
  
    [image: A Most Unlikely Hero]
  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      A MOST UNLIKELY HERO

      VOLUME 12

    

    
      
        BRANDON VARNELL

      

      
        
Illustrated by XUAHANNIN


      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Kitsune Incorporated]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

      

        

      
        A Most Unlikely Hero, Volume 12

        Copyright © 2025 Brandon Varnell & Kitsune Incorporated

        Illustration Copyright © 2025 XuaHanNin

        All rights reserved.

      

        

      
        Brandon Varnell and Kitsune Incorporated supports the right to free expression and the value of copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to produce creative works that enrich our culture.

      

        

      
        The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use the material from the book (other than for review purposes), please contact the publisher. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.

      

        

      
        To see Brandon Varnell’s other works, or to ask for permission to use his works, visit him at:

      

        

      
        Website : www.varnell-brandon.com

        Facebook: American Kitsune

        Twitter: Brandon Varnell

        Patreon: Brandon’s Patreon

        Instagram: Brandon V

      

        

      
        ISBN: 978-1-967872-04-6 (paperback)

        978-1-967872-05-3 (ebook)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Want to find out when a new book is available? Join my mailing list to be kept constantly to date on when I publish a new book!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      This page is made in dedication to my amazing patrons. Without them, my characters would never get lewded by so many wonderful artists:

      
        
        Mark Neal

        David  Rathke

        Redneckwithtech94

        Wyatt Porter

        peacekeeper

        Jacob Whitman

        Gabe Hill

        Forge

        KevinGanong

        Lachlan Mc

        Theron

        Micah P

        Michael Sexton

        Damynisinawe

        Eduardo Mejia

        AceandTanis

        Drunkenbiker

        Damen Hailey

        Casey

        Bart Ursulla Van de Velde aka High Four

        Rob Hammel

        Daniel Glasson

        robert warnes

        Forrest Hansen

        TheGothFather72

        Samuel Donaldson

        Bruce Johnson

        Sean Gray

        Killertiger95

        ToraLinkley

        Alexander Nelson

        max a kramer

        William Crew

        Michael Moneymaker

        James Rowland

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROGLOGUE

          

          THE EMPEROR

        

      

    

    
      Alex Ryker and Nyx took a shuttle back to the Outer District, then walked to Atreyu Academy at a clipped pace. It didn’t take more than ten minutes to reach the academy grounds. However, to Alex, time felt like it was crawling by at an agonizingly slow pace, so what only took ten minutes felt more like it had taken two hours, almost like time was being warped by one of Gabrielle’s inventions.

      Atreyu Academy was a massive building with a streamlined design. While it was shaped like a rectangle, numerous moving walkways trailed around the outer walls, along with elevators and jump points. Since the academy was so large, nearly two hundred square acres, these transportation methods were necessary for students to reach their classes on time.

      If one were to look at the academy from a bird’s-eye view, they would have also noticed the many gardens that dotted the interior. Alex had done just that once while testing out an anti-gravity invention. He’d almost been expelled, though that might have been because he’d destroyed part of the roof when his invention malfunctioned.

      The grounds outside of Atreyu Academy were empty. Of course they were, it was barely noon and students were still in class. Alex and Nyx passed through the gate, entered the school, and walked down the wide hallways.

      They used the walkways on either side to move faster, reaching one of the warp pads and using it to reach the hallway dedicated to the principal’s office. Nyx kept up with Alex as he rushed down the hall with long strides, despite being much shorter than him. As her long hair, blacker than the void of space, billowed behind her, she cast a worried glance at him with her crimson eyes.

      Alex was barely paying attention.

      While the doorway to Mrs. Caridna Tepes’s office appeared nondescript, Alex felt a strong sense of foreboding as he pressed a button to alert those inside of his and Nyx’s presence. The door slid open barely a second later, and he and Nyx stepped through.

      Three people were already present.

      The one Alex recognized first was Jasmine, with her signature drill-like twin-tails, vibrant blue eyes, and somewhat short stature. She barely came up to his chest. She sported a rather prominent bust, though they looked bigger than they really were because she was so short. He believed there was a word to describe people with her physical appearance, but it eluded him at the moment.

      Of course, he also recognized the other two people.

      Caridna Tepes, the principal of Atreyu Academy, sat behind her desk. While he couldn’t see all of her, he knew that her feet wouldn’t be touching the ground. She was too short. With her blonde hair tied into two ponytails and a youthful face, she looked more like a child than the principal of a school. The business suit that she wore created a dichotomy with her childlike features, though they perfectly matched the mature look in her eyes.

      The last person in the room was an older woman, whose elegant bearing as she stood in place made him think of royalty. Her hair had some gray in it, and there were wrinkles around her eyes and mouth. Despite this, she possessed a vitality that made her seem much younger. The only problem he could see with the woman was her outfit.

      A maid outfit with kitty ears and a tail.

      “Oh ho ho ho ho! Alexander! Nyx! So good of you to join us! Oh ho! Oh ho ho ho ho ho!”

      The first one to greet them was Jasmine. Nothing seemed different about her. She stood in her traditional rich girl stance, feet spread apart, one hand on her hips, and the other near her mouth as she thrust out her chest and laughed. However, Alex could see the little signs of stress. The tightness around her eyes. How her shoulders were drawn taught. The cold sweat that had broken out on her skin, which had grown paler as though the blood had been drained from her face.

      Alex ignored the other two for the moment, though he felt their eyes on him as he reached Jasmine and pulled her into a hug. The blonde girl stiffened at first. It was like an electric shock had coursed through her. But then she relaxed into his embrace, tucking her head underneath his chin as she wrapped her arms around his torso.

      “Are you okay?” was the first thing he asked.

      “Oh ho. I am… a little worried.”

      Alex had a feeling she’d been about to say “fine” but changed it at the very end. One of the things he had requested of her and the other girls he was in a relationship with was that they always be honest with him. He told them it was not only their job but their responsibility to burden him with their problems, that he wouldn’t feel like they were really in a relationship if they weren’t willing to share their worries and woes with him.

      It was his firm belief that for relationships to be genuine and meaningful, all parties involved needed to share their thoughts, feelings, concerns, and problems with each other. This belief was rooted in the idea that emotional vulnerability and mutual support were foundational to building and maintaining a healthy relationship.

      Communication was key. It involved not just talking but also listening, understanding, and responding appropriately. Sharing worries, concerns, and joys allowed partners to connect on a deeper emotional level, fostering intimacy and trust. When Alex requested honesty and the sharing of burdens, he was advocating for a partnership where support and understanding flowed freely in order to build trust and prevent misunderstandings before they could happen.

      Of course, he did not one-sidedly demand they share their problems with him. Alex always came to them when he had a problem or something he was worried about. If he was going to ask this of them, then he needed to lead by example.

      “Don’t worry too much. I don’t care about what’s going on. I’m not going to let anything happen to you.”

      “I know.”

      “Look at you,” the older woman said with a twinkle in her eyes. Mrs. Tepes, in turn, was grinning at him. “I don’t see you for a few weeks and you’re already causing young women to swoon as though it were as natural as breathing for you. When did you become such a smooth talker? Should I be worried you’re going to steal away all the girls at my café too?”

      Alex looked at the woman and frowned. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. Why would I steal the girls at your café, Auntie Morella?”

      Morella Ryker was Alex’s step-grandmother and Alice’s blood relative. While she was not his real grandmother, she had spent so much time with him when he was younger, before his father and mother had died, that he’d come to think of her as his real grandmother.

      As he looked at her in confusion, Auntie Morella’s expression slowly went from amused to flat.

      “You don’t even know what you’re doing, do you?” When Alex just tilted his head, she sighed and waved a hand as though to ward off a bug. “Never mind. You know, for a guy who now has a harem, you are way too pure.”

      Alex had no idea what she meant by that, but he wasn’t about to let that bother him, not when there were more important things to discuss.

      “By the way, what are you doing here?” he asked.

      Auntie Morella raised an eyebrow. “Is that any way to speak to your aunt?”

      Technically, she was his grandmother, but he wasn’t going to say that.

      “Sorry. I’m a little stressed.”

      “It’s okay. Anyway, I’m here because I have some connections that might help us with the current situation.”

      Nodding as he unwrapped his arms from around Jasmine, Alex looked at Mrs. Tepes. Nyx and Jasmine took up a position on either side of him. He could tell who was on which side without even looking by the size of the breasts pushing into his arms. The ones on his left were smaller.

      “I think it’s time you explained what’s happening,” Alex said.

      Mrs. Tepes nodded, the amused grin leaving as a grave frown marred her otherwise cute face. “You’re right. Let’s take this over to the couch, though. This explanation is going to take a while.”

      There was a sitting area in the principal’s office. Smack dab in the middle of the office, it was just two couches situated on either side of a coffee table. Of course, the coffee table also served as a holographic computer. As Mrs. Tepes sat down, she pressed a button on the side, activating a three-dimensional holographic screen. It was showing the latest news. This time there was sound to go along with the visuals.

      “And in the latest case of justice gone wrong, or perhaps I should say injustice, Jefferson de Truante, the head of the de Truante family and owner of the solar system’s most used spacelanes, was recently blackmailed by the police into giving away his daughter to this boy, Alexander Sachiel Ryker.”

      The profiles of three people appeared on the holographic display. The first was of an imposing man with slicked back gray hair and bone-chilling dark eyes. His face was set in a permanent frown. Since it only showed up to his shoulders, Alex could only just make out the beginnings of his tuxedo. The other two profiles were, of course, Alex and Jasmine.

      “While Jefferson de Truante is not accepting any interviews, he has stated privately that he is currently doing everything in his power to reclaim his daughter. It is unknown what sort of blackmail the police used to force this man into giving away his only daughter, but I can say that we at the Mars Interstellar News Department are appalled by the police force’s actions in regards to this matter. The police are meant to protect our citizens, and yet now, it appears they are doing everything in their power to harm them.”

      Alex tried to ignore the shiver that ran down his spine as he watched the holographic image. Jasmine and Nyx sat on either side of him. While Nyx’s expression remained mostly impassive, her eyes had narrowed as she glared at the screen. Meanwhile, Jasmine had grabbed his hand and was holding it tightly enough that he felt his bones crack. He gripped her hand back.

      “I’m surprised he did something like this,” Alex said at last. “Isn’t he afraid of the police leaking his illicit activities to the news?”

      Mrs. Tepes shook her head. “That’s become a non-issue. The other day, someone managed to hack into the Mars Police’s database. They pulled all of the information regarding Jefferson de Truante’s activities. Sometime yesterday evening or perhaps early this morning, he pulled out of all the illegal operations we had information on. Even if the police used that information, it wouldn’t stick in a court of law anymore.”

      “I see. So the blackmail is no longer valid.” Alex would have pinched the bridge of his nose if his arms had been free.

      “Oh ho. What about how Father used mind-altering drugs to try and force me into an arranged marriage?” asked Jasmine. “Surely that would be incriminating enough to ruin his reputation, would it not?”

      “It would be, and we’re definitely planning to leak that knowledge to the media.” Mrs. Tepes paused. “The problem is that we have no idea how he’ll retaliate. We should assume that he has a plan in place for when we go public with this. Perhaps he’ll try to spin it around by stating that we created falsified information, or maybe he’ll state the police manipulated the video that shows you locked in a room and being fed drugged food to try to discredit him. There’s no telling what he’ll do.”

      “The problem is that he has the initiative,” Auntie Morella stated as she sat next to Mrs. Tepes. “Since he made the first move, the initiative is on his side. Any move the police make is going to seem like they’re trying to discredit a good man who just wants his daughter back.” She sighed. “I have to admit, that man knows how to use the media to his advantage. The police can’t afford to make any overt moves right now, but they’ll have to do something soon. Not saying anything is just as incriminating as going public with Jefferson’s wrongdoings.”

      Alex didn’t want to admit it, but he had no idea what he should do in this situation. He’d never dealt with the media before. When he had first rescued Jasmine, Alex had let Karen handle everything. Now it looked like that had been a mistake. He should have handled this himself.

      “What are the police doing about this?” asked Nyx.

      Mrs. Tepes blinked as the unobtrusive girl spoke for the first time. She’d probably forgotten the quiet assassin was even there. Nyx had a strange power to mask her presence, or maybe it was a passive ability she had picked up during her line of work.

      “The police currently have their hands full not only trying to quell the media but also discover how the information was leaked and who did it,” Mrs. Tepes said. “If they can find out who leaked that information, they could capture him and force him to make a public confession… but even that comes with its own problems.”

      Alex didn’t know what problems that would cause, so he decided to focus on something else.

      “Do the police have any leads?”

      “Not exactly.” Mrs. Tepes leaned back. Her tights squeaked as she crossed her left leg over her right. “They know where the information was stolen from and when. It happened after Kazekiri had passed out. Someone came into the file maintenance office, downloaded the information while it was being transferred to the backup storage, and then left before Kazekiri was found by a coworker. The problem is that the holo-cams in the file maintenance office all shorted at the exact moment our hacker entered the room.”

      Alex winced as he realized how Kazekiri would take this when she found out. She had a heavy sense of responsibility, and this was going to make her feel awful. He didn’t think of keeping this from her, however, since that wouldn’t help their situation. For now, he focused on the current matter at hand, and that was acquiring as much information as possible.

      “He broke the holo-cams?” asked Alex.

      “No. They just shorted for five minutes. They went back online immediately after the hacker left.”

      “So it wasn’t an EMP then…”

      Alex tilted his head and digested this information, closing his eyes as he ran through the possibilities. There were only so many ways someone could make holo-cams go offline for a certain period of time and then go back online once said person was done with whatever they wanted to accomplish. The question was: did they manually turn the holo-cams off and back on when they were done, or did they use a device that automatically shut it off for a set period of time?

      He posed this question to Mrs. Tepes, who grimaced and said, “Neither. When I say ‘shorted,’ I mean the holo-cams went into a loop. It took the sixty seconds before the Kazekiri fainted and replayed it over and over again for five minutes. It was also done in such a way that it didn’t affect the clock. This is why no one knew about what happened to Kazekiri until after the hacker had already left.”

      Alex felt a cold chill race down his spine. He didn’t think Mrs. Tepes realized what her words had done to him because she had gone off into her own little world, but both Jasmine and Nyx stared at him in concern when his arms went stiff. Slowly turning his neck toward Auntie Morella, he stared into her eyes as the blood drained from his face.

      “Auntie Morella…”

      “Yes.” Auntie Morella nodded. Her expression was quite grave. “It seems whoever hacked the holo-cams did so using that device you invented when you were younger, or something very similar to it.”

      For the first time in his life, Alex truly regretted something he had created.
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      Alex discussed what they should do with Auntie Morella and Mrs. Tepes for another half an hour. Several plans were in the works, but it would take a few days to implement them. Until that time came, Alex was told to keep a low profile.

      Jasmine went back to class after the discussion. While he was worried about Jefferson de Truante trying to do something to her, Mrs. Tepes had said that he shouldn’t worry because nothing would happen for now. Thanks to the approach that Jefferson had used—namely getting the media involved—he could not afford to take any overt actions either. That would negate everything he had done and ruin his reputation.

      Alex went back home with Nyx. Madison was waiting for them when they arrived.

      “Hello, Master.”

      She grabbed the hem of her black and white lace skirt and curtsied, her long brown hair parting gently around the antenna-like protrusions sticking out of her head. Alex acknowledged the robot maid with a wan smile.

      “Madison. Did anything happen while we were gone?”

      “Nothing interesting.”

      “That so? Well, okay.”

      “I did see you and Mistress on the news.”

      “So you already know about what happened.”

      After he and Nyx removed their footwear, Alex wandered into the living room and gave Madison a basic rundown of their current situation. He didn’t tell her too much. He was already planning to give an extensive breakdown for the girls, but he told her enough to bring up his next point.

      “That’s why I’m going to need you to do the shopping from now on.”

      Alex could have been mistaken, but the moment he finished speaking those words, Madison’s eyes seemed to light up. It was like her photoreceptors were adjusting their lighting and creating a sparkle effect that he hadn’t seen before, but he was pretty sure that was not a part of her programing. She looked happy, however. Way too happy. Alex felt his face slowly growing deadpan as the robot maid began to practically glow.

      “I would be more than happy to take care of all the shopping, Master. Please leave it to me.”

      He grimaced but nodded. “Thank you.”

      “I can also do the cooking, the cleaning, the laundry, and the—”

      “Are you trying to take away all my jobs?!”

      “Of course not. I am merely trying to lighten Master’s workload.”

      Alex sighed. It was true that he had created Madison to help take care of Jasmine, but he didn’t program this love for doing household chores into her. He wondered where she had picked it up. Actually, he also wondered about her fashion sense. Was it Jasmine’s personal love of maids that made Madison dress like this, or had Jasmine’s love of maids come about because Madison dressed like this?

      The galaxy may never know.

      School still wasn’t out yet, so Alex spent the next few hours with Nyx. Normally, when they were alone, they would discuss battle tactics and combat, but this time, they watched holodramas. He just didn’t have the desire to think about anything too deeply.

      Sadly, a lot of the holo-channels were showing the news—specifically, they were talking about how Alex and the police had conspired to steal Jasmine away from Jefferson de Truante. Alex flipped through several channels before he realized that Jefferson really had gone all out. With a discontent grunt, he turned off the holo-vid and sank into the couch.

      “That man is very good at taking the initiative,” Nyx said. “He has basically inundated every channel with news meant to manipulate the hearts and minds of the people. He’s a good politician.”

      Jefferson de Truante was weaponizing the media to sway public opinion in his favor and against Alex. This tactic involved saturating all available holo-channels with a narrative that portrayed Alex and the police as conspirators committing the unjust act of taking away Jasmine from him. By monopolizing the media’s content, Jefferson ensured that viewers were exposed only to his narrative, influencing how the public perceived the situation.

      This was highly effective for several reasons. The first was that it ensured the public only heard Jefferson’s side of the story, which would make it difficult for counter-narratives to gain traction. By repeatedly exposing the public to a specific message, it increased the chances of people accepting his perception of events as the truth. Manipulating the media also allowed Jefferson to frame the story in a way that appealed to the public’s emotions. This would generate sympathy for him and disdain for Alex. What’s more, when a message is ubiquitous, it can gain credibility simply because of its omnipresence. People might think, “If everyone is talking about it, there must be some truth to it.” And by dominating the media landscape, Jefferson was making difficult for Alex or anyone else to present an alternative perspective or defend their actions.

      This approach was what Alex would expect from a corrupt politician. It was often used in political campaigns and propaganda efforts, where controlling the narrative could sway public opinion, mobilize support, and delegitimize opponents.

      Alex grunted again as these thoughts ran through his head. “He also makes a good pain in the ass.”

      “Most politicians do.”

      “Do you have experience with politics?”

      “No, but I have met many politicians.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes. Sometimes politicians would hire me to assassinate their competitors, and sometimes, I would be hired to assassinate corrupt politicians.”

      “… I should have expected that.” Alex tilted his head back, letting it rest against the couch, and looked at the ceiling. “What do you think I should do about this?”

      Nyx got off the couch and went over to the holovid. She pulled out the gaming system that Ariel had installed. This one wasn’t virtual reality. It was a simpler console where a person used a controller to dictate the actions of an avatar on the holovid.

      She turned everything on, then came back over to the couch, but instead of sitting on the couch, she placed her pert bum on his lap. Alex shifted as a small and shapely butt rubbed against him. Nyx was still wearing the clothing he had bought for her, so the feeling was muted thanks to the coattail-like ends, but it didn’t change how distracting the feel of her butt on his lap was.

      He was going to grow harder than a rock at this rate.

      The game that Nyx had decided to play was a fighting game with a story. The setting was Earth, and the character was an assassin who had been used and betrayed by the game’s villain. It was one of those games where the player went through various levels, fighting off enemies, solving puzzles, and working their way through each level until they fought the last boss.

      As she pressed the buttons on her controller, Nyx answered his question, “I’m not sure if there’s anything you can do in a situation like this. Normally, I would have suggested you have this man assassinated.”

      “I don’t think that will do me any good,” Alex said dryly.

      “Right.” Nyx nodded as she made her character do an aerial combo that sent her enemies flying. She had gotten quite good at games like this. He wondered if being an assassin helped her gaming aptitude. “I don’t think so either. It might get Jefferson out of your hair, but it will create a lot more problems.” She paused to mash more buttons. Her character suddenly sliced up several enemies, blood spraying everywhere as body parts flew. What a brutal game! “Whenever I assassinated a powerful political figure, it would always cause unrest. There were many times where I had to lay low and wait for the panic to subside before making my escape. If Jefferson were to suddenly die, I’m sure you would be the first suspect.”

      “Meaning I would have to go into hiding, or perhaps even leave the solar system,” Alex mused as he placed his chin on the crown of Nyx’s head. He took a deep breath. Her hair smelled like his shampoo.

      “Probably,” she agreed.

      Alex sighed. There were so many issues cropping up now. Everyone knew that Ariel, Gabrielle, and Michelle were the daughters of King Lucifer, the man who controlled more than 3/4ths of the galaxy. They knew that he was engaged to Gabrielle. The media had even been trying to get an interview with them—discreetly, of course. Now they knew that he and the police had blackmailed Jefferson de Truante, but the facts had been twisted to make him look like the bad guy. This was sure to put a huge dent in his reputation. More importantly than that, however, it was sure to make the lives of his family even more difficult.

      “It seems that for every problem you solve, several more appear to take its place.”

      You can say that again…

      “I think you should just kill this cockwad and anyone who associates with him. That will solve all your problems.”

      “Violence may solve the immediate issue, but it will create even more dangerous and long-lasting problems.”

      “You’re just a pussy. There’s no problem that violence or sex can’t solve.”

      “That is a gross overstatement…”

      Alex let the Asmodeus and Voice Number Two argue inside of his head. He didn’t even care what they did anymore.

      Madison soon returned from her trip to the store, carrying several large bags of food. She could have had it delivered like he did. Alex guessed that Madison felt it was important to do everything herself instead of relying on others. She didn’t even let him help her carry everything to the kitchen or put anything away when he offered.

      “Please do not concern yourself with such a trivial task, Master. Just leave the simple chores like this to me.”

      “You really are trying to steal my role in this household.”

      With Madison putting away the groceries, Alex decided to get ready to pick up the girls from school, which would be ending soon. However, as he was prepared to head into the entrance hall, Nyx stopped him.

      “I do not think leaving would be a good idea right now,” she said in a serious voice—well, an emotionless one, but still. “Remember, Caridna Tepes told you to keep a low profile. I believe that right now, what you should really be doing is staying at home.”

      “I… I suppose you have a point.”

      Alex didn’t like the idea of staying at home, which felt too much like admitting to the solar system that he was guilty, but he also couldn’t deny that Nyx had a point. He had been told to keep a low profile. That generally meant not letting himself be seen by the public.

      “Do not worry,” Nyx assured him. “I’ll escort everyone back home safely.”

      Alex conceded with a resigned smile. “Of that I have no doubt.”

      Since it looked like Nyx would be going without him and Madison had no need for his help, Alex headed back into the living room and sat down on the couch. He thought about turning on the holovid. Then he decided not to; all he’d see would be the media butchering his reputation.

      The living room was silent as Alex sat there. With nothing to occupy him, all he had were his own thoughts… and the voices inside of his head.

      “Aww! Is the poor whiddle baby sad?”

      Shut up…

      “Would you wike mommy to help you feel better?”

      “I agree with Alexander. Please shut your mouth.”

      “Hmph. You two are no fun. Pair of fucking sticks in the mud. I bet you two would make great circle-jerk buddies.”

      “I have no idea what that is, but it doesn’t sound pleasant.”

      “That’s because you’re a prude.”

      Alex reached up to rub his eyes, wondering if the exhaustion seeping into his bones was from this conversation or his whole situation.

      So much had happened since Gabrielle had come into his life. When he had agreed to protect the girl from her father’s machinations, he had no idea what kind of trouble that would bring. Assassins. Harems. Villains. Kings seeking her hand in marriage. Civil wars outside this solar system. Planets that needed help. There was a whole list of incidents that he’d dealt with, but it seemed like the more of these problems he solved, the more problems appeared to take their place. It was a never-ending cycle.

      He didn’t regret his decision. He would never regret it. Still, he did wish the galaxy would just stop pestering him for a bit. Just a bit. Even a day to himself where nothing happened would be nice.

      “We’re home!”

      The shout echoing from the hallway made him jolt. He must have been dozing longer than he’d thought. Standing up, Alex was prepared to greet the girls, when the door to the living room slid open and a silver-haired blur raced inside.

      “Alex!”

      “Gabrie—”

      As the air left his lungs in a loud woosh! and his body left the ground as someone slammed into it, Alex realized that he should have seen this coming.

      He should have been more vigilant.
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        * * *

      

      Alex needed to inform everyone about what had happened. Everyone was sitting in the living room. Since he wanted everyone to pay attention to him, Alex stood in front of them.

      He let them know about how someone had hacked into the police database, how Jefferson de Truante had used that information to cease all of his illicit operations so the information was now useless, and how he had contacted the media and was using them to vilify Alex and the police in an attempt to reclaim Jasmine by swaying public opinion. He made sure to inform them of everything he knew, leaving nothing out.

      “Jasmine has already informed us of the basics, but she neglected to tell us everything. It seems the situation is more dire than we thought,” Michelle said as she twirled her hair between her fingers and bit her lower lip.

      “Oh ho ho ho ho! I only told you the basics because I knew that Alex would be able to explain everything better than myself. I might be the Queen of Information, but I had a limited amount of time to work with while at school.”

      “If you say so.”

      “Oh ho ho ho ho ho!”

      Ariel, Alice, Jasmine, and Michelle were sitting on one of the couches. The other couch was occupied by Gabrielle, Kazekiri, and Nyx. Madison stood behind Jasmine.

      “I’m sorry,” Kazekiri said softly, looking at her socks. She placed one foot over the other and clenched her toes. “This is all my fault. That person was able to steal the information the police had on Jefferson because I gave them the opportunity.”

      “That’s not true at all!” Gabrielle said. “This isn’t your fault. Someone like this hacker would have found another way to get that information regardless. You shouldn’t blame yourself for something that would have happened anyway.”

      “Gabrielle is right,” Alice added. “Troublesome people like that have a canny way of getting what they want. I’m sure they would have hacked into the database even if you hadn’t fainted. Don’t concern yourself with troublesome recriminations. It won’t help.”

      “Alice… Gabrielle…” Kazekiri looked at the two in shock.

      “Blaming yourself is all well and good, but shouldn’t we be finding a way to fix this?” asked Ariel, finally speaking. “I’m not very smart, so I don’t know what we can do about this whole thing, but it sounds to me like we shouldn’t be sitting here on our asses. We should take action.”

      “There isn’t much we can do right now,” Alex said with a shrug. “I’ve been asked by Caridna Tepes to lay low, while the police try to deal with this problem. Also, Auntie Morella has already offered to help. I’m not sure what she’s planning, but she mentioned that I should remain on standby until she’s ready.”

      “Auntie Morella?” Michelle asked.

      “She’s our grandmother,” Alice answered. “You haven’t met her yet. She’s a troublesome old hag who gets angry when we don’t call her ‘auntie.’”

      “I’ve met her!” Gabrielle raised a hand and beamed at everyone. “She’s a very nice lady! She’s so elegant and cool! I like her kitty ears!”

      “Kitty ears?” Ariel muttered in an uncertain tone.

      “I’m very interested in meeting this ‘Auntie Morella’ now.” Michelle was still twirling her hair, but the pace had slowed back to normal. Alex wondered if he could calculate the rotation rate of her hair twirls.

      “Oh ho ho ho ho! Morella Ryker is a person worthy of admiration. It was she who inspired me to buy my mother’s maid café before Father could demolish it.”

      “Then it sounds like this lady is definitely something special,” Michelle said.

      “Or she’s crazy,” Ariel muttered.

      “Anyway.” Alex clapped his hands to get everyone’s attention. “That’s all I wanted to tell you right now. I’ll let you girls know when something comes up, but until then, I probably won’t be leaving the house much. I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t be sorry.” Michelle smiled at him. “None of this is your fault.”

      “My sis is right,” Ariel added. “This is all because of that idiot who wants to put Jasmine under his thumb again.”

      As the others expressed their agreement with the two Angelisian princesses, Alex smiled. “I know. Thank you.”

      Since there was nothing left that needed to be said, everyone split up to do their own thing. Of course, Alice immediately went for the holovid and turned it on to watch Titan Girls. Sadly, Titan Girls currently wasn’t being aired because every station was playing the news. Alice’s despairing wail that echoed throughout the house was something Alex had never heard before.

      Upon realizing that Titan Girls was out of the question, Michelle, Nyx, and Jasmine went for the game system, turning it on to play one of those fighting games that allowed up to four players. It was called Space Fighters VII.

      Gabrielle went down to the lab. Alex told her not to do too much work since dinner would be ready soon. Meanwhile, a depressed Alice followed Kazekiri up to her room alongside Ariel. Alex didn’t know what they were going to do. Girl stuff, probably.

      He decided to go into the kitchen and get started on dinner. However, a problem occurred when he attempted to begin preparations.

      “Please do not concern yourself with dinner, Master. I am sure there are many more important things you could be doing right now.”

      “And I told you there’s nothing like that. Now step away from the fridge.”

      “I am afraid that I cannot do that. As you know, I am a maid, and it is a maid’s honor to prepare breakfast, lunch, and dinner for her masters and mistresses.”

      “Don’t use that as an excuse! You aren’t even a real maid! And quit trying to take away my responsibilities!”

      Alex and Madison were staring at each other, one wearing a frightening glare, while the other looked on with impassivity and a very maid-like smile.

      He had been going to make dinner. However, upon entering the kitchen, he had discovered that Madison was already grabbing ingredients from the fridge in preparation to make dinner herself. Needless to say, Alex had not been pleased.

      “I am not trying to take away your job, Master. I just think that with everything that’s happened, it would be better if Master used this time to relax.”

      “And I’m telling you that this is relaxing! I need to do something or I’m going to go stir-crazy!”

      “Why not enjoy time inventing with Gabrielle?”

      “What? And make the whole house explode because I accidentally crossed two wires while I was distracted thinking about what Jefferson is doing? No thanks. She’s better off without me getting in the way right now.”

      “Then would it not be better for you to not interfere while I’m cooking? You might burn the house down.”

      “I can cook with my eyes blindfolded!”

      He wondered when Madison had become so rebellious. Of course he hadn’t programmed her with absolute obedience. She wouldn’t have been a good companion for Jasmine if she’d followed the girl’s every command without question. She was also a true AI, which meant she learned by living and experiencing new things. At the same time, she had never displayed such an adamant desire to not let him cook, and she had never tried to steal his jobs like this before.

      Alex prided himself on being a good brother and homemaker. Ever since he and Alice started living alone all those years ago, he had done the cooking, the cleaning, and the laundry. He made the beds, ironed the clothes by hand, and made sure Alice was keeping up her grades and doing her homework.

      He could have bought or created machines that did most of this automatically. There were plenty of basic robots that had simple programming designed for a single function like folding laundry, and indeed, Alex had even made a few himself (most exploded in his face), just to see if he could do it. But he hadn’t used any of them. He did everything by hand. He did it all himself. Alex wanted to set a good example for his sister.

      In an age where any function could be performed by a machine, it was important to learn how to do basic chores yourself. People who relied on robots and machines to do everything for them eventually became lazy. Alex had no intention of ever letting that happen to either himself or his sister.

      And now Madison, an artificial intelligence that he’d built for Jasmine, was trying to take away his example-setting jobs.

      He wasn’t about to let that happen.

      I need to think of something I can use to force Madison to back off, but what could I…

      A thought occurred to him, an idea really. Madison seemed to have an intense interest in photographing the, uh, sexual activity between him and Jasmine. Whenever they were making out, sleeping together, or cuddling, Madison was there, snapping holo-pics of them. He didn’t know what she did with those pictures. He was afraid to ask. However, they gave him an idea.

      “Madison,” he said calmly to the robot/maid who stood protectively in front of the fridge like a bouncer droid at a nightclub.

      “Yes, Master?”

      “If you do not let me cook dinner, then during your next routine check-up, I will probe the programs controlling your functions, and change them so you are incapable of working a holo-cam.”

      Madison received a routine check-up once a week. She needed them for multiple reasons. Her circuits were incredibly delicate for one, but it was also because she was a true artificial intelligence capable of learning and expressing emotions. If she didn’t receive routine maintenance on the numerous pieces of fine circuitry that made up her operating system and core functions, her “mind” would become incapable of functioning properly. It could cause her to go out of control, or worse, lose all of her primary functions.

      Alex, being her creator, was the only person who could do these check-ups.

      Her eyes widened to the size of caffa cups.

      “You wouldn’t!”

      “...”

      Alex said nothing. Madison looked away.

      “Okay, you would. But don’t!”

      “… If you don’t want me to take away your ability to snap cute holo-pics of me and Jasmine, then let me cook.”

      The two stared at each other. Alex understood that this was the pivotal moment. He couldn’t afford to give in here. If he looked away, then Madison would call him out on his bluff, and then he would actually have to go through with it. That would be akin to tearing out his own heart. In some ways, Madison was like a daughter to him… even though she looked like she could be his older sister.

      Finally, Madison’s shoulders slumped. “You have become quite cruel, Master. All this maid wants to do is help you. Why must you treat her so cruelly?”

      Alex allowed himself a smile. “If you want to help me, then you can do so by setting the table.”

      “Yes, Master.”
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        * * *

      

      It was the morning after the situation with Jefferson had come to light. Since Alex was essentially confined to his house, it meant he couldn’t go on the routine runs with Kazekiri in the morning, which he had been hoping to restart. That being the case, Alex had asked if she would be okay with sparring in the simulation chamber instead.

      Kazekiri had agreed.

      Watching from the sidelines was Nyx, who stood with her arms crossed, the long ends of her black skirt fluttering in the simulated breeze. She gazed impassively as Alex and Kazekiri fought.

      The girl came in with a series of swift kicks. He blocked them, the sounds of her foot smashing into his forearm echoing around them with a dull thud each time. That wasn’t the end of her attacks, though. During her last kick, Kazekiri hooked her foot around his forearm and tried to pull him forward. Alex grunted as he bent his knees and braced himself.

      He only slid toward her for about two centimeters. Yanking his arm back, Alex tried to pull the girl into his waiting first, but Kazekiri was quick enough to disengage. She retracted her foot and leapt back.

      That was a smart move. However, Alex had already suspected she would do this and leapt forward to keep the pressure on. He bombarded her with a series of swift punches and kicks.

      Kazekiri tried to block them. She watched his torso for the tell-tale twitch that let her know he would attack, but Alex had grown used to fighting Nyx, who could mask her movements with feints and flashy maneuvers.

      He spun around, a full 360-degrees, and launched a powerful spinning heel kick that struck her across the face. Kazekiri spun around before crumpling bonelessly to the ground.

      Alex stared at the downed form of his sparring partner.

      “Er… Kazekiri, are you okay?”

      Kazekiri didn’t move.

      “Kazekiri?”

      When Kazekiri still didn’t respond, Nyx walked up and rolled the girl onto her back. She crouched over the girl and pulled open one of her eyelids. Alex couldn’t see what Kazekiri’s pupil looked like, but Nyx was more than happy to inform him about her findings.

      “She’s out cold.” Nyx looked up. “It looks like your kick rattled her skull.”

      “Oh…” Alex scratched the back of his head. “Well, shoot. I didn’t mean to hurt her that bad.”

      “At least you didn’t kill her.”

      Mr. Simulation converted physical damage into mental stress, so it was technically impossible to die in this world. That said, Nyx had killed Alex many times… many, many times, and while all of the pain from being killed was inside of his mind, it didn’t change the simple fact that being killed sucked. It really, really sucked.

      Since Kazekiri was out cold, Alex decided to stop here. He scooped the girl into his arms, and then sat down against a tree, leaning his back against the bark as he positioned Kazekiri so that her head was resting against his thighs. Nyx sat on his left, leaning against his shoulder.

      Their current setting was a forest. He’d decided on this one because he liked forests, and it wouldn’t necessarily matter which setting they used when all they were doing was simple hand-to-hand combat training.

      Alex looked at the trees surrounding them as he placed a hand against Kazekiri’s forehead and tenderly brushed her hair. Her pale-yellow hair was quite silky, even though it was currently drenched in sweat. He enjoyed running his fingers through it.

      Kazekiri eventually jerked awake. Her eyes snapped open and she looked around, startled.

      “Oh, you’re up,” Alex said. Kazekiri looked at him as he grinned down at her. “I’m sorry about that last attack. I didn’t think it would be so effective.”

      Kazekiri said nothing. She just stared. Her eyes were wide, face pale. She resembled a startled rabbit.

      “Um, Kazekiri?”

      “KYA!”

      “What the—OUCH!!”

      Intense pain flared in Alex’s chin as Kazekiri tried to sit up too quickly for him to move his head out of the way. Her cranium rammed straight into his jaw. For a moment, Alex saw nothing but white. Of course, Kazekiri ended up back where she started, but that was only for a moment, the time it took to roll off his thighs.

      “Owch…” Alex mumbled. “Did you really have to respond so violently?”

      “I-I am sorry.” Kazekiri sat up and rubbed the part of her forehead that had been used as a battering ram. “I didn’t meant to—no, wait! This isn’t my fault!” She pointed at him. “W-why were you letting me use your thighs as a pillow?!”

      “I wanted to keep your head elevated, and my thighs are softer than the ground.” Alex rubbed his jaw. “Anyway, aren’t you my girlfriend now? It isn’t that unusual for a boyfriend to act as his girlfriend’s lap pillow, is it?”

      Kazekiri’s cheeks turned red as she looked away. “W-well, I guess not…”

      “Right. So it’s not my fault. It’s your fault for overreacting.”

      Kazekiri looked like she wanted to argue. Her mouth was even open to say something, and from the way her brows were furrowed in agitation, it was clear that she had nothing nice to say. She didn’t; slowly closing her mouth, the girl hunched her shoulders together as if she was trying to make herself smaller.

      “I… you’re right. I’m sorry.”

      Alex smiled at her apology. “It’s okay. Anyway, Nyx, why don’t you give Kazekiri your assessment?”

      “Okay.”

      Nyx stood up and walked away from the tree. Kazekiri followed the girl’s movements, her head craning around to keep the dark-haired assassin in her sights.

      Red eyes gazed upon Kazekiri with startling emotionlessness. Alex was used to it. Kazekiri wasn’t. She looked away.

      “While you have above average reflexes for a human and a good head on your shoulders, it’s clear that you aren’t very used to fighting someone who has experience using deception and feints.” Nyx tilted her head. “I’ve heard from Alex that Atreyu Academy has courses you can take where students spar against one another and the instructor.”

      “Y-yes, that is correct,” Kazekiri said.

      “I’m assuming that no one among your class is very good at using tactics designed to trick and deceive opponents?”

      Kazekiri’s nose wrinkled as she thought about what to say. Nyx waited patiently for the girl’s face went through a series of emotions.

      “No.” She shook her head. “There isn’t anyone who does that.”

      “I assumed as much.” Nodding to herself, Nyx crossed her arms. “Deception, feints, and misdirection are things people learn from experience. They cannot be taught, not in the traditional sense. Theory and lectures only get you so far. Only by fighting against someone who can mask their movements and hide their true intentions can you learn to counter them. We’ll have to correct this flaw in your fighting by having you spar with Alex and myself from now on. It’ll be more beneficial for you than sparring against Ariel, which was what I initially planned on having you do.”

      It was almost amusing to watch the much smaller Nyx lecture Kazekiri, who was larger both in height and bust size. The petite assassin stood before the younger girl. Kazekiri was sitting with her legs folded underneath her thighs, hanging off every word that the former assassin said.

      “O-okay, I understand.” Kazekiri nodded.

      Nyx looked oddly satisfied. “Good.”

      It looked like the lecture was finished. Alex stood up as Nyx walked over to him. Kazekiri also stood, though her legs wobbled a bit. The room was still in simulation mode, so she continued to feel the effects of his kick.

      “Program. End,” Alex said.

      The simulation shut off. Kazekiri blinked several times as the feeling in her head from both his kick and her headbutt faded.

      “I’ll never get used to that,” she muttered.

      “Wait until you spar with Nyx. You’ll either get used to it or suffer a mental breakdown,” Alex said.

      Kazekiri paled. “That doesn’t sound pleasant. Maybe I should just spar with you.”

      “No,” Nyx said. “Alex doesn’t have as much experience as I do. He also cannot fight with as much variety as I can. I have mastered multiple fighting styles, and I am proficient in many more. You wouldn’t benefit as much from sparring against just him.” Nyx turned her head to stare at Kazekiri. “Don’t worry. I’ll kill you gently.”

      “I’d prefer it if you didn’t kill me at all!”

      They split up after exiting Mr. Simulation. Kazekiri went to take a shower and Nyx… it looked like she was heading into the living room. He assumed she was going to play video games.

      Alex went back upstairs, heading to his room first, where he changed out of his bodysuit and into his angelisian crisis suit. Since he was sparring with Kazekiri, Alex had thought it would be unfair of him to wear the crisis suit, which enhanced his physical prowess by a factor of two. On a side note, it was still a bitch to put on.

      Once the crisis suit synchronized to his body, Alex slid his jeans up his legs, pulled a shirt over his head, and slid his arms into his jacket. Now dressed, he went back outside and began wandering over to Jasmine’s room. He wanted to discuss something with her before everyone else woke up.

      “AAHH!!”

      At the sound of Jasmine’s scream, Alex shot into a sprint. He didn’t even bother using his passcode to unlock the door. He called upon his Aura of Creation, the aura that all angelisians possessed, and blasted the door off its hinges with a giant beam cannon that shot from his palm.

      “Jasmine! What’s wrong?! Are you… okay… what in the…?”

      Alex raced in through the door, panic and concern overriding everything else, but those feelings slowly faded as he got a glimpse of what was happening.

      Jasmine was on the floor, squirming around—no, writhing about like she was pleasuring her most sensitive areas. That probably had something to do with the semi-translucent creature currently wrapped around her. Two long appendage-like things were coiling around her breasts—her bare breasts. They rubbed and squeezed her fleshy mounds, caressing her bright pink nipples. Another appendage was rubbing her crotch, which was not covered by anything, not even a pair of panties.

      If that was the only problem, Alex might not have stopped cold as he did. However, as she writhed on the floor like Gabrielle when he was going down on her, loud moans escaped her lewdly parted lips, from which trails of drool leaked. With her back arching, her toes spasming as fought against the creature’s sexual assault, Jasmine struck an image of eroticism that made Alex have to fight the very strong instinct to, well, to join the weird… whatever this was.

      The only thing more unusual than what was happening to Jasmine was Madison taking holo-pics.

      “Yes! This is it! That pose, that writhing, the way your breasts are being erotically squeezed together as it turns your nipples into a pair of hard points! This is perfect! Keep it up!”

      “Oh ho! W-w-what are you—Oh ho ho!—what are you doing!! Hurry up and help—OOOH!!”

      Alex took all this in with the calmness of a man who had no clue what was happening, how it had happened, or how he should feel about what he was seeing. He had the weirdest boner right now.

      “Excuse me,” he called out. “Would someone explain what’s going on here?”

      “Oh, Master.” Madison stopped taking pictures long enough to curtsy. “I was coming in to wake up Mistress when I found her being assaulted by this creature.”

      Alex glanced at the squirming, moaning Jasmine, and then looked away. He readjusted himself.

      “And you didn’t think to rescue her because…?”

      “Obviously because she looks so erotic. I’ve never seen her like this before, so I had to commemorate it with some photos.”

      “Right…”

      “Oh ho! Stop talking, you two—oh oh oh!—stop talking and help me!” Jasmine screamed at them both.

      By this point, it looked like the creature really was going to take things past the point of no return, so Alex flared his Aura of Creation, used it to contain the creature, and yanked it off Jasmine. As the now completely naked blonde lay gasping on the ground, he turned around and stared at the thing now in his hands.

      It was a fleshy creature with a bulbous head and tentacles. He’d never seen anything quite like it, but he was vaguely reminded of an octopus, which he’d seen when he and Gabrielle went to the aquarium.

      As he stared at the creature, the door to Jasmine’s room suddenly opened and Ariel walked in.

      “Hey,” she began, “Have any of you seen my pet? It went missing the moment I took my eyes off—err…”

      As Ariel took in the scene before her, Alex silently gazed at the young girl as her eyes flicked from Jasmine, to him, to Madison, to the thing in his hands, and then back to Jasmine.

      “I take it this is yours,” he said suddenly.

      “Yeah…” Ariel reached out for the thing in his hand, which joyously leapt out of his palm and into her arms.

      “Please keep a better eye on your pets,” Alex admonished the girl.

      Ariel gave an emphatic if weak nod. “R-right. I will.”

      “Good.”

      Alex quickly left the room as Madison began helping Jasmine to her feet. There was no way he could deal with this situation right now.
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        * * *

      

      “Hey, hey! Isn’t that Jasmine?”

      “It is. I’m surprised she’s still coming to school.”

      “Do you think it’s true what they say?”

      “What do they say?”

      “You know… about her being Alex’s sex slave.”

      “What? No way. Have you seen how that guy acts? He’s way too accommodating. Besides, he’s already engaged to that alien princess, right?”

      “Gabrielle. Yeah, that’s what I heard, but maybe one girl wasn’t enough for him, you know?”

      Jasmine ignored the conversations happening all around her, just as she pretended the stares directed her way didn’t exist.

      She didn’t care what these idiots thought. They were just simpletons who didn’t understand the intricacies of her relationship with Alexander. Yes, as the Queen of Not Giving Any Fucks, she certainly did not care what these foolish, moronic, idiotic, foul, loathsome cretins said about her and Alexander.

      “You’re making an awfully scary face there,” Reenie said.

      “Oh ho ho ho ho ho! Am I? Surely you jest. The Queen of Beauty never makes scary faces! Oh ho ho ho ho!”

      “Uh-huh…”

      People had been staring at her from the moment school started. At the gate, in the halls, in the bathroom… everywhere she looked, someone was staring at her.

      Of course, as the Queen of Beauty, she was well-accustomed to people staring at her. Indeed, her beauty was so dazzling that people could not help but look her way. So, yes, that was something she was used to.

      What she was not used to were the comments being thrown her way, the ones that spread all sorts of nasty rumors about her and Alexander.

      Like the one that said she was his sex slave. Alexander had not even had sex with her yet. At most, they had gone to second or third base. As a true gentleman, Alexander had told her that he would go no further until she was older. This was in spite of the fact that it was perfectly legal for them to have sex.

      There was also the one that said he had blackmailed her into becoming his mistress. As if! Jasmine was Alexander’s second wife! The hierarchy had been decided a while ago, and that was the role she had accepted. Gabrielle was the first wife because she had to be. However, Jasmine was no mistress.

      While these thoughts flitted through her head, her friends continued talking.

      “What do you make of this situation, Alice?” asked Neela.

      Alice groaned as she lifted her head from the desk. “Don’t look at me. This whole situation is too troublesome to deal with.”

      Neela turned from Alice to the angelisian princesses. “Michelle?”

      “Mm…” Michelle twirled a strand of hair between her fingers as she looked off into the distance. “It’s definitely a complicated situation to be sure. We’ve never had to deal with something like this before, since no other solar system has the same issue with polygamous relationships, but it’s not like similar instances haven’t happened.”

      “Do your parents have to deal with this?” asked Reenie.

      “Ha!” Ariel barked. “If anyone talked smack about our moms, Dad would blow up that person’s planet.”

      “That’s a good joke! Blow up a planet! You crack me up!” Reenie laughed. She received silence. Her laughter died down. “You were joking around, right? That was a joke… wasn’t it?”

      Ariel and Michelle looked at each other. They looked back at Reenie.

      “Why would we joke about this?” asked Michelle.

      “I was being serious,” Ariel added.

      “Oh…” Reenie’s face went pale.

      “Your old man sounds like a scary guy,” Neela added.

      “Only if you get on his bad side,” Michelle said.

      Jasmine only paid half-attention to her friends’ conversation, more focused on thoughts of what she could do to help rectify the situation with her father… no, with her former father. She also wanted to know why. What did that man think he could gain from this?

      Jefferson de Truante had already disowned Jasmine. The paperwork for her adoption into the Ryker family had already been filed and approved of by the police department and the Bureau of Family registry. She was legally a Ryker now. Even her IDband had been changed to so the name Jasmine Ryker appeared instead of Jasmine de Truante when someone scanned it.

      Perhaps her former father was trying to cause trouble for Alexander as a means of revenge. Jasmine shook her head and dismissed the idea. Jefferson de Truante was many things, but he wouldn’t pull out of so many lucrative black market businesses out of a desire for revenge. There was something else going on. She was just missing the pieces that would let her solve this puzzle.

      Maybe he’s being pressured by the de Fénelons…

      The de Fénelon family was the one that had wanted her to marry their son, the heir of the family, Caelum. A union between the de Truantes and the de Fénelons would have been a major boon that increased the power base of both families. With the de Truante’s spacelanes and the de Fénelon’s mining operations, they could easily take control over a vast majority of the GDF. They would become the power behind the scenes.

      Alexander had ruined that when he rescued her. What’s more, the de Fénelons couldn’t do anything overt because it would mean butchering their reputation. Even a noble family had to be weary of public outrage.

      I wonder…

      Before she could take her thoughts any further, a boy with brown hair, a large nose, and two large front teeth slammed his hands onto her desk. Jasmine looked at the boy as he leered at her.

      “Oh ho. Can I help you?”

      “Is it true?” the boy asked with a leering grin.

      “Oh ho. I have no idea what you are talking about.”

      The leer grew, spreading until his mouth nearly split his face in half. “Is it true that you’re nothing but that Alex guy’s sex slave? They say he pays you a lot of money to screw his brains out every night. I heard you’re a kinky slut who’ll do anything for a credit. Maybe I should save some of my allowance money to—”

      It happened in a flash.

      Jasmine was moving before her mind could even process what she was doing.

      She slammed the heel of her left hand into the underside of his chin. She was wearing her crisis suit, invisible to all but her, so the attack was powerful enough to lift him into the air.

      Without missing a step, Jasmine placed her hands on the desk, pushed herself into a handstand, and then pushed off the desk and mule kicked the boy with both feet. She could feel the impact as the boy was launched through the air. He slammed into the wall several meters away, striking it hard before falling to the floor. A soft groan let everyone know that he was alive.
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      Jasmine landed on her feet and turned to the now silent students. She stared at each person, waiting until they looked away before moving on. When she was sure everyone knew that she meant business, she flung her drill-like hair over her shoulder and thrust out her chest.
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