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chapter 1: A Dangerous Encounter
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City A.

Night had fallen, and the pedestrians and cars on the road were gradually thinning out.

When Rosalie Murray reached a remote stretch of road, she silently held her breath. This area was far from the busy downtown streets, and at this hour, it felt even more deserted.

Everything around her was quiet. Only a few old streetlamps cast a dim yellow glow, stretching the shadow of her riding the electric scooter long and lonely across the road.

Rosalie truly regretted it. She should have gone home earlier. Just to earn a little more money, she had delayed leaving her shift at the cafe.

The dense trees on both sides of the road now looked like hideous beasts lurking in the darkness.

Although Rosalie was usually brave, being alone in a place like this still made her draw in a sharp breath. It was a hot midsummer night, yet she suddenly felt chills crawling over her skin.

Perhaps before happiness arrived, people always became especially anxious.

At this moment, Rosalie was very nervous. In one week, she would leave this city for good and fly to France, where she would live happily with the man she loved.

So all she wanted was to get through this final week safely and wait in peace for her boyfriend, Ethan Quinlan, to finish all the overseas arrangements and fly back from France to take her away.

Rosalie sped up. She tightened her grip on the handlebars and rushed forward.

But what people feared most often came true.

Tonight, she really had run into trouble.

Screech—

Just as her thoughts were running wild, a car suddenly shot up from behind her, swerved sharply in front of her, and stopped dead, cutting off her path with a piercing shriek of brakes.

Rosalie's heart dropped. She knew at once that something was wrong, and cold sweat broke out in her palms. Keeping her gaze straight ahead, she forced herself to stay calm and pretended nothing had happened, intending to ride past the car.

But just as her bad feeling had warned her, two burly men wearing masks quickly got out of the car. At a glance, they looked like trouble. They moved fast, blocking her way.

Startled, Rosalie braked and raised her eyes with forced composure.

"Please move aside. I need to get through."

The two men sneered. One of them grabbed her handlebars and forcibly dragged her off the scooter.

The other man looked her up and down with a filthy gaze.

"Don't be in such a hurry to leave. Tell me your name."

Shameless. Filthy thugs.

Rosalie cursed them fiercely in her heart.

But they were stronger, and she was alone. Suppressing her anger and fear, she said coldly, "My name is nothing special. You don't need to know it. I don't have any money on me either. I'm an orphan, so if you're planning to kidnap me for ransom, you won't get a single cent."

"Cut the crap. We're not after money. Tell me, are you Rosalie?"

"Did you grow up in the Happiness Home orphanage?"

The two men pressed her with one question after another.

"No. You've got the wrong person."

Even under extreme fear, Rosalie's mind was still working. By instinct, she felt that admitting she was Rosalie would only bring disaster.

"I think you're exactly the woman we're looking for. Pretty, too. You look exactly like the photo."

"Boss, stop wasting time with her. Just take her. Didn't we already confirm it at the orphanage during the day? It's her."

As they spoke, they knocked over Rosalie's electric scooter. Each man grabbed one of her arms, intending to force her into the car.

Rosalie was terrified. She struggled, kicked, and fought against their kidnapping, but the difference in strength was too great. Seeing that she was about to be dragged into the car, she knew something horrifying would happen next.

Crying, Rosalie shouted with all her strength, "Help! Help me!"

One of the men clamped a hand over her mouth and snapped impatiently, "What are you shouting for? If you want to blame someone, blame your mother for giving birth to you. You have to die. We're only doing what someone asked us to do. Accept your fate."

"This woman is really beautiful. How about we have some fun with her first before killing her?"

The man restraining Rosalie roared, "Go start the car. All you ever think about is chasing women."

His rough hand deliberately pressed against Rosalie's chest, groping and kneading with vile intent.

A wave of nausea surged through Rosalie. The car was right in front of her, and she knew very clearly what was waiting for her next.

Despair swallowed her. Tears streamed down her face as she demanded, "Who is it? I've never made enemies with anyone. Who wants to hurt me?"

"Sorry. Can't tell you."

Rosalie stopped struggling. As if she had given up completely, she said in a hollow voice, "Fine. Then let go of me. I'll walk by myself. I can't escape anyway."

The man was doubtful, but he relaxed his guard. One hand still held her arm while the other reached for the car door. Grinning, he said, "You'd better behave."

Taking advantage of his distraction, Rosalie used all her strength and bit down hard on his arm.

The man howled in pain and instinctively let go.

Rosalie had no time to be afraid. She turned and ran, sprinting along the empty, silent road as if her life depended on it. As she ran, she kicked off her troublesome high heels.

"Damn it! That bitch bit me!"

"Chase her! I'll beat her to death! She nearly tore my arm off!"

The two men's eyes turned red with rage. They locked onto the barefoot woman running ahead and quickened their pace.

Rosalie felt the wind roaring past her ears. All she knew was that she had to run. She could not stop.

Behind her, she could clearly hear the two men's footsteps and their curses.

The breath of death was drawing closer and closer. There was no way back. She could only flee. She had to run with everything she had.

Even if she could not escape, she had to struggle until the very end.

Rosalie's heart twisted in agony. Thinking of the happiness that was supposed to be waiting for her, she felt such pain that she could hardly breathe.

My dear Ethan, goodbye...

At the same time, in the same place.

A black Bentley slowly approached from the distance.

Rosalie's hair was a mess as she ran, crying and shouting. Her white dress fluttered wildly with her movements. The harsh glare of the headlights fell on her pale face, making her look especially miserable.

Seeing the car, Rosalie felt as if she had found her last hope. She waved both hands desperately and, without caring about the danger, spread her arms wide and blocked the car's path.

Screech—

The sharp sound of braking tore through the night, abrupt and piercing in the darkness.

The sudden situation made Special Assistant Sebastian Shaw draw in a cold breath.

He turned slightly and carefully explained to the impatient-looking man in the back seat, "I'm sorry, Mr. Blackwell. A woman suddenly rushed out, so..."

"What happened?"

The man spoke coldly, his gaze drifting carelessly toward the woman who had caused the disturbance.

This man had sharply defined features with a hint of foreign elegance, an outstanding appearance, and the dignified bearing of a gentleman that made others instinctively respect him.

No matter where he was, Adrian Blackwell was the kind of exceptional man who naturally drew attention.

The blinding headlights fell across Rosalie's face. Her sorrowful eyes were filled with fear and panic. Frightened, she collapsed weakly to the ground.

She had almost rolled under the wheels.

Inside the car, Adrian clearly saw the girl's face, as well as the faint scar on her forehead. His expression changed. He immediately sat upright.

His long, deep eyes filled with complicated emotion.

This girl looked exactly like the woman he had met a year ago.

Adrian quickly opened the car door, stepped out with his long legs, came to the girl's side, crouched down, and lifted her into his arms.

After looking carefully at her face again, he asked urgently, "You... what is your name?"

At such a close distance, Adrian became even more certain.

This girl was the woman from that night.

"Save me. Please, save me..."

Rosalie clutched tightly at Adrian's clothes. Her long lashes trembled, and her large eyes looked up at the tall man before her with pitiful desperation.

At that moment, the two masked men arrived, panting heavily.

Damn it. This woman could run. Even two grown men had failed to catch up with her right away.

Their prey was now being held tightly in the arms of a tall, well-built man.

The man was over six feet tall, with broad shoulders, a narrow waist, and a noble yet cold appearance. His imposing figure gave off a powerful, chilling aura that made people instinctively afraid.

One of the men, clearly not knowing what he was up against, shouted fiercely, "Get lost! Don't stick your nose where it doesn't belong. We're taking that woman. Otherwise, don't blame us for being rude!"

Rosalie was so frightened that she buried her face in Adrian's chest, trembling and not daring to look up.

Adrian's eyes sharpened. He gave Sebastian a look.

Sebastian immediately stepped in front of the two masked men, unbuttoned the collar of his shirt, rolled his wrists, and prepared for a fight.

Anyone who had followed the president for years was no ordinary man.

"You've offended someone you shouldn't have. If you know what's good for you, get lost."

One of the masked men still refused to back down and stepped forward to provoke him.

"What a joke. That woman must be handed over to us."

"You're courting death. I'll use you two for practice today."

Sebastian fought the two men at once. Even one against two men, he showed no disadvantage, beating them so hard that they groaned again and again.

Adrian strode to the car, opened the door, and placed Rosalie in the back seat. His low voice softened as he comforted her.

"Don't be afraid. I won't hurt you."

Rosalie curled up, hugged her shoulders tightly, and nodded mechanically.

Taking off his suit jacket and rolling up the sleeves of his white shirt, Adrian walked toward the two men.

Without another word, he struck each of them in the face with a punch.

Fast. Accurate. Ruthless.

He twisted one man's arm, seized him by the throat, and with bloodshot eyes, demanded fiercely, "Tell me! What do you want with that woman?"

His aura was terrifying, as if he truly intended to kill.

Seeing this, the other man stopped fighting and hurriedly answered, "Sorry! We only saw that she was beautiful, so we had wicked thoughts. Please forgive us!"

"Yes, let... let us go. We'll never do it again! Don't lower yourself to deal with small-time thugs like us!"

If this powerful man found out their true purpose, he would definitely never let them go.

Adrian swiftly tore the masks from their faces, slapped them hard several times, and kicked them far away without even breathing heavily. Then he turned to Sebastian and said, "Teach them a lesson."

"Yes, Adrian."

The president had personally made a move. He was truly angry.

In all these years, Sebastian had rarely seen Adrian fight anyone himself.

Although he did not understand why his president cared so much about a strange girl, the president's order was absolute.

With that, Sebastian rained fierce punches and kicks on the two men, warning them as he struck, "Remember this. If I ever see you bullying this girl again, I'll make you wish you were dead."

The two men knew they were no match for Sebastian. After taking a beating, bruised and battered, they did not dare fight back. They scrambled up from the ground and fled.

They got into the car, turned around, and sped away as if escaping for their lives.

Adrian held Rosalie's icy hands. Seeing her disheveled state, her unease, and her dirty bare feet, he frowned deeply and comforted her.

"Don't worry. The bad men are gone. You're safe now. Can you tell me your name?"

In the dim car, Rosalie's gaze fell into a pair of eyes as black as a deep pool.

The man before her was so close. He carried an air of nobility, coldness, and hardness.

This extraordinary-looking man had just saved her life.

"My name is Rosalie. Thank you."

She spoke slowly, her lips trembling as those few words left her mouth. Her voice was still soft and pleasant.

Rosalie.

A beautiful name. Poetic, just like her.

The man's eyes darkened. Once again, he carefully studied the woman in front of him.
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chapter 2: Recognizing the Dangerous Man
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Perhaps it was only her imagination, but Rosalie thought she saw something like pity in the man's dark eyes.

There was a clean, pleasant scent about him. Strangely enough, it felt familiar to her.

A moment ago, she had been too frightened to get a proper look at the man who had saved her. Now, in the dim light inside the car, Rosalie finally saw his face clearly.

She had to admit, this man was handsome. Striking. Strong. Masculine. Even dangerously attractive.

Especially his lips. Their shape was beautiful, neither too thin nor too full. Even when he merely pressed them together lightly, they gave off a sense of dominance, yet somehow also tenderness.

But as Rosalie kept looking at him, her expression changed.

Damn it.

This man.

She had seen him before.

And her impression of him was terribly deep.

"Thank you for saving me."

Forcing herself to stay calm, Rosalie hurriedly dropped those words, pushed open the car door, and got out.

"I can take you home."

Seeing the woman suddenly act as if he were a plague, Adrian froze for a moment, then followed her out of the car.

"Thank you, but there's really no need."

Barefoot, Rosalie walked unsteadily along the road toward her electric scooter.

Adrian saw a pair of white sandals lying by the roadside. He strode over, picked them up, and returned. Blocking Rosalie's path, he placed the shoes beside her feet.

"Are you sure you can leave by yourself?"

"Yes. Thank you."

Rosalie bent down, put on the shoes, and lifted her fallen electric scooter from the ground. It was not broken. She could still ride it.

"Wait, Rosalie..."

Adrian reached out somewhat urgently and grabbed the scooter.

"Sir, is there anything else?"

Rosalie looked back and asked coldly.

"Perhaps... we've met before?"

"Sir, you must be joking. People like us, living at the bottom of society, would never have the chance to meet wealthy men like you."

With that, Rosalie got onto the scooter, twisted the handle, and fled as if escaping.

She looked like her.

She really did.

She looked exactly like the girl from a year ago.

Why did she say she did not know him?

It made no sense.

Watching Rosalie's figure disappear into the distance, Adrian suddenly felt an unexpected sense of loss. At the same time, he fell into deep thought.

Special Assistant Sebastian stood quietly at the side and asked respectfully, "Adrian, where are we going now?"

"Follow her."

After thinking for a moment, Adrian added, "Quietly."

"Yes. Understood."

Sebastian drove slowly, following Rosalie from a distance until she entered a deep, narrow alley.

"Adrian, the car can't go in any farther."

Sitting in the car, Adrian looked in the direction Rosalie had gone. After a brief silence, he said in a low voice, "Go back. I want all the information on this girl tomorrow."

"Yes, Adrian."

He did not ask questions. He did not pry. He simply got things done efficiently.

That was the reason Sebastian had been able to stay by Adrian's side for so many years.

Rosalie stood hidden in the dark alley, holding onto her electric scooter and holding her breath. Only after she saw the black Bentley drive far away did she finally step out.

Today had truly been her unlucky day.

She had escaped from a tiger's den, only to nearly fall into a wolf's lair.

That damned man.

She hated him.

She hated him to death.

The small attic in the alley was the place Rosalie rented. Although it was a little far from work, the rent was cheap.

One room, barely more than ten square meters. That was her simple home.

Rosalie was content with it. At least it was much better than the orphanage.

She was twenty-two this year and had just graduated from university. She had worked as a kindergarten teacher for a year. Now that it was summer vacation, she had taken a part-time job at a cafe to earn more money.

Rosalie went up to the attic, entered the room, poured herself a glass of water, and drank it. Only then did she slowly regain her senses.

She did not dare think back on what had happened on the road. Even now, her heart was still pounding violently.

At the moment danger descended, she had truly smelled death.

Her fingers tightened around the glass until they turned white. Her brows knitted together.

Who was so vicious that they wanted her life?

She was an orphan with no father and no mother. Who could she possibly have offended?

"Rosalie? Rosalie, are you back?"

Outside the door, the landlady was knocking and calling out.

Rosalie opened the door and asked, "What is it? I believe I've already paid the rent."

"Oh, it's not about that. This afternoon, a man came looking for you. He said he was a distant relative of yours and seemed very anxious. I told him you were working at the cafe."

"What kind of man?"

"A strange one. He was wearing a mask even in this heat. He said he had a bad cold and was afraid of infecting others. By the way, did he find you later?"

"Yes. He found me."

Rosalie understood at once.

No wonder they had ambushed her on her way home. They had already found this place.

That damned man did not have a cold at all. He had clearly been doing something criminal and was afraid of being recognized.

She could not stay here anymore.

The landlady's family lived just across from her, so she should be safe for tonight.

At that moment, Rosalie missed Ethan terribly. He was far away in France, and she wished he could come back soon.

She was scared. She felt wronged. She needed someone to talk to.

After taking a hot shower, Rosalie finally felt as if she had come back to life.

Once she had calmed herself down, she called Ethan overseas.

It was midnight in China. In France, it was probably around six in the evening.

As soon as the call connected, Rosalie asked anxiously, "Ethan, when are you coming back?"

A bright, pleased laugh immediately came from the other end of the line.

"Rosalie, this is the first time you've called me first. Beautiful, do you miss me?"

"Stop teasing. I just want to know when you're coming back."

"Rosalie, I really miss you. Wait for me for one more week. Just one week. My parents have been busy recently, and there are many things that need to be handled."

"All right. I'll wait for you. That's all, then. Good night."

Far away in Paris, Ethan sounded a little worried.

"Rosalie, is something on your mind? Your voice sounds a little hoarse tonight. Did you catch a cold?"

"No, I'm fine. Don't worry about me. It's late. I'm going to sleep. You go back to what you were doing. I'll wait for you to come pick me up."

"Rosalie, take care of yourself. Eat on time and sleep on time. I love you. Good night."

After hanging up, Rosalie felt restless and could not fall asleep no matter what.

She lay there with her eyes open, staring blankly at the ceiling above her.

Those thugs who had taken her had clearly intended to kill her. From now on, her days might never be peaceful again.

Damn it.

Why did the man who saved her life have to be him?

The chaotic, painful images from that night once again surfaced in Rosalie's mind.

The man had been like a madman, his eyes bloodshot as he lunged at her and pinned her down on the sofa, then on the large bed.

She had cried, shouted, screamed, and suffered, but none of it had stopped his violence.

That night, she had been in terrible pain.

He had turned into a beast, ignoring her weakness as he kissed her, bit her, and possessed her with terrifying force.

All night long, he had not stopped.
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After Adrian returned to the villa, the image of the girl he had just met kept replaying in his mind.

Fair skin, a slender figure, long straight hair, delicate features, and an elegant air. She looked to be about five foot five. Without question, she was beautiful.

Especially those large, dark eyes of hers. They seemed to possess a kind of magic, capable of drawing people in at a single glance.

And her soft, pink lips had looked so tender and inviting. He still remembered how they had felt—supple and soft.

In short, there were only two words to describe that woman.

Beautiful.

If he had to use three words, then it would be: far too beautiful.

The only flaw on her was the thin scar across her smooth forehead, which looked painfully out of place.

That was also where Adrian felt guilty.

That scar had been caused because of him.

He had dominated the business world for years. Everyone knew he was ruthless, decisive, and swift in his methods. But he never bullied women, and he would not raise a hand against a woman unless there was no other choice.

That was one of his principles.

That night had been an accident.

He had lost control.

Although he had been terribly drunk, he could still clearly remember the resistance of her body, and the kind of maddening tightness that had nearly driven him insane.

After that incident, Adrian had always wanted to find the girl and explain himself to her, then compensate her properly.

But he had never been able to find her.

The girl had vanished without a trace, as if she had disappeared from the world.

Perhaps, in a certain sense, he should thank those damned kidnappers tonight. Otherwise, he might never have encountered Rosalie in this lifetime.

Adrian was eighty percent certain that Rosalie was the girl from one year ago.

Now, all that was left was confirmation.

The next day.

Top floor, LS Group headquarters.

Inside the president's office.

Special Assistant Sebastian stood respectfully with both hands holding the information he had just obtained and reported in a formal tone.

"Adrian, this is the information you requested on Rosalie. She is twenty-two years old and from City A. Her parents are unknown. She grew up in Happiness Home orphanage. After graduating from university, she worked as a kindergarten teacher for one year. At present, she is working part-time at Left Bank Cafe. Last summer, she went to City C for vacation and stayed at the local Ziyun Villa. She has a boyfriend named Ethan. His parents are French Chinese and come from a family in the restaurant business. They own several chain restaurants in France, and the Quinlan family also owns two high-end Western restaurants in City A."

"What? Boyfriend?"

Leaning back in his wide office chair, Adrian, who had been silent with one hand pressed to his forehead, finally spoke coldly. A complicated look flickered in his deep eyes.

"Yes, a boyfriend. It is said that they have been together for many years and are childhood sweethearts. I heard that in one week, Ethan will take Rosalie to France, where they plan to immigrate and settle down."

Childhood sweethearts.

And they were even going to settle in France?

Adrian felt a faint irritation rise within him. He picked up the coffee in front of him, took a few sips, and changed the subject.

"Have you found out where the two masked men from last night came from?"

"I'm very sorry, Adrian. It was too dark last night, so we didn't get a clear look at their faces. Afterward, they vanished without a trace. The car they drove had fake plates, so there is no way to identify them through the vehicle. Judging by their accents, they were probably not locals from City A. I will continue investigating."

"Sebastian, send people to follow Rosalie and make sure she stays safe."

"Yes. Please rest assured, Adrian."

Adrian touched his chin, and a handsome smile curved at the corner of his mouth.

So that woman had been in City A all along.

Rosalie had stayed at Ziyun Villa one year ago.

Ha.

Then it had to be her.

The way that woman looked was carved too deeply into his memory.

And yet she actually claimed she had never seen him before.

Pretend.

Go on pretending.

Left Bank Cafe.

By the window sat a man in a white shirt and black trousers. He looked cold, arrogant, and effortlessly untouchable.

The female customers around him kept sneaking glances at him, whispering among themselves. Some even secretly took out their phones and snapped pictures of him.

The man could only be the well-known heir to Blackwell Group, Adrian?

So handsome it should be illegal.

That phrase might as well have been made for a man like Adrian. No matter where he appeared, he could easily cause quite a stir.

How strange.

A figure of his status had actually appeared in a cafe today. It was truly rare.

Adrian leaned lazily against his chair, his gaze fixed indolently on a young woman.

The young woman held a tray in her hands, her expression calm as she slowly walked up to him. Politely, she set down the coffee, offered a practiced smile, and parted her red lips.

"Please enjoy."

After speaking, she turned gracefully and walked away without looking sideways.

The next moment, however, her wrist was suddenly caught.

A man's deep voice sounded beside her ear.

"You really don't recognize me?"

Rosalie turned around and showed him a professional smile.

"May I ask your surname, sir? I think you've mistaken me for someone else. Please let go. I'm working."

The man's eyes darkened. A playful smile curved his lips, and he raised an eyebrow.

"Playing amnesia? Fine. I, Adrian, will play along with you."

What a joke.

Who in this city had not heard of the Blackwell family?

Who did not know Adrian?

"Sit down."

There was clear impatience in the man's tone.

"I'm sorry. I don't talk to strangers."

Rosalie's expression was indifferent, and her voice was icy.

"I said sit down. Do you not understand?"

Adrian gripped Rosalie's wrist, pulled with force, and pressed her down onto his lap.

Her face instantly turned red.

Embarrassed to the extreme, she struggled to stand up.

Adrian's large hand pressed against her shoulder. He leaned close to her ear, his low voice dangerously charming.

"Woman, don't play this game with me. Are you trying to make me chase you?"

The scent of this man once again reminded her of that night.

That was a wound she never, ever wanted to remember.

Furious, Rosalie clenched her fists and gritted her teeth.

"Beast! Let go of me. If you keep this up, I'm calling the police."

Adrian narrowed his eyes and watched Rosalie struggle in his arms. Then he gave a wicked smile.

"Then call them. I'll wait."

Call the police?

That might scare a child, but not him.

The surrounding customers all looked over curiously. The infatuated girls in particular had eyes full of envy, jealousy, and resentment.

Rosalie's face flushed scarlet. She had no idea what to do.

"Shameless bastard!"

"Rosalie, I looked for you."

Adrian stared closely at her. His burning gaze traced over her delicate features.

"Sir, are you sick in the head? I don't even know you. Why would you look for me? Let go!"

His dark eyes watched her leisurely.

"And if I don't?"

The next moment, Rosalie lowered her head and bit down hard on Adrian's shoulder.

Damn it.

If she could, she truly wanted to bite him to death.

Adrian frowned slightly, but then he actually laughed.

"Are you a dog? Tonight, I'll pick you up after work."

With that, he released Rosalie, stood up, picked up the expensive suit jacket draped over the chair, and strode away with the bearing of a perfect gentleman.

"Stop right there! Sir, you haven't paid for your coffee!"

Rosalie shouted loudly behind him.
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chapter 4: He Was Shameless
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Adrian acted as if he had not heard her and walked straight toward the entrance.

"Adrian, I'm sorry. I'm truly sorry. Rosalie is new here and doesn't know the rules."

The cafe manager hurried out, lowering her head and apologizing to Adrian with utmost respect.

Adrian merely waved a hand and said nothing before leaving.

The cafe manager broke out in a cold sweat. Then she turned and glared fiercely at Rosalie.

"Rosalie, do you still want this job or not? This cafe, this entire street—even half of this city—belongs to the Blackwell family. And you actually dared to ask him to pay for his coffee? I honestly admire your courage. In my opinion, you must have earned great fortune over eight lifetimes. Adrian seems to have taken an interest in you. You'd better know what's good for you."

The manager was a woman around thirty years old. When she said those words, there was obvious envy and jealousy in her tone.

Great fortune over eight lifetimes?

Please.

It was more like a disaster.

Whoever wanted this kind of fortune could take it.

If Rosalie had known Left Bank Cafe had anything to do with Adrian, she never would have come here to work.

But that beast had just said he would come pick her up after work tonight.

Damn it.

Could he not let her live in peace?

For the entire afternoon, Rosalie remained uneasy.

What should she do?

What exactly should she do?

She had no idea how to deal with Adrian.

When people were unlucky, even drinking cold water could get stuck between their teeth.

She had originally wanted to forget that incident completely and treat it as if she had been bitten by a dog.

But fate loved playing cruel tricks on people. It had just had to let them meet again.

Of course Rosalie knew what kind of man Adrian was.

At thirty-two, he was a giant in the business world and the sole heir of the Blackwell family.

In City A, he was a man who could bend the city to his will.

Television, media, and newspapers often reported news about him—sometimes about his remarkable achievements in business, sometimes about his scandals with certain famous actresses.

In short, a business tycoon like Adrian was far beyond the reach of an ordinary woman like her, someone from the lowest rung of society.

Besides, she had no desire to provoke him at all.

She and he belonged to two completely different worlds.

If she could not afford to offend him, then surely she could avoid him.

Rosalie decided not to work overtime today. She would go home before dark.

First, she wanted to avoid Adrian's harassment.

Second, what had happened the night before still left her deeply frightened.

After returning to the small attic she rented, she packed her belongings briefly and moved into her boyfriend Ethan's apartment.

Just as she settled in, she received a call from her best friend, Hazel Hawthorne.

"Beautiful Rosalie, I need to ask you a favor."

Rosalie smiled.

"Hazel, where have you been these past few days? What do you need from me?"

"I went traveling, and my kitten at home is probably starving. Could you take care of it for a few days?"

"No problem. You've been away for days. It must be starving."

"Exactly. So if it's convenient, could you go pick it up now?"

"All right. Tell me where you put your key. I'll go right away."

Rosalie had known Hazel for two years. She was a warmhearted girl, pretty too, with a petite figure and delicate features.

Over the past two years, Rosalie and Ethan had never treated Hazel like an outsider. Whenever they went out to eat or shop, they always brought her along.

Rosalie even told Hazel nearly everything in her heart. They were as close as sisters and talked about anything.

After taking a taxi to Hazel's small apartment, Rosalie indeed found a fluffy yellow kitten. It must have been terribly hungry, because the moment it saw her, it started meowing nonstop.

Rosalie planned to find the cat food first, feed it, and then leave.

Hazel had told her that the cat food was in a drawer in the bedroom. After opening it, Rosalie found a bag of it.

But besides that, she also found an opened box of Durex.

Durex?

She froze for a moment.

Even if she had never eaten pork, she had seen pigs run. She knew what it was.

What was Hazel up to?

She did not have a boyfriend, and she did not seem like the kind of girl who would be casual about such things.

Forget it.

That was someone else's private matter. It was not her place to ask.

After returning to the apartment, Rosalie bathed the kitten, washed up herself, and went to bed.

She had been far too exhausted these past two days.

In fact, all these years, living on her own had been exhausting.

It had not been easy for her to grow up. It had not been easy for her to finish university through her own hard work.

Only she knew all the hardship behind it.

Fortunately, she had Ethan. In her confusion and uncertainty, he had allowed her to see hope in life.

Because she knew Ethan did not despise her for being an orphan. He truly liked her.

A burst of phone ringing interrupted her thoughts.

It was an unfamiliar number.

After hesitating for a moment, Rosalie still answered.

"Who is this?"

"Come downstairs. I'm right below."

A familiar voice. A domineering tone.

If it was not Adrian, who else could it be?

Rosalie walked to the window and pulled open the curtain. Sure enough, under the streetlamp, a black Bentley was parked below.

"Sorry. You have the wrong number."

She hung up decisively, turned off her phone, switched off the light, and lay down to sleep.

Bastard.

He had found her after all.

He had actually followed her and even found out her phone number.

Was that really necessary?

Beast.

Why did he keep haunting her like a ghost?

Before long, urgent knocking sounded at the door.

Rosalie covered her ears and pretended not to hear it.

But the knocking continued, growing louder and louder.

At this hour, it would soon cause complaints from the neighbors.

Annoyed, Rosalie climbed out of bed, stormed to the door, and shouted angrily, "Who is it? What do you want?"

She yanked the door open, and Special Assistant Sebastian's face appeared before her.

"Rosalie, Adrian is waiting for you downstairs."

Rosalie's face turned cold.

"Then let him wait. I don't accept invitations from strange men."

Just as she was about to close the door, Sebastian grabbed the handle and said seriously, "Rosalie, you may not understand Adrian's temper yet. No one can stop him from doing what he wants. If you don't go downstairs, Adrian will have no choice but to come up himself."

Suppressing her anger, Rosalie could only say, "I'll go down."

She changed into a white dress and washed her face. Then she prepared to meet that beast and make things clear.

She did not want to keep entangling herself with him.

Before leaving, her gaze fell on a small fruit knife lying on the coffee table.

She picked it up and put it into her bag.

Under the streetlamp, Adrian leaned against the car, a cigarette held between his long fingers as he smoked carelessly.

When he saw a girl in a white dress slowly coming down from upstairs, he put out the cigarette, narrowed his eyes slightly, folded his arms across his chest, and waited for her to walk toward him.

"Get in."

He opened the car door, his commanding tone sounding like an order.

Rosalie raised her brows, anger visible on her face.

"Why should I? Why would I get into your car?"

"Because we've slept together."

"Shameless. Pervert. I told you, I don't know you. Don't you think you're being ridiculous?"

"I can be even more shameless. Let's see how long you can keep pretending."
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chapter 5: Please Show Some Respect
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Adrian forced Rosalie into the car, then got in himself and sat right beside her.

He was doing it on purpose.

The back seat was spacious enough to fit three people, yet he insisted on pressing close to her.

"Sebastian, take us to Holiday Restaurant in West City."

"Yes, Adrian."

The black Bentley slowly drove out of the residential complex.

"Stop the car. I want to get out!"

Rosalie reached for the door handle.

"Behave. Have dinner with me."

Adrian reached out and took Rosalie's hand.

His large hand wrapped around her small one, and a scorching warmth immediately spread through his palm. Rosalie's face flushed, and she quickly pulled her hand back.

She shifted away, pressing herself tightly against the car door, and glared at him with wide, angry eyes.

"Why does it have to be Holiday Restaurant?"

"The food there suits my taste."

Adrian leaned lazily against the seat, crossing his long legs as he spoke with casual indifference.

This man was truly shameless.

He must know that Holiday Restaurant in West City belonged to Ethan. He was deliberately trying to embarrass her and make her lose face.

Ethan had told her more than once not to work part-time, not to live in that small attic, and to move in with him so they could manage the Western restaurant together.

Every time, Rosalie had firmly refused.

She had strong self-respect. Before they were married, she would not spend a single cent of Ethan's money, nor would she go to the restaurant and act like the owner's wife.

That was why, during the boring summer break, she had secretly taken a job at Left Bank Cafe without telling Ethan.

Before getting married, Rosalie wanted to prepare a dowry for herself.

"Can we go somewhere else? I don't like that place."

Rosalie spoke with a trace of pleading, still holding on to a little hope.

"No. Because I like it there."

She knew it.

This beast would not change his mind so easily.

"I don't feel well. I get carsick. Let's talk another time."

"Really? Then let me hold you. I'm sure you'll feel better after that."

As he spoke, Adrian reached out his wicked hand.

"No need. I'll be fine in a while."

Damn it.

This man was doing it on purpose.

Rosalie treated her relationship with Ethan seriously and cherished it deeply.

All the employees at Holiday Restaurant knew her. If they saw her with this beast and misunderstood, what then?

Rosalie did not want Ethan to misunderstand anything, because he was the most important person in her life.

Under Adrian's pressure, Rosalie reluctantly walked into Holiday Restaurant.

"Rosalie, you're here."

"Good evening, Rosalie. Has Richard Quinlan not returned yet?"

Sure enough, the moment she entered the restaurant, the servers greeted her warmly.

But when they saw a tall, handsome man holding her wrist, their expressions changed, revealing shock and contempt.

Those looks made Rosalie feel deeply uncomfortable.

Angrily, she shook off Adrian's hand and glared at him.

"Sir, please show some respect."

Adrian acted as if he had not heard her.

He walked to a window seat and very gentlemanly pulled out a chair for Rosalie, making an inviting gesture.

"Rosalie, please sit."

A man of his arrogant status should have chosen a private room, should he not?

Why would he choose to eat in the main dining area?

Fine.

Rosalie was now certain.

He was doing this on purpose. He wanted all the employees to see him with her.

Holding back her anger, Rosalie sat down and said coldly, "Forget dinner. What exactly do you want? Say it all at once. I don't have time to waste on someone like you."

Adrian sat across from her and watched her leisurely.

"Oh? What kind of person am I?"

Rosalie spat two words through clenched teeth.

"An animal."

Some guests heard their conversation and thought they were flirting, turning their heads to smile secretly.

Adrian leaned back in his chair and chuckled with amusement.

"You already know what kind of person I am, yet you still claim you don't know me?"

The server soon brought red wine, two steaks, salad, borscht, and several other dishes.

It seemed everything had been ordered in advance.

Adrian picked up a glass of red wine and placed it in front of Rosalie. Then he raised his own glass.

"Cheers."

Rosalie said impatiently, "If you have something to say, say it. Who said I wanted to drink with you?"

Adrian did not get angry. He simply drank a few mouthfuls of red wine, picked up his knife and fork, and began to eat.

"Have dinner with me first. Then I'll tell you."

Rosalie was furious.

Looking at the steak on her plate, she had no appetite at all.

She could not bear the suspicious looks the employees kept casting at her.

She wanted very much to stand up and leave, but she was also afraid that the beast sitting across from her would do something even more shocking.

Rosalie felt as if she were sitting on pins and needles.

Suddenly, Adrian took the steak in front of her, carefully cut it into pieces, then placed it back before her. With great attentiveness, he said, "Eat, darling."

Darling?

Rosalie's eyes widened.

Damn it.

Who was his darling?

Adrian gazed at her with indulgence in his eyes.

"Sweetheart, don't be so touched. This is what I should do."

Sweetheart?

Rosalie was about to lose her mind.

From the angle of the customers and servers, she and that beast Adrian looked exactly like an affectionate couple sitting together.

Rosalie was so angry that her fists clenched tightly.

Taking advantage of the moment when Adrian was not paying attention, she stretched out her foot and kicked his knee hard. Then she calmly lifted a hand and smoothed her long hair.

Unfortunately, the man sitting across from her remained as steady as a mountain. He did not even move.

She, on the other hand, was miserable. Her toes hurt from the kick, yet she still had to pretend nothing had happened.

Unexpectedly, in the next moment, that bastard Adrian went even further.

He stretched out one long leg and placed it directly across her thigh.

Rosalie's body stiffened, and her face turned scarlet.

Nervously, she pulled her chair back, the fury in her eyes fierce enough to kill.

But Adrian continued eating the steak on his plate with complete composure, as if nothing had happened.

At that moment, Rosalie hated him so much her teeth itched.

Silently, she cursed him.

Why didn't he choke on the beef?

Choking on the red wine would be fine too.

After what felt like forever, Adrian finally finished the food in front of him.

Rosalie immediately spoke, her voice cold.

"If you still won't say it, I'm leaving."

As she spoke, Rosalie placed her hand on her small handbag, ready to go.

At that moment, Adrian elegantly wiped the corner of his mouth with a napkin. Then he looked at her seriously and said in a low voice, "About that night. I want to compensate you."

Rosalie's eyes flickered.

"I don't know what you're talking about."

"You do. That night a year ago was my fault."

"I don't understand a damn word you're saying."

"You understand. You recognized me last night. Name any amount you want."

"Go to hell. What do you think I am?"

The moment that night was mentioned, Rosalie suddenly became agitated.

She stood up and left, almost running as she fled Holiday Restaurant.
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Rosalie ran along the sidewalk, crying as she went.

Beast.

Why did he have to bring up that incident again?

Why did he have to hurt her all over again?

What made her hate it even more was that a man like Adrian, someone who could command wind and rain in City A, was someone she had no power to fight.

She had suffered. She had been humiliated. Yet all she could do was swallow the pain in silence.

She did not even have the courage to tell Ethan the truth about what had happened. She was afraid of losing him, and even more afraid that he would do something reckless for her sake.

She had only been deceiving herself, thinking that with time, she would slowly forget.

All she wanted was to find a man who truly loved her, have a warm family, and live a plain, ordinary life.

When she reached a park, Rosalie finally grew tired. She sat down on a bench, covered her face, and sobbed bitterly. Tears streamed down like broken beads, falling endlessly.

She was so close to leaving with Ethan and beginning a happy life with him.

Why did that damned man have to come and entangle himself with her now?

"You hate me that much?"

A low voice suddenly sounded above her.

At some point, Adrian had appeared in front of her. He reached out and handed her a handkerchief.

Rosalie did not take it. She gave a cold laugh.

"Hate you? Are you worthy of that? You're nothing but a passerby to me. I won't waste my emotions on you."

Adrian withdrew his hand, his gaze turning cold.

"Woman, what exactly do you want?"

Rosalie stood up and glared at him with hatred in her eyes.

"I don't want anything. I just want you to disappear. Better yet, I want you dead."

"Rosalie, you're the first person who has ever dared to defy me."

"Get lost. Don't ever appear in front of me again."

"Damn it. Is losing your virginity really enough to make you cry, scream, and threaten to die?"

"Shameless bastard. Go to hell."

Rosalie was almost driven mad with anger.

To a woman, that was something solemn and important. But in his eyes, it was as if it meant nothing at all.

She shoved Adrian away with all her strength and ran again without caring about anything. She pushed through the crowd and rushed toward the main road.

All she wanted was to leave this place as quickly as possible.

To leave this hateful man behind.

Suddenly, a large truck sped toward her. In the next instant, it was about to crash straight into her.

Rosalie froze in terror.

She stood there blankly, forgetting to move. Her mind went completely empty.

At that critical moment, a sudden force wrapped around her waist and pulled her away from the roaring truck.

The driver rolled down the window and cursed loudly, "Damn it! Are you trying to get yourself killed?"

Sebastian, who had hurried after them, shouted nervously, "Adrian, are you all right?"

"I'm fine. Sebastian, find out that driver's name and teach him how to drive."

"Yes, Adrian."

Sebastian groaned inwardly.

That man had been driving so fast. How was he supposed to catch up with him?

But since the president had given the order, it had to be done.

He got into the Bentley parked by the roadside, stepped on the accelerator, and quickly chased after the truck.

Rosalie's face was deathly pale. She clutched the front of her clothes tightly and gasped for breath.

Just a little more, and she would have died under those wheels.

"Come with me."

Adrian's tone was cold and furious. He grabbed Rosalie's hand and dragged her forward several steps into a dimly lit alley.

He seized both her wrists, raised them above her head, and pressed them hard against the wall behind her.

Then he roared, "Woman, do you have a death wish?"

"Let go of me, bastard!"

Rosalie stubbornly turned her face away, avoiding Adrian's sharp, deep gaze.

Adrian's forceful restraint made Rosalie ache with pain. Her soft body was pressed against the hard wall, and it truly hurt.

She frowned and cursed, "Beast. Scum. My life is my own. It has nothing to do with you."

"Since I've found you, I'm going to make it my business. Tell me, why did you disappear?"

Rosalie spat at him and glared furiously.

"Pervert. I told you, you've mistaken me for someone else. Get lost."

The man's handsome face and sharply carved features drew closer little by little in the weak light. His eyes were as fierce as an eagle's, carrying a trace of danger.

Suddenly, he opened his mouth and bit down on her soft pink lips.

With a cruel force, he kissed her hard, not letting go until she could barely breathe.

He lifted her chin, his deep eyes fixed firmly on her.

"Woman, you're so sweet. Do you remember me now? That night, this was how I kissed you. No, it should have been even more intense. Let's try it again."

As he spoke, Adrian cupped the back of Rosalie's head, lowered his head, and captured her lips again in a fierce, reckless kiss.

Their strength was too unequal. Rosalie could not resist him at all.

She pushed, but could not move him. His wet tongue swept through her mouth, mixed with the taste of red wine, making nausea rise in her chest.

His burning hands seemed to carry fire as they roamed over her body, causing her to tremble uncontrollably.

This shameless beast was humiliating her again.

Rosalie was almost exploding with rage.

Slap!

During the struggle, she finally managed to free one hand and struck Adrian hard across the face.

"Beast! Go to hell!"

Rosalie screamed hysterically.

Adrian froze at once.

This woman had actually dared to slap him?

Damn it.

Since he was born, no one had ever dared to slap him.

This disobedient woman truly had some nerve.

Adrian narrowed his eyes. Flames of anger flickered in them as he leaned closer and said, word by word, "You're bold, aren't you? Fine. Then I'll do something a real beast would do."

With that, Adrian bent down and, with a single motion, hoisted Rosalie directly over his shoulder.

Then he strode toward the exit of the alley.

"Where are you taking me?"

Rosalie suddenly felt terrified.

This man was tall, powerful, and strong as an ox. His whole body radiated a chilling aura, and his fierce eyes looked as if he might kill someone.

If she went with him, even if she did not die, she would lose half her life.

"Where else? Somewhere better, of course, so I can show you what a beast is truly capable of."

Adrian's tone was cold, with a malicious edge.

"Adrian, I hate you! I curse you to die a horrible death!"

"So you finally admit you know who I am? Women who are too stubborn are not likable."

"Who wants you to like me?"

"I'm starting to like you."

Adrian carried Rosalie forward quickly. Just outside the alley was a five-star hotel.

"Put me down. Where exactly are you taking me?"

Rosalie lay over his shoulder, her center of gravity unstable, as if she might fall at any moment. Helplessly, she wrapped her arms around his neck to keep her balance.

Her hands were soft and delicate. When they touched Adrian's skin, his desire grew even stronger by instinct.

His voice turned hoarse.

"Stay still. Once we get to the hotel, I'll teach that temper of yours a proper lesson."

Hotel?

Rosalie fell into despair.

This damned man was going to repeat his old crime.

A powerful sense of humiliation drove Rosalie's anger to its limit.

In the darkness, one of her hands struggled toward the small bag at her side. With great effort, she pulled open the zipper and felt for the small fruit knife inside.
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chapter 7: Stabbing Him with a Knife
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From behind Adrian, Rosalie quietly raised the fruit knife.

She closed her eyes, bit down hard on her lip, and drove the blade into his waist with all her strength.

Adrian immediately felt a sharp pain. He turned his head, reached back, and when he pulled his hand away, it was covered in blood.

His grip loosened at once.

Rosalie rolled to the ground. Her hand, still clutching the fruit knife, trembled violently. Tears covered her face, and her lips shook as she said, "I hate you. I want to kill you."

Adrian crouched down and seized the hand holding the knife. His dark, ruthless gaze swept coldly over her panicked face.

"Rosalie, you've got nerve. Real nerve."

Rosalie watched the blood flow from Adrian's body, staining his snow-white shirt red. She was so frightened that her soul seemed to leave her body. Her whole body shook uncontrollably, and the knife fell to the ground with a clang.

Fine.

If she had to die, then she would die.

Suddenly filled with courage, she roared at Adrian, "Bastard! You will never know the torment I've suffered this past year. Do you see the scar on my forehead? That was because of you. I hate you. Why don't you just die?"

Rosalie screamed hysterically and beat at Adrian like a madwoman. Using every bit of strength she had, she finally broke free from his grip, stumbled up from the ground in panic, and fled the scene.

Adrian's waist was soaked in a large patch of dark red.

Rosalie ran and ran until her legs suddenly went weak, and she collapsed onto the sidewalk.

It was over.

That terrifying man would never let her go now.

But she could not care about that yet.

First, she would go home, eat a full meal, and get a good night's sleep. If she really ended up at the police station, she would not have such comfort anymore.

In a daze, she took a taxi back to Ethan's apartment.

After shutting the door, she collapsed weakly onto the floor. Only after a long while did she remember to go to the bathroom and wash the blood from her hands.

In the mirror, her eyes were empty, her hair was a mess, and she looked like a madwoman.

She had caused trouble.

She had stabbed someone.

Instinct told her that peaceful days were over.

Would the happy life she had imagined with Ethan still come?

At that thought, she could not help crying softly.

When she had cried herself out, Rosalie took a shower, then numbly cooked herself a bowl of instant noodles. But she discovered she had no appetite at all.

Her mind kept uncontrollably replaying that terrible scene.

Dark red blood had stained Adrian's white shirt.

She did not know whether he had died afterward.

Had he gone to the hospital?

That kind of wound should not be fatal to him.

Cowardly as she was, she had never truly had the courage to kill him.

That night, Rosalie kept her eyes open, staring blankly at the ceiling. It was only near dawn that she finally fell into a hazy sleep.

For several days afterward, Rosalie lived in extreme unease.

Whenever she saw a police officer on the street, her heart would panic. Whenever she heard a siren, discomfort spread through her entire body.

She even hid inside the apartment with her phone switched off, not daring to go outside.

After all, she was a young woman with limited courage. Before this, she had not even had the heart to kill a cockroach.

Now she had actually stabbed a grown man.

How could she not be afraid?

Strangely enough, several days passed, and there was no movement at all from Adrian's side.

It was as if nothing had ever happened.

Until the evening of the third day, when someone knocked on the door of her apartment.

"Who is it?"

Rosalie asked warily through the door.

"Rosalie, it's me, Sebastian."

She knew that man. He was that beast's special assistant, and he seemed to be very skilled in combat.

Rosalie became very nervous.

"Is... is something the matter?"

"Adrian would like to see you."

"I'm not going."

"I believe you understand Adrian's personality. You have to go."

Rosalie flared up and yanked the door open.

"I said I'm not going. Do you not understand?"

Sebastian said seriously, "Rosalie, you can't behave like this. Adrian is badly injured and is staying in the intensive care unit. He wants to see you once."

Rosalie gave a cold laugh.

"Do I look that stupid? If I go, wouldn't I just be walking straight into a trap?"

"If Adrian wanted to do anything to you, he wouldn't need to meet you first. You would already be in prison by now. Whether in terms of reason or conscience, you should go see him."

"Can I choose not to go?"

"You have no way out. Whether you want to go to prison or make a trip to the hospital, decide for yourself."

What was there to decide?

This was clearly coercion.

Rosalie changed into a pale lotus-colored long dress, tidied her hair, and left.

On the way to the hospital, she asked Sebastian, "Is he really badly injured?"

"Yes. Adrian's wound became infected. Rosalie, you are the first person who has ever dared to pull a tiger's whiskers."

The corner of Rosalie's mouth twitched.

Using a tiger to describe that beast was actually quite fitting.

"Rosalie, you really went too far that night. You left just like that. By the time I arrived, Adrian had already lost a lot of blood."

Rosalie said nothing.

She bit her lip.

At the time, had she not been terrified?

When they arrived at the hospital, Rosalie stood outside the VIP ward, hesitating and not daring to go in.

She was afraid.

She could not predict what Adrian would do to her.

"What are you standing there for? Come in."

A man's low voice came from inside the ward.

Taking a deep breath, Rosalie pushed open the door and walked in.

Adrian was wearing a hospital gown. Gauze was wrapped around his waist, and he leaned lazily against the headboard. The way he looked at her carried a trace of dangerous hostility and roguish displeasure.

"Come here."

Rosalie stubbornly remained by the door.

"If you have something to say, say it."

Adrian's entire face seemed to say he was unhappy.

"I don't like repeating myself."

Rosalie held back the anger burning in her chest, but under this man's oppressive force, she still walked over.

Frowning, she asked, "What exactly do you want?"

"You've lost weight. Were you scared?"

Rosalie scoffed.

"Who was scared? I only regret not killing you then."

Adrian curled his lips into a cold smile.

"Would you dare? Peel me an apple."

"I'm not your maid."

"You're the criminal. I can forgive you, or I can send you to prison."

After weighing the pros and cons, Rosalie obediently set down her bag, picked up a large apple from the bedside table, and when she saw the fruit knife beside it, she instinctively trembled.

"Rosalie, you really are bold. Did it feel satisfying? If not, you can stab me again. Come on, this time, stab me here."

As Adrian spoke, he pointed at his chest.

Rosalie glared at him.

"You brought it on yourself. Killing you and paying with my own life would not be worth it."

A trace of disappointment flashed through Adrian's eyes. Then he changed the subject.

"I want to eat an apple. Peel it."

Because she was nervous, Rosalie spent a full ten minutes peeling one apple. She cut it into small pieces and placed them on a plate.

"You can eat now. If you brought me here just to peel an apple for you, then my task is done. I'm leaving."

"Feed me."

His tone was domineering and allowed no refusal.

Rosalie said coldly, "I am not your servant, and I have no habit of waiting on people."
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