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"Look at you," Marlene said coldly. "So arrogant, so blind to your place in this world. Now, you 
haven't just offended the important people. You've offended me too." 

"So what!" Nikolaus snapped. "You have to return every contract with the Krugers, or we'll sue." 

"What if I don't?" Marlene asked, calm and dangerous. 

"Then you'll watch the Eden Group get torn apart by the Krugers." Nikolaus's pride flared; he 

refused to look small in front of Annabella. 

Marlene smiled like a razor. "Fine. You go your way. I'll go mine. Let's see which one of us ends up 

destroyed today." 

Annabella exploded. "Who do you think you are, bitch? The Krugers built Eden up do you forget 

that? You want to kick them out now? Let's see who falls because of that. Nikolaus, sue her. Make 
them pay for breaching the contract. Let them go bankrupt!" 

Nikolaus pressed his bracelet, voice cold. "You'd better change your mind before it's too late." 

"I'll warn you the same," Marlene said, fingers on her own bracelet. "If you sue us, you make an 
enemy of Eden Group. We'll see who survives." 

"Nikolaus, this woman's insufferable-let's punish her!" Annabella cried. 

"You leave me no choice." Nikolaus tapped his bracelet and dialed. "I want to file an official 

complaint with the government business ethics board. Eden Group is unilaterally cutting ties with 
the Krugers. That's going to cause massive material loss. I want to pursue litigation." 

Marlene snorted, palm flat against her bracelet. "Olivia-announce it now. Eden Group severs all 
ties with the Krugers. Notify every partner: anyone still connected to the Krugers after twenty-four 

hours is barred from working with us. Cancel their contracts on sight. From this moment on, 
they're our enemy." 

Annabella curled her lip. "You think that intimidates Nikolaus? You don't understand how big the 
Kruger family is. Nikolaus-sue them for a billion. Let's 

bury them. We will burn this Eden Group to the ground." 

Nikolaus went white. "You-Eden Group—this is impossible. Just wait until I sue. I swear you'll 

come crawling back, begging me to drop it." 



 

"Keep dreaming," Marlene said, ice in her voice. 

"You'll regret this! You don't know what my fiancé capable of," Annabella spat, 

venomous. 

At that moment Nikolaus's bracelet chimed. He fumbled for it. "Here come the results. You're dead, 

Eden Group!" he crowed before the screen even loaded. 

The projected report blinked into life on the holo-crisp, official, merciless. "You are unable to sue 
Eden Group for terminating the collaboration. Per the renewal clause signed last year, Eden may 
unilaterally end the partnership without penalty." 

"What?" Nikolaus barked. "This-this can't be. We would never sign that." 

The artificial voice in the bracelet was calm and final. "Scanning complete. Here is the scanned 
copy of your contract, including the clause and its fine print. It is present and valid." 

Nikolaus stared as the clause glared back at him in microprint. His mouth moved but no sound 
came. 

How had he missed this? How had Eden pushed such a clause through during renewal, while both 
parties were profiting? 

Marlene laughed a sharp, knowing sound. She had learned to write contracts in a way that left no 
room for loss, not even a fraction. She'd grown up in the dark corners of business deals, surviving 

on instinct and cunning. 

Every clause, every signature—she turned them into armor. She wasn't just a negotiator. She was a 

survivor. 

"Guards," Marlene called, voice flat. "Eden Group has declared the Kruger family persona non 

grata. Remove him and his-companion. They don't belong here." 

Two security androids snapped to attention. They moved like machines should— efficient, 

unhesitating. One stepped forward, seized Nikolaus's wrist and wrenched it back until the joint 
protested. 

 

Pain flashed across his face. He tried to pull free; the android tightened, clinical and implacable. 

The security androids seized Annabella before she could take another step. 

"You-how dare you! Do you know who I am?" she screamed, voice slicing through the air. 



The android didn't care. With cold, mechanical precision, it slammed her to the floor when she 
tried to resist. Her scream echoed through the marble hall, sharp and desperate, as the machines 

dragged both her and Nikolaus toward the entrance like discarded trash. 

The glass doors hissed open, spilling sunlight and humiliation on them. People arriving in sleek 

flying cars turned to watch, whispering. 

The android shoved them out with clinical force, then stepped back and delivered the verdict in a 
flat, automatic tone: "Do not enter this premises again. You are blacklisted." 

The doors hissed shut behind them as they stumbled into the sunlight- 

humiliated, flanked by curious onlookers. 

Nikolaus's bracelet suddenly vibrated. 

He snatched it up-desperate. A holo-screen blinked to life, revealing the furious 

face of a middle-aged man. His father. 

"You idiot!" his father roared. "What the hell did you do? Eden Group just terminated every single 
project with us! Who did you offend in there?" 

Nikolaus's face twisted in 

desperation. No, Dad, I didn't offend 

anyone! only came to meet 

Countess Marlene Von Adler-but before even saw her, she accused me of offending someone and 

canceled the contract on the spot. They must've faked 

something-they set me up!" FindNovels 

"Set you up?" his father thundered. "Do you even hear yourself? We were making millions with 
Eden Group-millions! Now every contract is gone! You had the nerve to sue them, and because of 

that, our partners are abandoning us one by one! The banks are breathing down our necks, we're 
drowning in debt-bankruptcy is right at our door! And it's all because of you!" 

FindNovels 

"Father, please, it's not my fault," Nikolaus stammered, panic in his voice. "This was one-sided!" 

But as the words left his mouth, one name flashed through his mind-Alex. 

The only person he had insulted since setting foot in Eden Group. 

His stomach turned cold. He spun toward Annabella. "Annabella... this is about your cousin-in-law, 
isn't it? That loser-Alex! Does he have anything to do with Eden Group?" 



Annabella blinked, stunned. "What? Him? Don't be ridiculous! He's nothing but a half-slave-how 
could he possibly have any connection with Eden Group? He can't even legally own his own pants!" 

"You're right." Nikolaus's nod felt hollow. He thought of his father's fury and the ruined contracts. 
"I have to go home. Now." 

They both froze when Alex appeared, striding toward them in the crisp gray uniform of Eden 

Group. A polished name tag caught the light on his chest - ALEX GARDENER. 

He looked absurdly proud. "You two look like a mess," Alex said with a grin. "Just got hired at 

Eden." He lifted his chin as if the badge were a medal. "Gardener, right here." 

Nikolaus and Annabella didn't know whether to laugh or hate him. Gardening was 

the lowest rung at a corporation that ran on machines-planting and tending were 

left to humans, usually immigrants or half-slaves. 

The job was supposed to be humiliation, not triumph. 

Annabella's smile cut like a blade. "That suit fits you-like it was made for a half- 

slave. Don't get cocky about it." 

"Ah, the higher soar, the smaller I appear to those who cannot fly. Like you." Alex's grin widened. 
"You don't get it do you just got mys 

myself 

new flying car. While you're walking home in the dirt, I'll be up there in the 

sky." FindNovels 

He pointed to a sleek, expensive craft gliding into a parking bay. It shone like a coin in sunlight. 
Nikolaus's heart thudded when he saw it-his car, unmistakable. "Keep dreaming," Nikolaus 
muttered, too tired to argue. He needed to tell his father what had happened—not trade barbs with 

a gardener. 

He walked to the car, bracelet already probing for the connection. The usual sync didn't happen. 
The screen on his wrist blinked and a calm, official voice answered 

instead. 

"Please step away from this vehicle. This is not your car. Continued attempts to access it will 

trigger a report to local authorities." 

"Stealing?" Nikolaus choked, staring at the screen. Annabella's face went pale beside him. 

Nikolaus scowled, his patience snapping. "Open the door. This is my car." 



The vehicle's system responded in a cold, mechanical voice, "Identity mismatch. This is not your 
registered vehicle. You have been warned twice. A third attempt will notify law enforcement." 

Nikolaus froze, his pulse hammering. 

Alex leaned against the car, arms crossed, grinning wide. "Told you," he said with 

a mocking laugh. "This beauty's mine now. Didn't believe me, huh? Remember our little bet?" 

He tapped the side of the car like it was a trophy. "Guess you'll be walking home tonight." 
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"Jerk!" Nikolaus shouted, his voice echoing across the parking lot. "Don't mess with me, return my 

car!" 

Alex didn't even flinch. He turned his back and started walking away, calm as a man who'd already 
won. 

"I'm not playing with you," he said. "The system recorded our bet. It's automatic- government 
protocol. You lost, Nikolaus. That means your car transfers to me. I didn't have to lift a finger." 

"You're half a slave," Annabella snapped, stepping forward. "You're not even allowed to own any 
property!" 

Alex smiled. "You're right. That's why the car's under my wife's name now. Sofina." 

He glanced at the luxury flying car behind him, then back at them. "You two should probably call a 
taxi. Or walk. And hey-thanks for the car." 

Nikolaus's face flushed crimson. His day had already been hell his family collaboration got 
canceled, his father tore into him, and now this. Losing his car to Alex was the final nail. Fury took 

over reason. 

"You bastard!" he roared, charging at Alex. 

But Alex had already stepped back toward the glass entrance of the Eden Group tower. 

Before Nikolaus could swing, the android security units moved in-fast, mechanical precision. 

A sharp crack split the air. 



Nikolaus jerked violently as the taser hit him. His body stiffened, then collapsed onto the marble 
floor. The shock made him lose control-his pants darkened wet as the crowd gasped. 

Annabella screamed and rushed to him. But the androids misread her movement. Their scanners 
flagged her as an aggressor trying to breach restricted access. 

Another jolt flashed. 

 

She hit the floor beside him, her hair standing on end, her breath shallow. 

Both of them lay there, twitching under the bright corporate lights while onlookers pulled out their 
phones. 

They watched because they needed someone else's ruin to feel alive. 

Within minutes, photos and clips flooded the city's feed-Baron Krüger's son and his fiancée, 
electrocuted and humiliated in front of Eden Group headquarters. 

By afternoon, everyone in Winchester had seen it. Rumors spread like wildfire. No one knew the 
full story, but everyone agreed on one thing: the Krüger family had crossed Eden Group. 

By evening, their reputation was in ashes. 

Workers from the Krüger estate-men and women who'd built their lives on Eden Group contracts-
were dismissed overnight. Without those connections, the family's empire collapsed like a house of 
cards. Within days, their wealth evaporated. 

Once a proud name among Winchester's elite, the Krügers were now clinging to survival—a fallen 
barony buried under debt, scandal, and the ashes of its former glory. 

To survive, they had no choice but to sell off their land piece by piece, just to cover what they owed 
the banks. 

The Krügers had been kings of the city once. Now, they were ghosts walking through the ruins of 
their own pride. 

Baroness Wolfsbane's hands trembled as she stared at the photo of Nikolaus and Annabella 

splashed all over the news feed. 

The humiliation burned hotter than she could bear. 

She had treated Nikolaus kindly-almost like her own-because he'd promised to become the bridge 
between the Wolfsbane family and the Eden Group. 

 



That alliance could have elevated her status, secured her family's power. But now, after that 
disgraceful scene, even Annabella looked like she'd been blacklisted. And before the day was over, 

another headline struck like a lightning bolt: 

The Krüger family officially cut off from all Eden Group collaborations. 

The news spread through Winchester like wildfire. Streets buzzed, boardrooms erupted, and noble 

families whispered in panic and excitement. 

Then came the second shock-rumors spread that the mysterious founder of Eden Group himself had 

been seen at the company's Winchester headquarters earlier that very day. 

For two years, since the Eden Group first emerged, no one truly knew who stood behind it. 

No public appearances. No confirmed name. Just a legend a man powerful enough to build thirty 
branches across Prussia, to dominate the markets and bend nobles to his will. 

Now, it seemed he had finally arrived in Winchester. 

That single rumor set the city ablaze. Every wealthy and powerful household scrambled to act. 

Every noble family wanted one thing to get close to this mysterious founder. And for those with 

eligible daughters, another ambition burned just as bright: marriage. 

But the biggest shock came from Eden's official announcement-they were searching for a new 
family to replace the Krügers. 

It was the opportunity of a lifetime. The Krügers had reached unprecedented wealth in just two 
years of partnership. 

Everyone knew what it meant: whoever filled their shoes would rise fast, become untouchable, rich 
beyond measure. 

The competition began before the ink was dry. 

Baroness Wolfsbane's lips curled into a thin smile. She could practically hear the coins clinking 

already. "Finally," she whispered to herself. "Our chance." 

Money and power had always been her religion, and Eden Group was the heaven she was 
determined to reach. 

Wealth is like seawater; the more she drink, the thirstier she become. 

She rang the bell, summoning her staff. "Call everyone," she ordered sharply. "Family only. 

Tonight. The Wolfsbanes will secure this partnership—no excuses, no failures." 

Within minutes, servants rushed through the halls, carrying the Baroness's command. 



By nightfall, the grand villa was alive with light and movement. Every member of the Wolfsbane 
family gathered around the long oak table. 

Alex came to the Wolfsbane mansion that night because Baroness Wolfsbane had ordered everyone 
present - Sofina included. 

Beatrix, Sofina's cousin, saw him and sneered. "Well, look at you," she spat. 

"You've got some nerve showing up here. Where did you find the courage, parasite? Half a slave - 
you don't belong in this house." 

Sofina's face hardened. "Enough, Beatrix. Grandma asked everyone to come. Alex is my husband. 
That makes him part of the family." 

Beatrix laughed, a cold, high sound. "A husband? Don't make me laugh. He's nothing but a leech. A 
half-slave who lives off other people." 

Conrad, Beatrix's husband, stepped closer and curled his lip. "You want me to toss him out, love? 
He's killing the mood." 

Beatrix jabbed him with a look. "Do it. Grandma would thank you for clearing away that disgusting 

fly." 

Conrad's hand twitched as if ready to move. 

Then suddenly, Baroness Wolfsbane entered. She carried herself like a queen- stern, commanding, 
and clearly in no mood for childish squabbles. 

"What are you standing around for?" she snapped. "Take your seats. We don't have time to waste." 

Conrad flattened his expression and took a step back. He turned to Alex. "You're lucky I'm civilized 
tonight. Otherwise I'd break your nose and be done with it." 

Alex and Sofina slid into a corner seat, bodies pressed close, keeping to themselves while eyes 
tracked them like hunters. 

Baroness Wolfsbane settled into the high chair at the head of the table. She rapped the wood with 
her knuckles until the chatter dimmed. 

Then she spoke, voice loud and 

hungry. "Eden Group has announced 

they're replacing the Krügers. Whoever takes that place will gain enormous wealth and influence. 

If we can secure a partnership with Ederfandimpress the fofinder than who controls fortunes we 
will be unstoppable." FindNovels 

the 



She leaned forward, eyes bright. "This is the moment we've been waiting for. A shot to push the 
Wolfsbanes up where we belong to the top of Winchester's social pyramid. We will find a way in-

no matter what it takes." 

The guests around the long table looked unimpressed, their faces flat against the Baroness's 

excitement. 

This wasn't the first time the Wolfsbane family had dreamed of partnering with Eden Group — and 
every time, that dream had gone nowhere. 

For two years, Eden Group had ignored their proposals. 

Everyone in the room knew the truth: there were at least twenty baron families in 

Winchester more qualified than the Wolfsbanes. 

And some counts and viscounts were already fighting for the same spot the 

Krügers had just lost. 

For the Wolfsbanes, getting chosen was nearly impossible. 

Beatrix suddenly raised her hand. “Grandma, we'd love to discuss this idea — but 

don't you think these two are the stain on our name?" 

All eyes turned to where she was looking. 

Sofina and Alex. 

A low hum of laughter and whispered insults spread through the room like a 

swarm of wasps. Before the Baroness could speak, Alex stood up. 

"Please allow me to say something," he said calmly. "If the Wolfsbane family really wants to 
connect with Eden Group, then I believe Sofina is the ke key She She's the smartest woman* in 

Winchester - smarter than anyone here and beautiful too, 

more so than any woman in this room." FindNovels 

He looked around the table, unshaken. "And for your information, I've already been accepted to 

work 

in Eden's Garden division. I know important people there, I can 

arrange for Sofina 

Soffa to meet the 



higher-ups directly. Can any of you 

do that?" 

FindNovels 

The room went silent. They might despise Alex, but they weren't fools - they 

knew he had a point. 

Conrad broke the silence with a sneer. “You think that makes you important? Don't make me laugh. 
The Wolfsbane family doesn't stand a chance with Eden Group. That's a corporate giant we're 
beneath their notice." 

Alex tilted his head slightly, a faint smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. "So you're saying it's 
impossible to win a contract with Eden Group?" Conrad snorted. "Everyone here knows it's 

impossible. Only a fool like you would believe otherwise." 

Alex's eyes sharpened. “Remember this-mockery is the weapon of the weak, used against the 

dreams of the strong." 

Conrad let out a harsh laugh. "Whatever you say. We're not idiots. Only a delusional man chases a 

useless dream." 

Alex's smile turned cold and cutting. "Really? Then tell me, are you calling Baroness Wolfsbane an 
idiot-for wanting to connect with Eden Group herself?" 

Conrad's words died in his throat. The color drained from his face as the entire room went still. 

At the head of the table, Baroness Wolfsbane's expression darkened, her fury rising like a storm 

ready to break. 
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"I'll get us a deal with the Eden Group," Sofina announcement hit the room like a gunshot. 

For a heartbeat, silence. Then the whole hall burst into laughter. Some people laughed so hard they 

clutched their stomachs, wiping tears from their eyes. 



Everyone thought she'd lost her mind. Trying to steal Grandma Wolfsbane's attention with that 
kind of nonsense? 

Foolish. Desperate. Didn't she know how to read the room? 

The Wolfsbane family was on thin ice, and the Eden Group wasn't just some local company-it was 
the largest Group in Winchester. 

For a family like theirs, even being noticed by Eden was a miracle. To talk about deals was like a 
fly demanding a seat at the king's table. 

Beatrix smirked, her voice dripping with scorn. "Sofina Scheinwald, do you honestly think you can 
land a deal with the Eden Group? Keep dreaming. It's impossible for someone like you." 

Annabella leaned forward, sneering. "Who do you think you are, Sofina? You think Eden Group 
belongs to your husband? Your recklessness will drag our family through the mud. You're not even 

a real Wolfsbane-and yet you dare to use our name like you own it?" 

Another relative chimed in, voice sharp. "Annabella's right! If Eden Group turns her away, the 

whole city will laugh at us!" 

Sofina felt her face heat up, blood rushing to her cheeks. 

She could feel their eyes-mocking, cruel, pitying. 

Her status in the family had never been strong, but now it sank to rock bottom. 

She clenched her fists, wishing she could swallow the words back. Why had she listened to Alex? 
Why did she let him push her into this madness? 

Her glare found him. 

 

Alex met her eyes, then smiled faintly. He stepped forward, boots tapping against the marble floor. 

Without hesitation, he climbed up onto the table again-like a man who didn't care whose house he 

was standing in. 

Alex stood tall in the center of the hall, ready to speak like a man standing before a courtroom-or a 
battlefield. 

"Really," he began, "the greatness of the Wolfsbane name seems ready to die with this generation." 

He looked around, scanning every face, then raised his hand toward the Baroness sitting at the 

head of the table. 



"Before us sits the greatest Baroness the Wolfsbane family has ever had-the woman who carried 
your bloodline through fire and still stands unbroken. Yet none of you can see it. You call her a 

senile old woman, a fool chasing lost dreams. You say she's greedy old bastard, obsessed with 
money." 

Baroness Wolfsbane's lips twitched. She liked the sound of support-but the way Alex said it made 
her feel like she was being slapped and praised in the same breath. 

Alex turned sharply toward Annabella. "And you, Annabella-you're the real disgrace here. Your face 
being thrown out of Eden Group's entrance is already viral across the damn city." 

"You've dragged the Wolfsbane name through the mud, and now when Sofina tries to clean it up, 
you laugh at her? You should just change your name to Asshole Bella. All you ever do is sneer and 

mock the ones who still have the guts to try-while you're nothing but a disgrace to every human 
being." 

Annabella's cheeks burned red, fury and humiliation flashing in her eyes. Being insulted like that—
by a man the family still called a half-slave-was unbearable. Before she could speak, Alex had 

already cut her off, not giving her a chance to say a word. He turned to Beatrix next, pointing 
straight at her. 

"And you-Beatrix. The 

granddaughter the Baroness loves the most. She gave you everything-her trust, her pride, her 

blessings. And this is how you fepay her? By mocking her dreams by calling her a greedy old 
bastard Still chasing money at the edge of her grave?" 

Beatrix froze—she never said that—but before she could protest, Alex cut her off. 

 

"Drop the name 'Beatrix'," he said, voice like a blade. "Call yourself Bastard—it suits you. And your 

husband? The man siphoning off the Wolfsbane fortune isn't Conrad. He's Coward." 

"He doesn't respect the Baroness's will. He doesn't have the courage to stand at the front when she 
gives an order. He'd never walk into Eden Group's halls and fight for her dream like a man whose 

life depends on it." 

Alex sneered, "No-he hides behind his wife's skirts, trembling while others carry the weight he 

should've borne." 

But Alex was relentless. His voice cut through the tension like a whip. "And you, too-Felicia." 

The woman flinched. 

"Your daughter Sofina wants to bring back the greatness of the Wolfsbane name. She's the only one 
with the courage to stand up and got. Yet instead of supporting, her or the Baroness-you just sit 

there, quiet as stone, doing nothing. You're letting them all rot while you pretend you don't see it." 



Alex's words burned hotter with every breath. He practically spat them in everyone's faces, 
showing no mercy, no hesitation. 

"All of you," he said, "you're a damn shame wearing human skin. A disgrace to your own blood. 
When Baroness Wolfsbane tells you to die, you're supposed to bow your heads and say yes-for all 

the kindness she's ever given you." 

"But no―you don't do it! The moment she asks you to stand for something greater, to bring honor 
back to your name, you all turn your backs and crawl into your holes like cowards." 

"And when someone kind and brave like Sofina steps up to take that burden, you laugh at her. You 
tear her down. You're supposed to be family, but you've become graves for each other-burying 
every spark of courage the moment it appears." 

"Tell me what the hell do you people even believe about the Wolfsbane name? You only see it as a 
curse, a stain you can't wash off. You think Wolfsbane is doomed to crawl at the bottom, disgraced 

and mocked by every other family in Winchester." 

"I'll tell you what I believe," Alex continued. "I believe in my wife. I believe Sofina can build this 

collaboration with the Eden Group. I believe in the Baroness's dream. And I'll put my own neck on 
the line to make it happen if I have to." 

He looked around the table. "While you wallow in the mud, my wife and I will reach for the stars." 

"But what about you? Are you really Wolfsbanes? Because from where I'm standing, none of you 
have the heart or the spine to carry that name You're a pack of cowards hiding behind old money 
and hollow pride leeches living off the scraps of your ancestors. You're a disgrace to your own 

bloodline... pathetic, lower than maggots crawling through the dirt." 

The room fell dead silent. 

Then Alex stepped down from the table, calm and steady. He walked back to Sofina's side, pulled 

out her chair, and sat quietly behind her. 

Alex smiled-slow, sharp, and satisfied. He'd just spat in all their faces, and the 

best part was-they took it. 

Not a word back, not a single protest. The silence was pure bliss to him. 

Alex suddenly spoke, loud enough for everyone in the hall to hear. 

"Of all the sad words ever spoken by tongue or pen," he said, his voice echoing, 

"the saddest are these: It might have been." 

He looked toward Sofina, his tone steady but heavy with meaning. 

"If only she's given the chance-if Sofina succeeds in forging that collaboration 



with the Eden Group the fate of the Wolfsbane family will change forever. Money will flow like a 
river, and Wolfsbane will become the number-one baron in Winchester." 

The room went still. And for the first time that night, Baroness Wolfsbane found herself caught—
drawn in by Alex's words, ensnared by his fiery conviction. She didn't even realize it, but she'd 

already stepped straight into his game. 
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"You're Alex the Dunce! You can say all that crap because you're an idiot-half a brain short of being 

human!" Conrad shouted, his voice cracking with rage. "If you had even a sliver of sense, you'd 
know how foolish you sound." 

Conrad truly believed that only a complete fool like Alex could think the Wolfsbane family had any 
chance of working with the Eden Group. 

Alex's grin widened. "Baroness Wolfsbane," he called. "Conrad here just called you an idiot with 
half a brain for daring to ask for collaboration. Thought you should know." 

Conrad's face went pale, then burned red. He spun toward the Baroness. “I—I didn't mean that!" 

Baroness Wolfsbane's hands trembled on the table. Her face darkened with fury and humiliation. 
Her own kin had mocked her-Beatrix and his husband, Conrad and then Annabella, her so-called 
pride, had done nothing but disappoint her. 

And now, of all people, it was Alex-the outcast, the family fool-who stood up for her. 

Her gaze shifted to Sofina. She'd never liked the girl. But seeing Sofina step forward with quiet 
resolve, something in the old woman's heart shifted. 

At least this one had courage. 

"All of you!" she thundered. "You're cowards! Every last one of you! From this moment on, Sofina 
will handle the Eden Group negotiations!" 

The room fell silent. 

Sofina stood. "Don't worry, Grandma," she said. "I'll do my best." 

Alex crossed his arms, flashing Beatrix a smug grin that made her blood boil. 

Beatrix exhaled sharply through her nose, lips curling into a sneer. "Go on, Sofina -try all you 
want. When you fail-and you will-you'll drag the rest of us down into disgrace." 



Alex's eyes hardened. "Beatrix, Sofina's worth a thousand of you. She's fighting to lift this family 
up, while you bury it in arrogance and shame. You're nothing but a disgrace." 

 

"Me? A disgrace?" Beatrix's face turned crimson. "You're the half-slave here, Alex -the real 

embarrassment of this family! You think Sofina's some kind of miracle worker? That she's going to 
save us?" 

"No," Alex said. "I think the Wolfsbane family is great enough that even the Eden Group will want 
that collaboration. I believe in the Baroness's dream—and I believe in my wife's intelligence and 

strength." 

"But you..." he turned toward Beatrix, eyes narrowing, "you just sit here sneering. Tell me, 

Beatrix-what's your real problem? Do you not believe in your grandmother, or are you just like 
your husband-thinking your own grandmother's got half a brain? That she's an idiot?" 

Beatrix flinched and waved her hands fast. "No! That's not what I meant! I just think it's 
impossible for Sofina to make that deal, that's all! I'm being realistic!" 

Alex's smile curved slow and dangerous. "No, you're not being realistic-you're being a coward. 
You've already surrendered before the fight even started. That's not realism, Beatrix-that's 

disappointment dressed up as wisdom. And you know what they say: hell's full of the envious." 

Beatrix's eyes flashed. "Me? Envious?" she snapped. "You're a fool if you think any of this will 

work!" 

Alex chuckled—a deep, mocking sound that filled the room. "Then let's make this interesting. What 

if she does succeed? Want to make a bet?" 

Beatrix crossed her arms. "Fine. You think I'm scared? Name your terms, Alex the Dunce." 

Alex's eyes gleamed. "I heard the Baroness gave you that manor outside the main estate. If Sofina 
pulls this off, that place is ours foever. You move into our home, and we take yours." 

Beatrix's grin twitched, "Deal," she said through clenched teeth. "But if Sofina fails, I want both of 

you out of the Wolfsbane family-for good." 

"Deal," Alex said, leaning back with a half-smile. "Then let's see who ends up laughing." 

Annabella suddenly chimed in, "Count me in too! If I win, I want Nikolaus's car back." 

Alex turned his gaze on her, raising a brow. "Alright. But what happens if you lose?" 

 

Annabella crossed her arms, chin lifted. "I won't lose. But fine-I'll play along. What do you want?" 



Alex's grin widened. "Since you love calling me a half-slave, how about this—if you lose, you kneel 
ten times and admit you're lower than that 'half-slave."" 

Annabella burst out laughing. "Ha! You're really digging your own grave, loser! Fine-I'll take that 
bet!" 

"Count me in too," Felicia said. "If you lose, I want you to divorce Sofina." 

Alex didn't flinch. "Fine," he said calmly. "But if I win, you'll accept our marriage- no more insults, 
no more interference." 

Felicia laughed, a cruel sound. "You really think you can win this? I've already recorded the bet and 
sent the document to the government registry. It's official now. You'll have to honor it." 

Alex smirked. "Perfect," he said. "I like it when everyone plays fair." 

Baroness Wolfsbane didn't even glance at them. She couldn't care less about their childish betting. 

What mattered to her was one thing-whether the Wolfsbane family could actually secure that 

collaboration with the Eden Group. 

"Enough of this nonsense." She roared. "Sofina, you have three days to negotiate and close the 

deal. That's all. Meeting dismissed." 

On the way home, Sofina frowned, glancing out the window. "You really think Grandma trusts me 
with the Eden deal?" 

Alex smirked. "Trust? No. Desperation? Absolutely." 

Sofina shot him a look. "That's supposed to make me feel better?" 

He chuckled. "If you want comfort, talk to someone who hasn't met this family." Sofina rolled her 
eyes. 

Alex grinned. "Hey, at least I bet on your victory. Isn't that comforting?" 

Sofina arched a brow. "You really think this bet will prove anything?" 

"Of course," Alex said. "It'll show who's got guts and who's got excuses." 

Sofina crossed her arms. "And what if you lose?" 

Alex chuckled. "Then I'll finally fit right in with this family-bad decisions and all.” 

The next morning, Sofina sat in the passenger seat, clutching a thick file of proposals she'd spent 
the entire night refining. Her eyes were tired, but her mind was sharp. Today would decide 
everything. 



Beside her, Alex drove the sleek black luxury car they'd won from Nikolaus-a machine so rare in 
Winchester that it turned heads wherever it passed. 

"Alex," Sofina said uneasily, watching the reflections glide across the car's polished hood, “we 
should return this car. It's too extravagant for us. Everyone's going to notice." 

Alex chuckled, one hand casually resting on the wheel. "Maybe it's too fancy for a gardener like 

me," he said. 

"But for you the future deputy of the Wolfsbane Group-it's perfect. Your grandmother and mother 

wouldn't dare buy you one, so let's enjoy it while we 

can." 

Sofina frowned, glancing at him. "You really think this is okay?" 

He smiled without looking away from the road. "More than okay. It's a sign, Sofina. We're on our 
way up. And when this is over, maybe we'll have a new mansion to park it in." 

Sofina shook her head, half anxious, half amused. "I wish I had your confidence." 

"You don't need it," Alex said, his grin widening. "You've got me. That's enough. Come on, Sofina. 

Shoot for the moon; even if you miss, you'll land among the stars." 

Alex's smile softened as the car descended toward the Eden Group's towering headquarters, its 
glass walls gleaming in the morning light. 

"Wish me luck," Sofina whispered as the car touched down. 

Alex stepped out and walked around to open her door. "With me here, your luck's already 

doubled," he said lightly "Remember I'm the gardener of the Eden Group. That means you've got an 
insideron your side." FindNovels 
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Sofina couldn't help but laugh. For a moment, her nerves eased. She wished she could carry that 

same unshakable optimism he always had. 

Sofina stood under the shadow of the two-hundred-story tower and felt something empty out 
inside her-like a room with the furniture hauled away. 

Eden Group's glass façade rose into the sky like a polished god. The idea that the Wolfsbane 
family—old, fractured, scandal-scarred—could sit at that table felt absurd. 

Asking Eden to partner with them was like a beggar asking a banker to lend him the vault. 

Still, she'd promised her grandmother. She'd accepted the challenge in front of the whole house. 

There was no turning back. 



At the entrance, Sofina slowed her pace. The lobby felt like a courtroom-every seat occupied by 
nobles from Winchester: barons, viscounts, and counts, all dressed in tailored suits and guarded 

pride. 

They huddled in quiet conversations, their voices low but tense, each waiting for their turn to be 

judged by 

Eden. Group. The sight said it 

all every one 

of them was hono 

chasing the same thing: a coffaboration with power. FindNovels 

"Sofina! What on earth are you doing here?" a voice snapped. 

She turned and found Heinrich standing with Katarina Rosenheim, both watching 

her like hawks. Katarina's lips tightened the way a judge's did before passing 

sentence. 

"See?" Katarina said with a clipped laugh. "I told you a thousand times-get this sort of woman 

away from my sight. How could you let her walk in here?" Heinrich bowed his head like a man 
forced to swallow bile. "I'm sorry, Katarina. I tried. I truly did. I don't understand how she keeps 
turning up. I'll make her leave." He pushed forward and grabbed Sofina's wrist in a rough. "You're 

here to attract attention," he hissed. "I told you I won't give you any. Leave this place." "Heinrich,” 
she said calmly. "I'm not here for you. I'm here for the Wolfsbane- for the Eden Group 
collaboration." 

"Heh-collaboration?" Heinrich barked, his tone thick with mockery. "You? Who the hell are you 
trying to fool? Even your grandmother couldn't get a deal with Eden Group. You're not worthy-

none of you are." 

"Stop acting like this is about business. We both know why you're here. You came chasing my 
attention, and I've got none left for 

you. Now get out of Katarina's sight you're fucking pathetic and irritating." FindNovels 

Heinrich dragged her toward the entrance like a man hauling out a scandal. "Don't 

you dare try to step foot in here again. I'm done with you-whatever we had is 

over." 

He shoved her hard through the glass doors. Sofina hit the ground, landing on her backside as the 

folder burst open, papers scattering across the marble steps. Heinrich glared down at her, disgust 



twisting his face. "You're fucking disgraceful," he spat, then turned on his heel and walked back 
inside without another glance. 

The Almighty Dominance - Chapter 456[ 
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Alex was still buttoning up his Eden Group gardener uniform when a security drone glided into the 
room, humming softly as its sensors locked onto him. 

"Sir, the woman you asked us to monitor was just shoved by a guest-he forced her out into the 
entrance area. Do you want us to intervene?" 

"Show me the footage," Alex said. 

The robot projected the recording. Heinrich's hand clamped around Sofina's arm, dragging her 
down the hallway while papers scattered across the floor. 

Alex straightened his collar, pulled on his gloves, and strode out toward the entrance. 

He found Sofina crouched on the floor, gathering a pile of scattered papers. He knelt beside her. 

"Sofina," he said quietly, helping her pick them up. "What happened?" 

She shook her head, frustrated. "It's Heinrich. No matter what I say, he just slips back into his 
arrogant little kingdom." 

"Did he hurt you?" Alex asked, gently lifting her chin, checking for bruises. 

"No, nothing serious," she said. 

Alex handed her the last sheet. "You know, you don't need to print everything. The digital files are 

enough." 

Sofina smiled faintly. "Maybe. But I like the feel of paper. I like touching something real." 

Her hand brushed his chest. "The same way I like touching you." 

He chuckled. "You really are old-fashioned." 

 



"You taught me that," she said softly. "You cooked for me, you looked at me like I was more than 
data in a file. You made me feel alive again. Sometimes I think it'd be better to live without all 

these machines." 

They teased each other as they walked back through the glass corridor of Eden's entrance. 

Then a voice cracked the calm. 

"You again," Heinrich barked, stepping forward. "What the hell are you doing here? I told you to 
stay away from me. I don't want you near me, you bitch!" 

Sofina froze. The color drained from her face. 

Alex saw it-the invisible chain that still tied her to Heinrich. 

Three years of control doesn't vanish overnight. Her body tensed, eyes flickering, as if waiting for 

his approval... or his wrath. 

Alex stepped forward, placing himself between Sofina and Heinrich. 

"Sir, this is Eden Group," Alex said. "You're a guest. You have no authority to order people out." 

Heinrich's lips curled. "A gardener telling me how to behave? I'm a guest here-l expect to be 
treated like a king. Where's your manager? I want to speak with your manager." 

"A king?" Alex let out a low, sharp laugh. "Keep dreaming. You're not a king- you're just another 
arrogant fool. A pathetic worm in a suit.” 

"How dare you. Do you know who I am? I'm Heinrich Schiller." Heinrich's face went hard." The 
chairman of Eden Group personally sent me an invitation—said I should run this place. You're a 

gardener. When I'm finished, you'll be out of a job.” "You can try," Alex said, calm as a blade. 

Sofina grabbed his arm. "Let's go. Don't give him anything. He brings trouble." Heinrich's eyes 

found a nearby figure. "Manager Wedell!" he called. 

 

Dietrich Wedell, head of human resources, hurried over and forced a smile while extending a hand. 

"Mr. Schiller. What an honor to have you at Eden Group. We'd be delighted if you joined our 

efforts-Winchester's finest in Al development." 

Heinrich let out a derisive snort. "I came here to join, yes. But somebody in your place had the 

nerve to try and kick me out. Frankly, Eden Group doesn't feel welcoming." 

Dietrich's smile didn't falter; his tone tightened with professional courtesy. "Sir, no one here 

would deliberately offend you. If someone attempted to remove you, tell me their name and I'll see 
they're disciplined." 



"Good," Heinrich said coldly. "That's the man. Your gardener. He insulted me and tried to throw 
me out." 

Dietrich turned and spotted Alex in his Eden Group gardener uniform. His brow furrowed. "I've 
never seen you before. Are you pretending to be one of our employees by wearing that uniform?" 

Alex smiled faintly. "Eden Group has over a thousand workers in this two-hundred-floor building. 

You don't know all of them—same as↑ don't know everyone here. And if I wasnt officially 
registered, the security androids wouldn't have given me the uniform." FindNovels 

Dietrich stepped closer. "You seem to forget your place. I'm Dietrich Wedell, head 

of Human Resources. I can fire you anytime I want. Now, you've offended Mr. 

Heinrich Schiller-apologize. Kneel and beg for his forgiveness." 

Alex stood firm. "Why should I? He's the one who tried to throw out another guest, and he doesn't 
even belong to Eden Group." 

"You arrogant gardener," Dietrich snapped. "Do you have any idea who Heinrich Schiller is? He's 
one of the brightest minds in Winchester-soon to join the Eden Group!" 

"And if he's not joining?" Alex asked evenly. 

"Even if he doesn't, he deserves your respect. You're nothing compared to him! Now kneel before I 
make sure you regret it!" 

"Sorry," Alex said calmly, shaking his head. "I won't." 

"You'll be fired if you don't!" Dietrich shouted. 

Heinrich chuckled darkly. "Come on, Alex. We've known each other a long time. Just kneel and bow 
three times, and maybe I'll let you keep your job." 

Alex's laugh was low and dangerous. "How about this, Heinrich-you kneel to me. Three kowtows, 
then maybe I'll let you stay in this building." 

The crowd started to gather, drawn by the rising tension. Laughter rippled through them like 

wildfire. 

"Look at that," someone jeered. "A gardener trying to stand up to Heinrich? The man really doesn't 

know who he's dealing with." 

Another voice joined in. "That gardener's got a name. You know who he is?" 

"Who?" someone asked. 

"Alex-the dunce himself." 



The crowd chuckled. "Oh hell, that Alex? The walking mistake of Winchester? No wonder he's 
mouthing off. He's too stupid to know better." 

Heinrich smirked and turned to Sofina. 

"Sofina, you've been desperate for my attention, haven't you? Well, now you've 

got it. Your husband's a fool who doesn't know his place. How about you kneel for 

him instead? Three bows, and I might forgive him." 

Sofina's hand tightened around Alex's arm, her knuckles white. 

Heinrich's tone darkened. "If you don't, I'll make sure everyone in Winchester hears about this. 
You have offended Heinrich Schiller 

himself. I'll have the whole cityet 

its back on you-even the Wolfsbane name you'll be nothing outcasts. And you know I can make that 

happen." 

FindNovels 

Alex stepped forward, but Sofina grabbed him tighter and shook her head. Her 

voice was soft but steady. "Let me handle this." 

He hesitated, searching her face. She met his eyes. "Trust me." 

Then Sofina stepped forward alone. 

Heinrich's grin widened, vile and confident. "You're lucky to have my attention Start kneeling, 
sweetheart. Maybe I'let your husband keep his job. And if you take off your clothes while you're at 

it, might even forgive the 'trauma' you caused me.” FindNovels 

For a moment, everything went silent. 

Then Sofina smiled. Not softly-but sharply. 

Before Heinrich could blink, her fist shot forward and cracked across his face. The 

punch landed square on his nose with a sickening crunch. 

Blood splattered. Heinrich stumbled back, clutching his face, howling in shock as 

the crowd gasped. 



The Almighty Dominance - Chapter 457[ 
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Heinrich's face was red as a boil. "You hit me, bitch-" He spat the word like a 

curse. 

"What in God's name do you think you're doing, bitch!" Dietrich hollered. 

"How dare you strike Mister Heinrich inside Eden Group! Security robot - fetch her, give her 
twenty lashes, then throw her out." 

Dietrich hustled Heinrich upright, supporting him with a hand at the small of his back. 

"Don't worry, Mister Heinrich. I've called security. Twenty lashes. She won't be standing after that 
her flesh will tell the tale." 

"Do it," Heinrich said, every syllable a command. "Give her what she deserves." 

Alex stepped forward until he stood toe-to-toe with Dietrich. "You'd better cancel that order," he 
said. "Someone's going to get hurt if you don't." 

Dietrich sneered. "The one who'll get hurt is you." 

He jabbed his communication bracelet. "Security — attend. Punish this woman.” 

Alex tilted his head. "I warned you." 

The crowd began to close in. 

"How dare she hit Heinrich," someone muttered. 

"Don't you know Heinrich's the man everyone watches?" 

 

"Punish her!" another voice cried. 

The Eden Group security unit glided forward and ran its routine: ID scan, threat assessment, 
authorization check. Its lenses swept over Sofina, cold and mechanical. 

The moment the system flagged a threat to her, an alert raced through the building's network. 



It pinged a node nobody in the room expected-Eve, the household robot Sofina had left at home, 
came online. 

Eve wasn't just a home machine. Alex had wired her into his network bridge so she could talk to 
every Eden device. 

She monitored Alex's accounts and every linked node. Any device that touched Sofina reported to 

Eve first-she was Sofina's guardian in the cloud. 

Eve snapped into the network. "Override the previous command. Secure Dietrich and give him 

twenty lashes!" 

The security robot optical sensors swung toward Dietrich. 

Then it produced a taser and slammed it into Dietrich's chest. The shock hit him like a thrown 
rope; he folded and screamed. 

Before anyone could process it, security robot drew an electric whip from a holster and began 
lashing Dietrich. 

Each stroke cracked and seared; the skin opened, and dark lines of blood followed. Dietrich's shout 

cut the air. "Stop! Not me - her! You're whipping the wrong person!" 

The crowd recoiled, noise tilting from triumph to alarm. "Is the Eden security unit 

malfunctioning?" someone asked. 

"No way. Eden Group tech is already the most advanced," someone muttered, half in awe, half in 

disbelief. 

 

A ripple of confusion moved through the crowd. 

The robot didn't stop until Dietrich had taken twenty lashes. 

When it finished, it hauled him to his feet and kicked him out, shoving him past the main entrance 
like trash. 

Sofina stood frozen, her mind struggling to catch up with the chaos unraveling around her. 

Heinrich staggered upright, one hand clutching his bleeding nose. He wiped the blood away with 
the back of his wrist, his face twisting with rage. 

"You bitch," he hissed, voice low and venomous. "I'll teach you a lesson." 

He lunged toward her, his hand swinging through the air. 

It wasn't the first time. Heinrich had struck Sofina before-over and over again. 



She had endured it, not because she was weak, but because she'd once mistaken her submission for 
love. 

Alex closed on Heinrich and seized his arm. "Find someone your own size," he said, low and hard. 

"You slave — let go of me!" Heinrich howled. 

Alex kept his temper under a hard lid. The government cameras watched from every corner. 

He tightened his grip until Heinrich screamed like an animal, pain folding him in on himself. 

Heinrich dropped to his knees, clutching at a hand that felt as if bone and pride were breaking. 

"Let me go! How dare you let me go!" Heinrich gasped, tears wet on his cheeks as the pressure 
crushed him. 

Katarina stepped out of the Eden Group meeting room like a storm breaking loose. Her heels struck 
the marble floor with sharp precision, aides trailing behind her in nervous silence. 

- 

The Rosenheim family had just finished presenting their offer - a bid to replace the Krugers, who'd 

been kicked out of Eden's inner 

to win Eden's favor, to become the next family tied to its vast empire. 

circle they were desperater net 

In the same breath she'd promised Eden that Heinrich would cooperate if the contract went to 
Rosenheim. 

But the moment Katarina emerged into the main hall, the polished calm of her diplomacy 
shattered. What she saw made her blood boil. 

Alex was holding Heinrich down, and Heinrich bled and howled. 

Katarina's face went white with fury. She stormed over and slapped Alex hard. "You half-slave!" 
she snapped. 

"What do you think you're doing to my Heinrich? Let him go this instant. How dare you strike him 
until he bleeds-I'll call the police and have you deported, you filthy immigrant!" 

Alex met her eyes and released Heinrich's arm. "Calling the police won't help you," he said coolly. 
"I didn't hit him." 

"Is that true?" Katarina asked Heinrich. 

"It was Sofina. She hit my nose." Heinrich replied. 



Sofina crossed her arms and held herself steady. "So what? You're not a noble. You're a coward 
wearing someone else's name. Sue a noble if you want-try to prove you're better. Go on. I won't 

beg." 

In Prussia, nobles still carried real power. The law bent for them. 

If an immigrant struck a noble, the punishment could be death. If a commoner hit 

a noble, the penalties were severe and swift. More often than not, the blame settled on the weaker 
party. 

The law protected rank, not justice. 

When a noble struck a commoner, most people just accepted it. That was the way 

of the Prussia — power didn't need to explain itself. 

Katarina turned her sharp eyes to Alex. 

"You, Alex. I know why you married Sofina — to make me jealous, to get my attention. Well, you've 
got it. I think that's enough. Divorce her. I'll marry you later after I marry Heinrich." 

Alex frowned. "No. I won't divorce her. Go ahead and marry Heinrich." 

"You don't have to be jealous," 

Katarina said, her tone soft. "I'm doing at this for you and for your Sant Claire family. When im 

done with Heinrich, if you behave yourself, I'll let you marry me too." 

Alex stared at her, disbelief hardening his face. "Do you really think the world 

belongs to you? That everyone just spins around your whims?" 

"Don't you dare talk to me like that, Alex!" Katarina snapped. "It's already a blessing that I'm even 
willing to marry you. How dare you disobey me! I command you divorce that woman and come 
back to me. You've caused enough trouble." 

"Whatever," Alex muttered. His patience with her was long gone. Just the sound of her voice gave 

him a headache. He took Sofina's hand and turned to leave. 

"Don't you walk away from me!" Katarina shouted. "Kneel! Now!" Katarina's voice cracked with 

fury and desperation. She had lost him once, and in 

that emptiness she'd discovered something she wouldn't admit — she missed 

him. 

Even though she despised him now, the memories still haunted her - the nights Alex cooked for 
her, the way he shielded her from the world, how he cared for her without needing a reason. 



With Heinrich, everything was cold and transactional. Every word was a deal, every touch a 
performance. He was arrogant, restless, and never satisfied. 

Alex had been different. Quiet. Loyal. Predictable in the best way - a man who didn't need to be 
asked to care. 

With him, life had warmth. And losing that warmth felt like standing in an endless winter. 

Any fool can face a crisis, she thought bitterly. It's the ordinary days that break 

you — the empty mornings, the silence at dinner, the ache of realizing you've built 

a life out of pride instead of love. 

Her voice cracked as she screamed, desperate and trembling, "Alex, I'm warning you! Kneel — and 
come back to me!" 

The Almighty Dominance - Chapter 458[ 
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Alex had been dreading this moment. He didn't want to face Katarina—not here, not now. 

He turned, trying to put distance between them, but before he could take another step, her hand 
shot out and clamped around his wrist like iron. 

He turned and found her staring at him, fierce and cold, while his other arm still held Sofina. 

"I told you to stop, Alex," Katarina said, every word sharp. 

"Kneel. Now. Before I lose my temper." She stepped closer. "Remember when I made you kneel in 
the rain for three days and nights? You think I won't do it again? Don't test me." 

"Katarina,” Alex said, his voice low and hard as steel. "You're not my wife anymore. I don't owe 

you a damn thing. I don't answer to your orders. We're strangers now-so let go of my hand." 

"Once you're my husband, you're my dog for life," Katarina hissed, and her hand whipped across 

his face. The slap cracked through the hall like a gunshot. "Don't you dare defy me, Alex. I own you 
forever." 

Her anger burned bright, but beneath it something else trembled — a flash of tears she fought to 
hide, gripping him with a desperation that made her fingers white. 

"Now I command you - 



divorce this bitch!" Katarina screamed. 

Sofina stepped in front of Alex without hesitation. Her eyes were quiet, but they held frost. "I pity 
you," she said. 

Katarina's hand tightened on Alex. Sofina caught it in one swift move and snapped it away. 

"Let go of my husband," Sofina ordered. "You're his ex- don't touch him again. He isn't yours. 

You're pathetic. A servant's daughter." 

Katarina was used to obedience. She had been treated like royalty, and she'd made sure others 
knew it. 

 

She'd heard the whispers for years 

that the Rosenheim title was bought with 

betrayal, that they earned their barony by stabbing their own marquis, the Saint- Claires, in the 

back. 

People said their so-called empire was built on treachery, that beneath their silks and titles they 

were nothing more than well-fed servants gnawing on their master's bones. 

"Look at this bitch!" Katarina shouted to the room, her voice shaking with fury. "She's spitting on 
my family name! Slap her-make her remember who she is! And who I am!" 

A few barons who bent to Katarina's will and some Rosenheim retainers shuffled forward, eager to 
prove their loyalty. They moved to strike to humiliate Sofina for daring to stand her ground. 

Before anyone could raise a hand, a silver Eden security robot glided between them, its mechanical 
voice cutting through the tension. 

"No violence is permitted on Eden Group property," it announced firmly. "Cease all hostile actions 
immediately." 

Its arms rose and a pair of tasers snapped out. Electricity flashed. The would-be attackers jerked, 
their muscles seized, and they dropped hard to the floor, wracked by shock. 

"No fighting. No violence," the security unit repeated. "Please remain calm and await assistance." 

Katarina stood there, red-faced and unmoored robbed, for the moment, of the power she'd always 
wielded. 

Sofina grabbed Alex's hand. 

"Let's get out of here," she said, pulling him away. 



 

"Alex!" Katarina's voice cracked like a whip. "You always talked about love! You said you loved me! 

You swore you'd do anything for me!" 

Her voice rose, trembling with rage. “You promised to obey me, to give me your body, to destroy 

yourself for me! You liar! You damn bastard! Get back here!" 

When love begins to rot and fade, it hides behind forced gestures-empty rituals, hollow vows, or 

even violence and control-trying to keep alive what's already dead. 

Before Alex could answer, another android glided up beside them. 

"Miss Sofina," it said smoothly, "this is your scheduled interview for the collaboration. Please 

proceed to Meeting Room 01. I can escort you if you are unfamiliar with the location." 

Sofina froze in surprise. Alex squeezed her hand. “Go,” he said quietly. "This is your chance." 

"What about you?" she asked, her voice tight. 

"I'll head to the garden. Only workers and authorized personnel can access it. These people won't 
be able to follow." He smiled faintly, calm despite the chaos. 

"Thank you, Alex," Sofina whispered, then followed the android down the corridor. The robot 
stopped at a glass door and bowed slightly. "Please wait here. The person in charge will arrive 

shortly." It turned and glided away, leaving her alone in the silent, polished room. 

Moments later, the door opened and a poised woman in a tailored suit stepped in. "Miss Sofina?" 

she asked politely. 

"I'm so sorry—there's been a change in location. Please follow me. Miss Von Adler would like to 

meet you in her office." 

Sofina blinked. "Miss Von Adler? The chairman?" 

"Yes, ma'am. She's expecting you." 

Sofina nodded, still dazed, and followed the woman through the long, quiet 

hallways of Eden Group headquarters. Her thoughts raced. 

Why would Marlena Von Adler-the most powerful woman in Eden-want to meet her personally? 

She hadn't even submitted her proposal yet, the one about working with the Wolfsbane family. She 
wasn't supposed to meet the chairman, only the department manager like everyone else. 

It didn't make sense. 



Though she didn't understand why, Sofina knew an opportunity like this didn't come twice. She 
followed the assistant through the long corridor, her heels echoing off the marble floor, until they 

stopped in front of a taff metal door engraved with the Eden Group emblem. 

The assistant opened it and gestured her in. Inside, Marlena Von Adler-the legendary chairwoman 

of Eden Group-rose gracefully from behind her desk. Her presence filled the room like a quiet 
storm. 

"Miss Sofina Scheinwald," Marlena said warmly, extending her hand. "I'm Marlena Von Adler, 
chairman of Eden Group. It's a pleasure to meet you." 

Sofina felt her pulse race. She was standing before the most powerful businesswoman in 
Winchester-someone people usually met only in boardrooms or newspapers. 

Her voice trembled slightly as she answered, but she kept her tone steady. 

met 

"Hello, Miss Von Adler. Thank you for taking the time to see me," she said. "I came to discuss the 

collaboration proposal. I know the Wolfsbane Group isn't as large or as influential as some of your 
other 

partners, but we work hard. We 

never disappoint." 

to FindNovel.net 

She handed Marlena a neat folder. "This is the Wolfsbane Group portfolio. Please, 

take a look." 

Marlena smiled—a calm, knowing smile and took the file. She opened it, 

scanned a few pages, then closed it gently. 

"Miss Scheinwald," she said, her voice soft but sure, "I've already reviewed your documents. I 
believe you're the perfect partner for us." 

Sofina blinked, stunned. "Really? You mean... it's approved?" Her words stumbled 

out. 

It all felt too quick-too easy. She had spent weeks rehearsing every answer, 

every possible question, expecting a long negotiation. And yet here it was-done 

in seconds. 



Marlena leaned back, her expression unreadable but kind. 

"Yes. Though I'll be honest," she said, "the Wolfsbane Group doesn't fully meet our usual 
standards. But our founder hold's your very nigh regard. He personally requested this partnership 
be offered to you." 

Sofina's breath caught. "Your founder?" she asked, her voice barely above a 

whisper. "May I know who your founder is?" 

Marlena's lips curved into a faint smile. “Our founder," she said softly, "is the most handsome man 
I've ever met." 

"Pardon me?" Sofina blinked, unsure if she'd heard right. 

Marlena chuckled. "Don't worry. You'll understand when the time comes. Let's just 

say... he sees something in you. He believes in you. And that's why he's giving you this 
opportunity." 

She spoke gently, but her tone carried weight. Alex had instructed her not to reveal his identity, 
and she obeyed without hesitation. 

Marlena shifted the topic with a professional calm. "Now, Miss Scheinwald, according to your 

proposal, your initial quotation for the collaboration is fifty million dollars, correct?" 

Sofina straightened, nervous. "Yes, that's right," she said, her voice small. "Is... is that too much?" 

Marlena smiled again, shaking her head. "Oh no," she said easily. "In fact, it's less than what we 
planned to invest." 

Sofina frowned slightly. "What do you mean?" 

"Our founder instructed me to increase the contract value," Marlena said simply. 

"He wants it set at one hundred million dollars." 

Sofina's eyes widened, her breath catching. "One... hundred million?" she 

repeated, barely believing it. 

Marlena opened a folder, retrieved a crisp contract, and slid it across the polished desk toward her. 

"Here," she said. "We've already drafted the agreement-one hundred million dollars in total. If you 

have no objections, we can sign it today." 

Sofina stared at the document in disbelief. Her mind spun. Eden Group-one of 



the most powerful corporations in Winchester-had not only accepted Wolfsbane's proposal but had 
doubled the amount. 

"This... this can't be real," she murmured, her voice trembling. 

She thought of her grandmother, who had dreamed of a collaboration like this but 

never imagined it would come with such generosity. Now they weren't just 

partners they had been given a lifeline. 

Her hands shook slightly as she looked up at Marlena, eyes wide with gratitude 

and awe. 

"Thank you,” she whispered. "Thank you so much." 
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Sofina still felt lightheaded when she stepped out of Marlena's office. 

The world looked unreal-like she was walking through someone else's dream. In her hand, she held 
a check worth one hundred million dollars-the down payment for the Wolfsbane Group's 
collaboration with the Eden Group. 

Her heart raced. She could barely believe it. 

As Sofina crossed the Eden building's garden, sunlight danced across the glass walls and the sound 
of water filled the air. 

She spotted Alex by the fountain, sleeves rolled up, focused on his work. 

Her heart leapt. She waved both hands, shouting, "Alex! Alex!" Her voice rang out -bright, 

breathless, full of joy that couldn't be contained. 

Alex looked up instantly. The moment he saw her face, he dropped his tools and rushed over. "How 
did it go?" he asked. 

"Alex, I did it! I really did it!" Sofina threw her arms around him, laughing through her breathless 
excitement. 



Alex smiled, though a shadow crossed his eyes. He knew the truth― every happiness is built on 
some hidden sorrow. 

Sofina still carried the sting of Heinrich's cruelty; she could hide it from everyone else, pretend to 
be strong-even fool herself-but not Alex. He saw right through her. 

Still, he played along, voice full of mock surprise. "You pulled it off? That's incredible, Sofina. 

Nobody closes a deal like that. You're amazing." 

She shook her head quickly. "No, it's not me. It's like... they just gave it to me. Like the whole thing 

was already decided." 

Alex frowned. "What makes you say that?" 

"I don't know. Just a feeling," she said softly. "Whatever it is... I'm just glad it's done." Her smile 
returned, warm and relieved. "So-will you come home with me?" 

 

Alex gave a small shrug. "Can't. Not yet. I've still got work to finish. I'm the new guy here—I can't 

start slacking or they'll toss me out." He grinned faintly. "See you at home later, alright?" 

"Alright," Sofina said, matching his grin. "The new house Beatrix gave us, right?" "Exactly," he 

said. 

She laughed, the sound light and real. For the first time in weeks, she felt free. But as she walked 
toward the exit, her steps slowed. 

Heinrich appeared from behind a row of hedges, leaning casually against a marble post as if he'd 
been waiting all along. 

"What do you want, Heinrich?" Sofina asked, instantly wary. 

He took a slow step forward. "Sofina... I know you still love me. How about we make this simple? 

Leave that pauper you married. Be with me instead." 

He adjusted his cufflinks and smirked. "You can be my mistress. I'm at the top of Winchester now-

you'd live like a queen." 

Sofina's eyes narrowed, a cold smile curling on her lips. "And rule over what, Heinrich? Your ego?" 

He smirked. "Over everything my name commands." 

She gave a short, bitter laugh. "Funny. I always thought your name only commanded waiters-and 
the fool I used to be." 

Heinrich's tone hardened, his smile fading. "Careful, Sofina. I could ruin you." 



She met his gaze without flinching. "You already did," she said quietly. "That's why 

I left. We have nothing to talk about," Sofina said flatly, brushing past him. 

 

A faint shimmer of hurt glistened in her eyes, but she forced it down, refusing to let him see her 

break. 

But Heinrich followed, voice dropping to a darker tone. "Don't walk away from me, Sofina. You're 
wasting yourself on a man who has nothing." 

She didn't look back. "Then let me waste myself in peace." 

"Sofina, I know why you married that 

half-slave," Heinrich sneered, 

stepping closer. "You wanted to 

make me jealous. Well, 

congratulations-you did. I'm 

jealous. "I want you, back. “We were 

married for three years, remember?" 

Sofina's eyes hardened. "And what about Katarina? I heard you're planning to marry her." 

Heinrich gave a careless shrug. 

"Katarina's the heir of Baron 

Rosenheim. Her family promised me 

money. Thave no choice but to 

marry her. But you-" his lips curled 

into a smirk-"you can be my mistress." 

"The hell with you, Heinrich. We're finished!" Sofina shouted, her voice shaking with rage. She 

couldn't 

believe that after all this time, 

mart could still wound hermet 



deeply so much that it almost brought her to tears. 

As she turned to leave, Heinrich grabbed her wrist, his grip tight and possessive. "Don't get 
arrogant, Sofina. You were the one begging for my attention before." 

"And now that I'm offering it, you dare reject me? Listen to me. Divorce that useless man, and I'll 
take you back." 

"Let me go!" Sofina cried, struggling to pull free. 

Fury trembled in her voice as she twisted against his hold-then her palm lashed out, striking his 
face with a sharp, echoing slap. 

Heinrich froze, his expression twisting with rage. "You hit me again? How dare you-" He lifted his 
hand to strike her. 

But before he could move, a sharp electric snap filled the air. 

Heinrich's body jolted violently as the Eden security android stepped in from behind, taser prongs 

sparking blue. 

"I'm sorry, Miss Sofina," the robot said in its even, metallic tone. "From this moment on, I will 

ensure he never comes near you again." 

The machine gripped Heinrich by the collar and dragged him backward as his protests dissolved 
into weak sputters. 

Sofina turned away, clutching her trembling hands. She needed to tell the Wolfsbane family what 
had happened. 

Thirty minutes later, she arrived at the Wolfsbane mansion. 

The grand hall was crowded-family members seated around the long table, waiting. Their 

expressions were expectant, mocking. 

Everyone knew Sofina had gone to meet the Eden Group that morning, but none 

of them believed she could actually succeed. They were here to laugh at her 

failure. 

When she stepped through the doors, the room went quiet for half a heartbeat— then filled with 
snickers. 

Beatrix leaned back in her chair, arms crossed. "Well, look who's back early," she said, her voice 
dripping sarcasm. 

"What happened, Sofina? Couldn't even get past their front gate? That must be some kind of 
record, huh?" She laughed loudly, joined by a few others. Annabella chimed in, grinning wickedly. 



"Less than an hour and already failed. Amazing! You should be in the Guinness Book of Records." 
She lifted her bracelet and activated a holographic display. 

A three-dimensional projection flickered to life in the air. The footage showed Heinrich roughly 
dragging Sofina out of the Eden Group's building and shoving her toward the front entrance 

Gasps and muffled laughter rippled through the hall. 

"I bet Sofina couldn't even step inside," Annabella laughed, tossing her hair back. 

Her own scandal of being kicked out with Nikolaus had already spread across the city-adding 
Sofina's name to the gossip made her feel less pathetic. Baroness Wolfsbane's expression darkened. 
A storm brewed behind her sharp eyes. 

She knew the Eden Group was notoriously difficult to approach, but Sofina should've at least tried 
with dignity. Instead, rumors said she'd been thrown out before she could even speak. 

The Baroness slammed her hand against the table. "Sofina, you've humiliated this family. You've 
disappointed me beyond words. Get out—I don't want to see you right now." 

The room filled with mocking laughter. Sofina's earlier joy curdled into fire. 
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Sofina drew in a slow breath, her chest tight with fury she refused to show. 

"I'm sorry to disappoint you," she said evenly, her eyes sweeping across the room. "I didn't fail. I 

struck a deal with Countess Marlena Von Adler of the Eden Group. The Wolfsbane Group is now 
officially partnered with Eden. Whether you like it or not-I succeeded." 

The room froze. 

Beatrix's mouth fell open. "What-what did you just say? You're telling us you actually did it?" 

Annabella barked a laugh, sharp and bitter. "Oh, please. Impossible! You couldn't even meet 

Countess Marlena Von Adler. Everyone saw you being thrown out of the building!" 

A low wave of murmurs rolled through the hall. 

Conrad leaned forward, his lips curling into a sneer. “You really expect us to believe that crap? 
Everyone knows your ex-husband threw you out of the Eden Group building himself!" 

"You weren't even allowed past the lobby. So tell me, Sofina-what's your little game this time?" 



Beatrix slammed her hand against the table, "Miss Von Adler is one of the most powerful women in 
this city! Why on earth would she meet with you?" Her voice rose to a near-shout. "Do you even 

understand who you are?" 

But Sofina didn't flinch. Not once. She simply lifted her wrist, and with a faint tap on her bracelet, 

a holographic screen flickered to life. 

A glowing digital document appeared in midair-the Eden Group crest gleaming in gold at the top. 

"This," she said clearly, "is the official contract. You can all check it yourselves." 

Gasps erupted as copies transferred automatically to every device in the room. Screens lit up with 
the same document-stamped with Eden's seal, signed and verified. 

The silence that followed was deafening. The contract hit the Wolfsbane mansion like a bomb 

 

Shock. Panic. Disbelief. 

Beatrix's face turned red. "This-this must be fake! You forged it! There's no way you could've done 
this!" 

Annabella's voice cut through the stunned quiet, full of venom. "Who does she think she is?" she 
hissed. 

"Even the Krüger family couldn't secure a deal with the Eden Group! If she could really do it—hell, 
I'd have done it years ago!" 

Sofina's lips curved into a cold smile. "My dear cousin, you're mistaken. This isn't just a 
collaboration. The Eden Group has already paid us a hundred million dollars as a down payment." 

Gasps filled the hall. Heads turned. Eyes widened. 

She shifted her gaze toward Beatrix, her tone turning razor-sharp. "And Beatrix- don't forget our 
little wager. You said if I pulled this off, you'd hand me your mansion. I'll be expecting the keys on 
my desk by tomorrow morning." 

Beatrix threw back her head and laughed. "A hundred million dollars? From Eden Group? That's 

the best joke I've heard all year. You really expect us to believe that nonsense? Anyone can fake a 
few documents and forge some signatures. You're lying, Sofina—and badly." 

Annabella folded her arms and sneered. "You're making a fool out of Grandma, and out of all of us. 
Have you no shame left?" 

Beatrix turned sharply toward the Baroness, "Grandmother, this is ridiculous! You can't let her 
insult this family like that. She's standing here, lying to your face, humiliating all of us!" 



Sofina didn't flinch. She reached into her folder and pulled out a sleek, embossed check, holding it 
up for everyone to see 

"This," she said clearly, "is the down payment from the Eden Group. One hundred million dollars. 
You can verify it yourselves." 

Beatrix stormed across the room, snatched the check from Sofina's hand, and tore it to pieces in 

front of everyone. The fragments fluttered through the air like ashes before landing at Sofina's 
feet. 

 

"You think waving a fake check will make us believe your story?" Beatrix shouted. 

"You think we're fools? Grandma, we should throw this scam artist out before she drags our 
family's name through the mud!" 

The room fell silent. All eyes turned toward the Baroness. 

Baroness Wolfsbane sat rigid, her face tightening with barely contained fury. Her knuckles 

whitened against the table's edge. 

Deep down, she wanted to believe her granddaughter, but logic-and pride- refused to let her. 

The Eden Group had rejected offers from families far wealthier, more powerful, more connected. 

And Sofina? The family's disappointment? She managed to do it in an hour? Impossible. 

Did this girl really think she could lie to me? she thought bitterly. In my own house, in front of my 
entire family? 

The Baroness slammed her palm onto the table, the sound echoing through the hall like a gunshot. 

"Enough!" she thundered. 

"Sofina Scheinwald!" Baroness Wolfsbane's voice cracked through the hall like thunder. “You've 
crossed the line. From this moment on, you are no longer part of the Wolfsbane family. Get out!" 

Sofina didn't move. For a moment, the words hit her like a slap. But then the sting turned to fire. 

She thought of Heinrich-how she'd bent herself to please his fragile ego, how she'd smiled through 
humiliation just to keep him satisfied. 

And then she thought of Alex-steady, loyal, unshaken. Alex would've never bowed his head in 
shame before these people. 

He would've faced them with fire in his eyes-spitting words sharp enough to cut, mocking each of 
them without fear. 



Maybe that was her cue. Maybe it was finally time to stop living in fear. 

A quiet laugh escaped her lips-low, fearless, defiant. 

'They laugh at me because I'm different,' she thought. 'I laugh because they're all the same.' 

She lifted her head and met her grandmother's glare, unshaken. 

"Fine," she said steadily. "You want me gone? I'll go gladly. But remember this— once I walk out 
that door, I'm never coming back." 

Beatrix let out a short, cruel laugh. "You think your little threats scare us? You're nothing but a 
joke. Just get out." 

Sofina smiled-a dangerous, 

knowing smile. "When the day 

comes that you realize your mistake. If you want me back, you'll have to kneel and kiss the floor 

three times before I even consider returning." 

"Keep dreaming," Beatrix snapped. 

Sofina turned toward the door, her heels clicking against the marble floor. She didn't rush. Every 

step was deliberate, defiant. 

'See who endures fire becomes light.' 

"Don't bother coming back," Annabella called after her. "No one here wants you." 

Sofina stopped and glanced over her shoulder, eyes glinting. "You'll be the second to kneel," she 
said coldly, and walked on. 

Before the tension could break, a sudden tone chimed through the Baroness's bracelet—an 
incoming call. 

She frowned and accepted it. A man's face appeared in the air above her wrist, smiling politely. 

"Baroness Wolfsbane,” the man said. 

"Allow me to congratulate you on your new collaboration with the 

supplier 

Eden Group. Ive been e 

the Kruger family in our past dealings with Eden, and I'd be honored to offer my services to you 

next." 
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Baroness Wolfsbane blinked, confusion and disbelief twisting across her face. 

"What are you talking about? Are you mocking us?" 

The man looked puzzled. "Mocking? 

Not at all. Haven't you received the official announcement? The Eden Group has publicly confirmed 
your partnership, even heard they transferred a hundred million dollars to your account as the 

starting down payment." 

The room froze again-this time in complete, stunned silence. 

Baroness Wolfsbane's heart pounded hard in her chest. "It's real?" she 

whispered, her voice trembling. 

The man on the call nodded. "Yes, ma'am. I just checked the Eden Group's official information 

page. It's confirmed-approved directly by Countess Marlena Von Adler herself." 

Before anyone could react, a voice shouted from across the room. 

"Damn it! Eden Group just posted it on their official account! The Wolfsbane family 

is listed as their new partner! And it says they already transferred a hundred 

million dollars as the down payment!" 

The entire hall erupted. Chairs scraped. 

Voices collided. Everyone grabbed their bracelets, scanning frantically through holographic 
screens. And there it was-clear as daylight. 

The official, verified account of Eden Group had released the announcement only seconds ago. The 
Wolfsbane family's name glowed in gold letters across the feed. 

A shockwave hit the room like a bomb. The truth was undeniable. 

Sofina Scheinwald had done it. 

In just one hour. 

It was impossible—and yet it happened. 

Beatrix froze in disbelief, her face drained of color. "Wait..." she muttered, her 

voice shaking. “Did I just tear up a real check?" 



Every head turned toward her. No one said a word. 

It felt like a slap-loud, humiliating, and inescapable. 

At that moment, Sofina had already walked out of the hall. The heavy doors had 

closed behind her. 

"Someone call her back!" Baroness Wolfsbane barked, her voice trembling with 

panic. 

But no one moved. 

They all knew what Sofina had said before leaving-about the kneeling. About kissing the floor twice 
before she'd even consider coming back. 

The Baroness slammed her hand against the table. "I said call her back!" 

Still, no one budged. The air was thick with fear and pride. 

Finally, Beatrix spoke. “Grandmother, even without Sofina, the collaboration 

already belongs to the Wolfsbane family. Eden Group signed it with our name, not hers. We don't 
need her anymore." 

Annabella nodded quickly. "She's right. The deal's done. Why should we beg 

Sofina for anything?" 

Conrad chimed in, puffing his chest. "Exactly. We already have what we wanted. 

Sofina's not important now." 

But as their voices filled the room, Baroness Wolfsbane stayed silent for a moment—then a slow, 
satisfied smile curved on her lips. 

"Maybe," she said, her tone calm but pleased, "this is for the best after all." 
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Baroness Wolfsbane rose from her seat. "It's a joyful day," she declared. "Sofina has secured the 
collaboration with the Eden Group for our family." 

Beatrix crossed her arms. "Grandmother, since Sofina's the one who landed the deal. You promised 
that whoever secured the contract would be named Deputy Chair of the Wolfsbane Estate. So, who 

will it be?" 

The Baroness's expression stiffened. Her silver brows arched slightly as her mind turned. 

Yes, she had made that promise-whoever brought the deal home would become director of the 

family company. 

But Sofina Scheinwald? The woman she never favored? The very wife of that useless man she could 

barely tolerate? The thought soured in her chest. What if Sofina gained too much power-what if she 
slipped out of her control? 

“Grandmother,” Beatrix pressed, voice sharp and direct. "Are you truly going to appoint Sofina 
Scheinwald as Baroness-Designate?" 

The Baroness's smile vanished. "I gave my word to Sofina. Why shouldn't I appoint her?" 

Beatrix stepped forward, her eyes blazing with defiance. "Because you can't make her the 
Baroness-Designate and Deputy Chair of the Wolfsbane Estate!" she snapped. “She doesn't deserve 
it! Her last name isn't even Wolfsbane!" 

"Why not?" the Baroness snapped back. "She's earned it. She brought in a collaboration with the 
Eden Group. Her contribution is undeniable." 

Annabella spoke up hesitantly. "Grandmother... you don't even know how Sofina won that contract. 
She must have done something... inappropriate.” 

The Baroness turned her gaze on her granddaughter, "Inappropriate? Like what, exactly?" 

Annabella faltered. She hadn't expected to be challenged so directly. Her eyes darted around the 
room, looking for an escape. 

"Maybe we should call Heinrich," she blurted finally. "He was with her during the Eden Group 
negotiation. He must know something." 

The Baroness leaned back in her chair. "Very well," she said. "Let's hear what Heinrich has to say." 

 

Without wasting a second, Annabella tapped her bracelet and called Heinrich, switching it to 
loudspeaker so everyone in the room could hear every word. 

At the Rosenheim mansion, Heinrich was already in a storm. 



The news had just broken-Wolfsbane won the collaboration with Eden Group— and Katarina was 
livid. 

She stood in the center of the marble hall, fury flashing in her eyes like lightning. 

"You useless bastard!" she screamed. "I told Eden Group if they gave the collaboration to the 
Rosenheim family, you'd make a fine Chief of Artificial Intelligence—that the Eden Group would be 

lucky to have you!" 

"But they refused! They gave the deal to the Wolfsbanes instead! They refused you, Heinrich! 

You're worthless-nothing you do has any value, does it?" 

Katarina hurled the wine bottle across the room. It shattered against Heinrich's head, spraying red 

wine like blood across the marble floor. 

"You must've helped that ex-wife of yours win the collaboration behind my back, didn't you?" she 

shouted, her face twisted with rage. "There's no way Sofina could've gotten that collaboration 
without someone helping her!" 

"I didn't help her!" Heinrich barked back. "Maybe her husband did!" 

Katarina laughed, cold and 

venomous. "Her husband? That 

half-slave? Don't make me laugh. He 

couldn't help her tie her own shoes. 

 

youeant 

What good are your to me if you mesit 

even win a simple deal? You're 

nothing but a useless, miserable bastard!" 

She snatched another glass bottle from the bar and hurled it straight at him. 

It smashed against his face, exploding into shards that rained across the marble 

floor as crimson streaks ran down his cheek. 

Heinrich flinched, a line of blood running down his face, but he didn't move. "Katarina, please," he 
said,. "Give me another chance. I'll make it right-I swear I'll fix this." 



"Fix it?" she spat, eyes blazing with fury. "How? By crawling back to your precious Sofina? Maybe 
you can beg her to hand over the Eden collaboration to Rosenheim, huh Goon-ask 

ask your attle whore to save 

UM 

you. And if you don't, our relationship ends right here." 

Heinrich's fists tightened at his sides. "Fine," he said quietly, beaten but burning inside. "I'll do it. 

She'll give me everything I ask for. Just... don't end us yet. I'll prove I'm still worthy of you." 

"Then do it now!" she shouted, pointing toward the door. 

Heinrich didn't argue. He turned and stormed out of the Rosenheim mansion, fury boiling inside 
him. He had to find a way to salvage what was left of his standing- and fast. 

As he reached his flying car, his bracelet buzzed. A call. He glanced at the name: Annabella. 

"Heinrich, we just got word that Sofina won the collaboration with the Eden Group. Tell me, how 
did she do it? She must've done something inappropriate, right?" 

Heinrich's mind raced, calculating. "Annabella," he said slowly, his tone laced with dark 
amusement, "how can you be so sharp? You really think like a wolf." "So I'm right?" she pressed 

eagerly. 

He paused just long enough to make her lean in. "Yes, you are right." 

Heinrich pretended to hesitate, lowering his voice just enough to sound sincere. "You know... it's 
not really proper for me to say this," he began, letting the pause hang. 

"But you deserve to know the truth. I heard that Sofina sold her body to Eden Group's top 
executives. All of them—men and women alike. Rumor has it she used her looks and her charm to 

get what she wanted." 

"They say she entertained nearly ten of them to secure the deal. Every noble house is talking about 

it-calling her shameless, saying she's disgraced your family's name just to win that collaboration." 

A wave of murmurs rippled through the Wolfsbane hall. Faces turned. Shock and disgust flickered 
like sparks in dry grass. 

Baroness Wolfsbane's expression darkened, her voice dropping to a dangerous calm. "Is that true?" 

Heinrich caught the tone, and he 

struck while the moment burned. "Of 

course, it's true," he said firmly. "You can verify it yourself. Sure, Sofina may have won the 
collaboration, but shes dragged the Wolfsbanename through filth to do it." 



The hall erupted in angry whispers and clenched fists. 

"How could she disgrace the family like that?" one of the relatives hissed. 

"She's destroyed our honor!" another growled. 

Heinrich stepped back slightly, hiding his satisfaction behind a mask of solemn 

concern. 

Inside, he was smiling. He'd planted the seed, and now it was growing-turning Wolfsbane against 
Sofina. This was only the first move. Divide them deep enough, and the collaboration would 
crumble from within. 
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Annabella's voice came through the speaker, sharp and controlled. "Thank you for the information, 

Heinrich." Then she cut the call. 

Baroness Wolfsbane sat still, her brow tightening as the pieces fell into place. The story fit too 
well-too cleanly. 

Sofina's sudden rise, that hundred-million-dollar deal that had seemed almost divine-it all made 
sense now. 

"She must've sold herself to every high-ranking man in the Eden Group," the Baroness thought, her 
lips curving faintly. 

But truth be told, she didn't care. In fact, she almost admired it. 

If that was what it took to secure a collaboration with the Eden Group, then it was 

a price worth paying. 

A clever move. A necessary sacrifice. 

She wasn't going to press charges. Still, this was not something to parade before the family. It had 
to stay buried. 

Beatrix stepped forward. "Grandmother, if you make that shameless woman director, you'll 
destroy the Wolfsbane name. The whispers will never stop. People will talk." 



She leaned in closer, her tone smooth, persuasive, dangerous. "You should choose someone else 
someone who can represent us with grace. Let them take the credit for the collaboration instead. 

That's the wiser move." 

She smiled faintly, confident. "And remember, the contract already belongs to our family. The Eden 

Group won't care who holds the title of Deputy Director... as long as it's not her." 

Given the storm of rumors swirling around Sofina, the Baroness knew what she had to do. 

But that wasn't all. Deep down, the old woman's dislike of Sofina. 

 

She'd never trusted that woman-too independent for her own good, too foolish to fall in love, and 

too confident for her own bad taste. 

And worse, she wasn't truly a Wolfsbane by name. To the Baroness, she would always be a 

Scheinwald-an outsider. 

'No', she thought. I can't let that woman's power grow any further. If Sofina keeps rising, the 

Wolfsbane fortune won't belong to the family anymore-it'll belong to her. 

Her mind was made up. She turned to Beatrix. "Beatrix," she said, "from now on, you'll listen to 

me. Do what I tell you. Don't do what I forbid. No questions. No hesitation. Do you understand?" 

Beatrix straightened immediately, her tone obedient, almost theatrical. "Don't worry, 
Grandmother. I'll follow your orders like a loyal servant. I'll go where you send me. I'll do 
whatever you say." 

The Baroness gave a thin, approving nod. "Good. Tonight, we'll hold a banquet. I'll announce that 
you're the new Deputy Chair of the Wolfsbane Estate and that you'll take full charge of the 

collaboration with the Eden Group. But remember this 

Her voice dropped to a dangerous whisper, "-I can raise you high, but I can just as easily crush you 

under my heel." 

Beatrix's eyes sparkled with greedy delight. She clapped her hands and grinned wide. "Don't 
worry, Grandmother," she said, half-laughing. "I'll be your good girl." 

"Tonight," Baroness Wolfsbane declared, her voice echoing through the marble hall, "we'll hold a 
grand banquet." 

"Invite every influential name in Winchester-the mayors, the tycoons, the old money families. At 
that banquet, I'll announce our official partnership with the Eden Group-and the appointment of 
the new Deputy Chair of the Wolfsbane Estate." 

Baroness Wolfsbane lips curled into a satisfied grin. The thought alone sent a rush of excitement 
through her veins. 



She could already picture it: all those proud, condescending families who once looked down on the 
Wolfsbanes, now forced to bow, smile, and toast in her honor. The Wolfsbane name would blaze 

across Winchester once more-stronger, richer, unstoppable. 

"Move, now!" she barked. "I want everything ready immediately! Call the finest caterers in the 

city-no excuses. I want the most exquisite food, the rarest wines, the kind of décor that makes the 
rest of Winchester feel poor just walking in." 

 

Her eyes flashed with command. "Notify every major firm in this city. Send gilded invitations - 

present it as an honor, never a plea. Proclaim that the Wolfsbane house, newly fattened by Eden 
Group backing, is opening its doors for partnerships. Make them beg for a single audience." 

"And one more thing," she added, lips thinning into a smile like a blade, “the grander their 
tributes, the higher they climb on our list — and the closer they get to winning a contract." 

At once, the mansion burst into motion. 

Within hours, the news spread across Winchester like wildfire. Every business circle, every social 

club, every high-society salon was buzzing with the same topic: 

The Wolfsbane Banquet. 

Baroness Wolfsbane personally handled the flood of phone calls, her laughter ringing through the 

study as she spoke with one powerful name after another. Her smile never faded. Her voice 
dripped with triumph. 

By the time the last call ended, she leaned back in her chair, heart racing with satisfaction. 

"Perfect," she said softly. "After tonight, everyone in Winchester will know-the Wolfsbane family is 

back on top." Meanwhile, at the Eden Group headquarters- 

Alex had just received a message from Countess Marlena von Adler. The Wolfsbane family was 

throwing a grand banquet to celebrate their new alliance with the Eden Group. 

A smile spread across Alex's face. For a man like him, nothing brought more joy than seeing his 
wife happy. With that warmth still lingering in his chest, he left the Eden Garden, his steps light 
and unguarded. 

Then he saw her. 

Sofina sat alone in the outer garden, her figure framed by fading sunlight. Alex stopped mid-step. 

He'd seen beauty before-but never like this. She had that timeless, classical grace that drew people 

in and kept them at a distance all at once. 



Her presence was like a painting-majestic, untouchable-but today, even her radiance was 
shadowed by sorrow. 

"What are you doing out here?" Alex asked softly. 

Sofina lifted 

her head, eyes glistening with unshed tears. When she saw him, her sadness broke, replaced by 

fragile relief. She rushed into his arms clinging to him like he was the only thing keeping her world 
from collapsing. 

"Alex," she whispered, her voice trembling, "let's leave all this behind. Just you 

and me." 

She looked up at him, desperation 

and hope tangled in her gaze. “Take 

me somewhere far away-maybe Xaror Estoria. Fheard its beautiful there... quiet, close to nature 
don't want to be here anymore." 

Alex could feel her body trembling, her warmth pressed against him, heavy with sadness. 

He smiled faintly and held her tighter. "Wherever you want to go, I'll go with you. 

I'll stay by your side-through joy and through pain. May we share one heart, till old age never 

part." 

"Thank you, Alex," Sofina breathed, tears slipping down her cheeks. 

The world had been cruel to her-every victory stained with loneliness, every dream met with 
betrayal. For once, she wanted to run-not to win, not to fight- just to breathe again. 

"Sofina," Alex said, "this life grinds you down. It steals and it hurts. But I'm here Tell me what's 
eating you If the world's been cruel, let me meet it for you. Your fate isn't to be beaten 

- it's to be the happiest woman alive." 

Sofina wanted to cry and laugh at once. 

With Alex by her side everything felt simpler, like a hard road that could be walked 

if you had the right hand to hold. 

She imagined them leaving — walking into the world together, storm or sun, laughing even if they 
lost everything. 

The thought hardened something in her. She wanted to hit back at the world that 



had bruised her. 

A laugh bubbled up, sharp and surprised. It sounded dangerous, and she surprised herself with it. 

"Alex," she said suddenly, eyes bright with a wild light, "let's wreck that banquet. You in?" 

"You mean-figuratively?" Alex asked. 

She laughed, a quick, cold sound. "Do I look like a woman who speaks in metaphors?" 

"No." Alex grinned. "You look like the reason the fire department's going to work overtime." 

Sofina's smile softened into something fierce. "If we burn it all down, what then?" 

"We rebuild," Alex said, sure as a man staking a claim. 

"With what?" she pressed. 

"With you're ambition and my terrible ideas," Alex replied. 

Sofina let out a short, reckless giggle. "So... gasoline and matches again?" 

Alex's smile was all teeth. "Exactly. To live is to fight, and to fight is to burn." 

The words hit Sofina like a spark to dry grass. His fire lit something inside her- something that had 

been smothered too long. 

She'd been hollow for months, just moving through the motions. But now, under 

the moonlight and his gaze, that emptiness cracked open, and something fierce began to rise. 

Out of suffering have emerged the strongest souls. 

Alex saw it too-the shift in her eyes. The same woman who'd once looked 

broken now burned bright, alive again, ready to set the whole damned world ablaze if it stood in 

her way. 

He smiled, calm as a man who knows the horse he's mounted. "Pick the place," 

he said. "You pour the gasoline. I'll be the first to set the match." 

And Sofina smiled—truly, from somewhere deep in her chest. The kind of smile 

that came after too much pain, too many battles survived. 

'You can't burn a woman who's already walked through fire.' 

It wasn't defiance. 



It was a quiet truth-sharp, steady, and unstoppable. 
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Night dropped like a curtain, and the Wolfsbane banquet hall burst to life with laughter and light. 

This was their night-their triumph-one that would echo in family stories for 

years. 

They had spared no expense. The Wolfsbanes booked Winchester's most luxurious hotel, hired 
master chefs, poured the rarest wines, and brought in a singer whose voice could wash the weight 
off any soul. 

Every detail shimmered with wealth and power. 

Word had already spread through Winchester like wildfire: the Wolfsbane family had secured the 
Eden Group contract. Even more shocking-the chairman herself, Countess Marlena Von Adler, 

would attend. 

The invitations became golden tickets overnight. Everyone wanted one. Few had the privilege to 

hold it. 

Alex and Sofina walked through the hotel's marble lobby with Eve gliding at their lead — an egg-

shaped robot with soft chrome curves. 

Sofina's hand found Eve's smooth shell. She hugged the little machine like she'd hugged a living 

thing. 

"Miss Sofina," Eve said sweetly, "I will be your guardian tonight. You don't need to worry. I will 

handle everything." 

Sofina hugged Eve closer, a small smile softening her face. "With you here, I actually feel safe." 

"You can count on me," Eve answered, a hint of pride rippling through her tone. 

At the hotel entrance two reception androids snapped to attention. "Dear guests," one intoned, 
"please present your invitation cards." 

Sofina froze, color draining. "They didn't give us one," she said. Her voice was small for the first 
time all evening. "We are family, can't we get in." 



 

The androids stiffened, voices flat and mechanical. "Without an invitation card, entry is strictly 

prohibited. Please leave." 

A murmur rolled through the line behind them. 

"No invitation and still showing up?" someone scoffed. "How shameless." 

Another voice cut in, sharper, mocking. "Pretending to be part of the family now, are they?" 

A woman sneered. "No shame at all-trying to sneak into a Wolfsbane banquet. Let's see how they 
get thrown out. Arrogant fools think every door's open for them." 

Eve's eyes blinked, then became a stream of numbers. Suddenly the two androids stepped back as if 
a hand had pressed against their chests. 

They bowed, perfectly composed. 

"My apologies for the mistake," the lead android said. "Welcome, Miss Sofina and Master Alex. You 

do not need invitation cards." 

Sofina's eyes widened. "How-?" 

"That was my doing," Eve said, chest puffed like she'd just finished a clever trick. 

Sofina looked at Eve with a curiosity. "Eve... did you hack those androids so we could get in?" 

Eve tilted her head, her digital eyes flickering. "No. I asked nicely." 

"Nicely?" Sofina repeated, raising a brow. 

 

"Yeah," Eve said with a smug little hum. "I told them to let us in—or I'd fry their chips and wipe 

their memories clean. Turns out, they found me... very persuasive. We ended up having a pleasant 
conversation." 

Sofina laughed, breathless and relieved. "Eve, you're brilliant." 

Eve's smile curved in a smug little tilt. "Not brilliant," she said. "They're just too stupid." 

Alex couldn't help but shake his head. Eve was Bella's finest creation, and her signature was 

everywhere in the machine-the sharp wit, the confidence that bordered on arrogance, and the 
spark of pride that made her almost human. Alex let the smile crawl across his face like dusk 
settling over a town-slow, deliberate, dangerous. "Tell me this, Sofina-wouldn't it be cleaner to 



burn the whole place down? Turn their gilded night into ash until Winchester remembers who 
really runs things?" 

"Not yet," Sofina said, a thread of hope in it. "Baroness Wolfsbane promised me the Deputy Chair if 
I secured the collaboration. I've done my part. Now she has to keep her word." 

Alex leaned back slightly, his voice even. "You really believe her?" 

"I heard she's announcing the new Deputy tonight," Sofina replied. "That means I 

still have a chance-before the announcement is made." 

Alex wanted to tell her the truth-that the Baroness hadn't invited her, hadn't called, hadn't said a 

single word. 

To him, the bridge had already been burned. 

The Baroness had used Sofina and moved on. But when he looked at her at the quiet determination 
in her eyes, the last flicker of faith-he couldn't bring himself to crush it. 

'She walks into the fire thinking it is light.' 

He sighed and rested his hand gently on her head, brushing a stray strand of hair aside before 
kissing her forehead. 

"You're too kind for this world," he murmured. "But fine. Let's believe in kindness- believe in her, 
if that's what keeps you going." 

Sofina's lips curved into a faint, fragile smile. "I believe people are good," she said softly, "all of 
them." 

Alex nodded, though the words weighed heavy in his chest. 

He knew that same kindness had been her curse-three years under Heinrich's cruelty, three years 
of manipulation by the Baroness, all because she still believed people could be good. 

'We are each our own devil, and we make this world our hell.' 

Yet she still believes in heaven-still believes in the goodness of people. Just like 

a moth that keeps flying into the flame, mistaking the burn for warmth. 

He wanted to tell her that trusting liars was a kind of self-inflicted wound — a quiet, chosen pain. 

It was foolish to keep believing in people who had already bared their teeth-like 

a lamb walking toward wolves, mistaking their snarls for smiles. 

"I'll go meet them," Sofina said, still holding onto that stubborn hope. 



"Go,” Alex said. "Take Eve with you." 

Sofina gave him a faint smile, then turned toward the grand hall, her footsteps quiet yet sure. 

Alex watched her go and let out a long breath, "If you repay evil with virtue, how will you repay 

virtue?" 

Moments later, Heinrich's voice cut through the air like a blade. 

"Where did you find that counterfeit suit? You look like a stray dog pretending to 

be a gentleman." His eyes slid toward Alex, dripping with contempt and amusement. 

Alex's gaze hardened. "What's it to you? Your outfit isn't any better. You look like a pig trying to 
walk upright." 

Heinrich's smirk twitched. Being insulted by a man he considered beneath him—a "half-slave," set 
his jaw tight. 

"I heard your wife made quite a scene," he sneered. "That's how she won the collaboration with 
Eden Group, isn't it?" 

Alex's eyes narrowed. "What scene?" 

People halted mid-step. The words cut through the lobby like a thrown stone, and everyone within 
earshot bent toward the splash. 

Since this morning a vicious whisper 

had been making the rounds: Sofina 

hadn't won the Eden Group collaboration on merit. She'd slept her way up. That explanation fit the 
town's appetite for scandal 

simple, scandalous, believable. 

Cóntent 

A crowd pressed close, hungry for spectacle. Heinrich leaned into it and spat the question like 

poison. "Tell me how do you think Sofina Scheinwald landed the Eden deal?" 

Alex's stare burned cold. "And why would I care what you think?" 

If you've still got any sense, be a man: divorce her. Fast." 

"You really think Sofina won that deal with her brains?" Heinrich curled his lips into 

a smug grin and let the slurs roll out slow. 



"Please. I knew her better than anyone. I had her for three years, Alex. She is a total bitch in bed — 
she'll smile, she'll whisper, she'll do whatever you asked." 

"I never needed to force her-she gave herself. She sucked, she swallowed, she is just a dirty bitch. 
Hell, she sucked half of Eden's board cocks to get this contract!" 

“That's how she got Eden's contract — not through talent, but through her body.” 

The crowd exhaled as one-shock and something darker. The rumor had teeth now; Heinrich had 
put it in plain language for everyone to swallow. 

Alex stepped forward until their faces were inches apart. "Do you have any idea what's behind your 
tongue? You've crossed the line." 

"So what? Who do you think you are?” Heinrich sneered. "You're nothing a loser who can't stop 
men from using your wife's body. Maybe you get excited watching. them playing with your wife 

body." 

"You're sick, Alex. If you had any spine, you'd have divorced her already." He spat 

the words like poison, enjoying every hit. 

Silence fell like a trapdoor. Rage lit every cell in him; it was quiet, hot, and 

dangerous. 

"I'll give you two choices." Alex's voice was flat final. "One, apologize to sofina right now and take 

back every lie you spat in front of these people. Two: I ruin you. Decide." 

Heinrich laughed — sharp, loud, derisive. "You? Ruin me? Who do you think you 

are?" 

He stood there, smirking, eyes full of contempt. This was what he came for: to humiliate Alex, 
force a divorce, drag Sofina back under his crotch. 
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"So, you're choosing the second option," Alex said. 

Heinrich's lips twisted into a cruel grin. "Who the hell do you think you are, threatening me?" he 

barked, voice thick with arrogance and scorn. 



A low, mocking laugh followed. "Do you even have the slightest idea who I am?" 

He turned, spreading his arms, drawing the crowd in like a showman demanding attention. 

"Look at him!" he barked, jabbing a finger at Alex. Faces turned. 

"This half-breed servant has completely lost his goddamn mind!” he sneered. "This bastard thinks 
he can ruin me! I'm Heinrich Schiller! People beg for my time, they fight to have me on their 

projects! 

"I'm one of Winchester's greatest minds! And you-" he stepped closer, "-you're nothing but a filthy 
street dog pretending to be a man.” 

Alex didn't flinch. He just stared back, calm and unreadable, like someone studying a corpse that 
hadn't realized it was dead yet. 

Alex tapped his bracelet and spoke into it. "Marlene. Heinrich Schiller is accusing Sofina 
Scheinwald of trading her bodies to Eden Group executives to secure deals. He's slandering the 
Eden Group name. Ruin him. Two minutes." 

"You think you're great, pretending to be someone important?" he snarled, a mocking laugh 

ripping out of him. "You think I can't play this game? I can play it better than you." 

Heinrich leaned forward, every word a knife. "Loser, I'll give you two choices. One: divorce Sofina 

and kneel to me or your life ends right here." 

His eyes went cold as iron. "Two: I will break you, cripple you, maybe kill you. Either way, Sofina 

stays with me. Decide. Now. One minute." 

Alex glanced at his watch. "You still have eighty seconds. After that, there's no turning back. Enjoy 

whatever time you've got." 

"Fuck off!" Heinrich shouted "Think you can bluff me into regret? Forty seconds! Get on your knees 

now or you'll regret it forever!" 

 

He counted them down like a man setting a clock for dynamite. "Twenty-five... fifteen... five... 
Time's up." 

Heinrich stepped forward, shoulders coiled, ready to strike. 

Right then, Heinrich's bracelet buzzed. The sound sliced through the hall. 

He flinched, glanced down, and saw the caller ID- Government Office. His heart skipped. He 

swallowed hard and answered, voice shaky. "Yes?" 



A stern face filled the holographic screen - a government officer in uniform, voice sharp and 
formal. 

"Mr. Heinrich Schiller, we've received formal reports from the Eden Group executives," the officer 
said, his tone clipped and official. 

"You've been spreading false information and slandering their name. Ten executives have already 

filed lawsuits against you." 

"Our investigation confirms that your statements-first to the Annabella network and later across 

Winchester-were fabricated and intended to damage the reputation of Ms. Sofina Scheinwald and 
the senior leadership of the Eden Group." 

Heinrich's face turned pale. His throat went dry. Sweat ran down his temples as he stammered, 
"W-what? That can't be " 

The officer's voice cut him off, colder than stone. 

"Since the individuals pressing charges include members of the nobility — a Countess and a 

Baroness — your pending baron title has been officially revoked. 

Your academic credentials are frozen pending legal review." 

"You have been found guilty of perjury and defamation under high court jurisdiction. Current 

sentencing request: two hundred years in federal confinement." 

 

The words hit like gunfire. 

Heinrich staggered back, gripping the edge of the table. Two hundred years? He couldn't breathe. 

A Countess suing him, a commoner? It was like being crushed under a mountain and told to smile 
through it. Every muscle in his face twitched. 

"W-wait!" he shouted, desperate now. "This was a joke! Just a bit of fun! No harm meant! Even 
Sofina hasn't complained-see? She's not saying a damn thing!" 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Schiller," the government officer said coldly through the bracelet. "Police 

enforcement drones are already en route to your location. You are under arrest. Do not resist. 
Compliance will ensure a peaceful detainment. Resistance will make the situation worse." 

The line went dead. 

Everyone in the hall had heard it. Murmurs spread like wildfire. 

"So it's true—he's the liar. He's the one spreading all the rumors." 



"Two hundred years in prison? That's a death sentence." 

"He was just starting to make a name for himself in Winchester. What a waste." 

"The Countess sued him before he even got his noble title. He's finished." 

"Serves him right. Arrogant bastard thought he was untouchable." 

The crowd turned on him without mercy. 

Their words cut deeper than blades. 

Heinrich Schiller's legs gave out. He collapsed to his knees before Alex, trembling, drenched in cold 

sweat. 

His voice cracked. "Who the hell are you... really? You did this, didn't you?" 

Alex leaned in close, his breath cold against Heinrich's ear. 

"I gave you a choice," he said. "You could've walked away with your dignity and 

your future. But you were too arrogant to listen." 

He paused, his eyes hard, voice dropping lower. 

"Now look at you begging in the dirt, your name shattered, your legacy burned. Enjoy the hell you 
built for yourself." 

Heinrich's face collapsed into pure despair. "I'm sorry! I'm so damn sorry! Please -please forgive 
me! Spare me!" 

His voice cracked, breaking apart like a man drowning in his own fear. The words poured out, 
desperate, trembling, without pride left to hide behind. 

He had just begun his rise - hailed as one of the brightest minds in Winchester. He had everything 
lined up: wealth, recognition, the promise of a briliant future. A wife family, a comfortable life 

filled with praise and luxury. Heaven on earth. 

But now, with one foolish step, it was all gone. 

His name, his freedom, his future — traded for a few arrogant words. And as the weight of it 

crushed him, Heinrich realized he would do anything to change it. 

Anything. 

Tears streaked his face. "Please, everything I said was a lie! I made it all up! I was wrong! Please, I 
beg you! Don't let them take me!" 

But Alex said nothing. 



Heinrich's forehead hit the floor. He kept his head bowed, voice scraping as he apologized. 

He never imagined this half-servant could hold so much power. One phone call — 

that was all it took to shred his life to pieces. 

When he forced himself to look up, Alex's face was blank as a tombstone. 

That expression was worse than any devil he'd pictured. 

Alex shook his head slow, as if pitying a child. "You should be 

pity he said spare 

grateful 

family. If I hadn't, they would already be dead because of what you did." 

Heinrich's skin went paper-white. His body trembled like a struck reed. 

Overhead, a police drone cut through the evening, its siren a keening blade. Everyone heard it and 
turned. 

The law was coming. He was fallen 

from grace and bound for a cell no trial just the iron march toward judement, Heinrich felt the 
world an collapse into a single dark hole. 

The siren grew louder. Panic scrambled his thoughts. He had to act or everything 

was finished. 

He pushed himself up. His mind raced. He grabbed a short carving knife from the nearest table - 

the crude kind used for meat. 

His fingers closed on the handle like a lifeline. He searched the crowd with frantic 

eyes for one person, the only person he thought could save him. 

The drone was nearly overhead now. Its shadow slid across the floor like a 

verdict. Heinrich's eyes fixed on his mark. 

"Sofina!" he shouted, reckless and raw. 

Before anyone could stop him, he lunged, the short knife at her throat. 
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Before Heinrich could reach Sofina, Eve hurled its large, egg-shaped body forward, intercepting his 
knife mid-swing. 

"Where do you think you're pointing that weapon?" Eve snarled, its voice sharp and metallic. 

In the next heartbeat, its small hand shot out like lightning. The slap cracked through the hall — a 
brutal, echoing strike that sent three of Heinrich's teeth skittering across the marble floor. 

He dropped hard, clutching his bleeding mouth, moaning in agony. 

"Sofina Scheinwald-please!" he cried, his voice cracking with panic. "I'm sorry! I never should've 

spread those lies about you! Please, forgive me! Help me-call off the suit, talk to the police, just 
save me!" 

Before anyone could respond, a police drone descended from above with a mechanical hum. 

"Suspect located. Engaging restraint," it announced coldly. 

A sharp electrical crack filled the air as the drone's taser hit Heinrich. His body jerked violently, 

muscles seizing, eyes rolling back before he collapsed flat on the ground. 

"Criminal secured. Nothing dangerous. Please remain calm," the drone said, its voice robotic but 

oddly polite. 

Metal restraints snapped around Heinrich's arms and legs, and within seconds, it lifted his limp 

body and carried him upward through the open skylight, vanishing into the night. 

Sofina frowned, still shaken. "What's wrong with him?" she murmured. 

"There's something off about that man. Best not to waste your thoughts on him," Alex said, 

stepping up beside her. "Have you met your family yet?" 

She shook her head. "Not yet. They're still not here." 

Moments later, the grand doors of the hall opened, and Beatrix entered with her husband, Conrad. 
Walking just behind them were her sister, Annabella, and Annabella's fiancé, Nikolaus. 

 

The moment Beatrix spotted Sofina and Alex, her expression hardened. 



Anger flashed in her eyes. She looked ready to shout, to demand who had dared invite them. But 
then her lips curved into something colder — a calculating smile. 

Her gaze shifted to a tall man standing nearby - Count Gustav Klein, a nobleman known for his 
long-standing admiration of Sofina. 

"Count Gustav Klein," Beatrix called sweetly, gliding toward him. "Allow me to introduce you to 

someone very special." 

She took his hand and led him toward Sofina with a flourish. "Count Gustav Klein, this is my cousin 

- Sofina Scheinwald," she said with false warmth. "Sofina, meet Count Gustav Klein, one of our 
distinguished guests tonight." 

The Count's eyes had been following Sofina since he entered the hall. At Beatrix's introduction, his 
face lit up. He stepped forward quickly, taking Sofina's hand with practiced charm. 

"Miss Sofina," he said, his voice rich and confident. "I've heard so much about you -the famed 
beauty of the Wolfsbane family. It's an honor at last to meet you. May I have the pleasure of your 
company for tonight's banquet?" 

There was a flicker of irritation in Alex's eyes. He stepped forward and extended his hand toward 

Gustav. His tone was cold, controlled. 

"Alexander Saint-Claire," he said. "Sofina's husband. She's off limits. Find someone else." 

Gustav's eyes narrowed as he gave Alex a slow, mocking once-over. His lips curled with disdain. He 
withdrew his hand like it had touched something unworthy. "You?" Gustav scoffed. "I had no idea 

Sofina Scheinwald was married. What a shame a woman like her tied to someone like you." 

Annabella jumped in before Alex could respond. Her voice dripped with venom. 

"Gustav, don't waste your breath on that half-blood. Half Xia, half Prussian- basically half a slave. I 
don't know what kind of trick he used to make Sofina marry him. Maybe some dirty Xia charm or 

spell. You, Count Gustav, you have status, power. You'd be perfect for her." 

She leaned closer, lowering her voice with a sly wink. "You'll have the Wolfsbane family's full 
support. So don't hesitate. Get close to Sofina anytime you like." 

 

Gustav smirked. He understood her meaning perfectly. His tone turned bold, predatory. 

"Miss Sofina, you are stunning," he said. "Elegant, radiant... I'd be glad to see more of you. And if it 
leads to something more-well, sex, I don't mind that either." 

Sofina's voice cut through the air, sharp as glass. 



"Sex isn't a game, Count," she said, her eyes cold. "I only give myself to the man I love. So drop 
that idea right now." 

Gustav chuckled, arrogant and sure of himself. "Then love me," he said, leaning closer. 

"Sorry," Sofina replied without hesitation. "I already love one man. My husband. Please respect 
that." 

Gustav's grin widened, his tone turning darker. "Then enjoy your time with him while you can," he 
sneered. "Because soon enough, you'll be a widow. Don't cry too hard when he's gone." 

"Enough," Sofina snapped. Her voice trembled with anger. She grabbed Alex's hand and turned to 
leave. 

But before they could take more than a few steps, a sharp voice cut through the hall. 

"Where do you think you're going?" 

Felicia stepped in front of them, her expression stern. She caught Sofina's wrist, refusing to let her 

pass. 

"Count Gustav is still speaking to you," she said coldly. 

Then she turned toward Gustav with a practiced smile, her tone softening instantly. 

"Count Gustav," Felicia said, "I heard you're quite taken with my daughter." 

Gustav straightened, smiling confidently. "Yes, Madam," he said. "I've admired her 

for a very long time. Though this is the first time we've properly met." 

Joy and excitement lit up Elaine Ma's face. She nodded eagerly, her voice filled with unrestrained 
pride. 

"Count Gustav, my Sofina Scheinwald isn't just beautiful-she's pure, honest, an angel in human 
form. You should take her as your wife..." 

"Mom!" Sofina's voice cut in sharply, her patience breaking. 

Felicia turned to her daughter, eyes blazing. "No, Sofina! This time you will listen 

to me. You're marrying Count Gustav. That's final." 

"Then why don't you marry him yourself? You can even have sex with him!" Sofina snapped, 

yanking her hand free from Felicia's grip. 

Her voice trembled with anger, her face flushed with humiliation. 

She turned on her heel, ready to storm out- 



—but suddenly the hall fell silent. A spotlight snapped on, illuminating the stage. 

Baroness Wolfsbane stood beneath it, regal and commanding, her presence enough to halt every 
conversation in the room. Sofina froze with the rest of the crowd, all eyes drawn toward the stage. 

The Baroness smiled graciously, scanning the glittering audience before speaking into the 
microphone. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," she began 

warmly, her voice carrying through the hall. "On behalf of the Wolfsbane farmly, extend my 
deepest gratitude to all our friends, partners, and distinguished guests for joining us tonight." 

She paused, then lifted a hand toward the front of the room. 

"Now, please join me in welcoming the chairman of the Eden Group, Countess Marlena von Adler!" 

Applause erupted as the spotlight shifted. 

Countess Marlena rose gracefully from her seat, dressed in a sleek black evening gown that traced 
every elegant curve of her figure. 

The fabric shimmered under the lights like liquid night. Heads turned-men couldn't help 
themselves. Her beauty was arresting, the kind that silenced rooms and burned itself into memory. 

The title alone-Chairman of Eden Group-was enough to command respect. But her presence? It was 
magnetic. 

Every movement of hers, from the slight turn of her head to the faint smile curving her lips, 
carried the weight of power. 

The Baroness continued, her tone now glowing with pride. 

"First, let me express our sincere gratitude to Eden Group for 

entrusting us with this monumental collaboration," she said. "The 

Wolfsbane family will dedien 

every 

effort to honor this trust. We will not disappoint." 
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Then her expression brightened. 

"And now," she added, "it's my great pleasure to introduce an exceptional young 



member of our family-the future Baroness and Deputy Chair of the Wolfsbane 

Estate!" 

Sofina's eyes shone - this felt like her moment. 

Beatrix brushed past her, shoulder forcing the space, voice cold. "Don't fool yourself. You'll never 
reach that place." 

Sofina snapped back, heat rising. "You're just jealous because I won the Eden Group collaboration." 

"Jealous?" Beatrix laughed, sharp and cruel. She stepped forward, close enough to smell cheap 
perfume. "Don't come crying when you fall." 

Even though Sofina had braced herself to go onstage, her hands trembled. 

Baroness Wolfsbane surveyed the hall from the dais, smiled like a queen, then spoke again into the 
microphone. 

"If not for her leadership," the Baroness announced, "we wouldn't have secured this partnership 
with Eden Group. After careful deliberation, the family has decided to appoint our new Baroness-
Designate and Deputy Chair of the Wolfsbane Estate who will take sole responsibility for the Eden 

collaboration.” 

A drum of polite applause, then a crisp introduction. "Please welcome the new 

director of Wolfsbane Group: Beatrix Wolfsbane!" 

Sofina froze, the world narrowing to a slow, sickening spin. She stared in disbelief 

as Beatrix glided up the steps, that cocky smile carved on her face. 

Cold settled under Alex Saint-Claire's eyes like ice. They'd crossed the bridge, 

taken what they needed from her — and then, without a second thought, burned it 

down. 

The Wolfsbane family had used Sofina, then tossed her aside. 

Her chest tightened. Tears blurred her vision. She stood, every instinct screaming 

to run out the nearest door and never look back. 

Alex grabbed her hand and held it tight. His voice was low, dangerous. 

"Sofina — you remember the gasoline in the match? You pour it, I'll strike the flame. We light this 

whole place up." 



Sofina bit her lip until it hurt, the words clawing out of her. With Alex at her side she nodded once. 
"Let's do it, Alex. But after this... maybe we go straight to hell." 

Alex let out a humorless breath. "Don't worry. Hell's empty - the devils are all sitting right here." 

Sofina turned, stared dead at Baroness Wolfsbane, and unleashed a roar that shattered the stiff air: 
"Hey — you old bastard!" 

The word struck the hall like a pistol shot. Conversations died. Even Felicia and 

the Baroness froze — none of them had ever heard Sofina speak so raw, so 

fierce. 
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The hall went dead quiet. Baroness Wolfsbane stood frozen, her face pale with disbelief. 

Sofina-always calm, always controlled-was now blazing like a storm. Every guest turned toward 
her, unable to look away. The room was thick with tension, the kind of silence that loves a scandal. 

"You!" Beatrix shouted, her voice cracking with rage. "How dare you call your grandmother an old 
bastard! No wonder-marrying a lowly bastard made you one too. Even your mouth reeks of it when 
you speak!" 

"Why not?" Sofina snapped back. "She promised me the deputy seat of the Wolfsbane family if I 
secured the collaboration with the Eden Group. And I did― every deal, every signature. I made it 

happen." 

Her glare shifted toward Beatrix. "But what did she do? She handed the title to you. Tell me that 

isn't betrayal. Tell me that isn't dishonor. You old liar-you've got no honor left in your blood." 

Baroness Wolfsbane slammed her cane against the marble floor. "How dare you question my 
honor! I intended to make you deputy, Sofina, but your behavior brought disgrace to this family. 
Every single member refused to accept you!" 

Sofina's voice rose. "Disgrace? What part of me lacks honor? I worked day and night to win that 
collaboration! And you blame me for the family's cowardice?" 

Beatrix stepped forward, smirking, her laughter slicing through the tension. "Oh, Sofina. Do you 
really think no one knows the filthy things you did to get that deal?" Sofina froze. “What are you 

talking about?" 



"Come on," Beatrix sneered. "Everyone here knows. Should I tell them? Because once I do, there's 
no turning back." 

Beatrix expected Sofina to tremble-to beg. But Sofina only laughed, voice bitter. 

"My life is an open book. I've got nothing to hide. So go ahead. Speak your poison you must." 

if 

Beatrix's smile widened, cruel and triumphant. She'd waited years for this moment -to tear down 

the woman she'd always envied. 

Sofina's beauty, her presence, her talent-it all burned Beatrix's pride. And now, revenge was hers. 

 

"You sold yourself cheap," Beatrix hissed. "You thought flashing your body and having sex with 

that executive would buy you respect? You used your mouth, your big tit, and open your legs-to 
climb higher. Tell me, Sofina, is that how you secured the deal? By selling dignity for attention?" 

Sofina's eyes darkened. "What nonsense are you spewing now?" 

Beatrix laughed coldly. "Ask Heinrich. He's told everyone. Believe me—every soul in Winchester 

knows what you did." 

Before Sofina could utter a word, a metallic hum split the air. 

A police drone glided in through the open balcony, its blue searchlights slicing through the tension. 

The crowd fell silent as the machine hovered midair, sensors locking squarely onto Beatrix. 

Then-crack!—a taser shot out, lightning-fast. 

Beatrix's body jerked violently, her scream cut short as she hit the floor with a heavy thud. The 
entire hall froze-no one dared to move. 

The drone's voice boomed, calm and mechanical. 

"Beatrix Wolfsbane, you are hereby warned. You have spread false information originating from 
Heinrich. Heinrich has been arrested and sentenced to one hundred and twenty years in prison for 

fabricating evidence and defaming Sofina." 

The machine paused, its red eye flashing. 

"Anyone who continues to spread this misinformation will face similar charges- no less than ten 
years in federal custody." 

Whispers died. Eyes snapped toward one another as the truth landed: the scandal had been a setup, 
and Heinrich was already behind bars. 



People closed their mouths like hands over a fire. 

 

"Baroness Wolfsbane." Alex stepped forward. "You withdrew your promise because you thought 
Sofina had done something dishonorable." 

"But now you know the truth-the lies came from Heinrich, and he's already in prison for it. So tell 
me, what's stopping you from making Sofina deputy now?" 

The Baroness lifted her chin, pride sharpening her tone. "I've already appointed Beatrix as deputy 

and announced it to the public. This isn't a child's game I can just undo. What's done is done. Call it 
bad luck for Sofina." 

Alex's eyes sharpened. "Are you really going to leave it like that? Sofina did her part. She earned 
that post. You can't throw her away because of lies." 

"Shut up, you half-bred mouthpiece," the Baroness snapped, venom in every syllable. "I know what 
you want. You drool for power-thinking you can leech everything from Sofina once she has rank." 

"I'm not a fool. Keep dreaming. The Eden Group chose to collaborate with the Wolfsbane family-
not with some girl who doesn't even bear the Wolfsbane name. She will never be deputy." 

Sofina's eyes shimmered, her trust dissolving like glass under heat. She had believed in family 
honor, in the goodness within people's hearts. But now she saw the truth-she had been foolish, 

blindly believing in promises that were never meant to be kept. 

Alex placed both hands on Sofina's shoulders, grounding her, his body a shield between her and the 

world. He leaned close and whispered. 

"Believing in people's goodness isn't wrong," he murmured. "But give that trust only to those who 

truly deserve it-men of honor, not snakes dressed in silk. Some people don't earn your trust, 
Sofina. You're too pure for this world... don't let them corrupt that light. Keep your heart pure-but 
never again give it to the devil wearing a human disguise." 

Alex roared, eyes blazing as he stared down the Baroness. "You old tyrant. I gave you one last 

chance. If you don't honor your promise and make Sofina deputy, things will get ugly for you and 
the entire Wolfsbane name. Mark my words: when the reckoning comes, you'll be the one on your 
knees before her, begging to set it right." 

Annabella shot to her feet, fury flashing in her eyes. "Who do you think you are, Alex? You dare put 
yourself on the same level as us? Look around you!" She swept her arm across the glittering 

halb"The Wolfsbane family commands homer. Respect. Every person here has brought us lavish 
gifts as proof. Do you really think you and that girl belong among us?" 

Her voice grew sharp louder. "You and Sofina-both of you are nothing. Ten of you together 
wouldn't make a crack in the Wolfsbane name. Now get out of this banquet. You're not welcome 

here!" 



The hall buzzed with whispers. Then, a slow clap echoed through the air. 

Alex. Alone. 

He smirked. "Nice speech," he said coolly. "Bold words, Annabella. But congratulations-you just 

burned your last bridge." 

He turned to Sofina and took her hand firmly. "Say what you need to say," he whispered. "After 

that, I'll light the fire myself." 

Sofina shook her head softly, eyes dim with disappointment. "There's no point. You can't reason 
with people who break their own promises. Let's just leave." 

Alex's voice hardened. "Yeah. This place reeks of dishonor, deceit, and greed. It deserves to burn." 

He glanced toward Countess Marlena, his eyes giving a silent signal. She caught it immediately. 

"Wait-Sofina." Countess Marlena's voice cut through the air. Sofina stopped, surprised, as Marlena 
rose from her chair. Her gaze turned cold as it locked on Baroness Wolfsbane. 

"Baroness," Marlena said evenly, "I just want to make sure I understand correctly. Sofina isn't 
truly part of the Wolfsbane family, is she?" 

"Yes!" Beatrix jumped in, eager. "Sofina has no relation to us. Please, just ignore her." 

Countess Marlena smiled faintly. "Good. Then let me make something clear in front of everyone 
here." She straightened, her tone sharp and deliberate. "The Eden Group entered into collaboration 

with Miss Sofina—not with the Wolfsbane family. So, Baroness... forgive us for this public 
clarification." Gasps rippled through the room. Glasses froze midair. "What?" Baroness 
Wolfsbane's voice cracked through the silence. 

A roar of shock rippled through the banquet hall. No one had expected Countess Marlena to drop a 
bomb like that. 

The crowd froze-stunned, confused, and caught in the storm she'd unleashed. Countess Marlena 

continued. "We've seen how the Wolfsbane family treated Miss Sofina. So let me make this 
perfectly clear-anyone who chooses to associate with the Wolfsbane family will never work with 
the Eden Group again. Not now. Not ever." 

Gasps echoed through the room. Then, without another word, Countess Marlena stepped beside 
Sofina, took her hand, and began walking toward the exit. Alex followed closely, his presence 

radiating quiet defiance. 

One by one, the Eden Group executives rose from their seats and followed them. The room shifted 

like a tide turning loyalty moving from power to principle. Panic erupted among the guests. 
Families who had spent the evening currying favor with the Wolfbanes rushed forward, faces pale 

with regret. 

They clawed back their gifts from the display tables. 



"I'm sorry," one man stammered, pulling a jeweled box from a servant's hands. "This was never 
meant for you." 

Others followed, reclaiming their offerings, muttering apologies, then trailing behind Sofina and 
Marlena as they left the hall. 

Baroness Wolfsbane's face drained of color. Beatrix and Annabella stood frozen beside her, 

disbelief 

twisting their expressions. They net 
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watched as the elite-their allies, 

their patrons, the very names that, built their reputation walked out one after another, taking back 

their respect with their gifts. 

A few even spat near their feet before turning away. 

The banquet that was meant to crown the Wolfsbane legacy had just become their public downfall. 
Every boss, every guest of influence had been invited tonight to strengthen their standing in 

Winchester. Now, with Marlena's 

announcement echoing through the 

hall, the Wolfsbane name was finished-mocked, discredited, ruined. 

Baroness Wolfsbane lurched forward, desperation breaking through her pride. 

She hurried after Marlena, voice trembling but loud enough to stop her at the 

door. 

"Miss von Adler, wait!" the Baroness cried, her voice cracking. "What do you mean 

by this? Why the sudden decision? Did we do something wrong?" 

Countess von Adler turned slightly, her expression calm but distant. "Don't ask me," she said. "Ask 

Sofina." 

"Sofina," the Baroness called, her tone faltering. 

Alex stepped forward, his voice slicing through the silence like a blade. 

"Kneel," he commanded, eyes locked on the Baroness. "Kneel when you speak to 

Sofina." 



His words carried no anger-only cold authority that made the entire hall shudder. 'Every sin 
carries its own punishment.' 
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Annabella's eyes blazed. "Who the hell do you think you are talking like that to a Baroness?" she 
shouted. 

Countess Marlena didn't reply. She just flicked her gaze toward one of her men. The executive 
understood instantly. 

He stepped forward, towering over Annabella, raised his hand, and struck her across the face with 
brutal force. 

The crack echoed. Annabella hit the marble floor hard, blood spraying from her mouth, two of her 

teeth skittering away like pearls. 

"And who the hell are you," the man growled, "to scream in front of a Countess? Learn your place." 

Alex turned his eyes toward Baroness Wolfsbane. His tone dripped with venom. "If you're not 
going to kneel, then get out of our way." 

He grabbed Sofina's hand and pulled her past the Baroness. As they walked away, he leaned close 
and whispered, "Enjoy watching Wolfsbane burn." 

The Baroness-always so regal, always towering above others-suddenly broke. She seized Countess 
Marlena's hand, desperation flooding her voice. 

"Please,” she pleaded, trembling, "tell me what I've done wrong. Why are you canceling our 

collaboration?" 

Marlena stared at the Baroness's hand like it was something filthy. Her lip curled. 

"I told you before,” she said sharply. "This partnership existed because of our respect for Miss 
Sofina Scheinwald. Then you decided to shove some foolish woman into her place and humiliate 

Sofina in the process? How absurd. We won't tolerate such nonsense. Now take your dirty hand off 
me, Baroness." 

With a sharp smack, Marlena tore her hand free from the Baroness's grip. Without another word, 
she turned and strode toward the exit, her entourage gliding behind her in perfect, disciplined 
silence. 



Baroness Wolfsbane sank to her knees, pale as death. Her mind raced, horror clawing through her 
chest 

She had destroyed a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity with her own arrogance. If she'd known it 
would all collapse like this, she would've kept her word to Sofina- never replacing her with Beatrix, 

not for power, not for pride, not for anything. 

 

Beatrix stood frozen, confusion written all over her face. "What just happened?" she murmured. 

She walked to his grandmother side. "Grandma, the deputy's appointment has already been 
announced. You're not... you're not going to take it back, are you?" 

Baroness Wolfsbane staggered to her feet, fury twisting her face. She slapped Beatrix across the 
cheek with a crack that echoed through the hall. 

"You fool!" she shouted, her voice trembling with rage. "You're still thinking about positions at a 
time like this? Get up! We're going to find Sofina Scheinwald right now—and if it takes kneeling to 
her, then we'll do it! I'll do it myself if I have to!" 

Annabella wiped the blood from her mouth, and came to Baroness Wolfsbane. "Grandma, no! You 

can't! They've humiliated us. You can't kneel to them— especially not to Sofina. Never!" 

Baroness Wolfsbane spun toward her, eyes burning. "Do you think pride will save us? Do you want 

to watch this family crumble in my lifetime?" she roared. 

"When the Eden Group blacklists us, we are finished. Even the mighty Kruger family was 

destroyed-half their empire gone overnight! If they blacklist us, we won't last a day!" 

She turned sharply. "Felicia! She's your daughter. Go and stop her! I'll kneel before her myself if 

that's what it takes!" 

Felicia stood frozen, her face drained of color. None of it made sense-how had everything fallen 

apart so fast? Her thoughts spun in chaos. Sofina's father was the king, but everyone knew the 
rule: until Sofina herself declared her royal blood, he would offer her no protection. 

Then realization struck her cold. Unless... the king had broken his own rule- unless he truly 
favored his daughter enough to defy his own decree. 

But Felicia could still hear the king's words as clearly as the day he'd spoken them: 

"If Sofina marries outside of nobility, I will never acknowledge her as my daughter. Even if she 
declares her bloodline, I'll strip her of every title and make her a commoner." 

That was why Felicia had tried so desperately to push Sofina toward a noble husband-not a half-
slave like Alex. 



 

"This is madness," Felicia whispered, shaking her head. "Pure madness." 

Before she could say more, Baroness Wolfbane grabbed her arm and dragged her outside. 

Meanwhile, Sofina walked out beside Countess Marlena, her expression calm but her heart 
pounding. She couldn't believe what had just unfolded behind her. 

The grand hall that once buzzed with chatter and ambition now emptied in silence. The entire Eden 
Group and every noble ally walked out with her leaving Baroness Wolfsbane's empire in ruins. 

It felt like Sofina had somehow lit a fuse and set the entire world on fire. Everything-the power, 
the fortune, the alliances-was suddenly turning in her favor. Yet her voice trembled as she asked, 

"Countess von Adler... did my father send you here?" 

Marlena looked puzzled. Her eyes flicked toward Alex before she replied. "I came under direct 

orders from the owner of Eden Group" she said calmly. "And I'm quite certain he's not your 
father." 

Sofina bit her lip hard, confusion written across her face. "Then... you mean the Eden Group really 
wants to collaborate with me-not the Wolfsbane family?" 

"Of course," Marlena said, her tone firm. "Why would we joke about something this serious? So tell 
me what's your plan? If you want to start your own company, Eden Group will back you. We'll give 

you every resource you need. What do you say?" 

Sofina just stood there, dazed. Her mind couldn't catch up. A part of her still believed she was 

worthless-a foolish woman who fell for the wrong man and ruined everything she touched. 

Alex squeezed her hand, grounding her. 

"Sofina, being deputy of the Wolfsbane family was never your limit. You're better than that. Why 
not build something of your own? Become the chairwoman-hell, the founder-of your own company. 

Eden Group clearly believes in you. Let them." 

"Stop, Sofina! You can't do this!" 

The shout came from behind. Baroness Wolfsbane burst through the hall doors, Felicia right on her 

heels. 

The Baroness was out of breath, gasping, her once-dignified posture now broken. A swarm of 

onlookers followed, eager for more spectacle. 

Before Alex could even open his mouth to demand she kneel, Baroness Wolfsbane dropped to her 

knees right there on the marble floor-before Sofina. 

“Sofina, please..." Baroness Wolfsbane's voice cracked as she knelt, her hands trembling. 



"I'm your grandmother. I've loved you since the day you were born-more than Beatrix, more than 
Annabella. You've always been my pride, my brightest child. Please..." 

Felicia stepped forward. "Sofina, 

your grandmother is kneeling before 

you. Don't you think that's too much 

for 

an old woman who raised you 

with her own hands y de matriarch 

of our family, on her knees? Don't let this go on. Are you really going to humiliate her like this in 

front of everyone?" 
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Sofina stood frozen, her mind spinning. None of this made sense-she hadn't 

wanted this, hadn't planned it. 

Then Beatrix burst through the crowd, fury burning in her eyes. 

"Stop pretending, Sofina!" she 

shouted, her voice sharp with 

e2 

venom. "You're the one who told Countess von Adler to humiliate me, aren't you? You couldn't 

stand seeing me as deputy! You're jealous-always have been! Don't think anyone in the Wolfsbane 
family wants you back. Get out!" 

For Baroness Wolfsbane, kneeling was nothing if it meant saving the family's 

future. 

But for Beatrix-young, proud, and reckless-dignity mattered more than survival. Pride was her 

crown, and no one was going to take it from her. 

The Baroness's restraint finally snapped. She slapped Beatrix hard across the face. "How dare you 

speak to Sofina like that, you ungrateful brat!" she roared. "She's the deputy now-the next 
Baroness of Wolfsbane Group!" Beatrix clutched her cheek, tears of rage in her eyes. “Grandma!" 
she shouted. "You promised me! You said I'd be the next Baroness! Now you take it back like some 

senile old woman? What's the point of living so long if you can't even keep your word?" 



The Baroness's voice trembled with 

fury. "If it weren't for your manipulation, I never would've changed my mind in the first place! You 
filled my head with lies! If you still want to talk to me like this, then get out. You're no longer part 
of the Wolfsbane family!" 
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Beatrix's cheek burned where the slap landed, but she kept her head down. 

This wasn't the place to explode. Not in front of the Baroness Wolfsbane. Not when her monthly 
payment still came from her. 

Outwardly, she forced a look of remorse; inside, fury boiled like acid. For now, she swallowed her 
pride. 

Baroness Wolfsbane turned toward Sofina Scheinwald, desperation in her voice. 

"Sofina Scheinwald, please-I beg you. You're the deputy of the Wolfsbane family now. Explain this 
to Miss Von Adler. If you don't, we're finished!" 

Sofina's eyes shifted to Beatrix. Her voice was calm, cold. 

"I remember what I said, Beatrix. If you want me to reopen the deal with the Eden Group, you'll 

kneel. If not, then forget it." 

Beatrix's jaw tightened. It was one thing to endure the Baroness's scolding 

But Sofina-the woman she hated most-daring to demand her to kneel? 

Never. She would rather watch the Wolfsbane legacy burn to ashes. 

"Who the hell do you think you are!" Beatrix roared. 

But before she could move, Baroness Wolfsbane struck from behind. A sharp kick hit Beatrix's 

knees, driving her down. 

The Baroness grabbed a handful of her hair and slammed her head into the marble floor. 

"Kneel," the Baroness hissed. 



 

The crack of impact silenced the room. Sofina froze horrified. The blow had been too hard. Beatrix 

went limp, collapsing face-first onto the floor, unconscious. 

"And Annabella," Sofina whispered. 

But Annabella had already bolted toward the door. 

"Catch her!" the Baroness screamed. 

Two Wolfsbane androids obeyed instantly, metal hands seizing the fleeing girl. They dragged her 
back, one gripping each arm. 

"Kneel!" the Baroness shouted again. The command ripped through the hall like thunder. 

The androids forced Annabella down. One shoved her so hard she hit the floor with a cry. 

Baroness Wolfsbane stood above them both-face pale, eyes wild with greed. Her hunger for power 
had devoured her reason. 

If this collaboration with the Eden Group falls through today, there's no going back. Once the 
blacklist takes effect, the entire Wolfsbane empire will collapse overnight. 

Money and dominance were always her gods, and she would sacrifice anything- her family, her 

dignity, even her blood-to feed them. 

Sofina had always been the family's outcast-the unwanted shadow. Everyone looked down on her. 

Even though she was the king's daughter, she refused to use his name. She wanted to stand on her 
own, to prove her worth without a crown or a title. 

And through this collaboration, she was determined to finally earn recognition for her hard work—
especially from her own family, the ones who had always treated her like a mistake. 

 

She wanted something real. Something that was hers alone-built with her own hands, her own 

struggle, her own name. 

But it all twisted into betrayal-filthy, cruel, and personal. And the pain of it cut deeper than 

anything she'd ever known. 

She turned to Alex, her voice low and uncertain. "What should I do?" 

Alex gave her a small grin. "Do whatever feels right. I'll be right here-your sidekick, no matter 

what." 



Sofina nodded slowly, then faced Countess Marlena Von Adler. "Countess Von Adler, I truly 
apologize for the trouble and inconvenience. My grandmother has appointed me as deputy and 

given me full charge of the Eden Group collaboration. I hope you'll consider giving us another 
chance." 

Marlena's lips curved into a knowing smile. "Of course. If you're the deputy and the one leading the 
project, then we can move forward. But if anyone else takes your place, the deal is off. You know," 

she added with a faint chuckle, "I'd like you even more if you started your own company someday." 

Sofina bit her lower lip, torn between pride and gratitude. "Miss Von Adler... that's a tempting 

offer," she said softly. "But for now, I'll try to make things work within my family. Thank you 
truly." 

Marlena nodded approvingly. "It's your choice, and I'll respect it. In that case, the Eden Group will 
proceed with the Wolfsbane collaboration as agreed." 

"Yes-thank you, thank you so much!" Baroness Wolfsbane cut in quickly, her voice trembling with 
relief. 

"So... could you please return to the hall?" Sofina Scheinwald asked softly, her voice trembling. 

Countess Marlena had stormed out earlier, disgusted by the Wolfsbane family's behavior. 

Inviting her back was humiliating-it meant forcing a Countess to lower herself at the request of a 

mere Baroness. 

Normally, a woman of Marlena's rank would've slapped the entire Wolfsbane family and walked 

out without looking back. But Sofina had no other choice. 

Marlena looked at her for a moment, then laughed lightly. "Why not? I haven't even had dinner 

yet." 

She placed a hand on Sofina's shoulder-an open gesture of alliance-and let everyone see it. 

The room stilled. That single touch spoke louder than words: the Countess stood with Sofina. 

People began to approach one by one, smiling, bowing, and handing over small gifts. 

"This is for the new deputy of the Wolfsbane family," someone said. 

One after another, they lined up, each eager to leave a mark, each gift a silent promise for favor in 

the future. 

The banquet finally resumed its rhythm. Music returned. Laughter followed. And soon, all eyes 

turned toward the stage. Baroness Wolfsbane walked up hand in hand with Sofina Scheinwald. 

The Baroness forced a sweet, composed smile. 

"I must apologize for the earlier misunderstanding," she began, her voice polished and fragile. 



"Miss Sofina Scheinwald is an exceptional descendant of the Wolfsbane family. Thanks to her, 
we've secured collaboration with the Eden Group. Her hard work has brought us this incredible 

achievement." 

Countess Marlena, standing beside them, tilted her head slightly and cut in. Her tone was sharp, 

commanding. 

"Let me correct that," she said. "Miss 

Sofina earned this on her own. It 

was her intelligence and effort alone that brought this deal. She received the contract directly from 

ve 

me without any interference or backroom favoritism. And if anyone dares to spread those 

disgusting rumors again..." 

Her gaze swept across the hall-cold, unblinking. No one dared to meet her eyes. 

"Believe me, the Eden Group will make sure they rot in prison alongside Heinrich. And you-old 
woman," she said coldly, glaring at Baroness Wolfsbane, “if anything happens to Sofina, this 

collaboration is over. Instantly." 

The words dripped with arrogance, but no one dared protest. Countess Marlena 

Von Adler was the face of Eden Group-the most powerful name in the city. 

She could've slapped the Baroness across the face right there, and no one would have lifted a 
finger. 

Baroness Wolfsbane's smile 

trembled. "Y-yes, Miss Von Adler is 

absolutely right. Sofina deserves all the credit. From this moment, she is 

officially the deputy of the Wolfsbane family and will take full 

charge of the Eden Group Collaboration!" 

Marlena nodded, satisfied. Then she turned to Sofina and extended her hand. "I look forward to 
working with you," she said, her tone firm but respectful. Sofina blinked, stunned. Her body moved 
before her mind caught up-she shook Marlena's hand, her fingers trembling slightly. The hall 

erupted in applause. For a moment, Sofina just stood there, dazed. The sound of clapping filled her 
ears, echoing like thunder. Never in her life had she imagined this applause, admiration, respect 

All of it for her. 



For years under Heinrich, she had been told she was nothing 

"Useless. Unworthy. A woman who only got lucky to be tolerated." Those words had carved scars 
inside her. 

But with Alex-Alex had shattered that curse. He had pushed her to stand tall, to fight, to believe she 
was more. 

And now, standing under the lights, she finally understood. She was more. She was born for this. 
Born to outshine every voice that ever tried to bury her. 

Sofina took the microphone, her voice steady but warm. 

"Everyone," she began, her eyes scanning the crowd. "This collaboration... the truth is, it wouldn't 
have happened without someone very important to me." 

The room quieted. Every eye turned to her. 

"He's the one who believed in me when I couldn't even believe in myself," she said. "He's my 

husband-Alex Saint-Claire. Please, give him a round of applause and welcome him to the stage." 

Everyone's eyes snapped to the man called Alex. 

Alex glanced at Sofina and shook his head-he didn't want the attention. But Sofina bit her lower lip 

and begged with her eyes, silent and pleading. "Please," she mouthed. 

Alex's heart gave in. He stood and walked toward the stage. 

Sofina caught his arm and led him up. She held him there like a trophy. "Everyone this is Alex, my 
wonderful husband," she announced, voice trembling with pride. The room knew Alex's reputation. 

He was Alex the dunce—a walking mistake, the legend kids whispered about. Still, Sofina's chest 
swelled. She refused to let the world's judgment steal this moment. 

She turned to Baroness Wolfsbane. 

"Grandmother, Sofina said steadily, "if you want this collaboration to go through without a single 
problem, you must approve Alex Saint-Claire as a Prussian citizen and formally accept him into the 

Wolfsbane family. Make him one of us." 

Alex flinched. He didn't need any noble's approval anymore-the count had 

already granted it, though quietly, behind closed doors. But public recognition like this mattered, 
especially with the entire city watching. 

The Baroness stared at him, the decision tearing through her like a winter wind. Accept this man 
into the family and risk provoking Rosenheim's wrath, or watch the Eden Group walk away. Either 

choice could burn the Wolfsbane name to ash. 



Before she could answer, the banquet doors burst open. Katarina Rosenheim swept in, flank of 
bodyguards behind her, every inch the predator. 

Her voice was cold iron. "You won't grant my dog approval, Baroness. Have you chosen to make 
the Rosenheim family your enemy tonight?" Katarina's presence made the hall feel smaller, 

suffocating. "For the sake of your heart, old lady" she continued, sneer sharp as a dagger, "your 
Wolfsbane will never survive the Rosenheim's wrath." 

Sofina stepped forward, jaw set. "Choose, Grandmother," she said. "I will walk away with the Eden 
Group if you won't approve him. Or you can give your blessing now." 

Her voice didn't shake. It was an ultimatum dressed as resolve. 

Baroness Wolfsbane pressed her lips together. Her face was a map of old battles 

and new fears. 

Finally, in a voice raw with weight, she answered-slow, deliberate. 

"I... choose..." 
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"I chose..." Baroness Wolfsbane faltered, then drew a hard, rattling breath. 

Her mind spun, laying out outcomes like cards on a table. She counted them, then made her call. 

"Listen to me, you bastard-Rosenheim!" she snapped, the name cracking across the room like a 
rifle shot. 

"You ought to know," she said, eyes aflame, "when I was young there was only one Saint-Claire-
Marquis Saint-Claire. No Rosenheim. Only a poor servant with the name Rosenheim." Her words 

struck the air like a war drum. 

"My granddaughter Sofina is married to Alexander Saint-Claire. He is the rightful heir of the 

Marquis Saint-Claire. You-Rosenheim, ungrateful servant and thief— how dare you lift a hand and 
make me your enemy? Do you think I fear you? You are nothing but a thief." 

Silence fell. Even Alex's breath caught. As he watched the woman who had hated him to the bone 
turn, in an instant, into his fiercest ally. 

Katarina's face went hard. Fury stole color into her cheek. 



"Want to die, old woman? You reek of earth-half-buried already—and yet you still have the nerve to 
stir trouble?" 

Baroness Wolfsbane's laugh was a low animal sound. "I've fought wars before you were born," she 
said. 

"Who do you think you are? Alexander Saint-Claire will be part of the Wolfsbane name. I will 

recognize his claim. He is the heir of the Saint-Claires. The Wolfsbanes will back him and take back 
every property you stole. I am the one who will make war on the thief and the faithless servant." 

"You" Katarina sputtered, face flushing crimson. "You keep calling him a servant. That's it. Guards, 
seize that old hag. Give her a lesson!" 

"Guards,” Baroness Wolfsbane barked, "give her two slaps." 

At the command, the two groups of android guards lunged. Rosenheim's guards were new-sleek 

models bristling with modern weaponry. 

Wolfsbane's guards moved like veterans-older, scarred, and harsher. They met in the room's center 

with a metallic roar. 

 

Steel rang. Shouts filled the air. 

Everyone expected Rosenheim to win. 

But when the first clash ended, the Rosenheim androids were locked up tight by Wolfsbane's 

guards. The two sides stood their ground in a bitter stalemate. 

"Unbelievable," a noble muttered. "How can the old models hold against the newest units?" 

Whispers spread fast: maybe Rosenheim bought cheap knockoffs. Robots that looked new but 
weren't. 

People leaned in, hungry for the spectacle. It was the first noble feud in decades and everyone 
wanted to witness how it all unraveled. 

Katarina's face went beet-red. Her family's newest model had been routed by machines that were 

decades older. Humiliation burned through her. 

"What are you doing?” Katarina barked. “Use your latest weapon—now! Show them these relics 

what real firepower looks like!" 

A Rosenheim android's hands and bodies began to split open, panels peeling back to reveal a 

terrible weapon-something that could turn the banquet into ruin in a heartbeat. 

Glasses went still. Sofina's hand clenched. Other guests paled. 



Eve blinked, slow and mechanical. The Rosenheim unit stalled. 

It folded its panels back as if reconsidering. The Wolfsbane guards swarmed and drove a brutal 
blow into the exposed metal. The would-be weapon never fired. Laughter broke out. The room 
filled with the sound—hard, relieved, merciless. "This is the first time I've seen a robot this dumb!" 

someone crowed. 

"Lazy programming," another snorted. "All flash, no grit." 

 

Katarina was too shocked to comprehend what was happening. How could her android guards 

suddenly ignore her command-lower their weapons and let themselves be attacked instead? 

Baroness Wolfsbane fixed her eyes on Beatrix and Annabella. "Both of you don't just stand there. 
Go teach our enemy some manners. Slap her a few times. We're at war now." 

Beatrix and Annabella locked eyes. Both had been humiliated at this banquet; both burned for the 
sweet rush of payback. They moved toward Katarina with slow, deliberate steps, their faces carved 
in cold resolve. 

"You bastards of the Wolfsbane name-don't you dare!" Katarina spat, voice trembling as she tried 

to claw back control. "I warn you—I am Baroness Rosenheim!" 

Beatrix and Annabella laughed-short, sharp. "We're baronesses too," Beatrix said, voice like a 

knife. "From the older line. Not like you-stealing a title, a mere servant pretending to be noble." 

Beatrix's palm snapped across Katarina's right cheek. Katarina's head whipped to the side. 

Annabella didn't want to be outdone-she struck Katarina's left cheek just as hard. 

Katarina staggered, humiliated and burning. 

Beatrix didn't hesitate. Her palm snapped across Katarina's cheek with a hard, practiced motion. 

Annabella followed-another sharp, ringing slap across the other cheek. Both women unleashed 
years of pent-up humiliation in two brutal, lightning-fast strikes. 

Katarina, her pride bleeding along with her lip, glared up through clenched teeth. "Seems like you 
really want to die," she hissed. "Don't forget what the Rosenheims can do to you." 

For a beat, Beatrix and Annabella froze. The name had power-Rosenheim still carried weight in the 
room. 

The hot taste of revenge cooled. Their faces hardened; suddenly the slaps felt like too much. Regret 
and adrenaline tangled in their eyes. 

Baroness Wolfsbane stepped forward, her glare slicing through the air. 



"Tell me what can a bastard Rosenheim actually do?" she barked. "A servant who once stabbed his 
own marquis in the back-how fitting. Treachery's the only thing your bloodline's good at." 

She raised her chin, her voice growing louder, prouder. 

"The Wolfsbanes stand together. Sofina is my granddaughter-she married into the Saint-Claires, 
and we will protect her and her husband with everything we have. And now with the Eden Group 

standing behind us, do you truly think the Wolfsbanes fear the Rosenheims?" 

Katarina's mouth twitched. With the Wolfsbane-Eden alliance, Rosenheim had no path to victory. 

The color left her face. 

"You thief," Katarina spat at Sofina, desperate. "Give me back my dogs!" 

Sofina drew a slow breath, descended from the stage with steady grace, and planted herself 
between Katarina and the crowd. Her eyes were cold as flint. "You stole Heinrich from me first," 

Sofina said, calm and sharp. 

"So what?" Katarina screamed, her voice cracking with rage. “You're just a bitch nobody likes! 

Even Heinrich threw you out like trash! You're worthless so you went and stole my useless dog to 
fill the hole he 

left! 

Sofina smiled, but there was steel in it. Her fist flew like a coiled thing-tight, precise-smashing into 
Katarina's nose. 

The sound of bone and breath was ugly and immediate. Katarina's knees folded; she crumpled to 
the floor, stunned and bleeding. 

"I, Sofina, declare this," she said, her voice cutting through the hall like a blade. "From this 
moment on, I will not work with anyone tied to the Rosenheim family." 

Heads turned. The message was unmistakable-Eden Group's alliance and the Wolfsbane family's 
support made Sofina untouchable. 

Her refusal could shatter alliances, cancel contracts, and ruin reputations in a single breath. 

Marlena von Adler leaned toward Alex, her whisper a soft, hungry thing. "Looks like our plan 
might speed up." 

Alex didn't expect any of this. But as he watched Sofina stand tall-hands steady, 

chin lifted—he felt something open inside him. 

The chance to reclaim the Marquis title, to take back the lands and give his people in Estoria a real 
place in Prussia, suddenly felt within reach. 

They'll hide behind his marquis title. 



Marlena stepped forward. "The Eden Group is aligned with Sofina. Her enemies 

are our enemies. Starting today, the Rosenheim family is ours to crush. We will not stop until they 
are destroyed." 

A ripple of shock moved through the hall. Sofina's punch at Katarina might have been personal-but 
Eden Group's backing turned it into a declaration of war. 

The nobles shifted. If Wolfsbane and Sofina declared war and Eden poured fuel on the fire, 
everyone knew which side to pick. 

One by one, houses stood up. "We are the Dönhoff family," a baron announced. "We refuse to work 
with Rosenheim ever again." 

Another man stepped forward. “Löwenstein—never liked Rosenheim. We join this stand." 

All around, the nobles rose and closed ranks. "We stop business with the Rosenheims," someone 
else declared. Voices multiplied until the hall hummed with agreement. 

Katarina, who had come to this banquet to drag Alexander home and reclaim her claim, went 
suddenly pale. 

Her plan had been simple: take him back, take the lands. Now the entire Winchester turned against 
her family. Every patron, every contract-gone overnight. 

Sofina Scheinwald's name spread through Winchester like wildfire. Her stance with Wolfsbane, 
sealed by Eden Group, isolated Rosenheim. 

People began to believe the Rosenheims were finished. It felt inevitable: 

Wolfsbane rising again, Rosenheim falling. 

Back at Rosenheim Manor, the mood was different. Otto slammed his fist on the 

table. 

"Even if all of Winchester turns on 

us," Otto barked, slamming his fist on the table, "we won't go down without a fight. Our backer 
shields us, They wiped out a marquis marquis family once now they want the last Saint-Claire heir 
dead so every piece of his estate falls into ourhands." 

Katarina, face swollen and trembling, grabbed his sleeve. "Father-please. Don't 

kill him. Not Alex," she begged, voice breaking. 

Otto's jaw worked. Rage burned behind his eyes. "You soft fool," he spat. 



"Our sponsors blame us for hiding Alex for three years. They want him dead. That's the order. No 
questions. No mercy. He won't live past twenty-four hours." 
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At dawn, Sofina rose before the sun and dressed in a rush. Today was her first official day as 
deputy. 

Her nerves buzzed like fire in her chest as she wanted to go meet the village leaders and the 
merchants under Baroness Wolfsbane's command. 

The Wolfsbanes might not be wealthy, but they owned a small mining town-one that didn't cover 
much land, yet its veins ran deep with rare ore, valuable enough to keep the Baroness's domain 

alive. 

If Eden's group agreed to buy directly from them, the price of their ore would soar. It could change 
everything-new tools, new homes, better lives. 

Sofina prayed she could make it happen. 

Meanwhile, as Alex buttoned his worn jacket, he looked at Sofina with a crooked grin. 

"Dear," he said softly, "since we got married, I've never given you any jewelry." 

Sofina froze, eyes wide in surprise. "You don't need to give me anything," she said, smiling faintly. 
"Having you beside me already makes my life wonderful." 

Alex chuckled, brushing a bit of dust off his sleeve. "Come on. I earn a decent wage cleaning the 
offices. I can afford something small for you." 

Her smile deepened, eyes warm. "Then I'll thank you in advance." 

The words caught in her throat. Heinrich had never given her anything-she had always been the 
one sacrificing everything for him. 

But Alex was different; he always tried. Even if it wasn't much, it came from his heart, and that 
meant everything. 

"Then it'll be a surprise," she teased. 

"Yes!" Alex laughed. "A surprise it is." 



 

Sofina felt a soft rush of warmth bloom through her chest. "Just don't buy anything expensive, all 

right? Something simple is more than enough. You're what's most important to me. You're all I 
need." 

Alex smiled and pulled her close. "Thank you," he whispered. "I'll do my best." 

When they parted, Alex made his way alone to the center of Winchester. The cold morning air bit 

through his coat as he stopped before the tall glass windows of Royal Prussia Fine Jewels. 

It was the kind of store that shimmered even from the outside the most famous 

in town. Inside, light danced across gold and platinum, diamonds and sapphires, adamantine and 

mithril. 

Every gem imaginable sparkled beneath crystal lamps. 

Alex stepped inside. The bell above the door chimed softly. He inhaled the faint scent of polish and 
velvet. 

Whatever it cost, he thought, Sofina deserved to feel special-just once. 

When he stepped into Royal Prussia Fine Jewels, the sales staff barely looked at him. 

Their eyes slid over his worn jacket and scuffed boots before turning away. They didn't need to ask 
his name-they already knew. Everyone in Winchester did. 

Alex the dunce, the walking error, the man who always wore secondhand clothes. The one Katarina 
Rosenheim loved to mock on social media as the dog of the Rosenheim. 

To the town, he was a walking joke, a symbol of failure. 

But Alex didn't care. Not today. 

 

He walked slowly through the aisles, his reflection gliding across glass and gold. 

Rows of diamonds, rubies, and polished silver glimmered under the soft white lights. His gaze 
finally stopped at a display case near the back-a single ring resting under crystal glass. 

It wasn't just any ring. It was a storage ring-rare, ancient, and breathtaking. 

A smooth band of gold with an emerald center that shimmered like captured sunlight. Beneath the 
display card was a short note: Originally owned by a Xia princess. 



Alex read the inscription twice. The princess, fleeing from her war-torn homeland, had sold the 
ring to survive. Rumor said the gem carried rejuvenating energy, making skin smooth, keeping 

youth alive. 

But what truly drew Alex wasn't its legend-it was how perfectly it seemed to fit Sofina. Elegant, 

radiant, and unassuming. Just like her. 

He glanced at the price tag. Fifty million. 

For most people-even nobles-that would be an impossible dream. But for Alex, backed by his 

position as the founder of the Eden Group, it was pocket change. 

He waved at one of the attendants, a woman with sharp red nails and sharper eyes. 

"Excuse me," he said, keeping his voice polite. "Could you take this ring out? I'd like to see it up 
close." 

The woman looked him up and down, her lips curling into a mocking smile. 

"You?" she scoffed. "What a joke. A half-slave from Xia asking to see a fifty- million-dollar ring? 
Tell me do you even own the clothes on your back, or did you borrow those too?" 

"Didn't you read the news?" Alex said evenly, his tone calm but cutting. "I'm part of the Wolfsbane 
family now. Married to Sofina Scheinwald. I can own whatever I want-including this ring. I'm a 

citizen of Prussia now." 

He leaned in slightly, eyes locked on hers. 

"And I'm very rich." 

"Whatever," the saleswoman scoffed. "I don't have the authority to handle that item-it's under our 
supervisor's control." She tapped her communication bracelet and said, "Miss Becker, there's a guy 
here who wants to see our most expensive piece. Claims he's very rich." 

Moments later, the sound of heels clicked rapidly across the marble floor. A woman swept into the 

storefront like she owned the world. 

Dorothea Becker—the store's supervisor—rushed out in a hurry, her heels clicking sharply against 

the marble floor. 

"Who's our prestigious guest?" she asked brightly, her smile wide and eager. 

The employee pointed toward Alex. "This man right here." 

Dorothea's smile froze. Her eyes ran up and down Alex's thrift-store clothes, the tired collar, the 
unshined boots. Her face twisted as if she'd just swallowed something rotten. 

"Him?" she said, glaring at Augusta. "You're kidding me." 



Augusta shook her head. "No, ma'am. This gentleman wants to see the ring." 

Dorothea turned back to Alex, expression cold. "Do you even know who this is?" she snapped at her 
employee. 

"Yes," Augusta said carefully. "He's Alex Saint-Claire. People call him 'the walking error'... the 
Rosenheim dog. Half Xia blood." 

Dorothea's laugh was sharp and cruel. "You're telling me this loser wants to see that ring? Augusta, 
are you blind? Because if you are, tell me now so I can fire you and spare myself the irritation." 

Dorothea prided herself on reading people. Years in luxury retail had trained her eye to size up a 
customer in a heartbeat. 

She believed she could see through anyone know their wealth, their worth, their weakness. 

And in Alex, all she saw was a man beneath her notice. A broke fool playing dress-up. 

Someone who probably couldn't afford a hundred-dollar trinket, let alone the fifty- million-dollar 

treasure in her vault. 

To her, Alex wasn't a customer. 

He was a waste of time. 

The young saleswoman fell silent after being scolded, her face pale. 

Alex, however, didn't back down. 

"You opened your doors to do business, didn't you?" he asked. "Then I'm here to do business. I 

want to see the ring. What's the problem?" 

Dorothea let out a sharp, cold laugh. "The problem," she said, "is that we don't do business with 

idiots. You can't afford that ring, so do yourself a favor-get out of this store." 

Alex's expression darkened. "And how exactly do you know I can't afford it?" he asked quietly. 

"Which pair of eyes are you using to judge me?" 

Dorothea snorted, folding her arms with a dramatic flair. "Please," she said. "That ring costs fifty 
million dollars. You? Pay for it? Don't make me laugh. I know your type. You want me to take it out 
so you can either steal it or worship it like some holy relic, right?" 

Her voice was loud enough for everyone in the store to hear. A few shoppers 

turned their heads, whispering behind cupped hands. 

“Did she say fifty million?” one gasped. 

"Yeah," another sneered. "And that guy wants to see it? He's shameless." 



"Look at him," a third murmured. "He probably can't afford the glass case, let alone the ring." 

"Even if he sold himself a thousand times, he still wouldn't have enough," another chimed in with a 
laugh. “These kinds of dreamers are everywhere now." 

The low hum of mockery filled the room. Dorothea stood tall in the middle of it, 

chin lifted, that same superior smirk plastered on her face. 

"What if I do have the money? Fifty million just a small money for me," Alex turned his gaze 

toward her. "What can afford? Don't I have. the right to see the ring before buy it? Or are you 
afraid I'll notice a crack you're trying to hide?" 

Dorothea's mouth curled into a cruel smile. "What a performance," she sneered. "Fifty million 
dollars? Give me a break. I haven't seen that kind of money in my life-and I don' expect you ever 
will. Now get out of my shop before your little soam becomes your biggest embarrassment." 

Her words set off a chorus of sharp, laughing voices across the showroom. 

"Hey, it's okay to be poor-just don't act like you're rich." 

"This guy? Rich? If he had ten grand I'd call him 'sir'!" 

"Fifty million? Ha. Dream on." 

Dorothea raised a hand. "Enough. I don't have time for this." She fixed Alex with a 

cold stare. “Security-remove this vagrant. He has no business setting foot in 

here." 

Alex's jaw tightened. "You'll regret throwing me out," he said, voice low. 

She laughed, bright and cruel. "What are you going to do? You're nothing but a 

pauper." 

Alex didn't flinch. A slow smile crossed his face, steady and dangerous. "What can 

I do?" he asked. "I could buy this entire store and put you out on the street." 

The room exploded with laughter-Dorothea and the customers treating it like the funniest thing 
they'd heard all week. 

"If you can do that," Dorothea said, incredulous and delighted by her own cruelty, "I'll run naked 
down the main road." 

Alex's smile didn't waver. "Then you'd better start lacing up your shoes." Dorothea's expression 
snapped back to fury. "Is this a joke to you?" she barked. "Guard-now. Take him out." 



The Almighty Dominance - Chapter 471[ 
1,488 words ] 

 

Two android guards glided toward Alex. 

"Sir, you are requested to leave the store," one said in its calm synthetic voice. 

Alex turned slowly. "And what exactly is my mistake? I asked to check the ring before buying it. Is 

it wrong to make sure what I'm buying is real?" 

The android paused, processing his words. Its eyes blinked once in rapid sequence. "Apologies, sir. 

There has been an error on our side. Please continue with your purchase." 

The guards stepped back to their post. 

Alex glanced at Dorothea and smiled faintly. "Well, seems like even your guards agree with me." 

Dorothea's face flushed red with anger. "Guards! Drag this man out of my store!" The androids 
turned again, but one of them hesitated. 

"Supervisor Dorothea," it said, "after reviewing the interaction, I find this man to be a polite and 
respectable customer. Please allow him to examine the ring. I believe this kind and handsome 

gentleman intends to make a purchase." 

Dorothea's voice cracked with fury. "You stupid machine! What do you know about him? That man 

is Alex-the fool! Half-slave from Xia! What could he possibly afford? He owns nothing!" 

The android's internal system synced with the security database. Hidden within it was an 

encrypted tag-Alex Saint-Claire, reinstated heir of the Marquise Saint- Claire estate. 

The android was forbidden to reveal personal data but flagged him internally as a high-priority 

client. 

"Supervisor Dorothea," the android warned, "you should mind your language in front of customers. 
This gentleman holds verified credentials and deserves respectful service. Any further misconduct 
will be reported to management." 

The entire store froze. Customers whispered, staff exchanged glances. No one had ever seen an 
android challenge a human supervisor before. 

Dorothea's pride shattered under the spotlight. Her voice rose to a shriek. "You malfunctioning tin 
can! Can't you see who he is? You're dumber than scrap metal! Get back to your post-now!" 



 

The android nodded, protocol forcing obedience. But as it passed Alex, it stopped for a brief 

moment. Its digital voice lowered to a near-human murmur. 

"Sir, please enjoy your visit. Don't let Supervisor Dorothea's attitude bother you." It paused, then 

added quietly, "She's just another bitch." 

Gasps rippled through the store. Dorothea's eyes widened, her jaw dropped. 

"Ouch..." one of the customers muttered, stunned by the android's last remark. 

Alex smirked. "Looks like we both agree on that." 

"Get out of this place!" Dorothea screamed, her voice cracking with fury. "Nothing will be sold to 
you! Not a single thing! Get out!" 

Alex didn't flinch. He tilted his head slightly, calm and almost amused. "Well, unless I'm mistaken, 
you're just the supervisor here, not the owner. So tell me— what gives you the right to throw me 
out of someone else's store?" 

Dorothea's face turned red. “I've been the supervisor here for ten years! That gives me the 
authority! Now get out!" 

"Authority, huh?" Alex laughed softly, the sound edged with bitterness. "You must not know your 

history. This shop-Royal Prussia Fine Jewels-used to belong to the House of Saint-Claire. My 
family's business. Until traitors destroyed everything we built... and vultures started stealing what 
was ours, including this place." 

Dorothea's eyes narrowed, disbelief twisting her lips. "You? The fool of Saint- Claire? Don't make 
me laugh. You've gone from dunce to daydreamer. This store belongs to the Lion of the Winchester 

now. You're nothing. You own nothing. Go dream somewhere else!" 

She turned sharply to her staff. "Listen to me, all of you! No one-no one-serves this man. If I see 

anyone speaking to him, you're fired on the spot!" 

The room went silent. And then- 

A deep hum filled the air outside. 

 

Five sleek black hovercars descended in front of Royal Prussia Fine Jewels, their engines 

whispering like restrained thunder. 

The glass doors slid open, and ten bodyguards stepped out-real humans, not machines-dressed in 

sharp black suits, shoulders squared, faces carved in 



stone. 

Their eyes swept the area with lethal precision. The temperature seemed to drop instantly. 

The customers froze. The staff stopped breathing. Every instinct screamed danger. 

Dorothea's jaw slackened. Her rage vanished, replaced by sudden confusion. 

Who the hell are these people? she thought. Are they here to buy jewelry? 

The lead car door opened. A woman stepped out-elegant, poised, radiant in a white suit that 
gleamed under the sunlight. 

Countess Marlene Von Adler. 

Dorothea's mind blanked. She scrambled forward, bowing slightly, forcing a smile. "W-Welcome to 

Royal Prussia Fine Jewels, Madam Countess! You'll find only the finest pieces here!" 

Countess Marlene walked past Dorothea without a glance and went straight to Alex Saint-Claire. 

The bodyguards snapped into motion. Polite, mechanical, their voices smooth as silk: "Excuse us 
There's an urgent private meeting at Royal Prussia Fine Jewels, We ask all customers to leave for 

ten minutes. You may return afterward." 

They funneled the crowd toward the door, calm but inexorable. 

Dorothea barked, stunned and furious. "Hey! What do you think you're doing? How dare you chase 

away our customers?" 

The guards ignored her and kept shepherding people out. One bodyguard leaned toward the staff, 

voice low and cold. "This might get ugly. Please wait at the front of the shop." 

Some of the employees hesitated, eyes flicking to the guards' broad shoulders and the way they 

moved. Fear convinced a few to step back. 

They were paid to sell jewels, not to throw their lives away. 

Dorothea flew into a new kind of rage. She slapped one of the guards across the face. "How dare 

you drive away our customers and scare my staff?" 

The guard looked at her as if studying a curious insect. Then, with a single hard motion, he 

slammed a fist into her cheek. 

Blood split her lip. Her face 

crumpled, crimson seeping down. 

Dorothed the floor, scrambled up, 



and flung out threats like venom. "You've made a huge mistake. calling the police. I'll call my bass-
he's a noble everyone m Winchester fears. He'll come and tear you apart." 

"Really?" someone scoffed. 

Dorothea spat the name like a curse. "You don't know the Lion of Winchester? Baron Rainer König? 
When he comes, you'll all regret it. He controls dangerous men-do you understand that?" 

Before anyone could answer, two guards shoved a man through the front doors and into the store. 

He was middle-aged, fat, his face a wreck-split lip, swollen brow, a few teeth gone. His shirt was 
soaked with dried blood. He staggered, clutching at his ribs like someone who'd been beaten for 
sport. 

Countess Marlene tilted her head and sneered. "You mean this pig is the Lion of Winchester? Baron 
Rainer König?" 

The overweight man dropped to his knees, trembling. "Countess von Adler... please, I beg you-
accept my apology!" 

"Apology?" Marlene's tone cut like glass. "My superior, Marquis Saint-Claire, came here simply to 

buy a ring. And what happened? Your staff threw him out. Do you think this store belongs to you?" 

"You stole it from the Saint-Claire family. My boss wasn't even planning to reclaim it... but since 

your people refused to sell him a single ring, he's taking back everything including Royal Prussia 
Fine Jewels." 

"Wait! Please_wait!" Baron Rainer stammered, voice cracking with panic. "Take 

any ring you want. Take the whole collection! No payment necessary! But please, don't take the 

store." 

He spun toward his terrified staff, eyes blazing. "Which idiot offended the von Adler master? Show 

yourself-now!" 

Every clerk turned instantly toward Dorothea. 

She froze. Her face went pale. But before she could move, Rainer lunged, grabbing her by the collar 

and slapping her across the face so hard the sound echoed through the room. 

"You ignorant bitch!" he roared. "How dare you offend our von Adler patron? Are you blind? 

Stupid?" 

Dorothea collapsed to her knees, sobbing. "Boss, I'm sorry! I'm sorry, I didn't know—yes, I'm blind, 

I'm stupid! Please forgive me!" 

"Forgive you?" Rainer's face twisted with rage. He seized her by the hair, yanking her head back 

until she screamed. Then his fist came down once, twice, again. Each blow landed heavy and wet. 



Blood splattered across the marble floor. Dorothea's cries broke into choking gasps as her face 
swelled and reddened under the relentless punches. 

The room stood frozen-no one dared breathe. The sight of the once-arrogant supervisor reduced to 
a bleeding heap left every witness pale with horror. "Damn you, bitch! You want to drag me to hell, 

don't you? Before you kill me, I'll kill you first!" 

Dorothea tasted metal and earth. Teeth flew from her mouth. 

She fought like a cornered animal and tore free. Crawling, slick with blood, she reached Alex Saint-

Claire and clung to his leg, keening "Mister Saint Claire, I'm so sorry please I'll never judge anyone 
again. Forgive me, please!" 

Alex looked down at her with ice. "Serves you right." 

The man barked for the android guards, voice flat and cruel. "Throw this bitch in the garbage dump 

down the alley." 

"Right away, boss." The android guards hauled her up, blood leaving a trail across 

the marble, and carried her out like refuse. 

"Please, Countess Marlene-don't take the store. I'll give you any ring. Anything!" the chubby man 
begged, voice shaking. 

"Too late.” Marlene's words were cold as frost. “You accepted custody of this shop only while the 
Marquis Saint-Claire was absent. When the Saint-Claire line returns, the store returns with them. 

Stop stealing what isn't yours." 
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Alex Saint-Claire stared at Baron Rainer with a cold, hollow expression. 

"When the Saint-Claire's family was ambushed that night," Alex said quietly, "the nobles came at 
us like wolves. They tore through everyone. My entire family died... except my father. Everything 

we owned was stolen, taken by whoever arrived fastest in the chaos." 

"But the law is clear. No matter who looted what, every business tied to the Saint- Claire line still 

belongs to the Saint-Claire blood. If the family has no heir, only then can the name change—and 
even that takes a hundred years." 

Alex stepped closer, "So yes, Baron Rainer-you've been allowed to use it. But that ends today." 



"I, Alexander Saint-Claire, rightful heir, reclaim this property now. The Royal Prussia Fine Jewels 
belongs to the Marquis Saint-Claire. It always has." 

A sudden pulse of blue light flickered from Alex's bracelet. A three-dimensional document unfolded 
in midair, and the same holographic file materialized in front of Baron Rainer. The words were 

unmistakable: 

“Baron Rainer is required to return the Royal Prussia Fine Jewels to Alexander Saint-Claire." 

Baron Rainer's face twisted in panic. 

"No... no, please," he begged. "I take care of this store for two decades. I can't just hand it over." 

Countess Marlene stepped in, "You must return it, Baron Rainer." 

Two bodyguards approached, placing firm hands on Rainer's shoulders as one of them pointed to 

the floating document. 

"You'd better choose to surrender now," he warned. "If you resist, we'll kill you— and the store 

will automatically revert to the Marquis Saint-Claire." 

Rainer swallowed hard. He knew these weren't ordinary guards-they came from the underground, 

the kind who killed without hesitation. 

"Marquis Saint-Claire," Baron Rainer stammered, "please-believe me. I'm not your enemy. The 
ones who murdered your family... they are your true enemies." 

 

"I worked for your house. I only took this store so it wouldn't fall into their hands. I've always been 
loyal to the Saint-Claire name. 

"I'll let you walk away," Alex said quietly. "I'll even let you keep this place. But you're going to tell 
me who killed my family." 

Rainer shook his head slowly, fear and pity mixing in his eyes. 

"I can't tell you. They're not people someone like you can handle. If they want you dead, no one in 
Prussia can stop them. Please... just leave. Let me keep the store. I'll give you fifty percent of the 

profit." 

Alex didn't blink. "I don't want your money. I want their names. Tell me who they are, and the 

store is yours." 

Baron Rainer looked torn, desperate, almost starving for the deal Alex had offered. 

"You promise me... right?" he whispered, trembling. 



"Yes," Alex said. "I really promise you. So tell me who they are. Or who he is." 

Losing this store was like losing his entire life, and this moment was his last chance to save 
himself. His voice shook as he finally gave in. 

"They are " 

Baron Rainer suddenly jerked as if struck by an invisible bolt. 

His entire body went rigid. His eyes rolled back, turning pitch-black. 

The words caught in his throat and died there, strangled mid-syllable. 

 

Alex lunged forward and caught him before he hit the floor. Blood leaked from every opening-nose, 
ears, eyes, mouth. A horrifying, silent collapse. 

Countess Marlene knelt beside them, her face grim. "His brain is destroyed," she said. 

Alex's voice tightened. "You're sure?" 

"Yes." Marlene examined the body, her tone clinical, professional. "Everyone who swears loyalty to 

certain underground factions has a micro-bomb planted in their brain. If they ever try to betray 
their oath, the device detonates instantly." 

She looked at the corpse, troubled. "Whoever your family's enemy is... they're not ordinary. 
They're extremely dangerous." 

A cold chime echoed from Alex's bracelet. 

"Congratulations, Sire Alexander Saint-Claire. The Royal Prussia Fine Jewels has now returned to 
the Saint-Claire estate." 

The confirmation meant the matter was closed. Legally. Formally. Completely. 

Alex stood, walked to the counter, and addressed the terrified staff. 

"Give me that emerald ring." 

The staff rushed to obey, hands shaking, and placed the ring in Alex's palm. 

He turned to Countess Marlene. 

"Open the business as usual. You're in charge of running it." 

Then he walked out alone. 



As he stepped onto the street, Alex glanced at the emerald ring. He thought of Sofina―of her sharp 
eyes, her calm smile, the way she filled a room without trying. 

Maybe giving the ring wasn't enough. Maybe he should make it special. A proper dinner. Something 
romantic. Something worthy of her. 

"Well... why not?" he muttered to himself. 

He happened to be walking past Winchester's most famous restaurant. 

Katarina and her noble friends loved to eat here, but every time they visited, Alex -poor, 
unrecognized Alex-had always waited outside like a shadow. Today might be different. 

He approached the entrance, but before he could step inside, a staff member blocked him, looking 
him up and down. 

"Sir, excuse me," the man said politely but firmly. "Are you a noble? Only nobles are allowed to 
enter this establishment." 

Alex lifted his chin. "Yes. I am a marquis." 

The staff didn't even blink. "Then please show us your membership card, sir." 

Alex's clothes were plain, simple, nowhere near the polished elegance of the nobles entering the 

restaurant. He looked out of place, and the staff clearly saw it. "I'm not here to eat," Alex said 
quickly. "I just want to ask about booking a table for dinner." 

The man's face stayed cold. "I'm sorry, sir. You cannot make any reservation without a 
membership card." 

Alex tried again. "Then... can I apply for membership now?" 

The staff shook his head, unbothered. "You need a referral to apply. Without one, 

it's not possible." 

Alex felt irritation rise in his chest. Why is this restaurant such a headache? 

Then a cheerful voice cut through the tension. 

"Hey! Look who's here!" 

Alex turned. A woman stepped out from the restaurant-Katarina's friend, someone he had met once 
in her social circle. 

She was one of the rare nobles who had ever shown him any kindness. She even once told him that 
if he ever reclaimed the Saint-Claire title, she'd treat him to a meal here. 

A rare kindness in Prussia. 



The moment she approached, the staff straightened immediately. He bowed 

deeply. 

"Manager Treuburg." 

Alex blinked in surprise. 

"Miss Alrun... it's been a while. You're a manager here now? At the Imperial 

Amber House? That's incredible!" 

Alrun smiled modestly. "Mister Saint-Claire, you're exaggerating. I'm only a mid- level manager. 

Nothing special." 

“No,” Alex said sincerely. “It is impressive. I heard the Imperial Amber House has the highest- 

standards for their management. You must've worked hard to get 

there. You're amazing." Conten 

Alrun laughed-sharp, bright, and vicious. Then her smile vanished. She turned to 

the guards, her voice dropping to ice. 

"Was it you who blocked Marquise Saint-Claire at the entrance?" she asked. "You refused to let him 

in?" 

The guards stiffened. One stepped forward, bowing quickly. 

"We were following protocol, Miss Treuburg," he stammered. 

Alrun clicked her tongue. "Protocol?" she repeated, her voice razor-thin. "You're 

really lecturing me about procedure? Right in front of my face?" 

Alex stepped in. "Alrun, don't be too harsh. They were just doing their—" 

She turned to him slowly, a smile stretching across her face. 

"Oh Alex... sweet Alex." 

He hesitated. "What?" 

"You actually thought I was mad because of you?" 

Alex frowned. "I mean... that's what it looked like " 

"No, darling." Her smile sharpened. "I'm mad because they let you talk for too 



long." 

Alex's expression hardened. "What are you talking about?" 

"What am talking about?” She scoffed, stepping closer. "Alex, are you blind or just stupid? You 

really think a pathetic loser like you belongs in the Imperial Amber House? Don't make me laugh." 

Her voice dropped, venom thick in every word. 

"You're not Katarina Rosenheim's husband anymore. Without her shadow... who the hell are you?" 

"Without Katarina's shadow," she repeated harshly, "you're nothing." 

Alex clenched his jaw. "I'm still a marquis." 

"A marquis?" She burst into laughter. "Of what? The alley behind your old house?" 

"That title is real," he snapped. 

"Of course." She flipped her hair dismissively. "My cat has a title too—Duchess of 

the Sofa. Doesn't make either of you impressive." 

Alex's fists trembled, fury boiling in his chest. "What the hell do you mean by 

that?" 

"I'm teasing you, obviously." Her smile stretched into something feral. "I despised 

you even when you were married to Katarina." 

Alex stepped closer. "Say that again." 

"Oh gladly," she hissed. "A half-slave standing beside a Rosenheim? It was 

comedy gold." 

"One more insult," Alex growled, "and-" 

She leaned forward. "And what? You'll glare at me? Oh no. Someone call security 

his self-esteem is rising." 

"Guards," she ordered, her voice 

dripping with contempt, "remove him This idiot actually tried to walk into the Impêtial Amber 
House without a membership. And he still doesn't understand how theworld works." 

Her eyes glittered with cruelty. 



"The Rosenheim family will even pay a hundred thousand if you break both his 

legs and deliver him to their doorstep." 
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The guards started toward Alex, but he didn't flinch. His expression stayed cold. 

"Alrun Treuburg," Alex said, steady and firm, "I've never insulted you. I've never provoked you. So 
why do you keep mocking me?" 

Alrun folded her arms across her chest, chin tilted high. Her tone dripped with contempt. 

"You divorced Katarina-my friend-and married Sofina Scheinwald. Of course I despise you. So 
what?" She leaned in slightly. "Can't handle a little dislike, you pathetic loser? And now you dare 
come here asking for my help? Who do you think you are?" 

Her sneer sharpened. 

"I heard the Wolfsbane family finally acknowledged you. I heard you're walking around claiming 
your ancestors' properties. Hate to break it to you, but this restaurant never belonged to the Saint-

Claires. You walked into the wrong place." 

Then her voice snapped like a whip. "Guards. Hit him and send him to the Rosenhiem family." 

The human guards moved forward with menace-though Alex knew he could drop them all in 
seconds if he wished. 

But before they reached him, four android guards from the restaurant shot forward, landing in 
front of Alex with mechanical precision. 

One of them spoke in a metallic, emotionless voice. 

"Warning. A critical VIP is in danger. Move away immediately or we will initiate defensive 
protocol." 

The human guards froze, stunned. 

Alrun's eyes widened. "Security Androids, why are you protecting him? Step away! Now!" 

"Negative," the android replied. "VIP on watch is threatened. Protection is mandatory." 



 

"I said stand down!" Alrun barked. "I am the manager of The Imperial Amber House. This is my 

command. Step back from our business!" 

"Negative," the android repeated. All four machines tightened formation around Alex, shielding 

him from the guards. 

Confusion spread across the room. Something like this had never happened before-androids 

defying direct orders, siding with an outsider. 

At that moment, Alex's bracelet phone vibrated in his hand. 

A small one-side holographic screen slid open-visible only to him, invisible to everyone else. 

Marlene appeared on the display, breathless and tense, her voice low and urgent. 

"Master Alex, we received an emergency alert from security saying you're in danger at the Imperial 
Amber House. Are you alright?” 

Alex glanced at the androids around him, then back at the private screen. 

"How did you know? Are these four androids connected to you?” 

"Master Alex, the Eden Group owns the entire Imperial Amber House chain. The Winchester branch 

is only one of dozens across Prussia. And you-" her tone dropped lower, more serious, "-you are 
registered as the number-one VIP across all Eden Group properties." 

She continued, crisp and precise: 

"That includes every restaurant, every hotel, every resort, and every security android assigned to 

Eden facilities. If you're threatened anywhere near our assets, all androids automatically protect 
you and send a distress signal straight 

to headquarters. That's why we detected danger." 

 

Her voice softened just slightly. "Master Alex, are you safe right now?" 

Alex's eyes tightened in shock. 

Number one VIP? 

Did that mean... he practically owned the Imperial Amber Houses? 

He'd spent three chaotic years with Katarina, while Countess Marlene, Bella, and 



the Kingswells had been quietly expanding his business. 

He never realized how massive his influence had already become. 

He spoke almost on instinct. 

"Looks like you're doing an excellent job, Marlene." 

Marlene laughed softly, a hint of pride slipping through. 

"Of course, Master Alex. I'm dying to prove myself to you. I do everything I can so you'll keep your 
eyes on me." 

Then her tone shifted, colder. 

"I've already summoned the general manager of the Winchester Imperial Amber House to meet 

you. If he isn't standing in front of you within a minute, then something dirty is going on. He will 
serve you well, Master." 

Alrun's patience shattered. 

Alex was taking a video call-right in the middle of the moment she was trying to humiliate him. 

And worse, the android guards she thought she commanded weren't even giving her space to lay a 

hand on him. 

She had planned everything: 

Use Alex as a stepping stone, cripple his dignity, and carry his broken body back to Katarina to win 
favor. She wanted him helpless. She wanted him whining, begging, easy to crush. 

But instead of breaking, Alex stayed perfectly calm. 

And instead of obeying her, the restaurant's android guards stared down at her- cold, emotionless, 
and unyielding-like she was the one without authority, like she was the powerless one in the room. 

Her rage exploded. 

"You Rosenhiem dog!” she screamed. “You made the biggest mistake of your life divorcing 

Katarina! And then you married Sofina-that bitch!" 

"She's nothing but the Heinrichs' whore! Everyone knows what she is! Whenever Heinrich shows 
up, she follows him like some starving street animal waiting for scraps to be thrown at her. She's 
trash-just like you! A perfect match: two dogs crawling after their masters!" 

Alex's expression hardened, his voice turning cold and razor-sharp. 



"You didn't just insult me-you dragged my wife into your filth," he said. "Alrun Treuburg, you're 
digging your own grave. I'm going straight to your superior and asking how Imperial Amber House 

hires someone with a mouth as rotten as yours." 

Alrun scoffed, eyes blazing. 

"You want the person in charge? Who the hell do you think you are?" she snapped. “You're not 

even worthy of standing in front of me, the manager. And you dare think you can contact anyone 
above me? You arrogant little nothing!" 

"You really need to be beaten bloody!" She snapped at her human guards. "Turn off the androids! 
Shut them down-now! Once they're inactive, hit that bastard!" 

Alex didn't move. He only stared at her, "You'll know in seconds whether I'm bluffing. You'll know 
exactly who I can contact." 

Alrun burst into loud, mocking laughter. 

"Oh, I can't wait," she said. "When the guards rip that lying mouth off your face, maybe you'll 

finally learn your place, you little prick! This is hilarious!" 

Her guards activated the shutdown command. 

The androids' eyes dimmed instantly, collapsing into inert silence. 

The human guards stepped forward, menace heavy in their steps. 

"Get him," Alrun barked. "We'll deliver him to Katarina like a gift." 

The four guards closed in on Alex- 

—and then a roar cut through the air. 

A flying car, moving at terrifying speed, slammed straight into all four guards. 

The impact hurled them five meters across the pavement, bodies flipping through 

the air before crashing down in a heap. 

The vehicle skidded to a stop, metal hissing with heat. 

Alrun screamed, "WHAT THE HELL IS THIS?!" 

But the moment the door opened and she saw who stepped out- 

her voice died in her throat. 

Silence swallowed her whole. 



The guards, who had been ready to burst out in fury, froze as well. 

They couldn't speak. 

They didn't even breathe. 

Because the man who stepped out of the car was someone none of them dared 

to defy. 

Mr. Ernest, their General Manager. 

She froze like she'd been struck by 

lightning. Her eyes went wide, beet 

caught, and every word she 

on 

I to throw c died on her tongue! sŵnovels 

Ernest himself went pale. 

"Mr. Alex Saint-Claire...?" His voice trembled with fear and disbelief. 

He had already seen the picture Countess Marlene sent him-along with the 

message: 

If anything happens to this man, you and your entire family are finished. 

The moment recognition hit him, Ernest rushed forward in a near panic and bowed so deeply his 

forehead almost touched the ground. 

"Sir Founder!" 

Alrun's mind shattered. 

She stood frozen-staring, shaking, unable to accept what she was seeing. 

Alex Saint-Claire... the man she called a loser... a dog of the Rosenheim... 

was someone Mr. Ernest-the Chairman of the Imperial Amber House-bowed to 

like a peasant? 

Who the hell was he? 



Her stomach twisted with dread. Would he take revenge? Would he remember every insult she 
threw at him? 

Alex stepped in quickly, "Mr. Ernest, certain titles shouldn't be spoken in public." 

The reminder hit Ernest like a slap. He shook violently. 

"Oh-oh my God... I'm such a fool," he muttered in terror. 

'The founder's identity is confidential... Lalmost exposed him. 

If offend the founder of the Eden. 

Group, I'm finished... my whate 

family is finished...' 

He scrambled to correct himself, bowing again. 

"Mr. Saint-Claire... welcome to the Imperial Amber House. Please, allow me to escort you to enter 
this place." 

Alex sneered, "But I heard I can't enter without a membership. And your staff wanted hit me for 
trying to reserve a table." 

"What?" Ernest froze, then slowly turned to Alrun—staring at her like she'd just grown a second 
head. 

His disbelief was raw, almost violent. 

Alrun panicked. 

She forced a smile so stiff it barely moved, then rushed to Alex's side like a 

desperate sycophant clinging to the last branch on a cliff. 

"Ah-Alex... welcome to the Imperial Amber House," Alrun said, voice suddenly soft and sugary, 
trembling as she forced the smile. "It's an honor to have you here. And since we were friends 
before. Its truly my pleasure. Please, come inside..." 

"Are you sure?" Alex asked calmly. 

She nodded so fast it looked painful. "Of course! I'm your old friend!" 

Alex raised an eyebrow. "Alrun, the last time you called me 'friend,' the next words 

out of your mouth were 'get out."" 

Her smile twitched, strained and brittle. "Alex... darling... you know I never meant 



those... things." 

Alex tilted his head. "Which things?" 

She swallowed. "All of them." 

"The part where I'm a dog? A loser? Trash?" 

Mr. Ernest's face turned red with fury as he glared at Alrun. 

Her voice shrank to a whimper. "...Friendly banter?" 

Alex blinked slowly. "If that was friendly, I'd hate to see what you call customer 

service." 

Alrun stepped closer with a trembling smile. "Alex... for real... I'm so glad you're 

here." 

"Glad?" Alex echoed. "You mean glad like when you called your guards on me?" 

She froze, then forced a laugh. "Yes! I was just... uh... testing the loyalty of my 

staff." 

"Testing?" Alex said, voice steady. "By ordering them to beat me?" 

"What?" Mr. Ernest said, stunned. 

She panicked. "T-Training exercise!" 

Alex nodded thoughtfully. "Impressive. They failed the test faster than you failed 

basic common sense." 

Alrun let out a nervous laugh-thin, strained, almost choking. 

"Alex, you know me. I'm always joking." 

"That was a joke?" Alex stared. 

"Absolutely! Every word!" 

Alex nodded slowly. "Good to know. Because if that was your serious side, I'd 

have to report you for brain damage." 



Inside, Alrun was praying-begging that Alex wouldn't say any words anymore. 

He had to keep quiet. 

In her mind, Alex was still the Rosenheim dog-easy to control, easy to bend, 

easy to manipulate. 

She leaned in, hiding her lips behind her smile, and whispered sharply into his 

ear: 

"Shut up! If you say anything that makes me look bad in front of my boss... you're dead. Remember 

that." 
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Alex was stunned for a moment. He couldn't believe this woman still had the nerve to taunt him. 

He nodded slowly. "Of course. Of course." 

Alrun turned with a triumphant smile, certain that her taunt had finally shut him up. In her mind, 
Alex was still the same pathetic dog from Rosenheim-loud when he barked, but crawling back the 
moment she snapped. 

"Mr. Ernest," Alex said suddenly. "Did you know Miss Alrun here is my friend?" Ernest blinked, 
caught off guard. "Miss Alrun... you're Mr. Saint-Claire's friend?" 

"Yes! Yes!" Alrun blurted, almost tripping over her own words. "Alex and I were great friends for 
three years!" 

That was all Ernest needed to hear. 

"Well then... starting today," he declared without a second of hesitation, "you will take over as the 
General Manager of the entire Imperial Amber Houses." 

It was a massive jump-four tiers in a single breath. A general manager's salary, benefits, and 
authority were on an entirely different level. They controlled staff across multiple branches, 

handled high-level decisions, and held prestige most managers like her could only dream of. 

Alrun's knees nearly buckled from excitement. 



"Thank you thank you!" she said breathlessly, joy lighting up her face. 

And then Alex spoke, his tone turning cold. 

"Mr. Ernest, do you know what kind of 'friendship' I actually have with Alrun Treuburg?" 

Ernest's smile faltered. Sensing disapproval in Alex's voice, he rushed to fix it. 

"Mr. Saint-Claire, if you wish, I can promote Miss Treuburg to vice-chairman-just one rank below 
me." 

 

Alrun's face lit up with a wide, eager smile. 

"Of course! I can be an excellent vice-chairman. Honestly, I have so many brilliant ideas for 
running these restaurants. You're going to love them, Mr. Chairman." 

Alex cut him off sharply. 

"I've known this woman for three years. I thought she was a friend-at least that's what she kept 
calling it. But when I truly needed help, that so-called friendship showed its real face: fake. As fake 
as her plastic surgery." 

His eyes hardened, "She tried to backstab me. She ordered guards to beat me. And she was ready to 

hand me over to Rosenheim-people who wanted me dead. And you think this kind of person 
deserves a promotion?" 

He stepped forward. "So, Mr. Ernest, are you trying to piss me off on purpose? Because I'm getting 
angry. Right. Now." 

Ernest felt the blood drain from his face. 

He realized too late that he had flattered the wrong person. 

His head snapped toward Alrun, and the fury in his eyes could have burned through stone. 

"You... you dare?" he snarled. Then he swung his hand across her face with a sharp crack. 

"How dare you offend Mr. Saint-Claire? Did you borrow your courage from a damn lion? Do you 

have a death wish? If you want to die, die alone-don't drag me and my family down with you!" 

Alrun collapsed to her knees instantly, trembling so hard her teeth nearly chattered. 

"Mr. Ernest-I'm sorry! I'm so, so sorry!" 

 



Ernest's rage turned on the guards next. They had stepped closer, confused and terrified. 

"You useless bastards!" he roared, striking one of them across the face. "How dare you hit someone 
in front of The Imperial Amber House? Since when did we become hired thugs? We're a damn 
restaurant!" 

The guards paled as Ernest kept striking them. 

"Boss-it wasn't us!" one stammered. "Miss Alrun told us to beat that man! Please -we didn't want 
to!" 

Ernest didn't hesitate. He kicked Alrun hard, sending her skidding across the floor. 

"You ignorant bitch!" he shouted. "Today you'll learn the price for offending Mr. Saint-Claire!" 

He pointed at the guards, voice booming. 

"If you're not on her side-then beat her! Don't hold back. Do exactly what she ordered you to do to 
Mr. Saint-Claire!" 

Alrun screamed in terror. 

"Mr. Ernest, I'm sorry! Please-please forgive me!" 

Ernest's face had turned bright red from fury. 

"NOW you're sorry?" he barked. "Where was this sorry earlier? How dare you try 

to lay a hand on Mr. Saint-Claire? If he begged you for mercy, would you let him go? NO! You'd 
drag him to Rosenheim like a dog they ordered you to fetch!" He jabbed a finger at her. 

"You better thank Mr. Saint-Claire. If not for him, I'd kill you myself!" 

Tears streamed down Alrun's face. She crawled toward Alex on her hands and knees, shaking 
violently. 

"Alex-Alex, I'm sorry!" she cried, bowing her head to the floor. "Please... I beg you... for the sake of 
our friendship..." 

Alex looked down at her with a cold, razor-sharp stare. 

"Alrun Treuburg, we were friends. So tell me why did you insult me and my wife right in front of 
everyone?" 

Alrun scrambled for excuses. 

"Alex, I didn't know you knew 

someone so important. I was just 



kidding! I thought we were 

friends you should handle a little joke. wasn't really going to hit you, I was just... playing around. 
How was I supposed to know you'd get angry? Friends joke, right?" 

"Kidding?" Alex repeated, his voice turning even colder. 

"Alex, it was just a joke! Friends tease each other!" 

Alex gave her a cold, razor-edged sneer. 

"Right. Friends tease. You? You tried doing stand-up comedy at my funeral." 

He leaned in slightly, voice turning even colder. 

"Well, if that makes you happy, then think of everything happening right now as 

just friends joking-exactly the same way you joked with me." 

"Alex, don't joke with me like that!" Alrun shouted, her voice cracking with frustration and fear. 

He stepped closer, towering over her trembling form. 

"You know I don't strike first. But you attacked me. So don't expect mercy. You 

brought this on yourself. You left me no choice." 

Alrun choked on her tears. "Alex... can't we just forget the past?" 

Alex let out a cold, humorless snort. "Depends. Which part?" 

"All of it!" she pleaded. 

"So the betrayal... the guards you sent after me... the setup with Rosenheim- everything?" 

"Yes! Just wipe the slate clean!" 

Alex leaned down, his voice cutting like a blade. 

"Alrun, the slate isn't dirty. It's shattered. And you're the one who threw it off the balcony." 

Alrun threw herself forward and clung to Alex's foot in pure desperation. 

"You have to stop them! Tell them to stop hitting me! Give me the vice-chairman position-Alex, you 

have to say it! Please!" 

"Get away from me,” Alex snapped, pulling his foot free. "You already missed your chance." 

Ernest snapped, fury exploding from him. 



"You bitch Ernest roared. "If you dare bother Mr. Saint-Claire again, I'll rip that plastic mouth off 
your fake face! All of you-get over here and hit hert If you refuse you're fired on the spot!" 
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The guards rushed forward and swarmed Alrun, raining blows down without 

hesitation. 

Alrun collapsed completely, choking on sobs as tears streamed down her cheeks. "My vice 

chairman position!" 

Alex ignored her. 

He turned to Ernest, calm and composed. "Let's talk about the booking." 

"Of course, Mr. Saint-Claire! Please-this way to restaurant!" Ernest said quickly, 

almost stumbling over himself to lead Alex forward. 

Before stepping away, Ernest barked at the guards, 

"Teach her a lesson. Don't stop unless I say so!" 

"Yes, Mr. Ernest!" they answered in unison. 

Again, they rushed at Alrun, pinned her to the floor, and rained blows down on 

her. 

Her screams echoed through the hall behind Alex, but he didn't look back. 

At that exact moment, a man in a long coat slipped past them. He brushed close to Alex, silent and 

unremarkable except for the faint 

metallic glint inside his sleeve. 

The stranger pulled out a blade-thin, dark, and humming with a micro-vibration 

so sharp it could slice iron like tofu. 

He moved with practiced confidence. 

Even a seasoned martial artist wouldn't survive that blade. 

It had never once failed its mission. 

The assassin brushed past Alex's shoulder. 



And then he struck. 

The knife drove straight into flesh, and blood poured out instantly. 
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Alex walked past the assassin as if the man didn't exist. He just kept walking toward the 

restaurant—calm, steady, and untouched, as if nothing at all had happened. 

The assassin did the same-gliding by him like nothing had happened—yet sweat soaked the inside 

of his coat. His hand still trembled from what he'd just done. 

A moment earlier, he had meant to drive his knife straight into Alex's heart. 

Instead, the blade jerked backward as if ripped by an invisible force, and he stabbed himself—deep 
in the shoulder, slicing nearly halfway through his own arm. 

The assassin bolted. 

He slapped a quick bandage over the wound while running, blood soaking through his sleeve. He 
stumbled into his flying car, slammed the door, and shot into the sky. 

But he wasn't alone. 

Another flying car rose right behind him, tailing him with smooth precision. 

A voice message crackled through Alex's bracelet a moment later. 

“I'm right on his tail. I'll track him and find the mastermind,” the operative reported. 

Alex glanced down at the glowing bracelet screen. 

His people were already moving-just as he'd planned. 

Ever since he reclaimed the Marquis Saint-Claire title, he knew enemies would come for him. 

Kingswell had placed agents around him, shadowing anyone who tried and failed to kill him. 

And although Alex could have killed the assassin in a heartbeat..... he didn't. 

 



A dead assassin told him nothing. 

A running one could lead him to the truth. 

The title of Saint-Claire wasn't truly his. 

It belonged to Logan. 

And to step into Prussia wearing that name, Alex had made a promise to find the one who killed the 
real Marquis Saint-Claire's family. And he intended to keep it. 

He'd spent three years searching for that murderer. 

Three years with nothing but dead ends. 

Maybe reclaiming the title would smoke the enemy out. 

And now... it looked like it did. 

A few hours later when he returned home-the new house Sofina received from Beatrix-he expected 
peace. 

He thought Felicia and her husband, Albert Bauer, would be settling in happily. 

Instead, he walked into chaos. 

Shattered plates. 

 

Glass on the floor. 

Two voices screaming like the walls were coming down. 

“You damn bastard!" Felicia roared. "How could you sell our daughter's organs!?" 

Albert Bauer exploded right back, voice shaking with rage. 

“I am NOT! You're the one who begged me to borrow money! I took that loan so you could buy your 
clothes, your skincare, your damn luxury handbags!" 

Felicia shot back, desperate and trembling. 

"I told you I'd pay it back! Sofina is a deputy now-money will come in!" 

Albert threw his hands up, furious and exhausted. 



“Yes, but we've already missed the payment limit for three months! And by the contract, they're 
legally taking the collateral to cover what we owe!" 

Felicia's face twisted in horror. 

“And you put Pauline as the collateral?” Her scream ripped through the house. “How could you sell 
her!?” "I'm NOT selling her-it was just her kidney!" Albert shouted. "But I don't know how the 

contract changed- they're scamming us! Now they're saying we owe them Pauline's entire body!" 

Felicia broke—crying and screaming at once. "This cannot be happening!" 

Albert grabbed her shoulders, desperate. “We can still fight this! I heard a lot of people are already 
gathering to protest in front of their company building. If you go there, report them, demonstrate—

maybe the government will shut them down and cancel our debt!" 

Felicia shoved him hard. 

"Why don't YOU go and give your body?! Why did you put our daughter up as the collateral!?" 

"They wouldn't take my old body! They wanted Pauline—and YOU agreed at the time!" Albert 
yelled, voice cracking with frustration. 

Felicia lunged and grabbed his collar, almost lifting him off his feet. 

"Are you insane? I NEVER agreed to something so disgusting! I would NEVER offer my own 
daughter!" 

Albert stared at her in disbelief, feeling cornered and betrayed. 

"You used the money. You told me to get the loan. You shouted at me to find cash at any cost! 

Königsberg Credit Union was the only place willing to give me anything—and you burned through 
every cent. You KNOW that!" Albert roared. 

"If I had known you used our daughter as collateral, I would've never touched that money!" Felicia 
screamed, her voice breaking. "How could you sign a contract like that—” 

“No!” Albert shot back. “You're the one who signed it!” 

Alex let out a long, exhausted sigh. Looked like they finally agreed on one thing-neither of the two 
who spent the money remembered who signed the damn Pauline's kidney clause. 

Albert fired back, shaking with anger. 

"But you told me to get the money at ANY cost! Those were your exact words!" 

“Enough!” Felicia roared. “This is all your fault! We're going to protest that damn loan company, 
and we'll make sure they get shut down!" 

They stormed out of the house-only to find Alex standing at the front door. 



Felicia's expression flipped instantly, eyes lighting up with desperate hope. 

"Alex! Good, you're here. You have to help us!" 

Alex shut her down immediately. 

“No. I'm not becoming anyone's collateral. This is a free country-when I say no, it means no. You 
two took the loan. You two put Pauline as collateral. You reap what you sow. Don't drag other 

people into your mess." 

Felicia gasped like he'd stabbed her. 

"How dare you! You're part of this family! Don't you have a heart? Your own step-sister-in-law is 

about to be sold-maybe her organs harvested by some scumbag and you don't care!? 

Alex didn't blink. 

"I didn't use the loan money. It was both of you. I feel nothing. Not even guilt." 

“You damn BASTARD!” Felicia screamed. “The least you could do is come with us to protest the 
loan 

company!" 

Alex sighed. 

"That, I can promise. I'll come." 

He realized if he refused, they'd never leave him alone. 

They drove to the Königsberg Credit Union. 

The moment they stepped out of the car, they saw a huge crowd already gathered—angry, shouting, 

surrounding the locked doors of the Königsberg Credit Union. 

Alex had zero interest in squeezing into the chaos. 

He let Felicia and Albert push forward while he quietly drifted to the back, leaning against a wall 
like he had all 

the time in the world. 

And in just a few minutes— 

Felicia—his mother-in-law—had planted herself at the very front of the mob. 

She held a banner over her head, screaming at the building with the fury of a wildfire: 

"Damn you, Königsberg Credit 



Union! LIARS! We want our rights You can't take our loved ones to pay 

our loans! It's ILLEGAL! It violates 

our HUMAN RIGHTS!" 

After a long stretch of screaming, Felicia scanned the crowd-then her eyes snapped onto Alex. 

"There you are, you useless loser! Get over here!" 

Alex dragged himself forward with all the enthusiasm of a dying man. 

"What now?" he asked flatly. 

Felicia grabbed him by the arm and shoved him into her place. 

"Start shouting these lines for me! I've been screaming for an hour-my throat feels like 
sandpaper!" 

Alex stared at her. 

"Why don't you ask your husband, Albert?" 

"I already tried! I don't know where that bastard ran off to. Stop whining and start yelling!" Felicia 
snapped. 

Alex had no idea what was going on, but everyone was shouting anyway, so he just picked 

something and 

yelled: 

"You damn bastards! How can you borrow money and then refuse to pay it back!?" 

People turned and stared at him—including Felicia. 

Alex tried again, louder: 

"You filthy animals! You use the money, then act innocent when the payment day comes!" 

More people stared. Felicia nearly choked. 

“What the hell are you shouting!? Are you on THEIR side or OUR side!?” 

“Me?” Alex asked. "I'm always on my own side.” 

Felicia slapped his shoulder. 

"Do you think you're funny? Just follow my lead! Repeat after me!” 



She lifted her banner again and screamed: 

"Damn you, Königsberg Credit Union! You cannot take humans as collateral! Wipe our loans clean!" 

Alex rubbed his forehead, fighting the urge to walk away. 

How do you borrow money... and then protest that you shouldn't have to pay it back? 

He leaned close to Felicia and asked, "How much did you borrow?" 

Felicia answered in a panicked rush, "It was only forty thousand dollars!" 

Alex frowned. “Then why don't you just pay it back? That's not even a large amount." 

Felicia snapped. 

"Not a large amount!? We borrowed forty thousand.. Those bastards turned forty grand into four 
hundred 

thousand dollars. They're total scammers!" 

Alex froze, stunned. "What!? You actually borrowed from a loan shark that insane?" 

Felicia flushed with embarrassment, which immediately turned into rage. 

"What do you know about money, 

loser Tet you don't even have thousand dollars in your pocket! So shut your mouth and KEEP 

CHANTING!" 

She jabbed a finger at his chest. "I'm warning you don't stop. Not even for a second." 

Alex pressed his lips together. “Fine.” 

Right then, a group of neighborhood aunties shuffled over. They stared at Alex like he was a stain 

on the floor. 

“Felicia, is that your son-in-law?” one of them asked. 

Then they eyed Alex's outfit from head to toe before scoffing loudly. 

"Oh my goodness—why does he look so pathetic? He's not even half as decent as my son-in-law." 

Another chimed in, smirking. 

"Look at those clothes-so outdated, so worn out! Even I dress better than him!" 

They circled him, tossing insults like knives—sharp, shrill, and constant. 



But Alex didn't react. These were women who borrowed money and refused to pay it back. Their 
words 

carried no weight. 

Felicia, however, was fuming. 

Every mocking comment dug under her skin. The more they insulted Alex, the more humiliated she 

felt 

standing next to him. 

Finally, she snapped. 

“Just watch!” she yelled. “I'll make sure my daughter divorces him in a few days—and then she'll 
marry a 

REAL rich man!" 
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Felicia hated being looked down on. But today, it felt like the entire street had gathered just to spit 

on her pride. 

Even strangers were pointing at Alex like he was some circus mistake. 

"See that man?" a woman sneered loudly. "That's Alex the dunce the walking error. He doesn't 

even understand basic math, let alone advanced." 

She turned to her young son and jabbed a finger at Alex. 

"You know what you'll become if you're that stupid? A dog wrapped in human skin. Just like him." 

The boy frowned. "But... I heard he already escaped from being Rosenheim's dog?" 

"Oh, sure," the woman said, her voice dripping with poison. "Escaped to do what? Be a gardener 
for the Eden Group? A glorified cleaning service." 

"Plucking leaves. And look at his mother-in-law-showing up here screaming about a loan she can't 
even pay back. Do you want to end up like him, or have a mother-in-law like that?" 

Felicia's face flushed a violent red. 



It burned-humiliation, rage, disgust-like someone had smacked her with a dirty rag. 

People always said: get too close to trash, and the smell sticks to you. 

Being near Alex was turning her name into rot. 

Felicia was furious-shaking, boiling, almost trembling with shame. 

She couldn't depend on Alex Saint-Claire-the eternal loser. The most he could 

 

do was shout useless slogans in front of the Königsberg Credit Union. 

They wouldn't care. They wouldn't even notice. 

She needed someone powerful. Someone who could actually help her close the company and silence 

these people. 

And then it hit her. 

Gustav. 

Count Gustav Klein-the nobleman she had met at last night's banquet. The man who had practically 
melted under Sofina's beauty. A count from a prominent family. 

A man with influence. A man who might actually do something. 

And thank heaven-she had gotten his number. 

Her fingers shook as she dialed. 

The call connected almost instantly. 

Felicia straightened her voice and rushed, "Hello? Gustav? Hi-it's me. I'm Sofina Scheinwald's 
mother..." 

On the other end, Gustav froze. 

From the moment he met Sofina the previous night, he hadn't been able to think about anything 

else. Her beauty had struck him like lightning-clean, sharp, unforgettable. He had spent half the 
night restless, wondering how to approach her, how to speak to her again. 

 

Then suddenly-her mother called him. Out of nowhere. 



Fate couldn't have handed him a clearer signal. 

"Yes, Mrs. Felicia, what is this call about?" Gustav asked, polite but curious. 

Felicia jumped in fast. "Well-there's something Sofina tried to help me with, but 

she couldn't. So I thought... maybe you could help her help me." 

"I can try," Gustav replied smoothly. "Tell me what's going on." 

Felicia didn't hold back. 

"Count Gustav, a man used my name and my daughters' names to borrow money. And now the 

Königsberg Credit Union wants to take my daughter's body as payment!" Her voice trembled with 
fury. 

"I have the money to pay it off, but I hate the way they're acting-like gangsters. Can you help me 
shut down this Königsberg Credit Union? Please!" 

"What?" Gustav's voice sharpened instantly. "They dare demand Sofina's body as collateral? How 
dare they." 

Felicia wasn't about to clarify. 

The union wanted Pauline-not Sofina-but the truth wouldn't get her the help she needed. So she 
pushed the lie deeper. 

"Yes. My daughter... she's become the collateral," Felicia said, pretending to choke on the words. 

Gustav's heart pounded. 

A damsel in distress-Sofina in distress-this was his moment. 

Saving her would be the perfect entrance into her life, her bed and even hers. 

"Mrs. Felicia," he declared, voice full of heroic resolve, "don't worry. I'm coming right now. I'll 

handle everything." 

Felicia nearly burst into tears of joy. 

"Oh my goodness-thank you so much, Gustav!" 

The moment the call ended, her smile vanished. 

She wheeled around and shot Alex a scorching glare. 

"Some people are as useless as a pile of garbage," she snapped. "We can't count 

on him. What can he do besides screaming worthless chants?" 



Alex let out a cold, dry laugh. 

His mother-in-law ambitious, shameless, and a born scammer. 

And she truly believed she could shut down a legal credit union just by calling a count? 

Ridiculous. 

"So," Alex said with a sharp edge, "can I go home now? Since your Count Gustav is coming." 

Felicia hissed, eyes flaring. 

"What's this? Jealous? Does it hurt your pride when someone better than you steps in?" She jabbed 

a finger at him. "No-you stay here. Keep yelling until this credit union shuts down forever!" 

Alex was too tired to argue with her. 

He kept shouting with the crowd, pressing the credit union harder-not because he believed it 
mattered, but because he was too exhausted to argue with Felicia... and because he wanted to see 

how Count Gustav planned to "shut down" a legal institution with nothing but arrogance. 

Felicia, meanwhile, was in full performance mode. 

She told everyone-loudly-that Count Gustav himself wanted to marry her daughter. She dropped 

the story like bait into water, and the desperate crowd bit instantly. 

People brightened, surrounding her with eager hope. 

Felicia lifted her chin, basking in the attention. 

"Don't worry, everyone. I've asked Count Gustav Klein to help us. He's powerful, well-connected. 
I'm sure he can shut down this shady company-and we won't have to pay a single cent of that loan 
ever again!" 

A woman gasped, almost squealing. 

"Count Gustav Klein? Felicia, you're incredible! How did you manage to get someone like him?" 

Another added, wide-eyed, "The Klein family knows everyone. He'll fix this in minutes!" 

Someone suddenly pointed at Alex. 

"Felicia, if you know such a capable man, why didn't you marry your daughter to 

him? Why choose this loser?" 

Laughter rippled through the air. 

Felicia shot Alex a glare sharp enough to cut glass. 



"This loser will be thrown out of our family soon enough." 

Alex stayed silent. 

He wasn't offended. 

He wasn't even bothered. 

He just wanted to see the show-Gustav arriving like a hero, trying to solve a problem that wasn't 
his, with no idea what he was walking into. Not even Sofina knew. 

"Alex," Felicia snapped suddenly, "try not to embarrass me in front of Gustav." 

Alex raised a brow. "Why would I do that?" 

"Because you always ruin the moment." 

"And what moment is that exactly?" 

Felicia gestured proudly toward the crowd. "Look at them! They finally admire 

me." 

Alex nodded. "Right. Because you called someone richer than you." 

Felicia glared. "Jealous?" 

Alex smirked. "Not at all. I'm just wondering when Gustav finds out the real story, do you want to 
fake faint before or after he leaves?" 

Minutes later, a sleek black luxury car rolled to a stop in front of the entire crowd. 

A tall, handsome man in a tailored suit stepped out with practiced elegance. Gustav Klein had 

arrived. 

The women near Felicia practically squealed. 

"Oh my God, look at him! So handsome-so refined! Which family will be lucky 

enough to have him as a son-in-law?" 

Another clutched her chest dramatically. 

"If my daughter could marry him, I could die happy!" 

A third scoffed. "Please. He'd probably sue for emotional damages." 

"Alex! Did you see?" Felicia hissed excitedly. "Gustav arrived in a luxury car!" 



Alex nodded. "Yes. So?" 

"So? Don't you know what that means?" 

Alex shrugged. "That he owns a car?" 

Felicia gasped. "No, idiot! It means he's influential." 

Alex stared at her. "Felicia, in this country even drug dealers and thief own luxury cars." 

Felicia didn't waste a second. 

She rushed up to Gustav, her face overflowing with fake relief. 

"Count Gustav! You're finally here I've been so anxious waiting for you!" 

Gustav smiled warmly, confident and composed. 

"Mrs. Felicia, my apologies for the wait." 

"Oh, nonsense!" Felicia waved her hand dramatically. "It barely took you five 

minutes to get here you came so fast!" 

The crowd stared with awe, whispering, pointing, dreaming. 

Alex stood behind them all, arms crossed, expression unreadable. 

The show was about to begin. 

"As soon as I heard you were in trouble, I rushed over," Gustav said smoothly. "I 

even ran a few cars off the road on the way." 

Felicia's eyes sparkled with pride, though she still put on her fragile, worried act. 

"Won't you get in trouble for... running into cars like that?" 

Gustav laughed-low, cold, and confident. 

"No. I'm a count. And this is Winchester There are only a few of us. As long as I don't hit another 
noble, everyone else just swallows it and moves on. The police here are... 

cooperative. Let's just say this city 

my playground. I do whatever 

want." 



is 

Felicia and several women around her froze in awe, their eyes widening. 

To have a man who could break rules without consequence-who could bend the 

law with a flick of his hand-felt like discovering a rare treasure. 

Gustav cleared his throat, refocusing. 

"Anyway. Tell me exactly what happened. How much were you scammed for?" 

Felicia let out a heavy, dramatic sigh. 

"It's like this. My husband-Sofina's stepfather-borrowed forty grand without telling me. And that 
bastard 

as 

even put my daughter down collateral Now they're demanding four hundred grand or they'll take 
my daughter away. Isn't this extortion?" 

Gustav nodded hard, his jaw tight. 

"Alright. Don't worry. Leave it to me. I'll tear this shady loan shark operation apart 

myself." 

Then he finally noticed Alex standing behind Felicia. 

His expression soured instantly. 

He hadn't expected him to be here the loser husband of the woman he wanted. 

Ever since meeting Sofina, he'd been obsessed with getting close to her. Seeing 

Alex only made his blood heat with contempt. 

Gustav flashed a deliberate smirk. 

"Well, well. Alex, I didn't know you 

were here too. Do you have a way to solve this? To help your wife?" He leaned forward mockingly. 
"Want to 

give it a shot first? I don't 

whining later saying stole your spotlight." 



you 

Felicia immediately cut in, waving her hand with open disgust. 

"Oh, stop talking nonsense. What can he do? The only thing he's good at is 

shouting those stupid protest slogans. Gustav, ignore him." 

Gustav nodded with a smug curl of his lips. 

"Well then. Since Alex can't help, let me handle it." 

Alex raised an eyebrow. 

"Oh? Did you bring legal authority?" 

"No." 

"A lawsuit?" 

"No." 

"A plan?" 

"I said I'll handle it," Gustav repeated, puffing up with pride. 

Alex exhaled slowly, the sigh dripping with tired sarcasm. 

"Fantastic. So everyone's placing their hopes in a man whose entire strategy is 

confidence and cheekbones." 

He gave Gustav a faint, amused smile. 

"Good luck then, Mr. Klein." 

He didn't bother adding the part Gustav would never guess: 

He wasn't here to save Sofina. 

He was here to save Pauline. 

and to watch how badly Gustav was about to embarrass himself. 

Because Alex himself is the true owner of the Königsberg Credit Union- 

the hidden king who controls the entire underground scene. 



This "loan shark" was just one of his Kingswell operations. 
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The people began closing in around Felicia, desperate, anxious, half-strangers acting like lifelong 

friends. 

"Felicia, we're all your friends, right?" one woman pleaded. "Can you ask this handsome man to 
help us too? The credit union wants to take our organs-this is insane! It's illegal!" 

Some were real acquaintances. Most were just passersby pretending to know her. Others were just 
hoping proximity could save them. 

Felicia lifted her chin, smug and untouchable. 

"Oh, that's not up to me. Count Gustav is here to help me. He doesn't know any of you. Why would 

he help total strangers?" 

The crowd shifted toward Gustav like water finding a new path. 

"Mr. Klein, please! Be merciful, help us!" 

"Yes, we're Felicia's closest friends!" 

"We always treated her like a sister!" 

Gustav found them irritating-people who borrowed money and then cried when the bill came due. 

But Felicia's glowing pride amused him, so he offered a smooth smile. 

"Well," he said, slow and casual, "if you're Felicia's friends, then helping you isn't impossible. But 

only if Felicia agrees." 

Heads snapped back toward Felicia. Dozens of faces stared at her, begging for a scrap of hope. 

Felicia smirked, savoring the moment. 

"I'll help you—but only if you promise to pay me ten thousand each." 

 



"What? Why?" someone protested. "We're here to shut down the credit union! If it closes, they 
can't come after us anymore, right?" 

Felicia laughed in their faces. 

"You think a big credit union like this can be shut down by a street protest? The most that will 
happen is they'll erase my loan-not yours. You'll still owe every cent. If you pay me ten thousand 

dollars each, I'll ask Count Gustav to help all of you. Acceptable?" 

The reaction was instant. Most people owed hundreds of thousands at least. Ten thousand felt like 

a bargain next to losing an organ. 

"No problem—I'll give you ten thousand, just remember my name!" 

"Yes, yes, we'll pay-just help us!" 

Felicia's heart shot straight into the sky. 

Nearly a hundred people were crowding the credit union entrance. If each one paid her ten 

thousand... that was a million. 

A million dollars. 

She felt dizzy with joy. She had never imagined a protest could turn into the most profitable day of 

her life. 

Just as Felicia was bursting with excitement, Gustav raised his voice for everyone to hear. 

"Everyone, calm down. I'll go in and speak to them now. Wait here for my good news." 

The crowd perked up, and Felicia practically glowed. With Gustav at her side, she felt invincible-
untouchable. She blurted out, breathless and thrilled, 

 

"Gustav, I'm coming with you!" 

Alex stepped in quickly. "Felicia, you should stay out of this. If Gustav can't fix it, you might get 
dragged into trouble." 

"Bah!" Felicia snapped, rage burning in her eyes. "How dare you question Count Gustav's ability, 
you useless loser? He can hit anyone he wants and no one dares hit back. What on earth do I have 

to fear?" 

The crowd stiffened. They were hoping Gustav would clear their loans. 

Alex's warning didn't sit well with people hanging onto desperate hope. Their glares turned sharp, 
irritated, unfriendly. 



Alex felt the weight of their hostility but stayed calm. 

"I just don't want Sofina upset," he said flatly. "If something happens to her mother, she'll be 
devastated. It's better if you wait here. Count your money. Be a bystander." 

Felicia recoiled as if his voice itself was filth. "Shut your disgusting mouth! This is not your place 
to speak!" 

Gustav's arrogance dripped off him like cheap cologne. He stepped forward with a 

sneer. 

"You're jealous because you're good at nothing. Do you think I'm like you-a pathetic loser who 

stands here and whines?" 

Alex saw Felicia wasn't going to listen. He let out a slow breath and shrugged. 

"Fine. I'll tell Sofina I did everything I could to stop you." 

Felicia didn't understand he was genuinely trying to protect her. She shot him a murderous glare, 
then turned to Gustav with syrupy devotion. 

"Gustav, don't mind anything that loser says. I trust you completely..." 

Gustav flashed a smug, triumphant grin. 

"Don't worry, Felicia. I don't lower myself to a wimp's level." 

Then he straightened his jacket, squared his shoulders, and nodded toward the credit union 
entrance. 

"Felicia, let's go." 

"Alright!" 

Gustav pushed through the crowd with Felicia clinging to him like a trophy, and marched straight 

toward the entrance of the Königsberg Credit Union. 

The moment he reached the doorway, he planted himself there like he owned the building and 

barked at the employees inside. 

"Listen up! Go tell your boss to clear their loans right now! If he doesn't, I'll come back with my 
legal team and my security detail, and we'll tear this door off its hinges. I'll have you and your boss 
dragged out in handcuffs!" 

Felicia jumped in, her voice sharp and shrill. 

"You heard him, you clueless idiots! I've got someone powerful backing us now! If you refuse to 
clear our loans, Mr. Klein will throw every single one of you in 



prison!" 

The employee at the front a young man clearly not paid enough for this-went pale. He raised his 
hands nervously. 

“I—I'm sorry, sir. I'm only customer service. I'm not authorized to clear any loans." Gustav's 
expression iced over. 

"Then call your boss," he snapped. "Tell him Count Gustav Klein of the Klein family in Winchester 
is here, and he'd better deal with me personally. Don't say I didn't warn him." 

His arrogance filled the entrance like smoke. The Klein family wasn't the most powerful in 
Winchester, but a count was still high-ranking nobility. 

Meanwhile, Königsberg Credit Union was owned by a viscount—a mediocre title attached to a 
company with a reputation as a well-dressed fraud. 

The employee, rattled and sweating, didn't dare ignore Gustav's demand. He made the call 
immediately. 

Moments later, a small elderly man hurried out, adjusting his suit as he approached. 

“I am Viscount Friedrich Albrecht," he said with professional courtesy. “How may I assist you, 
Count Klein?" 

Gustav didn't bother with pleasantries. 

"So you're Friedrich. Good. I command you to clear these people's loans." 

Friedrich nodded calmly. 

"Of course I can clear their loans-once they repay the money." 

"You bastard!" Felicia exploded. "You were going to take my daughter if we didn't pay! Do you 
think that's legal?" 

Gustav's temper snapped. 

"You bastard!" he roared as he struck Friedrich across the face. "I'm your count— when I say clear 
the loans, you clear them!" 

Friedrich, a mere viscount with far less authority than Gustav, staggered but kept his composure. 
He straightened his suit, eyes cold. 

"Count Gustav," he said, voice firm and official, "are you personally responsible for these people's 
loans?" 

"No," Gustav answered without hesitation. 



Friedrich nodded once then turned and slapped Felicia so hard she hit the ground. 

"You worthless fool!" he barked. "You borrow money, you pay it back. You signed 

the papers. You saw every line of the fine print. And you agreed when you spent the damn money!" 

Felicia stared up at him, eyes wide with disbelief. "H-How dare you slap me?" 

"Slap you?" Friedrich sneered and swung again, striking her a second time. "You're nothing but the 
daughter of a Baroness Don't you ever come to me making demands: Bring me my money and shut 

your mouth!" 
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In Prussia, the hierarchy of nobility was absolute. Higher ranks could do whatever 

they pleased. Lower ranks suffered in silence. 

But Gustav wasn't silent. 

He lunged forward and punched the viscount straight in the jaw. 

"What the hell do you think you're doing to her?!" 

Friedrich wiped the blood from his lip and spoke with icy authority. 

"Sir, unless you take responsibility for her debt, you have no right to interfere She owes me money. 

We have a legal contract if you're not assuming her liability, then don't put your nose where it 
doesn't belong." 

Count Gustav trembled with rage-being talked down to by a viscount felt like an insult he couldn't 
swallow. He struck Friedrich again, fury exploding through him. 

"I told you to stop! Clear the loan!" 

Friedrich raised his hand again and struck Felicia hard across the face. 

“I already told you only payment clears your debt. So bring me the damn money, 

or your loan will never be wiped. And when the time comes, I'll take your daughter exactly as the 
contract states." 

Felicia trembled on the ground, eyes burning with fear and rage. 

Count Gustav felt his pride collapse. He had brought Felicia here to show he could solve everything, 
to prove his strength. 

But this viscount refused to bow, refused to back down. Every second made Gustav look weaker. 



"Fine!” Gustav shouted, voice shaking. “I'll be the guarantor. I'll take her loan— and everyone else's 
loan too. Just stop hitting her. And clear them now!" Viscount Friedrich nodded calmly, as if he had 

expected this. 

"Very well. You must legally sign the contract stating you assume full responsibility 

for her loans—and the others. Once that's done, I can consider clearing them." 

From his bracelet, Friedrich projected a glowing three-dimensional document into 

the air-legal terms spinning like cold machinery. 

Gustav hesitated. Sweat gathered at his brow. 

Felicia scrambled to support him, desperate and manipulative. 

"Sir Gustav, this kind of loan is inhuman. Once you take over the debt your noble rank gives you 
the authority to declare it illegal. You can close the case. The owner is only a viscount. They can't 
fight you." 

Gustav clenched his jaw. "Fine." 

With an angry flourish, he signed the contract-accepting Felicia's loan and the 

loans of several others. 

"Now," Gustav demanded, "clear them." 

Friedrich's mouth stretched into a thin, cruel smile. "You've signed it, so it's legal. 

But I'm sorry to inform you..." 

He stepped aside, and his voice dropped into mocking politeness. 

"I'm no longer the owner. I sold the entire Königsberg Credit Union. To Count 

Oskar Winterhagen. A few minutes ago. I only worked for him" 

A tall figure stepped forward-Count Oskar himself. Before Gustav could react, 

Oskar grabbed him by the hair and yanked him down. 

Then came the blows. 

Slap! 

Slap! 

Slap! 



Hard, echoing, humiliating strikes across Gustav's face. 

"You owe me money now," Oskar snarled. "And you think you can erase debt just 

because you feel like it? Who the hell do you think you are?" 

He jerked Gustav up by the collar. 

"You're a count? So am I. And now you'll pay every last damn cent you owe." 
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Felicia didn't catch the name of the count-she just exploded 

"How dare you hit Count Gustav! Who the hell do you think you are?! Do you know the punishment 
for striking a noble? You're dead!" 

"You bitch! How dare you insult Count Oskar! I'll rip that filthy mouth right off your skull!" 

Viscount Friedrich roared back. He grabbed Felicia by the neck and slapped her across the face. 

It was like lightning tore through both Gustav and Felicia at the same time. Their rage vanished. 

Their minds snapped awake. 

Count... Oskar? 

The man in the immaculate suit standing in front of them-calm, unreadable, watching—was that 
Count Oskar of Winchester? 

The man who ruled every inch of the underground world. 

The man whose name alone made criminals tremble. 

The man who unified the entire underground in just two years-through blood, corpses, and fear-

turning himself into a living legend. 

The man no one crossed. 

Because everyone who tried... died. 

Color drained from Gustav and Felicia's faces instantly. They went pale-paper white. 

Count Gustav reacted first. His pride, his arrogance-gone. 



He collapsed to the floor, dropping to his knees in front of Count Oskar, slamming his hands on the 
ground. 

 

"Sir! I—I'm sorry! It's my fault! Please forgive me! I... I didn't recognize you! I have nothing to do 

with these fools or their damn loans! Please! Please spare me!" 

Count Oskar didn't even look at him at first. 

He calmly touched the bracelet on his wrist. A screen lit up. 

He scanned through the documents, his voice cold, precise, professional. 

"So, Gustav," Count Oskar said quietly, "you cannot claim you have no connection 

to them. You are the guarantor for all fifty people. The total loan amount is... twenty-five million 

dollars." 

He stared down at Gustav-cold, unreadable, not a single flicker of emotion on his face. 

"You will pay that amount. Now. Or, according to the legal contract, I will own your body—along 
with everyone here. And I will sell your organs to the highest bidder." He didn't shout. 

He didn't even lean forward. 

He didn't have to. 

The silence that followed hit the room harder than any explosion-sharp, heavy, and suffocating, 
louder than a scream ever could be. 

Gustav's jaw dropped. "Twenty-five million?!" 

Even for him, that number was monstrous-especially when it wasn't supposed to come out of his 

pocket. 

 

Count Oskar stared at him without a flicker of sympathy. "What? You don't want to pay?" 

Before Gustav could respond, Oskar's kick smashed into his stomach. 

The impact folded him in half-air punched out of his lungs in a strangled gasp- and the force hurled 

him straight out the doorway, his body skidding across the ground outside like a rag doll. 

Letting the very people who expected him to save them watch his pathetic, broken state. 



They were shocked-every single one of them. 

The crowd that had been noisy, happy, and hopeful just moments ago now stood frozen, eyes wide, 
mouths half-open. 

No one moved. 

No one spoke. 

It was as if the air itself turned to stone. 

Seeing Count Gustav-once arrogant, loud, and full of pride-reduced to a trembling wreck in front of 
Count Oskar broke whatever illusions they still had. 

And then Count Oskar stepped out with his men, moving through the doorway with the quiet 
authority of someone who never needed to prove anything. 

"Count Gustav. I'll give you one last chance to pay the money. If you don't... I'l take your organs 
now." 

Gustav collapsed instantly. 

It hit him like a nightmare he couldn't wake from. 

The owner of the Königsberg Credit Union was actually Count Oskar-that Count Oskar. 

The man even his own family wouldn't dare confront. 

And now he had provoked him... all because he wanted to curry favor with Sofina Scheinwald's 
mother, hoping it might lead him closer to Sofina herself. 

Instead, he stepped on a landmine. 

If his father heard about this, he'd kill him before Oskar did. 

Gustav scrambled onto his knees. 

"Please, sir! I don't have that kind of money! Please forgive me! Take the money from them! I don't 
even know them-I only met them a few minutes ago! Please spare me!" 

The old debtors stood frozen, their mouths hanging open. They had expected Count Gustav to save 

them to march in proudly and wipe away their debts. 

Instead, their "savior" was kneeling like a worthless street beggar, smacking his head on the floor 

in front of a man in a suit. 

Felicia-so loud and arrogant earlier-stood stiff and silent, her face throbbing from the slaps, her 

pride shattered. 



Oskar snorted, annoyed. “Listen carefully. You owe me. And the money is due today." 

Gustav's fear spiked like ice through his veins. 

He didn't have twenty-five million. Not today. Not ever. 

He staggered up and spun toward the crowd he was trying to impress just minutes 

ago. 

"All of you—look at what you've dragged me into!" he shouted. 

"Now you're going to pay the loans you took from this credit union. Today is your deadline. If you 

don't... you'll die here on my hand. All of you." 

The place went dead silent. 

Some people in the crowd were terrified but others were still stupidly arrogant. 

"Why should I pay anything?" one man snapped. "I already gave you ten thousand! You promised 
you'd take care of the rest. Now the credit union wants money, and we're asking for our 
responsibility back. You took our ten grand-so do your job!" 

"Yeah! Exactly!" several others chimed in. 

Gustav's anger exploded. 

"All of you together owe twenty-five million dollars! That's half a million each! And you think 
paying ten thousand clears your debt? Are you all trying to die today?!" 

But the crowd-now that they'd found a loophole-fired back even louder. 

"What do you mean by half million?! We paid you ten grand! It's YOUR responsibility to settle it 

with the credit union! If you don't want to die on their hand, you better pay!" 

"The hell are you talking about?!" Gustav shouted. "I don't even know you people! 

I never took your money-why the hell should I pay for you?!" 

One debtor pointed at Gustav cheerfully. "Hey! You're rich!" 

Gustav's face purpled. "RICH?! Do I look like I'm worth twenty-five million?!" 

One man suddenly laughed, loud and mocking. "Sir Gustav, next time you pretend 

to be a hero, maybe bring a wallet that matches the act." 



The other added, "We all heard you signed as our guarantor. And guess what? We already saw the 
update on our documents. If we don't pay... it goes straight to you. So thank you in advance, Count 

Gustav." 

"Yes, thank you!" others echoed with smug grins. 

"Thank you, Count Gustav, for taking our loans. We'll never forget your kindness!" 

another said, bowing dramatically. "Now please excuse us." 

"Don't you dare run!" Gustav roared. 

He lunged forward-completely different from the arrogant man who marched in 

earlier. 

He grabbed one person by the collar to stop them, panicked and sweating. 

Another man sprinted past Gustav, laughing. 

"Thanks for covering my debt, Count Gustav! I'll name my next kid after you!" 

Gustav grabbed his sleeve. "Shut up! I'm not paying a thing!" 

The man yanked free. "Too late! Contract says you will!" 

"Don't you dare run away! Don't—STOP! COME BACK HERE!" Gustav screamed 

as chaos erupted around him. 

People sprinted past him, slipping out of reach as he tried to snatch them with 

only two hands. 

The rest of the crowd used the distraction to bolt in every direction. 

The more he grabbed at one, the faster the others escaped. 

It was useless. 

No one wanted to be dragged down with him. 

He hit the ground alone. 

And Count Gustav, who came in puffed up with pride, was now reduced to a 

frantic, helpless man surrounded by debtors fleeing for their lives. 

Count Oskar didn't even raise his voice he just gave a simple order. 



"Grab him. Don't let him run." 

Two men stepped forward instantly. Their hands clamped onto Gustav's shoulders and arms like 
iron. 

"You're not going anywhere until the money is paid," one of them said coldly. 

Gustav panicked. "Sir Oskar, please listen to me! This woman should be responsible, not me!" 

"Which woman?" Count Oskar asked, his tone flat and dangerous. 

"Felicia!" Gustav shouted, turning around— 

But there was no one. 

Not Felicia. 

Not the old debtors. 

Not a single person he tried to impress earlier. 

They were all gone-scattered like rats the moment things turned ugly. 

Felicia had even abandoned her shoes in her rush to escape. 

Gustav's stomach dropped. 

He was too shocked to think, too stupid to realize sooner that he had taken responsibility for a loan 
he should never have touched. 

And now every one of them had dumped their debts onto him and vanished. 

"This... this..." Gustav stammered. "This isn't my loan! Please don't make me handle it!" 

Count Oskar didn't hesitate. His kick smashed into Gustav's face, sending his head snapping back. 

"I have a contract with your signature. If you don't pay, I kill you right here and file the document. 
The government will certify it as legal because it states your body is 

mine if you fail to pay. Which means life is mine." 

your 

Gustav finally broke. 

Tears streamed down his face. His sobs shook his entire body. 

Alex stepped forward slowly-and started clapping. 



“Well, Gustav... I finally get to see the 

noble, heroic side of you. You're truly something. Sacrificing yourself for everyone like this. Thanks 
to you, all their loans are cleared. You're... amazing." 

Gustav's face twisted in rage and terror. 

"You-bastard! How can you just stand there?! Felicia—your mother-in-law-used 

her daughter Sofina as the collateral! Why the hell should I be the one helping 

your family?!" 

Alex coughed lightly, "I think you're missing something." 

He smiled faintly. 

"Felicia took that loan using her other daughter-Pauline—as the collateral. Not 

Sofina. 

So it has nothing to do with me." 

Alex gave Gustav a friendly pat on the shoulder. 

"Good luck paying the loan." 

Gustav's eyes bulged. "ALEX! DO SOMETHING!" 

Alex smiled politely. "I am doing something." 

"What?!" 

"Enjoying the show." 
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Gustav was yanked forward by Count Oskar, the man's grip cold and unbreakable. 

"Call your father," Oskar growled. "If you don't pay a single cent, I'll sell your organs one by one." 



"I-I'll call him! I'll call my father right now!" Gustav stammered. With no escape left, he fumbled 
for his bracelet phone, terror shaking his fingers as he dialed. 

As this unfolded, Alex stood quietly on the side, watching Count Oskar. 

No one else noticed it—but Oskar lowered his head slightly, a tiny nod of respect. 

Their oath to hide Alex's real identity still held. Whenever they crossed paths in public, they kept 

their connection distant. 

For Alex, who had just obtained Prussian citizenship, the stakes were high. 

Any hint of involvement with the criminal world—or any violence traced back to him-could get his 

citizenship revoked. 

He needed at least three clean years without a single stain on his record. 

So Alex left quietly. Felicia and her husband had already gone home ahead of him. 

When Alex arrived, he expected Felicia to be celebrating, smiling, thrilled. 

Instead, nothing had changed. She was in the middle of another shouting match with Albert. 

"You're the one who sold Pauline, so YOU should pay the debt!" Felicia screamed. 

Albert snapped back, "How the hell am I supposed to pay when I don't even have a job? Why don't 
you ask Sofina to pay it?!" 

 

"She just got promoted to deputy. If we ask her for a huge sum right now, my Baroness will fire 

her! We can't disturb her at least not this month!" 

Meanwhile, Pauline sat in a chair off to the side-silent, hollow, hopeless. 

She was just a child. Their child. The one they had tried to sell. 

She had returned from high school only to hear she'd been sold like an object. And there was 
nothing she could do. She simply sat there, accepting whatever fate her parents threw at her. 

Felicia suddenly turned her fury to Alex. 

"How can you be so useless?! Look at what you've caused! You can't even help us fix this!" 

Alex lifted his hands, incredulous. "Whoa, whoa, whoa-ma'am, I didn't make any mistake. I helped 

you yell at the credit union, remember?" 



"And I'm pretty sure you were the one begging Count Gustav for help. Didn't he already agree to 
become your guarantor for the loan?" 

"Guarantor?!" Felicia exploded. "They forced us to settle the loan by THIS AFTERNOON! If we don't 
pay, Count Gustav's father will cover it first-but that means WE owe him! And his interest is even 

HIGHER than the credit union!" 

She jabbed her finger toward the floor, voice shaking with anger and fear. "We walked out of the 
lion's mouth straight into the crocodile's jaws!" 

"Then I believe you can pay it," Alex said with a thin, cutting smile. "I saw you collect ten grand 
from about fifty people. That's already half a million. You can pay your loan, right?” 

"Damn you!" Felicia snapped, her voice shrill and shaking. "They asked for ALL their money back 
just now! We're broke―completely broke!" 

"Now tell me, how much money do you have to help this family?! I heard you already took the 
Saint-Claire property and sold it!" 

 

Alex let out a harsh laugh. "Wow. Where did that lie come from? And why should I, the outsider, fix 

your mess? You took the loan. You spent the money. You even put your own daughter as collateral. 
So you pay it." 

"Shut your mouth! You have work—I'm jobless!" Felicia snapped. "Better idea- we'll pool our 
resources!" 

Alex let out a slow, razor-thin sneer. "Oh? And how much do you have?" "Nothing," Felicia said 
without shame. 

Alex dragged a hand down his face. "And Albert?" 

Albert lifted his hand like a student answering roll call. “Less than nothing.” 

"So your grand plan," Alex said, voice tightening with a rising headache, "is to combine zero... with 

negative zero?" 

"I'm working for the Eden Group as a gardener," Alex said. "They pay me three thousand a month. 

Tell me how many months do you think I'd need to save up to pay four hundred thousand dollars? 
I'm not a genius, but even I know that's impossible." 

Felicia's rage twisted into something uglier. She spun toward Pauline. 

"My daughter... it's not that I don't want to help you. Look-your step-brother-in- law refuses to 

help you. We can't do anything for you. If you want someone to blame, then blame Alex. He's the 
reason you were sold." 



"Impressive! You've reached a new level of parental responsibility: outsourcing your own crimes." 
Alex turned away. He refused to get dragged deeper into their madness. 

In Prussia, emotion was weakness. Situations like this weren't rare. A child sold into debt slavery 
had only a few possible outcomes-most of them grim. 

For girls, it depended on their luck... and their beauty. If the girl was attractive, she'd be kept as a 

slave until she paid off the debt-something nearly impossible. Whatever salary she earned would 
be swallowed by "fees" for food, lodging, and punishment. It meant a lifetime of slavery. 

But if the girl was less attractive-plain, or painfully unattractive-her fate was 

even worse. 

She'd be put on the first list. 

The list for selling organs-because real, original organs are far more valuable than synthetic or 
machine-made ones. And the rich always want them. The demand never stops. 

Pauline's fate was obvious-one hundred percent certain. 

She would become a slave. 

She was beautiful-maybe not on Sofina's level, but undeniably striking. Felicia had been a model 

when she was young, and Pauline inherited that beauty. 

Alex walked up the second set of stairs and let out a long sigh. 

Pauline's expression stayed burned in his mind-the shock, the fear, the way she tried to choke back 
every negative emotion. 

It hit him harder than he expected. 

Behind him, Felicia kept talking-loud, careless, cruel. 

"Pauline, we're really sorry," she said, though there was no remorse in her voice. "We can't pay 

their money back. You used that money too-for food, for living here. And now the loan is due." 

"I'm not taking Count Gustav's father's loan. If we do, it'll double and we'll never pay it. I'm sorry, 
but we have to let you go. And the one holding the loan now is Count Oskar-you know how 
dangerous that man is." 

Albert jumped in, piling on without hesitation. 

1.n 

"Pauline, you know we've taken care of you for so many years. You lived a happy life here. All of 

this happened because your stepsister Sofina. married that idiot Heinrich and again the idiot Alex. 
If offly shed married the rich Count, we wouldn't be this poor." 
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"He's right," Felicia said immediately, eyes narrowing. "Pauline... let me ask you 

one last favor. One last act of gratitude for all our kindness." 

She leaned closer, voice turning poisonous. 

"Take a knife... and stab your step-brother-in-law. If he's gone, our lives will finally 

get better. Everything will get better.” 

"Yes," Albert echoed. "Our life will be better. Please, help us, my daughter. If you help us this 

time... when you're sold as a slave, we'll visit you. We'll give you whatever you want." 

Pauline stared at them, too shocked to process any of it. 

Just hours ago, she was living her normal life-the admired girl at school, the 

beauty queen of her class, the one everyone praised. 

And now? Now her world plunged straight off a cliff. 

Her parents were selling her. 

It wasn't rare-many families did this when debts crushed them-but she never 

imagined it would happen to her. 

And if she truly became a slave... what then? 

Would she be forced to serve people she knew? Enemies from school? Former 

friends? 

She wanted to cry, but she held it back. Crying was weakness. 

She tried to stay strong. 

But strength didn't matter. 

Because there was no hope left at all. 

Pauline's thoughts spun in circles, desperate to land on someone-anyone-she 

could blame. And now Felicia and Albert were handing her the answer, pouring every accusation 
onto Alex. 

They even placed the knife right in front of her. 



"Pauline, please... kill Alex," Felicia whispered. "Do it for us. All your bad luck, everything you're 
suffering-it's all because of him. If he wasn't here, your stepsister would've married a ich Count, 

and you'd be living a good life." 

Pauline's voice was flat, drained of everything. "He's a good fighter. I can't win 

against him." 

"Don't worry," Felicia said quickly. "If 

he tries to hit you-if he even scratches you-we'll report him. They'll strip his noble title and deport 

him back to Xia. And then Sofina will have to divorce him if she marries a rich Count, we'll have 

the money to pay your debt and free you from slavery." 

"Yes," Albert echoed. "Please, daughter. Help us." 

Pauline exhaled slowly. She had no choices left. 

Her life was collapsing, and her parents were pushing her toward the only path 

they saw. 

She picked up the knife. 

Her feet carried her to the second-floor landing-empty, numb, moving without 

thought. 

She didn't feel fear. She didn't feel anger. She didn't feel anything at all. 

Then, as she reached the top of the stairs, she heard Alex's voice. 

He was on the video call. 

"Count Oskar," Alex said calmly. 

"Yes, Master," Count Oskar replied through video call. "First, allow me to 

congratulate you on your Marquis title. What can I do for you, Master Alex?" 

Alex let out a tired sigh. 

"There's a loan under Felicia's name, with collateral listed as Pauline Bauer." 

"Yes, Master. I believe they owe four hundred thousand dollars," Oskar answered. 

"I want you to clear the loan." 



"Yes, Master. The loan is cleared." 

Pauline froze outside the room, the knife hanging loosely in her hand. 

She was stunned. 

What game was Alex playing? 

Was he... actually calling Count Oskar to pay off her debt? 
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Pauline stood frozen in the hallway, mind spinning. Was Alex insane... or did he really just video-

call the terrifying Count Oskar? 

The man whose name alone could silence a crying child? 

The door suddenly swung open. 

"What are you doing here?" Alex asked, staring at her-then at the kitchen knife in her hand. "Were 
you trying to kill me with that?" 

"Yes, so what!" Pauline snapped. The rebel in her rose fast. Her cheeks went red -shock, anger, and 
humiliation mixing all at once. 

"Well?" Alex tilted his head, a mocking sneer on his lips. "Then go on. Try to stab me." 

"Shut up!" Pauline barked. There was no way she'd actually stab him-he was a head taller, broader, 
unshakably calm. "I'm going to the kitchen." 

Alex raised an eyebrow. "Kitchen's on the first floor." 

"There's another kitchen on the second floor, you idiot." She shoved past him. 

"There isn't," Alex muttered behind her. "But whatever." He slammed the door hard enough to 

rattle the frame. 

Pauline stomped down the stairs. Felicia and Albert were waiting at the bottom, eyes wide with 

desperate hope. 

"Did you kill him?" 



"Did you stab him?" 

"Did he hit you back?" 

 

Questions came at her like arrows. 

"No," Pauline muttered. She tossed the knife onto the floor with a sharp clatter. 

Felicia and Albert let out defeated sighs. That was it. Their last hope of escaping Alex's curse-gone. 

No rich son-in-law to drain dry. 

Albert clapped his hands once, trying to regain control. "Come on, Pauline. Pack your things. Only 
the stuff you really want. The credit union people will be here in thirty minutes." 

Pauline sank into the sofa, unmoving. Her thoughts spun again—What if Alex did call Count Oskar? 

"Mom," Pauline said slowly, "just check the documents one last time. Maybe there's a miracle. 

Maybe someone paid my loan. Or canceled it." 

Felicia scoffed. "It's four hundred thousand dollars, Pauline. Stop dreaming. Get ready to start your 

new life." 

Pauline exhaled hard, wiping away the last fragile trace of hope. No one was coming to save her. 

Kindness wasn't common in Prussia-people here were sharp, hungry, and ready to snatch any 

opportunity they could. If you lost, it was your fault. You were the stupid one who slipped. 

She turned and walked to her room, packing the few things she cared about. She remembered back 

in school-she'd once had a best friend. A real one. 

And overnight the girl was gone, sold off by her own family. Pauline had sworn nothing like that 

would ever happen to her. 

Yet here she was. And it was happening. 

 

She grabbed a small stuffed doll, a few old keepsakes, and anything she might need. Then she 

headed back to the sofa, sitting stiffly as she waited for Count Oskar's people to arrive. 

Thirty minutes passed. 

Then forty. 



An hour. 

Still no one from the credit union showed up. 

"Do you think they're running late?" Albert asked, confused. 

"Impossible," Felicia said. "They're always on time. And if not, they at least send a drone to check 
the house." 

"Then why aren't they coming?" Pauline asked, a flicker of hope igniting in her chest. 

"There's only one reason this could happen," Felicia murmured. She touched her bracelet and 
check online her loan documents, skimmed them—then suddenly screamed. 

"Oh my god-the loan is paid!" 

"What?" Albert and Pauline shouted together. "By who?" 

"I don't know!" Felicia said, flipping the pages with shaking hands. "It says here... 

paid by Master. That's all. Just 'Master.' It's so strange." 

Pauline felt her heart slam against her ribs. “Does it really say Master?” 

"Yes. Do you know someone by that name?" Felicia asked. 

Pauline bit her lip. Quietly, she said, "Count Oskar's Master is Alexander Saint- Claire." 

Felicia and Albert both froze-then burst into loud, mocking laughter. 

"Are you insane?" Albert barked. "He's a gardener! He makes three thousand a month. How the 
hell would he ever have four hundred thousand dollars?" 

"Count Oskar's master? He's not even close to becoming Count Oskar's doormat." 

"If he paid four hundred thousand dollars, then I'm the King of Prussia." "Congratulations, Your 

Majesty. Unfortunately, your kingdom is bankrupt." 

They both burst into laughter, finding it ridiculously funny. 

"Pauline, I didn't know you could joke like this," Felicia said, wiping her eyes dramatically. 

"This must be Gustav. He's desperate for Sofina's attention. Maybe he won't pay anyone else's 
loan, but ours? Oh, he'd definitely pay just to impress her. I'll have to: thank her fater." 

Albert suddenly leaned forward, eyes gleaming with greed. "Wife... what if we take another loan? 
Use Pauline as collateral again. Maybe this 'Master' or Gustave will pay it off a second time." 

"No," Pauline snapped instantly. "You cannot sell me again! Once is enough!" 



"That's actually a great idea," Felicia said, already reaching for her bracelet to request another 
loan with Pauline's name as collateral. 

"STOP IT! You can't keep selling me!" Pauline shouted. 

"Relax," Felicia said calmly, as if Pauline were a child whining about chores. "We're not selling 
you. We're just using your name ustav, your 

future step brother in-law will pay it again. And we'll even give you thirty percent of the money." 

"No," Pauline said through her teeth. "This is my life. I said no. Please!" 

"Come on, Pauline. It's easy money," Albert coaxed. 

"No! Please no!" Pauline yelled, voice cracking as tears threatened to spill. 

There are no answers, only the slow suffocation of despair, 

When even the smallest hope slips quietly away. 

Then-suddenly the application screen flashed. 

Failed 

"What? Why is it showing an error?" Felicia demanded. 

"Failed?" Albert repeated, reading the three-dimension document. He read it 

slowly, his confusion turning into frustration. 

"It says here: The subject is already owned. You cannot use someone who belongs to another as 
collateral." 

Felicia slammed her hand on the 

table. "Damnit! So this wasn't a 

payment the Master bought Pauline. He owns her now. He just didn't come collect her! Damn it, I 
thought Ed secured an unlimited income stream!" 

Pauline's chest tightened. Owned? 

Did that mean she already belonged to Alex? 

Maybe it wasn't Alex, but one thing was certain-she was already owned by 

someone. 

Her stomach twisted. 



Meanwhile, in another province of Prussia- 

Duke Armin Winter, one of the eight dukes of the nation, sat across from his daughter in his 
private study. 

"Renata," he said in his calm, authoritative tone, "are you still friends with Sofina Scheinwald?" 

"Yes, Father. She's my best friend," Renata answered proudly. "I remember years ago, you told me 

to get close to her. Do you... by any chance know who her real father is?" 

Armin's expression didn't shift, but inside his mind tightened like a snare. 

He knew the truth-he had learned it by accident. One night, long ago, the King had drunk too much 

in his presence. 

In that vulnerable moment, he confessed that he had an illegitimate daughter named Sofina 

Scheinwald. 

Armin had kept that secret locked away. If the world found out, chaos would 

follow. 

But he also knew the power of having the King's hidden daughter on his side. So 

he sent Renata to befriend her-close, loyal, unbreakable. 

But Renata didn't need to know the truth. 

Not yet. 

But now was the perfect moment to use that connection. 

"Renata,” Armin said "I need you to meet Sofina. There's a mission you must carry 

out." 
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"What is the mission, Father? I will carry it out successfully." Renata said. 

"Renata, I heard Sofina somehow became a partner of the Eden Group," Armin said, voice steady 

but loaded with implication. "Do you know anything about it?" 



"Of course," Renata replied casually, still eating. "We talk all the time. She's my best friend." 

"Good." Armin set his fork down and leaned in, his eyes sharpening like a blade. "I'm giving you a 
mission. And listen carefully-this isn't small. Our entire duchy may depend on you." 

Renata stopped eating. 

Armin continued. "The Eden Group... it carries a power strong enough to make every duke uneasy. 

Yet not a single duke-nor even the king-has ever admitted the group belongs to them." 

"I believe someone is behind the Eden Group's rise," Armin said, voice steady but heavy. "No 
company grows that fast in just two years without a giant pushing from the shadows. A duke at the 
very least. Maybe even the king himself." 

His eyes locked onto Renata, sharp and unblinking. 

"But they've hidden their hand too well. No traces. No openings." He leaned closer. "I want the 
truth, Renata. I want to know who truly stands behind the Eden Group... and what their intention 
is in building it." 

"I will do it Father." 

"Renata, this mission is dangerous," Armin warned, his tone heavy. "I've heard rumors they're tied 
to the underground world." 

"Father, I've survived assassins, palace scandals, and Sofina's shopping trips," Renata replied. "I'll 
be fine." 

Armin raised an eyebrow. "I'm talking about infiltrating the Eden Group, not... retail chaos." 

Renata straightened, face serious. "Exactly. Only one of those involves real mortal danger." 

 

Armin paused. "The Eden Group?" 

"No," Renata groaned. "Sofina. She once dragged me through seven boutiques in thirty minutes to 

haggle with every single vendor. I'd rather duel the king than do that again." 

That night, Sofina practically flew onto the bed, landing beside Alex with frantic excitement. 

"Alex! Do you know Renata-my best friend?" she burst out. 

"No, I don't," Alex said flatly. "All I know is you keep calling her to talk about pointless things." 

"Oh, come on! There's no such thing as pointless things between best friends," Sofina argued, 
offended in that dramatic way only she could manage. 



Alex sighed. "Fine. What's this about?" 

Sofina leaned closer, eyes shining. "Renata is coming to Winchester to work here!" 

Alex's brows pulled together. "Didn't you tell me she's a duke's daughter? Why would she work 

here instead of for her family?" 

"I don't know," Sofina admitted with a shrug. "She said she misses me. And she wants to see if she 

can learn something from me and from the Eden Group." 

She pushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "She also said this place is where the Eden Group 
first started before they expanded across all of Prussia. So she wants to study it-hoping she can 
become successful too." 

Alex's expression tightened. 

He knew the truth-the Eden Group didn't rise through clean, polished deals. 

 

It was built from Winchester's underground network-rising fast and violently, wiping out every 

hidden syndicate in its path throughout Prussia, then growing from their ruins. In just two years, 
the Eden Group spread across the entire nation on the ashes of the old underworld. 

No one should ever know that. 

Especially not a duke's daughter. 

He had to keep Renata far away from the truth. 

While Alex was lost in thought, Sofina suddenly slapped her own forehead. "Oh- right! Alex, I have 

a meeting tomorrow with the village head, the outsourcing company's director, and the Eden 
Group's field reps to check the mineral quality. I don't think I can make it to the airport." 

She clasped his arm. "Could you pick up Renata for me? Get her settled somewhere, maybe take her 
to lunch too?" 

Alex nodded once. "Alright. I'll take care of everything tomorrow." 

"Good. And find her a nice place to stay-don't hold back on expenses. Here, I'll transfer you the 
money." Sofina touched her bracelet, the transfer interface lighting up. 

Alex lifted his hand fast. "No need. I've got it. A friend of mine runs a great restaurant, and Renata 
can stay in our penthouse since we're not using it. Let me handle everything." 

"You're sure?" Sofina asked again, uncertainty in her eyes. 



"Come on," Alex replied. "You just started this collaboration. Saving here and there can make a 
huge difference." 

"Thank you, Alex," she whispered. 

She knew better than anyone-Wolfbanes Barony needed repairs everywhere, and every coin 
mattered for their future. 

The next morning, Sofina left early for her meetings. Meanwhile, Alex grabbed a flying taxi to the 
airport. 

The Winter Duchy was far from Winchester, so Renata would arrive on one of the larger long-
range airships specially designed for long-distance travel. 

Alex stepped out of the taxi and headed toward the arrival hall-when a flying car stopped in front 
of him. 

Conrad, Beatrix's husband, leaned out of the window with a scowl. "Why the hell are you here?" 

"I'm picking up Sofina's friend," Alex answered, frowning when he recognized the people inside. 

Conrad, Beatrix, Annabella, and a new face he didn't know. 

Beatrix smirked with her usual venom. "You mean Miss Winter? We're here to welcome her. You're 

unnecessary. Get lost." 

Alex let out a cold snort. "No-you get lost. Sofina gave me this job. None of this concerns you." 

Without another glance, he walked straight into the arrival hall. 

The new man turned to Beatrix. "Who was that?" 

"Gerhard," Beatrix said sharply. "You just came back from the frontlines, so you haven't met him. 

Alex-the walking disaster, the village-grade mistake. Our cousin Sofina married that loser." 

"But I thought our cousin Sofina married Heinrich?" the man named Gerhard Wolfsbane asked, 

confused. 

He was Beatrix's older brother-the oldest grandson of Baroness Wolfsbane. 

Fresh out of his two-year military draft, he'd climbed to the rare rank of Captain. 

A hundred soldiers under his command. His name had once filled every local newspaper: brilliant, 
fearless, the youngest rising star of the Prussian military. 

Gerhard Wolfbane-young, sharp-eyed, and dangerous. 



Beatrix sneered, her voice dripping with venom. That woman is nothing but a horny bitch, 
brainless mess who'll marry any lowborn creature that breathes Big brother can you please get 

someone to beat that man up? I can't stand looking at him." 

Gerhard shrugged casually. "Why not?" 

Annabella's hand shot out, grabbing his arm. "Brother Gerhard, no. Miss Winter with be here any 

minute. Grandmother told you-leave a good impression. If you can win her heart, your position in 
the family wit be unmatched. She's a duke's daughter. We may never get another chance like this." 
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Beatrix blinked, surprised. Then eagerly nodded. “Yes-forget that useless loser. Focus on Renata 

Winter." 

Gerhard smirked. "Relax. Do you even know who your brother is?" His confidence oozed like heat 

off steel. 

Annabella smiled brightly. "You're the most handsome prince of Winchester. The youngest captain. 

The smartest man in the city. Of course Miss Renata will fall for you." 

Gerhard's grin widened. 

This was exactly why he rushed home early from the military draft. 

To stand here at this airport. 

To meet Renata Winter first. 

To charm her. 

To conquer her heart. 

The Winter family was one of only eight ducal households in all of I he 

Prussia. If he could marry a 

daughter of that rank, his status 

would skyrocket and the 

. 

Wolfsbane family's reputation would 

rise along with him. 
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Gerhard straightened his uniform, eyes gleaming. 

He wasn't here for politeness. 

He was here to hunt. 
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Right now, the crowd in front of the airport arrival gate was shifting to one side- drawn toward an 
elegant woman standing calmly among them. 

Her long red hair fell down her back like a blazing waterfall, and the luxury dress she wore traced 
every perfect line of her figure. Branded sunglasses hid her eyes, but nothing could dull the force of 

her beauty. 

Smooth skin, sharp features, fiery red lips-up close, she was easily on the same level as Sofina 

Scheinwald, the famed beauty of Winchester. Different styles, different strengths, but equal in 
allure. 

Everyone waiting outside turned to stare, caught in the gravity of her presence. 

Even Gerhard froze on the spot, stunned. 

"One smile of hers can tilt a city's walls; 

How could a heart remain untaken? 

In a single glance, a thousand hopes awaken." 

"She really lives up to the reputation of the Winter family's daughter," he muttered, almost 

breathless. "Her beauty is insane." 

Envy twisted on Beatrix face. She scoffed, "Please. Any rich woman with unlimited skincare will 
look stunning. Even a pig could look gorgeous with enough money." 

At that moment, they spotted Alex moving straight toward Renata. 

Gerhard snapped to attention. "Move. We can't let that loser reach Renata first." Alex approached, 

calm and direct. "Hey, are you Renata Winter? Sofina's friend?" But Gerhard and Beatrix rushed in 
front of him like guard dogs. 

"Miss Winter," Gerhard said quickly, straightening his posture, "long time no see. Since our last 
meeting at the Royal University in the capital." 



Renata Winter had met Sofina back in college, and the two became best friends. 

 

Sofina had introduced her cousins too, so Renata and Gerhard were already familiar with each 
other-though not exactly close. 

"Hi, Gerhard and Beatrix. It's been a while," Renata replied with a warm smile. 

A spark flared in Gerhard's chest at her voice. He leaned in with sudden confidence. "Yeah, long 
time no see. You've become even more beautiful." 

Renata laughed softly. "Coming from the Prince charming of Winchester, that means something, 
you know." 

Gerhard's heart lurched. In that instant, he felt his chances double. 

"Renata, I booked a table at a famous restaurant and a suite in the best hotel in Winchester just for 
your arrival. Come with me-I want to welcome you properly." 

Renata glanced at Alex, who had stayed quiet the entire time. Then she turned back to Gerhard 
with an apologetic smile. 

"Gerhard, I'm really sorry. I already accepted Sofina's invitation. Rain check on the drink, okay? I'll 
be in Winchester for quite a while-we'll have plenty of chances to meet." 

The hopeful spark in Gerhard's chest snapped. Irritation flooded in, sharp and hot. 

Alex Saint-Claire-the loser, the mistake of the family-had ruined his perfect moment. On today of 
all days. 

His tone sharpened instantly, dripping sarcasm. 

"Renata, I didn't just book any place. I reserved a table at The Imperial Amber House-Winchester's 

most famous restaurant. And the suite I got?" He smirked. "The Golden Suite. Booked under my 
gold member status." 

The Imperial Amber House was one of the top restaurant chains in all of Prussia. Their 
membership system was brutal. 

 

Golden rank in Winchester meant spending nearly half a million dollars a year. Most people could 

only dream of it. 

But Gerhard forgot one thing: Renata Winter was the Duke's daughter. She held a platinum card of 

her own. 



She could walk into any Imperial Amber House in any country and be seated instantly. She simply 
chose not to mention it out of courtesy. 

Gerhard shot Alex a contemptuous look, lips curling in a cruel grin. 

"So, tell me... which restaurant did my lowborn step cousin-in-law book? Wouldn't 

it be embarrassing if he dragged you to some cheap, mediocre place?" 

Alex blinked-genuinely surprised. Gerhard booked the Imperial Amber House too? What were the 

odds? 

Countess Marlene had told him he practically owned the place. He had already arranged everything 

for Renata there. 

Conrad's jaw dropped. 

"Damn, Gerhard-you actually pulled off a reservation at the Imperial Amber House? Not everyone 
can do that! I heard the waiting list is insane!" 

Gerhard let out a loud, triumphant laugh. "Please. It's a piece of cake." 

But behind that smug grin was nothing but empty bragging. 

The truth? To secure the Golden Suite, Baroness Wolfsbane had hunted down the original guests 
and paid them five times the price just to make them give up their reservation. 

She was desperate-fighting tooth and nail for even the smallest chance to connect Gerhard with 
Renata-the Duke's daughter. 

Renata, on the other hand, had been there so many times she was practically bored of it. If 
anything, she preferred something new. 

Something real. 

"We're all friends," she said gently. "You don't need to make such extravagant preparations for 

me." 

Gerhard smirked, trying to play charming. 

"Oh no, Renata. You're our honored guest. How could I treat you like some ordinary friend?" 

Then he swung his gaze to Alex, sneering. "So, tell me what did you book? A street-food stall?" 

Renata's eyes lit up suddenly. "I love street food." 

"Miss Winter," Gerhard said quickly, panicked she might mean it, "you're being too kind. You're 

only saying that to spare Sofina's feelings. But that would embarrass you-people would blame the 
Wolfbane family later. You at least need the Imperial Amber House." 



Renata's smile faltered for a moment, disappointment flickering in her eyes, but she kept it polite. 

Conrad snorted. "Alex, what did you use to make your reservation? A buy-one- get-one-free dinner 
voucher? Or one of those cheap promo coupons?" 

Gerhard scoffed. "Renata, I swear he'll drag you to some place with plastic chairs." 

Alex didn't even blink. "Relax. I don't take people to the kind of places you hang out at." 

A few bystanders who overheard the exchange let out a low whistle. "Damn... burn." 

Gerhard snapped, "Laugh all you want. The staff at the Imperial Amber greet me personally." 

Alex shot back smoothly, "Yeah-usually with 'Sir, your card was declined last time."" 

Gerhard exploded, "THAT WAS A SYSTEM ERROR!" 

Alex spoke calmly. "Well, I booked the Imperial Amber House too." 

Gerhard burst into laughter. 

"Alex, stop before you choke on your own lies. You? Book anything there? You probably can't even 

afford the cheapest suite! Don't embarrass yourself." 

Alex shrugged with a quiet, unshakable confidence. 

"Even if I'm bragging, what does it matter to you? I'm not inviting you to dinner. Why are you so 

desperate to interfere?" 

Beatrix clicked her tongue, full of contempt. 

"Hah! As if you could even walk through the doors of the Imperial Amber House!" 

ed the entire 

Renata watched 

exchange, uneasy. She hated seeing 

Alex being cornered like that. She knew the rumors-Alex the broke man, Alex the gardener at the 
Eden 

Group, Alex the family 

disappointment. 

Still, he was Sofina's husband-her best friend's husband-and basic courtesy 

was necessary. 



And more than that, Renata needed 

him. He was her only real link to the Eden Group the one person she could quietly question, the one 
person who might give her the information she needed without raising suspicion. 
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She couldn't afford to burn that bridge before she'd even taken her first step across it. 

She'd also received a private message from Sofina, explaining that Alex was using his own money 

to take her to dinner and asking her to be patient with him. 

There were never any secrets between them. 

And Renata was certain of one thing: there was no way Alex could realistically book a suite at the 
most expensive restaurant in Winchester. 

She assumed he only said it to protect the last shred of dignity he had left-and 

she didn't want to watch him get shredded for it. 

So she stepped in fast. 

"Hey, let's stop arguing, okay? Since both of you booked the same place, why 

don't we all just go together?" 

Gerhard shot Alex a venomous glare. 

"Fine. For Renata's sake, I'll let you tag along. Think of it as a charity meal. Maybe 

you'll finally learn what a real high-end restaurant looks like." 

Alex didn't bother responding. He just smirked. 

Right then, a luxury long-range flying limousine slid to a stop in front of them. The 

door opened smoothly, almost silently. 

Alex gestured. "Miss Winter-after you." 

Gerhard's eyes widened in shock. 

Beatrix immediately sneered. 

“Oh please. Sofina must've used Wolfbane money to rent this thing just to impress 

her friend. What a pathetic waste." 



Gerhard, seeing Renata already stepping inside, hurried forward. 

"Well, since Sofina already spent the family's money on this car, of course we 

should all use it." 

Alex let out a quiet sigh. 

He wished he could throw this entire stupid welcoming routine out the window. But 

Sofina wanted this, so here he was-enduring them. 

Inside the 

car 

Gerhard threw himself into full performance mode. 

He talked nonstop, bragging about 

his military career how his quick decisions won battles, how commanders praised him, how he 
practically carried the war on his back. 

Renata nodded politely, but Alex saw the truth-she was bored out of her mind. Gerhard, naturally, 
couldn't read the room if his life depended on it. 

Gerhard lifted his chin proudly. "Renata, when we arrive, I'll make sure the staff 

recognize you as my VIP guest." 

Alex raised an eyebrow. "Yours?" 

"Of course," Gerhard said, full of himself. "The Imperial Amber staff know me very 

well." 

Alex nodded slowly. “Yeah. I heard they even greet you by name." 

Renata looked curious. "Really?" 

“Sure,” Alex said smoothly. “Sir Gerhard, please stop shouting about your 

membership in the lobby-it's embarrassing." 

Gerhard's face flushed red. "Alex! Show some respect!" 

Alex shrugged, calm as ever. "I am. Believe it or not-that was me being gentle." 



"You're just petty and jealous!" Gerhard snapped. “I'm famous. Everyone knows me. I'm the 
fastest-rising captain in Winchester—and the most handsome. I bet everyone here recognizes me!" 

Without a word, Alex lowered his gaze and lifted his bracelet. 

He tapped a quick message to Ernest, the chairman of the Imperial Amber House. 

"Cancel the Wolfsbane family's reservation for today." 

The reply came back almost instantly. 

"Done." 

Alex's fingers moved again, calm and precise. 

"And when Gerhard Wolfsbane arrives, have all staff pretend they've never heard 

of him." 

Another instant reply: 

"Yes, Sir." 

A slow smile curved Alex's lips. 

He couldn't wait to see Gerhard's face later. 
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"Renata, do you know this?" Gerhard said, chin lifted with that familiar smugness. "I'm the fastest 

officer in Winchester history. From cadet to captain in just two years. No one's ever done it 
before." 

He didn't stop there. 

"I still remember the newspapers. My name everywhere. They even called me the Prince of 
Winchester. Millions of women sent me love letters. I'm practically a legend here." 

Renata nodded out of politeness. 

"This man is unbelievably shameless," Alex muttered, feeling secondhand embarrassment crawl up 

his spine. 



Gerhard couldn't read a room if someone handed him the instructions. Why brag about being a 
captain in front of Renata-the daughter of a duke, the daughter of a general? 

A captain's rank is nothing to her family. But sure, let him strut around like captaincy is the peak 
of human greatness. 

Gerhard kept talking, proudly clinging to his captain rank like it was the center of everyone 

universe. 

Moments later, the flying limousine slid to a stop at the front entrance of The Imperial Amber 

House. 

And to their surprise, a full line of staff stood waiting outside. 

Gerhard's grin stretched wide. 

"Looks like they already know I'm coming," he said, laughing. "They must be here to welcome me." 

He practically leaped out first, making sure everyone could hear him. 

"Are you all here to welcome me-Gerhard Wolfsbane, the youngest captain ever?!" Gerhard 
shouted, arms wide like he expected a choir to sing his name. 

 

Alex smacked a hand over his own face. 

"Why are you shouting your name at them like you're trying to open a magical gate that runs on 

ego instead of a password?" 

Gerhard sneered back, "Are you jealous?" 

Around thirty workers stared at Gerhard, confused, silent. Not a single greeting. Not a single nod. 

Just awkward stillness. 

Gerhard froze, stunned. Not one person called his name. Not one person looked 

at him. They deliberately pretended he wasn't even there. 

It was humiliating. 

Then Renata stepped out of the flying car. 

Immediately, the entire line snapped to attention. 

"Colonel Renata Winter-welcome to The Imperial Amber House!" 



All of them bowed low. 

Gerhard's face turned bright red. In that instant, he finally remembered Renata held a military 
rank too. 

 

Inherited from her father, Duke Armin Winter, whose position placed him at a general's level. 

Renata was a colonel. 

And he had just spent the last ten minutes bragging about being a captain in front of someone 
ranked higher than him. 

He cleared his throat, pretending none of it mattered, and hurried to walk beside her-trying 
desperately to regain a shred of dignity. 

"Did you prepare all this?" Renata asked, almost stunned. Hardly anyone outside her duchy knew 
about her military rank. 

Gerhard bit his lip, scrambling for a believable answer. 

"Uh-yes. I booked this place and told them an important guest was coming. Lady Renata Winter. So 

of course they're welcoming you... after I reminded them." 

Before Renata could reply, Alex stepped out of the limousine. 

Instantly, the entire staff bowed again-louder, sharper, more respectful than before. 

"Welcome, Major General Alexander Saint-Claire. We are privileged to receive you today. Marquis 
Saint-Claire, please enjoy your stay with us." 

Gerhard's jaw practically hit the floor. 

Even Renata snapped her head toward Alex, startled. 

She knew Alex carried a noble title-Marquis Saint-Claire. 

The title had passed to him only because he was the last surviving member of his entire bloodline. 
His parents were gone, his relatives gone; he alone remained. As the sole heir, the title and the 

military rank tied to it transferred straight to him. 

A marquis wasn't just a noble. 

It was a military title one reserved for those responsible for guarding the kingdom's borders. Their 

families held command for generations, inheriting both the rank and the duty that came with it. 

Meanwhile, Gerhard was still choking on his pride. 



Alex looked at him calmly. "Well, Captain Gerhard... with a Colonel and a Major General present, 
what exactly are you doing standing in front? You think you're famous enough to be the one 

leading the entrance?" 

Gerhard's entire face turned bright red. Now that Alex's rank was out in the open, his precious 

captain rank suddenly looked tiny. Embarrassing. 

Gerhard snapped back in frustration. 

"Hush! My captain rank comes from hard work. Your military rank is inherited from your family. 

And as far as I know, you're a Major General with no soldiers! Try building your own army before 
bragging about something that isn't even yours." Alex laughed-cold, cutting. 

"I heard you say you're very famous. But it seems no one here recognizes you. Why do you think 
that is?" 

"Impossible," Gerhard insisted, voice cracking. "Everyone in Winchester knows 

me." 

Alex raised a hand and waved a staff member over. 

"You. Do you know this man?" 

The staff bowed politely. "I'm sorry, Sir. I don't know him." 

Gerhard's eyes widened. "Impossible! My face filled the newspapers!" 

He grabbed another staff member. "You know me, right?!" 

"No, Sir," the worker said firmly. 

He asked another. And another. And another. 

Every single one shook their head. 

Nobody knew him. 

Renata couldn't hold it anymore. She burst into laughter-sharp, bright, utterly 

unable to stop herself. The entire situation was too absurd, too perfect. 

For Gerhard, nothing about this was funny. 

His ego didn't just crack—it shattered. Painfully. Publicly. 

A staff member at the entrance let out a small laugh, unable to hold it in. 

Gerhard snapped. 



He slapped her across the face. 

The blow was so hard her cheek turned bright red on impact, her lower lip split 

open, and she collapsed to the floor in shock. 

"Why are you laughing? You think 
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this is funny? If you don't know me, it's because you're uneducated. Stupid. Ignorant. And you dare 
act like you understand anything? Where's your manager? Aff on you need retraining! 

The staff stood frozen in silence, heads lowered, terrified. 

Renata ignored him and walked straight into the restaurant. Gerhard had no choice but to hurry 

after her, his pride dragging behind him like a broken limb. Alex immediately stepped toward her, 
helping the staff member back to her feet with a steady hand. 

"Don't worry," he said softly, "Your revenge is already on its way." 

The Imperial Amber House opened before them-a blend of classical European luxury and sleek 

futuristic design. Marble pillars, gold-trimmed arches, crystalline lights shaped like floating stars. 

Every detail was expensive. Exquisite. Meant to impress. 

For people from Prussia-who lived in a high-tech world-this kind of vintage aesthetic felt magical. 

A romantic doorway into a bygone era. 

But to Alex, who grew up outside that culture, the place looked almost... ordinary. Estoria was still 

far behind Prussia in technology, so to him, this wasn't nostalgia -it was normal. 

For Prussians, walking into this restaurant felt like stepping into a time machine. 

For Alex, it felt like stepping back home. 

They entered the lobby. 

Gerhard immediately tried to patch together whatever pride he had left. 

He flashed Renata a smile, desperate and stiff. 

"Renata, I brought you to the best place in the city. The food is incredible-and expensive." 

Then he shot Alex a mocking glance. 

"Unlike someone here. He only survives by using his family's name. If it weren't 



for you, he'd never even step inside a place like this. High rank but no money- that's his whole 
life." 

Annabella, Conrad, and Beatrix finally arrived, joining the group. 

Beatrix smirked sharply. 

"Alex, didn't you also make a reservation here? Which suite? Show us. Or did you 

book something on the roadside? You know the places with cheap plastic chairs and tables?" 

Alex didn't react to her tone. His voice was flat, almost bored. 

"I didn't decide which suite to reserve," he said. "To be honest, I just texted 

Chairman Ernest and asked him to arrange it. Let me check the message. Give me a minute." 

Gerhard sneered, voice dripping with contempt. 

"Shut your damn mouth. Do you even know who owns this place? Chairman 

Ernest. If he hears you spouting that bullshit, you'll die of shame." 

Alex ignored every insult. He calmly checked his bracelet. 

"He said he reserved the Platinum Suite for me." 

The entire room fell silent. 

Gerhard burst into loud, mocking laughter. 

"Hahaha-Platinum Suite? Alex Saint-Claire, stop embarrassing yourself! Do you know who can 
enter the Platinum Suite? Fewer than twenty people in all of 
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qualified to breathe near the door. You're nothing but a fart 

Even Renata's eyes widened. 

"The Platinum Suite isn't just hard to 

book," she said quietly. "Even my father-a duke-struggles to get access. It's reserved for the king, 
princes, the princesses if a duke 

the 

wants it, he gets one slot pe semester, at best. The ingredients they serve there are rare, limited, 
and protected. You can't just walk in." 



She looked at Alex with growing disappointment. 

She hadn't expected him to be such a pathetic liar. 

Yes, he was heir to a marquisate—but what use was a high rank when you were 

poor? Prussia was full of broke nobles with fancy titles and empty pockets. 

In her mind, Alex had just thrown himself into the gutter. 

Alex only smiled. In his eyes, these people were nothing but arrogant children barking for 
attention. 

Then Beatrix chimed in with venom. 

"Alex, even counts can't get into the Platinum Suite. You're absolutely full of shit." 

Conrad followed, laughing cruelly. 

"Wife, a loser like him isn't even qualified to eat the leftovers from The Imperial Amber House, let 
alone dine inside it!" 

Gerhard slapped a hand on Alex's shoulder, smirking as if he owned the place. 

"You should be thanking me," he said. "If you're not going to show some gratitude, 

the door's right there. Feel free to get out, Major General." 

At that moment, a manager walked briskly toward them. 

He stopped directly in front of Alex-who was standing side by side with Gerhard 

—and bowed deeply, posture respectful, voice controlled and professional. 

"Sir," the manager said, smiling. "Your suite is ready. Please follow me." Gerhard let out a 
triumphant laugh. 

"Finally! Someone recognizes me. See, Renata? I booked a suite for you. Let's 

follow this man." 

He truly believed the bow was for him. 
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The manager froze, completely thrown off. He had called for Mister Saint-Claire- 

yet the other man stepped forward like the name belonged to him. 

It was so shameless it made the air tighten. 

"Excuse me," the manager began, ready to correct the mistake. 

But Alex lifted a hand, calm and steady. "It's okay." 

Since Alex didn't mind, the manager let it slide. 

Gerhard, however, was glowing. 

For a moment he looked stunned, then stunned turned into pride-especially with Renata standing 

beside him. Being greeted by the head manager himself? That was enough to inflate any ego. 

Conrad stared at him, jaw dropped. 

"Gerhard, you're unbelievable. That guy's the branch head. He treated you like royalty. Since when 
did you know people like that? You never mentioned any of this-such a low-profile man!" 

Gerhard burst into self-satisfied laughter. 

"Hahaha! No need to brag about my connections. I keep things quiet. Low-key is better!" 

Renata blinked in surprise. For once, Gerhard didn't seem like empty talk. Maybe he really was 
capable. 

Perhaps this man was genuinely dependable-unlike Alex, who seemed to survive on the faint 
afterglow of a legacy that had already burned out. 

 

It seemed that remaining near Gerhard would bring a good deal of convenience to her daily life. 

The manager personally escorted the group to the entrance of the Platinum Suite, bowing them in 
with full respect. 

But before Alex could step past the door, Gerhard's shrill voice cut through the hallway. 

"Damn it! Who gave you permission to enter?! You haven't even thanked me— you didn't ask, you 

didn't bow, nothing!" 



Conrad snapped at Alex, "You shameless rat! Do you have any idea who booked this room? You 
think you can just walk in before asking permission? Do you seriously believe you're the one who 

reserved this place?!" 

Alex frowned. "Yes." 

Silence then an explosion of laughter. Hard, cruel, mocking. 

Gerhard nearly doubled over. 

"You are unbelievably shameless, Alex. I've had enough. Get out. You don't deserve to be here. You 
have no right to join us. You're an ungrateful bastard." 

The room vibrated with his anger, ego, and the poisonous satisfaction of humiliating someone he 
thought was beneath him. 

The manager stiffened, startled by Gerhard's loud, rude interruption. 

His eyes shifted to Alex, silently asking if he should step in-if he should put this bastard in his place 

right now. 

Alex gave a small shake of his head. "Never mind. Let them use the room. I'm not that petty." 

 

Beatrix burst out laughing. 

"Let them use the room,' he says. Look at him-acting like he's the one who made the reservation." 

Alex didn't care enough to fight. Renata was his wife's best friend he would show her some respect, 
but he had no desire to compete with Gerhard for the privilege of serving her. 

If Gerhard wanted to play the perfect gentleman, if he wanted to flaunt, to impress -fine. Let him. 

Alex could still tell his wife he reserved the Platinum Suite for her. That was enough. 

Alex turned to leave. 

Then Renata spoke. 

"Hey, Gerhard... Alex is my best friend's husband. At least give him a seat, don't you think?" 

Gerhard's face brightened instantly. He flashed Renata the warmest smile he had. "Since you 
asked, I'll give him a corner seat." 

Annabella sneered. 

"Alex, you should thank Gerhard. He's giving you a chance to eat here." 



"Truly ungrateful bastard," Conrad added as they walked into the room. 

Alex sighed quietly. 

'The arrogant rise high with empty pride, But soon one strike reveals how hollow they truly are.' 

Gerhard guided Renata to the main seat at the long, gleaming table. 

Everyone crowded around her immediately-chatting, flattering, bending their words to entertain 
her. 

Alex sat alone in the far corner, invisible. 

Soon, the meal began. 

Drone-operated robot waiters glided in, serving each course with mechanical precision. 

The dishes were stunning-every plate crafted from the rarest, finest ingredients. Premium cuts of 
meat and top-grade seafood appeared only as side dishes. 

Even the wine was an aged masterpiece-century-old bottles worth a hundred thousand dollars 
each. 

Renata, born into a duke's family and no stranger to luxury, had visited this restaurant several 

times. 

Yet she still found herself stunned. 

The extravagance of this spread-this feast-surpassed anything she had seen. 

And Alex sat quietly in the corner, forgotten. 

Conrad let out a long, jealous sigh as he scanned the table. 

"Gerhard, what budget could possibly cover this? Every dish here is rare, highest- 

grade, impossibly fresh. Nothing about this feast is ordinary." 

Gerhard puffed out his chest, trying to look relaxed. 

"I already told you. I prepared five hundred thousand dollars." 

Conrad's eyes flew wide open. 

"Are you serious? One bottle of this wine alone costs a hundred thousand dollars. And we've 
opened five. That's not even counting the food. This whole thing already blew past your budget. 
Are you sure you didn't screw something up?" Gerhard kept a casual smile plastered on his face, 

but inside, his heart hammered hard. 



Something wasn't right. 

He recalled the manager at the entrance, treating him as if he carried genuine authority. 

Did he truly mention the Platinum Room? Not the Golden Room with its half- million ceiling? 

Before panic could settle, Renata's soft voice cut through his spiraling thoughts. 

"Thank you, Gerhard," she said, her eyes shimmering with genuine admiration. "You really put 
effort into this meal." 

Her warmth swept away every doubt in him. 

Gerhard straightened, basking in her praise. 

"You're welcome," he said proudly. "It's my pleasure." 

Then he turned to Alex, a smug smirk curling on his lips. 

"Alex, I bet you've never eaten food this good in your entire life, right?" 

Alex flashed a sharp, sarcastic smile. 

"I wouldn't know. I'm only drinking this tea-the only free thing in this place. I'm just wondering... 
once 

all done eating, can you even he bill? Because I'm sure as hett not helping." 

Gerhard's face twisted in disgust. 

"You're sitting at my table and drinking my tea, and now you're taunting me? I'm 

not like you—I actually have the money to pay." 

"That's comforting," Alex sneered. "I'd hate to watch a man accidentally commit financial suicide 
over this simple lunch." 

Gerhard slammed a fist against the table, outrage boiling over. 

"That rotten mouth of yours never shuts up! Damn it—if you've ever eaten food 

like this before, then I'm a goddamn bastard!" 

Alex only smiled, calm and unreadable. 

If they knew the truth-if they knew what he once was-they'd choke on their 

words. 



Back when he lived as a king, these dishes were mere scraps served to servants. None of this 
impressed him. 

Beatrix saw Alex's quiet confidence and exploded. 

"Alex! What is that attitude, you pathetic loser!" Beatrix snapped. "Believe it or not, I'll throw you 
out right now! We're giving you a free meal and this is how you act? You fucking useless loser!" 

Alex didn't flinch. 

He lifted his teacup slightly. 

"The free tea is the only thing this restaurant gave me and the only thing I'm 

taking. And honestly? This table looks like the last supper before Gerhard's wallet 

dies." 

Gerhard hissed through his teeth, face tightening. "Stop talking nonsense. Everything is under 

control." 

Alex lazily stirred his tea, not even looking up. 

"Good to hear," he said calmly. "Because from here... it looks like the only thing under control is 

your ability to pretend." 

Before Gerhard or the others had a chance to explode, the suite door flew open under a brutal kick, 

slamming into the wall and rattling the whole room. 

A stocky man stood in the doorway—thick shoulders, heavy boots, and a black motorcycle-style 

leather jacket that matched the fury in his eyes. 

Beside him stood the front-staff woman from earlier, trembling. 

"Excuse me, gentlemen," the man growled, voice low and dangerous. "I'm looking 

for the bastard who slapped my sister." 

The staff woman stepped forward and shakily pointed at Gerhard. 

“That man... he slapped me. I didn't even do anything wrong." 

"So you're the one who laid a hand on my sister," the leather-jacketed man said 

as he walked toward Gerhard, each step echoing like a threat. 

"Mind explaining why you hit her? She's just working hard to help support our 

family." 



Gerhard sneered, arrogance dripping from every word. 

"I'm a Baron. Why should I need a reason to hit a commoner like her? If you don't 

like it, call the police." 

The man smiled coldly. 

"Great. Sister, step outside. We've found our man." 

The staff woman hurried out. 

In the next second, the doorframe 

shook again as over a dozen huge, tattoo-covered men stormed inside. They didn't speak they 
simply lined up around the table, forming a wal 

of muscle and scars. 

Everyone went pale. Renata. Beatrix. Annabella. Even Conrad sucked in a breath, 

terrified. 

The man in the leather jacket approached Gerhard and swung. 

Gerhard barely managed to lift his arms to block, staggering from the force. 

But the second hit cracked through his guard, and the third slammed straight into 

his nose. 

Then came two more punches-fast, brutal, precise. 

Gerhard crashed to the floor, clutching his face. 

"How dare you hit me?!" he shouted, voice shaking with rage and fear. 

The man stepped over him. 

"I'm a Viscount—one rank above you. If you can hit my sister, why can't I hit you?" 

Gerhard's eyes flew wide. 

"Your sister? That's impossible! A viscount's family wouldn't work as staff. You're 

just picking a fight!" 

The man's smile sharpened. 



"What's the problem? If I say she's my sister, then she's my sister." 

Gerhard trembled. 

"Do you know who I am?! How dare you strike me?" 

The man grabbed Gerhard by the collar and yanked him up. "You? Do you even 

know who I am? I am Viscount Leopold. Right-hand man to Count Oskar." 

Conrad's face turned ghost-white. 

Beatrix's lips trembled. 

Annabella's knees nearly buckled. 

Count Oskar. 

The name alone was enough to freeze blood. 

The king of the underworld. 

A man even law enforcement didn't dare touch. 

And he had just assaulted his right-hand man's sister. 
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Gerhard felt a cold, sharp dread slice through him. He was a Captain and a Baron's son, born to 
privilege, but here, under the heavy shadow of Viscount Leopold, he was nothing. 

A target. 

If the Viscount decided to strike, Gerhard's pride, his bones, and his carefully constructed world 
would shatter. 

He could only endure the beating, retreat to his room, and weep the slow, agonizing tears of utter 
defeat. 

"Sir, is the woman truly your sister?" 



Leopold's eyes, cold and merciless, bored into him. "I just met her an hour ago. But I say she's my 
sister, and that's exactly what she is. What in God's name is it to you, you little insect!" 

A sharp, open-handed crack echoed through the private room. Leopold's slap sent Gerhard's head 
whipping sideways. 

Now, everyone present knew the chilling truth: Viscount Leopold hadn't come for an argument; he 

was hunting trouble, and Gerhard was his prey. 

Yet, the question hung heavy in the air: Why? Why was a Viscount, a man of such power, tearing 

into Gerhard? 

The restaurant manager burst into the room, tripping over his own frantic pace. "Sir! Viscount 

Leopold! Please, I beg you, a moment's calm!" 

Leopold roared, "What?! Are you siding with this spoiled little bastard?" 

"No! Absolutely not, sir!" The manager held up placating hands, his professional demeanor barely 
masking his terror. 

"This is the Platinum Room. Everything here the wine, the food, the service-it's ruinously 

expensive. Before you... before you break him and send him to the grave, I need to ensure he settles 
his tab. We can't have him blowing his payment on a hospital bed instead of our food!" 

Leopold sneered. "Fine. Make it quick. I haven't had my fill yet." 

 

The manager scurried to Gerhard, "Sir, please. Pay the bill now. Settle your debt to the house 

before you try to settle your debt to the Viscount." 

Gerhard's face burned crimson, a mix of pain from the slap and sheer, burning humiliation. 

He was being made to pay after being assaulted, and it was all happening in front of Renata, the 

very woman he had hoped to impress with his supposed grandeur. 

"What? We haven't even finished the meal! Do you think I can't afford this? Don't you know who I 

am!" 

The manager leaned closer, "You know, I think you've asked that exact question more than ten 
times since you first walked in here. Do you have amnesia? Or maybe a severe personality disorder 
that makes you need to ask every soul on earth for confirmation of your own name?" 

"You..." Gerhard was speechless, a burning knot in his throat. 

What the hell happened? He was usually the star of the show, but suddenly, every face he 
encountered today looked down on him-forgetting him, dismissing him, and casting him aside like 
trash. 



The manager didn't wait. He thrust the bill forward. "Two million dollars. That is the total cost of 
the food and beverages. Pay it. Now." 

A silence, thick and suffocating, descended on the room. 

Gerhard had to blink several times, trying to focus on the impossible number, 

before he could force a single, hoarse word from his lips: "What?" 

Beatrix, Conrad, and Annabella stared, jaws slack with disbelief. 

Two million dollars. That colossal sum could buy ten respectable homes, yet they were expected to 
spend it all on a single, disastrous lunch. 

 

"Impossible," Gerhard finally choked out. 

The manager remained unmoved. He tapped a sleek bracelet on his wrist, and the full itemized cost 
instantly displayed on every screen in the room. 

"This is the documented price for the food and service. You are free to cross- reference this bill at 
any branch of this establishment. If you find our prices are higher than anywhere else, we'll not 

only refund the difference—we'll pay you back double the overcharge. Check all you want. You 
won't find a penny out of place." 

"But," Gerhard stammered, his face pale beneath the lingering sting of Leopold's slap. "I booked 
the Golden Suite! The maximum price there is barely half a million!" 

"This is the Platinum Suite," the manager corrected him, his tone dripping with contempt. "Can 
you not even read the plaque on the door?" 

Platinum Suite? 

No wonder the air tasted of old money, the dishware gleamed like museum pieces, and the wine 
felt like liquid velvet. 

It was a level of luxury they hadn't just afforded-they had stumbled into it. 

A cold, greasy sweat slicked Conrad's forehead. The Platinum Suite was a fortress of exclusivity; he 
was barely qualified to stand near its door, let alone dine within it. 

"Are you certain it's Platinum?" Gerhard insisted, desperation creeping into his voice. "We never 
ordered this room!" 

The manager allowed himself a brief, chilling sneer. "You are correct, sir. This room was reserved 
for the Marquis Saint-Claire. But seeing as you insisted on taking it, and the Marquis was generous 
enough to let you, you should count yourselves lucky." 



Beatrix, trying to grasp at a lifeline, interjected sharply. "Then is Alex not responsible for the bill? 
If this was his booking-" 

"The Marquis Saint-Claire only drank the complimentary tea, so he owes us nothing," the manager 
sneered. 

"And as for Lady Renata Winter, Mr. Alex has already settled the cost of her meal. The two-million-

dollar bill is strictly for you, the uninvited swine who smashed into this room and gorged 
yourselves on food you couldn't afford!" 

Gerhard's mind reeled, the pieces of the puzzle snapping together into a terrifying picture. 

"What?" he sputtered, his voice choked with disbelief. "How in the name of God could Alex have 

secured this room? And paid Lady Renata Winter's share of the meal?" 

The manager's cold voice delivered the final, crushing explanation. 

"It's simple. This entire restaurant, the entire establishment, owes the Saint-Claire family a debt of 
honor-a promise made long ago. We swore to grant the heir one last, significant wish to fulfill that 

old promise. He used that single, priceless favor to secure this room and invite the Lady Renata 
here." 

The manager straightened. "Right now, your idiotic question is irrelevant. You need to focus on 
what matters. Pay the money first. Stop thinking about things that won't save you." 

He stood over Gerhard, waiting. "Are you paying, or not?" 

Gerhard knew, he couldn't cover the bill. "Sir, it's not that I refuse to pay, but... this is an issue of 
Justice..." 

"You gorge yourselves, then refuse to pay, and now you have the gall to scream about justice?" 

The manager turned his desperate gaze to Viscount Leopold. 

"Sir Viscount, it seems my hand has been forced. I need your professional service once more. 

Collect the money from him. I'll remit twenty five percent of the total cost to you, right usual." 

Leopold smiled, a predatory flash of teeth. "You can always depend on our efficiency," he said, his 

voice deadly smooth. "Bring the fool to me!" 

Before Gerhard could even register a defense, two hulking men-hard as granite and moving like 

trained dogs-yanked him from his position. They dragged him across the polished floor. 

"What in hell are you doing?! Let go of me!" Gerhard screamed, his panic shattering his last sliver 

of dignity. 

"Shut your damn mouth!" One brute snarled, driving his steel-toed boot into the back of Gerhard's 

knee. 



Gerhard shrieked, the sharp pain forcing him onto his knees, directly at the feet of Viscount 
Leopold. 

Slap! 

Leopold's signature move-a lightning-fast, bone-jarring blow-smashed into the side of Gerhard's 
head. The sound was sickeningly loud. 

"Are you going to pay the debt, or not?" Leopold thundered. 

Gerhard swallowed hard, trying to regain his composure amidst the chaos. "This 

is a misunderstanding! I reserved the Golden Suite in advance! I even paid a five- hundred-

thousand-dollar deposit!" 

Beatrix pushed forward. "That's right! Gerhard booked the Golden Room! The manager led us here! 

He's running a scam! Don't you people have any rules against fraud?" 

Leopold snapped his fingers with a sound like a pistol shot. "Rules? Of course we have rules." 

The two burly men immediately left Gerhard and descended upon the women. 

One seized Beatrix's head and slammed her face down onto the cold, unforgiving tabletop. 
"Remember this rule, little lady: Don't speak unless you're allowed to." Conrad watched his wife 

being assaulted, his face contorted in a mask of impotent rage. "You-" 

Before he could finish the accusation, the second brute smashed his fist into Conrad's face. "And 

you? You don't speak if you haven't been asked." 

"You ate the food, now you settle the debt." Leopold's gaze bore down on Gerhard, his expression 

turning to stone "Pay off the bill. If you do everything smooths 

sever right now and nobody else gets hurt. Who among you is going to cough up the two million?" 

The room went utterly silent. No one dared to utter a word. 

Renata glanced from the beaten, kneeling Gerhard to his terrified, silent companions. She realized 
with a sudden, bitter clarity that Gerhard was not the 

cool, powerful man he pretended to be. 

He was a boastful liar, incapable of settling this monumental debt. A wave of profound 
disappointment washed over her. 

"I will pay for them." Renata stepped forward. 

The manager immediately intervened, "Miss Renata, please. Your bill is already settled by the 

Marquis Saint-Claire. Do not invite trouble. That is two million 



dollars." 

"That fortune could equip your 

father's soldiers with superior 

weapons and armor, purchase crucial security drones, or provide food for your starving villagers. 
It would be a damn insult to your people to waste it on these undeserving men." 

Renata bit her lip. The manager was right. Two million was a fortune for her 

Duchy-it meant seeds in the ground, armor for the guard, a better life for her people. 

She couldn't sacrifice her duty for these pathetic fools. 

She turned to Alex, her last hope. "Alex, can you not help them?" 

Alex merely sneered. Before he could utter a word, the manager cut 

in, delivering the final, crushing blow of information. "Miss Renata, this restaurant opened the 
Platinum Sujte for Mr. Alex and his guest-you-as a single, one-time favor." 

"The Saint-Claire family patriarch once rendered a great service to our Chairman, 

and our Chairman promised to repay the favor to his heir, once." 

"He has used that sole wish entirely on your meal today. There is nothing left for 

him to offer, unless he has the cash to cover the bill himself." 

Renata bit her lip until she tasted blood. Alex had spent his family's ultimate favor —a powerful, 
priceless debt of gratitude-just to secure her lunch. "Now," Viscount Leopold said, his voice 
dropping to a low, dangerous growl. He grabbed a heavy, empty wine bottle from the table. 

"Gerhard. Pay the money, or don't. I'm going to take a hand for the debt either way." 

"Grab him! I want to teach this boy a proper lesson!" 

The two muscular men pinned Gerhard to the floor. He was utterly helpless, unable to twitch even 
a finger. In a flash of lethal speed, Viscount Leopold swung 

the bottle down. 

CRASH! 

The glass shattered directly against Gerhard's skull. He saw stars, then blood. 

Leopold didn't stop. He picked up the jagged, spiked neck of the broken bottle-a 

weapon now—and slammed the sharp edge down onto Gerhard's outstretched hand. 



"Aaargh! My hand! My God, my hand!" Gerhard's scream was a raw, animal sound of pure agony. 
His body convulsed, drenched in cold, clammy sweat. 

Conrad, Beatrix, and Annabella watched the grotesque scene, their faces drained of color, pale as 
bone. Their hearts hammered against their ribs. Viscount Leopold hit Gerhard a few more times 

with the heel of his boot until the screaming finally stopped, replaced by the slack silence of 
unconsciousness. Leopold wiped his hands dismissively on a linen napkin, tossing it aside as he 

surveyed the unconscious Gerhard. "What a weakling," he spat. 

He turned his chilling gaze on Beatrix, Annabella, and Conrad, making them flinch like struck 

animals. "Who's next?" he drawled, a cruel smile touching his lips. "Don't worry. Every one of you 
will get your turn until the entire price is paid." 
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Alex yawned, both hands raised in a lazy stretch, completely unfazed by the disaster unfolding at 

the table. 

Beatrix and the others sat frozen, faces drained of color. 

"I think I've had enough drama for today," Alex said, voice flat, bored, done. 

He turned to Renata. "Hey. you've eaten. Why don't we get out of here? This place is a circus." 

His calm tone snapped Renata out of her shock. She blinked, looked at him, then glanced nervously 
toward Gerhard, Beatrix, Conrad, and Annabella—each of them in a humiliated, miserable state. 

"What about them?" she asked quietly, concern still gripping her voice. 

Alex shrugged, cool and unbothered. 

"Let them clean up their own mess. They can call Mommy, Daddy, or Grandmother to bail them out 

and pay for whatever disaster they created." 

He tilted his head slightly. "We're useless here except as the awkward third wheel. Unless you plan 

to pay for them—which you can't-there's nothing you can do." Renata, still dazed, fell into step 
beside Alex Saint-Claire as he walked out. 

The restaurant manager and Viscount Leopold both gave Alex a stiff, respectful bow as he passed. 

Outside the private room, the staff practically lined up. Every employee lowered their head as Alex 

and Renata walked through the hallway. 



The limousine-like skycar was already waiting at the entrance, sleek and immaculate, the driver 
standing by with the door open. 

One of the staff members hurried forward and handed Renata a beautifully wrapped box. 

"What is this?" Renata asked, startled. 

 

"A selection of dishes that can be reheated easily, and a bottle of wine for you, Miss," the staff 

member replied with perfect courtesy. 

Renata stared at the gift in disbelief. She had never received anything like this from a restaurant 
before. 

She glanced at Alex. His face was unreadable-calm, indifferent, as if the bows, the gifts, the 
deference were nothing out of the ordinary. 

He carried the aura of someone long accustomed to this world: distant, elite, untouchable. 

Renata felt a sudden chill of awe-like he was wrapped in a fog she couldn't see through, a depth 
she couldn't measure. 

When the limousine-skycar stopped at the next location, Renata's breath caught. "This is..." she 
whispered. 

Alex glanced at her. "The best hotel in all of Prussia. Eden Group's crown jewel. They call it 
Paradise Hotel for a reason." 

The vehicle lowered gracefully, and Renata realized this wasn't just a hotel. 

It was the kind of place people only whispered about. 

And she was stepping into it with Alex Saint-Claire. 

The luxury hit Renata the moment she stepped inside. 

It wasn't the cold, futuristic style she expected from Prussia. 

This place wrapped its wealth in traditional design-warm wood, carved stone, 

 

soft golden light-old-world elegance fused with modern perfection. 

It felt sacred. Untouchable. 



Different from any hotel she had ever seen. 

Just like at the restaurant, a line of staff appeared instantly. Every single one bowed deeply. 

"Welcome to Paradise Hotel, Lady Renata Winter." 

Renata froze. Lady? 

She stared as the hotel manager stepped forward and handed her a sleek black card. 

"This is your access card, Lady Renata. Please tap it to your bracelet-your penthouse key will be 
permanently linked." 

"Penthouse?" Renata repeated, stunned. 

She shot a quick look at Alex—shocked, confused, almost betrayed. 

Sofina had warned her not to expect anything from her "poor husband," the man who supposedly 
worked as nothing more than a gardener for the Eden Group. 

She told herself she'd just tolerate Alex for the sake of friendship. 

But now? 

She was receiving the kind of welcome reserved for royalty. 

"There you go,” Alex said lightly. "Enjoy your stay. I won't interfere." 

Renata still had a thousand questions swirling in her head, but one jumped to the front-reckless, 
blunt, and unfiltered. 

"Then... how about you stay a moment in my room? We can talk and if everything goes well, we 
can have sex." 

Alex stiffened. Just for a moment. 

Then he remembered Prussia's culture was different. 

In Estoria, intimacy meant emotion. 

In Prussia, it was treated like a logical agreement, a casual pastime, about as 

serious as asking someone to play a round of cards. 

No feelings required. 

No attachment. 

Just genetics and desire. 



Renata was breathtaking—one of the most beautiful women in the world—and yet 

Alex only gave her a cold, cutting sneer. 

"No." 

Renata crossed her arms, "Alex, you didn't have to reject me that fast. You 

could've at least pretended to think about it." 

Alex let out a tired sigh. "And give you false hope?" 

"Hope?" Renata frowned. "It's just sex. You have a good body, I'm healthy-we're basically working 

out." 

"Exactly. Just small stuff," Alex said. "And yet you're glaring at me like I kicked your childhood 

puppy." 

"I'm glaring because no man has ever refused me," she snapped. 

"Then consider this character development." 

"For who?" she demanded. 

"For you. Obviously." 

Renata blinked, genuinely shocked. 

No man had ever refused her. 

Not once. 

She believed it was impossible for any man to fight their desire for her. 

In her mind, even Gerhard would die happily-hell, he'd probably sell his own 

parents—if she ever offered him the same thing. 

But Alex Saint-Clair just did. 

Renata narrowed her eyes. "So when you said no, did you mean no for now 

tomontil later, or 'ne unti 

torture you emotionally'?" .net 

Alex didn't blink. "Lady Renata, it was a simple 'no."" 

"Nothing is simple with you," she shot back. 



"True," he admitted. "But that answer was." 

She stepped closer. "And what if I insist?" 

Alex didn't move. "Then I'll insist harder." 

"On 'no'?" 

"On boundaries," Alex said with a short, amused laugh before walking away. "You should try 
having some. It's refreshing." 

He genuinely couldn't understand how people here thought. 

Maybe, one day, he'd have to teach them—about life, about feeling, about what it 

truly meant to be human. 

Renata watched him leave, her curiosity burning hotter. 

He wasn't like any man she had ever met-he broke every rule she believed about human. 

"There's still a long time I'll be here," she murmured to herself, then turned away, already 

plotting. 

Inside Paradise Hotel, Alex moved with silent purpose. 

He made his way to the highest level-private properties never rented out to 

anyone, reserved only for him. 

A hidden elevator recognized him and opened automatically. 

It carried him past the guest floors, past the luxury suites, deeper into the restricted zone. 

Here, the walls shifted to reinforced steel. Light dimmed to sterile white. 

This was no hotel anymore. 

This was the gateway to Estoria. 

Alex stepped into the secured chamber. A massive, curved screen hummed to life. 

He connected the line. 

Logan appeared instantly. 

"Your Majesty, I have an extremely urgent report," Logan said, voice tight. 

Alex raised a brow. "You look panicked." 



He let out a low chuckle. "Logan, I didn't think anything in this world could make 

you panic. What's going on?" 

Logan gave a strained laugh. "Well, once you hear it, I'd bet even you would panic." 

"No, I won't," Alex said, confident. "Nothing can shock me." 

"Whatever you say, Your Majesty," 

Logan replied with a thin S 

"Miss Bella is pushing for a full scale against Prussia within one year. net 

"What?" 

Alex's composure cracked. Shock flashed across his face. 

Logan continued, grim but still smiling at the absurdity of the situation. 

"About fifty percent of the states already agreed to the war with Prussia Only a few and resisting 
But Bella's working on them-hard. Her goal is unanimous approval. Total mobilization. All-out 

war." 

"You have to stop them," Alex ordered sharply. 

"I'm trying," Logan said. "But you need to see it yourself. You're the king. Only 

you might stop this." 

Logan switched the connection. 

The screen changed. 

A live feed appeared—a massive offline meeting hall, the largest gathering of 

Estoria's governors in history. 

Hundreds of powerful military leaders sat at long tables, arguing, shouting, 

demanding. 

War plans. Budgets. Mobilization. Recruitment. 

Charts. Maps. Red markers circling Prussia. 

Alex's face hardened. 

On the front row of the massive conference hall, Alex saw their faces clearly on 



the screen: 

Bella Kane - Governor of Vermont, eyes sharp with fury. 

Sophia Lancaster - Governor of Paris State, lips pressed tight in cold judgment. 

Lyra Thompson — Governor of Chicago State, arms crossed, radiating hostility. 

Jasmine Kingston - Governor of Vancouver, glaring like she was ready to draw blood. 

Josephine Everheart — Governor of Columbia State, tapping her pen with dangerous impatience. 

Kelly Knight — Governor of Los Angeles, expression carved from stone. 

Every one of them was focused on the same thing. 

A single image projected on the enormous central screen. 

Alex's jaw tightened as he finally saw it clearly. 

It was a picture- 

of him and Sofina Scheinwald 

kissing. 

This wasn't tension. 

This was a storm. 

A storm coming straight for him. 

Logan smirked, unable to hide the satisfaction in his eyes. 

Inside, he was practically saying, I knew it. I knew this would finally make you 

panic. 

The Almighty Dominance - Chapter 487[ 
1,122 words ] 

 

Estoria, a few days ago. 



Sophia Lancaster - or Sophia Montclair- sat at a lavish dinner table across from a handsome man. 
His suit was spotless, his watch glittered under the warm lights, and every move he made 

screamed one thing: 

He was trying too hard to impress her with money. 

Sophia felt nothing. Not even a spark. 

When she used to struggle for money, men like him seemed fascinating — polished, wealthy, a 
target. 

But now that she had power, status, and more money than she ever imagined, she realized how 
hollow it all was. Everything felt staged. Everything felt fake. 

Only one thing ever felt real. 

Alex's smile. 

There was honesty in it. Warmth. A softness that reached his eyes. Even when he 

had nothing, he still gave her everything he could. 

Care. Kindness. A love so sincere it frightened her. 

'The towers chant my name, yet none hear the ache beneath it. 

The crowds applaud, yet my heart remains a solitary moon. 

Only he once understood my soul... 

 

and now he drifts beyond my reach.' 

And after losing him, she tried to fill the void. She tried going on dates her family arranged, 
meeting men from every corner of Estoria. 

She tried blind dates, business heirs, military officers, politicians, even celebrities. 

None of them could touch her heart. 

Some men stared only at her title - Governor of Paris State. 

Some chased her beauty as if she were a trophy. 

Some admired the image, not the woman. 

But not one looked at her soul. Not one saw who she really was. 



The man across from her leaned forward. "What do you think, Sophia? I have a 

big yacht. Maybe we could take a private tour on the ocean?" 

Sophia rose gracefully, placing her napkin on the table. "I'm sorry. We're not a good match." 

"But we haven't even tried!" he protested, reaching out. 

She had already turned away. 

 

When he attempted to follow, two of her bodyguards stepped in, blocking him with cold 
professionalism. 

"The Governor made her position clear," one guard said evenly. "You and her will not be friends. 
Don't push it. The door is closed." 

Sophia didn't glance back. She walked straight to the private lounge. 

Inside, Lyra Thompson was already there alone, drunk, and singing into a microphone with all the 
heartbreak in her lungs. 

Lyra looked up when Sophia entered. "Done with that lucky guy?" she asked, carrying her drink 
over. 

Sophia took the glass, downed it in one smooth swallow, and collapsed onto the sofa. "I'm done 
with the guy. Any guy. I swear, I'm finished. I'm not marrying anyone. Ever." 

Lyra set the microphone down and sat beside her. Her voice cracked immediately. 

"I miss Alex," she whispered — then burst into tears, raw and aching. 

Sophia had learned this pattern over the last three years. Every time Lyra remembered Alex, she 

broke down. 

She cried like her heart was being ripped apart. And Sophia finally understood why. 

Lyra truly loved him. 

"He's dead, Lyra," Sophia whispered with a tired sigh. 

"Dead?" Lyra snapped, eyes blazing. "Even if every human on this planet dropped 

dead, he would be the last one standing." 

"Come on, Lyra. You know that's impossible." 



"What's impossible?" Lyra fired back. “He was basically invincible." 

"Invincible?" Sophia raised her voice. "He got stabbed, Lyra! Stabbed. People die from that. Stop 
talking like he's some immortal legend!" 

She wanted to believe the way Lyra did. She wanted to cling to that hope with both hands. 

But hope could be cruel - and believing in someone who was already gone felt like torture. 

"Sophia, think," Lyra insisted. ", he had tons of elixir pills-miracle pills that could cure anything." 

"And why does that matter?" 

"You really think one stupid stab wound killed him? He could survive anything." 

Sophia shook her head. "So in your world, he's basically immortal?" 

"In my world," Lyra said, sniffling hard, "he'd survive an apocalypse, rebuild civilization from 
scratch, and still show up late to dinner because he 'got distracted.' And don't 

forge he gave all his money to me 

Tome." 

Her voice cracked as fresh tears spilled. "That man had billions in assets... all supposed to stay in 

my vault as my income. How the hell does someone like that just vanish on me?" 

"Because he's gone," Sophia said quietly. 

"Or because some girl stole him," Lyra shot back. 

Sophia blinked. "...A girl?" 

"Yeah," Lyra muttered bitterly. "Some gorgeous, perfect, soulmate-wannabe who probably 
swooped in and took everything. Steal my man, steal my money... damn 

it, it hurts!" 

She threw her head back dramatically. 

"Heaven and earth will one day fade to dust, 

but this heartbreak refuses to die. 

Ah-my lost, goddamn money!" 

Sophia only shook her head and took a slow sip of her drink. 

Life without Alex felt painfully flat. Empty in ways she didn't have words for. 



She remembered the way he once looked at her. How he told her she was his soulmate the one fate 
had carved out for him in heaven. 

She knew he loved her deeply. And if Alex were still alive, she swore she would treat him better. 
She would never let him slip away again. 

A sudden flash appeared from the corner of the lounge - a cluster of breaking news banners. 

Sophia lifted her hand, and the screen expanded with a gesture. 

Jasmine Kingston was holding a press conference, her expression sharp and unyielding. 

"You know,” Lyra muttered, watching the screen. "That woman used to be a year 

or two younger than us. Three years ago she dressed in all pink — sweet, soft, 

brilliant." 

"Yes." 

"And smiled at everyone?" 

"Yes." 

Lyra leaned closer. “What happened to that girl? Now she looks like she grew up overnight. Cold. 

Calculated. Like she'd kill anyone who got in her way." Sophia shrugged. "Power." 

Lyra nodded. "Makes sense. Give a woman enough power and problems, and suddenly pink 
becomes 'murder black."" 

"Or heartache," Sophia murmured, her voice softening as she remembered how deeply Jasmine had 
loved Alex. 

On the screen, Jasmine's voice cut through the speakers — firm, controlled, and burning with 
conviction. 

"Everyone knows Bella Kent - the Governor of Vermont - has pushed this country's technology 
forward, helped our nation leap beyond its limits and made Estoria stranger. Jasmine paused, her 

jaw tightening. "But I still refuse to support a war with Prussia." 

"Well," Lyra müttered, swirling her drink, "she and Bella have been at each other's throats for 

years. Water and fire. They'll never mix. And don't even get me started on the King. These past 
three years he's done nothing but hide in his palace and chase women while the governors break 
their backs running the country." 

"Would you support a war with Prussia?" Sophia asked. 

"Hell no." Lyra snorted. "Prussia is already a fully modern nation. Our tech has 



improved, sure—but a war against Prussia? We'd get crushed. Not yet, at least. What about you?" 

"I still have too much to fix in Paris. I don't have time for pointless wars." 

They both looked toward the screen again. 

A reporter was questioning Josephine - the Governor of Columbia, newly elected 

two years ago about the rising tensions with Prussia. 
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Josephine faced the reporters with steady, professional calm. 

"War means killing," she said clearly. "We should not initiate another conflict without legitimate 
cause. The funds allocated for weapons should be used to feed the poor and advance technology for 

public welfare." 

"See?" Lyra muttered. "She's basically an angel. And I heard she still cries in secret sometimes. 
People say she still feels guilty about Alex's death. She visits his tomb almost every month." 

Lyra took a sip of her drink, lowering her voice. "Writing poetry, too. Stuff like— 

'To be alive, and to know you are gone- 

This is the greatest torment.' 

You know that went viral?" 

"That damn man," Sophia muttered. "Even dead, he still leaves people heartbroken." 

"Oh damn Alex," Lyra started again, wiping her eyes. "I seek you in the heavens, I seek you in the 
earth below; But nowhere in this vast world can your shadow be found." 

Sophia sighed. 

"Your death has bound my life in frost, 

Yet still I call your name." 

Then, as if her heart couldn't take any more, she abruptly switched topics. 



"I heard Keaton Knight already handed the Los Angeles governorship to Kelly Knight." 

 

Lyra shot her a look. "You really don't keep up with anything outside Paris, do you?" she sneered 
lightly. Lyra had the best intel in the entire capital. 

"Kelly became Vice Governor two years ago. She's been running Los Angeles ever since. And last 
month she officially took full control." 

"Yeah," Sophia breathed out. "Everything changed so much in just three years. Technology, 

culture... life itself." 

"I heard something else," Lyra said quietly. "Bella is going to become Queen." 

"What? How? I never heard that." 

"Come on, Sophia. Aren't you paying attention?" Lyra leaned forward. "Samuel Prescott, Logan, 
Keaton - they're all backing her. They drove the massive reforms across Estoria. Three years of 
nonstop progress, all with the King's full support. And while they rebuild the nation, the King stays 

silent, doing nothing, just playing with his women." 

Their bracelet-phones vibrated at the same time. 

Lyra tapped hers first. A holographic three-dimensional document unfolded in front of them, 

glowing in the dim room. 

The message was short, urgent, and brutal: 

"Final decision on the Estoria - Prussia War. Mandatory meeting for all governors. Tomorrow 
morning." 

"Well," Lyra muttered, exhaling hard. "We knew it would come down to a vote. Now let's go there 
and give that bitch a big, loud no. I'm not marching into a damn war if it means I lose my money. 

Hell no. Never." 

Sophia nodded. "No one needs a war." 

And after three long years, it finally happened. 

 

For the first time in decade, every governor in Estoria gathered in one place. 

Each governor arrived with their military leaders, generals, and security teams. The atmosphere 
felt like a storm waiting to break. 



When the voting began initiated by Bella Kent herself - lines were drawn immediately. 

Most of the old governors sided with Samuel Prescott and Logan, following their push toward 
Bella's proposal. 

But the five female governors stood firm in opposition: 

Jasmine Kingston. 

Josephine Everheart. 

Sophia Lancaster. 

Lyra Thompson. 

Kelly Knight. 

Their resistance froze the vote in deadlock. 

And it had stayed locked for months. 

"No matter what you say," Jasmine declared, her voice ringing across the chamber, "I will never 

support a war." 

Josephine echoed gently but firmly, "I also refuse to approve military action." 

Bella suddenly grabbed her microphone. Her tone dropped into a cold, deliberate command. 

"I want the six of us in a private room. I will tell you exactly why I'm pushing for war with 
Prussia." 

"No," Jasmine shot back instantly. "If you have a reason, say it here. The public deserves to hear 
your truth." 

"Trust me," Bella said, voice steady. "You'll want this conversation to be private. You'll regret 
refusing." 

Josephine folded her arms. "Governor Bella, the people deserve transparency. You cannot hide 
everything from the public." 

Bella didn't argue. Instead, she pulled out a single sheet of paper and began writing a short 

message. 

When she was done, she slid the paper toward Jasmine. 

"What I'm about to reveal," Bella said quietly, "you do not want anyone else to know." 

Jasmine glanced down. 



She read one word. 

Her expression changed instantly. Her eyes sharpened like a blade. "You're certain about this?" 

"Follow me," Bella said. "If you want the rest." 

Jasmine stood. "Alright." 

Gasps rippled through the room - Jasmine and Bella were infamous rivals. Water and fire. They 
never agreed on anything. And now Jasmine was following her willingly. 

Josephine reached for the paper next. After reading it, she went silent - then rose from her seat and 
followed Bella without another word. 

Sophia, Kelly, and Lyra exchanged a tense look. 

Then they stood as well. 

One by one, the five women followed Bella Kent into the restricted room - 

leaving the entire assembly murmuring in confusion and dread. 

Each of them had already seen the single word written on the paper. 

"Alexander." 

The moment the door closed behind them, Lyra snapped first. She couldn't hold herself together 

anymore. 

"I knew it!" she shouted, voice cracking. "I knew he was still alive! Now tell me where he is!" 

Bella didn't answer. She simply activated the room's private screen. 

A name appeared: 

Alexander Leonhart — 

Current Identity: Alexander Saint-Clair. 

Then a video played. 

Alex walked through a snow-lined Prussian street, dressed like any other civilian calm, alive, 

unmistakably himself. 

“He's in Prussia,” Bella said. "On a covert Kingwell mission. He's been smuggling Prussian 
technology back to Estoria." 

Jasmine froze. Her breath hitched. Her heart — dead for three years - suddenly kicked back to life 
with a painful, burning thud. 



"Are you saying..." Jasmine whispered, eyes locked on the screen, "he's the one who import all that 
technology these last three years?" 

"Yes," Bella replied. "That's his job. He's a kingswell. He follows every order the King gives." 

Josephine's eyes flooded instantly Her whole body trembled. The guilt she carried for years the 
guilt of believing she caused his death crashed over her like a tidal wave. 

"You mean... he didn't die?" she asked, voice shaking. 

“He didn't,” Bella confirmed. "But he had to fake his death. Clean his identity. Only then could he 
infiltrate Prussia." 

Kelly stepped forward, jaw tight, fury hiding behind her composed expression. 

"He wouldn't die from a stab wound. 

I knew he was hiding - I just didn't 

know where. So why do you need a W vas with Prussia? Is he in trouble? If it's to save him, then 
I'm with you. You have my vote." 

Bella's expression turned deadly serious. 

"He isn't in danger," she said. "We are." 

She switched the screen to another video. 

Alex. 

Kissing a woman. 

A beautiful Prussian woman. 

"Sofina Scheinwald," Bella said sharply. "He married her. And from what I've seen, he actually 
loves her. If he stays there any longer, they'll have children. And he'll remain inTM Prussia for the 

rest of his damn life." 

Bella's voice hardened to steel. 

"That's why I need to attack Prussia. Break their defenses. Push their gates open. 

And drag him back to our side." 

The screen zoomed in on Alex and Sofina locked in a tender kiss. 

In an instant, every woman in the room went still. 

Shock. 



Hurt. 

Betrayal. 

Then their eyes ignited — all at once with the same emotion. 

Rage. 

Burning, feral, murderous rage. 

Every single one of them. 

And so, for the sake of one man, 

The nations gathered to war. 

Because in the end, it isn't armies that push countries into battle- 

it's the burning passions of a few. 
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Alex's head throbbed the moment the final report came in. 

His own governors had already drafted a full war plan against Prussia- 

timelines, strategies, objectives. They wanted the entire operation launched within 

a year. 

Then Samuel and Keaton appeared on the holo-channel, their faces tight with urgency. 

"Your Majesty," Samuel said. "As you can see, the governors are planning a war with Prussia. The 

vote is at one hundred percent approval." 

Alex stared at the three men, frustration burning behind his eyes. 

"Can you stop them? We don't need another war." 

Keaton shook his head slowly. “I might be able to stop my daughter. Maybe. But the rest? No. 
They're moving on their own mandate." 



Samuel added, "I can vote against it, but that's only ten percent against ninety. The war will still go 
through." 

Logan leaned forward, arms crossed. "You know where I stand. As a governor, I want this war. I 
want to return to my hometown — and this is the only way." 

Alex sighed. He was the king, yes - but forcing every governor to obey him would turn him into a 

dictator overnight. 

And the political fallout would tear Estoria apart. 

He exhaled sharply. "So we don't have a choice." 

 

Samuel lifted a brow. "There is one possibility. If we bring Alexander Leonhart- the Kingswell 
agent currently stationed in Prussia—back to Estoria, the female governors might abandon the 

invasion plan. Their man would be home. Safe from Prussian's women." 

"Great idea," Logan said immediately. "But let's be honest — it's impossible." 

Alex rubbed his forehead. "Fine. Then tell me straight. How good are our chances of winning a war 
against Prussia within one year?" 

Logan - always hungry for a fight — pulled up a digital report. "According to our top analysts, the 

smartest people we have, Estoria can win this war." 

Alex blinked. "Our smartest people? Who exactly made that assessment?" 

Logan listed them without hesitation. 

"Top number two: Bella Kane. 

Top three: Jasmine Kingston. 

Number four: Lyra Thompson. 

Number five: Kelly Knight." 

Alex stared at him, stunned. 

Alex wasn't even sure if those women could truly be called the smartest in the country - but he 

knew they were miles ahead of their peers. Their calculations carried weight. Their decisions 
moved nations. 

"So who's number one then?" Alex asked. "Who's even smarter than Bella?" 



 

Logan, Samuel, and Keaton exchanged a look. 

Not one of them opened their mouth. 

Alex let out a slow breath. "Fine. If you don't want to answer, then let them finish their war plan. 
I'll decide whether we actually go to war or not. I still have one year." 

And so time moved on. 

That night — Renata's first day back - Sofina Scheinwald finally cleared her schedule. She booked a 
dinner to welcome her old friend. A luxurious, high-end reservation for the three of them. 

As Sofina's husband, Alex had to join. Which only darkened his mood. The last thing he wanted was 
to sit across from Renata again 

But duty was duty, and Sofina was excited. So he prepared himself in silence and went with her. 

Only when they arrived did Alex realize where she'd booked the table. 

The Celestial Garden of Paradise Hotel. 

A place so exclusive it usually hosted royalty, diplomats, and the wealthiest elites. Private suites 
weren't even a thing there — the ballroom itself was the standard. 

They walked inside beneath the glittering crystal lights. 

A moment later, Renata swept into the room. 

"Sofina Scheinwald!" 

"Renata!" 

The two of them rushed together, hugging like 

hadn't seen each other in 

years. Their laughter bounced off the marble walls, their hands clasped tightly as they slipped into 
old memories. It took a while for the storm of excitement to calm. 

Then Renata smacked Sofina lightly on the arm. "You reckless spender. You seriously booked the 

Celestial Garden just for dinner?" 

Sofina giggled, bright and delighted. "You're here! Of course I had to splurge!" 

Alex stayed quiet, watching the two women glow with happiness - and bracing himself for the long 
night ahead. 



Renata flashed a bright grin. "You're my best friend, Sofina!" 

Sofina lifted her hands in a small, embarrassed shrug. "To be honest, I'm not even qualified to dine 
here. I asked Count Marlena Von Adler to make the reservation for me." 

"Oh?" Renata's eyes slid toward Alex, amused. "Here I was thinking Alex pulled some strings again 
and magically booked the Celestial Garden for us." 

"Alex?" Sofina blinked, confused for a moment before realizing what Renata meant. "Oh-right. 
From time to time, old friends of Alex's parents pop to help But old already him not to rely on that 

past 

anymore. We need to stand on our 

own." 
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"I do work," Alex protested, offended. "Don't forget-I'm a gardener at Eden Group." 

Sofina laughed and slipped her arm through his as they walked deeper into the Celestial Garden. 

The place was breathtaking. Natural. 

Lush. A sanctuary carved out of light and pure air. Every corner overflowed with living greenery 
arranged in perfect harmony, and 

the scent of rare herbs floated 

through the room like a soft rebirth. 

Even the dishes here were crafted from rare medicinal plants-made not only to taste exquisite, but 
to heal, rejuvenate, and strengthen the body. A meal here wasn't just dinner. It was restoration. 

Renata sighed, taking it in. "The Celestial Garden is flawless. The only sad part is the requirements 
to get in. I heard it's only open to VIP members, right?" 

"Yes," Sofina admitted with a nod. "Honestly? This is my first time here too." 

Renata reached out and squeezed her hand. "Thank you, Sofina. Truly." 

They settled into their private alcove, the air warm and quiet around them. Dinner was peaceful, 
undisturbed-exactly what Sofina hoped for, a gentle reunion wrapped in luxury and old friendship. 

Halfway through dessert, Renata finally spoke up. 

"Sofina... how about joining our class reunion this year? We hold it every year, but 

you haven't come for the last two." 



Sofina paused, spoon halfway to her lips. 

The memory hit her with full weight. 

Three years ago. 

Their class reunion. 

Everyone in that room had come from the capital-Counts, Viscounts, old money, 

pure bloodlines, aristocratic pride. Not a single commoner in the entire class. 

And Sofina had walked in with Heinrich. 

Her husband. 

A man without a title. 

A man with nothing that impressed aristocrats. 

She remembered the way they looked at him-disdain hidden behind polite smiles, whispers leaking 
between wine glasses, the silent judgment that wrapped around Heinrich like knives. 

After that night, Heinrich never let her attend a reunion again. 

And Sofina understood exactly why. 

"For this year's class reunion, I've been pushing the committee to hold the event 

in Winchester,” Renata said casually. "What do you think?" 

"Why Winchester?" Sofina asked, puzzled. 

Renata laughed, brushing her hair back with effortless arrogance. "Because I feel 

like it. And in case you forgot—I'm still the head of the class union." 

Of course she was. As the Duke's daughter, Renata naturally ended up leading every organization 
she touched. People simply followed. 

"But that's not the only reason," Renata continued, leaning forward. "The real reason we're hosting 
the reunion in Winchester is Tobias Bluthelm." 

"Tobias Bluthelm?" Sofina blinked. "The son of Count Bluthelm? What happened 

to him?" 

"You know his family owns a 



war-machine factory," Renata said, eyes gleaming. "He rebuilt one of their old human driver 
combat robots, the mobile suit. And he's 

entering it in this year's Robot War Machine Championship. The event's being held at Winchester 
Stadium." 

Renata winked at Sofina. "So we thought we'd support him. First launch, first spotlight. It's going 

to be crazy-fights, machines getting smashed apart. And Alex, you should come with us." 

"No. I don't think I will," Alex said immediately. 

Before Renata could argue, a man approached them with two women hanging off 

his arms. He carried himself with lazy arrogance — the kind that came from money, title, and too 
much undeserved confidence. 

“Sofina. Renata," he greeted, smiling in a way that made the air colder. "I never expected to see 
you both here." 

“Ragnar,” Renata replied sharply, her voice dripping with dislike. "What are you doing here?" 

"Funny, I was about to ask you the same," Ragnar said—before his gaze slid to 

Alex, inspecting him like a bug on glass. "Ah. This man. So he must be Sofina's new husband." 

"Stop it, Ragnar," Sofina warned. 

"Come on," Ragnar said, feigning innocence. "I just want to introduce myself. What's wrong with 
that?" 

He grabbed two glasses of wine from a passing server. 

"Alexander Saint-Claire, I presume?" Ragnar stepped closer, offering a glass with 

an oily smile. "I'm Ragnar Eisenwall. My father is Duke Eisenwall." 

Alex reached for the glass- 

But Ragnar suddenly lifted it—and poured the entire drink over Alex's head. 

Red wine streamed down Alex's hair, his face, his suit. 

Ragnar smirked, eyes gleaming with cruelty. "You're not worth an introduction 

from me. But let me make one thing clear-I was Sofina's first man. I'm the one who taught her 
what sex is." 

He leaned in, voice turning colder, crueler. 



"And you're just picking up what I left behind." 
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There were eight dukes in Prussia, each ruling a vast territory, each holding power like a king. 

Duke Eisenwall was one of them — and he stood firmly with the Technocratic Faction, the new 

movement that worshipped progress. They believed Al should lead humanity forward, no questions 
asked. 

Opposing them was the Order of Nature, the conservative faction that clung to the old path — 
humans must follow the law of nature, not machines. 

And then there was the Neutral Circle, a third power formed by natural-born dukes and their 
nobles. They walked a razor-thin line between the two giants, shifting their stance every time the 

wind changed. 

Sofina's breath tightened the moment she saw Ragnar Eisenwall. 

A ghost from her past. 

The man she once thought was the brightest star in their youth the alpha, the golden boy, the one 
everyone chased. 

But he had been her greatest mistake. 

Her deepest wound. 

The first person who taught her what it felt like to be "unworthy." 

Ragnar strutted toward them in a luxurious tailored suit, arrogance dripping off him in waves. 

Beside him stood two women dressed in full designer armor - branded clothes, flawless makeup, 
and eyes so full of hubris they sparkled like polished knives. 

Ragnar's specialty had never changed: 

He believed the world revolved around him. 

 



He lived to stir trouble. 

And he looked down on anyone he considered beneath him — especially commoners. Insulting 
people was practically his signature. 

"What the hell are you doing, Ragnar!" Renata snapped. 

"What am I doing?" Ragnar laughed, loud and mocking. "I'm allergic to poor people. Especially 

half-bloods like this man. Commoner trash-no, even lower." 

"That man is not a commoner, you jerk," Renata fired back. "He's Marquis Saint- Claire." 

"Oh please," Ragnar scoffed. "The fallen Marquise? The one with nothing left but a title? No 

soldiers, no land, no power? Spare me. Get out of here." 

Alex stood still, rainwater dripping from his hair, his clothes soaked through. 

His fists clenched tight, controlled, furious. 

He could break Ragnar's jaw in one hit. 

He wanted to. 

But no one, not even a Marquis, could lay a hand on a duke's son. Not unless they wanted their title 

ripped away and their life shattered in a heartbeat. 

So he forced himself to stay still. 

To breathe. 

 

To endure. 

Because hitting a duke's heir meant death, no matter who you were. 

Renata snapped, "Shut up Ragnar, Say one more word and I swear I'll—" 

Ragnar cut her off with a harsh, mocking laugh. "You? Bite? Don't make me laugh." 

One of the women beside him echoed him with a shrill giggle. 

"My Man doesn't fight insects." 

Alex raised his head. "You hide behind your father's title like armor." 

Ragnar stepped forward, slow and predatory, a wolf savoring the moment. 



"And you hide behind your dead family's ashes." 

Sofina's scream exploded through the garden like thunder. 

"Enough! You think cruelty makes you invincible — but it only makes you small. Smaller than the 

boy I once pitied." 

"Oh damn, you pity Ragnar? Are you insane?" the woman beside him barked out, her voice 

dripping with spite. "Look at your position now, Sofina― once one of the most beautiful women of 
our generation." 

"Our belle. Tell me, how do you end up marrying a loser twice? Are you that desperate, you lonely 
bitch chasing after broke men? Didn't your family ever teach you about standards?" 

Sofina recognized her instantly. 

Sybilla Altenhain. 

Her old college classmate. 

They were never close. Sybilla was too arrogant, too jealous, too obsessed with being the center of 
attention. 

For years she resented Sofina for being crowned the belle of the college instead 

of her. But everyone knew the truth-Sybilla couldn't compete. 

Not in beauty, not in elegance, not in attitude, not in character. 

Still, the woman had one talent: seducing men. 

Rumor said she hooked up with so many wealthy guys that they practically funded her entire years 
of college. 

A Count's daughter, spoiled and entitled. Everyone also knew she had only one target in life—
Ragnar Eisenwall. Her family pushed her toward him constantly, desperate to seal the marriage. 

"Guys, honestly," Sybilla continued, clinging to Ragnar's arm. "My Ragnar hates breathing the 

same air as this loser. Can somebody kick him out? He's polluting the place. I don't even know how 
they let him in." 

"That man is my guest," Renata's irritation snapped like a whip. "Do you think any of you have the 
right to throw him out? If you hate being here, feel free to get the hell out yourselves. We were 
here first." 

Sybilla turned her gaze to Alex. She giggled behind her hand, her eyes filled with 

venom. 



"Oh, so this is your precious guest? Alex? The famous 'Walking Error'? Alex the Dunce?" She 
laughed louder, cruel and shrill. 

"Renata brings him as a guest, and Sofina marries him as a husband. No wonder your standards 
have fallen so low. Honestly, you two deserve each other." 

Her sneer was pure poison-sharp, contemptuous, and deliberately brutal. Renata Winter's cheeks 

burned with embarrassment. Sofina might have grown used to people looking down on Alex-but 
Renata hadn't. Hearing it said so openly made her stomach twist. 

Sybilla suddenly shifted her tone, pretending to be apologetic. 

"Ah, I'm so sorry. I'm just too straightforward and outspoken. I hope you don't mind..." 

Alex frowned, This Sybilla was rotten to the core. 

Sybilla notice Sofina's expression change-sharp, cold, offended. Sofina stared at Sybilla and Ragnar 
with a glare that could cut glass. 

And instead of backing down, the sight delighted her. Sofina had always overshadowed her, always 
made her feel like a wallflower. So she sneered: "Honestly, as your friend, you should divorce this 

loser immediately. It hurts my heart knowing you'll spend the rest of your life chained to someone 
like him." 

She didn't consider Sofina's feelings at all. She just threw the insult like a stone. Sofina's breath 
snapped. She pressed her lips tight, fury rising. 

"What the hell do you mean by that? You don't have any right to talk about my husband." 

Sybilla giggled behind her hand, fake and poisonous. 

"I've despised you since college. If it wasn't for your face, do you really think you deserved to be 
crowned belle of the college? And now you're married to this loser why shouldn't I talk about it?" 

Alex felt a sharp surge of anger rise in his chest. 

Someone had to stop this bastard before she went any further. 

Sybilla caught sight of Alex staring down at his bracelet phone, silent, trying hard 

to stay in control. She smirked, venom curling at the edge of her lips. 

"Look at your deadbeat husband. I'm mocking you, and he doesn't even dare to defend you. What a 
pathetic joke." 

She turned to Ragnar, laughing. "Honey, why don't we kick all of them out?" Ragnar lifted his hand 
arrogantly and called toward the celestial garden manager. 

"I am Ragnar Eisenwall, son of Duke Eisenwall. I command you to clear out every 



guest here and reserve this spot for me alone." 

The manager bowed quickly, nervous but firm. 

“Sir, I'm afraid I can't do that. Some people booked this place a very long time 

ago." 

Ragnar smirked, eyes dripping disdain. 

"Do you know who I am? I'm the duke's son. The highest rank below the king. Tell them I want 
them gone-so they will leave." 

"Sir," the manager said with a stiff bow. "She is also Renata Winter - daughter of Duke Widnert. I 
don't believe she will surrender her reserved space." 

"I'm not giving anything up," Renata replied sharply. "He's a duke's son. And I'm a duke's 
daughter. We're equal." 

Ragnar scoffed. 

"Don't start that nonsense again, Renata. You will always lose to me." Then he turned back to the 

manager, voice booming. 

"Announce it. Tell everyone Ragnar Eisenwall is here. Tell them to leave. If they 

don't, they can deal with the consequences." 

Right then, the celestial garden's announcement system crackled to life. 

"Hello everyone, this is Eve. I have an announcement regarding a special guest currently in the 
Celestial 

Garden. His name is Ragnar Eisenwall, son of Duke Eisenwall. He requests that everyone vacate 
the 

area immediately." 
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The manager froze in shock. 

And Sofina recognized the voice instantly - Eve. Her egg-shaped Al assistant. 

"Well, your people are efficient," Ragnar said smugly. 

But the announcement continued. 

"And the reason Ragnar Eisenwall wishes to be alone in the Celestial Garden is 



because he is currently accompanied by the beautiful Sybilla Altenhain." 

Sybilla lifted her chin proudly- 

Until the next sentence dropped like a bomb. 

"For those who do not know Sybilla Altenhain, Iwill provide details. Sybilla Altenhain, age twenty-
five, graduate of Prussia University. During Ther high school years and freshman year of college, 

recorded data shows she engaged in sexual activity no fewer than three hundred times with over 
one hundred different men, including commoners and her own household slaves." 

Sybilla's face drained of color. Her eyes went wide. Her mouth fell open in pure horror. 

"What the hell is that announcement talking about!" she screamed. "I'll sue you! This is slander! 
Delete that!" 

Ragnar's expression collapsed as he looked at Sybilla. His forehead tightened, deep lines forming as 
the shock hit him like a punch. He looked traumatized, betrayed, humiliated. 

The announcement wasn't done. 

— 

"And Ragnar Eisenwall - who publicly declared he would never touch a woman who wasn't a virgin 

or who had been with other men has now fallen hopelessly in love with this woman. He has made 
love 

to her at least twenty times, despite her being diagnosed with no fewer than five sexually 
transmitted diseases. Two of them are incurable." 

Silence crashed over the garden. 

People stared. 

Mouths hung open. 

Someone whispered, horrified: 

"Did Ragnar Eisenwall sleep with a cheap woman and get an STD? Should we 

evacuate this place?" 

"No wonder he wanted to be alone! It seems his STD has already reached a 

terminal stage." 
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Sybilla froze the moment whispers swept through the Celestial Garden. 

The guests weren't even trying to hide it anymore—every glance, every murmur, every stifled laugh 
was aimed at her and Ragnar. 

She snapped. 

“Shut up! Shut up! It's all bullshit!" she shrieked, her voice cracking with panic. 

Then the giant screen lit up. 

A video flickered onto the screen-grainy, brutal, and unforgiving. 

Not just one clip. Not just one photo. 

Dozens of images flashed in sequence. 

Sybilla tangled with a man in a hotel room. 

Then another. 

And another. 

A whole gallery of her hidden life-laid bare for everyone to see. 

The entire garden fell into stunned silence. 

Eve's voice-smooth, bright, cruel-flooded the air. 

 

"Wow, this one is incredible. And there are more. Several times, Sybilla checked into a hotel with 

three to five men at once. Was that a sixth-some? It seems you learned plenty from your past 
experiences and shared the sex lessons with Ragnar, the Duke's son." 

"So tell me, Ragnar... how does it feel sleeping with a professional player?" Eve purred, her voice 
dripping with venom. 



"Was the performance impressive? Or was it so filthy you can't even talk about it -like swallowing 
garbage disguised as luxury?" 

Ragnar's rage detonated. 

"Sybilla! Tell me IS THAT TRUE OR NOT?!" he roared. 

Sybilla shook her head wildly, tears breaking loose. "It's all lies! Ragnar, when we met, I was still a 

virgin!" 

Eve's tone sharpened like a blade. 

"Virgin? In the last five years alone, you had nine abortions. All performed by your home health-

bot. Because of repeated procedures, your medical record lists infertility and five different STDs." 

Ragnar's face contorted in pure revulsion. He snapped toward Sybilla as if seeing 

a filthy stranger wearing her skin. 

"What the hell is this?!" he roared. 

Cold sweat streamed down Sybilla's face. 

She latched onto Ragnar's arm with both hands, shaking so hard her fingers slipped. 

 

"Ragnar, please don't listen to them!" she cried, voice cracking. "I was a virgin when we got 

together, you know that! I'm pure-clean-holy innocence itself! You were my first, Ragnar! This is 
all fake, all lies!" 

Eve chimed back in with delighted cruelty, "Relax. More interesting stories coming up!" 

"No-stop!" Sybilla cried, pulling at Ragnar, trying to drag him away. "Let's leave, please! I don't 

want to eat here anymore. They're not welcoming us!" 

Ragnar didn't budge. He stood planted like stone, jaw tight, eyes locked on the 

screen. 

Eve continued without hesitation. 

"Listen closely. To keep up the illusion of innocence, Sybilla purchased a 

specialized medical android capable of full anatomical reconstruction. Most notably, constant 

hymen restoration-performed hundreds of times-to maintain the appearance of virginity." 

Gasps exploded around them. 



Ragnar just stared ahead, expression dead and unreadable. 

And Sybilla, trembling, could only whisper in horror, "Stop... please stop..." 

The Celestial Garden fell into a suffocating silence as Eve's voice echoed again. 

"Congratulations as well to Sir Ragnar Eisenwall, son of Duke Eisenwall. It appears you've 
contracted at least five sexually transmitted diseases." 

Ragnar's eyes widened, stunned. 

Eve continued without mercy "So to all guests-if you don't wish to catch anything unpleasant from 
Ragnar's little circle, you are welcome to step away from these people." 

Several guests shifted uneasily, edging back. 

The other woman who came with Ragnar and Sybilla bolted immediately-running as fast as her 
heels allowed. 

She didn't want her own secrets exposed, and she definitely didn't want to risk getting 
"contaminated" by standing anywhere near them. 

Sybilla trembled violently, her face drained of all color. She clung to Ragnar's arm, voice shaking. 

"Ragnar... please... all of this is nonsense. You can't believe them. Please." 

But Ragnar's expression darkened to a furious, blistering red. His glare cut into her like a blade. 

"So that night,” he growled, voice shaking with rage, "you lied. You told me it was your first time. 
But it was your hundredth—your thousandth—hell, your millionth time, wasn't it?" 

Sybilla's voice cracked. 

"No! I didn't lie! Ragnar, you're my first-my only!" 

Renata, watching the chaos with a cold smile, leaned in like a viper. 

"Don't worry. If you go to her house and check her medical android, you'll find the entire history of 
her hymen reconstructions. Every single procedure. All of it." 

That snapped the last thread holding Ragnar together. 

He seized Sybilla by the collar and slapped her across the face-hard, the sound echoing through the 
garden like gunfire. 

"You still won't tell me the truth?" he snarled "Fine. I'll confirm everything myself And when I do 
I'll destroy 

you Your father, 



our mother, your brother-your whole damn family!" 

His voice roared like thunder. 

"Your family's business collaboration with mine? Over. I'll make sure every one of 

you ends up begging on the streets!" 

Sybilla collapsed to her knees, sobbing uncontrollably. 

"Dear... please... don't be angry. I was 

stupid before-young, foolish. But after met you changed. I stopped everything tried to be faithful. I 

just want to spend my life with you. Please believe me..." 

But Eve's voice cut through her cries like a knife dipped in acid. 

"Don't trust her. After she got together with you, she still exchanged sex with other men-only 
around twenty." 

Gasps erupted again. 

"And she told them she kept doing it because you weren't powerful enough, and frankly, not good 
in bed. She said you're the worst lover she's ever had-unable to satisfy her." 

Sybilla's face twisted in horror. 

Eve added cheerfully, 

"Oh, and she recorded a video," Eve added, almost cheerfully. "If you want it, Ragnar, I can 

forward it to you right now. In it, she's having sex while screaming, 'You're so much better than 
that stupid Ragnar! The only good thing about him is that he's a duke's son-everything else is a 
disappointment! Including the size!"" 

People standing nearby winced hard. 

"Ouuch... that's a direct hit to the ego." 

"That must've hurt like hell." 

"Yeah, that's a full-on ego assassination. Brutal.” 
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Ragnar's face went from red to green to a furious, sickly mix of both. 

He shook violently, trying to contain himself, but the humiliation-the betrayal- and the open 
mocking crashed into him like a sledgehammer to the skull. 

For the first time in his life, he understood what it felt like to be used, to be cheated on, to be made 
a fool of by the woman he had worshipped as "pure." 

He lunged at Sybilla and slapped her hard, again and again, each blow echoing across the Celestial 

Garden. 

"You bitch!" he roared, his voice cracking with fury. "You lied to me! You filthy bastard-how dare 

you drag me into the dirt with someone like you! You forced me to touch trash! I'll kill you, slut-I 
swear I'll kill you!" 

Sybilla screamed, her voice breaking as she staggered backward, her hair whipping wildly with 
every strike. 

Ragnar kept hitting her, each word laced with venom. 

"How dare you do this to me, you filthy bitch!" 

Sybilla had sacrificed everything, even dragging her parents deep into debt- just to stay close to 

Ragnar. Her whole family bent over backwards to help her trap Ragnar, pouring money and years 
into the chase. 

And finally, after endless effort and millions lost, she succeeded. 

She had the engagement ring. 

She was only months away from marrying into the Eisenwall family. 

Her dream-becoming a wealthy, untouchable noblewoman-was already within 

her grasp. 

 

It was right there. 

Right in her hand. 

And now it was gone. 

Shattered. 



Destroyed. 

All because of the Celestial Garden's unforgiving spotlight. 

Ragnar delivered another brutal slap that knocked her sideways. 

"You better pray all of this is a lie. Because if I find out it's the truth-your entire family will burn. I 
will destroy every last one of you." 

He stormed out of the Celestial Garden, face blazing red and bruised with rage. The guests stepped 

aside, staring down at him with open disgust at the man who slept with a woman this dirty, this 
humiliated. 

Sex was free for everyone but for the elite, it was supposed to be a game of status, taste, and high-
class indulgence. Something done with dignity, with partners who matched their social standing. 

But being tied to a woman with no class, a woman everyone now whispered about as filthy? 

That wasn't just embarrassing. 

That was social suicide. 

 

People would start asking the same brutal question: 

"How the hell could you even sleep with someone like that? Damn, you're disgusting." 

And once that reputation stuck, there was no coming back from it. 

His elite friends would abandon him. His reputation would rot. 

Sybilla's legs buckled. She collapsed onto the marble floor, staring blankly, eyes hollow. 

She couldn't comprehend how the Celestial Garden exposed every one of her secrets-every hidden 
act, every lie, every shame-right in front of Ragnar. 

Renata burst into laughter, unable to contain herself. 

"This is priceless! I've never had this much fun in my life!" 

Sofina, who had carried years of resentment toward Ragnar, joined her laughing just as hard, the 

sight of Sybilla's ruined face tasting sweeter than revenge. Meanwhile, an android glided over to 
Alex with a blower attachment, gently drying and cleaning his hairs and clothes. In moments, 
Alex's suit was spotless again, not a trace of wine left on him. 

Renata leaned in close, her eyes glittering with vicious delight. 



"Sofina, guess what? I recorded everything-every second of Ragnar's meltdown —and I already 
uploaded it to our class reunion group. Go check the online room." 

Sofina had blocked that chat room for years. But the moment she unblocked it through her 
bracelet-phone, her screen exploded with notifications. 

Messages poured in like a storm-ping after ping, one on top of another. 

"Did anyone SEE the clip of Ragnar tonight? DAMN. Duke's son got annihilated!" 

"Holy shit, so it's TRUE? Ragnar actually slept with Sybilla? And that woman slept with like-what-
hundreds of people?? What the hell?!" 

"Ragnar always bragged about dining on elite cuisine, and now he's been chewing on a filthy street 
rat. Disgusting." 

The chat spiraled. 

Everyone hated Ragnar's arrogance, but most only dared to whisper behind his back-until tonight. 

Then a new topic popped up, created by Tobias Bluthelm. 

"Attention, old classmates! Big announcement. 

Our Bluthelm humanoid war-machine prototype-the newest version of human- driver combat 
model I designed-is finally complete and will be showcased tomorrow at Winchester Stadium. 

And since almost all of us are here in Winchester, let's make this our reunion. And by the way... 
Renata Winter is in Winchester too." 

The group went wild. 

"BRO WHAT?? A new version of the human-driven humanoid combat suit?! Tobias actually pulled it 

off?!" 

"Congrats, man! That's insane!" 

"Renata is in Winchester?? Why didn't anyone tell me?!" 

"What about Sofina Scheinwald? She's in Winchester, right? Is she coming? She vanished for 
YEARS!" 

"I heard she divorced Heinrich and married Marquis Saint-Claire. Any news?" 

"Marquise Saint-Claires... isn't that the ruined family that only has its name left?" 

Sofina frowned at the endless chatter. 

Renata waved it off. "Don't mind them. They'll talk about anything." 



Sofina smiled softly. "It's fine. They're not wrong about most of it." 

Then Renata jumped into the chat with a voice recording. 

"HEY. Stop talking crap about Sofina. 

I'm literally having dinner with she and her husband right now. 

And yes-Ragnar's scandal is REAL." 

The reaction was pure chaos. 

"RENATA IS IN THE CHAT OMG." 

“Renataaaa, give us DETAILS! What did Ragnar's face look like when he 

snapped?!" 

"Renata, are you REALLY single?? Asking for-uh-myself." 

"Sofina, please come this time! We miss you!" 

Renata nudged her. "They're asking you to move, Sofina. Time to say something." 

Sofina finally typed, "Yes, I'm coming." 

The room erupted instantly. 

"HELL YES. Tomorrow's gonna be legendary." 

The momentum grew louder with every second. 

Talk of Ragnar's humiliation. 

Talk of Tobias' humanoid prototype. 

Talk of Sofina returning after disappearing for years. 

Sofina turned to him. "Alex, please join us." 

Alex smiled. "Yes, I will." 

In truth, he had his own motive-he needed to check the Prussian humanoid war-machine himself. 
With war coming year, tomorrow would be the perfect chance to steal their technology. 

Since Alex agreed to attend the reunion, Renata gave them a quiet reminder. 

"You know the reunion will be held in 



the VIP hall at Winchester 

Stadium the same place where the war-machine companies are staging 

a live mobile-suit battle. They r testing their newest prototypes tomorrow, and we'll be watching 

the whole thing from a close-up VIP room." 

Renata added, "And don't forget the 

old reunion rule. Everyone brings a gift. The gifts get auctioned, and the money covers the event. 

So let bring something that won't embarrass us." 

Alex nodded. "Alright. I'll buy a gift for the class union tomorrow morning." 
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"Great," Sofina said. "I need to go to Eden Group in the morning anyway-to report today's results 

from our side. I'll head to the reunion straight from the Eden office." 

Renata's eyes widened. "You are? Can I go with you? I want to see more of Eden Group. After that, 
we can head to Winchester Stadium together at noon-with your car." 

Sofina shot her a teasing smile. 

"Well, throw that plan straight out the window. I don't have a car. I take taxis or buses. And 
sometimes Alex picks me up on his bicycle. So tomorrow, we're taking a taxi." 

"A taxi... again?" Renata groaned dramatically, like the word caused her physical pain. "Sofina, 
you're a director now. Why don't you buy a car?" 

Sofina sighed. "Alex won a bet last time and gave me a luxury car, but to avoid family problems, I 
returned it to Nikolas." 

She rubbed her forehead tiredly. 

“I just started working. I haven't earned anything yet. And on top of that, my mother keeps asking 
me for money. Once I send everything to her, I barely have a thousand dollars left at the end of the 
month. That's nowhere near enough for a car." 

Renata stared at Sofina like she had grown a second head. 



"A thousand dollars left at the end of the month?" Renata repeated, stunned. "Sofina, you're the 
head of Wolfsbane's collaboration with Eden Group-a project worth hundreds of millions-yet you 

only have a thousand left? What kind of backward life is that?" 

Sofina shrugged, calm but tired. 

"Reality. I support my mother. I pay my own rent. And I don't freeload off anyone. Simple." 

Renata scoffed. "I could never live like that." 

Alex finally spoke-quiet, deadpan, cutting through the air. 

 

"That's because you've never lived a real day in your life." 

Renata froze. "Excuse me?" 

Alex didn't blink. 

"You think money is a privilege-something that just flows to you without effort, as natural as 
breathing. 

But Sofina sees money as something earned with struggle, something that comes with 
responsibility. 

That's adulthood. 

And that... is the difference between the two of you." 

Renata's jaw tightened with offended pride. 

"At least I know how to move up. Sofina is wasting her looks and title by living like a... like a poor 
commoner girl." 

Sofina added, softer, "Honestly... I enjoy taking the bus like commoner. It's convenient. And riding 
on Alex's bicycle on a good day? That's perfect. I like classic things, you know." 

"Bicycle?" Renata scratched her head, staring at Sofina like she'd just confessed to living in a cave. 

"That thing still exists? Oh damn. I don't even know where to put you on my list— poor or very 
poor. Go buy a damn car." 

"You have a STATUS now," Renata said, jabbing a finger at Sofina. "People notice what you drive. 
If you show up at Eden Group on a bicycle, everyone will think Wolfsbane Group is on life 

support." 



 

She leaned closer, voice sharp as glass. 

"And then the rumors will start-'Oh, the new director? She's poor. She's 

unstable. She can't even maintain her own household."" 

Her tone hardened. 

"Don't go near her. Don't do business with Wolfsbane."" 

Sofina exhaled softly and looked away. 

"I don't need to impress anyone, Renata." 

Renata threw her hands up. 

"That's the problem! You don't even TRY!" 

Alex watched the exchange. 

He could see it-Sofina wasn't unaffected. 

She hid it well, but her shoulders stiffened, her fingers twisted around the strap of her bag, her 
eyes flickered with something old. Familiar. 

Shame. 

Humiliation drilled into her for years. 

When she married Heinrich, that jerk bled her dry. She worked multiple jobs just to have her pay 
stolen. 

Heinrich had done that to her-broken her confidence until she believed luxury wasn't for people 
like her. 

Until she believed owning a car was "too much," even while she spent her life carrying everyone 
else's burden. 

Now that she finally worked in her own family's sphere again, her mother still forced her to hand 
over most of her salary-leaving almost nothing for herself. 

Always calling. 

Always begging. 

Every meeting came with a story about some new debt, some new crisis, some new excuse. 



Always claiming poverty while living comfortably off Sofina's paycheck. Enough. 

Alex felt something burn under his ribs. 

Sofina wasn't poor. 

She was dragged down by leeches who never stopped feeding. 

He stepped closer. 

"Sofina, you're my wife," Alex said, 

his voice low but firm. "You shouldn't be worrying about whether you can buy a car. You should 

only be worrying about which model you like best." 

Sofina blinked in confusion. "What?" 

Renata raised a brow. "Alex, don't tell me you're planning something dramatic." 

Alex didn't smile. 

Didn't joke. 

Didn't soften. 

He looked Sofina straight in the eyes. 

"You're not going to the class reunion in a taxi tomorrow," Alex said. "Not a 

chance." 

Sofina stiffened. "Alex, don't-" 

"You're not arriving on a bicycle either." 

Her breath hitched, subtle but real. 

Alex continued. "You're arriving in a car that reflects your work, your position, and your worth. I'll 
handle it." 

Sofina took a slow, shaky breath. "Alex... you don't have to—" 

"I'm not doing it because I have to," he interrupted gently. "I'm doing it because I should have done 
it earlier." 

Renata smirked, smug again. "Finally. Someone around here knows how social hierarchy works." 

Alex looked at Sofina, his voice calm but full of conviction. 



"It's not about hierarchy. I should've realized something-if my wife isn't taking care of her own 
life, then, as her husband, should be the one who does. If I really love you, then it's my job to take 

care of you too. 

Sofina's eyes widened just a fraction-but he caught it. 

A soft, startled glow. 

Renata's expression twisted with disbelief. "You're buying her a director-level car? 

For a reunion?" 

Alex didn't look at Renata. 

He only looked at Sofina. 

"For every meeting," he said. 

"For every place that ever made you feel small." 

"For every person who thought you didn't deserve better." 

He stepped closer, lowering his voice. 

"Not anymore. I'll put you in a car that mirrors your true worth-so the world finally sees the 

woman I see; the truth of the woman you truly are." 

SWE 

Sofina swallowed hard. 

Her eyes shimmered, but she kept her face composed. 

"...Alex,” she whispered, voice shaking, "you don't have to do this. You're... you're 

going to make me cry." 

He reached out and touched her hand—light, barely there, respectful. 

"Let me make up for the years they took from you." 

Sofina looked up at Alex, tears trembling at the edge of her lashes. 

For the first time in years... her heart felt something it had long forgotten-love. 

And somehow, against all odds, she found it standing right before her. 

Alex made his decision in that single heartbeat. 



Tomorrow morning, he would walk into a dealership. 

He would buy Sofina a car worthy of her name-worthy of the woman she was. 

Because nothing is ever too late... 

to show someone how deeply you care. 

"My strength is as the strength of ten, 

Because my heart is pure; 

And where love leads me, 

I shall guard without fear." 
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The next morning, before the sun even lifted over Winchester, Alex headed straight to the city's 

largest car showroom. 

The place was a fortress of glass and steel, packed with the most expensive machines the empire 
could build. 

He came with one purpose: to buy a car so extraordinary that no one would ever dare question 
Sofina's worth again. 

She deserved the best-luxury, prestige, and a price tag that silenced every rumor before it even 
formed. 

He walked through the towering showroom doors and entered the massive dome where every 
premium and exclusive model sat under bright lights like jewels on display. 

Alex scanned the room, eyes sharp, until he spotted it-the most expensive car in all of Prussia. 

VÖXEN. 

A beast built in the same league as Lamborghini. The cheapest model started at a million dollars. 

The top-tier version sat at eight million, gleaming like liquid metal. 

For Alex-with fifty billion dollars in liquid assets sitting comfortably in his accounts-that eight-

million-dollar masterpiece was nothing more than a slightly overpriced toy. 



He could buy it without blinking. 

But he hesitated. 

Sofina would never accept it. 

Not because she didn't deserve it, but because she would agonize over the cost, demand an 
explanation he couldn't give, and avoid driving it entirely out of humility. 

She hated drawing attention. A VÖXEN would drag every eye in Winchester toward her. 

 

It would do more harm than good. 

He thought deeper. 

A Baron driving a car that even Viscounts and Counts struggled to afford would spark jealousy-real, 
dangerous jealousy. 

Nobles could be petty, vicious even, over something as trivial as horsepower. One wrong move, one 
flash of superiority, and they'd turn it into a personal war. 

Better to keep the peace. 

Better not to provoke men whose pride was thinner than hair yet sharper than the blades they 

carried. 

He needed something prestigious but not ostentatious. Elegant but practical. A car Sofina could 
drive daily without fear of scratching eight million dollars' worth of paint. 

And there it was. 

The Arcturus 6. 

A polished, extended flying car-sleek, respected, and favored by noble who wanted class without 
theatrics. 

Exclusive but not offensive. Luxurious but still believable. It fit Sofina perfectly. 

As Alex walked to the Arcturus booth 

Four sales executives instantly straightened their jackets, forced bright smiles onto their faces, and 
perked up the moment someone stepped toward their booth. Hope flickered in their eyes-a 
customer. 

 



"A customer coming in. Anyone see what he's driving?" one whispered sharply. 

A sale meant commission. A commission meant bonus. And bonus meant survival in a job built on 
pressure. 

But just as they prepared to rush forward, a woman behind them let out a loud, annoyed snort. 

"Relax," she scoffed. "He came on a bicycle." 

Her voice dripped with contempt. "Probably here to take selfies and pretend he's somebody. Ignore 

him." 

Their excitement died instantly. 

A bicycle meant waste of time. 

Earlier, Alex had ridden his bicycle to the showroom and parked it near the entrance. 

Inside, every salesperson had their screens synced to the parking lot and the main doors. They 

watched like wolves-alert, hungry, ready to pounce the moment a wealthy client appeared. 

If someone arrived in a roaring engine, wearing luxury on their sleeves, the sales team would 

sprint to the entrance, practically fighting each other to drag the customer to their own booth. 

But when a customer walked in looking like Alex-simple clothes, cheap bicycle, 

no shine, no status-they turned blind. 

They pretended he wasn't there. 

Not worth a nod. Not worth a greeting. 

They refused to waste a single second on someone who looked "cheap." 

This was Winchester's biggest 

luxury showroom-its pride, its temple. And every day, people with empty wallets stormed in just to 
feel powerful for a few minutes. .net 

They strutted between million-dollar cars, touched everything, asked stupid questions, demanded 
test drives, then refused to get out of the vehicles. 

Some even lectured the sales staff about "why this car isn't good enough," as if criticizing a 
supercar made them superior. 

All of it just so they could feed their starving egos. 

It wasted hours of the sales team's time, and more than once, security had to physically escort 
those freeloaders out. 



So when Alex Saint-Claire walked in-bicycle parked outside, clothes simple, nothing flashy-he fit 
the stereotype perfectly. 

No one bothered to look twice at him. No one thought he could afford a single bolt 

on a car. 

Alex didn't mind. 

Not even a little. 

He walked past all the cars without waiting for help and went straight to the Arcturus 6 display. 
Several models sat under the warm lights, their polished frames glowing 

Price range: one hundred to two hundred thousand dollars. 

The two-hundred-thousand model was the top-spec variant the premium one. Alex studied it 
closely. 

It looked incredible. 

Clean lines. Smooth frame. Efficient design. Prestigious, but not arrogant. Perfect 

for Sofina. 

And the price? 

More than reasonable. She wouldn't faint, panic, or demand receipts. 

Alex pointed at the top-spec Arcturus 6. 

"Do you have ready stock for this model? I want to take it today." 

But the five salespeople didn't even look up. Two kept tapping on their wrist-bracelet screens, 
another flipped through a digital catalog and the rest pretended he wasnt standing there at all. 

Alex stepped forward, voice steady and unmistakably clear. 

"I asked a question. Ready stock-yes or no?" 

One salesman let out a long, theatrical sigh. 

"Sir, this is not a rental bicycle. You don't just... take it today." 

Another snickered without looking at him. 

"We see your type every week. Photos first? Or do you want to sit inside and pretend you're buying 

it?" 



Alex's lips curled-not in amusement, but in warning. "Let make these easy, that car, Arcturus 6, do 
you sell it or not? 

Two senior sales executives talked loudly to each other, not even bothering to 

whisper as they mocked him outright. 

"Did he seriously say he wants the top-spec?" 

"Let him. When he fails the credit check, we'll laugh later.” 

Alex turns slowly, expression razor-thin. "You're very confident for men who 

haven't made a sale all week." 

They stiffen. One steps forward. "We can't entertain fantasies, sir. This model requires upfront 

clearance." 

Alex tilts his head. "What makes you so sure I can't clear it?" 

The executive smirks. “You rode a bicycle." 

Alex's voice dropped an octave, low and dangerous. 

"And you ride arrogance. Only one of us here can afford the cost." 

The salesman gave a stiff, mocking smile. "Yes, clearly. And with all due respect, 

sir... you're the one who can't afford anything." 
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Alex's eyes sharpened, "Are you absolutely sure about what you just said? That I can't afford 

anything?" 

The woman snorted, crossed her arms, and let her smirk twist into something vicious. 

"Oh, I'm very sure. Real buyers don't walk in looking like a budget disaster. You look like someone 

who waits for socks to go on clearance. The only thing you can actually afford is irritating people 
and wasting our time." 

She leaned in, her tone dipped in poison. 



"Why ask about a car? Go buy the car key-the fake one that looks real but isn't. That's more your 
speed. Then you can take selfies with your pretend key and post it online. Maybe someone will 

believe you." 

Alex stepped closer. "You judge people by paint and fabric. I judge people by respect." 

A male salesman scoffed loudly. "You think you can insult your way into respect? Keep dreaming." 

To them, he was nothing-just a delusional man who came on a bicycle, asking about a top-tier 
flying car he had no business standing near. 

Another salesman barked out a contemptuous laugh. 

"Honestly, did you even look at the price tag? Or did you count the zeros wrong?" 

Alex frowned, "Two hundred thousand dollars. I saw it." 

The salesman stepped closer, eyes narrowing. 

"Pardon me, but may I know what you do for work?" He paused, sneering. "Or do you even have a 
job?" 

"I have a job," Alex said calmly. "I'm a gardener at Eden Group." 

 

"Oh damn, a gardener." 

The words snapped through the showroom, and people nearby started laughing- low, mocking, 
cruel. The kind of laughter meant to bruise. 

The salesman didn't even hide his amusement. 

"And how much do you earn per month?" he pressed, savoring the humiliation he thought he was 

about to deliver. 

"Three thousand dollars," Alex replied, as if it didn't bother him at all. 

The salesman let out a derisive snort. 

"If you already know the price, then why didn't you walk out instead of wasting our time?" the 
salesman scoffed, voice thick with contempt. 

"Because I want to buy it," Alex said. 

The salesman let out a sharp, mocking laugh. 



"Can you even afford it? Look around-everyone here is watching. When we print the invoice, bring 
it to you, and tell you to pay... and your balance isn't enough? When your loan gets rejected on the 

spot?" He leaned in, eyes gleaming with cruelty. 

"Do you understand how humiliating that moment will be for you?" 

"Don't worry," Alex said calmly. "That won't happen." 

"Do me a favor," the salesman said, flicking his hand at Alex like he was shooing off a mosquito. 
"Head over to the bargain graveyard in the back. Don't touch the center booths-these are premium 

cars. Way above your pay grade." 

 

He leaned closer, lowering his voice like he was sharing a secret. 

"You'll find five-thousand-dollar air-junk back there. If the stars align, maybe even a three-

thousand-dollar, one-month-used special. Comes with a free chance of the engine dying mid-air 
and dropping you like a sack of potatoes." 

People around them burst into laughter. 

The salesman grinned with theatrical pity. 

"Honestly, your bicycle is safer. At least it won't fall out of the sky. So if your wallet's empty, don't 

wander into the luxury section. You'll get a nosebleed." 

Alex's voice turned cold and razor-sharp. 

"Are you sick? Did you forget your medication this morning? Do you need me to call a health 
android here to cure you?" 

The salesman scoffed. 

"Hah! Stop bluffing," the salesman snapped. "I'll call the android guard and have you thrown out." 

He jabbed a finger toward the entrance. 

"You're nothing but a broke loser here to take selfies and pretend you're 

important. Just another poor idiot trying to pump up his sad little ego while wasting our time!" 

Alex gave him a slow, sarcastic smile. 

"How much commission do you earn on this car?" 

The salesman straightened, proud of the number. 



"You wouldn't believe it even if I told you. But I'll say it anyway-twenty-five thousand dollars. 
Money you will never touch in your entire life." 

Alex nodded once. Calm. Controlled. 

"Alright. Good to know. You just lost twenty-five thousand dollars." 

Alex turned away, heading straight for the exit cold, silent, and done with the circus-when a 

sharply dressed, middle-aged man stepped inside. His suit was immaculate, his posture firm, and 
the Arcturus Regional Manager name tag on his chest made it clear: 

This was someone with real authority. 

"Are you the manager of this shop?" 

"Yes, I am," the man replied with professional calm. "How may I assist you?" 

Alex pointed directly at the rude salesman. 

"You should fire these people. Immediately. They can't even tell the difference between a real 
customer and a fool wasting time. They're rotten apples, and keeping them here will poison your 
entire business." 

One of the salesmen panicked and rushed forward, nearly tripping over his own feet. 

"Manager, don't listen to him! He's insane!" he blurted. "He's just a broke nobody who comes in to 
test-drive cars he'll never afford. He's a gardener at Eden Group -three thousand dollars a month!" 

"Even if he begged for credit, the system would reject him instantly. He came on a bicycle, 
Manager. A bicycle! Have you ever seen someone that poor?" 

"Credit?” Alex smirked, calm and sharp as a blade. "A broke nobody, you say? Just watch me." 

Without another word, he walked out of the Arcturus booth. 

The sales team snickered behind him, proud of chasing away another "freeloader." 

They had no idea who they'd just insulted. 

Alex headed straight for the front booths-the section only the ultra-wealthy ever approached. 

The air felt different here: colder, quieter, intimidating. Every step echoed against polished marble 
floors, the kind meant for people who never checked price tags. 

VÖXEN. 

The crown jewel of Prussian engineering. 

The number-one luxury car brand in the entire empire. 



And in the center of the hall stood the crown jewel of VÖXEN: a masterpiece of engineering, its 
metallic body gleaming under the lights like freshly forged silver. 

VÖXEN Seraphina 

It wasn't just a car. It was a monster-built with a hybrid aero-marine engine that could fly into the 
upper sky and dive into deep waters. 

A vehicle with military-grade power wrapped in outrageous luxury. 

Alex felt the heat of anger simmer in his chest. 

Those Arcturus fools dared to look down on him? Fine. He'd show them. 

If they thought he couldn't afford a two-hundred-thousand-dollar car, he'd buy an eight-million-
dollar one. 

He waved at a nearby sales executive. 

"I want to buy this car!" 

The young woman blinked, stunned. 

"Sir... this model is limited edition. Only a handful of people are even allowed to order it. Right 

now, only ten exist in all of Prussia. And this one—" she glanced at 

the gleaming machine behind her, "—is the display unit only." 

Alex held her gaze, voice steady and resolute. 

"If it has a price, I'm buying it. Now." 

She hesitated, searching his face. 

"Are you sure you... want to buy it?" 

But unlike the arrogant Arcturus staff, she didn't judge his clothes or the bicycle he 

parked outside. In her experience, true wealth rarely wore its fortune on its 

sleeves. 

Some of the richest people in 

Prussia dressed like factory workers. Some billionaires preferred sandals over designer shoes. And 
con men? They never stepped past the entrance because the prices printed openly on the front 
display were enough to send them fleeing. 

Even the paint on a VÖXEN cost more than a brand-new Arcturus. 



"Yes," Alex said again, firm and unshaken. "I'm sure. Let's seal the deal now." 

She swallowed hard. 

"Sir-this is a special edition. It costs ten million." 

Her voice cracked. In all her years working here, she had never seen anyone walk in and try to buy 
the most exclusive, ultra-luxury model outright-not without an appointment, not without a 

convoye of assistants, not without months of negotiation. 

Yet this man said it with the ease of ordering coffee. 

"Ten million dollars? Still cheap enough," Alex replied, calm as stone. "Just tell me 

if it's for sale. I'll transfer the money right now-no delays, no paperwork 

headaches." 

"Y-yes... of course!" the woman stuttered, excitement lighting up her eyes. 

"Please follow me, sir." 

She practically floated as she led him to her booth-because she already saw her commission 
exploding like fireworks. 

The Almighty Dominance - Chapter 496[ 
1,125 words ] 

 

The woman already knew Alex had arrived on a bicycle. 

Everyone did. 

He was probably the only man in this entire city still riding one in this age of airborne vehicles and 
silent electric cruisers. 

But a commission was still money on the table, and she wasn't about to let it slip away. Better to 

try and risk being wrong than walk away with nothing at all. 

The world was full of strange millionaires-eccentric, unpredictable people who never looked like 

what they were. For all she knew, he might be one of them. 

"This is the barcode," she said, steadying her voice. "Scan it, transfer the funds, and everything 

will be yours." 



Alex lifted his wrist. His bracelet glowed. 

He scanned the code. 

A soft chime. 

Then the transfer-ten million dollars in clean, unquestionable cash-shot out of his account in a 
single breath. 

The bracelet vibrated as the system confirmed ownership. 

The car bond snapped into place. 

In the very next second, the entire showroom erupted. 

Sirens flared. Lights swept across the hall. 

 

A massive holographic screen burst open above them, visible to every booth on the floor. 

"CONGRATULATIONS TO THE NEW WINCHESTER OWNER OF THE VÖXEN SERAPHINA THE ONE 
AND ONLY MODEL IN THE CITY!" 

The words thundered through the building like a festival announcement. 

VÖXEN staff flooded the hall from all directions, forming a perfect line beside the Seraphina. 

Their uniforms glowed under the lights as they waited for the new owner to step forward. 

They were ready. 

Ready to clap. 

Ready to cheer. 

Ready to celebrate the man who had just bought a car worth more than some buildings in 

Winchester. 

Across the entire showroom, staff and visitors froze in shock. You didn't see someone casually buy 

a ten-million-dollar vehicle every day. 

Not here. Not anywhere. 

The Arcturus Regional Manager stared from the next booth, mouth half-open, eyes wide. 

Everyone from Arcturus-those who had mocked Alex, dismissed him, called him a "broke 
gardener"-stood paralyzed. 



 

They saw everything. 

Alex, the man they swore couldn't afford a tire, had just purchased the VÖXEN Seraphina. 

The saleswoman stood frozen, her hands shaking as the reality finally hit her. 

She stared at Alex-really stared-seeing not the man on a bicycle, but someone suddenly sharp, 

magnetic, dangerously radiant under the showroom lights. 

"You... you know what you just did, right?" she whispered. "Ten million... for that car? People die 
for less." 

Alex doesn't turn. "It's mine. That's all that matters." 

The saleswoman hurried to Alex's side, practically shaking with excitement as she matched his 

pace. 

"Sir! Sir! Do you have any comments about becoming the new Seraphina owner?" "Comments?" 

Alex echoed, thoughtful. "Sure." 

"Great!" she beamed. "Let me guess-you've dreamed of this moment your whole life?" 

"Not really." 

She blinked. "Oh... then is it a symbol of your success?" 

"Nope." 

"Your ambition?" 

"No." 

"Your lifelong passion for luxury vehicles?" 

Alex finally turned toward her, his expression calm, almost bored. 

"Honestly? I bought it because your competitor-Arcturus' sales team-insulted my bicycle." 

The woman froze mid-step. 

"...That's it?" 

Alex let out a casual hum. "Well... partly." 

He leaned in just slightly, voice dropping to a smooth, dangerous murmur. 



"I was also considering buying the entire Arcturus company-just so I could fire them myself, with 
style." 

Her mouth fell open. 

"But that sounded like too much work," Alex added with a shrug. "So, yeah... I bought this big toy 
instead." 

He walked toward the car as VÖXEN staff showered him with applause. Flower petals drifted from 
the ceiling, trailing behind each of his steps like a coronation. 

The Seraphina rose from the ground-half a meter-its engine a whisper, its body gliding out of the 
showroom like a living piece of art. 

Alex slipped inside. 

The interior stunned him—sleek, impossible, a world crafted in perfection. Every surface 
shimmered. Every detail breathed luxury. The Seraphina wasn't just a car. 

It was a throne. 

When he drifted past the Arcturus booth, he lowered the window. 

Alex flashed them his best, sharpest smile-calm, dangerous, unforgettable. 

"I bought this ten-million-dollar toy in cash," Alex said, his voice smooth and razor- sharp. 

"And she didn't even ask if I needed credit... or why I rode a bicycle. That's how a real salesperson 
does their job." 

He let the words hang in the air-sweet, cutting, humiliating. 

Then he added with a casual shrug, "Shame, really. I was minutes away from buying twenty 

Arcturus models as gifts for my people. 

But you turned me away. 

You refused the sale." 

Alex smiled calm, sharp, almost lethal-and drifted away in the levitating Seraphina, leaving the 
Arcturus Manager and his entire sales team standing there, sturned and speechless. 

The sales executives who had mocked Alex stared in disbelief. 

Arthur, the Regional Manager, spun toward them, fury burning in his eyes. 

"Do you fools realize what you've done?" he hissed. 

One brave soul raised a hand. “Manager... maybe it wasn't that bad—" 



"Not that bad?" Arthur spun. "He bought a Seraphina! A TEN-MILLION-DOLLAR SERAPHINA!" 

"We know " 

"AND HE SAID HE WANTED TWENTY OF OURS!" 

Silence. 

One of them cleared his throat. 

"Sir... in our defense... he came on a bicycle." 

Arthur stared at him as if the man had suddenly grown a second head. 

"You absolute idiots," he growled. "That wasn't a bicycle. That was 

RED FLAG OF DESTINY. All of ele 

damn destiniest 

His voice cracked like a whip through the showroom. 

"HR. Now." 

Cold. Sharp. Final. 

"All of you are fired. Every last one of you." 

One of the salesmen whispered under his breath, trembling, "But sir... it's just one 

customer..." 

Arthur whips around, eyes blazing. 

"One customer? That 'one customer' bought the Seraphina like he was buying 

gum, and you treated him like street trash." 

Another salesperson steps forward, desperate. 

"We misjudged him, okay? We didn't know who he was—" 

Arthur cuts him off, voice shaking with wrath. 

"That's the point. Professionals don't need to know. Respect shouldn't have a 

price tag." 



They fall silent. 

Someone whispers, "Manager... do you hate us this much?" 

Arthur's voice drops-quieter, darker. 

"No. I hate what you turned me into. I've spent years defending this team. Today, 

you proved I was defending rot." 

"Manager... please-" one of them tried. 

"Get out of my sight!" Arthur snapped. "Now!" 

Silence. Shock. 

The entire Arcturus team stood stiff, pale, unable to process what just happened. 

The man they mocked the man on a bicycle-turned out to be so rich he could drop ten million 

without blinking. 

He even said he wanted to buy twenty Arcturus cars. That was two hundred thousand each-four 

million total. 

Money he clearly had. 

And they had thrown him out. 

Five of the fired sales execs cursed themselves in pure regret as they packed 

their belongings. 

Not only had they lost the biggest commission of their careers, but they had also 

lost their jobs in the same breath. 

If they could rewrite the last hour, they would never have looked down on anyone -especially not a 
man like Alex. 

Meanwhile, Alex guided the VÖXEN Seraphina onto the sky road. 

People slowed their vehicles just to stare at the floating masterpiece drifting 

beside them. 

Alex slapped his forehead. 

Not because of the price. He didn't care about that. 



But because he had no idea how to explain this to Sofina. 

What was he supposed to say? 

That ten million dollars fell from the sky? 

That someone paid his family an old debt out of nowhere? 

It all sounded insane. 

 


