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Chapter 1751 Dangerous Beauty

Though she kept getting glimpses of an explosion and seemed to remember passing out a
lot, she was too disoriented to arrange them into a sequence that made sense.

As she strained to remember, her head throbbed painfully.

Aiden was beside himself with glee. Unable to contain himself any longer, he reached out
with a greedy hand. “Come here.”

As his hand neared her bosom, Francesca'’s eyes suddenly flung wide open. Her bright eyes
glinted murderously as she caught hold of the man'’s wrist and gave a vicious twist.

“Ah!” Aiden screamed. Despite wriggling for all his might, Francesca afforded him no such
opportunity for escape.

With nimble haste, she wrapped the silver chain between her hands around his wrist and
heaved him over her shoulder to bring the large man falling onto the floor with an
earth-shattering crash.

As Aiden writhed in pain on the ground, the men below the stage were flabbergasted at the
unexpected strength and ferocity of so frail a girl.

As creatures craving novelty, they developed an intense interest in the wild woman who had
demolished all stereotypes of her gender within the span of several seconds. Some of them
had even begun wolf-whistling again.

!"

“Hah! The night hasn’t even begun and you're already tapping out, Aiden

“I like them beautiful and wild. Start the bidding for her again if Aiden’s not up for it!”



Francesca gave her throbbing head a little shake as she gazed at the men below the stage
through the cage bars. Her vision was beginning to regain its sharpness, though there were
more questions than answers she had at the moment.

“What am | doing here? What is this place?’

The back of her head seared with sudden sharpness. She reached out to touch it gingerly
and found fresh blood on her fingertips.

Even the sight of blood was unable to help her recall what had transpired.
How did | get hurt? What's my name?

As soon as the thought crossed her mind, her heart gave a leap of horror as she realized
that she could not even remember who she was.

“How dare you lay a finger on me, b*tch!” Aiden stumbled to his feet and lunged at
Francesca from behind.

Her eyes narrowed as she swung a devastating kick out to meet his face with a sickening
crunch. After crumpling to the floor in a heap, the large man moved no more.

“What's his problem?” Francesca shouted as she stepped on Aiden’s body on the way out of
the cage before realizing that her ankles had been locked together as well.

The chains upon her wrists and ankles bore many tiny bells which tinkered at her every
gesture. Though pleasant, it was severely impractical for stealth.

Her eyes swept the audience before falling onto the host. “Who did this?” she demanded,
raising a hand to display the padlocked shackles on her wrists.

The host made a gesture. Two large men appeared from the back of the stage and made
their way closer to her, sneering at the slight woman before them.

The men on the stage below grew anxious for Francesca.

Aiden was not trained for physical confrontation like the bodyguards of Casino Inferno’s
employees were. At that moment, even one of them looked too much for the frail woman to
handle.



The poor girl. Both the guards are going to manhandle her.

Francesca did not display the slightest hint of fear. Even more impressively, she strode
forward to meet her opponents.

Limping as a result of her injury, her gaze remained steady and severe.
I'll show them! Women are not to be trifled with!

Seized by a sudden impulse, Danrique felt compelled to stay and see the fight through.
Turning back around, he returned to his seat on the red leather armchair and joined the rest
of the patrons to spectate the battle below.

Having attained success at an early age, he had been desensitized toward many things. The
unorthodox actions of the woman in the cage sparked his interest.

Francesca raised her chin haughtily as she beckoned with a menacing finger.
The man on the left leered at her chest before lunging at her with his arms outstretched.

Francesca sidestepped to the opposite direction from whence he came and deftly snatched
the dagger on his hip before swiping downward.
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Chapter 1752 Fearless

As the sound of fabric tearing sounded, A split was formed on the pants of the man in black,
and floral-patterned underwear peeked through the wide hole.

“Hahaha!”

The crowd below the stage roared with laughter at the sight of the bodyguard getting
pranked by a woman.

“What a useless piece of trash!” A mocking smile appeared on Francesca'’s face. Then, she
tried to break open the chain on her hand with the dagger but frowned as her attempts were
unsuccessful.

Not daring to underestimate his opponent anymore, the furious man swung his fist toward
Francesca.

She deftly avoided his attack, then moved behind him and gave him a stab, fooling him just
like a game of cat and mouse.

Even after a long time, the man failed to lay a finger on her. On the other hand, he found
himself getting more and more injuries as time went on. It was no doubt why he was
growing more irritated.

The gamblers below the stage vehemently booed as they were full of despise toward the tall
and muscular bodyguard for not being able to defeat a weak woman.

The emcee hastily shot a look at another man in black.

Without hesitation, the other man in black stepped forward to offer his help, and the two
surrounded Francesca.



Remaining composed, Francesca nimbly climbed to the top of the cage and waved the
dagger in the air.

Upon sensing the imminent danger, one of the men managed to dodge the dagger
successfully while the other man was, unfortunately, stabbed.

Blood splattered on her face, but she did not even bat an eyelash. Instead, she took the
opportunity to grab the gun on the man’s waist and took aim at the emcee. “Pass me the
key.”

The emcee furrowed his brows and waved his hand in the air again.

Five bodyguards strode up the stage and charged toward Francesca menacingly.
Narrowing her eyes dangerously, she fired a shot toward the emcee without hesitation.
Bang!

“Ahh!”

The bullet hit the emcee on his right calf, and at once, he lost his balance and fell on one
knee before Francesca.

“Oh, my God!" The crowd flew into an uproar.

They figured that things had gotten out of control. No one had dared to stir trouble at Casino
Inferno since the mysterious boss behind it had massive powers.

This woman is obviously here to create trouble for being so fearless to fire a bullet at the
emcee.

“Give me the key!” Francesca held onto the gun and inched toward the emcee.

Following that, the five bodyguards pulled out their guns and aimed at her. Despite that, she
had no fear and arrogantly uttered, “Is the boss behind Casino Inferno so useless? All the
bodyguards he hired are all losers! They can’t even win against a woman like me!”

She glanced at the row of bodyguards behind the emcee and raised her brows. “Why don't
you all come at me at once?”



“What an insolent brat!” A stern voice that was burning in rage boomed from the corridor on
the second floor.

Francesca turned toward the voice but swept her gaze passed the person speaking and
landed on Danrique instead.

The man was seated on a deep red-colored leather chair in an exceptionally condescending
posture. He was exuding an overwhelming haughtiness and arrogance from tip to toe,
almost as if he was God that many greatly revered.

A sense of familiarity hit Francesca while she was still in a daze. | think I've seen that guy
somewhere...

However, nothing came to her mind except a sharp, intense pain in the back of her head.
She shook her head and gathered her thoughts before turning to Danrique for a
confrontation. “So, you're the mysterious boss behind Casino Inferno? Ask your men to hand
me the key and send me out of this place with due respect. Otherwise..”

She pointed the gun at Danrique. “I'll start shooting and hope for the best!”
A deadly silence filled the atmosphere as the crowd was in astonishment.

Even though they had no idea who Danrique was, they knew he was not someone to be
trifled with, given how he could sit in that private room and the fact that even the casino’s
owner had to lower himself to serve the man like how a servant would.

Moreover, that intense and domineering aura he was exuding was enough to leave everyone
in fear and trepidation. There was an exception, though, and that was none other than
Francesca.

That woman is certainly not afraid of death!

Despite Francesca'’s threat, Danrique did not even spare her a glance. It was almost as
though she was not talking to him.

The sharp, crescent-shaped dagger felt so full of murderous intent as it remained spiraling
in Francesca's palm.

“Insolence! How dare you talk to Mr. Lindberg with that tone? Take her down!”






