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Bring Your A Game Mr Chapter 671-As soon as she stood firm, a voice called out from
behind her, “Boss!”

Elise turned and saw Sheldon and Elliot jogging over with a cup of milk tea in their
hands.

“It's really you, Boss!” Elliot was always as excited as a monkey, lively and energetic.
“Are you here to participate in the e-sports competition?”

“No. I'm sending a friend off.”
As soon as Elise finished speaking, Stephanie got out of the car.

She was wearing silver-white glittering heels and an evening gown, which was
particularly eye-catching under the light in front of the mall.

Elliot only took one glance before he found that the milk tea in his mouth wasn'’t as
sweet anymore. So, he just stared blankly at her, his eyes unblinking as if his soul had
been pried away.

Stephanie nodded politely, greeting Sheldon and Elliot before saying goodbye to Elise.
“Elise, I'll take my leave first. We'll have barbecue together next time.”

Elliot instantly looked entranced as his heart beat wildly in his chest.

Oh, my god. Even her voice is so sweet. She’s my dream girl!

“Okay ” Elise reminded, “Take care.”

“I will. Goodbye.” Stephanie waved, then turned and walked into the mall.

Elliot's gaze moved with her. It wasn’t until her figure was completely gone that he let
out a long sigh and said with a lamenting expression, “Sheldon, I'm in love.”

Sheldon turned and glanced at him. Then, he thought that Elliot was going to take
advantage of him again, so he punched him in the stomach. “Be serious!”

“Ow!” Elliot clutched his stomach in pain and shouted, “Sheldon! Are you a sadist?! You
punched me just because you disagree! Did | offend you?!”

“That’s on you for spewing nonsense.” Sheldon took a sip of mint milk tea, not feeling
an ounce of guilt.




“What nonsense did | say? Which law prohibits love at first sight?!” Elliot's eyes widened
with resentment. What evil did he do in his previous life to deserve a terrible friend like
Sheldon?

Sheldon raised his eyebrows and asked in slight disbelief, “Love at first sight? Who are
you in love with?”

“None of your business!” Elliot spat, then turned and gave Elise a cheeky smile. “Hey,
Boss, is that girl just now your friend?”

Elise peered at him in amusement. “You want to pursue her?”

Elliot scratched the back of his head embarrassedly. “The graceful maiden is well-suited
as a spouse for the nobleman...”

“That’s referring to a gentleman, not a fool.” Sheldon retorted mercilessly.
Elliot glared daggers at him. “Shut up, a*shole!”

“‘Hmph. | don’t have time to deal with you.” Sheldon arrogantly turned away.
Elliot then looked at Elise with a smile. “Boss, can you give me her number?”
Elise thought about it for a while before agreeing. “Okay.”

Then, she took out her phone and gave Elliot her number.

“Stephanie.” Elliot looked at the name on her WhatsApp profile and smiled sweetly.
“What a nice name.”

There was always a sense of nostalgia for young love. Elise couldn’t help but smile
when she felt his longing for love.

Alexander got out of the car, then opened the back seat door on the other side and
urged, “Ellie, it's time to go.”

They weren'’t allowed to park at the mall entrance for too long.

“Coming.”
Elise bade farewell to Sheldon and Elliot before getting into the car.

Not long after they drove off, Alexander’s low voice sounded in the car. “Are you and
Stephanie old friends?”




“Not really,” Elise answered lightly. “Do you remember the food poisoning incident last
time? People chased me to the mall, and she rescued me.”

‘Hmm.” Alexander nodded slightly, then asked, “Did you paint the ‘Ink Peonies’ in front
of her?”

“‘How’d you know?” Elise blurted out. After asking the question, she came to her senses.
With Alexander’s intelligence, it made sense that he guessed it.

She nodded and admitted it, “Yes.”

But this time, Alexander wasn’t as shocked when he previously discovered Elise’s other
identities. Instead, he solemnly analyzed the situation. “Then, Stephanie must have
guessed that you're SQ.”

“l told her that | sold fake paintings, so it should’ve fooled her,” Elise said thoughtfully.

Alexander shook his head and stared intently ahead. “Have you forgotten what she said
before getting out of the car? She’s already certain of your identity.”

“It doesn’t matter. There’s nothing to hide anyway.” Elise didn’t pay much attention to it.
Alexander didn’t continue, but he was already wary of Stephanie.

She would have pointed out that Elise was SQ if she was certain of it. However, she left
things hanging. So, not only did she want Elise to accept her favor, but she even

appeared as if she didn’t want anything in return.

Usually, such people had schemes that weren'’t as simple as they seemed.

Meanwhile, Stephanie had just walked into the mall. After making sure that the people
outside couldn’t see her, she took out her phone and dialed a number.

‘I found SQ. You'd never believe it. She’s actually a woman.”
When the call ended, Elliot’s Facebook friend application popped up.

Stephanie wanted to decline, but after taking a look, she saw that he was mutual friends
with Elise, so she accepted it.

At almost the same time, Elliot saw the Facebook notification claiming that he had
successfully added Stephanie, causing him to yell with excitement as he jumped up and
hooked Sheldon’s neck under his armpit. “Yeah! Sheldon, you're getting a sister-in-law!”

‘F*ck! Let me go...”




After breaking up with Michelle, Sebastian went to the dormitory building every day to
wait for Tiana.

On this day, he finally managed to catch her.

“Tiana!” Sebastian rushed over and stood in front of her, looking both excited and
cautious. “Michelle and | have broken up. So let’s be together!”

“Sebastian, what are you talking about?” Tiana looked innocent. “You've
misunderstood. I've always regarded you as a brother. I've never thought of you this

way.

“A brother?” The expression on Sebastian’s face froze.

“Yes.” Tiana frowned, looking aggrieved. “I've always said that | envy you and Michelle
for finding people who truly love each other, and | hoped that | could too. | didn’t expect

your relationship to end so quickly. It's a pity...”

“Heh...” Sebastian sneered incredulously, the corners of his mouth twitching awkwardly.
He didn’t know what to say.

So, all those hints Tiana gave before were just him flattering himself?

However, her calling him ‘Seb’ so affectionately couldn’t have been his imagination,
right?

Sebastian was clever, so he immediately realized that Tiana was turning against him.
‘I know it’s hard for you to cope with the breakup, but at times like this, you should be
alone and calm yourself instead of randomly confessing to someone like a headless
chicken. | understand how you feel. | will treat today’s incident as if it hadn’t happened.
I'll go back to my room first.” After Tiana finished speaking empathetically, she walked
past him and headed for the dormitory building.

“Wait.” Sebastian grabbed her. “Give me back that pin.”

Tiana shook him off, and her expression became cold. “What pin? Isn’t that your gift to
me? As a man, isn’t it too impolite of you to want back a gift you gave to a girl?”
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Bring Your A Game Mr Chapter 672-Unable to express his dismay, Sebastian glared at
her in disgruntlement with tightened fists, but in the end, he flung his hand and left in a
huff.

Tiana stood as she watched with an expressionless face as he walked further and
further away before snorting derisively. “Do you think you’re even good enough to be
my suitor? Dream on.”

Even though she had gotten rid of Sebastian, who was a huge nuisance, all sorts of
thoughts filled her mind, turning it into a jumbled mess.

The Calligraphy Contest was only a few days away, and there wasn’t much time left for
her to copy the works of QH. However, until today, she couldn’t buy any other pieces by
QH because she couldn’t find an appropriate reason to ask for such a considerable
amount of money from her family.

As she watched his figure disappear into the girl’'s dorm area, Tiana had a sudden
stroke of inspiration. She recalled the anonymous text from earlier, quickly whisked out
her phone, and replied, ‘Let’s speak in person.’

Initially, she was only giving it a shot, but just as she was about to keep her phone
away, the other person had already given her an immediate reply.

When she rechecked her messages, there was only an address written in the chat box,
which was a high-end coffee house in the business district.

She instantly turned around and left the campus with that destination in mind.

In the late afternoon, around 4:00 P.M., when the coffee house was at its busiest, Tiana
walked in and looked around at the entrance so she could spot the person who asked
her out.

However, while she was unaware, someone extended their hand to her from the aisle
next to her. “Miss Hill, nice to meet you.”

She spun her head around and saw that the guy was well-mannered, wearing glasses,
and looked very polite. Hence, she let her guard down and shook his hand. “It's a
pleasure to meet you, too. How may | address you?”

“Owen Morgan,” the man answered.

“‘Hello, Mr. Morgan,” Tiana greeted politely.

“This way, please.” After leading her to a table, Owen sat down and asked for the waiter
to take their orders. “One American espresso,” he said casually.




Tiana couldn’t help but peer a little longer at him when she heard his order. In the end,
she said to the waiter, “The same for me, please.”

“Looks like we have the same tastes, Miss Hill,” Owen said, teasing her.

Tiana had to listen to truckloads of flatteries like this every day, and they no longer
worked on her. So, she merely smiled faintly and didn’t pick up the conversation from
there.

After their coffees were served, she took a sip and dove right into the main topic
anxiously.

“Since you're a straightforward person, | won’t beat about the bush with you as well, Mr.
Morgan. | would like to know how you got my private number,” she asked her question
bluntly in a commanding tone.

Despite that, Owen seemed unaffected as he stirred his coffee leisurely. “Where there’s
a will, there’s a way. Miss Hill, all you need to know is that I’'m here to take care of your
problems, and I'm your friend, not your foe. That’s enough,” he said in a relaxed tone.

“I think you have the wrong idea. | came to meet you simply because of curiosity, but |
don’t have any problems to take care of.” She deliberately adopted an arrogant persona
as she spoke in a nonchalant tone.

Despite seeing through her act, he didn’t bother to point it out and only said
ambiguously, “That’s for sure. For a talented and beautiful woman such as you, there
will always be people around to help you get rid of your problems. | just wonder if | have
the honor to be one of them and make an acquaintance with you?”

He paused, took out a checkbook, signed it in front of Tiana, then pushed it to her over
the table.”This shows my sincerity,” he said with a smile. “Just fill in the amount you
need, Miss Hill. | guarantee that any major bank will cash it out for you any time.”

A limitless check was exactly what she needed the most right now, and she stared at
the check for a full half-minute before snapping back to her senses and looking at Owen
warily. “What’s the condition?”

She was no fool; in exchange for taking someone else’s money, she would have to do
something.

However, he only shook his head. “If | can befriend you by spending a little money, to
me, there can be no better deal than this. You can be at ease and accept this because |
won’t ask for anything overboard, Miss Hill.”




“Shouldn’t | be the one who should decide whether it's overboard or not?” Tiana made
herself appear dignified by pretending to look down on money. “It's better if you'll tell me
your conditions first so | can decide if | should go ahead with this deal, Mr. Morgan.”

Owen sighed regretfully. “Alright, since that’s what you insist, I'll just say that | do have a
small request. | have a new game, Apocalypse Strike, and | hope you’ll play the game
from the beginning until the end and write me a detailed report of your experience.”

“That’s all?” she asked doubtfully. “Even though I'm slightly more intelligent than your
average Joe, my experience in demo gaming is hot much compared to those gaming
bloggers. So why did you pick me?”

“That’s because you're very talented,” he answered earnestly. “It's the game which has
chosen you, not me.”

Even though she didn’'t know what he meant by that, she took it for granted that this
game had a very high threshold and targeted people with high intelligence.

“Alright.” She reached out and picked up the check. “There are no free deals in this
world, so I'll take this as a loan from you, but I'll still try out the game, and the
experience report will be the interest for this loan. Then, once | have my funds, I'll return
the money to you.”

“Oh, there’s no hurry...” Owen picked up his cup and then breathed in the thick aroma
within the warm steam as he kept his gaze on Tiana unblinkingly, just like a wolf that
had discovered its prey.

Soon, their alliance would have another member again.

That night, Julius sent a text to Elise. ‘Boss, Tiana Hill placed another order for your
calligraphy work, but we ran out of stock already. If we accept her order, you'’ll have to
write another one for her.’

What a pain, Elise thought and simply replied, “Turn her down.’

The next morning when Elise returned to the courtyard house, she saw Joseph at the
computer on the SK Group forum, where someone posted another task with a high
reward, and all they needed was QH’s contact details.

She already knew that it was posted by Tiana the moment she saw it. Furthermore, in
order to stimulate reception, the reward for this task was five times more than the other
similar tasks, and it went to show that Tiana had really thrown in all she had.




Of course, Joseph took an extra look at this type of patron who didn’t have a budget,
and when he saw the odd look on Elise’s face, he teased, “Isn’t QH your favorite
alphabets? QH... No, wait. | should call you the National Goddess. Could this QH be
you as well?”

After working with Elise for more than six months, Joseph had witnessed countless of
her identities and was no longer surprised by them. Even if she said she was God
himself, he would also believe it—if God was a woman.

Elise avoided the question and changed the topic. “You have a WeChat alias account,
don’t you? So accept this task and send over that account’s profile.”

“My profile?” Joseph’s eyebrows shot up. “Isn’t this fraud? SK can’t do something that
would damage their image.”

“Who would be honest with a person who is full of lies?” Then, she narrowed her eyes
and gave his shoulder a hard squeeze. “Don’t try my patience, hm?”
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Bring Your A Game Mr Chapter 673-Joseph gulped and turned timid in a second.
“Okay, I'll do as you say, alright? SK belongs to you, anyway. However, I’'m putting up a
disclaimer right now that | won’t be responsible if it gets a bad reputation.”

After that, he accepted Tiana’s task using the admin status and sent his WeChat
account profile over. Tiana quickly sent him a friend request without wasting even a
second.

“What should | do?” Joseph asked, holding up his phone.

Elise took the phone from him, then plopped into the couch next to him and propped up
her legs.

Meanwhile, Tiana had spent five million on this task. Then, as she thought that she had
found the real QH, she eagerly asked to be an apprentice.

‘Sir, | like the calligraphy phrases you created very much, and | wonder if | have the
chance to receive some pointers from you?’

After hitting ‘Send’, she thought her text lacked sincerity, so she added another line. ‘If |
can be your apprentice, sir, I'm willing to pay tens of millions for your expenditure in
our line of work.’




Elise sent her a warning directly as she was sick and tired of dealing with her. ‘I don’t
take any apprentice. Also, just because some things are not exposed for the time being
doesn’t mean they will remain hidden forever. The only way to prevent people from
knowing is to not do it. So, please refrain from doing something that will only harm
yourself in the future.’

After she sent the text, she deleted Tiana’s contact, tossed the phone into Joseph’s
hands, and walked out of the room.

The words that appeared on the screen frightened Tiana, and her heart started to race.

What does QH mean by this? Does he already know that | copied his works for the
calligraphy contest? But didn’t he hide his identity and not bother himself with the world
anymore? Who’s the one who told him about all of this?

Tiana adjusted her emotions and wanted to quibble, so she typed the words, ‘| don’t
understand what you mean’ on her screen before hitting ‘Send’. In the end, she saw a
red exclamation mark, with two rows of small characters, stating, “You are not in the
receiver’s contact list. Please send a friend request before sending a message.’

Stunned, she thought, The contact | bought with five million is gone in less than five
minutes?

She felt devastated as she leaned back into the chair and stared at the ceiling in a daze.
Initially, she wanted to get some copybooks from QH in the name of being his
apprentice, but unexpectedly, she received a warning instead.

Now, QH has struck off this last option as well. What would she use to convince the
judges at the last freestyle part of the Calligraphy Contest?

Furthermore, the fact that QH was still alive in this world was akin to a ticking bomb.
Once he saw the broadcast of the Calligraphy Contest on TV, it was very likely that he
would jump out to expose her. At that time, how would she prove herself, then?

While she was in a trance, the corners of her eyes caught sight of the S-Class badge
from the Calligraphy Association, and an idea suddenly popped into her mind.

Although everyone highly sought the font created by QH, the ones made by the S-Class
members of the Calligraphy Association were also something that ordinary people could
only look forward to. If she could find the owner of this badge, maybe that person would
be willing to sell some copybooks for her emergency use.

Just like this, | will end up pleading with Elise Sinclair again, she realized. No, this won't
do.




Elise’s name was also on the finalist list of the Calligraphy Contest this time. After the
experience with the ‘National Goddess’ contest, almost all netizens in the country were
comparing both of them.

At a time like this, she definitely couldn’t display her weakness.

It feels like an endless loop. She threw back her head and let out a long sigh. I'm
trapped.

After the monthly test, Elise rarely stayed in campus, but she returned to her dorm on
this day. When she walked in, Mica had the lights on and was practicing calligraphy at
her own desk.

“Oh, you’re very serious,” Elise said casually. “Did you meet any master calligraphers
you like at the Calligraphy Association?”

Mica only kept her head low in silence, and after about half a minute, Elise sensed
something amiss when she vaguely heard the soft sounds of sobbing. When she moved
closer, she realized that Mica was crying, and the copybook in front of her was soaked
with tears. The sharp and well-defined words were now smudged by her tears, looking
like black peonies blooming across the pages.

“What happened, Mica?” she asked in concern while handing her a tissue.

Mica bit her lower lip as she sobbed and didn’t dare raise her head to meet Elise’s eyes.
“I'm sorry, Elise. | lost your badge, and | can’t find it anywhere.”

Elise felt amused when she heard this. “That’s it? Don’t be sorry. That thing isn’t worth
much, so don’t cry anymore.”

Mica sniffled, raised her head, and her eyes were red and puffy. “Elise, Sebastian broke
up with me. He said that we’re not suited for each other. I’'m neither passable as a good
girlfriend nor a reliable friend. I'm such a failure.”

Then, Elise recalled that Julius had told her that Sebastian had given the badge to
Tiana, and she reckoned that their breakup had something to do with Tiana.

It could be considered a blessing to break up with a man who was drooling over another
while having his own girlfriend; there was nothing to be sad about.

Still, this was Mica’s first love, and Elise didn’t want her to discover the ugly truth behind
everything. Hence, she kept mum about all of it.




Instead, she said assuringly, “The problem doesn'’t lie with you. In relationships, some
people make it all the way to marriage, and some couples end up in a breakup. Both of
you are fine individuals, but maybe you’re not the best choice for each other. Falling out
of love is an inevitable part of life, and you may be in pain, sad, and miserable, but it will
be fine as long as you make it through this. Just one thing, though. Don’t look back,
okay?”

Nodding her head obediently, Mica asked in a daze, “So, have you fallen out of love
before too, Elise?”

Huh? This...

“Yeah,” Elise lied in embarrassment. “| was younger back then, and | didn’t feel much
about it, but look at me. I'm living well now, aren’t I? So, don’t worry too much about it.
Everything will be alright.”

“Okay, | believe you!” Then, she wiped her tear-streaked face with her hands. “I'll work
hard and enrich myself, so | can be worthy of my Mr. Right in the future.”

“Yes, that’s the way.” Then, Elise patted her shoulder gently, turned to look at the
copybook on her desk, and asked, “Look at it this way. Can you feel the mood of this
calligrapher when he was writing these words?”

Mica shook her head. “Maybe I'm too dumb. | can only copy some forms, and there’s
probably no chance that | can make it similar.”

Elise pursed her lips into a smile, picked up the pen and paper, and walked to her own
desk. “Come here, watch me when | write.”

After that, it turned into a session where Elise taught Mica personally, and before
leaving the dorm, she even wrote down a verse of Sonnet 18 for Mica to study.

In the meantime, Mica was deeply impressed after seeing her calligraphy skills, and for
several days, she was engrossed in practicing her writing.

However, when she walked out of the small white building on Friday, she bumped into
Sebastian, and her devastation of falling out of love flooded back to her. She wanted to
pretend that she didn’t see him and tried to avoid him, but he stopped her, held her by
the hand, and dragged her away.




After the variety show event ended, Ronald brought Craig to a lounge backstage. When
they walked through the door, Craig saw Jack sitting on the couch, his dominating
presence creating a tense atmosphere in the air.
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Bring Your A Game Mr Chapter 674-Craig timidly walked up to Jack and greeted him
politely, “Hello, senior.”

“Hold it,” Jack interrupted, holding up a finger. “The difference in our profession makes
us worlds apart. You can’t address me as your senior.”

“What are you saying, Mr. Jack? Both of us are making a living in the entertainment
industry, and you’re a leader in the business for winning the best male actor award. So,
| should call you my senior.” Craig bowed and spoke in a moderate voice.

“‘Huh?” Jack’s dark eyes were solemn and unreadable as he fixed them on him. “|
thought that being a trainee in a talent agency is your side hustle and making women
happy is what you're best at, right?”

For any man, it was a humiliation to be a gigolo, let alone being mentioned openly.

In an instant, Craig’s expression turned ugly, and his tone became distant as well. “Jack
Griffith, what do you mean? What does it have to do with you whether | make women
happy or not? Oh, are you jealous that | snagged away your business?”

His words made Jack’s face distort into a nasty expression, and the atmosphere
between them was unpleasant as they both confronted each other without a hint of
backing down from the other.

After a long moment of silence, Jack sprang to his feet suddenly and grabbed Craig by
his throat. In a menacing voice, he said, “Do you think all men are jerks like you?’

Craig tried to pry his hand away, but Jack was too strong for him, and he could do
nothing to him at all. Soon, his face started to turn blue from suffocation.

When he saw Jack’s nonchalant expression, Craig had a sudden vicious thought, and
he raised his leg to aim a kick at Jack’s lower region.

However, Jack had his guard up against him and swiftly kicked his leg away. Then, he
released his grip, lifted his leg, and kicked Craig to the floor.

Craig fell to the ground with a loud thud and felt dizzy from the fall, and half of his body
felt pain and numbness simultaneously.




He felt humiliated as he punched the floor and glared at Jack with a tightened jaw. “So
what if you won the best actor award? Can you step all over others just because of
that? F*ck you!”

When he regained his senses, he scrambled up and lunged at Jack, but Ronald clasped
him from behind before he even got close to him.

Tall and well-built, Ronald was built for brute force, and he was usually Jack’s manager
and bodyguard. In contrast, Craig was slender and weak. Thus, they were not even in
the same league. So, all Craig could do was only swing his limbs around as he shouted.

“F*ck off with your best actor award! You're nothing but a scum who likes to walk all
over others! Just you wait! I'll get the company to sue you until your reputation is in
pieces!”

Jack flicked a piece of lint off his jacket gracefully and said, “Go ahead and give all
you’ve got. I'll be waiting for you.”

“‘Argh!” He yelled furiously, “Come fight me one-on-one if you have the balls for it!”

A mirthless grin appeared on Jack’s face as he agreed to Craig’s suggestion. “Sure!
Ronald, release him.”

“Alrighty!” Ronald let go immediately and retreated next to the door to prevent someone
from dashing in to snap pictures or videos.

However, when Craig was free from being restrained, he didn’t attack and merely let out
a snort. Then, after he straightened his clothes, he glared ferociously at Jack as though
he would lose his temper at a moment’s notice.

Even though he looked fierce, he wasn'’t threatening at all.

“I don’t remember stepping on your toes before,” he began, disgruntled. “Why are you
doing this to me?”

“That’s a good question.” Jack returned to his seat, crossed his legs, and rested one
hand on his knees while another was naturally spread out on the armrest. Then, he idly
drummed his fingers against the couch and said, “One thing. Leave Winona, but don’t
break her heart. Think of the excuse yourself. All | want is the result.”

“Why should | do that?” Craig blurted. Then, something came into his mind, and he
prodded, “Could it be... You're interested in her?”

“This isn’'t something you should know,” Jack said expressionlessly. “Aren’t you dating
Winona because she’s Elise Sinclair's manager, so you wanted to reap some benefits




from her? Now that you’ve already gotten what you wanted, you should stop while you
still can.”

“‘Don’t frame me, Jack Griffith! I'm true to Winona. You know nothing of our affairs, so
how dare you stick your nose into somewhere you don’t belong! Who are you to tell me
to leave her?!” he argued, sounding so self-righteous at that moment.

“Of course, | have that right.” He smirked, and his gaze was icy. “Elise Sinclair is a good
friend, and Winona is working for her. | have to ensure that nothing affects her work,
and someone must eliminate a huge, uncertain factor like you.”

“‘Hmph.” Craig let out a cold smirk. “What if | don’t want to break up with her?”

“You can do that as well,” Jack answered casually. “Then, your wish to appear in all
major headlines will come true tomorrow. On all major social media platforms, you’ll find
intimate pictures of you with those older women. Choose one option. Think about it
yourself.”

“You’re despicable!” Craig’s hands balled up tightly into fists.

Jack shrugged and said nonchalantly, “Go ahead and curse at me as much as you
want. | don’t care.”

Despite being provoked, Craig had no words to refute.
If he kept Winona by his side, he didn’t have to worry about finding jobs in the future.

But on the other hand, if Jack leaked the fact that he was a gigolo, his career in the
entertainment industry would be completely shattered.

The entertainment industry had no lack of fresh-faced young men, and once his
reputation was down the drain, those wealthy women wouldn’t cast an extra glance at
him anymore.

Instead of being greedy, he might as well strive to survive by making a small sacrifice.
Craig swallowed all his disgruntlement with gritted teeth and yielded in the end. “I'll do as
you say, but you’ll have to give me some time to gently break it to Winona.”

“One week,” Jack said firmly. “One week later, if Winona doesn’t return to being a single
woman, there will be no more Craig Baker in the entertainment industry.”

“Okay.” He spun around and left without saying another word.

As the door swung open and closed, and after the sounds of footsteps died off in the
hallway, Ronald turned to face Jack. “Why don’t you just expose trash like him?” he
asked.

‘I know what I'm doing.”Jack sighed and rubbed the spot between his brows. “You can
leave, Ronald. | would like to have some time alone.”

Ronald didn’t say a word as he thought that Jack was doing so much purely because he
was concerned about Elise, and he left after closing the door.




, Elise felt stuffy in her chest, and after having breakfast, Alexander took her out
on a walk to catch a breather. When they were passing by an open square, they ran into
a small boy around the age of eight who had set up a booth to sell his calligraphy works.
His small booth was in the corner of the square, and there was only paper, calligraphy
pen, and ink on his table. A thin rope was fastened between two trees behind him, and
he hung his works on it for passersby to look at and assess.

However, his business wasn’t as popular as the guy who was running a circle toss game

next to him, as his stall had almost no visitors.

Elise thought the kid was adorable, so she was about to go over and support him when
an old man with a head of white hair walked over first.

“Let’'s compete, shall we? Whoever can sell their works first will be the winner. If you
lose, let me have your cake. What do you say?” the old man asked, teasing the child.
“Sure!” The boy obviously had a lot of courage and determination as he agreed to it
without hesitation.
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words ‘hard work always pays’. Soon enough, both the old man and the young boy
completed their pieces, and they placed their calligraphy writings on the most eye-
catching spot in the store. Then, they halved the original price of the item in order to get
passersby to purchase it as soon as possible.

A young man walked past them just a few minutes later before purchasing the old man’s
piece. Then, the old man beamed as he took the cake away from the young boy. “The
cake is all mine now,” the old man said cockily.

The young boy hung his head low in disappointment before wrapping his arms around
himself. He wore a grumpy look on his face—it was clear that he was shocked by the

results. Elise pressed her lips into a smile before she walked over to ruffle the young
boy’s hair. “Hey, old man. Do you think it’s right for someone your age to bully a kid?”

The old man stuck his arms behind him to hide the cake. Then, he responded with a
slow smirk. “We both agreed to do this, so why would it be inappropriate? You can
always try to win the cake back for him if you feel that | didn’t win it fair and square.” The
young boy parted his lips to say something but shut his mouth again after meeting the
old man’s gaze.

People nowadays enjoy using their seniority to make themselves appear more
impressive, Elise thought. He assumes that he has the right to be demanding and
arrogant just because he is older. Elise didn’t wish to play along with his rules. “Sure.
Let’'s compete against each other again, then.”




“Are you serious?” The old man grew excited upon hearing her words. Then, he stroked
his white beard as he spoke eccentrically. “If you lose, you’ll have to buy two more
pieces of the same cake for me.”

‘I don’t mind buying you an entire cake,” Elise replied. “Let’s do it.”

“Yes, let’s!” The old man put the cake down before lifting his brush. Then, in one swift
motion, the man wrote the word ‘perseverance’ on a piece of paper. Elise walked over
to take a good look at it before nodding lightly. “That’s a really smooth stroke,” she
commented.

The old man held his head high as he ran his fingers through his beard. “It's your turn.”

Elise curled her lips into a smile as she picked her calligraphy brush up before writing
the same word on a different piece of paper. However, her actions were just as swift.
Initially, the old man didn’t pay much attention to Elise, but when he glanced in her
direction, he realized that he couldn’t look away after that.

‘Perseverance’ was just a simple word, but the woman’s aura transformed when she
picked up the brush. A gust of wind seemed to circle around her figure as she ran the
brush across the paper. “I'm done.” The old man was still mesmerized by the woman’s
actions even after completing her piece and lowering her brush. Her expression was
stiff as she gestured for him to look at her work. His throat felt dry, so he gulped his
saliva as he tried to ground himself in the situation.

The moment his gaze landed on the piece of paper, it seemed almost as if he was
hypnotized for a moment. He widened his eyes as he stared at her writing. D-Did she
write this free-handedly? Her strokes are firm and gentle at the same time, and her lines
are so smooth and neat! QH’s presence isn’t even needed anymore!

The man glared at Elise with a look of disbelief. She’s just a young girl—I can’t believe
she’s so good at calligraphy. Even at my age, I’'m not at her standard yet. On top of that,
she’s so good-looking! God'’s clearly on her side!

Elise was pleased with his response, and she teased him with a slight smirk on her
face. “How’s my writing? Do you think | can get your cake this time?”

The old man returned to his senses after hearing her voice. “Of course. Young lady—I
mean, master, | am humbled to meet you. Would it be okay for me to know your
name?!”

“Elise Sinclair,” she replied.

“It's great to meet you, Miss Sinclair,” the old man uttered while nodding thoughtfully.
Unfortunately, he couldn’t seem to recall any local calligraphy artists whose last name
was Sinclair. But he didn’t overthink that and simply lowered his voice before asking her




for a favor. “Miss Sinclair, would it be possible for me to bring your writing over to be
displayed at the gallery?”

“Well... The child’s cake...” Elise raised an eyebrow. She didn’t answer his question.
“Oh... I nearly forgot about that.” Finally, the old man seemed to realize something, so
he quickly turned around to bring the cake over before handing it to the young boy.
“Here you go. You can have half of it, and you can’t tell your mother that | bought this,
okay?” he whispered as he bent down to speak to the boy.

“Got it! Thanks, Grandpa!” The boy grinned happily. “Grandpa?” Elise’s eyebrows shot
up immediately. “Grandpa? Is he your Grandpa?” she asked the boy.

“Yeah...” the boy replied with a shy smile. Elise shot Alexander a somewhat confused
look—she felt rather amused and a little embarrassed at herself. It seemed like she had
been too much of a busybody. “I'm sorry,” she uttered with a smile. “I thought—"

“Don’t worry about it, Miss Sinclair.” The old man waved her off before returning to his
main point. “I was wondering, Miss Sinclair... Would you be interested in joining
Tissote’s Calligraphy Association?”

“I'm already one of the members,” Elise replied with a shrug. “Oh?” Andy Nixon, the old
man, was taken aback by her response. Judging by Elise’s skills, she would definitely
be at a higher level than the old man, and he was very clear of all the names that were
listed above his station. He was confident that Elise’s name wasn’t there. Could she be
one of the low-level members who just entered the club this year? That would be a
waste of precious resources! How could we keep such a talented person at a low
position in the association?

“Why don’t you leave me your contact, Miss Sinclair? Then, I'll gather a panel of
members to reevaluate the level you're at.” Andy immediately pulled his grandchild’s
smartphone out. “Hurry, young boy. | want to get Miss Sinclair's number!”

Elise felt terrible for rejecting a man who seemed so passionate, so she ended up giving
him her contact. However, Alexander could tell that Elise didn’t want to stay there for
long, so he found an excuse to get her to leave.

That night, Andy brought Elise’s writing of the word ‘persevere’ over to the Calligraphy
Association’s gallery. Cody and Tiana happened to pass by the area, and they called for
the staff members to stop when they saw them opening one of the doors requiring high-
level clearance.

“Hold on,” Cody shouted at the staff members before glancing at the package in the
staff's hands. “Who sent you guys over? Do you think you guys can just send any
random artwork into this area? This is the most guarded section of the gallery!”




“Mr. Andy Nixon was the one who sent this over, Mr. Carlson. He had already checked
the item beforehand,” the staff member replied politely.

“Did you say that Andy was the one who checked this?” Cody sounded rather intrigued.
“Who’s the artist?”

“Elise Sinclair,” the staff replied. Tiana held her breath for a moment. | can’t believe
Elise knows Andy, and | can’t believe her item received an S-Class rating.

“Why haven'’t | heard this name in the past?” Cody asked confusedly. “Where did Andy
get his student from this time?”

“Miss Elise Sinclair is one of the participants who took part in the Calligraphy Contest,
Mr. Carlson.” Tiana reminded him intentionally. “But | don’t think she’s a member of the
Calligraphy Association. Of course, my memory might have failed me.”

“You're right, Miss Hill,” the staff member replied with a smile. “Mr. Nixon said he would
arrange for her to enter the association soon.”

“Nonsense!” Cody’s expression turned stone cold as he spoke in a harsh tone. “Do you
think any random stranger can receive an S-Class ranking just like that? She’s not even
part of the association! Even if she was, her piece shouldn’t be allowed to be on an S-
Class display. How do you do your job when you can’t even differentiate where to place
these items?! Take that away right now!”
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at that moment. Cody wasn’t a man they could mess with, but Andy wasn’t someone
they could mess with either! One way or another, the staff member would have to offend
one of the men. What was he supposed to do?

“Fine. | know I'm putting you in a tough position by telling you to offend Mr. Nixon. | bet
you don’t want to do it. But rules are rules—since this person isn’t a member of the
Calligraphy Association, you will have to put the piece aside for now. You can store it
somewhere else and take it out to put it in one of the display cabinets once the artist
receives her ranking. What do you think?” Tiana tried to come up with a solution.

“That’s right, Miss Hill! That’s the perfect solution! Thank you for that idea!” The staff
member nodded before shutting the door to the display cabinet and storing the piece
elsewhere. Cody didn’t want to start any further conflicts, so he kept quiet and walked
off. After they were a distance away, Cody whispered a reminder into Tiana’s ear. “That
old man, Andy, thinks he’s better than me and always tries to step all over me in the
association. So, Tiana, you’ll have to defend my reputation in the upcoming Calligraphy




Competition. You have to defeat that student of his! What was her name? Elise? Crush
her!”

Cody and Andy had never gotten along with one another—everyone in the association
knew about it. So, when Tiana didn’t respond to Cody after a long period of silence,
Cody stopped in his tracks before turning around to question her. “Tiana? Didn’t you
hear what | said?”

She hadn’t been paying attention to his words and only returned to her senses when
she heard her name. “What? Oh. Yeah. Don’t worry about it, Mr. Carlson. I'll definitely
try my best.” However, she only said those words to please Cody. Deep down, she had
no confidence at all. Previously, when Tiana heard that Elise had gotten into the finals,
she had assumed that Elise wouldn’t be a threat to her.

But after hearing that Andy had rated Elise’s work as an S-Class piece, she lost her
cool. Something always goes wrong when | encounter Elise. Elise might not be better
than me at drawing, but I'm sure her calligraphy skills must be good if she received
Andy’s approval. Will this incident be a repeat of what happened during National
Goddess? Is Elise going to be a dark horse who overtakes me once more?! No. | have
to find a way to win the title as the champion of the Calligraphy Competition. | can’t
always be in second place!

One morning, Elise was still fast asleep when the sound of a door knock awakened her.
She turned around and shoved her head under her sheets to pretend that she couldn’t
hear anything. Alexander was the one who got out of bed to open the door. Moments
later, she heard his muffled voice. “Mom?”

Mom? Elise widened her eyes—she no longer felt sleepy at that moment. Whose mom
is it? Is it Jeanie, or... Elise pulled her sheets aside and sat upright to see Madeline
dressed in a bright-colored outfit.

When Madeline saw Elise’s messy hair, she knitted her brows in displeasure. Elise
hastily lifted her hand to comb her fingers through her messy hair. “What are you doing
here?” Alexander hadn’t expected Madeline to show up out of nowhere.

“This is my son’s house, isn’t it? Can’t | be here?” Madeline seemed to have forgotten
everything that happened in the past as she stuck her chest up and straightened her
figure. “I've already prepared breakfast. Come down and eat with me now.” Upon
finishing her words, Madeline gave Elise a thoughtful look before turning and heading
downstairs.

Alexander shut the door before exchanging glances with Elise. He shrugged with a
helpless look on his face. “I’'m sorry. | didn’t know she would be here. You can continue
sleeping—I’ll go down on my own,” he offered.




‘Forget it.” Elise sighed as she got out of bed and walked toward the washroom. Her
voice was weak as she shuffled her feet. “The ugly daughter-in-law has to meet her
mother-in-law eventually. We can’t avoid each other forever.” After they washed up,
Alexander led her downstairs.

They were halfway down the stairs when they saw a slender figure sitting on the couch
in the hall. It was a conservative and intellectual-looking woman with glasses resting on
her nose’s bridge.

The woman stood up when she heard footsteps, and she gave them a bow as her form
of greeting. Both Alexander and Elise froze for a moment before they nodded in
response. When they got to the dining table, Madeline was already in her seat.
Alexander pulled the chair further away from Madeline for Elise to take a seat before he
took the spot next to Madeline.

They had just gotten seated when Madeline pulled out a jewelry box from her bag. She
pushed it to Alexander with an arrogant look on her face. Alexander was confused by
her actions at first, but he opened it to find a jade bracelet that had been passed down
from the previous generations of the Griffith Family.

He curled his lips into a smile before gazing at Elise with a sweet look. “Why are you
looking at me like that?” Elise felt rather shy to have him stare at her, and she raised her
hand to touch her face. “Is there something on my face?”

Alexander shook his head before speaking in a gentle voice. “Give me your hand,
Elise.”

She reached her hand out obediently, and Alexander took the bracelet out of the box
before slipping it into Elise’s wrist. “This is my mother’s gift for you. It's our family
heirloom that only goes to the eldest son’s wife.”

Elise was stunned for a moment. Does this mean that Madeline accepts me as her
daughter-in-law? Alexander knew what was going on in her mind, so he nodded in
response to her. “Aren’t you going to thank Mom?”

“Thank you, Mom!” Elise smiled as she spoke in a gentle tone.

There is nothing better than having the two most important women in my life come
together, Alexander thought. Elise was happy as long as he was happy—they were both
willing to move on from the past.

“‘Ahem...” Madeline took this opportunity to play her role as the mother-in-law. She
cleared her throat before speaking in a stern voice. “You and Alexander may be
married, but that doesn’t mean that you have successfully obtained the Griffith Family’s
daughter-in-law role. You’re still at school, so you don’t know anything about caring for
the family. | have sent my friend’s daughter over to take care of the house, and you will




have to learn from her. You need to know how to care for your husband,” she uttered.
“Come here, Sofia.”

The woman in the hall immediately strode over before standing next to Madeline and
smiling at the couple. “Do you remember me, Alexander? We were in the same school
through primary and high school.” Her admiration toward Alexander was painstakingly
obvious.

He simply kept a poker face without responding to her while Elise exhaled air out of her
nose to make a scoffing sound. | thought Madeline really changed this time, but it
seems like she hasn’t given up yet. Is this a new tactic she’s trying? Is she trying to get
Alexander to have a mistress?

“This is Sofia Hawkins. She used to be a reporter, and she is a double degree Ph.D.
graduate. As long as she’s here, your family will surely see huge improvements,”

Madeline uttered in a pleasant voice. Alexander was about to reject her offer when Elise
spoke up. “Miss Hawkins, you're so gorgeous and sound like a capable woman. Are you
sure you’re willing to be a caretaker in our household?”

“Every household comes with its set of challenges. One’s home needs to be cared for,
and it takes a lot of IQ and EQ to handle matters at home. It’s not a simple job,” Sofia
beamed after responding calmly. But, of course, her target wasn’t to be a caretaker but
to win Alexander over.

She had known Alexander since she was young. If she had returned to the country a
little earlier, she would’ve been able to stop Elise from snatching Alexander away. But,
this time, Sofia wanted to prove that only a woman as elegant and sophisticated as her
had the right to be with Alexander!
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and that you can learn a lot from it. But can she at least take her eyes off of Alexander?
Elise lowered her gaze as she tried to stifle her laughter. She sure is something. | can’t
believe she’s sending herself up to Alexander’s doorstep even when he’s married. |
don’t see the point in me playing nice if she wants to act so immorally. She will have to
pay for targeting my man.

“Thank you, Miss Hawkins,” Elise decided to keep Sofia around, but Alexander snapped
his head back to look at her with a frown after hearing her words. He spoke to her with
his eyes. Can’t you tell that my mother left her in our house to cause trouble? His eyes
seemed to say.




Elise only smiled at him, which made him more confused than ever. The more
Alexander stared at her, the more he felt dejected. Has Elise fallen for Kenneth?
Perhaps she doesn’t have feelings for my true identity anymore. Otherwise, how could a
woman who loved her husband allow him to keep another woman at home? She must
have fallen for Kenneth.

Alexander grew increasingly sad as he thought about this. “I'm not hungry. You guys
can go ahead,” he uttered while standing up. After that, he pushed his chair aside
before heading upstairs.

Alexander had never been a big eater, so Elise simply assumed that he wasn’t hungry.
As she ate her meal, she thought about how she could make Sofia’s life miserable when
she was in the house.

A day passed in the blink of an eye. Alexander stayed in the study for the whole day,
and Elise was hesitant to speak to him as she didn’t want to disturb him. Finally, when it
was time for dinner, she knocked on the door gently as she passed by his door. “Why
don’t you take a rest and have a meal with your wife, Mr. Griffith?”

He had been giving her the cold shoulder for the whole day, and he wasn’t about to give
in just yet. He lifted his chest up a little without even glancing at Elise. “Fine. I'll tell them
to prepare supper for you, then,” she said before pretending to leave.

“Hold on!” He called for her before he walked out of the study with a grumpy look on his
face. “Why can’t you be a little more coquettish with me?!” he mumbled as he slipped
his hand into hers.

“Fine, fine...” Elise pressed her body against his. “Why don’t | start talking to you the
way | talk to a kid the next time | ask you for dinner, huh? Would you like that?”

He let out a long sigh. She’s an intelligent woman. Can’t she tell that I'm angry? Is she
smart, or is she actually an idiot? Regardless, she’s too adorable for me to be mad at

her. So, why was | angry again? | can’t remember anymore. Forget it. What matters is
that | have dinner with my wife!

They headed to the dining area, and Sofia ‘dutifully’ served them their meal. But, of
course, her main intention was to take care of Alexander. “Mr. Griffith.” Sofia placed a
pot of soup on the table in front of him. “I specially made this herbal soup for you. It
helps to cool the body and rid you of any tiredness. You've been working the whole day,
so this is perfect for you.”

Alexander didn’t even bat an eyelid as he responded to her. “I don'’t like the bitter taste
of the herbal soup.”




“‘Um...” Sofia let out a quiet laugh. “I've boiled it specially, so it doesn'’t taste bitter at all.
So, don’t worry about it,” she said. But Alexander didn’t look like he was interested in
drinking it. “Why don’t you try this, then?” Sofia placed a sea cucumber on his plate. “I
prepared this just a while ago. It’s still fresh.”

“I'm allergic to seafood.” Alexander didn’t care about the woman’s feelings at all. Sofia
was starting to feel somewhat embarrassed at this point, and the atmosphere in the
room began to turn tense and awkward. Elise rested her chin on her palm as she
watched their interactions. She couldn’t help but chuckle to herself. | don’t get it. She’s a
pretty girl—why can’t she just live her own life without coming over to meddle with our
relationship? She’s trying so hard to get on Alexander’s good side. It seems like a lot of
people in this world simply enjoy being tortured. Well, she surely put effort into this
meal. It wouldn’t be nice to waste all her efforts.

Elise pulled the pot of soup closer to her before scooping some into her bowl. “Mmm. It
tastes pretty good,” she muttered after taking a sip of it. Then, she pushed the bowl
toward Alexander before resting her hand on his wrist. “| can’t finish it, Hubby. Help
me...” she said in a whiny tone.

Alexander shot her an odd look before lifting the bowl and finishing the soup. “You’re
the best, Hubby!” Elise sent him a flying kiss. Then, she took a piece of the sea
cucumber and ate half of it before placing it on Alexander’s plate. It lay right next to
Sofia’s piece on his plate. “I can'’t finish this either. Thank you, darling!”

Alexander felt highly amused at the sight of his wife making things difficult for Sofia.
However, he kept his cool as he picked his chopsticks up and chewed on the half-eaten
sea cucumber. Sofia looked extremely uncomfortable as she watched them from a
corner—she knitted her brows as she observed them. Madeline’s right, she thought.
Elise knows no limits. She just forced Alexander to eat something he didn’t like. If he’s
already so obedient during a regular meal, he probably listens to her when it comes to
other things. | bet Elise made him drink some concoction that turned him into such an
obedient man. He’s nothing like the arrogant and confident man | used to know.

Sofia gritted her teeth as she felt herself hating Elise a little more than before. Alexander
was the only man Sofia had ever been interested in—she couldn’t allow Elise to ruin
him! Just you wait, Elise. | have all the time in the world. I'm definitely going to win
Alexander’s heart over! However, Sofia wasn'’t interested in watching their lovey-dovey
interactions right then. “Enjoy the meal. I'll excuse myself now,” she muttered as she left
in a hurry.

After she was gone, Alexander whispered in Elise’s ear. “You could’ve just sent her
away if you didn’t like her. So, why do you have to put on a show for everyone else?”

“What makes you think it's a show?” Elise didn’t want to admit to anything. “Don’t you
usually finish my food when I'm halfway done with it?”




“That’s true, but | don’t feel as comfortable when there’s someone else around.”
Alexander wore an exasperated look on his face. When is this dumb wife of mine going
to be more considerate?!

“You should treat her like a maid,” Elise uttered carelessly. “Sofia’s cooking is pretty
good. If she doesn’t want to be a reporter, perhaps she can consider starting her own
restaurant. Her dishes taste excellent—just like what a five-star hotel chef could come
up with! She’s pretty and can cook. | bet that would attract many customers.”

Alexander simply sighed and shook his head without saying anything else. While eating,
a piece of breaking news spread across all of the major websites and news channels.
“The well-known celebrity, Garreth Dowrick, has just announced the termination of his
contract with Blitzy Entertainment. According to our sources, Blitzy Entertainment lost
up to 300 million due to this. They are presently filing a case against Garreth.”

That night, Mr. Howard gave Elise a call to talk to her about this. “...Do you need me to
look for him, Miss Sinclair?” he asked.

“It's fine,” she replied. “He deserves a break to calm down for a while. He’ll reappear
when he’s done thinking about his life. He needs to let us in for us to help him.”
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Bring Your A Game Mr Chapter 678-The next day, Elise had just walked out of the Elite
Class in the Small White Building when she bumped into a man who was covered from
head to toe. He wore a mask over his face and pulled his baseball cap low to cover his
eyes. The man stood behind some plants to avoid getting noticed by the students.

Elise immediately recognized who the man was. “Garreth,” she said as she walked over
to him. He froze for a moment and only heaved a sigh of relief when he saw that it was
Elise. “Elise,” he mumbled as he pulled his mask down and hung his head low. He
looked like a child who had made a terrible mistake.

“We’ll talk when we’re home.” The last class of the day had just ended, so there would
be students swarming out of their classes anytime soon. It wasn’t appropriate for them
to talk on school grounds. So, Elise decided to bring Garreth back to the villa. Once they
got in, he took off his cap and sunglasses.

Sofia happened to come downstairs as they entered the hall. “This is...” she mumbled
when she saw the man. Elise simply ignored Sofia’s words as she turned to look at
Garreth. “You can wait for me at the study upstairs.” He nodded before heading
upstairs.




Once he was gone, Elise turned to look at Sofia before speaking with a blank
expression on her face. “Miss Hawkins, | hope you understand the upper floors are
private spaces for Alexander and me. No one else should be allowed upstairs, even if
my mother-in-law is the one who arranges for them to go up. You will need to ask for
our permission first.”

Sofia didn’t seem taken aback by the woman’s words, for she continued to smile at her.
“Well, how am | supposed to clean the place up if | don’t go up? How should | change
your toiletries? My job is to ensure that Mr. Griffith lives a comfortable life. So, you
should trust me since I'm the professional at this, Miss Sinclair.” Sofia refused to refer to
Elise as Mrs. Griffith—it was as if they would be equals with one another if she didn’t do
so.

Elise curled her lips into a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “I will not repeat myself. If
you wish to get fired, feel free to go against my orders.” They glared at each other for
two seconds before Elise headed upstairs. Sofia remained on her spot, and the smile on
her face stiffened as a hateful look formed in her eyes. It took a while before her rational
side allowed her to calm her emotions down. At that moment, she came up with an idea.
If | tell Alexander that Elise brought another man home while he wasn’t around, what
would he think of her? | heard that Elise is pretty famous in the entertainment industry.
What if the reporters find out about this?

At that thought, Sofia pulled her phone out to text a reporter she was close to. ‘|l told you
I've always got your back, right? Well, | want you to immediately send someone over to
188, Building 6 on XX Street. Elise is having a date with her secret boyfriend,” she
typed.

‘Her secret boyfriend? Could it be Garreth, who has just disappeared?’ the reporter
replied almost immediately.

Sofia stared at the text. Garreth... That’s a familiar name. She ran a search on the
name, and her eyes lit up immediately. Isn’t this the man who just headed upstairs? |
can’t believe he’s the hot topic of the whole entertainment industry right now! Oh, Elise.
How dare you bring him a man as trendy as him? You asked for it, Elise. You can’t
blame me for this.

‘Yeah,” Sofia replied through text. After she was done, she put away her phone and
crossed her arms. Then, she sent a smug look in the direction of the room Elise and
Garreth were in. Sofia used to be a factual journalist, so she had always regarded the
paparazzi with disdain. She would’ve never imagined herself putting them to good use. |
guess it is important to have some connections, she thought.

About 30 minutes later, the entire villa was surrounded by the paparazzi. A few of them
were shouting their lungs out. “Miss Sinclair, we heard that Garreth is in there! We came
all the way here just to take a look at him. Please give us something to work with!” one
of the reporters cried.




“‘How long have you been dating Garreth, Miss Sinclair? Are you guys staying
together?” one asked.

“Garreth, what do you have to say about the 300 million that Blitzy Entertainment is
requesting?!” another one cried.

“Miss Sinclair, Garreth, are you guys sure that you guys want to stay hidden when there
are so many people out here? Is this how you should treat us reporters?” one shouted.

“We heard that Miss Sinclair helped Garreth with the termination of the contract. Is that
true? Please say a word or two!” a reporter stated.

Elise simply opened the blinds a little to peep at the situation downstairs. The moment
there was movement in her room, the sharp-eyed reports caught it and began to shout.
“Miss Sinclair! It's Elise Sinclair. She’s on the second floor! Why don’t you come out and
explain yourself?!” one cried.

She hastily shut the blinds before retreating into the room. Garreth couldn’t sit still for
much longer, so he clenched his fists and walked out of the room. “Hold on,” Elise
called. “Where are you going?”

“They’re here for me. You'll be fine as long as | leave. | don’t want to drag you down,”
he said desolately.

“Leave? How are you going to leave with that huge crowd out there? You're tiny
compared to those tens of people,” Elise said calmly. “Didn’t you just say that you want
to start a new life? All of this is a process. If you want to start anew, you will need to
learn how to control your emotions,” she advised him.

“‘But they aren’t going to leave until they see me.” Garreth turned around to reveal a
conflicted look on his face. He didn’t want to face the media either, but this was the only
way to get rid of the crowd outside the house. “I’'m not telling you to stay here forever.”
Elise pulled her phone out and typed a few words while speaking absent-mindedly. “You
can wait for another 30 minutes. We need one more person,” she said.

“One more person?” Garreth had no idea what was going on, but he simply obeyed
Elise’s words when he saw how focused she seemed. He took a seat quietly as he
didn’t want to disturb her. Finally, Garreth got to his feet after what felt like the longest
30 minutes in the world. At that moment, Elise’s phone began to ring. She picked it up
and pressed it against her ear. “| got it,” she murmured after a few seconds of silence.
Then, she put her phone away before addressing Garreth. “You can leave now. Take
the front door. Don’t say a single thing. Once the reporters have been gathered, I'll give
them an explanation on behalf of you.”

Although Garreth had no idea what Elise was planning to do, he felt oddly safe with her.
So, he simply nodded and went along with her plan. Then, after taking a deep breath to
steady himself, he headed downstairs and opened the door to face all the reporters
outside the villa. “Garreth is out!” all the reporters cried when they saw him.




The reporters squeezed toward him from all directions, and Garreth found himself in
front of more than 20 microphones in a matter of seconds. “Did Elise agree to pay for
the termination of your contract, Garreth? Is that why you’re dating her?” one reporter
asked.

“Is Elise in there, Garreth? When did you guys start dating?” another one asked.
“Was Elise the one who chased after you?!”

“The rumors claim that Elise has a thing with both Kenneth and Alexander. Are you
another one of her boyfriends? What do you think about an open relationship?”

“Shut up!” When he heard the last reporter’s question, Garreth completely forgot about
Elise’s words. “Elise is a good person. | won't have you talking bad about her like that!”
he hissed coldly.
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Bring Your A Game Mr Chapter 679-Garreth could tolerate the rest of the groundless
accusations that the reporters made, but he wouldn’t allow them to insult Elise. He had
always held a gentle and warm image in public, so the reporters were shocked to see
him lose his temper. Everyone was silent for a moment, and the only noise around them
was the cameras clicking.

Soon enough, the reporters returned to their senses before repeating the few questions
they had earlier. Garreth had to clench his jaw to keep his mouth shut. At the same
time, a gold BMW came to a halt at the backdoor of the villa. Mr. Harold stepped out of
the car and sneaked into the mansion before the vehicle sped off. After that, everything
returned to normal—it was as if nothing had happened at all.

When Garreth was about to give in and speak to the reporters, the villa’s doors opened
again. Elise and Mr. Harold stepped out of the building gracefully. When the reporters
saw them, they immediately shifted their attention toward Elise. Although Mr. Harold
was dressed in branded logos from head to toe, and although he was clearly a wealthy
man, he still received the least attention when he was placed beside Garreth and Elise.

“Miss Sinclair! What do you have to say about cohabiting with Garreth?!” Garreth
frowned when she saw the microphones edging closer and closer to Elise’s face. He
reached an arm out to block the reporters before he snapped at them. “Which company
are you guys from? Don’t you guys know how to show basic respect for your
interviewees? I'll take your whole family down if you ever injure Elise!”

The reporters quickly held themselves back when they saw how Garreth had
transformed from a sweet boy into a fierce beast. They quietly took a step back.
However, some reporters who were slightly farther away continued to press on with
their questions. “You guys have a really close relationship! Could you guys be getting
married soon? Have you guys decided on a date?!” one of the reporters cried.




“You've always claimed to be single, Garreth. Have you thought about how your fans
feel about this?” another one said.

“Are you guys showing up together to confirm that you guys are dating?!” one reporter
asked.

“That’s enough!” Garreth cried in an agonized tone. “Does a man and a woman have to
date each other just because they respect each other? Don’t you guys have a family—"
He was halfway through his sentence when Elise gave him a subtle nudge with her
elbow. She was telling him to calm down.

Garreth clenched his fists as he kept his mouth shut to avoid doing any further damage.
The reporters had expected to get something out of Garreth, but their hopes were
crushed when he stopped talking. They couldn’t help but feel disappointed at that
moment.

Right then, Elise spread her lips into a smile. “l would like to thank all of you for
attending this press conference tonight. It seems like Garreth, and | have a pretty strong
influence when we’re put together as a pair,” she uttered.

“A press conference?” one reporter muttered.

“What press conference is she talking about? Do you know about it?” another reporter
asked.

“Who am | supposed to ask if everyone here doesn’t know the answer?” one reporter
mumbled. They all looked at each other with confused looks on their faces.

At that moment, Mr. Harold squeezed his way out of the crowd, flaunting his large belly
as he reached his hand up to comb the few strands of hair he had. He chuckled heartily
as he took his spot beside Elise. “That’s right. All of this is part of my plan. | hereby
announce the grand launching of our new entertainment company, Rushmore
Entertainment! Previously, Blitzy Entertainment was preparing to host a reality show
that pairs the National Gods and Goddesses. However, they didn’'t complete the reality
show. Since the public requested it, | decided to take Garreth and Elise under my
company. I’'m about to plan a similar reality show for them, as per the fans’ requests. It
seems like everyone’s surprised to hear this,” he uttered.

All the reporters pressed their lips to force a smile. A surprise? This is more like a
shock! We spent so much time here tonight to ask for money, yet all that we did, in the
end, was to promote Rushmore Entertainment for free!

We were called over and used by these people, and they will benefit from us now!
We’re on the losing end here! One of the reporters refused to step down. “Mr. Harold,
you’re signed Garreth as your artist. Aren’t you worried about going against Blitzy
Entertainment since they’re still dealing with the court case with Garreth?”




Mr. Hold waved the reporters’ concerns off. “Oh, it’s just 300 million. I've already sent
the money to Blitzy Entertainment. A financial issue is never really an issue. As for the
competition between both entertainment companies... | don’t think we are competitors.
Many teens have big dreams nowadays, and Blitzy Entertainment can’t take all of them.
Rushmore is here to resolve that issue. So, | hope both companies will be able to cheer
on each other and improve together in the future.”

When Mr. Harold had a meal with Mr. Lowry from Blitzy previously, Elise had already
reminded him to stick to the same narrative. Mr. Harold’s response was flawless, and he
spoke in a warm and soft tone, making him seem like he wasn'’t a threat. However, the
reporters were experienced individuals. Blitzy Entertainment had practically
monopolized the whole industry, so Rushmore Entertainment would definitely come in
conflict with them someday. Since the company’s founder was right before their eyes,
the reporters weren’t about to let go of him just yet. They wanted an exclusive interview.

“‘How do you improve the quality of the entertainment industry? Do you have any secret
tips, Mr. Harold?” someone asked.

“Please share your upcoming plans with us, Mr. Harold. Are you planning to take more
artists from Blitzy Entertainment?”

“You’re the founder of the company. Could you tell us about the company’s goals...” All
of the reporters began to squeeze toward Mr. Harold, and Garreth and Elise were soon
left in a corner. When Elise saw how the reporters were distracted by Mr. Harold, she
quickly looked at Garreth before leading him back to the house.

Once they were back in the villa, Garreth glanced at the crowd with a worried look on
his face. “Is it really fine to leave him alone?”

“‘Don’t worry. I've taught him how to deal with all their questions. It's going to be fine,”
Elise uttered as she sat on the couch and poured two glasses of water for them. She
placed one of the glasses on the table beside the sofa before taking a sip out of the
other glass.

Garreth noticed her actions, so he walked over to the table and picked up the glass from
the table. However, he didn’t drink it immediately. Instead, he was silent for a while
before letting out a long sigh. “Thank you, Elise. | know Mr. Harold only paid for me
because of you,” he uttered in a grateful tone as he gazed at her thoughtfully.

“What am | supposed to do when you’re so polite all the time?” Elise didn’t know how to
respond, so she simply waved him off. “You don’t need to thank me. You've earned
more than this amount of money for Blitzy Entertainment, so all you have to do from
now on is continue working. You'll pay us back someday,” she said.

“Okay! Don’t worry! I’'m going to work really hard!” Garreth shouted firmly. However, he
began to stutter again after a while. “Elise, there’s something else that... I'd like to ask
for help...”

“What is it?” she asked generously.

“I want you to put in a good word with Mr. Harold to convince him to sign my other two
team members. They have great potential and are just as skilled as | am. They
shouldn’t continue to be bullied in Blitzy Entertainment,” Garreth said resolutely.
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Bring Your A Game Mr Chapter 680-Right then, Alexander pushed the side door open
and dragged two youngsters into the room. He only let go of them after dragging them
to the center of the hall.

“Explain yourselves! Who are you guys? Who sent you here?” Alexander growled as he
pushed them toward the stairway. He gave off an intimidating aura that made others
afraid to disobey him.

“Blake! Gordon!” Garreth shot up to his feet. “Why are you guys here?”

The shorter boy spoke with a hesitant look on his face. “We overheard others saying
that the paparazzi was coming to hunt you down, so we thought we’d come over to see
if we could help out.”

The other boy looked a little more resentful. He wore an awkward expression on his
face—he seemed as if he didn’'t want to admit that he was there because he cared for
Garreth.

Garreth knew that the other boy was soft-hearted under his tough exterior. A warm
sensation spread across Garreth’s chest as he realized that the two boys still cared for
him. “Do you guys know each other?” Alexander asked.

“They are my teammates. They mean no harm,” Garreth explained. Only then did
Alexander take his gloves off before walking toward Elise. “Did anyone bully you?” he
asked her gently.

“No.” She shook her head before cracking a joke. “But | think we might need to move
out of this place. The security here is pretty useless. The entire group of reporters
showed up at our front door, and the security didn’t do anything about it at all.”

Bang! Phew... phew... phew...

“I finally got rid of them...” Mr. Howard pushed the door open and ran into the hall
before resting against the back of the couch as he tried to catch his breath. He may be
a shameless man who often appeared in entertainment magazines, but those were all
pictures the paparazzi took, and it didn’t require him to come face-to-face with cameras.
Moreover, he wasn'’t skilled in talking about his business plan in front of a huge group of
reporters at all.

Once he realized that he had said everything Elise told him to say, he hastily found an
excuse to leave the site.




“Thank you so much, Mr. Howard,” she said with a smile on her face.

He waved his hand in her direction. “Don’t make fun of me anymore, Miss Sinclair. You
know I'm not that bright of a person—you shouldn’t get me to be the representative in
the future. You should just tell Elliot to finish his studies so that he can start work at the
company!”

“You should be the one talking to your son since I'm not part of your family.” Elise tilted
her chin toward the two of Garreth’s team members as she changed the topic. “I'll need
you to talk to Blitzy Entertainment about the contract for these two guys as well,” she
said.

Mr. Howard took a good look at them before he straightened himself. “No worries. Mr.
Lowry owes me a ton of favors, so it wouldn’t be a problem for me to ask a few more
guys from his side.”

“Thank you for all the effort,” Elise replied.

“What nonsense are you talking about?! Why are you being so polite with me, Miss
Sinclair? I'm going to lose my temper if you do this again.” Mr. Howard was a thoughtful
man, so he prepared to leave the house once he saw that Alexander was home. “Since
everything is settled, I'll excuse myself now. Hey, that guy... Garreth! Bring your friends
along, and let’s leave the place together.”

Garreth took a look at Elise, and he left along with his two friends and Mr. Howard once
she gave him the green light. They had just stepped out of the house when Sofia
entered from the side door and walked into the hall.

“You're back, Mr. Griffith.” Sofia wore a smile on her face. “Do you need me to prepare
supper?”

Alexander acted as if he didn’t hear her speaking. He wrapped his long arm around
Elise before leading her up the stairs. “Miss Sinclair,” Sofia called them to stop.

His footsteps halted before he turned around slowly. “What do you want this time?”

She felt somewhat uneasy when she noticed him glaring at her. She quickly shifted her
attention to Elise before speaking in a rather sarcastic tone, “Oh, it's nothing much. | just
wanted to ask Miss Sinclair about what she said earlier. She said that | shouldn’t allow
random people up to the second floor, but she brought Garreth upstairs for a really long
time earlier. So, should | stick to this rule or not?”

After that, she paused for a moment before changing her tone and began to mumbile,

“The paparazzi are like mosquitoes that won’t seem to leave you guys alone. They are
so unethical! If they hadn’t come over, Mr. Dowrick and Miss Sinclair could have spent
the whole night talking to each other. Thankfully, Mr. Howard came about an hour ago




to resolve the issue. Otherwise, I'm afraid the whole of Cittadel would find out about
Miss Sinclair and Mr. Howard’s close relationship.”

The description that Sofia gave of the situation amused Elise. Sofia sounded like she
was happy for Elise, yet she kept mentioning Elise’s relationship with Garreth. It was
obvious that Sofia was trying to cause a misunderstanding between Alexander and
Elise—she was trying to make Alexander suspicious of Elise’s relationship with Garreth.

No wonder she used to be a reporter. She sure is good with her words, Elise thought.

She turned around and crossed her arms in front of her chest. “Are you trying to say
that there seems to be something going on between Garreth and me just because we
stayed upstairs for half an hour?”

Sofia let out a soft chuckle. “You're the one who’s saying that, Miss Sinclair. However, |
do think that you shouldn’t have done such things if you didn’t want others to
misunderstand your actions. Mr. Griffith came home late, and you brought another man
upstairs. | don’t think I'm the only one who misunderstood you. The other maids
probably shared the same opinions.”

Elise eyed the maids who were standing by the entrance of the kitchen. “Is that so?” she
asked the maids.

The maids stared at her with confused looks on their faces. No! We disagree! Sofia
might not value her life, but we do!

They were too afraid to speak up. On one end was the female owner of the house and
on the other end was the caretaker that the male owner’s mother had brought home.
They couldn’t afford to offend either of them, so their only choice was to keep their
mouths shut.

Elise scoffed before she turned to meet Sofia’s gaze. “It doesn’t matter if I'm up there for
30 minutes or a whole night. What has my relationship with other men got to do with
you?” she asked derisively while edging closer to Sofia.

“You're the caretaker, yet all you do is pry into my business. You should be thinking
about how you should serve and care for us! Do you even know what your job scope is?
Or do you think you’re the owner of this house just because you have Alexander’s
mother’s support? Huh? By the way, since you used to be a reporter, you should know
about my relationship with Garreth. Why didn’t you warn the others to watch their
mouths? Instead, you leaked the news out. Are you trying to make it seem like | cheated
on Alexander? Would that make you happy?”

Elise seemed like a harmless university student on the outside, but she was a
completely different person when she didn’t smile because she had a dominating aura.




Even someone like Sofia, who had seen all sorts of grand events and influential people,
was stunned for a moment. She kept quiet for a while before speaking up in a hesitant
tone. “I-1... | forgot about that for a moment. Anyway, there are a lot of different types of
reporters. | didn’t know anything about Garreth’s identity.”

She sounded especially confident with her last sentence. That was because she only
found out about Garreth’s identity after hearing what the reporters said, so she wasn’t

lying.

“Is that so?” Elise faked a smile as she stared at Sofia. “Then, why did you have to
remind Alexander about me spending 30 minutes in the room with Garreth?”

“I was just telling the truth,” Sofia said defensively. “Mrs. Griffith told me to stay here, so
it's my duty to watch out for the house. You guys only got married a while ago, yet
you're already bringing other men to you and your husband’s private space. Are you
saying that there’s nothing wrong with that?”
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