting covering the steps.

Eddie took the stairs up to the tenth floor. The corridor was exquisitely luxurious, not only carpeted but also adorned with oil paintings in golden frames on the walls.

Overall, it could be described as resplendent and magnificent!

Eddie walked further in and soon passed by room 1029. He didn't stop, as the door required a card to enter, and he didn't have one. He was merely confirming the room's location and checking if anyone was nearby.

After quickly circling the floor, Eddie headed back downstairs.

Returning to the ninth floor, he took out his phone and pretended to make a call, casually wandering around.

Eventually, he found a cleaning staff member who likely had a card—right at the corridor corner outside of the rest lounge, next to a cart for cleaning and replenishing supplies.

At this club, even the cleaning staff were strikingly beautiful young women.

"Hello, excuse me, could you tell me where the restroom is?" Eddie approached her, feigning urgency.

The cleaning girl pointed him in the direction.

Eddie seemed genuinely in a hurry; as he walked away, he accidentally bumped into her shoulder but immediately turned back to apologize, saying, "So sorry!"

One minute later.

Eddie returned to the tenth floor and stood before room 1029.

He pulled a card from his pocket—the cleaning girl's card, which Eddie had just "acquired."

Generally, cleaning staff carried master keys. Since she was assigned to the VIP area, her master key should at least unlock all guest rooms in the VIP zone and operate the elevators!

Just as Eddie was about to swipe the card, he cautiously paused.

He was already speculating whether the other party had sent him to steal something. He also wasn't sure if the room was occupied or if anyone was inside.

Knock, knock!

Eddie rapped on the door.

No response.

Only then did Eddie swipe the card. It worked smoothly—he heard the unlocking sound, pushed the door open, stepped inside, and immediately closed it behind him.

Inside the opulently decorated guest room.

Eddie stood in the entrance hall, peering around and listening for sounds before stepping inside. He cautiously scanned the surroundings but eventually relaxed, having confirmed that no guests were staying here—no one at all!

Could it be that they were just supposed to meet here? Had the person not arrived yet?

How strange!

Incomprehensible!

Thinking this, Eddie took out his phone again and redialed that number.

No answer!

Eddie still couldn't get through. He tried a few more times, but it remained the same; he just couldn't connect.

He was growing increasingly apprehensive about the situation. If it was a threat, whether they wanted money or something else from him, why not just say it outright? Shouldn't there be some negotiation?

Lost in thought, Eddie paced around the room but found nothing of note.

There was nothing worth paying attention to.

Eddie glanced at his watch. He had been in the "restroom" for quite a while—close to ten minutes. Even if he were taking his time, it should be wrapping up by now. It was time to head back.

However, with his life potentially on the line, Eddie decided to wait a little longer.

Five minutes later.

Eddie had waited for nothing, so he chose to leave Room 1029.

He headed back.

Soon, Eddie returned to the ninth floor and made his way back to the private room. James's other bodyguards glanced at him, and one who was on friendlier terms asked quietly, "Took you so long?"

"Upset stomach," Eddie murmured in reply.

Inside the room, the group was still playing cards. Alexander and Jasmine remained behind Dante, occasionally offering him advice.

Truth be told, Dante was a master at sarcastic remarks—winning James's money while repeatedly needling him with sharp comments.

James's expression was visibly strained. Trying to maintain his composure, he kept his temper in check.

Unnoticed, it was already 5:00 p.m.

Alexander checked his watch to confirm the time, then leaned over and whispered to Dante with a slight smile, "Shall we go eat?"

Jasmine glanced at Alexander, checked the time on her watch, then nodded and said, "Alright, let's go."

As she spoke, she linked her arm with Alexander's, nestling it perfectly against her soft, pillowy tits as the two prepared to leave together.

But before they could take more than a couple of steps, Cassian Rothmere's voice cut in.

"Jaz, where are you going? We still have guests here," Cassian said, frowning slightly at Jasmine.

"You all keep playing. We're going to have dinner," Jasmine replied, turning her head.

Cassian's expression soured at her words, and he shot Alexander a sharp look before saying, "Let's eat together. We're almost done here, no need to rush…"

"Uncle, Sis, why not have dinner here? I'll have the fifth-floor restaurant prepare it right away," Dante suggested, then added to Jasmine, "Sis, let's play a few more rounds. I'm on a winning streak. Once dinner is ready, we can head straight over."

Jasmine didn't agree immediately, but instead glanced at Alexander.

"Fine, let's do as Dan says," Alexander said with a smile. As he spoke, he exchanged a brief look with Dante.

As planned!

They had agreed on it over the phone yesterday—not to leave the club, and to have dinner here as well!

Alexander and Jasmine returned to their seats behind Dante, watching him play cards. Dante pulled out his phone, made a call, and said simply, "Prepare dinner, the best you have," before hanging up.

The card game continued, with Dante appearing fully engrossed, his eyes fixed on his hand even while on the phone.

Another hour passed.

6:00 p.m.

Creak!

The private room door opened. A bodyguard had opened it and announced to Dante, "Boss, dinner is ready."

Dante nodded, then scanned the others before standing up and saying, "Let's go eat." As he spoke, he turned his gaze to James, raising his eyebrows with a grin, "James, no credit or debt allowed here. Remember to settle the bill!"

"Don't worry, I won't shortchange you," James replied as he stood up, forcing a smile to pretend he wasn't angry.

He had lost nearly a million in total today. Money meant little to him, but Dante was just too infuriating! He kept nagging nonstop!

Adding to that, Alexander and Jasmine had been all lovey-dovey behind Dante, constantly whispering and pecking each other the whole time, which made James even more irritable and threw off his mindset.

Amid the chatter, everyone left the private room.

They went downstairs.

The north side of the fifth floor of the Club had a restaurant and private dining rooms, though there were very few of the latter—just a handful.

Soon, the group arrived at the fifth-floor restaurant and entered the largest private room.

The table was already fully set with dishes—a large round table with eighteen courses in total. The table was so spacious that it could comfortably seat twenty people. Since there weren't that many diners, everyone could sit wherever they liked, with plenty of room.

They ate.

They chatted casually.

Naturally, Alexander sat next to Jasmine. The two didn't join the others' conversations; instead, they acted like a couple, whispering to each other and occasionally serving each other food.

Half an hour later.

Outside the private dining room on the fifth floor, Eddie Rowan's phone vibrated. He had set it to silent earlier, afraid that an unexpected call would draw attention.

He pulled the phone from his pocket and glanced at it—a text message with just three words: "Something came up!"

And it was from the same unfamiliar number!

Eddie set the phone down, waited a moment, then said to the bodyguard beside him, "Going to the restroom. Stomach's acting up." With that, he hurried off.

Soon, Eddie reached the fifth-floor restroom and redialed the number.

This time, it went through!

"Come to room 1029! I'll be waiting!" a raspy voice said before hanging up abruptly.

This time, Eddie didn't even try calling back. He left the restroom and headed straight for the elevator. He had previously stolen a universal key card from a cleaning staff member, which could access the VIP floors.

Though it, he made his way into room 1029.

Over ten minutes later, Eddie left, his expression grim.

He had gone over there, found no one, waited for quite a while, and still no one showed up. The number was unreachable, too, so he had no choice but to come back.

At this point, Eddie even felt like he was being played!

But why?

He couldn't figure it out.


Chapter 32: James and Alexander.

Unconsciously, it was around 7:30 in the evening.

Inside the private dining room, the dinner had been going on for an hour and a half. Although they hadn't reached any conclusions on the central issue, plenty of alcohol had been consumed.

Cassian and Lucien clinked glasses repeatedly, and Lucien's boisterous laughter echoed in the room from time to time.

Alexander seemed quite drunk as well, his smile oddly off, showing signs of drunkenness, and he kept glancing at James with a smirk.

He stared at James for so long that it started to annoy him!

"Alexander Ciotta, why do you keep looking at me?" James finally spoke to Alexander directly.

His question instantly quieted the room...

"I was just wondering if you're a glutton for punishment," Alexander's words carried a hint of drunken rambling as he grinned. "Tell me, why did you even come to New York? Isn't it just asking for misery? Or are you a masochist?"

"Alexander!" Cassian immediately interjected.

"Uncle!" Jasmine promptly turned her gaze to Cassian.

Alexander paid no attention to Cassian, instead continuing to stare at James with a drunken grin. "Honestly, I'm starting to wonder if you have mental issues. Do you especially enjoy being cuckolded? Does it feel good to be so pathetic?"

The moment these words were spoken, everyone present changed expressions.

This was hitting below the belt!

The thing men could least tolerate!

With Alexander's insinuating tone, the immediate impression was that he was referring to Jasmine, who was initially supposed to marry James but refused and is now Alexander's girlfriend!

James's face turned extremely unsightly. He was barely holding himself together.

"If you like being a cuck so much, you should have said so earlier! I could have helped you long ago!" Alexander drunkenly taunted James again!

James shot to his feet.

He honestly couldn't hold back anymore!

Being humiliated like this by Alexander in front of so many people.

Bang!

Jasmine immediately slammed the table and stood up as well. She wanted to see what James dared to do!

James glanced at Jasmine, and some of his anger subsided. Truth be told, he currently harbored some resentment toward Jasmine, but precisely because of this, he wanted to marry her even more—only then could he properly "get revenge"!

"Jasmine, is this the man you chose? He doesn't respect you at all!" James said with a darkened expression.

Alexander's earlier words did seem somewhat disrespectful to Jasmine, but in reality... that wasn't what Alexander meant!

"No, no, no!" Alexander interjected with a drunken laugh. "James Sutherland, I must remind you! I'm not talking about emotional cuckoldry. Your feelings for Jasmine are one-sided—you two have no relationship. What I mean is, you've actually been cucked, played for a fool... You don't seem to know, do you? Should I tell you?"

The private room fell into complete silence.

Jasmine's expression shifted slightly as she glanced at Alexander.

Could he be talking about Sophie Hale?!

James glared darkly at Alexander, but suddenly, he broke into a smile, his tension unexpectedly easing.

It struck him that this was just Alexander's petty trick—an attempt to deliberately provoke him!

Moreover, he could tell Alexander was losing composure, clearly drunk. Because James had once sent someone to assassinate him—though unsuccessfully—Alexander must surely be holding a grudge!

"Hah!"

James sneered coldly and sat down directly, curling his lips as he said, "A little alcohol and you're already showing your true colors. Go on, speak up. Let me hear it, let everyone hear what you think you know!"

"You don't believe me?" Alexander looked at James with a drunken laugh. "You think I'm lying to you? You sent people to kill me—do you think I wouldn't ask around to investigate you? I heard you have quite a few women. Who knows how many times you've been cucked!"

"Stop talking nonsense!" James stared straight at Alexander, sneering again. "With what ability? A pretty pale boy—who knows what Jasmine sees in you!"

"Pretty boy..... definitely better than a cuck though!" Alexander laughed drunkenly.

In these kinds of exchanges, it all comes down to who loses their cool first! Whoever can't control their emotions loses!

"Seems you really don't know," Alexander continued with a drunken chuckle. "Then I'll say it! I'll really say it."

"Say it! Go on!" James retorted. He appeared calm, but inside, he was boiling with rage!

"Do you remember a girl named Yen X? She was with you for a few months, right? Then she took your money and spent it on a pretty boy—heard she found some nightclub gigolo. Tsk, tsk, your taste..."

"And that model named Willow Q? Seems she's being kept by some big boss now. Who knows if she was with you first or if she found her sugar daddy while still with you?"

"Lola X, do you remember her? She even had an abortion for you, right? You gave her a lot of money for that—must've been eight figures, huh? What if I told you the child she aborted wasn't yours? Would you believe me?"

Alexander didn't mention Sophie Hale but instead listed three others in one breath.

His words made James' face change color.

Whether what Alexander said was true or false, he had gotten the names right!

But because Alexander revealed so much at once, it seemed less credible—no one could investigate that thoroughly and in such detail.

In reality, Alexander was indeed mixing truth with lies!

He wouldn't bother investigating minor characters, even through a time loop of ten thousand years.

And these three incidents weren't the main point!

The fourth matter was the crucial one!

"You still don't believe me?"

Observing James's expression, Alexander added, "Then let me tell you one more thing. Do you remember Layla Rose? You doted on her for several months last year, spoiling her more than most others. And... don't you have a bodyguard named Timmy Thompson by your side? Those two... I heard that on the night of your birthday last year......hey! Guess what those two were up to? Guess! Think about it—who did your dear Layla run to....on that very special night?"

The private room fell silent.

James stared expressionlessly at Alexander. He thought Alexander was making things up, but this was still an insult to him, and he was naturally furious.

"Oh? You brought bodyguards today! Is Timmy here? Why don't you call him in now... I'll question him face to face, I guarantee I'll get the truth out of him!" Alexander gestured while speaking, even glancing toward the door.

James didn't respond, just kept glaring at Alexander.

"He's not here?" Alexander smiled at James again. "Didn't bring him to New York? Well, when you return to Dallas, make sure to question him properly. See if you've been wearing that dunce cuck hat! Tsk tsk tsk!"

Alexander's tone and state were exactly like someone drunk and causing a scene, but not the kind with lost logical coherence - instead, he became particularly aggressive with his words, talkative, and speaking rapidly!

"Tsk tsk! How pitiful, a young master like you always wearing that hat..." Alexander mocked James again while reaching for Jasmine's soft, pale hand.

It was just holding hands, but the attitude was clear.

The pose of a victor!

"That's enough!" Cassian finally spoke up, glaring at Alexander.

"Alright, alright, I'll stop, I won't say anymore." Alexander waved his hand with a smile, looking like he'd said enough.

"James, don't stoop to his level." Cassian turned to James, comforting him gently: "Come, come, let's drink. Don't pay him any mind, he's drunk and starting to talk bullshit."

James, who had been staring at Alexander, relaxed slightly and turned to Cassian, forcing a smile: "I don't want to bother with this kind of person either. Come, Uncle Cassian, let me toast you!"

Saying this, James picked up his wine glass.

The atmosphere at the dining table gradually recovered, and soon Lucien Ashford's loud laughter could be heard again.

Mainly because Alexander had stopped talking.

Soon, it was 8:30 in the evening.

The dinner had lasted quite long, but by this time it was about done. Everyone was half-drunk, with James having drunk the most, angered by Alexander but unable to explode, so he drank a bit more.

The dinner concluded.

As everyone was leaving the private room, Dante turned to Alexander and Jasmine: "Sis, brother-in-law, why don't you stay here tonight? Let's go upstairs to chat for a while, have some tea..."

"Good!" Alexander nodded. Having drunk too much, he was swaying slightly while walking, with Jasmine supporting him, their bodies pressing perfectly into one another.

"Mr Lucien, stay here tonight?" Dante turned to ask Lucien.

Lucien nodded as well.

Dante didn't invite James, who noticed that Dante simply didn't want him to stay.

"James, why don't you stay tonight too, just..." Cassian extended an invitation to James.

"No, Uncle Cassian, I have some matters to attend to and need to return." James declined. He truly had matters to handle, and... with Alexander and Jasmine staying here, if he stayed too, that would really be asking for misery - he couldn't even bear to imagine what the two would get up to.

Everyone chatted for a while longer in the corridor before James left with his bodyguards. In contrast, the others went upstairs, returning to the top floor.

As soon as they entered the top-floor suite, Alexander suddenly stood straight, no longer swaying while walking, no longer needing Jasmine's support. He even habitually straightened his suit jacket before stepping forward with one hand in his pocket.

Everyone noticed Alexander's transformation, including Lucien.

"You're not drunk?" Jasmine quickly caught up with Alexander, tilting her head to ask quietly.

"Of course not." Alexander smiled at Jasmine.

"What... are you up to?" Jasmine couldn't help but whisper her question.

She had been completely fooled by Alexander earlier, thinking he was genuinely drunk and using alcohol as an excuse to publicly confront James.

"James Sutherland will end up in the hospital tonight." Alexander smiled, and when he said this, he didn't even lower his voice, allowing even Lucien to hear.


Chapter 33: Traps activating.

More than half an hour later.

New York High-Rise Hotel!

Executive Suite 616!

James had already returned, sitting on the sofa with a perpetually gloomy expression.

After a long while, he stood up and walked toward the bedroom. Shortly after, he emerged from the bedroom carrying a gun, returned to sit on the sofa, and called out to the outside: "Come in!"

The door immediately opened, and two bodyguards entered.

"Gather everyone here!" James ordered again with a dark expression.

The two bodyguards saw James holding the gun, but didn't know what he intended to do.

However, they were "accustomed to such scenes" and said nothing before going out to summon the others.

Soon.

Over ten people entered the suite—bodyguards, assistants, and others had all arrived.

The suite door closed!

"Boss!" The group stood in two rows before James, all wearing serious expressions.

James sat on the sofa, holding the gun in his hand, slightly bowing his head as he glanced sideways at the floor. He remained silent for a long time.

The atmosphere in the living room gradually grew stifling.

"Timmy Thompson!" James suddenly called out, slowly raising his head and scanning the room with an alcohol-induced, obsessive gaze.

"Boss." A bodyguard, nearly 6ft3 with a burly build, stepped forward.

This was the Timmy Thompson that Alexander had mentioned. He had come to New York, and Alexander knew he was here.

Yesterday, before Alexander infiltrated Suite 616, he had seen James emerge with over ten people, including Timmy, while waiting outside for James to leave with his men!

Today, when James went to the club, he had taken six bodyguards, but Timmy wasn't among them. He had stayed behind at the Hotel today.

"Answer one question for me." James stared intently at Timmy.

"Boss, please go ahead," Timmy replied with utmost seriousness and focus.

"What did you do with Layla on the night of my birthday last year?" James asked expressionlessly.

When James asked, Timmy Thompson's expression shifted slightly. Still, he immediately feigned ignorance and asked, "Boss, what are you referring to..." He acted as though he didn't understand what James was asking.

Timmy was thirty-three years old, a retired special forces soldier with exceptional psychological resilience.

"I'll ask you again—what did you do with Layla Rose on the night of my birthday last year?" James stared expressionlessly at Timmy, repeating the question almost verbatim.

"I..." Timmy looked utterly bewildered, putting on an act of trying to recall.

It had been nearly a year since. If nothing particularly memorable had happened, it would be normal for him not to remember.

The others were all watching Timmy. Seeing him straining to recollect, their expressions grew uneasy.

It wasn't that they knew anything.

But they knew who Layla Rose was.

And they understood the implication behind James suddenly asking such a question.

Layla was a student at Dallas University, majoring in modern dance—young, beautiful, sweet-tongued, and articulate.

Around June last year, near James Sutherland's birthday, Layla was the most favored woman by his side. It wasn't until the end of last year that James stopped seeing her, essentially letting her go.

He had simply grown tired of her!

For James to question Timmy like this now clearly indicated he suspected Timmy of fucking his woman!

After Layla left James, whatever men she ended with—or even before she met James—were irrelevant and didn't constitute betrayal.

But if she had been involved with another man while she was with James, that was undoubtedly it!

These bodyguards and assistants had no idea why James suddenly suspected Timmy, nor did they know whether the allegation was true.

But if it were true, Timmy would... be a dead man!

"Boss, I... It's been too long. That night, I..." Timmy finally spoke, still pretending he couldn't remember.

"Quite the performance," James said, staring fixedly at Timmy with a twisted grin.

"Boss, if... if you've heard something or suspect something, could you... give me a hint? I really..." Timmy pleaded.

James fell silent. He raised his wrist, gripping the gun, its barrel tilted upward, his gaze never leaving Timmy.

"Boss, I don't know what you've heard, but I swear to you, I would never do anything to betray you!" Timmy pleaded, appearing relatively composed.

Truth be told.

James himself thought Alexander was just spouting nonsense!

Although Alexander had accurately named many people, proving he had indeed investigated James, the process of investigating names was simple—even Dante could have provided them directly.

However!

James had a fire burning inside him!

From the moment he met Alexander that afternoon until now, his anger had only grown, with his emotions increasingly suppressed and finding no outlet.

He just wanted to vent!

And since Alexander had brought up that matter, if he didn't verify it, it would fester in his mind!

After remaining silent for over ten seconds, James pulled out his phone with his other hand, scrolled for a while, and finally found Layla Rose's number in his contacts.

He dialed and put the call on speakerphone.

"Beep... beep... beep... Hello? Darling, you finally called me again. I thought you didn't want me anymore..." A girl's coquettish voice came through the phone after it connected.

She immediately started acting spoiled, her tone somewhat excited because THE James Sutherland had contacted her again.

"What did you do with Timmy Thompson on the night of my birthday last year?" James directly asked in a deep voice.

The phone went completely silent!

About three seconds passed.

"...No... nothing really. After the party ended, Timmy just walked me back to my apartment, and then... he left..." Layla spoke up, but her tone was stuttering and unnatural.

Her mental fortitude was entirely incomparable to Timmy's!

James narrowed his eyes slightly.

"You remember quite clearly," James said emotionlessly.

"Ye... yes... I've always had a good memory, you know that. What's wrong..." Layla ended with another coquettish tone.

"You're not lying to me?" James asked.

"Of course not, how would I dare lie to you?"

"You're sure?"

"I'm sure!"

"Then why did Timmy tell me that you actively grabbed him, wouldn't let him leave, and shamelessly took off your clothes yourself? Timmy told me everything. How dare you say you're not lying to me?" James finally shouted!

James was bluffing! Even though he had drunk quite a bit, he still knew how to simply uncover the truth.

The phone went silent again.

Heavy breathing could be heard.

"If you can tell me what really happened that night, I won't kill you or your parents. This is your only chance!" James spoke into the phone again, while his gaze remained fixed on Timmy.

Timmy's expression had already changed; he was about to break.

A few seconds later.

"Wah... darling, he forced me. He saw I was drunk... Wah... I was afraid you'd be angry, afraid you'd think I'm dirty. That's why I didn't dare tell you... Wah... That bastard Timmy later used this to threaten me, saying I..." Layla's crying came through the phone!

James had tricked her by saying Layla was the active one.

But Layla turned it around, saying she was drunk and Timmy had forced her!

Who initiated it didn't matter!

What mattered was that it really happened! James had indeed been cheated on!

James didn't wait for Layla to finish and pressed the end call button directly.

As he put away his phone, his gaze remained fixed on Timmy, and the hand holding the gun trembled slightly.

Thump!

Timmy knelt! He knew he was finished! Layla's poor mental fortitude meant she couldn't keep secrets at all! This would get both of them killed!

"Boss, boss, listen to me. It wasn't like that. Layla is lying. She was the one who initiated it, she was the active one..." Timmy knelt on the ground, speaking rapidly while gesturing with his hands.

Sweat was already pouring from his forehead.

"That night, she wouldn't let me leave. She even said you were blind for liking other girls. She was the one who said it..." Timmy didn't even give James a chance to speak, confessing everything in one breath.

Mainly, he wanted to explain. He was afraid James would shoot him before he could finish, so he spoke extremely fast, not daring to stop!

And according to Timmy's account, that night, it was Layla who had been the proactive one.

At James's birthday banquet last year, the venue was filled with guests. A businessman brought his niece along and intentionally introduced her to James. Said niece was indeed beautiful and caught James's eye.

At that time, James was still favoring Layla, but because of the new girl's appearance, he ordered Layla to return to the apartment early instead of staying with him the whole time.

Afterward, Timmy Thompson, as James's bodyguard, drove Layla back.

In the car, Layla flew into a rage, continuously cursing the new girl—she clearly sensed she was about to fall out of favor.

When they arrived at the apartment, Timmy completed his task and was about to leave, but Layla grabbed him, preventing his departure, and actively kissed him...

She was using alcohol as an excuse to "get revenge" on James! Intentionally cheating on him!

This was the situation Timmy described, and it sounded very close to the truth because his account was logical.

But whether it was the truth or not, one thing was confirmed entirely—Timmy had indeed cucked James! Because, for months after that night, James kept Layla around and had spent many nights with her...

What Alexander said wasn't fabricated; it was true!

Timmy spoke rapidly for several minutes, explaining in great detail, sweating profusely from anxiety.

"Are you finished?" James suddenly inhaled and interrupted.

"Boss, boss, I know I was wrong, but I—"

Bang!

A gunshot rang out!

James raised his hand and fired a shot directly at Timmy's heart, with no silencer attached... Crimson blood bloomed on Timmy's chest.

Bang! Bang-crack!

James stood up in anger.

Glaring at the corpse in front of him, he fired two more shots.

One bullet struck Timmy's forehead, but with the third shot, something went wrong!

A flash of fire erupted in James's hand!

"Ah—FUCK!" James screamed in agony and flung the gun away.

A barrel explosion!

The probability of a handgun barrel exploding is very low, but James's gun had indeed exploded on the third shot!

"Boss!" Shouts of alarm echoed through the living room.

Over a dozen bodyguards and assistants were instantly stunned.

It was too sudden!

It wasn't Timmy's death that was sudden - the moment the matter was confirmed, they knew Timmy was finished. What was sudden was the explosion of the gun barrel! Unforeseen!

"Boss!"

"Boss, are you okay?"

Several bodyguards rushed forward, while James's two trusted aides reached his side, wanting to pull him away.

But James had already collapsed against the sofa, left hand clutching his bloody right hand. Though all his fingers were still there, the flesh was mangled and bloody.

While the destructive power of a barrel explosion isn't as great as a rifle's, it still causes significant damage to the shooter and can easily lead to disability.

With bad luck, if fragments hit the eyes, the situation would become even more severe...

"Boss! Your hand... Get the car ready, to the hospital!" The trusted bodyguard helped James up while shouting to others over his shoulder.

Two bodyguards immediately ran out, heading downstairs to start the car first.

"Fuck!" James cursed through gritted teeth, enduring the pain.

The fingers connect directly to the heart - the pain was truly excruciating!

James had never experienced such pain before - given his status, no one dared to harm him.

The living room was in chaos.

One trusted bodyguard even took off his suit jacket, wrapped James's hand with it, tied a knot, and tightened it around the wrist for temporary bleeding control.

Plus, covering it would prevent people from seeing when they went out.

"Several of you stay behind to handle the scene. You go out... block the way, don't let anyone in. The rest come with me... quickly..."

Someone supported James as he walked out.

Someone else gave commands and made arrangements.

They were all professionals who knew exactly what to do.

Simple treatment for this kind of injury definitely wouldn't suffice - he needed to go to the hospital for stitches and proper bandaging! The faster, the better!

Supported by two bodyguards, James left the suite and headed toward the elevator. By now, some guests in the hallway had opened their room doors and were standing in the doorways looking out.

They had heard the gunshot.

The soundproofing in this four-star hotel was quite good - the street-facing windows had triple-layer glass sufficient to block most noise from the outside streets. However, James had fired without a silencer.

Even in the enclosed space of the suite's living room, gunshots would carry outside!

Except... unless someone had experience, they couldn't immediately identify what that sound was—it sounded more like something exploding!

After all, the vast majority of people in this world have never heard actual gunshots in real life - the gunshot sound effects in movies and TV shows differ from how they sound in reality.

About half the room doors in the hallway had opened one after another, guests peering out curiously. Some were even in pajamas - both men and women.

"What was that sound?"

"What's wrong with that person?"

Amid the murmurs, several hotel guests came out, wanting to approach room 616's doorway, but were stopped by several bodyguards.

The tall, imposing bodyguards in black suits appeared quite intimidating. The hotel guests didn't want trouble, so they all retreated back inside.

In the living room of suite 616, several bodyguards remained, handling the corpse.

This matter had become somewhat problematic.

James, drunk, had obtained the interrogation results and fired directly without even using a silencer.

This wouldn't just lead to hotel staff coming to investigate - it would likely cause someone to call the police.

However... this trouble isn't difficult to resolve.

All the bodyguards knew that, despite Dante Doran's terrible relationship with their boss, the Doran family was determined to make him their son-in-law.

Therefore, the Doran family would handle the situation! No matter what Dante thought, he had to listen to his family!



Meanwhile.

In the penthouse suite of New York's Monarch Vault Club.

It was almost 9:30 PM.

In the suite, Alexander, Jasmine, Cassian, Lucien, Dante, and others were still drinking tea to sober up and chatting casually.

Their conversation ranged across various topics. Having drunk quite a bit, they were speaking freely.

Yet the atmosphere remained somewhat strange.

Cassian had started calling Alexander "Alex" again, completely different from when James was present.

He occasionally exchanged meaningful glances with Alexander, making it evident to everyone that something was going on between them!

When everyone had just returned to the suite, Alexander told Jasmine that James would end up in the hospital tonight—a statement everyone heard.

But Alexander didn't elaborate to Jasmine, and she didn't press for details.

The others didn't even ask.

Lucien was unaware of the situation. There were certain things Dante and Cassian couldn't ask Alexander in front of him, and Lucien himself... he simply couldn't bring it up since it didn't concern him!

Moreover!

When Alexander said, "James Sutherland will be hospitalized tonight," he didn't specify why. Would it be from alcohol poisoning, requiring stomach pumping? Food poisoning causing diarrhea? Or something else?

Any of these was possible!

No one dared to imagine anything more serious. Since minor issues could also lead to hospital visits, there was no need to overthink it. As time passed, Cassian put the matter out of his mind.

"...Hahaha, Brother Cassian, if you ever have time to visit Boston, you must let me know. I'll make sure to properly host you. Let's keep things separate - what happened with my little treasure shouldn't affect the relationship between our families..." Lucien laughed loudly, exchanging pleasantries.

"Of course, of course. If I go to Boston, I'll definitely look you up, Brother Lucien. Actually, about that... why don't you bring your nephew along tomorrow? Let's have both families meet up and discuss this properly. Don't worry, Brother Lucien, since this was Dante's mistake, we'll definitely give your family a satisfactory resolution!" Cassian also smiled.

On the other side of the coffee table, Jasmine was growing sleepy from the alcohol. Leaning against Alexander, she kept dozing off.

At the far end of the living room, Dante stood on the balcony, having cracked open a window while smoking a cigarette.

Alexander held Jasmine's shoulder, leaning back against the sofa as he watched Cassian and Lucien talk, while occasionally checking his watch.

Soon.

Another ten-plus minutes passed.

Around 9:45 PM.

"Woo—" An alarm suddenly blared! The sound resonated throughout the entire Club!

It was loud and piercing!

This was a fire alarm, triggered by smoke detectors!

Small amounts of smoke wouldn't set it off - only when substantial smoke was detected would the building-wide alarm activate!

Everyone in the living room immediately changed expressions.

Jasmine sat up straight, the sound making her much more alert.

They exchanged glances, then all simultaneously looked toward Dante. As the owner of this establishment, only he would know the specific situation.

Was it a false alarm?

A kitchen fire?

Or some other problem?

Dante also looked utterly perplexed, seemingly unaware of what was happening.

"What's going on?"

"Go check it out!"

"Hurry!"

Shouts from bodyguards echoed outside the door, followed by the sound of running footsteps. Soon, cries rang out: "Fire! There's a fire downstairs!"

Creak!

The suite door was flung open, and a bodyguard stood outside shouting into the private room: "There's a fire downstairs! It's burning!"

Everyone was clearly stunned for a moment, showing surprise, but without saying another word, they all stood up and headed out.

"Quick! Get out first, go downstairs! Take the stairs! Follow me!" Dante shouted.

It's common knowledge not to use elevators during a fire, as the electrical circuits might be damaged, causing the elevator to stop and trapping people inside!

Escorted by bodyguards, the group quickly descended the stairs. Although some stairwells on particular floors were locked, Dante's bodyguards had keys.

The entire building was being evacuated!

Staff from the club were running around on every floor, guiding guests downstairs.

Since the fire was discovered early and hadn't spread far, the evacuation proceeded smoothly without any chaos.

As Dante went downstairs with the others, he was on the phone, extremely agitated and cursing.

"Put out the fucking fire, damn it! You guys go first, be careful, damn it! If you can't handle it, run immediately!"

"What the hell! Has anyone called the fire department? Where did the fire start?"

"Which guest room? Room 1029?"

"Are any guests trapped inside? Hurry and get them out first! No, no one?! Then what the hell started the fire? Damn it, what am I paying you for? How did you check things?"

Dante was losing his composure—this club was his life's work, and a fire could destroy it all. It was only natural for him to react this way.

Those around him descending the stairs understood clearly.

The fire was on the tenth floor.

It had started in an unoccupied guest room!

—Room 1029!


Chapter 34: Terrifying.

The stairwell was crowded with people, all rushing downstairs.

Fortunately, the fire had started on the tenth floor. The ninth and tenth floors were VIP areas where there were usually fewer guests and rarely full occupancy...

Had the fire started on the first or second floor, with flames spreading upward and smoke rising, guests could have been trapped on higher floors, likely resulting in inevitable casualties.

Alexander, Dante, and the others quickly descended and soon reached the first floor, evacuating the club building.

Many other club guests emerged alongside them, continuously pouring out of the building like a stream!

Despite coming from the top floor, they evacuated earlier than guests from other floors.

This was naturally because they had noticed the fire promptly, didn't hesitate, chose to evacuate immediately without gathering any belongings, and headed straight downstairs, hence their speed.

The group retreated to the roadside.

The area gradually became packed with people—both escaped guests and passersby who had stopped to watch.

The Club employed over a thousand staff members alone, and the number of daily guests was even higher.

Thousands of people swarmed downstairs...

The building's interior planning was efficient, with multiple stairwells and ample personnel directing the evacuation. Otherwise, major chaos and stampedes would have been unavoidable!

The fire on the tenth floor had already intensified.

Thick smoke billowed from the windows of room 1029. Due to the intense heat, the tempered glass of the floor-to-ceiling windows had shattered. Through the windows of nearby rooms, roaring flames could be seen inside.

Crack!

A sharp sound echoed as the window of the adjacent room exploded from the heat. Glass shards scattered outward and fell from above, causing screams and panic among the crowd below.

Although the tempered glass broke into granular pieces rather than sharp shards, it could still hurt if it hit someone.

The fire on the tenth floor seemed to be spreading rapidly.

People on the street looking up could clearly see this, which was related to the renovation materials. The tenth floor was lavishly decorated with a large amount of wooden, fabric, and soft materials—all highly flammable...

"Stay back! Move to the roadside!"

"Watch out for glass!"

"Go that way, don't panic!"

Outside, club security and floor managers were directing the evacuated guests to keep their distance to avoid being hit by falling debris.

People continued to stream out of the club's various exits; it would take some time for everyone to be fully evacuated.

However, the fire hadn't spread downward yet, so the situation was under control!

As more and more people emerged, the area around the Club was swarming with crowds.

Chaos was unavoidable.

Some guests had run down in pajamas and slippers, and there were even those—both men and women—who were barely clothed, having wrapped themselves in blankets and fled barefoot.

The fire on the tenth floor grew increasingly fierce and was already spreading to the eleventh floor.

Thick smoke billowed straight into the sky!

Everywhere one looked, it was a scene of "disaster escape"!

After emerging, Alexander and the others stayed by the roadside, looking up and scanning the situation.

Even Lucien appeared shaken—no matter one's status, encountering such an event and narrowly escaping would leave anyone with lingering fear!

From the looks of it, with the fire starting on the tenth floor, the top eleventh floor was the one most in danger.

Thankfully, they had noticed it early and descended immediately.

While everyone was still assessing the situation, Dante had already gone into a frenzy. Standing nearby, he was frantically making phone calls.

"Old C, it's Dante Doran. Get your squadron over here immediately! The club is on fire, hurry!"

"Old W, dispatch all available ambulances right now, come to the club... fire emergency, move quickly!"

"Brother Z, the club's burning. Make arrangements to keep reporters from taking unauthorized photos when they arrive, yes..."

Known as "Young Master Doran of New York," Dante was practically acquainted with everyone in the city! Fire departments, hospitals, television stations—he had connections everywhere.

Through these calls, Dante was essentially urging all familiar fire departments to rush over while instructing hospitals to send ambulances immediately. He also made arrangements regarding reporters.

With so many people evacuating and preparations having been made in advance, Dante wouldn't allow any fatalities to occur, though injuries were inevitable!

For instance, people might sprain their ankles or fall while rushing downstairs, suffering various scrapes and bruises.

Jasmine stood by the main roadside with Alexander, her arm linked through his, looking up at the situation and observing their surroundings.

While Dante was frantic, Jasmine showed no signs of anxiety, merely frowning slightly.

"Did you have Dante set the fire?" Jasmine suddenly tilted her head and whispered in Alexander's ear.

"How can you falsely accuse an innocent man?" Alexander glanced at Jasmine and replied softly.

"Stop pretending!" Jasmine narrowed her eyes at him.

She had already confirmed in her mind that Alexander must have instructed Dante to set the fire!

Jasmine had known about the plan to burn down the Club to provide a legitimate reason for suspending operations.

This had been discussed during Alexander and Dante's first meeting over lunch, which Jasmine had attended.

Therefore, Jasmine understood that today's club fire wasn't an accident—it was deliberately set by Dante's arrangement, disguised as an accidental blaze.

But!

Usually, even if Dante wanted to execute the plan, he wouldn't have chosen tonight! Any other day would have worked—why specifically today?

Tonight, both Cassian and Lucien were scheduled to stay at the club! Jasmine and Alexander had also just been upstairs!

Moreover, Dante hadn't even informed her before having someone set the club on fire!

Just going ahead with it?

This definitely wasn't right—the decision couldn't have been Dante's!

Jasmine couldn't think of anyone else who could make her brother obey them except Alexander!

"Was it you?" Jasmine kept her narrowed eyes fixed on Alexander and asked again.

Alexander glanced back at her, meeting her gaze, then suddenly smiled faintly and whispered, "We'll talk about it when we get back."

Jasmine understood completely!

Alexander's response was essentially an admission—he was the one who had Dante set the fire today!

Jasmine glanced again at Dante, who was still making urgent phone calls, and suddenly thought that her brother's acting skills... had improved!

Woo-wah woo-wah...

Sirens suddenly echoed through the streets.

The nearest fire department had already arrived.

Alexander turned to look, then raised his wrist to check the time.

A few minutes later, nearly everyone had been evacuated from the building.

Most vehicles from the underground parking lot had been driven out—some leaving directly with people, others still waiting, causing congestion throughout the entire street.

Fortunately, the main road was wide enough, and the sidewalk was spacious too, so the fire trucks could still get through.

Alexander and the others had all gathered at the street corner by now, and their cars had also arrived, parked nearby.

"Lucien, I'm really sorry. I didn't expect something like this to happen today..." Cassian was speaking to Lucien.

"It's fine. Who could have predicted a sudden fire? I'm okay. I'll head to the hotel later," Lucien waved his hand dismissively.

Ring, ring, ring...

A phone suddenly rang!

It was Cassian's!

Cassian pulled out his phone and saw it was James Sutherland calling. He answered, "Hello, James."

"Mr. Rothmere, our boss is in surgery. He asked me to call you," a man's voice came through the phone.

"Surgery? What happened to him?" Cassian's expression changed.

"Well, our boss..." The bodyguard explained the situation but didn't tell the whole truth, though he conveyed what had occurred.

Cassian's face shifted through several shades as he listened, finally saying, "Alright, I understand. I'll make arrangements."

After hanging up, Cassian turned directly to Dante.

"Dante, make some arrangements. Contact The High-Rise Hotel and give them a heads-up..." Cassian instructed.

"The Hotel... What's going on?" Dante seemed momentarily confused.

"James Sutherland is staying there. Just now... his gun misfired and exploded, and someone died. James injured his hand in the blast. He's already at the hospital in surgery, but there will be trouble at the hotel..." Cassian briefly outlined the situation.

As Cassian spoke, he instinctively glanced at Alexander.

By the time he finished, nearly everyone had shot a look at Alexander.

Their expressions were uneasy.

An hour earlier, Alexander had predicted that James would end up in the hospital tonight!

And James had indeed been hospitalized!

But... a gun exploding and injuring his hand, leading to a hospital visit? How could Alexander have possibly known about that in advance?!

Lucien Ashford once again felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. He suddenly sensed a terrifying aura emanating from Alexander!

This whole damn thing defies all logic!

A gun misfiring with a barrel explosion that actually killed someone - how could anyone foresee such an unpredictable incident?

Thinking more carefully, "misfire" was likely just a cover-up for the real situation.

James's hand was injured by the explosion, meaning the gun was in his hand when it exploded... so it's very possible he had been actively using the firearm!

But barrel explosions are purely accidental occurrences—they can't be controlled by anyone and have an extremely low probability of happening!

For Alexander to have predicted this in advance would naturally make people suspect he might have tampered with James's gun.

But! Is that even possible?

How would Alexander know where James kept his gun? How would he know which specific firearm James would use? And how could Alexander possibly predict that James would use a gun tonight?

Moreover, James is always surrounded by professionals! If the gun had been fiddled with, it would likely be discovered during post-incident inspection!

More importantly, James only arrived in New York at noon today - barely ten hours have passed since then. The timeframe is too short. If this were part of some calculated scheme against him, the difficulty would be almost impossibly high. But if it wasn't a setup... could Alexander truly possess the ability to foresee the future?

Lucien was filled with doubts and suspicions, as was everyone else present. All eyes turned to Alexander, everyone feeling somewhat bewildered.

"Dante, stop spacing out and hurry up!" Cassian urged Dante.

"I've got my own problems to deal with, and now I have to clean up his mess too!" Dante snapped back to reality, speaking irritably but still pulling out his phone.

He still had to listen to his uncle.

The superficial cooperative relationship between the Doran and Sutherland families needed to be maintained!

Although Dante had never fully understood what his brother-in-law and his father were scheming about, he wasn't stupid either.

He could sense that his family had already grown estranged from the Sutherland family behind the scenes and were secretly plotting something!

His uncle's attitude toward Alexander since arriving in New York, along with their coordinated acting, spoke volumes about the situation!

They were planning something massive!

So he needed to help James settle this matter properly, without letting James detect any issues from the Doran family's side.

The four-star Hotel was quite famous in New York. Dante immediately recognized it as being wholly owned by the New York's Harmony Hotel Group. Scrolling through his phone contacts, he directly called the group's chairman.

The call connected quickly.

"Mr. Doran! I heard about the fire at your club - how serious is it? Is there anything I can help with?" The chairman said immediately, having already heard the news.

Word about the Club fire had spread almost instantly.

Because many of those guests had made calls after escaping.

Moreover, as New York's most prominent figure, when something this major happened to Dante Doran, related news always spread exceptionally fast!

"The firefighting is ongoing," Dante said before quickly changing the subject. "Actually, Chairman, I need a favor!"

"A favor? Please, just name it!"

"There's been an incident at the High-Rise Hotel - are you aware?"

"Someone just reported it to me, said something exploded, possibly... gunfire? The details aren't clear yet; they're still investigating."

"It was that idiot James Sutherland's doing. We just finished drinking together, and somehow after he returned, his gun misfired..."

"James Sutherland? You mean the one from the Sutherland family..."

"Yes, yes, exactly, it's him!"

"So what do you mean, Mr. Doran..."

"Here's what we'll do: make arrangements to keep other guests away and skip the room inspections. If someone calls the police, I'll contact the authorities to delay their arrival. Then... I'll send someone over..."

While Dante was making the phone call.

"You're something else, my dear Alexander." Jasmine linked arms with Alexander, giving his lower lip a nibble before whispering to him.

"What?" Alexander glanced at Jasmine with a smile.

"How did you manage it?" She asked directly in a low voice.

"It's complicated." Alexander smiled without denying his involvement to Jasmine.

"How many things have you been hiding from me?" Jasmine stared at him intently.

"Oh, far too many." Alexander chuckled.

Jasmine was momentarily speechless, feeling both annoyed and frustrated... Alexander's answer was truly infuriating!

"Well..." Jasmine paused briefly before whispering in Alexander's ear again, "Why did you choose today to burn down the club? Do you have some... scheme in mind?"

"Scheme? That sounds so unpleasant." Alexander laughed again.

"You know what I mean." Jasmine maintained her intense gaze.

"You'll find out eventually. Let's talk about it when we get back—no need to be so impatient." Alexander grinned, reaching up to pinch Jasmine's cheek.

To anyone watching from a few steps away by the car, the two of them looked utterly lovey-dovey!

Dante made several phone calls in succession and finally sorted out the arrangements for James.

"All set, Uncle Cassian. The hotel won't be a problem." Dante said to Cassian.

"Good!" Cassian nodded and said, "Alright, Dante, keep an eye on things at the club. I'm heading to the hospital now to check on James..." After speaking, Cassian turned directly to Lucien, stepping forward to shake his hand with both of his.

"My apologies, Lucien, for the poor hospitality today!"

"Not at all, not at all. Who could have predicted so many incidents tonight..."

After exchanging a few pleasantries, they bid farewell.

Cassian and several bodyguards got into a car to visit James.

Lucien exchanged a few more words with Jasmine, Alexander, Dante, and the others before also getting into his car. There was nothing left for him to do, and since it was very late, he naturally went to find a place to sleep.

Alexander watched several cars drive off, gazing for a moment before turning to Dante and beckoning him over.

"Brother-in-law."

"Dante, here's what you need to do..."

Alexander tried to pull Dante aside for a private conversation, but Jasmine followed Alexander closely. It was bad enough that Alexander kept things from her, but now her own brother was conspiring with Alexander behind her back?

Unacceptable!

She was determined to listen in!

In response, Alexander merely paused briefly before continuing to speak.

"Have Bodyguard M take some people to the Hotel. If they see Eddie Rowan, deliver the message face-to-face. If they don't see him, he's probably with James—then send a text... understand?" Alexander said.

"I understand, brother-in-law. Don't worry!" Dante nodded firmly.

Jasmine heard everything.

But she didn't understand.

What did that mean?

What were they talking about?

Who is Eddie Rowan?

"Dante, you little... what are you and your brother-in-law..." Jasmine started to question Dante.

"Sis, I've got things to do. I need to make arrangements. Ask brother-in-law, ask him. I'm leaving, sis..." Dante suddenly acted very rushed, babbling as he hurried away.

He practically ran off! Quietly teaming up with Alexander to scheme and keeping it from his older sister—he was afraid of getting beaten up!

Jasmine narrowed her eyes as she watched Dante leave, then turned her head to look at Alexander, murmuring softly, "My dear Mr. Alexander, can you tell me now?"

"Let's go, get in the car. We'll talk on the way back," Alexander said with a smile, waving his hand.

One hour later.

First rank Hospital of New York.

Outside the operating room on the second floor, a large group of bodyguards lingered in the corridor. Among them were James's and Cassian's bodyguards.

Cassian was not in the corridor; he had entered the operating room.

James's surgery had ended a few minutes earlier.

Since it was performed under local anesthesia, James remained conscious, and Cassian went in to speak with him and understand the situation.

"What exactly happened tonight?"

"Who knows? The club caught fire, and Mr. Sutherland got injured. It all happened at once—a bit creepy."

"I wonder if the fire is out by now."

"Mr. Doran's losses are probably going to be huge this time—hundreds of millions, right?"

"Who knows?"

Cassian's bodyguards were speaking in low voices, having been discussing it for a while.

Even James's bodyguards joined the conversation, asking a few questions. Everyone was shocked by the Club fire!

Eddie Rowan was also in the corridor, listening the whole time. He felt something was off, but couldn't pinpoint it immediately.

Buzz!

His phone vibrated. Eddie had set it to silent earlier and hadn't changed it back.

He felt the vibration, pulled out his phone, and saw a text message. The number was the same one that had threatened him and tricked him twice that afternoon!

Eddie immediately grew tense.

He instinctively took a few steps to the side to ensure no one was paying attention, then opened the message.

—1029 caught fire. Good luck!

Eddie froze, not understanding at first.

But then, his eyes widened in shock!

His hand holding the phone trembled slightly. An overwhelming sense of dread quickly enveloped him.

He had figured it out!

He understood!

Eddie had just learned from the other bodyguards that the fire at Monarch Vault started from the tenth floor.

This text message informed him that the fire originated from Room 1029 and included wishes of good luck!

Eddie had visited Room 1029 twice that afternoon, waiting both times before leaving when no one showed up. This wasn't someone playing him for a fool—it was... setting him up to take the fall!

This was arson!

Room 1029 had no registered guests!

And Eddie was likely the only person who had entered Room 1029 before the fire, not just once, but twice, under highly suspicious circumstances, without valid reasons!

Even his access card was stolen!

Except for the gambling areas, every public space in the Club—restaurants, corridors—was under complete surveillance!

The corridor cameras must have captured him entering and leaving Room 1029!

The more in-depth Eddie thought about it, the colder he felt, a chill rising from the depths of his heart.

He felt doomed—completely and utterly finished, beyond anyone's salvation.

He couldn't explain himself clearly because he couldn't reveal why he went to Room 1029—the matter involving the threats wasn't something he could reveal!

Otherwise, James Sutherland would kill him, too!

He was just a "small fry." To destroy him, someone had orchestrated such an elaborate scheme, even burning down the club with framed evidence, causing so many millions in losses? There might even be casualties in the club!

Was it worth it?

Wait a minute!

As Eddie pondered, he suddenly realized something, his mind going blank again.

It struck him—this wasn't aimed at him, but at James Sutherland!

Because Eddie was James Sutherland's subordinate!

James was his boss; they had gone to the Club together. Whatever Eddie did would naturally be seen as acting under James's orders!

So, was someone trying to frame James?

To sow discord between the families?

Who would dare cause such massive trouble?

The more Eddie thought, the more terrified he became.

He understood that in such "major conflicts," small players like him would be effortlessly crushed to dust!

Eddie also realized he was the key to clearing his boss's name!

But the cost of clearing him would be self-destruction!

If he didn't explain why he went to Room 1029, the blame would fall on him—he'd die!

But if he revealed the reason for going to Room 1029 and showed others the text messages, he'd still die! James Sutherland would kill him anyway!

As for fabricating other reasons—aside from telling the truth, Eddie couldn't think of any convincing alternatives.

He couldn't make up a story; breaking into a room with a stolen card wasn't something anyone would do without a massive reason.

This was a dead end!

Either way could cost him his life!

"Gulp!" Eddie swallowed hard, looking down at the text message again. The blackmailer even wished him luck—clearly intent on obliterating him!

What should he do?

There seemed to be only one path left!

Run!

Run fast! Hide—that was the safest option! As long as he wasn't found!

Although... Eddie could also imagine that if he ran, his boss would be left unable to clear himself.

The Sutherland family would surely have to answer to the Doran family—likely precisely what the blackmailer ultimately wanted!

But he couldn't sacrifice his own life just to prove James Sutherland's innocence, could he?

Eddie recalled James's consistent style of handling matters.

He remembered the ruthless decisiveness with which James had killed Timmy Thompson just over an hour ago!

He also thought about the rumors of Dante's explosive temper.

With his club burned down, one could imagine how furious he would be. If Eddie couldn't provide a clear explanation or convince anyone...

His thoughts were chaotic.

Extreme fear even gave Eddie a sense of dizziness.

What else could he do?

Pale-faced, Eddie put away his phone and turned to look at the other bodyguards in the corridor.

Once the topic of the fire had been broached, the group of bodyguards continuously discussed the incident.

Since they had nothing better to do.

Eddie listened carefully for a while longer, confirming once again that the fire had started on the tenth floor.

He suddenly shifted his position, moving two steps closer to a familiar bodyguard. Just as he was about to say something, he clutched his stomach and gestured, saying, "Bellyache, need to use the restroom."

With that, he turned and walked away.

"What's wrong with young Eddie?"

"Who knows? He's been running to the bathroom multiple times today. Must have eaten something bad."

Two bodyguards noticed Eddie, briefly exchanged a couple of words with him, and then paid him no further attention.

Eddie hurried downstairs but didn't go to the restroom at all. Instead, he went straight out of the hospital.

Right outside the hospital gate was the parking lot. He returned to his car, pulled the keys from his pocket, and started the engine.

Suddenly, he stopped.

He wavered again!

He knew that if he ran now, he would never be able to clear his name. If he wasn't caught, it might be fine, but once caught, he would undoubtedly face certain death with no possibility of leniency!

Right now, he still had the choice to get out of the car, go back upstairs, and confess directly to his boss!

Whether he would die or not would then depend entirely on James's decision!

Should he gamble?

Gamble my ass!

If it were any other boss, he might take the chance—maybe he wouldn't die.

But his boss was James Sutherland! What difference was there between that and certain death?

Under the night sky, the headlights of the black Audi sedan lit up.

Eddie drove the car out, having made up his mind entirely: run!

First, escape in this car.

Leave New York within an hour.

Once in a nearby city, he could steal another car or take a taxi—then switch vehicles...

The Audi drove out of the hospital parking lot and onto the main street.

A sense of relief suddenly rose in Eddie's heart.

Fortunately, over the years, he had handled many dirty jobs for James. Hence, he had plenty of connections to obtain fake documents and avoid detection without drawing attention.


Chapter 35: Scary but hot.

Outside the hospital parking lot gate, a black SUV was parked by the roadside.

"Brother M, that kid's come out," said the man in the SUV wearing a baseball cap, watching the departing Audi through the window as he spoke into his phone.

"Grab him. Be careful," came Bodyguard M's voice from the phone.

"Got it!" The baseball-capped man acknowledged, then hung up and picked up a walkie-talkie, pressing the button: "Brothers, move in. License plate number..."

At the same time.

In the corridor outside the monitoring room on the first floor of the property management department at High-Rise Hotel.

The place was crowded with people. Bodyguard M had already followed Dante's instructions and brought his team over some time ago to help control the scene and clean up any "traces"!

The owner of the Hotel had already given the order, so the hotel staff were cooperating fully.

After finishing his call by the corridor window, Bodyguard M put away his phone and hurried back into the monitoring room. As he entered, he asked: "Is it deleted?"

"Brother M..." Another black-suited bodyguard was seated before the surveillance console. He glanced at Bodyguard M, then turned back to the computer screen and said, "The surveillance data from the past month has been cleared. I'll perform an overwrite cleanup to ensure it can't be recovered..."

"Good!" Bodyguard M nodded.

They were erasing all traces of James Sutherland's stay at this hotel.

Although James hadn't used his own ID to check in, the surveillance cameras had definitely captured him, so all footage needed to be wiped clean.

This was part of the "standard procedure" when helping important figures cover their tracks!

Absolutely no evidence that could be investigated or exploited could remain!

What Bodyguard M didn't know was that while they were clearing the surveillance data, they were also deleting the hallway footage from yesterday noon, which showed someone sneaking into the 616 executive suite!



Bellara Heights, Villa 36!

When Jasmine and Alexander returned home, it was already around 10:40 PM. By then, Nathaniel Ashford, Cecilia Guo, and Ashley Carter had all retired to their rooms.

Now, it was 11:30 PM, deep into the night.

In the second-floor master bedroom.

Both Alexander and Jasmine had finished showering and were chatting casually. Alexander had just finished explaining why he burned the club today!

"So..." Jasmine, wearing a nightgown that barely covered anything, lay on her side, propped up on one elbow. The position tastefully pushed her breasts out, all while exposing delicious hints of her thighs and flat tummy.

Ever since she had given Alexander her virginity, she had become much more open dress-wise in front of him.

Tilting her head to look at Alexander. "Aren't you afraid this could backfire? If that Eddie Rowan hadn't run away and confessed to James... You have to admit, that was a possibility, right? Then how would we get the Sutherland family to compensate for the club's losses?"

"It doesn't matter. Eddie running away was highly probable. Even if he didn't run and confessed, letting everyone know he was threatened by someone else and that there was another mastermind behind this frame-up—none of that matters!" Alexander smiled at Jasmine.

"Why?" Jasmine asked.

"Because... when they check......they'll find the mastermind is Cole Donovan, someone from the Sutherland family!" Alexander chuckled.

"Huh?" Jasmine was stunned, thinking for a moment before asking hesitantly, "Why would... the investigation lead to Cole?"

Jasmine certainly knew who Cole Donovan was!

Regarding the previous incident where James arranged for someone to assassinate Alexander... Jasmine had even framed Cole Donovan.

She had called her father, saying she was almost injured and that the Sutherland family owed them an explanation.

Ultimately, Cole, who was in New York and had started the issue, was the one who took the blame.

James later called Jasmine, shifting the responsibility onto Cole.

However, what happened afterward regarding how the Sutherland family dealt with Cole remained unknown.

The explanation given to the Doran family was settled with money, and this time, James personally came to New York under the pretext of apologizing to Jasmine face-to-face.

As for the internal affairs of the Sutherland family, Jasmine neither cared nor understood them.

Therefore, she had no idea that Cole Donovan had already gone missing!

The Sutherland family had been strictly guarding against the leak of news about Cole's disappearance.

Because Cole knew too much about the Sutherland family's affairs!

If he were dead, it would be one thing, but his disappearance posed a hidden danger.

Based on what the Sutherland family had learned before his disappearance, Cole had actively distanced himself from the others around him.

It was highly likely that he had voluntarily run away, vanishing without a trace.

Naturally, the Sutherland family would not let the outside world know about this to prevent rival families from exploiting the situation.

In other words, from an outsider's perspective, Cole Donovan was still considered a member of the Sutherland family! It was just unknown what he was currently doing.

"The phone number used to contact Eddie was prepared by Cole!" Alexander, wearing pajamas, leaned back and turned his head to smile at Jasmine.

"Prepared by Cole? He... prepared it? How could he give it to you?" Jasmine was perplexed. From her perspective, Cole was naturally a trusted confidant of the Sutherland family, so how was this possible?

"To be precise, this phone and SIM card were prepared by Cole for Old Lei," Alexander explained with a smile. "Remember when Old Lei escaped from the hospital? He fled to a safe house that had been prepared in advance, and I found him there."

"The items in the safe house, including fake identification documents, weapons, and SIM cards, were all prepared by Cole for Old Lei. The purpose was to ensure that Old Lei could escape smoothly in case of an unexpected incident."

"And this SIM card... You understand, it can't be traced to any real information!"

Jasmine nodded as she listened.

She certainly understood—phone cards used for "dirty work" were all "dark," making it impossible for anyone to trace useful information.

Such cards were also easy to obtain. Even if a new card required real-name verification, one could simply steal a stranger's identity information.

"Cole is an experienced and cautious person. Based on my understanding of his past methods, for a minor task like preparing a SIM card for Old Lei, he wouldn't need to report it to anyone in advance. Moreover, he and Old Lei had always been in direct contact. So... only Cole knew who was using this card and this phone number!"

"So..." Jasmine drew out the word, then raised an eyebrow and asked, "Doesn't that still mean we can't trace it back to Cole? According to what you said, no one knows the connection between this card and Cole Donovan! How could it possibly lead back to him?"

As she spoke, Jasmine seemed to think of something else and suddenly sat up straight, the sudden movements giving Alexander a front row seat to her curves bouncing and jiggling.

Before Alexander could say anything, she continued, "That doesn't sound right! Let's not even mention that this might not necessarily lead back to Cole. Even if it does, Cole is part of the Sutherland family... Doesn't he know whether he did it or not? Cole is aware that this SIM card was in New York. Old Lei is considered dead by the Sutherlands, but they could speculate about who took the card..."

After speaking, Jasmine frowned at Alexander. Right now, she felt his plan was full of massive loopholes!

The biggest loophole was Cole Donovan.

It was true that Cole might not be able to clearly explain this matter, but he could describe the situation: the card was in the New York safehouse, prepared for Old Lei.

And not all of Old Lei's men were dead - the ones who attacked Alexander were "dead," but the ones who tried to run him over with a car were captured.

So if they proceeded this way, the worst-case scenario might be that the Sutherlands would eventually suspect Alexander and Dante!

Then this self-directed, self-acted scheme would completely fall apart!

"Any other questions? I can answer them all at once," Alexander said with a smile.

"No, that's all," Jasmine replied.

"Then there are two questions," Alexander smiled as he looked at Jasmine, reaching out to playfully poke her nipples. Jasmine stifled a moan and glared at him, but didn't stop, clearly wanting to hear the answer.

"Let me answer your first one. The reason we can trace the SIM card back to Cole is because that card, that number, had only made one call before today!"

"It was on the day I found Old Lei - I had Old Lei use that number to call Cole!"

"That means when the Sutherlands investigate this and check the call records of that number, they'll only see that single call made some time ago - to Cole Donovan!"

"The only contact associated with that number is Cole!"

"So it will definitely lead to Cole?" Jasmine interjected.

"Exactly!" Alexander nodded, then smiled again. "Now, for your second question. After the Sutherlands discover it's connected to Cole, they'll definitely question him as he's the only lead. But... the Sutherlands won't be able to find Cole!"

"Won't find him?" Jasmine was stunned.

"Cole has disappeared!" Alexander said.

"Disappeared? When?" Jasmine's eyes widened considerably.

"On the day Old Lei escaped and I found him again - I captured Cole!" Alexander added.

"You captured Cole?!" Jasmine's voice rose in pitch, completely bewildered.

"Yes, I had Old Lei arrange for it. He has people in Dallas," Alexander smiled at Jasmine. "Cole is currently in New York, imprisoned. So the Sutherlands will eventually trace it back to their own man, but they won't get any explanation from Cole!"

Jasmine stared wide-eyed at Alexander, unable to process this for quite some time.

"Because they can't get Cole's explanation, for the Sutherland family internally, they'll suspect the missing Cole. Actually, none of that matters... How the Sutherlands investigate internally or what they speculate doesn't matter!"

Alexander continued with a slight smile: "The main thing is externally, from the Doran family's perspective. Whether James was behind this, or Eddie did it, or the suspected mastermind is Cole Donovan - they... are all Sutherland family members!"

"So, whether the Sutherlands can uncover the truth is their problem! But to the Doran family! The Sutherlands must give the Dorans an explanation!"

The bedroom fell silent.

Jasmine was still struggling to process everything, her eyes wide open.

The more she thought about it, the more she felt - how terrifying!

Had Alexander's scheme been set in motion from the very day Old Lei escaped from the hospital?!

Actually, no.

Alexander couldn't have known in advance that James would come to New York.

It was just that… he knew too much.

So when faced with a particular situation, he could quickly devise a plan based on the information he possessed and other factors.

And if circumstances changed, Alexander would adjust his plans accordingly!

Many of the plans he executed today had undergone multiple adjustments!

However, no one could ever fully grasp the depths of Alexander's mind.

From Jasmine's perspective, Alexander's plan was grand in scale and incredibly intricate! Any single part of it, taken alone, was complex—for instance… was Cole Donovan really that easy to capture?

Jasmine had felt the terror emanating from Alexander more than once. That feeling returned to her at this very moment.

All along, Jasmine had been drawn to powerful men!

Alexander was a powerful man!

But his power was frightening!

"Alexander," Jasmine suddenly spoke, directly calling him by his name and with such a serious tone.

"What's wrong?" Alexander asked.

"Tell me…" Jasmine looked into Alexander's eyes, "If one day in the future, we ever have a conflict, would you… treat me the same way?"

"Of course not," Alexander replied, understanding exactly what she meant.

"You answered so decisively?" Jasmine questioned.

"Of course."

"Why?"

"Because I love you," Alexander said with a smile.

How cheesy!

Jasmine pursed her lips, then suddenly laughed. She shifted closer to Alexander, leaning in until they were face to face, and said first, "I love you too." After saying that, she kissed him, gently at first, then deeply.

She could feel her entire body had flushed.....The same heart-racing terror she felt towards Alexander.......had just as much aroused her. She was dripping, and just…….WANTED him.

The two kept kissing and rolling on top of the bed.

Suddenly!

Ring, ring, ring…

Alexander's phone rang.

"Who is it, calling at this hour…" Jasmine looked up, annoyed.

Alexander reached for his phone and glanced at it.

It was Dante!

Jasmine also saw the caller ID on Alexander's phone screen.

Recognizing it was her younger brother calling, she snatched the phone away and answered, pressing it to her ear. "Are you out of your mind? Calling so late? Can't whatever emergency you have wait until tomorrow?"

She was furious!

Though not entirely because of the "interruption"—Dante keeping things from her had also stirred up anger inside her!

"Uh... Sis, well... Is my brother-in-law there?" Dante's voice carried a hint of panic before he sped up his words. "It'll be quick, Sis, just a few sentences."

Jasmine handed the phone back to Alexander without further comment. She had essentially just been picking a fight to scold her brother.

"Hey, Dante," Alexander said as he took the phone.

"Brother-in-law, we've caught him."

"Mm, good. I understand."

"Alright then, Brother-in-law, you and Sis get some rest early. I won't disturb you further."

True to his word, it was just a few sentences. Dante hung up immediately after speaking—he certainly understood why his sister would be angry about calling at this hour.

Clearly... he had interrupted them!

Alexander placed the phone aside and turned back to Jasmine with a slight smile. "Eddie Rowan has been captured."

"He chose to run?" Jasmine asked in response.

"Indeed," Alexander replied with a laugh.

Only if Eddie chose to flee would Dante have reason to capture him!

Otherwise, it would be impossible to capture him—Eddie wasn't alone.

Only when he actively shook off his companions and slipped away quietly could he be seized.

Just like when they captured Cole Donovan before.

To the Sutherland family, this would give the impression that Eddie hadn't been captured but had instead chosen to disappear off the face of the earth!

"Vanished without a trace, dead, leaving no evidence!" Jasmine's lips curved into a faint smile.

"Exactly," Alexander chuckled in agreement.

The Sutherland family was definitely going to shoulder the blame for setting fire to the Club!

Truth be told, whether Eddie chose to run or not, the Sutherlands would eventually trace it back to Cole!

But the difference was!

Eddie's escape would leave the Sutherlands unable to uncover why he had entered and exited Room 1029 twice!

Making the whole affair even more mysterious!

There would be no way to explain it!

The Sutherlands would have to compensate Dante! Given the Sutherland family's current stance toward the Doran family, appeasing their anger would undoubtedly cost the Sutherlands a heavy price!

As for the benefits to Alexander, undermining James could be considered an advantage!

But the greater gains would undoubtedly go to Dante and the Doran family!

Jasmine could grasp all of this!

Only she knew the feelings stirring in her heart.

Jasmine wasn't an emotional person, but the way she looked at Alexander now was so... tender and affectionate! So much so, it reminded him of Seraphine.

"Darling," Jasmine called out to Alexander.

"Hmm?" He turned to look at her.

Jasmine pushed against Alexander's shoulder, making him lie back down...

"Just relax.......Let me reward you properly." Her words nearly caused Alexander to laugh out loud. For all she disliked Seraphine, the two seemed quite similar.

Especially as Jasmine made her way down to his throbbing bulge, sliding his pants down before taking his large tip into her eager, wet little mouth.....

Over an hour later.

The time was past 1 a.m., deep into the night.

Only the bedside lamp illuminated the bedroom.

Alexander and Jasmine lay under a blanket, with Jasmine resting her head on Alexander's shoulder... They were truly about to sleep.

Before falling asleep, curiosity got the better of her. "How did James end up in the hospital......how did you do it?"

Alexander explained it to her.

He had indeed tampered with James's gun, back at noon the previous day.

Alexander's tampering with the gun could be detected if inspected before use, but as he had explained, if no inspection was conducted, the gun would fail to eject shells or lock properly after the first shot. By the second or third shot, it would suffer a catastrophic failure due to shell jamming or failure to lock!

It was impossible to determine precisely whether the failure would occur on the second or third shot.

The reason for this arrangement was to avoid detection of the tampering.

Making the gun fail on the first shot would have been simpler, but that would clearly reveal the sabotage!

Alexander had made only a minor adjustment.

This slight modification would only trigger a malfunction after the first shot.

Subsequent destructive failure would cause damage and deformation to the gun itself, making Alexander's tampering undetectable. Even if evidence remained, it would be attributed to the explosion.

Alexander knew that James had a habit of firing multiple shots in rage when killing someone!

That was just his nature!

Alexander also knew that bodyguard Timmy Thompson would be accompanying him, so he deliberately informed James about Timmy's affair with his girl.

This ensured that upon returning to the hotel, James would investigate the truth, fire the gun, and injure his hand!

This plan gradually took shape in Alexander's mind yesterday noon when, from a fast-food restaurant opposite the Hotel, he saw James leaving with his entire entourage.

Later, after infiltrating the room, Alexander spotted James's pistol in his suitcase and conceived the scheme!

Alexander didn't go into great detail when explaining to Jasmine, just giving her the general idea.

After listening, Jasmine didn't press for more information, simply leaning in to plant two kisses on Alexander's cheek.

She was delighted!

Within a single day, Alexander had attacked James from two fronts - not only potentially causing permanent injury but also framing him for a major scandal... Jasmine was genuinely thrilled!

After their conversation, she snuggled into him, drifting to sleep.

Holding her in his arms, Alexander lost himself in thought.

The past few days had been quite fun.......and things were only about to get more fun, at least, for him. For James, it was about to be a nightmare.

But Alexander barely spared James much thought.

His focus shifted to the women surrounding him and the upcoming work.

As his thoughts raced, he couldn't help but groan softly. 'I need an assistant.'

At that thought, his mind stirred, recalling one beautiful woman......one he knew was in New York... The one that was the most difficult to approach. Not for her background, but for her intellect......

Considering it for a while, he shook his head. 'Not the time yet..... Jasmine also despises her. Until she starts getting along with Seraphine...Can't add another firecracker...'

In the end, he knew Charlotte would most likely come calling soon, so he decided to focus on that.

Cuddling Jasmine, his hands possessively holding onto her soft curves, his mind drifted into sleep.


Afterword

And cut!

That marks the longest volume so far, so I hope the wait was worth it!

As always, thank you again for all the support on volumes 1-5! It's honestly been unreal!

If you enjoyed the book, please be sure to leave a review!

For all updates or if you have any questions, you can find me on Facebook! Right here:

www.facebook.com/people/James-Azure-Writer/61577260577289/
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