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Alex Rockefeller’s face turned dark. “I’'m not interested in kids,” he said.

Holly Yates snorted. “I knew it. Men like you are interested in women like Boa Hancock. What’s good
about her? Her body is shaped so oddly. It’s troublesome to even walk.”

Alex was stunned for a moment.

Who was Boa Hancock? .

But it didn’t matter.

“Come. We'll talk elsewhere,” Alex said. Alex pulled Holly to a corner to negotiate.

“Mom, what is he doing? Is he trying to kidnap a young girl?” Maya Howards whispered softly to
Brittany Rockefeller.

Brittany looked at the group of working fellows before nodding. “Looks like Alex has grown a lot
throughout this period,” she said.

“Your issue is on the serious side of things. It's not something that can be fixed in a short amount of
time. That’s why, the reward | want isn’t something you can decide on. | need to see your parents,” Alex
said to Holly after pondering for a while.

Holly was surprised. “I don’t have parents,” she said while shaking her head.



Alex was secretly happy that she didn’t have parents. “Well, you must have a caretaker. Perhaps a
master, or someone like that.” Alex asked.

“No, | don’t have a master either,” Holly said.

That was even better. Orphans were the easiest to educate.

“Alright. In that case, you will stay here to clean up and work as a part time manager of security guards,”
Alex said.

“What? | have money. Can’t | just give you money?” Holly asked.

Alex looked at Holly’s worn out motorcycle. “I’'m probably richer than you. You can either agree to my
condition to become part of the security team until | help you recover, or you can leave,” he said.

Alex could tell from the beginning that Holly cared about her wound a lot.

Indeed, Holly agreed without much consideration.

Alex laughed in his heart. His plan to kidnap her had succeeded!

After that, they talked for a while.

He found out that Holly Yates was an orphan, but she had very ‘big’ dreams. She actually wanted to
unify all the underground forces before expanding the territory so that she could become the
underworld queen. After that she would make enough money to buy a pirate ship for her sea
explorations.



Alex asked Holly why she had such thoughts.

Holly told him that these ideas were actually inspired by an animation she watched, One Piece.

Young ladies these days were truly strange.

However, the only forces Holly managed to unite recently were the inferior goons in the northern
suburbs. In the current golden era of America, there was no space for these kinds of people to live in.
Any major boss in the underworld these days possessed billions in wealth and major business empires.

For example, people like the one-eyed man had to live in a tiny, cramped, cosmetic pipeline factory.
Even then, Holly’s subordinates still came to fight for the land. It was very pitiful.

“Maya, come here and explain to her why being involved in the underworld won’t make her enough
money to get a pirate ship. If she wants to make money, she has to be involved in business,” Alex called
over to Maya.

Since Maya worked in sales, she can be very persuasive.

Very soon, she convinced Holly to accept an entirely different worldview.

“Holly, come here. How many more subordinates do you have? Get all of them to come over. We’'ll hold
a group meeting with everyone. | promise you will be able to acquire the largest and most luxurious
pirate ship within a year. You'll be the captain,” Alex said persuasively.

When Favonius Bart and the one-eyed man saw Holly behaving like an obedient girl in front of Alex and
his family, they felt very upset.



Holly was a young girl, and she was easily deceived. However, Alex, Brittany Rockefeller and the rest
seemed like very difficult people. These people were going to suffer a lot.

Very soon, Holly asked another sixty of her subordinates over. These were all the people who worked

for her.

As soon as these people arrived, Holly ordered them to clear up trash and paint walls in the factory.
Immediately, everyone had a bitter expression on their faces.



