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  Chapter 1: Ten Billion (1)
“We common folk are truly, truly happy tonight…”

When the alarm clock rang, Li Weiyi’s hand fumbled out from under the blanket, randomly slapped it off, then buried her head back under the covers for a few more minutes before crawling up like she was grieving a great loss.

After washing up, she was already full of energy, staring with bright, sparkling large eyes. She changed into her professional suit at extremely fast speed, then draped on a lotus-pink long down jacket, applied light makeup, and dashed out the door in a whirlwind.

The apartment Li Weiyi rented was at the first station of the subway line. It took half an hour to traverse across Xiang City, and she could usually get a seat. As usual, she set a 25-minute alarm, leaned her head against the glass, and began to doze off. Her head nodding from time to time attracted constant glances from the young working man sitting beside her.

After getting off the subway, with just over ten minutes left before work started, Li Weiyi bought her favorite beef pie and soy milk from a street stall. After arriving at the company, she finished eating in five minutes, tidied herself up a bit, and was ready to start work!

Li Weiyi worked in the Finance Department of a women’s clothing company under the Muchen Group. Moreover, she was in the Strategic Analysis Team, which held the highest status and strongest expertise within the Finance Department. As the name suggested, they were responsible for planning, coordinating, analyzing, and reporting on the company’s overall financial situation.

Three years ago, when Li Weiyi graduated from university, getting this position had been quite precarious. Out of the six people in their team, aside from the veteran supervisor Zhou Dajie, the other four were all master’s degree graduates from 985 universities, with only Li Weiyi holding a bachelor’s degree.

However, Li Weiyi wasn’t intimidated. Back then, she had managed to dominate both the written test and interviews, standing alongside these master’s degree colleagues. Now, her work performance was no worse than any of theirs.

Everyone had survived the intense competition, so the atmosphere within the team was fairly united and harmonious. The entire morning passed by in tense busyness.

Li Weiyi invited Supervisor Zhou Dajie to go downstairs together for lunch. For the past year or so, the two had been lunch buddies.

They just went to a claypot rice fast-food restaurant, each ordering their own meal. Li Weiyi pulled out a box from her bag, smiling sweetly: “Sister Zhou, your favorite fresh chocolate cheese mini cakes—let’s eat them together after our meal!” There was a dessert shop near her home, and she had taken Zhou Dajie there before. Zhou Dajie had really loved it, so Li Weiyi brought some for her every few days.

Zhou Dajie laughed: “Oh my, making you spend money again! You silly girl, I told you not to bring anymore, but you just won’t listen!”

Li Weiyi hummed: “But I love eating them too!”

After finishing their meal and sharing the delicate, refreshing mini cakes, Zhou Dajie showed a satisfied expression. She looked around, then lowered her voice: “Weiyi, do you have any connections in the company, or in the Group?”

Li Weiyi still had that naive expression: “What connections? The biggest official I’m close to is you.”

That one sentence made Zhou Dajie burst out laughing again. Then she said seriously: “We’re close, so I’m telling you this. These past few years, although our company has been doing pretty well, the overall environment… you know. I’ve heard that the higher-ups already have a strategy for streamlining and improving efficiency…” She made a chopping gesture.

Li Weiyi’s heart sank: “Really? They won’t cut down to us, will they?”

Zhou Dajie sighed and said: “I heard it was decided by the big boss himself—all non-market departments need to reduce staff by 20%-30%, which means our department also needs to let go of 1 to 2 people. I heard the headquarters’ list has already been finalized, and next will be us subsidiary companies. Although your work performance has always been very good, and I’ve spoken up for you with the manager, who knows what the leaders are thinking? You should still try to find some connections. Also try to perform even better in your recent work—that would be safer too.”

Li Weiyi still found it difficult to associate layoffs with herself. After all, she had been doing well all along. In the past, for some important work projects, she prided herself on having contributed even more than others. But then again, she had the lowest education level—just a bachelor’s degree from a 985 university.

Li Weiyi felt somewhat anxious. At this moment, she heard Zhou Dajie say again: “By the way, isn’t your boyfriend taking the civil service exam? Have the results come out yet?”

“They should be out soon, I think.”

Zhou Dajie said: “If he passes, you should ‘casually’ mention it in front of the manager.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes widened: “Why mention that? Even if he gets in, he’d just be a low-level civil servant.”

“Hey!” Zhou Dajie patted her on the head. “At least he’s taking the exam for a department with ‘national’ in its name, and it’s specifically in charge of economic development. No matter what, others will think more highly of it. Maybe it’ll earn you points with the leader!”

Li Weiyi thought about it and nodded: “You’re right. After supporting him for three years, he should finally be of some use.”

Zhou Dajie laughed heartily, and finally said she wanted Li Weiyi to accompany her to the headquarters building that afternoon to deliver a report. Li Weiyi readily agreed.

Back at the company, the lunch break wasn’t over yet. Li Weiyi snuck off alone to the stairwell. Looking at the warm winter sun outside, thinking about what Zhou Dajie had said, her heart couldn’t settle down no matter what. She immediately shook her head and said to herself: Li Weiyi, don’t lose your composure. You’re so excellent, so hardworking, and you’ve been working for three years now. They can’t just look at education level, right? It definitely won’t be you.

She took out her phone and first sent Xie Zhilu a text message: “What are you doing?”

After waiting five or six minutes with no reply from Xie Zhilu, Li Weiyi called him. It rang seven or eight times before he answered, his voice as clear and bright as always: “Weiyi, what’s up?”

In front of her boyfriend, Li Weiyi was like a sweet, soft cat, her voice becoming somewhat coquettish: “I haven’t seen you for a week or two, and you haven’t called or messaged me either.”

Xie Zhilu paused, then answered: “I was busy with the civil service exam before, and recently my advisor has had a lot of things going on. You know that.”

“Okay, okay, I know you’re busy. So have your exam results come out yet?”

Xie Zhilu’s voice took on a joyful tone: “I passed.”

“Really?!” Li Weiyi immediately straightened up, extremely delighted. “That’s great! Is it the department position you wanted?”

“That’s right, I just received the notification a couple days ago.”

Li Weiyi was stunned. Xie Zhilu didn’t seem to notice yet and continued: “A bunch of people from our department took the exam, only two people passed, and the other person’s department isn’t as good as mine. Even the counselor said this result is especially hard to achieve…”

Li Weiyi interrupted him: “You received the notification two days ago, why didn’t you tell me right away? Not until I called you today did you say anything?”

Xie Zhilu was silent for a few seconds, then said: “I thought you were busy with work, and I’ve had a lot of things to wrap up with my advisor recently, so I wanted to tell you in person. I’m sorry.”

This explanation was barely acceptable, and since he apologized so quickly, Li Weiyi felt slightly better, but still inexplicably annoyed, so she stayed silent.

Xie Zhilu: “Are you angry?”

Li Weiyi thought to herself: I’m angry, so coax me.

However, Xie Zhilu didn’t coax her like he used to. Even over the phone, Li Weiyi could sense that he had somehow become much more reserved. Was it because he was about to start working, so he had matured?

He said: “Let me treat you to dinner tomorrow night. I have something important to tell you.”

Li Weiyi’s heart skipped a beat. She pretended to be clueless and asked: “What is it? Don’t think I’ll forgive you just because you buy me one meal.”

Xie Zhilu finally let out a laugh and said: “We’ll talk when we meet.”

Chapter 2: Ten Billion (2)
Li Weiyi returned to her workstation, her eyes staring blankly at the computer screen in a daze.

She and Xie Zhilu had been classmates, getting together in their junior year. Back then, Xie Zhilu had pursued her relentlessly. Li Weiyi had always felt that Xie Zhilu was quite a ruthless person—ruthless with himself, and even more ruthless with his studies. His family circumstances weren’t good. He had tested into a key university from an impoverished county. Throughout his four university years, he had consistently ranked in the top ten of his department, served as vice president of the student union, and for graduate school, he had followed the most outstanding advisor.

Otherwise, he wouldn’t have been able to pass the exam today for a department with real power that had an acceptance rate of one in a thousand.

During these five years together, they had shared many tender and sweet moments, especially in their junior and senior years. One studying for graduate school entrance exams, the other looking for work, they had supported each other mutually, turning bitterness into sweetness, spending day and night together. To say it was unforgettable might be going a bit far, but to say they were kindred spirits with no regrets about their youth was truly not an exaggeration.

It was just that during these past three years, Li Weiyi had been working and renting an apartment to live in, while he lived on campus pursuing his graduate degree. Both of them were so busy their feet barely touched the ground. Gradually they saw each other less and less. Sometimes Li Weiyi couldn’t see him for an entire month.

It wasn’t that there hadn’t been complaints and arguments. Li Weiyi had high work pressure and often worked overtime on weekends too. He was just a student—how busy could he be? Li Weiyi hoped he would make more trips to see her, to accompany her more. But Xie Zhilu had always been a very aloof and self-disciplined person. He felt that his girlfriend should just follow his timeline, revolve around him. After arguing a few times, they stopped arguing. Both of them avoided this topic of who gave how much and who accommodated whom. Seeing each other once every week or two, they both calmly and peacefully cherished the time they spent together. Therefore, their relationship had continued in this bland yet stable manner all along.

But what important thing did he have to tell her?

Although his attitude on the phone just now had felt vague, maybe he was just busy. When he was busy, he was always absentminded when answering calls—a thorough career-oriented man. Li Weiyi thought back to their last meeting, which had actually been a month and a half ago. The two had eaten dinner, walked on the cold streets, Xie Zhilu had wrapped her in his coat, the light scent in his embrace, and his passionate kiss… Li Weiyi’s heart softened, and her suspicions were swept away completely.

Suddenly, a thought sprang to mind…

Could he be planning to propose?

That’s why he didn’t tell her right away that he had passed the civil service exam, and why his words were ambiguous, and why he had to tell her in person.

In the afternoon, after Li Weiyi finished the work at hand, she followed Zhou Dajie to take a taxi to the headquarters building to deliver the report. Although office work was now digitized, some extremely important documents still needed to be submitted in paper form with signatures from leaders at all levels.

When they arrived downstairs at the building, Li Weiyi’s face was flushed as she said in a small voice: “Sister Zhou, my boyfriend passed the exam.”

Zhou Dajie was very happy for her: “That’s great! Remember what I told you. How about tomorrow I deliberately ask you about it in front of the leader?”

Li Weiyi said: “Yes! Thank you, Sister Zhou! You’re so thoughtful—we’ll treat you to dinner later.”

Zhou Dajie laughed heartily. She also really liked this diligent, clever young girl who knew how to handle situations. The key was that this ability to handle situations was done with just the right touch—adorable and sincere, not annoying at all. She also hoped to continue being colleagues with Li Weiyi. As for herself, she completely didn’t worry about layoffs. After all, her husband was a director at headquarters.

The two walked into the headquarters lobby. While they were registering at the front desk, a secretary led two men and one woman past them. Zhou Dajie nudged Li Weiyi with her elbow. Li Weiyi looked up.

No wonder her first glance fell on the man walking in front. He looked to be twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old, wearing an iron-gray suit with a black shirt, no tie. This man’s features were sharp as a knife, his bone structure cold and stern, yet he was pale and slender. Among the three people, he was the tallest. Whether it was his eyebrows, the corners of his eyes, his cuffs, or the tips of his shoes, his entire being exuded the bearing of someone in a position of power.

Li Weiyi lowered her voice: “Who’s that? So handsome.”

Zhou Dajie actually knew. She joined Li Weiyi in appreciating this striking masculine beauty with lingering interest, saying: “The boss of Huicui Technology, named Zhang Jingchan. Handsome, right? He should be here to discuss cooperation with our Group. I heard he’s only twenty-seven this year—so young and so handsome. He’s quite a famous figure in this city’s business circle. But don’t covet him, there’s nothing to envy. He’s famous not because he’s made a lot of money these past few years, but because… you know what? I heard from my husband that all the socialites in the city, those bosses’ daughters, his employees and business partners—you could say all the women in Xiang City—not one of them is willing to marry him.”

This was truly juicy gossip. As Li Weiyi and Zhou Dajie finished the procedures and walked toward the elevator, they watched that group of people already board the previous elevator and go up. Li Weiyi asked quietly: “Is he impotent?”

“Hey, you understand quite a bit for a young girl! It’s not that reason. Whether he’s capable or not, how would I know, hahaha! By the way, aren’t you from Chen City? Have you heard of Fuming Group?”

Li Weiyi nodded. Of course she had heard of them. She remembered it was about eight or nine years ago, when she was in high school. All over Chen City were Fuming Group’s construction sites and clothing brand stores. She had heard that at that time their business had even expanded outside the province, and she had also heard that Fuming’s boss was Chen City’s richest person at the time.

“This Zhang Jingchan is the only son of the former Fuming Group boss.”

Li Weiyi was shocked.

Because Fuming Group had gone bankrupt and closed down seven or eight years ago. At the time, this incident had caused quite a stir, because Fuming Group owed a lot of debt—many, many hundreds of millions. Not only did they owe the banks, they also owed many private loans. After that, there was no more news.

Zhou Dajie revealed an inscrutable expression: “His father owed one billion, and to this day he’s still on the list of dishonest judgment debtors, subject to consumption restrictions. I heard he’s living very hard.”

Li Weiyi thought of that face with its sharp and commanding presence that she had just seen, and instinctively asked: “What about him?”

Zhou Dajie actually showed an admiring expression: “This Zhang Jingchan, young President Zhang, is truly quite a person. I heard that before the incident happened back then, his father divorced his mother ahead of time to protect him and his mother, letting them leave with nothing. Although mother and son didn’t get anything, they also didn’t inherit the debt, right? Legally, Zhang Jingchan doesn’t need to repay the debt, but over these past few years, he’s started his own company, and I heard he’s already repaid three or four hundred million for his father. However, he still carries six or seven hundred million in debt on his shoulders. He’s a man with a sense of responsibility, good-looking, and capable, but as long as the debt isn’t completely repaid, who would be willing to marry him? This bachelor might have to wait until he’s in his thirties or forties.”

——

The next evening.

The Western restaurant Xie Zhilu had reserved was quiet with few people, two grades higher than the restaurants they usually went to. This made Li Weiyi’s heart pound even more. Fortunately, she had prepared early. She had endured the cold, abandoning her heavy down jacket, wearing instead a wine-red coat with an off-shoulder wool dress underneath. Her freshly washed long hair draped over her shoulders, and her makeup was more glamorous than usual.

Even though Xie Zhilu had looked at her for so many years, at the moment of sitting down, he was somewhat dazed.

Li Weiyi smiled slightly.

Xie Zhilu didn’t smile. His expression was heavy, his hand picking at the menu, his thumb constantly rubbing.

Li Weiyi’s heart swung like a swing, wavering again. Looking more carefully at the person before her, he wore a somewhat worn down jacket, his sweater had pilling, his sneakers had mud on them—not a trace of solemnity about him. Every word and action of his concealed worries.

Li Weiyi stopped smiling too.

Xie Zhilu’s voice was even more somber: “Let’s order first. After we eat, we’ll talk. What do you want to eat? Today I’m treating.”

Li Weiyi suddenly felt a few degrees of harsh mockery rise in her heart, thinking: Only men without social experience would deliberately point out and make a big deal of treating and paying.

“I’m not eating.” She was also getting angry now, looking at him coldly. “Whatever you have to say, say it first.”

Xie Zhilu was rarely hesitant, his tone softening a bit: “I haven’t even said anything yet, why are you losing your temper? Let’s eat first. Let’s have a good meal together.”

Li Weiyi finally detected from his words and actions a flavor of a last meal before execution. But she really couldn’t figure out what the problem was. The two of them had been fine all along, and everything was progressing according to their plans for the future. Last year they had even met each other’s parents, and both sides had no objections. So where exactly had things gone wrong?

Li Weiyi looked at him incredulously: “Xie Zhilu, did you cheat on me?”

With his monk-like field of study, busy every day with civil service exams and doing projects, he actually still found time to cheat?

Chapter 3: A Sword Through the Heart (1)
Xie Zhilu denied it almost immediately: “No, of course not. What are you talking about?” His voice was so loud that customers at other tables looked over.

Li Weiyi became even more suspicious: This only proves his guilt!

Xie Zhilu said: “Where did that thought come from? I passed the exam, so of course I want to treat you to a nice meal.” He picked up the menu himself, called over a server, ordered a few dishes, then fell silent again.

Li Weiyi increasingly felt something was wrong and pursed her lips without speaking.

The two sat in silent confrontation for a moment. Xie Zhilu’s tone softened a bit as he asked: “Have you been busy with work lately? Is everything going smoothly? We haven’t seen each other for quite a while.”

Li Weiyi said: “Are you actually concerned about me, or are you just setting the mood? Xie Zhilu, don’t treat me like a fool. Whatever you have to say, just say it. Don’t wait for the food to arrive. If you don’t speak, I’m leaving.”

Usually in front of Xie Zhilu, she was always sweet and adorable, never calculating anything with him. At this moment, the sharp edges of a girl who had been fighting in the workplace for three years were fully revealed, making Xie Zhilu feel she was a stranger.

Of course Xie Zhilu couldn’t let her just leave like this—he hadn’t achieved his purpose yet. Expressionless, he poured tea for her and said: “Don’t be like you’ve swallowed firecrackers. Calm down a bit. I want to have a good talk with you today.”

Li Weiyi fell silent.

Xie Zhilu also wanted to cut through the mess quickly. Although certain decisions had already been made, buried beneath them were, after all, the most genuine feelings from the past. He couldn’t think too deeply—thinking would make him softhearted. Looking at today’s situation, they probably wouldn’t be able to eat this meal anyway, so he simply said: “In these five years we’ve been together, I’ve always been sincere with you, and I know you have been too. Our original intention in being together wasn’t just to be boyfriend and girlfriend, but to be soulmates. I think you’d also agree that what we’re both pursuing is to live as superior people in this city…”

Li Weiyi stared at his sanctimonious face. Something inside her heart seemed to collapse with a crash.

He also paused, as if his words were difficult.

Li Weiyi: “If you have something to say, just say it directly. Don’t manipulate me.”

Xie Zhilu’s face stiffened: “How could I have that intention?”

He was silent again for a while, picked up his teacup and took a large gulp, then said: “Li Weiyi, let’s break up. To be honest, these past few years we’ve seen each other so little, our feelings have actually long faded. You know it in your heart too. I’ve increasingly discovered that we’re not suitable for each other. Breaking up now, in time, neither of us loses anything. I don’t want to hold you back—go find a man who’s more suitable for you.”

Although she had anticipated it, Li Weiyi still found it hard to believe. Tears burst out at once as she said: “Xie Zhilu, how can you say this? These past few years of seeing each other rarely—wasn’t that what we agreed on? It was temporary, each of us working hard, for the sake of our future, wasn’t it? And now you’re opening your mouth to break up?”

Xie Zhilu’s eyes also slowly reddened, his expression even becoming somewhat ferocious. He interrupted her: “For the future, for a future where we’d become even more suitable for each other. True soulmates should stand within each other’s prospects, not go separate ways. But now, our life paths have already diverged. Our work environments, aspirations, futures—all different. We have no common language. We’re no longer suitable.”

Li Weiyi had a sudden realization: “You want to dump me because you passed the exam? You look down on me now?”

Xie Zhilu: “Don’t think of me as so snobbish and contemptible. This is about different directions, not about high and low. If you had been willing to listen to me back then and take the graduate school entrance exam together, and then take the civil service exam now, even if you got into a slightly inferior department, at least now we’d have the same starting point and same direction. How could I break up with you then? But you insisted on finding work, and at a private company no less. How great is the survival pressure now? In the decades to come, the stability of two people’s incomes, buying a house and car, children’s education, social status, personal relationships… these are all interconnected issues. But you… I’ll say something that doesn’t sound nice—even your job isn’t stable. Who knows when the company might go bankrupt or lay people off? I’m a man. I still have to support my parents, and in the future support a family. Back in our campus romance, I didn’t think about all this, but now when choosing a lifelong partner, I must consider these issues. If we can’t be responsible for each other, we’re destined not to go far. Letting go early is the wise choice.”

Li Weiyi was about to die of anger, especially hearing him mention the word “layoff” made her even more furious. She shouted: “Xie Zhilu, are you sick? I make 8,500 a month. You’re a civil servant fresh out of school—how much can you possibly make? You look down on me?”

Xie Zhilu had clearly already steeled his heart. The corners of his mouth twitched as he took a deep breath and said: “I once saw a saying: The first thing to do after passing the exam is to cut ties with your beloved. At the time I thought it was nonsense, but now I understand it’s beyond one’s control.” After all, he was someone who had just emerged from university. Though he spoke with apparent ease, his eyes were already bloodshot, and his hands on the table were trembling.

Looking at the tears in his eyes, Li Weiyi suddenly couldn’t say anything. Ruthless—he truly was ruthless, ruthless to her, and ruthless to himself too.

“Fine, let’s break up.” She spat out those two words, grabbed her bag and left. The server nearby happened to be bringing dishes, showing a surprised expression.

Xie Zhilu sat upright in his original position, motionless.

The restaurant’s air conditioning was clearly blowing warm air, yet Li Weiyi felt cold to the bone. She walked a few steps, then suddenly turned around, snatched a plate of food from the server’s hands, and threw it directly at Xie Zhilu’s face.

The plate shattered with a clang. Xie Zhilu was like a sculpture, his face and body covered in oil and food, eyes red, utterly disheveled, staring straight at her.

Everyone in the restaurant looked over.

Li Weiyi shouted loudly: “All scumbags should die!” and walked out with her head held high.

Li Weiyi hailed a taxi. As soon as she sat down, tears streamed down her face. She definitely couldn’t wail and cry, but she was sobbing in fits. The driver said nothing, only placed a tissue box in front of her. Li Weiyi cried even harder, saying through her tears and snot: “Th… thank you…”

Still tearful, she arrived home just as the evening lights were coming on. Li Weiyi lay flat on her bed, no more tears, her heart feeling empty. She recalled her relationship with Xie Zhilu—their junior and senior years had truly been very sweet, very sweet. She had given him her most genuine first love. Now looking back, her heart still trembled. But later, indeed as he said, they saw each other less and less, drifting further and further apart. The him of now and the him of the past were like two different people. One was her first love in memory, the other was the ruthless stranger from just now.

If you asked how upset Li Weiyi was about breaking up with the him of now—it wasn’t that bad. Because these past few years, she had truly been too busy and too tired. When a person’s energy is almost entirely drained by work, then a romance where you only meet once a month is merely decoration.

But thinking about the past, thinking about the stability and security of these five years and her expectations for the future, she still wanted to cry. Crying, she frantically ordered a pile of takeout for herself. While waiting for the takeout, she lay like a corpse on her bed, wondering whether to call her best friend, but then felt it was too embarrassing. What was there to say? Everyone knew she had an excellent boyfriend, just waiting to complete their long-distance love marathon and achieve a happy ending. Now she didn’t even want to mention him by a single word.

Chapter 4: A Sword Through the Heart (2)
But suddenly she really wanted to call her older sister.

Li Weiyi had an older sister named Li Xiaoyi, five years her senior. Since childhood, her sister had been the person who treated her best, the most gentle and considerate person. Li Xiaoyi hadn’t gone to university and had always stayed in their hometown.

Li Weiyi looked at the time—it was almost ten o’clock. Her sister still had to look after her four-year-old niece, so at this hour she might already be asleep. So Li Weiyi first sent a text message: “Sis, are you asleep?”

Her sister never replied.

Li Weiyi dejectedly tossed aside her phone. Just then the takeout arrived. She ate some randomly, and when she was still feeling resentful, a colleague called: “Li Weiyi, have you finished the calculations for your part of the report? The manager said it must be submitted to him before tomorrow morning.”

Li Weiyi sprang up like a carp jumping out of water, her tone calm: “Oh, I’m still writing it. I’ll send it to you when I’m done.”

She had originally planned to work overtime after eating with Xie Zhilu, but she had forgotten. Thinking again about the layoffs, feeling irritable and chaotic inside, she sat at her desk and began working hard with her head down.

Fortunately, the preliminary work had been done solidly. Although her mind was a mess, the report went fairly smoothly. By three in the morning, she finally finished. She sent the report to the manager, exhausted, and collapsed into sleep.

Therefore, when her sister Li Xiaoyi replied to the text message after four in the morning, Li Weiyi was completely unaware.

“Weiyi, I’ve made up my mind. I don’t want to live like a dog anymore.”

——

Early the next morning, the alarm rang three times before Li Weiyi struggled to get up and rushed to work. As soon as work hours began, several work group chats on her phone jumped with many messages, including this week’s briefing, today’s briefing, and colleagues’ casual chatter. So much so that her sister’s text message was pushed further back, and Li Weiyi still didn’t see it.

The newest text message on her phone was just sent by Supervisor Zhou Dajie: “Not looking good, they’re getting serious.”

Li Weiyi sat at her workstation with a pale face, her spirits wavering. She thought: I won’t be that unlucky.

It was already the end of the year. When Li Weiyi absentmindedly sat in the packed conference room, she realized that today was the day for annual work performance reviews.

Everyone in the Finance Department had to give an annual performance report to one of the company’s vice presidents today. This vice president oversaw their department and could essentially decide each person’s promotion or departure.

If Zhou Dajie could have inside information, naturally others could too. Sitting among a crowd of people, Li Weiyi felt today’s atmosphere was strange. Everyone’s faces showed varying degrees of tension, as if they were all wearing masks.

Each person whose turn it was to give their performance review on stage went all out to present themselves. Even those who were usually reticent were using every trick in their arsenal today.

The vice president, however, remained expressionless throughout.

With such a large room full of people, from nine in the morning they gave performance reviews straight through to the afternoon, and it still wasn’t Li Weiyi’s turn. Li Weiyi listened all day. She didn’t know if it was from staying in the conference room too long causing her brain to lack oxygen, or from sleeping too little last night, but her head became heavy and dizzy. She even felt chest tightness and couldn’t catch her breath.

She picked up the speech she had prepared long ago, wanting to reinforce it, but couldn’t concentrate at all. When she came to her senses, she discovered she had drawn a chibi-style boy on the speech, with a bloodied sword piercing through the boy’s chest, thoroughly dead. And Xie Zhilu’s words from yesterday echoed in her ears: The first thing to do after passing the exam is to cut ties with your beloved…

At that moment, her name was called. All eyes focused on her, including those of the vice president and department manager.

…

Li Weiyi felt her performance review went terribly.

Looking at the vice president’s tightly furrowed brow, Zhou Dajie’s surprised and disappointed expression, and the thoughtful gazes of other colleagues, she didn’t want to stay at the company for another moment.

Dejected, she returned home. Li Weiyi took a shower, ate takeout haphazardly, and barely managed to console herself: It’s fine, it’s just one performance review. The leadership had seen her previous performance too.

Starting tomorrow, she would perform better.

Her mind slightly settled, she looked around and only then discovered something—

Xie Zhilu had come by during the day.

In the closet, the few clothes he had left here had all been taken away. Also his several pairs of shoes and toiletries from the bathroom. Then nothing else remained.

A key lay on the desk with a piece of paper underneath it.

Li Weiyi picked up that piece of paper.

Full of vigorous, powerful handwriting—the writing matched the person, high-sounding and sanctimonious.

Xie Zhilu’s tone was already much calmer. First he informed her that he had taken his things and was returning the key.

Then there were actually many reminders, detailed and gentle, just like in the past—reminding Li Weiyi that living alone, she should pay attention to fire and gas safety, not stay up late, and take care of her health. If returning home late, try to take a taxi right to the building, and don’t foolishly open the door for strangers. He also reminded her to be more worldly and tactful in the workplace, not just work foolishly hard, to maintain relationships more. If there was anywhere she needed his help, as long as she didn’t mind, she should just ask.

Finally, he said: It’s not that I don’t love you, but I’m a man with ambition.

Li Weiyi put down the letter and stared blankly for quite a while. An evil thought even welled up in her heart: If she published this letter and the whole story online, or reported it to his work unit, Xie Zhilu’s job might even be lost, his reputation ruined.

Then he would be finished.

Li Weiyi sighed and tore up the letter, throwing it in the trash.

That’s enough. For such a relationship, wasting one day to mourn it was sufficient. Tomorrow she would revive with full energy.

——

Opening her computer to work overtime again, Li Weiyi’s heart had already reached an icy calm. She thought, I really am an excellent corporate slave—work drains me but can also heal me.

Busy until midnight, she closed her computer and lay in bed aimlessly scrolling on her phone. After a while, she finally saw the text message her sister had sent in the middle of the night yesterday. She sat bolt upright, her back already covered in cold sweat.

Chapter 5: Complete Defeat (1)
Li Weiyi only had one older sister. Before Li Weiyi was born, her family lived in the countryside. But her parents were hardworking and resilient. They left their hometown to come to the city, starting by setting up street stalls doing small business. Later they rented a small shop space and actually managed to accumulate a small nest egg, buying a small two-bedroom apartment in the city.

Li Xiaoyi was born in the countryside, while Li Weiyi was born in the city. When Li Weiyi was just beginning to babble, Li Xiaoyi already knew how to help their mother and take care of her younger sister. Li Xiaoyi’s personality greatly resembled their mother’s—gentle, mild, diligent and honest. She had a delicate and lovely appearance. Since her teenage years, there had been no shortage of suitors. Her current husband Zhou Zhihao was one of them.

Li Weiyi’s personality was completely different from her sister’s. She hadn’t experienced rural life and was the baby of the family, growing up pampered and doted upon. Her father cherished her, her mother cared for her, and her sister put her first in everything. This made Li Weiyi develop an extremely cheerful and positive disposition, laughing and joking with everyone.

Li Weiyi was a girl who grew up wrapped in love.

Therefore, after getting together with Xie Zhilu, Li Weiyi had always exchanged her sincere heart for his, never considering those realistic problems Xie Zhilu mentioned. In her view, being in love was most important, and both should keep their commitments.

So when Xie Zhilu suddenly gave up, she was completely unprepared.

Because she had never been betrayed by anyone like this before.

…

Even though it was already the middle of the night, seeing her sister’s text message, Li Weiyi called without hesitation.

It rang a full ten times or so before someone answered.

Li Weiyi: “Sis, what happened?”

Li Xiaoyi on the other end of the phone was silent, only her breathing carrying a certain stagnant dampness.

“I’m sorry! I worked overtime too late last night, and I was busy again today, so I just saw your message… Are you okay? What happened? Sis, please tell me.”

Li Xiaoyi laughed bitterly: “It’s nothing, what could happen, it’s just the same old thing.”

Anger surged in Li Weiyi’s heart: “Did he hit you again?”

Li Xiaoyi made a low sound of affirmation.

But Li Weiyi both pitied her misfortune and was angry at her lack of resistance. Having graduated from a key university and completely transformed into a big city girl, she couldn’t understand why her sister, who graduated from vocational high school and stayed in their hometown, still didn’t have the courage to fight against her fate.

So when Li Weiyi spoke, her words carried three parts resentment: “How many times have I advised you? Why won’t you divorce him? This kind of domestic abuser scumbag—are you keeping him for the New Year?”

Her sister just choked with sobs.

“Sis, please divorce him!” Li Weiyi’s eyes also moistened. “After the divorce, you and Niuniu come to Xiang City and live with me! If you want to find work, find it; if you don’t, I’ll support you both! I am your backup plan!”

Her sister said through tears: “Thank you, Weiyi. But it’s not that easy. He won’t agree to divorce. If I bring up divorce, he’ll make it even worse for me… Even if we really did divorce, I’ve looked into it—in our situation, his family is so rich, they have storefronts and shops. I’ve been working as a sales clerk in his family’s store these past few years with very low income. The child would very likely be awarded to him. How can I leave Niuniu with him? Niuniu is my life, she’s my life! That beast, he even hits Niuniu now. If he remarries later and they abuse Niuniu together, what then?”

“So are you just going to endure like this? Yesterday you sent a text saying you’d made up your mind—what decision did you make?”

Li Xiaoyi: “Nothing…” Suddenly there was a noise on the other end of the phone. Even through the phone line, Li Weiyi could feel her sister shrinking back. Li Xiaoyi said rapidly: “He’s back, I can’t talk anymore.”

The call disconnected.

Li Weiyi stared blankly at her phone. Her first thought was to call her brother-in-law Zhou Zhihao and give that beast a severe scolding. But she knew she couldn’t. If she scolded him, she’d feel good, but that sinister Zhou Zhihao might even apologize with a smile, then turn around and beat her sister even harder—this kind of thing had happened before.

She called her father.

Father Li was woken up, his voice muffled, but his attitude concerned: “Weiyi? What’s the matter?”

Li Weiyi said through tears: “Dad, you need to go bring sister and Niuniu home right away! Sister got beaten again. Zhou Zhihao is a beast! Let sister divorce him! Divorce him quickly!”

Father Li was also startled: “Your sister told you?”

“Yes!”

“I’ll call your sister right away!”

Li Weiyi’s emotions settled slightly. After a while, she suddenly realized this wouldn’t work—Zhou Zhihao had already returned home.

Her own sister was being wronged, and she had reflexively sought help from her parents, but that was actually stupid.

She immediately called her father again—the line was busy. She called her mother but no one answered.

After about half an hour, Father Li finally called her back, his tone relieved: “Weiyi, it’s nothing. Look at you, a young unmarried girl who doesn’t understand, making such a big fuss. I just spoke on the phone with your sister and brother-in-law. The two of them are fine, laughing and talking. They said they had an argument during the day, so your sister called you to complain. Zhihao promised me again and again that last time he was just drunk and blacked out, and he absolutely won’t do that kind of thing again.”

Li Weiyi’s heart sank heavily as she said: “Dad, don’t listen to him. He’s lying to you. Sister is pretending nothing’s wrong… she must have been threatened.”

But Father Li didn’t like hearing this. He had been an honest, simple person his whole life. His greatest wish was for the whole family to live in harmony. He remembered last month when Zhou Zhihao brought his eldest daughter and granddaughter home, looking so respectful, gentle and considerate. He instinctively didn’t believe it.

He said: “What nonsense are you talking about, threatening? Your sister is a grown woman. If she was really wronged, wouldn’t she say so? Last time he even knelt down to apologize to your sister and to us parents. A man’s knees are worth gold! Last month, Zhihao even bought your sister a gold necklace—we all saw it. If he really treated her badly, would he be willing to spend money? Alright, it’s the middle of the night. Stop meddling in your sister and brother-in-law’s affairs!”

Li Weiyi was furious and shouted: “He’s pretending! What’s one gold chain? It’s a cover-up! Despicable and shameless!”

Father Li actually laughed at this. Mother Li also chimed in from the side: “Alright, alright, Weiyi, how have you been recently? Is Zhilu doing well? Did he pass his civil service exam?”

Father Li: “Right, did he pass?”

Li Weiyi’s momentum suddenly deflated as she answered: “The results aren’t out yet… Fine, if you don’t believe me, I won’t say anymore. Go to sleep early. Hanging up now.”

Li Weiyi buried her head in the blanket, grabbing and hitting wildly, shouting “Ahhhhhh” to vent for quite a while. Then she lifted her head and looked at the cold moon outside the window. It shone on countless steel and concrete high-rises. This city was so silent and vast. Having been in Xiang City for seven years, she had never felt as small and helpless as she did at this moment.

She had clearly always been so well-behaved and hardworking since childhood, her grades always good. She learned everything quickly—computer programming, financial accounting, and even drawing. After just casually drawing for a few years, she could rival students with art as their specialty. She had always been carefree and successful. In university, she had been at least a minor goddess. Even the universally acknowledged male god Xie Zhilu had been her devoted admirer.

So why did it feel like complete defeat now?

Chapter 6: Complete Defeat (2)
Work wasn’t going smoothly—she might very well be laid off. As for love, that went without saying. And now even her closest family member was being domestically abused and coerced, and she was powerless to help.

She clearly hadn’t done anything wrong.

Li Weiyi lay there for quite a while, then kicked her legs around as if venting, before bouncing back up to sit, her face full of determination.

Collapse, my ass. Enough. Venting for this long was enough.

Tomorrow, she would work hard and perform well. Until the last moment, she wouldn’t give up fighting for the opportunity to keep her job.

Second, that scumbag Xie Zhilu—from now on, she wouldn’t think of him. Cut her losses in time. This was clearly a good thing, not a bad thing. After all, he had a good body, good personality, good stamina. She was the campus beauty and he was the campus heartthrob—she could just consider that she’d gotten what she wanted from him for free.

Finally, her sister.

This weekend she would go home. She’d act according to circumstances—whether documenting injuries, hiring a lawyer, or forcibly bringing her sister and niece back to Xiang City—where there’s a will, there’s a way. She didn’t believe there was no solution. She would spare no effort to bring her sister out of her suffering.

The next day, the weather was gloomy.

Li Weiyi’s entire day passed calmly. Everyone in the company was busy, busy. A storm was brewing, but the surface was tranquil. At lunch, Zhou Dajie was obviously somewhat embarrassed and comforted Li Weiyi with a few words, saying nothing was decided yet.

That evening, Li Weiyi deliberately didn’t take work home like usual. Instead, she stayed at the company, working overtime with full vigor in plain view of everyone.

It wasn’t until after nine at night, when most people in the company had left, that Li Weiyi dragged her exhausted body downstairs.

Heavy clouds pressed against the horizon. Fine rain drifted through the air. Deep into the night, it was cold and desolate. Li Weiyi was jolted by the icy, damp air and felt an impulse to let herself go. She didn’t want to go home, so she walked to the riverside walkway.

The weather wasn’t good, so there were few people by the river. Li Weiyi pulled her coat collar tight and walked slowly. Looking out, the lights of the river-crossing bridge appeared especially soft in the misty rain. Several boats sailed slowly through the Xiang River. On her other side, across a road, stood several tall buildings in the financial district, their lights flickering indistinctly. Li Weiyi gazed blankly when suddenly she glimpsed several figures emerging from a high-end restaurant not far away.

She couldn’t be blamed for noticing those people, because the one leading them was someone she’d met once before—the former crown prince of Fuming Group, that man who was essentially negative one billion. Strangely, even though Li Weiyi had only seen him once, from dozens of meters away, she recognized his silhouette at a glance. Walking among the crowd, he seemed different from others somehow.

They walked toward the roadside parking area.

Li Weiyi withdrew her gaze.

The rain was getting heavier. Li Weiyi pulled up her hood, but still didn’t want to go home. Ahead were several layers of moisture-proof wooden steps leading directly into the water, with the river water gently lapping against them. Li Weiyi didn’t care that the wooden steps were damp. She walked over and sat down, less than thirty centimeters from the water’s surface.

Lost in thought.

People passed by nearby, some stopped, but Li Weiyi paid no attention.

At that moment, her phone suddenly rang. It was her father calling.

Li Weiyi answered listlessly: “Hello?”

Father Li’s voice seemed to have been devoured by the wind. After several seconds of silence, he said: “Weiyi…” He choked up again: “Your sister… your sister…” He began crying in sobs.

Li Weiyi went completely numb, including her tongue. She asked: “Sister… what happened?”

“Xiaoyi is dead! She’s dead…” Father Li couldn’t continue, breaking into wails.

Li Weiyi’s eyes blurred completely. Her entire body stiffened like iron, yet her voice was strangely calm: “How did she die? Was she killed by Zhou Zhihao? Have the doctors already declared her dead?”

“No, no… Early this morning, she sent Niuniu over… In the evening, we received a notice from the police saying that she… she stabbed Zhou Zhihao with a knife, then jumped from a building herself… Sob sob sob, my daughter jumped from a building, my Xiaoyi… Dad should have listened to you, shouldn’t have believed Zhou Zhihao. Yesterday I should have brought her home, ahhhh… She couldn’t go on living long ago. Why couldn’t we see it…” Father Li began howling like a wounded animal.

Li Weiyi covered her mouth with her hand, tears rolling down. She looked at the boats on the water ahead. Why couldn’t those boats ever sail to where she was?

So this was the decision her sister had made.

Her sister no longer wanted to live like a dog. Kill Zhou Zhihao, even at the cost of her own life, so the child wouldn’t fall into his hands. Killing two birds with one stone.

The call had long since disconnected. The rain grew heavier and heavier. Not far away, someone stood quietly holding an umbrella, looking in this direction. Li Weiyi buried her head deeply in her arms, sobbing uncontrollably.

Who knows how much time passed—perhaps a few minutes, perhaps only a few dozen seconds. The phone stubbornly rang again in the curtain of rain. Li Weiyi, like a walking corpse, extended her trembling hand and pressed answer.

Zhou Dajie’s distressed voice came through: “Weiyi, I’m telling you, be prepared mentally. I received inside information—you’re… on the list.”

Li Weiyi: “Oh.”

Zhou Dajie heard something wrong in her tone: “Where are you? Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, Sister Zhou. Thank you.”

“It’s nothing, it’s nothing. We’re so close. Little sister, start looking for your next job early. If you switch jobs before the layoff, it looks better, and the company will still give you compensation…”

“Mm, I have something to do. I’ll hang up now.”

Li Weiyi looked ahead but seemed unable to see anything. After a few more minutes, she suddenly came to her senses, grabbed her phone, and opened several apps. But it was too late today—there were no high-speed trains or buses back to her hometown. She could only book a bus ticket for eight o’clock tomorrow morning.

Putting down her phone, Li Weiyi once again buried her face in her arms, tears flowing silently and continuously.

Until a large black umbrella appeared above her head, instantly cutting off the wind and rain, along with some unfamiliar person’s presence drawing near.

Li Weiyi slowly raised her head. That man who was essentially negative one billion stood beside her, looking down at her.

Coat and suit, imposing bearing, slightly furrowed brow, eyes dark as ink.

Chapter 7: The Youth (1)
Li Weiyi slowly stood up. Zhang Jingchan said, “Are you alright? Is there anything I can help with?”

Li Weiyi said softly, “My sister died. She was only 32 years old, harmed by someone until her family was destroyed.”

However, the man before her—meticulous even down to his collar and cuff buttons—showed neither surprise nor sympathy. His jet-black pupils remained calm and undisturbed. He simply shifted the umbrella a bit more over her head, his voice low and steady: “My condolences.”

As if he had seen enough of the world’s suffering, and she was just another ordinary case among many.

Tears welled up in Li Weiyi’s eyes again. She lowered her head and wiped them repeatedly with her sleeve.

The man beside her remained silent, only keeping the umbrella steady over both their heads.

Li Weiyi’s sobbing gradually subsided. She said, “Thank you.”

Zhang Jingchan’s voice was as light as misty rain: “Have you cried enough?”

Li Weiyi nodded.

“Do you have any family or friends in Xiangcheng? Can you contact them to pick you up?” Zhang Jingchan looked at her complexion and added, “With this heavy rain, I’m afraid you won’t be able to get a taxi. If you trust me, tell me your address and I’ll drive you home.”

Li Weiyi truly had no other option. The subway and buses had stopped running by now. She said quietly, “Thank you, Director Zhang,” then gave him her address.

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her.

Li Weiyi explained, “I’m in finance at Muchen Group’s branch office. I saw you at headquarters once and heard colleagues mention your name.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled slightly. Li Weiyi felt there was a hint of self-mockery in that smile, yet also a sense of complete indifference—as if he didn’t care at all that people might gossip about him behind his back.

The two walked toward where the car was parked.

“My name is Li Weiyi,” Li Weiyi said softly.

He gave no response either way.

Fortunately, the black umbrella was large enough that even sheltering two strangers, they could maintain sufficient distance without any overly awkward feeling.

Li Weiyi’s emotions had calmed somewhat. The icy wind and rain swept in from beneath the umbrella’s edge, leaving her mind feeling empty and cold. Yet the man beside her, even in such harsh conditions, walked at an unhurried pace with his spine always perfectly straight.

Li Weiyi asked, “Why… are you helping me?”

He truly belonged to a completely different world from hers. Even in debt, the people he met with were all on the level of her group’s big bosses. Moreover, he didn’t seem like someone who meddled in others’ affairs.

Zhang Jingchan gazed ahead, the corner of his mouth twitching as he said, “Perhaps because… I also lost a family member today.”

Li Weiyi’s heart jolted. She asked, “Who… did you lose?”

“My father. Since you’ve heard of me, you should have heard of him too. He passed away this morning—drank a bottle of pesticide. They couldn’t save him. But look at me, tonight I’m already out dining with investors and big bosses, entertaining them and discussing business deals. Heh…” He still showed no expression. That face appeared extremely clear under the streetlights, his neckline disappearing into his crisp suit collar, his Adam’s apple moving slightly.

Yet Li Weiyi’s heart surged with empathetic grief, even though he hadn’t said a single word about being heartbroken.

“My condolences,” she said.

“Everyone is alive,” Zhang Jingchan said slowly. “He owed a lot of debts—to banks, business partners, employees, relatives… Back then he cleared everyone else and shouldered all the debt himself. Now everyone is alive—creditors, rivals, executives who borrowed money with him back then. Some of them later embezzled and broke the law and went to prison. One was just released three days ago, and my father kindly gave him a thousand yuan. Others now have fortunes worth billions. Now, only he is dead. Perhaps that’s what he deserved.”

Li Weiyi hadn’t expected him to tell her this. Or perhaps it was because this rainy night was truly bone-chillingly cold, or perhaps because on this road, there were only the two of them.

“Then… will you continue repaying the remaining debts for him?”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her: “Yes.”

Li Weiyi’s heart trembled.

They had already reached the car. Li Weiyi was soaked through and hesitated as she looked at the vehicle before her. Zhang Jingchan pressed the umbrella into her hands. Li Weiyi protested, “That won’t do, you should hold it…” He said, “Take it.” Li Weiyi couldn’t refuse.

He opened the trunk. Li Weiyi hurried over and held the umbrella over him. He said nothing, rummaging through to pull out a tote bag and a small blanket. The blanket was thin and soft, a goose-yellow color.

“The blanket is what my mother occasionally uses in the car. It’s been washed clean.” He stuffed both the bag and blanket into her arms, then took back the umbrella. “Take off your coat and put it in the bag. Use the blanket to dry yourself off.”

Li Weiyi nodded quickly: “Thank you, thank you!”

They got in the car.

Zhang Jingchan started the vehicle and turned the heat up to maximum. After she had folded her drenched coat neatly and used the blanket to roughly dry the water from her head and body, Zhang Jingchan took off his overcoat and tossed it to her: “Put it on.”

Li Weiyi could tell at a glance that the black cashmere coat must be extremely expensive. She said, “No need, no need. I’m not cold.”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her in the rearview mirror. Her form-fitting sweater was thoroughly soaked, outlining the girl’s graceful figure. He looked straight ahead, loosened his tie and tossed it onto the passenger seat, saying, “Might as well finish what I started. It’s just a piece of clothing. Wear it.”

Li Weiyi was silent for a moment, then put on his coat. He was much taller than her, and this coat could cover even her calves. She immediately felt much more comfortable. The coat smelled very clean. Li Weiyi had only ever worn Xie Zhilu’s clothes before. This felt completely different—very unfamiliar, yet very secure.

“Thank you very much.”

He said nothing more.

The night was already very late. The rain had lessened somewhat. There were hardly any people visible on this stretch of road. Li Weiyi gazed at the constantly moving windshield wipers and the trails of water on the car windows, feeling alternately cold and hot, with her head beginning to ache. She knew she was about to catch a cold and would likely develop a fever.

The car interior was truly too warm and too quiet, shutting out all the wind, rain, cold, pain, and despair, making one drowsy. She rested her head against the car door.

She said, “Actually, my boyfriend dumped me a few days ago. And today, I lost my job too.”

Zhang Jingchan drove the car into an underwater tunnel. All around were gray walls and soft lighting. Li Weiyi looked at his hands on the steering wheel—the black suit fabric making those hands appear pale, thin, and strong, just like their owner, possessing mountain-like willpower.

Only then did Zhang Jingchan speak: “I too once went from heaven to hell in a single day. Actually, I don’t really possess anything even now.”

A tear slowly slid from Li Weiyi’s eyes, but at this moment she no longer felt despair. She only felt that everything inside the car was so peaceful.

“Yes!” She suddenly sat up straight, wrapped herself more securely in his coat, sniffled heavily, and said, “Thank you for your encouragement and help! I won’t give up. First thing tomorrow morning, I’m going back to my hometown to see my sister one last time. Then, together with my parents, I’m going to fight for custody of my niece. I’m going to collect evidence of that beast’s domestic violence and make it public, so that even after death he’ll bear infamy, so his accomplice parents can never hold their heads up again for the rest of their lives! So my sister can rest in peace!

I’m also going to find work. What does it matter if Muchen fired me? That’s their loss! I’ll definitely find a job that’s no worse than theirs, maybe even better. Heaven never bars one’s way. Heaven gave birth to me, so I must be useful for something!”

Li Weiyi reached out and lightly patted his shoulder: “Director Zhang, once I’ve finished all these things, I’ll treat you to a big meal to thank you! And buy you a new coat to replace this one!”

After she finished speaking with such magnificent spirit, the car fell completely silent. Zhang Jingchan acted as if he hadn’t heard anything. The car drove steadily and swiftly. There was only the sound of the wipers striking the glass, over and over.

Chapter 8: The Youth (2)
Li Weiyi withdrew her hand. Uh… how awkward.

She lowered her head and shrank back against the window, wishing she could dig a hole in the ground with her toes. Why had she gotten so dizzy-headed and felt that beautiful sense of kinship with him as fellow sufferers adrift in the world? Talking so much on her own—how embarrassing! And perhaps because her emotions had been too agitated, her head seemed to hurt even more and feel even hotter.

The car was about to exit the tunnel.

“Five years.” A low voice sounded.

Li Weiyi: “…Hm?”

“My goal is to pay off those debts in five years at most.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes widened. Five years to pay off 700 million—that would truly be very, very impressive. In comparison, her own goals seemed so insignificant.

But he had also told her his goal.

Li Weiyi pressed her hand against her burning forehead and said, “Thank you, really thank you. You’re a truly good person. You’ll definitely achieve your goal. You’ll definitely be even more successful!”

Zhang Jingchan laughed softly, as if mocking himself, yet also as if he found it extremely amusing.

Li Weiyi didn’t know when she had fallen asleep. She almost instantly plunged into confused and grief-stricken dreams—a child’s crying, her father’s wailing, someone leaping from a rooftop… In her dreams, tears streamed down her face.

A vast expanse of white light spread before her eyes, swallowing everything and engulfing her as well.

——

Li Weiyi was awakened by sunlight, warm rays shining on her eyelids. Her head was dizzy and aching. She didn’t even think about why there would be sunlight at this hour. Supporting herself with her hands on the bed, she slowly sat up, yawned, touched her head—lucky, no fever.

Only then did she clearly see her surroundings, and her entire body froze as if under a paralyzing spell.

Where… was this?

A completely unfamiliar room, at least forty square meters. Painted a pale blue with a row of very beautiful crystal spotlights on the ceiling. Directly ahead against the wall stood a long table with a desktop computer, a laptop, a flashy keyboard, and at least five pairs of various black and white headphones hanging there.

Further along was a row of simple, light-colored wardrobes. Next to that was a large glass cabinet filled neatly with at least a hundred… colorful game figurines?

And she was sitting on a super-large bed at least two meters by two meters. The bedding was a very masculine deep blue, the bed frame gray. On the nightstand were another pair of headphones, a PSP, and a phone.

Could this be…

Zhang Jingchan’s room?

Li Weiyi immediately crossed her arms over her chest, protecting herself.

It was already daylight—he had brought her back to his home? Was he a beast in gentleman’s clothing with ulterior motives, or had he imprisoned her? What other explanation could there be? She had told him her home address.

Oh my god, it must be this. Look at him with his perfect appearance like a domineering CEO—who would have thought his room would be so juvenile, as if inhabited by a rebellious teenager? This was definitely split personality disorder!

So then, last night, what happened?

Li Weiyi suddenly looked down between her legs. Through the bedding, she couldn’t see anything, but whether it was psychological or not, she suddenly felt swelling there, her body feeling very wrong.

Cold sweat broke out from fear. She had been too naive. How could she have given him a “good person card” just because he was young, handsome, rich, talented, responsible, and had saved her? Even perverts wouldn’t be picky about someone plain like her! She had watched all those American and Korean dramas for nothing!

Li Weiyi nervously glanced at the door again. No movement, no one coming in. She immediately threw back the covers, wanting to check exactly how far he had violated her. When she looked, her entire body froze again.

Why did her legs look so long? And her feet—so big.

Li Weiyi’s eyes went straight, then she saw those large hands with distinct, powerful knuckles. She lifted up the oversized t-shirt and looked down the neckline, her mind buzzing.

Then she quickly dropped the t-shirt, closed her eyes, opened them, lifted the t-shirt again and looked.

Li Weiyi felt both ears starting to buzz, her mind hazy and blank. She looked around dazedly, as if in a dream. She swallowed, her gaze slowly falling again to between her legs… there was truly such swelling there.

She reached her hand into the pants and grasped it firmly.

Li Weiyi’s whole body jolted, recoiling as if electrocuted, as though she had touched a big pile of excrement. Instinctively she even wiped her hand on the sheets—after all, she didn’t even know whose body part this thing belonged to. She climbed down from the bed, her legs a bit weak, barely managing to stand steadily. Wobbling, she walked to a large floor-length mirror.

A stranger yet familiar person appeared in the mirror.

Li Weiyi stared straight at him.

Zhang Jingchan.

Li Weiyi recognized him at first glance. But this Zhang Jingchan… the Zhang Jingchan she had become… was very different from the man last night.

He looked much younger, not yet twenty, tall and thin, wearing a white t-shirt and boxer shorts, revealing lean and slender legs.

His hair was so fluffy and soft. Though the features were exactly the same, the person before her had a much softer and more immature appearance. That wild youthful spirit seemed ready to burst out of the mirror. How unlike last night’s Zhang Jingchan, whose every fiber carried the sharpness and restraint of a mature man.

Li Weiyi stood dazed for a long while before leaving the mirror in a daze. She realized there were many situations she needed to figure out, but more important than all that… she looked down and felt she was about to burst from the swelling.

Though there was no one else here, she entered the en-suite bathroom as if committing a crime.

A few minutes later, Li Weiyi emerged red-faced, holding a cloth to wipe the tile walls and fixtures.

She was truly… inexperienced.

She endured washing the cloth and washed her hands ten times. Finally feeling relieved all over, she returned to the bedroom and first picked up the phone. The date displayed:

Saturday, January 11, 2014, 9:37 AM.

She closed her eyes. She didn’t believe it!

She turned on the computer, the laptop—the date and time were all the same.

She found a backpack on the floor under the desk and pulled out books and notebooks to look at:

Central China University of Finance and Economics, Department of Economic Management, Sophomore, Zhang Jingchan.

Central China Finance and Economics—another 985 university in the province, ranked even above Li Weiyi’s alma mater.

Every page of notes inside matched the dates.

Li Weiyi collapsed back onto the bed.

Was this a dream?

She pinched her thigh—it wasn’t her own leg anyway—hiss, it hurt!

And besides, how could a dream possibly be this real?

Li Weiyi stared at the ceiling for a while, then suddenly sprang up.

If this was real, if she had become Zhang Jingchan from eight years ago…

Had Zhang Jingchan also come back? Where had he gone? Had they switched bodies? What was happening to their bodies in 2022? Was this another spacetime?

…

All the bizarre absurdities didn’t matter and didn’t need to be urgently investigated.

What mattered was that she remembered—her sister Li Xiaoyi had accepted Zhou Zhihao’s fierce pursuit in 2014. In other words—

Her sister was still alive.

She was still her healthy, fresh sister who hadn’t suffered any of the later torments.

It was January now. Her sister hadn’t even officially gotten together with Zhou Zhihao yet!

Li Weiyi’s entire face flushed red with excitement. She randomly grabbed a set of clothes from the closet and put them on, then rushed to the door in one swift motion. She grabbed the door handle, paused for a few seconds, took a deep breath, and yanked open this new world.

Chapter 9: Daily Life (1)
This was a three-story grand villa, as large as an estate. Li Weiyi was on the second floor. Everywhere she looked—stone carvings and jade engravings, aloe wood and sandalwood—everything was extremely luxurious and magnificently splendid.

From the first floor came voices talking, laughter, and the sound of mahjong tiles.

A woman in her forties wearing a white uniform and carrying a mop and bucket walked past downstairs. Looking up and seeing her, she smiled: “Ah Chan is awake? Breakfast is being kept warm, I’ll bring it out right away. Madam, Ah Chan is awake!”

Li Weiyi gripped the railing and slowly walked downstairs.

A woman dressed as a wealthy lady emerged from a room, followed by three other women around her age. The lady appeared to be in her early forties, very fair and beautiful, dressed exquisitely and appropriately. Upon seeing Li Weiyi, her face filled with affection as she grabbed her hand.

Li Weiyi was so startled she recoiled.

Wu Xinhui hadn’t expected her son to wake up so jumpy and easily startled. Thinking he must have been frightened by yesterday’s falling into the water, she hugged him heartachingly: “Silly child, why are you dodging when Mom touches you? Always so awkward! Are you still uncomfortable somewhere?” She touched her forehead, and seeing no fever, breathed a sigh of relief.

This time Li Weiyi steadied herself and didn’t dodge, only allowed herself to be held and touched with a slightly stiff body. She also understood the identity of the person before her, thinking no wonder Zhang Jingchan was good-looking—his mother was so beautiful and refined.

However, she couldn’t bring herself to call her “Mom” right now. She only said vaguely: “I’m fine, just groggy from sleep. I made you worry.” Then she squeezed out a smile.

Wu Xinhui released her in surprise and said to the people beside her: “This child, today he’s speaking so gently and politely, not at all like his usual stinking attitude of ignoring everyone.” Though she said this, she was still very happy and added: “As long as you’re fine, Mom can rest easy.”

The several women beside her chimed in: “Sister Hui, look at what you’re saying. Ah Chan has always been sensible, much better than my son. Young people should have some personality.”

“That’s right. Just look at whose son Ah Chan is—he’s Director Zhang and Sister Hui’s son. He’s an outstanding talent among people. How could he be anything less?”

“I’m truly so moved. Such a noble child, jumping into water on such a cold day to save someone—so self-sacrificing and selfless, what excellent character! Shouldn’t he be nominated as one of those Touching China figures?”

Though Wu Xinhui was delighted to hear this, she still shook her head: “I don’t need him to save anyone. As long as he’s safe and sound. Fortunately nothing happened, otherwise I would have cried myself to death.”

The several women beside her consoled her repeatedly. Each one looked at Li Weiyi with eyes that seemed soaked in ten pounds of honey.

Fine goosebumps rose on Li Weiyi’s arms.

So this was the daily life of a young master—this exaggerated? Even if she picked up a brick right now and performed chest-breaking with a boulder, these three ladies accompanying Mrs. Zhang at cards would probably praise her bravery, wouldn’t they?

From their conversation, Li Weiyi also learned that yesterday, Zhang Jingchan had encountered a strange girl who had fallen into water. Zhang Jingchan, who was usually cold and aloof and walked without looking sideways, had for some reason acted heroically and saved her. He himself had also caught a cold and fever, and after taking medicine had slept through the entire night. When he woke up this morning, his core had been replaced with her from eight years later!

The several women fussed over her for quite a while before finally returning to the mahjong room. Li Weiyi breathed a sigh of relief. Just then the maid brought up breakfast. She also felt famished, so she ran to brush her teeth. Looking at the exquisite and abundant breakfast on the table, she clicked her tongue secretly.

Wu Xinhui called from the mahjong room: “Ah Chan, I had Sister Liu stew bird’s nest for you. At least drink some to nourish yourself.”

Li Weiyi: “Oh…”

She looked at the clear and tender soup in the milky white porcelain cup before her. She had never drunk bird’s nest before. She took a sip—slightly sweet, nothing special. She finished it in a few large gulps.

Sister Liu the maid was very pleasantly surprised and called out loudly: “Madam, Madam, Ah Chan finished the entire cup of bird’s nest!”

Wu Xinhui’s delighted voice came from the mahjong room: “What’s gotten into this child today? So polite and obedient. No matter how we urged him before, he wouldn’t drink it. He insisted it was for women to drink and said it was dirty bird saliva.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

Someone nearby said: “Haha, Ah Chan is really interesting. How is bird’s nest dirty? Even emperors and concubines in ancient times drank it. Besides, boys need to take care of themselves too. Ah Chan is handsome, and if he drinks more bird’s nest to whiten his skin, won’t he be even more handsome?”

Sister Liu also happily approached: “The kitchen stewed a whole pot. Should I serve you another bowl?”

Li Weiyi: “No, no need, thank you Sister.” After saying this, she smiled sweetly.

Sister Liu looked at her in shock.

Li Weiyi immediately felt annoyed. When addressing women of this age, she had called her “Sister” too smoothly, one after another. It seemed she needed to pay more attention in the future and couldn’t behave too differently from Zhang Jingchan’s personality and behavior.

After finishing breakfast, Li Weiyi went upstairs to get a jacket, pocketed her phone and wallet, walked to the mahjong room door, deliberated for a moment, put both hands in her pants pockets, lifted her chin, coolly lowered her eyelids, and said: “I’m going out.”

Wu Xinhui was clearly accustomed to such a “normal” Zhang Jingchan and said: “Oh right, now that you’ve gotten your driver’s license, the gift your dad got you has arrived. You came home uncomfortable yesterday and haven’t seen it yet, right? It’s in the garage.”

The flattering trio launched into another round of wild praise—how intelligent Zhang Jingchan was, how quickly he learned to drive, and how generous Director Zhang was. Wu Xinhui listened with a beaming smile, her eyes bright and clear. She appeared to be a simple-minded, happy woman.

Li Weiyi listened speechlessly. So Zhang Jingchan had grown up in this kind of social environment in his youth. Tsk… she felt tired on his behalf.

——

Li Weiyi stood before a bright, flashy red Ferrari sports car, sighing inwardly.

However, thinking that Fuming Group seemed to go bankrupt and liquidate at the end of this year, this car would definitely be auctioned off then. Her heart calmed down. Looking at the Ferrari was like looking at a pile of scrap.

A lively male voice came from behind: “Wow, Brother Chan, is this the new car your dad gave you? Nice.”

Li Weiyi turned her head and saw a tall, thin boy wearing a thick baseball jacket and athletic pants. Most eye-catching was his hairstyle—short spiky hair standing up. He actually looked quite handsome and sunny. Li Weiyi found him familiar. She remembered now—the first time she saw Zhang Jingchan at headquarters, this boy seemed to be following behind him.

So this was Zhang Jingchan’s childhood friend. To have earned his trust for so many years, he must be reliable.

Li Weiyi showed him a smile.

Li Yunmo was startled and immediately covered his chest with his hand, saying warily: “Why are you smiling so ominously? Are you going to beat me up?” But thinking carefully, he hadn’t provoked this King of Hell recently.

This time it was Li Weiyi’s turn to be slightly stunned. Then she couldn’t help but giggle. Li Yunmo was even more shocked. He reached out to touch her forehead, muttering: “No fever, yet smiling so strangely…”

Li Weiyi quickly pressed her lips together, dodged his hand, and her tone turned cold: “I’m fine.”

Li Yunmo looked at her suspiciously, then nodded with relief: “Must be that yesterday when you saved someone, water got in your brain.”

Chapter 10: Daily Life (2)
Li Weiyi thought that since their relationship was so close, she raised her fist and gave him a solid punch. He let out an exaggerated scream, looking quite pleased.

Fine, Li Weiyi thought. Now she knew how to interact with him.

Li Yunmo asked: “You’re really okay now?”

Li Weiyi: “What could be wrong?” Confrontation was the way to go.

Li Yunmo perfunctorily finished showing concern for his brother, his eyes once again glued to the Ferrari. His father was Zhang’s father’s right-hand man, but casually buying him a Ferrari to drive—that was impossible.

“Brother Chan, let’s go!”

Li Weiyi remained immovable as a mountain.

Nineteen-year-old Zhang Jingchan had gotten his driver’s license. She had not.

But Li Weiyi was anxious to go home and see her sister. Watching Li Yunmo caress the Ferrari lovingly, unable to let go, her mind turned. She rubbed her temples and said: “My head’s still a bit dizzy. I don’t want to drive. Can you drive?”

Li Yunmo was shocked: “This little beauty’s first time… you’re giving it to me?”

Li Weiyi: “…Yes, yes, yes. Just tell me if you can drive or not.”

“I can! Why couldn’t I? Didn’t we get our licenses together? Brother Chan, get in the car. Watch me show you my skills.”

The two got in the car. At first, Li Yunmo indeed drove flashily, randomly stomping on the gas pedal. The arrogant engine sound and the strong back-thrust, along with several ostentatious drifting turns, threw Li Weiyi into complete disorientation. But to maintain her persona, she accompanied Li Yunmo’s wild screaming with a pale face.

Pretending to be a juvenile delinquent was really too difficult!

Fortunately, after playing around for a bit, Li Yunmo himself got dizzy, and the car gradually drove more smoothly. On the road they even encountered traffic police checking licenses. Li Yunmo had driven his own car over this morning and carried his license with him. Li Weiyi took the opportunity to quickly glance at it, thus learning this fool’s name.

The Li family lived in an old dormitory building belonging to a work unit. They had bought a second-hand apartment on the first floor. Li Yunmo parked the car outside their courtyard and said in surprise: “Isn’t this the home of the girl you saved yesterday? The two of us even helped bring her here.” He looked at Li Weiyi and smiled mischievously: “Oh—”

Li Weiyi got out of the car and stared blankly at this old house from her memories.

The person Zhang Jingchan saved yesterday was actually herself? Come to think of it, she did remember that during her second year of high school, she had accidentally fallen into a pond and been saved by someone. But at the time she was dazed and confused, only remembering that her rescuer was a young boy. She hadn’t looked at his face carefully at all. Later, her parents said the other party had left without saying goodbye and never appeared again. They couldn’t even find him to express their thanks.

That person had actually been Zhang Jingchan. So the two of them had met so early. And she had owed him her life all along without knowing it.

Li Weiyi had grown up in this house. Later on, her parents had continued living here. This building was already over ten years old, with gray-white walls and a dark brown roof. Their home wasn’t large—just a two-bedroom, one-living-room apartment. Its advantage was that it was square and airy. At the entrance was a small courtyard. Father Li had woven a bamboo fence that was neat and beautiful. Mother Li had planted some cabbage, peppers, and bitter melon in the courtyard—fresh and tasty. But now it was winter, and the courtyard was bare.

Li Weiyi stood outside the fence. Through the window glass, there were figures inside.

Li Yunmo fidgeted beside her: “Should we go in? Are you worried about that girl, or have you taken a liking to her? Come to think of it, I didn’t expect you to suddenly jump into the water yesterday.”

His words reminded Li Weiyi that she was now in Zhang Jingchan’s body. Going in rashly would frighten her parents. Coming to visit the rescued person was actually a good excuse.

Li Weiyi pulled out a hundred yuan from her wallet and handed it to Li Yunmo: “Don’t talk nonsense. I’m not interested in her. I’m just coming to check on her—might as well finish what I started. If you turn right at that building ahead and walk about fifty meters, there’s a small shop. Go buy some milk and fruit. We can’t go in empty-handed.”

Li Yunmo also thought Zhang Jingchan couldn’t possibly be interested in that little girl. After all, he had a girlfriend.

However, Li Yunmo looked at the hundred yuan with disdain: “Just this much?” He found it too embarrassing to present.

Li Weiyi: “It’s enough.” After all, she would need to pay Zhang Jingchan back later.

Li Yunmo took it, frowning: “What’s wrong with you today? So girly and so stingy.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

While waiting for Li Yunmo on the spot, Li Weiyi looked down at this body. At least one meter eighty tall—her line of sight was so far from the ground that she still wasn’t used to it. After all, she had only been one meter sixty before. Black jacket, white hoodie, gray sweatpants, and on her feet a pair of oddly shaped Jordan sneakers.

She had woken up anxious to save her sister and hadn’t thought deeply about many things. For instance, could she still change back to herself? Could she return to eight years later? In other words, how long would she stay in 2014?

If she couldn’t go back for a while, she should play him more convincingly to facilitate her actions.

What was nineteen-year-old Zhang Jingchan like?

Two faces floated up in Li Weiyi’s mind. One was the twenty-seven-year-old stern corporate president. The other was the youthfully invincible, rebellious young man from this morning’s mirror. She carefully savored that vigorous youthful spirit and the restrained mature masculinity from eight years later, seeming to find a bit of that feeling… mm, her face was getting a bit red.

When Li Yunmo returned carrying the items, he saw his Brother Chan leaning sideways against the unit building wall, hands in pockets, one foot propped against the grimy wall, his expression both foul and arrogant. But Li Yunmo had eaten this up since childhood. He just thought his Brother Chan was insanely handsome and cool, which was why he willingly served as a sidekick.

Li Yunmo trotted over eagerly: “Bro, I’ve bought everything.”

Li Weiyi hummed in acknowledgment, took the items, and led him to knock on the door.

The door opened.

A man in his forties appeared—medium height, upright features, with some worry between his brows. He studied them both, hesitating: “You are…”

Yesterday, Zhang Jingchan had brought Li Weiyi, who had fallen into the water nearby, back home, handed her over to them, and left. Father Li had only briefly met him in a rush and hadn’t looked carefully.

Li Weiyi looked at her father, seven or eight years younger, her eyes moistening. She struggled to hold back and said: “Uncle, I’m the one who saved Li Weiyi yesterday. I came today to check on her. Is she alright?”

A woman in her early forties walked out from behind Father Li—it was Li Weiyi’s mother. She had always been slender and frail. Her eyes were red as she said: “It’s you two! Yesterday you left in such a hurry we didn’t get to thank you, and today you’ve come to see Weiyi. How can we accept this?” After saying this, she began to cry.

Seeing her cry, Li Weiyi’s tears nearly fell. She asked Father Li: “Why… is she crying?”

Father Li: “Sigh, you two come in.”

Li Weiyi and Li Yunmo followed Father Li into the room. An absurd thought popped into her mind—could it be that Zhang Jingchan had ended up in her body, couldn’t accept reality, and gone mad? Become autistic?

That couldn’t be, right? She could quickly accept reality and actively change her fate. Zhang Jingchan was even more shrewd and decisive than her. Her parents were very honest people—wouldn’t it be easy for him to fool them?

As a young girl, Li Weiyi had always shared a bedroom with her sister—two single beds. Right now her sister’s bed was empty with no one in it. Only seventeen-year-old Li Weiyi lay on the bed. Her eyes were closed, her complexion pale with an abnormal flush. Her hands were placed on her chest, clenched tightly into fists.

Li Weiyi froze for a moment. The feeling of looking at herself was truly very peculiar. She asked: “What’s wrong with her?”

Father Li answered: “Yesterday at the hospital they said nothing was wrong, so we came back. But today Weiyi has slept until now without waking up. No matter how we call her, she won’t wake, and she hasn’t eaten anything either. Just now I called the doctor from the clinic next door to come look at her. He said she has a slight fever and might be in shock, which is why she won’t wake up. He’s already given her a fever-reducing injection and said to keep observing. Her mother has been thinking this and that, worried sick.”

Li Weiyi pulled over the chair by the desk with practiced ease, sat down by the bed, and stared at that extremely familiar face.

At seventeen, she still had baby fat in her cheeks, rosy-cheeked and fresh-faced, her childishness not yet shed. Her eyelashes didn’t move at all. She slept unconscious to the world.

Had Zhang Jingchan come to this body?

Or had only she alone come over? Was this still seventeen-year-old Li Weiyi? Was her arrival causing her coma?

Li Weiyi gently picked up the small hand of the person before her, held it in both hands, and gazed at her tenderly and worriedly, falling into anxious contemplation.

The three people behind her: “…”

Mother Li immediately nudged Father Li. Li Yunmo whistled.

Father Li’s face turned alternately green and red: “Young man, let go of her hand!”

Chapter 11: The Green Tea Youth (1)
Li Weiyi quickly let go of that small hand, thinking to herself that it was actually Zhang Jingchan taking advantage of her. She rapidly found an excuse and turned to smile at Father Li: “Dad, I look at her like looking at a little sister. Don’t overthink it.”

Both Father Li and Mother Li were stunned. Li Yunmo: “Holy crap…”

Li Weiyi realized what she’d said and quickly added: “That’s not what I meant. I mean… Li Weiyi’s dad, Li Weiyi’s mom, I spoke too quickly, too quickly.”

Father Li and Mother Li still had looks of maladjustment on their faces, looking at her as if looking at a thief. Li Weiyi felt wronged too—seeing her parents but unable to acknowledge them. Her expression turned serious as she said: “Let’s go sit in the living room. With too many people, the air circulation is poor and it affects… her rest.” After saying this, she took the initiative and walked to the living room first, sitting down on the sofa.

The three people behind her all had confused thoughts in their minds but subconsciously followed her out.

Li Weiyi very naturally sat in the middle of the long sofa. In the past at home, she would lie down if she could avoid sitting, but now she had to sit upright properly like a respectable person. Father Li instructed Mother Li to make tea. Although this young man seemed quite improper today, he had after all saved their daughter’s life yesterday, so basic courtesy was still necessary.

Li Weiyi said: “Uncle, Auntie, my name is Zhang Jingchan. His name is Li Yunmo—he’s my childhood friend. We’re both students at Central China University of Finance and Economics. We came today with no other intention than to check on Li Weiyi. This is milk and apples we bought for her—a small token of our regard.”

Both Father Li and Mother Li were honest people and quickly declined while expressing their thanks again.

Li Weiyi indicated that they were university students who studied hard and enjoyed helping others, and this was what they should do.

Father Li asked which work unit his parents worked at. Li Weiyi vaguely said his father did some business on his own. Father Li said that once Li Weiyi recovered, the whole family would visit to express their thanks. Li Weiyi couldn’t wait to have more contact with them—this way she would have opportunities to sabotage her sister’s relationship with Zhou Zhihao. She immediately expressed strong welcome.

She also praised the Li family’s inexpensive tea leaves for having a refreshing fragrance—very much like the smell of the tea leaves from her childhood home. She praised Mother Li for keeping the house and vegetable garden very clean—clearly a capable and virtuous auntie at first glance. She praised Father Li for clearly being a capable and steady man. She praised this honest couple until their cheeks flushed and their eyes sparkled. After chatting for more than half an hour, Father Li and Mother Li were already calling her “Ah Chan” with every sentence. They also believed Li Weiyi’s earlier improper behavior was just this young person accidentally misspoke for a moment.

Seeing it was past eleven o’clock, Mother Li warmly invited: “Ah Chan, Xiao Li, stay for lunch at our house? Weiyi’s older sister will also be back. Yesterday she also said she wanted to find a way to locate you two to express her thanks.”

Li Yunmo immediately secretly poked Li Weiyi. This family clearly had no money, and he didn’t want to eat here. He wanted to drive the Ferrari with his Brother Chan to downtown to eat Japanese food.

Li Weiyi twisted her waist to avoid his poke and smiled in reply: “Good, then we’ll trouble Uncle and Auntie. Auntie’s cooking must be excellent.”

Father Li and Mother Li were very happy. Mother Li directed Father Li to go out and buy a few more substantial dishes, while she herself went into the kitchen to get busy, telling them to watch TV first.

Li Yunmo watched as she actually picked up the remote and changed channels, saying: “You’re not really interested in that little girl, are you?” Otherwise why make such an effort to please her parents, sweet-talking them like that—it was really too strange.

Li Weiyi glanced at him and said: “What do you know? Everything I do has a purpose. Don’t ask for now.”

Li Yunmo was stunned.

So later he really didn’t randomly poke or move around. He’d been intimidated.

“Whose sports car is parked at your doorstep? Hey, it’s really a Ferrari! A Ferrari!” A man’s voice came from outside the door.

Li Yunmo saw his Brother Chan suddenly stand up, walk to the window, and gloomily look at the person outside the courtyard. Li Yunmo was drinking water and followed with his teacup. Beside the Ferrari stood a man and a woman, both looking to be in their twenties. The man wasn’t tall, had a stocky build, and fairly regular features. But his eyes were glowing as he looked at the Ferrari, and he was touching it all over. Li Yunmo somewhat looked down on him. The young lady beside him was quite pretty and pleasant, and though dressed plainly, she had the charm of a refined woman from a modest family.

Then Li Yunmo heard his Brother Chan speak coolly: “My car. Who are you? Did you wash your hands? Randomly touching my car?”

Zhou Zhihao now lost face. He glanced at his prospective girlfriend Li Xiaoyi beside him and fired back without backing down: “Who are you? This is my girlfriend’s home. Who told you to park your car here? Watch your mouth.”

Li Weiyi gave a cold laugh and said: “Oh really? Shameless or what—is she your girlfriend? She hasn’t agreed yet, right? Following people around all day. I’m a guest of the Li family. If I don’t park here, where should I park? Is the ground at the door yours? Did you piss on it?”

Li Yunmo spat out a mouthful of tea.

Zhou Zhihao was only twenty-six at this time, having just half-ended his hoodlum career to go home and mind the shop. Unable to win this argument, he rolled up his sleeves and was about to come over to fight. Though Li Xiaoyi didn’t know who the person inside was, she could see he was a guest of the family. She quickly held Zhou Zhihao back and quietly persuaded him with a few words. Only then did Zhou Zhihao say resentfully: “Damn it, for Xiaoyi’s sake, I’ll let you off today. Let’s wait and see.” His gaze was sinister—clearly he had taken offense.

Li Weiyi had won the argument but still felt a bit regretful that she hadn’t been able to provoke Zhou Zhihao into displaying violent behavior in front of her sister. She cursed “scumbag” under her breath and returned to sit leisurely on the sofa.

She was truly, truly so happy that she had been able to perform so excellently just now. Finally she could personally break them up. Zhou Zhihao—heaven had a road but you didn’t take it; hell had no gate but you barged right in.

Li Yunmo watched his Brother Chan cross his legs, the tip of his foot bouncing up and down, eyes slightly narrowed, that trace of a smile at the corner of his mouth full of ill intent—Li Yunmo’s entire being fell into confusion.

In his memory, Brother Chan was the young master of Fuming Group, Ningcheng’s top rich young master. He had always been ruthless with few words, cool and aloof, spending money like water—not blinking an eye when spending hundreds of thousands. He only chose girlfriends from among campus beauty-level gorgeous women. His only interests were gaming and sports. When he got angry, he dared to give even his father an ugly look.

But today’s Brother Chan had been warmly enthusiastic and silver-tongued with this household of poor people. He said he had ulterior motives, and Li Yunmo believed him. Because his Brother Chan was certainly not stupid with lots of money—he was very shrewd. When Brother Chan was occasionally brought to business settings by Zhang’s father, he was exactly like this—skillfully maneuvering and handling things with ease. Li Yunmo had witnessed it once or twice.

But just now when facing a punk like Zhou Zhihao, Brother Chan had actually gotten into an argument with him. So sarcastic and caustic—what was it like? Right, like the affected eunuchs on TV.

Li Yunmo couldn’t help but let his gaze move downward toward Li Weiyi’s crotch. An absurd thought popped into his mind—could it be that yesterday when he went into the water, what got injured was…

Chapter 12: The Green Tea Youth (2)
While he was wildly imagining things, Li Xiaoyi and Zhou Zhihao had already entered the house. Zhou Zhihao was carrying several boxes of supplements.

Li Xiaoyi called out: “Mom, Zhou Zhihao heard Weiyi wasn’t feeling well and came to visit.”

Mother Li had been cooking in the kitchen and hadn’t heard the argument by the window. Called out from the kitchen by Li Xiaoyi, she quickly smiled and declined: “Ah, Xiao Zhou, no need, no need. Making you spend money again.”

Zhou Zhihao forcibly pressed them into her hands, smiling attentively: “Auntie, this little bit of money is nothing to me. It’s my sincere gesture. Weiyi is Xiaoyi’s younger sister, so I care about her too.”

Li Xiaoyi on the side blushed and said: “Don’t talk nonsense.”

Zhou Zhihao: “I’m speaking from the heart.”

Mother Li smiled: “Xiao Zhou, please sit first. Xiaoyi, this is Ah Chan and Xiao Li. Yesterday they brought Weiyi home. Ah Chan saved Weiyi.”

Upon hearing this, Li Xiaoyi immediately walked over and solemnly bowed to Li Weiyi: “Thank you, thank you very much!”

Li Weiyi looked at her sister, eight years younger. At this time she was still so young, still alive and well, still not deceived by that beast behind her. Her face was rosy and fair, her spine straight and strong.

Li Weiyi’s tears suddenly flowed out. She quickly wiped them away and forcefully suppressed the impulse to embrace her tightly, saying: “It’s nothing. No need to thank me.”

The others didn’t pay attention, but Li Xiaoyi saw that tear that was quickly wiped away. After a moment of surprise, she simply smiled gently. This made Li Weiyi’s heart ache for her even more, and she said: “Sister, sit down. Let’s chat for a while.”

Li Xiaoyi was startled by this too-natural “sister,” but still obediently sat down. Zhou Zhihao gloomily glanced at Li Weiyi, but this was the Li home, and moreover the other party was a lifesaver, so he didn’t say anything and also sat down beside Li Xiaoyi.

Li Weiyi asked a few questions about her sister’s current job, and it matched her memories. Her sister was only twenty-two now. After graduating from vocational high school at nineteen, she had worked in a factory for two years and was currently working at one of Zhou Zhihao’s family’s shops.

It was because of this that her sister had been targeted by Zhou Zhihao. Li Weiyi remembered that during this period, her parents had actually already tacitly approved of this relationship, but her sister was still hesitating, wanting to keep her distance and think it over. Zhou Zhihao, however, was persistently clinging to her, making everyone think they were already together. Her sister had a gentle and shy temperament, and later, under the persuasion of her parents and everyone around her, thinking Zhou Zhihao was sincere, she got together with him.

After chatting for a while, Li Weiyi suddenly said to Zhou Zhihao: “Didn’t you say you came to visit Li Weiyi? You’ve been sitting here so long clinging to my sister, but haven’t gone to look at her even once. You don’t actually care about her sister at all—you’re just using it as an excuse to chase girls.”

Zhou Zhihao’s expression stiffened. He quickly said: “Xiaoyi, don’t listen to his nonsense. Of course I care about your sister… it’s just… I just got absorbed listening to you all chat. Anything related to you, I want to hear.”

Li Xiaoyi bit her lip and said nothing.

Li Weiyi continued: “Sister, when I came in today I already checked on Weiyi. Although she’s unconscious, her color is good. Don’t worry too much.”

Li Xiaoyi: “…Thank you.”

Zhou Zhihao: “…”

Li Yunmo covered his face with his hand: Brother Chan is… such a green tea bitch.

But after Li Weiyi said this, after a while, Zhou Zhihao said to Li Xiaoyi: “Come with me to see your sister?” Although Li Xiaoyi hadn’t yet nodded to be together with him, her heart had already wavered. Hearing this, she nodded and said to Li Weiyi: “You all sit for a while.” Then she took Zhou Zhihao to the bedroom.

As soon as they entered the bedroom, Zhou Zhihao gently pulled the door closed behind them.

Li Weiyi stared at the door, viciously biting into an apple one bite at a time.

Li Yunmo stuck his head over, blocking her view, and said: “Brother Chan, tell the truth—do you like the older sister or the younger sister? Holy crap, even I can’t figure it out.”

Li Weiyi gave him a blank look and said: “Mind your own business.”

Li Yunmo guessed: “The younger sister?”

Li Weiyi thought that she needed some excuse to frequently run over here, so she nodded and said: “I’m interested. I’m still considering it.”

Seeing her finally admit it, Li Yunmo suddenly understood and also breathed a sigh of relief—all of Brother Chan’s abnormal behavior today had an explanation. But they’d only met twice—how much must he like her? Before, girls always threw themselves at Brother Chan. He never pursued anyone.

“So you can also fall in love at first sight,” Li Yunmo sighed.

Li Weiyi still stared at that door and smiled: “Yes, she looks really too adorable—the most adorable girl I’ve ever seen.”

Li Yunmo: “If you really plan to pursue her, what about Cheng Ruiyan?”

Li Weiyi didn’t know who he was talking about. Calculating that it was about time to go into the room and break up the lovebirds, she said perfunctorily: “I told you I need to think about it more.” She got up and walked toward the bedroom.

From behind the half-closed door came sounds of pushing and low voices. Li Weiyi pushed it open in one motion and sure enough saw Zhou Zhihao holding her sister’s waist, his head stretching forward trying to kiss her, while her sister with a pale face was dodging, probably not daring to make a scene. When the door opened, Zhou Zhihao let go of her sister and turned to stare at Li Weiyi. Li Xiaoyi quickly straightened her clothes and hair, her whole face flushed red.

Li Weiyi started again: “Hey, what are you doing in broad daylight? She hasn’t agreed to be with you yet, and you’re forcing yourself on her. You don’t respect her at all in your heart. Later if she agrees, who knows what terrible things you’ll do. You said you came to see her sister, but it’s obviously fake concern. Right in front of her unconscious sister you’re acting like a hooligan. Do you have any humanity?”

These words were quite harsh. Zhou Zhihao rushed over, swinging a fist at her. Li Xiaoyi quickly tried to pull him back but was pushed away by his brute force, hitting the wall. He didn’t even care about her.

Li Weiyi looked at his furious face and felt a bit scared. She retreated two steps, struggling intensely between taking a punch to expose his true nature or running away, when a cold voice sounded: “Do you know who he is? And you dare hit him?”

It was Li Yunmo, who had run over hearing something was wrong.

Though Li Yunmo acted like a husky in front of Zhang Jingchan, outside he was Young Master Li who feared neither heaven nor earth. In his eyes, punks like Zhou Zhihao weren’t even worthy of carrying their shoes.

Zhou Zhihao’s mind cleared a bit. Thinking of the Ferrari worth millions at the door, he coldly asked: “Who is he?”

Li Yunmo said lightly: “His father is Zhang Moyun.”

Li Weiyi never thought she would have a “my dad is XX” moment.

Most people in Ningcheng didn’t know Zhang Jingchan’s name, but everyone in Ningcheng knew Zhang Moyun’s name. Zhou Zhihao glanced at Li Weiyi again, lowered his fist, and said: “What, having money means you can randomly insult people? Keep talking nonsense and I really will hit you.”

This time Li Weiyi didn’t make a sound, only showing an expression of righteous indignation. Because she knew that if she continued to humiliate Zhou Zhihao, it would turn into bullying with power. She needed to quit while she was ahead.

Chapter 13: The Green Tea Youth (3)
In the end, things had fallen out. Zhou Zhihao cursed a few more times, talked with Li Xiaoyi for a while, then left without eating.

Li Weiyi said: “Sister, I have something to tell you.”

The two entered the room. Even Li Yunmo was shut outside. Li Weiyi said: “Sister, please sit.”

Honestly, this was the first time Li Xiaoyi had encountered such a handsome young man who, from the first meeting, called her “sister” with every other word, being particularly familiar. Though she wasn’t used to it, somehow she could sense this person was very sincere, his eyes full of admiration, as if he truly considered her his sister from the bottom of his heart.

“Xiao Zhang, what do you want to tell me?”

Li Weiyi said: “This Zhou Zhihao is not a good person. I’ve seen him before—he doesn’t remember. The building where his family’s storefronts are located was actually built by my family. I heard he used to be a hoodlum who smoked, got into fights, had messy relationships with men and women, and even hit his girlfriends. A leopard can’t change its spots. He’s sweet-talking you now, but once you really agree, he’ll definitely show his true colors. He’ll hit you and deceive you too. For your lifelong happiness, you must not get together with him.”

Li Xiaoyi remained silent.

Li Weiyi grew anxious: “Everything I’m saying is true! I swear!”

Li Xiaoyi smiled faintly, though her complexion was somewhat pale: “Thank you, but this is between him and me. I’ll think about it.”

Li Weiyi grabbed her hand: “You have to believe me! It’s all for your happiness. I don’t want to see you harmed by him for your whole life.”

Whether her words or actions, she startled Li Xiaoyi. Li Xiaoyi quickly withdrew her hand and said: “I only just met you today. Why are you so concerned about matters between him and me?”

Li Weiyi took a deep breath and said: “When I see injustice, I draw my sword to help. That’s just the kind of straightforward person I am! When I see this scumbag deceiving someone into marriage, I can’t just ignore it. Besides, Li Weiyi and I are friends, so I’ve been paying attention to this matter.”

This explanation was somewhat acceptable. Li Xiaoyi didn’t know whether the person before her was actually friends with her sister. She glanced at her sister still unconscious on the bed, her delicate brows slightly furrowed, and said: “The doctor examined her and said Weiyi is very healthy, no problems at all. If she still doesn’t wake up later, I’ll have Mom and Dad take her back to the hospital.” She turned to look at Li Weiyi and smiled: “You’re very much like her—clever, mischievous, and also very kind.”

Li Weiyi felt warm inside hearing this and said: “Sister, you must take my words to heart.”

“Alright, I’ll think about it seriously.”

——

Before leaving the Li home, Li Weiyi secretly told Li Xiaoyi that if her sister woke up, she must tell her immediately. Li Xiaoyi agreed.

In the car on the way back, Li Weiyi was relatively silent.

Li Yunmo stole a glance at her, then another glance. He cleared his throat lightly and said: “So Brother Chan… let me ask you something.”

“Ask.”

“If you really plan to pursue Li Weiyi, you’ll definitely have to break up with Cheng Ruiyan, right? So once you’ve broken up, could I pursue Cheng Ruiyan? She’s really so pretty, with a great figure and personality.” Li Yunmo’s face was full of longing.

Li Weiyi thought, she didn’t know how long she could stay here. What if she went back tomorrow? When nineteen-year-old Zhang Jingchan returned, she couldn’t very well have ruined his girlfriend situation.

So she said: “No, you can’t pursue her.”

“Why not?”

Li Weiyi looked at him meaningfully: “Cheng Ruiyan—I also like her.”

Li Yunmo: “…Holy crap, scumbag!”

As soon as they arrived at the Zhang home, Li Yunmo, whose worldview had been thoroughly shaken today, was sent away by Li Weiyi. Madam Wu Xinhui was still playing mahjong. Zhang Moyun had apparently gone on a business trip and hadn’t returned. Li Weiyi sat at the desk in the room, pushed aside the pile of headphones and keyboards, and found a new notebook and pen.

The first day here had been like fighting a battle. Now she had gotten her wish to see her sister and administered a preventive warning in advance, though she didn’t know if it would work. But there was still plenty of time ahead.

Now, she felt it was very necessary to sit down, organize her thoughts, calmly plan what to do next and how to do it.

Chapter 14: Kiss Him, Kiss Him (1)
Li Weiyi lay sprawled across the desk, chewing on her pen tip, her mind filled with passionate determination to defy fate and change destiny. She scribbled down rapidly:

Break up the lovebirds;

Learn painting;

Stay away from the scumbag;

Buy stocks;

Hoard properties;

……

Night fell, and a solitary lamp in the room illuminated the boy’s handsome face. His eyes were unfocused, wearing a silly grin.

Commotion came from downstairs as Wu Xinhui’s mahjong game broke up. The four wealthy ladies planned to go out for late-night snacks and spa treatments. Li Weiyi listened with one ear and caught that today’s biggest winner was one of the flattering trio, while Wu Xinhui lost the most—around a hundred thousand yuan. But she didn’t care at all.

Li Weiyi thought again of that row of luxury cars in the garage, her brow furrowing deeply as she wrote down the last line in wild, illegible characters:

Prevent Fuming Group from going bankrupt!

If she had to live as Zhang Jingchan for a long time or even a lifetime, preventing bankruptcy would safeguard her happiness in the latter half of life—she didn’t have the ability to repay a billion yuan debt. If she could switch back, she also wanted to leave Zhang Jingchan a different future.

Under each item on her plan, she wrote many detailed provisions in fine print:

For instance, continue persuading her sister—ideally get some dirt on Zhou Zhihao, sow discord, and make them break up completely.

For instance, leave a handwritten letter for the seventeen-year-old Li Weiyi, detailing in full how she would meet the scumbag Xie Zhilu at university. Better yet, predict several important events in her life to enhance credibility, and absolutely ensure that she stays far away from the scumbag—never interact with him until death.

As for painting, that was something Li Weiyi had loved since childhood. As a child, she had only studied for two years at the youth center, but had already been praised by teachers as talented, with her works winning awards everywhere. When she entered middle school, her parents felt it wasn’t a proper pursuit and made her stop. But she had actually continued drawing secretly all along. In high school, when the school recruited art specialty students, she pestered her parents relentlessly and successfully studied with a teacher after class for a year, becoming one of the most outstanding in her grade. But when she reached her second year of high school, studies became increasingly demanding. Her parents didn’t understand, and her homeroom teacher also felt that with her good academic performance, she was university material and didn’t need to learn painting. Being young, her resolve wasn’t firm either, so she complied.

But in all the years since, she had never been able to give up painting. Almost every day in her spare time, she would put down a few strokes. If she had time, she would watch those online tutorials from famous illustrators or go to art exhibitions. She had studied finance in university and worked in finance after graduation, doing quite well at it. But deep in her heart, she had always known clearly that it wasn’t what she truly loved.

What’s more, the company had laid her off anyway. So the vague regret and unwillingness in her heart over these years completely rebelled.

If she could do it over, she wanted to be an illustrator. To live freely, to love freely, to paint freely. Even if the income was lower, she would be willing.

Just thinking about that kind of life made her feel unprecedented ease, joy, and liberation.

But how could she get her parents to agree? She would be entering the second semester of her second year of high school after the New Year.

Li Weiyi was pondering bitterly when suddenly her spirit shook violently—

If Zhang Jingchan entered her body, he probably wouldn’t be willing to learn painting, would he? No, no, no, what was she thinking? She needed to learn it herself—what did it have to do with Zhang Jingchan? But now, as the heir to Fuming Group, convincing her billionaire father to let her learn painting would be nearly impossible, right? And if she changed Zhang Jingchan’s university major without notice, that seemed quite underhanded. What if they suddenly switched back someday? By then, Zhang Jingchan wouldn’t even have stored up business knowledge in university, yet would face a billion-yuan debt—wouldn’t that be even more miserable…

Li Weiyi fell into complete confusion.

Looking up again at this resplendent villa, thinking of the last task—saving Fuming Group—she felt even more of a headache. She had only seen fragmentary reports about it in the news. Now, with only about half a year left before the group’s bankruptcy, she didn’t even know where to start.

Li Weiyi threw down her pen, heaved a long sigh, and collapsed on the desk.

The next morning, when Li Weiyi woke up, she found herself still lying in the two-meter by two-meter bed. The first thing she did was send her sister a text message: “Sis, good morning, are you awake?”

Li Xiaoyi replied almost twenty minutes later: “Hello Achan, I’m at work.”

Li Weiyi: “May I ask if my good friend Li Weiyi is okay? Has she woken up?”

Li Xiaoyi: “Yesterday afternoon we took her to the hospital again. All her indicators are still normal, and she’s still hospitalized for observation. When I left this morning, she still hadn’t woken up.”

Li Weiyi: “Okay, you must notify me if there’s any news. Sis, stay away from scumbags, and you’ll have a happy life.”

Li Xiaoyi only replied with a smiley face emoji, saying nothing else.

Li Weiyi immediately felt uneasy. After all, her sister had known that scum for over a year, and she remembered that during this period, Zhou Zhihao had indeed been very good to her sister. Trying to make her sister change her mind with just a few words would be difficult. Never mind, keep trying. There’s no marriage that can’t be broken up, only people who aren’t devious enough.

Ms. Wu Xinhui had played with her wealthy lady friends until very late last night and hadn’t gotten up yet. Li Weiyi, as usual, drank bird’s nest soup, ate breakfast, and curled up on the sofa looking at her phone.

Looking through chat records, photos, and videos.

She had no interest in prying into Zhang Jingchan’s privacy, but she needed to understand more about the nineteen-year-old him.

She first looked at text messages and QQ chat records, discovering that this person spoke very concisely to everyone, as if saying one extra word was a waste—perfectly pretentious. Zhang Jingchan chatted most with Li Yunmo, and two other boys, all classmates.

Then there was his official girlfriend Cheng Ruiyan. But this person spoke stiffly even to his girlfriend—many messages didn’t exceed five characters. Scanning roughly through them, she didn’t see a single sweet nothing. Li Weiyi clicked her tongue in disdain.

Looking at the photo album next, there weren’t many photos, and most were of scenery. With Li Weiyi’s fairly decent aesthetic sense, she really couldn’t see what was beautiful about the landscapes he photographed. She only saw a bunch of problems—wrong framing, wrong lighting, terrible composition… After looking for a while, she had an epiphany. So Zhang Jingchan also had the legendary “boyfriend photography skills.” These photos were all his self-admiring “masterpieces.”

Li Weiyi giggled, thinking to herself, I’ll take a few good ones for you. If we switch back someday, you’ll be amazed.

There were also a few photos of his girlfriend, though they were clearly selfies. The girl was like a peach—both pure and sexy—making even Li Weiyi, a woman herself, exclaim “wow.”

Zhang Jingchan only had about ten photos of himself. This person probably didn’t like taking photos.

One of them looked like someone had secretly snapped it with his phone, and the image quality was a bit blurry. In the library with soft yellow lighting, the tall boy wore a white T-shirt that outlined his shoulder blade definition. He was looking down at a book, his nape pale and straight, his arms exposed outside the T-shirt lean and muscular. Many people sat around him, but they all seemed like background scenery.

Chapter 15: Kiss Him, Kiss Him (2)
“Achan!” “Brother Chan!” Many people were calling from downstairs.

Li Weiyi walked out of the room to look. Besides Li Yunmo, five or six other young men and women were standing there. Thanks to the homework she had just done, Li Weiyi recognized them all as Zhang Jingchan’s classmates, and she could barely match their names. As for the strikingly beautiful girl standing beside Li Yunmo… Li Weiyi’s heart skipped a beat.

It was his girlfriend, Cheng Ruiyan.

Li Weiyi walked downstairs hesitantly. When she reached them, she had already adjusted her mindset. She looked at them with an indifferent expression and didn’t speak.

Cheng Ruiyan very naturally walked over and took his arm. Li Weiyi stiffened and smiled at her politely.

However, this rare sweet smile from her boyfriend made Cheng Ruiyan’s heart tremble. She held on tighter and leaned her head against him.

Li Weiyi: “…”

Did Zhang Jingchan’s girlfriend like to hang all over him? Whatever, she was professional—she could endure it.

A boy said, “Let’s go, Brother Chan, we’re just waiting for you.”

Li Weiyi asked very casually, “Where are we going?”

Several people looked at him.

“To celebrate Ruiyan’s birthday. You didn’t forget, did you?”

Li Weiyi immediately retorted, “How could I possibly forget!” She turned her head and teased Cheng Ruiyan playfully, “I was deliberately teasing you. You’re not mad, are you?”

But Cheng Ruiyan was somewhat mesmerized.

Today’s Achan had gentleness and tender affection in his eyes and expression. That layer of cold, aloof aura that usually shrouded him had disappeared without a trace overnight!

“Hmph…” She very cutely turned her head to the side. “We’ll see how you perform today.”

Such a simple action, yet when Cheng Ruiyan did it, it was vivid and alluring. Li Weiyi touched her nose, her face reddening a bit, thinking to herself: Lust is a knife hanging over one’s head—Zhang Jingchan, you really are an old hand.

When everyone got outside, they first went to admire Zhang Jingchan’s new car. Cheng Ruiyan saw the Ferrari, her heart pounding. She naturally assumed she would ride in the sports car with Zhang Jingchan—did that even need to be said?

She was restraining her excitement with reserve when she heard her boyfriend beside her say, “Li Yunmo, my head still hurts a bit today. You drive and take me.”

Cheng Ruiyan: “…”

Although Li Yunmo had a bit of interest in Cheng Ruiyan, he had a bit of interest in many beautiful women. So he didn’t notice Cheng Ruiyan’s disappointment at all and happily replied, “Absolutely! Who else would it be?” He flew over to open the car door and get in, even bragging to others, “Yesterday, Chan-ge gave me this little cutie’s first time. Chan-ge and me—we’re tight like that.”

Li Weiyi pulled her hand out of Cheng Ruiyan’s embrace and quickly got in the car, finally feeling relieved all over.

The others had also driven here. Cheng Ruiyan watched as her boyfriend immediately fastened his seatbelt after getting in the car, then looked up and waved at her with a smile, like a lucky cat. Cheng Ruiyan didn’t know whether to be angry at his lack of romantic sense or to love this adorably cute side of him. She bit her lip and nonchalantly got into another car.

“Let me ask you something,” Li Weiyi asked Li Yunmo. “Should I prepare another birthday gift for Cheng Ruiyan?”

This question had a purpose. If Zhang Jingchan had already prepared a gift and Li Yunmo happened to know about it, Li Weiyi could explain that she said “another” because she was worried the original gift wasn’t substantial enough, while also finding out where the original gift was. If Li Yunmo didn’t know, then she could just prepare another gift.

She thought to herself: Zhang Jingchan, look—who’s the best little boyfriend?

Li Yunmo looked at him strangely. “Didn’t you hate buying these kinds of things? It was agreed that you’d cover all expenses today—isn’t that enough? That’s tens of thousands of yuan.”

Li Weiyi: “…Enough!”

She remembered now—there was a text message on the phone saying he’d reserved a top-tier luxury suite at some entertainment club.

The club was located in the city center—a three-story standalone European-style building, pristine white and elegant. Above the entrance was a huge relief sculpture of Greek gods, exuding an aura of luxury.

They walked into the dazzling, brilliant lobby. A woman dressed as the lobby manager was seeing off a young man. The man saw them and walked over.

Li Yunmo called out, “Brother Xu Yi.”

Li Weiyi felt the man before her looked somewhat familiar, but couldn’t remember where she’d seen him. She suddenly realized, and a name popped into her mind: Xu Yi, the billionaire father’s assistant. The reservation text message on the phone had also been sent by Xu Yi.

Li Weiyi also called out, “Brother Xu Yi.”

“Achan.” Xu Yi smiled at Li Weiyi. He was about one meter eighty tall, dressed in a well-fitted black suit, with a slender build and very fair skin, wearing thin-framed glasses. He said, “I’ve checked the private room—everything’s set up. You can order food and drinks yourselves. The cake will be delivered in an hour—we ordered Black Swan. The office isn’t far from here. Call me anytime if you need anything.”

Li Weiyi understood now—so Zhang Jingchan used his father’s assistant as his own assistant. However, this was common in family businesses. After all, Zhang Jingchan was the future boss.

Li Weiyi: “Okay, thank you, Brother Xu Yi. You’ve worked hard.”

Xu Yi looked at her one more time, smiled slightly, and walked away with his long strides. He had a completely different temperament from these college students—refined, mature, and distinguished.

Cheng Ruiyan poked her boyfriend’s arm. “Who’s that?”

“My dad’s assistant.”

Cheng Ruiyan’s romantic young girl’s heart swelled even more. The assistant of such a major corporation’s boss was attending to this crown prince. No—attending to her, the crown princess.

The private room could easily accommodate twenty people. It had KTV, a pool table, areas for card games, darts… Pink balloons and decorations celebrating the birthday hung everywhere. An entire wall was covered with sparkling, dazzling crystal lights, and a full circle of red roses lined the wall—the scent of money was everywhere. Everyone who saw it exclaimed in admiration. Cheng Ruiyan’s pretty face flushed pink, and she looked at Li Weiyi with even more tender affection.

Li Weiyi didn’t notice, though. She was just thinking that Xu Yi was indeed very capable—no wonder he could be an executive assistant.

Executive assistants were creatures that, while Li Weiyi had never been one, she had encountered before. They anticipated what the boss wanted and addressed the boss’s urgent needs. Even some of the boss’s less presentable matters had to be handled by the executive assistant. Otherwise, why would most executive assistants be transferred to positions of real power in companies or departments after three to five years, becoming regional overlords?

Xu Yi clearly intended to curry favor with Zhang Jingchan. So could she use this person in the future? His connections were definitely more extensive than those of Zhang Jingchan, a mere college student.

She’d keep watching.

The atmosphere quickly livened up. Cheng Ruiyan was indeed worthy of being the department beauty—her singing voice was also melodious and pleasant. After she finished a love song, everyone started jeering, demanding that Li Weiyi duet with her. Li Weiyi absolutely refused. She had been tone-deaf since childhood and had no idea what Zhang Jingchan’s singing was like. She absolutely couldn’t expose herself. After declining repeatedly, she was forced to drink as penalty.

Before she knew it, she had drunk seven or eight glasses of beer. Her head felt dizzy and heavy as she leaned back on the sofa.

After a while, the servers wheeled in the cake.

Having probably received advance instructions from Xu Yi, the servers were very good at creating atmosphere—singing, offering birthday wishes. Li Weiyi was pulled to stand with Cheng Ruiyan in front of the cake.

Chapter 16: Kiss Him, Kiss Him (3)
“Kiss, kiss, kiss…” Everyone was jeering. Cheng Ruiyan shyly leaned on Li Weiyi’s arm, lifting her little face toward her boyfriend, about to close her eyes. Li Weiyi’s drunkenness was scared away by several degrees. She shouted, “Wait a moment, I have something to say.”

Everyone quieted down.

Li Weiyi looked at Cheng Ruiyan and said affectionately, “Let’s not do those tacky things and give them a show. If we’re going to kiss, we’ll do it behind closed doors later. I have some heartfelt words to say to you—words I’ve been thinking about for a long time. Cheng Ruiyan, I wish you happiness every day in 2014. I wish you academic progress. I wish you growing more beautiful. I wish your dreams come true. Most importantly, I hope all beautiful things will meet you, because in my heart, you are the most beautiful person in this world.”

To avoid kissing, Li Weiyi was really going all out!

These kinds of words would become cliché all over the internet in later years, but this was 2014, and they were still quite trendy. The entire private room fell silent.

No one expected that Brother Chan, who was always so reserved with words, would say such a long, deeply emotional speech. So Brother Chan was this devoted to Cheng Ruiyan?

Only Li Yunmo looked at his Brother Chan with very complicated eyes. He thought, has Brother Chan made up his mind? Is he still choosing the gorgeous peony queen of the mortal realm, giving up that little morning glory Li Weiyi? Or has Brother Chan decided to have one in each hand, refusing to be a decent person…

Everyone applauded. Li Weiyi also felt she had spoken very well and appropriately. She hadn’t made any rash promises on Zhang Jingchan’s behalf, yet had given his girlfriend plenty of face. She was truly too clever! Happily lifting her long legs to walk toward the sofa, suddenly her neck was grabbed by someone. A soft, fragrant body threw itself into her arms. She looked down and saw Cheng Ruiyan with tears streaming down her face. Li Weiyi was just about to comfort her in a flustered panic when two warm, full lips pressed heavily onto hers. A slippery little lilac tongue forcefully drilled into her mouth, plundering wantonly…

Li Weiyi was thunderstruck, frozen in place.

By the time she came to her senses, Cheng Ruiyan had already ended this passionate deep kiss and went shyly to cut the cake. Li Weiyi, mouth half-open, walked back to the sofa in a daze and sat down. Someone started jeering and poured more drinks for her. With her brain crashed, she drank it all. Already half-drunk, this time she couldn’t even open her eyes. In a hazy fog, she saw Cheng Ruiyan walking toward her again!

Li Weiyi was scared to death. No, don’t come over—she wanted to go home!

She tugged at Li Yunmo beside her, who was equally bleary-eyed with drink. “Drive me home.”

Li Yunmo stumbled as he was about to stand up, but was pushed back down by Li Weiyi. “No, you—you’d be drunk driving.” But Li Weiyi thought and thought, and couldn’t figure out who else in this world she could find to take her home.

She didn’t know how far Zhang Jingchan and Cheng Ruiyan had progressed before. If she passed out drunk tonight and something indescribable happened with Cheng Ruiyan, how should she face her own soul and body? And what kind of feelings should Zhang Jingchan have toward her?

In the end, she called Xu Yi. At this point, she couldn’t even hear clearly if he’d answered, but said to herself, “Brother Xu Yi, Brother Xu Yi, Brother Xu Yi, pick me up and take me home. I want to go home. Boo hoo hoo, I want to go home…”

After making the call, Li Weiyi hugged the door of the private room. No matter how others tried to persuade her, she refused to come back. When Xu Yi arrived, he was astonished to see his young boss hanging on the door like an octopus. Usually, the young boss was cold and indifferent to him, but today his eyes were shining, sobbing with emotion, making Xu Yi’s heart tremble. He inexplicably felt the youth before him was somewhat pitiful.

Then Li Weiyi flew over like a bird returning to its nest. That heavy weight made Xu Yi gasp and retreat two or three steps before he managed not to drop the young boss on the ground.

Li Weiyi’s memories of the rest of that night were fragmented. She vaguely only remembered clutching someone and not letting go. She seemed to have cried, and also seemed to have laughed nonstop.

A gentle and helpless voice kept comforting her in her ear:

“Don’t be afraid, I’m here.”

“Okay, I’ll take you home. I’ll take you home right now.”

“Cheng Ruiyan isn’t coming. She’s not coming. Don’t be afraid.”

“Loyal, of course I’m loyal.”

“Okay, I swear to be forever loyal to you.”

…

On the morning of the third day, Li Weiyi woke with a splitting headache and found herself still lying in the villa.

She held her head in both hands and crouched on the bed in extreme self-isolation for a long time.

Two days had already passed. There was no progress on her sister’s situation, and she had been forcefully kissed by a woman. Finally, she had also acted drunk and disorderly. Trying hard to recall, she shouldn’t have said anything she shouldn’t have. She just felt bad for Xu Yi, making him run over for her and forcing him to pledge his loyalty. As the crown prince, these things… should… not be too outrageous, right?

Finally, face flushed, she thought viciously, it’s all Zhang Jingchan’s fault. If it weren’t for this person’s girlfriend forcefully kissing her, would she have lost her composure and made a fool of herself?

Zhang Jingchan, you废太子 (deposed crown prince), if you don’t come over soon, I’m going to let everything fall apart in your exquisitely beautiful campus romance.

Chapter 17: The First Cycle (1)
When Li Weiyi was eating breakfast, Li Yunmo walked in carrying his backpack.

“Done eating? Let’s go.”

Li Weiyi thought this kid was too useful—had he guessed that she needed a car early in the morning to go to the Li family home? She walked over with satisfaction and praised him, “The one who understands my heart is none other than Li Yunmo.”

Li Yunmo never expected Brother Chan to confess to him so early in the morning. Had he opened his confession switch last night? In these nearly twenty years, Brother Chan had never spoken sweet words to him. Li Yunmo’s face turned red. Actually, he just wanted to come and mooch a ride in the Ferrari.

The two walked out together. Li Weiyi said, “Let’s first go to the hospital to see Li Weiyi, then go check out where Li Xiaoyi works…”

Li Yunmo looked at his Brother Chan with an indescribable expression.

Li Weiyi: “What’s wrong?”

“You just confessed to Cheng Ruiyan yesterday.”

Li Weiyi said righteously, “You call that a confession? I was blessing her, praising her. I didn’t promise anything.”

Li Yunmo’s eyes suddenly widened. But even though Brother Chan had recently been quite shameless in his scumminess, he still treated him as his best brother—understanding his heart… Li Yunmo sighed and said, “If you want to see your second sister-in-law, you’ll have to wait until evening. It’s Monday today—we have to go back to school for classes.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

Li Weiyi: “Do we have to go?”

Li Yunmo looked at him suspiciously. “Today we have the department head’s class. If you’re marked absent, it’ll affect your attendance score. You didn’t forget, did you? And this week starts final exam review covering key points. Who would dare not go?”

Li Weiyi couldn’t mess up Zhang Jingchan’s life for her own sake. She had no choice but to take her backpack. Li Yunmo drove, and they arrived at school.

The first two periods were small class sessions. The classroom wasn’t large. Li Weiyi and Li Yunmo sat in the back. Quite a few classmates had already arrived, all taking notebooks from their bags and bringing them to the podium. Li Weiyi was still surveying her surroundings when Li Yunmo asked, “Brother Chan, aren’t you turning in your homework?”

Li Weiyi: “…”

She didn’t even know what this class was about! Plus, she had crossed over early Saturday morning, and Zhang Jingchan had been jumping into water to save someone on Friday, so there was a high probability he hadn’t done the homework.

Li Weiyi had no choice but to bite the bullet and say, “Go tell that whoever—didn’t I perform a heroic deed and fall into the water over the weekend? I’m dizzy and lightheaded. I didn’t do the homework. I’ll make it up later.”

“That whoever” referred to the girl collecting homework at the podium.

Li Yunmo thought: Who are you fooling? You had time to flirt with girls but no time to do homework. After Brother Chan met that Li Weiyi, he doesn’t even love studying anymore… Could this be true love?

Li Weiyi: “Hurry up and go!”

Li Yunmo obediently went to explain for her.

The class study committee member collecting homework walked over—a refined-looking girl. “Zhang Jingchan, are you okay? Is your body alright?”

Li Weiyi answered with restraint, “I’m fine. Thanks for your concern.”

“If you’re not feeling well, reviewing must be difficult. Last weekend I borrowed review notes from a senior in her fourth year, plus several sets of final exam questions. Do you want them? I can make you a copy. I just don’t know if you’d find them useful.”

When Li Weiyi heard this, wasn’t this timely help in a snowstorm? She immediately smiled. “Yes, absolutely yes! Beautiful sister, you’re such a good person. Thank you!”

The girl’s face flushed. She nodded and walked away, her ponytail swishing behind her head.

Li Weiyi turned her head and saw Li Yunmo’s complicated expression again.

“What’s wrong?”

“Brother Chan, are you planning to go the lecher route?”

Li Weiyi harshly knocked him on the head.

However, once class started, Li Weiyi couldn’t be arrogant anymore.

She couldn’t understand it—ninety percent she couldn’t understand.

This class was Securities Investment and Futures, and it was a comprehensive review. The teacher spoke very quickly—a pile of formulas, models, and data. Li Weiyi had majored in finance in university and had only studied some basic financial knowledge. She had never touched this advanced material. She could only randomly flip through Zhang Jingchan’s notes and was surprised to discover this person had quite good handwriting—upright and free-spirited.

She was feeling dizzy and confused when the teacher wrote a problem on the blackboard and called on several people to answer. None satisfied her. The teacher frowned. “The analysis is too superficial, and the data models are used incorrectly. If you all operate like this, securities firms won’t know how much money they’ll lose! Forget it! Zhang Jingchan, you do it. Explain it thoroughly to them and let them know where the problem is.”

Everyone looked toward Zhang Jingchan, quietly and naturally. The teacher’s eyes showed undisguised affection and appreciation. Li Weiyi slowly stood up. This must be what it felt like when the sky was falling.

She said in a slightly hoarse voice, “Teacher, I’m sorry. I caught a cold and had a fever over the weekend. My head is still very dizzy. For this problem… I have some ideas, but they’re not clear enough. I can’t answer better than the previous students. I’m very ashamed. I’d like to answer after I’ve thought it through.”

The teacher showed a surprised expression. At this moment, the study committee member sitting in the first row spoke up. “Teacher Xie, Zhang Jingchan caught cold and got a fever because he performed a heroic deed saving a drowning middle school student.”

Li Yunmo grumbled internally: What middle school student—second sister-in-law!

The teacher raised her hand, signaling Li Weiyi to sit down, then looked at the others and said earnestly, “Look, just look! Zhang Jingchan not only ranks first in the entire department every semester, but also knows to perform heroic deeds. How many contemporary university students have such character? Today, due to physical reasons, when facing a problem he’s not confident about, he treats it cautiously—proud but not impetuous. Only this way can he become an outstanding investor and operator in the future! Class dismissed!”

The students all took the lesson to heart. Li Yunmo felt honored by association. Li Weiyi’s face had turned white.

What? First in the entire department?

No… what happened to the profligate, unrestrained rich second-generation who spent money like water?

Although Li Weiyi’s grades had been pretty good before, she could only rank in the upper tier of her department. Now that she’d switched to an unfamiliar major, even if she immediately started studying night and day, she probably wouldn’t be able to touch the throne of first place in this lifetime.

Li Weiyi was disoriented for a few minutes before calming down. She quickly repositioned Zhang Jingchan’s academic goal to just passing—this level of study pressure was barely bearable. It was just that in the future, how would she face parents, the school, teachers, and classmates… She’d just say that this time falling into the water had injured her brain…

Li Weiyi went through the morning classes as if sleepwalking. Listlessly, she followed Li Yunmo to eat lunch at the gate, then hazily sat through two afternoon classes. After learning that the remaining two periods were unimportant electives, Li Weiyi had the idea of skipping class. She had done enough for Zhang Jingchan today—she still needed to go save her sister.

Li Yunmo: “Not going? You selected this class together with your sister-in-law.”

Li Weiyi picked up her backpack and ran, taking a taxi first to the Li family home.

At this time, Li Xiaoyi should have finished her early shift. With “Li Weiyi” hospitalized, her sister was most likely at home preparing food to take to the hospital for their parents.

Her guess was correct.

Standing several dozen meters outside the Li family courtyard, she looked at that busy figure in the kitchen, both longing and dejected.

She had thought that returning to eight years ago, she would somehow turn the tide against heaven and change her fate, from then on walking toward the pinnacle of a perfect and happy life. But three days had almost passed, and she realized that everything was so difficult. Her sister wasn’t so easy to convince. She still didn’t have a clue about Fuming Group’s situation. These past two days, she’d just been coaxing Zhang Jingchan’s girlfriend, only to end up being forcefully kissed by said girlfriend. As for studying, she’d stepped right into a super pit…

Chapter 18: The First Cycle (2)
Feeling dejected and dejected, Li Weiyi smiled again.

But still, she was very happy, very fortunate.

At least she could still see her sister standing there alive and well. At least she still had the chance to change the fate of two families.

Li Weiyi felt she had revived with full health. From childhood to adulthood, she had always been able to manage. For her sister’s matter, she couldn’t just forcefully persuade her—she had to think of another way.

Reluctantly taking a few more looks at her sister, she turned and walked toward the outside of the residential complex. After just a few steps, she stopped.

On the small path on the other side of the building, there was another person, looking from afar in the direction of the Li family home.

Li Weiyi looked at that person suspiciously.

A man around twenty-five or twenty-six years old, somewhat familiar-looking, quite tall, with an upright spine, wearing an ordinary black cotton jacket and black long pants. He had a crew cut, square eyebrows and eyes, and his entire bearing gave people a very proper, upright feeling.

Li Weiyi remembered.

His name was Zhong Yi. He was a neighbor’s child. Li Weiyi remembered calling him Brother Zhong Yi since she was small. Zhong Yi and her sister were about the same age, grew up together—they could be considered childhood sweethearts.

That’s right! When her sister was in vocational high school, she and Zhong Yi had even been together for a while! But at that time, Li Weiyi was young and didn’t know the inside story. She only heard that Zhong Yi later joined the military, and somehow the two broke up. After that, Li Weiyi hadn’t paid much attention to this person.

So at this time, Zhong Yi had already returned from military service?

What was he looking at?

Li Weiyi’s gaze followed his line of sight, looking again toward the Li family kitchen at that vague, graceful figure.

Oh my.

Zhong Yi looked for a while, then turned and left.

Li Weiyi began pacing in place, desperately searching her memory for things related to Zhong Yi. She remembered that Brother Zhong Yi was very independent-minded, also very gentle, especially filial, and very good to her and her sister. She had also heard that Zhong Yi had earned merit citations in the military. He was someone they knew through and through—all the neighbors recognized Zhong Yi’s character and sense of responsibility.

The Zhong family had originally had decent conditions, and Zhong Yi had also received a discharge payment. But for some reason, the Zhong family had been impoverished all those years.

However, just two or three years ago, Li Weiyi heard that Zhong Yi had partnered with someone to open a factory. His family’s circumstances finally improved, and he bought several properties in Chenshi. However, it was said that he had delayed getting married because of business—in his thirties and still unmarried, he had already started going on blind dates.

That’s right! Last year—that is, autumn of 2021—once when her sister was domestically abused again, Li Weiyi rushed back and heard that a neighbor who couldn’t stand watching it had gotten into a physical altercation with Zhou Zhihao. At the time, she had been in a panic and only briefly encountered that righteous neighbor. Thinking back now, wasn’t that person Zhong Yi?

Following her memory, Li Weiyi slipped to outside the Zhong family’s door. Like her family’s home, it was also on the first floor. She smelled a strong medicinal herb scent. Li Weiyi poked her head out from behind the wall and saw Zhong Yi standing in the courtyard, hanging up laundry. Coughing sounds came from inside the house. Zhong Yi immediately went inside, calling out, “Dad, are you okay? Have some water…” The rest of the sounds couldn’t be heard clearly.

Li Weiyi remembered now. Zhong Yi’s mother had passed away when he was young, and Father Zhong had fallen seriously ill in these two years and would pass away in a few years. That’s why Zhong Yi had returned from military service to take care of his father—otherwise, he would have developed better in the military.

Did Zhong Yi still have feelings for her sister?

If so, why hadn’t he spoken up back then? Li Weiyi almost immediately had an answer—it was because of his family and his father’s heavy burden. Zhong Yi was the kind of person who would consider others and shoulder everything himself.

A bright light suddenly flashed through Li Weiyi’s heart. This was truly someone bringing a pillow when you’re drowsy. An outsider’s words might not convince her sister, but what if an ex-boyfriend came back?

Her sister had a very cautious and careful temperament. If she hadn’t really liked Zhong Yi, she wouldn’t have done something like dating early at seventeen or eighteen. Looking at how she was still hesitating to commit to Zhou Zhihao now, you could see the difference. Later, her sister had actually just settled—but that settling led to a lifetime of suffering.

Li Weiyi first returned to the Zhang family home, calculating in her heart how to probe the true feelings of these two people. If they both hadn’t forgotten each other, how should she bring them together and squeeze Zhou Zhihao out? As the saying goes, a determined woman fears a persistent suitor. She felt she still had to work on Zhong Yi. As long as he made up his mind, even if Zhou Zhihao’s family had better conditions, he wouldn’t necessarily be able to compete with Zhong Yi.

The more she thought about it, the more hopeful it seemed. Li Weiyi walked through the front door cheerfully. Today, Wu Xinhui wasn’t playing mahjong—she was watching TV with a face mask on. Having found a way forward for her own situation, Li Weiyi naturally also thought of the giant nuclear bomb hidden in Zhang Jingchan’s family.

Come to think of it, it was already the third day, and she still hadn’t met Father Zhang, Zhang Moyun.

Li Weiyi sat down beside Wu Xinhui and asked, “When is… Dad coming back?”

Wu Xinhui answered, “He said tomorrow morning.”

“By the way, what’s the company’s situation like now? How much money has been borrowed? Is the cash flow pressure high?”

Wu Xinhui looked at her like she was looking at a monster. “Did you take the wrong medicine? How would I know?”

Li Weiyi: “…” Alright, Zhang Jingchan’s mother really had been pampered by her domineering CEO husband into a carefree little princess.

She could only wait for Father Zhang to return before learning more. However, since she was now his “biological son,” persuading him to control risks should be much easier than persuading the Li family, right?

Speaking of which, the “Li Weiyi” in the hospital had already been in a coma for three days—why hadn’t she woken up yet?

That night, Li Weiyi had nothing to do and could only review her studies and do homework. She had already prepared for a protracted battle—her sister’s matter already had some leads; as for Cheng Ruiyan, just carefully avoid her; in studies, gritting her teeth, she could still achieve sixty points; for Fuming Group, tomorrow she’d probe Father Zhang before deciding on a strategy…

Although it was a mess, beneath each piece of chaos, green sprouts had already emerged. Those sprouts were named Hope.

Li Weiyi fell asleep peacefully with beautiful expectations.

Until the phone alarm woke her up.

“We common folk, tonight we’re truly so happy…

We common folk, tonight we’re truly so happy…”

Li Weiyi’s hand reached out from under the covers and turned off the alarm. After a few minutes, she sat up and looked at her familiar rented house in Xiangcheng—the small room, the one-and-a-half-meter bed, plain-colored curtains and the small computer desk. Her entire back was slowly soaked with cold sweat.

She took out her phone. It clearly displayed: January 13, 2022.

She remembered that the department presentation day had been on January 12.

She had been bounced back.

Chapter 19: The Person in the Loop (1)
Standing in 2022, in her own home, Li Weiyi’s feeling was both real and unreal. But she didn’t want to come back so soon.

Li Weiyi’s heartbeat quickened because she discovered there was an additional memory—during the winter of her second year of high school, she had fallen into water and been in a coma at the hospital for three days. Her mother had kept mentioning Achan who saved her at the time, but that person never appeared again, and her parents were quite disappointed about it.

She clearly remembered that this event hadn’t happened before—there was only the drowning, no coma, and certainly no Achan. But now, she remembered this incident very clearly. This was a very eerie feeling—having two sets of memories for one event, with the latter gradually overwriting the former.

Memories related to her sister hadn’t changed: her sister married Zhou Zhihao, had children, argued, domestic violence… Li Weiyi’s heart sank. She glanced at the time—6:40 in the morning. She stared at her phone for a while before dialing.

Her sister’s phone was off.

If nothing had changed, then her sister had already jumped from a building yesterday. Dead people’s phones don’t turn on.

Li Weiyi choked up as she continued calling her parents. No one answered. She figured they must be exhaustedly busy with funeral arrangements. She immediately grabbed her ID card and rushed to the bus station.

She remembered that yesterday she had bought an 8 a.m. ticket home.

——

It was already Spring Festival travel season, and the bus station was very crowded. Li Weiyi swiped her ID card at the automatic ticket machine several times, but it kept showing no booking record. She ran to the window to ask. The ticket seller definitively said there was no booking. Li Weiyi clearly remembered paying for and buying the ticket yesterday. Thinking it might be a system malfunction, and having no time to argue with the ticket seller, she requested to buy another ticket.

But the 8 o’clock tickets had already sold out—only 9:30 was available.

Li Weiyi found a step in a corner of the station to sit on, silently waiting until 9:30. Midway, Sister Zhou called asking why she hadn’t come to work. She claimed she wasn’t feeling well and took sick leave.

The journey home took two hours. She quietly looked out the window the entire time. At 11 o’clock, her father’s call came back: “Weiyi, you called your mother and me so early in the morning—what’s the matter? We went out for morning exercise without our phones, then went shopping for groceries and to the supermarket. Dad just saw it now.”

Li Weiyi: “Morning exercise?”

“Yes, don’t your mother and I do morning exercise every day?”

Li Weiyi felt something was very wrong. A truth that she had been overlooking was about to become crystal clear. She asked, “What about… my sister?”

“Xiaoyi dropped Niuniu off very early this morning. She even brought a suitcase, saying she needed to go out of town with Zhihao for a few days for something. Come here, Niuniu, talk to your auntie.”

Li Weiyi’s mind went “boom.” She blurted out, “Call the police immediately! Go to my sister’s house right away! She’s going to kill Zhou Zhihao, she’s going to commit suicide!”

“What?”

“Go quickly! It’ll be too late if you’re late!”

After hanging up the phone, everyone on the bus was looking at Li Weiyi, but she stared vacantly ahead into empty space. When she had woken up, it was morning. She subconsciously assumed she had returned to the day after her sister’s death—that is, the second day after her time travel. Therefore, even though she had looked at the calendar early that morning, she hadn’t reacted.

She had returned to the same day, the repeating same day. In other words, nothing had happened yet—her sister hadn’t died, she hadn’t been laid off, there was no booking record for her at the station. She was originally supposed to stay in Xiangcheng tonight and encounter Zhang Jingchan by the rainy riverside.

It was like an eerie light flashing through Li Weiyi’s heart.

She looked down at her phone. There was still half an hour before she could reach her hometown of Chenshi.

——

January 14, 2014.

The early morning at Chenshi People’s Hospital was still very quiet. On a certain hospital bed, a young girl had a rosy complexion and steady breathing, completely opposite to the patients in other beds.

The girl slowly opened her eyes, looked at her surroundings, sat up in confusion, and saw her sister slumped over at the head of the bed.

“Sis? Sis?”

Li Xiaoyi looked up, delighted. “Weiyi, you’re finally awake?”

The seventeen-year-old Li Weiyi was completely confused. “Why am I in the hospital?”

Li Xiaoyi immediately called for a nurse and phoned their parents. Soon, after completing a physical examination, they confirmed that Li Weiyi really had nothing wrong with her—she could completely go downstairs and run ten laps.

The whole family extravagantly took a taxi home. The doctor still couldn’t explain why the child had been in a coma for exactly three days. The final conclusion was that it might be because she had been too tired from studying beforehand, her body was depleted, and then she fell into water and got a fever—this was the body’s self-compensating reaction.

“Zhang… Jingchan?” Li Weiyi bit the milk straw. “I don’t know him. I’ve never even heard of him.”

The whole family found it very strange. Li Xiaoyi touched her sister’s arm and said in a lowered voice, “He said he’s your good friend. He sent me at least ten text messages a day asking if you’d woken up.”

Li Weiyi’s face flushed as she whispered to her sister, “I really don’t know him.” She did have some admirers at school—could this person be one of them? But this person seemed way too obsessive. She suddenly felt a bit scared.

Mother Li said with a smile, “He’s our family’s benefactor. When he comes again, you need to thank him properly.”

“Oh…”

But then the Li family didn’t expect that for a long time afterward, Zhang Jingchan never appeared again, completely disappearing from their lives.

At the same time, at the Zhang family villa.

The nineteen-year-old Zhang Jingchan woke up rubbing his head, feeling like he’d been beaten up—his head hurt badly. With a cold expression, he washed up, changed his clothes, and looked down at the calendar and class schedule. Today was Tuesday. He vaguely felt he had forgotten something, but his head was dizzy and he couldn’t remember.

He went downstairs with a sullen face.

Housekeeper Sister Liu smiled like a flower, calling out in an unprecedentedly warm tone, “Achan, Achan, the bird’s nest soup is ready. Today I also added red dates and rose petals. Try it and see if you like it?”

Zhang Jingchan looked at her like she was mentally ill. “For me? Bird’s nest soup?”

Sister Liu: “Ah…”

“Who wants to eat swallow saliva? Don’t make it again in the future.”

“…” Sister Liu was about to cry. Achan, you clearly licked the bowl clean yesterday.

Zhang Jingchan looked again at the exquisite, light breakfast on the table, felt nothing but revulsion, and turned to leave.

When he got to the courtyard, he did smile. So the car his dad promised had arrived. He remembered just glancing at Ferrari keys on the shoe cabinet by the entrance earlier. He went to get the keys, started the car, and whistled.

Just as he drove out the villa gate, he saw Li Yunmo standing by the road, waving at him. “Achan.”

Li Yunmo asked hesitantly, “Achan, your head isn’t dizzy anymore? You can drive now?”

Zhang Jingchan rested one hand on the steering wheel and pressed his temple with the other. “Still a bit dizzy.” He glanced at him sideways. “How did you know my head was dizzy?” Had they drunk last night and he’d blacked out?

Li Yunmo’s eyes lit up. “Oh my, if your head is dizzy, you shouldn’t drive. How about I do it?”

Zhang Jingchan looked at him like he was looking at an idiot. “My car’s first time, I’d give it to you? How thick is your face?”

Li Yunmo was frozen as if by ice. “Ah…”

“Are you getting in or not? If not, move.”

Chapter 20: The Person in the Loop (2)
Li Yunmo quickly slipped into the passenger seat, sourly watching Zhang Jingchan shift gears, step on the gas, and skillfully control the steering wheel. He muttered, “What first time? Your first time isn’t its first time. I’ve been driving it for three days already, and you didn’t say anything about it.”

Zhang Jingchan: “What three days? Didn’t this car just arrive today?”

Li Yunmo reached out to touch his forehead, but Zhang Jingchan tilted his head to dodge. Li Yunmo said, “Are you still running a fever? Are you dizzy? This car arrived several days ago. Yesterday I even helped you drive it back from school.”

Zhang Jingchan furrowed his brow slightly, finally realizing what he had missed. The last memory in his mind was from last Friday evening—he had jumped into water to save a girl. He’d caught a bit of chill at the time, went home, showered, and slept.

Now it was Tuesday.

Zhang Jingchan drove in silence for a while, then suddenly asked, “What else did I do these three days? Tell me one by one.”

After arriving at the classroom and sitting down, Zhang Jingchan was still lost in thought.

Until the study committee member, face slightly flushed, placed a stack of photocopied materials in front of him and said, “Zhang Jingchan, are you feeling better? Did you make up yesterday’s homework?”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at the study committee member. She was interested in him—he knew that. But he had always thought the rejection signals he gave were clear enough.

“What’s this?”

Study committee member: “…The review materials we talked about yesterday. You said you wanted a copy too, so I photocopied them for you.”

Zhang Jingchan extended his slender, pale fingers and rubbed his temple, saying, “Thanks. I won’t dare trouble you in the future.”

The study committee member’s face darkened. “Then hand in your homework to me.”

Zhang Jingchan’s body stiffened slightly. His hand slowly reached into his backpack and pulled out his homework notebook. He didn’t remember doing homework, but possessed by some strange impulse, he flipped it open to look—

Completely unfamiliar, delicate handwriting filled two full pages. With just a brief glance, he could tell at least half of it was wrong.

Zhang Jingchan quickly closed the homework notebook. “The homework isn’t finished. I’ll turn it in tomorrow.”

He pressed his chest—his heart was pounding wildly. He had encountered a ghost in the water! And it was a poor-student female ghost!

——

2022.

Li Weiyi exited Chenshi bus station, hailed a taxi, and rushed like the wind to the outside of her sister’s residential complex. Two police cars were parked there. Her heart sank as she ran toward the complex.

From afar, she could see a small circle of people gathered downstairs from the building where her sister lived. She rushed over. They were discussing:

“…Lives in 2203… Parents called the police…”

“Said their daughter was going to commit suicide, won’t open the door…”

“The police and parents are all upstairs…”

“Don’t know if they’ve pried the door open…”

Li Weiyi rushed toward the building entrance but was stopped by police at the cordon.

“My sister is Li Xiaoyi who lives in 2203. I’m her younger sister—let me go up!”

“No. Your parents have already gone up, and the police have gone up too. We still don’t know what the situation is upstairs. No more people can go up. Wait here for now.”

“But…”

Li Weiyi was about to argue further when suddenly her whole body turned cold, as if struck by an icy wind from nowhere that chilled her to the bone. She turned her head and saw a figure rapidly falling from high above. There was a loud “bang,” and everyone present let out a scream and retreated several steps.

Li Weiyi’s legs felt like they were filled with lead. She walked over step by step and crouched down in front of her sister. Her sister’s eyes were still open, dying with eyes wide open. Blood was spreading beneath her body. In a daze, Li Weiyi heard her parents’ cries coming from far away. She stared blankly at her sister and said, “Sis, I came too late… too late… It’s because I’m useless, I’m too useless… Sister, don’t die, don’t die…”

Li Weiyi collapsed to the ground beside the pool of blood, flesh, and bones, crying her heart out.

At the same time, at Xiangcheng Xianghui Third Affiliated Hospital, emergency room.

The light went out. A doctor came out and said to Zhang Jingchan, “I’m sorry. The patient took too large an amount of pesticide. The toxicity was high, and he was discovered too late. Multiple organs failed. We couldn’t save him. Please accept our condolences.”

Zhang Jingchan had rushed over from outside, dressed in a suit and leather shoes, as if covered in a layer of frost. He stood motionless and said, “Thank you for your efforts.” Wu Xinhui beside him had already collapsed to the ground crying. Li Yunmo, who had come with Zhang Jingchan, quickly helped support Wu Xinhui, consoling her with red eyes, “Auntie, please accept our condolences.” But he couldn’t say much more.

Zhang Jingchan had already walked alone into the emergency room.

But he seemed to have only made a quick circle inside. Li Yunmo had just reached the doorway supporting Wu Xinhui when he turned and came back out. Aside from reddened eyes, no emotional fluctuation could be seen.

He glanced at Li Yunmo and said, “Call the secretary to bring a few people over to help handle the funeral arrangements. When they arrive, come find me at the World Trade Center office building. The appointment with Hongyun Capital this afternoon is at 1:30. I’ll head over first.”

Li Yunmo opened his mouth, then closed it.

Wu Xinhui grabbed Zhang Jingchan’s arm and shrieked, “Your father just died and you’re going to work? You’re not human! You’re not human! Do you have no heart? You beast!”

Zhang Jingchan pulled his arm from his mother’s grasp, his expression fierce as he roared, “He’s dead, but the money still needs to be repaid! I still owe seven hundred million—I could pay it off in five years! But he gave up, he committed suicide! Did he think that would set me free? You don’t understand anything. All these years, what he endured, what I endured—you don’t understand any of it!”

Zhang Jingchan strode away.

——

Chenshi.

Li Xiaoyi’s body had been covered with a white cloth, awaiting police transport.

Nearly half the residential complex was watching. Mother Li had cried herself unconscious and been taken away in an ambulance. Father Li, tears streaming down his face, was like a walking corpse.

Zhou Zhihao’s parents and sisters also rushed over. Upon learning their son had been stabbed to death by his wife, they let out earth-shattering wails and rushed forward to attack the Li family, but were stopped by police.

Li Weiyi had been crouching beside Li Xiaoyi’s body the whole time. No one could pull her away. After a while, she suddenly stood up and said to Father Li, “Dad, you need to hold on. Take care of Mom and Niuniu. I’m leaving.”

Father Li looked at her in disbelief. “Where are you going?”

The sky’s light was blinding, buildings towered all around, everyone nearby was making noise. Li Weiyi said softly, “I’m going to save my sister. I will definitely bring her back.”

Li Weiyi returned to Xiangcheng. On her taxi ride to that section of riverbank, she received a call from Sister Zhou: “Weiyi, let me tell you, you need to prepare yourself mentally. I received inside information—you… you’re on the list.”

This time, Sister Zhou notified her earlier than last time. Probably because she wasn’t at the company during the day.

Night shrouded the riverbank. Dark clouds gathered—wind and rain were imminent.

Li Weiyi walked to the waterside wooden steps from last time, the exact same position, and sat down. This time she didn’t cry—her tears had already dried up the last time.

She had to get into Zhang Jingchan’s car at the same time.

Say the same words as that day, do the same things.

Everything had to be exactly the same, down to the smallest detail.

She didn’t know how long she waited. The rain was already pouring down.

Until a black umbrella blocked the rain overhead.

Li Weiyi looked up. He looked exactly the same as last time.

Overcoat and suit, imposing bearing, slightly furrowed brow, dark eyes.

But in Li Weiyi’s mind appeared the image from eight years ago—that wanton youth with refined brow bones.

Her tears fell without warning.

Chapter 21: A Matter of Life and Death (1)
Zhang Jingchan didn’t know why this woman was looking at him with such eyes. Like someone standing in a dark abyss, seeing the only beam of light.

“Are you alright? Is there anything I can help with?”

Li Weiyi said slowly, “My sister died. She was thirty-two years old. Her husband destroyed her family.”

“My condolences.”

His voice was calm, as if he had seen enough of the world’s suffering, and she was just one ordinary person among them.

…

“Have you cried enough?”

“I’m a finance officer at a branch of Muchen Group. I saw you at headquarters last time and heard colleagues mention your name.”

“Why… are you helping me?”

“Probably because… I also lost a loved one today.”

“Please accept my condolences.”

“Everyone is still alive. He owed a lot of debts—banks, business partners, employees, relatives… Back then, he cleared everyone else and shouldered all the debt alone. Now everyone is still alive—creditors, adversaries, executives who borrowed money with him back then. Some later embezzled and committed crimes and went to prison—two days ago they were released, and he even kindly gave them a thousand yuan. Some are now worth billions. Now only he is dead. I suppose he deserved it.”

…

Li Weiyi was wrapped in Zhang Jingchan’s expensive coat while he drove in silence.

The night was very deep. The rain had lessened. This time, Li Weiyi had stayed in the rain longer than last time. The dizzy, feverish feeling was more pronounced. She felt drowsy.

But she knew she was close to success—at almost exactly the same time, she had gotten into his car.

The car drove through the underwater tunnel.

“Zhang Jingchan,” she called.

“Mm?”

“If you had a chance to go back eight years, what would you want to say to your mom and dad?”

He gripped the steering wheel and made a smooth turn. The black-suited silhouette was silent and still.

Li Weiyi understood no answer would come. She closed her eyes and murmured, “Why couldn’t you go back with me?”

——

“Li Weiyi, Li Weiyi!” Someone was calling in her ear.

Li Weiyi impatiently turned over, burying her head deeper into the seat.

That person seemed speechless for a moment, then patted her shoulder.

Li Weiyi woke up and saw the familiar residential complex scenery outside the car window. She was a bit dazed. Zhang Jingchan had one hand on the steering wheel, turned back to look at her.

“We’re here,” he said. “Just leave the coat on the seat.”

Li Weiyi’s muddled brain finally cleared. No—why was she still in 2022! She looked at the men’s overcoat on her body, then looked up at Zhang Jingchan—suit and dress shirt, cold and stern eyes. This definitely wasn’t that nineteen-year-old proud youth. She took out her phone to check the date. Her heart sank.

Zhang Jingchan watched her dawdling without getting out of the car and asked, “Is there something else?”

“No… nothing.”

Zhang Jingchan said nothing.

Li Weiyi looked at his clear, cold, deep eyes and awkwardly said, “Thank you for taking me home,” left the coat behind, opened the door, and got out.

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her through the car window, started up, and turned around.

Li Weiyi had a sudden realization—she couldn’t let him just leave like this!

She had previously crossed over into him. Zhang Jingchan must be a key factor. This time, for some unknown reason, it hadn’t succeeded, but if he left, she feared she would never have another chance to return to 2014.

“Wait! Zhang Jingchan, wait!”

Zhang Jingchan’s car had just finished turning around. He turned to look at her.

Li Weiyi squeezed out a smile. “Mr. Zhang, Mr. Zhang, I just remembered—I dropped something important by the river. Could you take me back to get it?”

The streetlights were dim. The rain had stopped long ago. The trees and ground were all wet—everything was silent. Zhang Jingchan’s expression was bland. “No.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

Her request was too much—she understood. But she thought that just now in the car, they had laid bare wounds deep in their hearts that no one else knew about. The atmosphere had been so gentle and moving. She thought he would soften just a little.

Li Weiyi’s face was full of sincerity as she clutched the car window and said, “One task, one person—let’s just drive over there and chat some more, okay? You mentioned your five-year goal, right? What about your ten-year goal, your fifteen-year goal! Maybe I’m that… that ordinary passerby who will witness Mr. Zhang’s great future achievements?”

Zhang Jingchan tilted his head to look ahead and smiled. This expression suddenly reminded Li Weiyi of that youth from eight years ago—that very proud feeling.

“Let go.” His fingers tapped the steering wheel.

Li Weiyi released the car window. He stepped on the gas and the car left. Li Weiyi chased for a few steps, shouting, “Zhang Jingchan! Zhang Jingchan! I didn’t drop anything—I have something very important! About your family’s fate…”

The car was already too far away to see.

Li Weiyi took a shower, took cold medicine, and lay in bed.

Her father called asking why she hadn’t come back to help with her sister’s funeral arrangements. Sister Zhou also called asking why she hadn’t come to work all day—she vaguely deflected both. Thinking again of the scene of her sister falling from the building, her heart felt like it was being cut by knives.

She would absolutely not accept this outcome.

She didn’t know what had gone wrong today, but she indeed hadn’t seen that mysterious white light in her drowsy sleep.

Was it because the timing going through the tunnel wasn’t precisely aligned? Or was there some variable somewhere that she didn’t know about?

Or perhaps, the previous time travel was just a coincidence, only that one time?

No, she would never give up. If once didn’t work, she’d try twice, three times, four times, ten times, eight times! With Zhang Jingchan at the same time at night, passing through that underwater tunnel.

After making up her mind, Li Weiyi had only one difficulty left—Zhang Jingchan.

How could she get him to accompany her in doing this utterly absurd thing?

——

January 14, 2022, the second day after Li Xiaoyi’s death.

Li Weiyi didn’t know where Zhang Jingchan lived, but she could find his company. Early in the morning, Li Weiyi went to wait downstairs at Huicui Technology.

This was in a high-tech industrial park. Huicui Technology exclusively occupied a three-story white building. The scale didn’t look large, but Zhang Jingchan had been able to pay back three hundred million in the past two years—calling his company a super treasure trove wouldn’t be an exaggeration.

The first floor had turnstile gates. Employees had to use facial recognition to enter.

Li Weiyi went to the reception desk and said, “Hello, I need to see President Zhang Jingchan.”

The receptionist: “Alright, do you have an appointment with President Zhang?”

Li Weiyi: “…I spoke with him verbally last night. My name is Li Weiyi.”

“Please wait a moment.” The receptionist made a call and spoke in low tones. Not knowing what was said on the other end, she hung up without changing expression. “I’m sorry, Miss Li. President Zhang’s secretary said there is no such appointment. President Zhang is very busy today and doesn’t have time to see you.”

Although mentally prepared, Li Weiyi was still disappointed. She said, “Could you check with President Zhang again? I really do have something very important.”

Receptionist: “I’m sorry.”

Li Weiyi had no choice but to find a sofa in the lobby to sit down and wait for her opportunity. She thought, at noon Zhang Jingchan couldn’t possibly not go downstairs to eat, right? As the big boss, would he order takeout like her? Or catch him when he went out to meet with people—that would also be an opportunity.

Chapter 22: A Matter of Life and Death (2)
After waiting like this for over an hour, aside from the occasional employee coming in and out, she hadn’t seen any sign of Zhang Jingchan at all. Li Weiyi waited until her mouth was parched and dry, but was too embarrassed to ask the receptionist for a bottle of water. Midway, the receptionist came over to politely shoo her away: “If you don’t have any business, please leave. Don’t keep loitering in our company lobby.” Li Weiyi said, “I won’t leave until I see him. Don’t worry about me.”

After waiting another half hour or so, a car stopped at the entrance. A crew-cut young man in a suit walked over quickly. Li Weiyi immediately ran over and stopped him: “Li Yunmo!”

The receptionist also ran over and quickly explained: “Director Li, this Miss Li insists on seeing President Zhang, but the secretary said there’s no appointment. She’s been sitting in the lobby for an hour and a half and won’t leave.”

Li Weiyi glanced at the receptionist, thinking that even Zhang Jingchan’s company receptionist was quite capable—her handling of the situation was neither too soft nor too hard.

Li Yunmo frowned and looked at Li Weiyi. He didn’t recognize her. “What do you want with President Zhang?”

For Li Weiyi, Li Yunmo’s youthful explosive hairstyle from yesterday was still fresh in her mind, but now he was already a composed and capable young man. His eyes remained clear, which made Li Weiyi feel an inexplicable sense of warmth.

“My name is Li Weiyi. Eight years ago, I fell into the water and Zhang Jingchan saved me. Later he even brought you to visit me. He kept wanting to come to my house—remember?”

Li Yunmo’s eyes suddenly widened, then he quickly recovered his composed expression, lightly coughed, and said, “I have some impression. That was many years ago. We never saw you after that—what do you suddenly want with him?”

Li Weiyi thought, quite defensive—he really has grown up.

“It’s something very important. Can you take me upstairs to see him?”

Li Yunmo glanced at the receptionist. The receptionist shook her head slightly. Li Yunmo understood, and Li Weiyi understood too—Zhang Jingchan didn’t want to see her.

Li Yunmo’s expression cooled. He said, “President Zhang’s schedule is managed by his secretary. I can’t help you.” He turned to leave, but Li Weiyi grabbed his arm and said in a low voice, “Li Yunmo, this is a matter of life and death! Take me upstairs—just a few words, please! I know you’re a good person.”

However, when Li Yunmo heard the words “life and death,” he was startled. His eyes glanced toward her belly, and he quickly pulled his hand away, saying, “Don’t talk nonsense! That’s impossible… After all these years he… I can’t control Brother Chan’s affairs. Don’t come to me!”

Li Weiyi immediately put one hand on her waist and covered her belly with the other, saying, “Li Yunmo, you stop right there! Don’t you know that I was Zhang Jingchan’s white moonlight back then! Have you ever seen him care that much about anyone else? Last night he even drove me home, using that expensive Zegna overcoat like a rag to shield me from the rain, and let me use his mother’s yellow blanket in the car—could I make these things up? Zhang Jingchan once said, ‘The one who understands my heart is none other than Li Yunmo.’ Now he can’t get past his own barrier and won’t see me. As his only confidant, should you just leave me here, or take me upstairs to see him?”

Li Yunmo trembled all over.

“The one who understands my heart is none other than Li Yunmo.”

Zhang Jingchan had only said this once, only to him. Later, when the Zhang family had their troubles, Brother Chan never mentioned it again.

So Brother Chan still remembered.

So Brother Chan had mentioned this phrase—this belief that had sustained Li Yunmo through countless nights following him—to this woman.

Li Yunmo turned around, looking at her with complicated eyes. Perhaps this brief white moonlight really did have a different meaning for Brother Chan. After all, during those few days when Brother Chan encountered her back then, his entire personality changed drastically. For her sake, he became both calculating and scummy—though he quickly returned to normal. But if it wasn’t true love, how could that happen? Moreover, that year was the last period of carefree time in Brother Chan’s life.

So years later, when they reunited behind his back, they were immediately like dry wood meeting fierce fire, thunder meeting earth fire… The more Li Yunmo thought about it, the more possible it seemed. Then thinking about how all these years, Zhang Jingchan had been alone, as if he had severed all romantic and physical desires. If Li Weiyi’s belly really had… maybe it was Zhang Jingchan’s only one in this lifetime…

He gritted his teeth and said, “Come upstairs with me.”

Li Weiyi raised an eyebrow.

So righteous.

Li Yunmo brought Li Weiyi to an empty small conference room on the third floor, told her to wait, and even had someone pour her a cup of warm chrysanthemum tea that wouldn’t harm fetal qi. Li Weiyi waited calmly for more than ten minutes. Instead of Li Yunmo, she waited for the female secretary who had been with Zhang Jingchan that day.

The secretary said, “Miss Li, please come with me. President Zhang is waiting for you.”

Li Weiyi: “Where’s Li Yunmo?”

“Oh.” The secretary said casually, “Director Li just received criticism from President Zhang and went to handwrite the company management regulations ten times.”

Li Weiyi glanced at her, understanding this was something Zhang Jingchan had someone say for her to hear. Let him copy then. As the price for changing his Brother Chan’s fate, what were ten copies of regulations?

Arriving at the office at the end of the corridor, the secretary knocked on the door, signaled for Li Weiyi to go in, stayed outside herself, and closed the door.

This office wasn’t very large. A large bookshelf was filled with books. There was a desk, a tea table by the window, several sofas—almost all in black, white, and gray tones, simple and tidy. Zhang Jingchan sat behind the dimly lit executive desk, holding a stack of documents in his hand. He looked up at her and tossed the documents onto the desk with a “thwack.”

He wasn’t wearing a suit today—he wore a dark gray jacket and casual pants with a white T-shirt underneath. He leaned back, long legs stretched out, one hand pressing his chin, head slightly tilted as he looked at her.

The aura this person casually exuded was vaguely oppressive. Li Weiyi was just considering her words when Zhang Jingchan said, “The white moonlight has arrived. Sit.”

Li Weiyi’s face heated up. Just as she was about to explain, Zhang Jingchan glanced at her flat abdomen and asked unhurriedly, “How many months along? I heard it’s mine.”

Chapter 23: Billion Girls (1)
Li Weiyi said, “President Zhang, this is a misunderstanding! I meant this matter is serious enough to involve life and death—it was all Li Yunmo’s own wild imagination.”

Zhang Jingchan stared at her, his gaze dark and unfathomable, unsmiling, difficult to approach.

Last night’s interaction seemed merely a brief exposure of vulnerability after losing his father—a softness that had expired and was no longer available.

He slowly and heavily patted the armrest of his chair twice with one hand and said, “Speak.”

Li Weiyi knew she had passed the pregnancy hurdle—he didn’t plan to dwell on it.

That’s right, this was more like a magnanimous man who could shoulder one billion yuan.

“What I’m about to say is bizarre, but absolutely true. It concerns whether we can change the fate of both our families—to bring your father and my sister back from the dead.”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her. That glance was truly icy and sharp. Li Weiyi maintained unwavering eye contact with him. After a moment, he lowered his eyes and looked away.

“In 2014, you were 19 years old. From January 11th to January 13th, you lost three days of memory. Someone became you and did a bunch of chaotic things in your place.”

Zhang Jingchan looked up again.

Li Weiyi smiled. “That person was me. Hard to believe, isn’t it? Come, let me tell you in detail what I did—

Your dad’s Ferrari for you arrived on the 11th, but because I didn’t have a driver’s license, I had Li Yunmo drive it for three days.

I also took him to my home—the Li family home. Because I thought you would swap with me and enter my body, but the 17-year-old me was unconscious for three days…”

Li Weiyi recounted the important points of those three days’ experiences. Of course, she excluded the part about being forcibly kissed by his girlfriend.

Zhang Jingchan, at some point, had crossed his long legs and was gazing out the window in contemplation, his hands clasped together and resting on his knee.

“Yesterday wasn’t our first meeting. I should say, yesterday—January 13th, 2022—I lived through twice.

The first time, when we were passing through the tunnel, I fell asleep. When I woke up, I had returned to 2014 and became you. Three days later, I woke up and returned to January 13th, 2022—yesterday. Zhang Jingchan, I specifically waited for you by the riverside because I knew we would meet, that you would help me and drive me home. But I don’t know why I wasn’t able to return to 2014 again.”

After Li Weiyi finished speaking, even she found it eerily astonishing. Yet Zhang Jingchan maintained that same posture throughout, not saying a word.

Li Weiyi thought to herself that this man was far too composed! It was completely impossible to guess what he was thinking.

She stood up, pressed her hands on the desk, and leaned her body toward him. “Zhang Jingchan, I know this is incredible. No one expected this kind of miracle. This is heaven giving us a chance to change our fate! As long as you accompany me to try a few more times—sitting in the same car at the same time passing through the tunnel—I might be able to return to 2014 again. Do you know what that means? Everything can be overturned and redone, including life itself!”

Zhang Jingchan finally moved. He picked up the tissue box and gently tossed it beside her hand. “Are you finished?”

Li Weiyi pulled out a tissue, wiped the tears from the corners of her eyes, and nodded. “I’m finished. So, what do you plan to do? Will you accompany me? Fate chose us as partners—it’s not like I’m deliberately clinging to you.”

“Now that you’re finished, you can leave. Don’t come to my company again, and don’t look for me—otherwise I’ll call security.”

Li Weiyi said incredulously, “You don’t believe me? I’ve explained everything so clearly, and you still don’t believe me?”

Zhang Jingchan said, “Miss Li, I don’t know where you gathered this information from, nor do I know what you’re scheming. You’ve woven your story with such detail and internal consistency—that takes some skill. But perhaps you’ve misunderstood—I’m still worthless right now, with nothing worth scheming for. Moreover, I happen to possess normal human logic and cognitive ability. Please leave immediately and stop wasting each other’s time.”

Zhang Jingchan’s hand reached toward the telephone—it looked like he was about to call someone.

Li Weiyi anxiously pressed down on his hand and said, “Zhang Jingchan! Why are you so stubbornly obstinate? I—I even wrote a plan in your notebook: First, break up the lovebirds—meaning separate my sister from that scumbag; second is to learn painting; third, stay away from scumbags; fourth, buy stocks; fifth, hoard real estate… The last item I wrote was ‘Save Fuming Group’—I wrote that for you! Because you extended a helping hand when I was most desperate—that was my way of repaying you! If that person wasn’t me, how would they write such things? Think about it carefully!”

Zhang Jingchan gripped her hand in return, pushed it away, looked up, and stared at her with dark, brooding eyes. She stood there, looking down at him from above.

After a moment of silent confrontation, Li Weiyi suddenly understood and revealed a cunning smile. “You believe me, don’t you? You just can’t convince yourself.”

But he still remained silent.

Li Weiyi steeled her resolve and said, “Zhang Jingchan, you’ve forced me to this—you have a mole on your lower abdomen, more than ten centimeters below your navel, middle-left, next to the hair, tiny, and it was pink. Of course, it might have grown and changed color by now. I didn’t do it on purpose—I saw it accidentally. I couldn’t exactly ask people about this, could I…”

“Enough!” Zhang Jingchan interrupted her. His expression remained cold and stern, but a blush crept up his handsome face, looking particularly out of place.

Li Weiyi felt like laughing but held it in, maintaining a serious and righteous expression. “Do you believe me now? Destined companion.”

Zhang Jingchan tapped the desktop with his knuckles. “Stop jumping around. Sit down and talk.”

Li Weiyi sat down with an air of triumph.

After a moment of silence, Zhang Jingchan said, “You go out first. I need to think about this matter before giving you an answer.”

Li Weiyi understood that this was difficult for a normal person to accept. She nodded and said, “Then you must decide before dark. Tonight, I want to try again.”

Zhang Jingchan called his secretary, then said to Li Weiyi, “Stay in the company for now. Don’t wander around. Wait for my arrangements.”

Li Weiyi nodded. She had nowhere else to go anyway. And he probably wanted to keep her under his watch temporarily.

Zhang Jingchan said to his secretary, “Take her to Room 309.” The secretary was momentarily stunned but agreed.

Li Weiyi had already followed the secretary out the door when she poked her head back in and earnestly urged, “You need to decide quickly.”

Zhang Jingchan looked up at her peeking figure and finally gave a slight nod.

After Li Weiyi left, Zhang Jingchan sat quietly for a while, then bent down to open the bottom drawer of his desk. From beneath a pile of documents, he pulled out a notebook covered in plastic. The pages had yellowed. He turned to a particular page where at the top was a line of elegant, spirited large characters:

“Comprehensive Fate Rewriting Plan (Achan-Li).”

…

At the bottom, below the line that read “Save Fuming Group,” two cartoon figures were drawn. One boy, dressed and styled like him from back then, lay on the ground unconscious. A slender girl resembling Li Weiyi stood beside him holding a sword, her eyes wide open, full of spirit and vitality.

——

Room 309 was right next to Zhang Jingchan’s office. The secretary opened the door and said, “Please rest here for now. If you need anything, call me anytime. There are drinks, snacks, and fruit in the refrigerator.”

The secretary’s attitude was noticeably more respectful. Li Weiyi walked in and looked around—it was a small rest room with full wooden flooring. The bedsheets were coffee-colored, the wallpaper had a warm yellow tint, and two woven rattan cushions lay on the floor. A simple gray-black floor lamp stood at an angle by the bedside. The curtain colors were very plain, with several rays of sunlight leaking through and shining on the walls.

It was the kind of place… that just made you want to sleep.

Li Weiyi noticed a suit jacket tossed on the single sofa and asked, “This place is…”

The secretary replied, “This is President Zhang’s private rest room.”

So this was someone’s den.

He appeared cold and aloof, yet his den was so soft and warm.

Chapter 24: Billion Girls (2)
The secretary left, and Li Weiyi stayed in the room for a while. Soon her eyelids became too heavy to keep open. She had gotten caught in the rain and caught a cold last night, and hadn’t slept well. Now, feeling relieved, she could no longer hold on. She wasn’t the type to make herself uncomfortable—she had rolled around on Zhang Jingchan’s bed when he was 19, so what did she care about now? Without hesitation, she climbed onto the bed and fell into a deep sleep.

She slept so deeply that day turned to night. At noon, the secretary pushed the door open to bring her food and, seeing this scene, had complex and indescribable feelings—this was the first woman in all these years to sleep in President Zhang’s bed. The secretary quietly left.

When Li Yunmo, whose wrist was sore from copying the company regulations, received this piece of gossip, he was so moved by himself that he nearly shed tears… Pregnant women are prone to drowsiness—she really was pregnant. It was all thanks to him that this mother and child were kept together.

Li Weiyi was awakened by hunger. When she opened her eyes, dusk was already falling.

“I wonder if that guy has made up his mind…” She muttered as she climbed up, then saw someone sitting on the sofa and jumped in fright. “How are you here? You didn’t make a sound!”

The room’s lights weren’t on, and Zhang Jingchan’s silhouette was shadowy. Perhaps because this room was too comfortable, or perhaps because the surroundings were too quiet, his figure sank into the sofa, lacking the sharp coldness of daytime and showing more relaxation and weariness.

“This is my room,” Zhang Jingchan said. “I just came in a moment ago, planning to wake you.”

Li Weiyi sat on the edge of the bed and put on her shoes, asking, “So, what have you decided?”

From the building across the way, thin lamplight filtered in, shining on him and making him look more like someone sitting in bleak moonlight. His hands were clasped together in front of him, his eyes lowered, and his voice revealed a hoarseness. “I won’t ask how you plan to save your sister—I assume you already have a plan. Fuming Group—what do you intend to do?”

Li Weiyi was stumped by the question and answered honestly, “Last time I crossed over, I only stayed there for three days. At the time, I thought I’d be there for a long time, so I wasn’t in a hurry. Your dad was constantly on business trips—I never even saw his face. I roughly know that Fuming Group collapsed back then because the expansion was too aggressive, the debt ratio was too high, and when policies tightened, the capital chain broke and it directly collapsed. So I plan to try to persuade your dad to reduce loans and investment scale after I go back, to maintain cash flow. I can’t guarantee how much I can save, but I’ll definitely try my best.”

These words were logical and showed self-awareness, which made Zhang Jingchan look at her twice more. He nodded and said, “Your thinking isn’t wrong. However, he’s an extremely stubborn person. Back then, it wasn’t that no one warned him about the risks, but he made his fortune by taking risks—it’s ingrained in his bones. No matter how reasonable your arguments are, I’m afraid he won’t listen.”

“Then what should we do?”

“So I spent the whole day creating a comprehensive risk analysis report of Fuming Group from that time. Come here.”

Li Weiyi’s heart leaped with joy. She walked to the sofa. Zhang Jingchan picked up a laptop from beside his feet and opened a PowerPoint presentation. Li Weiyi glanced at it—there were over 70 pages. It must have poured all his effort into it.

Zhang Jingchan explained it to her page by page. Li Weiyi worked in financial analysis, so she had no difficulty understanding. Zhang Jingchan comprehensively analyzed the pros and cons from various aspects of Fuming Group’s funding sources at the time, interest burden, investment scale, market risks, internal management problems, and more. Even though Li Weiyi didn’t understand the group’s situation well, after listening, she felt shocked and alarmed.

“Your analysis is so incisive and profound!” Li Weiyi couldn’t help but praise.

Zhang Jingchan answered blandly, “Later, I reviewed it many times.”

Li Weiyi fell silent.

It took a full hour for Zhang Jingchan to finish explaining the PowerPoint. He asked, “Did you understand everything?”

Li Weiyi said, “Don’t underestimate me. I’m a financial elite at Muchen Group.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled faintly and said, “Weren’t you laid off?”

Li Weiyi said, “…That’s because I only have a bachelor’s degree, while everyone else in the department has a master’s! Are kings, dukes, generals, and ministers born inherently noble?”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at his watch. “Since you’re so noble, it’s now 7:02. There are about three hours left until the scheduled experiment time. You must memorize all 74 pages of this PowerPoint. I’ll go order some fast food.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

She had been foolish. Just now, she had listened so intently that she hadn’t thought about it—the PowerPoint couldn’t be brought over, and Zhang Jingchan couldn’t go over, so she could only rely on memorizing it herself!

Zhang Jingchan stood up and yielded the sofa to her. Li Weiyi took the computer and said wistfully, “Zhang Jingchan, did I copy a lot of your homework in a past life? I had to memorize things for you when I crossed over, and now that I’m back, I’m still memorizing!”

Zhang Jingchan paused mid-step and said, “Memorize well. If you can help me recover this one billion yuan loss… I’ll fulfill any wish within one hundred million yuan for you.”

Li Weiyi: !!!!!!!!

“Go order food quickly, don’t waste a single minute!”

Zhang Jingchan walked out of the room. Turning his head to one side, he caught sight of his own smile reflected in the glass—he didn’t know when it had appeared. He suppressed his smile and gazed through the glass at the gradually descending night, as if looking at somewhere far away.

————

Perhaps because the capitalist’s reward was too enticing, Li Weiyi, harboring dreams of getting rich overnight, performed exceptionally well and memorized the entire proposal by after 9 o’clock. In the meantime, Zhang Jingchan hadn’t come in to avoid disturbing her. Li Weiyi saw there were still more than ten minutes before their agreed departure time, and her mind turned.

Inspired by Zhang Jingchan, she had a bold idea.

She glanced at the doorway again—Zhang Jingchan hadn’t come yet.

She opened a lottery website and rapidly scrolled backward through the historical winning numbers.

After memorizing 74 pages of PowerPoint filled with text, what were a mere ten sets of Double Color Ball winning numbers?

10:04 PM.

Zhang Jingchan’s car stopped by the roadside only 100 meters from the tunnel entrance.

It wasn’t raining today, and the moon hung in the sky. Li Weiyi asked, “Is it about time?”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at his watch. “Wait one more minute.”

“Why?”

“We entered the tunnel at 10:06 yesterday. I looked at my watch then. If you completely replicated your previous behavior yesterday, then the time we pass through the tunnel should be the same.”

Li Weiyi asked, “How did you notice the time?”

Zhang Jingchan didn’t answer. At that moment, he had wanted to see what time it was because he still had to rush to his father’s wake.

The car started.

Li Weiyi had slept all day and couldn’t fall asleep now even if she wanted to, so she could only wait and see what would happen.

When the car reached the bottom of the tunnel, Li Weiyi asked, “If you see your parents again, is there anything you’d like me to say to them for you?”

Zhang Jingchan was quiet for a moment, then answered, “Tell them that no matter what the future holds, I’ll be there to support everything.”

The car smoothly exited the tunnel, and they could already see the streetlights and scenery along the road.

Li Weiyi’s heart sank.

“Should we… try again?” she asked.

“Alright.”

After exiting the tunnel, they prepared to turn around. Although it was late at night, this was a main road by the river, and traffic volume was still considerable. There was also a subway station by the road, and a large wave of people had just come out.

Zhang Jingchan’s car was first in the left-turn lane at the intersection, waiting at a red light. That large wave of pedestrians began crossing the street. Li Weiyi felt uneasy and tried hard to recall what was different between today and the first time she had crossed over. Zhang Jingchan’s hand rested on the steering wheel. He looked up at the red light, then turned his gaze to the dark river surface on one side, silent and lost in thought.

A sharp engine sound and the noise of tires scraping against the ground came from ahead. The two looked up sharply and saw two people flung into the air. The crowd screamed and scattered in all directions.

Li Weiyi shouted “Zhang Jingchan!” A large Jeep with its front already smashed was moving at extremely high speed. It hit another person, sending them flying, and charged straight toward them. The blinding white headlights made it impossible for either of them to see anything.

In the moment before losing consciousness, Li Weiyi thought—so last time, they had been in a car accident.

Chapter 25: Unrestrained Girl (1)
Li Weiyi opened her eyes and found herself in a small classroom with only one other person. That person had their head resting on her shoulder, sleeping.

And she had one arm pillowed under her head, while her other hand… was draped around that person’s shoulder.

That person looked up, revealing an exquisitely beautiful face, and tried to burrow into her arms. “Achan, didn’t you sleep well last night? You suddenly fell asleep just now.”

Li Weiyi was so startled she pushed her away, thinking to herself that it wasn’t that she hadn’t slept well—it was that as soon as she arrived, the legitimate boyfriend had to go offline.

She grabbed her backpack and was about to run.

Cheng Ruiyan pouted. “Where are you going? You promised to tutor me in advanced mathematics—we have an exam next week!”

Li Weiyi squeezed out a smile. “I suddenly remembered something urgent. Why don’t you… just self-study! Where there’s a will, there’s a way. Baby, you can do it, go for it!” Without waiting for a response, she fled the classroom.

Only after running out of the teaching building and seeing no one chase after her did Li Weiyi catch her breath, wild joy surging through her heart—she had returned again!

She glanced at her phone and froze. No way.

March 11, 2014.

A full two months had passed since her last crossing.

The flow of time on both sides was not equal.

Li Weiyi immediately called Zhang Moyun, but he didn’t answer again. She called Wu Xinhui and learned that this entrepreneur father was on a business trip in Shanghai.

Li Weiyi decided to first visit her sister, then go to Shanghai to find Zhang Moyun and recite the proposal to him.

She felt the Ferrari keys in her pocket and quickly found the flashy bright red car parked not far away. She called the driver. “Li Yunmo, where are you?”

Li Yunmo said, “Just got out of class. What’s up?”

“Do you have any more classes this morning?”

“Nope.”

“Perfect, come to the parking lot.”

“Alright!”

Two months later, being allowed to sit in the driver’s seat again, Li Yunmo was flattered. “You’re really letting me drive?”

“I’m dizzy again. Drive.”

“Should we go to the hospital?” Although Li Yunmo expressed concern verbally, his face was beaming with joy. “Or go home to rest?”

“Go to Li Weiyi’s house.”

Li Yunmo nearly missed the gas pedal and said, “Chan-ge, don’t play with my feelings. Back then when I asked if you were still going to the Li house, what did you say?”

“What did I say?”

Li Yunmo said irritably, “You asked me who Li Weiyi was? Said you didn’t know her, said I was being ridiculous, and beat me up!”

Li Weiyi giggled and said, “Oh… at that time, I was determined to be devoted to your sister-in-law, so I refused to admit it. But these past two months, every time I wake up in the middle of the night, I realize I still can’t let go of your second sister-in-law. Just drive and stop talking nonsense.”

Li Yunmo: “…”

He drove dutifully for a while, then asked, “What about Cheng Ruiyan? I’ve noticed you two have been getting along pretty well lately.”

Li Weiyi didn’t even look up. “What do you mean ‘what about her’? I’m so outstanding and handsome—can’t I have two girlfriends with different charms at the same time?”

Li Yunmo was completely speechless. Turning his head, he saw his Chan-ge pull out a small piece of paper from somewhere and was writing down a series of numbers with his head lowered.

“Chan-ge, what are you writing?”

“Nothing.” Li Weiyi quickly folded the paper and stuffed it into her pocket.

At that moment, Zhang Jingchan’s phone rang. Li Weiyi glanced at it—an unfamiliar landline number. She thought it was better to avoid trouble—probably a telemarketer—and hung up directly.

But the caller was persistent and called three or four more times.

Li Weiyi had no choice but to answer. “Hello?”

A voice that was sweet and childish but with a low tone came through. “Hello.”

Li Weiyi asked, “Who is this?”

The girl asked, “Li Weiyi?”

Li Weiyi answered crisply, “That’s me.” Suddenly her eyes widened. “You… you…”

The other party said, “I’m Zhang Jingchan.”

Li Weiyi sat up straight. “You’ve come over too!”

Li Yunmo glanced at her twice. Chan-ge was acting strange again today, his emotions particularly lively and outgoing, just like two months ago. Was this… intermittent?

“Yes, I’m in your body.” Zhang Jingchan’s voice sounded a bit muffled, as if he wasn’t overjoyed by this miracle.

But Li Weiyi was very happy. “See, see? I didn’t lie to you, did I?”

“Where are you?”

“I just woke up half an hour ago. I’m in the car heading to the Li house.”

“Come pick me up first.”

Li Weiyi said, “Okay, where are you?”

“At school. I’m calling you from the convenience store. I’ve already asked the teacher for sick leave. On your way here, buy me a phone so we can stay in touch. Use my credit card.”

Li Weiyi said, “But I don’t know your credit card password. How about I give you the credit card when I get there?”

“Don’t waste time. There’s a phone store on your way here. The credit card doesn’t have a password.”

After hanging up, Li Weiyi pulled out her wallet and found a black debit card and a black credit card.

Zhang Jingchan at 19 owned the legendary black card, and it had no password.

Was this the life of wealthy people spending money like water with no upper limit?

Seeing his Chan-ge buy the latest model phone for that high school girl without even blinking, Li Yunmo’s heart was already numb.

This was starting again. Compared to running to someone else’s house to shower them with attentiveness last time, what was one phone?

The two drove to the back gate of City No. 1 High School and saw a girl in school uniform standing by the roadside.

Last time, Li Yunmo had only seen Li Weiyi lying in bed from a distance. Now looking at the young girl—she wasn’t tall, had jet-black short hair, a palm-sized face with baby fat, fair and tender with bright, watery eyes.

Though not a great beauty like Cheng Ruiyan, she was quite spirited, the sweet and cute type.

Li Yunmo whistled softly and said, “Chan-ge, good taste! My second sister-in-law doesn’t look bad at all.”

“Of course!” Li Weiyi leaned against the car window, looking at her 17-year-old “self” and couldn’t help but sigh. Teenage skin really couldn’t be compared—glowing white, pink and tender, delicate enough to break at a touch.

However, this “herself” casually slung the backpack over one shoulder, had her other hand in her pants pocket, kept a straight face, and stood like a small white poplar tree.

The young girl walked over with extremely steady steps. Such a petite person, yet she walked with the imposing stride of a dragon and tiger.

Li Yunmo whispered, “Second sister-in-law is kind of cool.”

Li Weiyi also whispered, “Yeah…”

Zhang Jingchan walked to the car and first glanced at Li Weiyi—a six-foot-two body sprawled there like a giant worm. Zhang Jingchan looked calmly at Li Yunmo, whose head was pressed together with hers, and raised his chin. “Why is he here?”

Li Weiyi said, “Well, I’m… not convenient to drive. I told you about it.”

Zhang Jingchan said “mm” and then said, “Li Yunmo, you go back first.” Then looking at Li Weiyi: “You come with me.”

Li Yunmo never expected that the little second sister-in-law would actually bypass Chan-ge and start giving him orders. Since he had his pride to maintain in front of a high school student, he immediately said, “Chan-ge, really? I just brought you here.” Then he said to Zhang Jingchan with a grin, “Sister-in-law, my Chan-ge isn’t the type to value romance over friendship.” Li Yunmo was confident about this—Chan-ge had never dismissed his brothers casually because of a woman.

Zhang Jingchan looked at him and smiled. In that brief smile, however, there was a rare softness. Li Weiyi then understood—he was actually very happy to see Li Yunmo.

Zhang Jingchan said to Li Weiyi again, “Did you tell him?”

Li Weiyi said, “No, should I? He could be an extra helper.”

Zhang Jingchan said, “Forget it. His comprehension ability is limited. Don’t waste time.”

Li Yunmo: …

No, he didn’t understand, but he felt deeply insulted.

At the mention of time being tight, Li Weiyi immediately said to Li Yunmo, “He and I still have things to do. You take a taxi back. I’ll find you if I need you.”

Li Yunmo looked at her incredulously. “Chan-ge, am I just a tool to you?”

Zhang Jingchan by the car let out a light snort and said, “Pretty much.” Li Weiyi shot Zhang Jingchan a look and pressed down hard on Li Yunmo’s shoulder. “No, you’re Chan-ge’s most important brother. Good brothers, for life, never changing. Now, can you go back on your own first?”

Chapter 26: Unrestrained Girl (2)
Zhang Jingchan watched Li Yunmo happily leave in a taxi. He sat in the driver’s seat, and Li Weiyi handed him the phone and SIM card. While installing the SIM card, Zhang Jingchan asked, “Sister-in-law?”

Li Weiyi said, “Uh… expedient measure, expedient measure. Otherwise, what excuse would I have to look for you, a high school student?”

“Anyway, eight years ago and eight years later, you use the same trick.” Zhang Jingchan started the car.

“It works well.” Li Weiyi said righteously, “Otherwise, we two would have absolutely no connection whatsoever.”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her but said nothing.

However, having Zhang Jingchan come over together made Li Weiyi very happy—she was no longer isolated and helpless. But thinking about what happened before the crossing, Li Weiyi’s heart sank, and she said, “In 2022, we… that was a traffic accident?”

“Yes.”

“Could it have been targeting us?”

“Probably not.”

“Then… are we still alive in 2022?”

Zhang Jingchan gripped the steering wheel, looking straight ahead, and answered, “We’ll know the answer in three days.”

“That’s right! Since we’re here, let’s make the best of it. President Zhang, let’s go!”

Li Weiyi’s stomach suddenly rumbled twice clearly. She awkwardly touched her stomach and said, “It’s fine, I’m not that hungry. Let’s handle business first.”

Zhang Jingchan looked down and saw the light pink watch on the slender wrist. He frowned slightly, thinking he should have asked her to buy a men’s watch earlier. It was already 12:30. He pulled over and parked in front of a restaurant. “Let’s eat first and discuss while we eat.”

The two entered the restaurant. Zhang Jingchan, wearing a high school uniform, strode ahead, while the five-foot-ten Li Weiyi walked behind with light, quick steps.

A server approached. Zhang Jingchan said concisely, “A private room, somewhere quiet.”

The server said, “…Okay, miss, how many people?”

“Two.” Zhang Jingchan raised his chin toward Li Weiyi behind him.

Li Weiyi instinctively flashed them a brilliant smile, and the young server’s face immediately turned red. Zhang Jingchan was also slightly stunned.

The two sat down in the private room. Zhang Jingchan handed the menu to Li Weiyi. Li Weiyi said, “You order. I’m easy.” Zhang Jingchan didn’t refuse. After asking if Li Weiyi had any dietary restrictions, he quickly ordered three dishes and a soup.

Li Weiyi could now properly observe him.

It was a very strange feeling. The appearance was exactly the same, yet “her” demeanor and temperament were worlds apart from her own.

When “she” ordered, “she” leaned back in the chair very relaxed, speaking unhurriedly with a low tone that carried an indescribable charm. After finishing the order, “she” closed the menu and lightly tossed it at the corner of the table, placing her hand back on the table.

Then Zhang Jingchan looked up at her, his gaze clear and bright as lightning.

Li Weiyi was secretly watching while drinking water and nearly choked, her face reddening a bit.

Zhang Jingchan finally frowned those two delicate, jet-black eyebrows and said, “Can you…”

Li Weiyi was still biting the rim of the cup, staring at him blankly, and responded vaguely, “Hmm?”

Zhang Jingchan paused, turned his head away, smiled, and sighed, “Forget it, it’s nothing.”

Li Weiyi asked, “Oh, so where should we start?”

“Deal with your family’s matter first.”

Li Weiyi hadn’t expected that with possibly only three days, both families facing life-and-death situations, he would unhesitatingly let her go first.

Li Weiyi immediately reciprocated, “As soon as I woke up this morning, I called your dad. He didn’t answer. Your mom said he’s on a business trip in Shanghai.”

Zhang Jingchan nodded. “Thoughtful of you, thank you. Give me the phone.”

Li Weiyi handed over the phone. He picked it up and fiddled with something, while saying, “Tell me about your sister’s situation.”

Li Weiyi gave a brief account.

Zhang Jingchan put down the phone. “What’s your plan?”

Li Weiyi’s eyes sparkled as she stared at him. “Last time I tried to persuade her, but it didn’t work. Now that you’re here, she should listen to her own little sister, after all, she loves me the most.”

Zhang Jingchan filled a bowl of soup and slowly drank it, saying, “A ‘Zhang Jingchan’ who appeared out of nowhere running to persuade her to break up with her boyfriend—of course she wouldn’t listen.”

Li Weiyi said, “You’re wrong about that. I won over their whole family’s favor at the time.”

Zhang Jingchan looked up. Perhaps because she was in front of him, she didn’t need to disguise herself as a boy, so she sat up straight, chin raised, legs closed together, fists clenched and placed on his legs. Even while being triumphant, her sitting posture revealed obedience. Zhang Jingchan could easily imagine what kind of posture she had presented with that five-foot-ten body to win the Li family’s affection.

Zhang Jingchan felt a rare sense of defeat and humiliation. However, when he recalled waking up at school earlier, having to use the restroom and entering the men’s room to face the surprised, shy, or excited faces of young boys, his mood turned to resignation.

Li Weiyi stared blankly: the girl before her, as time gradually passed, seemed to have an increasingly powerful and natural aura.

She held the bowl with one hand, her slender, fair fingers lightly tapping the bowl’s rim, head lowered as she drank the soup. Whether it was her lowered eyebrows and eyes or her tightly pressed lips, everything exuded a cold, forbidding aura that kept people at a distance. Li Weiyi had never thought her small round face, small arms, and small legs could also be so cool, instead of always being the “hehe” and “haha” in her classmates and friends’ eyes.

Zhang Jingchan noticed her gaze. “What’s wrong?”

Li Weiyi’s handsome face reddened slightly, and she praised sincerely, “I wanted to say this earlier—you’re like this… indescribably beautiful.”

Zhang Jingchan: “…”

“Enough, let’s talk business!” He interrupted her wandering thoughts. “What attitude do your parents have toward Zhou Zhihao?”

Li Weiyi’s expression darkened. “They strongly approve.”

“Then it might be difficult. You’re now a high school student asking your sister to break up with her boyfriend—what’s your position and reasoning? How much weight can a minor’s words carry in a rule-following family?”

Li Weiyi’s eyebrows drooped. The possibility of being suppressed by her parents was indeed very high. But after just a moment, she raised her head decisively, slapped her palm on the table, leaned her body toward him, her eyes bright and compelling. “Then we’ll have to use some extraordinary measures!”

This manner was somewhat like him, and the words carried some masculine spirit—Zhang Jingchan thought.

Li Weiyi told him about the discharged veteran Zhong Yi, then said, “I think my sister has always had him in her heart, and he should have my sister too. It’s just that later, they had fate but no destiny. If Zhong Yi is willing, he might be able to win my sister over.”

Zhang Jingchan hadn’t expected that Li Weiyi’s formidable extraordinary measure was… homewrecking. He clearly felt the huge difference in thinking patterns between men and women. He said, “Even if we can persuade Zhong Yi to pursue her, if we can only stay for three days, there are too many variables.”

Li Weiyi looked distressed. “Then what should we do? Three days is too little time to accomplish anything.”

Zhang Jingchan, dressed in a complete set of blue and white high school uniform and wearing white sneakers, crossed his arms, leaned back, crossed his legs, and gazed out the window in thought for a moment before saying, “Then we’ll strike at the root—make it impossible for Zhou Zhihao to pursue your sister.”

“What do you mean?”

“It doesn’t require any big moves, nor is it any honorable method. The Zhou family’s main assets are three storefronts and two shops. Use my identity to give a few instructions and have someone investigate whether their family has anything shady, or set a trap to ruin their business and make them insolvent. Even if we go back, the people below will handle things. Without his family, Zhou Zhihao is just a thug. How will he pursue your sister then?”

Li Weiyi’s eyes lit up as she listened. Zhou Zhihao had domestically abused her sister with all kinds of tactics, subjected her to extreme humiliation, tormented her until she was neither human nor ghost, and even abused Niuniu. His parents were accomplices too—his mother had also physically attacked her sister, frequently insulted her, and the whole family engaged in psychological abuse together. Li Weiyi knew all this clearly, and upon hearing Zhang Jingchan’s idea, she immediately felt satisfied.

However, she still said, “Isn’t that too vicious?”

On Zhang Jingchan’s pink, tender face, his cherry lips curved slightly upward, his eyes indifferent. “Just normal business tactics. Using a sledgehammer to crack a nut.”

Li Weiyi thought he—no, herself at this moment—was incredibly handsome. She eagerly refilled his tea and said, “President Zhang is so domineering! Better yet, have people implement economic strikes while persuading Zhong Yi to pursue my sister—give him double insurance!”

Zhang Jingchan looked at her fawning, beaming expression and chuckled softly. “Now that’s vicious.”

Chapter 27: Swords and Shadows (1)
Zhang Jingchan opened the phone and scrolled to a person’s photo.

“This is my second uncle, Zhang Fengming. He’s currently the Deputy Director of Procurement at Fuming Group. He has a certain street-smart quality and knows people from all walks of life. He’s the most suitable person to handle this matter.”

Zhang Fengming’s features bore some resemblance to Zhang Moyun—both had strong, prominent features and fair skin, but Zhang Fengming had less of an entrepreneur’s heroic bearing and more of a fierce quality.

“How did he treat your family later?” Li Weiyi asked.

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her.

“I need to gauge my attitude toward him!”

Zhang Jingchan answered calmly, “Back when my dad was strapped for cash, he also contributed three million. Later, he cut off contact with us. After I started working and earning money, I first paid him back, along with other relatives. Human nature—we owe each other nothing.”

Li Weiyi said, “Oh.”

Zhang Jingchan briefly explained to her how to make this call. Li Weiyi pondered for a moment, instinctively put on a cold expression, and with what she considered three parts coolness, three parts rebelliousness, two parts street-smart attitude, and two parts indifference, spoke: “Second Uncle, what have you been busy with lately?”

Zhang Fengming on the other end laughed. “What am I busy with? Still working for your dad, of course. Achan, how have you been lately?”

Li Weiyi said, “Same as always.”

“What do you need from your uncle?”

Li Weiyi’s tone turned cold. “Second Uncle, I’ll be direct. I need you to deal with someone for me. His name is Zhou Zhihao. He lives in Moon Bay Community, has three storefronts in our family’s Yinhui Building, and his family also runs a clothing store and a hardware store in Culture Lane.”

“Never heard of this character. How did he offend our young master?”

Li Weiyi said impatiently, “Don’t worry about that. Just tell me if you can do it or not? If you can’t, I’ll find someone else. Two months, but you can’t use illegal methods. I want to make his family insolvent. Best to catch them on their own loopholes, make it impossible for their stores to stay open, so he’ll never have the energy… to pursue a certain girl. If you can help me with this, I’ll be eternally grateful.”

Zhang Fengming laughed heartily and said, “This must be a deep-seated grudge. Alright, I’ll make some inquiries. Shouldn’t be a problem. But Achan, your dad can’t know about this.”

“Of course I know that.”

“If you want to deal with him, this person must be no good.” Zhang Fengming sighed. “But thinking it through carefully, this isn’t easy to handle. Second Uncle would also be taking a big risk—pulling strings, investing money and people. If it weren’t for you, I absolutely wouldn’t get involved. But you’re my own nephew. Fuming will be yours in the future, and Second Uncle wants to help you.”

Li Weiyi felt alarm bells ringing in her mind, but her laughter remained composed. “Second Uncle, I understand. In the future, when I take charge, I’ll naturally rely heavily on family.” Fuming was going to collapse anyway—she could give him 100 variations of empty promises like this! Think of Cheng Ruiyan!

But this was the first time Zhang Fengming had received “his” definite word, and he was so happy his voice trembled slightly. “Achan, Second Uncle didn’t misjudge you. You truly are a good kid who values relationships and loyalty. Rest assured, Second Uncle will definitely handle this matter for you to your satisfaction. If I don’t make that Zhou fellow cry, my name isn’t Zhang. What kind of punk dares to provoke our Achan—he’s really asking for it…”

“Second Uncle, you’re the one who understands me! Hahahaha! I definitely won’t let you down in the future!”

Li Weiyi had the phone on speaker. After hanging up, she saw Zhang Jingchan staring at her with dark, condensed eyes.

“What’s wrong? I said everything according to your instructions.”

Zhang Jingchan was momentarily speechless. Just now, he had taught her not to reveal too much inside information to Zhang Fengming, to vaguely hint at having a grudge against Zhou Zhihao, and to brush off Zhang Fengming’s attempts to curry favor with a few words.

Li Weiyi had conveyed all the necessary points. But to each one, she had added her own improvisation, playing a foolish, lustful, vicious, narrow-minded rich second generation so vividly, finding such perfect common ground with Zhang Fengming.

“Do you have some misunderstanding about me?”

Li Weiyi said, “Hm?”

“Forget it. Waiter, check please.” He touched his pocket, paused, then said, “Give me a card.”

The two walked toward the restaurant entrance. Li Weiyi said, “You must have had plenty of flattering, fawning people around you before, right? Doesn’t it feel especially great?” Her face bore an unmistakable mocking smile.

Zhang Jingchan had only crossed over with her a few hours ago, yet he had lost count of how many times his usually quick-thinking self had been left speechless.

In his youth, he had indeed been surrounded by admirers. Precisely because of this, when his family fell, he had once hated those people for their fair-weather attitudes and for kicking him when he was down. Now he simply looked down on those people.

Generally, friends who knew his past would deliberately avoid mentioning it. Only Li Weiyi casually teased about it, as if it didn’t matter, yet you could sense she had no malicious intent—she simply found it amusing.

He suddenly felt that those people from back then, and himself, were actually somewhat laughable. A small mass of pent-up resentment buried deep in his chest for a long time seemed to dissipate.

“This way.” He grabbed Li Weiyi’s collar and turned her around to prevent her from looking for the main entrance and ending up in someone else’s kitchen.

Getting in the car, Zhang Jingchan said, “Call Xu Yi… you know him, right?”

“I know him—your dad’s assistant. I met him once last time.” Li Weiyi swallowed the rest of her words. The drunk door-climbing and flying-embracing of the assistant brother, along with the throwing tantrums and threatening him to swear loyalty and such—better not mention those things. Leave Zhang Jingchan some dignity.

Zhang Jingchan stared at her. “You don’t know him?”

Li Weiyi said, “I didn’t know him before. Last time… didn’t I get to know him?”

A smile flashed in Zhang Jingchan’s eyes. He said, “Is this how you were a financial elite at Muchen?”

Li Weiyi: “??”

He didn’t explain further. He took out his phone and said, “Forget it. Xu Yi is too sharp, and you…” He snorted with laughter, lowered his head to find Xu Yi’s number, and sent a text message.

Li Weiyi felt insulted. This was definitely revenge for her mocking him earlier! Unwilling to back down, she stuck her head over to look at the phone. Zhang Jingchan wasn’t used to having people so close, but it was also his own face beside him, so in a moment of distraction, he let her lean in.

Li Weiyi still felt uncertain and asked, “Is Xu Yi… very sharp?”

“Yes.”

“Then what did you mean just now? Should I know him?”

Zhang Jingchan didn’t answer. Li Weiyi watched him text with one hand:

“Brother Xu, help me investigate someone.”

A few seconds later, Xu Yi replied: “Sure, who?”

Zhang Jingchan typed: “Zhong Yi, lives in Xiaojiaqiao Textile Factory dormitory. He’s a discharged veteran. Only has a father at home.” This was all information Li Weiyi had told him before.

Li Weiyi understood—this was to investigate Zhong Yi’s background and see if he was reliable. She hadn’t thought of it, but Zhang Jingchan had.

Li Weiyi said, “Thank you, President Zhang!”

Zhang Jingchan ignored her fawning as if he had already gotten used to it, and sent another message to Xu Yi: “Get me the results as soon as possible.”

Xu Yi: “No problem.”

The Ferrari stopped again at the textile factory dormitory complex. The two walked to Zhong Yi’s door. Li Weiyi asked, “Have you figured out what to say?”

Zhang Jingchan stuck both hands in his school uniform pockets and said, “Between men, you don’t need to say much. We’ll play it by ear.”

“…But you’re a female high school student right now!”

“…”

Chapter 28: Swords and Shadows (2)
The two knocked on the door. When Zhong Yi opened it and saw them, he was startled. He didn’t recognize Li Weiyi, this unfamiliar boy, but seeing Zhang Jingchan in the form of a young girl, he broke into a smile. “Xiao Weiyi, it’s you.”

The lighting in his home was somewhat dim. After all these years, Zhong Yi’s smile was still as gentle and steady as in Li Weiyi’s memory, though it showed some weariness. When Li Weiyi recalled how he had later gotten into a physical confrontation with Zhou Zhihao over her sister, her heart ached.

Zhang Jingchan, however, showed no emotion and said, “Zhong Yi, I have something to tell you.”

Zhong Yi was taken aback and nodded, looking at Li Weiyi. “This is?”

Zhang Jingchan said, “My friend. Let’s talk inside. She needs to hear this too.”

Zhong Yi smiled politely. “Hello.”

Li Weiyi said, “Hello, Brother Zhong Yi. My name is… Zhang Jingchan. I’m Li Weiyi’s closest good friend, so I came along today. Please don’t mind, hehe.”

Zhong Yi looked at this tall, handsome boy grinning like a flower, and his brow twitched imperceptibly. He never imagined that Li Weiyi, whom he thought of like a little sister, would have a boyfriend so young, and such a… slick one at that.

Zhong Yi’s face revealed nothing as he said blandly, “Xiao Zhang, please come in.”

The Zhong household had the same layout as the Li family home but looked more shabby, with peeling walls, though it was kept very clean.

One bedroom door was ajar, with occasional coughing sounds—probably Zhong Yi’s father.

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi sat down on the old sofa. Zhong Yi poured them two glasses of plain water and, facing Zhang Jingchan, showed a brotherly gentleness. “Xiao Weiyi, what do you need from me?”

Li Weiyi beside him had her knees pressed together, hands resting on them, eagerly watching Zhang Jingchan. This unmasculine appearance made Zhong Yi frown inwardly once again.

Zhang Jingchan suddenly glanced at Li Weiyi. When Li Weiyi met his gaze, she instinctively straightened up, finally recovering some of a boy’s upright bearing. Zhang Jingchan withdrew his gaze.

The girl in school uniform with her short hair in a ponytail leaned back into the sofa, crossed her slender legs, placed her right hand on her thigh, and said unhurriedly, “Zhong Yi, stop calling me Xiao Weiyi, just use my name. We haven’t had much contact these years. I don’t dare accept your familiarity.”

Zhong Yi’s heart tensed. The person before him was clearly a seventeen-year-old girl, yet that seemingly light and casual gaze had an extremely sharp quality, as if seeing through to one’s heart, even carrying a sense of oppression. He felt it was strange but thought that indeed, after years of estrangement, Li Weiyi might be going through adolescent rebellion.

Zhong Yi wasn’t angry. He just smiled and said, “Alright, you’ve grown up too.”

Li Weiyi didn’t know what medicine Zhang Jingchan was selling in his gourd or why he was establishing dominance. Taking advantage of her height and build, she secretly pinched his… waist from behind—due to the angle, she could only reach the waist. It felt soft—truly a strange sensation. Then her hand was caught by Zhang Jingchan, whose hand was tender and soft. Li Weiyi felt even stranger—caught by her own hand.

Zhang Jingchan released her hand and said in a low voice, “Stop fooling around.”

Zhong Yi lowered his head to drink water, sighing inwardly again.

Li Weiyi’s face was flushed red.

Zhang Jingchan looked at Zhong Yi again. “To make a long story short, I came here today with only one purpose: do you still have feelings for Li Xiaoyi? If not, there’s no need to discuss the rest. We’ll leave immediately. Tell the truth from your heart—don’t worry about anything else. Those are secondary matters.”

Zhong Yi looked at him in surprise. The other party’s tone was ordinary, yet every sentence was frank and sharp, and clearly had some scheme in mind.

The two made eye contact, and strangely, some kind of message was exchanged through their gazes.

Zhong Yi was silent for only half a minute before saying, “I do. So what?”

Li Weiyi was overjoyed inside, though her nose tingled with emotion. She eagerly asked, “Is it a little bit, or half, or a whole lot?”

Zhong Yi didn’t answer.

Li Weiyi asked again, “Have you had anyone else these past few years?”

Zhong Yi answered this question decisively. “No.”

Li Weiyi was satisfied.

Zhang Jingchan was also somewhat satisfied. Before coming, he had worried about encountering a simple-minded soldier. Upon meeting him, he found Zhong Yi had emotional intelligence, was decisive enough, and had a gentle temperament.

“Currently, Li Xiaoyi’s… my sister’s situation is very dangerous.” Zhang Jingchan’s single sentence made Zhong Yi’s expression change slightly.

“She’s dating a boyfriend who’s a complete and utter scumbag, trash. In the future, this man will make her suffer for the rest of her life. Are you willing to win her back?”

Zhong Yi stared at his clasped hands and said, “Weiyi, I’ve asked around about Zhou Zhihao. His family’s financial situation is very good, and there’s no bad reputation about him. Everyone says he treats your sister very well. He can give your sister a better life.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes curved with amusement. Oh my, he looks like a closed-mouthed person, but he actually knows how to investigate.

Zhang Jingchan said, “That’s spineless?”

Zhong Yi smiled. “You’re still young, you don’t understand.”

Li Weiyi interjected, “Just tell us if you want to or not?”

Zhong Yi answered in a low, muffled voice, “It’s that I’m not capable enough.”

The atmosphere fell silent for a moment.

Zhang Jingchan smiled very faintly. Li Weiyi couldn’t understand the meaning of this smile—whether he approved of Zhong Yi or not.

Zhang Jingchan said, “Unfortunately, things aren’t as you think.” He glanced at Li Weiyi. “Tell him about Zhou Zhihao in detail.”

Li Weiyi immediately perked up, her back straightening at once as she spoke with righteous indignation. “I’m very wealthy and have connections. Weiyi asked me to hire a private investigator to look into Zhou Zhihao…”

She didn’t notice that Zhang Jingchan had raised his hand to cover his mouth and chin, the corners of his lips curving slightly.

“He has very strong violent tendencies. He used to get into fights and brawls frequently, and he would hit his girlfriends. The only reason he’s not hitting our sister now is because he hasn’t won her over yet. His personal life isn’t proper either—he used to date several girlfriends at the same time. His character is very poor. He’s uneducated and incompetent, relying entirely on his family. All he does is loaf around in the shop every day. He gambles, sometimes losing tens of thousands in one night. It’s not that I look down on the common class, but how many years can that bit of family wealth last him? If our sister ends up with him, her whole life will be ruined!”

Seeing Zhong Yi remain silent, Li Weiyi raised one hand high and said, “I swear everything I said is true. If there’s even half a lie, then let me, Zhang Jingchan, be impotent for life!”

Zhang Jingchan abruptly looked at her.

Zhong Yi looked at the incredibly confident young man with an indescribable expression, once again casting a worried glance at “little sister Weiyi.”

Zhang Jingchan lowered the hand that had been covering his chin. First, he said to Li Weiyi, “For this kind of thing, your oath doesn’t count.” Then he said to Zhong Yi, “If there’s even a hint of unreliability in what she said, let Li Weiyi be poor for the rest of her life.”

Zhong Yi: “…”

Why were these two people competing to make poisonous oaths about themselves, yet he sensed some undertone of swords and shadows?

Chapter 29: Who’s the Main Wife (1)
Li Weiyi giggled and leaned close to Zhang Jingchan’s ear. “What I said is true anyway… Why do you care so much about going through the formality of an oath?”

Zhang Jingchan said, “Right back at you.”

Zhong Yi coughed lightly, interrupting their exchanged glances, and said, “I believe you two.” He lowered his head, arms resting on his knees, looking at his clasped hands. After a moment, he said, “I absolutely cannot stand by and watch her be with someone like that.”

Li Weiyi was delighted and was about to say, “Then…” She was thinking of immediately bringing the two together, creating opportunities for them to spend time together—the childhood friend defeating the descending-from-heaven approach.

Zhang Jingchan raised his hand to stop her and said, “I’ll lend you 300,000 yuan. Use 100,000 to treat your father’s illness and hire a caregiver, and take the remaining 200,000 to do business. I’ll charge you 3% annual interest, to be repaid in five years. Do you dare?”

Both Li Weiyi and Zhong Yi were stunned.

Zhong Yi said, “How can I borrow money from you… Where would you get so much money!”

Zhang Jingchan said, “I don’t have money, but Zhang Jingchan does. Think it through before answering. I’m giving you a chance to turn your life around. If things work out between Li Xiaoyi and you, helping you is helping my sister. If they don’t work out, Zhang Jingchan still gets interest income—no loss.”

At first, Li Weiyi didn’t follow Zhang Jingchan’s train of thought, but thinking it over, although borrowing from Zhang Jingchan, this was the fastest way to get Zhong Yi out of the quagmire. Otherwise, he’d have to wait four or five years before making his fortune.

Li Weiyi realized that a man like Zhang Jingchan really did approach problem-solving differently than she did. Looking at the contemplating Zhong Yi, the two men’s souls clearly resonated more.

Li Weiyi had great faith in Zhong Yi’s ability and character—he would definitely be able to repay the money. Besides, she could pay it back to Zhang Jingchan on his behalf later.

Li Weiyi immediately fanned the flames. “You don’t know yet, but my dad is Zhang Moyun. For me, 300,000 yuan is just the cost of taking a girl to karaoke—pocket change, pocket change…”

Zhang Jingchan’s brow twitched slightly.

Li Weiyi continued, “Brother Zhong Yi, although we’re meeting for the first time today, I think you look like a real man. I trust you—consider it an investment in you. Don’t hesitate. Don’t you have confidence you can repay it? Do you think you can’t do it?”

This time it was Zhong Yi’s brow that twitched.

Bold and meticulous as he usually was, these two unexpected visitors today were truly surprising. First they told him that Zhou Zhihao, whom everyone favored and who made him feel inferior, was actually worse than a beast. Then they offered to lend him a huge sum to get through his difficulties. Yet Zhong Yi inexplicably trusted them both. The girl’s manner of speech was so steady, calm, and forceful—it felt like talking with a man more mature and experienced than himself. As for the boy… though he was an oily, smooth-talking sissy, his eyes still looked clear and sincere.

Zhong Yi fell into deep thought. Zhang Jingchan didn’t rush him, slowly drinking plain water and browsing recent updates on his phone. Only Li Weiyi eagerly watched Zhong Yi, the most anxious of all.

Zhong Yi asked Li Weiyi, “Are you really willing to lend me 300,000 yuan?”

Li Weiyi nodded vigorously.

Zhong Yi went into his room and brought out a red property deed and paper and pen, writing an IOU. “If I really can’t pay it back, this apartment is worth at least 240,000 or 250,000. I’ll mortgage the property deed to you first.”

Li Weiyi took the IOU and noticed the annual interest written on it wasn’t 3%, but 5%. She handed the IOU to Zhang Jingchan. After reading it, Zhang Jingchan folded it and put it in his pocket, asked Zhong Yi for his account number, and immediately transferred the money.

Zhong Yi watched the girl take the IOU and transfer money on her phone—a series of actions completely without consulting the creditor boy beside her. The boy had a carefree, happy expression. For a moment, Zhong Yi didn’t know whether to worry for the girl or admire her…

Zhong Yi saw the two to the door and said, “Great kindness requires no thanks. I’ll fight with everything I have to find a way forward, and I won’t give Xiaoyi up to anyone.”

Li Weiyi said cheerfully, “You should first catch up to my sister! Keep at it!” She made a very cute fist-pumping gesture.

Zhong Yi: “…” He still couldn’t help himself. He pulled Zhang Jingchan back a step and said in a low voice, “You and him… studies should still come first for now. Do well on the college entrance exam.”

Zhang Jingchan said, “I know better than you.”

Zhong Yi: “…”

Leaving the Zhong house, Li Weiyi said, “Thanks. I’ll pay you back that money first.” True, the 2022 version of her didn’t have 300,000 yuan either. But in her pocket was a small piece of paper with several strings of numbers written on it.

Zhang Jingchan said, “No need. Deduct it from your 100 million yuan reward.”

Li Weiyi: “Uh…”

“I want to go home and look around,” Zhang Jingchan said.

“Okay, I’ll take you—do you want to change clothes first?”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at the school uniform he was wearing. “Lead the way.”

In the same complex, it was only about a hundred meters away. Li Weiyi brought him back to the Li house. At this time, Father Li and Mother Li were both at the shop, and Li Xiaoyi had gone to work. As soon as they entered, Zhang Jingchan said in a slightly low voice, “I need to use the restroom.”

Li Weiyi pointed it out to him, her face stiffening slightly. Both acted as if nothing was amiss—he walked toward the restroom while she went to the room to get clothes.

Actually, Zhang Jingchan hadn’t been able to use the toilet at school this morning. Facing those high school boys’ strange cries, he had retreated from the men’s room with an icy expression. But no matter what, he couldn’t bring himself to enter the women’s restroom. At the restaurant, he hadn’t been willing to go either.

So he’d held it until now.

Standing in the Li family’s narrow but spotlessly clean bathroom, looking at that small squat toilet, Zhang Jingchan felt his legs go weak—an extremely rare occurrence. But he still strode over with large steps and let out a long breath.

Finally…

After more than twenty seconds, the sound stopped. Zhang Jingchan remained motionless, his gaze falling on the roll of toilet paper beside him.

Did he need to wipe?

Did you need to wipe for number one too?

Occasionally passing by the women’s restroom door before, he’d heard girls conversing: “Did you bring tissue? Give me a sheet.” Things like that.

And it seemed that not wiping was… not acceptable.

Zhang Jingchan’s face grew hot in waves, another rare occurrence. He quickly tore off a section of paper.

…

Finally, after flushing the toilet, straightening his pants, and washing his hands repeatedly, Zhang Jingchan looked up at the flushed young girl in the mirror. Watching for a moment, he lowered his head and smiled. Looking at the bright, mirror-like tiles beneath his feet, his smile slowly faded, and the redness on his face gradually receded.

He thought of the parents he was about to see.

He’d never imagined such an absurd, strange encounter would happen to him. Just yesterday, he’d been holding his father’s hand as he died in despair, looking at his mother, aged and haggard from the torment of years, feeling utterly powerless. But now, it was eight years ago, when they were both still in the proud, beautiful state he remembered.

Zhang Jingchan stood there quietly by himself for a while. Putting both hands in his pockets, when he opened the bathroom door and walked out, his face was already calm and serene.

Li Weiyi, holding the deliberately chosen somewhat androgynous athletic wear, sat on the sofa waiting. At this moment, she felt like a patient boyfriend waiting for his girlfriend to use the bathroom. She tried not to think about the details of Zhang Jingchan using the toilet, but when Zhang Jingchan came out, she couldn’t help but think: did he, like her, get it everywhere?

Looking at Zhang Jingchan’s consistently calm, restrained face, she thought again: No, he wouldn’t have. It seems he handled everything without any obstacles. President Zhang is President Zhang indeed—she even felt some admiration.

But out of concern, Li Weiyi still casually asked, “President Zhang… everything okay?”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her coolly and said nothing. He took the clothes from her hands and walked toward the bedroom.

Li Weiyi coughed lightly and said, “Then I’ll go use the bathroom too.” Zhang Jingchan turned to glance at her retreating figure, suddenly quickened his pace, and closed the bedroom door.

Chapter 30: Who’s the Main Wife (2)
After using the bathroom, Li Weiyi saw Zhang Jingchan push open the bedroom door and come out. Her eyes lit up.

The girl’s figure was slender and petite. On top, she wore a white hoodie with blue trim. On the bottom, gray-blue athletic pants—she looked very fresh and cute.

However, the girl’s expression revealed a calm coldness that didn’t match her age.

Li Weiyi praised sincerely, “So pretty, cute! Yet very cool. How does Student Li Weiyi blend these two completely different styles so perfectly!”

Zhang Jingchan walked toward the exit. “I think it’s just average.”

Li Weiyi caught up. “President Zhang is too modest.”

Zhang Jingchan stopped, one hand in his pants pocket, and looked up at her. She very considerately bent down, bringing her face close and smiling at him.

Zhang Jingchan looked at this extremely familiar face before him. For the first time on this face, he saw a smile brilliant to this degree. He was momentarily dazed and, as if possessed, raised his hand and patted her cheek. “This thick?”

Li Weiyi grinned. “Ah, whose face is this? This is President Zhang’s face.”

Zhang Jingchan snorted coldly and walked out the door, though his eyes held a smile.

Seeing the villa from his memory again, Zhang Jingchan was momentarily lost in thought. Several years later, he had come here again—the villa had been auctioned off to someone else. Perhaps thinking it unlucky, the new owner had changed the main gate, completely transformed the garden, and re-clad the entire building’s exterior with stone facing—it looked like a completely different house.

But now, home was still the same. A row of orange trees he loved to eat were planted in front of the house. Every cluster of flowers and plants was personally selected by his mother…

In fact, even with his eyes closed, he could describe what every corner of the home looked like.

The more he remembered, the colder Zhang Jingchan’s expression became. He parked the Ferrari in the garage. Li Weiyi asked, “Are you mentally prepared? They’re both doing pretty well right now.”

Zhang Jingchan’s mouth twitched. Yes, doing well—one completely unaware of the catastrophic disaster that would occur at year’s end, the other blindly overconfident.

Li Weiyi walked to the mahjong room door. Inside, things were in full swing. She called out, “Mom, come out for a moment. I’ve brought an important friend.”

Zhang Jingchan sat down on the sofa alone. Sister Liu, the housekeeper, came over and asked, “Hello, what would you like to drink? We have coffee, milk, black tea, and green tea.”

Zhang Jingchan called out softly, “Sister Liu.”

Sister Liu was startled.

Zhang Jingchan said, “Longjing tea, thank you.”

Sister Liu: “Oh…”

Seeing the young-faced girl on the sofa, Wu Xinhui was stunned.

Li Weiyi pulled Wu Xinhui to sit down and said, “This is a very good friend of mine. I brought him home today to visit and meet you.”

Wu Xinhui didn’t have any class prejudices about her son’s future wife. They had started from nothing themselves—as long as the person had good character and their son liked her, that was fine. But this girl sitting so properly before her—wasn’t she a bit young? She should be… of legal age, right?

Wu Xinhui smiled reluctantly. “Hello, welcome to our home. Achan is so impulsive—he didn’t say anything in advance so I could arrange proper hospitality. Sister Liu, cut some fruit and bring out some snacks and drinks.”

Zhang Jingchan looked up at the radiant face from his memory and said, “Hello.”

Wu Xinhui felt the girl’s gaze was strange—her eyes slightly red, conveying complex emotions. Wu Xinhui didn’t know what was happening, but suddenly felt a vague ache in her heart. She said, “I don’t know why, but I can tell at a glance that you’re a good child.” Then she revealed a sincere, loving smile.

Zhang Jingchan turned his head away and breathed out very lightly, his spine straight as a slender pine tree. Li Weiyi, accustomed to his cold pride and composure, saw such emotional fluctuation for the first time.

A president who could shoulder any amount of debt was also a child who missed his mother.

Li Weiyi sighed inwardly and said with a smile, “Mom, sit over here. Let’s three sit closer together and talk.”

Wu Xinhui was startled—this boy had never been so eager to please over a girl before. She had no choice but to sit next to the girl.

Li Weiyi thought, I’m leaving in three days anyway, why worry about so much? She grabbed Wu Xinhui’s hand and placed it over Zhang Jingchan’s hand. Wu Xinhui laughed awkwardly. “You child…” She was about to pull her hand back when the girl instead gripped her hand tightly. Wu Xinhui froze.

However, after just a moment, Zhang Jingchan released Wu Xinhui’s hand, revealed a smile so faint it was almost nonexistent, and said, “Go play mahjong. Thank you for the hospitality. Don’t play too late—rest well.”

Wu Xinhui looked at the girl’s ink-dark eyes, somewhat lost in thought. “Okay, okay, thank you for your concern… Achan, take good care of your girlfriend.”

Li Weiyi said, “Will do!”

Wu Xinhui had just walked into the card room when two people entered through the doorway, calling out, “Achan.” “Achan.”

Li Yunmo had brought Cheng Ruiyan in.

Li Weiyi’s face stiffened, and her tongue suddenly felt a bit numb.

Li Yunmo had been grinning originally. Cheng Ruiyan had insisted on coming with him to the Zhang house, and when the beauty asked, he agreed—after all, she was the main wife. But when he clearly saw the girl sitting on the sofa, his vision went dark—this was bad! Chan-ge was going to beat him to death.

Cheng Ruiyan looked at their stiff expressions, then at the girl on the sofa. She had already guessed something, and her face slowly turned pale.

Only the girl Zhang Jingchan at the storm’s center picked up a cup of premium Longjing tea, took a light sip, placed it on the coffee table, slowly leaned back, rested his hand on the sofa armrest, and glanced calmly at Li Yunmo and Cheng Ruiyan—as if she herself were the main wife in this house.

Chapter 31: Youth Like the Wind (1)
Li Yunmo wailed: “Brother Chan… I was wrong…”

Cheng Ruiyan still couldn’t believe it. Many girls liked Zhang Jingchan. He’d had a girlfriend before, but supposedly after only ten days or so together, he couldn’t stand her temper and broke up with her. By that count, she was Zhang Jingchan’s first official girlfriend. She had never imagined that someone as outstanding and proud as Zhang Jingchan would do something as tasteless as two-timing.

She rushed in front of Li Weiyi and demanded: “Achan, who is she?”

Li Weiyi had already calmed down. Thinking that Cheng Ruiyan was, after all, Zhang Jingchan’s girlfriend at this time, she was just about to coax her with some soothing words when she heard a clear, cool female voice from behind: “Break up with her.”

Li Weiyi froze. Cheng Ruiyan looked at the young woman on the sofa in disbelief, her eyes already reddening as she cried out: “Who are you! I’m his girlfriend!”

“Wait, wait, wait!” Li Weiyi hurriedly blocked her path and tried to placate her: “Don’t be angry, it’s not what you think. I’ll explain it to you in a moment.” She frantically shot meaningful glances at Li Yunmo: “Take her to the side parlor first, get her something to drink and eat, let her rest a bit. Sister Liu, bring bird’s nest soup, bring bird’s nest soup!”

Cheng Ruiyan was half-pushed, half-persuaded by Li Yunmo, crying as she entered the small parlor.

Li Weiyi looked at Zhang Jingchan: “Friend, what’s the meaning of this? That’s your girlfriend.”

Zhang Jingchan’s tone was utterly flat: “You said it yourself—she’s MY girlfriend. If I say break up, we break up.”

Li Weiyi sat down beside him and patiently inquired: “Why? She’s so pretty.”

Zhang Jingchan was silent for a moment before saying: “When my family ran into trouble at the end of that year, within two weeks she’d gotten together with another guy in our circle. What use do I have for this kind of girl who has no genuine feelings?”

Li Weiyi, like a big squirrel, placed both paws on her knees and leaned toward his face: “You resent her?”

Zhang Jingchan sneered: “If I hadn’t run into her today, I wouldn’t even remember what she looked like.”

Li Weiyi nodded: “But you did have resentment in your heart back then, right? I can see you two had good feelings for each other. Did you harbor that resentment for several years?”

Zhang Jingchan pressed his lips together without responding. He vaguely remembered that his younger self had actually quite liked Cheng Ruiyan back then. She was beautiful, passionate, delicate and sexy. Her academic performance was also good—she was smart and independent. She perfectly matched Zhang Jingchan’s standards for an ideal girlfriend. During those few months together, he had indeed been quite happy.

So when she left that year, he was extremely angry and hurt. Not because his feelings ran so deep, but because at that time he had already endured too much betrayal and cold treatment. She had been the most intimate person to him, yet she was also the first to withdraw without hesitation.

“But I think she didn’t really wrong you that much,” Li Weiyi said slowly.

Zhang Jingchan fixed his gaze on her, his eyes turning cold.

Li Weiyi continued in a casual conversational tone: “Last time I looked through your chat records—I had to in order to play you properly, so please forgive me—you two weren’t together very long, and you were extremely busy with your studies. You weren’t very attentive to the girl either. Most of the time, it was her chasing after you and accommodating you, right?

“Since the feelings weren’t deep and you weren’t particularly good to her as a boyfriend, why should she have stuck with you through disaster? Come on, your family didn’t owe a hundred thousand—it was a billion. She was only eighteen or nineteen years old too. Can you imagine what a terrifying number that was to her? Have you thought about that? You two weren’t married with children, hadn’t promised each other a lifetime together. She simply made a choice that, while not glorious, was rational. It’s just that she left quickly—maybe she was too frightened and didn’t consider your feelings.”

Zhang Jingchan watched her speak eloquently, her youthful face bearing an expression of easy-going, intelligent openness. That was a look his nineteen-year-old self would never have had.

She said, “Come on, your family didn’t owe a hundred thousand—it was a billion,” completely unconcerned that such words would stab directly at his heart.

She even accused him of not being attentive to the girl, of not treating her well—implying that being abandoned was somewhat deserved.

But why didn’t he feel angry? Instead, just like this morning when she casually teased him, he felt that deep-buried, long-ignored knot of resentment in his chest mysteriously loosen a bit more.

“So what do you suggest I do?” he asked.

Li Weiyi thought for a moment, her two toes hooking together as she gently bounced her legs twice, looking like a little boy again. She said: “You should still break up—we can’t have nineteen-year-old you get dumped again. If you trust me, I’ll go talk to her. I guarantee a clean break with no lingering resentment in future lives.”

“Fine, do as you please.”

Li Weiyi walked toward the small parlor. After a short while, Li Yunmo was shooed out and the door was left slightly ajar.

Zhang Jingchan said to Li Yunmo: “You should go back. This has nothing to do with you.”

Li Yunmo felt he’d caused a huge disaster today. The Zhang residence was probably going to be a battlefield, so he was only too happy to escape and quickly ran off.

Zhang Jingchan circled around to the courtyard and leaned against the corner wall. The small parlor window was right beside him. He stood with arms crossed against the wall corner, gazing at the serene blue sky, closing his eyes to listen.

Li Weiyi’s voice came through clearly: “So now you understand? She’s the fiancée arranged for me by the family. Her family owns many mines. I have no choice but to submit.”

Zhang Jingchan’s eyebrow twitched slightly as the corner of his mouth slowly curved upward.

Cheng Ruiyan sobbed: “Is there really no other way? Doesn’t love matter?”

Li Weiyi sighed: “Love matters, but in families like ours, we’re not in control of our own lives. Fortunately, we’ve only been together a few months. Breaking up now is more rational and causes the least harm, compared to breaking up later when feelings have deepened.”

“But I don’t want to break up, waaah… I like you, I really like you. I don’t want to break up! Zhang Jingchan, I’m sincere! I’ve never liked anyone this much before.”

Zhang Jingchan opened his eyes, his expression as deep and distant as the clouds on the horizon.

Inside, Li Weiyi was also quiet for a moment before saying: “Thank you. You’re a good girl. Go find a boy more suitable for you. If I don’t marry her and Father gets angry, he won’t let me inherit Fu Ming Group then, and I won’t be able to give you a prosperous, happy life.”

Cheng Ruiyan cried: “You’re his only son—if Fu Ming Group doesn’t go to you, who would it go to? Or you could pretend to break up first…”

“It won’t work,” Li Weiyi interrupted with a wistful tone. “Who says… Father only has me as an option? There are some things I can’t tell you much about. Do you understand?”

Cheng Ruiyan: “Ah… this…”

After seeing Cheng Ruiyan off, Li Weiyi walked into the living room to find Zhang Jingchan staring at her intently.

She sat down beside him and poured herself a cup of tea: “Mission accomplished. No need to thank me. I guarantee that when she sees you in the future, she’ll only feel regret, not resentment.”

“Who’s my father’s other heir?”

Li Weiyi laughed drily: “I didn’t say anything—she came up with that herself. Expedient measures, expedient measures! Otherwise, you’re such a catch that it would be hard to get her to let go. She has genuine feelings for you too. Really, you can’t blame her for something this huge.”

Zhang Jingchan scoffed lightly: “She just liked my family’s money. As soon as you said I might not get the inheritance, she had no more attachment.”

Li Weiyi looked at him strangely: “How can you think that way? Look at me—this physique, this face, and I’m first in the whole department. So of course she also likes you as a person. If you were short, ugly, fat, and ranked last in the department, even with all that money… do you think you’d be good enough for her?”

This twisted logic somehow made Zhang Jingchan laugh again.

He paused slightly in surprise. He actually wasn’t someone who laughed easily. As a youth he’d been domineering and commanding—not many people could earn his smiles. Later, for many years, he had even less reason to smile. Sometimes when his face darkened, even someone as close as Li Yunmo wouldn’t dare speak loudly. Who would have thought that since this body-swap journey began, despite the urgent and worrying situation that felt like a fishbone stuck in his throat, he’d already lost count of how many times he’d burst out laughing.

He reined in his smile and said: “Thanks for handling this. Next, we’re going to the company. I need to see with my own eyes exactly what stage Fu Ming has reached right now.”

Chapter 32: Youth Like the Wind (2)
After several trips back and forth, it was already four or five in the afternoon. Fu Ming Group’s headquarters was located in the outskirts of the city, occupying a large tract of land. Li Weiyi gazed at the building gleaming brilliantly in the sunlight, her heart filled with emotion.

The parking spaces below were full, so Zhang Jingchan parked the Ferrari in the open space right in front of the main building. Li Weiyi hesitated: “Isn’t it bad to park here? We’ll get scolded.”

“I don’t want to waste time looking for a parking spot. No one will dare scold us.”

Li Weiyi: “What if someone asks me what I’m here for later? How should I answer?”

“You don’t need to acknowledge anyone or answer anything.”

Li Weiyi understood. So this person, as the group’s heir apparent back then, already held a transcendent position—it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say he was second only to one person but above ten thousand others.

She immediately lifted her chin, her eyelids drooping coolly, and asked quietly: “Is this attitude okay? Should I tilt my nostrils up toward the sky a bit more? Chairman Zhang, I’m really afraid my abilities aren’t sufficient to capture that essential spirit.”

How could Zhang Jingchan not hear her third jab of the day? He turned back to see the handsome youth before him wearing an arrogant expression, yet his eyes flickered with warm, teasing laughter. It made you want to press her down on the ground to make her behave and stop being so cheeky, yet you couldn’t actually bring yourself to do it.

Zhang Jingchan finally tapped the back of her head: “Act normal!”

“Oh…”

Sure enough, just as Zhang Jingchan had said, the two of them took the elevator straight to the top floor. All along the way, secretaries, department heads, and assistants all greeted them with smiling faces. No one dared ask what they were there for.

Zhang Jingchan led her directly to the door of Zhang Moyun’s office. Zhang Moyun was on a business trip and had taken his secretary with him, but Xu Yi had been left behind to supervise some work. Xu Yi had already received word and hurried over, smiling: “Achan, what brings you to the company? Your father is on a business trip.”

Just like last time, Xu Yi wore a black suit with a white shirt and blue striped tie, along with a pair of gold-rimmed thin-framed glasses. He was tall and slender, fair-skinned and refined. Li Weiyi felt he had an extremely gentle and stable quality about him that naturally drew people’s affection. She smiled: “Brother Xu Yi, I’m not here to see my dad. I have a school assignment that requires looking up some Fu Ming information for a case study, so I came to use the computer in my dad’s office.”

Xu Yi understood: “All right, go ahead in. You know the password. There’s fruit and drinks in the refrigerator. Just call me if you need anything. And this is?”

Li Weiyi: “My girlfriend… the newest one. She came along with me. I’ll just grab a random book for her to read later.”

Xu Yi had previously been helping arrange Cheng Ruiyan’s birthday party venue, but the excellent special assistant’s expression showed not the slightest hint of confusion as he smiled slightly at the young woman. Zhang Jingchan also nodded calmly at him.

The two entered the office and Zhang Jingchan locked the door behind them before sitting down at the computer. Li Weiyi’s mouth got a bit loose whenever she was working. She first went to the refrigerator to grab two bottles of juice and a box of cookies before pulling over a chair to sit beside Zhang Jingchan.

Zhang Jingchan had already opened the company’s internal system to check the accounts. Li Weiyi watched while asking: “You still haven’t told me this morning—what other identity does this Xu Yi have?”

“You still haven’t figured it out?”

“…What am I supposed to figure out?”

Zhang Jingchan smiled. Seeing the juice at hand, he was thirsty too. He unscrewed a bottle, tilted his head back and drank more than half of it, then pulled out a tissue, wiped his mouth, and tossed it in the trash can.

Li Weiyi was nibbling on a small cookie, watching his series of movements—smooth and handsome. When she looked again at that familiar face, she snapped back to her senses. Oh my god, I zoned out looking at myself.

“What’s the name of Muchen Group’s founder?” Zhang Jingchan asked.

Li Weiyi: “Xu Conglan!” After saying it, she froze.

She worked at a subsidiary company under the group. During new employee training, she had seen photos of the various executives in the handbook, but they were so far above her station that she’d only glanced at them and paid no attention. As a lowly grassroots accountant, she naturally had no opportunity to meet the chairman in person either. But with Zhang Jingchan’s question, she increasingly felt Xu Yi looked familiar.

“Could Xu Yi be a relative of our chairman? Son? Brother? Don’t tell me he’s an illegitimate child?” How old was the chairman anyway?

“Good eye.” Zhang Jingchan said, “Xu Conglan once had a name—Xu Yi. After Fu Ming ran into trouble, he bore no responsibility, went abroad to study, came back with a new name, and founded Muchen. In 2022 he should be thirty-four years old, unmarried, and without children.”

Li Weiyi: “!!!!!!”

The little assistant who had been running errands for her today would become her company’s super big boss eight years later!

“Then he’s really capable!” Li Weiyi exclaimed in admiration. Recalling that Zhang Jingchan had been to Muchen headquarters to discuss cooperation, she asked hesitantly: “So later on, did he want to help you?”

Zhang Jingchan answered: “In business there are only eternal interests. He wanted the project I had in hand. I wasn’t necessarily going to choose to cooperate with him.”

Li Weiyi blinked her eyes. Oh my, look how proud he is.

“However, he didn’t kick us when we were down back then, and he lent the company one and a half million, never pressing us for repayment. His money was in the first batch I paid back.”

That meant Xu Yi’s character was genuinely good, and things with the Zhang family ended on decent terms. No wonder he could become a big shot in the future.

Zhang Jingchan printed out several data sheets, and Li Weiyi calculated beside him with paper and pen. By the time she finished calculating, her brow was tightly furrowed, and Zhang Jingchan’s expression had also darkened.

“How much?”

Li Weiyi: “Negative four hundred million, and new projects are still under continuous construction. If they’re to be completed, at least another three hundred million will need to be invested. But the group only has just over ten million in liquid capital left in the accounts.”

Zhang Jingchan laughed coldly, pushed away the keyboard, turned his head to look out the window, and said: “Perfect, just perfect!”

Li Weiyi thought of the Zhang family’s current glamorous and luxurious lifestyle and also felt her heart turn cold. She said quietly: “Don’t be angry, Chairman Zhang. You’re a business genius—think about what to do.”

Zhang Jingchan sat with his back ramrod straight, his entire silhouette looking cold and hard. He said: “What kind of genius am I? I’ve just been racking my brains day and night to fill holes…”

Probably feeling he’d revealed too much emotion, he stopped speaking. He grabbed those reports again, looked them over, and said: “Things have already reached this point. Even if a deity descended, they’d be powerless to reverse the situation. We can only advise him to cut losses and protect what remains. What’s already been invested—treat it as money down the drain. What needs to be auctioned should be auctioned, what needs to stop construction should stop construction, so the hole doesn’t keep getting bigger. This way we might at least preserve Fu Ming as an empty shell.”

Li Weiyi understood. If Zhang Moyun pulled out now, Fu Ming Group probably wouldn’t have much left—years of hard work would vanish in an instant—but at least there would be no major debts. The question was, as a self-made entrepreneur, would Zhang Moyun listen? Would he choose to preserve himself with nothing, or would he choose to continue taking risks and going all in?

Li Weiyi’s heart felt heavy. The look she gave Zhang Jingchan also carried sympathy.

The anger on Zhang Jingchan’s face faded, restored to calm composure. He said: “I’ve already booked tickets. We’re flying to Shanghai tonight and going to see him first thing tomorrow morning. We’ll eat dinner at the airport.”

With that, he shut down the computer, took those data sheets, grabbed his jacket and was about to leave. Li Weiyi: “Uh… wait a minute. I’m a carefree top student college student—it doesn’t matter if I don’t go home for a few days. But you’re still a high school girl. How can you stay out all night?”

Zhang Jingchan: “…”

“Not even for one night?” Zhang Jingchan recalled that when he was in high school, he’d stayed at his friends’ houses for many days without anyone caring.

“No. I go home on time every day.”

The two sat facing each other, momentarily at a loss.

After a while, Zhang Jingchan spoke: “What if we say you’re going to Shanghai to participate in the national biology competition? I saw biology competition award certificates in your room.”

“That could work… No, my mom would definitely accompany me.”

Zhang Jingchan pondered briefly: “Have your sister accompany you. I’ll book her a plane ticket.”

“That could work!” Li Weiyi’s eyes rolled. “How about… we call Zhong Yi along too? Kill two birds with one stone.”

“Fine.”

Chapter 33: Pairs (1)
The two walked out of the office and saw three people standing at the far end of the corridor talking. Li Weiyi first noticed Xu Yi, then her gaze was drawn to the woman in the middle.

She wore a professional suit, was in her thirties, had wavy curled hair, a voluptuous figure with curves in all the right places, and striking features with fair skin and red lips. Just standing there, she exuded a capable yet alluring charm.

Xu Yi held documents in his hand, saying something to the woman. In Li Weiyi’s eyes, the boss truly looked refined, humble, and progressive in his youth.

Beside them stood a middle-aged man in a suit—lean, serious, and wearing glasses.

“Who’s that beautiful woman?” Li Weiyi asked curiously.

After so many years, Zhang Jingchan was also slightly startled to see those two.

“The woman is Liu Ying, Marketing Director, a professional manager hired from outside. The man is Cheng Chuan, CFO. He’s my father’s brother—he’s been managing finances since Fu Ming was founded.”

What Zhang Jingchan didn’t say was that he looked down on both of them. In fact, from the perspective of the future Chairman Zhang, he looked down on most of his father’s ragtag team of old companions. Liu Ying was decent at marketing, but she was a relationship-oriented talent with limited actual marketing planning ability. And back then… there had been gossip about her and Zhang Moyun. But those were all baseless rumors. Zhang Jingchan had never believed them—he didn’t think such a woman could shake his parents’ relationship at all.

As for CFO Cheng Chuan, in Zhang Jingchan’s view, he was obedient but lacked professional expertise. Before Zhang Moyun made his fortune, Cheng Chuan had been just an ordinary accountant in a small company. He’d followed Zhang Moyun all the way up, and though he often made mistakes, he’d never caused any major disasters. If he had no achievements to his credit, at least he’d worked hard. Plus, Zhang Moyun absolutely insisted on placing his own person in the finance position, and he valued brotherhood above all, so Cheng Chuan had remained firmly in this position. Even though Fu Ming Group was now on the verge of collapse, Cheng Chuan still enjoyed a comfortable executive life.

For something as massive as Fu Ming Group to collapse in one fell swoop, there were many complex internal and external reasons. People were inevitably one of them.

Liu Ying saw them first. She smiled before speaking, her bright eyes looking at Li Weiyi: “Young Master Zhang is here? Is there something you need?” Then she chided Xu Yi teasingly: “You must have known. Young Master Zhang came and you didn’t say anything early—I could have greeted him.”

Then Liu Ying walked up to Li Weiyi, casually tucking her hair back. A faint perfume scent drifted to Li Weiyi’s nose. Liu Ying lightly folded her arms, her tone extremely soft: “Young Master Zhang, Chairman Zhang mentioned last time that you ranked first in your entire department again. What a young hero—the student truly surpasses the master! Fu Ming’s future will surely get better and better.”

If Li Weiyi really were a nineteen-year-old youth, being praised like this by a mature, beautiful woman would probably make him blush and his heart race. She glanced at Zhang Jingchan and saw his expression was as indifferent as water—suddenly understanding that he liked the young type like Cheng Ruiyan. So Li Weiyi copied his expression and said flatly: “You’re too kind. I came to look at some materials.”

Cheng Chuan also smiled and exchanged pleasantries with Li Weiyi.

Xu Yi stood to the side smiling throughout. But since he carried the boss’s aura in Li Weiyi’s mind, she smiled sweetly and said: “Brother Xu Yi, I’ve finished looking up the materials. Thank you.”

Liu Ying and Cheng Chuan both froze, quickly exchanging glances.

Xu Yi nodded: “Be careful on the road. Should I arrange a car for you?”

“No need, we drove here.” Li Weiyi glanced at Zhang Jingchan. “Baby, say goodbye to Brother Xu Yi and Uncle and Auntie.”

Liu Ying’s face stiffened when she heard the word “Auntie,” while Cheng Chuan just laughed good-naturedly.

Zhang Jingchan, who’d been called out, showed a momentary stiffness in his expression before uttering two words: “Goodbye.”

The Ferrari had just driven out of the group’s main gate when Zhang Jingchan sneered coldly: “Baby?”

But Li Weiyi had her reasoning: “What else should I call you? Darling? Sweetheart? We’ll most likely return to our own bodies in three days. Why would I call out my own name in public and create unnecessary trouble?”

“Call me Xiao Li!”

“Please, I’m currently the dignified Young Master Zhang at nineteen years old, not ninety-one. What did you normally call Cheng Ruiyan anyway?”

“Just her name.”

“Tsk… see, I told you that you weren’t good to her.”

Zhang Jingchan drove expressionlessly, not wanting to talk to her anymore.

——

Business at the clothing store hadn’t been good these past two days. In the evening, Li Xiaoyi told the manager she was leaving and walked toward a small restaurant nearby. Just as she reached the entrance, she received a call from Zhou Zhihao—he’d originally made plans to have dinner with her tonight but something came up at the last minute and he couldn’t make it.

Li Xiaoyi instinctively felt relieved. After spacing out for a while, she ordered herself an inexpensive clay pot rice and quickly finished eating.

She stood on the crowded bus, her tired body leaning against the handrail. Thinking of Zhou Zhihao again, her heart felt like a muddy swamp overgrown with weeds—confused and chaotic.

Everyone said this was a rare good match and urged her to marry him quickly. Even her parents already saw him as their son-in-law. Yet she’d never felt much for him.

When he pursued her aggressively, she would blush, feel nervous, her heart would flutter. But afterward, when she calmed down, she felt an emptiness inside. She knew that given her circumstances, this was marrying up. She thought that as long as he was sincere and would treat her family well in the future, she was willing to be with him.

The two had almost made it official, but two months ago, that young man named Zhang Jingchan had come and subjected Zhou Zhihao to a barrage of accusations. She knew the youth’s words had no evidence, but somehow, she began secretly observing Zhou Zhihao.

She hadn’t noticed any violence—Zhou Zhihao had never gotten physical with anyone in front of her. But she discovered that sometimes his temper was quite short. One wrong word and his expression would change, turning dark and scary… She’d mentioned this to her mother, but her mother dismissed it, saying that men without temper have no ability, and that given his good circumstances, his personality would naturally be somewhat spoiled.

So Li Xiaoyi hesitated again.

Lost in thought, a figure flashed through Li Xiaoyi’s mind.

A couple days ago, when she went to take out the trash, she’d seen that person walk out from his home in the distance. At that moment, Li Xiaoyi’s mind went completely blank. It wasn’t that she didn’t know he’d returned from military service, but she’d been leaving early and coming home late for work these past days—this was actually the first time she’d seen him.

A vague sourness welled up in her heart. They’d broken up years ago, and she had a boyfriend now. He was just an irrelevant person.

After getting off the bus, Li Xiaoyi remembered they’d run out of rice at home, so she made a trip to the supermarket.

——

After Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan left, Zhong Yi immediately went to hire a reliable distant relative to provide twenty-four-hour care for his father. He understood that only by going out and earning more money could his father receive better care and his own life break out of this predicament.

He didn’t want to waste a single minute. He just wanted to earn money and pay off debts quickly so he could stand before her. After much deliberation, he called several comrades-in-arms and chatted for hours, inquiring about some business opportunities for making money. But he didn’t rush to make a decision, because he only had one chance.

Chapter 34: Pairs (2)
It had grown completely dark. After his father took his medicine and fell asleep again, Zhong Yi finally remembered he hadn’t eaten. He walked outside and, without realizing it, found himself on the small path outside the Li family home.

The Li family hadn’t returned yet—the house was dark. Zhong Yi laughed self-mockingly and had just turned to leave when he saw a familiar slender figure walking from the other end of the road, carrying a heavy bag of rice in her hands.

The two looked at each other from a distance and both stopped moving.

The next second, Zhong Yi strode over, took the rice from her hands, and walked silently toward her doorway. Li Xiaoyi snapped back to her senses, her face already flushed, saying: “No, no need! I can do it myself!”

Zhong Yi answered gruffly: “We’re neighbors—why be polite? Twenty pounds of rice—can you even carry it?”

“I can carry it!”

As soon as the words left her mouth, both fell silent, simultaneously remembering how a few years ago when they were together, he would carry everything wherever they went while she always went empty-handed. That had been the only time in Li Xiaoyi’s life when she’d been pampered. Other than that, she was the obedient, sensible daughter, the hardworking older sister who endured hardship, the diligent and willing worker—always the one taking care of others. Zhou Zhihao was a rather careless person who wasn’t particularly attentive or considerate toward her.

At the doorway, Zhong Yi set down the rice and stepped aside. Li Xiaoyi didn’t dare look at his face. She fumbled with her keys to unlock the door, head lowered, when she heard a low, hoarse voice: “Have you been doing well these years?”

“Pretty… good.” Li Xiaoyi forced out a smile. “And you?”

“Do you want me to be doing well or not?”

Li Xiaoyi’s movements paused, but she didn’t dare ask further. She opened the door and carried the rice inside. Without saying anything, Zhong Yi grabbed her arm. As if burned, she yanked it away and slammed the door shut with a bang.

Zhong Yi stood there for a moment, tilted his head back and exhaled lightly, then strode away.

He’d only walked a few steps when his phone rang. Today he and Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi had exchanged numbers. He immediately answered: “Weiyi, what’s up?”

Zhang Jingchan said on the other end: “Bring your ID, pack simple luggage for one or two days, and take a taxi to the airport. We have urgent business in Shanghai and you’re coming with us. There’s an emerging commercial district there—go take a look at what opportunities there might be.”

“…Now?”

“Yes. Li Xiaoyi is coming too.”

“All right, I’ll set out immediately.”

Not long after, Li Xiaoyi also received a call from her sister and was quite surprised: “Biology competition? How is this so sudden?”

On the other end of the phone, Zhang Jingchan laughed to himself. He hadn’t expected that just one day after crossing over, he’d already told more lies than in half a lifetime.

He glanced at Li Weiyi beside him, her face frank and perfectly at ease with this, and the phrase “those who touch pitch shall be defiled” actually flashed through his mind.

He answered the phone smoothly: “…It wasn’t supposed to be me originally. The original candidate in Shanghai suddenly fell ill, so they urgently need me to substitute. The organizers are paying for plane tickets and hotels. Mom and Dad can’t leave the store, so you take time off to accompany me. Remember to bring both our IDs.”

——

Li Xiaoyi didn’t doubt her sister’s words at all. Besides, she felt her sister had always been more decisive than her, so she obediently packed her luggage and documents. When Father Li and Mother Li returned home, they didn’t suspect anything either, because Li Weiyi had been sensible since childhood, and she’d previously gone to Xiang City to participate in a competition once before.

This time it sounded like an all-expenses-paid trip, so Father Li and Mother Li were happy for their older daughter to go. As for calling the teacher to verify? These parents were shy and honest by nature—they never thought of it.

So Li Xiaoyi took a taxi for the first time in forever (because Zhang Jingchan said it would be reimbursed), and when she arrived at the airport departure hall, she saw her sister standing in the bright hall with a calm, contemplative expression. Beside her stood a tall, handsome, sunny-looking boy.

Li Xiaoyi froze.

When Li Weiyi saw her sister, she couldn’t contain herself and scurried over cheerfully: “Sis, long time no see! Come on, let me take your luggage!” Without waiting for consent, she grabbed the suitcase.

Li Xiaoyi: “Hey, no need… Thank you! Thank you!”

The two walked up to Zhang Jingchan, who nodded once: “Where’s my ID?” Li Xiaoyi fumbled it out and handed it to him. Seeing that “her sister” still wasn’t speaking, Li Xiaoyi pulled him aside, away from the youth, and said in a low voice: “Didn’t you say you were going to a competition? Why is… why is Achan here?”

Zhang Jingchan was too lazy to explain and answered: “She’s accompanying me.”

Li Xiaoyi’s heart sank. “You two…”

Zhang Jingchan stuck both hands in his pockets, looked up at the sky with a smile, with a hint of resignation: “Ah, she’s my boyfriend.”

Li Xiaoyi panicked. She never imagined that her usually sensible sister would suddenly drop such a bombshell: “You’re already in your second year of high school—it’s a critical period! How can you have a boyfriend? What about your future?”

Zhang Jingchan originally didn’t want to say much to her, but seeing her eyes full of anxious concern, his heart stirred and he said: “Do you know who he is? His father is Zhang Moyun, the richest man in Chen City. As long as I’m with him, what won’t I have in the future?”

Li Xiaoyi froze, her expression growing even more troubled. She said firmly: “How can you think such things? Weiyi, you absolutely cannot have such crooked thoughts. Who his father is doesn’t matter, whether he has money doesn’t matter either—what matters is character… No, even good character isn’t acceptable! You’re still young. Be good and wait until you’re in college to date.”

Zhang Jingchan was silent for a moment, then softened his tone: “I was joking. Don’t worry, we’re just friends. I’ll definitely get into a 985-tier university.”

Li Xiaoyi felt relieved and said: “Then have him leave. I’ll accompany you—that’s enough.”

While the two were talking, the spurned Li Weiyi had already sneakily crept closer. Hearing this, she immediately interjected: “That won’t work, Sis. Without me there, he won’t perform well on the exam!”

Li Xiaoyi: “…”

Zhang Jingchan took the opportunity to walk away. Li Xiaoyi wanted to say more, but Li Weiyi waved behind her: “Brother Zhong Yi, over here!”

Li Xiaoyi’s mind went “boom” and she forgot all about her sister’s situation. She turned around to see Zhong Yi wearing a black jacket with a backpack, looking tall and resolute, walking toward them.

Zhong Yi nodded at the two of them, but his gaze fell on Li Xiaoyi. Li Xiaoyi’s face flushed red again. She turned her head away and asked in a low voice: “Why is he here?”

Li Weiyi answered seriously: “Oh, Brother Zhong Yi is my good friend. He’s going to Shanghai to investigate some entrepreneurial opportunities. We’re all from Chen City—it’s convenient to go together. Sis, is there a problem? Can’t my good friend Brother Zhong Yi come with us?”

Li Xiaoyi couldn’t answer. Her face grew even redder. Zhong Yi didn’t say anything either. He walked to her side, directly took her suitcase, and stood there quietly.

Zhang Jingchan tapped the back of Li Weiyi’s head and said in a voice only the two of them could hear: “Had enough fun? That’s your actual sister.”

Li Weiyi was in high spirits—people feel refreshed when happy events occur. She rolled her eyes at him.

Chapter 35: Rewriting Once (1)
They’d booked tickets late, so their seats were in the last row. Li Xiaoyi sat down by the window. Li Weiyi had just started to follow when someone grabbed her collar and pulled her to the seat across the aisle. At that moment, Zhong Yi’s long legs blocked the way as he sat down on Li Xiaoyi’s side.

Li Weiyi: “…”

She turned to look at Zhang Jingchan, who’d pulled her back, and said faintly: “You two have quite the coordination.”

Zhang Jingchan sat down on her outer side: “In any case, it wouldn’t be your turn to sit with Li Xiaoyi.”

Li Weiyi: …Fair enough.

Li Xiaoyi saw her “sister” sitting across the aisle and immediately said to Zhong Yi: “Switch seats with my sister!”

Zhong Yi looked away: “Not switching.”

Li Xiaoyi’s face alternated between red and white as she called out: “Weiyi, come sit here!” There was still an empty seat between her and Zhong Yi. The cabin door had already closed—there was no one else.

Zhang Jingchan answered: “Zhong Yi won’t let her.”

Li Xiaoyi’s face grew even redder.

The plane took off. Li Weiyi gazed at the night scenery outside the window when she suddenly heard Zhang Jingchan ask: “Do you still remember what you memorized?”

Li Weiyi: “…” She’d completely forgotten about this! She’d hastily memorized it all before crossing over, then spent a hectic day—it felt like ages ago. She immediately began nervously recalling in her mind.

The capitalist beside her asked in a cool voice: “What’s the group’s daily interest burden?”

“Uh… fifty-four thousand, and compound interest needs to be calculated too.”

“This year’s real estate sales ratio?”

“Less than fifty percent, and still falling.”

“How many competitor properties of the same type as Vienna Villas are in stock?”

“Uh… um…”

Zhang Jingchan sneered coldly.

Li Weiyi: “Wait, don’t tell me! Let me think again! Stock quantity…”

Under the cabin’s soft yellow lighting, Zhang Jingchan watched the youth cup his face in both hands, deep in thought. Anyone who saw this would praise how handsome and adorable he looked. He raised his hand, making as if to knock on her head: “Three… two… one.”

“I’m about to remember it!” Li Weiyi grabbed his fingers.

“The answer is one thousand eight hundred.” “…Three thousand?” Two voices sounded simultaneously.

His hand broke through her obstruction, his knuckles knocking on her head with a “thunk.”

Li Weiyi clutched her head and rebuked angrily: “Don’t you know how to show tender care?”

“Are you currently counting as fragrant or as jade?”

Li Weiyi paused. Looking up, she saw a small cabin light casting a soft glow over his face, his eyes bright and clear, his nose distinctly defined. His legs were lightly crossed, one arm resting on the armrest between them, his body turned slightly toward her, a hint of laughter flickering in his eyes.

Though he clearly had the appearance of a delicate young woman, Li Weiyi seemed to see that man sitting behind the ink-marble desk.

Somehow, she smiled too.

The two gazed at each other for a moment, both startled. Zhang Jingchan quickly suppressed his smile, his eyes deepening like a dark pool. Li Weiyi uncomfortably turned her head away and said: “I’ll review it more carefully.”

“Fine.”

“I’ll try not to get any more wrong.”

“No problem. One million deducted per mistake.”

“Zhang Jingchan, do you have any humanity?”

“No.”

Though Li Weiyi wasn’t looking at him, she laughed again.

Li Weiyi studied diligently for half an hour. Feeling she had it down, she dozed off in a daze. As soon as she fell asleep, Zhang Jingchan noticed. He glanced at her twice, dimmed her light for her, pulled down the window shade, then asked a flight attendant for a blanket and gently covered her with it. Afterward, he stared fixedly ahead until the plane landed.

They arrived at the hotel past midnight. When getting room keys, Li Xiaoyi panicked again because Zhang Jingchan had booked four executive rooms that sounded very expensive—one per person. Li Xiaoyi was beginning to suspect why a competition organizer would book such luxurious rooms, and she hadn’t seen any other teachers either.

This was another moment for Li Weiyi to perform. She said: “My family’s group has shares in this hotel. The internal agreement price is as cheap as cabbage—don’t worry about it.”

Li Xiaoyi had never stayed at a hotel of this caliber and was dubious. She then suggested that her “sister” should sleep in the same bed with her to save on one room. But as soon as the words left her mouth, the other three said simultaneously: “No way!”

Li Weiyi secretly sidled up to Zhong Yi and asked: “Why did you object?”

Zhong Yi touched his nose without answering. Could he say that every time he saw that “sister” with a two-point-eight-meter aura getting close to Li Xiaoyi, he actually felt jealous? How strange.

The night passed peacefully.

When Li Weiyi arrived at the restaurant, she saw Zhang Jingchan sitting alone in a corner from afar. She got her breakfast and sat down across from him.

“How did you sleep?” Zhang Jingchan asked.

“Very well, full of energy—one million per mistake after all.” Li Weiyi said sourly.

Zhang Jingchan only smiled without responding. After a night’s rest, he no longer had the casual, playful demeanor he’d shown on the plane. That faint layer of coldness seemed to have settled over his brow, eyes, temples, and fingers once again.

He handed her a USB drive.

“What’s this?”

“The proposal.” He said, “My father definitely has a laptop. Play it while you present.”

Li Weiyi: “!!!!!!”

She immediately understood and asked: “You made this overnight?”

“Yes.”

Only then did Li Weiyi notice the dark circles under his eyes: “How late did you stay up?”

Zhang Jingchan didn’t answer.

Li Weiyi felt sorry for him again. She gripped the USB drive tightly, reached across the table, and patted his shoulder: “Even if not for that hundred million, I won’t fail this mission.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled again. Li Weiyi suddenly realized that his smile this morning was exactly the same as when he’d driven her through the underwater tunnel that night.

“I’ll definitely give it my all,” Li Weiyi said earnestly.

He glanced at her and said: “Great kindness needs no thanks.”

Li Weiyi smiled slightly: “Where are my sister and the others?”

“I had Zhong Yi take her out.”

Li Weiyi gave a thumbs up: “Didn’t expect you’d be quite suited to playing matchmaker.”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her coolly, picked up the USB drive she’d just placed on the table, and tucked it into his pocket.

Li Weiyi quickly grabbed his sleeve: “I was wrong, I was wrong—isn’t that enough!”

The reason they were staying at this hotel was because Zhang Moyun’s party was also lodging here. After arriving last night, Zhang Jingchan had already contacted the secretary by phone, making sure he reserved two hours of Zhang Moyun’s time this morning.

Now, Zhang Moyun was waiting for his son in a conference room arranged by the secretary.

Zhang Jingchan escorted Li Weiyi to the elevator entrance on that floor. The corridor was quiet, the lights brilliant, completely empty.

Li Weiyi unconsciously rubbed her hands together.

“Nervous?” Zhang Jingchan asked, staring into her eyes.

“I’m okay.” She answered honestly. After working several years, she’d also done several important project presentations. But this was her first time reporting directly to such a large group’s chairman, and she had to pretend to be his own son—it would be a lie to say she wasn’t panicked at all.

Her face was a bit flushed, but her eyes were bright and resolute. Taking a deep breath, she said: “Then I’m going.”

Zhang Jingchan suddenly reached out and pressed down on one of her shoulders. Li Weiyi thought he was going to give instructions, but he let go again, lowered his head with a smile—a smile that finally carried a hint of bitterness.

He said: “Achan-Li, I’m waiting for the fate you’ll rewrite for me.”

Li Weiyi pushed open the conference room door. The room was flooded with sunlight. A man stood with his back to her by the window curtains, wearing a suit, his posture upright and solid.

Li Weiyi held her breath.

Previously, she’d only tried to influence the fates of family members. Even having drawn Zhong Yi into the situation, all she could do was facilitate things—no one’s fate was truly in her hands. Perhaps because of Zhang Jingchan’s slightly desolate words, at this moment she truly felt that she was about to forcefully reverse someone else’s destiny. And not just one person, not just three people, but many, many people. Success or failure—it all came down to this.

Chapter 36: Rewriting Once (2)
Zhang Moyun turned around, and Li Weiyi looked at this legendary man. He should only be forty-seven this year, in his prime, with the same tall stature and stern features as Zhang Jingchan. However, compared to Zhang Jingchan’s refined handsomeness, his features were more upright and imposing. Just standing there quietly, he naturally commanded respect without anger.

This man who now stood at the pinnacle of the business world would, eight years later, be like a rat crossing the street, committing suicide in a cramped, shabby rental apartment.

Li Weiyi’s throat felt dry as she called out: “Dad.”

Zhang Moyun nodded, pulled out a chair and sat down, saying: “Sit.” On the table was a kung fu tea set with a pot already brewed. Zhang Moyun poured himself a cup, then picked up another cup and placed it in front of Li Weiyi.

“Thank you.”

Zhang Moyun gently blew on his teacup, smiled, and said: “Go ahead, what’s this about? Rushing to Shanghai in such a hurry, having the secretary hold me back? Do you urgently need money somewhere? Or is there some trouble you can’t handle?”

Li Weiyi held the hot tea and answered: “Neither. I came because I want to seriously discuss Fu Ming’s future with you.”

Zhang Moyun was startled. His smile deepened as he said: “Your old man can work another twenty years—what future do you need to worry about?”

“There isn’t that much time.”

Zhang Moyun froze.

Li Weiyi looked at him steadily: “Fu Ming doesn’t have time left.”

Zhang Moyun’s face darkened as he watched Li Weiyi operate the computer and project the PPT onto the screen. Li Weiyi understood that for someone like him, the dominance and pride in his bones probably exceeded even Zhang Jingchan’s. Even from his own son, such words would touch a raw nerve. How could she make him listen carefully with an alert heart?

An idea struck Li Weiyi. Instead of following Zhang Jingchan’s PPT step by step with in-depth analysis, she posed a question: “Do you know how large a funding gap would immediately break Fu Ming Group’s capital chain today?”

Zhang Moyun: “How much?”

“Three million.”

Zhang Moyun froze and immediately shook his head: “Impossible. Fu Ming is such a large-scale operation—a mere three million, if it were really this serious, the finance department couldn’t have failed to notice. Did you calculate correctly?”

“That’s because they’re useless.” Li Weiyi ignored the PPT. Those numbers were already deeply familiar to her. She went to a whiteboard nearby and calculated for him on the spot: “Liquid capital in the accounts is eleven million. The Greene project’s remaining property sales are expected to bring in eight million within a week. The Vienna Villas project has six million in construction material payables due within a week, and that’s only considering one week. The bank interest payment due this period is nine million. The Jiangshan Waterfront project has seven million in accounts payable…”

She calculated item by item. Finally arriving at the figure of three million, she pressed the whiteboard marker down hard and said: “Because the accounts are constantly changing and flowing, it’s not obvious. But if anything unexpected happens—for instance, if accounts receivable can’t be collected, or if the bank’s next loan can’t be disbursed on time, or if there’s any unplanned expenditure—as long as it exceeds three million, Fu Ming’s capital chain will break directly. Do you understand what this means? It’s like dominoes—once one falls, countless others will fall, ultimately collapsing completely. Projects under construction will be forced to halt, accounts payable won’t be paid, bank loans will be cut off immediately, and eventually even worker wages can’t be paid out. One link after another, a vicious cycle. The entire Fu Ming will become a huge money pit with gaps everywhere. This plate is too big—we can’t hold it up.”

Zhang Moyun’s face was expressionless. At some point, he’d set down his teacup. His five fingers spread open, pressing against the table, his body leaning slightly forward.

After a moment, he showed a proud expression and said: “That’s just theory. If there’s really a funding gap, I can liquidate any asset in my hands or break up funds with others, and immediately fill the gap. The domino effect you mentioned won’t happen.”

Li Weiyi nodded and said: “Then do you know how much money will immediately break Fu Ming Group’s capital chain two months from now?”

Zhang Moyun’s Adam’s apple bobbed up and down. He said nothing.

Li Weiyi wrote a number on the whiteboard.

Zhang Moyun’s expression changed.

Li Weiyi tossed down the whiteboard marker and said: “I didn’t write it wrong. It’s negative fifty million. Even if you don’t invest in new projects, there will still be a fifty million funding gap, unless you continue borrowing.”

“Then keep taking loans!” Zhang Moyun interrupted her.

Only then did Li Weiyi click open the PPT and said: “Do you know that real estate regulation policies will be announced next month? Do you know that documents raising interest rates have already been issued to the provincial level but just haven’t been made public yet? Do you know what percentage the sales of villas nationwide have declined as of this month? Have you thought about how terrifying the consequences would be if, by this autumn, not a single unit of the newly completed Vienna project sells?”

Zhang Moyun looked at her with heavy eyes as she began going through the PPT slides one by one, explaining to him in depth yet accessible terms.

The PPT’s style was plain black and concise, just like Zhang Jingchan himself. The analytical viewpoints within were like someone wielding a gleaming curved blade, cutting bone and trimming flesh with each stroke—cold and ruthless.

A chill rose in Li Weiyi’s heart.

As she spoke, she seemed to see Zhang Jingchan standing before her. Chairman Zhang eight years later, rising to fame in the business world yet possessing nothing, looking at his father just like this. She suddenly could sense what tone and expression he would have when speaking these heartfelt words to his father. She unconsciously began imitating him. She seemed to see Fu Ming Group as a diseased giant lying before her eyes. And she precisely located each hidden festering abscess on its body, peeling them open to present before Zhang Moyun. She spoke until her mouth was dry, her gaze electric, pouring out her heart and soul, forgetting everything else.

The giant would eventually fall, blood everywhere, desolation all around.

Finally, the PPT was finished. Li Weiyi raised her head to see Zhang Moyun’s face shrouded in the screen’s light and shadow. He sat motionless, like a sculpture. And Li Weiyi felt as if she’d gone through a great battle—exhilarating yet utterly exhausted.

There was a moment of silence in the room. Li Weiyi took a large gulp of water and called: “Dad?”

Zhang Moyun seemed to wake up only then. He lowered his head to drink water. Li Weiyi walked to his side and said: “You really need to make a decision early. The further we go, I’m afraid…”

“You don’t need to say more.” Zhang Moyun interrupted her. He actually turned away, facing the window, not letting her see his face directly. “Let me think it over carefully. You can go out first.”

“Dad!”

“Get out!”

Li Weiyi had no choice but to walk toward the exit. Just as she reached the door, she heard Zhang Moyun say: “You did very well.”

Li Weiyi turned to look at him. He still had his back to her, his voice hoarse as he said: “I’m proud of you.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes suddenly moistened. After a pause, she said: “Your son is indeed worthy of pride. Then can you promise me—for your wife and son, for Fu Ming, for the many more people who follow you—to immediately stop investing, liquidate assets, and repay loans?”

Zhang Moyun finally turned around. His eyes were red, but his face wore the smile that only a strong and loving father could have: “Dad promises you that he won’t be greedy anymore from now on.”

Chapter 37: Fate Takes a Turn (1)
Li Weiyi rushed out of the elevator, running all the way until she saw Zhang Jingchan sitting alone in the bustling hotel lobby from afar. The brilliant crystal chandelier light spilled over his solitary figure.

Li Weiyi ran straight up to him, and he stood up.

Her cheeks were flushed from running, her eyes full of bright light, sparkling more than the stars. She grabbed his hand, her voice somewhere between crying and laughing: “It worked, Zhang Jingchan, I succeeded! He listened! His eyes turned red, and he promised me—no! He promised you—that he’ll never be greedy again!”

As soon as she finished speaking, tears streamed down her face. This was clearly a momentous occasion, and it was his family’s matter at that, yet she felt it was hard-won and bitter, empathizing deeply with his situation. She looked at the delicate small chest before her, but in her mind floated the image of that man in the ink-gray coat and white T-shirt, and inexplicably wanted to throw herself against his chest.

She lowered her head, her chin just touching the top of his head. Zhang Jingchan seemed to sense something and reached out to hug her.

Li Weiyi’s heart trembled, but a problem arose—she was almost a head taller than him. When she looked down, all she could see was the top of his jet-black hair and his ears. And with him hugging her like this, it instead became him throwing himself into her embrace, his entire person ending up in Li Weiyi’s arms…

For Li Weiyi, this was truly a novel sensation. Looking at the petite figure in her arms, she only needed to bend her back slightly and Zhang Jingchan’s face would be forced to bury itself in her chest—and in fact, she did just that. At this moment, Li Weiyi didn’t know which nerve in her brain suddenly misfired, but her hands reached under Zhang Jingchan’s armpits and directly lifted him into the air.

Li Weiyi: “Hahahaha…”

Zhang Jingchan, the illustrious business mogul who commanded respect in the corporate world, turned completely red in the face for the first time. He grabbed onto her sturdy arms and growled in a low voice: “Put me down!”

Li Weiyi: “I won’t!”

She even spun around twice while holding him up, the young girl’s legs whirling about. She scattered peals of bell-like laughter before gently setting him back on the ground, beaming with joy and satisfaction.

In the eyes of others, this looked like such a beautiful scene—a tall, handsome young man holding up a blushing, pretty young woman, spinning in circles under the crystal lights without a care for anyone watching.

Including Zhang Moyun standing in the distance.

He showed no signs of anything amiss, his expression calm and bearing dignified. He even smiled, asking the secretary beside him: “Is that Achan’s girlfriend?”

Secretary: “Should be. Look how happy Achan is.”

Zhang Moyun gazed at them for a while, then with his entourage in tow, strode away with large steps.

When Zhang Jingchan was set back on the ground, his face was both red and pale.

Li Weiyi, having realized the difference in strength and build between them, grew emboldened, her face leaning in: “Zhang Zong, are you angry? Don’t be angry—I was just too happy, I couldn’t control my strength for a moment, hehe.”

Zhang Jingchan looked at her barely concealed arrogant expression, laughed coldly a few times, and said: “I think you controlled it very well.” Then he turned and walked away.

Li Weiyi hurriedly followed: “Where are we going, my little Zhang Zong?”

Zhang Jingchan’s chest tightened again: “Checking out! Going back!”

Li Weiyi tugged at his sleeve, and with one pull actually made his petite body stumble. She couldn’t help but let out another “pfft” of laughter. Zhang Jingchan quickly steadied himself, lifting up the round, large eyes that belonged to her body and staring at her coldly.

Li Weiyi knew when to stop, raising both arms in a gesture of surrender, coaxing him gently: “I was wrong, I was wrong. My brain just overheated and I did it. So what do you want to do about it? I’ll let you get revenge. You can do whatever you want.”

Zhang Jingchan stared at her for a few seconds, his expression softening, then turned and walked away. Li Weiyi followed obediently. After just a few steps, she heard him say: “There’s still a day and a half left.”

Li Weiyi: ?

He walked with one hand in his pants pocket, glancing at her from the side. He had already recovered Zhang Zong’s calm and firm demeanor, his voice light as a feather casually brushing past: “Li Weiyi, you just wait.”

Li Weiyi’s heart skipped a beat, unable to speak.

In the end, Zhang Jingchan calmly went to check out while Li Weiyi followed behind with her head lowered.

“We’re going back this afternoon. What about my sister and the others?”

“They’ll probably stay two more days. Zhong Yi came here to handle actual business.”

“Ah… will my sister agree?” Li Weiyi fretted. “Isn’t this too fast?”

“She’s an adult. Let her make her own choice.” Zhang Jingchan said. “I’ve also warned Zhong Yi not to cross any lines. You also saw the information Xu Yi sent—he’s earned merit, saved people, is brave and resourceful with an upright mind. I trust him.”

Li Weiyi hadn’t expected him to consider so much. Things that should have been done by her as the younger sister, he had done for her, and even more thoroughly.

“Thank you.”

Zhang Jingchan had already called a taxi and opened the car door for her. He walked to the passenger side, leaning on the car door with a smile: “Thank me for what? You’ll pay it all back anyway.”

Li Weiyi: !!!!

Still holding a grudge about being lifted up! This girl looks so cute, but her personality is so not cute! She cursed inwardly viciously.

——

Li Xiaoyi stood in the crowded commercial trade center, watching Zhong Yi walk into one of the wholesale shops and chat with someone.

After just a few words, the other person smiled. She watched him skillfully offer the person cigarettes, which they accepted, then lead him to look at various goods. Li Xiaoyi’s heart was in turmoil. She knew she should leave immediately, but her feet wouldn’t move.

Not until Zhong Yi walked back in front of her and asked: “Why have you been staring at the ground? Are you bored? Should we go have dinner first?”

“How much longer do you need?” Li Xiaoyi said. “I need to go back and eat with Weiyi.”

Zhong Yi didn’t respond, pulling her outside. Li Xiaoyi was unfamiliar with this place and could only follow him. When they reached the entrance of a small restaurant, Zhong Yi said: “Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan left early. They should be in Chen City by now.”

“Ah… why did she? No, I need to go back too.” Li Xiaoyi tried to leave but Zhong Yi grabbed her wrist again.

He said: “Where are you going? Didn’t you promise this morning to accompany me through my inspection? There’s still one more day tomorrow. Don’t you keep your word?”

Only with him did Li Xiaoyi have any temper. She quickly reacted, saying angrily: “You did this on purpose! You planned this with them!” She raised her hand to hit him, but he easily caught her arm, smiling as he asked: “What did I do on purpose?”

That smile was exactly the same as before.

Li Xiaoyi’s eyes moistened, unable to speak.

Zhong Yi said: “Don’t overthink it. We’re childhood friends, friends for so many years. This is also my first time running a small business, and I borrowed money to do it. The pressure is huge, and I want someone to discuss things with. You’ve worked as a clerk in several stores—you’re more experienced than me. Can you help me out?”

These words were reasonable and appropriate. The tongue-tied Li Xiaoyi mumbled incoherently, unable to respond.

“I already checked out of the room this morning. These two days we’ll stay at a budget hotel and take the high-speed train back. We won’t spend Little Zhang’s money, don’t worry.”

“But Weiyi… I’m worried about her.”

Zhong Yi just smiled and said: “That’s not necessary. That sister of yours—if she sold Zhang Jingchan out, Zhang Jingchan would probably still be happily counting money for her.”

Li Xiaoyi showed a confused expression. Her sister only knew about studying and having fun and nothing else—she was the most innocent and carefree. Was Zhong Yi mistaken?

Chapter 38: Fate Takes a Turn (2)
Li Xiaoyi’s mind was in chaos as Zhong Yi pulled her into the restaurant to sit down. At that moment, her phone rang. Seeing the three characters “Zhou Zhihao” on the screen, her face turned pale. She glanced at Zhong Yi and walked out of the restaurant to answer.

“Hey, why did it take you so long to answer my call?” Zhou Zhihao’s voice sounded different from usual—gloomy and dark.

“I… I was just dealing with something, so I was delayed for a bit.”

“What were you dealing with?” Zhou Zhihao sneered coldly. “The store manager said you took two days off! Not even coming to work—what did you go off to do?”

Li Xiaoyi suddenly felt unhappy.

Although Zhou Zhihao had a bit of a temper, during the half year he’d been pursuing her, he had always coaxed and pleased her. Even when he occasionally got angry, he would quickly get over it himself and come apologize to her. He had never spoken to her with such harsh words as today.

But thinking of the person sitting in the restaurant behind her, Li Xiaoyi still felt guilty, so she only answered sullenly: “My younger sister came to Shanghai for a competition, so I came to accompany her.”

“Hmph, what kind of woman are you? Is your sister more important or am I more important? Did I treat you too well before, did I give you too much face, that you dare to run off without saying a word? Damn it, why is everyone causing me trouble! You come back… right… right now… or I’ll… beat you to death!”

Li Xiaoyi’s mind buzzed with a “hum,” remembering what Achan had once said. It felt like a snow-bright blade tip that had been hanging high above her head had finally fallen to the ground.

At the same time, an even more peculiar emotion swept over her. She stood at an unfamiliar intersection with the cold wind rustling, yet it felt as if she were standing in an invisible, enormous torrent. It was her river of fate.

She seemed to feel the current slowly turning direction beneath her feet, as if telling her that fate should be this way, yet shouldn’t be this way.

However, this wondrous sensation vanished in an instant. Li Xiaoyi came back to her senses. By the end, Zhou Zhihao’s speech was already slurred. With tears in her eyes, she asked: “Are you… drunk?”

“I’m not drunk! Li Xiaoyi, I’ve always known you look down on me. I’ve been pursuing you for so long, and you still won’t give me a definite answer. I’ve never seen such a difficult woman. I’m asking you—do you love me or not? I love you! I love you so much!” He actually started crying.

Li Xiaoyi only felt her scalp tingling, panicked and at a loss. Suddenly, her phone was snatched away.

Zhong Yi stood before her, hung up the call, turned off the phone, and returned it to her.

Her face streaked with tears, she took it in a daze.

Zhong Yi’s face had turned cold at some point, though his tone remained as gentle as possible: “I was worried about you, so I came out to check. I heard a few sentences. Don’t be afraid. It’s fine that you hung up. There’s no need to reason with a drunk—when he sobers up, he won’t remember.”

Li Xiaoyi finally broke down crying, saying: “Do you look down on me? He wasn’t like this before. Achan warned me, but I…”

She turned to run, but Zhong Yi was quick-eyed and fast-handed, pulling her into his arms. He said: “Actually, I heard very clearly.”

She froze.

He spoke slowly: “You haven’t given him a definite answer yet, have you?”

Li Xiaoyi’s entire being went blank.

Zhong Yi patted her back and said: “Don’t be anxious, really don’t be anxious, and don’t be afraid. Don’t think about these things for now. Let’s eat, and these two days, still accompany me, your friend, to handle proper business. As for your situation with him, think it over carefully before making a decision. There will always be a way forward. The power of choice in your life is yours—not his, not anyone else’s.”

Li Xiaoyi looked at him. He was more steady and mature than in her memories. Just a few sentences from him made her emotions strangely calm down.

The two returned to the restaurant and ate their meal quietly.

Li Xiaoyi suddenly asked: “Do many men act like this ghost when they’re drunk?”

Zhong Yi lowered his gaze and answered: “I don’t know about others. I don’t usually drink. The only time I got drunk was the day I was discharged from the military. My comrades said that after drinking, I just slept soundly, more obedient than a block of wood, taking beatings and scoldings without reaction. From now on, I’ll absolutely never touch a drop of alcohol.”

Li Xiaoyi: “…”

——

As the lights began to illuminate the evening, Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi returned to Chen City.

They decided to return to “their own” respective homes—mainly because Zhang Jingchan had to return to the Li family home and go to school tomorrow, or their lie might be exposed.

Zhang Jingchan first took a taxi to drop Li Weiyi off at the villa entrance. Li Weiyi said: “There’s one more thing. I’d like to trouble you tomorrow.”

Zhang Jingchan asked the taxi driver to wait, got out of the car himself, and stood before her.

“I’d like to ask you to help persuade my parents to let me study painting. If life could be lived over again, I want to try pursuing my dream. I’ll also leave a letter for my seventeen-year-old self to explain. I think ‘she’ will understand and be very happy.”

Night enveloped them, the streetlights sparse. Zhang Jingchan gazed at her and said: “You’re a good financial officer. I even thought that once everything was resolved, I’d poach you to come work at my company.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes and brows were full of smiles: “You have good judgment—Xu Yi’s judgment isn’t as good as yours. But I’m going to disappoint you. I’m also waiting for the fate you’ll rewrite for me.”

When Zhang Jingchan arrived at the Li family home, Father Li and Mother Li were very surprised: “You came back so quickly?”

Zhang Jingchan answered: “The exam was just one morning. Once it was over, I came back to save on accommodation fees.”

“Child, you didn’t even tell us in advance—we didn’t save any dinner for you.” Mother Li hurried to the kitchen. “I’ll go cook a bowl of noodles. Oh, where’s your sister?”

Zhang Jingchan looked up, observing their honest and simple manner, and answered matter-of-factly: “She and Zhong Yi are staying in Shanghai for two days to accompany Zhong Yi and look at business opportunities.”

He was about to head to his room when Father Li said: “Wait a moment, Weiyi. Sit down first and explain properly—what’s going on?”

Zhang Jingchan answered: “I’m not clear. Zhong Yi asked her to help, and she didn’t say she was unwilling.”

Mother Li frowned: “But… your sister already has a boyfriend. Today Zhihao even called asking where your sister went. Although Zhong Yi is a child we know well, still… this isn’t quite appropriate, is it?”

Zhang Jingchan thought of the information Second Uncle had investigated today.

Second Uncle had certain connections when it came to digging up private matters like these. He had not only discovered that one of the Zhou family’s storefronts had property rights disputes and that the fire safety was completely non-compliant—by all rights it should be shut down and rectified—but he had also found out that Zhou Zhihao went out almost every month to secretly visit prostitutes. Second Uncle, eager to claim credit, had already started taking action.

Originally, Zhang Jingchan didn’t care to gossip about people behind their backs, and there was no need to say much to these two honest people. But he remembered how Li Weiyi’s little mouth would babble away with fabrications whenever she helped him; he also remembered Li Xiaoyi saying yesterday that “who his father is doesn’t matter, whether he has money doesn’t matter either.”

This family, except for Li Weiyi, was all too honest. If after he and Li Weiyi left, Zhou Zhihao instead used moral coercion to play the victim, or simply concealed the truth to deceive them into marriage, who could say that wouldn’t happen?

He didn’t like leaving loose ends when doing things. Today, having already sent Buddha to the west, he’d stab Zhou Zhihao one more time.

For him to take action—it was using a cleaver to kill a chicken.

Zhang Jingchan pondered for a moment and said: “Are Sister and Zhou Zhihao still together? I thought they’d broken up.”

“Child, what nonsense are you talking about…”

Zhang Jingchan: “They haven’t broken up? But I heard people saying that the Zhou family’s storefront was investigated and they’ll be fined a lot of money. The storefront might not even be salvageable.”

Father Li and Mother Li froze, exchanging glances. Just as they were about to ask questions, they heard Zhang Jingchan say very casually: “Also, last week after evening self-study ended, I saw Zhou Zhihao walking with a woman wearing a short skirt. He even pulled out five hundred yuan to give that woman, and right on the street, he was touching that woman’s thigh—very intimate. Is he two-timing?”

Chapter 39: Fate Takes a Turn (3)
Before Father Li and Mother Li could react, Zhang Jingchan stood up and walked toward the bathroom, saying as he went: “However, the key still depends on Sister and you two. If Sister likes him, and you still want this son-in-law, even if his family has no money and he’s unfaithful, as long as he treats Sister well and is willing to change, I have no objections. Also, this person doesn’t seem to have any real ability—he relies entirely on his family’s storefront income. Once the Zhou family falls into decline, will Sister have to support him in the future? Forget it, I should still study hard and get into a good university so I can subsidize Sister and Brother-in-law with my salary every month. In any case, your opinions are the most important.”

Father Li’s face had turned green, Mother Li was dumbstruck, and Zhang Jingchan slammed the bathroom door shut with a “bang.”

——

When Li Weiyi returned to the Zhang family home, it was quite lively. Wu Xinhui was playing mahjong again, and even Li Yunmo was at the mahjong table, saying he was playing in his mother’s place.

However, after seeing Li Weiyi return, before long, Li Yunmo slipped upstairs. Li Weiyi had already bathed and was wearing a large T-shirt and loose pants, sitting on the bed carefully drying her hair.

Li Yunmo stared blankly at her for a while, then said: “Chan-ge, you look like a woman sitting like that.”

Li Weiyi rolled her eyes at him and threw the towel at his face. Li Yunmo caught it in one grab and subconsciously actually sniffed it. Damn, he was being perverted—he actually thought the towel Chan-ge used to dry his hair smelled good. Li Yunmo threw the towel away as if electrocuted.

“What have you been doing these two days taking leave?” Li Yunmo asked curiously.

Li Weiyi answered vaguely: “Matters on my dad’s side.”

Li Yunmo stopped asking. After a while, he said again: “I heard Cheng Ruiyan broke up with you—and she was the one who dumped you?”

Li Weiyi answered righteously: “That’s right!” This was what she and Cheng Ruiyan had agreed upon—between Zhang Jingchan and the school beauty’s reputation, she chose the school beauty.

Li Yunmo was quite surprised. He hadn’t expected Chan-ge to be dumped by someone, and hadn’t expected him to admit it with such a glorious expression… Of course, these things weren’t important. Li Yunmo’s eyes rolled around as he said resentfully: “Chan-ge, one must be magnanimous.”

Li Weiyi: “Where am I not magnanimous? I’m magnanimous everywhere.”

Miraculously, the two of them could still communicate on the same wavelength. Li Yunmo plopped down beside her, grinning as he said: “Then this time I can finally pursue Cheng Ruiyan, right? I think she’s somewhat interested in me too.”

Li Weiyi was astonished: Little Mozi, you’re the first one to poach from under my nose!

However, she thought that Cheng Ruiyan’s boyfriend later definitely wasn’t Li Yunmo. Moreover, she had heard Zhang Jingchan mention that the Li family later ended up destitute because they lent all their assets to Zhang Moyun… So Cheng Ruiyan’s new boyfriend was even less likely to be the penniless Li Yunmo.

Li Weiyi thought for a moment and said: “Let me tell you something.”

“Mm?”

Li Weiyi pressed both hands on his shoulders: “You absolutely cannot tell anyone about this matter, including your parents. Can you do that?”

Li Yunmo froze, his expression turning serious as he nodded.

“By the end of this year, in November or December, your Chan-ge will face a major crisis. As for what crisis, you’ll know when the time comes. If Chan-ge can get through this crisis, whether or not you want to pursue Cheng Ruiyan is up to you; if he can’t get through it… that’s also your own decision to make. Wait until that time, okay?”

Li Yunmo blinked in confusion and nodded: “Okay, I’ll listen to you.”

Li Weiyi was delighted. What a heavenly best friend! No wonder when Zhang Jingchan went through great rises and falls, he remained by his side throughout. He must be the person Zhang Jingchan trusted most, and also the person who trusted Zhang Jingchan the most.

Moved in her heart, Li Weiyi said: “Thank you! Thank you! You’re truly my Zhang Jingchan’s best brother in this world! In the future, there may be very difficult times, extremely difficult. At that time, if Chan-ge drags you down, don’t hold it against him. You just need to remember—no matter how great the hardship, brothers united in purpose can definitely endure through it. In this lifetime, if you follow Chan-ge steadfastly, there will definitely be a day when you’re rewarded. Ah, I know these are just words, but even without this reminder, you would still never leave, sharing both joy and hardship, because that’s just the kind of sincere and kind person you are! In any case, I just want to say to you: thank you, good brother.”

When Li Yunmo walked out of the Zhang family home, his steps were floating. What Cheng Ruiyan, what romantic thoughts—all thrown beyond the ninth heaven. In his mind only echoed repeatedly those heartfelt words from his Chan-ge.

By the time he reached his own front door, he wiped away tears, whimpered twice, and opened the door.

His mother was still at the Zhang family playing mahjong and hadn’t returned. His father, Li Jinxiong, was sitting on the sofa exhausted, smoking. Although he held the position of Construction Department Director at Fuming Group, he often wore dirty work clothes, going out in wind and rain every day, taking root at every construction site.

Li Jinxiong, like Finance Department Director Cheng Chuan, was also a brother who had played with Zhang Moyun since childhood.

Li Yunmo sat down beside his father with drooping head. Father and son both sat in gloomy silence for a while. Li Yunmo asked: “Dad, if one day Uncle Zhang faces trouble, what would you do?” Uncle Zhang naturally referred to Zhang Moyun.

Li Jinxiong answered without thinking: “What kind of relationship do he and I have? A life-and-death friendship! His matters are my matters.”

Li Yunmo’s emotions surged as he nodded: “That’s right, Chan-ge and I are the same! A friendship transcending life and death—everything goes without saying!”

These words actually amused Li Jinxiong. The two boys had played together since childhood, and his son liked following Zhang Jingchan around—he was happy to see it happen. Li Jinxiong nodded and said: “A person must know how to repay kindness and must be loyal. Your dad was just a construction worker back then. If it weren’t for your Uncle Zhang, there wouldn’t be today. That kid Achan has a solitary temperament, but his heart is upright, and his abilities are not inferior to his father’s. Since childhood, he’s been the one protecting you. Follow him well, and your future won’t be bad.”

Chapter 40: Her Dream (1)
Li Weiyi’s third day of her second transmigration passed calmly and uneventfully. Because both she and Zhang Jingchan had to return to school for classes.

Around 5 PM, Zhang Jingchan called her to meet at a café.

At this hour, there weren’t many people in the café. Zhang Jingchan was wearing his school uniform with sleeves rolled up to his elbows, sitting with an expansive, commanding posture. The moment Li Weiyi saw him, she had the impulse to bow down and call him “Big Sister.”

Zhang Jingchan said: “You sit at the table behind the screen. I’ve arranged to meet your parents—they’ll be here soon.”

“A special meeting to talk?”

“Don’t you want to listen?”

Naturally, she did. Li Weiyi offered up a fawning smile: “Zhang Zong is so thoughtful.”

Zhang Jingchan placed one arm on the table and crooked his index finger in a beckoning gesture.

Li Weiyi obediently leaned forward.

Zhang Jingchan’s expression was very calm. He curled his index finger and flicked her forehead—not too light, not too heavy, not painful.

Li Weiyi covered her forehead: “What are you doing?”

Zhang Jingchan acted as if he had done nothing at all, continuing to drink his tea without explanation.

Li Weiyi felt that this person was actually somewhat different from what she had imagined before.

Before long, Father Li and Mother Li walked into the café. With the screen blocking them, they only saw their daughter alone.

Father Li and Mother Li were very puzzled: “Weiyi, why did you call Mom and Dad to come here? Don’t you have evening self-study?”

Zhang Jingchan: “Tomorrow is the monthly exam, so they let us out early—no evening self-study. I have very important things to say to you, related to my life and future.”

Father Li and Mother Li showed somewhat panicked expressions.

Their reaction made Zhang Jingchan soften his tone somewhat. He said: “These years, you’ve raised me, taken care of me, and given me a good living and learning environment. I’ve also worked very hard, wanting to get into a good university and not disappoint your expectations. But I’ve been thinking about which path is better, more suitable for me.”

Father Li and Mother Li: “…”

Wait, their usually carefree and careless daughter suddenly became so steady and mature—it was as if her brain had been switched out?

Mother Li: “Daughter, what’s wrong with you? Are you feeling unwell somewhere?”

Father Li: “Have you encountered some difficulty? Mom and Dad just want you to get into a good university and have a good job in the future. You… don’t overthink things and stress yourself out too much.”

Zhang Jingchan: “…”

Generally, for this kind of rational, systematic conversation, he wasn’t quite accustomed to being interrupted. He ignored their digression, supporting his slightly rounded small chin with the back of his hand, his eyes pitch-black and calm, continuing at his own pace: “Do you know what the average salary is for a typical undergraduate graduate these days?”

“How much?”

“Four to six thousand.”

Father Li and Mother Li exchanged glances. It was a bit lower than expected, but still acceptable.

“Generally, young people will have several paths ahead. I’m a person without ambition and with a soft personality, so the possibility of entrepreneurship is ruled out.”

Li Weiyi let out a soft snort.

He continued: “The second path: working for someone. Every day, leaving early and returning late, high pressure, overtime, staying up late. I heard that many young people nowadays die from overwork and even get cancer—I don’t want to live such a low-quality life. Moreover, I’m fairly cute-looking, delicate and petite, so I’m very vulnerable to workplace harassment and hidden rules.”

He took a sip of tea and lightly uttered three words: “I’m afraid.”

Li Weiyi: …

Big Boss, look at yourself—do you look like someone who’s afraid?

Moreover, she had worked for three years and had never been subjected to workplace harassment—not even the slightest bit of workplace harassment! Her male supervisors only wanted her to work herself to death. In their eyes, she had no gender—she was just a work donkey!

Still, she really wanted to laugh. Zhang Jingchan actually said he was cute, delicate, and petite. But she immediately realized he was describing her body, so she had no qualms about it.

Li Weiyi pursed her lips. Screw you, you straight man.

Mother Li: “Weiyi, hearing you say this, Mom is so worried. These things… we don’t understand them either.”

Zhang Jingchan, having casually frightened them, didn’t continue the topic. Instead, he took out several paintings from his backpack and placed them in front of them: “These are my recent artwork. Take a look.”

Li Weiyi peeked through the gaps in the screen, not expecting that last night he had found all these from her room.

“Aren’t they pretty good?” he asked.

Father Li and Mother Li didn’t understand art, but they could still tell good from bad, and quickly nodded.

Zhang Jingchan: “Yesterday, the art teacher helped me photograph the paintings and sent them to a well-known professor at the China Academy of Art. The professor said I’m very talented, and upon hearing about my academic performance in cultural subjects, strongly welcomed me to apply. This is the professor’s reply message that the teacher forwarded to me. You can read it yourselves.”

Li Weiyi was momentarily stunned.

Father Li and Mother Li carefully read through the message. Even they had heard of the prestigious name of the China Academy of Art. Moreover, this was a prominent professor—someone they would never encounter in their lifetime.

Mother Li broke into a smile: “Does that mean… you have a high chance of getting into the China Academy of Art?”

“Of course.”

Father Li frowned: “But then you’d have to become an art specialty student, right?” Mother Li immediately became conflicted as well.

Li Weiyi’s heart tightened—in the eyes of her rule-following parents, there was prejudice against studying art. They felt that only people who weren’t good at studying went into specialty tracks.

Zhang Jingchan leaned back, was about to cross his legs but stopped halfway, and said: “Do you know how many university students are graduating this year?”

Both shook their heads.

“Over six million, nearly seven million. This number will increase every year. By the time I graduate from university, it will exceed ten million, making jobs even harder to find. Our family has no power or influence. I’m foolish and don’t understand how to navigate interpersonal relationships. By then, I’m afraid I won’t find a good job. If I can barely support myself, how will I support my brother-in-law?”

Father Li and Mother Li showed embarrassed expressions. Father Li: “Don’t talk nonsense!” Mother Li: “Why are you bringing that up again? Mom and Dad already said to let your sister break up with that person…”

Li Weiyi was overjoyed. Overnight, why had her parents already switched sides? She understood—it must be that Zhang Jingchan had done something. So the illustrious Zhang Zong also had a knack for sabotage.

Li Weiyi suddenly felt a sense of kindred spirits.

“Learning to paint is different.” Zhang Jingchan changed tack. “Having a specialized skill, as long as I’m willing to work hard, I’ll never go hungry in the future. My income might even be higher than ordinary graduates. The professor said that now is the internet age, and in the future, the demand for such talent will grow. I can do illustration, movie posters, or work as a designer at an animation company. If you hope for stability, with my academic performance in cultural subjects, I can pursue a master’s and doctorate in the future and stay at the Academy as a teacher—that wouldn’t be difficult. Even if things go slightly worse, becoming an art teacher at a high school would suit me well.”

These last few sentences hit home with the parents. Both quickly nodded: “That would work!”

Li Weiyi was stunned. She hadn’t expected that regarding the future, he had thought even more than she had, and more concretely.

Zhang Jingchan: “So this matter is settled then?”

Father Li and Mother Li: “Ah?”

Mother Li had been completely won over, her eyes smiling and bright. Father Li was still hesitating: “But even if you don’t become an art specialty student, you can still pursue graduate studies and a doctorate in the future, and stay at a university as a teacher…”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his eyelids: “My current grades only rank 72nd in the grade. Once at university, only the very top students have a possibility of staying on as faculty.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

Chapter 41: Her Dream (2)
Father Li was still reluctant, feeling that his daughter switching to become an art specialty student wasn’t quite respectable, and remained unwilling to agree.

Zhang Jingchan pondered for a moment and said: “How about this—once I’m at university, I won’t date or go out to have fun. I’ll use my spare time to pursue a double degree in a cultural field—that means studying two majors simultaneously and getting two degree certificates.”

Father Li’s eyes lit up: “Really? Then you must keep your word. In university, don’t date casually or play around. Study properly for that double degree.”

Zhang Jingchan pulled at the corner of his mouth in a smile: “It’s a deal.”

Mother Li: “But won’t that be very exhausting?”

Zhang Jingchan: “I’m not afraid of hard work.”

Li Weiyi: !!!!

Father Li sighed, his gaze filled with loving kindness, and said: “Dad knows you’ve wanted to learn painting since you were young. Before, when Mom and Dad wouldn’t let you learn, your heart still… Now times are changing too fast. Mom and Dad don’t understand what’s happening outside, but after hearing you explain, learning painting does sound good. However, no matter what you study, you must work steadily and diligently. If you have difficulties, tell Mom and Dad. If after switching to painting you feel you can’t adapt or keep up, immediately switch back. At least your academic performance isn’t bad.”

Zhang Jingchan was silent for a while before saying: “That won’t happen. I really love painting and will persevere no matter how difficult it gets. Actually, everything I said before was to prove to you that this is a good path, that I can live a decent life on my own. That way you can feel at ease. But the main reason is that I like it. This is my dream, something I want to pursue for my whole life. Only then will I be happy. If I can’t study painting, I’ll definitely regret it in the future.”

Father Li and Mother Li had a simple meal at the café and then left. Zhang Jingchan said he was going to buy reference books, went out for a circle, and then circled back to sit in front of Li Weiyi.

Li Weiyi asked curiously: “The China Academy of Art professor looking at my paintings—you made that up, right?”

Zhang Jingchan placed his phone in front of her. She saw those screenshot images of chat records, her eyes widening.

“A professor at my school has a very good personal relationship with this Academy professor. I asked him for help last night.”

Li Weiyi looked at him sitting there so calmly. Even having become a girl, he was like a pool of tranquil, deep water. She had only asked him for this favor last night after 9 PM, yet he had not only looked at her paintings but had also gone roundabout to get help from the Academy professor, and had thought through this entire set of arguments.

She suddenly really wanted to ask him: Is it always like this? Any matter, as long as he’s backing it up, will never disappoint people.

“Thank you.” Li Weiyi said faintly. “However, I still won’t easily forgive you for agreeing to the double degree thing. You’ve mortgaged away my happy university life! I don’t want to live such a miserable university life!”

Zhang Jingchan picked up his teacup and looked down as he drank: “Anyway, switching to study painting means you won’t encounter your ex-boyfriend again. Isn’t using the time wasted on dating to pursue a double degree better? With your eye for picking men, you’ll likely repeat past mistakes. I think you should wait a few years after working before considering it.”

Li Weiyi actually found this very reasonable and nodded: “That’s right, men will only slow down my painting speed.” Then she frowned: “What do you mean? Are you saying my eye for picking men is terrible?”

Zhang Jingchan laughed lightly. She had briefly mentioned her romantic history to him, as this was also one of the fates she wanted to change.

Li Weiyi felt embarrassed and tried to save face: “He wasn’t that bad—top ten in the whole department, vice president of the student council, many girls chased him…”

Zhang Jingchan raised an eyebrow: “Top ten?”

Li Weiyi suddenly didn’t want to talk to him anymore.

However, after a while, she leaned toward him again: “I didn’t expect you’d persuade my parents like this.”

Zhang Jingchan sat up straight and raised his eyes: “How did you originally think I would persuade them?”

“Well, talk about ideals, hobbies, life and such.” Li Weiyi answered. “I originally thought since they love me so much, maybe they’d support me pursuing my dreams? As long as I spoke sincerely and earnestly.”

Zhang Jingchan shook his head and said: “People often say: When parents love their children, they plan far ahead for them. In many parents’ eyes, making choices for their children is for their children’s good. Especially since you’re currently a minor—if you lead with ideals and hobbies, it will only provoke their displeasure. They might not even listen carefully to what you say. People of their generation mostly don’t consider dreams. Especially with your parents’ personalities—the more they love you, the more they hope you’ll live a conventional, rule-following life.”

Li Weiyi nodded.

“You must start from reality, persuading them based on income and respectability—things they care about. After they approve of painting, then mentioning hobbies and ideals becomes icing on the cake. However, your parents care very much about your feelings. Precisely because they care, they’ve always wanted to make choices they believe are right for you.”

Li Weiyi: “Mm-hmm, I understand. My parents are the best. Actually, your parents also care a lot about your thoughts.”

Zhang Jingchan showed a dismissive expression.

“Really! Otherwise, could your dad have listened to my words and decided to rein in at the cliff’s edge? That’s several hundred million, his life’s work accumulated over half a lifetime, and he’s willing to let it go just like that.”

Zhang Jingchan’s brow finally showed some signs of relaxation.

Li Weiyi continued: “I’ve never seen you talk so much in one breath—all to help me. You’ve helped me so much. Besides the Fuming matter, is there anywhere else I can be useful? As long as I can do it, I’ll definitely go through fire and water without hesitation. I’m serious—you can think about it slowly.”

Zhang Jingchan was slightly stunned.

Aside from work, he indeed rarely spent effort talking to people at such length in one go. To be precise, in daily life, he was almost a taciturn person.

However, this habit seemed to have unconsciously changed since he met her…

Zhang Jingchan looked at her, folding his hands together, his right index finger and thumb lightly rubbing his chin, saying indifferently: “There’s no need to go through fire and water. Since you want to repay me, repay me right now—you… roll your eyes at me again.”

Li Weiyi thought she had misheard: “What?”

Zhang Jingchan’s mouth curved in a very faint smile as he said: “You heard correctly. Like yesterday at the airport—roll them once.”

Li Weiyi was thunderstruck, saying: “That’s a bit perverted, Zhang Zong.”

He snorted with laughter: “I just want to see an expression meme, to see just how ugly you can make me look. Go ahead and roll them.”

Li Weiyi: “I won’t!”

“What about your promise to go through fire and water?”

“But that can’t include satisfying someone’s perverse taste!”

Zhang Jingchan laughed softly again, his pitch-black eyes staring at her as he softened his tone: “What would it take for you to roll them?”

Li Weiyi was completely speechless. The illustrious Zhang Zong, negative one billion in debt, was actually negotiating conditions with her just to see her roll her eyes! Should she increase her commission from one hundred million to one hundred fifty million?

However, Li Weiyi was incorruptible and resolute in her will: “Absolutely will not roll them!”

He said: “Fine, we’ll talk about it later.”

Li Weiyi: “Bah, there is no later.”

Zhang Jingchan returned to his tranquil and far-reaching demeanor, as if the person with the perverse taste just now wasn’t him. On the other hand, Li Weiyi, after being quiet for a moment, burst out laughing with a “pfft.”

Chapter 42: Her Dream (3)
Li Weiyi remembered something and said again: “This time, we should have achieved everything satisfactorily, right? I plan to leave myself a long letter, clearly explaining the before and after, telling my seventeen-year-old self to firmly support Sister and Zhong Yi, and bravely study painting. Just in case, if I encounter my ex-boyfriend, I should stay far away. That way, my life should be stable and secure. What about you? Do you plan to leave yourself a letter?”

Zhang Jingchan said: “No need. Since he’s already made a promise, I don’t need to do anything extra. If this time he still persists in his folly, then my future self can only continue down the original life path—there are no other choices. Leaving a message would be meaningless.”

That evening, Li Weiyi returned to the Zhang family home and lay on the big bed when she suddenly remembered something. She felt her pockets—oh no, empty. She quickly jumped up and ran downstairs to the laundry room, asking the housekeeper: “Sister Liu, the pants I changed out of yesterday—have they been washed?”

Sister Liu pointed toward the drying rack outside.

Li Weiyi hurried to find the pants and searched through them—nothing. She then searched all over the villa, inside and out, on the ground—to no avail. Moreover, she couldn’t remember at all where she had dropped it. Had it fallen at the Li family home? In Shanghai? Or at the café?

Before she came, because she didn’t know which time point she’d transmigrate to, she had simply copied down two sets of numbers for each of the four months from January onward. Upon arriving here in mid-March, she immediately wrote down the four sets of numbers for March and April. But now, she couldn’t remember them all no matter what.

Li Weiyi lay back on the bed regretfully. After a moment, she smiled. Forget it—it didn’t matter if she didn’t get this windfall. Being able to accomplish those things on this trip had already left her deeply satisfied.

——

Shanghai.

At night, by the beach.

Xu Yi led several people hurrying onto the beach. The moonlight was sparse and pale, the tide surging. A solitary figure sat on a massive rock. The familiar silhouette made Xu Yi recognize him at a glance.

Xu Yi breathed a sigh of relief, signaling the others to wait while he slowly walked forward, calling out: “Chairman.”

Zhang Moyun wore only his dress shirt, having removed his suit jacket and draped it over his shoulder, giving him somewhat of the casual, unrestrained air of his youth. He continued gazing ahead and said: “You’ve been looking for me all day, haven’t you?”

Xu Yi fell silent. In the four years he’d worked as his special assistant at the company, he had only seen his daily devotion to work that bordered on forgetting to eat and sleep, his admirable boldness and insight, and of course, the arbitrary autocracy befitting a chairman that brooked no disagreement. This was the first time Zhang Moyun had disappeared for an entire day without any explanation during a critical juncture in advancing a major project.

“Do you… have some troubles on your mind?”

Zhang Moyun only smiled, answering a question with a question: “The one hundred fifty million the bank approved last week—has it all been invested in projects already?”

Xu Yi was momentarily stunned, then nodded: “It was all deployed two days ago. Ninety million paid for land purchases, thirty million paid to suppliers who have secured new materials and already started production. Thirty million invested in the apparel business to buy the six storefronts you approved.”

Zhang Moyun simply gazed ahead. The deep, dark sky had clouds floating shallowly and faintly, with a few scattered stars as embellishments. The city’s outline was magnificent yet blurred, even the coastline at his feet was blurred. The sea crouched and roared before him, yet also seemed to mock his foolishness.

So he raised his head and laughed softly too, saying in a voice only he could hear: “Achan… I’m sorry.”

I’m sorry, son. You did so well, much better than Dad. If Fuming could one day be handed over to you, you would surely forge even more magnificent glory.

Dad really wants to listen to your words and let go, but it’s too late now—I’ve taken on another one hundred fifty million in debt. If you could have told Dad these words half a month earlier…

I can’t give up Fuming now. I’ve lived my life standing straight and walking upright, never wronging anyone. If I admit defeat now—betrayed by all, left with nothing, a rat crossing the street that everyone beats.

Even more, I can’t let you and your mother accompany me in bearing one hundred fifty million in debt. How can my wife and son live such a humiliating and painful life?

Dad has no other choice. The blade is at my throat—not to fight is to die. I can only stake everything on one throw. As long as I can grasp even a thread of opportunity, revive Fuming, and recover the capital, in this game of money involving hundreds of millions, Dad might not necessarily end up with no place to be buried.

“Chairman, what did you say?” Xu Yi asked hesitantly.

Zhang Moyun let out a long breath, stood up, jumped down from the rock, and quickly put on his suit jacket. He raised his head, and in just an instant, seemed to have recovered his usual mountain-like imposing presence.

“Let’s go.” He strode forward with large steps, followed by Xu Yi and a group of others, all keeping silent. And he continued forward, never looking back at the sea behind him, never turning back.

Chapter 43: The Vanished Person (1)
A melodious instrumental piece played in her ear.

Li Weiyi’s hand emerged from under the covers, slapped off the alarm clock, then buried her head back under for a bit longer before jolting awake and sitting up.

She was in an unfamiliar room.

About seventeen or eighteen square meters—larger, newer, and more beautiful than her original room. Pale blue wall paint, geometric-patterned bedding, a natural wood desk beside the bed, walls covered with paintings—cartoons, sketches, watercolors… The entire room had a rich yet warm color scheme.

Li Weiyi grabbed the phone from her nightstand.

January 13, 2022. The same day as her last return.

Also the day her sister died.

But this time, Li Weiyi wasn’t rushing to call her sister. She had a wonderful feeling.

A sense that her wishes had come true.

She walked out of her room into the living room, which was practically an art studio. In the corner sat only a small fabric sofa and a few small round stools. In the center was a large table piled high with sketches, paints, and books. Several easels stood on the floor around it. Overhead were several bright, exquisite spotlights, the entire space filled with a messy yet carefree artistic atmosphere.

There was another room with a 1.5-meter bed and a full wall of bookshelves. Li Weiyi passed through this room to a balcony outside, which also connected to her room through another door. Though small, the balcony was flooded with sunlight. She realized they were on a high floor, at least thirty stories up, surrounded by towering buildings on all sides. In the distance was a lake, its waters rippling, the island in its center lush and green. Beyond the lake lay Yuelu Mountain, shrouded in clouds and mist, rolling continuously.

This place was simply her dream apartment.

Li Weiyi remembered now—this was the small unit she’d bought last year, spending all her savings and even borrowing a bit from her sister and brother-in-law for the down payment. Along with this memory, a string of connected new memories flooded into her mind.

In the spring of her second year of high school, after inexplicably losing her memory for three days a second time, she’d found the letter from her future self under her pillow. Her parents agreeing to let her switch to studying art had filled her with joy.

She also recalled how Zhou Zhihao had come to their home to pester her sister for several days, giving the whole family headaches and even getting into a fight with Zhong Yi. But later, for some reason, Zhou Zhihao suddenly disappeared and never appeared again. Probably because something happened to the Zhou family.

Two years later, the women’s clothing brand Zhong Yi represented in the city took off, and he now held three storefronts. Her sister was no longer just a shop clerk but his business partner. They married at the end of that year.

Though she hadn’t gotten into the China Academy of Art, she had been accepted to another art academy she loved. In her junior year, she accepted the courtship of a handsome guy from the neighboring University of Science and Technology. After graduating from college, they amicably broke up due to long-term separation.

Thinking of this, Li Weiyi’s mind suddenly conjured up the image of Zhang Jingchan sitting across from her yesterday. Recalling the arrangements he’d made for her—dual degree, working for a few years before dating—she couldn’t help touching her nose. She hadn’t done any of it. Dual degree, forget about it. However, her ex-boyfriend wasn’t the least bit scummy. They’d been so happy together, laughing and joking around. Both cried when they broke up, but they had no regrets.

The Zhang family should have weathered their crisis too, right? Though no longer wealthy and noble, with the whole family safe and sound, how could they worry about not being able to make a comeback?

Now, Li Weiyi was a freelance artist. On one hand, she pursued professional development in depth, striving to hold an exhibition one day; on the other, she drew illustrations and posters for books and movies. Though not wealthy, it was enough to give herself a stable life.

Li Weiyi lay back down on that large bed, grinning.

She’d done it—she was walking the path of her dreams.

So happy, she rolled back and forth with joy. She thought again that if Zhang Jingchan saw her now, he’d probably tap her head once, then give a low chuckle, right? That person, clearly only two years older than her, was so good at acting profound.

All the various events of that previous life had been clearly etched in her heart. But because she now possessed a new life and new memories, everything old seemed like the moon’s reflection in water, gradually blurring.

Was this a parallel space? Or just a pipe dream? Li Weiyi didn’t want to think deeply about it. She only wanted the present, held in her own hands.

Only… she seemed to have forgotten something important. What else hadn’t she remembered?

She scrambled up and called her sister Li Xiaoyi.

“Hello, little one, what’s up?” Her sister’s voice sounded cheerful and light—worlds apart from the depressed despair of the previous life.

This made Li Weiyi’s heart even more joyful, and she called out: “Sister, sister, are you doing well?”

Li Xiaoyi was cutting vegetables in the kitchen. She washed her hands clean to answer the phone and laughed: “Why are you suddenly asking this? If I’m not doing well, I’ll just come live with you, okay?”

Li Weiyi’s heart ached, her eyes moistening, and she asked again: “I just want to know, is brother-in-law treating you well?”

Li Xiaoyi: “What’s wrong with you? Your brother-in-law, he…” A woman in her early thirties, yet talking about her husband, she actually felt somewhat shy: “He wouldn’t dare! If he dares treat me badly, I’ll take An’an and live on my own!”

Li Weiyi just kept smiling: “Sister’s so domineering!”

That’s right, she remembered now—just six months after their marriage, her sister and brother-in-law had a daughter, nicknamed An’an. The couple doted on her immensely. Originally her sister wanted a second child, but Zhong Yi, afraid that having a second would take away love from their daughter, actually disagreed. This led to her sister working on Zhong Yi together with their mother…

Li Weiyi covered her mouth and laughed.

Li Xiaoyi: “Why are you suddenly calling me? Don’t tell me you just got up now—stayed up late again, great artist?”

Li Weiyi glanced at the clock on the wall—it was almost 11 o’clock. “Uh…”

Li Xiaoyi sighed: “Come over for a meal. No takeout—it’s greasy and unhealthy. I’ll have Mom make your favorite tomato beef brisket.”

“Okay!” Li Weiyi remembered at the same time that two years ago, Zhong Yi had expanded his business to Xiangcheng. Her sister’s family had moved here and even bought a house—four bedrooms, two living rooms, 160 square meters, much more spacious than her little nest.

Li Weiyi was even more satisfied with Zhong Yi, this genuine potential stock, thinking how fortunate it was that Zhang Jingchan and I helped back then.

But these things, her sister would never know, and didn’t need to know.

“Mom’s at your place too?” she asked.

“Hasn’t Mom always lived at my place? What strange questions are you asking? Hurry over, your brother-in-law has things to do this afternoon, so let’s eat lunch early.”

Li Weiyi thought to herself that her parents had also come to Xiangcheng to live with her sister’s family. How wonderful.

Li Weiyi stood before her wardrobe, which was full of comfortable-looking casual wear and dresses, no longer like before when the entire closet was filled with serious business suits. She nodded with satisfaction, like an emperor selecting a consort, running her finger along that row of clothes and selecting a white sweater with blue trim, a black woolen skirt, and a coat in a delicate color, feeling absolutely beautiful.

As she walked out the door dressed in her new outfit, she thought of Zhang Jingchan again.

She wondered where he was now, what he was doing? Probably also busy receiving information about his new fate.

Chapter 44: The Vanished Person (2)
Last time, the two of them had exchanged phone numbers, but now that they were starting over, they hadn’t met yet, so their phones definitely wouldn’t have each other’s numbers. She felt somewhat annoyed—she should have memorized his number back then.

Right now she was eager to see her sister who had returned from the dead, her fresh-out-of-the-oven brother-in-law and niece.

So… if he was anxious, he could come find her. She had a small reputation online; with a little effort he could find her. Otherwise, it would seem like she was the anxious one—with this subtle feeling, Li Weiyi temporarily set Zhang Jingchan aside.

Only, what exactly had she forgotten? Or rather, what hadn’t she remembered yet? Why did she always feel something was off?

Li Weiyi took the bus to her sister’s place. This route felt like she’d walked it countless times, yet also like it was the first time—the feeling was truly novel. When she reached the stop, she walked a few steps toward her sister’s new home in her memory, then suddenly stopped in her tracks.

She hadn’t expected her sister’s new home to be so close to the university she once attended.

Yet it felt as distant as something from a previous life.

Li Weiyi unconsciously walked toward the school gate, gazing at the incredibly familiar buildings inside and the flowing streams of people, standing there for a long time.

Until a familiar voice sounded behind her: “Excuse me, hello…”

Li Weiyi’s back stiffened. She turned around to see the long-absent Xie Zhilu standing before her. He looked much the same as in the previous life—simple black down jacket and jeans, yet somehow wearing them with an intellectual and elegant young man’s temperament. His eyes were clear and bright, his nose bridge high and straight, his lips slightly pursed. Only this time, his face was red.

Li Weiyi was stunned. She carefully searched her memory, certain that in this life, she had never known this unlucky boyfriend.

Behind Xie Zhilu stood two more boys, both looking shocked and ready to watch the excitement.

Xie Zhilu quickly composed himself. His eyes were too bright, overlapping with a certain scene in Li Weiyi’s distant memory. He said: “Don’t be afraid. I just saw you standing here… and really wanted to meet you. My name is Xie Zhilu, from Economics and Management. And you?”

Li Weiyi’s eyes widened.

Xie Zhilu smiled and asked again: “What year are you in? I don’t mean anything by it, I just… want your WeChat.”

One of the boys beside him said: “Junior, we’re really not bad people. Xie Zhilu is so famous at school, haven’t you heard of him? Seven years of undergrad and graduate school, and he’s never had a girlfriend. This is his first time asking a girl for her WeChat. Just give it to him.”

The other said: “Yeah, yeah, he just got into the civil service—he’s the most outstanding graduate of our year. Beautiful lady, adding him won’t be a loss, hahaha!”

Xie Zhilu’s face remained lightly flushed, but he didn’t deny their words, only gazed at Li Weiyi full of expectation and confidence.

Li Weiyi locked eyes with him.

Under the warm winter sunlight at the bustling school gate, she was delicate and fresh as an early lotus bloom, her eyes curved with beauty, pure and flawless—an encounter he had never imagined. And once Xie Zhilu encountered her, he knew he had to seize this chance.

Li Weiyi suddenly smiled.

Xie Zhilu’s heart leaped with joy. He stepped forward and pulled out his phone.

Li Weiyi’s smile grew wider and wider, until finally she laughed out loud with a “haha,” her gaze at Xie Zhilu both hateful and mocking.

Xie Zhilu’s heart dropped with a thud. He suddenly had an ominous premonition, though he didn’t know what was wrong—he just knew something was wrong.

“Get lost.” Li Weiyi spat out the words. “Scumbag. I never want to see you again in this lifetime.”

Having lived twenty-five years, the only girl he’d ever fallen for at first sight turned and walked away without a trace of reluctance. Xie Zhilu stood frozen in place. The two male classmates beside him were extremely embarrassed and said: “Why is this girl so arrogant? If she doesn’t want to meet someone, fine, but why curse at people? Ah… Zhilu, what’s wrong with you…”

The two looked at Xie Zhilu’s face, exchanging glances with each other.

Xie Zhilu kept watching her retreating back. He raised his hand to wipe his face and found it covered with tears. He lowered his head, not understanding what was wrong with him.

——

Li Weiyi hummed a tune as she walked through her sister’s door. Zhong Yi opened it—he was still as tall and upright as eight years ago, though his features now carried traces of weathering, his contours harder and more substantial.

Li Weiyi simultaneously remembered that in this life, because Father Zhong had received excellent care, he’d basically recovered from his stroke. He could run and jump, chasing after a group of aunties doing square dancing every day. Father Zhong and Mother Li took turns coming to Xiangcheng to help the couple watch the children.

Li Weiyi frowned again. What exactly was wrong?

Li Weiyi was delighted to see her little niece and held her without letting go. Mother Li came out of the kitchen, saw her younger daughter’s appearance, and smiled: “If you like children so much, hurry up and find a boyfriend to have one—give An’an a companion.”

Li Weiyi shrugged. What having children—in this life, she didn’t even have a boyfriend right now.

The family sat around the table in lively cheer, most of the dishes being ones Li Weiyi loved to eat. She knew that over these years, not only her sister and mother, but her brother-in-law had also doted on her like a real younger sister. Her heart ached, but her face smiled even more brilliantly.

Mother Li asked a few questions about Li Weiyi’s work, but kept circling back to the boyfriend topic, even asking Li Xiaoyi and Zhong Yi to keep an eye out for outstanding young men. Li Weiyi’s head hurt listening to it, and she hurriedly stopped her: “Mom, I’ll meet boys on my own. I’m only twenty-five—what arranged dates?”

Li Xiaoyi sided with their mother: “With your job, cooped up at home all day, where will you have chances to meet boys?”

Zhang Jingchan’s image in a suit with a frosty face suddenly popped into Li Weiyi’s mind. Ugh—why was she thinking of him? How could she possibly date someone like him? Just thinking about it was scary.

Li Weiyi immediately changed the subject. While picking up a chopstick of beef brisket, she asked: “Mom, where’s Dad? Why didn’t he come to Xiangcheng with you?”

The dinner table suddenly fell silent.

Mother Li froze, showing a sorrowful expression. Zhong Yi frowned at Li Weiyi. Li Xiaoyi asked softly: “Weiyi, what did you just say?”

Li Weiyi lowered her head to shovel rice into her mouth, saying: “Dad! Where is he? Why didn’t he come to Xiangcheng? Where did he go? Why… why in my memories, for so many years… has there been no trace of him?”

Mother Li covered her face and went into the bedroom. Li Xiaoyi’s eyes reddened. Zhong Yi let out a long sigh. Li Xiaoyi asked: “What’s wrong with you today? Dad’s matter… have you forgotten?”

Li Weiyi raised her head, her face already covered in tears. Her gaze swept over her sister, brother-in-law, and niece, then looked around the room, saying: “Sister, do you know? I’m so afraid all of this is just a dream. I’m afraid you’ve already jumped to your death, afraid brother-in-law wasn’t able to be with you, afraid Mom and Dad were in so much pain they wanted to die…”

Zhong Yi and Li Xiaoyi looked at each other.

Li Weiyi continued crying and said: “But I also hope this is just a dream. That way, Dad wouldn’t have gone missing. It was me who changed history, it was me who affected him…”

She remembered now.

That hidden segment of new memory that her subconscious had never dared face—

More than a month after her last time travel, Father went out one evening and never came back. The police turned Chenshi upside down but found no trace of him.

Her father had been missing for eight years.

Chapter 45: Please Come Close to Me (1)
Li Weiyi walked out of her sister’s house, forcefully suppressing her tears, with only one thought—find Zhang Jingchan immediately.

She pulled out her phone and searched online for news about Fuming Group, seeing line after line of bright red text: “Provincial Real Estate Giant Fuming Group Declares Bankruptcy Due to Insolvency,” “In-Depth Analysis of Why Business Prodigy Zhang Moyun’s Generation Declined,” “Lessons from Fuming Group’s Rapid Growth and Overnight Collapse”… All dated eight years ago.

Her heart sank deeper and deeper. Under the glaring daylight, she could barely stand.

Li Weiyi took a taxi straight to Zhang Jingchan’s Huicui Technology. Still the same business park from last time, still that three-story white building. Li Weiyi walked to the receptionist with red eyes: “I’m Li Weiyi, here to see Zhang Jingchan.”

The receptionist immediately nodded: “President Zhang gave instructions this morning. Please follow me.” She respectfully led Li Weiyi to the elevator, brought her to the third floor, and handed her over to the secretary. The secretary also looked extremely solemn, leading Li Weiyi to Zhang Jingchan’s office door. She knocked twice, gently pushed it open: “President Zhang, Miss Li is here.”

In broad daylight, the lights weren’t on, and the curtains were closed except for a narrow gap. The office was as dim as dusk falling. Zhang Jingchan sat behind his desk—who knew how long he’d been sitting there. His suit and shirt collar hung open, his tie messily tossed on the desktop. He raised his head to look at that sliver of light from the window, his features blurred.

“Didn’t you say… he changed his mind?” Zhang Jingchan asked, his voice both soft and hoarse.

Li Weiyi’s heart felt like it had been stung by a needle. She answered: “At the time, he really did say he would never be greedy again…”

“You believe whatever he says?!” Zhang Jingchan interrupted her. “In the end, even I believed it… I never should have believed your words. An outsider—what do you know? You don’t understand him at all. He was just placating you, heh, placating me. That’s all.”

He stared straight at her, his gaze ice-cold to the extreme: “Zhang Moyun only has money in his heart, only profit. Face is more important than the sky to him. How could he possibly return to a penniless life, change his ways completely after you lectured him once? I should have realized this from the start. But it doesn’t matter now anyway. He’s already dead. He committed suicide with sleeping pills ten days ago, giving up on himself even earlier than in the previous life. I couldn’t even… make it in time. I was utterly foolish. Destiny cannot be rewritten. I should never have harbored such unrealistic fantasies.”

Li Weiyi’s tears welled up. She stood forlornly in the middle of the room, asking him: “You don’t believe me? I really did it! He wouldn’t do that!”

Zhang Jingchan laughed softly: “He fooled you, tricked you.”

Tricked nineteen-year-old me.

Li Weiyi, already suppressing the pain of losing her father, suddenly felt extremely angry and upset. She cursed: “Zhang Jingchan, you’re the utterly foolish one! You don’t understand him at all, and you don’t understand me either! Just keep sitting here alone lighting firecrackers—wallowing in self-pity! I don’t need you either. If I can’t rewrite it once, I’ll do it a second time! If not twice, then three times! I will never give up!”

As she rushed to the door, she turned back and shouted “Idiot!” Her footsteps went “thump thump thump” and disappeared.

Zhang Jingchan sat in that chair, staring at the open door, unmoving for a long while.

Li Weiyi ran crying all the way downstairs, bursting out of Huicui Technology’s entrance. Outside, the sun was bright and the air was cold. She walked aimlessly.

This was a new business park, with wide spaces and sparse buildings, large green belts between the structures. Li Weiyi walked among the trees, finally ending up she didn’t know where—a corner of a garden. She found a long bench and sat down silently.

The tears had stopped flowing, but her eyes were swollen. Her mind was empty. How to find her father, whether she could find him—these were all unknowns. She clenched her hands tightly, placed them on her legs, and stared blankly at the sunlight between the buildings.

In truth, only about ten minutes had passed since she ran down.

Someone sat down beside her, in a black coat with smooth fabric and sharp tailoring, next to her light-colored down jacket. Li Weiyi only glanced once, then turned her head away, ignoring him.

Zhang Jingchan’s back bent forward, bringing his face level with hers. He rested both elbows on his thighs, clasped his hands together, and after a moment of silence said: “Just now… I was a bit confused. I’m sorry.”

Li Weiyi snorted coldly: “What are you apologizing for? From childhood you’ve been President Zhang, high and mighty, ordering people around. I’m just a small employee, ranked seventy-second no less! So much worse than you—easily tricked and brainless. How could I accept an apology from you? What a joke!”

She stood to leave, but Zhang Jingchan grabbed her and pulled her back down. Li Weiyi: “Let go!”

He didn’t make a sound, his hand gripping tightly.

“Let go! We have nothing to do with each other anymore!”

“Aren’t we the partners chosen by fate, the only kindred spirits?” Zhang Jingchan said slowly.

Li Weiyi froze. These were the words she’d used to trick him at the beginning. But she absolutely couldn’t laugh! With a straight face, she shot back: “President Zhang, all good things must come to an end. We were forced to partner up once—it was me reaching above my station. From now on, you can vent your anger at whoever you want, it has nothing to do with me. This lady is done serving you!”

Zhang Jingchan actually laughed, turning his head, his voice falling right beside her ear: “Why such a temper? I thought you were… very docile. Earlier, it really was my fault. When I woke up this morning and learned the current situation, I couldn’t accept it. All morning I saw no one and didn’t want to talk to anyone else. I was waiting for you to come—you knew where my company was. If you hadn’t come, I was about to go find you. I… kept wanting to talk to you, and could only talk to you. But when you came, I lost control of my emotions instead. I’m sorry, I lost my head and shouldn’t have vented my anger at you. I was actually angry at him, not you.”

Li Weiyi felt somewhat better hearing this, but was still angry and didn’t speak.

Zhang Jingchan had never coaxed a girl before—girls had always chased after him. Later, when things happened at home, he never had another girlfriend and had no such experience. These words just now were already the limit of how far he could lower himself.

He fell silent for a moment, then suddenly grasped Li Weiyi’s wrist and stood up to leave. Li Weiyi was dumbfounded: “What—what are you doing?”

“Come back with me. It’s too cold here.” Her wrist and palm were ice-cold.

Li Weiyi: “But I still haven’t forgiven you!”

Zhang Jingchan just smiled. The park had people coming and going, and Li Weiyi felt too embarrassed to struggle—it would be humiliating. So she let him drag and pull her all the way back into Huicui Technology.

The receptionist saw this scene and was completely dumbstruck. It happened to be after lunch, with many employees returning from their meals. Seeing the boss for the first time ever dragging a girl along, they were all stunned, each one excited yet nervous, wanting to look but not daring to stare directly.

Zhang Jingchan kept his gaze straight ahead, his face grave as water. Even while dragging a girl along, he radiated the cold, sharp presence he displayed at high-level negotiating tables.

Chapter 46: Please Come Close to Me (2)
Employees all made way: “President Zhang.” “President Zhang.” “President Zhang.” An endless stream of voices.

Li Weiyi raised her hand to cover her face, resigned herself to hanging her head, and followed him all the way into the elevator, then into his dark little room, finally shutting all those stares outside the door.

Li Weiyi shook off his hand and plopped down on the sofa by the window, looking outside, still ignoring him. Zhang Jingchan took off his coat, even removed his suit jacket and tossed it on the sofa, wearing only his dress shirt and pants as he sat down across from her again.

He looked at her for a while, then asked: “Have you resolved your matters?”

It was fine when he didn’t ask, but once he did, Li Weiyi thought of her father whose fate was likely grim, her heart filled with bitterness. She answered: “Maybe I rewrote all the misfortunes of the previous life, but new deviations appeared.”

Zhang Jingchan looked at her expression: “What exactly happened?”

Li Weiyi choked out: “My dad has been missing for eight years, we can’t find him no matter what… I don’t have a father anymore. Zhang Jingchan, I don’t have a father anymore either…”

She buried her face in her palms. After a while, she felt him wrap his arm around her shoulders. His embrace carried an unfamiliar scent, yet you’d feel this was a scent that belonged uniquely to him. Her ears and heart were filled with silence. She lowered her head and buried her face in his chest. His body temperature was warm. Li Weiyi’s tears quickly soaked through his shirt. But he remained completely motionless.

After a while, he began to gently pat her back, stroke after stroke, slowly, as if comforting a child. Li Weiyi’s tears silently flowed even harder, both hands clutching his shirt.

In the dim room, she didn’t see that Zhang Jingchan lowered his head to look at the small patch of her face showing, his eyes also slowly reddening. She didn’t know that when Zhang Jingchan woke up this morning and learned his father had repeated his mistakes and even committed suicide earlier, his heart held only fury and ruthlessness. But not until this moment, when she lay crying in his arms, did some intense emotion long suppressed in his heart suddenly surge out and flood his entire body. A tear silently slid from his eyes. He quickly wiped it away with his elbow, just continuing to pat her back, stroke after stroke.

Like a wounded wolf tightly embracing an equally injured rabbit, licking each other’s wounds that no one could see.

At a certain moment, Zhang Jingchan reached his hand to her waist, lifted with force, and placed her entire body on his lap, then held her even more tightly and completely.

It was so dark around them. Li Weiyi was already crying with swollen eyes and dizziness. Her heart jumped with alarm, but her mind was still fuzzy as she asked: “What are you doing?”

He was quiet for a moment before answering: “Didn’t you say over there that you lifted me up, and I had to return the favor?”

Li Weiyi thought to herself: But this isn’t how you return it. Only she suddenly didn’t dare speak. Both fell silent. Occasionally, Zhang Jingchan’s hand would stroke her short hair. Occasionally, he would lower his head, his chin resting on the top of her head.

Everything, everything—this room, the tightly drawn curtains, the gray light, the deep sofa, his shirt collar, the warmth in his embrace, his fingertips, the feeling of skin rubbing against each other through fabric… They were like a bottle of over-fermented wine, bitter mixed with sweet and sour, emanating some kind of rich, chaotic aroma.

Li Weiyi didn’t know when she fell asleep—probably too tired from crying, too mentally exhausted. When she woke up, the room was still dark, the time indiscernible.

She was still on his lap.

As soon as she moved, Zhang Jingchan noticed. His finger scraped across her face as he asked: “Awake?” That voice was unexpectedly low and hoarse.

His other hand was still around her waist. Li Weiyi became fully awake, embarrassed as if her backside was on fire. She quickly jumped off him, saying: “Oh my, my face feels so uncomfortable from crying, I’m going to wash it.”

He sat in place without moving and said nothing.

By the time Li Weiyi dawdled out of the bathroom, the curtains had been drawn open, the lights turned on, the room thoroughly bright. Zhang Jingchan had his back to her, having changed into another shirt and fastening the buttons. That designer shirt covered with her tears and snot was draped over the back of the sofa.

Li Weiyi was once again so embarrassed her toes curled. She rushed over, grabbed the shirt and said: “Wait two minutes, I’ll wash it for you!”

Zhang Jingchan had finished changing his shirt. He turned around, though the shirt hem hung loosely and his hair was somewhat messy—less of his usual cold severity, more of a young man’s casual dishevelment. He said: “Okay.”

How strange—he hadn’t said anything more, yet Li Weiyi’s face flushed red again.

Li Weiyi took the shirt and ran back to the bathroom, scrubbing it in the sink, thinking: What is this? Why was she hand-washing his shirt? They could send it to the dry cleaner. She really had lost her head today.

When she came out again, Zhang Jingchan had already tidied his shirt, draped on his black suit jacket, and sat back behind his boss desk, restored to that calm and profound appearance. A pot of tea had been brewed on the desk, with two empty cups beside it.

As if nothing had happened.

Li Weiyi walked over, plopped down in a chair, picked up the tea and drained it in one gulp, smiling sweetly as she said: “Oh well, don’t be awkward, don’t be awkward. We still have to fight side by side, absolutely can’t be awkward. What just happened is easy to understand—fellow sufferers under heaven, emotions ran high for a moment, we warmed each other up. Don’t take it to heart, I won’t take it to heart either. If it were any other person, I would have embraced and cried with them too, hahaha.”

Zhang Jingchan’s hand holding the teapot paused. His eyes remained still and composed as a stream of clear tea continued pouring into the cup.

“Let’s discuss what to do next,” Li Weiyi said. “I still want to go back. As long as there’s the slightest chance of finding my dad, I won’t give up. What about you?”

Zhang Jingchan placed that cup of tea in front of her, setting it down a bit heavily. The liquid trembled and some spilled out. Li Weiyi froze, hearing him say: “Fine, I’ll go with you.”

Li Weiyi felt that “fine” sounded rather stiff. She said sheepishly: “Thank you so much. Actually… you should try again too. You can’t give up because of one failure.”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his head to drink tea, his well-defined fingers gripping the teacup. Not even his brow bone moved as he said: “I don’t need to. It’s a waste of time.”

Li Weiyi silently finished her tea and said: “You may be smarter than me, better at business than me, understand your father better than me. But there’s a saying: Those involved are confused, observers see clearly. I don’t believe he would lie. His eyes at that time were real, his heart was real. I could truly feel it. Although we failed this time, why do you immediately conclude it was because he refused to change? Maybe some other accident occurred that left him powerless; or maybe he tried, but it was still too late? If that’s the case, he needs you even more to go back and help him, to rewrite destiny. Why have you convicted him before even finding out the truth? You clearly have prejudices against him.”

Zhang Jingchan raised his eyes in stunned silence.

——

Li Weiyi recalled the many events before and after her father’s disappearance. At seventeen, she understood nothing, was grief-stricken and dazed. Now looking back, she resolved to carefully comb through everything.

She called the criminal detective who had handled the case back then. His contact information was still in her phone.

She put it on speaker so she and Zhang Jingchan could listen together.

“Uncle Ding, hello, this is Li Weiyi.”

Ding Chenmo had been the captain of the district criminal police team back then and was now retired. An upright and brave man, his voice was resonant and warm: “Little Li, hello.”

“I’m sorry, regarding my father’s case, there are some details I’d like to confirm with you again.”

Ding Chenmo answered: “No problem. Have you remembered some new clue?”

“I’m not sure.”

It was May 8, 2014, a Thursday.

Li Weiyi’s parents—Li Zhongheng and Xiang Qinling—rented a storefront on Qingyuan Street in Chenshi, only about ten square meters, selling middle-aged and elderly clothing. Rising early and working late every day, though they couldn’t make big money, with their diligence and honesty, it was enough to support the family.

That evening around seven o’clock, Xiang Qinling went home first to make dinner with their eldest daughter Li Xiaoyi. Around 8:10 (based on footage from street cameras), Li Zhongheng closed the shop. By rights, he should have walked home by around 8:30.

However, surveillance cameras captured him suddenly turning away about 800 meters from home, heading toward the road by the river. He didn’t have his phone—Xiang Qinling had taken it home earlier to charge.

Li Zhongheng had a wholesale supplier by the river, a clothing wholesaler whose warehouse was also located there. Strangely, Li Zhongheng hadn’t contacted them, and the warehouse entrance camera showed he walked to the warehouse door but didn’t go in, continuing forward instead.

The next section of road had no surveillance.

Later, at 9:08, a camera captured Li Zhongheng entering an alley. That was neither the direction of the shop, nor the supplier, nor the Li family home.

From there, Li Zhongheng disappeared. Chenshi’s surveillance in 2014 wasn’t as widespread as today, especially in that old residential area. Li Zhongheng was like a drop of water vanishing into the small city’s night, with no witnesses, no one knowing where he went, not even a body ever appearing.

Chapter 47: Go Home With Him (1)
The rain grew heavier and heavier. A black sedan stopped by the ramp entering the cross-river tunnel.

Zhang Jingchan looked down at his watch: “Half a minute left.” The back of his hand gripping the steering wheel showed prominent veins.

Time was pressing. After understanding the situation back then in detail with Ding Chenmo, Li Weiyi called her mother and sister to ask about some things.

After that, the two rushed here. With time so tight, they hadn’t been able to track down who the perpetrator of this impending traffic accident was.

…

They stopped for three minutes at the traffic light intersection where the tragedy should have occurred, watching the flow of people emerge from the subway station and surge across the road, watching the cars come and go in complete peace. Not until the cars queued behind them honked their horns loud enough to pierce the heavens did Zhang Jingchan press the accelerator and turn away from the intersection.

Li Weiyi couldn’t accept it: “Why didn’t he come? Why didn’t he show up?”

She’d prepared herself to be hit and sent flying, yet the culprit stood her up!

Zhang Jingchan’s two sword-like brows knitted slightly as he pulled the car to the side about fifty meters from the intersection, didn’t turn off the engine, and kept his eyes on the road ahead. Li Weiyi was infected by his alert composure. She held her breath and stretched her neck to watch along with him.

This wait lasted two hours.

It remained calm and peaceful throughout. That car never appeared.

Zhang Jingchan: “Let’s go back first.”

Li Weiyi rubbed her eyes: “Not waiting anymore?”

“It’s already past twelve.” Zhang Jingchan’s voice was deep and calm. “It’s a new day now.”

Li Weiyi froze.

However, Li Weiyi hadn’t expected that Zhang Jingchan’s “go back” meant bringing her back to his home. This was a famous upscale residential complex in the city, located in the city center—several cold, quiet, magnificent high-rise residences. Zhang Jingchan parked the car in the garage and swiped his card to bring her into the equally imposingly expensive elevator.

His place was on the thirty-first floor. As soon as she entered, Li Weiyi felt it was extraordinarily spacious—a huge living room with minimal furniture, looking empty everywhere. The riverside side was entirely floor-to-ceiling windows. The full river and shore were dotted with dim lights, like a giant scroll painting unfurled.

Zhang Jingchan brought her a pair of men’s slippers: “No women’s slippers. Make do.”

“It’s fine.” Li Weiyi shuffled in the slippers, flip-flopping as she ran toward the window to look outside. Zhang Jingchan watched from behind, a smile flashing briefly in his deep black eyes.

Li Weiyi’s spirits had fluctuated drastically all day, and she’d stood strict guard at the intersection for two hours. Now her energy was lazy and listless. She temporarily didn’t want to think about the future, only gazing at the window’s stunning view, silent.

After a while, she finally turned around. The living room had only one gray fabric two-seater sofa, one small coffee table, not even a single chair. On the coffee table sat a plate of cut oranges, a cup of tea, and a cup of steaming milk. Zhang Jingchan patted the sofa beside him, signaling her to come sit.

Li Weiyi suddenly remembered the two of them tangled on the sofa during the day. For a moment her legs went weak—how could she dare go over? But there was nowhere else to sit in the room. Being pretentious about not going over would seem like she was being narcissistic. She had a flash of inspiration, strode over boldly, and plopped down on the floor beside his feet. Looking up with a grin, she said: “I love sitting on the floor best. Your wooden floor looks so comfortable.”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her, said nothing, and tapped his finger on the glass of milk.

Li Weiyi, to cover her embarrassment, drained most of it in one gulp and boldly placed the glass back on the coffee table.

He stared at her with those cold black eyes: “Not afraid I drugged it?”

Li Weiyi’s heart jumped. She laughed dryly, then simply picked up the milk again and drained it to the bottom, saying: “How could that be possible, haha. If you drugged it, I’d accept my fate.”

A smile slowly bloomed in his eyes. At home, he seemed more relaxed too. He leaned back into that sofa that looked very enveloping, his two long legs casually spread, shirt collar open, neck tilted back, both hands resting on the sofa.

Li Weiyi glanced a few times, then quickly lowered her gaze. She thought to herself: Appetite and sex are human nature, appetite and sex are human nature.

“The second time I saw you… no, for you it was the first time.” Li Weiyi said. “That time, the culprit’s attack time was also pushed back by a day.”

Zhang Jingchan nodded, indicating he understood.

“Do you have paper and pen?”

Zhang Jingchan brought paper and pen from his room. Li Weiyi wrote:

First time:

January 12, 2022

January 11-13, 2014

Second time:

January 13, 2022

March 11-13, 2014

Third time:

January 13, 2022 Failed

May 11-13, 2014?

She said: “Can we speculate that returning to 2014, each time is two months apart, and we can only stay for three days? And in 2022, each time we delay by one day, the car accident will occur? Meaning tomorrow?”

Zhang Jingchan held his cup of tea, thought for a moment, and said: “2014 follows a pattern. But now, in 2022, not necessarily.”

“Why?”

“Because what determines the 2014 portion is purely time—an uncontrollable unknown force. But what causes that car accident in 2022 is a specific person.”

Li Weiyi was slightly stunned.

He was right.

Did that mean if the two of them didn’t actively encounter the car accident, the time travel would never happen again? Or, if the perpetrator changed their mind and no longer appeared, they would also have no more chances to return to the past?

“So what we need to analyze is the perpetrator. Why did he appear one day later last time? This time, why didn’t he appear at all? In other words, who is he? Why did he come?” Zhang Jingchan said.

Li Weiyi had a sudden realization: “Exactly! You’re really so smart!”

Zhang Jingchan looked at the woman sitting cross-legged beside his feet. Her face was bright and gleaming under the light, her eyes flowing with brilliance. She seemed born to be a happy person. No matter how sad or dejected, when she lowered her head then raised it again, light would reignite from the depths of her clear eyes.

He said: “You’re not bad either.”

Great wisdom appears foolish, light and penetrating.

Li Weiyi only took it as polite talk, waved her hand, and said again: “Do we have a way to find out who that person is?”

“I’ll try tomorrow, but it’s probably very difficult. We only know the car model. If it’s from this city, fine—I’ll try to work something out at the dealership. But if it’s a used car, a car with fake plates, or from out of town, we won’t be able to find out.”

Li Weiyi’s brows furrowed as she said: “Do you think this perpetrator has some connection to us? Otherwise, why would the two of us experience time travel?”

Zhang Jingchan had never thought in this direction. He’d been thinking about how to find this person through objective physical evidence—like license plates, surveillance, criminal records. He froze for a moment, then suddenly a flash of light crossed his mind. Some scattered, inconspicuous clues were strung together by Li Weiyi’s words. He said: “Perhaps the culprit is related to Fuming Group?”

“How so?”

Zhang Jingchan took the pen from her hand and wrote two dates on the paper: December 10, 2014, December 27, 2014.

Chapter 48: Go Home With Him (2)
“The time of Fuming Group’s bankruptcy liquidation was sixteen days later than the last time. And my father committed suicide ten days earlier. If this person is related to Fuming, related to my father, then the time he acts could be affected.”

Li Weiyi: “That’s possible!”

“Do you remember, the first time you traveled through time, whether the date of Fuming’s bankruptcy and my father’s suicide changed?”

Li Weiyi thought for a moment, her eyes lighting up: “I remember now! Your father’s time… didn’t change, but initially, I saw the news from that life—Fuming went bankrupt on December 8, 2014, two days earlier than the second time! Although that time I didn’t get to say anything to your father, perhaps it was just the butterfly’s wings flapping, changing history.”

Zhang Jingchan said: “Going further with the speculation, if this person is deeply connected to Fuming Group—for instance, if he’s an employee of Fuming—then the group’s bankruptcy date would directly impact the course of his life.”

Li Weiyi’s heart shook.

Zhang Jingchan braced one hand on the floor and also got down from the sofa, sitting cross-legged beside her. He said: “Actually, I’ve always suspected that the first time you traveled through, when I never woke up—perhaps that time, I died in the car accident.”

Li Weiyi’s heart clanged. She suddenly felt a penetrating chill and instinctively denied it: “That’s impossible. How could you have died! Absolutely impossible! Probably just temporarily knocked unconscious, right… Anyway, right now we’re both alive and kicking, that’s enough!”

Zhang Jingchan’s back curved slightly, his white shirt outlining the lines of his shoulder blades, his black eyes gazing at her.

Li Weiyi shifted her gaze away: “So… when will this cycle end?”

“I think, as long as we successfully prevent the car accident from happening, the cycle will end.”

Li Weiyi sighed. So after one mountain, there was still another mountain. But at least, there were still mountains to look toward.

The two couldn’t deduce any more clues.

Li Weiyi glanced at the time—already 1:30 in the morning. She stood up and said: “Then I… should go home.”

Zhang Jingchan raised his head: “Why not just stay the night here?”

Li Weiyi’s heart fluttered. He added: “There’s another guest bedroom.”

Both inexplicably fell silent for a moment. He also stood up. Li Weiyi looked down at her socks—the slippers had been kicked off who knows when—as she put on her shoes, she said: “Better not. No towel, no change of clothes. Too much trouble.”

Zhang Jingchan picked up his coat: “Then I’ll take you.”

“No need, I’ll get a taxi myself.”

“I’ll take you.”

At this hour, a round trip would get him home past three in the morning. Li Weiyi said: “Forget it then… I won’t go home. I’ll crash at your place for the night. Just don’t let me trouble you too much.”

Zhang Jingchan turned to look at her and smiled, tossing his coat back on the sofa. Li Weiyi turned her head away from him and said: “Where’s the guest room? I’ll go take a look.”

Zhang Jingchan put both hands back in his pockets, indicating she should walk toward the hallway off the living room, then followed behind her. The first room was the guest bedroom, with a study next door. Further in was a door that should be the master bedroom.

Li Weiyi asked: “How big is your place?”

“One hundred ninety square meters.”

Well then, the world of the wealthy. If he hadn’t actively paid off his father’s debts, this person probably could have bought the entire building.

The guest room was about twenty square meters, decorated in the same style as the living room—cool and simple, refined and understated, even with an attached bathroom.

Zhang Jingchan brought over a loose, soft white T-shirt and a disposable bath towel, saying: “The clothes are mine, never worn, washed. If you need them, make do with them.”

Li Weiyi took them: “Thank you.”

“There’s a convenience store at the complex entrance. You can shower first. I’ll go buy you a towel and toothbrush for tomorrow morning.”

“I’ll go myself.”

Zhang Jingchan walked straight out: “It’s very late. No need for both of us to make the trip. Get some rest early.”

“Then… thank you.”

Zhang Jingchan quickly reached the convenience store, which opened right at their complex entrance and carried relatively refined and expensive goods. Zhang Jingchan took a light pink towel, a deep pink toothbrush, and a pair of peach-red strawberry-shaped women’s slippers.

When he reached the underwear shelf, he paused for a few seconds, took down a package of disposable women’s underwear, walked a few steps, then went back, put it back, switched to a small size package, and tossed it in his shopping basket.

Li Weiyi took a hot shower, feeling like she’d washed away all her exhaustion. She changed into Zhang Jingchan’s white T-shirt, which hung on her like a robe, the hem nearly reaching her knees. She chuckled and climbed into bed. Just as she was about to turn off the light, someone knocked softly on the door.

Li Weiyi quickly covered her legs with the blanket and asked: “What is it?”

Zhang Jingchan’s voice came through the door: “Are you asleep?”

“Not yet. Wait a moment.” Li Weiyi quickly pulled on her daytime pants and ran to open the door. Zhang Jingchan handed her the bag in his hand: “See if you’re missing anything?”

Li Weiyi glanced quickly: “Nothing missing, nothing missing. Thanks for your trouble.”

Zhang Jingchan’s gaze swept over her body, a trace of amusement flashing in his eyes. Li Weiyi never admitted defeat in front of others and instinctively puffed out her chest: “What are you laughing at?”

Zhang Jingchan’s gaze swept over the scenery of the small hills, finally landing on the slender, soft, fair arms beneath the sleeves wide enough to fit over her head.

“Get some sleep early. We’ll talk more after you sleep enough tomorrow.” He turned and entered the master bedroom.

Li Weiyi closed the door and dumped the bag’s contents on the bed, laughing: This person laughed at her, but is he a pink enthusiast himself? She’s not five years old! Childish! Straight male cancer!

Her gaze fell on that package of disposable underwear. She hadn’t expected him to buy this for her too. She immediately ran to the bathroom to change into them, climbed back into bed, and turned off the light.

The room was silent and dark. She lay in the unfamiliar soft bed. Just one wall away was Zhang Jingchan.

She closed her eyes and slept for a while, then opened them again. Her bare legs rubbed against each other under the blanket. Why did it feel so strange? Wearing Zhang Jingchan’s personal clothing, not wearing pants, and wearing the disposable underwear he bought. Suddenly an image appeared in Li Weiyi’s mind—Zhang Jingchan in a black suit and coat standing in front of the underwear shelf, raising his hand to reveal his pale wrist bone, his slender, strong five fingers gently wrapping around this package of underwear.

Li Weiyi covered her face with the blanket.

Oh my god, her thoughts were too dirty—it must be because this body had been broken up with her ex-boyfriend for too long!

——

However, neither Zhang Jingchan nor Li Weiyi expected that for the next five days, that person, that car, never appeared.

The two spent six nights on that road.

By the fourth and fifth days, Li Weiyi was getting somewhat anxious. She asked Zhang Jingchan: “What if we can never go back again?”

Zhang Jingchan answered: “Then we persist until the day we both can no longer persist.”

That one sentence made Li Weiyi’s eyes rim red.

Li Weiyi didn’t know that one afternoon, Zhang Jingchan went alone to his father’s gravesite and stood in the cold wind for a long time. He asked him: “Do you truly have difficulties you can’t speak of? What exactly is in your heart?”

“I’ll trust you one more time. I’ll go save you. But if I discover again that you’re unrepentant, I’ll never come back in this lifetime.”

On the morning of the sixth day, Li Weiyi received a call from Zhang Jingchan: “Come to my place. I have something to show you.”

Chapter 49: The One Who Knows My Heart (1)
Zhang Jingchan’s study was decorated quite fresh and elegant, with a sprig of wintersweet placed diagonally in a plain white small porcelain vase on the clean white desktop. Outside the window, birds chirped clearly.

Li Weiyi sat in front of the computer. Zhang Jingchan had one hand on the chair back, the other holding the mouse, leaning close as he bent over.

Li Weiyi looked at the new eighty-five-page PowerPoint and fell into deep silence.

Zhang Jingchan raised his hand and tapped the back of her head, saying: “No need to memorize it. When we go back, I’ll redo it. But you need to be very familiar with it.”

Li Weiyi: “What is this about this time?” Last time they’d already torn Fuming apart thoroughly, explaining everything. She really couldn’t think of what else there could be to discuss.

“Futures.”

Li Weiyi froze. He couldn’t possibly be thinking…

Zhang Jingchan said: “In 2014, La Niña weather patterns will cause South America’s worst drought in forty years and North America’s worst drought in a hundred years. U.S. soybean prices will rise from early in the year until early September, with the magnitude and duration of the increase setting historical records that exceed everyone’s expectations. If we go back this time in May, the market will have a small dip—perfect timing to enter. If… he truly is powerless, we’ll help him cheat once.”

Futures—Li Weiyi had never touched them, only heard they carried extremely high risk, with ten or even fifteen times leverage. She asked: “Aren’t you considering buying lottery tickets?”

Zhang Jingchan’s palm patted her chair back, saying: “With my father’s status and circumstances at that time, if he bought lottery tickets and won a billion, wouldn’t he end up in prison?”

Alright, winning a billion was indeed a bit much.

“But the principal—you estimate needing ninety million. Where could your father get that kind of money?”

Zhang Jingchan straightened up.

Today he wore a crew-neck diamond-patterned dark gray sweater and black pants, with a watch on his wrist, looking like a refined and gentle homebody. Yet the words he spoke were ruthless enough: “The choice is in his hands—choose the dead end or the living path. If he can offend both the government and all his partners without hesitation, immediately abandon all of Fuming’s ongoing projects, liquidate, sell off, and mortgage all assets at the fastest speed, then borrow more money under cover—I think he can scrape together ninety million. The best result would be that he’s not in debt, just left with nothing.”

——

That night, 10:06.

The black sedan slowly drove into the tunnel.

The car emerged from the tunnel. At the intersection ahead, the green light flickered. Li Weiyi’s heart slowly tightened.

Red light.

Zhang Jingchan’s car stopped first in the left-turn lane.

A group of people surged out from the subway entrance, crossing the pedestrian walkway in front of them, blocking their view. No different from the previous five nights.

Suddenly commotion came from ahead—engine sounds, the sound of tires rapidly scraping the ground. Someone was hit and sent flying into the air.

Zhang Jingchan suddenly pressed hard on the horn. The people in front of the car jumped in fright and scattered. Zhang Jingchan floored the accelerator and charged through.

Blazing white light shot straight toward them. Li Weiyi’s vision blurred. Zhang Jingchan’s car had already rushed to collide with the other vehicle before it could hit more people. The two cars crashed head-on with a violent roar as people who’d escaped disaster cried out in alarm.

In her spinning vision, Li Weiyi was thrown up then pulled back by her seatbelt. She struggled to turn her head. In the blinding white light, she vaguely saw in the opposite car a man sitting in black clothes, with an upright back, wearing a baseball cap and mask, his face almost invisible except for the blood. Yet in this moment when fates crossed, the man seemed to sense something. Despite his blood-covered face, he looked in her direction.

——

When Li Weiyi woke up, she found herself lying in what looked like a dormitory. The room had four bunk beds with desks below, and she was lying on the upper bunk by the window.

She immediately sat up, looking at her lean, solid long legs and a pair of large hands.

Li Yunmo sat on the lower bunk opposite, playing a game, and said: “Why did you sleep until this late today? Hurry up, there’s English class at ten.”

Li Weiyi quickly climbed down, opened the wardrobe, threw clothes on herself, hurriedly washed up in the bathroom, grabbed her wallet and phone, and was about to leave.

Li Yunmo stretched out his long leg to block her path: “Where are you going? Not going to class?”

Li Weiyi: “Don’t worry about it. I have something to do.”

Actually, from the moment she’d climbed down from bed using both hands and feet, Li Yunmo had noticed. Because normally Brother Chan would just lightly tap the ladder and jump down—he’d never climb down so delicately.

Li Yunmo stood up, his gaze complex: “Are you… going to find Li Weiyi?”

Li Weiyi looked at him in surprise and nodded.

Unexpectedly, when she walked out of the dorm building, Li Yunmo followed. But Li Weiyi now had Zhang Jingchan and didn’t need him as a driver anymore. So she imitated Zhang Jingchan, saying coldly: “I told you I have something to do. Don’t you have class? Why are you following me?”

Li Yunmo just followed along with his head down, saying nothing.

Li Weiyi: “Don’t follow me!”

He raised his head. Li Weiyi froze. His face was flushed bright red, his gaze extremely complex—fear was there, courage was there, struggle was there.

“Who… exactly are you?”

Li Weiyi was startled and stepped back. The two stared at each other blankly. Li Weiyi quickly composed herself, thinking that Li Yunmo and Zhang Jingchan were close as brothers wearing the same pants—with her behaving so abnormally every time, sooner or later he’d notice something fishy.

So instead she smiled. This relaxation meant she stopped pretending entirely, and her feminine manner immediately showed through, her smile sweet and refined.

This scene falling on Li Yunmo’s eyes was even more horrifying. His face went white: “What—what are you smiling at? Don’t come closer… Isn’t occupying Brother Chan’s body enough?”

Li Weiyi spat “Bah!” What occupying his Brother Chan’s body—that sounded so vulgar. She said seriously: “Don’t talk nonsense. Actually, I’m an immortal. Every time I descend, it’s to save your Brother Chan’s destiny.”

Li Yunmo: “You taking me for a kid?”

Li Weiyi: “…”

Too lazy to explain. She was in a hurry. She’d just checked—today was May 11, 2014, and her father had gone missing on the evening of May 8. Which meant nearly sixty hours had already passed. Her heart sank deeper and deeper as she walked toward the school’s main gate.

Li Yunmo followed like a tail, boldly asking: “You’re going to find Li Weiyi, right? Every time you come, you drill toward her place.”

Li Weiyi glanced at him sideways: “That’s right. So what?”

“I… drove here.”

Li Weiyi laughed at this. A good boy was a good boy—scared like this but still so obedient.

“Lead the way!”

“Oh…”

The two got in the car. Without Li Weiyi giving directions, Li Yunmo already knew the way well. He was driving an ordinary sedan worth around a hundred thousand yuan. Li Weiyi sat in the back seat.

Li Yunmo secretly observed her through the rearview mirror, only to be caught red-handed. She leaned forward, resting her arm on his seat. Li Yunmo’s scalp tingled as he drove with stiff arms.

Li Weiyi was curious: “You’re so afraid of me, why did you follow, and why are you actively driving?”

“I… I have a favor to ask of you.”

Chapter 50: The One Who Knows My Heart (2)
“What?”

Li Yunmo gritted his teeth and said: “Can you—can you let Brother Chan go? That time you came in March, you did so many things. When Brother Chan woke up later, he was scared nearly to a nervous breakdown! He said you might be hiding in his house, so for these two months he hasn’t dared sleep at home. He keeps having nightmares about being haunted by a female ghost. Please have mercy—even if Brother Chan has strong yang energy, he can’t withstand you coming to drain it from time to time! I know what you are. Don’t water ghosts need to return to the river? If you have enemies, Brother Chan and I will drag that person to your grave to kowtow, okay? Or do you want paper money, paper cars, paper houses? Just say the word and I’ll burn you Ferraris and villas, plus five million!”

Li Weiyi froze for a moment, then suddenly burst into laughter, laughing uncontrollably until her stomach hurt. She thought: It’s all Zhang Jingchan’s fault for not leaving a message for his nineteen-year-old self. Look how scared the kid is.

After laughing enough, Li Weiyi looked at Li Yunmo’s pale face and said: “Don’t worry, I absolutely won’t harm your Brother Chan. However strong his yang energy was before, it’ll be just as strong after. Up until now, I haven’t drained any of it.” Speaking casually to this point, her own face flushed: “Forget it, let him explain to you himself later.”

Li Yunmo’s eyes suddenly widened. He turned his head, his gaze searching around before finally landing on her clothing pockets: “Where… where did you hide my Brother Chan? So he can actually be released?”

Li Weiyi: “…Hahahaha!”

Li Yunmo looked at her through the rearview mirror again. Strangely, despite how terrifying this was, he wasn’t very afraid of her in his heart. He even felt that she… was livelier and more adorable than the original Brother Chan—no, no, no, what was he thinking? Had his soul been bewitched too?

“You were originally… a woman, right?” he asked.

“How did you know?”

Li Yunmo slapped the steering wheel: “I knew it! My intuition was right from the start! How could Brother Chan possibly become both sleazy and coy!”

Li Weiyi smacked him on the head with a chop.

It was Monday. Before the car reached the middle school, Li Weiyi’s phone rang. She answered and heard a familiar, clear girl’s voice: “Where are you?”

“Five more minutes to First Middle School.”

“I’ll wait at the back gate.”

“Okay.”

Li Yunmo suddenly said: “I’m very curious—you’re a female ghost, so why do you keep going to find Li Weiyi, another girl?”

Li Weiyi sighed: “Probably because she’s beautiful, adorable, and kind. Even as a female ghost, I can’t resist.”

Li Yunmo: “…”

Still the school’s back gate, still under that row of trees—a cool, stubborn young girl with a backpack. Before they could walk close, the girl already frowned: “Why did he come again?”

Li Yunmo: “…”

Li Weiyi: “Pfft.”

Li Yunmo was very stubborn: “If it weren’t for Brother Chan, I wouldn’t have come. Hey, whoever you are, great immortal, you said when we got here you’d release Brother Chan. Where is he?” His gaze circled around Li Weiyi’s clothing and pant pockets again.

Zhang Jingchan: “…”

Li Weiyi grabbed Zhang Jingchan’s arm to support her body, afraid she’d laugh herself into a cramp.

She lowered her head and whispered in Zhang Jingchan’s ear: “He guessed I’m someone else, because during this time, you’ve been scared to nervous breakdown, having nightmares about being haunted by ghosts every day.”

She caught a glimpse of the small, pale earlobe on the side of the person’s face before her and froze. Why did she have the impulse to reach out and gently pinch it? That was clearly hers.

Zhang Jingchan didn’t notice her wandering thoughts. He turned his head slightly, but then the young man’s warm breath puffed against his now overly slender neck—a very unfamiliar and strange feeling. He held still, answering in a steady tone: “I didn’t have a nervous breakdown. I was just carefully on guard for a while—that’s a normal person’s normal reaction.”

Li Weiyi: “Mm-hmm, whatever you say it is, hehe.”

Zhang Jingchan raised his hand to rub the back of her bent head, then looked at Li Yunmo with an indifferent expression: “Since you’ve delivered the person, you can go back now. Zhang Jingchan is fine. He’ll naturally return in three days. No need for you to worry.”

Li Yunmo looked at the young girl’s aloof demeanor, identical to someone’s, and suddenly had an epiphany. He dared say he’d never been this smart in his nineteen years, blurting out: “…Brother Chan?”

Li Weiyi whistled.

Zhang Jingchan didn’t deny it, but shot a glance at Li Weiyi: “Why are you whistling at him?”

Li Weiyi: “Huh?”

But Li Yunmo got excited, rushing forward, wanting to grab his hand but feeling it was improper, so he could only scratch his head on the spot: “It’s—it’s really Brother Chan! You two are…” He had another flash of inspiration: “You swapped souls? You—you’re Li Weiyi?”

Li Weiyi nodded, praising: “So you have your smart moments too.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled and nodded, then forcefully punched Li Yunmo’s shoulder. Though the action was very Brother-Chan-like, the young girl’s tender little fist hitting him didn’t hurt at all, making Li Yunmo feel very unaccustomed. He just laughed dryly: “So… you’ll swap back again in three days? This is really too amazing!”

Zhang Jingchan said: “Come with me.”

The two walked to the side. Zhang Jingchan briefly explained the whole story, listening to Li Yunmo gasp in shock. Regarding Fuming, Zhang Jingchan only said there was a major crisis, not going into specifics. Li Yunmo wasn’t very concerned either. In his heart, Fuming had always been an immensely powerful behemoth. He completely didn’t realize how big the major crisis Zhang Jingchan mentioned was, nor had he ever imagined Fuming could fall one day.

Li Yunmo suddenly asked curiously: “Brother Chan, eight years later, have I become your right-hand man at Fuming? Vice president or something, hehe?”

Zhang Jingchan was silent for a moment, his tone unusually gentle: “You’ve always been my right-hand man.”

Li Yunmo was satisfied. It seemed his future would also be a wealthy, stable sidekick life. Perfect.

Li Yunmo glanced at Li Weiyi not far away and asked: “So you and her… later… are you…” He revealed a meaningful smile.

Zhang Jingchan also glanced at her but didn’t answer.

Li Yunmo’s heart was both excited and reassured. Without another word, he hailed his own taxi to leave, following Brother Chan’s instructions to go back and monitor Fuming’s situation. He was the son of the construction director and Zhang Jingchan’s childhood friend, so he could come and go freely in the group. Brother Chan said this was a very important task that could only be entrusted to him.

Li Yunmo stood at the roadside hailing a taxi, waving at Li Weiyi from afar. Suddenly remembering something, he turned to look at Zhang Jingchan: “Um, Brother Chan, ‘The one who knows my heart is Li Yunmo.'”

Zhang Jingchan raised his eyes, expression flat.

Li Yunmo’s heart went “crack”—as if a dream bubble he’d carefully nurtured for a long time had burst. Still unwilling to give up, he said: “Never leaving, never abandoning, sharing joys and sorrows, because I’m just such a sincere and kind person? No matter how great the hardship, as long as brothers are united…”

Zhang Jingchan grew impatient: “What are you muttering to yourself about? Hurry up and go!”

Li Yunmo got in the taxi with a mournful face.

Zhang Jingchan walked toward Li Weiyi, seeing her with hands in pockets, head lowered, boredly kicking small stones on the ground. Clearly his body, yet when she made these childish gestures, they somehow didn’t seem out of place. Zhang Jingchan smiled slightly and said: “I’ve sent him away. Let’s go handle the real business.”

Li Weiyi nodded: “I want to call my mom and sister.” Her expression was uneasy. Zhang Jingchan felt for the car keys Li Yunmo had voluntarily offered in his pocket: “Get in the car first.”

Chapter 51: Unraveling the Threads (1)
Li’s mother, Xiang Qinling, Li Xiaoyi, and some relatives and friends were searching separately for the missing Li Zhongheng.

Li Xiaoyi’s voice sounded weary and dejected: “Weiyi, aren’t you supposed to be in class?”

Li Weiyi’s eyes reddened as she listened. Back when such a major incident happened in their family, her mother and sister wouldn’t let her share any of the burden no matter what.

Zhang Jingchan answered: “It’s break time. What’s the situation?”

“It’s fine, don’t worry. Uncle Ding from the Criminal Investigation Unit has been leading people in the search. Mom and I are also searching—we’ll definitely find him… Dad is such an honest person, he doesn’t have any enemies. Maybe he had something urgent and forgot to tell us…” As Li Xiaoyi spoke, her own voice choked up.

Zhang Jingchan asked: “Where’s Zhong Yi?”

“He’s right beside me. He’s been helping these past few days. Do you want to talk to him?”

“No need. What about Zhou Zhihao?”

Li Xiaoyi was silent for a few seconds, her tone self-mocking: “Who knows? He came to make a scene a few times in the past few days. Now, probably afraid of trouble, he’s staying away. Let’s not talk about him.”

Li Weiyi on the side thought coldly that Zhou Zhihao probably had his own backyard on fire and couldn’t spare the attention. But with such a major incident happening to the Li family and him not even showing his face, it revealed his true character.

Zhang Jingchan asked about the police’s specific progress, which made Li Weiyi’s heart sink straight down. Ding Chenmo was very responsible and took this case seriously, leading his team to search every possible place and person, but came up empty-handed. No one knew why Li Zhongheng’s whereabouts that night were so strange—even Xiang Qinling was completely confused.

Li Weiyi had returned with single-minded determination to save her father, but only now did she feel lost and powerless. She sat there in a daze. Zhang Jingchan said: “This isn’t the Li Weiyi I know. What spare time do you have to feel sad? Pull yourself together.”

Those few words struck Li Weiyi like a blow, and she looked up at him in a daze. Zhang Jingchan rolled up the loose sleeves of his school uniform, revealing his wrists, gripping the steering wheel and sitting ramrod straight. Only those eyes of his remained as always—bright black, cold and clear, looking straight into people’s hearts.

Li Weiyi raised her hand to wipe away her tears, grabbed one of his arms, and said: “I understand. Take me to find him. Let’s go search along the route he took that night, okay? I keep feeling that Dad’s disappearance has some kind of connection to me. I must find that point where the butterfly’s wings flapped.”

The injured rabbit, with just one sentence from him, was provoked to flip over and jump up on the spot, even knowing to cling to him and not let go. Zhang Jingchan smiled very faintly and said: “Alright, I’ll listen to you.”

The two first went to the Li family’s store. The small shop was already closed. The neighbors, seeing Zhang Jingchan, were all concerned and gathered around talking all at once. Li Zhongheng had left at a time that wasn’t too late that day, and several shop owners had seen him, but no one had paid attention.

“When Dad… when Uncle Li left that day, did he seem any different from usual?” Li Weiyi asked. “Was he holding anything in his hands?”

“No, Old Li looked just like usual, even smiled and greeted me. He walked slowly and leisurely. He wasn’t holding anything, his hands were empty, right? Hey—young man, who are you? You’re really handsome. Are you a relative of the Li family?”

The two walked along the road back toward the Li home.

They soon arrived at a bustling small street with grain and oil stores, fruit shops, the vegetable market entrance, hardware stores, lottery stations, newsstands… everything one could need. At that time of day, some shops would have been closed while others hadn’t. The police had already asked around—no one had noticed Li Zhongheng that night.

Li Weiyi frowned: “When my dad left the shop, there was nothing unusual, which means he originally planned to go home. Walking down this road, only a few hundred meters from home, he suddenly turned toward the riverside. Something unexpected must have happened here.”

Zhang Jingchan said: “He didn’t bring his phone, so it could only be that he suddenly saw something, heard something, or ran into someone. There probably wasn’t a conflict or any major commotion, otherwise the nearby shop owners would have an impression.”

The two continued driving toward the riverside.

Around 8 PM that evening, quite a few people had been strolling along the riverside boulevard. But police surveillance showed that Li Zhongheng had been walking hurriedly the whole way, obviously with something weighing on his mind. Several surveillance cameras along the riverside boulevard all captured only him alone, with no companion.

Soon, the two arrived outside that wholesale merchant’s warehouse.

The wholesale merchant had also been questioned countless times by the police these past days. Seeing Zhang Jingchan, he was fairly mild-mannered: “Xiaoyi, that night I really didn’t see your dad. I didn’t have any reason to look for him either. At that time, you know, I do wholesale—I’d already closed up and gone home early. I really don’t know what he suddenly came here for.”

Li Weiyi believed his words. According to Ding Chenmo’s investigation, the wholesale merchant and Li Zhongheng had always settled accounts promptly with cash on delivery—no financial disputes. Moreover, they were both locals who knew each other well. Their relationship had always been good, with no conflicts.

But then, why had Li Zhongheng made a special trip to the riverside, walked past the wholesale merchant’s shop entrance, and then turned toward an unknown alley? Where exactly was he going?

Li Weiyi didn’t get in the car. She continued walking forward along the direction Li Zhongheng had left that night. Zhang Jingchan quietly accompanied her.

It was currently morning. The sunlight was warm and gentle. Many elderly people were playing with children. Along the street was a row of shops—there were roller skate rentals, cold drink vendors, convenience stores, bookstores, teahouses, lottery stations, restaurants, children’s playgrounds…

A vague thread surfaced in Li Weiyi’s mind. She walked closer to that row of storefronts, looking at them one by one.

Zhang Jingchan: “Remembered something?”

Li Weiyi hadn’t actually captured which shop it was yet. She turned her head, looked at him, and her brain reflexively conjured up “negative 10 billion,” then “soybean futures,” and then remembered what she had asked him yesterday: Why didn’t you let your dad buy lottery tickets?

Lottery tickets?

Lottery tickets!

She instinctively touched her pants pocket—empty. The slip of paper with the winning numbers from two months ago had long since gone missing. She looked at the lottery station not far away, thinking of another lottery station on the road from the shop back home. Her heart began to pound.

But… there were still many things that didn’t make sense.

“I’m not sure if my dad won the jackpot… I’ll go ask.” She murmured, running toward the lottery station, pulling up Li Zhongheng’s photo on her phone and handing it to the owner: “Uncle, have you seen this person? Did he come here the night before last, on the evening of the 8th, after 8 PM?”

The shop owner examined it for a moment and shook his head: “I don’t remember. Many people come here every day.”

“Then do you have surveillance cameras installed here?”

“No.”

Li Weiyi felt a wave of disappointment. Zhang Jingchan tugged at her wrist, indicating she should look up. It turned out the walls were plastered with winning numbers from various lottery draws and various periods, and another wall was covered with countless congratulatory notices.

Li Weiyi’s thoughts turned, and she asked: “Boss, have you recently had a Double Color Ball first prize winner here?”

As soon as she asked this, the owner’s expression became excited: “Yes! Of course! The April 8th drawing produced a 5 million yuan winner. I had the banner up for almost a month! Did you see it too? What a pity—there really is such a muddle-headed fool who never came for a whole month! A few days ago I even asked the provincial office, and they said no one had gone there to claim the prize either. The deadline passed on the 9th—most likely they never went to claim it. I’m too lazy to ask about it anymore.”

Chapter 52: Unraveling the Threads (2)
Li Weiyi’s heart was both excited and nervous. Her intuition told her that the person who won the lottery was her father! But why hadn’t he gone to claim the prize for an entire month, until the night before the lottery ticket expired, when he suddenly had strange movements and then disappeared?

She understood her father’s character very well, and with a little thought she had a theory—

Her father never bought lottery tickets. Perhaps after picking up her note at home and looking at the string of numbers, at first he might not have thought about what it was; or perhaps he thought of it but didn’t take it seriously. Until one day on a whim, he bought a lottery ticket for the April 8th drawing. With his old workhorse personality of being busy all day long, he most likely forgot about this matter afterward.

That would explain everything.

Until almost a month later, on the evening of May 8th when he was going home, perhaps he noticed the winning information at a lottery shop along the road, perhaps he heard people talking about the explosive news that someone in the city had won the jackpot but hadn’t claimed it and it was about to expire—only then did he realize he had won. Her father ran a small business and carried a small waist pack every day. The lottery ticket was very likely bought and casually stuffed in there, carried on his person.

But why did he run to the riverside lottery shop?

That’s right—he had bought the lottery ticket there. Perhaps he wanted to go confirm it, or perhaps he thought he needed to claim the prize at that lottery shop.

But for the Double Color Ball grand prize, one had to go to the provincial capital Xiangcheng to claim it.

He must have heard people talking at the lottery station and learned this news.

Li Weiyi’s heart shook: That’s right! It must be like this.

The last alley where her father appeared—no one knew where he was trying to go. It was neither in the direction of home nor in the direction of the shop.

Because it was in the direction of the bus station. The lottery ticket would expire the next day—he was trying to catch the last night bus to Xiangcheng!

It was her father’s first time buying a lottery ticket. He didn’t know that the Xiangcheng lottery center would be closed at night, and he was also dazed by the 5 million yuan. He hadn’t brought his phone and couldn’t consult with his family. He must have wanted to get to Xiangcheng as quickly as possible to secure the money, and then explain to his family.

All the suspicious points made sense now.

Li Weiyi sat down hard on the curb, murmuring to herself: “But did my dad disappear in this city, or did he disappear in Xiangcheng?”

She raised her head and met Zhang Jingchan’s gaze. His hands were in his pockets, looking thoughtful. Only then did Li Weiyi remember that he didn’t know anything. She hurriedly explained: “The situation is like this…”

“No need to explain. I can roughly guess—your dad wanted to go to the bus station to take a night bus to Xiangcheng to claim the grand prize?”

Li Weiyi: “…Damn! You’re really so smart!”

Zhang Jingchan smiled faintly, thinking to himself that her little brain wasn’t slow either.

“What should we do now? Go check the bus station surveillance?” With the case suddenly becoming clear, Li Weiyi’s mood was both excited and worried.

Zhang Jingchan said: “We don’t need to check ourselves. Call to notify Ding Chenmo. I see he’s quite capable and useful. He should be able to investigate clearly.”

After saying this, Zhang Jingchan also sat down on the curb and took out his phone: “Captain Ding, I’ve thought of an important lead.”

Zhang Jingchan clearly and concisely explained the lottery matter. Li Weiyi heard him say almost exactly what she had been thinking, just omitting the detail that she had left the note with the winning numbers. This truly convinced her—this person’s insight was sharp to this degree. Did all CEOs’ brains work like this?

Ding Chenmo on the other end, upon hearing this, also thought it made a lot of sense. An old detective like him had very strong instincts, and immediately felt this was the key to solving the case. However, he said: “No need to check the bus station surveillance, because yesterday I already sent people to check all the bus station, highway, and dock surveillance—your father didn’t leave Huaicheng. Li Weiyi, you go home first. Don’t wander around anymore, and don’t leak this theory to anyone, not even close acquaintances. I’ll immediately mobilize police forces to pursue this lead. Don’t worry.”

As soon as the call ended, Zhang Jingchan said: “Captain Ding suspects it was someone he knew who committed the crime.”

Li Weiyi was startled, then understood.

Zhang Jingchan pondered: “Let’s go to the alley where your dad disappeared and see if we can discover anything.”

This was an extremely narrow alley with high walls on both sides. There were only a few households, and their doors were closed even in broad daylight. At the alley entrance was a convenience store.

Because it was a shortcut, quite a few people came and went through the alley during the day. Li Weiyi remembered that at night, the alley was pitch dark, the vegetable market at the other end was also closed, and there were very few people.

The alley wasn’t long, only three or four hundred meters. A surveillance camera on the main road had captured Li Zhongheng entering the alley—this was also the last image of him.

The two walked through the alley once. As expected, they came up empty-handed. At one household they knocked but no one answered. At two other households they said they hadn’t seen Li Zhongheng. The convenience store owner at the alley entrance said there was no business at night and he had closed up at 7 or 8 PM.

But both of them believed the possibility of Li Zhongheng disappearing in this alley wasn’t high—he should have walked out.

Exiting the alley was a not-too-spacious road, with the vegetable market beside it. Around the area were also an elementary school, work unit dormitories, many self-built houses, and storefronts—extending in all directions with a mixed population.

This was where the police had lost track of Li Zhongheng.

Zhang Jingchan accompanied Li Weiyi searching from morning until afternoon. The two slipped into the school and searched through the remote equipment rooms, storage rooms, and laboratories. They also entered the dormitories of two nearby work units, asking the security guards, asking passersby, going through every nook and cranny. No one had seen Li Zhongheng. There was also the vegetable market—they looked through it inside and out.

What remained were those self-built houses of various shapes. These buildings were even more difficult to investigate, and moreover, the police had already checked through them once. House-to-house searches were impossible, but they had certainly done a general investigation.

The two hadn’t eaten lunch and were starving when they sat down at a wonton stand. Li Weiyi saw that Zhang Jingchan had taken off his school uniform jacket and was wearing only a short-sleeved T-shirt, his forehead covered in fine beads of sweat. She couldn’t help but grab a tissue and wipe it for him.

Zhang Jingchan looked up at her.

Li Weiyi didn’t know why she had made such a gesture. Perhaps it was because that forehead belonging to her own self was too fair and pale, and those beads of sweat looked too unsightly. She put down the tissue and said: “It doesn’t look good for a girl to be covered in sweat. You need to maintain my image.”

She tossed the tissue into the trash can and said with a grin: “I’m the one who’s a good man who cherishes and protects the fairer sex.”

This was teasing him again with words he had said on the airplane during the last time travel.

Zhang Jingchan stood up and sat with her on a long bench, resting one arm on the table as he pulled off a section of tissue. Li Weiyi’s back stiffened slightly. He had already used the tissue to wipe the sweat from her forehead, his eyes ink-black and lazily indifferent.

Li Weiyi said sheepishly: “I’ll do it myself.” She tried to snatch the tissue from his hand. His hand lifted, dodging her, and he tossed it away. He took another tissue, wiped her cheek once, and said: “Is that enough?”

“Yes, yes, yes! Please sit back down, sir.” Li Weiyi hurriedly said, “I was wrong. I won’t dare to touch you again.”

Zhang Jingchan’s hand paused. He tossed the tissue in the trash can, sat back in his own chair, and said: “I didn’t say you did anything wrong either.”

This statement sounded strange. Li Weiyi instinctively skipped over it without thinking deeply, and instead said: “Thank you for today, for accompanying me searching all day. If… by tomorrow morning we still haven’t found him, let’s go find your dad first and deal with Fu Ming’s matter. Save whoever we can save.”

He said: “We’ll talk about it when the time comes.”

It was already sunset. Golden sunlight fell scattered over the surrounding buildings of varying heights. The two sat side by side eating wontons. Out of the corner of her eye, Li Weiyi suddenly glimpsed a figure walking into a courtyard. She looked carefully—it was a woman, thin and tall, wearing light makeup, with high cheekbones and red lips, dressed in a peach-red short skirt and high heels. She looked somewhat familiar.

Li Weiyi looked up again at the courtyard the woman had entered. It was clearly a restaurant with a sign at the entrance reading “Song’s Dining Garden.” Inside were several buildings occupying quite a large area. But it was already dinner time, yet the main entrance had few people coming and going. At a glance it looked cold and deserted, clearly not doing much business.

Li Weiyi put down her chopsticks.

Zhang Jingchan: “What’s wrong?”

Li Weiyi frowned: “I recognize that woman.”

Chapter 53: My Hero (1)
Zhou Zhihao had three older sisters. The one Li Weiyi saw was his younger sister, named Zhou Zhihong. Li Weiyi remembered that Zhou Zhihong and her husband ran a restaurant, but she had never been there before—so it was here.

Zhang Jingchan frowned: “This morning your sister said on the phone that Zhou Zhihao pestered her for several days, but as soon as something happened to your family, he suddenly stopped coming?”

A chill poured into Li Weiyi’s chest: “You mean…”

His back was against the chair, one hand lightly tapping on her chair back a few times: “Perhaps it’s not a coincidence.”

Li Weiyi looked back at that restaurant with barely any customers, remembering that in 2022, her sister had also mentioned that Zhou Zhihao suddenly disappeared around this time and never appeared again. At the time she had just assumed it was because the Zhou family had fallen on hard times, and that Zhang Jingchan and Zhong Yi, both scheming types, had secretly obstructed him one after the other.

“Should we go in and investigate?” Li Weiyi could hardly sit still.

Zhang Jingchan raised his hand and pressed on her shoulder, saying: “If it really is him, he’s conscienceless and insane. We shouldn’t act rashly. First call your sister and have her probe him, ask Zhou Zhihao to come help search for someone, and see how he reacts.”

Zhang Jingchan called Li Xiaoyi and gave her instructions. Li Xiaoyi quickly called back, saying she had made two calls that were both hung up on, and on the third call, Zhou Zhihao had turned off his phone.

Zhang Jingchan: “How many rings for each of the two calls?”

Li Xiaoyi: “The first call rang about ten times; the second call rang once before being hung up.”

Li Weiyi: “Something’s wrong with him!”

Zhang Jingchan nodded: “Notify Ding Chenmo.”

Ding Chenmo had already been nearby. Within a few minutes, he arrived at the wonton stand with two young detectives. They too had been busy all day with Li Zhongheng’s case and hadn’t eaten. Seeing this, Zhang Jingchan hinted for Li Weiyi to stay calm for now and ordered six large bowls of wontons for them. Each person finished off two bowls, and Ding Chenmo also ate two fried breadsticks and a sesame ball to top it off.

After hearing what Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi had to say, Ding Chenmo also fell into thought. He stood up, walked to the street corner, finished smoking a cigarette and returned, giving an order: “Xiao Wang, immediately contact the provincial lottery center to verify whether anyone from this city went to Xiangcheng in the past few days to claim the Double Color Ball grand prize.” He scratched his greasy, coarse, short hair and continued: “But even if it’s confirmed that Zhou Zhihao claimed the prize money, it’s still difficult. Look at this road—there’s no surveillance and we haven’t found any witnesses. How do we prove that Zhou Zhihao robbed your dad’s lottery ticket? That lottery station doesn’t have surveillance either. What if Zhou Zhihao says he bought it himself? Or simply says he picked it up on the road?”

Neither Zhang Jingchan nor Li Weiyi understood criminal investigation. Upon hearing this, Zhang Jingchan began to ponder. Li Weiyi said: “His family has storefronts and houses, plus this restaurant. Can’t you go in and search first, look for any fingerprints, traces, bloodstains and such?”

Ding Chenmo shook his head at her: “Young man, you’re thinking too simply. These past few years we emphasize civilized law enforcement. Whether it’s the lottery ticket or Zhou Zhihao, it’s all just speculation from you two. Without any evidence, the police can’t just search homes at will! Let me think some more about what methods we could use…”

Zhang Jingchan looked up at this moment and said: “What about a vice raid?”

Ding Chenmo: “What?”

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi exchanged a glance, and he said: “I heard that Zhou Zhihao was investigated during this period for prostitution-related activities and even went to the police station. It should have been handled by a different department of yours.”

Ding Chenmo: “Really? How would you know?”

Li Weiyi suppressed her excitement, coughed lightly, and said: “I told him. My dad is Zhang Moyun—I’ve always been well-informed.”

Ding Chenmo was stunned for a moment, looked at her, and nodded: “That actually is a method. Let me make a few phone calls.”

Ding Chenmo worked very efficiently. Before long, he finished making calls and walked back, saying: “The bureau has already agreed. Two teams are now simultaneously searching the Zhou home and their storefronts under the pretext of a ‘vice raid.’ I’m leading the team to search this restaurant. You two go back first and wait for news.”

Li Weiyi was in no way willing to leave with peace of mind, but Ding Chenmo wouldn’t allow them to follow along. Before long, another police car arrived. Two people got out—a total of five police officers knocked on the door and entered the restaurant.

“If you’re not at ease, we’ll wait here,” Zhang Jingchan said.

“Good!”

This restaurant was converted from a residential building. The courtyard was seventy or eighty square meters, winding and twisting, connected front to back. Both buildings were two stories, with over twenty private rooms, plus several storage rooms on the side. But there were no people—neither customers nor waiters. Paper reading “Storefront for Lease” was posted at the entrance.

Zhou Zhihong was startled when she saw the police enter: “Who are you people?”

Ding Chenmo showed his credentials: “Vice raid. Where’s your younger brother Zhou Zhihao?”

“I don’t know. This is my husband’s restaurant. What are you doing here?”

Ding Chenmo sneered: “Don’t hide it for him! He’s involved in a major prostitution case! Search!”

“Hey, hey…”

Zhou Zhihong couldn’t stop them. Anxious and angry, she went to the side to make a phone call. As a result, Xiao Wang from Ding Chenmo’s team smiled and snatched away her phone, then spoke nicely asking her to cooperate with the investigation, saying it had nothing to do with her. Zhou Zhihong was at a complete loss and didn’t do anything else.

Ding Chenmo was extremely experienced. He had a premonition that if Zhou Zhihao really was the perpetrator, there would definitely be clues soon. Although they didn’t find anything after searching both buildings, they quickly discovered some suspicious footprints in the back courtyard.

Ding Chenmo squatted on the ground to examine them: the messy footprints in the muddy ground belonged to two men, and there were also drag marks. He silently calculated height and weight in his mind, then saw that the soil in the courtyard showed signs of fresh disturbance. His heart grew heavier and heavier.

Ding Chenmo stood up and told his subordinates to immediately call forensics and the medical examiner.

They searched every nook and cranny again. Finally, on a pile of firewood in a storage room, they discovered some unidentified bloodstains. Ding Chenmo’s heart jumped, because this storage room was a good forty or fifty meters from where the courtyard soil had been disturbed, yet there were no bloodstains along the way.

He stood in the storage room, slowly surveying the area once around, his expression grave as iron. Finally, his gaze fell on the storage room’s window, from which one could see an old, yellowed low wall. The wall was full of decayed and broken gaps everywhere.

Ding Chenmo: “Bring Zhou Zhihong over here.”

Zhou Zhihong came over completely bewildered.

Ding Chenmo asked: “Who lives across the way?”

“No… no one lives there… An old man used to live there, but he died the year before last. His son is abroad and never came back. The house has long been abandoned.”

Ding Chenmo and his subordinates exchanged glances. He strode out of the storage room. The courtyard had a back door that could be opened from inside. As soon as several people went out, they saw the small courtyard next door. The courtyard wall was low enough that they could climb over it.

Ding Chenmo first went around to the front door and found he couldn’t push it open—it was locked from the inside. At this moment, Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi from the wonton stand also noticed and ran over. Ding Chenmo signaled them to be silent, gave Xiao Wang a look. Xiao Wang stepped back a few paces, took a running start, and flipped over the courtyard wall. Before long, he opened the door.

Chapter 54: My Hero (2)
Several police officers tiptoed in, splitting up to search. Li Weiyi was burning with anxiety and wanted to follow. Zhang Jingchan gripped her wrist. Keeping a safe enough distance from the police, the two also walked in. Ding Chenmo turned his head and, seeing that Zhang Jingchan had a sense of propriety, didn’t bother with them further.

There were three rooms in total. The roofs were all broken, dust everywhere, with an extremely unpleasant smell. Ding Chenmo immediately spotted several drops of dried bloodstains on the ground. He made several hand gestures to his subordinates—one person guarded outside the door, one guarded the courtyard, and the other two followed him to search room by room.

Li Weiyi’s heart was about to jump out. She gripped Zhang Jingchan’s hand so tightly it hurt. Zhang Jingchan saw her face was pale and her palms were covered in sweat, so he simply put his arm around her waist, and together they watched the police officers’ movements.

Ding Chenmo soon emerged from the first room, his expression calm. He glanced at them, then flashed into the second room. Before long, they heard him shout: “The person’s here!” Several police officers all rushed in.

“The suspect isn’t here!”

“Alive—still alive!”

“Help him up slowly!”

Li Weiyi could no longer restrain herself. She shook off Zhang Jingchan’s hand and ran over crying. The two police officers near the door saw the young man crying and rushing in first, and were both stunned for a moment, but they didn’t stop him either.

In the dim, foul-smelling, chaotic room, a person was bound all over with rope, his face pale, barely breathing—it was Li Zhongheng. His body also had multiple knife wounds, almost none had scabbed over, many wounds were still bleeding, with pools of blood on the ground. He was already unconscious.

Ding Chenmo carefully helped the person up, wrapped him in his own jacket, and shouted: “Quick! Call an ambulance!”

Li Weiyi rushed to his side, grasped Li Zhongheng’s hand, and cried out: “Dad! Dad!”

Ding Chenmo looked at the young man in surprise. The other police officers looked at each other.

Zhang Jingchan had already chased into the room. He pulled her into his arms and carefully examined Li Zhongheng for a while, then looked up and asked Ding Chenmo: “Is his life in danger?”

Ding Chenmo: “I’m not a doctor, but the person’s alive—that’s extremely fortunate. Looking at this amount of blood loss, half a day later…”

Li Weiyi wiped away her tears and said bitterly: “That beast Zhou Zhihao! It must be him!”

Ding Chenmo glanced at Zhang Jingchan again. Zhang Jingchan said calmly: “My boyfriend is rather emotional. He treats my dad like his own dad.” Then he lowered his gaze and said softly: “Dad, you must be alright.”

Only then did Ding Chenmo look away.

Two police officers brought over a bed board from next door to temporarily make a stretcher. Zhang Jingchan forcibly held Li Weiyi back. The police carefully moved Li Zhongheng onto the bed board and carried him to the courtyard where sunlight shone and the air was fresh, waiting for the ambulance.

Li Weiyi sat on the ground beside Li Zhongheng the whole time, holding his hand continuously, tears flowing with mixed sorrow and joy. Zhang Jingchan, like her, sat on the dirty ground and called Li’s mother and Li Xiaoyi, clearly and methodically instructing them to immediately rush to meet at the hospital.

Then with one hand around her back, he touched her face, which was crying like a cat’s, with the back of his other hand and said: “Can you speak? Try to calm down a bit.”

Upon hearing this, Li Weiyi immediately tried hard to steady her breathing: “Go ahead.”

“Call Xu Yi and have him immediately contact the director of the city’s People’s Hospital to prepare the best specialists for your dad.”

Li Weiyi looked at him with teary eyes, then suddenly threw herself into his arms, hugging him tightly with both hands, burying her face: “Thank you, thank you! Wuu wuu wuu…”

At one meter eighty in height, the impact made Zhang Jingchan’s chest hurt sharply. He drew a low breath, looking at her jet-black crown of hair right against his chest. He couldn’t help but laugh, raising his hand to gently pat her back: “Alright, don’t cry. Make the call quickly.”

Li Weiyi, with a heavy nasal voice, made this call to Xu Yi. Xu Yi agreed to everything, finally asking: “Ah Chan… are you alright? Did you cry? Do you need me to come over?”

“No, no need. Thank you.”

She had it on speakerphone. After hanging up, her emotions had also calmed somewhat. At this moment she heard Zhang Jingchan beside her say flatly: “He’s quite gentle with you.”

Li Weiyi was baffled and answered: “Isn’t he trying to curry favor with you?”

Zhang Jingchan said nothing more.

The police officers were investigating, making contacts, and reporting. For a moment it was just the two of them, sitting in the sunlight in the middle of the courtyard, watching over the unconscious Li Zhongheng.

A figure flashed quickly past the doorway. From outside the door came a woman’s shrill scream: “Zhihao, run!”

Zhang Jingchan suddenly looked up. He was closest to the door. Several police officers were all busy inside and behind the house. He shouted “Zhou Zhihao!” as a warning and got up to chase after him.

Li Weiyi wanted to follow but was worried about her father. At this moment several police officers all rushed out at the sound. Ding Chenmo shouted: “Xiao Wang stay behind!” Li Weiyi saw her father’s breathing was stable. The police officer Xiao Wang who stayed behind was tall and sturdy. She got up and ran out following Zhang Jingchan.

Ding Chenmo hadn’t expected this young fellow Li Weiyi to run so fast, flashing out the door in an instant. He thought to himself this was good material! What a pity he was the son of the richest man.

As soon as Li Weiyi rushed out the door, she saw a brand-new BMW parked a dozen meters away. Beside the car door, the petite Zhang Jingchan was grabbing someone by the collar. That person was dressed in name brands and looked superficially respectable—it was Zhou Zhihao! Li Weiyi silently cried out “This is bad!”

Zhou Zhihao punched Zhang Jingchan in the face with a “thud.” The onlooking crowd was all stunned! Zhang Jingchan didn’t even make a sound and was directly knocked to the ground. But he scrambled up in one roll and also swung a fist at Zhou Zhihao.

The result of this punch was predictable.

Zhou Zhihao sneered viciously. He grabbed Zhang Jingchan’s small, delicate fist in one grip. He was originally a thug, good at fighting, and at this moment he was also being ruthless. He grabbed Zhang Jingchan’s head and slammed it hard against the car door.

Li Weiyi watched Zhang Jingchan being abused by Zhou Zhihao like a rag doll. Her whole person exploded. She let out a loud “Ah!” bent over and rushed forward, ramming her head into Zhou Zhihao’s waist.

Zhou Zhihao was hit so hard his waist nearly broke. He had no choice but to release Zhang Jingchan.

Zhang Jingchan had never suffered such a huge loss in a fight in his entire life. Because he had completely forgotten that he was currently a frail seventeen-year-old girl. At this moment he was dizzy and seeing stars, with a bruised and swollen face covered in blood. Supporting himself against the car, he stood there for quite a while before steadying himself. He looked up to see Li Weiyi grappling with Zhou Zhihao.

But Zhou Zhihao completely hadn’t expected that such a big young fellow would fight with him like this! Li Weiyi’s whole heart was set on pulling his hair, scratching him, clawing at him, and even biting him. Zhou Zhihao was completely confused for a moment, even having an illusion that he was being entangled by a woman.

But Zhou Zhihao had many years of fighting experience, with extremely rich experience and skills. Moreover, seeing several police officers surrounding him, his heart both anxious and hateful, he raised his hand and delivered two resounding slaps—”slap slap”—hitting Li Weiyi’s face.

Chapter 55: My Hero (3)
Li Weiyi was hit so hard her ears were buzzing. Dizzy and disoriented, she swayed and was about to fall. Suddenly a thin, small figure lunged from the side and caught her. Zhou Zhihao’s next several kicks landed solidly on that person’s body.

Ding Chenmo saw there was a gap between the three people and shouted “Go!” Several police officers seized the opportunity and pounced like tigers released from their cages, pinning Zhou Zhihao—who had pulled out a dagger—to the ground. Zhou Zhihao shouted: “Why are you arresting me! Injustice! Injustice! Police brutality!”

Ding Chenmo took out handcuffs and locked them firmly on him, roaring: “Attempted murder, armed assault on police officers, and you still cry injustice! Wait to go to prison!”

The onlooking crowd surrounded them in layers, pointing and whispering.

Li Weiyi had been knocked to the ground by Zhang Jingchan, who was protecting her with his body. This was her first fight in her life. Her mind was muddled, and she hurt everywhere on her face and body. But looking at Zhang Jingchan’s face covered in blood, she only felt her heart aching like never before. She wrapped her arms around his waist in return and sat up holding him entirely in her embrace. He reached out to push away but let out a muffled groan from aggravating his wounds. Li Weiyi looked at him this way and instantly her eyes filled with tears. She felt he was like a fragile porcelain doll—she wanted to hold him tightly but didn’t dare use too much force. She could only carefully hold him in her arms and ask: “Are you alright? Does it hurt a lot?” Her mouth turned down and tears fell.

Zhang Jingchan had never been held by a woman on her lap in his entire life. He tried to struggle free, but Li Weiyi immediately tightened her grip, very stubbornly. After a while, he laughed helplessly and simply gave up, letting her hold him. He reached out to pinch her chin and asked: “Crying again. Does it hurt?”

Li Weiyi’s eyes were blurred with tears, not understanding. His fingertip lightly touched her reddened cheek, and only then did she remember the two slaps Zhou Zhihao had given her, becoming aware of the knife-like stinging pain on her face.

“What’s that compared to you? He punched you several times and kicked you several more… It’s all my fault, wuu wuu wuu, I’m too weak at fighting…”

Zhang Jingchan laughed, coughed twice, and said hoarsely: “Alright, help me up.”

Li Weiyi, feeling wronged, helped him stand.

Over there, Zhou Zhihao’s eyes were bloodshot, looking completely desperate and crazed. He was pressed against the car door by the police officers who were searching him.

Zhang Jingchan released Li Weiyi’s hand and, enduring the pain, swayed unsteadily as he walked over.

Li Weiyi was stunned. The others also hadn’t expected him to suddenly approach. Zhang Jingchan walked up to Zhou Zhihao and raised his hand.

This time, the young woman Zhang Jingchan used her wits. This body had little strength, so he put all the force from his waist and back into it, shifting into a bow stance front and back to borrow momentum, pulling the arc of his arm to its maximum.

“Slap”—a resounding slap landed on Zhou Zhihao’s face. Before he could react, Zhang Jingchan backhanded another “slap.”

These two slaps made even Zhang Jingchan himself spin half a circle, only avoiding a fall by grabbing Li Weiyi’s arm. The crisp sound echoed through the crowd. Zhou Zhihao was hit so hard his head jerked left then right, and blood streamed from his nose.

“She hit me! She hit me!” Zhou Zhihao went crazy again. “I’m going to sue her, sue her!” Ding Chenmo pressed his head down, pressing it flat against the car hood, even squashing his mouth.

Zhang Jingchan pointed at Li Weiyi’s face and said to Ding Chenmo: “Returning his two slaps.”

Even the police officers were shocked by this.

They had never seen such a fierce girl—quick reflexes and great courage. She was the first to run out and intercept the criminal. Even after being beaten by the criminal into such a state herself, she still insisted on taking revenge for her boyfriend.

Li Weiyi wanted to cry and laugh at the same time. Her heart ached terribly. She looked at Zhang Jingchan’s face, mottled with bruises yet calm, unable to say anything. She only gripped his hand tightly. He noticed and squeezed her hand even tighter in return.

“Zhang Jingchan…” She couldn’t help but call his name in a tearful voice.

He seemed to understand everything. Without turning his head back, he switched to holding her hand with his other hand and raised one hand behind him.

“Mm…” She responded with a sob, bending down and lowering her head, letting him gently pat the back of her head twice. Clearly the two hadn’t said anything, yet she received the comfort she wanted, and he knew this was exactly the kind of comfort she needed.

The ambulance arrived.

Li Weiyi helped Zhang Jingchan walk back to the courtyard entrance. Li Zhongheng was being lifted onto the ambulance by medical personnel. Zhang Jingchan sat down leaning against the wall, gesturing for Li Weiyi to go check on her father first.

Li Weiyi looked back every three steps, her eyes fixed on him as she walked away.

At this moment, Ding Chenmo came over and sat down on the ground beside Zhang Jingchan.

Ding Chenmo lit a cigarette and smoked it. After a long while, he gave a thumbs up: “You girl, you look cold-hearted and silent, but at critical moments you’re more reliable than any man. Good kid. Your dad is so fortunate to have you. Are you interested in attending police academy in the future?”

Zhang Jingchan: “No.”

Ding Chenmo wasn’t discouraged either. After all, too few girls were willing to attend police academy. He took a drag of his cigarette and said again: “That little boyfriend of yours isn’t bad either. He’s a bit delicate, but he’s also very brave. But girl, in the future don’t shoulder everything yourself. Let your boyfriend stand up too—that’s how two people can be even better together! Thanks to both of you this time.”

Zhang Jingchan pulled at the corner of his painful mouth, smiled, and said: “No need to thank us. You’re the ones who worked hard. He doesn’t need to stand up—having me is enough.”

Ding Chenmo: “…”

Young people these days—the men don’t act like men, the women don’t act like women. He really was old and couldn’t understand it anymore!

Chapter 56: Reunion (1)
Zhang Jingchan accompanied Li Weiyi and followed the ambulance to the hospital. Xiang Qinling and Li Xiaoyi also rushed over, and together they sent Li Zhongheng into the emergency room. The family broke down crying once again. Zhong Yi also hurried over upon hearing the news and voluntarily ran errands for them.

Zhang Jingchan went to the emergency department for examination. Fortunately, they were all superficial injuries without any bone damage—his forehead, arms, and lower back had multiple injuries, some requiring bandaging and others requiring ointment application. The Li family mother and daughters were extremely distressed. Li Weiyi squeezed in beside him, her eyes also reddening with heartache. This made Zhang Jingchan simply hide away and run errands together with Zhong Yi.

When Xiang Qinling and her daughter learned that it was once again A-chan (Li Weiyi) standing before them who had helped find Li Zhongheng, they were both profusely grateful. Seeing A-chan eagerly keeping watch outside the operating room, tears flowing as fiercely as theirs, they felt even more that he was upright and tenderhearted, greatly increasing their favorable impression of him.

As for this young man always being inseparable from their younger daughter, the mother and daughter pair had also noticed, but right now they really had no time to concern themselves with it.

Several hours later, Li Zhongheng was wheeled out. The emergency treatment had been very successful—he was no longer in life-threatening danger, only fallen into deep sleep. He would need to recuperate his body properly afterward.

The police investigation made rapid breakthroughs. Under Ding Chenmo’s powerful interrogation pressure, combined with various trace evidence that formed ironclad proof, Zhou Zhihao quickly couldn’t withstand it and confessed truthfully.

Indeed, as Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan had deduced, during this period Zhou Zhihao’s family had been trapped in a pile of troubles, going from bad to worse. When Li Xiaoyi proposed breaking up with him, it made his anger burn even fiercer.

Before the incident occurred, he had already been following Li’s parents for several days. He had always known they were softhearted—originally he wanted to wear them down, and if playing pitiful didn’t work, he would use threats and inducements to get them to persuade Li Xiaoyi to change her mind.

On the evening of the 8th, he followed Li Zhongheng. As he followed, he gradually sensed something wasn’t right. Zhou Zhihao often bought lottery tickets and frequently had dreams of getting rich overnight. When he saw the honest and simple Li Zhongheng standing at the lottery station entrance, looking at the winning numbers on the wall with his face flushed red, and then saw Li Zhongheng secretly run to a deserted place and take out a lottery ticket from his waist pouch, looking at it treasuringly again and again, Zhou Zhihao’s eyes turned red.

He intercepted Li Zhongheng on the small road leading to the bus station.

Originally he wanted to trick the lottery ticket away—once it was in his hands, who could say clearly whose it was? Who knew Li Zhongheng would be extremely cautious and absolutely refuse to take it out, brushing him off and trying to leave.

On one side was the Zhou family, stuck in the mud; on the other side was a huge sum of money plus his sweetheart. When Zhou Zhihao thought about how getting this money would be enough for him to use for half a lifetime—he hadn’t thought about using it to save the Zhou family from their predicament—and then thought about how with this money, the Li family would definitely have to bow their heads and let Li Xiaoyi reconcile with him, he could no longer restrain himself. As if ignited and driven by a ball of mad flames, he approached from behind and smacked a brick on top of Li Zhongheng’s head.

Afterward, as Ding Chenmo had deduced, he knocked the man unconscious, grabbed the lottery ticket, but had nowhere to go. In a flash of inspiration, he first hid Li Zhongheng in the woodshed of Third Sister’s restaurant.

But once daylight came and Third Sister and her husband arrived, the matter couldn’t be hidden. Zhou Zhihao didn’t want to share the money with them. He had also thought about killing, digging a pit in the courtyard, but in the end some humanity still remained. Thinking that Old Li had always treated him well, killing a living person—he couldn’t bring himself to do it.

Later he carried Li Zhongheng to the abandoned courtyard next door.

Those wounds on Li Zhongheng’s body were all inflicted by him—unskilled, chaotic, not fatal. He wanted to kill but couldn’t be ruthless enough, back and forth repeatedly. But if time dragged on long enough, Li Zhongheng would definitely die from blood loss and infection.

……

What awaited Zhou Zhihao would be the law’s most just and stern punishment. For the rest of his life, he would never again have the opportunity to lay a finger on Li Xiaoyi.

As for that sum of money, he had already squandered nearly a million—buying luxury brands, buying gemstones, buying phones, buying a car, living it up in Xiangcheng and throwing money around like dirt. Whatever could be recovered, whatever could be liquidated, Ding Chenmo said he would help get back.

Yet the Li family showed no joyful expression whatsoever. Compared to coming into sudden wealth, what pained them more was the injuries Li Zhongheng had actually suffered and the hardships he had endured. However, when Li Zhongheng woke up that evening and heard that after paying for surgery, medical treatment, and rehabilitation expenses, more than half the money could still be left over, he grinned and said: “Heaven still has eyes after all. My suffering wasn’t in vain.”

Hearing that it was Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan who had brought the police to find him and helped catch Zhou Zhihao, Li Zhongheng grasped the young man Li Weiyi’s hand and said weakly: “A-chan, great kindness needs no thanks. I’ll be shameless—as long as you’re willing, from now on treat the Li family as your own home, treat us as your… closest people.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes brimmed with hot tears as she threw herself on his hospital bed: “Dad! Mom! Sister—”

Even though the Li family was endlessly grateful to her, at this moment they all froze in unison.

Li Weiyi had already grasped Li Zhongheng’s hand, pressing her handsome face against it and nuzzling, making Li Zhongheng feel both moved and amused.

Zhong Yi suddenly glanced at Li Xiaoyi, his eyes carrying unclear meaning. Li Xiaoyi’s face reddened as she spat, though it wasn’t clear what she was spitting at.

Zhang Jingchan waited until Li Weiyi had acted coquettish enough, then grabbed the back of her clothes and forcefully dragged her back to his side, saying: “She’s a rather emotional person who likes to follow my lead in addressing people. Don’t overthink it.”

As soon as these words came out, Dad, Mom, Sister, and brother-in-law all looked at him. Only the brother-in-law’s eyes contained hidden envy.

Zhang Jingchan also realized his words hadn’t gone through his brain—probably the Li family’s atmosphere was too soft and sticky, making his brain turn slower too. His face, extremely rarely, turned slightly red as he said: “Alright, you all rest well. I’ll take her back first.”

Mother Li said: “You’re also injured. After dropping off A-chan, go straight home. Your sister and I are watching here—it’ll be fine.”

Zhang Jingchan nodded and pulled the reluctant Li Weiyi away.

The two had just walked out of the hospital room when they came face to face with a large group of people walking their way in a grand procession. Leading them were Zhang Moyun and Wu Xinhui. Following behind was Xu Yi, as well as Zhang Fengming, Cheng Chuan, Li Jingxiong and other high-level executives of the group—one could say almost half of Fu Ming Group’s leadership team had come. The hospital director and vice director were all accompanying them.

Both sides met face to face and all froze. Wu Xinhui rushed over with red eyes and grabbed Li Weiyi’s hands: “Son, are you alright? I heard you helped the police catch a murderer—you, how could you be so bold? Don’t you want your life? You scared Mommy to death, wuwuwu…”

Li Weiyi glanced at Zhang Jingchan and quickly hugged her: “Mom, I’m fine, I’m fine. Look how strong and agile I am—only I get to beat up the bad guys!”

Wu Xinhui: “Nonsense! The police called and said you got severely beaten up.”

Li Weiyi: “……”

All the executives laughed. Zhang Moyun gazed fixedly at his son, a smile also appearing on his originally solemn face. Wu Xinhui pulled Li Weiyi’s hand and walked before Zhang Moyun.

Zhang Moyun hadn’t expected that there would be such a day when his son would look at him so eagerly, his eyes revealing timidity, attachment, and shyness. After his son turned five, he had never again had such dewy eyes.

Chapter 57: Reunion (2)
Zhang Moyun’s heart gave a thump, his chest feeling somewhat hot. He asked: “Are you alright?”

Li Weiyi nodded forcefully: “Yes!”

Zhang Moyun fell silent for a moment, then suddenly stepped forward and embraced his tall, strapping son in his arms. Li Weiyi stiffened slightly, then relaxed. Over his shoulder, she raised her face toward Zhang Jingchan, revealing a triumphant smile that said “see, I told you he loves you,” then reached out to return the embrace.

Zhang Jingchan silently stared at them.

The father and son hugged for a full half minute. Eventually, someone—no one knew who—began applauding, and applause filled the air. The father and son released each other. Li Weiyi’s face was flushed red, her eyes bright and sparkling. Zhang Moyun laughed quite heartily: “What are you all applauding for? What’s so worthy of applause?”

Zhang Jingchan’s second uncle Zhang Fengming was the first to speak. His eyes were also red, appearing deeply moved as he said: “Third Brother, you and your son have such deep affection. A-chan is young and accomplished, upright and kindhearted. Fu Ming has a successor—we’re happy! Can’t we applaud?”

Li Yunmo’s father, Construction Director Li Jingxiong, laughed heartily and said: “Well said! A-chan did great! A tiger father truly has no dog for a son.”

Everyone laughed. The atmosphere was warm and celebratory, with all attention focused on them.

Wu Xinhui said: “A-chan, when your father heard you had an accident, he dropped the project without managing it and bought the fastest flight back. Your uncles also all rushed over from the company. Now that everything’s fine, go home and rest first. In a few days we’ll invite everyone for dinner.”

Everyone agreed. Wu Xinhui pulled her son’s hand to leave. Li Weiyi: “Wait a moment!” She walked over and pulled Zhang Jingchan’s hand, saying: “Dad, Mom, this is Li Weiyi. Thanks to his protection today, otherwise I… uh… would have been beaten even worse.” The last sentence was extremely quiet.

Zhang Moyun was someone who—the moment his son entered the hospital—by the next moment already knew everything that had happened today crystal clear. He recognized this as the little girlfriend his son had brought to Shanghai two months ago. But since then he hadn’t seen her, and thought they had broken up. He hadn’t expected his son would risk so much for her today.

Although the matter arose because of the Li family, Zhang Moyun still smiled slightly and said to Zhang Jingchan: “Child, you’re very brave. Thank you.” Wu Xinhui always went along with whatever her husband said. Although her son getting beaten because of this girl was uncomfortable, since her husband didn’t say anything, she naturally didn’t take it to heart either. Moreover, the last time she saw this child, she had immediately taken a liking to her.

Wu Xinhui pulled Zhang Jingchan’s hand, asking after her well-being warmly, asking if Father Li was better, asking if she was scared. Seeing that though she was thin and small, her back was straight and she had considerable backbone, her heart filled with even more affection.

Zhang Moyun asked: “Are you and A-chan classmates?”

Zhang Jingchan looked at his father, who was rarely so amiable, and the corner of his mouth twitched slightly as he said: “I’m seventeen, still in my second year of high school.”

Zhang Moyun: “……”

Wu Xinhui: “……”

Li Weiyi: What a rebellious son!

The group still crowded around Li Weiyi to leave. Li Weiyi’s heart was concerned about Fu Ming matters, so she grabbed Zhang Jingchan’s hand and said: “You come back with me.”

Zhang Moyun and Wu Xinhui looked at each other. The others all pretended nothing was amiss while suppressing laughter. Some thought to themselves that this crown prince was really still as wild and reckless as before.

Zhang Moyun could only say: “A-chan, come here. Let me say a couple words to you.”

Li Weiyi walked aside with him, looking at him uncomprehendingly. When Zhang Moyun saw her eyes, his heart softened again. He just felt that today his son looked especially vulnerable and helpless—after all, still a child, must have been scared—originally prepared to scold him for not knowing proper limits, he also softened his tone: “Have you thought about how bringing an underage young lady home isn’t quite appropriate? Her family would also be worried.”

Li Weiyi said righteously: “Where are you thinking? I’m not going to sleep in the same bed with him. Just find an empty room for him.” Then she frowned and clutched her chest: “No, Dad, I really was scared today. He flew over to protect me. If I can’t see him, my chest will hurt. When I close my eyes I see the criminal trying to kick me! Dad, take him back!”

Zhang Moyun: “……”

He took a deep breath and finally spoke sternly: “No! This is nonsense!”

Li Weiyi looked aggrieved: “Dad… Dad…” She grabbed his hand and shook it several times. “He’s willing himself. Why do you care so much? If you don’t believe me, go ask him.”

Zhang Moyun felt he was about to have a heart attack. But strangely, facing such an unreasonably demanding son, he still couldn’t lose his temper and could only hold it in.

Zhang Jingchan couldn’t watch anymore. Li Weiyi, probably because the family matter was finally resolved, was in high spirits, acting coquettishly and pleading, twisting about. The key point was that right now she was in his one-point-eight-two-meter tall body.

Zhang Jingchan strode over and nodded at Zhang Moyun: “I’ll go home right away. Let me say two more things to her.”

Zhang Moyun’s eyes flashed. He felt this little girl’s temperament was particularly stubborn, and a familiar annoying feeling surged in his heart. He only said “Mm” and gave space to the young couple.

Zhang Jingchan: “Go home first. It’s late now anyway. I’ll come find you first thing tomorrow morning.”

Li Weiyi: “Oh…”

Zhang Jingchan beckoned with his hand. Li Weiyi immediately lowered her head and leaned close to him. He said in a low voice: “You find a way to keep him there. We’ll have a showdown tomorrow morning.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes lit up as she nodded forcefully.

Zhang Jingchan smiled. Regardless of the countless pairs of eyes watching around them, he raised his hand and patted her cheek, then turned and walked away.

Zhang Moyun and several executives stood together, their gazes following them deeply. He said: “Xu Yi, drive her back.”

In such a lively scene earlier, Xu Yi, as special assistant and general office manager, had always stood to the side smiling, occasionally saying a word or two. Now he took the car keys and quickly caught up with Zhang Jingchan, saying: “Miss Li, let me take you.”

Zhang Jingchan’s steps didn’t stop: “No need.”

Xu Yi just smiled: “The chairman’s instructions. I hope you’ll help me out and let me complete my task.” He walked two steps ahead of him, pushed open the glass door for him, and led the way in front.

Zhang Jingchan looked at him in the night—suit and leather shoes, refined and cultured, advancing and retreating with propriety. To be fair, he had never had any ill feeling toward Xu Yi. At nineteen, he had even felt some admiration for Xu Yi—graduating from a top five prestigious university, earning his first pot of gold through his own startup business at a young age, then upon someone’s introduction and his father’s earnest invitation, decisively choosing to join Fu Ming Group, from then on rising rapidly with the wind. If nothing had happened to Fu Ming, with his father’s appreciation and importance placed on him, he could at least become vice president and obtain a considerable number of shares. However, someone like him would sooner or later start his own business and spread his wings to fly high anyway.

After Fu Ming’s collapse, Xu Yi neither kicked them when they were down nor became dejected. Instead, he went abroad to study and gild himself. After returning, he single-handedly founded Muchen Group, becoming one of the top figures in the province’s business world.

“Thank you.”

Xu Yi: “Thank me for what? A-chan is like a younger brother to me.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled but said nothing.

In the car, Zhang Jingchan was relatively silent. Xu Yi casually chatted with him about a few things, such as which school he attended, whether academic pressure was heavy, whether the wound on his face hurt.

Zhang Jingchan answered each question simply.

After a while, Xu Yi also quieted down.

Arriving outside the Li family home, Zhang Jingchan pulled open the car door and said: “I’m going.”

Xu Yi nodded, watching him enter that simple home until the lights came on. Only then did he turn around.

As he drove out of the residential complex, Xu Yi looked back at the Li home once more, his brows furrowing deeply.

Chapter 58: The Final Push (1)
A good assistant never just completes what the leader assigns—nothing more, nothing less. After dropping off the person, Xu Yi turned back to the Zhang family villa. Upon entering the house, he saw Li Weiyi sitting at the dining table with a bowl of bird’s nest soup in front of her. Wu Xinhui was accompanying her at her side. Zhang Moyun wasn’t there.

Xu Yi walked over with a smile: “Sister Hui, A-chan.”

Li Weiyi held a mouthful of bird’s nest soup, her eyes wide and round: “Brother Xu Yi, did you take him home?”

Xu Yi nodded: “Don’t worry, I watched her go inside.”

Wu Xinhui said: “Little Xu, I’ll have Sister Liu make you something to eat too. You’ve been running around all day—you should fill your stomach.”

Xu Yi didn’t stand on ceremony with her and nodded in agreement.

Wu Xinhui went to the kitchen to arrange things. Xu Yi sat down beside Li Weiyi, watching as she ate the bowl of bird’s nest soup with her eyebrows curved in happiness. As he watched, he smiled too.

Li Weiyi: “What is it?”

“Nothing, just feel you’ve been… a bit different lately.” Xu Yi said gently.

Li Weiyi immediately reined in her expression and said: “Everyone’s like this when they’re in love. When my girlfriend is happy, I’m happy.”

Xu Yi smiled without speaking.

Seeing he said nothing more, Li Weiyi relaxed and lowered her voice to ask: “Brother Xu Yi, what’s on my dad’s schedule for tomorrow morning?”

She had a mouthful of bird’s nest soup, so Xu Yi didn’t hear clearly: “What?” Li Weiyi leaned forward closer, but she really underestimated her own size and weight. She leaned too far, and even the chair legs lifted up. She didn’t take it seriously, thinking she could play with balance as lightly as before. There was a “clang” sound as the chair fell and Li Weiyi tumbled down.

Xu Yi was sitting very close to her. With quick eyes and hands, he caught her. Li Weiyi’s heavy body crashed directly into him.

Although Xu Yi was one-eighty tall, his build was on the thin side. He let out a muffled grunt, and the chair he was sitting on slid back a distance—he was almost knocked over. Fortunately, he grabbed the table surface hard with one hand and steadied himself. Li Weiyi lay in his arms, also feeling quite embarrassed. She quickly climbed out of his embrace and went to pull him up: “I’m, I’m sorry…”

Xu Yi shook his head with a laugh and slowly sat upright: “It’s fine. You didn’t hurt yourself, did you?”

“I didn’t.” Li Weiyi looked at his face, which was still a bit pale, and laughed with a “pfft,” saying, “I’m too heavy, aren’t I? Look how I crushed you.”

Xu Yi smiled and lowered his eyes, his cheeks slightly flushed, and said: “What were you trying to tell me just now?”

Li Weiyi simply pulled the chair right in front of him, propped her chin on one hand, and asked in a low voice: “What’s on my dad’s schedule tomorrow morning?”

“An appointment to meet with an official.”

“Can it be postponed? Or delayed?”

“A bit difficult.”

“What if I insist you cancel it? If my dad holds someone accountable, I’ll take full responsibility.”

This actually completely violated Xu Yi’s professional principles. In theory, he only needed to listen to one person’s orders—Zhang Jingchan’s. However, after a moment of silence, he answered: “Alright, understood. I’ll handle it first thing tomorrow morning.”

Li Weiyi’s brows and eyes relaxed all at once.

This special assistant, this high-end elite—he was so useful. She looked at his tall, slender frame, his fair and gentle face, and the pair of long, bright eyes beneath his fine wire-rimmed glasses. Yet what came to mind was the blurry face of the lofty Chairman Xu from the Muchen Company employee handbook in her memories.

The future super big boss was now obediently following her orders—this really gave her a kind of empty, wonderful, inflated feeling. She clapped Xu Yi on the shoulder and said: “Thank you, Brother Xu Yi. You’re a dragon and phoenix among men. In the future you’ll definitely rise rapidly and achieve great things. I wish you a bright future ahead and that all your wishes come true.”

Xu Yi froze, gazing at her eyes rippling with light under the lamp, feeling somewhat dazed. But she curved her lips in a smile, waved her hand, and went upstairs with light, cheerful steps.

Xu Yi kept staring until she entered the second-floor room. It wasn’t until the nanny Sister Liu brought out the noodles and said, “Mr. Xu, eat while it’s hot,” that he glanced at Sister Liu and finally began eating.

——

Early the next morning, to appear solemn and serious, Li Weiyi deliberately searched through the wardrobe for a suit. Upon looking, it was Armani. She found a white dress shirt and blue checkered tie, changed into the complete outfit, and stood before the full-length mirror, stunned.

If twenty-seven-year-old Zhang Jingchan in a suit was cold, steady, and imposing—

Then the nineteen-year-old him in a pure black suit was handsome and unruly, radiating youthful vitality.

Li Weiyi reached out to pinch her own face, then pinched her shoulders, pinched her waist, pinched her thighs. Her face felt a bit hot.

She walked out of the bedroom and heard from the half-open door of the second-floor study Zhang Moyun’s angry roar: “How could you follow along with his nonsense too? Is Secretary Zhang someone who can be postponed just like that?”

Li Weiyi quickly walked over and pushed open the door.

Sure enough, Zhang Moyun was scolding Xu Yi. Zhang Moyun stood behind the desk, his face full of anger. Xu Yi stood in the middle of the room with his head lowered, his expression unclear.

Zhang Moyun turned to see Li Weiyi’s outstanding appearance in her suit and tie and froze. However, he had really lost his temper this time and roared: “Get in here!”

Li Weiyi lowered her head and walked in, standing side by side with Xu Yi.

Zhang Moyun glanced at her but didn’t scold her. He continued scolding Xu Yi: “You’ve been my assistant for how many years? You’ve always had the best sense of propriety. Originally, after this year passed… I was planning to have you manage the market department. But what have you done now? In this corporation, do I have the final say, or does someone else?”

Xu Yi’s voice was respectful and calm: “Of course you have the final say.”

Li Weiyi: “Dad, don’t scold him…”

Zhang Moyun said coldly: “Shut up. It’s not your turn to speak. Xu Yi, then let me ask you—why did you do this today?”

Xu Yi raised his face. His expression was composed, but his eyes were slightly red—clearly he had never suffered such criticism in the workplace before. He said word by word: “Because A-chan is someone with good judgment. If he said this, there must be something more important than meeting with the secretary. I acted first and reported later—that was my mistake. But I trust A-chan.”

Zhang Moyun stared at him, then swept a glance at Li Weiyi, saying nothing. Li Weiyi’s heart warmed as she said loudly: “Dad, don’t blame him. It was all my idea! Anyway, it’s already canceled. Even if you scold people, you can’t change anything. Accept reality!”

Zhang Moyun: “……”

How could he have thought his son was pitiful and adorable yesterday? Looking at his son’s shameless rogue appearance today—it was even more contemptible than his former cold, arrogant personality! He grabbed the pen holder from the desk and threw it at Li Weiyi.

Li Weiyi jumped nimbly on one foot to dodge. Xu Yi shifted his body to block in front of her. Looking at his tall, thin, resolute back, Li Weiyi felt extremely guilty, thinking he was truly a person of great righteousness and magnanimity—no wonder he became a big boss later.

Fortunately, Zhang Moyun hadn’t really wanted to injure his son. The pen holder fell at their feet. He exhaled sharply twice and said to Xu Yi: “Go out first.”

Xu Yi nodded and withdrew. Just as he was about to close the door, someone walked up behind him.

Zhang Jingchan had claimed to be going to school today, leaving the house in his school uniform with his backpack. He entered the Zhang household with practiced ease. Downstairs, Wu Xinhui, though feeling her son leading astray a minor was truly unbearable, didn’t stop the girl from going upstairs in broad daylight.

When Xu Yi saw it was him, his tone softened somewhat: “Miss Li, the chairman and A-chan are talking. Why don’t you wait downstairs?”

Zhang Jingchan hadn’t spoken yet when Li Weiyi’s voice came from inside: “Is that Weiyi? Let him in.” Then she said to Zhang Moyun again: “…I already said I get chest pains when I can’t see him and won’t perform well. He must come in.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled faintly, glanced at Xu Yi, who stepped aside. Zhang Jingchan entered the room and turned to close the door. The two people’s gazes met—both deep black and calm.

Xu Yi stood in place for a while, walked a few steps downstairs, then stopped and looked back at the study once more.

He thought—something was off somewhere, yet it seemed everything was off.

Chapter 59: The Final Push (2)
Zhang Moyun couldn’t control his son doting on his little girlfriend, but now when there were serious matters to discuss and he still brought his girlfriend in—with Zhang Moyun already angry—he didn’t even look at Zhang Jingchan and only roared at Li Weiyi: “You little bastard, have you made enough trouble? Letting a little girl come in to listen? I see you’re dead set in your ways. I thought you’d become sensible—bullshit!”

Zhang Jingchan’s expression changed instantly as he said: “Who are you calling a little bastard?”

Zhang Moyun paused. He wouldn’t go so far as to take his anger out on a young girl. Li Weiyi quickly grabbed Zhang Jingchan’s hand: “Don’t be angry, don’t be angry. He’s scolding me, scolding me. I’m the little bastard, I am.”

Zhang Moyun felt his eyes were about to go blind. Was this really his own son?

Zhang Jingchan snorted and patted Li Weiyi’s hand, indicating it was fine, then pulled over a chair and sat down. When Zhang Moyun saw his presumptuous attitude of acting like the host, it felt inexplicably familiar, and he froze slightly.

Li Weiyi sat down side by side with him. Seeing Zhang Moyun still standing there with a dark face, she said: “Dad, sit down. Why are you still standing?”

Zhang Moyun: “……”

In the past, whenever he scolded like this, his son would slam the door and leave, and the two wouldn’t speak for many days. But now his son seemed to have shed his youthful rebellious streak and could even joke around with him cheerfully.

Could it really be this little girl’s contribution? Making his son understand how to be flexible and adaptable… Bah, his mind was actually praising this brat.

Though thinking this, the anger blocked in Zhang Moyun’s chest dissipated somewhat. Still without a pleasant expression, he sat down with a “thump” and looked out the window.

Li Weiyi asked: “Dad, what I told you two months ago, what you promised me—have you done it?”

Zhang Moyun looked at her oddly. For two months his son had paid no attention to corporation matters, yet today suddenly made difficulties—this was truly strange.

“I know what I’m doing with company matters. You don’t need to teach me how to do things.”

Li Weiyi said suspiciously: “You didn’t stop, did you? You continued expanding the investment scale, sinking deeper and deeper?”

Zhang Moyun said coldly: “I told you this isn’t your concern! I haven’t forgotten what I promised you, but in business, what one can do, what one should do—these are influenced by many things. It’s not just doing whatever you want! Otherwise anyone who studied business management for a few years could open a company and be a boss!”

With a “bang,” the huge executive desk was pushed hard by someone. Though it didn’t move at all, it produced a violent vibration. Zhang Moyun’s brows furrowed tightly as he looked at the young girl beside his son. Li Weiyi was also startled. Just as she was about to soothe things, Zhang Jingchan had already spoken with a cold laugh: “Anyone who studies management for a few years can be a boss? Is that how you mock your son? That plan—how many years did he review before he could produce it… You really are still this selfish. I wasn’t wrong about you.”

Zhang Moyun’s gaze was dark and full of doubt. Now he clearly felt—the little girl’s tone was really too much like his son’s, and what she said was also strange and odd. But this thought only flashed by. He said: “It’s not your place to point fingers! Zhang Jingchan, make her leave!”

Zhang Jingchan stood up abruptly to leave. Li Weiyi grabbed him and pressed him back down. Using her strength advantage, Zhang Jingchan was actually pushed back into the chair by her.

Li Weiyi said helplessly: “Can you two not quarrel the moment you meet? Dad, do you have some difficulty? I know that last time, you took my words to heart. I can feel your sincerity. You’re not someone who values fame and reputation more than responsibility—you care deeply about your responsibility to your family, to Fu Ming, to everyone. You can see the truth clearly and can restrain desire. You dare to take the knife to yourself, scraping the bone to cure the poison.”

With these words, both father and son fell silent.

Li Weiyi slowly asked: “Dad, is Fu Ming already in serious difficulty now?”

Zhang Jingchan also stared at him.

Zhang Moyun’s face turned green then white. His body slowly reclined, leaning back in the chair, his jaw muscles moving slightly.

He said: “I told you, these matters really don’t need your concern. Whatever happens, Dad will shoulder it all and protect you and Mom well.”

Li Weiyi remained silent.

“Is there excess debt?” Zhang Jingchan suddenly spoke. “Two months ago when she gave you the plan, was there new debt exceeding our estimates, causing you—even if you filed for bankruptcy liquidation at that time—to be unable to repay it? So… you chose to continue investing and taking a gamble?”

Zhang Moyun’s lips moved, his voice hoarse: “How did you know?”

Li Weiyi bumped Zhang Jingchan’s arm with her elbow and said in a low voice: “See, I told you! You should trust your own father.”

Father—this form of address. How long had it been since he’d called this person that to his face? Zhang Jingchan lowered his eyes, suppressing the faint painful tears, then smiled sarcastically—whether at him or at himself, who could say.

“In any case, this time Dad will go all in, and I’ll arrange everything. If that day really comes, I’ve already prepared an escape route—I’ll send you and Mom abroad in advance.” Zhang Moyun said calmly. His gaze toward Li Weiyi held affection, pride, and the courage of burning one’s bridges.

However, for some reason, Zhang Moyun subconsciously glanced again at the little girl beside them.

Li Weiyi smiled bitterly and said: “But your son doesn’t want to go abroad, and doesn’t want to leave you behind. This separation would be for the rest of his life. Do you think your son could really walk away? The debts you owe, your son will repay. Your life is your son’s life.”

Zhang Moyun hadn’t shed tears in decades. At this moment, without warning, his eyes reddened. He quickly lowered his head, wiped the corner of his eye, and said: “Don’t speak foolish words anymore. I understand your meaning. Go out. Fu Ming and I can only continue moving forward. There’s no retreat.”

Just then, someone knocked on the door.

Zhang Moyun’s expression straightened: “Come in.”

Pushing the door open were the corporation’s Financial Director Cheng Chuan and Marketing Director Liu Ying. Cheng Chuan still wore his jacket and glasses, appearing shrewd and cautious. Liu Ying was gaily dressed, smiling before speaking.

“Chairman.”

“Chairman~”

Seeing Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan were also there, both froze. Cheng Chuan asked: “We two arrived at your door, and just now heard from Xu Yi that today’s meeting with Secretary Zhang was canceled. What’s going on? Didn’t we spend great effort to arrange a meeting with him?”

Liu Ying asked gently: “Was there some emergency? Is there anything you need me to handle?”

Zhang Moyun waved his hand and said: “I’ll explain to you later. A-chan, you can go…”

“Have them leave first.” Zhang Jingchan said. “Our matter isn’t finished yet.”

Zhang Moyun looked at him.

Li Weiyi immediately chimed in: “That’s right, Dad. First come, first served. Wait until we’re done. Uncle Cheng, Auntie Liu, would you please sit downstairs for a bit? Have Sister Liu bring you some bird’s nest soup.”

Cheng Chuan and Liu Ying withdrew from the study, closed the door, exchanged glances, and walked downstairs together a few steps. Liu Ying said: “What’s going on? The boss seems off today.”

Cheng Chuan said flatly: “How would I know? You’ve always cared about him—go ask him yourself.”

Liu Ying pursed her red lips, snorted, and said nothing more.

The two sat waiting on the downstairs sofa. The housekeeper really did bring them bird’s nest soup.

“Where’s Xu Yi? He was just here.” Liu Ying asked.

Sister Liu answered: “Mr. Xu just received a phone call. He said he had something to handle and left first.”

Liu Ying muttered: “He’s the one who knows how to curry favor. An assistant with airs bigger than ours.”

Cheng Chuan frowned: “Everyone’s working together—say less. So what if he doesn’t like talking to you? Besides, does the chairman really just treat him as an assistant? In the future his rank will definitely be no lower than ours!”

Liu Ying crossed her legs to drink the bird’s nest soup and said nothing more.

Chapter 60: Rewriting for the Second Time (1)
“Is there anything else you want to say to me?” Zhang Moyun asked.

Zhang Jingchan pulled out a USB drive from his pocket—one he had stayed up all night at an internet café to make. Li Weiyi took it and inserted it into Zhang Moyun’s computer, saying, “Dad, I’ve created another proposal. I poured my heart and soul into it, exhausting all my intelligence. I’ll help you one more time. This is also the last chance for you and Fu Ming.”

Zhang Moyun was slightly stunned. “What other solution could you possibly have? Do you know how much debt the company has now?”

“I don’t know. Either way, with compound interest, you’ll end up owing a total of 1 billion,” Li Weiyi said.

Now Zhang Moyun’s expression truly changed.

“We have a way to save you.” Li Weiyi glanced at Zhang Jingchan and said, “This is your son. He’s combed through countless market data and materials to dig up this one narrow escape route that will let you break free. However, yesterday I struggled with those criminals and injured my throat, and my spirits aren’t good either. This proposal—he helped me with it. He’s very intelligent. What he says is the same as what I would say.”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her, but she didn’t look at him. Her expression was resolute.

Zhang Moyun said, “Her? She’s still a high school student.”

Zhang Jingchan stood up. “So what if she’s a high school student? She understands better than you.”

Zhang Moyun was speechless.

Zhang Jingchan walked to the computer. Li Weiyi yielded her seat to him. He glanced at his father. “Move over.” Zhang Moyun was so exasperated he actually laughed. This young lady had an even fiercer temperament than his son. Yet that strange sense of familiarity surged through his heart once again.

Li Weiyi dragged over two chairs, arranging them so Zhang Jingchan sat in the middle with her and Zhang Moyun on either side.

Zhang Jingchan’s presentation style was nothing like Li Weiyi’s dramatic and emotionally charged approach. He opened the PowerPoint, and the first slide showed news about this year’s reduced soybean production in the Americas. All of this information he had searched for on domestic and international websites this year.

The subsequent content covered soybean futures’ gains so far this year, major investors’ positions, market expectations, investment returns, and so on. Some information he had found online; some he had fabricated by reverse-engineering future facts—Zhang Moyun had some understanding of finance, though he wasn’t an expert.

But Zhang Moyun quickly grasped the point. “You want me to buy soybean futures?”

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi both nodded. Zhang Jingchan said, “I… Ah Chan has communicated with friends abroad who work in finance. They’re very capable and have already made tens of millions of US dollars on this soybean wave. Unlike mainstream investment markets that are bearish, they remain bullish. Their conclusion is that in the next one to two weeks, soybeans will experience a decline—a market adjustment and turnover. When it drops by 300 points, we can enter. Then we hold the position until early September. During that period, no matter whether it rises or falls, we must remain calm and not move. When the time comes, no matter how much pressure there is, you must withstand it. They expect the peak to be around 4,400. By early September, news of the next wave of abundant soybean harvests will also arrive, and the market will plummet. So when the market rises to 4,300, we sell.”

Zhang Moyun’s brow furrowed tightly. He took the mouse and carefully examined the data, asking, “Ah Chan, are your foreign friends’ predictions reliable? I see that soybean prices are already very high. According to this data, many famous brokerages are shorting.”

Li Weiyi remained silent. Zhang Jingchan leaned back against his chair, his head tilted slightly. His fingers tapped on the desk a few times as he said, “If the mainstream market were always right, there wouldn’t be so many people going bankrupt, nor would we have this opportunity to win big with a small bet. There are large funds secretly going long; they’re just not doing it openly.”

Zhang Moyun’s spirits lifted. Father and son were aligned on this point—both had wolfish, adventurous blood flowing in their bones. Zhang Jingchan’s explanation struck exactly the right chord with him. He studied the proposal carefully for a while longer before asking, “How much capital do I need to raise?”

“Ninety million.”

Zhang Moyun fell silent. Given Fu Ming’s current situation, scraping together another 90 million would drain the last breath of life from the company.

Fu Ming wouldn’t collapse at year’s end—it would collapse right now.

And as Fu Ming’s helmsman, he would immediately face pressure from all sides, internal and external. It could truly be said he would be defying universal condemnation. Whether he could even hold out until September to sell was uncertain.

Moreover, what they were putting in was 90 million. If they gambled and lost, with ten times leverage…

Li Weiyi saw his expression shifting between light and dark and was about to persuade him, but she noticed Zhang Jingchan simply sitting quietly, staring at Zhang Moyun. Even knowing this was a guaranteed win, he refused to offer more words of reassurance.

Li Weiyi suddenly understood. He wanted to see his father trust him—trust him no matter how great the risk.

So she too fell silent.

Zhang Moyun’s voice was extremely hoarse. “Ah Chan, Weiyi, have you calculated how much debt I would carry if we lose this gamble?”

Neither of them spoke.

Zhang Moyun murmured, “Nineteen, twenty… nearly twenty—hundred million! Have you seen people who went bankrupt in debt? They’re like rats crossing the street—everyone shouts to strike them down. No one will ever trust them again; no one will cooperate with them. Even if they’re still capable, they won’t get another chance. I would carry this debt, living in humiliation and incompetence until I die of old age. For the rest of this life, there would be no possibility of recovery.”

Li Weiyi remained silent.

Zhang Jingchan suddenly laughed lowly. He raised his head, his gaze ice-cold.

He asked, “Have you seen those people whose families were destroyed and who became destitute and homeless because of bankrupt entrepreneurs like you? Right now, quite a few relatives and friends have invested money with you, with Fu Ming, haven’t they? Your eldest aunt, second aunt, second uncle, Uncle Li, Xu Yi… they’ve all invested, haven’t they?”

Zhang Moyun didn’t speak—tacit acknowledgment.

“Perhaps it’s only a few million, a few hundred thousand—nothing much to you. But this is their life savings, accumulated over most of their lives or even their entire lives. Besides relatives and friends, there are also upstream and downstream suppliers—those small factories that have always relied on Fu Ming to survive. If they can’t get their payments, they can’t survive. The several thousand workers at the construction sites have worked for a year. Some of them are very poor and depend on this money to live. By the end of this year, none of them will receive their wages.

“Have you ever seen someone jump from a building? Have you seen elderly, weak, women, and children holding bright red banners, crying until they fainted at Fu Ming’s entrance? Have you seen those workers guarding the construction site in the dead of winter, refusing to go home for New Year, still fantasizing that someone will help them recover their wages?

“When you go bankrupt and liquidate, you can’t take flights, you can’t stay in good hotels. You can only earn three or four thousand yuan a month, barely maintaining your life. You huddle in a small rented room, constantly changing residences several times, and you can vanish from the human world, dodging all the blame and insults. But me… but what about your son and wife? Can they escape? Everyone knows Zhang Jingchan is the son of a deadbeat. Those workers cry to him, hit him, curse him. The bankrupt small factory owners jump from buildings in front of his mother, terrifying her so much she cries every night having nightmares… All those people who used to be the best at boasting and flattering have become sharp-tongued, bitter creditors and enemies, each one wishing they could bite a piece of flesh from mother and son. From then on, they have no family and no friends—only creditors everywhere.

“What does it matter that you live in wretchedness until you finally commit suicide in old age? Once you’re dead, everything’s settled. But what about these people’s lives? It’s not just one person, two people. It’s not just your wife and son. It’s thousands upon thousands of people! Their lives are ruined by you—because of your earlier frenzied expansion, your ambition, your greed. All the decisions were made by you!

“Now that things have reached this point, you’re still worried about whether you can recover? Carrying 1 billion in debt or 2 billion—it’s the same burden. I’m now giving you an opportunity—an opportunistic, completely dishonorable chance that will let you luckily pay off all your debts. An opportunity that means you won’t have to feel ashamed toward so many people’s lives! That will let your son and wife live with dignity too. They won’t have to be humiliated because of you, won’t have to suffer because of you, won’t have to… with you…”

Zhang Jingchan stopped speaking, slowly finishing the last two words in his heart: “…separate.”

Chapter 61: Rewriting for the Second Time (2)
These words had been buried in Zhang Jingchan’s heart for eight years. He had never told anyone, including his mother. Today they all poured out in one breath.

Li Weiyi looked at him, her eyes full of shock and pain. Zhang Moyun, however, was like someone who had been viciously punched—his soul scattered, his entire body cold. His voice trembled as he grabbed Zhang Jingchan’s arm and asked, “Why… why would you say these things? Who are you? Who exactly are you?”

Zhang Jingchan pried his fingers open one by one, his face covered as if with frost and snow. “Who I am doesn’t matter. From which year, from where I came to stand before you—none of that matters. I’ve already watched you die twice in front of me. No, it should be three times. If I have to witness a fourth time, I won’t come anymore.”

A tear fell from Zhang Jingchan’s eyes. Zhang Moyun drew a deep breath and called out, “Ah Chan…”

Li Weiyi covered her mouth with her hand.

At this moment, in this room, everything was tranquil—whether it was the sunlight outside the window, the faint wisps of steam rising from the teapot, or this father and son who had finally laid bare their hearts to face each other.

Until the knocking sounded at the door once again.

Zhang Moyun looked deeply at Zhang Jingchan, then swept his gaze over the well-behaved Li Weiyi beside him. He released his son’s hand, straightened his shirt collar, and said, “Come in.”

The person who entered saw the three of them sitting in a row behind the computer and was startled. He sensed the atmosphere in the room was off—all three had reddened eyes. He gave an honest smile and said, “Chairman, we’ve been waiting outside for quite a while. We wanted to ask what to do about Secretary Zhang’s situation.”

The visitor was none other than Li Yunmo’s father, Li Jinxiong, the group’s Construction Director. He was still wearing his thick work clothes, his face weathered, his voice booming like a foreman’s.

Zhang Moyun asked, “Are Cheng Chuan and Liu Ying outside too?”

“Yes.”

“What about Xu Yi?”

“He said he went to handle matters at the Jianshe Road store.”

“Tell Xu Yi to return immediately. Notify Zhang Fengming and Wu Mingrui to put aside whatever they’re doing and come here.”

Li Jinxiong was taken aback. This was equivalent to summoning all of Zhang Moyun’s core confidants with real power among the company’s senior leadership. But Li Jinxiong asked nothing and went out to handle it.

“You two go out. Let me think about exactly what to do,” Zhang Moyun said.

Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan exchanged glances and slowly stood up. Zhang Moyun smiled. His earlier loss of emotional control had been extremely brief. When this man made up his mind and sat up straight behind his executive desk again, he once more assumed the commanding posture of an ambitious hero.

“Don’t worry. You’ve both sharpened the dagger for me—the one that will cut Fu Ming’s throat and sever the rope. If I still can’t handle what comes next, then these decades have been wasted,” he said.

Zhang Jingchan walked to the doorway, stopped, turned back, and said, “Dad, goodbye.”

Li Weiyi also waved with a sweet smile, finally no longer needing to pretend. “Uncle, see you in 2022.”

Zhang Moyun’s pupils contracted sharply. The two of them had already walked out the door.

Zhang Moyun sat alone for a long time, until the midday sunlight became blindingly intense. He reviewed the proposal on the computer several times more, committing it thoroughly to memory, then clicked “Permanent Delete.”

“Xu Yi, have everyone come in.”

Zhang Moyun sat behind his desk, looking over each of their faces one by one. He wanted to speak, but his throat was hoarse. He cleared it, and his face already bore the familiar expression of resolute determination everyone knew.

“You are all the pillars of Fu Ming—my family, close friends, my right and left arms. You manage construction, finance, procurement, marketing, human resources… I’ve called you here to announce a major decision:

“Starting now, all of Fu Ming’s construction projects will halt immediately. All capital that can be recovered must be recovered within three days by any means necessary. All accounts payable will be delayed without payment, including everyone’s salaries. We will secretly proceed with the group’s bankruptcy liquidation, taking inventory of all assets and mortgaging another portion—find a way to borrow another 40 million from the bank. Together, we’ll raise a total of 90 million for me. Whether we can pay off all of Fu Ming’s debts in one stroke, including the money I borrowed from all of you, depends on this one move. Is everyone clear? From this moment on, Fu Ming has no other path to take—only this one path that I’ve decided on.”

Everyone was shocked, their expressions changing.

Cheng Chuan was the first to speak up. “But… Brother Yun, if we do this, won’t Fu Ming be… be…” completely finished?

Liu Ying also said with reddened eyes, “Chairman, what do you need 90 million for? The group’s capital is already tight. This is draining the last bit of hope from the company! Are you giving up on Fu Ming?” As she spoke, tears fell.

The atmosphere became heavy. Even Li Jinxiong, Zhang Moyun’s most loyal supporter, had tears in his eyes. “Brother Yun, I don’t understand! Those projects—our life’s work—you’re abandoning them all? Vienna… the Vienna we spent so much money building, so much money! It’s already more than half completed. If we stop construction now…”

Zhang Moyun’s second brother, Zhang Fengming, stared with wide tiger-like eyes, looking as if he hadn’t processed what was happening. Zhang Moyun’s brother-in-law and Human Resources Director Wu Mingrui, like Xu Yi, remained silent.

Zhang Moyun raised his hand, and everyone quieted down. He gave a bitter smile and said, “Fu Ming is already a pile of mud. The operations spread too widely—it can’t be saved. This isn’t everyone’s fault; it’s all due to my poor decision-making. But I guarantee to everyone that I, Zhang Moyun, will not run away. I will always be here, and my wife and son will be here too. To be honest with you all, I’m taking this 90 million because I have reliable inside information for an investment. I can’t go into specifics for now. If it succeeds, we can pay off all the group’s debts in one stroke. Fu Ming will collapse, but everyone here will be able to exit with a clean slate. As for me, I’ll probably end up penniless with nothing at all. I’ve already made this decision. There’s no need to try to persuade me. Everyone think it over. Those willing to walk this final journey with me, stay. Those who aren’t willing—please keep today’s conversation to yourselves, and you’re free to leave Fu Ming at any time.”

Everyone’s expressions shifted—some exchanged glances, some were anxiously distressed, some buried their heads in silence.

After a moment, Zhang Moyun asked, “Have you all thought it through? Second Brother, you’re my real brother—you speak first.”

Zhang Fengming sighed and said, “As you said, we’re real brothers. Whatever you say, I’ll do! Everyone here has prospered following you. We can’t be ungrateful now. Since you say this inside information will work, then it definitely will work! I trust you!”

Li Jinxiong had also composed himself, though his expression was tragic. “Brother Yun, I’ll listen to you.”

Cheng Chuan said, “I’ll listen to you.”

Wu Mingrui said, “You and I are family. I have no objections.”

Liu Ying wiped away her tears. She had always possessed courage and boldness in business that didn’t fall short of any man’s. She said, “Chairman, I think Fu Ming still needs me right now. I won’t leave. Although I came later, in these years, you’ve always treated me well. I won’t abandon you.”

Her eyes shimmered with tears. Zhang Moyun only smiled without saying anything. Finally, his gaze fell on the youngest among them, Xu Yi.

Xu Yi adjusted his glasses, his face still bearing a gentle, refined smile. “I am your assistant. My goal is execution, not questioning. I’ve recorded all six points you mentioned just now. I will definitely supervise their complete implementation.”

Zhang Moyun suddenly burst out laughing—he even laughed until tears came out. He heavily patted Xu Yi’s shoulder and nodded. “I haven’t misjudged you all. So what if Fu Ming collapses! When brothers unite in purpose, their strength can cut through metal! Once we get past this hurdle, does Zhang Moyun lack the ability to rise again? I’m not even fifty yet. If I could build one Fu Ming, I can create a second one! I’m putting my words here: I will remember all of your kindness today in my heart. When I turn things around someday, I will definitely repay you handsomely!”

Chapter 62: Fresh Boyfriend (1)
Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan stayed at the small balcony at the end of the corridor. With one turn of her head, she could see the senior executives emerging from the study one by one, their expressions grave.

Zhang Moyun saw off the last person. He looked up and met their gazes, smiled peacefully, then returned to the study.

The evening sunlight enveloped everything. Li Weiyi watched this scene as if witnessing the curtain fall on this legendary business figure. Only this time, there was no wretchedness—only magnanimity and tragic heroism.

Li Weiyi leaned against the railing, gazing at the distant floating clouds. “I wonder what our lives will become after we return this time,” she said.

“139XXXX0001.”

Li Weiyi turned to look at him.

Zhang Jingchan wasn’t like her, draped bonelessly over the railing. He stood ramrod straight with only one elbow resting on the rail. “Memorize it,” he said.

“Whose number is this?”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her sideways. “The one you’re using now.” He smiled and added, “To be precise, it’s mine.”

This was nineteen-year-old Zhang Jingchan’s phone number.

Li Weiyi turned her head to gaze at the sky, her feet kicking the wall rhythmically. “What if you change your number?”

“I won’t.”

Li Weiyi said, “Oh,” and silently memorized it repeatedly in her heart.

“What about you?” he asked.

Li Weiyi answered without thinking, “I won’t change mine either.”

Zhang Jingchan laughed softly and said, “You’d better keep your word.”

“Of course!”

The two fell silent simultaneously for a while. Zhang Jingchan exhaled lightly, tucked both hands back into his pockets, and gazed at the distant sunset. The horizon was bright red, the sky very blue—blue to the point of transparent tranquility. He said, “After 2014, I rarely acted impulsively anymore. I always thought three steps ahead with every move, considered things repeatedly, exercised the utmost caution. Because my life no longer had room for mistakes. But now, I want to do something impulsive.”

Li Weiyi asked curiously, “What?” What could possibly make him feel impulsive?

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her, then looked ahead, smiling without answering.

So Li Weiyi knew that whatever he refused to say now, he wouldn’t say no matter what.

“Tch, leaving me in suspense.”

Zhang Jingchan maintained that ambiguous expression—as if smiling, yet also as if not. He lowered his head to look at the ground, then raised it again. “What message are you planning to leave for yourself this time?” he asked.

Li Weiyi really hadn’t thought about it. She counted on her fingers for him. “Look, my dad survived, Zhou Zhihao got sent away, Zhong Yi will most likely move up if nothing goes wrong. I’ve also switched to studying art and said goodbye to that scumbag. My life from now on will be smooth sailing—everything’s resolved. Come to think of it, I really don’t have any regrets. Hahaha.”

Zhang Jingchan turned his head to look elsewhere for a moment, then turned back to face forward, not looking at her. “Think carefully. Are you sure you have no message to leave?” he said.

Li Weiyi froze.

He finally turned his head to look directly at her. His dark eyes were like thick fog had soaked into them—deep, distant, and quiet. Those weren’t her eyes. Those were the eyes of twenty-seven-year-old Zhang Jingchan.

Li Weiyi only felt her heart give a tremendous thump, as if she understood something, yet also as if she didn’t.

She turned her face away, burying it in her arms, though her tone remained light and casual as usual. “Okay, okay, then I’ll think about it some more.”

When Li Weiyi raised her head again, Zhang Jingchan was already looking down at his phone, as if everything were normal.

Li Weiyi pillowed her face on her arms and tilted her head, asking quietly, “What impulsive thing are you planning to do exactly?”

He smiled, raised one hand, and pressed it against the back of her head. Not like before—a light pat and then walking away. His five fingers threaded through her black hair, pressing and not letting go.

“When you wake up tomorrow, you’ll know.”

That night, Li Weiyi took advantage of when no one was around and Zhang Jingchan had also gone to evening self-study to return briefly to the Li household. She sat at her old small desk for quite a while, scratching her head, swaying left and right. Finally, she pulled out a sheet of white paper, sprawled on the desk, and wailed, “What exactly does he want me to write? I don’t know how to write it either…”

She spaced out for a while longer. Without even realizing it, her face had turned pink. At last, she picked up her pen and wrote only two lines on the paper:

“Don’t change your phone number.

Treat Zhang Jingchan well.”

Signed: From Li Weiyi of 2022.

Then, like a thief, she put the paper in an envelope and stuffed it into her desk drawer.

Zhang Jingchan requested leave to depart one period early from evening self-study and went to the Zhang residence first. Wu Xinhui and Zhang Moyun weren’t home. The housekeeper, Sister Liu, was quite surprised to see this young woman. Zhang Jingchan waved the spare key he’d taken during the day. “I dropped something here. Ah Chan gave me the key and told me to come get it.”

Sister Liu had no suspicions.

Zhang Jingchan entered the bedroom and saw the schoolbag thrown on the floor. He slipped an extremely thin envelope inside it.

——

January 13, 2022.

When Li Weiyi woke again, there was no alarm clock, no music. The surroundings were very quiet.

She found herself leaning against a light gray leather sofa, her face pressed against the backrest, as if she’d just taken a nap. Before her was a coffee table with a takeout paper cup of coffee on it. A coffee-colored women’s coat was draped over the sofa. She was only wearing a sweater and skirt. Her instinct told her the coat was hers.

She was in a large living room of seventy or eighty square meters. This was neither her home nor the apartment of Zhang Jingchan’s she had once visited.

Chinese-style decor, simple yet grand, elegant and refined. Even the materials of the tables and chairs looked extremely expensive at first glance. An antique crystal chandelier on the ceiling cast peaceful illumination, filling the entire room with gentle light.

The memories in Li Weiyi’s mind hadn’t caught up yet. Cupping her chin, she wondered: Had her family struck it rich with that lottery prize? Or had Zhang Jingchan changed his taste?

This feeling was like opening a mystery box. With great interest, she stood up and began touring this apartment. She noticed several pairs of men’s dress shoes and sneakers in the entrance shoe cabinet. Next to the dining table was a wall of bookshelves filled mostly with finance and literature-history books. However, a row of art books was also squeezed in the middle.

Li Weiyi smiled, her lips curving.

Past the large living room was a corridor. This apartment’s total area was probably approaching three hundred square meters. The first room on the right was an oversized walk-in closet, fully twice the size of her former bedroom.

The lights in the walk-in closet blazed brilliantly. Inside the dark brown wardrobes hung men’s overcoats, suits, dress shirts, ties, and some casual men’s wear. In one corner sat dozens of pairs of men’s dress shoes and several designer men’s briefcases. Each item looked exquisitely made and considerably valuable.

Whose home this was—the answer was ready to emerge.

Next to the walk-in closet was a bathroom with frosted glass, hazy with steam. She could vaguely make out a tall figure showering inside.

Li Weiyi immediately shrank back against the wall, her face reddening somewhat. She thought to herself: Eight years later, are Zhang Jingchan and I this close? I’m sitting and waiting in his living room while he brazenly showers inside. This… what kind of relationship is this?

Oh… She covered her face with her hands, thinking that she and he hadn’t even kissed yet. Zhang Jingchan must be shameless! No wonder yesterday he said mysteriously that once she woke up, she’d know what he was planning to do.

Chapter 63: Fresh Boyfriend (2)
She was still sneaking glances toward the bathroom, yet a sweet, intense emotion spread through her chest.

The sound of water stopped. The person inside took a towel to dry off. Li Weiyi’s heart began pounding wildly—thump thump thump. The bathroom door pushed open from inside. The person’s lower half was wrapped only in a bath towel, his head slightly lowered. His figure was tall and somewhat lean.

Li Weiyi froze, watching as the person reached out to the nearby shelf, picked up a pair of gold wire-rimmed glasses and put them on, then looked toward her.

Thirty-four-year-old Xu Yi seemed hardly changed from eight years ago—still gentle and handsome—except that a sharp, imposing air had been added between his brows. His exposed upper body and legs, though thin, showed clearly defined muscles and taut abs, obviously from regular exercise.

Seeing Li Weiyi, Xu Yi also froze, as if he hadn’t expected her to suddenly run in here. But he only smiled slightly, pulled a black-gray satin men’s robe from nearby and put it on, walked over, very naturally took her hand, then dropped a kiss on her cheek and said, “How come you ran in here? Want to do something?”

The man’s tone was full of indulgence and teasing, infinitely familiar. But Li Weiyi’s mind exploded with a tremendous boom from his touch and kiss—countless memories were triggered and came gushing out. She pushed him away in shock, saying, “Don’t touch me! You… you…”

Xu Yi frowned. One hand grasped her slender nape—as if he’d done this action a thousand times before—his brows full of concern. “Xiaoyi, what’s wrong? Are you feeling unwell somewhere?” He reached out to embrace her. Li Weiyi was so frightened cold sweat broke out. She turned and ran.

Xu Yi was completely stunned and quickly pursued her.

Li Weiyi fled in panic. Seeing a room on the left, she rushed straight in and slammed the door shut with a bang, locking it.

“Xiaoyi, Xiaoyi!” Xu Yi knocked on the door, his expression grave, though his tone was as gentle as possible. “What exactly happened? Are you angry with me? Let me in first. Let’s talk it through properly. Don’t hide, okay?”

“No!” Li Weiyi covered her face and shouted loudly. “Don’t come in yet. I need to be alone for a bit! If you come in, I really will get angry.”

Outside fell quiet for a moment. He said, “I’ll give you ten minutes.”

Finally there was no more sound. Li Weiyi sat on the bed with a completely flushed face, dejected. How did things… turn out like this?

Because eight years ago, her and Zhang Jingchan’s appearance had brought Xu Yi into contact with the teenage Li Weiyi. Later, Xu Yi actually fell in love with her. He was nine years older than her! Over all these years, no matter how high or far Xu Yi climbed, he remained constant—he never looked at any other girl besides her. And she, moved by his gentle devotion, had agreed to be with him a year ago!

It was chaos. This time it was truly chaos. The disturbed timeline had given her such an enormous bombshell in return.

She raised her head and looked at her bewildered self in the mirror, staring blankly in a daze.

Zhang Jingchan, where are you? All these years, why have you never appeared?

——

The evening of May 15, 2014.

After finishing a full day’s work, Xu Yi dragged his exhausted body back to his rental apartment—a well-decorated two-bedroom unit where he lived alone. Between his university graduation startup venture and his savings from these years at Fu Ming, he had accumulated two or three million yuan.

But now, it had all been invested in Fu Ming.

Xu Yi heated up a packed meal box in the microwave, then sat by the living room window. He rubbed his forehead, which had been tense all day, lit a cigarette, and gazed at the pitch-black night and the slender crescent moon.

Everyone thought he didn’t smoke. He only smoked when alone.

After slowly taking a few drags, he seemed to see those two clear pools of water before his eyes again. Even with his mind full of Fu Ming matters, he was distracted thinking about it again.

Xu Yi took several drags of his cigarette with his head down, feeling this whole thing was really fucking ridiculous. It wasn’t that he’d never had a girlfriend—pretty and gentle too—and his functions were fine.

So why was he now unable to forget a pair of a boy’s eyes?

Time seemed to return to that late night. He sat at the dining table in the Zhang family villa. That boy—who knew what had come over him these past few days—was lively as a rabbit, always affectionately calling him “Brother Xu Yi” in a gentle, melodious voice. Thinking of this, Xu Yi couldn’t help but smile, then immediately stopped smiling, feeling even more troubled inside.

Then the boy looked at him with those deep, beautiful eyes, bright and shining, filled with joy, dependence, and admiration. These past few days, he kept replaying in his mind what that person had said:

“You are exceptional among men. In the future, you will surely soar upward and achieve great things.”

“I wish you a bright future and that all your aspirations come true.”

It wasn’t that no one had recognized his ambition and talent. It wasn’t that no one had praised his limitless future. But that child’s few words seemed to carry some unique sweetness and purity that struck his heart. Every time he remembered them, his chest felt warm and burning.

Xu Yi stubbed out the cigarette, pressed his forehead with one hand, and smiled self-mockingly, thinking to himself that this time he’d really messed up.

His sexual orientation had always been normal. After years of interaction, the two had never crossed any lines. Strictly speaking, he was actually a generation older.

How could he, in an instant, develop romantic feelings for the only son of his boss who was about to go bankrupt?

Two days later, Xu Yi went to the Zhang family villa to deliver documents. Just as he came out of the study door, he saw the person who made his heart flutter coming downstairs.

Xu Yi’s voice instantly became slightly hoarse. “…Ah Chan.”

The teenage Zhang Jingchan nodded once without stopping, his hurried manner suggesting he had something on his mind. The tall, handsome boy wore top luxury streetwear brands, every strand of his hair radiating youthful hormones.

Xu Yi looked at his tall, solid build and his prominent Adam’s apple, suddenly feeling a wave of physiological revulsion—had he really felt desire for him? Had he actually found him sweet and cute?

Xu Yi, unwilling to give up and feeling somewhat desolate, said again, “What you said to me the other day… I’ve been wanting to say: thank you.”

Zhang Jingchan stopped and glanced at him. His expression was strange as he replied, “…You’re welcome.” Then his steps quickened even more. His face pale, he fled from the villa as if flying.

Xu Yi gazed at his robust, agile figure—like a young calf—and the boy’s consistently cold, rebellious expression. A bizarre thought suddenly arose in his mind—

This clearly wasn’t the Ah Chan from that night.

To be precise, the Ah Chan from those few days, compared to the usual Zhang Jingchan, was vastly different in voice, appearance, smile, manner of speaking, and temperament. The Zhang Jingchan just now—that was the normal one, the young master of the Zhang family he was familiar with.

They were like two different people.

Xu Yi’s lips pressed tightly together. The knuckles of his hand gripping the stair railing turned white.

Split personality? Or spirit possession?

Xu Yi laughed. He’d actually had such a bizarre thought.

However, over the following days, as Xu Yi secretly observed Zhang Jingchan, this bizarre, absurd notion grew stronger.

That child, that person from that night—he, or perhaps actually she? Where had she gone?

Would he ever see her again?

Chapter 64: His Problem (1)
May 16, 2014.

Li Weiyi had no classes during the day. She worked through some practice problems for a while, then during her break gazed out the window in a daze before pulling out a notebook from her drawer and opening it to a certain page.

That person’s handwriting was similar to hers at its core, only more rushed and flowing. Last time, that person had left a full eight pages of life guidance, instructing her to study art, urging her to matchmake her sister with Zhong Yi and break up her sister and Zhou Zhihao, warning her to stay away from a scumbag named Xie Zhilu.

This time, the future Li Weiyi had left only two sentences—telling her not to change her phone number, and also—

Treat Zhang Jingchan well.

This name, Zhang Jingchan, she had heard many more times since “waking up” this time.

Her parents said that this time “Ah Chan” had helped enormously. If not for him, Dad definitely couldn’t have been saved—for this, seventeen-year-old Li Weiyi was truly grateful to him.

Her mother had also hinted bashfully that although Ah Chan was a good young man, she was still in high school, and some things should at least wait until after getting into university.

Li Weiyi only felt her head spinning. “What? I… he and I…”

Her sister said, “Are you shy? Or playing dumb? But even though Mom and Dad agree, I think even after you get into university, you should observe him for a few more years. His family environment is just too different from ours. Someone like him—who knows if he’ll be faithful.”

Li Weiyi said, “That’s not…”

No one listened to her explanation.

…

Li Weiyi sighed and looked again at this ambiguous instruction. What did “treat well” mean? She didn’t even know what he looked like, and she was still in high school—she didn’t want to date early.

So then… become good friends first?

——

This was seventeen-year-old Li Weiyi’s first time coming to the Zhang family villa—not hard to find, as everyone in the city knew where the richest man lived. When she walked to the residential area entrance, the pedestrian gate automatically opened and the security guard smiled warmly at her from the booth.

Li Weiyi thought: “…”

Apparently during those three days, she’d come here quite often.

Li Weiyi stood before the enormous Zhang family villa that resembled a manor, her mouth agape.

Her heart also began to pound. When she met Zhang Jingchan, what should she say? Her reason for coming was bizarre—would he… understand? At nineteen, was he as confused as she was?

As she was lowering her head and kicking pebbles by the wall, someone called out, “Miss Li?”

Li Weiyi looked up to see a tall, refined-looking unfamiliar man wearing an exquisitely tailored suit.

She only responded vaguely, “Hello.”

Xu Yi’s impression of Li Weiyi still remained that of a taciturn, cool, aloof young woman. He asked, “Looking for Ah Chan? He’s at home.”

Li Weiyi said, “Thank you. Could you… help me call him out for a moment?”

Xu Yi turned to look at her.

The young woman’s cheeks were pink-white and tender, her hair jet black, her eyes seemingly hiding streams of water. Her hands nervously and shyly clutched the hem of her hoodie, looking extremely cute.

Xu Yi slowly smiled and said, “Weiyi, you used to call me Brother Xu Yi.”

Li Weiyi breathed a sigh of relief. So his name was Xu Yi—and he was an acquaintance! Her eight-years-older self had such a wide network! She broke into a grin and sweetly called out, “Brother Xu Yi.”

Xu Yi made an acknowledging sound and said, “Come inside with me.”

But Li Weiyi refused. She was afraid of entering an unfamiliar environment and meeting more people she didn’t know. She insisted on troubling Xu Yi to call Zhang Jingchan downstairs.

So Xu Yi returned to the villa. When he reached Zhang Jingchan’s bedroom door, a strange impulse surged through him—

He wanted to see what kind of reaction there would be when Zhang Jingchan, who was completely different from a few days ago, met Li Weiyi, who was completely different from a few days ago.

Zhang Jingchan was rushing to finish his homework.

The first time that person inhabited his body, they had grudgingly written a few pages of homework, though 80% was wrong. The last two times, they hadn’t even attended classes. Zhang Jingchan had to catch up on notes and homework while suspiciously staring at every empty space in his room. His complexion had grown worse by the day.

Xu Yi knocked. Zhang Jingchan said, “Come in.”

Xu Yi looked at the tall boy bent over his desk writing furiously. His gaze fell on the boy’s face full of gloomy hostility, and once again he felt that all his previous romantic feelings had been wasted.

Xu Yi’s face revealed nothing as he smiled. “Ah Chan, your girlfriend is here.”

Zhang Jingchan was puzzled. Girlfriend?

Oh, Cheng Ruiyan.

That person—hadn’t they broken up with Cheng Ruiyan for him? If they broke up, so be it. He didn’t have the mind for dating now anyway. His life was in chaos. If he didn’t work hard, he wouldn’t rank first in his department this semester. How embarrassing!

Xu Yi said, “She wants you to come downstairs to meet.”

Zhang Jingchan’s gaze drifted to the notebook in the corner of his desk.

The young man suddenly became calm and collected. “Brother Xu, tell her to leave. Since we’ve broken up, there’s no need to meet again.”

Xu Yi asked, “Really won’t see her?”

“Won’t see her. She and I are impossible forever.”

After Xu Yi left, Zhang Jingchan opened the notebook. Inside was tucked a letter with only a few brief lines, giving a short account of what had happened these past days. The concluding two sentences were:

“From now on, don’t be with anyone else.

Wait until January 13, 2022. The girl we want for this lifetime—she will appear.

—Zhang Jingchan.”

The young Zhang Jingchan smiled bitterly.

His eight-years-older self was really autocratic and domineering. How could he be so certain that girl was the one he’d want for this lifetime?

Then he would wait.

This love sounded so loyal, resolute, and ultimately romantic. The more proud the young man, the less willing he was to let go.

The circle of destiny between him and her—today he would put pen to paper, and it would take eight springs and autumns unknown to anyone before he could complete it and show it to her.

So the young man decided that starting today, he would wait without complaint or regret.

——

Xu Yi walked out of the villa again. Meeting Li Weiyi’s expectant gaze, a feeling of relief actually surged through his heart.

He said, “Ah Chan said… he won’t see you again.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes widened. A bit dejected, she said, “Well, okay then. There’s nothing I can do about it.”

Xu Yi placed his hand on the villa’s outer wall and looked at her. “Weren’t things fine just a few days ago? Why the sudden breakup?”

Li Weiyi thought to herself—this wasn’t her fault. Who knew what the mature woman version of herself eight years later had done to a nineteen-year-old male college student? Since they’d already broken up, she wasn’t taking the blame for this.

She said, “No, you’ve misunderstood. We’re not that kind of relationship.”

“Not?”

Li Weiyi nodded vigorously. “Really not! I’ve always been single.”

“Good that you’re not.” Xu Yi lightly patted her shoulder, like a gentle, refined older brother. “Come on, I’ll drive you home.”

Li Weiyi quickly waved her hands. “No, no need! Don’t trouble yourself.”

Xu Yi said, “Why be polite with me? It’s not the first time I’ve driven you.”

Li Weiyi thought: Ah… is that so?

She ended up sitting in Xu Yi’s inconspicuous sedan after all.

Along the way, the two chatted about many things. Xu Yi was naturally a good conversationalist. Little by little, he asked about her studies, hobbies, and life. Having been rejected in her mission to “treat Zhang Jingchan well” today, Li Weiyi was carefree and relaxed, happily telling him many things—about her experiences learning to paint since childhood, about the heavy burden of her studies, about interesting things at school… She was born a warm and happy person. Her youthful features reflected in the car window, her sweet, soft voice echoing in the vehicle. Even though some of her views seemed naive to Xu Yi, she made them sound wonderfully entertaining, causing Xu Yi to laugh frequently.

Not his usual professional, perfect laugh, but a genuinely relaxed and pleasant laugh from the heart.

Chapter 65: His Problem (2)
When they arrived outside Li Weiyi’s home, Xu Yi got out first and opened the car door for Li Weiyi. She felt a bit embarrassed and said, “Thank you, Brother Xu Yi. I’ve troubled you.”

Xu Yi said, “It’s nothing. Go on in. If you need help with anything in the future, call me anytime.” The two had already exchanged phone numbers.

Li Weiyi was very touched. That Zhang Jingchan wouldn’t even meet her, but Xu Yi was gentle and considerate in everything, always thinking of others. She thought to herself: Worthy of being a mature workplace elite—much better than that bratty boy.

Li Weiyi walked a few steps, then turned back. Standing in the bright sunshine, she smiled at Xu Yi with her eyes crinkling. “Brother Xu Yi, you look really tired. Has work been too hard lately? Your body is the foundation of everything. You’re someone who’s going to achieve great things. There’s a long road ahead—you must take care of your health! Let’s both do our best!”

After a moment of surprise, Xu Yi nodded and smiled. “Alright, I’ll be careful.”

Li Weiyi happily went home, her steps bouncing, her hair swaying. Her retreating figure in Xu Yi’s eyes slowly overlapped with that person from that night in his memory.

That person had been the same—after offering their precious blessings to him, bouncing and hopping upstairs. Then they disappeared.

Xu Yi leaned against the car door, lit a cigarette, leisurely finished it, and left with a smile.

So you’re here, he thought.

Whether you two are the same person, I’m not sure.

You both have secrets, and I don’t care.

I only know that the purity and brilliance that made my heart suddenly flutter—it has reappeared.

…

————

January 13, 2022, Xu Yi’s home.

Li Weiyi awoke as if from a dream, looking toward the door.

Keys jingled softly. Xu Yi said, “Xiaoyi, I’m opening the door.”

Li Weiyi’s hands resting on her thighs slowly clenched into fists.

Xu Yi glanced at her and walked over to sit beside her. He reached out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind her ear. Li Weiyi endured without moving. As if not noticing her stiffness, he wrapped one arm around her from behind and interlaced their fingers. Li Weiyi trembled slightly.

“What exactly happened?” he asked. “Why do you suddenly… seem so afraid of me?”

“No, no!” Li Weiyi immediately said. “I just… just suddenly had very important artistic inspiration and wanted to be alone to capture it. Really!”

“Is that so?”

She nodded vigorously.

Xu Yi laughed softly and said, “What a painting fool! Don’t do this again. I can’t take it.”

Though his tone was calm and gentle, Li Weiyi heard the seriousness in it. Her heart filled with tension, guilt, and confusion. She only lowered her head and said, “I understand.”

He glanced at his watch and said, “The driver should be here. I’m going to work. I’ve reserved that spring water restaurant you like for tonight—I’ll have the driver pick you up at 5:30.”

Li Weiyi made a vague sound of acknowledgment. Seeing her still looking unwell, Xu Yi remained silent for a moment, then pulled her waist close and leaned down to kiss her. Li Weiyi felt like her scalp was exploding. She felt the light sucking and turning of his cool lips, his tongue expertly slipping inside. His kiss was somewhat different from the person—a bit forceful, a bit fierce. Even her fingertips went numb as he kissed her for a while in a daze. He lowered his head to hold her in his arms and said, “Why are you still like a child, always not engaged…” He laughed softly and said, “Don’t forget what you promised me before I left on my business trip.”

Li Weiyi said, “…Which thing?”

He released her, stood up and went out to get his suit and dress shirt. Li Weiyi hesitated for a moment and followed, then immediately looked away when she saw him removing his robe to change clothes.

As Xu Yi changed, he said, “I was on a business trip for over half a month, and you want to play dumb and pretend it doesn’t count?” He looked up at her with a smile. “Move in tonight. You promised. I’m too busy—this way we’ll have more time together. I’ve prepared a room for you, the one next to the master bedroom. Don’t worry, without your consent, I guarantee I won’t do anything to you.”

Li Weiyi thought: “………..”

She took a deep breath and smiled. “Alright, don’t worry. I, Li Weiyi, always keep my word. Hurry and go to work, or you’ll be late.”

Hearing this, Xu Yi smiled and finally left.

Li Weiyi’s body still seemed to retain the sensation of his touch—slightly itchy, slightly numb. This feeling was very strange. On one hand, her body was familiar with his closeness and even felt at ease; on the other hand, it felt particularly unreal and uncomfortable in her heart.

She calmed herself for a moment, took out her phone, and dialed that number she had memorized perfectly.

Her heartbeat simultaneously accelerated.

The phone rang seven or eight times before being answered. But there was no voice on the other end, only faint breathing sounds.

Li Weiyi said, “Zhang Jingchan?”

He made an acknowledging sound.

Li Weiyi couldn’t quite describe her feelings—guilt, grievance, and deep dependence surged through her heart. She said, “It’s me.”

Zhang Jingchan said, “I know.”

Li Weiyi thought to herself how would you know if I didn’t say anything, then heard him say, “You changed your number after all.” That voice seemed shrouded in cold mist.

Li Weiyi said, “…”

He sighed very lightly and said, “Forget it. Where are you? I’ll come pick you up.”

Li Weiyi froze again. She absolutely couldn’t tell the truth. She answered, “…At the studio, with some painters. You know, the art circle—it would be really inconvenient for you to come pick me up. I’ll take a taxi to your company instead. Very quick.”

“Alright, I’ve moved locations—Huicui Tower. Don’t go to the wrong place. I’ll send you the location.”

Sitting in the taxi, Li Weiyi searched for “Huicui Tower” and was dazzled by the glaring achievements that appeared line after line.

Huicui Group, founded by Zhang Jingchan in 2016, evolved from Fu Ming Group established by his father. In this lifetime, Zhang Jingchan carried no debt burden. Instead, the Zhang family enjoyed a reputation for responsibility and accountability.

Though after 2014, Fu Ming went through bankruptcy liquidation and became a shell of itself, most of the group’s social resources and network connections were preserved, becoming Zhang Jingchan’s inherent advantage in starting his business.

His development over these eight years could be described as smooth sailing and unstoppable. In 2018, Huicui Group’s valuation exceeded 500 million; in 2020, 4 billion. In early 2021, Huicui Group successfully went public. Zhang Jingchan himself ranked among the nation’s top hundred entrepreneurs. His group’s output value and influence even surpassed Xu Yi’s Muchen Group. The two were the most dazzling new stars in Xiang City’s business world.

This overwhelming, imposing feeling reached its peak when Li Weiyi stood beneath Huicui Tower.

The former Zhang Jingchan had carried a billion in debt, alone and isolated. Though his company had high potential and value, he still huddled in a corner of the suburban entrepreneurship park.

Now, he owned two skyscrapers in the city center, bearing the Huicui name—golden and magnificent, worth its weight in gold, overlooking the entire city.

This was the life he should have had, wasn’t it? Li Weiyi thought. He and she were never from the same world.

Neither was Xu Yi.

Clearly Zhang Jingchan had given advance notice. From the moment Li Weiyi stepped into the tower, a beautiful, proper secretary respectfully guided and accompanied her throughout, taking the understated luxury executive-only elevator up to the top floor. After that, she was brought to the innermost CEO’s office.

Chapter 66: His Problem (3)
This office was at least four times the size of Zhang Jingchan’s previous one, occupying a full quarter of the floor.

Zhang Jingchan, dressed in a black suit, stood before floor-to-ceiling windows that covered an entire wall, hands in his suit trouser pockets. Hearing movement, he turned around.

Li Weiyi thought—it seemed he really liked these full-wall windows. Did he really enjoy looking outside that much?

Zhang Jingchan still had that prominent brow bone and clear eyes with a cold heart. Thin sunlight covered his neck—fair skin, distinct jawline.

Li Weiyi met his gaze and froze.

His eyes were different from yesterday. Silent, restrained, untouchable.

As if… she owed him a hundred million.

Li Weiyi thought to herself: He couldn’t be this angry just because she changed her number, could he? Never mind, they were so familiar now—a little coaxing would fix it. But seeing him, she couldn’t help feeling full of joy. Her tense heart also relaxed. She plopped down on the sofa and said with a grin, “Zhang Jingchan, you’ve finally turned things around. Nothing can limit your development anymore. I’m really happy for you!”

Zhang Jingchan stood without moving, didn’t smile, and kept staring at her. “What about you? How have these years been for you?” he asked.

Li Weiyi felt there was something strange about this question but didn’t think deeply about it. She picked up the delicate, soft cushion on the sofa, thinking to herself: Whether you stick your head out or pull it back, it’s still a blade—she might as well give herself a quick end! Besides, she’d really been frightened at Xu Yi’s place and had a strong urge to confide in him.

So while stroking the cushion, she said as if casually, “You’ll never guess what happened to me? I actually have a boyfriend now.”

Zhang Jingchan remained silent.

Li Weiyi continued chatting. “Guess who? It’s actually Xu Yi! I was scared silly. He’s nine years older than me! He should have been my big boss, but today when I woke up and saw him, I was scared to death…” Li Weiyi realized she’d said too much and immediately stopped, switching topics. “Because of our time travel, I gradually became connected with him later. He pursued me for many years. We only got together last year. Even now, I still feel like I’m dreaming. Isn’t this ridiculousness’s mother opening the door for ridiculousness…”

“Come here,” Zhang Jingchan said.

Li Weiyi hugged the cushion and looked at his expression. She couldn’t read anything from it—still calm and unruffled, his eyes deep.

But she actually felt a bit flustered. No, even a tiny bit scared.

A man who endured a billion in debt when down and out and was now worth ten billion after turning things around couldn’t be a pushover.

But what was she panicking about? Even if she was dating someone, she didn’t owe him anything!

Though she gave herself this pep talk, Li Weiyi’s flustered feeling didn’t improve at all.

She tossed aside the cushion, resignedly walked over, and stood before him like an elementary school student with her head lowered, only exposing her slender neck. He seemed to study her for a while, then raised his hand and knocked his knuckles against the full-length glass window. “Come here,” he said.

His voice was slightly hoarse, but Li Weiyi’s heart was fluttering with panic and she didn’t notice. She looked out the window. On the top floor of Xiang City’s tallest office building—outside were clouds, in the distance were rivers and mountains, beneath were other buildings.

So she thought, was he going to show her the infinite scenery from life’s peak? Cooperate, cooperate—definitely cooperate. She had to coax him properly.

So she took a big step over and stood in his designated position beside him, her face pressed against the window, the back of her head toward him. “Wow, the view is really beautiful. Is this the legendary ‘Standing atop the highest peak, all other mountains appear small’? As the ancients said, ‘When one person achieves enlightenment, even chickens and dogs ascend to heaven’—how true! Thank you, President Zhang, for giving me this opportunity to climb high and look far!”

Zhang Jingchan seemed speechless for a moment before saying, “Turn around.”

Not understanding, Li Weiyi turned around. A dark shadow had already descended. Zhang Jingchan pressed one arm against the glass above her head while his other hand pulled her waist forcefully. Li Weiyi was forced to arch her body backward as he leaned down and kissed her. His slightly cool suit pressed tightly against her.

It was as if an airplane roared through Li Weiyi’s mind, leaving her dizzy and disoriented. In her vision was only one thing—his pair of eyes, cold and deep. Her feet couldn’t stand steadily because he held her very unceremoniously. An aura called “Zhang Jingchan” instantly trapped her in the curve of his arms.

This kiss wasn’t gentle at all. From the first second his lips touched hers, they completely covered hers, sucking and nipping, his tongue also relentlessly pursuing and entangling.

This was a completely dominating kiss. He was like someone collecting a debt.

An extremely light, extremely quick tremor uncontrollably ran up Li Weiyi’s spine, then spread throughout her body, like rippling waves under moonlight pushing outward layer by layer. She felt even her fingertips and toes trembling.

However, Zhang Jingchan only kissed for a moment before pulling away. His face still very close, their eyes meeting eyes, he asked, “Who did you just say your boyfriend was?”

Right now Li Weiyi’s entire body and nerves were still in a paralyzed state. Not daring to look into his eyes, her gaze glanced at the floor as she answered quietly, “Xu Yi.”

However, President Zhang was dissatisfied. He laughed coldly. Before Li Weiyi could react, her waist tightened and she was pressed into his arms again as an even heavier, fiercer kiss descended.

Li Weiyi thought: !!!!!!!!!

When he pulled away again, Li Weiyi was completely pressed against the full glass wall, her face flushed, breathing rapidly. Her normally clear bright eyes now looked like spilled ink—thick and chaotic.

Zhang Jingchan still had one hand pressed against the glass behind her ear. He looked down at her from dozens of centimeters away and asked that death question again unhurriedly, “Who is your boyfriend?”

If Li Weiyi still didn’t understand, then these twenty-some years had been lived in vain. But how did he want her to answer? Biting her lip and looking at him, she said quickly, “No one.”

He lowered his eyes and lifted his eyelids. This time he wasn’t fierce. Instead, he pinched her chin with two fingers and kissed her lightly and quickly, savoring slowly, going deep then shallow.

But Li Weiyi still couldn’t take it. She protested vaguely, “Mm… why do you still kiss when I say no one…”

Zhang Jingchan’s throat released a laugh.

The third kiss ended.

Zhang Jingchan still held her chin without releasing it. His fingers moved upward extremely slowly, his fingertips creating slight friction that made half of Li Weiyi’s face feel like it wasn’t her own anymore. But he had already become calm, the impulsiveness fading from his eyes though the aggression remained. “Come,” he said. “Answer again. Who should your boyfriend be?”

Chapter 67: Fuming with Rage (1)
Li Weiyi was furious, yet her nose inexplicably felt sore. There were even more chaotic emotions, like an overturned spice bottle, spilling across her heart.

She said, “Zhang Jingchan, boyfriends aren’t something you can force on someone through strong-arm tactics. Besides, I’m still nominally Xu Yi’s girlfriend, so you can’t kiss me.”

Zhang Jingchan’s expression grew several degrees colder. His hand had just moved to rest against the glass behind her when Li Weiyi had already escaped back to the sofa, finding a corner where she turned her head away, refusing to look at him.

Zhang Jingchan slowly slipped his hand back into his pants pocket and walked over, sitting down half a person’s width away from her. He said, “He has nothing to do with your situation here. This timeline has been disturbed—your relationship with him doesn’t count.”

Li Weiyi muttered quietly, “Whether it counts or not isn’t for you to decide.”

As soon as these words left her mouth, she could clearly feel the air pressure around the person beside her drop even lower.

Li Weiyi’s heart grew a bit uneasy again. She stole a glance—his hands were clasped together, his arms resting on his thighs, his back hunched, his head tilted up, looking in the other direction, not at her.

Li Weiyi mustered her courage: “Wait, what exactly do you mean by all this?”

“What do I mean? You don’t understand?”

Li Weiyi jumped up: “Why should I understand? We never had… never had…” Her face flushed red.

Having already kissed her and made his attitude clear, Zhang Jingchan instead became calm and composed. He even poured them both cups of kung fu tea, set the teapot down gently, and said, “Never had what? Never hugged, or never held hands? In 2014, you were hugging and lifting me around like I was nothing. Now that we’ve kissed, you won’t acknowledge it?”

Li Weiyi nearly choked, pointing at him: “Zhang Jingchan, you’re pulling a scam.”

He smiled indifferently.

In the end, Li Weiyi couldn’t come up with any other retort. Face burning, she hung her head and sat back down. Both fell silent for a moment before Zhang Jingchan, eyes fixed ahead, asked her, “Eight years is full of variables. I told you to leave yourself a message—did you actually leave one or not?”

Li Weiyi answered slowly, “I only left two sentences—don’t change your phone number, and… treat Zhang Jingchan well.”

Zhang Jingchan was silent for several seconds, his tone softening somewhat: “Then why did you change your number?”

“China Unicom had such a big promotion for new subscribers, I couldn’t resist in the moment…”

Zhang Jingchan turned his face away. Li Weiyi heard his breathing grow heavier, and both his hands clenched into fists. Li Weiyi wished she could bury herself in the floor. After quite a while, he finally turned back, staring straight ahead.

He spoke slowly: “I don’t blame you. It’s my fault. Before leaving 2014, I should have loaded 200,000 yuan worth of phone credit into your phone. I failed to guard against this.”

Li Weiyi tugged at his sleeve: “I was wrong, I was really wrong…”

He glanced at her hand, and Li Weiyi quickly withdrew it.

Fortunately, Zhang Jingchan was still the same as before—after calling her out, he let it go, no longer mocking her about changing numbers. Instead, he turned to criticizing her second message: “That second sentence was also too vague, no wonder you couldn’t control yourself.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

After being criticized by him for so long, Li Weiyi’s brain—which had been trampled into mud by those three kisses—finally started working again. She aggressively countered, “What about you? Did you leave yourself a message saying not to date anyone for eight years and wait for me?”

He turned his head to look at her without speaking, his expression cold.

Li Weiyi’s heart skipped a beat, and she blurted out, “No way, is that the impulsive thing you mentioned? But back then we were barely anything to each other—it wasn’t worth you…”

“Whether it’s worth it or not is for me to judge.” Zhang Jingchan interrupted her. “First, let’s solve the immediate problem—you need to break up with him right away. This is an error in the timeline; let’s get everything back on track.”

Li Weiyi suddenly fell silent, her whole person seeming to deflate.

Then she heard his slow, heavy voice: “You… don’t want to?”

“It’s not that…” Li Weiyi lowered her head. “Zhang Jingchan, you don’t understand how I feel. The person who was with him—she’s like me but also not me. For these eight years, he’s been by my side through everything, and I remember it all clearly. He’s not some insignificant person. Moreover, he’s been very good to me. As a boyfriend, there’s nothing to criticize. If I just dump him like this, I’d be too much of a scumbag to him. This happened too suddenly. Give me time to process, to sort things out, to resolve this in the most proper way. The way things are now, it’s like I’m the one cheating. I can’t do something like that.”

The room suddenly became spacious and quiet.

After a moment, Zhang Jingchan said, “Li Weiyi, this calculation isn’t fair to me. In this timeline, you got together with him first. But counting the total timeline, what happened between you and me clearly came first.”

Li Weiyi raised her head: “But still… clearly nothing has happened between us yet.”

Zhang Jingchan stared fixedly ahead, slowly sitting up straight, and said, “That’s what you think? In your heart, nothing has happened between us?”

Li Weiyi couldn’t utter a single word.

Seeing her face unable to hide her guilt, Zhang Jingchan’s mood eased somewhat. Just as he was about to speak again, he heard her say, “But Zhang Jingchan, I never thought about being together with you.”

Zhang Jingchan’s expression shook. This time, he seemed frozen by her words, sitting perfectly still without moving a muscle.

Seeing him like this, Li Weiyi felt terribly blocked up inside, but she still spoke her true thoughts: “I admit that a man like you has great appeal to women. The time I spent with you was also very happy, but you can’t forget—we two encountered an extremely special circumstance, swapping souls, forced to become partners. If not for these accidents, we fundamentally wouldn’t be people from the same world, and you would never consider being together with me. Sometimes, when people are in particularly difficult circumstances, if there’s a companion, they’ll instinctively grow close and dependent. Maybe… they’ll mistake this mutual warmth for love. You and I both need to stay clear-headed to avoid regretting it later.”

She looked directly into his eyes but found them deeply melancholy, like rain falling in the dead of night—impossible to see clearly.

He said, “This is what you think? That with me… it was just mutual warmth, seeking comfort?”

Li Weiyi’s chest felt like it was stuffed with a large, damp, heavy sponge. She answered, “I don’t know.” I also don’t know if that’s how you feel.

Zhang Jingchan laughed once—that kind of self-deprecating laugh that treated everything as insignificant. He thought to himself that he didn’t understand Li Weiyi well enough after all. She seemed innocent, soft, and emotionally rich, but when you truly tried to reach her heart, she became both sensitive and hard, guarding herself impenetrably.

So it was only him alone whose feelings had stirred and grown, unwilling to resist.

Li Weiyi truly couldn’t bear this atmosphere any longer, nor could she stand seeing that expression on his face. She lowered her head and said, “How about we stop talking about this and discuss business instead. This rewrite was successful, and our problems are all resolved. Next, shouldn’t we find that perpetrator, prevent the car accident, and end the loop?”

Zhang Jingchan was quiet for a while, all his exposed emotions now withdrawn, returning to that restrained person he had been. He no longer looked at her. Though the two sat very close, it was as if they were separated by eight hundred meters.

“The loop hasn’t ended. I still need to go back once more,” he said.

“Why?”

Chapter 68: Fuming with Rage (2)
He laughed mockingly: “You didn’t search past news reports? You don’t know why I need to go back?”

Li Weiyi said quietly, “It’s not that. I did search roughly, only glanced at a few things. I was too panicked this morning.”

He said nothing, picked up his phone, scrolled to a news article, and placed it on the sofa between them.

Li Weiyi picked it up and her eyes widened.

History had changed again.

On July 25, 2014, Zhang Moyun was found dead in one of his villas. The cause of death was drug overdose. It was said he died in an extremely undignified manner—naked, the scene in complete disarray. Also discovered with him was the group’s Public Relations Director, Liu Ying. According to Liu Ying’s confession, the two had been having an extramarital affair for over a year. That night, Zhang Moyun had drunk heavily and then taken an excessive amount of aphrodisiac drugs himself, leading to sudden death.

The police had suspected Liu Ying, but there was no evidence proving she had administered the drugs. Combined with the forensic examination finding no evidence of external injuries, Liu Ying was ultimately released without charges.

However, through Zhang Moyun’s relentless efforts before his death, Fu Ming barely hung on for another two months. On the eve of bankruptcy in early September 2014, soybean futures—which had been depressed for half a year—skyrocketed overnight, hitting limit-up for several consecutive days to reach historic highs.

Shocking news emerged: before his death, Zhang Moyun had purchased up to 90 million yuan worth of soybean futures. Overnight, Fu Ming cleared all its debts, sending shockwaves through the business world.

Afterward, as Fu Ming’s tree fell and its monkeys scattered, Zhang Jingchan, still just a junior in college, stepped forward and took over what remained of the defeated forces—the predecessor to Huicui.

…

Li Weiyi was still in shock when Zhang Jingchan clicked open another news article. It stated that half a month after Zhang Moyun’s death, Ding Chenmo, the criminal police captain responsible for investigating the case, died in a car accident.

Li Weiyi: “You suspect…”

“If it were some other cause of death, that would be one thing. But an affair? With Liu Ying? Absolutely impossible. My father was a farmer-turned-entrepreneur, started as a construction foreman. Maybe he wasn’t refined in other aspects, and maybe he had poor judgment about people. But regarding my mother, he never once wronged her. Moreover, Ding Chenmo’s death was too coincidental.”

“Fu Ming… had an insider threat?”

Zhang Jingchan nodded: “When my father wanted to audit the accounts and settle everything, he definitely touched that person’s interests. That person used Liu Ying to kill my father.”

Li Weiyi’s heart grew heavy: “Then what should we do?”

“Following the pattern, when we cross over again, time will push forward another two months, meaning July 2014, when my father wasn’t dead yet. As long as we can help him root out the insider threat within those three days, history will change.”

Li Weiyi immediately nodded: “Alright, let’s go tonight. However, based on previous experience, that hit-and-run driver might not appear for several more days.”

Zhang Jingchan said nothing.

Li Weiyi had a flash of inspiration and grabbed his arm, saying, “Tell me, could the driver actually be the insider who harmed your father?”

Zhang Jingchan pulled his arm from her grasp and answered, “It’s still too early to discuss this.”

Li Weiyi awkwardly lowered her hand.

Just then, the phone in her pocket rang. She took it out, and Zhang Jingchan also glanced sideways. Both saw the name on the screen.

As soon as Li Weiyi raised her head, her gaze met Zhang Jingchan’s. She felt embarrassed to death and, without thinking, hung up.

Zhang Jingchan showed no expression and turned his face away.

Then the phone rang persistently again.

Li Weiyi’s face flushed. She grabbed her phone and walked to one side. Fortunately, this person’s office was large enough. Li Weiyi walked all the way to a distant corner.

She lowered her voice and answered: “Hello.”

Xu Yi’s gentle voice came through: “Xiaoyi, why did it take so long to answer? Where are you?”

“Oh… at a gallery. It’s too quiet around here, not convenient to answer the phone.”

“I see. What are you planning to eat for lunch by yourself?”

“Just… something simple.”

Xu Yi sighed softly: “How many times have I told you not to just make do? Eat something nutritious. Should I have someone order food delivered to you?”

“No need, no need! I’m with several painters, so we might eat together later. What about you? About to go eat? If there’s nothing else, I’ll hang up now. I still need to view the exhibition.”

On the other end of the line, Xu Yi, who had just finished an important meeting and was leaning back in his executive chair, slowly opened his slightly closed eyes. There was no smile on his face, yet his voice carried laughter: “Why does it feel like you’re trying to get rid of me, just wanting to hang up quickly?”

“I’m not!” Li Weiyi denied emphatically. “I’m just absorbed in viewing the paintings.”

“Then put down those paintings for now and talk to your boyfriend for a bit. Xiaoyi, this morning’s meeting was particularly mentally exhausting. I’m very tired.”

Li Weiyi: “Then you must rest well. Health is the foundation of everything. Eat something nutritious and take a nap.”

He chuckled softly and said, “Alright.”

Li Weiyi wanted to hang up but didn’t want to mention it again, so she simply said nothing. He was also quiet for a moment before saying, “Kiss me, Xiaoyi.”

Right now, the word “kiss” was the last thing Li Weiyi wanted to hear. Like a thief, she glanced at Zhang Jingchan in the distance. Little did she expect that this person was no longer hanging his head, but instead sat with his arms crossed, leaning back against the sofa, head raised, staring directly at her.

It was exactly like catching someone in the act of cheating.

Li Weiyi’s heart immediately jumped with alarm. She quickly turned around, putting her back to him, lowering her voice even more: “I already said there are other painters nearby. It’s not very convenient.”

On the other end, Xu Yi had already sat up straight, his eyes clear and sharp. One hand held the phone while the other picked up a photo of the two of them on his desk, his fingers gently caressing her image in the photo. He coaxed softly with a smile, “Since when do you care so much about others’ opinions? At the group headquarters’ annual banquet last time, who was it that kissed me in front of hundreds of people?”

Li Weiyi: “…That was me. Women are just this fickle.”

He laughed aloud but said, “Xiaoyi, you’ve been distracted since this morning, always avoiding me. What exactly happened? Did I offend my girlfriend somehow without knowing it?”

“No! Really, no! You’re overthinking it!” Li Weiyi denied again.

Xu Yi sighed and said, “Fine, we’ll talk when we meet. Don’t forget—the driver will pick you up tonight.”

Li Weiyi paused and said, “Um… sorry, I suddenly have something urgent tonight and can’t make it. Please cancel the restaurant reservation. I’m sorry!”

There was no sound from the other end.

Li Weiyi gripped her phone tightly. From the corner of her eye, she quickly glanced back—Zhang Jingchan’s posture hadn’t changed at all. He was still staring fixedly at her.

Li Weiyi felt the back of her head going numb from his stare. She thought to herself, what kind of situation is this? Making it look like she was playing with two big shots simultaneously.

“What urgent matter do you have?” Xu Yi asked, his voice flat.

Li Weiyi’s eyes darted about, and she spoke off the cuff: “Remember Professor Zhang from the art academy? He just called me and asked me to go to his house for dinner tonight to discuss my participation in the Beijing Young Artists Competition. This is very important. I can only accommodate the professor’s schedule; I can’t ask the professor to accommodate mine.”

“I see.” Xu Yi’s tone was understanding. “Alright, your career is most important. I’ll have someone cancel the reservation.”

Li Weiyi: “I’m sorry.”

He was quiet for a moment, then said, “Kiss me once, and I’ll forgive you.”

This time, Li Weiyi had no way to refuse a second time—it would be too stiff and too strange. In that same instant, she also recalled many previous times when Xu Yi, already a business tycoon, would be just like this on the phone with her—gentle and affectionate, sticky and sweet. He didn’t find it childish; in fact, he enjoyed it endlessly.

Intense sourness and dull, aching tenderness struck her. Li Weiyi froze, realizing it was this body’s emotional response. The guilt in her heart intensified. She struggled to suppress that emotion and quickly made a kissing sound into the phone.

On the other end, Xu Yi laughed deeply, also made a kissing sound, and said huskily, “I love you.”

Li Weiyi immediately raised her voice: “Ah, yes, yes, are you calling me over? Right away. I’ll hang up now. Talk later.”

She hung up and let out a long breath, but that genuine emotion was still rebelling in her chest. This left her mood utterly dejected. She turned around silently, only to see Zhang Jingchan on the sofa suddenly stand up and stride out of the office. His suited figure flashed by, and with a “bang,” he slammed the door.

Li Weiyi: …

He had heard that phone kiss.

One hundred percent.

With his composed temperament, he must have been fuming with rage to slam the door like that, right?

Chapter 69: Xu Yi’s Heart (1)
Li Weiyi stood dazed for a moment before pushing the door to leave. Outside, the second secretary sat looking worried, while the chief secretary sneakily pointed her in the right direction.

Soon, Li Weiyi found Zhang Jingchan sitting alone in the fire escape stairwell.

Outside the glass window, sunlight slanted in, shining on his black suit. His back was broad yet still appeared thin, slightly hunched. In this life, a man worth tens of billions, a 27-year-old CEO, yet at this moment he seemed like some young hothead who’d been driven out of his own office with nowhere to go, sitting on the floor. Though clearly suppressing towering rage, his back also conveyed a sense of pitifulness.

Watching this scene, Li Weiyi felt that all the chaotic emotions in her heart suddenly didn’t seem so important. She laughed with a “pfft.”

Zhang Jingchan’s back moved slightly.

Li Weiyi walked over and sat down beside him, resting her hands on her knees, gazing out at the blue sky and white clouds through the window. She said, “Give me some time to think this through clearly. I really never thought about it before.”

He said nothing, but Li Weiyi strangely sensed that his aura, which had been frozen like ice all over, was slightly thawing and crumbling.

Li Weiyi’s mood relaxed accordingly, and she continued, “Hey, I’m doing this for your sake too, also giving you time. Think clearly whether you really… want to be with me, or if it’s just a momentary impulse.”

Zhang Jingchan snorted coldly, bracing his hands on the steps behind him, and said, “I’m not like you. About major life matters, I think very clearly.”

Li Weiyi thought to herself, how did this escalate to the level of major life matters again?

She didn’t dare respond carelessly and instead looked at him with particular sincerity, asking, “Actually, I really want to ask you—why? What exactly do you see in me? Honestly, I’m not insecure, but I have self-awareness. Me? I’m barely a refined lady at best, essentially just an ordinary person. But you, sir—you were already accustomed to full banquet spreads in college, and now even more so. With your physique, looks, wealth, and abilities, what kind of woman couldn’t you pursue? How did your taste change like this? Compared to you, I’m really far behind.”

Zhang Jingchan was finally coaxed into showing a slight smile. He turned to look at her: “That’s exactly why.”

“Huh?”

He said lightly, “During the time I’ve been with you, I’ve smiled more than in the past twenty-seven years combined.”

Li Weiyi was skeptical: “So your purpose in finding a girlfriend is just to find someone to cheer you up? Then why don’t you find a crosstalk comedian? They’d be more professional than me.”

He smiled again, stood up, and said, “Different strokes for different folks—there’s nothing to explain about that. Li Weiyi, I’ll give you time to consider, but I have one requirement: before we travel back, you’re not allowed to see him again.”

Li Weiyi also stood up: “That… might be a bit difficult.” Xu Yi was such a shrewd person, and he watched her so closely—she was afraid she couldn’t refuse him.

Zhang Jingchan’s smile faded. He slipped both hands back into his pants pockets and said, “This is non-negotiable. This is my bottom line.”

Li Weiyi fell silent.

He said coldly, “Li Weiyi, on my timeline, clearly… every minute, every second, you were with me. He’s the one who suddenly appeared as the third party. But that’s fine. Someone like me who can shoulder ten billion in debt—could a cooked duck really fly away? Much less have a girlfriend stolen. If you… still have even half a heart for me, during these days, don’t meet with him again.”

Li Weiyi’s chest felt sour and churning. After a moment of silence, she nodded and said, “Alright, I promise you. I won’t actively meet with him during these days. Also, you’re the duck!”

Afterward, the two seemed to have reached an understanding—they no longer mentioned feelings and had no intimate or ambiguous gestures toward each other. They seemed to have returned to the beginning, purely a partnership relationship. After a stiff discussion, they decided to first return to Chen City to investigate the deaths of Zhang Moyun and Ding Chenmo from back then.

——

To Xu Yi, the eighteen-year-old girl Li Weiyi from eight years ago was like a small orange lantern—pale yellow, clear, warm—shining on his weary, muddy heart.

That was exactly when Fu Ming faced life or death. As the chairman’s special assistant, he directly faced all internal and external pressures. Every day he was exhausted from busyness, often waking suddenly in the middle of the night, looking around in confusion. After all, he was only twenty-five or twenty-six at the time, struggling and suppressed, not knowing if his choices were right or wrong, nor whether he still had a bright future ahead.

She appeared at this time.

A mysterious girl who fell from the sky, yet her smile was purer and warmer than anyone he’d ever met, her heart and eyes full of nothing but happiness and love.

Later, Xu Yi thought that the reason he was so easily attracted to Li Weiyi was probably because people with increasingly complex and dark thoughts yearn all the more for simplicity and beauty.

The first confession came not long after they met. Coincidentally, that evening there was heavy rain. After working overtime, Xu Yi was driving home when he spotted a small figure by the roadside in the distance, holding an umbrella, braving the wind and rain, struggling forward.

Xu Yi stopped his car beside her and honked once.

The lost little kitten raised her head—first confused, then delighted—waving at him. He rolled down the window and heard that sweet, syrupy “Brother Xu Yi.” In that moment, Xu Yi felt he must truly have a problem—one “brother” from an underage girl could make his heart restless and itch with hidden hunger.

He told her to get in the car. She hesitated slightly but didn’t refuse.

“Not afraid your brother will kidnap you?” he asked, half-joking, half-serious.

Li Weiyi thought for a moment and answered, “No, you’re a high-level talent at a big corporation. You’re very busy and don’t have time for that.”

Xu Yi laughed heartily.

After laughing, he coughed a bit. Li Weiyi looked at this big brother with concern and asked, “What’s wrong?”

Xu Yi couldn’t stop coughing. After a while, he finally recovered and answered, “Pulled a few all-nighters, caught a cold. My throat’s a bit uncomfortable. It’s nothing.”

Li Weiyi gently patted his shoulder. He turned his head to see a piece of candy lying in the young girl’s fair, delicate palm.

“Monk fruit candy with mint inside—cool and refreshing, very soothing. My throat’s been dry lately too. Here, take it.”

Xu Yi said, “It’s not convenient while driving. Help me unwrap it.”

Li Weiyi peeled off the candy wrapper. Xu Yi reached out to take the candy and popped it into his mouth. It really was as she said—cool and moisturizing. The pain and itch in his throat were immediately relieved.

Xu Yi smiled again. How many years had it been since he’d eaten candy?

Actually, even as a child, he’d never eaten much.

“Have you been in contact with Achan recently?” he asked.

Li Weiyi froze for a moment and lowered her eyelids: “No. He won’t even see me anymore, so why would I still contact him? There’s really nothing between him and me.”

“Then you…” Xu Yi gazed at the blurred curtain of rain ahead. “Don’t plan to help him and Fu Ming anymore either?”

Li Weiyi said strangely, “I’m a high school student—what could I help him with? Help him solve functions or help him memorize modern history?”

Xu Yi laughed aloud again.

He didn’t mention Zhang Jingchan anymore and turned to casual conversation. He was a smooth operator in the business world who could easily get the young girl talking excitedly, maintaining a pleasant and comfortable atmosphere throughout.

Chapter 70: Xu Yi’s Heart (2)
When they arrived outside the Li family home, Li Weiyi’s eyes were already full of admiration and trust. She said, “Brother Xu Yi, chatting with you is so interesting! It makes me wish I had an older brother too. After final exams, I’ll treat you to a meal!”

Xu Yi laughed again and said, “I don’t want to be your brother.”

Li Weiyi froze. The refined man dressed in a black wool coat and suit looked down at her and said, “Weiyi, I’m almost 26, nine years older than you. I think that’s not too much. You might find it absurd, but I’ve truly developed strong feelings for you. Once you get into college, give me your answer, alright?”

Li Weiyi was stunned.

Xu Yi smiled again and patted her little head, saying, “Think it over carefully. My conditions aren’t bad. If you’re with me, I have the ability to let you always live this easily and happily.”

On the drive home, Xu Yi received Li Weiyi’s reply.

She sent a text message: “I’m sorry, Brother Xu Yi. I see you as a brother and don’t have those kinds of feelings for you. Please don’t wait for me.”

Xu Yi merely smiled and tossed his phone aside.

Would a hunter care about the prey’s thoughts?

He thought she was still young, perhaps frightened. She was still a girl, not a woman. She didn’t understand his worth, didn’t understand his tenacity, didn’t understand his desire.

Fu Ming was finished. The Zhang father and son were about to fall and become rats crossing the street that everyone shouts to beat. She was the girl who once captivated the noble Zhang family heir, yet now Zhang Jingchan spoke of her with deep secrecy.

No one knew he was pursuing her. Zhang Jingchan didn’t know either.

She was like the last pure white pearl left behind in the rotting swamp after a great edifice collapsed, and he had picked it up.

However, the world doesn’t develop according to one’s will. Even hunters can have their eyes painfully pecked by hawks.

After Li Weiyi got into college, Xu Yi’s pursuit and companionship remained unwavering. As they spent more and more time together and understood each other more deeply, he gradually discovered that Li Weiyi had many other facets.

She was lively and adorable but also tenacious and unyielding. On the path of learning painting, she was always the most hardworking among her classmates. She appeared carefree on the surface but was actually clear-headed and rational inside. Often, a casual remark that popped out could leave him silent and contemplative. She was also kind and sincere to everyone around her. Xu Yi wanted exactly this kind of woman, because if she held goodwill toward others, she would cherish and care for her lover even more.

The more he pursued her, the less he wanted to let go. Since establishing Muchen Group, more and more women were attracted to him—plenty who were more beautiful, mature, and excellent than her. But he didn’t need to think before rejecting them. At that time, he felt his feelings for Li Weiyi weren’t necessarily that deep, but to just abandon this little thing he’d known for years—he couldn’t bear it.

What truly made Xu Yi’s emotions explode was in the spring of her first year of work.

At that time, Li Weiyi still hadn’t accepted him, but they were already close friends of many years. Her parents and all her friends knew him. Everyone felt they should be together.

Even Xu Yi hadn’t expected that Li Weiyi could be stubborn enough to make him chase for so many years, stubbornly refusing to give in, stubbornly hesitating to take that one step. He didn’t know what exactly she was insisting on. But by then, he absolutely would not allow anyone else in her life.

Until that day when they were eating at a restaurant—like close friends, like siblings, and like a couple just one step away from being together.

The TV was broadcasting news. At a certain moment, Xu Yi looked up and found Li Weiyi staring at the screen, transfixed.

It was news about Huicui Group. Six years had passed. The 25-year-old Zhang Jingchan stood before the camera—handsome, upright, with an imposing presence—as if they’d just met, as if separated by a lifetime.

Xu Yi suddenly felt his throat go dry. People and events from years past came rushing back. He asked, “What are you watching?”

Only then did Li Weiyi come back to herself, pointing at the screen: “That’s Zhang Jingchan from the former Fu Ming, right? He’s established his own company again. He’s really amazing.”

This attitude made Xu Yi’s heart feel somewhat settled. He smiled lightly and asked, “You haven’t forgotten him, have you?”

Li Weiyi’s eyes widened: “How could that be! I just…”

Just…

Remembered that important message from the future—

Treat Zhang Jingchan well.

Exactly how would count as treating him well, and how could I treat him well?

Over these years, I’ve often thought about it but can’t figure it out.

He never came looking for me, and I don’t know how to reach his side.

But now he’s doing so well—surely he doesn’t need the good treatment of an insignificant person like me anymore, right?

——

After that night, Xu Yi pursued Li Weiyi even more intensely. And he keenly noticed that her attitude was actually starting to gradually soften. In her eyes, he saw increasing amounts of being touched, tenderness, and relief.

And relief.

Xu Yi didn’t understand why there would be relief.

But he knew he was about to win her over.

The day Li Weiyi agreed to be with him, Xu Yi’s mood was actually very calm—it was a sense of harvest from steady persistence finally coming to fruition. He even arranged a business trip to another city the next day.

But that night, Xu Yi ultimately didn’t sleep all night. Secret joy and satisfaction, like a tap forgotten to be turned off, gradually flooded the man’s chest. He realized he had obtained unprecedented happiness. He also finally understood what Li Weiyi meant to his life.

She had become part of his habits, was the child he’d protected as she grew up, who had finally become his woman. He longed to control everything in her life.

She was the spoils of war from the darkest and most dangerous phase of his life, and also the orange light illuminating his heart.

——

January 13, 2022.

After Li Weiyi refused to have dinner together and hung up the phone playing dumb, Xu Yi slowly leaned back in his executive chair. His figure remained lean and slender. Although he was already the absolute center of power in a listed group, he looked little different from that young man from eight years ago. He was perpetually as mild as a pool of water, making it impossible to see how many sharp rocks and undercurrents were hidden beneath the surface.

His hand slowly tapped several times on the armrest, his eyes completely devoid of warmth.

This woman, after all these years, could still make his thoughts turn restlessly.

Making him sit alone at the top of a skyscraper, yet feel as if he’d returned to those years, standing alone outside her home, watching her walk away without looking back. Even then, he understood—she truly hadn’t fallen in love with him yet.

But Li Weiyi, you’re already my woman. You’ve already promised to love me wholeheartedly from now on. What are you thinking about now?

He picked up his phone and opened an app—tracking software. He opened the map, and a bright dot representing Li Weiyi’s phone appeared—she was on a highway from Xiang City heading toward Chen City.

Xu Yi closed his eyes and leaned back, his Adam’s apple rolling lightly as he slowly exhaled.

She couldn’t drive.

Whose car was she in?

Chapter 71: Late Night Return (1)
Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan arrived back in Chen City in the afternoon.

The two met with a criminal police officer at a café.

Officer Liu Xinhui was one of the investigators who had participated in Zhang Moyun’s case back then. He also had another identity—he was Ding Chenmo’s disciple.

Zhang Jingchan was a family member of the victim, and the case had been closed for many years, so Officer Liu had no reservations and answered every question.

On the evening of July 25, 2014, Zhang Moyun attended a drinking party that ended after 9 PM. He had drunk too much and didn’t go home. Instead, Liu Ying drove him to that small villa.

According to Liu Ying’s confession, whenever Zhang Moyun had certain needs, he would go there. Other executives in the company, including Xu Yi, all claimed they knew nothing about this.

The villa’s entrance security camera captured Liu Ying supporting Zhang Moyun as they entered the house. Looking back three months, the two had been there twice before, staying overnight each time and leaving early the next morning.

There was no surveillance inside the house, but the evidence at the scene and the autopsy results all matched Liu Ying’s confession: Zhang Moyun went to sleep as soon as he entered, and Liu Ying joined him after showering. At 1 AM, Zhang Moyun woke up and took an excessive amount of performance-enhancing drugs on his own. During their intimacy, Zhang Moyun, who already had minor heart problems, suffered sudden heart failure and died.

Only Zhang Moyun’s fingerprints were found on the medication and the water glass. Online purchase records showed his card was used.

Liu Ying immediately called 120, but it was already too late. The police arrived shortly after.

Zhang Jingchan and his mother saw Zhang Moyun at the morgue the next day.

……

Zhang Jingchan of this life had long known these details. But having just returned from 2014, hearing Officer Liu recount the details from back then gave him different insights.

“The surveillance, fingerprints, credit card records…” Zhang Jingchan said slowly, “These actually don’t rule out the possibility that my father was murdered, do they?”

Officer Liu nodded: “But there was also no evidence pointing to murder. Plus, the family refused an autopsy at the time and demanded a quick conclusion to the case. The matter also had a particularly bad influence, so the higher-ups… demanded it be suppressed. In the end, it naturally followed its course and was definitively concluded.”

Li Weiyi understood the meaning of “bad influence”—Zhang Moyun had been carrying massive debts at the time, involving several major banks and some businesses. His death was like dropping a bomb in the business world, which is why it was required to be handled discreetly.

“Was there really not a single suspicious point?” Zhang Jingchan asked.

Officer Liu looked at him with surprise.

There actually were suspicious points. But Officer Liu clearly remembered that back then, the teenage Zhang Jingchan had been full of hostility, following behind his mother. Both mother and son’s faces showed only shame and grief, without delving deeply into the case details.

When the family was like that, with pressure from leadership and his master’s unexpected death, and without conclusive evidence, Officer Liu, who was still a young officer at the time, swallowed down the doubts in his heart.

“Half a month before the incident, your father’s car nearly had an accident,” Officer Liu answered. “That day he was driving himself. Fortunately, he reacted quickly and crashed into the roadside barrier, suffering only minor injuries. When the car was sent to the shop for inspection, they found brake failure. But your father was too busy at the time and didn’t investigate further. Later, my master looked into this matter, but by then all evidence and traces were long gone.”

Zhang Jingchan frowned.

Li Weiyi’s heart trembled.

“How did Ding Chenmo die?” Zhang Jingchan asked.

Officer Liu’s expression became gloomy, with some reluctance: “That day there was heavy rain, the road surface was slippery, the car was going too fast, and it fell off a cliff.”

Zhang Jingchan: “Was it really like that?”

Officer Liu’s lips moved before he said: “My master was an extremely bold and meticulous person who never exceeded the speed limit. Unless that night, there was a reason he had no choice but to speed.”

As they parted, Officer Liu said: “President Zhang, I know you have suspicions, but after so many years, both witness and physical evidence are even more incomplete. This case appears ironclad. Overturning it is almost impossible.”

Zhang Jingchan nodded: “I’m not trying to overturn the case.”

“Then what are you trying to do?”

Zhang Jingchan didn’t speak.

Li Weiyi interjected quietly: “He wants to overturn heaven itself.”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at her, maintaining a faint smile as he saw Officer Liu off. His hand habitually rose to tap the back of her head, but stopped halfway.

Li Weiyi noticed too.

He lowered his hand.

Li Weiyi made a soft “tsk” sound, but her heart felt sour and uncomfortable.

As dusk fell, the two came to Zhang Moyun’s death location—the secluded small villa in the suburbs, situated in a very remote part of the residential area.

The two-story building had a rusty iron gate, with weeds growing wild in the small courtyard, everything in decay. Zhang Jingchan took out a key to open the door. Li Weiyi thought about it and understood—this had been an asset under his father’s name. Whether or not his father had known about it, he naturally could have a key.

Inside the house was dark and dilapidated, filled with thick dust and a putrid smell.

Zhang Jingchan said: “Should you stay outside?”

“Why?”

The key spun once between his fingers, then was stuffed back into his pocket as he said: “It’s too dirty inside.”

Li Weiyi made a “tsk” sound and said: “Children of the jianghu, who cares about such things!” She stepped through the door first.

Zhang Jingchan looked at her retreating figure and silently followed her in.

They indeed found nothing. Taking this trip, they hadn’t expected to uncover the truth anyway, but at least becoming familiar with the environment might help when they traveled back in time.

However, seeing Zhang Jingchan standing before the master bedroom bed, Li Weiyi wanted very much to comfort him but couldn’t find the words.

Yet Li Weiyi, the child of the jianghu, was quickly proven wrong.

In a corner of the pitch-black room, something darted past with a whoosh. Li Weiyi let out a shriek and hastily grabbed Zhang Jingchan. In the darkness, her sense of touch was infinitely magnified. His arm was warm, his bones firm. Her face collided with his coat, and he reached out to press her head against his chest. Li Weiyi’s heart gave a sudden thump, and the dizzy, trembling feeling she had when he kissed her instantly flooded her entire body.

A cat meowed.

Li Weiyi awkwardly released his arm and gently pushed against his chest. At the same time, she felt his five fingers slowly release the back of her head.

In the darkness, neither spoke again.

——

By the time they finished, it was already 9 PM. Zhang Jingchan said: “Let’s find a hotel to stay in and return to Xiang City early tomorrow morning.”

Li Weiyi: “So we’re not trying to go back tonight?”

“The first time was delayed by one day, the second time by six days. That person probably won’t appear today. Don’t overthink it, get some good rest.”

However, this location was remote, with only a few inns. The good hotels were all in the city center. Li Weiyi said: “Why don’t we just stay at an inn? Otherwise, we’ll hit morning rush hour leaving the city tomorrow.”

“Alright.”

The two found what seemed like a relatively clean inn in the nearby town and took two rooms.

The rooms were quite small, furnished very simply, and had no air conditioning. Li Weiyi quickly took a shower and was just about to wrap herself in the blanket and get into bed when someone knocked on the door.

“Who is it?”

“Me.”

Li Weiyi threw on her coat and opened the door. Zhang Jingchan had already removed his suit jacket and was wearing a black, soft-textured thin sweater. At first glance, he looked even more refined and fair. He was holding a blanket and said: “I got you an extra one. It’ll be cold in the middle of the night.”

“Thank you.” Li Weiyi was about to take it when he passed by her without changing expression, walked in, reached the bed, and shook out the blanket in a few movements, covering it over the quilt.

Li Weiyi had no choice but to follow him over and say again: “Thank you.”
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Zhang Jingchan acted as if he hadn’t heard, bending down with his sweater rolled up to his elbows, arranging the edges and corners of the blanket, tucking everything in tightly and securely. Li Weiyi watched with a heart full of sourness and said: “There’s no need… I can do it myself.”

“With your clumsy hands and feet?” Zhang Jingchan’s tone was flat. “Every time I travel back, the blanket isn’t folded and the sheets aren’t smoothed either.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

After he finally straightened every wrinkle, Li Weiyi thought he would leave this time. Instead, he stood there for a while, his eyes dark and brooding, then asked: “Do you have hot water? The kettle in my room is broken.”

“Oh.” Li Weiyi didn’t suspect anything and hurried to bring over the boiled water. She also took a cup and filled it for him. “I’ve scalded both the kettle and cup twice. They haven’t been used yet.”

He glanced at her and said: “Thank you.”

The room was already narrow. Zhang Jingchan sat down in the only chair, took the teacup, lowered his head and eyes, blew on it, took a small sip, set down the cup, and sat there with a calm expression.

Li Weiyi: “…”

She had no choice but to sit on the edge of the bed diagonally across from him and say: “Why don’t you take this kettle of water back to your room to drink? I’ve had enough, I don’t need it.”

Zhang Jingchan said: “No need. I’ll leave once I finish drinking.”

Li Weiyi: “Oh…”

Li Weiyi looked down at the bedsheet, her fingers tracing a few circles. She had to make small talk: “Is your room cold?”

Zhang Jingchan had one hand resting on his leg and the other placed on the small tea table. Even sitting in such a cramped and shabby chair, he managed to project an air of commanding presence.

Then he answered: “Very cold.”

Li Weiyi suddenly didn’t know how to respond. She felt that ever since this guy Zhang Jingchan had torn off all pretense and forcibly kissed her three times, the distinguished president had already stopped caring about face.

Both were quiet for a while when Zhang Jingchan said: “You…” Li Weiyi’s phone ringtone suddenly rang. As feared, the two characters “Xu Yi” on the screen once again leaped into both their views.

Li Weiyi didn’t want to answer, but she knew this was unfair to Xu Yi. He knew nothing.

She looked up at Zhang Jingchan, hoping he would tactfully leave to avoid awkwardness. Who knew that at this moment, Zhang Jingchan picked up his teacup and drank slowly, as if the plain boiled water in his hand were premium Longjing tea. Li Weiyi looked at his slightly curved neck and felt this person had performed the phrase “turning a deaf ear” quite convincingly.

Li Weiyi still braced herself to speak: “How about… you go back to your room first?”

The phone kept ringing.

Zhang Jingchan’s fingers gripped the teacup. Without looking at her, staring at the water in his hand, he said slowly: “Li Weiyi, my water… isn’t finished yet.”

Li Weiyi closed her mouth.

She absolutely didn’t want to press the “answer” button again and face another hellish scene. The phone rang for a long, long time before finally falling silent.

Li Weiyi sighed and said: “Satisfied now?”

Zhang Jingchan didn’t answer at all. He sat steadily and drank three more cups. After confirming the phone wouldn’t ring again, he stood up and said: “I’m leaving.”

Li Weiyi was both angry and amused, watching him leave with such righteous propriety.

She lay back on the bed, looking at the several missed calls on her phone, her mood extremely complicated. Finally, she simply tossed her phone aside.

——

Xu Yi arrived at the inn entrance by car after 2 AM.

Deep in the night, the entire street was quiet without even a single dog. He didn’t get out of the car immediately but leaned back and smoked a cigarette before going to knock on the inn’s door.

The inn’s night attendant was a young woman who had long been sound asleep. Being woken up, she was initially angry, but upon seeing Xu Yi at the door, she froze.

The visitor wore a camel-gray cashmere coat with an impeccable suit underneath, refined and handsome with warm eyes and brows. A BMW X7 was parked at the door.

The attendant’s voice became several degrees more polite: “Boss, in the middle of the night, what can I do for you?”

Xu Yi smiled: “May I come in to talk?”

The attendant quickly led him to the old sofa in the entrance hall and even poured him hot water in a disposable paper cup. Xu Yi accepted it with both hands: “Thank you. I came in such a hurry because I want to ask you about two people.”

The young woman was stunned.

Xu Yi continued gently: “A man and a woman. They arrived around 10 PM last night. This is a photo of the woman.” He took out his phone showing a photo of himself with Li Weiyi and showed it to her, then asked: “Can you tell me which room they’re staying in?”

The woman hesitated: “This… we’re not supposed to say.”

Xu Yi said: “It’s alright.” He took out his wallet, casually pulled out a stack of bills, stuffed them in her hand, and asked: “How many rooms did they book?”

The woman glanced at the money in her hand and answered with lowered head: “Two rooms.”

Xu Yi smiled. He pulled out another thicker stack of bills, added them, and said in a low voice: “I arrived late. My girlfriend’s room should have two keycards. She forgot to tell you—give me the other keycard.”

Chapter 73: Her Coverage (1)
Li Weiyi did not sleep well that night.

Sometimes she heard sounds, someone walking around not far away; sometimes she dreamed of Xu Yi sitting by her bedside, stroking her face, the two of them exchanging a few words as usual; sometimes she dreamed of Zhang Jingchan standing in the ruin-like small villa, his back lonely. Just as she wanted to reach out and embrace him, she looked down and discovered she had grown a man’s large hands and feet, even sprouted a beard. Cheng Ruiyan appeared from nowhere, pinning her down and forcing a deep French kiss, just like what Zhang Jingchan had done to her…

Li Weiyi cursed in her dream.

The next morning, Li Weiyi woke with dark circles under her eyes. Looking at the daylight outside the window, her heart was still full of frustration and an impulse to just give up.

A knock sounded at the door.

Li Weiyi opened it. Zhang Jingchan wore a black coat with a black sweater underneath, all in black, yet this made him appear even more refined and coldly austere. He glanced at her: “Ready?”

Li Weiyi nodded, picked up the small backpack she had hastily brought yesterday, and followed him out.

The two arrived at the inn’s dining room, which was actually just a room of about thirty square meters. Probably because business was poor, there wasn’t a single person inside, not even a server. A few empty tables, a few serving plates held boiled eggs, corn, and a plate of vegetables that didn’t look very hot. Next to them was a rice noodle station. The pot was indeed heating, with dried rice noodles and meat sauce available, but no one to cook.

Li Weiyi searched inside and outside the room but couldn’t find a server. She asked Zhang Jingchan: “What should we do?”

Zhang Jingchan removed his coat and draped it over the chair back, rolling up his sleeves to his elbows. He said: “Cook it ourselves. We’ll leave after eating.” He walked to the faucet to wash his hands. Li Weiyi followed, finding it quite novel, though she still asked sincerely: “Can you do it, President Zhang?”

Zhang Jingchan’s movements paused.

Li Weiyi immediately realized she had said the wrong thing.

Men.

He continued washing his hands carefully, answering without lifting his head: “Whether I can or not, you’ll know once you try.”

Li Weiyi’s face flushed red. She fell silent, just watching his subsequent actions.

The room was utterly quiet, the air cool and fresh, sunlight scattered about. Only at the pot’s opening did steam gently rise. Li Weiyi had eaten rice noodles many times but had never seriously watched someone prepare them.

Zhang Jingchan gripped the wooden slotted spoon, picked up a large chopstick-full of rice noodles and placed them in it, holding it with one hand and gently swirling it in the hot water. He lowered his eyes, his other hand bracing against the counter, his back slightly arched, as if the surface beneath his hand were his old executive desk.

Fine dust particles danced in a shaft of light between them.

Neither spoke, neither looked at the other. Both stared at the rice noodles in the slotted spoon.

After a minute or two, Zhang Jingchan poured the rice noodles into a bowl, ladled sauce over them, and held it out to her with one hand.

Li Weiyi was still staring at the rice noodles as she reached out with both hands: “Thank you.” Who knew Zhang Jingchan would shift his hand to the side, and she grasped at empty air. Surprised, she looked up and met his eyes directly. Amid the faint light and steam, those eyes were profoundly dark and deep. Li Weiyi felt something in her heart tremble. She snatched the rice noodles from his hand and turned away.

She found an empty table to sit at, took two pairs of disposable chopsticks, and buried her head as she began eating. After a while, Zhang Jingchan came over carrying another bowl of noodles. Without lifting her head, Li Weiyi handed over the chopsticks. She didn’t know if it was her imagination, but when Zhang Jingchan took the chopsticks, his fingertips lightly brushed her fingers. She retracted her hand like lightning.

She felt she could hardly bear it anymore. Would this person ever stop? Ever stop? Yet after silently complaining for a long time, she didn’t dare raise her head even slightly toward him.

“Is it good?” Zhang Jingchan asked.

It was actually mediocre. Li Weiyi answered: “Not bad.”

“First time cooking,” he said. “If you like eating it, I’ll make it again in the future.”

Li Weiyi didn’t make a sound. After eating a few bites, she finally couldn’t hold back. Under the table, her foot kicked him a few times. She said: “Zhang Jingchan, you really are too much. Stop being so cloying. During this period, I guarantee I’ll stay obediently under your watch and conduct myself properly, alright?”

The person across from her finally let out a very soft laugh, said nothing more, and lowered his head to eat his noodles.

As Li Weiyi ate, she too smiled with upturned lips.

The stagnant, oppressive atmosphere that had lingered between them these past two days invisibly dissipated quite a bit.

After finishing their noodles and walking out of the dining room, they saw a person standing under a tree smoking, with a BMW parked beside him that Li Weiyi knew all too well.

The BMW faced directly toward the dining room’s wide-open window, with a clear view of everything inside.

Li Weiyi froze, feeling even her scalp begin to tingle. She didn’t know how long Xu Yi had been there, much less whether he had seen all the scenes of her and Zhang Jingchan together just now.

Zhang Jingchan also saw Xu Yi. He glanced at Li Weiyi and noticed her face instantly flush red, her expression alarmed. Zhang Jingchan immediately stepped forward, standing almost pressed against her, keeping her within the span of his arm, then looked up at Xu Yi.

Xu Yi extinguished his cigarette butt and tossed it aside, striding over. He looked only at Li Weiyi, as if Zhang Jingchan weren’t even there. His face wore its usual calm and gentle expression as he smiled and said: “Xiaoyi, why is your face so red? I knew you came to Chen City. I was worried, so I came to pick you up. Have you finished eating? Get in the car with me.”

Li Weiyi immediately understood—he had seen her interactions with Zhang Jingchan.

After all these years, she knew him very well. This person had deep thoughts, was unflappable, always wore a gentle smile, and rarely lost his temper. But when he truly got angry, all the company executives would tremble. The way he looked now, his emotions must be suppressed to the extreme. Li Weiyi’s instinct told her she was in trouble.

She remained silent.

Seeing no response from her, Xu Yi reached out to take her hand. Zhang Jingchan’s form shifted slightly, but Li Weiyi had already dodged his hand. Xu Yi grasped at empty air, his expression freezing for an instant.

“Xiaoyi, be good,” he said slowly. “Come home with me.”

An uncontrollable pain spread from the depths of Li Weiyi’s heart. Her eyes and nose instantly stung. Looking at Xu Yi, she felt an extremely strong impulse to return to his embrace, so he wouldn’t feel the slightest bit sad, the slightest bit hurt.

Li Weiyi’s hands, hanging at her sides, slowly clenched tightly. She knew that everything was this body’s emotional response. The memories were vivid and present, struggling to extinguish her reason.

Li Weiyi opened her mouth, her voice hoarse, but her words were directed at Zhang Jingchan: “Can you step aside? I need to talk to him for a few moments.”

Zhang Jingchan stood with both hands in his coat pockets, upright as a solitary pine. Their gazes crossed. He saw the pleading in her eyes. The line of Zhang Jingchan’s profile tightened as he said softly: “Don’t forget what you just said.”

Li Weiyi made no sound.

He spoke three more words slowly, his voice even lower, barely audible. Li Weiyi heard them clearly, her heart trembling.

He said to her: Don’t leave.

Zhang Jingchan turned and walked a dozen or so steps away, but still watched this direction.

Li Weiyi turned around somewhat absently and looked at Xu Yi, asking: “How did you find this place?”

Chapter 74: Her Coverage (2)
Xu Yi still looked directly into her eyes and answered: “After all, I have some wealth. You’re the person I care about most. I’ve always been afraid you might encounter extreme situations. Since you’re unwilling to have bodyguards follow you every day, I installed a tracking software on your phone. When I couldn’t reach you yesterday, I tracked your location. I’m sorry for doing this without your consent.”

Li Weiyi made an “oh” sound, lowered her head and said: “He and I still have some matters to handle. Once we’re done, I’ll come find you.”

“What matter is so urgent? I’ll accompany you.”

His voice was still very calm, but Li Weiyi heard the emotion of an approaching storm. However, her mind was made up. She raised her head, her slender neck held perfectly straight, and said: “It’s not very convenient to say. Later… I’ll explain to you. Please go back first.”

Xu Yi gazed at her.

Originally so angry he was nearly losing his rationality, he had suppressed his fury and jealousy all the way here to find her. Last night in her room, looking at her sleeping face, he had several times wanted to wake her, even thought about possessing her right then and there… but ultimately controlled himself.

Afraid of frightening her, afraid she would feel too guilty, afraid she would hate him, afraid she would… break up with him. The woman he had waited so many years to finally have—he couldn’t give her a chance to leave. They were supposed to be together for life, forever and ever.

So he had done nothing, withdrew from her room, and spent the entire night in the courtyard.

Then came the morning, watching her arrive together with Zhang Jingchan, watching the subtle, restrained intimacy flickering between them, watching her kick his feet under the table, watching her gaze at Zhang Jingchan’s back.

She looked at another man with those eyes.

It was as if a dull knife was slowly cutting inside his body—a raw, clear pain. She was gouging out his bones.

Yet at the same time, Xu Yi had a strange intuition.

The Li Weiyi before his eyes was subtly and strangely different from the woman who had been by his side all these years.

They were equally vivid and lovable. But in the past, when she gazed at him, her eyes always held gentle compassion. Xu Yi knew then that she would never bear to leave him.

However, the person before him now had clear, bright eyes—fearless and without regret. Although her face was flushed and her tone contained guilt, this version of her seemed to have forgotten all the affection between them. If she wanted to leave, she could simply leave.

……

Why?

……

Xu Yi lowered his head with a small laugh, raised his hand to adjust his glasses. Born with a gentle, jade-like temperament, his casual gesture at this moment revealed a somewhat carefree and unrestrained air.

“Li Weiyi, is this how you trample on me?”

Li Weiyi was speechless.

Xu Yi wrapped one arm around her shoulder, grabbed both her hands with his other hand, and forcibly dragged her toward the car. Li Weiyi immediately struggled. Xu Yi lowered his head and kissed her once, his voice hoarse: “Can you not make me feel this miserable? Li Weiyi, where is your heart?”

He spoke with his face pressed against hers. Li Weiyi’s mind went blank, the feeling of heartache impossible to suppress.

A fist swung over from the side. Xu Yi neither dodged nor evaded. With a “bang,” his face was knocked to the side. Li Weiyi’s heart jumped in alarm. She turned her head to see Zhang Jingchan’s ice-cold face. He reached out and yanked Li Weiyi over, pulling her behind himself. Li Weiyi immediately grasped his wrist with both hands, saying: “Zhang Jingchan, don’t hit him!”

Zhang Jingchan didn’t respond.

Xu Yi turned his head back. His nose was bleeding. He slowly straightened up, pulled out a tissue from his pocket, and pressed it to his nose.

The two men finally stopped ignoring each other and faced off directly.

Xu Yi actually laughed: “I’ve wondered for so long who this man could be. I never expected it to be you. Achan, long time no see.”

Zhang Jingchan said coolly: “President Xu is too kind.”

“Li Weiyi is my girlfriend now. We’re all people of standing. This posture of yours doesn’t look good, does it?”

Zhang Jingchan said: “There’s nothing wrong with how it looks. She’s just a girlfriend. Even married couples can divorce, much less just a relationship. If we’re talking about girlfriends, she was mine first, wasn’t she? All the company executives met her. At that time, President Xu, as my assistant, even drove her home for me. How is it you’re now stealing someone else’s girlfriend? That approach of President Xu’s—that’s what doesn’t look good, right?”

This piece of sophistry left both Li Weiyi and Xu Yi silent.

Xu Yi gave a deep laugh and said: “Achan really has grown up. You weren’t this shameless as a child.” His gaze moved to Li Weiyi’s face. He said: “Xiaoyi, I know you’re not that kind of woman. Come home with me.”

As soon as the words left his mouth, Li Weiyi felt Zhang Jingchan’s hand grip even tighter. She was silent for a moment, then said: “I really do have important matters to handle. Please go back first.”

Xu Yi stared at her for a while, then suddenly swung his fist at Zhang Jingchan. Zhang Jingchan’s face took a solid punch. He staggered but still kept Li Weiyi protected behind him.

Li Weiyi hurriedly steadied him. Looking at the blood on the corner of his mouth, she stamped her foot: “Why don’t you know how to dodge!” She frantically dug through her pocket for a tissue and handed it to him. He acted as if he didn’t see it and didn’t reach out to take it. Li Weiyi directly pressed it to the corner of his mouth, her movements very gentle. She held back, held back, but really couldn’t hold back anymore. She asked in a low voice: “Does it hurt?”

Only then did Zhang Jingchan take the tissue, wiped away the blood, put it down, and glanced at her. This glance made Li Weiyi’s heart tremble.

Zhang Jingchan said to Xu Yi: “I returned your punch. We’re even. She won’t go with you, and I won’t allow it either.”

Li Weiyi lowered her head, not looking at Xu Yi.

Xu Yi let out a soft breath, looked elsewhere, then turned back. Using the tissue to wipe away a bit of blood on his knuckles, he straightened his coat collar and said: “Xiaoyi, don’t you think all of this is too absurd? We were fine yesterday. What on earth happened?”

Li Weiyi closed her eyes and opened them again, answering: “It is quite absurd. Whether you believe it or not, I never intended to hurt you. But some things are beyond human control. You say I changed in a single day—perhaps in another day, you’ll change too. What exists will no longer exist. What you liked you’ll no longer like. Everything will vanish into thin air. No one will remember.”

Her hand was squeezed hard by Zhang Jingchan. She closed her mouth.

Xu Yi looked at her face, stunned. His expression became both tender and pained. He stepped forward two steps, raised his hand as if wanting to do something, then lowered it again.

He said: “On the first day we got together, you forced me to promise never to change my heart. Someone like me, having made such a vow, how could I change? No matter what happens, our love will never vanish into thin air. If you have difficulties, I’m willing to wait—wait for you to come back and explain. But Li Weiyi, you must remember: no one can separate us. I don’t accept it, and you can’t do this either.”

Xu Yi got in his car alone and left, without looking back even once.

Zhang Jingchan stood silently for a moment, then turned around. But the instant he saw Li Weiyi, his expression was shaken, just like Xu Yi’s had been.

Li Weiyi hadn’t noticed yet. She let out a long breath and said with forced lightness: “He finally left. What kind of situation is this even? Forget it, let’s focus on the main business first. Should we head back to Xiang City now?”

Chapter 75: Her Coverage (3)
Her arm suddenly tightened as Zhang Jingchan pulled her into his embrace. She whimpered: “What are you doing?”

Zhang Jingchan didn’t say a word. Li Weiyi’s vision gradually blurred. She raised her hand to touch her face, only to discover she had been crying profusely without knowing when it started.

No wonder… the two of them both had those expressions. An invisible, stagnant, dull pain lodged from her chest all the way to her throat. She opened her mouth but couldn’t make a single sound.

Li Weiyi just stood there in a daze, not knowing how long she stood. Zhang Jingchan stuffed her into the passenger seat of the car.

The car merged onto the highway. She gradually came to her senses, and her tears also stopped. She turned her head to look at Zhang Jingchan. His expression was still that terrible. She thought he must have noticed her gaze, yet he had no reaction whatsoever.

Li Weiyi wanted to say something but had nothing to say. She silently turned her head, looking ahead, her heart feeling utterly empty.

She had slept too poorly last night. After crying so hard, she was mentally exhausted to the extreme. Without realizing it, she fell asleep.

Li Weiyi had a very, very long dream.

So long it felt like half a lifetime.

She dreamed of the day she got together with Xu Yi.

It was the winter two years ago, on a completely ordinary evening. Xu Yi had invited her to dinner. The location was at a restaurant near his company.

Li Weiyi arrived early. He hadn’t come yet. She knew he was extremely, extremely busy, so she didn’t rush him. She walked alone on the sidewalk outside the restaurant.

It was already dark then, with heavy traffic and pedestrians weaving through. The weather was a bit cold. Walking alone, she suddenly felt very lonely.

For so many years, that loneliness, present yet elusive, lingered persistently. She thought that in her subconscious, she was always waiting for something—perhaps a person, perhaps for something to happen. So even though Xu Yi had pursued her for many years, it hadn’t made her, someone so tenderhearted, soften her heart toward him. She always had a strange feeling that once she made a commitment to Xu Yi, there would come a day when she would lose control of herself.

Muddled and vaguely, she had persisted like this for so many years.

But what about Xu Yi? She didn’t know either.

In college, the one who indulged her gently like an older brother was him; after graduation, the one who guided her as both teacher and friend was him; all these years, no matter big or small matters, the first person to rush over was always him.

She had never dated anyone else because, guarded by him, all opportunities were cut off. More than once, when a boy showed interest in pursuing her, within a few days, he would automatically distance himself from her. She knew it was Xu Yi’s doing.

Today, he clearly had very important clients to receive, supposedly involving a hundred-million-yuan collaboration. Yet because she happened to be nearby viewing an art exhibition, he insisted on having dinner with her.

Li Weiyi took a deep breath, hands in her pockets, looked up at the starry sky, and slowly walked forward. Without realizing it, she walked to the base of Muchen Group’s headquarters building. It was brightly lit, resplendent and magnificent. Two luxury cars drove up and stopped in front of the lobby. A group of people got out.

Li Weiyi stood still and watched. Xu Yi walked in the center. Although still tall, lean, and handsome as before, his brows now carried weathered restraint. He smiled and shook hands with the other party one by one in farewell, watching the guests leave. An assistant behind him brought over his coat. He put it on in a few movements, glanced down at his watch, said a few words to the assistant, then strode toward the restaurant’s direction.

Li Weiyi was across the street, following him step by step forward. She watched him look left and right at the intersection, just like an ordinary young man, then cross the street, no longer resembling that tycoon who commanded the winds and rains in the business world. She watched him take out his phone, his long fingers dancing. Her phone vibrated in her pocket. He said: “Have you arrived? Sorry for the delay. I’ll be there in 3 minutes.”

Li Weiyi watched him finish sending the text, his steps quickening even more, his brows and eyes open and forthright. Her eyes suddenly moistened.

Just then, Li Weiyi in the dream switched to stand opposite her past self, becoming an observer, seeing clearly and distinctly that Li Weiyi’s expression.

That version of her was full of tender compassion, ultimately accepting. Li Weiyi understood that in this moment, she had reconciled with the version of herself from the past who had bizarre experiences and absurd premonitions.

Her expression was so peaceful, without the obsession and impulse of falling in love with someone, only deep emotion and tenderness.

She had given up waiting.

Everyone saw Xu Yi’s mature steadiness and inscrutability. Only that version of her saw his childlike stubbornness and longing.

She finally wanted to accompany him, couldn’t bear to make him wait any longer.

And the present Li Weiyi, in her dream, had a sudden enlightenment, her heart cut like a knife.

After that, many, many details buried in memories flashed by rapidly like fleeting images. She saw in that restaurant, Xu Yi embracing her, saying to her: “I love you.” Even after getting in the car, he held her tight without letting go. She saw countless days and nights, the two of them watching movies together, eating together, traveling together, with constant laughter and intimate companionship. She saw him at work while she sat beside him, having drawn for half a day without inspiration, then went to tease him. He held her as they sat together in an executive chair, lifted her finger to press the keyboard: “The startup password is my mother’s birthday…”

Li Weiyi also saw many nights when that version of her drew and drew until, exhausted, she fell asleep. Xu Yi would stay by her side, gently stroking her hair. Afterward, he would smoke alone by the window, eyes slightly closed, expression lazy and indifferent, as if he had become a different person, yet also as if it was his unruly true nature.

She also saw some dusks when only she sat alone in the studio, setting down her paintbrush, the setting sun covering her body. She didn’t know what she had been thinking then, only that there was an indescribable loneliness.

……

Finally, Li Weiyi’s dreamscape became chaotic and fragmented.

One moment, she was seventeen, falling into a pond, and a person whose face she couldn’t see clearly jumped into the water and embraced her. The next moment, it was the car accident—Zhang Jingchan drove and crashed into that hit-and-run vehicle, but in a blink, when the hit-and-run driver raised his head, he had become Zhang Jingchan.

One moment, her sister leaped from a building, and Li Weiyi heard her parents’ hysterical screams. The next moment, it was a room where the lighting couldn’t be seen clearly, a middle-aged man pressed down on the bed by two people, forcibly given medication.

And then Zhang Jingchan, alone in a bottomless room, searching everywhere but unable to find an exit. He was shouting loudly: “Li Weiyi! Li Weiyi! Li Weiyi—”

Li Weiyi panicked, only wanting to run over and answer: “I’m here! I’m right here!”

Finally, she reached him. The person in the black coat turned around and raised his head, but had already transformed into Xu Yi’s face.

Xu Yi gazed deeply at her, saying nothing, standing like a withered tree, only his eyes quietly brimming with tears.

In all these years, Li Weiyi had never seen Xu Yi cry.

Whether it was the collapse of Fu Ming, difficulties starting his business, being rejected by her, or even when his mother died of illness, he had only reddened his eyes, never shedding tears in front of others.

Li Weiyi’s heart was filled with great sorrow.

She shouted: “Xu Yi! I’m sorry! I’m truly sorry! I don’t want to make you sad, but I, but I…”

I’m ultimately not her.

This parallel line reborn through time reversal paused at the very instant I returned to this world.

She no longer exists.

The person you love—she has been covered over by me.

……

The person beside her was crying out loud in her dream.

Zhang Jingchan, who had been driving with a face like ice the entire time, finally seemed unable to endure it any longer. He turned his head to look at her.

Li Weiyi’s eyes were tightly closed, tears brimming on her lashes. Her hands resting in front of her were clenched into fists, her body trembling slightly.

“Xu Yi… Xu Yi…”

She was crying bitterly in her dream. She was repeatedly murmuring another man’s name in her dream.

Zhang Jingchan watched her quietly for a moment, then turned to look ahead and never glanced at her again.

Chapter 76: New Clues (1)
Li Weiyi opened her eyes to see a sky washed clean and blue. The sunlight was glaring, and she used the back of her hand to shield her eyes.

Her heart felt utterly hollow.

But she was the kind of person who, once she had cried and thought things through, would become suddenly clear-minded and no longer dwell on troubles.

Otherwise, how could one keep moving forward in life?

She glanced at Zhang Jingchan beside her. His expression was calm, as if he were immersed in the act of driving. He seemed completely oblivious to the small rustling movements she made after waking up.

Li Weiyi then noticed the bloodstain at the corner of his mouth and asked softly, “That… does it still hurt?”

He remained silent for a few seconds before responding with a brief “Mm.”

Li Weiyi looked at the scenery outside the car window. “We’re in Xiang City? I slept for quite a while. What are we doing next?”

Zhang Jingchan kept his eyes on the road ahead, only casting her a brief sidelong glance. Her forthright and calm demeanor, however, took on a different meaning in Zhang Jingchan’s eyes.

Just moments ago, she had been crying bitterly in her dreams over another man, and now she was probably pretending and putting on a front before him.

Zhang Jingchan felt as if the area around his heart had been viciously bitten by this woman, yet she remained utterly unaware and wouldn’t let go.

His ten fingers slowly gripped the steering wheel even tighter, the knuckles on the back of his hands protruding.

“I’ll take you back first. What’s the address?”

Li Weiyi was stunned. “Why would I go back alone?”

He looked ahead. “I’ll handle what comes next by myself.”

Li Weiyi paused, then said, “What gives you the right to not let me go?”

Zhang Jingchan rested one arm on the car door, driving with one hand, and answered, “Because if you stay with me even one moment longer, I won’t let you go.”

Li Weiyi couldn’t utter a single word.

After that, the two remained silent all the way until they reached the building where Li Weiyi now lived.

Zhang Jingchan unlocked the door but didn’t move or speak.

Li Weiyi hung her head, pushed open the car door, and set one foot on the ground. Then she turned back. “Zhang Jingchan, can’t you separate personal matters from business? I’d be another helping hand if I came along.”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his head, turned off the engine, and leaned back neither too heavily nor too lightly. “I indeed can’t separate them as clearly as you do.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

She stood outside the car while he sat inside. Both remained silent for a while before she said, “Zhang Jingchan, can you please not talk to me like this?”

He raised his head and looked into the distance. “I don’t mean anything else by it. Since you see us as partners who can go our separate ways once things are done, there’s really no need for me to bring you along all the time for things I can handle alone.”

Li Weiyi: “That’s not how I see you.”

Zhang Jingchan turned to look at her, as if wanting to ask something, but ultimately remained silent.

Li Weiyi walked two steps toward the residential complex but couldn’t help turning back. She ran back with large strides and said, “You really don’t need to be angry. The person Xu Yi likes isn’t me—it’s the Li Weiyi of this spacetime. Those words he said were meant for her, not for me.”

Zhang Jingchan rested one hand on the steering wheel and turned his head to look at her. “What about you? Can you distinguish yourself from her?”

Li Weiyi paused before answering, “I’m clear about what I’m doing.”

Zhang Jingchan tilted his head with a smile—a very indifferent and calm smile. “We’re all adults. I’m not being impulsive, nor am I angry. I can sense that you have feelings for me. It’s just that those feelings aren’t strong enough for you to make up your mind to be with me. After Xu Yi appeared, those slight feelings became even less comparable to your years of shared history.”

Li Weiyi reflexively wanted to deny it, but didn’t know how to define her current relationship with Zhang Jingchan. Her hesitation, in Zhang Jingchan’s eyes, made his heart grow even colder. He raised his hand to start the car, gripping the steering wheel tightly with both hands and looking straight ahead. Li Weiyi instinctively took a step back. He paused, then looked at her again with such a direct gaze that it made Li Weiyi’s heart skip a beat.

“In this lifetime, if I absolutely had to have you, Xu Yi couldn’t do anything about it. But Li Weiyi, I think that would be meaningless.” He spoke evenly and calmly. “If you really can’t bear to leave him, then we… should just forget it.”

Li Weiyi’s mind went blank, and he had already driven away with a press of the accelerator.

For the next four days, Li Weiyi stayed at her sister’s house. She didn’t want to face Xu Yi alone. However, Xu Yi didn’t come looking for her either.

Every evening at 9:30, Zhang Jingchan would come to pick her up on time, and the two would wait at the intersection where the car accident had occurred until midnight. They rarely spoke. Zhang Jingchan was always busy with company matters, bringing his laptop or making phone calls. He finally seemed like a young CEO of a publicly listed company—authoritative, calm, composed, constantly assessing situations and maneuvering strategically.

Thus Li Weiyi understood that as long as Zhang Jingchan was willing, with just one turn, he could be very, very far from her.

Li Weiyi found it rather boring, so she also brought her sketchpad and kept drawing during the tedious waiting periods—drawing that fateful intersection, the hazy and scattered lights, and sometimes the various aspects of human life on the road.

Once, Zhang Jingchan suddenly turned to look at her drawing, which startled her into immediately covering it with her hand. He glanced at her but said nothing.

During this time, Li Weiyi sent Xu Yi a text message that she had drafted for a long time.

“Xu Yi, I’ve carefully considered and thought it through. We’re not suitable for each other, and I don’t like you anymore. Let’s break up. I’m very sorry.”

Xu Yi didn’t reply until more than half a day later: “Don’t be foolish. I’m quite busy these days. I’ll come pick you up this weekend.”

Li Weiyi: “This is a serious decision I’ve made—I want to break up with you.”

Xu Yi: “Every word I said to you was also serious.”

After that, Li Weiyi sent several more messages, all of which sank without a trace.

One evening, Li Weiyi was scrolling through her social media feed when she saw a post from Xu Yi’s secretary with a photo. It turned out he really had been busy these past few days, successfully negotiating a strategic partnership with a famous European-American brand. The accompanying image was from the celebratory banquet of both parties, with splendor everywhere and elegantly dressed people. Li Weiyi stared at the photo—everyone was beaming with smiles, except the big boss himself, who stood in the center surrounded by others, holding a wine glass, refined and courteous but with a silent expression.

Li Weiyi looked at it for a while and sighed.

As coincidence would have it, the secretary sent her a message: “Weiyi, I’m taking the liberty to ask—please don’t mind—but have you and the boss been arguing lately?”

Li Weiyi didn’t want to go into detail with her: “We’re okay.”

“But the boss has been acting strange lately, like a workaholic, working until midnight every day. We’re all scared to death. Everyone’s guessing that you two had a fight, because every time you’ve argued in the past, he’s been like this. But this time seems really serious.”

“You know, the boss worked too hard when he was young and developed stomach problems, and his cervical spine isn’t good either. Could you please talk to him about it?”

“Actually, we all envy you. To be honest, in this job, I’ve met quite a few wealthy bosses, but only Boss Xu is the most upright and proper. All these years, you’ve been the only one by his side. There’s no man better than him. Everyone in our company is hoping to attend your wedding banquet soon.”

…

Chapter 77: New Clues (2)
Xu Yi neither met with her nor replied to her messages.

But every day, Li Xiaoyi’s household would receive flowers sent for her younger sister, as well as expensive fruits. Sometimes there were toys for the children or nutritional supplements for the elderly.

The whole family took it in stride, but Li Weiyi’s frown only deepened.

One day, Mother Li said, “Huh? Why haven’t we seen Xu Yi lately? I’m making lamb tonight. Weiyi, if he’s free, invite him over for dinner.”

Father Li also agreed, taking out a bottle of wine and saying, “Perfect timing—a fellow townsman gave me a bottle of home-brewed rice wine. The flavor is quite good. Although Xu Yi has tried all kinds of fine wines, this rice wine has a different taste altogether. Have him come keep me company for a drink.”

Li Weiyi: “He’s been especially busy lately and doesn’t have time.”

Mother Li chided her, “You didn’t even ask him!”

“There’s really no need to call him.”

Mother Li: “You! Xu Yi treats you so well. After all these years, can’t you put more thought into him? If you won’t call him, I will!” As she spoke, she reached for her phone.

Li Weiyi quickly stopped her, saying, “Mom, don’t call him. He and I had a fight. Anyway, you shouldn’t meddle in matters between us young people, or I’ll get angry.”

She didn’t want to explain too much to her parents. After all, once she traveled back, she was determined to erase this romantic storyline, so Xu Yi wouldn’t get hurt either.

Mother Li glared at her twice but ultimately didn’t insist.

When 9:30 in the evening arrived, Li Weiyi went out as usual. Mother Li stood upstairs, watching her get into an unfamiliar car. The driver was clearly a man. Mother Li’s frown deepened. After thinking it over, she dialed Xu Yi’s number.

After all these years, in Mother Li’s heart, Xu Yi was already like a son-in-law.

“Auntie, is something the matter?”

“Xiao Xu, have you been busy with work lately? How’s your health? We haven’t seen you come over for dinner in quite a while.”

Xu Yi on the other end fell silent for a moment before answering, “Auntie, I… have been quite busy lately.”

His hesitant tone confirmed Mother Li’s suspicions. She asked carefully, “Auntie will be presumptuous and ask—have you and Weiyi been getting along well lately?”

Xu Yi grew even more silent. After a moment, he said in a choked voice, “Auntie, she wants to break up with me… She actually wants to leave me. I really am…”

He couldn’t continue. Mother Li’s mind buzzed, feeling both angry and guilty. She asked, “Is she… is she…”

Xu Yi took a deep breath, seemingly controlling his emotions, and said, “Auntie, I think she’s temporarily lost her head, or perhaps someone has deceived her. After all our years together…”

Mother Li immediately said, “That’s right, it must be that. She must have encountered a scammer. That child—at her age, still so naive. Xiao Xu, you’re older than her. Don’t take it seriously, and don’t let it affect your relationship, okay?”

Xu Yi said, “Nothing can affect our relationship. Auntie, can you help me with something?”

“Tell me, tell me!”

“I’d like to set work aside for a while and take her on a trip, just the two of us together, to work through this knot in her heart.”

“Good! That’s a good idea. Auntie supports you.”

“But she won’t see me right now.” Xu Yi gave a bitter laugh. “She certainly won’t go traveling with me.”

“Then what should we do?”

On the other end of the phone, Xu Yi sat alone in the study of a quiet villa. The phone was on the table with the speaker on, and his expression was utterly calm.

“I do have her passport here with me. Auntie, the day after tomorrow morning, just say you’re going to Hainan for a trip and have her take you to the airport. Once we’re at the airport, I’ll take her away.”

“Alright, Auntie will definitely help you.”

The call ended. Xu Yi sat alone for a long while, then gave a self-deprecating laugh and called his secretary. “Is everything prepared?”

The secretary on the other end responded with a bright smile, “Boss, the private plane is ready. That island in the Maldives has also been rented, and it will be set up tomorrow. The ring has already been air-shipped from Europe. Everything is in place, just waiting for you and the lady boss to go.”

“Mm.” Xu Yi acknowledged, though his tone didn’t betray much happiness. After hanging up, he lit a cigarette and smoked it slowly.

She had changed.

From the morning she woke up that day, the way she looked at him had been wrong.

He had waited seven years for her, possessed her for barely one year, and overnight, she said love would eventually dissipate into nothing.

This scene felt strangely familiar.

Had that secret from eight years ago, hidden between her and Zhang Jingchan, happened again?

But Xu Yi didn’t care anymore.

Whether mysterious or forgotten.

Whether it was her or not her, it was still her.

He could still recognize her soul at a glance. She was still the same person—probably just lost her way somewhere in between.

Xu Yi stubbed out the cigarette in the ashtray, exhaled a long stream of smoke, and thought to himself: No one can stop me from obtaining happiness. Weiyi, not even you.

——

The next day, which was the fifth afternoon since Li Weiyi had traveled back, she received a call from Zhang Jingchan. “There’s a new discovery. Come downstairs.”

From a distance, Li Weiyi could see Zhang Jingchan wearing a black jacket, sitting in the car with both hands resting on the steering wheel. The sunlight was clear and transparent. Against the black fabric, his neck appeared even more fair and his wrists slender. Li Weiyi had long felt that his most beautiful feature was his prominent brow bones, as if a master calligrapher had meticulously yet freely sketched two strokes with an ink brush—handsome with a hint of pride.

She got into the passenger seat. Zhang Jingchan started the car. After a moment of silence between them, he asked, “What did you do at home during the day?”

Li Weiyi glanced at him, thinking the sun must be rising in the west—was his conscience bothering him? He was actually willing to make small talk with her.

She answered, “Drawing, watching TV dramas. What else could I do? I’m not allowed to work on actual business.”

Zhang Jingchan fell silent.

Li Weiyi snorted and said, “Today is going to be tough for you and me.”

“What do you mean?”

Li Weiyi checked the time. “We met before 6 PM this afternoon. Doesn’t that mean we have to spend six hours together? Not talking for such a long time—ha… Of course, I have no problem with that.”

“I didn’t say you couldn’t talk.”

“But there’s nothing to talk about anyway!” she retorted.

Zhang Jingchan finally looked at her. His face showed neither anger nor pleasure. Without responding to her words, he changed the subject. “There are two discoveries. First, I found that back then in Xiang City, there was another mysterious sum of money that bought soybean futures half a month after my father entered the market, then sold out one day after my father liquidated his position. The person behind it profited three hundred million.”

Li Weiyi’s expression became serious. “Have you found out who it was?”

“An unfamiliar name—Wang Ming. The key point is, I can confirm that in the previous life, this person and this capital entry didn’t exist.”

“It’s an inside mole!”

Zhang Jingchan nodded.

“But how could they have known?”

“Can’t be certain. Fu Ming wasn’t a company with well-established internal confidentiality and risk control mechanisms—in fact, it was extremely crude. Perhaps when my dad was moving the funds, certain people took notice. Perhaps my father’s financial accounts couldn’t be kept completely confidential either. Or… do you remember that day we told him about the futures plan? Three people entered the study in the middle of our conversation.”

Chapter 78: New Clues (3)
Li Weiyi thought for a moment and answered, “Liu Ying, Cheng Chuan, and Li Jinxiong.”

“Exactly.”

Li Weiyi’s mood lightened. Fortunately, Xu Yi wasn’t among them. She felt guilty toward him. Although they couldn’t be lovers, she didn’t want to become enemies with him either.

“Wang Ming and them…”

“It’s deeply hidden. On the surface, there’s no traceable connection. I plan to go back to 2014 to look for clues.”

“Alright.”

Seeing that he wasn’t continuing, Li Weiyi asked, “What about your second discovery?”

Zhang Jingchan answered, “You’ll find out when we get there.”

Li Weiyi folded her arms across her chest and turned her head to look at him. “I’ve noticed you’re pretty impressive this time—finding out so much.”

Zhang Jingchan kept his eyes on the road ahead and replied, “In this life, I’m not carrying a billion in debt. I’m the top taxpayer in the city. The connections I can mobilize are naturally different.”

Li Weiyi muttered, “You’re really someone who becomes number one at the drop of a hat.”

Zhang Jingchan finally smiled slowly, though he still didn’t look at her, as if the air itself had made him laugh.

After a while longer, Li Weiyi said, “I brought up breaking up with Xu Yi, but he didn’t agree. Later, he simply stopped responding to me.”

Zhang Jingchan acted as if he hadn’t heard, not even moving an eyebrow.

Li Weiyi didn’t mind him and continued on her own. “I’ve thought this whole matter through inside and out—regardless of whether I look for a boyfriend in the future, I should separate from him. You were right. This is a relationship that should never have existed. I’m not her. I can’t take on her memories and be with him. Once we return to 2014 and change history, he won’t remember anything and won’t be hurt. Everything will return to its proper place.”

Zhang Jingchan still didn’t speak, but the car speed unconsciously slowed down.

Li Weiyi continued, “Moreover, theoretically speaking, he and I are just boyfriend and girlfriend. Since we’re not married, breaking up doesn’t require his consent.”

The car stopped at the entrance of a traffic police squadron.

Zhang Jingchan turned off the engine and unbuckled his seatbelt, his expression unchanged. “Get out.”

Li Weiyi made a small scoffing sound in her heart and also put on an indifferent expression as if she had never said anything, following him inside.

A man led them to an office and showed them a section of surveillance footage.

Li Weiyi immediately recognized the black large Jeep in the footage as the one that had hit them. She didn’t remember any distinctive features of that vehicle, but the feeling of impact had been too intense. Her instinct told her: that was it!

“This vehicle was stolen, and the license plate is fake—a cloned plate. Mr. Zhang, thank you for providing the lead. We’ll conduct a citywide search for this vehicle.”

Li Weiyi glanced at Zhang Jingchan, wondering how he had managed to persuade them this time. She still vividly remembered the last time he had directed Ding Chenmo, pointing wherever he wanted him to strike.

Zhang Jingchan had one hand pressed on the desk, watching the surveillance footage. Though he clearly hadn’t raised his head, he seemed to sense her glance. He suddenly raised his other hand and patted the back of her head, his voice lighter than clear water. “Don’t let your mind wander. Watch the surveillance.”

Li Weiyi froze, her face instantly heating up. She quickly glanced at the police officer beside them, who simply smiled.

So Li Weiyi also bent down and leaned in beside Zhang Jingchan to watch the screen seriously. But in her heart, it felt as though a small morning glory had slowly bloomed, facing a gentle breeze, going “ta-ta-ta, ta-ta-ta.” The distress and melancholy buried in her heart for several days vanished without a trace in an instant, all because of his long-absent small gesture.

“Is it this person?” Zhang Jingchan asked.

In the surveillance footage, the suspect vehicle drove into a gas station. A man wearing an old black cotton jacket got out of the car. He was of medium build, slightly overweight, wearing a baseball cap the entire time. He went to pay the fee, then returned to the car.

The police officer answered, “That’s right, it’s him. The surveillance never captured his full face. I asked the staff, but there are too many drivers refueling every day. She has no recollection. Can you recognize who it is?”

Both Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi fell into silence.

The image froze on the moment when the man got back in the car. He had his back to the surveillance the whole time, and his movements weren’t very agile. They could even vaguely see graying temples beneath his cap brim, but they really couldn’t identify which person from their memories he might be.

——

As night fell, Xu Yi drove back to the underground parking garage of his residential complex. After parking the car, he didn’t move. Ever since that person stopped coming to his home, there seemed to be nothing worth returning home for.

He lit a cigarette, leaned his head back, closed his eyes, and slowly smoked.

He didn’t know how much time had passed.

Until a hoarse, low male voice sounded by the window. “Assistant Xu, long time no see.”

Xu Yi’s hand holding the cigarette froze.

It had been many years since anyone had called him that.

Chapter 79: My Girl (1)
When Li Weiyi woke up again, she heard the long-absent sound of birdsong. Looking at the familiar villa bedroom before her, her mind replayed the scene of last night’s collision.

The intersection, the crowd, the blinding lights, the black large SUV, and a fleeting glimpse of a man in black.

She even felt that this collision was more violent than any before. She wondered what had changed.

She sat up and looked at the time on her phone: July 11, 2014, Friday, 9:00 AM.

Two weeks before Zhang Moyun’s death.

She immediately called Zhang Jingchan, but it rang for a long time without answer. She frowned slightly and went out to find Wu Xinhui watching television: “Mom, where’s Dad?”

“He’s at the company, of course.”

“He didn’t go on a business trip out of town, did he?”

“I think he said he’s going to Beijing this afternoon.”

If she still couldn’t reach Zhang Jingchan, Li Weiyi planned to go find Zhang Moyun alone. Fortunately, Zhang Jingchan called back soon: “Where are you?”

“Home. What about you?”

“School.”

Li Weiyi was just thinking that no wonder he didn’t answer, when he continued: “Today’s final exam. The teacher won’t allow anyone to take leave.”

Li Weiyi: “…Then what do we do?”

“There’s half an hour until lunch break. I’ll come over right away. Wait for me at home.”

Li Weiyi waited for a while, then got up and went to the desk to look through Zhang Jingchan’s backpack and class schedule. There were only two elective classes in the afternoon. She sent a text message to the class monitor with the single ponytail and big eyes to request sick leave. She also looked over the weekend homework for each subject, but only glanced at it before tossing it aside.

She came here to accomplish something important, not to do homework.

She saw a familiar notebook, smiled slightly, picked it up and flipped through it. On certain pages she found her own familiar handwriting—the young Zhang Jingchan had actually kept it.

Under this notebook was another one. Li Weiyi casually opened it.

It looked like a diary. Li Weiyi didn’t want to pry and was about to close it, but a glance at the content made her freeze.

“May 14, 2014, Sunny.

Today is the first day I’m waiting for you. I’ve decided to record some of my feelings during these 8 years, and when we meet on January 13, 2022, I’ll show you this diary.

I wonder if you’re good-looking? You must be beautiful. If you weren’t a great beauty, why would I like you?”

Li Weiyi understood—Zhang Jingchan had taken his message to himself seriously last time. The 19-year-old Zhang Jingchan took it to heart. This matter probably couldn’t be shared with anyone, so he could only confide in his diary.

He had actually started waiting.

Li Weiyi’s heart ached as she hurriedly read on.

“May 19, 2014, Sunny.

Got first place in the department again on midterms. I’m so excellent—are you attracted?

May 24, 2014, Cloudy.

Another girl confessed to me today. Honestly, she’s quite pretty and considerate—my type. If I wasn’t waiting for you, maybe I would have said yes. Hahaha, just kidding. Don’t hit me when you read this later.

May 30, 2014, Rainy.

So annoyed today. There’s a professor for one class who’s verbose, lectures poorly, and likes to humiliate people in class. I argued back at him. The whole class applauded. Hey, isn’t your boyfriend cool?

June 4, 2014, Sunny.

I calculated—still have to wait 7 years and 7 months.

June 15, 2014, Cloudy.

Dad’s been really busy lately. He even tentatively asked my opinion on soybean futures. I really dislike this kind of speculative behavior from him, so he stopped asking me.

Do I really have to wait until 2022 to meet you?

June 22, 2014, Rainy.

Come, let’s chat. Are you from the south or north? Tall or short? Do you like spicy food? What’s your job? What do you like about me?

I’m so excellent, you probably like everything about me.

June 29, 2014, Sunny.

One more week. As usual, after two months, I’ll be possessed by the female ghost again. So scared.

…

That girl is you, right?”

By the time Li Weiyi read this line, tears had already blurred her eyes. She didn’t know what was wrong with her—her heart felt both warm and sour. Just as she was about to read on, her phone rang.

It was Zhang Jingchan: “Come downstairs.”

Li Weiyi immediately put the diary back in its place.

Wu Xinhui, who was doing her makeup at the vanity table in the master bedroom, only saw her son rush past like a gust of wind. She called out: “Are you eating lunch at home?”

Li Weiyi didn’t hear and had already run downstairs. Wu Xinhui laughed and walked to the window, surprised to see the young girl who had captivated her son two months ago appear again. Her son ran up to her with a silly smile on his face like a puppy dog. The young girl was quite reserved, smiling faintly as she opened the Ferrari’s passenger door for him. Her son plopped right in.

The young girl started the car with clean, efficient movements while her son sat obediently… Wu Xinhui’s eyebrows twitched. Her son normally wouldn’t let anyone touch this car, but today he eagerly let the girl drive it. Truly one thing conquers another… She laughed helplessly.

“Madam.” Sister Liu the housekeeper stood behind her.

“What is it?”

Sister Liu hesitated before saying: “Mr. Li… came again.”

Wu Xinhui’s expression changed. She stammered for a moment before asking: “No one saw him, right?”

Sister Liu lowered her head: “No. As soon as he knocked, I brought him to the small living room to avoid the neighbors seeing.”

Wu Xinhui frowned: “Tell him to leave! Stop harassing me!”

“Alright.”

But Sister Liu had only taken a few steps when Wu Xinhui called her back: “Wait!” She looked conflicted: “Never mind, I’ll go see him and tell him myself.”

Wu Xinhui entered the small living room and closed the door. Sister Liu silently cleaned in the living room. After a while, as she carried the mop past the small living room, even through the door she could hear the argument inside growing more heated.

“Impossible! Don’t do this, I gave you money. Li Yilin, you can’t do this!”

“I love you… but I still love you!” the man shouted.

Gasping sounds, collision sounds, crying sounds, all mixed together.

Sister Liu’s eyes suddenly widened. She gripped the mop handle tightly, then suddenly walked quickly away from the small living room.

——

Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan went directly to Fuming Group, to Zhang Moyun’s office.

Compared to their last visit, the atmosphere in the company had clearly changed significantly. Everyone looked anxious, with restless and uneasy emotions surging in the air. Some employees looked at them strangely too.

Zhang Moyun had just finished a meeting and stood by the window deep in thought. When he turned and saw the two of them, his expression was dazed.

Compared to two months ago, his temples had turned significantly whiter.

Li Weiyi felt her heart ache and called out: “Hello, Uncle.”

Zhang Jingchan’s lips moved, his voice slightly hoarse: “Dad.”

Zhang Moyun placed his teacup on the desk. His expression froze momentarily, then he looked up at them with a smile: “So I still died?”

Li Weiyi couldn’t bear to speak. Zhang Jingchan met his gaze and nodded.

Zhang Moyun’s expression was calm: “Come, why are you standing at the door? Both of you come in and sit.”

Li Weiyi said: “Uncle, this time we’ll definitely save you.”

Chapter 80: My Girl (2)
Zhang Moyun smiled slightly, looked at Zhang Jingchan, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he asked: “What about you? You don’t have to carry debt anymore, right? Everything with the futures is arranged. Even if I die, it won’t affect anything. Are you and your mom doing well?”

Zhang Jingchan was silent for a few seconds before answering: “Pretty well.”

All three were quiet for a moment. Then Zhang Jingchan said: “To make it short—two weeks from now, on July 25th, you’ll die in Liu Ying’s bed from a drug overdose. All the evidence indicates you had an affair with her.”

Zhang Moyun was stunned, then said angrily: “Bullshit! Would I even look at her? How is that possible… How could there be evidence out of nowhere?!”

Li Weiyi noticed that Zhang Jingchan’s delicate eyebrows relaxed slightly. His body also loosened as he leaned back in the chair and asked: “So you really didn’t cheat?”

Zhang Moyun was so angry he laughed. He said decisively: “No! What kind of relationship do your mom and I have? She’s been with me since she was twenty, from having nothing to where we are today. Don’t think just because she doesn’t work now—in the early years she ran construction sites with me. Without her there would be no Fuming. How could I possibly do something so unconscionable? Besides, Fuming could die at any moment if we’re not careful. I’m exhausted like a dog all the time—where would I have time to mess around with women? And with someone like Liu Ying at that? Do you think your old man is a complete idiot?”

Zhang Jingchan snorted and said: “I thought you weren’t that stupid. Villa Number 43 on Yanghuai Road—this property is under your name. Did you know that?”

Zhang Moyun frowned and shook his head: “Besides the villa, I only have two other properties in Chen City. You and your mom both know about them.”

Zhang Jingchan: “Can you find out who’s behind this?”

Zhang Moyun’s expression grew serious, a harsh glint flickering in his eyes as he answered: “Yes.”

Li Weiyi said: “Uncle, the mole at Fuming is hidden far deeper than we thought, and it must be someone very close to you. Besides Liu Ying, there may be more than one.”

The Zhang father and son exchanged glances. Zhang Moyun laughed self-mockingly and said: “I’ll investigate the property matter when I get back from Beijing.”

Zhang Jingchan: “Do you have to go to Beijing?”

“I must. I’m meeting an important leader face-to-face. If Fuming wants to hold on for two more months until the futures can be sold off, his attitude is very important.”

“When’s the earliest you can return?”

Zhang Moyun originally wanted to say three days later, but looking at their faces, he changed his answer: “The evening of the day after tomorrow.”

Neither Li Weiyi nor Zhang Jingchan spoke.

Since last time, Zhang Moyun knew they could only stay for three days. Feeling guilty, he comforted them: “On this Beijing trip, I’ll try to bring back an external financial audit team. We must root out those bastards. Damn it, we’ve been investigating internally for two months and found nothing.”

Zhang Jingchan said: “Fine, but starting today, hire several more bodyguards. When hiring the financial firm, use connections that are more distant—don’t let anyone from inside Fuming get involved. If someone wants to kill you, are you just going to wait to be killed?”

Zhang Moyun’s eyes showed a dark gloom as he answered: “I know what I’m doing.”

Li Weiyi felt relieved. Her intuition told her that even if they did nothing else this time, given Zhang Moyun’s character and methods, as long as he received advance warning, no one would be able to harm him.

Zhang Jingchan said: “Also, give me all your company account access.”

——

Zhang Jingchan brought Li Weiyi back to the Zhang family villa, to Zhang Moyun’s study. Before long, an entire truckload of paper account books was secretly transported from Fuming Group and delivered to this study.

Fuming Group had already done one round of auditing before, so these were readily available.

Li Weiyi was seated behind the office desk by Zhang Jingchan. All the paper account books were stacked on the floor, surrounding her in a tall, perfect circle.

Li Weiyi felt her vision darken as she asked: “What are you trying to do?”

Zhang Jingchan smiled slightly, standing behind her, and said: “Accountant Li, please audit these accounts.”

Li Weiyi turned her head to look at him: “Wait, are you serious? With so many account books, how can I finish reading them in two and a half days? Your dad investigated for two months and found nothing.”

Zhang Jingchan bent down, one hand pressing on the back of her chair, the other on the desk surface. From this angle, Li Weiyi was almost entirely in his embrace. Li Weiyi instinctively shrank back, but then she stopped retreating. She extended her own arm, which was much more solid and lean than Zhang Jingchan’s, and with a “smack” knocked away the hand he had placed on the desk, saying leisurely: “If you want to talk, talk. Why get so close?”

Zhang Jingchan’s skin was delicate now, and her slap actually hurt. He rubbed his arm, staring at her faintly smug face, smiled, but didn’t retort.

Li Weiyi magnanimously leaned back in the executive chair and raised her chin at him: “Continue. How did you come up with such an inhumane idea?”

Zhang Jingchan crossed his arms, his back straight against the desk, his right toe lightly hooking his left foot. He lowered his head, gazing at her in the chair.

Li Weiyi felt that comparing people would drive one to death. Even though he was in a female body, his every casual movement and posture carried an innate presence.

Thinking this, the momentum Li Weiyi had deliberately mustered instantly deflated. Her back slumped as she flopped onto the desk, reverting to a large blob.

Zhang Jingchan found this soft, listless Li Weiyi much more pleasing to the eye. He casually rubbed her head. She didn’t want to move and just lay there letting him rub, their eyes meeting at different heights, neither speaking.

Li Weiyi felt her heart fluttering in waves, tingling and numb.

Zhang Jingchan used his fingers to smooth her hair, then finally withdrew his hand and said: “My dad doesn’t understand finance. It’ll take three days after external personnel return to audit the accounts. Signing contracts requires the company seal—it makes a big commotion and there’s no guarantee the news won’t leak. If we can find something during the few days we’re here, that would be best. Is there anyone more suitable than you? A financial analyst from a major corporation, with financial concepts eight years more advanced than theirs.”

The corners of Li Weiyi’s mouth lifted, but some rationality still remained: “But three days is too short.”

Zhang Jingchan said: “If this were the most elite financial analyst under my command, three days would be enough. Unfortunately, I can’t bring them over.”

Li Weiyi glared at him angrily. Only then did he laugh and say: “Just teasing you. We’ll do our best. We plan, but fate decides.”

Li Weiyi sighed: “Alright.”

Time was pressing. Li Weiyi said she’d do it and got right to work, burying her head in the task. Zhang Jingchan watched her for a few more moments, then shouldered his backpack: “I’m leaving. I’ll come back this afternoon.”

“Where are you going?”

“To take an exam.”

“…”

“Math exam this afternoon. I’ll try to finish early.”

“That’s really not necessary…”

However, facts proved that even the former top student in the entire Economics and Management department, the CEO Zhang who commanded great power in the business world, could not finish a second-year high school math final exam early.

It wasn’t until dusk that Zhang Jingchan rushed over, looking slightly tired. However, once Li Weiyi entered high-speed work mode, she was almost completely unaware of the people and things around her. When Zhang Jingchan came in to greet her, she only hummed in response without even glancing at him. Dinner was brought in by Zhang Jingchan from Sister Liu, and he had to force her to stop and eat. She only hastily shoveled down food for a few minutes before putting down her bowl and continuing to work.

Chapter 81: My Girl (3)
Zhang Jingchan sat beside her, watching the computer screen for a while before his gaze settled on her. Though it was clearly his body and his appearance, he seemed to see that slender, lively girl. Sometimes she would make a fist with her right hand and press it against her lips, staring at the screen in thought. Sometimes she would bite the tip of her ballpoint pen, staring at the paper while twirling the pen between her fingers. Sometimes she would furrow her brow and rapidly type on the keyboard, her eyes bright and focused.

Zhang Jingchan watched her for quite a while before picking up the company personnel files and subsidiary company materials, quietly accompanying her as he read. His phone rang once during this time. He glanced at it, then set it aside.

It wasn’t until 10 o’clock that Zhang Jingchan put down the materials and patted Li Weiyi’s shoulder: “I have to go back.”

Li Weiyi was still somewhat unfocused: “Mm… oh.” She turned her head, about to continue working, when Zhang Jingchan grasped her shoulder and turned her around. She frowned in displeasure: “What? Don’t interrupt my train of thought.”

Zhang Jingchan pointed at the clock on the wall: “You’ve been working continuously for an entire afternoon and evening. Rest. We’ll continue tomorrow.”

Li Weiyi: “Mm, okay. I’ll work a little longer before sleeping. I’m not tired yet.”

Zhang Jingchan placed his phone in front of her: “Someone sent a text message. See how to reply.”

When Li Weiyi saw the content, her mind jolted alert, finally shifting her attention away from the piles of financial figures.

It was from Xu Yi: “Weiyi, you finish exams this week, right? Next Tuesday there’s a pretty good painter holding an exhibition at the arts center. A friend gave me two tickets. He’s an alumnus of the art university you want to attend. Want to go together? You could chat with him.”

Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan stared at each other.

She took the phone and said: “Not going. Of course not going. Didn’t we say we need to cut off this wrong emotional thread?” She tilted her head in thought and typed: Thank you, but I won’t go. Brother Xu Yi, I’m not planning to date right now…

Before she finished typing, a cool voice sounded beside her: “Brother Xu Yi? Not planning to right now?”

Li Weiyi’s head shot up: “Isn’t ‘brother’ what you call him too?”

Zhang Jingchan actually smiled lightly and said: “This kind of reply won’t work. Isn’t this how you rejected him before? He’s calculating and can afford to wait.”

Li Weiyi: “That’s true…” She thought for a moment, deleted the text and re-entered: “I don’t have feelings for you…”

“Not strong enough.”

Li Weiyi threw down the phone: “Then how do you suggest replying?”

Zhang Jingchan placed one hand on the desk surface beside her, his fingers lightly tapping: “You really want me to reply?”

Li Weiyi: “…” Why did she feel like she was walking into a trap?

She said: “You reply. Let me see.”

Zhang Jingchan picked up the phone, his fingers moving quickly, and in moments had typed several lines…

Li Weiyi: …

This person had already thought about how to reply!

“Sorry, Ah Chan and I got back together. I still like him. He’s very unhappy about us being in contact. Please don’t contact me anymore.”

Li Weiyi grabbed his finger: “This… isn’t appropriate.”

Zhang Jingchan met her eyes with his. His eyes were clear, black, and deep, seeming to hold a slightly bewitching power. He said: “I understand Xu Yi. Only this way will make him completely give up. It’s not like I’m really asking you to be with me at seventeen.”

“…”

Li Weiyi looked at this text message and slowly released his finger. Hesitation would only lead to trouble. Right now, Xu Yi had only been pursuing her for two months with limited contact—there was no deep feeling to speak of. Zhang Jingchan was right. Speaking more decisively was actually better for Xu Yi.

Li Weiyi pressed the send button herself.

Zhang Jingchan’s prediction was correct.

Li Weiyi later looked through the text messages from the previous two months. Each time she had politely declined, Xu Yi acted as if he hadn’t heard and continued chatting and joking with her, leaving her at a loss for what to do.

But this time, Xu Yi never sent another text message.

Chapter 82: Blood-Sucking Tumor
Zhang Jingchan walked out of the Zhang family villa with her backpack, preparing to hail a taxi when someone emerged from the shade of a nearby tree.

Zhang Jingchan stood with both hands tucked in her school uniform trouser pockets, looking at him with a calm expression.

The 26-year-old Xu Yi had an intensely scholarly air about him, refined and thin. He looked at the girl before him, revealing a somewhat bitter smile: “Weiyi, I knew you’d be here.”

Zhang Jingchan responded with a simple “Mm.”

Even after being ruthlessly rejected by a young girl, even with a hint of humiliation, Xu Yi still maintained his composure. He asked: “Before, didn’t you say there was absolutely no possibility between you and Achan? Why the sudden change of heart?”

Zhang Jingchan replied: “When it comes to feelings, who can say for sure.”

“Feelings, haha.” Xu Yi laughed self-mockingly. “You said before that you were focused on the college entrance exam and didn’t want to date. Turns out it’s only with him that you’ll talk about feelings. Achan is a good boy, but right now… Fu Ming has encountered some very troublesome matters. If you’re with him now, I’m afraid you’ll suffer and face hardships in the future.”

Zhang Jingchan let out a derisive snort, stepped forward two paces to the roadside, one hand still in her trouser pocket, the other raised to hail a distant taxi. He said: “That’s between me and Achan, no need for your concern.”

Xu Yi stared at his movements.

The taxi slowly approached. Xu Yi said: “This Sunday we agreed to go see a movie together. You’re a girl who keeps her word. Come with me to see one last movie, consider it a farewell. Is that alright?”

Zhang Jingchan frowned, pulled open the car door, tossed her backpack inside, got in, and said: “Not going. There’s nothing to say goodbye about. Stop pestering me. Driver, let’s go.”

Xu Yi stood by the roadside, silently watching the cold lines of the young girl’s profile, watching the taxi drive away.

He returned to his own car, leaned back in the seat, and lit another cigarette.

He and Li Weiyi had never agreed to see a movie on Sunday. But just now, the girl hadn’t refuted it.

She didn’t know.

Whether it was the tone of tonight’s text messages or her words and behavior, everything seemed like a different person. Driven by some inexplicable impulse, he had tested her.

The strange situation from May 11th to 13th, and March 11th to 13th, was happening again.

Who is “she” now?

Where has the girl he admires gone?

——

Li Weiyi didn’t follow Zhang Jingchan’s instructions. Time was simply too tight. She worked until 4 AM before she couldn’t hold on any longer and had to sleep. At 9 AM she crawled out of bed again, randomly stuffed some food in her mouth, and continued working.

At the same time, Zhang Jingchan was taking the English exam. In this subject, President Zhang finally salvaged some dignity, handing in his paper 20 minutes early, his expression somewhat relaxed. He rushed to the Zhang family home before noon, unaware that Li Weiyi had stayed up all night; Li Weiyi naturally also didn’t know that Zhang Jingchan had scored 149 for her, the highest English score in the entire grade.

After the two ate lunch with almost no communication, Zhang Jingchan hurried back to take the liberal arts comprehensive exam he least wanted to face.

After 3 PM, the study was utterly silent. Outside the window came occasional birdsong. Li Weiyi’s pen sometimes scratched across paper, sometimes she tapped at the keyboard.

Someone knocked on the door.

Li Weiyi didn’t even look up: “Come in.”

“Achan.”

Li Weiyi raised her head, glanced at Sister Liu who looked uneasy, and asked: “What is it?” Her eyes returned to the ledger.

Sister Liu was also shocked by the ledgers scattered all over the study floor. She hesitated, closed the door, stepped forward two paces, first placed a plate of snacks on the desk, and said: “I made you some food.”

Despite Li Weiyi’s attention being entirely on the ledger, she was attracted by that oily, fragrant aroma. She glanced at the desk and asked: “What is this?”

“Oh, a specialty from my hometown, called dengxin wowo.”

But Li Weiyi wasn’t really paying attention, just unconsciously responding: “Oh… your hometown, where is…”

Sister Liu didn’t answer.

After a few more seconds, Sister Liu said: “I have something to tell you.”

“Mm, go ahead…”

But Sister Liu seemed to find it difficult to speak.

Li Weiyi had to put down the ledger, rubbed her eyes, and looked at her: “Go ahead, I’m listening. Hurry up, I’m very busy.”

Sister Liu’s face flushed red, her gaze melancholic yet sincere: “I just wanted to tell you… this matter, it’s not appropriate for me to tell the master either, but I feel it should be said.”

“What matter?”

“Starting over a month ago, there’s been a Mr. Li, seems to be an old acquaintance of the mistress, who has come several times.”

“And then?”

“Each time… each time he and the mistress are alone in a room together. I didn’t intentionally listen, but sometimes their voices are very loud. I heard them talking about ‘money,’ ‘feelings’ and such. Also, there were some… some… strange sounds.” Sister Liu’s head was buried low. “I didn’t dare get too close, but… the mistress specifically instructed me that I absolutely cannot tell anyone, including you and the master.”

Li Weiyi’s heart skipped a beat. She asked: “What you’re saying is true? If there’s even half a sentence of slander, you know the consequences? My dad definitely won’t let you off. I’m sure you’re aware of my family’s influence in Chen City.”

Sister Liu was indeed frightened, hurriedly waving her hands: “No, no! This kind of thing, how could I slander! I… I originally didn’t want to meddle, but over these years, the master and you Achan have been very good to me. Plus I hope your family stays harmonious and happy. I’m afraid the mistress might have a momentary lapse in judgment…”

Sister Liu was almost in tears. Li Weiyi interrupted her: “Do you have anything else to say?”

“No… nothing else.”

“I understand. Thank you, Sister Liu. Regardless of what the real situation is, I hope you’ll follow my mom’s instructions and besides me, don’t tell anyone, including my dad. I’ll handle this matter.”

“Okay, okay! Achan, I’ll do as you say.”

Sister Liu left. Li Weiyi let out a long breath, leaned back in her chair thinking, then stood up and walked out of the room. Leaning against the second-floor railing, she could see Wu Xinhui playing cards with several other ladies, looking cheerful and completely normal.

Li Weiyi instinctively didn’t believe it, but Sister Liu had described it in such detail—and what reason would she have to slander?

Perhaps there was some misunderstanding.

This matter, she really couldn’t bring up with Zhang Jingchan, solely based on a housekeeper’s one-sided account, to raise such a topic. That was Zhang Jingchan’s own mother. From the first day they met, she saw the blanket he kept in his car for his mother and knew that although he didn’t say it, he both respected and loved his mother deeply in his heart.

The accounting matter was urgent and critical, concerning Zhang Moyun and Fu Ming’s life and death, as well as their entire family’s fate. The two of them had absolutely no spare time to deal with other matters. Li Weiyi decided that after resolving the accounting issue, she would bring this up with Zhang Jingchan.

In the evening, Zhang Jingchan returned to the Zhang family looking haggard after finishing the liberal arts comprehensive exam. The two ate dinner, one checking accounts, the other reviewing company materials or helping out. At 10 PM Zhang Jingchan had to return to the Li family.

That night, Li Weiyi worked until 5 AM before sleeping.

On the third day, Zhang Jingchan finally didn’t have to take exams or go to school. He arrived at the Zhang family home at 8 AM, pushed open the study door, only to find Li Weiyi fast asleep on the sofa wrapped in a blanket, with several ledgers still by her hand.

He wondered why she hadn’t returned to her room to sleep, then immediately understood—she was probably worried, and had spent these two nights sleeping while guarding the ledgers.

Zhang Jingchan sat on the other side of the sofa, watched her for a while, then got up and left the study. He found Sister Liu in the kitchen and asked: “What time did Achan go to sleep last night?”

Sister Liu replied: “Should have been very late. I got up at 4 AM to use the bathroom and the study light was still on. When I got up around 6 AM, the light was off.”

When Li Weiyi woke up again, the entire study was extremely dark, curtains tightly drawn, lights off. She rubbed her eyes and sat up, only then noticing someone else sitting nearby.

Zhang Jingchan stirred and also sat up straight, asking: “Awake?”

“What time is it? Why aren’t the lights on?”

“Noon, 12 o’clock.” Zhang Jingchan said, “Why didn’t you listen to me and stay up so late?”

Li Weiyi answered: “I’m anxious, afraid there won’t be enough time.” Just as she was about to stand up, her legs went numb from her previous twisted, curled-up sleeping position on the sofa, and she fell back toward the sofa. Zhang Jingchan grabbed her in his arms, but her body was too heavy, directly knocking the petite Zhang Jingchan over onto the sofa, with her body pressing down on his.

Li Weiyi laughed “pfft,” and was just about to get up when Zhang Jingchan pulled her, drawing her back to his chest.

Li Weiyi: “…”

Both her arms were braced on either side of his head, looking down at him with a half-smile: “President Zhang, are you sure you’re still thinking about taking advantage of me right now?”

In the darkness, she didn’t see the rueful smile that also floated into Zhang Jingchan’s eyes. President Zhang, who had failed in his scheme, probably also realized that now, the timing was wrong.

After all, opposite him was his own body.

He braced one hand against the sofa and sat up, causing Li Weiyi’s body to lean back and retreat. However, Li Weiyi, who rarely had the upper hand, couldn’t resist showing off desperately. She let out two “hehe” sounds and said: “If you really want a kiss, I’m not opposed to accompanying you. Come on, close your eyes. I’m going to do another sofa pin.”

Zhang Jingchan looked at her in the darkness.

Li Weiyi puckered her lips high toward him: “Come on, baby.”

Zhang Jingchan let out a long breath, pushed aside her arms, stood up and strode away, pulling open the curtains with a “whoosh.”

Li Weiyi burst out laughing.

The room suddenly brightened. Zhang Jingchan turned around, his expression as calm as if the person who had just fled in disarray wasn’t himself. He said to Li Weiyi: “Go wash up, eat something first.”

Li Weiyi obediently swaggered off.

After a while, she ran back like a gust of wind, shouting: “Your interruption made me forget about important business! I found it! I found where the problematic accounts are! Over these four years they’ve embezzled a full 80 million, hidden very deeply, but I’ve rooted them out!”

The two sat back at the computer. Li Weiyi opened several spreadsheets and spread out four or five ledgers, saying: “The answer lies in this subsidiary of Fu Ming.”

As a rapidly expanding private family enterprise, Fu Ming Group’s internal management and organizational structure were quite immature—even downright casual and chaotic. The group had multiple subsidiaries under its name, sometimes establishing a new subsidiary company whenever opening a new construction project. The functional divisions between group headquarters and subsidiary companies were also unclear. For example, headquarters had a procurement department, but procurement authority for subsidiary companies was sometimes retained at headquarters, sometimes still at the subsidiary level. Much of this was caused by “people,” because there were simply too many nepotistic relationships.

Furuida Commercial Company was such a subsidiary with extremely great independent authority. Its business scope was quite interesting. Fu Ming’s main business was real estate, and every year there would be heavy equipment depreciation or scrapping. Furuida was responsible for warehousing, transportation, and recycling of some heavy equipment and building materials, as well as reselling obsolete equipment.

“Fu Ming’s accounts are very messy, you know that, right?” Li Weiyi’s eyes were bright.

“I know.”

“Some subsidiaries use paper ledgers, some are electronic. Some are incorporated into the group’s unified system, some have separate systems. In short, your headquarters finance department being able to roughly balance the accounts each year is already quite difficult. If you really scrutinize it, there are problems everywhere. This situation makes the flow of funds and assets between different subsidiaries even more opaque and difficult to verify.”

“Mm.”

“They exploited this loophole.” Li Weiyi pulled out a blank sheet of paper, wrote “Furuida” in the center, and wrote the names of four subsidiary companies around it, saying: “For example, look at this transaction. In February 2012, heavy equipment worth over 8 million, after being used in a previous project, was transported to Furuida. This batch of equipment had only been purchased for 2 years and still had a long useful life.

“In April 2012, Furuida sold a batch of old equipment for only 800,000 in revenue.

“In June 2013, that 8 million worth of equipment that had entered inventory the previous February was depreciated by half on the books, transported to subsidiary B for use, experienced a series of quality problems and accidental damage during use, and was scrapped after half a year.

“In July 2013, Furuida reported to headquarters, applying for 9 million in funding to purchase new equipment.

“Do you see it? Was what they sold in April really old equipment? Did it really only sell for 800,000? Was what was given to subsidiary B in June the following year really relatively new equipment? Was it really scrapped that easily?

“One in, one out, one high, one low, one buy, one sell, crossed exchanges—there are many, many such transactions. If Furuida wanted to swap things around and sell off the group’s quality assets for cash, there was a lot of room to operate.

“At first glance, every batch of equipment has entries and exits, with sufficient justification and complete accounting. And because it involves different subsidiaries, equipment wear and tear is recorded in the subsidiary accounts, so the costs are erased. Therefore on the books, Furuida overall looks passable. But if you put together the equipment accounts from these subsidiaries plus Furuida and calculate them together, that’s an extremely terrifying number. Over the past 4 years, Fu Ming has lost an extra 80 million on this alone!

“Zhang Jingchan, this isn’t something one person, or even a few people, could accomplish. They’re a group. Someone is well-versed in financial statements, seized on this loophole, and with Furuida at the core, has accomplices in several subsidiaries. They’re all sucking Fu Ming’s blood together. The faster Fu Ming expands frantically, the more advantageous for them, the more viciously they suck. Your dad stands so high, and doesn’t understand finance. No matter how bold and decisive, he couldn’t possibly see these details. Moreover, he has the common problem of many private entrepreneurs—he’s overly trusting and lenient with old subordinates.”

Zhang Jingchan sat upright in his chair, hands resting on the armrests, expression cold and severe, eyes sharp.

“Furuida’s person in charge is called Li Minghui. I’ve met him a few times. He’s in his thirties, one of the young fellow townsmen my dad brought out from the old hometown. He’s already worked at Fu Ming for seven or eight years.”

Li Weiyi asked: “This Li Minghui, who would be standing behind him?”

Zhang Jingchan fell silent. He pulled out a stack of executive files from the desk, spread them out and tossed them on the table. Li Weiyi looked through the names one by one: Cheng Chuan, Vice President of Finance; Li Jinxiong, Construction Director; Zhang Fengming, Zhang Jingchan’s second uncle, Vice President of Procurement; Liu Ying, Marketing Director; Wu Mingrui, Wu Xinhui’s biological older brother, Human Resources Director; Xu Yi, Chairman’s Assistant…

Li Weiyi said slowly: “The most correct thing to do now is report it to the police. Once the accounts are given to the economic crimes police, they’ll understand immediately. With such a large amount involved, they’ll file the case right away and control the relevant people. They’ll find the money trail as soon as they investigate, whoever the big ghost is will have nowhere to hide. None of them will be able to escape.”

“You’re right.” Zhang Jingchan only said this one sentence.

“But we can’t do that, can we?”

Zhang Jingchan’s eyes were like they’d been soaked in frost and snow: “Once such a big case breaks, all of Fu Ming’s creditors will swarm in. The fragile balance my dad has worked so hard to maintain these past months will collapse directly. All of Fu Ming’s assets will be frozen, including the 90 million my dad put in the futures market, which won’t last until September.”

In that case, they would still lose completely in this game.

Li Weiyi sighed: “Then what do we do? We can’t just let them off. And they’re going to harm your dad in two weeks. If we don’t find them, how can we leave with peace of mind?”

Zhang Jingchan crossed his arms over his chest, right hand pressing against his chin, index and middle fingers lightly tapping beside his lips, deep in thought.

“Let’s go look, then we’ll know.”

Li Weiyi’s heart tightened: “We… investigate ourselves?”

“If it were before, definitely not possible. We’d be discovered by the other side before even entering Furuida’s warehouse. But now is a special period, which actually provides us convenience. Because my dad withdrew all the working capital, all construction sites have stopped, and Furuida has also ceased operations. The vast majority of workers have gone home.”

“Which means… their workshops and warehouses are very likely unmanned?”

Zhang Jingchan nodded and said: “Exactly. My dad investigated before and found nothing, so he’s already given up. Now is actually when they’ll be most relaxed and off guard. Although Fu Ming’s accounts are messy and unmanageable, for large-value assets, several subsidiaries’ main warehouse keys all have backups in my dad’s office. It’s just that he never goes to look.”

Now Li Weiyi also felt this was feasible. She snapped her fingers: “Beautiful! Ginger is spicier when it’s old. Our dad still kept a backup plan after all. So what are we waiting for? Let’s go. At 12 o’clock tonight we’ll be bounced back.”

Zhang Jingchan said: “To be cautious, let’s find a few helpers, but not too many, or it’ll easily attract attention.”

“Who do you want to find?”

Zhang Jingchan looked at her thoughtfully.
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When Li Yunmo learned he’d been selected for the four-person action team, his mouth stretched in delight all the way to his ears.

In the private room of a secluded restaurant, he instinctively first looked toward Brother Chan, seeing the other person flashing him a sweet, brilliant smile. His heart went “thump thump thump,” thinking: Brother Chan really values me most in his heart!

Then he froze, realizing—no! The sweetheart before him wasn’t Brother Chan himself, but Sister-in-law Chan who had traveled through time!

Feeling dejected, he immediately shifted his gaze to the girl sitting beside Sister-in-law Chan, one hand still resting on the back of Sister-in-law Chan’s chair—that is, his true big brother Achan. Zhang Jingchan also noticed his puppy-dog eyes, was momentarily stunned, thinking he was scared, and spoke without much warmth: “Li Yunmo, if you can handle it then do it, if not get lost.”

Li Yunmo: “…”

“Of course I can!” he said indignantly, then saw Li Weiyi disapprovingly punch Zhang Jingchan’s shoulder and cast him an apologetic look. His Brother Chan actually even smiled.

Li Yunmo suddenly felt that perhaps he should consider switching allegiances for the rest of his life.

Why must a man follow a male boss? Sister-in-law was clearly gentler, more considerate, lively and adorable.

Compared to Li Yunmo’s mix of feeling honored yet anxious about gains and losses, the other member they’d recruited appeared much more mature and steady.

After they roughly explained their intentions, Zhong Yi fell into silence. Only after finishing his third cup of tea did Zhong Yi speak: “Is there really no way to report this to the police?”

Both Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan remained silent.

Zhong Yi: “Understood. I’ll go with you. But for safety’s sake, I have a suggestion—just the four of us is too few. If there’s a direct confrontation, we might be at a disadvantage. If you’re worried about too many people being conspicuous, I’ll find two reliable comrades and have them guard the perimeter…”

Zhong Yi picked up the pen from the table and drew lines on the map Zhang Jingchan had spread out earlier: “Guard here. They’ve both done reconnaissance work. On one hand, they can serve as sentries. On the other hand, if there’s an emergency situation, they can rush into the factory within 5 minutes. Of course, it’s best if we don’t need to fight.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes lit up listening to this. Zhang Jingchan also smiled: “Alright, thanks.”

Zhong Yi looked at the two again, nodded, and took out his phone contacts to consider candidates. What he didn’t say aloud was that he knew his little sister-in-law had vast and unfathomable capabilities, but was it really appropriate for her to drag him into Fu Ming Group’s internal power struggles?

Zhong Yi had never been one to overthink things, but at least he’d heard some stories about wealthy families and watched a few episodes of TV dramas. The 17-year-old little sister-in-law was already reaching for Fu Ming’s enormous assets. Although she said it was to audit Fu Ming’s accounts, Zhong Yi wasn’t a simple-minded man—he couldn’t help but think a bit more. Even if one day Fu Ming Group changed its surname to Li, Zhong Yi wouldn’t be too surprised.

Zhong Yi glanced again at the fighting-spirited, completely unguarded young man beside his little sister-in-law, and sighed in his heart.

Forget it, whatever little sister-in-law wanted to do wasn’t something he could question. Fortunately, the naive young man had the complete set of keys and authorization. Since it was the Zhang family’s own business, nothing would be illegal no matter what. What he could do was safeguard their personal safety.

The four discussed further and settled on an action plan:

Zhong Yi’s two comrades would serve as the first line of sentries and backup, disguised as diners, stationed at a farmhouse restaurant on the main road three to four hundred meters from Furuida factory’s main gate. As long as any vehicle passed by, they could promptly send word.

Li Yunmo would serve as the second line of sentries, lurking at the factory entrance. First, to keep watch. Second, he was after all the son of Construction Director Li Jinxiong, and as the group’s second-biggest young master, who up and down didn’t know him? In case of an unexpected incident, he could use his father’s name to stall things.

Li Yunmo had objections to this arrangement, because he also wanted to follow the other three to the frontlines, bravely storming the black-hearted factory interior. But he was immediately vetoed by the other three. First, having someone stationed at the factory gate was more secure. Second, him going inside wouldn’t be of any use. Zhong Yi had fighting skills, Li Weiyi had physical strength, Zhang Jingchan was the mastermind. As for Li Yunmo—he had nothing.

Night fell.

Zhong Yi always handled things reliably. The two comrades he’d invited to help were already in position at the roadside restaurant. Zhang Jingchan had also found Li Yunmo a place to stay—by the fish pond thirty meters directly opposite the factory’s main gate. With a fisherman’s hat, a fishing rod, and wearing one of Zhong Yi’s old military overcoats, no one would suspect anything.

Infiltrating the factory was even easier than they’d imagined. As Zhang Jingchan had anticipated, because the entire group had uniformly ceased production and all workers had been given time off, the entire factory looked cold and deserted at a glance, not a single person in sight. At the entrance guard booth sat an old man, absorbed in watching television.

Zhong Yi employed a small trick, going forward to ask for directions, his body blocking the line of sight. Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan took the opportunity to slip inside. The two waited in a dark corner for a few minutes, then saw Zhong Yi emerge from another corner—neither of them knew how he’d gotten in.

Li Weiyi couldn’t help but sigh in admiration. This brother-in-law was truly worth finding—capable on the battlefield and in shady factories alike.

Before them was a factory occupying several thousand square meters. On the large open area sat five or six big trucks, and behind them were the pitch-dark factory buildings.

Zhang Jingchan had the map and keys in hand. Zhong Yi made a circuit and clearly identified the distribution of cameras in the courtyard. After a hushed consultation, Zhong Yi led them in a zigzag path, avoiding the cameras, arriving at a large warehouse.

Li Weiyi spontaneously felt the pleasure of being carried to victory by two expert players.

Zhang Jingchan opened the warehouse door. The three together slowly pushed it open just enough for one person to pass through. Zhong Yi vigilantly watched their surroundings, saying: “You two go in, I’ll stand guard.”

Zhang Jingchan responded with an “Mm.” After all, Zhong Yi didn’t understand economics and finance. He brought Li Weiyi inside, shining their flashlight as they felt their way.

The warehouse was very large, the ceiling a full seven or eight meters high, filled with large mechanical equipment, both new and old. Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan split up. She was very familiar with those assets and went directly to check the inventory. Zhang Jingchan went to search through drawers for ledgers.

Soon, Li Weiyi ran back saying: “So brazen! Several batches of scrapped old equipment that are recorded in the accounts as having been sold are all here. The model codes on the machines can’t be changed. But they’re filed under a batch of new equipment.”

“Did you take photos?”

“All taken. What about you, any discoveries?”

Zhang Jingchan shook his head. Several drawers were unlocked, all empty. He said: “The ledgers have been taken by someone.”

The two searched for a while longer when suddenly they heard someone outside shout: “Who’s there?” A flashlight beam flickered.

The two looked at each other and immediately ran toward the door. Through the crack, they saw a man dressed as a worker, holding a flashlight, walking toward the entrance.

Zhong Yi, guarding the door, said in a low voice: “Don’t come out.” Then with a smile he raised his voice: “It’s me, came to get something.”

The worker was startled, shining his flashlight on Zhong Yi’s face. Zhong Yi raised his hand to block it. The worker didn’t recognize him, but most of his wariness disappeared. As he walked over he asked: “Who is it? Did you register at the entrance? Right now you can’t just enter the factory casually.”

Zhong Yi answered vaguely: “Registered, registered. Isn’t that… um… the boss always has me come?”
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The worker walked up close, shining his flashlight on Zhong Yi’s face again. Zhong Yi shifted his body and kicked out—the other person’s flashlight fell to the ground. The worker was greatly alarmed: “What are you doing? Thief!” He turned to run, but Zhong Yi wouldn’t give him the chance. With one grab he yanked the person in front of him. He was a professional at fighting—he twisted the man’s arms behind his back, covered his mouth, and pushed him into the warehouse: “Find rope!”

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi immediately found rope. Li Weiyi even offered up a torn cloth. Zhong Yi stuffed the man’s mouth, tied him up securely in no time, and tossed him into a corner of the warehouse where he couldn’t be seen.

Though they’d escaped danger, all three broke out in a cold sweat. After leaving the warehouse, Zhong Yi asked: “Leave or continue?”

Zhang Jingchan thought briefly and answered: “We’ve already alerted them. There won’t be a second chance. Continue.”

Both Zhong Yi and Li Weiyi agreed. Following the map, just as they were about to make their way toward the factory director’s office area, they saw two more flashlight beams swaying in the distance several dozen meters away, with voices faintly drifting over: “The noise was over there.” “Hey, maybe it’s rats.” “Better go check it out, in case there are thieves…”

All three tensed up. Zhong Yi stared in the direction the people were coming from and said: “I’ll handle this. You two leave first and adapt as needed.”

Li Weiyi felt a bit uneasy leaving him alone. Zhong Yi and Zhang Jingchan exchanged glances. Zhang Jingchan nodded and pulled Li Weiyi away.

Li Weiyi: “He won’t have problems, will he?”

Zhang Jingchan: “He can handle it. If we stay we’ll just be a burden. Hurry.”

The factory leadership office was in a two-story building on the side. Zhang Jingchan also had this type of master key. The two silently infiltrated and closed the door.

When they could see the situation inside clearly, Zhang Jingchan was momentarily stunned.

An open office area, over a dozen desks, with several small rooms in the back bearing signs like “Factory Director’s Office” and “Deputy Factory Director’s Office.” At a glance, it was empty and deserted.

But in the corner of the ceiling, one fluorescent tube was lit. It looked as if someone had forgotten to turn off this light when leaving.

Zhang Jingchan signaled Li Weiyi to stay where she was while he felt his way to those small rooms, checking them one by one before calling her: “No one here, come over.”

The two headed straight for the factory director’s office. Just as they were about to start searching through file cabinets, both their phones vibrated simultaneously in their pockets.

It was a message from the two retired soldiers on the perimeter: A car is heading toward the factory.

Attached was a photo—an unremarkable black Buick sedan. The photo was blurry; they couldn’t see clearly who was inside.

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi looked at each other. Before they could discuss, Li Yunmo’s message arrived.

“!!!!”

“Someone’s coming!”

“Damn, I got a clear look—it’s Liu Ying, Cheng Chuan, and your second uncle!”

“Why would they come to Furuida together? Are they the moles you’re trying to catch? Holy shit!!”

“Should I show myself? Should I try to stop them? Answer quick!”

Zhang Jingchan rapidly replied “No need.”

Li Weiyi’s heart shook as she looked toward Zhang Jingchan. He stuffed his phone back in his pocket, his eyes like condensed frost and snow: “The snakes have finally left their den. Are you afraid?”

Li Weiyi immediately answered: “What do I have to fear? Would they really dare touch me?”

“I’m afraid there’s nothing they wouldn’t dare do now. If they can kill the father, they can just as easily kill the son.”

Li Weiyi felt chills from what he said, momentarily unable to connect those three usually well-dressed executives with murder and silencing witnesses. But Zhang Jingchan showed no fear on his face. He took her hand, quickly looked left and right, and finally pulled her to hide in the narrow gap behind two large filing cabinets against the wall.

The gap was very narrow, extremely concealed, barely enough for one person. The two forced themselves in, but the position wasn’t very comfortable.

Zhang Jingchan habitually braced one hand against the wall, grabbed the filing cabinet with the other, and sheltered Li Weiyi in his embrace.

But this made Li Weiyi quite uncomfortable. After all, Zhang Jingchan was so small—what she felt wasn’t a warm embrace but rather something poking… and with her 182cm height, she couldn’t stretch out anywhere.

Actually Zhang Jingchan wasn’t having it easy either. The person in his arms had too broad a back and body too heavy. Soon he was being pressed until he couldn’t catch his breath.

There was still no movement outside.

Li Weiyi said: “Wait, let me adjust.” She struggled to turn around, wrestled one arm free, moved it behind Zhang Jingchan to brace against the wall. She let out a breath of relief, lightly grasped Zhang Jingchan’s waist and pulled him to lean against her chest, taking his place standing against the wall. Finally her long legs and arms could barely stretch out.

The weight pressing on Zhang Jingchan suddenly lightened, replaced by a warm, solid embrace from behind and powerful arms wrapped around his waist.

The two quietly stayed in this new position for a while.

Li Weiyi: “Baby.”

Zhang Jingchan ignored her.

Li Weiyi lowered her voice and called again: “Baby, can you feel my pecs? Don’t they give you a sense of security?”

Zhang Jingchan couldn’t help but laugh in exasperation: “Enough, behave yourself.” He turned his head and saw that although her mouth was still making jokes to seize the moment, her face was actually pale. He truly didn’t know whether to praise her courage or pity her fear.

Zhang Jingchan grabbed her arm in return and patted it twice, saying: “Don’t be afraid. We have four people outside. Zhong Yi is definitely lying in ambush observing. He alone can match three people. If it really comes to a fight, we’ll definitely win.”

Li Weiyi had a sudden realization: “That’s right!” Her complexion indeed improved considerably.

She praised: “Baby is still the calmest one.”

Zhang Jingchan fell silent again.

The door creaked open with a sound, followed by scattered footsteps. The two held their breath, listening as those three people walked toward the factory director’s office only a dozen or so meters away. Liu Ying’s high heel clicks were particularly crisp among them.

Between the two filing cabinets was a small gap. They were in the darkness, four eyes silently watching the arrivals.

Finance Vice President Cheng Chuan walked in front, brows tightly furrowed, still with that usual serious and cautious appearance. Marketing Director Liu Ying and Zhang Jingchan’s second uncle, Procurement Vice President Zhang Fengming, walked behind. Zhang Fengming’s hand was wrapped around Liu Ying’s waist.

All three looked unhappy.

They entered the factory director’s office without closing the door, probably to facilitate observing the surrounding movements. One window faced directly toward the filing cabinets—Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan could clearly see the three people’s expressions.

Cheng Chuan went straight to sit in the head seat. Liu Ying sat in a subordinate position, with Zhang Fengming next to her, sitting down with his legs crossed.

Zhang Fengming slapped his thigh twice and said: “Old Cheng, with things so tense now, why arrange to meet here? What if someone sees us…”

Cheng Chuan raised his head and interrupted him: “Would you feel safe anywhere else? Only here, all three of us have a stake—if we die, we die together; if we live, we live together.”

Li Weiyi stared fixedly at the three of them. She didn’t know what Zhang Jingchan was feeling. Setting aside Liu Ying, these two men—one was his own second uncle, one was his father’s most trusted brother.

She could only squeeze Zhang Jingchan’s slender waist with her palm to offer comfort. Zhang Jingchan didn’t turn his head, but as if understanding her intention, raised one hand to cover her palm.
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Liu Ying smiled and smoothed things over: “Aiya, Old Cheng, why are you being so fierce? What’s all this talk about dying and living? It’s not that serious. Didn’t Boss Zhang fail to find anything?”

“But Fu Ming will eventually go bankrupt and be liquidated! Those accounts can’t be hidden!” Cheng Chuan leaned forward, his eyes behind his glasses cold and vicious. “I’ve already received word that when Zhang Moyun went to Beijing this time, he contacted some foreign audit teams. He got that 90 million and won’t tell anyone what he’s doing with it—clearly planning to abandon Fu Ming and start fresh. Once he catches his breath, he’ll come back to deal with the traitors! I even think he’s already started suspecting us!”

This statement plunged both Liu Ying and Zhang Fengming into silence.

Zhang Fengming suddenly slapped his thigh loudly and said: “Ai, that time with the brake failure, if only his reflexes hadn’t been so quick.”

Liu Ying said: “Do you really want Boss Zhang dead? Actually, he’s always treated us quite well.”

Both men fell quiet for a while. Cheng Chuan slowly said: “What else can we do if he doesn’t die? He hasn’t discovered anything now only because he’s trusted us too much in the past. His temperament—Fengming, you know it well—he’s more ruthless than a wolf. Once he discovers we stabbed him in the back, even if it means mutual destruction, he’ll finish us off.”

Zhang Fengming scratched his hair and said: “Think of another way. Last time we were still soft-hearted, only wanting to give him serious injuries or disable him so he couldn’t handle affairs. Who knew his luck would be so good—just scraped off a few layers of skin. Old Cheng, you’ve got a good brain, think of something.”

Cheng Chuan had clearly come prepared. He said: “I’ve discussed this matter with Yingying. As long as she’s willing to sacrifice a bit of her reputation, we can have Zhang Moyun die in her bed. There were already rumors about them before. Involving a man-woman relationship, plus Fu Ming’s problems are very sensitive with provincial and city leaders right now—as long as we make the evidence thorough, the police will most likely close the case quickly.”

Liu Ying’s expression was bland—impossible to tell if she was willing or unwilling.

Zhang Fengming: “But how would we do it? The police aren’t easy to fool.”

Liu Ying stood up, made hot tea for both men, and said: “How about I suggest something? A few times before, when Boss Zhang got drunk, I was the one who sent him to the Locust Tree Lane villa to rest. That house has always been under the boss’s name, but he doesn’t know it. When drunk, his impression is probably hazy too. How about there?”

Cheng Chuan stared at her: “That house is under his name? You arranged it?”

Liu Ying smiled: “I arranged it.”

Zhang Fengming clicked his tongue twice: “See, women are still the most formidable. The most venomous heart belongs to a woman! You kept a backup plan all along. Liu Ying, are you holding a grudge because Zhang Moyun never looked favorably on you, so you’ve been bleeding Fu Ming dry?”

Liu Ying walked over, kissed him on the mouth, and said coquettishly: “What would I want him for? Having you is enough for me.”

Cheng Chuan snorted with derision. Liu Ying giggled, then walked over to him and plopped down on his lap. The two engaged in passionate kissing while Zhang Fengming just watched with a half-smile, as if already accustomed to it all.

The three discussed more operational details, even including how Liu Ying would use words to provoke and humiliate Zhang Jingchan’s mother Wu Xinhui. As long as she believed her husband had cheated, and with her son Zhang Jingchan already having a poor relationship with his father, by the time the family was destroyed and everyone dead, who would investigate the case deeply?

Li Weiyi’s heart trembled listening to this. It was even harder to imagine what Zhang Jingchan’s state of mind was, hearing these words with his own ears.

Zhang Jingchan was like a statue, completely motionless. At a certain moment, Li Weiyi raised her hand to touch his face, finally feeling some moisture in his hot eye sockets.

Li Weiyi felt her own heart was so stifled she could barely breathe.

After finishing their discussion, the three finally left.

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi emerged from behind the cabinets. Li Weiyi immediately grabbed his hand, looking at his expression and saying: “Don’t feel bad. Coming here today, we’ve really gained every advantage. Their planned time and location are exactly the same—this time they absolutely cannot harm your dad! When we go back, we’ll tell your dad immediately. With his capabilities, he can definitely settle accounts with them! We’ll also tell Ding Chenmo, say we overheard it. Then have Captain Ding lie in wait to catch them, get the evidence—attempted murder is enough to keep them in prison for life!”

Zhang Jingchan’s eyes were still red, eyes soaked through with hatred. Yet his expression was very calm. Looking at Li Weiyi, he slowly pulled a voice recorder from his pocket. The light was on.

Li Weiyi also stared at that voice recorder, then her gaze slowly moved up to meet his eyes.

Li Weiyi threw her arms around his neck, her whole body like a giant octopus hanging on him, shaking him around in wild jubilation.

Zhang Jingchan let her make a mess, gripped the voice recorder tightly, and smiled softly.

Chapter 86: Three Rewrites (1)
Their harvest tonight far exceeded expectations.

“The car has driven out, they’ve left!” Li Yunmo reported from ahead.

Soon, the veterans on the outer perimeter also sent word: “The car is on the national highway.”

There was no time to lose. Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi quickly walked toward the exit. Just as they were about to reach the door, a “creak” sounded as the door was pushed open from outside.

Li Weiyi was scared out of her wits and hurriedly grabbed Zhang Jingchan’s arm.

The two happened to be standing in an open space with no cover. The person at the door appeared too quickly—there was no avoiding them, and they came face to face.

Six eyes met.

Liu Ying wore a peach-pink cashmere coat, short skirt, and high heels, showing a surprised expression: “Young Master Zhang, Miss Li, what are you two doing here?”

The car had left, but she hadn’t.

Neither Zhang Jingchan nor Li Weiyi spoke.

Liu Ying smiled and said: “This isn’t a good place for dating. Could it be that Young Master Zhang came looking for something? How can you be so reckless?” As she spoke in a coquettish tone, she reached back to close the main door.

Zhang Jingchan rushed forward in one swift motion, pushing her aside: “Get lost!” She looked at Li Weiyi: “Go!”

However, the strength of a petite girl couldn’t gain the advantage against a tall adult woman. Liu Ying pushed Zhang Jingchan back, saying coldly: “Young Master Zhang, control your girlfriend. She has no manners at all.”

Li Weiyi rushed over, grabbed Liu Ying’s hair, yanked it to the side, and used her other hand to shield Zhang Jingchan. Liu Ying let out a scream, her eyes widening in shock—she never expected that the usually cold and well-behaved Young Master Zhang would one day grab her hair.

Taking advantage of her being caught off guard, Li Weiyi pushed her to the ground and pulled Zhang Jingchan outside to run.

As soon as the door opened, countless footsteps approached from far to near. In the darkness, over ten workers holding steel rods were running over. Someone shouted: “Over there! The thieves are over there!” “Director Liu! Director Liu!”

Behind them, Liu Ying climbed up from the ground, spat out the dirt in her mouth, staggered over to the workers, and said viciously: “It’s these two thieves! They stole money from the factory—catch them!”

Workers surrounded them from all directions. Although Liu Ying knew Zhang Jingchan, and the factory’s middle management and above also knew her, the workers couldn’t possibly recognize the young master. Moreover, this group staying on duty at the factory, who had been holed up inside playing cards, were originally street thugs and ruffians recruited by Zhang Fengming from outside, specifically for doing unsavory work.

Zhang Jingchan took out her phone and said only one word: “Come!”

At this moment, a tall figure emerged from a dark corner nearby, also holding a thick steel rod, blocking the path in front of Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi—it was Zhong Yi.

“You go first! I’ll hold them off!” Zhong Yi said.

But neither Zhang Jingchan nor Li Weiyi moved.

Liu Ying made a “tsk” sound and said: “There’s even an accomplice—beat them!”

“I dare anyone to make a move!” Li Weiyi suddenly shouted sternly, “I am Zhang Jingchan, Zhang Moyun’s son, the future boss of Fuming!”

This did make the workers pause.

Liu Ying said: “Don’t listen to this kid’s nonsense. How could the young master possibly run to our warehouse in the middle of the night to steal things? Besides, Fuming can’t even pay wages now. What they stole is the money for your wages next month. Catch them and send them to the police station!”

“Liu Ying!” Li Weiyi roared, “How has my father wronged you? Betraying Fuming, embezzling assets—you’re the one who swallowed their wages!”

Liu Ying became angry from embarrassment: “Bullshit! Everyone, don’t listen to his nonsense. Over these years following us, have we ever treated you poorly? Isn’t it Boss Zhang who’s now turning his back on people? He lost money on his own investments and won’t pay everyone’s wages now! Beat them! Beat them!”

This moved the group of hooligan workers. Nothing was more persuasive than the money they’d made following Liu Ying all these years. Holding steel rods, they surged forward.

Zhong Yi’s expression had already changed. He shouted sternly: “Go!”

Two sets of hurried footsteps came from behind the crowd at the factory gate. The newcomers were faster than leopards, reaching Zhong Yi’s side in an instant.

They were two tall, sturdy men wearing baseball caps.

The corner of Li Weiyi’s lips curved up. Zhang Jingchan said in a low voice: “Well done.”

Just now, after hearing his phone call for reinforcements, the two hadn’t had time to discuss or communicate, but Li Weiyi immediately stepped forward to argue with Liu Ying, buying time. Only she could do this—Zhang Jingchan couldn’t.

The two veterans exchanged glances with Zhong Yi, pulled out tactical batons they had prepared from their waists, and with a “swoosh” and flash of silver light, the three stood side by side, completely protecting Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi behind them.

The unified aura emanating from the three men, different from ordinary people, made the workers pause in their steps.

With reinforcements, Zhong Yi’s previously tense expression relaxed. He urged for the third time: “Go! The three of us are enough to handle this.”

One veteran also spoke up: “You two staying would just be in the way. Just over ten people—Old Zhong alone could flatten half of them.”

The other veteran even had time to toss his jacket on the ground, saying: “Haven’t had a fight in ages. Being a PE teacher every day has made me too peaceful. These hooligans, bullying two kids! Old Zhong, leave me a few to practice on.”

Zhong Yi smiled and said: “No way.”

He had been cautious from the start. One factory, one access road—there was almost no difficulty in reconnaissance. While telling Zhang Jingchan and the others he was standing guard, he actually brought the two best fighters among his comrades. Even if the other side brought ten more people, they couldn’t possibly defeat three special forces soldiers.

Seeing them so arrogant, Liu Ying became furious and shouted: “What are you afraid of? There are only three of them! Go! Catch one for a ten thousand yuan reward! Catch those two behind them for a hundred thousand yuan reward!”

The workers’ eyes turned red, and they surged forward. The three veterans were like three sharp knives, piercing straight in. Li Weiyi grabbed Zhang Jingchan’s hand, turned and ran, while shouting: “Brother-in-law, you guys come out quickly!”

“Okay!” Zhong Yi responded loudly from amid the chaotic fighting crowd.

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi rushed out of the factory gate. On the dark street, only a few storefronts had scattered lights on. Two beams of light shone from over a hundred meters away. Li Yunmo in the driver’s seat looked tense and honked the horn twice at them.

The two ran with all their might toward the approaching car.

At that very instant.

Li Weiyi suddenly had a strange feeling—the back of her head felt waves of cold. She heard a strange sound, like wind, yet not quite wind. A “whoosh”—low-pitched, yet extremely fast, accompanied by the sound of mechanical rotation coming from somewhere unknown, attacking their backs.

Li Weiyi’s eyes widened instantly. She reached out to pull Zhang Jingchan into her embrace. However, Zhang Jingchan’s reaction was faster and more decisive than hers. Li Weiyi didn’t even know where her current body found the strength—she pushed her forcefully toward the ground.

Li Weiyi heard a dull “thud” from behind. Her arm propped on the ground as she turned her head, she saw the bucket of a large excavator extending from the darkness at some unknown moment, striking Zhang Jingchan’s slender body.

Chapter 87: Three Rewrites (2)
Zhang Jingchan looked at her once. That glance was deep and quiet, his pupils losing focus as he collapsed in response. Li Weiyi’s entire body trembled, her soul scattering in terror. Only when he fell onto her did she frantically catch him.

Everything around them was so dark. The excavator bucket retreated slowly into the darkness like a ghost.

Li Weiyi held Zhang Jingchan’s body and saw his eyes tightly closed, completely unconscious. Her hands felt large amounts of sticky liquid behind his head. Her mind was completely empty. Her mouth seemed unable to open or make a single sound. Her ten fingers felt like they had grown thorns—she couldn’t even hold him steadily.

“Zhang Jingchan!” She finally made a sound. “Zhang Jingchan—”

But his face was white as paper, with no response.

In that instant, Li Weiyi’s heart felt like it was being torn apart. She slowly reached one hand toward his nose, turning her face to wipe tears on the arm holding him, but new tears immediately welled up again.

The breath beneath his nostrils was barely perceptible.

Li Weiyi tremblingly lowered her hand. She heard her own short, sobbing sounds, and also heard the sound of her teeth chattering. She pulled out her phone to dial 120, then used all her strength to shout: “Zhong Yi! Zhong Yi—”

Zhong Yi, who was fighting in the factory, heard this extremely mournful voice. His heart shook violently. He kicked the worker in front of him to the ground with one foot and desperately ran toward the main gate.

When Zhong Yi arrived, Li Weiyi had already finished the emergency call. Her phone had fallen into the pool of blood. She knelt on the ground, holding Zhang Jingchan completely in her arms, looking dazed and stunned.

Seeing this scene, Zhong Yi felt his heart contract violently. For a moment, he didn’t dare ask her a single word. Then Li Weiyi raised her hand and pointed behind the wall nearby. Zhong Yi looked up, vaguely seeing a corner of the excavator, and immediately rushed out.

With an emergency brake, Li Yunmo stopped the car beside the two of them. He was also shocked senseless. Jumping out of the car, he shouted: “What happened to her?” Suddenly Li Yunmo reacted, his eyes opening even wider, screaming and crying: “Brother Chan—it’s Brother Chan—”

The ambulance lights flashed. Li Yunmo lay on the ground crying in agony. Zhong Yi had dragged back an unremarkable-looking worker and pressed him to the ground—the worker’s eyes were shifty. The two veterans had already subdued all the workers and hurried over. Liu Ying had taken advantage of the chaos to disappear without a trace…

On the chaotic factory street, Li Weiyi held Zhang Jingchan, pressing her face tightly against his ice-cold face, and painfully closed her eyes.

—

Hospital.

11:35 PM, outside the emergency room.

Li Weiyi and Li Yunmo sat on the floor at the door like two homeless puppies.

Father Li, Mother Li, and Li Xiaoyi had all come. Wu Xinhui, receiving a distress call from her “son” Li Weiyi, also came and helped find the city’s best specialists. She looked at her dispirited son, then at the grief-stricken Li family, sighing endlessly.

Father Li’s eyes were red, staring fixedly at the empty space ahead like a sculpture. Mother Li kept crying. Li Xiaoyi was also wiping tears. Zhong Yi sat beside her, having just consoled her with a sentence or two when Li Xiaoyi pushed him away: “Get away! I thought you were steady and measured. How could you bring Weiyi into such a dangerous situation? Don’t touch me!”

The Li family only knew that their “daughter” had been accidentally harmed by workers rioting at the Zhang family factory.

Zhong Yi’s eyes were also red as he lowered his head in self-blame.

Mother Li suddenly stood up and walked to Li Weiyi’s side. Li Xiaoyi quickly supported her and followed. Mother Li said: “Achan, you’ve always been kind to our family. We’re grateful to you. My husband and I are willing to work like oxen and horses to repay you. But why did you bring her to such a dangerous situation as workers rioting? She’s not even an adult yet. She’s a fragile girl—why?”

Facing Mother Li’s tearful interrogation, Li Weiyi only felt her heart aching beyond measure. She buried her face in her palms, saying over and over: “It’s my fault… it’s all my fault… I didn’t protect him well… he was still thinking of protecting me… it’s all my fault, I was so useless… I’m sorry… I’m sorry…”

Seeing this child crying even more heartbroken and devastated than they were, the Li family couldn’t say another word of blame for a moment. Mother Li let out a heavy sigh and sat back down dejectedly.

Wu Xinhui on the side watched and watched, and also began to cry.

Li Yunmo had originally been hanging his head, feeling sullen. Hearing this, he began wiping tears again, calling out softly: “Brother Chan… Brother Chan…”

After another ten-plus minutes, the emergency room light finally went out and the door was pushed open.

Everyone at the door stood up.

The doctor walked out, looked at the Li family, and said: “The surgery was very successful. There’s no more danger to life, but observation is still needed…”

Almost everyone wept with joy—everyone except Li Weiyi, who stood at the very back of the crowd, staring blankly through the gaps between the doctors and nurses’ figures at that person on the hospital bed in the room.

Actually, she couldn’t see clearly at all—only the blue surgical drape and the head wrapped in many layers of bandages.

“However…” The doctor showed a regretful expression. “The victim’s brain suffered severe impact. There will be strong concussion and aftereffects, and some blood clots are compressing the nerves…”

Father Li asked anxiously: “What will happen to my daughter?”

The doctor sighed and said: “There’s a high probability she’ll become a vegetable. It depends on whether she can wake up tonight.”

Mother Li collapsed to the ground and was helped up by Li Xiaoyi and Zhong Yi. Father Li stood frozen.

Li Yunmo suddenly jumped up from the ground, murmuring: “A vegetable… a vegetable… Brother Chan…” He glanced at Li Weiyi, then looked down at his watch: “There are still eight minutes until midnight…”

Li Weiyi gave a miserable smile and said softly: “As long as we can switch back, I’ll be at peace.”

Li Yunmo understood. Tears suddenly burst out. He grabbed her arm and said: “Sister-in-law, he’ll wait for you. He’ll definitely wait for you.”

Just then, the hospital bed was pushed out and sent into the ICU next door. A crowd surged forward but was blocked by the nurses. Li Weiyi only caught a distant glimpse of him lying on the bed before being blocked outside the ICU by the nurses.

Li Weiyi looked down at the time—six minutes left.

She called Zhang Moyun, but it was still turned off. He was still on the plane returning to Xiangcheng.

Li Weiyi stared at her phone and dialed Xu Yi’s number.

Also turned off.

Xu Yi had gone to Beijing with Zhang Moyun. They should be on the same flight.

Li Weiyi exhaled a long breath, raised her head, pulled Li Yunmo—who was peering at the ICU door—back, and said: “Come with me.”

Li Yunmo followed her, confused, to the dim, deserted stairwell. Li Weiyi looked around upstairs and downstairs to confirm no one was there, then pulled out the voice recorder from her pocket and said: “I’m about to leave. This—you absolutely must personally deliver it into Zhang Moyun’s hands. Don’t let anyone else deliver it for you, and it can’t be seen by anyone else. Can you do it?”

Li Yunmo, his eyes red, answered in a muffled voice: “Yes!”

Li Weiyi said: “This is what your Brother Chan exchanged half his life for.”

Li Yunmo said fiercely: “The recorder lives with me, the recorder dies with me!”

Li Weiyi smiled and wiped away a tear, saying: “That’s not quite necessary.” She patted his shoulder and said: “I’m leaving. We’ll see each other again in 2022.”

Chapter 88: Three Rewrites (3)
Li Yunmo watched her push open the fire door and walk step by step toward the hospital ward. Thinking that this girl was about to exchange with Zhang Jingchan and would very likely become a vegetable, not knowing when she might wake up—perhaps years and years from now—he thought, she actually has no certainty whether she can wake up in 2022, does she? Li Yunmo’s heart felt like it was being gouged and twisted by a knife. He wiped away his tears, revealing a rarely seen resolute expression, and turned to run down the stairs.

He decided to go to the Zhang family villa right now to wait for Zhang Moyun. The first moment possible, he would hand the voice recorder to him.

No person, no matter, could stop the teenager’s courage and determination to fulfill the trust those two people had placed in him.

Zhang Jingchan’s ICU was on the top floor of the inpatient department. Li Yunmo had to go down five flights of stairs. Soon—for a long-armed, long-legged teenager, it was just a few minutes.

When he reached the third floor, Li Yunmo heard a door sound somewhere. He paid it no mind and continued rushing downward.

Second floor.

There was only one dim light in the corridor. When Li Yunmo grabbed the railing with one hand and leaped down from the stairway corner, the fire door burst open with a “bang.” Li Yunmo whirled around abruptly—two men wearing masks rushed in.

Li Yunmo froze, then darted downward even faster. Over twenty steps—he actually bounded down them in two leaps. His toes had just touched the ground when a third man charged up from below the stairs.

Now Li Yunmo’s path was blocked. He had no choice but to retreat a step, pressing against the narrow stairway corner, shouting: “Who are you? Let me through!” He instinctively put one hand in his pocket, gripping the voice recorder tightly.

But the three men had no intention of answering. They surged forward and easily pinned the slender teenager against the wall. Li Yunmo struggled desperately, but how could he be a match for three strong adult men? He was like a trapped dog—his head and body pressed firmly against the wall, his mouth full of dust. Only his hands scratched bloody mark after bloody mark on the wall.

Two people restrained him while one began searching him.

Li Yunmo began gasping urgently. When that person’s hand reached into his pocket and pulled out the voice recorder, Li Yunmo desperately turned his head from under the other’s palm and screamed hysterically: “Don’t take this! You can’t have this—help! Someone help me!”

Someone grabbed his head and slammed it hard against the wall with a “bang.” Li Yunmo was left dizzy and seeing stars. Several more punches landed heavily on the teenager’s soft abdomen. Li Yunmo struggled and resisted but was no match for them at all. After being severely beaten again, he was thrown to the ground. Now he couldn’t even crawl up.

Someone also searched out his phone, threw it down the stairs with a “crack,” and it smashed against the wall, shattering into pieces.

They were about to leave after throwing him down. Li Yunmo grabbed one person’s foot, saying with barely a breath: “Voice recorder… leave it… however much money, Zhang Moyun can… give you. That’s what Brother Chan… exchanged half his life for. He wants to save his father. Please, I promised… sister-in-law…”

Someone kicked him on the top of his head. The three men rapidly disappeared into the darkness.

Li Yunmo recovered in place for a little while. He looked down at his watch: 11:58 PM. Tears flowed down again. Overwhelming self-blame and guilt almost swallowed his heart. But he still supported himself on the railing, enduring the severe pain throughout his body, and very slowly, very slowly stood up. His whole body trembling, he slowly, bit by bit, pulled open that fire door that was usually effortless for him.

The blood-covered teenager with a bruised and swollen face appeared in the corridor, leaving nurses and patients dumbstruck. Immediately a nurse rushed over to help him. Li Yunmo’s eyes were already so swollen they were just slits. Through his blood-and-tear-blurred vision, he grabbed the nurse’s arm and said: “Help me to the elevator… 5th floor!”

No matter how the nurse tried to persuade him, he wouldn’t listen. The severely injured teenager moved toward the elevator entrance almost one step at a time.

Fortunately, the elevator was stopped right there.

The teenager stepped in but fell to the ground because he was too hasty.

Everyone in the elevator fell silent, watching the frail and wretched teenager lying on the floor.

Li Yunmo said softly: “5th floor… thank you.”

Someone quickly pressed the 5th floor button for him.

Li Yunmo closed his eyes, counting silently in his heart: 23, 22, 21… hurry up, hurry up.

—

After Li Weiyi parted with Li Yunmo, she looked at the time—four minutes left.

She had originally wanted to see Zhang Jingchan one more time, even thinking self-mockingly that if she unfortunately really did become a vegetable, this might be the last time in the next eight years that she could see him.

Or perhaps an even longer period of time.

She also wondered whether she should say a few words to her parents and sister, but then realized she had no way to begin. Besides, her family’s problems were all resolved—there seemed to be no regrets.

Passing by the nurses’ station, she paused, borrowed paper and pen from a nurse, leaned there, stared blankly for a while, wrote two notes, folded them neatly, and clutched them in her palm.

Li Weiyi walked to the area outside the ICU. The Li family and Zhong Yi were all there.

“Brother Zhong Yi, Sister.”

The two looked up.

“Could you come with me for a moment?”

The three walked to an empty section of corridor. Li Xiaoyi’s face was still pale. She glanced at Li Weiyi, then looked away—an expression of wanting to resent but unable to truly resent from the heart. Zhong Yi kept his arm around her shoulder, his eyes looking deeply at Li Weiyi.

Li Weiyi sniffed and said: “I want to ask you for a favor.” She took out a note and handed it over: “If the person in the ICU cannot wake up tonight, from now on, I must trouble you to take care of her. Whenever she wakes up, please give this note to her. Please be sure to give it to her.”

Li Xiaoyi said irritably: “What else do you want to say to my sister?”

Li Weiyi’s tears welled up as she said: “Please, these are very, very important words.”

Li Xiaoyi couldn’t say another word of blame. She turned to look away and also cried. Zhong Yi reached out to take the note and said: “I promise you.”

Li Weiyi smiled and bowed deeply: “Thank you so much.”

Then she turned and walked quickly toward the ICU. She needed to see him one last time. At the same time, she clutched tightly the other note in her pocket—that one was left for this body, for the nineteen-year-old Zhang Jingchan.

Only four words:

“Achan, wait for me.”

Holding this note, Li Weiyi seemed to feel much more at peace. She didn’t know how much time she had left—perhaps a few seconds, perhaps a few dozen seconds? She reached the ward area, but the nurse wouldn’t let her in. She said: “I’ll just look once, I’ll just look at him once…” The nurse still wouldn’t allow it. However, seeing the tears in the handsome teenager’s eyes, the nurse froze. Li Weiyi took advantage of her lack of vigilance and darted inside in one swift motion.

“Ding—” The elevator arrived.

Li Yunmo almost half-crawled, half-dragged himself out of the elevator. He looked groggily at the path ahead, still counting down in his heart: 10, 9, 8, 7… He could walk no further. There was no time left. He had no time to get reinforcements.

Chapter 89: Three Rewrites (4)
“Sister-in-law… sister-in-law…” He began to shout with all his remaining strength, thinking he was making a loud sound, but in reality only hoarse, feeble cries for help came out. “They snatched… the voice recorder… hurry downstairs… Zhong Yi… there’s still time to intercept…”

“Sister-in-law…”

“Achan…”

Li Yunmo finally couldn’t hold on anymore and fainted on the ground, only his lips still moving unconsciously.

5, 4, 3…

Less than fifty meters from where Li Yunmo collapsed, Li Weiyi finally rushed to Zhang Jingchan’s hospital room door. She had just pushed the door halfway open when the person on the bed, whose hand was full of IV tubes and monitoring equipment, suddenly moved.

Li Weiyi froze.

…2, 1!

In her spinning vision, everything before Li Weiyi’s eyes began to distort: the room, the hospital bed, the person, lines, dust, light, time…

The person on the bed pressed one hand against their head and slowly sat up.

Less than three meters apart, Li Weiyi collapsed headfirst to the ground.

Zhong Yi, with his arm around Li Xiaoyi, walked back to the ward area. Wu Xinhui also accompanied Mother Li and Father Li, returning from the doctor’s office. Everyone was greatly shocked to see two teenagers lying unconscious on the floor, one after another in the corridor.

However, Li Weiyi was already unaware of all this.

In her world, in her instantly frozen time, it was as if an invisible heavy hammer struck down with a “thud” at her heart. It was also like an omnipresent, imposing ancient bell reverberating and ringing long in her mind.

This dark instant seemed to her as long as eight years.

She saw many things she had never seen before—time that was hidden in another person’s mind and didn’t belong to her.

Young Achan sat upright at his desk, twirling a pen between his slender, pale fingers, revealing a very faint smile. He picked up the pen and continued writing in that secret diary: “July 2, 2014, sunny…”

At the police station morgue, Wu Xinhui collapsed to the ground crying. The stubborn teenager stood motionless, his eyes blood-red. He turned and rushed out the door.

He stood at the main gate of the long-shut-down Fuming Group. This place was silent and desolate like ruins. He looked up at it all, as if looking at his faith, and also as if looking at a pile of garbage.

Gradually, people gathered behind him. Li Yunmo, Li Jinxiong, Wu Mingrui… and some workers who had received Zhang Moyun’s kindness in earlier years.

He worked tirelessly, sometimes unable to sleep through the night. Sometimes he would flip through that notebook, jot down a few sparse notes, then laugh self-mockingly and toss the notebook aside.

…

He was now a young man in a suit, sitting in the reception room accepting an interview from a female reporter, just as Li Weiyi had first seen him—distinguished bearing, reserved and stern. After the interview, the female reporter invited him to dinner with a flushed face, but he shook his head and left on his own.

That day, the day when fate’s rewriting was completed, he woke up in the early morning as usual, looked at the familiar yet strange surroundings, and then, as if remembering something, pressed the back of his hand against his forehead and laughed softly.

…

Li Weiyi felt like she had fallen into a strange and bizarre abyss. Those years he had experienced alone flashed before her eyes. She was clearly an observer, yet also seemed to be a participant, seeing clearly every secret he had kept hidden in his heart during those eight years but never spoken aloud.

Finally, all the images disappeared.

Everything around became completely silent. Li Weiyi felt as if she had been unconscious for a very, very long time, yet also as if she had only lost consciousness for an instant.

January 13, 2022. Achan, this time, can we still reach our destination?

Chapter 90: The Ones Who Remain (1)
July 14, 2014.

The morning after young girl Li Weiyi was rushed to the hospital for emergency treatment.

Her head was still wrapped in bandages. She sat on the bed, her face pale, thin and frail.

Ding Chenmo sat across from her with a disciple, his expression grave, his brow tightly furrowed.

The young girl lowered her head, her ten fingers on the blanket clenched so tightly they seemed ready to squeeze out water. She said: “I don’t remember. What happened last night—I don’t remember any of it.”

A teardrop slid from the corner of her eye.

Ding Chenmo exchanged glances with his disciple. Ultimately helpless, they left at the doctor’s urging.

Her sister Li Xiaoyi walked in carrying a food container, looking at her younger sister’s restless appearance. She sighed inwardly and said gently: “Eat something. Mom got up early this morning to make you soup. They’ve been up all night. I told them to sleep a bit before coming over.”

“I can’t eat.”

Li Xiaoyi touched her forehead: “The doctor said this is an aftereffect of the concussion. It will get better in a few days.”

Li Weiyi said: “It’s not because of that.”

It’s just… it’s just…

I always feel like I’ve forgotten very important people and things. I know “she” and “he” must have done something, but this feeling of complete ignorance and confused panic is truly terrible.

Li Xiaoyi was silent for a long while, but ultimately made up her mind. She pulled out a folded note from her pocket and handed it to her: “These are words he left for you before he lost consciousness. None of us opened it to look. But… after you read it, don’t do anything foolish.”

Li Weiyi took the note, opened it and looked at it. She didn’t move for a long time.

Actually, it was only three sentences, but she read each word for a very long time, as if only then understanding them.

“Don’t be with anyone else.

Zhang Jingchan is the person you should wait for in this life.

Don’t make him sad again.”

“Are you… okay?” Li Xiaoyi looked at her worriedly.

Li Weiyi lowered her head, refolded the note, carefully and meticulously placed it in her pocket, then looked up at her sister and smiled gently: “I’m fine.”

Li Xiaoyi looked at the tears filling her younger sister’s eyes and her calm gaze, feeling a needle-like pain in her heart. She had a strange feeling that perhaps from this moment on, something about her sister had already changed.

“You really… don’t do anything foolish,” her sister said.

“I won’t do anything foolish.” Li Weiyi nodded obediently. “Sister, where is he?”

One question made Li Xiaoyi’s eyes redden. She bit her lip and said: “Yesterday at dawn, at the same moment you woke up, Achan lost consciousness. He’s still in the ICU. You can’t go in either.”

“Did the doctor say when he could wake up?”

“The doctor said… he’s currently in a vegetative state. No one knows why. The doctors can’t figure it out either.”

Li Weiyi froze. After a while, she nodded: “I understand.”

Li Weiyi didn’t say she had no appetite again and obediently ate all the food her sister brought. The doctor came to check on her again, saying that after another week, once the wound on the back of her head healed and there were no other symptoms, she could be discharged.

Near noon, Li Xiaoyi went to pay fees. Li Weiyi stayed alone in the single-patient room and received another visitor.

Xu Yi wore a suit and tie, travel-worn, head covered in sweat beads, standing at the door looking at the pale and sickly young girl on the hospital bed.

His voice was also dry: “I… could have come back with the chairman last night originally, but because I had to handle some remaining matters, I just flew back this morning… Are you okay? Does your wound hurt? When I heard you had an accident, I couldn’t sleep all night…”

Li Weiyi smiled, her eyes gentle and bright as always. She said: “Brother Xu Yi, thank you for your concern. Please sit.”

Just one sentence made the twenty-six-year-old man’s heart skip a beat with a “thump.” Xu Yi sat down with composed eyes, understanding in his heart that his girl had returned.

Three days had passed.

However, Li Weiyi’s next words shocked Xu Yi to his core.

She said: “You should never spend any more effort on me, because I will never accept you.”

After that, no matter how Xu Yi coaxed or expressed his feelings, she was no longer like before—shy or confused or unable to handle him. She remained calm and resolute throughout.

So Xu Yi understood it wasn’t that the young girl had matured overnight to the point of being able to handle a man like him, but that she had truly made up her mind.

Such a pure and brilliant girl—once she set her mind on something, no one could stop her from shining for it.

Xu Yi also went to Zhang Jingchan’s side, but the ICU didn’t allow visits. He only looked from outside. Zhang Moyun and Wu Xinhui had no mind to pay attention to him either.

Xu Yi left the hospital with a dark expression.

Actually, the current Li Weiyi was to him nothing more than a moment of heartfelt attraction, an amusement, a girl who stirred up his strong possessiveness. Full of fondness, but not yet love.

But why, after she pronounced his death sentence, did his heart feel weighed down as if pressed by ten thousand pounds of giant stones, making every breath difficult and painful to speak of?

He walked hurriedly, not even knowing himself whether he was fleeing from something or trying to conceal something. All the way down the elevator, walking toward the parking lot, the instant he pressed the car key and his hand gripped the door handle, he stopped motionless.

The afternoon sun clearly reflected his face in the car window.

It was a version of himself he had never seen before.

Eyes red-rimmed, tears falling.

In Xu Yi’s memory, probably after age ten, he had never cried again. No one could make him cry.

Xu Yi closed his eyes, lowered his head, his right hand still gripping the door handle, burying his face in his left palm. A moment later, he raised his head again. The tears were gone, though the corners of his eyes were still red.

He suddenly smiled.

When did it begin?

Loving a little girl so painfully that it pierced his heart, yet even he himself had only just realized it.

His soul was beyond his control, his love beyond his choice.

That secret buried in those two people’s soul exchange, buried in the tiny fragments of time’s cycle, and also buried in his love—what exactly was it?

Xu Yi slowly raised his head, looking at the sky’s slightly dizzying sunlight.

Was it… time?

—

ICU.

Wu Xinhui sat by the bedside, crying softly, overcome with grief.

Zhang Moyun stood before the glass partition with an iron-gray face, his eyes red-rimmed, full of gloom.

Clearly it was Li Weiyi whose brain had been injured, yet after midnight last night, Li Weiyi woke up while Zhang Jingchan lost consciousness and became a vegetable. Even the doctors were baffled by this, though Zhang Moyun had one or two suspicions in his heart.

The human brain is the most complex thing. The visible brain structure, the invisible brain waves, neurons, subconsciousness… What those two people exchanged wasn’t just bodies, but brain consciousness. Perhaps the tangible brain damage was smaller, but the intangible functional damage was greater.

Zhang Moyun even had an absurd thought—perhaps that boy himself was unwilling to wake up, taking her place in suffering. That boy was capable of doing such a thing.

Thinking about it, Zhang Moyun laughed bitterly again. Wasn’t his son’s deep sense of loyalty and righteousness just like him? That touch of self-mocking smile slowly faded. He looked back once more at his son on the hospital bed and his ceaselessly crying wife, then turned and left, going to another hospital room.

Although Li Yunmo had been beaten badly yesterday, they were all just flesh wounds, with one or two bone fractures. He didn’t even need surgery, just his whole body wrapped up like a rice dumpling, requiring rest and recuperation for a period of time.

Chapter 91: The Ones Who Remain (2)
When Zhang Moyun walked in, Li Yunmo’s mother was keeping watch. Li Jinxiong was still at an out-of-town project and wouldn’t be able to rush back to see his son until this afternoon.

Zhang Moyun greeted Mother Li, then asked her to go to the ICU to keep Wu Xinhui company. He then ordered two bodyguards to stand guard at the door and sat down in front of Li Yunmo himself.

Li Yunmo had always respected and feared Zhang Moyun. Right now he was even more frightened to tears, sobbing as he said: “Uncle Zhang, it’s my fault for being useless! Before Achan lost consciousness, he gave me a voice recorder, and they snatched it away! Inside must have been important evidence, recording the conspiracy between Liu Ying, Cheng Chuan, and… and Zhang Fengming!”

“Liu Ying, Cheng Chuan, Zhang Fengming…” Zhang Moyun slowly repeated these three names, his expression showing neither surprise nor anger. In fact, with Li Yunmo’s limited experience, he couldn’t tell what this man was thinking at this moment at all. Zhang Moyun patted the back of his hand and said warmly: “Child, it’s not your fault. You’ve already done very well. Tell me about yesterday’s events in detail.”

Li Yunmo became even more tearful and poured out yesterday’s events like spilling beans. Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi’s intentions hadn’t been hidden from him—they had told him about Furuida’s buying high and selling low, embezzling assets.

At a certain moment, Li Yunmo noticed a flash of sinister expression cross Zhang Moyun’s face, which made Li Yunmo’s heart tremble. But quickly, Zhang Moyun returned to silence, as if he were just a gloomy father full of worries.

“Did you see clearly? Besides Liu Ying, the people sitting in the car were also Cheng Chuan and Zhang Fengming?” Zhang Moyun asked.

Li Yunmo nodded forcefully.

“It was late at night, so far away, and with the car window in between—how did you see clearly?”

“Brother Zhong Yi got me military binoculars.”

Zhang Moyun nodded, pondered for a moment, then murmured in a low voice: “That means… they’re not sure if anyone else saw them.”

He looked at Li Yunmo with extremely grave eyes: “Child, you must remember what I’m about to say and do it. You haven’t told anyone what you just told me, have you?”

“No! I didn’t even tell my mom—she wouldn’t understand anyway. Besides, isn’t it true that the fewer people who know a secret, the better? If she knew, she’d be in danger instead!”

“Well done. From now on, when anyone asks you—including the police—you say you didn’t see anything, don’t know anything, only followed Achan’s instructions to stand guard on the perimeter for backup. When you arrived, Li Weiyi had already been hurt. Achan gave you the voice recorder but didn’t have time to say anything before he lost consciousness. Then you were beaten and the recorder was snatched away. Just like that, understand? This is also to protect you.”

Li Yunmo bit his lip and asked: “Uncle Zhang, what are you planning to do? When will you avenge Achan?”

Zhang Moyun smiled, stood up, patted Li Yunmo’s shoulder, and said: “Uncle has a plan. But before that, Uncle must first fulfill Achan and Weiyi’s wish.”

Li Yunmo was startled: “You also… know?”

Zhang Moyun nodded, his gaze looking deeply out the window into the distance: “They went through so much hardship to come here, again and again, all to save Fuming and save me. Uncle is useless—that’s why I’ve let them suffer so much. I can’t let my impulsiveness cause their efforts to fail at the last moment! Fuming cannot have a major financial scandal now, and I must continue to be that arrogant and foolish father who can’t see anything clearly. By early September, once Fuming has paid off all its debts in one stroke, what do I have left to worry about? I’ll risk this old life to send those heartless bastards to prison! I’ll settle everything in 2014. If Achan can wake up in 2022, they… won’t need to come back again.”

—

Zhang Moyun’s guess was correct—the police soon came to question Li Yunmo. However, Li Yunmo was stubborn by nature. Having promised Zhang Moyun, no matter how the police went in circles questioning him repeatedly, he claimed to know nothing about anything.

Even under Ding Chenmo’s powerful interrogation pressure and superior interrogation skills, Li Yunmo struggled on with difficulty, covered in sweat. Finally, unable to withstand it anymore, Li Yunmo simply rolled back his eyes and pretended to faint, even convulsing a few times. This made Mother Li cry and wail, and the doctors and nurses were greatly alarmed—the hospital room was thrown into chaos.

Ding Chenmo was furious, cursing loudly: “You little brat, a minor hairline fracture in your arm can somehow affect your brain!”

In the end, Ding Chenmo still left his hospital room looking disheveled.

The other party involved, Li Weiyi, also looked completely confused, saying she remembered nothing. Zhong Yi had also received Zhang Moyun’s instructions—his mouth was harder to pry open than anyone’s. The other two veterans truly didn’t know the inside story.

Moreover, with pressure from upper-level leadership regarding the sensitive topic of Fuming, this case was about to be hastily closed.

Full of unwillingness, Ding Chenmo found Zhang Moyun. The two found an empty doctor’s office, closed the door, and had a private conversation.

Ding Chenmo said: “Chairman Zhang, let me update you on the current progress of the case. According to the workers’ testimonies, Liu Ying falsely claimed Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi were thieves and instigated them to carry out the assault. Liu Ying is currently on the run and hasn’t been caught yet. The worker who drove the excavator that injured Li Weiyi had been drinking last night and says it was a misoperation—only his fingerprints are on the excavator. If we can’t find further human or material evidence, we can only close the excavator injury case like this. As for Liu Ying, we’ll deal with it when we find her.”

Zhang Moyun sat across from him with a calm expression: “I have no objection.”

Ding Chenmo slammed his ever-present notebook on the table and said: “You have no objection? The one lying unconscious in that hospital bed about to become a vegetable is your own biological son! I don’t care if he’s a naive young master raised in a wealthy nest, but Li Weiyi is a girl with courage and capability! For no reason, why would they go to Furuida late at night? As your subordinate, why would Liu Ying dare to make a move against them? What exactly is hidden in Furuida? Does Liu Ying have other criminal facts? Don’t you care about any of this?”

Zhang Moyun’s Adam’s apple rolled. After a moment of silence, he actually smiled—that kind of smile of an old fox in the business world: “What joke is Captain Ding making? How could I not care about my son’s situation? But this really was just an accident, a misunderstanding. Since it was that worker’s misoperation, then let him accept legal punishment. Of course, I’ll also use my ability to make sure he doesn’t have an easy time. As for Liu Ying, she’s always been loyal to me. Maybe it was kids fooling around at the factory and both sides got into a conflict. In the end, didn’t Achan and the others still win the fight? It’s not a big deal. As for Furuida, it’s always been my quality subsidiary. Our internal group affairs don’t require a criminal police detective to worry about them.”

Ding Chenmo raised his gloomy eyes, looking at this Chenshi’s richest man, this prominent figure that even city leaders had to respect three parts. He said: “Zhang Moyun, I know Fuming is now on the edge of bankruptcy. A person like you will certainly try every means to protect your business. Are there some things that can’t be investigated and you don’t dare investigate? But are those things more important than your son’s life?”

Zhang Moyun stood up and answered calmly: “My son is more important than my life.” He walked toward the door, looking like he didn’t want to talk anymore.

Ding Chenmo called out: “One last question—why was Li Weiyi the one injured, yet Zhang Jingchan became the vegetable?”

Zhang Moyun’s steps paused.

Ding Chenmo’s heart stirred: “You know why, don’t you?” He thought of the girl he’d seen this morning—quiet and gentle, completely different from the fierce girl he’d met two months ago, like two different people.

Zhang Moyun turned around, looked at this old criminal detective with half-white temples and eyes full of persistence, slowly exhaled, and said: “Captain Ding, thank you for all the efforts you’ve made for our family. In the coming period, if you insist on continuing to investigate, I can’t stop you either. But please take care and pay attention to your safety, especially when using vehicles. That’s all I’ll say.”

Ding Chenmo’s pupils suddenly contracted. Zhang Moyun had already opened the door and strode away with several bodyguards.

Chapter 92: A Father’s Heart (1)
Several days later, deep into the night, outside a dark and damp warehouse.

Two sedans stopped at the entrance. From the first car emerged Zhang Moyun and four bodyguards; from the second car came Xu Yi, Cheng Chuan, Zhang Fengming, and Li Jinxiong.

Zhang Moyun, surrounded by the group, walked toward the warehouse with a cold expression. Xu Yi quickly stepped to his side to follow.

Zhang Moyun asked, “Where was she found?”

Xu Yi replied in a low voice, “She ran to Hubei. We found her in a county town below Jiangcheng. She has a cousin there.”

Zhang Moyun patted his shoulder. “Well done. The police don’t know, do they?”

Xu Yi answered, “Ding Chenmo arrived in Jiangcheng one step behind us. Perhaps he’ll find out in a few days.”

“No matter. That man is like a stubborn stone in an outhouse—no need to deal with him. I’ll put pressure on his superiors.”

The group entered the warehouse. A dim yellow lamp hung from the ceiling. Two loyal workers stood guard over a disheveled woman wearing casual clothes and pants, sitting on the ground. Even in her fallen state, a quick glance revealed her beautiful face and graceful figure.

Zhang Fengming brought over a chair. Zhang Moyun sat down directly facing her, the group standing in solemn silence.

Zhang Fengming cursed, “Damn it, you stinking bitch! Zhang Dong is here, why are you still acting like a corpse? If Zhang Dong hadn’t said we couldn’t touch you, fuck, I’d be the first to kill you!”

Zhang Moyun raised his hand, stopping his agitated cursing. Zhang Moyun spoke with what could be called gentleness, “Liu Ying, how have I, Zhang Moyun, wronged you? Not only did you swallow my money, you even dared to mess with my son? Hmm? Tell me, I really can’t figure it out.”

Liu Ying on the ground raised her head. With tears in her eyes, she turned her face slightly, smiled bleakly, and said, “You haven’t wronged me. You just look down on me. People die for wealth, birds die for food—it’s only natural. And I’m not the only one who took money. Li Minghui, Zhao Yan—they all took some too. But you’re going after just one woman. Zhang-ge, how truly heroic of you!”

Li Minghui and Zhao Yan were the actual managers of Furida. Li Minghui was even Zhang Moyun’s fellow townsman. These two men had now been suspended by Zhang Moyun.

Zhang Moyun grabbed a stool from the ground and threw it at her. Liu Ying was knocked down, groaning.

“You were the ringleader!” Zhang Moyun roared. “Temptress—truly a temptress! I never should have recruited you to Fu Ming. You’ve corrupted all my brothers!”

Liu Ying smiled lightly and said, “Yes, I’m a temptress. Your brothers are all good people, all corrupted by me, haha.” She casually glanced at the several people beside Zhang Moyun.

Cheng Chuan, who had been silent all along, said, “Chairman, don’t waste so many words on her. What happens next—do we turn her over to the police, or…”

Zhang Moyun was silent for a moment, then asked, “Have the accounts been thoroughly checked? How much did they embezzle?”

Cheng Chuan’s voice grew slightly hoarse, “Over ten million.”

“Over ten million…” Zhang Moyun stood up and slapped Cheng Chuan across the face. “It’s all my money! So much money, and you, as Chief Financial Officer, didn’t discover it! What use are you to me!”

Cheng Chuan’s face was full of guilt and remorse. Choking up, he said, “Their accounting was too well hidden. I didn’t catch it—my abilities were insufficient…” Suddenly his knees went weak and he knelt down. “Yun-ge, all these years, you entrusted the finances to me, yet I failed to guard them properly. I accept any punishment without complaint!”

A group vice president who was usually capable, stern, and authoritative was now crying like a child.

Zhang Moyun was so angry he panted heavily, pointing at this once-closest brother. Finally, he let out a long sigh and said, “Get up. If I can’t even trust you, who can I trust?” Then his gaze bore into Liu Ying like lightning. “Only she is new. I knew it—professional managers recruited from outside can’t be trusted! How many enterprises have been ruined by people like this.”

Li Jinxiong, eyes red, helped up the disheartened Cheng Chuan.

Zhang Fengming stood to the side, lamenting disappointedly, “Ai! Old Cheng, how could you be so confused!”

Zhang Moyun sat back down in his chair, seeming to roughly calm his emotions. He said, “We can’t report this to the police. With Fu Ming’s current situation, if a major financial scandal gets out, none of us will survive—the company will collapse directly. Liu Ying, let me ask you—where did all that money go?”

Liu Ying answered, “That money—the bulk of it is naturally in my hands. Chairman, I think the same way—our Fu Ming cannot have any negative news come out. If I spit out all the money, can this matter be settled? Can I leave?”

Zhang Moyun sneered, “Whore, you still dare to negotiate conditions with me?”

He seemed to make up his mind, stood up, and walked toward the door. The group quickly followed. Zhang Moyun beckoned, and Xu Yi approached. He whispered, “I don’t care what methods you use—make Liu Ying give back the money. The group desperately needs money right now.”

Xu Yi nodded gravely, his expression serious. “I understand. Chairman, once we get the money back, what should be done with her?”

Zhang Moyun glanced at him and said lightly, “She dared to touch my son and disturb my ranks—do you think I’ll let her go? Once Fu Ming catches its breath, we’ll turn her over to the Economic Investigation Brigade.”

Xu Yi’s expression relaxed, and he nodded. “That’s good then.”

Zhang Moyun smiled, patted his shoulder, and said, “Worried I might impulsively commit murder? Don’t worry, I’m not that foolish. You found her, so you get first credit this time. I know what’s what.”

Xu Yi smiled silently.

The group got in their cars and left. Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan lagged behind at the rear. Both simultaneously turned back to look at Liu Ying on the ground.

Liu Ying smiled with unclear meaning. The two men turned their heads back with expressionless faces.

——

Another month passed.

At the Zhang family villa, in Zhang Moyun’s study.

Li Jinxiong and Zhang Moyun sat facing each other. Li Jinxiong accepted the USB drive the other handed him, but his expression was hesitant. “Yun-ge, what’s on this?”

Zhang Moyun smiled slightly and said, “Over this past month, your son has been brooding over losing a voice recorder. This USB drive contains something else, but its effect should be about the same as that voice recorder. A-Chan entrusted it to his son for safekeeping, so I’m entrusting it to his father.”

Li Jinxiong roughly guessed what it was and stammered, “Why me?”

Zhang Moyun looked at him calmly. “Because among those around me now, the only ones I can completely trust are you and Xu Yi. And you—you’re my brother.”

Li Jinxiong stared with his tiger-like eyes, but his eye sockets reddened slightly. “How long should I keep it?”

Zhang Moyun stood up, gazing out the window, and answered, “In a month, once I sell off the futures and Fu Ming’s debts are paid, you give this to Ding Chenmo.”

“Why don’t you give it to him yourself?”

“I have a copy here too.” Zhang Moyun smiled faintly. “I now have four bodyguards following me wherever I go. Perhaps by then… your copy won’t be needed. It’s just a precaution.”

Li Jinxiong understood and said angrily, “They wouldn’t have that much nerve!”

Chapter 93: A Father’s Heart (2)
Zhang Moyun raised his head, looking at the calendar on the wall. It was already August 19, 2014—24 days had passed since July 25, the date he should have died in Liu Ying’s bed. This time, Liu Ying had been kept under his control all along. He pretended to remain carefree and frivolous as before, while the other side stayed put.

“There’s nothing they wouldn’t dare do.” Zhang Moyun spoke slowly. This man who had endured for over a month finally showed a ruthless expression on his face. “This time, I’ll make them rot in prison until they die!”

That evening, Zhang Moyun went alone to his son’s hospital room. Since Zhang Jingchan’s accident, he hadn’t come very frequently—often only visiting once every four or five days. Because as September approached, Fu Ming became harder to sustain, teetering on the edge of collapse. Even for him, it took every ounce of strength just to hold on.

But this also led to rumors circulating outside that the richest man didn’t value this son much. There were even rumors saying he actually had another adult illegitimate son to inherit the family business. Zhang Moyun didn’t know where these rumors originated, but he made no effort to explain them.

Zhang Jingchan had long since been transferred out of intensive care into a VIP single room. His body had no problems whatsoever; he simply wouldn’t wake up.

The evening sun’s afterglow spilled into the hospital room. A slender girl sat at A-Chan’s bedside, talking to him.

Zhang Moyun paused, listening to her rambling: “…Actually, if you look carefully, you’re quite handsome. Waiting eight years for you isn’t too much of a loss. But when you wake up, you won’t have amnesia and forget me, will you? That’s how it always goes on TV—then you’ll get together with your wealthy family’s fiancée, and I’ll have lost big time. No, no, I need to guard against this…”

The high school girl slapped her thigh. “I’ll carve some words on you so you can’t deny it.” Then she pulled out a pen from her backpack, rolled up Zhang Jingchan’s sleeve a bit, and wrote five characters: “Property of Li Weiyi.” Then she said smugly to the unconscious boy on the bed, “I’ll write this once every day—hypnotizing you, me, and him.”

This girl could actually have so much fun by herself. Zhang Moyun chuckled softly. Li Weiyi turned around and saw him, her face instantly flushing red. “Uncle.”

Zhang Moyun had already learned from his wife that this girl came to see Zhang Jingchan every few days. At such a young age, she was someone deeply devoted and loyal. Zhang Moyun inwardly praised his son’s good taste. He sat down amiably, and the two chatted briefly. He asked about Li Weiyi’s studies and discussed Zhang Jingchan’s condition over the past few days.

Zhang Moyun pulled out a slender box from his pocket and opened it. Inside lay a gold Buddha pendant necklace that looked quite aged. He said, “Child, this has been passed down through generations of our Zhang family. Although it’s not particularly valuable, A-Chan’s mother wore it for half her life. Now I’m giving it to you.”

Li Weiyi thought to herself that this was a token to warn Zhang Jingchan to maintain proper male virtue, but she was reluctant to accept it. “Uncle, this is too precious and holds great significance. I’m still young—I can’t take it.”

Zhang Moyun pressed it into her hands, saying, “Promise uncle that you’ll wear it every day from now on, always wear it, okay? When I see it, uncle feels that A-Chan will definitely wake up one day and see you wearing it.”

Li Weiyi had no choice but to accept it.

Finally, Zhang Moyun changed the subject, saying quite peacefully, “Child, if by 2022 he still hasn’t awakened, don’t wait any longer. Go live your own life.”

But the young girl Li Weiyi smiled bitterly, lowering her head. Her fingers touched the heavy Buddha pendant on the necklace as she said, “You’re letting me wait until 2022… I think originally, he and I were supposed to meet in 2022, weren’t we?”

Zhang Moyun smiled faintly, raised his head, let his gaze linger for a moment on his son in the bed, then looked toward the distant view outside the window. He answered, “I’m not sure either. Because according to what they say, since the loop began, I’ve never lived that long.”

Chapter 94: My Takeover (1)
January 13, 2022, 7:00 AM.

“We common folk, tonight we’re truly, truly happy…”

Li Weiyi’s eyes flew open.

Before her was neither the initial small rental room nor her dream apartment. It wasn’t Zhang Jingchan’s home, nor was it Xu Yi’s home.

It was a simply and warmly decorated small two-bedroom apartment, perhaps only sixty-some square meters, its advantage being its brightness and square layout. The room was quiet. Li Weiyi lay fully clothed on the sofa with a blanket covering her. Beside the sofa was an unfinished painting, while seven or eight other completed paintings, paint palettes, painting paper, brushes… were scattered messily throughout the narrow living room.

Li Weiyi got up and walked to the bathroom, splashing cold water on her face. She covered her face with both palms and didn’t move.

At this time, the caregiver should be washing his face, brushing his teeth, and feeding him breakfast—this thought automatically appeared in Li Weiyi’s mind.

She lowered her hands and slowly raised her head, looking at herself in the mirror.

Her appearance had hardly changed, but her face looked thinner than before, and she had grown her hair long. Her eyes and brows habitually appeared calm and serene, as if harboring a trace of sorrow that could never dissolve.

Li Weiyi vigorously rubbed the space between her brows, trying to rub away that bit of sadness.

“Beep beep beep—” A kitchen appliance’s notification sound came from the kitchen. Only then did she notice that a fragrant aroma had already permeated the entire room. She walked into the kitchen and opened the rice cooker. Inside was a small pot of ginseng chicken soup that had been preset to cook the night before.

Staring at the golden, translucent chicken soup, an image emerged in Li Weiyi’s mind—

In a small single hospital room, white curtains fluttered in the wind. He still lay motionless, just as he had day and night for eight years.

And she held a bowl of chicken soup, sitting by the bed, her feet resting on the crossbar of a stool. She scooped up a spoonful, carefully blew on it, brought it to his lips, and said, “Zhang Jingchan, is my soup-making skill getting better and better? Ai, I really am… where would you find a woman as perfect as me? I can’t even believe that in the future you’ll actually get such a good girlfriend as me.”

After saying this, she laughed “puchi” to herself, pushed the spoon slightly into his mouth, and he swallowed on his own. Li Weiyi picked up a tissue, wiped away a tiny bit of soup from the corner of his mouth, stared at his beautiful lip shape for a while, put down the bowl, and like a thief, glanced toward the empty doorway. Then she lowered her head and kissed his mouth.

It was just a shallow kiss, but her movements seemed practiced and skillful—clearly she was a repeat offender.

Afterward, she cupped her chin with one hand, looking at him with a grin, her face slightly flushed. She said, “So handsome—looking at you every day, you have to give me some benefits. Otherwise how can I resist the temptation of all those flowers and grass outside? Zhang Jingchan, oh Zhang Jingchan, wake up quickly. Right now all you have to attract me is your face and figure. But a boyfriend-girlfriend relationship maintained by physical attraction can’t last long, brother!”

Zhang Jingchan on the bed remained silent as always.

…

Things like this had happened countless times in Li Weiyi’s memory. She lowered her head and smiled, took out a thermal lunch box, packed the chicken soup, and carried it to a room.

On the desk was a backpack containing two sets of freshly washed and neatly folded new men’s clothing. They weren’t big brand names, but the fabric was soft and comfortable.

New images flooded into Li Weiyi’s mind—

She walked into an affordable clothing brand store and selected a black thin sweater and an ink-gray jacket. She didn’t know why, but she just felt he would look very good in these two pieces. With her eyes closed, she could imagine how he’d look—fair-skinned and slender, upright and handsome—as if she had seen it with her own eyes somewhere before.

The sales assistant asked with a smile, “Miss, buying clothes for your boyfriend? You have such good taste. These two pieces really show off the figure. What size do you need?”

“This size, 185.”

“Wow, your boyfriend is really tall!”

“Mm… I’m quite satisfied with his height.”

…

Li Weiyi placed the thermal lunch box in another compartment of the backpack. As she looked up, she saw a very old notebook on the desk, its cover already yellowed.

She stared at that notebook for a while, motionless.

Then she pulled out the chair, sat down at the desk, picked up the notebook, and gently opened it.

The first dozen or so diary entries—she had already read them during her last time travel to July 2014. And his handwriting ended in July of that year.

But actually, his diary was supposed to continue, all the way until 2022, before he met her.

If only he hadn’t become a vegetative patient on July 13, 2014.

“July 20, 2014, overcast. I heard Fu Ming’s operations have serious problems. I’m really frustrated that I haven’t graduated from university yet and have no actual management experience. Otherwise, I could show my skills and turn the tide. But over all these years, Lao Zhang has weathered all storms, so this time should be fine too.

Girlfriend, why didn’t you come this month? Will you not come again until 2022?”

—Li Weiyi slowly recited this diary entry that no longer existed.

She finally understood what had happened between her and Zhang Jingchan at exactly midnight on July 13, 2014 in this lifetime:

Their brain waves, or rather their souls, completed an exchange at that moment, but also connected and communicated with each other. That’s why in that instant, she could see Zhang Jingchan’s eight years from his previous life, see all his diary entries, see his experiences, and see his lonely waiting.

He had many more diary entries—2015, 2016, 2017…

Until January 12, 2022, on the eve of their reunion, Zhang Jingchan wrote in his diary:

“When Huicui Tower was first built, I fantasized about pressing you against that large expanse of floor-to-ceiling glass on the top floor and kissing you passionately.

Under your feet would be the business empire I own, and in my arms would be you.

Tomorrow, this dream will come true.”

Li Weiyi laughed out loud, but a tear fell.

No wonder Zhang Jingchan that day insisted she stand before the glass, then forcefully kissed her.

So it was something he from the previous life had thought about for a long time.

Li Weiyi closed the notebook, set it aside, picked up her backpack, and was just about to leave when her phone rang.

It was Li Yunmo calling.

Some memories related to the Li family were triggered. Li Weiyi paused, then answered the phone. “Hello.”

On the other end, Li Yunmo was silent for a few seconds, his breathing clearly audible. “Sister-in-law?”

Li Weiyi smiled. “Mm?”

“Didn’t they say… today would be the possession? Do you have any unusual feelings?”

Li Weiyi smiled gently. She had wanted to tease him a bit more, but remembering his hardships and difficulties in this lifetime, she only said softly, “It’s me. I’ve come back.”

This new timeline paused at the moment of my awakening.

That girl who had accompanied the vegetative Zhang Jingchan for eight years was覆盖 by me.

Li Yunmo was stunned. “You—you… it’s really you? You’ve finally come! Then will Chan-ge also wake up?!”

Li Weiyi was silent for a moment, then said, “If he woke up, the nursing home would call us immediately.”

“…That’s true.” Li Yunmo’s tone dropped a bit. “It’s okay. You’ve come, so he should be soon too! What time are you going over today?”

“I’m going now. What about you?”

“I still have some work to finish. I have to go to the company this morning. I can only ask for leave after I’m done, so I probably won’t be there until the afternoon. Such is the tragedy of a working person. You go first, I’ll come as soon as I can.”

Chapter 95: My Takeover (2)
Li Weiyi carried her backpack downstairs and drove off in a small car worth forty to fifty thousand yuan. In this lifetime, she still studied painting. Because she spent a large amount of time caring for Zhang Jingchan, both her fame and income were far inferior to the previous life, but it was enough to live on. She had also learned to drive.

After graduating from university, Li Yunmo entered a company as a marketing specialist. The work was busy and exhausting, and the pay wasn’t much.

Apart from their living expenses, the two of them put all their extra money toward paying for Zhang Jingchan’s nursing home fees.

The sunshine today was lovely. Li Weiyi drove the car along suburban roads, with winding rivers and verdant farmland on both sides. At some casual moment, she habitually pinched the pendant at her neck, rubbing it between her fingers. Looking down, she saw it was the old gold Buddha that Zhang Moyun had given her before his death eight years ago.

Li Weiyi lowered her eyes, staring at the gold Buddha. She brought it to her lips and kissed it gently.

This nursing home wasn’t large, but it was clean and tidy. The care staff were quite dedicated, and Li Weiyi and Li Yunmo visited frequently, so Zhang Jingchan had always received good care and rehabilitation exercises.

Soon she reached the room’s entrance. The male caregiver was just coming out carrying a basin, smiling at her.

Li Weiyi asked, “Is he… alright?”

The male caregiver looked at her strangely. “Same as always, doing well.”

Li Weiyi said “oh,” and wanted to push open the door, but for a moment her hand went weak. She slowly pushed it open.

The room’s appearance was exactly the same as in her memory. Facing south, simple and narrow, with warm sunlight and clean curtains.

White bedding covered him up to his waist. He wore the sweater she had bought, his arms resting outside the blanket, as if he were merely sleeping.

Li Weiyi first placed her backpack on the table, standing with her back to him for a while before showing a smile and walking over. But the moment she clearly saw the face of the person on the bed, she couldn’t smile anymore. Tears blurred her vision.

Zhang Jingchan really was just the same as always—black short hair, fair face, prominent brow bone, straight nose bridge. Even with his eyes closed, you could see his air of cold pride. Only his face looked a bit thinner than before—just like hers.

Li Weiyi sat down by the bed, grabbed one of his hands, and gently rubbed his fingers. Her voice was so soft only the two of them could hear it. “Zhang Jingchan, why haven’t you woken up yet? I’ve already come back.”

In every lifetime, even in the first life with a billion yuan in debt, he had been superior to others, full of presence, noble and extraordinary.

Only this time, he lay weakly in bed. For eight years, even his basic survival had to rely on others to maintain. Li Weiyi looked and looked, and suddenly felt she couldn’t bear it. With tears in her eyes, she asked him, “Why were you so foolish? Taking that blow from the crane for me? At that time, at that time… I was the man. And aren’t you the big CEO? Why couldn’t you calculate this account? Even if I had lain here for eight years, what would it matter? I’m just a nobody anyway. But you’re the person who was supposed to become the richest man. You still owe me one hundred million yuan. Yet you’ve lain here for eight years, lain in this shabby, broken-down place for eight years. In this lifetime, you have nothing left… It’s all my fault. I’m too useless, I can’t earn big money, making you live in a place like this…”

After crying for quite a while, she gradually calmed down, but more and more memories, with the outbreak of emotion, vividly surged into her mind.

She saw how every year on Zhang Jingchan’s birthday, she and Li Yunmo held a small cake and sang birthday songs around him. She also saw herself, after being accepted into her ideal art academy, placing the admission notice by his bedside for the whole night. She saw herself, when work wasn’t going well, crying as she came before him, threatening that if he didn’t wake up to comfort her, she would cheat on him. But in the end, she still washed the two sets of clothes he had changed out of and went home tearfully. She saw herself discovering that a caregiver had once been lazy and hadn’t given him rehabilitation and massage. She was so angry she stayed in his room for three days and three nights, her gloomy expression making every caregiver afraid to speak. She saw herself climbing into his bed late at night, picking up one of his arms, sleeping in his embrace, gazing at the stars outside the window, their ten fingers intertwined.

…

Tears fell like threads once more. So many memories, every detail of eight years, were as if Li Weiyi had experienced them personally—vivid and unforgettable, carved into her bones and heart.

At the same time, a strange yet familiar emotion, incomparably deep and profound, the kind that could only be accumulated over years and months, slowly rippled through the depths of Li Weiyi’s chest.

Li Weiyi was stunned for a moment.

This experience seemed familiar.

In the previous life, “she” had also harbored deep feelings for Xu Yi, and had tried repeatedly to invade her heart. But Li Weiyi had ultimately chosen to resist, chosen to ignore. She had completely taken over “her,” and that person deeply loved by Xu Yi disappeared in the timeline. That emotion, with the continuous iteration of timelines, had long since faded beyond recognition.

But at this moment, feeling the struggle and impact of that emotion in her chest, Li Weiyi seemed to hear “her” from this lifetime silently asking: Can you preserve my feelings for Zhang Jingchan? Let my love for him continue through you?

Li Weiyi lowered her head and laughed bitterly yet sweetly.

So that’s how it is.

So this is what it feels like to love someone desperately yet hopefully for eight years.

Zhang Jingchan, this time, you’ve really gotten a great bargain.

I can’t bear to let it go.

These eight years of morning and evening together, deep affection and profound loyalty—I don’t even need to think about it. I can’t bear to discard any of it. I only want to cherish every dusk and dawn spent with you, properly preserving them in the bottom of my heart.

So, could I have any other choice?

No, I won’t.

She closed her eyes and thought—so she had been wrong before.

She hadn’t completely taken over “her” in this timeline.

The one and only Li Weiyi, the Li Weiyi who traveled through countless timelines, only in this lifetime was willingly taken over by “her” emotions instead.

She absolutely couldn’t resist. Those feelings seemed to have already grown into her bones and blood. She could even feel that deep, enduring love merging continuously with her original affection and attraction toward Zhang Jingchan, like a vast ocean and a rushing stream gradually becoming one.

From this moment on, she was “her,” and “her” had always been her.

…

When Li Weiyi raised her head again, the way she looked at Zhang Jingchan had changed.

Suddenly, a white light seemed to flash through her mind, followed by an enlightenment like being awakened.

So… so…

Had it been the same for him back then?

When Zhang Jingchan from the previous life woke up on January 13, 2022, facing “his” complex yet steadfast feelings for Li Weiyi over eight years, what choice would he have made?

With Zhang Jingchan’s stubborn nature, would he have any other choice?

No, he wouldn’t.

Only at this moment did Li Weiyi finally understand why, in the previous life on that day, when she became Xu Yi’s girlfriend and ran to his office, he had looked at her with that kind of gaze—silent, restrained, untouchable. Why he had asked how she had been “these years.” Why he had kissed so fiercely, as if he were coming to collect a debt.

Because he was coming to collect a debt, collecting debt on behalf of that version of himself who had waited from youth to young adulthood.

Because on the day he woke up, he similarly couldn’t bear to part with those eight years of emotion, willingly taken over by “him.” From that day on, his feelings for her were already different.

Li Weiyi covered her mouth and cried aloud.

She had always thought that crossing over that time was just an instant.

Only now did she know—he had already waited a full eight years.

Li Weiyi lay against the bedside, burying her face in his palm, not knowing how much time had passed.

Until someone knocked on the door.

She sat up straight, wiped her face with a wet tissue, turned her head and said, “Come in.”

Xu Yi, dressed in a black coat, pushed open the door, his eyes bright and deep as he looked at her.

Chapter 96: His Wallflower (1)
In this lifetime, Xu Yi appeared even more gentle and serene than in all the previous lives. His black coat and black temples made his face glow like jade under the light. He glanced at her once, took off his coat, folded it over his arm, revealing a dark blue sweater underneath that accentuated his broad shoulders and slim waist, giving him a refined temperament.

“Why are you staring at me like that?” Xu Yi pulled over a chair and sat down. “It’s only been a few days since we last met.”

“I didn’t expect you to come this early,” Li Weiyi replied.

Just like in the previous life, this business tycoon who was now casually sitting on a simple chair in this cramped room remained Li Weiyi’s persistent suitor, even going so far as to frequently visit Zhang Jingchan to create chance encounters.

In the last life, he loved her, and Li Weiyi understood that. But in this life, Li Weiyi had already declared her feelings for Zhang Jingchan at age 17, and she had none of those gradual interactions or bonds with Xu Yi.

So she thought, perhaps it was a man’s competitive nature and desire to conquer at work. But looking at the Xu Yi before her, and the way he looked at her, gave her the illusion that he was the same person from the previous life.

But this was impossible.

That Xu Yi was equally unable to escape the Takeover. He no longer existed.

After they were both quiet for a while, Xu Yi asked, “How is he?”

“Same as always.”

“I happened to be in the area today discussing a project. Seeing the nice weather, I thought you’d probably come, so I stopped by to check.”

Li Weiyi said nothing. She had said words of rejection too many times over the years; saying them again would be meaningless.

“If you don’t mind, I need to feed him chicken soup first,” Li Weiyi said with a smile. “Otherwise it’ll get cold. I just made it fresh this morning.”

Xu Yi watched as she opened her backpack and took out a thermos; watched as she poured out a small bowl, tested the temperature with the same spoon, then sat in front of Zhang Jingchan, holding the bowl in one hand and the spoon and napkin in the other, carefully feeding Zhang Jingchan. At times like this, Li Weiyi usually treated everyone else as if they didn’t exist, feeding him while talking to Zhang Jingchan: “Doesn’t it taste good? Have one bowl now, and another at lunch. I’m not having any; I need to lose weight. But once you’re better, you need to exercise too, get those abs back…”

Xu Yi leaned back in his chair, just over a meter away, quietly watching.

After feeding him the chicken soup, Li Weiyi wiped Zhang Jingchan’s face clean, then took the bowl and spoon to the bathroom, squirted some dish soap and used a cloth to wash them.

She had just finished washing the bowl and spoon and set them on the counter beside her, lowering her head to wash her hands, when a tall figure flashed into the narrow bathroom and gently embraced her from behind.

Xu Yi lowered his head, but didn’t dare hold her too tightly, asking in a low voice, “It’s been eight years. Am I really inferior to a vegetable?”

Li Weiyi smiled, shook the water off her hands, gently pushed him away, walked back to the living room and said, “You’re very, very good—good-looking, good-tempered, capable, and wealthy. Much better than him. He has a terrible temper, acts affected, and isn’t very reasonable when it comes to relationships either.”

She sat down by the bed, pinched the face of the person on the bed, and said, “But I just like him. If I don’t see him for a day, I can’t eat. If I can’t have him, I can’t sleep at night. If he suddenly died one day, I’d go jump in the river; if he woke up, I’d immediately force him to marry me. You see, matters of the heart are just this inexplicable. You and I—it’s impossible.”

The room fell completely silent.

But Li Weiyi thought back to the last time she traveled back to 2014, when Zhang Jingchan had taught her hand-by-hand how to send a text message rejecting Xu Yi. She thought her sharp tongue in rejecting people now was all learned from him.

Even just lying beside her, he was her golden bell shield and iron cloth armor.

Yet Xu Yi didn’t lose his composure or simply leave. He slowly exhaled, sat back down beside her, and said, “Now you can stab knives into my heart without even needing a draft—you just stab them in casually.”

Li Weiyi smiled. “Probably practice makes perfect.”

However, Xu Yi’s magnanimity had always been different from ordinary people. He still wasn’t angry, instead asking gently, “Are you managing financially?”

Li Weiyi answered, “We won’t starve.”

Xu Yi looked at her with concern, wanting to say something but hesitating. Li Weiyi understood and said, “Don’t. His expenses—Li Yunmo and I can still afford them. You shouldn’t contribute money. Otherwise he’ll be angry when he wakes up; he’s quite petty.”

This finally made Xu Yi angry. He turned his head to the side. Li Weiyi heard his slightly heavy breathing and felt somewhat guilty after all, asking in a seemingly casual manner, “Have you been busy lately?”

“Busy!” He only answered with one word.

Li Weiyi fell silent too, only looking at Zhang Jingchan sleeping on the bed.

After a while, Xu Yi turned his face back on his own, his tone already returned to normal: “I just bought two new plots of land to build an industrial park, so I will be a bit busy lately.”

Li Weiyi gave a thumbs up. “Impressive.”

Xu Yi looked into her eyes, a glimmer of light passing through them, both bright and dim: “What’s impressive about it? Even if I bought half of Xiangcheng, I still couldn’t get you to have one meal with me.”

Li Weiyi shook her head. “Mr. Xu, don’t get stuck in a rut. There are plenty of fish in the sea.”

Xu Yi answered, “Right back at you. If he never wakes up, what will you do? You’re already 25 this year.”

Li Weiyi actually thought about it and answered, “Then I might try to have a child, just depends on whether he can or not. But from my observations, he can.”

Xu Yi never expected that this would be her plan, and her words were so explicit. A breath stuck in his chest, and he really couldn’t continue this conversation. He grabbed his coat, only leaving behind the sentence, “You’re deliberately trying to anger me today,” and pulled open the door and left.

Li Weiyi turned to look at the door he had slammed shut, finally having driven away this great Buddha. Since returning this time, the road ahead was unclear, both dangerous and difficult. If Zhang Jingchan never woke up, she didn’t even know what to do. So she really didn’t have the energy to deal with a covetous Xu Yi.

However, having actually angered him away, she felt a bit bad about it. In the previous life they were lovers; in this life they could be considered very close friends. Regardless of anything else, the two of them had always gotten along very happily and harmoniously. After 2014 in this life, some other things had happened—Fu Ming fell apart, more people died—but every single incident ultimately had nothing to do with Xu Yi. So Li Weiyi also hoped he could continue to be well, just like in that first life, being that carefree chairman without being affected by the turbulent timeline anymore.

Just as she was staring at the door lost in thought, suddenly her left hand resting by the bed was grasped by several cold fingers.

Li Weiyi’s whole body shuddered, and even the hairs on her neck stood up. She heard an extremely familiar but very hoarse voice ask, “Did someone steal your soul?”

Li Weiyi turned her head. Zhang Jingchan was using one hand to support himself on the bed and the other hand gripping the bed rail, slowly sitting up. She stared at him blankly without moving.

For Zhang Jingchan, it felt as if he had just taken a nap. Before falling asleep, his head had been hit by a crane. Now awake, he no longer felt pain. His mind just felt empty, as if he had experienced many things, yet couldn’t remember anything.

Chapter 97: His Wallflower (2)
He raised his head to look at Li Weiyi and asked, “Where is this? What happened?”

Before he finished speaking, Li Weiyi pounced on him like a baby bird, tightly hugging his waist, her face buried in his chest.

Zhang Jingchan froze, lowered his head to look at the person in his arms, and asked, “What’s wrong?”

Li Weiyi’s heart felt unbearably sour. With tears in her eyes, she answered, “You were in a vegetative state for eight years.”

Zhang Jingchan was stunned, sighed, then patted her head and said, “It’s nothing. It passed like a single sleep.”

Li Weiyi understood what he meant. Originally, each time they traveled through time, eight years passed in an instant—iteration and覆盖—it really was just like taking a nap. But at this moment, Li Weiyi had fully absorbed all the emotions and memories of “Li Weiyi” from this life. She felt as if she had truly waited eight years, with so much grievance and love, yet she couldn’t speak it aloud.

Now Li Weiyi finally understood the frustrated feelings Zhang Jingchan had faced that day. She had been here loving him earth-shakingly, yet he had merely taken a long nap.

Li Weiyi was quite annoyed and vigorously rubbed her nose and tears on his chest. But subconsciously she didn’t want him to know that she had done the same foolishly devoted thing he had. She straightened up and said nonchalantly, “Well, wasn’t I afraid you’d never wake up? How would I handle things alone after that?”

Zhang Jingchan held her shoulder with one hand, looking at her red eyes and nose tip, and lightly scraped the bridge of her nose with his index finger knuckle, asking, “Can’t do without me that much?”

This man was at it again. Li Weiyi turned her head away, not letting him touch her.

But then she heard him speak again in a flat tone, “I don’t think that’s quite true. Before I even opened my eyes, I heard someone trying to poach my woman. After eight years in a vegetative state, who knows how loose this wallflower has become.”

Li Weiyi was so annoyed she laughed, pushing him, but he caught her hand. Li Weiyi said, “Oh, come on! I already told you the previous life was an accident. In this life I’ve never agreed to anything with him—completely innocent!”

Zhang Jingchan held her hand and wouldn’t let go, smiling faintly. Just as he was about to speak, he suddenly raised his head and looked toward the partially open door.

“What is it?” Li Weiyi got up and walked over, pulling open the door. She just caught sight of the corner of a black coat flash past the stairway landing and disappear. She paused slightly, closed the door, and walked back to sit by the bed.

“It seemed like Xu Yi. I don’t know if he never left or came back again. He might have heard. What should we do?”

Zhang Jingchan lifted the blanket, trying very slowly to put his legs down from the bed. Seeing this, Li Weiyi immediately helped with practiced movements, moving his legs down one by one, then gathered the blanket and tucked it behind his waist for him to lean against. Zhang Jingchan watched her movements without saying anything.

Once Zhang Jingchan was settled, he slowly lifted his feet in small movements to exercise them, saying at the same time, “It’s fine. I suspect he already guessed.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes widened. “You mean… he guessed that we’ve swapped?”

Zhang Jingchan supported his opposite shoulder joint with one hand and began rotating it, nodding in response, “Even Li Yunmo could tell. Xu Yi is such a shrewd person, and he’s been pursuing you so aggressively—there’s no way he didn’t notice.”

Li Weiyi thought about it, then glanced at Zhang Jingchan a couple of times and said, “Then he’s quite bold too. Isn’t he afraid that one day I’ll actually agree to be with him, and then swap with you again? At that point it would be you and him…”

Zhang Jingchan never expected her thinking would leap to such a peculiar angle. After a moment of silence, he said irritably, “You’re quite considerate of him.”

Li Weiyi burst out laughing.

“What if he can’t make a mistake?” Zhang Jingchan said again.

Li Weiyi froze.

Footsteps sounded outside the door again, and both of them fell silent.

The door was pushed open. Li Yunmo stood in the doorway covered in sweat, looking at the two people sitting face to face in the room, dumbstruck. “Am I dreaming…”

Chapter 98: Who Is the Big Ghost (1)
Li Yunmo rushed over in one stride, stuck out his butt to shove Li Weiyi aside, spread his arms wide, and hugged Zhang Jingchan tightly, shouting, “Holy crap! You’re awake! You really woke up today! Damn, eight years! You can really sleep! If you didn’t wake up soon, sister-in-law and I really couldn’t hold on anymore!” As he spoke, he buried his head in Zhang Jingchan’s shoulder and started crying.

Li Weiyi’s eyes also reddened, but she really wanted to laugh. Li Yunmo’s emotions were just this sincere and passionate. That’s why he had become another person who waited eight years for Zhang Jingchan.

Zhang Jingchan froze for a moment. For once, he didn’t push away this big guy with disgust, but instead patted his brother’s shoulder, his voice also somewhat hoarse: “These years, you’ve worked hard.”

Li Yunmo wiped away his tears, sat to the side, and said, “I’m not the one who worked hard. Sister-in-law, a young woman, is the one who worked hard—running here every day since college, not dating anyone all these years, just keeping company with you, a vegetable. You must treat her well.”

Li Weiyi didn’t expect this honest fellow’s first act would be to confess on her behalf. She thought that over the past eight years, he must have heard too much of her nagging complaints about Zhang Jingchan’s moral character, and she felt slightly embarrassed.

But her hand was grasped by Zhang Jingchan. He smiled slightly and said, “Naturally.”

This topic should have ended right there. Li Weiyi was just about to pull her hand back when she suddenly saw Zhang Jingchan clearly freeze, as if thinking of something. He turned his head sharply, staring at her, his eyes surging with dark emotions.

Li Weiyi’s heart trembled slightly.

He asked, “You…”

Li Weiyi didn’t know what she was panicking about either. She immediately pulled her hand from his palm and said to Li Yunmo with a completely carefree expression, “You don’t understand. What seems like eight years of waiting to you—for us time travelers, we just close our eyes and open them, and it’s done. Actually, my memory is also quite fuzzy. So, I don’t need him to repay me for anything. He just needs to properly repay you, his good brother.”

Li Yunmo listened in confusion, finally sighing with regret, “Why didn’t the time travel god take me too! I also really want to just close my eyes and open them, and have these hard eight years pass!”

Li Weiyi laughed along with him, but she could feel Zhang Jingchan’s two piercing gazes constantly resting on her.

She pretended not to notice.

She didn’t know what was wrong with her either. When he first woke up, she was upset that he didn’t know about her devotion; but now that he seemed to have noticed and was watching her like a tiger eyeing its prey, she panicked, afraid he would find out.

Fortunately, Zhang Jingchan quickly withdrew his gaze. He stood up and said, “I’m going to wash up, then we’ll discuss serious matters.” But he stood up too quickly. Such a tall person fell straight toward the ground, his shin also hitting the foot of the bed.

Li Weiyi and Li Yunmo were terrified and quickly helped Zhang Jingchan up. Fortunately, he reacted fast and supported himself with his hands, so the fall wasn’t serious. Only his pant legs and clothes were stained with some dust, and his shin had some bruising. Li Yunmo helped him sit on the bed. Li Weiyi crouched in front of him, rolled up his pant leg, looked at that small bruise, and tears of anger came out. In these eight years, she hadn’t let him even scrape his skin once, yet as soon as he woke up, he bruised himself.

She was angry. Crouching between his legs and refusing to get up, she accused him, “What’s your hurry? Still think you’re like before? Working out every day with an eight-pack? You don’t have even one ab now! What if you really hurt yourself? Who’s going to compensate for that!”

Zhang Jingchan stared at her without speaking, but Li Yunmo looked as if this was completely natural and chimed in, “Right! Brother Chan can’t be so careless from now on. Listen to sister-in-law.”

Zhang Jingchan reached out and scooped her up from the floor into his arms, letting her sit on the edge of the bed between his legs, pressed her into his embrace, and coaxed softly, “I was wrong. I’ll be careful when walking from now on and recover slowly.”

Li Weiyi was the easiest girl in the world to coax. She made an “mm” sound and stopped moving.

Li Yunmo watched from the side, his heart also softening. He couldn’t help but reach out his hand, wanting to embrace the two people most important to him in the world. Yes, the three of them embracing and crying together—how loving that would be.

But before his hand even touched Li Weiyi’s shoulder, Zhang Jingchan swiftly knocked it away and gave him a sidelong glance. “What are you doing?” That look was a bit cold.

Li Yunmo: “…A hug?”

Zhang Jingchan looked at him again, said nothing, but that look already said everything.

Li Yunmo: Wuwuwu!

So it’s always like this? As soon as Brother Chan wakes up, he becomes superfluous?

In this world, sister-in-law really is the best!

With their support, Zhang Jingchan slowly adapted to walking. After a while, he could walk without help. He went to the bathroom to wash up and changed his clothes. When he walked back out, both Li Weiyi and Li Yunmo were somewhat stunned.

White shirt, black pants. Though he wore no tie and the clothes weren’t name brands, his face was clean and handsome, his posture tall and sharp, just like old times. When he raised those dark, elegant eyes to look at you, it was as if two beams of cold light shone upon your heart.

The doctor came to examine him and confirmed that Zhang Jingchan’s body had fully recovered and he could complete discharge procedures today. The three decided to have lunch first, discuss matters while eating, then return to handle the paperwork and pack.

Li Weiyi chose a farmhouse restaurant by a small fishing village. The three sat on a small boat moored at the shore—secluded and quiet.

The river breeze blew gently, warm winter sun shining, the water’s surface sparkling with light, deep green mountains shrouded in mist. The three of them in such scenery were all somewhat silent. Especially Li Weiyi, looking at Zhang Jingchan beside her, her heart felt sour and astringent. She thought that ever since the two of them met, they had been busy shuttling through timelines to rescue people. Although their relationship had been unclear and ambiguous all along, when had the two of them ever truly had peaceful, comfortable moments?

As if sensing her current despondency, Zhang Jingchan put his arm around her shoulder and asked softly, “What are you thinking?”

Li Weiyi sighed and answered, “I’m thinking that this rewrite, we really lost big time. Even the Li family…”

Li Yunmo’s eyes reddened. He said, “You can’t blame yourselves for this. It was my dad’s own choice. As for my mom… these years she’s been very regretful too.”

Zhang Jingchan’s brow furrowed tightly.

The third rewrite, the fourth iteration of the timeline. As they uncovered more and more people and events, those butterfly wings—with one flutter—made the entire web tremble violently.

September 9, 2014, Zhang Moyun was still alive. He sold off futures as planned and profited over 900 million. Fu Ming paid off all debts, and the Zhang father and son were free men from then on. This point would never change again.

In the early morning of September 12, 2014, a fire broke out at the Zhang family villa. Zhang Moyun, Wu Xinhui, the housekeeper Sister Liu, and one bodyguard were all burned to death in the fire. In addition, another man was also burned to death. Post-incident investigation confirmed he was the arsonist of this fire—Li Yilin.

This was an unfamiliar name.

He was Zhang Moyun’s wife Wu Xinhui’s first love. Investigation confirmed that in the two months before the fire—that is, when Fu Ming was at its most difficult—he had entered the Zhang family villa several times, staying for periods of time.

In the end, this fire was closed as a crime of passion.

On the evening of September 13, Li Jinxiong burst into Zhang Fengming’s home with a weapon and stabbed him repeatedly, killing Zhang Fengming. Cheng Chuan and Liu Ying, who were in the same room, were injured but escaped, avoiding disaster. Finally, surrounded by police, Li Jinxiong jumped from a building to his death.

Chapter 99: Who Is the Big Ghost (2)
“Li Yilin…” Zhang Jingchan chewed on this unfamiliar name.

Li Weiyi bumped his arm and said, “I might possibly maybe have heard of this person’s existence. Last time I traveled back, when I was checking accounts, someone mentioned him to me.”

“Who?”

“The housekeeper, Sister Liu.”

Li Weiyi briefly recounted the incident when Sister Liu had come to the study to report secretly that day.

Zhang Jingchan fell into contemplation.

“Do you… believe it?” Li Weiyi asked. Li Yunmo also looked at him.

Zhang Jingchan picked up his teacup and played with it in his hands but didn’t drink. Then he smiled faintly and said, “My mom—she’s not very capable, enjoys pleasure, has a weak character. Back then, after divorcing my dad, she went out to work to support me through college. A wealthy lady who knew nothing, living in the worst basement apartments, working as a waitress serving dishes. She was beautiful, and later there were wealthy men who wanted to marry her. I urged her to remarry. She said compared to my old man, those people weren’t worth even one finger of his. Later when our situation improved, she secretly gave all the money she earned from work to my dejected father, then got scolded by him and came home, only to get another scolding from me.”

Both Li Yunmo and Li Weiyi were stunned listening to this.

He was talking about events from the very first life.

Zhang Jingchan set down his teacup with a “tap” and said definitively, “She wouldn’t do it.”

Li Weiyi nodded vigorously. “That means this so-called first love Li Yilin was just their pawn, one of their smokescreens.”

Zhang Jingchan nodded and looked at Li Yunmo. “Tell me about the day your father had his incident in more detail.”

Recalling those events still brought dull pain to Li Yunmo’s heart.

It was gloomy weather. Ever since his father Li Jinxiong returned from the police station early that morning, the entire household seemed shrouded in low pressure.

His father’s back looked like a mountain about to collapse, sitting there, silently smoking half a pack of cigarettes alone before going upstairs.

Li Yunmo had also been dispirited those days, unable to move past Brother Chan becoming a vegetable. Add to that the Zhang family’s incident last night, and he was deeply distressed, lost and dejected.

Suddenly, Li Jinxiong’s furious roar came from upstairs: “Who touched my safe? Who touched it!”

Li Yunmo jumped in fright and rushed up to see a terrifying scene—his father was strangling his mother’s neck, pressing her against the wall. His father’s eyes were blood red, like a beast about to go berserk, roaring, “Where did the thing go? I’m asking you where it went!”

Li Yunmo rushed over trying to pry his father’s hands away but was slapped to the ground by his father.

“Dad! Mom will suffocate like this! She’ll die!” Li Yunmo cried out. “Let her go first! Let go and then ask!”

Li Jinxiong resentfully released his grip. Mother Li gasped for breath but didn’t dare look at her husband’s eyes, crying, “All you care about is Fu Ming, all you do is work yourself to death for Zhang Moyun! Don’t you know Fu Ming is about to collapse?”

Li Jinxiong was about to slap her, but Li Yunmo desperately blocked him.

“I’m asking you where the USB drive from the safe is!” Li Jinxiong had always kept the USB drive in the deepest corner of the safe, never mentioning it to his wife or child. He never imagined that today when he wanted to take it out to report to the police, it had already vanished without a trace.

“I gave it to Zhang Fengming!” Mother Li cried out. “If I didn’t give it to him, he would kill our son! If I gave it to him, he’d give me five million! Five million! Our money, plus the money my parents, my sister and brother lent to Fu Ming—we could get it all back! Why wouldn’t I give it! That’s what Zhang Moyun owed us, he owed us!”

Mother Li opened her phone and threw it in front of them. It was a photo—Li Yunmo sitting despondently in a coffee shop, and not far behind him, two men in black clothes and hats, hovering and following.

Li Yunmo’s eyes suddenly widened as he hugged his mother. “Mom, what did you give them? What did you give?”

Li Jinxiong said nothing, veins bulging on his forehead. Finally he burst out laughing “hahaha,” murmuring, “Son lost something, thought he could rely on his old man, turns out the old man lost it too, hahaha…” That laughter made both mother and son shudder.

He suddenly glanced at his old wife and said coldly, “You’re forcing me to die.”

Before mother and son could react, Li Jinxiong had already rushed into the kitchen, grabbed a knife, and rushed out of the house.

…

Li Weiyi pulled out a tissue and handed it to Li Yunmo. He wiped his eyes hard, smiling with reddened eyes, “Brother Chan, my family wronged you.”

Zhang Jingchan patted his shoulder and said, “You’ll see Uncle Li again.”

Li Yunmo’s eyes widened. A moment later, he smiled too, nodding vigorously. “Then from now on I’ll absolutely listen to my dad in everything and never make him angry again.”

“What exactly did Uncle Zhang give my dad?” Li Yunmo asked.

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi exchanged a glance. He said, “Since my dad already learned from you about the warehouse incident that night, even without getting the voice recorder, he could guess at the conspiracy between Liu Ying, Cheng Chuan, and Zhang Fengming. He couldn’t have done nothing, and by early September, Fu Ming’s matters were resolved. I think what he entrusted to Uncle Li for safekeeping must have been criminal evidence he collected on that group, leaving a backup plan. My dad never expected that before he could make a move, they would strike first and kill him. And they even calculated Uncle Li’s step, using your mother to take the evidence and escape punishment.”

Li Weiyi and Li Yunmo felt chills listening.

“What do we do next?” Li Yunmo asked.

Zhang Jingchan rested one arm on the wooden window, staring intently at the water’s surface. Instead of answering, he asked, “So later, Cheng Chuan went to another company as CFO but went to prison for embezzlement; Zhang Fengming died; only Liu Ying came out unscathed, went to America, and never came back?”

Both nodded.

Zhang Jingchan suddenly smiled and said, “I also always thought the mastermind was Liu Ying.”

Li Weiyi’s heart skipped a beat.

Zhang Jingchan said, “But looking at it now, how unreasonable. This behind-the-scenes manipulator, the big ghost we need to root out, is calculating and ruthless. To protect themselves, killing my dad, killing me, forcing the voice recorder, deceiving away the evidence… Once they discovered no loopholes around my dad, they immediately turned to target my mom. Such a grand scheme, such capability and cunning. You say this person is Liu Ying, that after pulling this job at Fu Ming she just quit and went abroad? I don’t believe it. Also, that night at the warehouse, how did Liu Ying know we were hiding inside? How could she have arranged in such a short time for a drunk worker to hit me and take the blame? How did they know about the voice recorder? Unless there was another person who was already at Furuida before those three, and as soon as we entered the factory, we were being watched.”

Li Weiyi listened with alarm, but thinking carefully, only this way made logical sense.

“You mean… there’s another big BOSS hiding behind Liu Ying?” Li Yunmo asked tremulously.

Zhang Jingchan nodded without hesitation.

Li Yunmo’s face went paler, asking with difficulty, “So that big BOSS… is my mom, right?”

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi: “…”

But Zhang Jingchan glanced at Li Weiyi at this moment, seeing only her inexplicably panicked heart, which gradually grew heavy.

“That person didn’t just split 90 million with those three people. What they took was 300 million,” Zhang Jingchan said.

Li Yunmo breathed a sigh of relief hearing this. His mom didn’t even have three million, and thinking carefully, his mom didn’t seem very shrewd either. Although she took the evidence at a sensitive time, she was probably deceived.

“You mean that futures deal?” Li Yunmo said. “Brother Chan, Brother Zhong Yi and I have been paying attention to this all these years. We only found one clue—that Li Ming who stood up to buy 30 million in soybean futures is from Nanmupu Township in Ling County. And Liu Ying is also from Nanmupu Township in Ling County. They definitely have a connection.”

Zhang Jingchan nodded. Just as he was about to speak, Li Weiyi spoke up, “Wait, Ling County? I know another person who’s also from Ling County.”

“Who?”

Li Weiyi’s expression turned somewhat unpleasant. She said, “The housekeeper, Sister Liu.”

Both Zhang Jingchan and Li Yunmo were startled.

“Once, last time when checking accounts, she made me a hometown snack called something like Lamp Core Wowo. I asked her where she was from, but she didn’t say. Later I thought it was so delicious, during a break I casually looked it up online. Lamp Core Wowo is a rural specialty of Ling County.”

All three fell silent for a while.

Zhang Jingchan said, “Tomorrow Li Yunmo and I will make a trip to Nanmupu Township in Ling County.”

Chapter 100: His Orange (1)
After completing the discharge procedures and packing their luggage, dusk was falling.

The three of them walked out of the rehabilitation center. Li Yunmo said, “Brother Chan, stay at my place tonight. You sleep on the bed, I’ll sleep on the sofa. I have so much to say to you after all these years.”

When he said this, Li Weiyi stood on the other side of Zhang Jingchan, acting as if she hadn’t heard anything. She kicked a pebble by the roadside, then kicked it again, swaying slightly.

Zhang Jingchan’s gaze stuck to her, the corner of his mouth twitching as he replied, “No need. Someone’s place has two beds.”

During their earlier casual conversation, the three had all mentioned their recent situations.

Li Yunmo was stunned for a moment before realizing how superfluous he was. However, he wasn’t angry at all. He laughed heartily, patted Zhang Jingchan on the shoulder, and said in what he thought was a low voice, “Brother Chan, take it easy, ah.”

Zhang Jingchan made no sound.

Li Weiyi snapped, “Stop talking nonsense!”

Li Yunmo cheerfully drove off first. Li Weiyi led Zhang Jingchan to her car. He tossed the luggage bag into the back seat and raised his eyebrows, “You can drive now?”

Li Weiyi proudly lifted her chin, “Sit in the passenger seat and let me show you my driving skills.”

Her confident technique was indeed quite good—she drove both steadily and quickly. On the road, she couldn’t help but boast, “When we travel back through time again, I’ll drive a Ferrari for you and let you enjoy genuine girlfriend treatment.”

Zhang Jingchan’s right hand patted his knee twice as he asked, “Then what exactly is genuine boyfriend treatment?”

Li Weiyi fell silent.

She said very earnestly, “I suggest you rest properly. Eight years as a vegetative patient—you can barely walk steadily. Don’t let your thoughts wander or set your sights too high.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled slightly without speaking.

Forty minutes later, the two arrived downstairs at Li Weiyi’s home.

After entering, Li Weiyi said, “You’ve never lived in such a small place, have you? I don’t have the means to buy a large house. My apologies, President Zhang.” She led him into the guest bedroom and set down the luggage. Zhang Jingchan looked around and said, “When I lived with my mother, I even stayed in a ten-square-meter basement. With you? Even a dog kennel would be fine.”

Li Weiyi quickly glanced at the unmade bedding on the master bedroom bed and angrily retorted, “Your home is the dog kennel!” She hurried to the living room and quickly closed the master bedroom door. Zhang Jingchan smiled faintly and followed behind her.

Knowing he loved drinking tea, Li Weiyi brewed a large jar for him. When had the refined and noble Zhang Jingchan of every lifetime ever drunk tea so crudely? But he picked up that large tea jar and drank slowly and unhurriedly.

Li Weiyi leaned over to ask, “Is this tea good? I snagged it from my dad.”

Zhang Jingchan swallowed the astringent taste on his tongue and nodded, “Not bad.”

Li Weiyi smiled with her eyes narrowed.

Outside the window, the night was thick with darkness. Inside, the room was filled with clean, soft white light. Zhang Jingchan’s back was slightly hunched as he slowly drank his tea. Li Weiyi rested her head against the sofa, feeling that this moment was incomparably tranquil and peaceful.

After a while, he set down the tea jar and also leaned back, turning his head to look at her.

Li Weiyi opened her large eyes wide, her gaze innocent and clear.

Zhang Jingchan lightly crossed his left leg over his right, supporting his knee with one hand while placing his other hand on the sofa armrest above her head.

Li Weiyi’s breathing quickened somewhat.

But he didn’t rush to embrace her. Instead, he played with a strand of her long hair with his fingers and asked, “Why did you grow your hair long this time?”

“Wanted to try if this looks good or not.”

“Everything looks good on you.”

Li Weiyi suppressed a smile, but then remembered serious matters. She sighed and said, “I was thinking today—are we making things worse and worse? This time even your mother and Uncle Li…”

Zhang Jingchan’s hand slid from the tip of her hair and pinched her cheek, “Don’t overthink it. It’s always darkest before dawn. The first time, we naively thought that as long as my father changed his mind, we could save Fu Ming. Now we’ve even rooted out three moles—we’re only one step away from catching the big rat. And your sister is living happily now, Fu Ming’s debt is settled, and thousands upon thousands of people don’t have to suffer because of Fu Ming. Everything is getting better and better. I think with one more time travel, we can turn the tide and settle everything once and for all.”

Li Weiyi nodded and sighed, “What a pity about that voice recorder! Even if we travel back through time, it’ll already be September—that recorder can never be recovered.”

“It doesn’t matter anymore,” Zhang Jingchan said. “When we travel back, it’ll be the morning of September 11th. At that time, my father and Uncle Li will still be alive, and they’ll still have the evidence in their hands. We’ll have them immediately submit it to the police to investigate the big rat behind everything. If they want to set fires, we’ll have Ding Chenmo lie in wait to catch them red-handed. Not one of them will escape.”

A fierce glint flashed through his eyes.

Li Weiyi, however, felt her blood boiling and nodded forcefully, “I’ll listen to everything you say!”

He glanced at her, and the cold intent in his eyes instantly dissipated. His body leaned toward her again, his face only a few centimeters from hers, “Everything I say?”

Li Weiyi stood up abruptly and said, “That’s right! Vegetative patient, you haven’t done today’s rehabilitation care yet. The doctor specifically instructed that you need to continue recovery for a while longer.” She ran to his room, rummaged through the luggage for a massage gun, and tossed it to him, “Hurry up, stimulate all your thigh and calf muscles.”

Zhang Jingchan weighed the massage gun in his hand, smiled briefly—though at what, who knew—and began slowly massaging his calf.

Li Weiyi found herself another task to do, “I’ll go find you clothes and a towel. Now that you’re home, take a proper bath.”

When she returned with the clothes, she saw Zhang Jingchan using the massage gun halfheartedly while his eyes kept hooking onto her. Li Weiyi’s face heated up as she said, “Do you even know how to use a massage gun?”

Zhang Jingchan tossed the massage gun aside, “No.”

Li Weiyi looked at him suspiciously. He hadn’t used one in this lifetime—could it be he hadn’t used one in his previous life either?

However, the habits and sense of responsibility of this body were extraordinarily strong. She picked up the massage gun, sat down beside him, and patted her own leg to signal him.

Zhang Jingchan raised his eyebrows and placed one leg on her lap.

Li Weiyi carefully massaged him.

The room quieted down. She focused intently on his body. He stared at her.

After finishing the calf massage, Li Weiyi very naturally held the massage gun and moved toward his thigh. Zhang Jingchan trembled slightly. She even patted his leg, “Don’t move around.”

After massaging like this for a while, Li Weiyi worked single-mindedly, completely driven by habit and instinct. Zhang Jingchan’s face, however, flushed slightly. Unable to endure it any longer, he grabbed her hand, “That’s enough!”

Li Weiyi raised her head and looked at his slightly gloomy expression, then burst out laughing, “You can’t handle this already? These eight years, there’s not a single nook or cranny on your body I haven’t washed or wiped. Can you be a little more composed?”

Although she said this, her face gradually reddened as well. But since she rarely got the upper hand with Zhang Jingchan, she inexplicably felt smug again.

Seeing her looking as if her tail was about to stick up in the air, Zhang Jingchan paused for a moment, then snatched away the offending massage gun from her hand, tossed it aside, and said, “So what you said to Xu Yi was true.”

Li Weiyi: ??

He said calmly, “Seems you’ve observed carefully. And you’re satisfied too.”

Li Weiyi: !!!!!!!

Chapter 101: His Orange (2)
This time Li Weiyi was truly about to explode. Her face turned as red as a tomato as she pointed at him and said, “Have you no shame? You were awake but didn’t open your eyes—eavesdropping on our conversation!”

Zhang Jingchan took his leg off her lap and sat up leisurely to drink tea, saying, “On what grounds should I have woken up? That person still has a proper title as a genuine ex-boyfriend. I have nothing.”

Li Weiyi fell silent.

She was so angry she laughed. She turned to leave but was pulled into Zhang Jingchan’s embrace by one swift motion and seated on his lap.

Li Weiyi sat as if on pins and needles, pushing him, “Let go.”

He completely ignored her boneless resistance. With one hand holding her waist and the other grasping her hand, he looked into her eyes with a gaze that was deep and probing, “In this lifetime, you watched over me for eight years, accompanied me for eight years. Today when you traveled through time here, what did you feel in your heart?”

Li Weiyi’s heart jumped with a thud. This man’s perceptiveness was frightening.

She began to babble nonsense, “I didn’t feel anything. What could I feel? I am me, ‘she’ is ‘she.’ Once I came over, didn’t I just overwrite ‘her’?”

But could someone as shrewd as Zhang Jingchan believe that? He stared intently, not missing any change in her expression. He smiled and said, “Or let me rephrase the question—you, have you thought it over? Are you willing to be my girlfriend now? Although I have nothing right now, I’ll get everything back very soon.”

Li Weiyi’s entire face flushed crimson. The heat seemed to steam up from the depths of every inch of her bones, threatening to cook her through and through. She didn’t dare raise her head to look into his eyes, as if one glance would cause her to be devoured by him. She thought angrily—how could anyone date someone like him! He, he, he—he was a wolf who could easily chase a rabbit until it squealed!

She jumped off his lap and tossed the clothes she’d found earlier at him, “You go take a bath first! After you’re done bathing, I’ll give you an answer! Go, go, go!”

—

When Zhang Jingchan emerged from his bath, the house was completely quiet. He held a towel in one hand, drying his wet hair, his gaze sweeping around the room before locking onto the person curled up on the master bedroom bed watching television.

Her small face, clearly wearing no makeup, was now flushed as if rouge had been applied, the rosy tint difficult to dispel. Zhang Jingchan lowered his head and smiled, then walked unhurriedly into the master bedroom. He clearly noticed her hand gripping the remote control becoming even more rigid.

Zhang Jingchan sat down on the chair by the bed and tossed aside the towel. Before he could speak, she had already jumped off the bed like a startled mouse with a whoosh and run out the door.

Zhang Jingchan fell silent.

After more than ten seconds, Li Weiyi ran back in, holding a plate of cut oranges in her hands. She shoved it into his hands, “Eat some fruit. Vegetative patients need to supplement their vitamins.”

Zhang Jingchan received the full load. She then scrambled back onto the bed, hugged her knees tightly, stared fixedly at the television, her face looking as if sunset clouds had fallen upon it—even redder than before.

Zhang Jingchan casually glanced at the oranges on the plate and his expression froze.

Translucent orange slices filled a large plate, arranged in a crooked, awkward heart shape.

Zhang Jingchan stared at the oranges like this and slowly began to smile.

Li Weiyi’s heart was like a tightly wound string—just a little more plucking and it would snap from the tension. She had actually been paying attention to his every move all along. Seeing him holding the oranges and just smiling, the heat on her face nearly ignited her. She asked in a trembling voice, “Why aren’t you eating?”

Zhang Jingchan picked up a slice and examined it as if it were a rare treasure, answering, “A poor man suddenly rich—you gave me the whole thing at once. I need to think carefully about where to start.”

Li Weiyi was furious. She grabbed a pillow and threw it at him, “Taking advantage and still playing coy!”

Zhang Jingchan blocked with his back, his arms protecting the oranges as he said, “Don’t throw things randomly. This is my orange.”

Li Weiyi didn’t want to talk to him anymore. She felt that whatever she said would be used to tease her—after all, he had now gotten what he wanted and was genuine. She buried her burning face in her knees and turned her head away from him.

After a while, she secretly turned her head back and saw him eating the oranges. He had placed the plate on his lap and was peeling them slice by slice, eating one piece at a time. That “heart” had already been eaten by him nearly halfway.

He ate with concentration, as if doing the most important thing in the world.

Li Weiyi had used four oranges for this plate to piece together such a large heart. She hesitated, “Maybe you should stop eating. You’ll get too full later.” They had just finished dinner and come home.

Zhang Jingchan didn’t raise his head. His brows and eyes were lowered as he ate two more slices and shook his head, “Can’t leave a single piece.”

After speaking, he smiled again, as if this plate of ordinary oranges really was some delicacy. He ate while smiling.

Li Weiyi had never seen him this happy, nor had she seen him look so silly. So she stared at him and couldn’t help but smile too. As she smiled, her eyes reddened.

She didn’t know why she would cry when this was clearly something happy. But watching him continue to smile as he bent his head and earnestly ate the oranges, determined to finish them all, her tears emerged.

Tears blurred her vision. Zhang Jingchan finally set down the empty plate, went to wash his hands and returned, kneeling on the bed with one knee, raising one hand to hold the back of her neck, asking softly, “Why are you crying?”

“Wu…” Li Weiyi answered between sobs, “Why did you have to finish all the oranges? It’s all your fault… wuwu, you made me cry.”

Zhang Jingchan laughed once, got on the bed, sat down beside her, pulled her onto his lap, and murmured, “Why are you always so adorable?”

Li Weiyi said, “Huh?”

He had already lowered his head to find her lips and kiss them.

This was an orange-flavored kiss.

Different from the previous three kisses, he was no longer impatient, no longer fierce, but he wouldn’t be gentle either. His low, urgent breathing was full of deep longing. From the first moment his lips touched hers, he comprehensively suppressed and occupied her. Li Weiyi was like a soft little bird being kneaded in his embrace. Even with just a kiss, she clearly felt that he wanted to invade deeper, even deeper.

His hands were like branding irons, rubbing back and forth on her waist and thighs. He lifted the hem of her shirt, his fingers like several mischievous troublemakers, tickling the soft flesh on her waist with varying pressure.

Li Weiyi laughed aloud from his tickling and reached out with both hands to tickle him too, but was domineeringly suppressed by his chest. The two pressed face to face, eye to eye, both laughing aloud.

“I love you,” he said softly.

Li Weiyi widened her eyes, “So fast? Saying ‘I love you’ on just the first day together? How perfunctory, President Zhang.”

He quickly pecked her lips, “Say it.”

Li Weiyi played dumb, “Say what?”

Zhang Jingchan flipped over. Li Weiyi shrieked “Ah!” as he pressed her onto the bed, his arms braced on either side of her head, staring at her, “Are you going to say it or not?”

Li Weiyi protested, “There’s such a thing as forcing someone to say this…” Before her words were finished, he had already bent down toward her collar. Li Weiyi shrieked again, laughing as she pushed him while pleading, “I love you, I love you, I love you too, okay!”

Only then did he let her go, lying down beside her and pulling her into his arms to lie on him. Li Weiyi felt she had never been this happy in her life—so happy she felt like she might explode. Her heart pounded violently, beating so hard. She smelled his light, clean scent, listened to the strong, steady thump-thump of his heartbeat, and thought: This is my boyfriend. From now on, Zhang Jingchan is my boyfriend. I’m his girlfriend now. But why did just thinking this flood her heart with immense bittersweet emotions impossible to suppress?

Then she heard him say, “Weiyi, this is the first time I’ve said these words.”

Li Weiyi forcefully hummed in acknowledgment, raised her head to look at him, her eyes brimming. He understood and gave her another deep, heated kiss.

Then he stared at her as if wanting to hear her say something. Li Weiyi’s heart sank with a thud. She coughed lightly, her expression awkward.

Zhang Jingchan’s expression darkened somewhat, but ultimately having expected this, he pinched her chin and kissed her fiercely several more times before smiling with slight satisfaction. His dark eyes stared at her as he said, “From now on, not even a tiny bit of my exclusive place in your heart will I let others touch.”

Li Weiyi laughed with a puff. She adjusted to a comfortable position in his arms and felt something cool sliding along her neck. She pulled out the golden Buddha to show him, saying, “Your father gave me this family heirloom. Now that we’re together today, we haven’t failed his intentions.”

Zhang Jingchan took the golden Buddha, his brows slightly furrowing.

“What’s wrong?”

Zhang Jingchan weighed the golden Buddha between his fingertips and raised his eyes to look at her, “My family has never had any heirloom. I’ve never seen this golden Buddha.”

“Ah… didn’t your mother wear it for decades?”

Zhang Jingchan said with certainty, “My mother never wore this.”

Li Weiyi froze. Both their gazes fell on the golden Buddha.

Chapter 102: Father’s Wish (1)
Half an hour later.

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi sat back on the master bedroom’s large bed. He had one arm around her while his other hand held the golden Buddha.

The golden Buddha was the size of Li Weiyi’s thumb. It had now been split into two halves, revealing extremely small, folded white paper inside.

There was a shopping mall near Li Weiyi’s home with a gold shop inside. They had just returned from the gold shop.

The paper hidden in the golden Buddha’s belly was clearly made of special material, thin as a cicada’s wing. When gently unfolded, it was as large as an A4 sheet. Eight years had passed, yet it showed no damage and the writing remained clear.

“Achan, Weiyi:

When you read this letter, I should already be dead. Perhaps I’ve been dead for many years.

Today is August 19, 2014. I’ve made three copies of all the evidence I’ve collected. I’m keeping one copy, planning to hand it to the police after successfully selling the futures in mid-September. The second copy, I’ve given to Li Jinxiong to safeguard. The third copy, I’ve buried in Li Weiyi’s family courtyard.

I don’t know why, but even though this should be a sure thing, the closer we get to September, the more uneasy I feel.

I’ve dreamed more than once of my own death. Sometimes I dream that all my hair has turned white and I’m lying in a strange, dilapidated house—the taste of drinking pesticide is truly unbearable, my intestines and stomach rotting through. Sometimes I dream of jumping from a building. Sometimes I dream of lying in the villa in Yanghuai, being held down and force-fed medicine, then waking from heart pain. Sometimes I dream of fire everywhere, unable to find a way out no matter what…

Perhaps some people’s fates cannot be changed. You’ve changed so many things, yet only my death has never changed. This might be heaven’s punishment for my past greed, stupidity, and selfishness.

You’ve traveled through time again and again, suffering so much, even nearly paying with your lives, all to correct the mistakes I made, all to keep me alive. Achan, Father already knows he was wrong. You taught Father to trade futures, allowing me to atone for my mistakes. Father is truly grateful to you and proud of you.

But this time, if Father still dies, my only wish is that you don’t come back anymore. If I manage to take down those beasts in 2014, that would be the best outcome and you won’t need to come back. If I don’t succeed, then find the third copy of evidence and hand it to the police—that will be enough to convict them, just a few years later.

Don’t come back to 2014. If saving me would put you two in danger again, I’d rather be dead.

Achan, I’m very happy you could wake up. Li Weiyi is a very kind and loyal girl—treat her well from now on. And your mother—if I die these years and you’re a vegetative patient, she’ll probably make a complete mess of her life. Don’t blame her. All these years, I’m the one who spoiled her into having this princess personality, and I was happy to do it. Buried together with the evidence is a bank card. The password is your birthday, and it contains five million yuan I managed to set aside. Use this money as startup capital to restart your career. My son is different from me—he’s a dragon who can soar through clouds and accomplish great things wherever he goes.

Achan, Weiyi, remember my words. Don’t come back. End the cycle. Go live the lives that belong to you.

Your father: Zhang Moyun

August 19, 2014.”

When Li Weiyi saw the instruction to “end the cycle,” her eyes grew hot. The son tried every way possible to save his father’s life, but the father’s dying wish was for his son to live a peaceful, normal life.

Zhang Jingchan lowered his head. His hand left Li Weiyi’s shoulder as he folded the letter and put it in his pocket.

“I’ll go back to Chen City tomorrow,” he said.

“I’ll go with you.” Wanting to cheer him up, she shook his arm and said, “With this evidence, when we travel back through time, we can send those people to prison.”

Zhang Jingchan poked her forehead with his finger and said, “Are you being silly? Setting aside the fact that we can’t bring 2022 items back with us, we just said we’ll return to September 11, 2014, when my father and Uncle Li both have evidence in their hands. This copy won’t be needed.”

Li Weiyi froze.

Zhang Jingchan rested one arm on his raised leg, his eyes distant as he said, “This evidence—he only left it for 2022, hoping I could fulfill my wish and stop entering the cycle.”

Li Weiyi pressed his arm and leaned over to give him a light peck on the lips. He turned his eyes to look at her.

Just this small action had exhausted all of Li Weiyi’s courage. Even her ears turned red, but her voice was as soft as water, “Then let’s travel back through time again and make him so angry he stomps his feet, okay?”

Zhang Jingchan stared at her intently and laughed.

He lowered his head close to her reddened ear, “Okay.” His breath brushed against her ear and neck, making her entire body tingle. She instinctively wanted to dodge, but he had already begun his mischief—seemingly biting yet not quite, seemingly licking yet not quite—playing with her ear. His body also tilted slightly as his two hands pressed on either side of her body, encircling her in his embrace.

Li Weiyi couldn’t handle this at all. Even her toes went numb. She pleaded with a trembling voice, “Achan, it tickles… do you have hooks on your tongue?”

Zhang Jingchan was both annoyed and amused. But this single utterance of “Achan” in such a delicate, tender voice sent an extremely pleasurable tingling sensation across his back, that fatal feeling rushing from his tailbone all the way up to his neck. He exhaled deeply, looking at the woman in his arms with flushed cheeks and glistening wet eyes. He fiercely took another hard bite of her ear, then spread and clenched his ten fingers, spread and clenched them again. Finally, he released her, lay back beside her, and said, “Sleep!”

Li Weiyi blinked, looking at his obviously tense neck and his not-so-pleasant expression. She said “Oh” obediently and also lay down.

After the two were quiet for a while, Li Weiyi burrowed closer to him again, resting her head on his arm. He immediately raised his hand to let her pillow on it.

“Go sleep in your own room,” Li Weiyi pushed him.

He said, “Don’t provoke me.”

So Li Weiyi fearlessly rubbed her face against his neck, “How am I provoking you? You’re the one whose spirit is willing but flesh is weak, right?”

He looked at her heavily, then suddenly grabbed her hand and reached under the covers. The moment Li Weiyi touched it, she snatched her hand back, her face flushing red as she buried it in his chest.

“Weak?” He snorted.

Li Weiyi had no response to that.

Zhang Jingchan slowly exhaled several more breaths, finally calming down. Seeing her still burying her face like a quail, even her slender neck tinged with pink, he laughed lowly. He raised his fingers and gently stroked her neck, saying, “Sleep well.”

“Mm!” she answered in a muffled voice, “Who’s not sleeping well?”

He still tireless stroked her skin, saying in a low voice, “After we travel back through time this time, I won’t be a vegetative patient anymore, and my body will recover to be the same as before.”

Li Weiyi nodded, “That’s good then.”

Seeing she hadn’t understood his meaning, Zhang Jingchan just smiled. He pulled the covers over both of them but didn’t dare hold her while sleeping. He only held her hand, “Good night.”

Chapter 103: Father’s Wish (2)
Early the next morning, Li Weiyi accompanied Zhang Jingchan back to Chen City.

The Li family had all moved to Xiang City, but they still kept the old house. Without much effort, the two dug up a small iron box in a corner of the courtyard. Inside, besides a bank card, there was also a USB drive.

The USB drive stored extremely detailed accounts. Every single transaction of that Furida subsidiary company that had sucked blood from Fu Ming, every flow of funds, and many fraudulent transactions were all recorded.

There were also the transaction records of several bank accounts under the names of Liu Ying, Cheng Chuan, and Zhang Fengming. At a glance, there were many abnormal large deposits and withdrawals that didn’t match their incomes, along with irregular and non-compliant financial exchanges with Furida.

In addition, there were some photos of the three meeting with Furida’s managers and upstream and downstream buyers.

However, the “big rat” behind the three had no trace in this evidence. That person was hidden too deeply, appearing as if they didn’t exist at all.

This evidence was probably the limit of what Zhang Moyun could accomplish back then. If it could be successfully handed to the police, it would be enough to convict the three. And as stated before, the methods the police could employ were different—if they investigated, that big rat might not be able to remain “invisible” anymore.

Li Weiyi held the USB drive and asked, “What do we do now?”

Zhang Jingchan smiled faintly and said, “Since this is my father’s wish, on this timeline, I’ll also fulfill it for him. Li Yunmo and I are about to go to Nanmupu Township in Ling County to investigate the relationship between Wang Ming, Liu Ying, and the nanny. You go back to Xiang City first and hand the USB drive to Ding Chenmo. He’s from Xiang City and lives there after retirement, right in the Municipal Bureau compound.”

“Ding Chenmo is retired—will he be effective?”

“I trust him. Besides, the Criminal Investigation Division Chief of Xiang City Public Security Bureau is also surnamed Ding.”

“Huh?”

“His name is Ding Xiongwei. He’s Ding Chenmo’s younger brother, a powerful figure in the Municipal Bureau.”

Li Weiyi laughed, “I underestimated Old Ding—such deep connections. Then there’s no problem. How do you know all this?”

“In my previous life, I had dinner with several leaders from the Municipal Public Security Department. Ding Xiongwei was there as well.”

Li Yunmo was already on his way to Chen City to meet up. Zhang Jingchan saw Li Weiyi off at the long-distance bus station. The two stood by the bus with only a few minutes before departure.

Zhang Jingchan said, “I’m having Zhong Yi pick you up at the station and accompany you to deliver the USB drive. I’ll also call Ding Chenmo.”

Li Weiyi replied, “Making such a big fuss! It’s just delivering something—a small matter. Really, you don’t need to call my brother-in-law. I can go by myself.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled and raised his finger to gently tap her cheek, “Call me when you get to Xiang City.”

“Mm.” Li Weiyi raised her head to look at him.

Zhang Jingchan also stared at her. After a long moment without speaking, the finger that had been resting on her cheek moved back to grasp the back of her neck. He lowered his head and kissed her heavily. Li Weiyi’s body went soft. Only then did he end the kiss, pulling her into his embrace with his head resting in the hollow of her shoulder. “Be good and wait for me to come back,” he said.

—

Li Weiyi arrived in Xiang City in the afternoon. As soon as she exited the station, she saw Zhong Yi standing by his car. For Li Weiyi, this was the first time seeing him again after eight years in this lifetime. She happily ran over, “Brother-in-law!”

Zhong Yi smiled when he saw her and said, “When I got Achan’s call, I could hardly believe it. You must be happy, right? He finally woke up. You’ve finally made it through the hard times.”

Li Weiyi sat in the passenger seat, fastened her seatbelt, and answered, “So happy! Brother-in-law, he’s officially my boyfriend now. Yesterday we… hehe… we made it official.” Her brows and eyes were full of smiles. She couldn’t wait to tell him proactively.

How could Zhong Yi not see this girl’s face glowing with happiness? He couldn’t help but smile too and said, “Congratulations.”

Li Weiyi replied, “Congratulations to you too.”

As the car drove smoothly toward Ding Chenmo’s house, Zhong Yi said, “After delivering the item, come home with me for dinner. Achan instructed me to have you stay at my place these few days.”

Li Weiyi said carelessly, “It’s fine! I’ll go back to my own place. I don’t want to be a third wheel for you and my sister.”

But Zhong Yi only said, “I’ll listen to Achan.” He glanced at her and added, “Don’t worry. As soon as he comes back, I’ll return you to him. I guarantee we won’t delay you two by even a minute.”

Li Weiyi’s face heated up. She thought of Zhang Jingchan’s instruction to “be good” when they parted, and her heart swayed. She stopped insisting.

Zhong Yi glanced at her. What he didn’t mention was that there was another text message from Zhang Jingchan on his phone that read: Brother-in-law, please accompany Weiyi wherever she goes these few days. Help me protect her. I’m counting on you.

—

Seeing Ding Chenmo again, he had more white hair than eight years ago, but remained as vigorous and robust as ever.

Zhang Jingchan had probably already explained things over the phone, because Ding Chenmo solemnly took the USB drive without asking anything.

Li Weiyi asked, “When can we have results?”

Ding Chenmo glanced at her and answered, “Possibly a few months.”

Li Weiyi nodded. In these two days, she and Zhang Jingchan would travel back through time and change history. In theory, this timeline would cease to exist, covered by a new world.

But now she wondered—when that happened, would this timeline truly not exist anymore? Every new branch timeline she and Zhang Jingchan had experienced—were they truly covered over and disappeared again and again?

Or perhaps they only existed in a place she could never reach again?

So that’s why Zhang Jingchan still had her submit the evidence—to fulfill Father’s wish on this timeline, right?

Li Weiyi bowed to Ding Chenmo, “Uncle Ding, every time, you’ve helped us. You’re the most upright and steadfast police officer I’ve ever met. Thank you!”

Ding Chenmo stared at her with his sharp eagle-like gaze. After a moment, he smiled and said, “Just doing my duty. Give my regards to that young man!”

On the way back, Li Weiyi asked Zhong Yi, “Aren’t you going to ask me what I handed to the police?”

Zhong Yi smiled and answered, “Is there a need to ask? Weiyi, you’re not the only one who’s been waiting. As someone who personally experienced that incident back then, I’ve also felt guilty for not protecting Achan, and I’ve been waiting for him to wake up. Because I know that as long as he can wake up, he’ll settle accounts with those people—for himself, for you, for his father and Fu Ming, to get justice.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes instantly reddened.

So all these years, her brother-in-law asked nothing, but in fact, he understood almost everything.

“Yes!” Li Weiyi nodded forcefully. “With Achan here, we’ll definitely turn defeat into victory!”

As long as Achan is here.

The moment he woke up, the sky seemed to turn bluer and the air fresher. My heart also became clear and warm.

The moment he woke up, everyone felt we could win.

Only Achan could do this.

Chapter 104: Strike Hard (1)
Zhang Jingchan and Li Yunmo first found Liu Ying’s old home. The house was dilapidated and had been abandoned for many years. Fortunately, Li Yunmo was sweet-tongued and Zhang Jingchan was sharp, so they quickly learned from the neighbors that back then, Liu Ying had followed her remarried mother to Nanmupu Township. Her stepfather constantly beat and cursed the mother and daughter, resenting that Liu Ying’s mother couldn’t bear him a son. After Liu Ying graduated from university and started working and earning money, her stepfather drunkenly fell into water one night and drowned. Liu Ying then brought her mother to live in the big city.

“Has Liu Ying come back these years?” Zhang Jingchan asked.

The auntie cracking melon seeds looked at the handsome young man before her, her face smiling like a wrinkled flower, “She came back a few times in recent years to visit her maternal aunt. Later, when her aunt moved to the county seat, she stopped coming. Her aunt is also from this township—otherwise, how could she have introduced her mother to remarry here? Never expected she’d introduce her to a beast!”

Zhang Jingchan asked, “A beast?”

The auntie realized she’d spoken too hastily and waved her hand, “This isn’t good to talk about, not good to talk about. It’s all gossip, village people talking nonsense.”

Li Yunmo slipped a red bill into the auntie’s hand, “Sister, what kind of talk was it?”

The auntie’s eyes shifted, “What are you two to Liu Ying?”

Li Yunmo pointed at Zhang Jingchan, “She ran off with someone else and dumped my brother. He can’t get over it, so we tracked down her hometown.”

Zhang Jingchan abruptly turned his head and stared at Li Yunmo with an unfriendly gaze.

The auntie became indignant. Such a handsome and steady young man! She slapped her thigh, “I knew Liu Ying was a little tramp! Back then, there were rumors that her stepfather… you know what I mean, right? At such a young age, just a teenager, already improper. Otherwise, how could a man not control himself…”

Li Yunmo couldn’t listen anymore and said, “That’s wrong of you to say. What does a teenage girl understand? It must have been her stepfather who was the beast.”

The auntie retorted, “Hey, it takes two to tango.”

“You’re talking nonsense!”

“You young man look decent, but how can you curse at people!”

…

Li Yunmo argued with the auntie for a bit before following Zhang Jingchan away.

Once in the car, Zhang Jingchan’s fingers tapped on the steering wheel, “Who taught you to make up such nonsense?” This style of lying with eyes wide open was far too familiar—Li Yunmo wasn’t this clever.

Li Yunmo asked, “What?”

“Me and Liu Ying.” Just saying it made Zhang Jingchan feel disgusted.

Li Yunmo coughed lightly, his eyes darting around, but under Zhang Jingchan’s intimidating gaze, he immediately surrendered, “It was sister-in-law…”

Zhang Jingchan knew it. He asked helplessly, “What did she say?”

“Let me tell you, sister-in-law is strategic! She said that going to the countryside to gather information, both of us being strangers would face difficulties. To complete it efficiently, we had to take an unconventional approach! Brother Chan, you’re so handsome and upright—if we said you were abandoned by Liu Ying, others would definitely overflow with gossip and sympathy. And look… that lady told us everything!”

Meeting Zhang Jingchan’s icy stare, Li Yunmo sheepishly closed his mouth.

Zhang Jingchan lowered his head, gripping his phone with one hand. He sent a text message, then tossed the phone aside and drove.

In Xiang City, Li Weiyi was at her sister’s house teaching her niece An’an to recognize characters when she picked up her phone and saw:

“Since you’re so strategic, think about what you’ll do tomorrow when I get back.”

Li Weiyi: “??”

Li Weiyi: “Baby, did your brain short-circuit?”

She immediately received another text message, this one from Li Yunmo: “Sister-in-law! Brother Chan found out you taught me to spread false rumors about him and Liu Ying!”

Li Weiyi replied in disappointment, “Why did you rat me out? Why didn’t you take it like a man?”

Li Yunmo: “Damn, Brother Chan’s expression, his aura was too powerful—who could withstand that!”

Li Weiyi had no choice but to text Zhang Jingchan again: “Baby.”

Zhang Jingchan was driving and didn’t reply.

She sent another: “Baby, your girlfriend was wrong. Your girlfriend will never dare again.”

After a long while, Zhang Jingchan finally replied: “Come eat oranges when I get back tomorrow.”

Was he talking about oranges? Li Weiyi’s face reddened and her heart trembled, but her reply was fearless: “How do you want to eat them? Like this, or like that?”

On the other end, Zhang Jingchan had just parked the car. Seeing this text, he raised his eyebrows, a smile playing at the corners of his lips. After slight hesitation, he replied with two words: “Juiced.”

Li Weiyi: “!!!”

Li Weiyi: “Zhang Jingchan, you’re actually making dirty jokes! Are you still that excellent, abstinent CEO?”

Zhang Jingchan: “Your boyfriend just wants to drink a glass of fresh-squeezed fruit juice. What exactly is going on in that little head of yours?”

Li Yunmo watched the once cool, domineering Brother Chan with his fingers flying rapidly across his phone, smiling with spring in his expression, even the tips of his ears turning red. He was greatly shocked and leaned over to look, “From sister-in-law?”

Zhang Jingchan tilted his hand and quickly shoved the phone into his pants pocket.

Li Yunmo pursed his lips. Over these years, he had long seen through it—men, they were all the same, choosing the opposite sex over friends. In the future, big brothers could be replaced, but as long as sister-in-law stayed the same, that was fine.

Thinking this way, he immediately felt open-hearted and calm. Looking at the fierce Brother Chan again, he was unbothered.

Li Yunmo remembered Liu Ying’s situation and said, “Never expected Liu Ying had such a tragic childhood. No wonder she became so twisted and vicious later.”

Zhang Jingchan said, “No matter how tragic her childhood was, she can’t use my family’s lives and other people’s lives as stepping stones for her wealth and success.”

Li Yunmo agreed, “Exactly right.”

They found Liu Ying’s maternal aunt’s home in Ling County’s county seat. Considering the close relationship between Liu Ying and her aunt’s family, the two didn’t go directly to their door to inquire. Instead, they first asked around among the surrounding neighbors.

The aunt’s entire family had moved from the countryside to the county seat five years ago, paying in full for a large 180-square-meter house. Neither spouse had proper work—the aunt stayed at home while the uncle did odd jobs in the county. They also had two daughters, both in school. The family had never left the county to live elsewhere.

The aunt’s surname was Wen, and the uncle’s surname was Chen.

Chapter 105: Strike Hard (2)
Li Yunmo frowned and said, “This family seems both right and not right.”

Zhang Jingchan nodded. After pondering for a moment, he called Ding Chenmo and spoke a few words.

Ding Chenmo said, “This isn’t quite according to regulations.”

Zhang Jingchan said, “My father, my mother, the bodyguard, Uncle Li, Zhang Fengming, the nanny, the arsonist—seven lives. Plus my half-life as a vegetative patient. Although the case was closed long ago and you’ve retired, if I uncover something, will you reopen the case or not?”

Ding Chenmo was silent for a moment before saying just one word: “Reopen.”

Before long, Ding Chenmo sent over some household registration materials and photos containing all the relatives of the aunt’s family: the couple’s cousins, clan relatives, even blood relatives within three generations.

Zhang Jingchan and Li Yunmo saw two familiar names among them:

The uncle’s second female cousin: Liu Guizhi.

The aunt’s younger male cousin: Wang Ming.

Liu Guizhi’s photo was from when she was young, but both Zhang Jingchan and Li Yunmo recognized her at a glance as Sister Liu, the Zhang family’s former nanny. As for Wang Ming, his photo also matched the person Zhang Jingchan had previously found who had made three hundred million from the futures market.

Li Yunmo looked at these photos and names, imagining the web these people formed. He felt waves of coldness in his heart and said, “Damn, they had your family in their sights from way back.”

The Zhang family’s nannies were all found through employment agencies. Liu Guizhi had been employed for several years. Who would investigate these roundabout connections?

Zhang Jingchan supported himself against the car door with one hand while lowering his phone with the other. He raised his head to look at the blue sky, his Adam’s apple rolling gently as he said, “A lot of information—whether my father hired external teams to audit accounts or bought futures—wasn’t leaked from within Fu Ming, but from my home. No one would notice a nanny. I suspect she installed listening devices in my father’s study. That person behind everything, although my father’s subordinate, has a very strong desire for control and has been secretly monitoring my father and my family’s situation all along.”

Li Yunmo swallowed, “Have you guessed who it is?”

Zhang Jingchan didn’t answer. Instead, he made another call to Ding Chenmo, “Old Ding, Liu Ying took her stepfather’s surname. Her mother was divorced. Help me check what her previous husband’s surname was and whether there were any other children.”

Li Yunmo asked, “Why do you think that person would be Liu Ying’s brother?”

Zhang Jingchan replied, “Liu Ying’s private life is chaotic—she doesn’t take men seriously. What kind of person could make her willingly stand in the open as a target? What kind of person would kill to protect her? Only blood relatives who depend on each other for survival.”

Because Liu Ying’s ex-husband lived in another province and his household registration had been transferred out, it took Ding Chenmo some time to investigate the materials. By the time dusk fell and Zhang Jingchan and Li Yunmo had already checked into a local hotel, Ding Chenmo finally sent over the information.

Liu Ying’s mother’s ex-husband was surnamed Xu. Back then, the couple had a son and daughter. After the divorce, the daughter followed the mother and the son followed the father. That son was five years younger than Liu Ying—by now he would be thirty-four. His registered name was Xu Conglan.

There was only a photo from when he was seven or eight years old. Li Yunmo held the photo, frowning, “Brother Chan, why do I feel like I’ve seen this person somewhere…”

—

That day, before it got dark, Li Xiaoyi was cooking and discovered she was missing stewing spices and preserved eggs. Li Weiyi volunteered to go downstairs to the supermarket to buy them. Zhong Yi smiled and followed along.

The supermarket was only seven or eight hundred meters from her sister’s home, all along main roads. Seeing her brother-in-law staying close by her side, Li Weiyi smiled helplessly and said, “Brother-in-law, I’m not a child anymore. It’s just one main road with so many people—what could happen? Can’t you stay home and keep my sister company?”

Zhong Yi shook his head, “Since I promised Achan, I have to follow through.”

“What did you promise him?”

Zhong Yi glanced at her and pulled out his phone to show her. Li Weiyi saw Zhang Jingchan’s instruction to “help me protect her” and her face flushed slightly. She said, “Brother-in-law, he just said that casually. You don’t need to take it so seriously.”

But Zhong Yi answered, “You just handed materials to the police. It’s a serious matter. Being careful never hurts.”

“Alright then.”

Although he said this, Zhong Yi also felt that in such a prosperous urban area, nothing could possibly happen. The two walked along the main road for a stretch and were almost at the supermarket entrance.

Next to the supermarket was an alley wide enough for vehicles, leading to the supermarket’s back door—usually used by delivery vehicles. When they were just a few steps from passing the alley entrance, a van suddenly backed out. Zhong Yi’s eyes narrowed as he grabbed Li Weiyi’s arm and stopped.

The van door slid open with a whoosh. Two burly, solid men jumped out, wearing caps and masks, holding long steel rods. Zhong Yi pulled Li Weiyi toward the crowded supermarket behind the car, but the two men reacted quickly—clearly trained fighters. Both steel rods swung down toward Zhong Yi’s head in unison.

Zhong Yi pushed Li Weiyi forward and shouted, “Run!” He twisted his body to narrowly avoid those two strikes and threw a punch at one of the men. Zhong Yi’s punch was both fast and fierce, carrying a bloodthirsty killing intent that ordinary people didn’t possess. That man took the punch squarely and his movements slowed. The other man’s rod struck Zhong Yi’s back. Zhong Yi’s back collapsed, but he kicked out. The man’s knee buckled from the kick and he fell to his knees. Zhong Yi moved lightning-fast—with a backhand motion, he seized the rod and mercilessly struck several times, directly taking this man down.

The other man was shocked, probably not expecting Zhong Yi to be this formidable. He swung his rod to attack, but Zhong Yi deflected his rod with one strike and smashed another blow to his neck. Today, Zhong Yi held nothing back—this man was directly knocked unconscious.

Zhong Yi wiped the sweat from his head and, enduring the severe pain in his back, grabbed the steel rod and ran toward Li Weiyi’s direction behind the car.

As for Li Weiyi, when Zhong Yi had pushed her forward earlier, her heart was both anxious and frightened. But she was very clear-headed that she couldn’t help at all. She gritted her teeth and ran, simultaneously pulling out her phone to dial 110. But just as she pressed the call button, the van door on the other side facing her opened and two men rushed out. One man’s steel rod struck at her. Li Weiyi’s hand took a hard hit. The pain made her stumble and her phone flew from her hand, falling to the ground.

She wanted to pick it up again, but another man grabbed her waist from behind and dragged her toward the vehicle. Li Weiyi struggled desperately, but the man’s arm didn’t budge an inch. Li Weiyi shouted loudly, “Brother-in-law! Brother-in-law!” While also shouting to the surrounding onlookers, “Call the police! Call the police! Dial 110! Report the license plate number…” Before she finished speaking, her mouth was forcefully covered by the man.

However, among the onlookers, someone was already secretly reaching for their phone. It was just that these men looked too fierce—for the moment, no one dared step forward.

Zhong Yi was only a few meters away from her. Hearing her cry for help, he rushed out in one swift motion, his eyes full of ruthless intent. He struck the man holding Li Weiyi on the back with the rod. Li Weiyi simultaneously bit down hard on the man’s arm. The man cried out in pain and released her. The moment Li Weiyi’s feet touched the ground, the other man came to grab her again. Li Weiyi shrieked “Ah!” and desperately kicked and pushed him. Zhong Yi roared, “Let go—” One precise strike knocked the steel rod from the man’s hand. With a backhand swing, another strike knocked the man flat to the ground.

Chapter 106: Strike Hard (3)
Li Weiyi’s heart leaped with joy. She turned and rushed toward Zhong Yi. His expression also relaxed as he reached out his hand toward her…

“Bang bang.”

Sounds like firecrackers erupted right by Li Weiyi’s ear—not loud, but very clear. She froze.

Some among the onlookers also heard it and looked up in confusion, but no one took it seriously.

Only Zhong Yi’s body suddenly stiffened, as if struck twice by an extremely fast and sharp force. He seemed frozen in place, looking down in disbelief at the two bloody holes in his chest.

Finally, one of the onlookers cried out in alarm, “Guns! That’s gunfire! He’s been shot!” Instantly, everyone scattered in panic. The entire supermarket entrance descended into chaos.

Li Weiyi let out a piercing, anguished scream. Watching Zhong Yi fall backward, she was about to rush over and catch him when two men charged from behind. One lifted her struggling body at the waist while the other pressed a cloth to her mouth and simultaneously pulled a black bag over her head. Li Weiyi’s vision went pitch black. A drowsy sensation rapidly invaded her brain. Her tear-stained face lost consciousness.

Taking advantage of the chaotic scene, the van sped away from the site.

—

Zhang Jingchan sat leaning against the hotel bed, taking the photo from Li Yunmo’s hand and looking at the boy’s delicate and familiar features from years ago.

Xu Conglan.

This name hadn’t been heard in a long time—so distant it felt like a previous life. In that very first lifetime, after Fu Ming went bankrupt, Xu Yi had gone abroad to study. After returning to the country, he changed back to the name “Xu Conglan.”

But in every subsequent lifetime, Xu Yi never went abroad again, always staying by Li Weiyi’s side, and thus never changed his name.

So it was him. Of course it was him.

Zhang Jingchan rested one hand on his knee, a faint smile floating on his face, but his eyes looked as if they were tempered with frost. Seeing this expression on his boss, Li Yunmo felt somewhat alarmed.

Li Yunmo voiced his speculation, “Xu Conglan… is Xu Yi, right?”

Zhang Jingchan nodded and pulled out his phone. In the end, he said nothing and just sent the photo and information to Li Weiyi. Then he tossed the phone aside.

After waiting a while with no reply from her, Zhang Jingchan directly called.

No answer.

Zhang Jingchan’s brows furrowed. He called Zhong Yi next, but still no answer.

Zhang Jingchan was someone who rarely panicked. Even back when he had shielded Li Weiyi from the crane, his resolve had been firm and calm, like burning his bridges behind him. But at this moment, a restless anxiety rose from the depths of his heart.

At this time of day, it was clearly dinner time. Li Weiyi and Zhong Yi might be eating together and miss the call. But Zhang Jingchan still couldn’t remain calm and called Li Xiaoyi.

It rang for a long time. No answer.

Li Yunmo had just taken a shower and was about to sprawl on the bed when he saw Zhang Jingchan flip off the bed, “Back to Xiang City.”

Li Yunmo’s mouth fell open, “Now?”

“Don’t waste time with questions—now!”

Night had fallen deep. The two drove onto the highway, heading straight for Xiang City. But this time, Zhang Jingchan had Li Yunmo drive while he kept making phone calls.

Even Li Weiyi’s father and mother didn’t answer their phones.

Even Li Yunmo sensed something was wrong. His hands gripping the steering wheel were covered in sweat.

Finally, after more than ten minutes, someone picked up Li Xiaoyi’s phone.

“Hello, where’s Weiyi?” Zhang Jingchan asked.

On the other end was only the sound of continuous gasping for breath. Li Xiaoyi answered hoarsely, “They’re both dead. Zhong Yi and Weiyi… were killed.”

Chapter 107: The Villain’s Dream (1)
When Li Yunmo heard those few scattered words, tears were already streaming down her face as she asked, “What exactly happened?”

Zhang Jingchan gripped his phone, his entire body seeming to freeze in place.

He had always considered himself a cold-hearted person. After Fu Ming’s bankruptcy years ago, this coldness had seeped from his features and skin into his very blood and bones. Even toward his parents, he had become cold-hearted and cold-natured. Only after meeting Li Weiyi did this man who never smiled begin to laugh often. The wretched emotions buried deep in his heart and ignored for so long were gradually drawn out by her, bit by bit. Then she would just stand beside him with an unconcerned smile, as if saying to him: See, it’s really not such a big deal.

His heart warmed little by little, and he changed bit by bit. Having drifted through the business world for many years, mature beyond his twenty-something years, he began to banter and joke with her, began to be shameless, began to feel anxious and uncertain. All his awareness and emotions seemed to be guided by her, gradually awakening. He began to forgive his father through the years, to be lenient with his mother, even toward those who had cursed and pressured him. Through repeated rewrites, repeated approaches toward their goal, and repeated setbacks, his heart remained steadfast as he continued forward. He even fell in love with the feeling of wandering and traveling through time and space with her.

Until she cut him a plate of oranges.

He knew she was that kind of girl—either not giving at all, or giving wholeheartedly and freely. So in the previous life, when he learned she was with Xu Yi, he felt so devastated.

He began to desperately long for an outcome with her. When the loop ended, when everyone was safe and sound, he and she could be like ordinary people, remaining in linearly flowing time, day by day, moving straight forward. Their feelings could accumulate, memories would never change, and perhaps they would reach that natural culmination one day.

But now, someone was telling him she was dead, that she had left this world.

His barely-warmed girlfriend, their future that had just begun.

Zhang Jingchan lowered his head, his expression still dazed.

Li Yunmo shouted anxiously, “Brother Chan!”

Zhang Jingchan’s eyes reddened, deep and dark eyes brimming with moisture. He kept his head down, taking a deep breath, each word seeming to be excavated from the depths of his chest: “They saw the body?”

Li Xiaoyi answered through sobs, “I’m… with Zhong Yi right now.”

“Where?”

“The police station, the morgue.”

Zhang Jingchan asked hoarsely, “Weiyi is there too?”

Li Yunmo watched in alarm as tears rolled down Zhang Jingchan’s face.

Li Xiaoyi choked out, “Her body hasn’t been found yet. The police only found her shoe by the river, they’re still dredging…”

The taut energy throughout Zhang Jingchan’s body that seemed about to collapse suddenly relaxed, like a dying fish finally able to breathe.

Suddenly, a chorus of alarmed cries erupted from the other end of the phone.

Zhang Jingchan: “What happened? Li Xiaoyi!”

After a while, following a burst of chaotic sounds, someone picked up again. Li Xiaoyi’s father was crying on the other end, “Xiaoyi fainted. Ah Chan, please come back quickly…”

“Uncle, what exactly happened?”

“Zhong Yi and Weiyi just went downstairs to the nearby supermarket and ran into wanted criminals—criminals Zhong Yi had arrested during a previous operation, and they came for revenge! Right there on the street, they killed Zhong Yi, kidnapped Weiyi thinking she was Zhong Yi’s wife, and threw her in the river… I don’t know if my daughter suffered before she died, waaaah…”

Zhang Jingchan gripped his phone tighter, his brow furrowing deeper as he immediately seized on the key point: “How do you know Weiyi was thrown in the river? Were there eyewitnesses?”

Li’s father: “No… no. Those wanted criminals called the police anonymously and told them…”

Zhang Jingchan’s brow suddenly relaxed, his heartbeat instantly accelerating, like someone drowning who glimpsed a ray of light. He immediately asked, “How did Zhong Yi die? How many of them were there?”

“I heard there were four. Zhong Yi was shot to death by them.”

Zhang Jingchan leaned back in his chair, slowly repeating, “Guns?”

Actually using guns in the urban area—this was an incredibly serious major criminal case. For them to go this far showed they were obviously desperate.

Driven to desperation by Zhong Yi. Realizing this, the dull pain in Zhang Jingchan’s chest intensified.

His overly alert attitude also affected Li’s father, who hurriedly told him everything he’d heard about what happened in front of the supermarket and all the police findings so far.

“The car was stolen, with fake plates… Many police were dispatched. That… there’s a Captain Ding from the criminal investigation team who said they already have leads, and they’ll tell us as soon as they catch the criminals.”

After hanging up, Zhang Jingchan said, “Go even faster!”

Li Yunmo wiped away his tears and floored the accelerator. The car sped toward Xiang City.

——

When Li Weiyi woke up, she found herself lying in a completely unfamiliar room.

Beneath her was a large rosewood bed with exquisite, luxuriously understated silk embroidered bedding. She was still wearing her sweater and jeans, but someone had removed her coat. Her shoes were also gone—beside the bed was only a pair of dark red velvet slippers.

She put on the slippers, got off the bed, and looked around. Her heart began to race with an empty, panicked beat, her fingertips trembling.

The room was about forty-plus square meters, with walls covered in soft, delicate-textured wallpaper, a Chinese-style wooden suspended ceiling, and a crescent-shaped ambient ceiling light. Nearby was a large all-wood desk, a high-backed wooden chair, a row of bookcases—all clearly made from extremely precious wood, with deep, rich colors and a faint fragrance. There were also two open wardrobes with a small safe beneath them.

This room, from top to bottom, completely reflected someone’s taste and style.

Li Weiyi suddenly remembered Zhong Yi lying in a pool of blood after being shot, and immediately rushed toward the room’s only door. It was a heavy copper door, locked as expected, and she couldn’t budge it even slightly.

“Open the door! Open the door! Xu Yi!” She shouted with all her might, “Let me out! You bastard!”

The door remained motionless, with no response.

Li Weiyi’s tears fell as she spun around abruptly, searching everywhere for a window. But after looking around the entire room, she realized what kind of place Xu Yi had locked her in.

No windows. Forget windows—aside from that door, the walls of this room sounded like they were cast from solid metal when knocked on, without even a single seam.

Li Weiyi sat back on the bed dejectedly. A sealed room? Or an underground chamber?

Why would Xu Yi have such a place?

Had he prepared this long ago… knowing there would be a day when he’d lock her inside? Or was this his most secretive private domain?

She lifted her head and glanced at the safe beneath the wardrobe.

The door made a soft “click,” and Li Weiyi’s back instantly stiffened. She watched as Xu Yi walked in, casually closing the door behind him. Another “click,” and the door automatically locked.

He stood there, looking up at her.

Xu Yi looked almost exactly the same as always—a black suit of smooth, crisp material, white shirt without a tie, black leather shoes, hands in his pockets, tall and slender, with a calm expression. He looked just like the person who had rushed to see her every time in this life, and just like the person who had stayed by her side for so many years in the previous life.

Li Weiyi’s entire body began trembling imperceptibly.

Chapter 108: The Villain’s Dream (2)
“Does your head still hurt?” Xu Yi showed a chagrined expression. “Did I frighten you? There really was no other way—I could only use force. I apologize to you.”

But Li Weiyi only felt the man before her was utterly strange. The more gentle he was, the more numb her heart became. She asked coldly, “How is my brother-in-law? How is he?” Her tears fell again.

Xu Yi glanced at her and walked over, also sitting on the edge of the bed, but keeping a distance of two people between them. Li Weiyi instinctively stiffened her back and leaned away. He crossed his long legs, rested both hands on them, and said softly, “Don’t be afraid. He’s your relative—how could I be ruthless? It’s just that Zhong Yi was too formidable and forced my subordinates to use their guns. They didn’t hit any vital areas. He’ll be fine, just needs to stay in the hospital for a while.”

He looked at her with sincere eyes.

Li Weiyi indeed breathed a sigh of relief.

She said, “Xu Yi, how could you do such a thing? What exactly do you want?”

He answered, “After all these years, you still don’t know?”

“But this is illegal!” Li Weiyi looked at him incredulously. “Xu Yi, I know you might have acted on impulse, but with your status and position, there’s no need to make mistakes over something like this! Let me go, let me go back. As long as Zhong Yi is alright, I… I’ll pretend I know nothing, pretend those people were just criminals, robbers. Given our years of friendship, I won’t tell the police anything! Let me go. I know you’re not that kind of person—you just got confused for a moment, right?”

She looked at him with both hope and fear, but Xu Yi lowered his head, gazing at his interlaced fingers, smiled faintly, and answered, “What if I am that kind of person? What if, from the very beginning, I was a crazy, vicious person?”

This demeanor of his terrified Li Weiyi. Her hands clenched into fists on the blanket as she turned her head to avoid his gaze.

Xu Yi actually laughed aloud, his tone still gentle and accommodating: “Afraid of me? You never need to fear me, because I absolutely cannot bear to hurt you.”

“But you’re hurting me right now!” she shouted.

He suddenly stood up, hands in his suit pockets, walking toward her step by unhurried step. The hair on Li Weiyi’s back stood on end as she retreated again and again, finally hitting the wall at the headboard. Xu Yi smiled again, standing before her, looking down at her, saying, “Only in this matter do I apologize to you—there’s no other way. I’ve reached my limit.”

“You’ve gone mad.”

He sat down beside her, wanting to hold her hand. Li Weiyi slapped his hand away with a sharp sound. His expression remained calm as he suddenly exerted force, pressing her shoulders and pinning her on the bed. Li Weiyi lifted her leg to kick. He used his elbow and body to pin her down completely, his eyes dark as he looked at her. Li Weiyi struggled for a while, knowing it was futile, then stopped moving.

Xu Yi’s voice grew slightly hoarse as he said, “You ask what I want? I want to date you again, to be your boyfriend. I want to see you every time I wake up, want you not to refuse when I kiss and embrace you. I want you to have only me in your heart. I want to propose to you, marry you, be together for a lifetime—just like we once did.”

Li Weiyi’s heart jolted violently as she stared at him in a daze.

But he smiled with some sadness, saying, “We were together, weren’t we? All these years, I’ve only had some blurry fragments in my mind, but they’re so vivid that even my dreams give me no peace—I’ve been tormented for many years. Xiaoyi, was that a past life? Or through life after life, were we always meant to be together? But why have you remained so indifferent? Such deep feelings—how can you bear to give them up? Li Weiyi, where is your heart?”

His eyes actually contained tears, just like she had seen in her dreams—precipitated with emotions that could only come from years and years.

He asked the same question again, asking where her heart had gone.

Li Weiyi’s heart ached, and certain emotions sealed away for so long seemed to reverberate faintly in her heart.

“There is no ‘life after life’! We couldn’t possibly have life after life!” Li Weiyi’s eyes also reddened. “Only in that previous life, that one time, did I wrong you! But that was because the timeline went askew—we were never supposed to be together!”

The room suddenly fell quiet.

Xu Yi’s pupils were exceptionally dark and bright. Li Weiyi’s heart sank with a thud. A terrifying thought surged up: Had he been tricking her? Had she fallen for his trick? He hadn’t been certain at all!

Li Weiyi regretted so much she wanted to bite off her tongue, but his very gaze had already changed. Li Weiyi pushed him away and sat up. He no longer pressed down on her forcefully, sitting quietly beside her, smiling to himself.

Li Weiyi said through gritted teeth, “What are you smiling about?”

“I’m happy,” he answered.

Li Weiyi immediately felt both frustrated and helpless, and a conjecture formed in her mind: probably the constant time travel had caused temporal disturbances. Just like how Zhang Moyun could see countless versions of her own death in dreams; just like how she could see fragments belonging to Zhang Jingchan’s past and some chaotic future scenes; Xu Yi had probably also been affected and gained hazy memories of the previous life.

“What would it take for you to let me go?” she asked, still unwilling to give up.

“Didn’t I already say?” Xu Yi smiled pleasantly. “When you’ve come around and are willing to become Mrs. Xu, we’ll complete everything we didn’t finish in the last life, one by one: the two of us spending day and night together, you constantly accompanying me, sleeping with me, bearing a few children. When enough time has passed, your heart will settle, and we’ll be just like the previous life—I’ll protect you for my entire life, definitely no worse than anyone else.”

Li Weiyi thought: Impossible, you’re dreaming. Her mind suddenly recalled the image of Zhang Jingchan sitting there with his head down eating oranges, and his smile with fingers interlaced and foreheads touching with hers, making her feel even more blocked and uncomfortable.

But she didn’t dare say anything harsh to provoke Xu Yi.

“Aren’t you afraid the police will find out? Track you down here?” she asked.

Xu Yi smiled, stood up and walked toward the door, saying, “Rest well. There’s still a long road ahead. I’ll bring you some bird’s nest soup later—I know you like drinking that.”

Li Weiyi’s heart sank. It seemed Xu Yi was confident that the police couldn’t trace anything back to him.

She suddenly got up and rushed over, grabbing his arm. He stopped but didn’t move.

“You’re really going to do this?” Li Weiyi’s tone carried some pleading. “Don’t force me, okay, Xu Yi? Don’t make me hate you, detest you. I know what you want, but this will only backfire.”

He looked down at her fingers, then his gaze fell on her face. He raised his hand as if wanting to touch her face, then lowered it, saying, “Trying to coax me into letting you out? Because there’s something you must do in the next couple of days, together with Zhang Jingchan, right?”

Li Weiyi’s face instantly paled.

Xu Yi pressed his lips together. His hand finally landed on her hair, gently stroking it twice, saying, “You need to go back to 2014, to change history again, to change everyone’s fate, don’t you?”

Li Weiyi stood less than half a meter from him, yet felt like she was standing on a tightrope high in the air, the tip of her heart trembling uncontrollably. His fingers slid down, caressing her neck. She turned her head to dodge, but his hand suddenly exerted force, gripping firmly, forcing her to face him.

“Xiaoyi…” Xu Yi bent slightly, face to face with her. “But I think this life is very good. You’re already by my side, Zhang Jingchan has nothing, and I could crush him with a flick of my finger. So I don’t want history to change anymore. I want this to be the ending.”

He smiled dryly, bending down to plant a light kiss on her cheek. She was held by the head, forced to endure it. But Xu Yi immediately released her and strode toward the exit.

“Wait!” Li Weiyi called out. “The day Zhang Jingchan had his accident, were you at the Furui Da factory?”

Xu Yi remained silent without answering.

Li Weiyi took a deep breath and asked slowly, “Embezzling Fu Ming’s assets, killing Zhang Jingchan’s parents, putting him in a vegetative state, snatching the voice recorder at the hospital, deceiving Li Jinxiong out of the evidence in his hands… For all these things, the person standing behind Liu Ying and manipulating everything—was it you?”

Xu Yi opened the door and left without looking back.

Chapter 109: Lover in a Trap (1)
When Zhang Jingchan and Li Yunmo arrived at the police station, Ding Chenmo was already there. Ding Chenmo accompanied them to see Zhong Yi and met the heartbroken Li family members.

Ding Chenmo noticed that compared to the others’ distraught, tearful despair, although Zhang Jingchan’s eyes were slightly red, he was much calmer. However, dark clouds perpetually shrouded his face, making this young man’s presence quite intimidating.

Ding Chenmo called Zhang Jingchan to an empty corner and said, “The leads have gone cold.”

Zhang Jingchan put both hands in his pockets and looked up at him.

Ding Chenmo’s heart skipped a beat, thinking, “Damn, at my age, I’m actually intimidated by this twenty-something kid’s gaze.”

Ding Chenmo cleared his throat and said seriously, “The four kidnappers turned on each other. One of the leaders shot and killed the other three, then was hit by a stray bullet during a shootout with police. They did have a grudge against Zhong Yi, though it was from several years ago. Surveillance only captured them going to the riverside during their escape and throwing someone into the river—the clothing and build were extremely similar to Li Weiyi’s. Plus, they admitted to this in their anonymous call to the police.”

Zhang Jingchan raised his eyelids, his smile mocking. “You believe that?”

Ding Chenmo was momentarily blocked by his attitude and said irritably, “Police investigations require evidence. For now, apart from revenge, this group had no other motive. But this case has been classified as a major serious criminal case and will definitely be thoroughly investigated until everything is crystal clear.”

Zhang Jingchan asked again, “Before the four criminals died, besides the riverside, where else did surveillance capture them going?”

Although he felt this kid’s attitude was excessively forceful, Ding Chenmo couldn’t help but look at him approvingly, saying, “That’s exactly the problem. Before the police lockdown, they traversed a very busy street and entered several stretches without surveillance. The traffic volume was too heavy during that time—we can’t determine whether they met up with anyone or had accomplices.”

Zhang Jingchan leaned one hand against the wall, lowered his head in thought for a moment, then said, “Old Ding, everything is too deliberate, too coincidental. The trail went cold too perfectly.”

Ding Chenmo immediately said, “I told you years ago that kid, your brain is perfectly suited for police academy…” He stopped mid-sentence.

Zhang Jingchan glanced at him.

Ding Chenmo: “Pretend I didn’t say that, pretend I don’t know.”

“I know who the mastermind is.”

“Who?”

“Xu Yi, Chairman of Muchen Group.”

Ding Chenmo’s eyes widened. “You can’t just say things like that. Xu Yi is one of the city’s top entrepreneurs—why would he hire killers and kidnap Li Weiyi?”

Zhang Jingchan sneered coldly. “I’ve already investigated—he’s Liu Ying’s younger brother and very likely the mastermind behind the arson case and the one who hit me and put me in a vegetative state. Li Weiyi already gave you evidence, didn’t she? As long as the economic crimes squad follows the trail and investigates the flow of funds from back then, I don’t believe he’s innocent.” He paused, then added, “Xu Yi pursued Li Weiyi for eight years and never succeeded.”

Ding Chenmo was truly shocked now. He wasn’t just a detective but also a part-time screenwriter, and instantly imagined a complete drama of love, hate, and forceful seizure. If Xu Yi was truly the mastermind, he both resented Li Weiyi for submitting evidence against him and had unsuccessfully pursued her for years. With his connections, methods, and capabilities throughout the province, buying off a few wanted death row inmates to pull off this unsolved case was possible.

But Ding Chenmo still adhered to a detective’s instincts and shook his head, saying, “All of this is your speculation—there’s no evidence. However, I’ll immediately tell Ding Xiongwei. Don’t worry, my younger brother’s subordinates are very capable. If Xu Yi really did this, sooner or later, they’ll find out!”

“Sooner or later? There’s no time!” Zhang Jingchan looked at him. “Every minute Li Weiyi stays in his hands, I…” He stopped without finishing.

Ding Chenmo remained silent.

“Old Ding,” Zhang Jingchan said. “Don’t you think these methods are very familiar? When I was hit and put in a vegetative state, it was also so coincidental—there was a worker who appeared drunk at the exact moment we obtained evidence and were about to leave, misoperated a crane, and took the blame. The arson case too—my mom’s former lover so coincidentally appeared frequently during that period, burned my whole family to death including himself, and you police didn’t even need to catch a culprit. This is his habitual method—buying lives with money, silencing witnesses, leaving no trace.”

Now Ding Chenmo was speechless.

Zhang Jingchan stared at him coldly, finally throwing out one more knife: “You too. You should have died in August 2014. Back then, you were relentlessly pursuing my father’s accidental death case, and in the end, you inexplicably sped on a mountain road, flipped your car, and fell off a cliff to your death.”

Ding Chenmo’s mouth fell open, his lips moving.

Zhang Jingchan smiled coldly and said, “So are you still going to wait for the police investigation results? Do you want to watch Weiyi suffer for days or even months? Or do you want to watch me and him perish together?”

Ding Chenmo: “…”

How did this conversation turn into making him, this already-retired old guy, seem like a criminal for all eternity if he didn’t help, as if he were forcing these two young people to their deaths?

Ding Chenmo stamped his foot and said, “You kid, I’m a materialist—don’t say such things in the future. I’m scared of you. Wait here! I’ll go find Second Brother to figure something out.”

——

The sealed room had neither a clock nor windows. Li Weiyi didn’t know what time it was, but she felt it should already be late at night.

After Xu Yi left, she sat in a daze for a while, took a deep breath and stood up, wiped the tears from the corners of her eyes, and began to examine the sealed room inch by inch.

After about ten minutes, she confirmed: no cameras were installed. This was probably Xu Yi’s most secretive place, so conversely, he wouldn’t install any surveillance equipment.

In other words, he couldn’t see what she was doing here.

He was certain she couldn’t possibly escape. There wouldn’t be any sharp tools she could use here either. He was an extremely meticulous person—there would be no oversights.

After a while, she stood by the desk, looking up at the air conditioning vent in the ceiling—about 80 centimeters long and 30 centimeters wide. With her build, she could barely squeeze through. But she had never climbed through such ducts and didn’t know their internal structure. Could it lead outside? Would she get stuck halfway? Would there be a high wall outside that she simply couldn’t jump down from?

Li Weiyi grabbed her hair in frustration, deciding to first abandon this unreliable risky move. She ran to the door again to listen—no movement. She turned back to look at the safe, walked over, and crouched down.

What would Xu Yi hide in the safe of his meticulously constructed secret room?

Li Weiyi turned the rotary button. The display lit up, prompting her to enter an eight-digit password.

Li Weiyi stared blankly for a while.

Regarding the previous life, Xu Yi only had fragmentary, hazy memories. But she remembered almost everything.

If she entered it wrong, would an alarm sound?

She hesitantly raised her finger, then hesitantly lowered it.

Chapter 110: Lover in a Trap (2)
When the knock on the door sounded, Li Weiyi was already sitting at the desk, looking through an illustrated art collection.

Xu Yi pushed the door open, carrying a tray in his hands. The fragrant aroma wafted over, and only then did Li Weiyi realize she was starving.

Seeing her reading, Xu Yi smiled and said, “This art collection is very hard to find. I knew you’d like it.”

Li Weiyi ignored him.

He didn’t mind, set down the tray, took the book from her hands, and said, “Eat first. You haven’t had dinner yet.”

Li Weiyi glanced down—three small dishes she liked, a bowl of white rice, and a bowl of bird’s nest soup. She picked up her chopsticks and ate silently.

Xu Yi pulled over a chair and sat beside her. He had already changed out of his severe black suit and was wearing a dark blue sweater that revealed his shirt collar, with casual trousers below, which made his skin appear very fair and his features clear and refined.

However long Li Weiyi ate, he watched silently for that long.

After a while, Li Weiyi couldn’t take it anymore and turned to say, “Why do you keep staring at me?”

Xu Yi’s thumb and forefinger touched his jaw as he smiled and said, “I feel very content.”

Just watching you remain by my side makes me feel very content.

Li Weiyi bit her lip and fell silent, burying her head to continue eating. But the more she ate, the less appetite she had, finding it difficult to swallow. She thought, what kind of person is he really? He can love someone so humbly and calmly, yet his heart is darker than anyone’s.

Li Weiyi put down her chopsticks. Xu Yi asked, “Full? You haven’t drunk the bird’s nest soup yet.”

Seeing the bird’s nest soup now and thinking of the housekeeper Sister Liu made Li Weiyi irritated. She answered, “I’m not drinking it. I’m full.”

Xu Yi stood up and approached. Li Weiyi’s whole body tensed, but he only picked up the bowl of bird’s nest soup she had disdained and drank it all in one go. He set down the bowl, wiped his mouth with a napkin, and said, “You used to be so happy every time you had bird’s nest soup… It’s fine, what you can’t finish, I’ll eat.”

His tone carried obvious indulgence. Li Weiyi acted as if she hadn’t heard and asked, “Why did you do those things? With your abilities, even if you hadn’t extracted money from Fu Ming back then, in time you could have built your own business empire. Why?”

Xu Yi sat across the desk from her, long legs crossed, hands resting on his knees, his posture composed and calm.

Yes, when did it start? Why did he step onto that inglorious path, so that even with half a lifetime of brilliance, darkness was hidden underneath?

Xu Yi smiled slightly.

Probably, it began with his sister Liu Ying’s plea for help.

But perhaps it was in his nature. With or without Liu Ying, he probably couldn’t resist the temptation, couldn’t go against his instincts, and would take that faster, riskier, more rugged path straight to the top.

Back then he was only 22, fresh out of college, but had already been in business for two years. He’d walked some borderline legal paths and made a fortune. Everyone thought he was a gentle, mild-mannered person, not knowing his natural inclination toward risk-taking, his dislike for following safe, conventional paths. After all, with 100% profit, capital will take risks at any cost.

At that time, he hadn’t yet determined his next direction—the old money-making routes could no longer be used. In the dead of night, Liu Ying came to her younger brother in tears: “I don’t know what to do anymore! Boss Zhang might discover what we’ve done! He’s an especially ruthless person—he’ll definitely send us to prison, or even have us killed… Conglan, you’re smart, much smarter than your sister. Help me think of something—what should we do next?”

Only then did Xu Yi learn what a mess his sister had made of her life. She toyed with men, and men toyed with her. But she was a woman unwilling to be a plaything, and turned to using them instead. A web of money, power, and sex was secretly woven within Fu Ming, tying her and them together like grasshoppers on a string.

Initially, Liu Ying had been deceived. Cheng Chuanming clearly had a wife but claimed to be single. He spent lavishly and was a senior executive at the city’s most powerful company. Liu Ying quickly went to bed with him. After half a year together, Liu Ying learned she was a mistress and viciously tried to confront Cheng Chuanming. In the end, his compensation was getting her into Fu Ming as marketing director.

Liu Ying herself had some talent in marketing and interpersonal relations, and her credentials looked good, so she secured the marketing director position.

Soon, Zhang Fengming also took a fancy to Liu Ying. Whether Zhang Fengming used tactics, or Cheng Chuanming went with the flow, or Liu Ying was willing to find another powerful backer, she and Zhang Fengming also became ambiguously involved.

Both men treated Liu Ying as their private possession, but Liu Ying was no pushover. After discovering Cheng Chuanming was secretly embezzling money from Fu Ming’s Furui Da subsidiary, Liu Ying demanded she must have a share. The more they took and the bigger the operation became, the more cover-up was needed. At this point, Zhang Fengming, who served as procurement director and was also Liu Ying’s paramour, obviously became the best choice.

The three maintained this deformed but stable relationship of money and sex.

However, these people’s methods weren’t sophisticated enough. After just one year of embezzling several million, word had leaked and their situation was precarious.

That’s why Liu Ying sought help, because she knew very clearly that once things fell apart, those two men were both Zhang Moyun’s sworn brothers—Zhang Moyun might even let them off for old times’ sake. But she would definitely not escape, and might even be pushed out by them as a scapegoat.

At that time, looking at his sister’s gloomy, rigid expression, Xu Yi remained silent for a long time.

“Can’t get away?” he asked.

“Too deeply involved. I signed many documents. As long as Zhang Moyun reports this, I’m finished,” Liu Ying answered. “And I’m not willing to give up either. 2.4 million! Conglan, just in the second half of last year alone, I got 2.4 million!”

After a long silence, Xu Yi sighed and said, “I’ll figure something out.”

Xu Yi quickly came up with a method to help Liu Ying get through that crisis, and also proposed many improvements, teaching them how to make the accounts look more beautiful and flawless.

At the end of that year, Xu Yi was hired by Fu Ming Group as the chairman’s assistant. With his excellent university credentials and entrepreneurial track record, he unsurprisingly won Zhang Moyun’s favor.

No one knew he was Liu Ying’s younger brother—even Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuanming didn’t know for the first few years.

…

Xu Yi stood in that advantageous position, time and again helping them through crises, devising strategies. Gradually, their operation grew bigger and they took more and more. From general assistant to executive to subsidiary company, this entire chain deceived those above and below, becoming unbreakable.

Xu Yi’s annual salary was 400,000—extremely impressive for his age and experience.

But what was 400,000 compared to the gray income? After he came to Fu Ming, in the first year alone, the siblings took 5 million, and 10 million the second year. Under Xu Yi’s operation, Cheng Chuanming and Zhang Fengming only got small shares while smugly thinking they were in control.

…

Recalling these distant and obscure past events, Xu Yi merely smiled calmly, rested his hand on the chair’s armrest, tapped his fingers a few times, and answered Li Weiyi’s question: “Probably because money really is a wonderful thing. The more wealth you possess, the greater the things you can accomplish. The rules of this world were originally made for mediocrities—I don’t consider myself among them. If I could get it, why shouldn’t I get it ahead of time? Xiaoyi, do you remember Zhang Moyun’s crazy expansion back then? Actually, he and I had an emotional bond, and I sincerely advised him several times. But he wouldn’t listen at all—he was too arrogant and conceited, stubborn and self-willed. Since that money was destined to go down the drain, turning into a pile of steel and cement rotting at construction sites, why not let me have it instead?”

Chapter 111: Lover in a Trap (3)
Li Weiyi wanted to say that it was the Zhang family’s money, but she understood that with this man’s wolfish ambition and moral baseline, saying anything would be meaningless. So she remained silent for a while, then asked, “Liu Ying is your…”

“Biological older sister.” Xu Yi studied her expression. “However, if you don’t like her, you don’t have to meet in the future. She’s abroad and doesn’t plan to return.”

Li Weiyi looked down at the desk surface, her fingers also entangling together, rubbing randomly. Xu Yi watched her small movements.

Li Weiyi’s face slowly reddened as she said, “Xu Yi, you know that I’m quite pragmatic, very able to recognize reality, and can’t bear much grievance. If you really refuse to let me go, besides resigning myself to obedience, what else can I do? Life must go on—I can’t go learn from chaste martyrs and bash my head against a wall to prove my integrity, can I? I can’t bear that pain and suffering.”

Xu Yi didn’t speak, his gaze ambiguously fixed on her.

Li Weiyi continued, “I also admit that in the previous life, I did have feelings for you. We were together for almost a year, spending day and night together. You treated me very well, and we were very happy. It’s just that later… circumstances beyond our control. Actually, I also suffered for a long time and shed many tears over you. Now, since you want to pick up this relationship again, you need to show sincerity. Otherwise, why would I willingly be with you? Because you’re imprisoning me so comfortably?”

Xu Yi laughed, stood up, bent down, pressed one hand on the desk surface, pinched her chin with the other, and asked with a sigh, “What kind of sincerity would my sweetheart deem acceptable?”

Li Weiyi sat rigidly upright, forcibly suppressing the impulse to escape from between his fingers, and said, “First, you must promise never to force me to do anything.”

Xu Yi wore a half-smile: “When have I ever forced you? Not in the past, and there won’t be in the future. I want a lover, not an enemy.”

Li Weiyi’s heart settled slightly, and she continued, “Second… second… can you not imprison me here like a criminal? This way feels like you don’t respect me at all. Plus, there isn’t even a window here—no ventilation, it’s suffocating. I’ll be scared alone, I really can’t take it.”

She lifted her bright dark eyes to look at him.

Xu Yi released her chin, lowered his head, pressed both arms on the desk surface, and smiled to himself, saying, “Quite good at acting coquettish—already starting to feed me sweet talk? To be honest, I’m rather enjoying this feeling.”

Li Weiyi stiffened slightly. He continued, “But you’re too impatient. I pursued you painstakingly for eight years, and you never even looked at me once. Now that you know about those things I did, you’re starting to consider being with me? I’m not so bewitched by lust as to fall for this. Stop harboring delusions—there’s no possibility of letting you out in the short term. Don’t be afraid though, it’s safe here. I sleep right outside. Of course, if you wish, I can also stay here with you.”

Li Weiyi turned her wooden face aside: “Leave.”

Xu Yi was amused by her and said, “I’ll come see you again tomorrow morning.” He really did stand up and leave the room.

——

Zhang Jingchan waited about half an hour before Ding Chenmo returned, with a smile in his eyes: “My younger brother agreed. Special matter, special handling. However, whether it succeeds or fails, it has nothing to do with their police force. He doesn’t know anything from start to finish.”

Zhang Jingchan: “What do you mean?”

“He’ll send a female officer to help you search for her in the next few days.”

“A female officer?” Zhang Jingchan frowned, instantly associating this with the police force’s civilian female officers. That Xiang City Criminal Police Detachment Captain Ding Xiongwei was probably just brushing them off.

But Ding Chenmo looked at him with piercing eyes: “Don’t underestimate her—that female officer alone is worth ten men.”

Chapter 112: A Ray of Hope (1)
For Zhang Jingchan, this was an exceptionally difficult night to endure. He and Li Yunmo were staying at a hotel near the police station, waiting for the “powerful reinforcements” that Ding Chenmo had mentioned.

Zhang Jingchan lay with one arm pillowed behind his head, gazing at the ceiling. The lines from his forehead down to his neck and Adam’s apple formed a smooth, sharp contour in one fluid sweep. His eyes were so deeply somber they were impossible to read clearly. He simply could not allow himself to think—not even a little bit—about what Li Weiyi might be enduring tonight.

He truly could not think about it. The moment he did, his heart would become restless and chaotic, his thoughts would scatter into disarray. He struggled to steady his nerves, forcing himself to focus his attention on the upcoming rescue and counterattack measures.

Yet despite this effort, Zhang Jingchan suffered through the entire night without sleep, his eyes open until dawn. Early the next morning when Ding Chenmo came knocking at his door, seeing his bloodshot eyes and the dark shadows beneath them, Ding sighed with understanding: “There truly are those in this world consumed by passionate love.”

Zhang Jingchan said calmly, “Cut the nonsense. Where are they? You’d better not make me feel I waited all night for nothing.”

Ding Chenmo had been bullied by him so much it had almost become second nature. He let out a disgruntled “hmph” but didn’t talk back. Instead, he turned his head and said with a smile, “You two can come in now.”

Two people emerged from behind Ding Chenmo—not just one person.

——

This night should have been difficult to endure for Li Weiyi as well. But when she thought of Zhang Jingchan, she inexplicably felt that the situation might not be so dire after all. Zhang Jingchan was surely thinking of ways to rescue her right now. He must have guessed and anticipated everything. He was Zhang Jingchan, after all—someone who had dared to shoulder ten billion yuan in debt as a youth. Compared to him, no matter how cunning, ruthless, and vicious Xu Yi might be, he still fell short.

Added to this was her talent for self-comfort. She steeled herself with the thought that since she was already at others’ mercy like meat on a chopping block, she might as well get a good night’s sleep and restore her energy so she’d have the strength to resist.

Thus, on this night when Zhang Jingchan was consumed with worry over her—not daring even the slightest flight of imagination—Li Weiyi very admirably managed to sleep soundly.

When she woke, it was five in the morning. However, Li Weiyi didn’t know the time. She washed her face and found her mind unusually clear and her spirits充沛. She went to the wardrobe and selected a set of comfortable, lightweight clothes to change into.

Then she stood in the secret room, feeling the breath of the winter morning seeping in from the metal walls on all sides.

She felt she couldn’t just keep waiting like this. She couldn’t let Zhang Jingchan be the only one making an effort.

It was just that—Xu Yi was so formidable, and she was such a small shrimp—how could she possibly escape from the palm of his hand?

——

The two people who entered with Ding Chenmo were a man and a woman, both unexpectedly striking in appearance. So much so that when Li Yunmo emerged from the bathroom and saw this roomful of people, he exclaimed, “Holy cow, what’s going on so early in the morning? Is this a beauty pageant?”

Of course, when saying this, Li Yunmo automatically excluded Ding Chenmo from consideration, even feeling that this old man stuck among them was like an intruder from a middle-aged disco dancing troupe who had wandered into a beautiful morning portrait.

Zhang Jingchan turned to look at Li Yunmo: “You can choose not to speak.”

Li Yunmo dejectedly grabbed a small stool and sat down in the corner.

Ding Chenmo had the two people sit on the sofa and introduced them: “This is You Mingxu, an investigator from the Municipal Criminal Police Detachment. Next to her is Yin Feng, a psychology consultant for the police force. Xiao You, this is Zhang Jingchan I told you about, and next to him is his friend Li Yunmo.”

You Mingxu was that formidable female officer under Ding Xiongwei’s command. She appeared to be around twenty-five or twenty-six, dressed in a black jacket, white T-shirt, and jeans—a very refreshing look. Yet her features were excessively gorgeous. Even without makeup, the brightness of the room seemed to increase by several degrees with her arrival. If it weren’t for the fact that she sat on the sofa with an aura that was truly cold, crisp, and efficient, you would never believe she was a criminal police officer.

Compared to this female officer’s pleasing appearance, the man beside her was handsome indeed, but truly somewhat hard on the eyes. He looked to be in his early thirties, with the kind of bold, striking handsomeness, yet he was wearing a green Astro Boy T-shirt with matching green pants, looking exactly like a tall, upright caterpillar.

Yin Feng sat pressed right up against You Mingxu, but his eyes were lively and clear.

Zhang Jingchan reached out his hand to You Mingxu without revealing any emotion: “I’m counting on you.”

You Mingxu shook hands with him briefly, though her eyes held a probing quality: “If the person who kidnapped Li Weiyi really is the chairman of Muchen Group, then Mr. Zhang has actually done the police force a favor.”

Zhang Jingchan asked, “How do we begin now?”

“We’ve already begun.” You Mingxu leaned back casually against the sofa. “Last night after receiving Team Leader Ding’s orders, I’ve already completed an inventory of properties under Xu Yi’s name. In this city, there are six properties total—four residential units and two villas.” She glanced at the man beside her who was playing with the zipper on her jacket, yanked the zipper away from him, and raised her chin: “You tell the rest.”

Yin Feng pouted.

He was truly handsome—even dressed head to toe in green and making such an expression, he was still quite good-looking.

Zhang Jingchan still showed no expression, maintaining his composure, but Li Yunmo had already frozen in shock. Ding Chenmo knew that Yin Feng had some mental issues, so he simply pretended not to have seen anything.

But under You Mingxu’s intimidating gaze, Yin Feng obediently sat up straight, looked at Zhang Jingchan, and said: “I created a criminal psychological profile of Xu Yi. I won’t go into the specifics—it’s confidential! The conclusion is that someone like him, with such a strong need for control and such extreme self-suppression, if he were to hide Li Weiyi, it would definitely be in a place he could completely control himself. He absolutely wouldn’t rely on others’ help, so it’s very likely she’s in one of these six properties.”

Zhang Jingchan nodded: “Then…”

“I’ve already checked them all.” Yin Feng proudly interrupted him. “Just last night, my people infiltrated all six properties and went through each one. Those four ordinary residential units can be ruled out first—they have neither interlayers nor any way to construct a secret room. That leaves two villas. One is a two-story small courtyard with a simple structure and no occupants. My people searched it inside and out and confirmed there was no trace of Li Weiyi. Only the last property remains—a three-story large villa occupying two and a half acres, about the same size as my villa. However, Xu Yi’s security and guards are much more stringent—there are at least ten bodyguards in the villa. Perhaps that’s the only way he can sleep soundly. The day before yesterday, Xu Yi’s car drove into this villa and hasn’t come out since. Can you guess whether your precious girlfriend was in his car or not?”

The amount of information revealed in this speech was truly enormous, and everyone pondered it for a while. Ding Chenmo’s expression showed slight embarrassment as he cleared his throat lightly: “Teacher Yin, you don’t need to tell them in such detail…” After all, they had employed highly irregular methods.

You Mingxu, however, ignored Old Ding’s concerns. She gathered her long hair and tucked it behind her ear, delivering the final verdict: “If all the premises Zhang Jingchan stated are correct—Li Weiyi must be in that villa.”

Zhang Jingchan’s heart, which had seemed frozen solid, began to warm faintly at her words. He said solemnly, “Thank you.”

You Mingxu merely smiled: “We haven’t found her yet. Thank us when the time comes.” She stood up: “That’s the situation. We shouldn’t delay. Old Ding, if it’s convenient for you, accompany me to the villa. I want to flush out the snake by beating the grass around it—who knows, we might get a pleasant surprise.”

Chapter 113: A Ray of Hope (2)
Yin Feng also stood up, looking inseparable from her, and said: “This is also our analytical conclusion—according to Xu Yi’s profile, his most private possessions and the people he most wishes to control cannot tolerate even the slightest prying from others. If he believes the police have already noticed him, given his arrogance and caution, he will inevitably take countermeasures. Zhang Jingchan, you just wait for him to reveal his weakness.”

If Zhang Jingchan had still doubted their abilities before meeting them, he now realized that these two were exceptionally formidable.

Zhang Jingchan smiled: “Good, thank you for your hard work.”

You Mingxu asked: “We could have leads on her whereabouts as early as today. Do you want to come with us to the villa? You can wait for news on the perimeter.”

Zhang Jingchan answered: “I need to go handle something. I’ll meet up with you after I’m done.”

You Mingxu nodded indifferently, but a head once again thrust itself in front of Zhang Jingchan. Yin Feng stared at him and said: “You’re quite interesting. No, I should say, all three of you are very interesting.”

Zhang Jingchan looked at him.

You Mingxu paid him no mind. Yin Feng crossed his arms, tilted his head, and said with great interest: “You’ve got some skills. When we stated those conclusions, you were very calm, which shows many things were within your expectations. The fact that you decided overnight to mobilize Ding Chenmo to bring us here shows you’re very adaptable and quick to assess situations. Of course, seeing your haggard appearance now, I believe your feelings for Li Weiyi are also very deep. But when Xiao Xu invited you to the villa, you refused because you still have other matters to handle. You can set aside your girlfriend here and completely entrust her to us—this shows you’re very composed, very patient, you have strategies in your heart, and your will is firm. However…”

Yin Feng’s gaze turned a few degrees colder: “Aren’t you a vegetative patient who slept for eight years? You were only nineteen before you fell asleep, a sophomore. The mental acuity and methods you’re displaying now don’t seem like those of a youth. And then there are the other two parties involved. Why would Li Weiyi, who was only in her second year of high school back then, be devoted to a vegetative patient for eight years? And Xu Yi too—a mature businessman in the commercial world, deeply in love with a high school sophomore for many years? The behavior of all three of you doesn’t conform to common sense.” He scratched his hair, and those few degrees of blade-like coldness seemed to flash briefly in his eyes before being replaced by confusion: “These things I just can’t figure out.”

Ding Chenmo hurried to smooth things over: “When it comes to matters of the heart, who can say for sure? Love just comes so suddenly and inexplicably, haha.”

Yin Feng had an epiphany and quickly glanced at You Mingxu: “True.”

You Mingxu didn’t notice his furtive look. She glanced at Zhang Jingchan. Even though Yin Feng had directly exposed these secrets, Zhang Jingchan’s expression showed no change. You Mingxu realized this was a man whose depths were unfathomable compared to Yin Feng. So You Mingxu smiled and tugged at Yin Feng’s hand: “Alright, it’s none of our concern. Let’s go.”

Ding Chenmo nodded at Zhang Jingchan and also walked out the door. From the moment these two had started speaking, Li Yunmo had been stunned. Only now did he say quietly: “Holy crap, who are these two people… They seem really awesome… But that guy…”

Yin Feng, who was following behind You Mingxu like a little wife, called out without turning his head: “Hey, I can hear you!”

Li Yunmo immediately shut his mouth.

Zhang Jingchan also watched the figures of those two people, but his thoughts drifted astray. You Mingxu’s spine was straight as she strode ahead, while Yin Feng, clearly a man over one-point-eight meters tall, hunched over with lowered eyes and bowed back, leaning forward—the spitting image of her little tail.

Just like him and Li Weiyi in 2014. She had been even more playful and grinning than Yin Feng, bouncing around full of life.

Actually, he wasn’t as composed as Yin Feng said. He missed her, missed her so much. They’d only been apart for one day, yet it felt like he hadn’t seen her in ages.

Zhang Jingchan took a deep breath, swallowing all the bitterness, and said: “Let’s get moving too.”

Li Yunmo: “Where to?”

“A gas station.”

Li Yunmo: ???

——

Li Weiyi hadn’t expected that her escape journey would get stuck at the very first stage.

Yes, literally “stuck.”

She was stuck in the ventilation duct in the ceiling.

Half an hour earlier, Li Weiyi had rolled up her pant legs, taken off her shoes, wearing only a thin T-shirt, moved a chair onto the desk, and with tremendous effort climbed up into the ventilation duct.

In her previous three lifetimes, she had only been an accountant in the earliest one, and a painter in the two after that. She’d never done anything this thrilling and dangerous before—she had neither experience nor skill. At first she felt it was so narrow inside it made her short of breath. She crawled forward a few steps and felt it was manageable, so she persevered and kept crawling.

Then after crawling about a meter or so, she became completely stuck, right on top of another large ventilation panel. She couldn’t move forward, couldn’t retreat backward. The panel beneath her kept creaking as if it would break at any moment. This was three meters high! If she fell, it would hurt terribly.

She lay there on the verge of tears. Just thinking about how Xu Yi might come in at any moment and see this scene—how would she deal with it?

Speak of the devil. The door clicked softly and someone walked in. Li Weiyi pressed her face against the panel and didn’t move a muscle.

When Xu Yi walked in and looked around to see no one anywhere, he was truly shocked into a cold sweat. Then seeing the chair on the desk, the panel tossed aside, and the slight movement from the ceiling overhead, he understood.

This secret room had been designed by him personally. From the beginning, he’d considered the safety of the ventilation ducts—at that width, there was no way she could crawl out. He walked to below the ventilation panel where there was movement. Both amused and exasperated, he crossed his arms and looked up. Through the wooden grating, he could vaguely make out Li Weiyi’s form. He called out: “Xiao Yi, what are you doing up there?”

Li Weiyi didn’t make a sound. One foot angrily kicked the panel beneath her.

“Come back down,” Xu Yi said. “The width isn’t enough. You can’t get out.”

Li Weiyi answered through gritted teeth: “I’m stuck. Otherwise I would have come back down already.”

Xu Yi laughed out loud from below.

“How long have you been stuck?”

Li Weiyi didn’t answer.

Xu Yi laughed again: “Still planning to run away?”

“Absolutely not running away anymore.”

Xu Yi scoffed: “If your words counted for anything, the sun would rise in the west.”

“If you don’t believe me, why ask? Hurry up and figure out a way to get me down.”

Xu Yi said: “You’re only acting like this because you know I can’t bear to hurt you. Stay still and don’t move. I’ll go find someone.”

Li Weiyi’s heart stirred: Find someone? Just as she was thinking this, she suddenly heard the sound of the duct panel beneath her cracking. Her soul fled in terror as her body fell straight down.

Xu Yi had walked a few steps toward the door. Hearing the commotion, he spun around abruptly and lunged over, but it was still a step too late. Li Weiyi crashed to the ground and screamed in pain.

Xu Yi gathered her into his arms, his voice changing pitch: “Where did you hurt yourself? Who told you to climb up there? Does it hurt?”

Li Weiyi’s voice carried a crying tone, looking absolutely agonized: “It hurts so much! My whole body hurts. Did I break a bone?”

Xu Yi didn’t dare touch her legs. He carefully lifted her horizontally in his arms and walked toward the door, looking down at her and saying: “Are you satisfied now? On the second day you’ve already tormented yourself like this, forcing me to carry you out this door, hmm?”

Li Weiyi lowered her head and said nothing.

He actually opened the door. Li Weiyi quickly raised her head. It turned out that connected to this secret room was a bedroom with an extremely large floor area.

Chapter 114: Complete Reversal (1)
This bedroom was nearly one hundred square meters. Apart from a large bed, it also had a desk and bookshelf, all quite empty and sparse. Directly ahead was an enormous window with the curtains drawn open. The morning light was dim, and outside the window were metal security bars installed all around.

At the back of the bedroom was a door leading to a walk-in closet and bathroom. On the side was another door, closed, leading to who knows where.

Li Weiyi quickly surveyed everything, then let out a low cry while holding back tears: “It hurts so much.”

Xu Yi placed her on the bed and patted her head: “Still dare to run away? Just wait.”

He sat down at the bedside, took out his phone, and called a doctor. Because of Li Weiyi’s arrival, as a precaution, the family doctor had been on standby and was staying in the villa. He arrived immediately.

Seeing how the doctor was completely deferential and obedient to Xu Yi, Li Weiyi didn’t dare say anything recklessly. The doctor examined her entire body from head to toe and felt several bones, then smiled: “No bone injury. I’ll prescribe an ointment. Just apply it to the bruised areas and it should be fine.”

Li Weiyi: “But my ankle hurts so much I can’t move it.”

Doctor: “It might be sprained. Stay in bed and rest more.”

Xu Yi glanced at her, saw the doctor out, then sat back down by the bed and asked: “Can’t move?”

Before Li Weiyi could answer, he said: “Think carefully before you answer. Do you really dare sleep in this bed?”

Li Weiyi looked at his expression and cowered, though not completely. She lowered her head: “How about I rest here during the day and go back inside at night? Just to get some fresh air. Please?”

Xu Yi laughed again. He leaned forward, pressing one hand on the headboard and the other on the side of the bed. Li Weiyi shrank back inward as he said: “All those little schemes of yours… I find them quite amusing. Want to sleep out here during the day? Fine—give me a kiss.”

Now Li Weiyi had painted herself into a corner. Kiss him? She really couldn’t bring herself to do it. Don’t kiss him? After the conversation had gone this far, she was afraid of angering him.

She turned her head away and tried to get up and get around him off the bed. Xu Yi, as if anticipating her move, pushed her down onto the bed, grabbed both her hands with one of his, pinned them above her head, and said: “Today you did something so outrageous, you nearly broke a bone falling. Do you know how dangerous that was? I’m indulging you, but you can’t joke around with your own safety.”

Li Weiyi immediately said: “I know I was wrong. I won’t dare do it again next time.”

Xu Yi snorted with laughter: “No sincerity. This time there has to be punishment.” He lowered his head to capture her lips, but Li Weiyi turned her head to dodge. Just as she was about to be kissed, Xu Yi’s phone rang.

Still holding Li Weiyi’s hands pinned with one hand, he freed his other hand to fish the phone from his pants pocket, glanced at the screen, looked at her once, and said: “Stay still and don’t move.” He released her.

Li Weiyi quickly sat up, but he had already pulled open the door and gone out.

Xu Yi walked out of the master bedroom suite. The door automatically locked behind him. The villa’s butler was right outside, reporting in a low voice: “Mr. Xu, it’s those two people. They have police badges and say they want to understand the circumstances of a murder and kidnapping case from you.”

They were on the third floor. Xu Yi looked over the railing downward. Familiar faces—Ding Chenmo, and an unfamiliar female officer, sitting on the sofa in the first-floor living room.

“Let them wait.” Xu Yi turned and re-entered the master bedroom.

Downstairs, You Mingxu raised her head and glanced in this direction.

When Xu Yi entered the bedroom, Li Weiyi was still sitting in the same spot. She asked: “Is something the matter?” Xu Yi didn’t answer. He walked closer and asked: “Can you walk on your own? Or should I carry you back?”

Li Weiyi looked up at him: “Didn’t you say you’d let me stay out here during the day? Is… is there someone here?”

Xu Yi hadn’t expected her mind to work so quickly. He smiled but didn’t answer. Just as he was about to bend down to pick her up, Li Weiyi shot out from beside him like a rabbit, heading straight for the door. Xu Yi’s brow furrowed as he turned to chase after her.

This time, Li Weiyi threw caution to the wind. In two or three steps she rushed to the door. Xu Yi hadn’t expected her sudden attack and was indeed a step too late. Plus, he had just entered and hadn’t locked the door, so in the blink of an eye, Li Weiyi pulled open the door and rushed out.

With his height and long legs, Xu Yi followed right behind.

However, the moment Li Weiyi rushed out the door, she cursed: “Damn it!”

Outside wasn’t a corridor or staircase, but another even larger study with security iron bars on the windows, silent and empty. It also appeared to be Xu Yi’s private resting place.

Who builds a master bedroom suite this large? Room after room like nesting dolls. Li Weiyi’s heart already sensed trouble, but she still steeled herself and rushed toward the study door. However, the footsteps behind her drew closer and closer. Li Weiyi was still several steps from the door when an arm firmly grabbed her. Her heart pounded with fear, but unwilling to give up, she shouted toward the door: “Help! Help! Is anyone out there? Help!”

Xu Yi pulled her back, holding her around the waist, turned and walked back, saying: “Don’t waste your energy. The entire room is fitted with the best soundproofing. You could shout yourself hoarse and no one outside would hear.”

Li Weiyi cursed and kicked at him: “You pervert!”

He said nothing, just carried her all the way through the study, through the bedroom, pushed open the hidden door to the secret room, and placed her back on the bed. Li Weiyi’s hair was disheveled, her clothes were in disarray. With a face full of despair, she clutched at him, still trying to fight. He took several punches and kicks, his expression stiffening somewhat, but he didn’t strike back. Finally he roared: “Keep making trouble and I’ll tie you up!”

Only then did Li Weiyi become frightened. She shrank back onto the bed, looking at him with eyes full of tears and hatred.

Seeing her like this, Xu Yi’s heart ached again. He sighed and said: “Just angry words—I won’t tie you up. Rest a bit and don’t cause any more trouble. I’ll come check on you later. Be good.”

He finally left. The door locked again. Li Weiyi sat on the bed hugging her knees, wiped her tears, and her face already showed no excited expression. She buried her head in her knees again and let out a long breath.

——

Zhang Jingchan and Li Yunmo drove to an utterly ordinary gas station.

Zhang Jingchan parked the car across the street and looked down at his watch. Li Yunmo raised his hand to ask: “Boss, what exactly are we waiting for?”

“A black Jeep.” Zhang Jingchan recited a license plate number. “You keep an eye out too.”

“How do you know that car will come to this gas station?”

Zhang Jingchan rested one hand on the steering wheel, tapping his fingers a few times, and glanced at him. So Li Yunmo understood—it was related to the loops.

“Who is he?”

“I have a guess. He was just released from prison three days ago. In the first loop I had no memory, but when Li Weiyi and I did the earliest review, she said that on that night, I had told her he’d been out of prison for three days and had even gone to see my father. The second time, I remember telling Li Weiyi that his release was delayed by one day, and as a result the loop was also delayed by one day. The last two times I didn’t pay attention. Now, this is the fifth time.”

Li Yunmo’s eyes widened. After digesting this for a moment, he said: “You mean… this person is…”

Zhang Jingchan’s gaze fixed on the distance. Li Yunmo followed his line of sight. At the street corner, a large black Jeep drove over and turned into the gas station.

Chapter 115: Complete Reversal (2)
According to Xu Yi’s original plan, those people only needed to shake off Zhong Yi and take Li Weiyi away. If they were caught by the police, there was one person among them willing to take the death penalty and cut off all leads.

However, Zhong Yi’s prowess exceeded everyone’s expectations. Xu Yi also hadn’t anticipated that among that gang of vicious fugitives, someone would be carrying a gun. Although Xu Yi’s ultimate goal was achieved, the case had become too big, causing him a headache as well. Fortunately, he had bribed that person who decisively killed the other three and then committed suicide, which essentially wrapped things up nicely again.

Xu Yi was very familiar with police investigation procedures and also had people inside the police bureau, so he had firsthand information: the police’s attention was currently still focused on the grudge between Zhong Yi and the fugitives, and the direction of the investigation hadn’t changed.

At this critical juncture, he temporarily planned to meet change with constancy. He had also prepared that if the situation changed, he would send Li Weiyi abroad. As for whether the police would suspect him then? Sorry, but all the witnesses were dead, all physical evidence had been wiped clean, and Li Weiyi would have been sent away. In any case, the police would have no way to deal with him. Moreover, given his connections and influence in every aspect of this province, those police officers would very likely be called back before they could even reach him.

As for Zhang Jingchan, a vegetative patient with nothing to his name—Xu Yi didn’t take him seriously at all. No matter how capable Zhang Jingchan might be, in this lifetime before him, he was truly insignificant. If Zhang Jingchan ever caused him trouble, Xu Yi wouldn’t mind lifting a finger to deal with him.

Therefore, having police show up at his door today was beyond Xu Yi’s expectations. But after brief consideration, Xu Yi came downstairs with a smile on his face.

“I wonder what brings you two police comrades here?”

Two bodyguards stood behind him. The butler and assistant sat in secondary positions. Xu Yi accepted the tea the butler handed him, took a light sip, and casually said to his assistant: “Call Bureau Chief Jiang and ask what’s going on.”

His entire bearing exuded the powerful aura of the city’s largest entrepreneur.

Ding Chenmo’s face darkened. You Mingxu also cursed inwardly. However, she showed nothing on her face, breaking into a smile: “Mr. Xu, today our subordinates are conducting an investigation into Li Weiyi’s disappearance case as routine official business. There’s no need to disturb the bureau chief.”

Xu Yi smiled without answering.

You Mingxu indeed began asking questions in a routine manner, such as whether he knew Li Weiyi, when their last contact was, where he had been when yesterday’s incident occurred. Xu Yi was fairly cooperative and answered each question. For questions he didn’t want to answer, he simply wouldn’t speak, and his assistant would intervene on his behalf.

Naturally, nothing could be extracted from him. You Mingxu hadn’t planned on extracting anything either. She closed her notebook and stood up: “Thank you for taking time out of your busy schedule to meet with us, Mr. Xu.”

Xu Yi: “Not at all.”

You Mingxu and Ding Chenmo walked toward the exit. Xu Yi remained seated without moving.

You Mingxu suddenly turned back and asked with a smile: “By the way, I heard Mr. Xu pursued Li Weiyi for eight years—truly devoted. But after Li Weiyi’s incident yesterday, Mr. Xu didn’t make a single phone call to inquire about her, nor did you contact the Li family. This is really interesting. Could it be that Mr. Xu knows Li Weiyi is fine? Knows where she is?”

Over these years, the Li family had initially known about Xu Yi and Li Weiyi’s interactions. Later, he only went to find Li Weiyi privately, repeatedly being rejected, and almost no one knew about it. So yesterday he also hadn’t taken any superfluous actions.

Hearing this, Xu Yi wasn’t annoyed. He leaned back in his single-person sofa, rested both hands on the armrests, tilted his head back, lightly closed his eyes, and answered: “I don’t know where the police comrade heard this gossip from. I did pursue Li Weiyi in earlier years, but after being rejected by her, I gave up. These past two years I’ve only regarded her as an ordinary friend, and we haven’t had much contact. Moreover, I already have a female companion I’m seeing. Police comrade, you can go inquire and find out.”

You Mingxu: “I see.”

Under the “escort” of two bodyguards, You Mingxu and Ding Chenmo walked out of the villa that was as large as an estate. The large iron gate slowly closed behind them. You Mingxu said: “Old Ding, you go wait in the car.”

Ding Chenmo: “What about you?” He turned his head—she had vanished.

Turning his head again, he saw You Mingxu scaling the villa’s two-meter-high wall. With a few踩踏 movements, she flipped over and disappeared from sight.

Ding Chenmo: …

Did young female officers nowadays all have such impressive skills and were so fearless?

However, on second thought, Ding Chenmo understood. You Mingxu was going to double back unexpectedly. No matter how clever and alert Xu Yi might be, he would never imagine that a police officer would infiltrate the villa on the spot after hitting a soft wall. This was what they called the darkness under the lamp.

——

Before coming, the floor plan of this villa had already been loaded into You Mingxu’s mind. However, her objective was very clear—that extremely large master bedroom suite on the third floor. Although the villa’s security was tight and there were many bodyguards, in front of her, they were mere decoration.

More than ten minutes later, You Mingxu clung like a spider to the outside of the metal security bars outside the master bedroom. She pulled out a universal key she had scavenged from Yin Feng, opened the air conditioning lock on the security bars, and silently climbed inside.

After patrolling a circuit and confirming no one was in the master bedroom, You Mingxu landed on the floor.

There was a very faint smell of ointment in the air. You Mingxu wrinkled her nose. Someone was injured? She first checked the bathroom and walk-in closet—no one there. She also tried the master bedroom door. It wouldn’t open, but according to the floor plan, outside should be a study.

For the moment, she discovered no other hidden entrance.

You Mingxu searched the floor inch by inch. After confirming there were no hidden layers, she began searching along the walls.

Passing by the desk, You Mingxu’s steps paused. She smelled an extremely faint scent of blood—criminal police officers were always particularly sensitive in this regard. This made her excited. She lowered her head searching all around, and finally her gaze stopped on the side panel of the desk—

There was a darker colored smudge there. If you didn’t look carefully, you couldn’t discover it at all. You Mingxu, wearing gloves, wiped her finger across it, picking up a very faint red mark. She smelled it—it was blood, not completely dry yet.

You Mingxu lowered her head and thought for a while. The surrounding walls, floor, and desk surface were all very clean. If a struggle had just occurred, there was no way it would only leave such a lone trace of blood.

Unless someone had deliberately smeared it there with their finger.

That injured person who had applied ointment?

You Mingxu suddenly had a flash of insight. Her gaze followed the direction of the blood trace all the way up to the desktop, where a pen holder was placed. Several other pens all faced the same direction. Only one pen faced a different direction.

You Mingxu pulled out that pen and knew what it was at a glance.

This was a voice recorder pen.

You Mingxu stuffed the voice recorder into her pants pocket. Just as she was about to continue searching for the secret room entrance, she suddenly heard the master bedroom door lock click. Her movements were lightning fast as she turned, climbed out the window, and jumped out.

Xu Yi walked into the master bedroom and went to the bookshelf, removing two books to reveal a miniature password panel. He entered the password, pushed with his hand, and what had been a flat wall surface receded inward to reveal a door. Because the area around the door happened to have a ring of decorative texturing that blended seamlessly with the wall decoration of the entire room, even if you looked closely, it was very difficult to detect anything unusual.

He looked up to see Li Weiyi lying on the bed with both eyes tightly closed, as if asleep. His heart became settled, and without going inside, he relocked each door one by one and left.

Chapter 116: Complete Reversal (3)
You Mingxu returned to the car and tossed the voice recorder to Ding Chenmo. Over the past two days, Ding Chenmo had been in frequent contact with Zhang Jingchan and had learned the inside story of the warehouse case from years ago. Seeing this, his eyebrows twitched violently as he blurted out: “Could this be that voice recorder?”

You Mingxu: “Which voice recorder?”

“Can’t be explained in just a few words.” Ding Chenmo pressed the voice recorder’s power button and discovered it was dead. He immediately connected it to the car’s charging cable.

Ten minutes later, You Mingxu transferred the contents of the voice recorder to her phone and pressed play:

“Old Cheng, why did you arrange to meet here when things are so tense? What if someone sees us…”

“But Fu Ming will ultimately face bankruptcy liquidation! Those accounts can’t be hidden!”

“I’ve discussed this matter with Yingying. As long as she’s willing to sacrifice a bit of her reputation and let Zhang Moyun die in her bed. As long as the evidence is made thorough, the police will most likely close the case quickly.”

“Can I make a suggestion? A few times in the past when Boss Zhang got drunk, I sent him to rest at the Sophora Villa. How about there?”

…

Ding Chenmo’s eyes turned red as he listened. He immediately wanted to call Zhang Jingchan, but was stopped by You Mingxu: “What’s the rush? If you tell him now, it’ll only make him anxious for nothing. Wait until we have the person in hand. I estimate the secret room is in that master bedroom. We need to figure out a way to find the entrance—the door lock probably won’t be easy either.”

Ding Chenmo: “Then what do we do? Break in again?”

You Mingxu smiled and nodded: “Break in again. I’ll take Yin Feng with me.”

“Him? What good is bringing him?”

When they came to the villa today, Yin Feng had insisted on coming along but was disdainfully sent away by You Mingxu. Now she wanted that kid to come?

You Mingxu held the voice recorder in one hand, tossing it up and down a couple times, her expression somewhere between a smile and not: “Then you wouldn’t know—Teacher Yin can open any lock in this world.”

——

Two hours earlier.

Dawn hadn’t yet broken, and Li Weiyi hadn’t yet climbed up into the air conditioning ventilation duct. She stood in the early morning secret room and finally made up her mind, walking toward the safe.

“The computer password is my mother’s birthday.” In a certain dusk in that lifetime, he had mentioned it casually.

…

That computer in the study back then had stored Xu Yi’s most confidential business materials, only Li Weiyi had never been interested in looking at them.

The safe door opened in response. Li Weiyi let out a long breath, glanced at the room’s door, and quickly searched through it. Inside were several passports and some contract documents and materials. At first glance, Li Weiyi couldn’t make sense of them.

Suddenly, her gaze was riveted by a pen in the very corner of the safe. She slowly took that pen out, and tears emerged.

She quickly restored the safe to its original state, sat back on the bed holding that pen, contemplated for a moment, then stuffed the pen into her pants pocket and zipped it up.

She decided to try climbing the ventilation duct, though she knew in her heart there was an eighty percent chance of failure. But what if she succeeded?

Even if she failed, it didn’t matter—she could use it as a diversion to redirect Xu Yi’s attention. If he thought she was trying to escape this way, he wouldn’t notice the voice recorder.

Although she fell, the result was actually better than she’d expected—Xu Yi carried her out of the secret room to the master bedroom. At least she’d made one step of progress.

During that brief moment when Xu Yi walked out of the master bedroom with an unfriendly expression to speak with the butler, a bold and impulsive idea surged into Li Weiyi’s mind—she had a gut feeling that whoever had come outside was reinforcements. She also had a premonition that if Xu Yi sensed danger, he definitely wouldn’t let her out of the secret room again.

She had to leave the voice recorder outside.

Perhaps Xu Yi would discover it—that would only bring her back to square one. After all, it would be very difficult for her to get out again anyway.

But what if someone else discovered the voice recorder? What if it was reinforcements that Zhang Jingchan had brought?

Li Weiyi just had blind faith in Zhang Jingchan. She felt that whoever he asked for help would definitely find this place, find this master bedroom. In that case, she couldn’t just sit and wait for death either.

Never mind all that—take the gamble. Bet a bicycle to win a motorcycle.

As for her sudden attempt to escape after Xu Yi came in, that was just another diversion—still to redirect his attention. If she did nothing at all, that would make him suspicious. After causing such a commotion, he wouldn’t have the energy to notice what extra items had appeared in the master bedroom.

Of course, there was still that saying: what if she really did manage to run out?

When it came to escaping from Xu Yi’s hands, one had to be relentless and leave no stone unturned.

——

At the gas station.

Zhang Jingchan slowly drove the car closer and stopped at the roadside at the gas station entrance. From a distance of more than ten meters, he stared at that large Jeep.

A medium-built man got out of the driver’s seat. He wore an old black padded jacket and a baseball cap, revealing graying temples. He exchanged a few words with the gas station staff, then walked toward the indoor payment area next door.

After a while, he came out, facing directly toward Zhang Jingchan and Li Yunmo’s direction.

Li Yunmo lost his voice: “It’s him!”

Zhang Jingchan stared at that person with ice-cold eyes, his mouth twisting into a smirk.

Everything made sense now. Once a prestigious executive, later a prisoner, arrogant and obsessive, considering himself highly educated—of course he couldn’t bear such a fall from grace and sought revenge on society.

The Jeep drove out of the gas station. Zhang Jingchan drove after it. His phone chimed once. He picked it up and looked—it was an image from Ding Chenmo. On it was a voice recorder with a familiar appearance.

Ding Chenmo still couldn’t resist claiming credit midway.

Zhang Jingchan immediately sent a voice message: “Where did you find it?”

Ding Chenmo also sent a voice message: “Your wife secretly got it out.”

Zhang Jingchan slammed on the brakes, stopped the car by the roadside, and said to Li Yunmo: “You drive.” The two switched positions, and he immediately dialed the phone. Before he could ask his question, his heart leapt to his throat first: “Where is she?”

Ding Chenmo: “She hasn’t been rescued yet.”

Zhang Jingchan: …

He suddenly wanted to give this little old man a thorough beating.

Ding Chenmo laughed: “Should be soon. Who knew your wife was so clever, making preparations for cooperation from inside and out.”

“What’s so surprising about that?” A smile finally appeared on Zhang Jingchan’s face. “Thanks. Notify me the moment there’s news.”

——

That afternoon, a Bentley drove out of the villa—it was Xu Yi’s vehicle.

An inconspicuous sedan was parked on a side road not far from the villa. Ding Chenmo put down his phone, studied the voice recorder in his hand, and frowned: “Why didn’t Xu Yi destroy this pen? He kept it all these years and that girl Li Weiyi managed to dig it up?”

Yin Feng, who had just arrived looking extremely cheerful, scoffed and said: “Isn’t that simple? This was the key to his dark enterprise turning crisis into safety, the symbol of his defeat of his opponent Zhang Jingchan—if he viewed Zhang Jingchan as his greatest rival, of course he’d keep this trophy. Think about it, in a dark secret room, taking out this voice recorder, thinking about how much blood was spilled over it, that kind of secret satisfaction—just thinking about it is thrilling. If it were me, I’d keep it too.”

You Mingxu glanced at him.

Yin Feng sensed he’d said something wrong but didn’t know what, and fell into awkward silence.

Ding Chenmo didn’t pay much attention. Watching Xu Yi’s vehicle drive away, he muttered: “Wonder what he’s going out to do at a time like this?”

You Mingxu unbuckled her seatbelt, patted Yin Feng on the shoulder, and pushed open the car door: “We’ve already flushed out the snake today. Not appropriate to follow him. Let’s rescue the person first. As long as we have witness and physical evidence, Xu Yi can’t escape. Old Ding, you keep watch here. We’ll make our move.”

——

Half an hour later.

You Mingxu expended some effort before managing to bring Yin Feng into the villa’s master bedroom. Facing the completely ordinary-looking wall, You Mingxu said: “Is the secret room entrance easy to find? I got stuck here.”

Yin Feng really did look like a big caterpillar, crawling along the wall feeling it inch by inch. A few minutes later, he knocked on the wall next to the bookshelf and muttered: “It’s right here. Not very sophisticated either. How come Xiao Xu couldn’t find it?”

You Mingxu knocked him on the head and asked irritably: “Can you open it?”

Yin Feng pulled a miniature decoding device from his pocket—before departing, one of his subordinates who was skilled at lock-picking had contributed it; his lock-picking skills were also learned from others—and pressed it against the password panel on the bookshelf.

A dozen seconds later, the password panel beeped. Yin Feng pushed with his hand, and the wall surface receded inward to reveal a door.

Yin Feng turned to look at You Mingxu: “I can open it.”

You Mingxu smiled and patted his head. He immediately bent down and nuzzled her palm with the top of his head.

The two pushed open the secret room door.

Li Weiyi was crouched in front of the safe, looking through those contract documents. She turned to stare at them with wide eyes.

Chapter 117: My Girlfriend (1)
You Mingxu and Yin Feng expended considerable effort to get Li Weiyi out of the villa. In the end, You Mingxu went alone as a diversion, drawing away most of the villa’s security guards. Meanwhile, Yin Feng brazenly led Li Weiyi out, unlocking doors along the way—out of the master bedroom, around the fire escape stairs, and finally running out through the villa’s main gate.

On You Mingxu’s side, when the security guards caught up with her, they saw her and Ding Chenmo lingering outside the villa’s high walls. You Mingxu expressed her desire to visit Xu Yi again, but after the security reported to the butler, they were flatly refused.

All four returned to Ding Chenmo’s car and immediately drove to the main road five kilometers away from the villa before stopping.

You Mingxu said, “Li Weiyi, I will immediately report this to the bureau. Combined with the evidence you previously submitted to the Economic Crime Investigation unit and this voice recorder, I believe the bureau will immediately launch a special investigation into Xu Yi. As the victim of this murder and kidnapping case, and also a key witness, you must come back to the bureau with me right away.”

Li Weiyi was wrapped in a thin blanket—a friendly contribution from Yin Feng. She clutched a corner of the blanket, her voice slightly hoarse: “I’d like to make a phone call first.”

Ding Chenmo nodded at You Mingxu and handed his phone to Li Weiyi.

After only three rings, the call was answered. Zhang Jingchan’s somewhat cold voice came through: “Old Ding, don’t tell me you haven’t rescued her yet.”

Li Weiyi smiled slightly and said, “It’s me.”

Silence on the other end.

Li Weiyi: “Why aren’t you saying anything? Aren’t you even going to ask if I’m okay?”

You Mingxu and Ding Chenmo simultaneously got out of the car. Yin Feng still had both hands pressed on the seat between his legs, his back perfectly straight, listening with great interest. You Mingxu opened his car door, pulled his collar, and he rolled out of the car using both hands and feet.

As soon as Li Weiyi’s reproachful words left her mouth, her own eyes welled up first.

Zhang Jingchan said, “I thought I was having auditory hallucinations.”

His voice was even lower and hoarser than hers, like someone who hadn’t slept well in a long time. Li Weiyi immediately said, “I’m fine.”

“Did you go hungry?” Zhang Jingchan asked.

“No, the food there was pretty good.”

A hint of amusement entered his voice: “Then… were you injured?”

Li Weiyi answered helplessly, “I took a fall.”

“How did you fall?”

“Climbing through a ventilation duct. I was too clumsy and fell down, but it’s nothing serious.”

“I’ll look at your wound when we meet.”

Li Weiyi said glumly, “That might not be very convenient.”

“Why?”

“The injury is on my butt and waist.”

“…”

The phone went quiet, but they could hear each other’s calm yet restless breathing.

“I’m sorry,” Zhang Jingchan said.

Li Weiyi immediately sat up straight and said, “Why are you apologizing! You did everything you could. It’s not your fault I was kidnapped. Besides, you even called in such amazing reinforcements. Ding Chenmo told me everything—if it weren’t for your decisive action, I might still be prying up floorboards in that sealed room right now!”

Zhang Jingchan sighed softly: “Silly.”

Li Weiyi: “You’re the silly one.”

“Where are you now? I’ll come pick you up.”

“They said you went to handle something very important…”

“It’s mostly done. What needed to be confirmed has been confirmed. We’ll talk when we meet.”

The two arranged a meeting place and hung up. Li Weiyi looked up to see You Mingxu with one hand on the car door, looking down at her: “You’re going to see him? Not coming back to the bureau with us?”

Li Weiyi: “Thank you for rescuing me, truly, thank you so much. But he and I have something very important to do today. After we’re done… tomorrow, we’ll come to the police station.”

The girl’s eyes were so clear and sincere that You Mingxu, after a moment’s consideration, smiled and said, “Alright, I need to write up a report today anyway. But you must be careful. If Xu Yi kidnaps you again, we’ll have no choice but to go after him directly.” She paused, tapping her fingers on the car door frame, and said, “I don’t know what secret you’re hiding, but please trust the police.”

Li Weiyi nodded vigorously.

Ding Chenmo also stood by the car, listening quietly the whole time. After You Mingxu walked away to retrieve the frolicking Yin Feng, he said to Li Weiyi, “Deceiving people again. Tomorrow… you two won’t show up again, will you?”

Li Weiyi smiled slightly: “As you understand, a white lie. Old Ding, we’ll meet again on September 11, 2014.”

——

Zhang Jingchan hung up the phone and had Li Yunmo make a U-turn at the intersection. The black jeep in his field of vision gradually receded into the distance.

Li Yunmo: “Not following anymore?”

Zhang Jingchan: “Not anymore. I know where he’ll appear tonight. Get out at the next intersection. You don’t need to worry about what happens next.”

Li Yunmo was stunned.

Soon they reached the intersection. Li Yunmo pulled over to stop, and Zhang Jingchan moved to the driver’s seat. Li Yunmo stood by the roadside as Zhang Jingchan gripped the steering wheel and turned to look at him.

“You’re… going to loop again?” Li Yunmo asked, his expression like that of a lost puppy—anxious and bewildered.

Zhang Jingchan nodded, looked at him for a moment, and said, “Li Yunmo, I will make this the last loop and bring Uncle Li back.”

Li Yunmo sniffled: “Thank you.”

“I’m the one who should be grateful.” Zhang Jingchan broke into a smile. The afternoon sunlight fell on his face, his features clear, his expression forthright. “Next time we meet, you’ll be vice president of Huicui Group again. Don’t show this pitiful expression anymore.”

Li Yunmo stood in place, watching the car drive away. Just as Zhang Jingchan said, when they completed the rewrite again, he would be overwritten as well. He squinted at the blazing sun in the sky—might as well look at this world a bit more. Today he’d squander all his savings, then shamelessly confess to the goddess he’d met in this lifetime. After all, when I wake up tomorrow, I’ll be a top-tier rich and handsome guy again. Tsk…

——

The car stopped downstairs from Li Weiyi’s building. You Mingxu had already gone upstairs to check—it was safe, no one there.

Several people waited by the car. You Mingxu had earlier begged a cigarette from Ding Chenmo, but Yin Feng angrily snatched it away, broke it, and threw it in the trash. You Mingxu was quietly scolding him while Ding Chenmo held his cigarette, watching the excitement with a grin. Only Li Weiyi stood eagerly looking forward.

Li Yunmo’s small car drove over and screeched to a halt in front of them. Only Zhang Jingchan was in the car.

Li Weiyi watched blankly as Zhang Jingchan unbuckled his seatbelt, opened the door, got out, locked the car, then put the keys in his pants pocket and looked up at her. He was still wearing yesterday’s dark gray jacket and black pants, his hair somewhat messy, with a faint bluish stubble about to emerge on his chin. He walked toward her.

Though they’d only been apart one day and one night, Li Weiyi’s heartbeat quickened. She actually felt too shy to keep staring at him and lowered her head.

Zhang Jingchan walked to her side and naturally took her hand, saying to Ding Chenmo and the others, “Thank you so much this time! If there’s anything you need my help with in the future, I’ll do my absolute best.”

Li Weiyi understood the weight of this promise. He wasn’t referring to this timeline that was about to be overwritten, but to the more distant future. Even if these police officers no longer remembered him, the Zhang Jingchan who would reclaim everything in the future would still watch over them and lend a helping hand when necessary.

You Mingxu just smiled: “No need for that, it’s our duty. We’ll give you one evening. You must report to the police station tomorrow.”

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi exchanged a glance. He nodded: “We’ll definitely be there tomorrow.”

Ding Chenmo sighed and looked at You Mingxu with pitying eyes.

Watching the couple go upstairs, You Mingxu clearly misunderstood Ding Chenmo’s earlier look and said, “Don’t worry, I’ve assigned two people to protect them around the clock with guns. I won’t let Xu Yi succeed again.”

Ding Chenmo nodded.

Chapter 118: My Girlfriend (2)
Li Weiyi was pulled upstairs by Zhang Jingchan holding her hand. He remained silent the whole way. Li Weiyi stole a glance—his brows and eyes were calm, his expression peaceful, showing no emotional fluctuation whatsoever, as if it were just an ordinary day, holding hands on the way home.

So Li Weiyi also lowered her head and said nothing. Too much had happened in this one day; she didn’t know what to say to him.

Once inside, Zhang Jingchan released her hand and said, “There are still a few hours. Rest well, we’ll go through the tunnel tonight.”

Li Weiyi: “Did you see who that person was?” She remembered in the previous timeline, the gas station surveillance footage they’d seen showing the hit-and-run driver—that was today.

Zhang Jingchan changed into slippers, took off his jacket and tossed it on the sofa, answering: “I saw him. It was Cheng Chuan.”

Li Weiyi sighed: “Just as expected.”

Zhang Jingchan sat down on the sofa, arms resting on the armrests, head tilted back, slowly exhaling. He looked very tired, yet his dark, handsome eyes kept fixed on her.

Li Weiyi felt flustered under his gaze—it was always like this, though she didn’t know why. She said, “I’ll go take a shower and change clothes.”

“Go ahead.”

She turned to leave, then suddenly remembered something and walked to his side, saying: “I’m taking a shower not because… I wasn’t violated by him in any way.”

Zhang Jingchan said nothing, but picked up her hand and kissed it.

Li Weiyi took a thoroughly satisfying shower. Feeling much more refreshed and invigorated, she emerged from the bathroom to find Zhang Jingchan had already ordered takeout and even set out chopsticks for her. After being tossed around for half the day, she was hungry too, so she sat down without a word and started eating.

Only after she finished did she notice that Zhang Jingchan had eaten a lot today—a whole large container of rice, plus he’d finished all the remaining dishes. She knew his usual appetite well; today he’d eaten at least twice as much.

Watching him calmly clean up the takeout containers, Li Weiyi asked, “How long have you been hungry?”

Zhang Jingchan stood up and carried the trash toward the door, saying, “What makes you think I’ve been going hungry?”

Li Weiyi looked at his retreating figure and lowered her head to text Li Yunmo: “Has he been eating properly these past two days?”

Li Yunmo replied instantly: “Ah, now that you mention it, I hadn’t noticed, but the past two days I’ve been finishing all the food myself, feeling so stuffed every meal. Brother Chan ate very little!”

Another message came: “And he didn’t sleep at all last night!”

When Zhang Jingchan came back after throwing out the trash, Li Weiyi gave a huge yawn. He glanced at his watch and said, “If you’re tired, go sleep for a while.”

Li Weiyi: “What about you?”

He answered: “I still have some things to discuss with Ding Chenmo.”

“Then get into bed as soon as you’re done.”

“Mm.”

Li Weiyi climbed into bed, leaving the other half empty. She wasn’t actually that sleepy—she wanted to pull him in to rest together—but as she waited and waited, she really did fall asleep.

When she woke up, two hours had passed. Dusk was falling. She sat up, only then noticing that Zhang Jingchan had at some point pulled over a chair and sat by the bedroom door, long legs spread, hands resting on the armrests, head tilted back—he’d fallen asleep just like that.

Li Weiyi tiptoed over and crouched down beside his hand, resting her head on the armrest, gazing at him. After watching for perhaps a few minutes, his head suddenly lifted. He opened his eyes and saw her.

The room’s light was dim. The two gazed silently at each other. Li Weiyi grabbed one of his arms, leaned forward, and kissed him. He pressed the back of her head with his other hand, like two fish gasping for air, seeking oxygen and moisture in each other’s breath.

After kissing in this position for a while, Li Weiyi mumbled: “My leg’s gone numb…” She stood up. Zhang Jingchan released her head, laughing softly.

Li Weiyi straightened up. He remained seated, looking up at her, still not moving. Li Weiyi kicked his shin: “Something’s wrong with you.”

“What do you mean?” Zhang Jingchan’s voice was even hoarser than during the day.

Li Weiyi grabbed his hand again and pinched it, saying indignantly: “I was kidnapped, barely escaped with my life, and I even saw… saw my brother-in-law get shot right in front of me…” Her tears welled up: “Even though tomorrow we can change history and keep brother-in-law safe and sound, I was truly terrified. Now I’ve finally made it back, and you’re my boyfriend—how can you seem not at all excited? Shouldn’t a normal person hold me crying bitterly, desperately comforting me? How can you act like nothing happened!”

She threw off his hand and walked toward the door. Zhang Jingchan shot up to his feet, his long legs closing the distance in one stride. He grabbed her hand and pulled her back into his embrace. Li Weiyi struggled perfunctorily twice, then buried her face in his chest and went still.

“Want to see me lose emotional control over you?”

What kind of question was that… Li Weiyi lightly bit his chest. She clearly felt his arms around her tighten.

“Want to see it?” he asked again.

Only now did Li Weiyi feel a bit panicked—the fear of being dominated by someone’s triple-question attack returned. She said, “Actually, not really…” Before she could finish, he’d already lifted her horizontally into his arms. Li Weiyi drew in a sharp breath. Looking at his expression, now much darker than before, she finally recognized the danger belonging to this man.

She was thrown heavily onto the bedsheets. Zhang Jingchan had already pressed down on top of her, pinning both her hands above her head. She heard his slightly rough breathing, which actually trembled slightly. He glanced at her in the dimness, then kissed her frantically.

First he ravaged her red lips mercilessly, kissing until she could barely breathe. Only then did Zhang Jingchan show mercy and temporarily spare her, beginning to kiss her forehead, cheeks, nose tip, working his way down—neck, collarbone. He unbuttoned one by one the buttons blocking the enticing view. Li Weiyi’s voice was soft as a fledgling bird: “Don’t…”

“Isn’t this what you wanted to see? I’m granting your wish!” He pressed down her hands trying to block him again and buried his face lower. Li Weiyi’s toes curled up. She wanted to cry out, wanted to cry, yet didn’t want him to stop. Her hands threaded into his black hair, gently caressing.

Until finally, he’d even tasted her waist thoroughly. Only then did he hold her disheveled form back in his arms, burying his face in the curve of her shoulder, calming his rapid breathing.

Li Weiyi wasn’t doing much better—dizzy and dazed, as if bursts of white light kept flashing before her eyes. Her body was unreasonably sensitive; the moment he sucked with any force, electricity shot through her entire body and her breathing quickened. This was a feeling no one had ever given her before. Though they were still quite far from that final step, she cried.

Zhang Jingchan kissed away her tears, saying, “So silly, what’s there to cry about?”

Li Weiyi: “Are you… alright? Just like this?”

“I’m fine.” He finally moved off her body, lying on his back on the bed, pulling the blanket over his waist. “I’ll calm down and take a cold shower.”

Li Weiyi didn’t know what to say, so she said: “I won’t dare provoke you again next time, you’re so fierce.”

He laughed softly, raising one hand to cover his eyes, revealing only his nose tip and jaw, and said: “Li Weiyi, it’s not that I don’t care about you, not that my emotions aren’t stirred… After so many years, I’ve rarely had emotional fluctuations like these past two days. Control and suppression are my instinct. Otherwise I don’t know what I’d do to you. Today I only did this much and you already cried. If I told you I’m still restraining more than half of my emotions and impulses, would you believe me?”

Li Weiyi nestled against his shoulder, saying softly: “But I hope that in front of me, you don’t suppress yourself, don’t hold back. You can lose control.”

Zhang Jingchan turned his head and saw a pair of clear, warm eyes. He suddenly understood—earlier she hadn’t truly been angry. It was deliberate. She understood everything.

Zhang Jingchan’s throat felt somewhat blocked. Unable to utter another word, he rolled over again to pin her down. This round of restraint and devouring finally showed signs of losing control. She even pleaded softly: “I can’t take it anymore, I really can’t…” He paid no attention, his eyes burning like fire yet deep as a well. Finally, in an extremely rare display, his eyes reddened as he spared her, yet still kept her pressed against his chest, refusing to let go.

Li Weiyi nestled obediently against him, gently caressing his body.

“I really want the loop to end soon,” she said. “Everyone safe and sound, no one dead, all the evildoers sent to prison. And then…” She looked up at him, her eyes filled with a smile like the first melting of winter snow: “Let’s have the most wonderful romance.”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his head to kiss her, promising: “I’ve wanted to tell you for a long time: exhaust your imagination, and I’ll make it all come true.”

Chapter 119: Meeting Life After Life (1)
As night fell, a Bentley drove up to an abandoned construction site.

Xu Yi wore a black suit with a black shirt, no tie, arms crossed over his chest, eyes closed in meditation.

The assistant beside him: “Director Xu, we’re here.”

Xu Yi slowly opened his eyes, glanced out the car window, and said, “You all go back first. I want to sit here quietly for a while.”

The assistant hesitated: “Should we leave someone?” Besides the driver, there was also a bodyguard in the car.

“No need.”

They all got out and left. Xu Yi lit a cigarette and slowly smoked it to the end. He took off his suit jacket and tossed it in the car, opened the storage compartment beside his seat, took out a dagger and tucked it in his pocket. His gaze paused. He reached into the very bottom of the storage compartment and pulled out a paper bag—inside was a small handgun.

His vision suddenly blurred for an instant, as if seeing double images. He saw another hand putting the gun back, taking only the dagger.

This hallucination flashed by in an instant.

Xu Yi stared at the handgun, the corners of his mouth curling up slightly. Was that from the previous timeline?

Then today he would make a different choice.

He fastened the holster around his waist, put his suit jacket back on, pushed open the door and got out.

Walking forward several dozen meters, he reached an ochre-colored old factory building. A black jeep was parked there. A person walked out from behind the building, saying with a smile, “Assistant Xu is very punctual.”

Xu Yi stopped about ten meters away and said, “Speak. What is it this time?”

The current Cheng Chuan was like a completely different person from years ago. He’d gotten fat and dark, added two scars on his face. He wasn’t wearing his frame glasses—he must be wearing contact lenses, his eyeballs noticeably protruding. He’d lost all of his former restraint and false kindness. The sinister energy once hidden deep behind his lenses was now written all over his face.

He said coldly: “I should thank Assistant Xu—now such a big boss, yet when I call, a reformed criminal like me, you’re still willing to come out. Indeed, the information and past events about Fu Ming that I have in my hands are still valuable.”

Xu Yi put both hands in his pants pockets, saying nothing.

Yet his handsomeness, his nobility, his cleanliness and calmness—all of it irritated Cheng Chuan’s nerves. Cheng Chuan suddenly erupted in anger, roaring: “Three hundred thousand? Last time I came to you, you thought three hundred thousand would be enough to send me away? I thought about it afterwards—that’s not right! The dignified chairman of Muchen Group, what’s your net worth? Five billion? Ten billion? If it weren’t for me back then, where would you, Xu Yi, have gotten all that money for startup capital? I was Zhang Moyun’s best friend. You siblings only had clout at Fu Ming because you borrowed my influence!”

“So what exactly do you want?”

“I want shares in Muchen Group!” Cheng Chuan’s eyes gleamed strangely. He said through clenched teeth, “Give me five percent—no! Ten percent! If you do, what happened back then will rot in my belly. Once I become a Muchen shareholder, our prosperity and ruin will be tied together. You can rest completely at ease!”

Xu Yi took off his glasses, pulled out a lens cloth from his pocket, and meticulously wiped them, saying: “Aren’t you afraid I’ll have someone take you out?”

Cheng Chuan laughed heartily: “Everyone walks by the river, but I’m the one who’s barefoot. Let me tell you the truth—I’ve kept backup copies of that information, given to a fellow inmate. If I die, he’ll immediately report to the police. When that happens, we’ll both go down together, and your life is worth much more than mine.”

Anger finally appeared on Xu Yi’s face, his chest rising and falling with rapid breathing.

Cheng Chuan said smugly: “How about it, Assistant Xu, can you give me the shares? It’s better to resolve grievances than to nurse them. I don’t want to oppose you either. I just want to take back what should be mine. From now on we’ll make money together. I can even manage finances for you. We’ll turn our enmity into friendship, and you can sleep soundly. Isn’t that good? After all, I was once your brother-in-law. We still have some connection.”

Xu Yi looked at him coldly. After a moment of silence, he said: “One percent at most.”

Cheng Chuan scoffed: “Are you sending away a beggar?”

“Muchen’s current market value is close to ten billion!”

Cheng Chuan’s heart pounded, but he only agreed to meet halfway: “Five percent! Not a bit less!”

“Three percent is my bottom line. The shares aren’t in my hands alone—they have to pass through the board of directors. Any more will raise suspicion and won’t be operational. I can supplement you with another ten million in cash, no more. But I have conditions. All the information and backups in your possession must be completely destroyed. Once you take the money, you leave the country and don’t come back.”

Cheng Chuan actually wanted to stay in the country, hold Muchen shares, and ideally manage a subsidiary company. But the temptation of three hundred million was simply too great. His Adam’s apple rolled as he decided to agree first. As for whether he’d make other demands in the future—well, it wasn’t just Xu Yi’s decision alone anyway.

Both were well-versed in finance and company operations. They roughly discussed the operational method. Xu Yi agreed to first help him register a shell company, create a respectable yet mysterious identity for him, then transfer three percent of his personal company shares. They discussed specifics including how to handle the accounting and what to tell the board of directors. Cheng Chuan’s heart grew hotter and hotter. He finally believed that Xu Yi, now a towering tree that attracted the wind, truly couldn’t contain what happened back then—the matter was simply too big. He genuinely hoped to spend money to avoid disaster.

“I’ve shown my sincerity. What about you?” Xu Yi asked, leaning against Cheng Chuan’s car door.

Cheng Chuan answered with a chuckle: “Director Xu, rest assured, I’m only in it for the money. If what happened back then came out, I’d have to go back to prison too. But the shares and money aren’t in my hands yet, so I can’t give you the materials right now.”

“Then how are my interests guaranteed? Without seeing the materials, the shares won’t be transferred to you.”

“Fine, I’ll give you my copy first. That should be enough sincerity, right?” Cheng Chuan said. “Once the shares are transferred, I’ll call my fellow inmate over and destroy his copy in front of you, guaranteed clean and complete.”

“All the residences and belongings of you and everyone around you, plus electronic devices and accounts—I’ll have people clean through everything once.”

Cheng Chuan’s heart sank, but he agreed first: “No problem.”

Xu Yi: “Where’s your copy?”

Cheng Chuan understood—only by seeing the materials with his own eyes and believing in their weight would Xu Yi be willing to pay the price. He smiled and said, “Far away in the heavens, yet right before your eyes.” He walked toward the trunk and bent down to open it.

Xu Yi followed. A sharp blade appeared in his palm, stabbing straight into Cheng Chuan’s lower back. Cheng Chuan’s whole body trembled. However, after five years of struggling and crawling in prison, he was no longer the pampered executive of years past. Enduring the pain, he suddenly turned around and threw a punch at Xu Yi’s face.

Xu Yi tilted his head and easily dodged. He’d always been an extremely cautious person. Over these years, as his business grew bigger and his wealth multiplied, though bodyguards accompanied him everywhere, he never skipped his daily fitness and combat training—all for self-protection in extreme situations. The combat instructor he hired was naturally a top expert. By himself alone, he could handle three opponents without problem. This was why he dared to have all the bodyguards leave today and come to this meeting alone—he wouldn’t let a third person hear a single word of what Cheng Chuan had to say.

Chapter 120: Meeting Life After Life (2)
However, Cheng Chuan was already a desperate man with his own ruthless edge. He reached into the trunk and grabbed a steel rod, swinging it down at Xu Yi’s head. Xu Yi dodged several times but took a hit on his back, yet managed to plunge his second knife into Cheng Chuan’s right chest. This time Cheng Chuan completely lost the ability to move, collapsing to the ground, gasping for breath, blood flowing continuously.

Cheng Chuan’s face twisted as he roared hoarsely: “Xu Yi, you’re insane… If you kill me, those materials will be reported to the police and you’ll go to prison too! Did you think I was just bluffing?”

Xu Yi picked up the steel rod he’d dropped on the ground and struck his head with a “crack,” knocking him unconscious. Xu Yi tossed the steel rod into the trunk, saying flatly: “Fool.”

Seeing that Cheng Chuan was barely breathing, Xu Yi couldn’t let him die just yet. He picked him up like a dead dog and threw him in the back seat, then fished out the car keys and phone from his body before sitting in the driver’s seat himself.

Next, Xu Yi called his assistant: “I’m planning to see a psychiatrist. Come help me drive the car back. Don’t reveal today’s schedule to anyone.”

Involving his boss’s privacy, the assistant immediately agreed without question.

Xu Yi then used Cheng Chuan’s fingerprint to unlock his phone. After scrolling for just a moment, he found that fellow inmate on WeChat. Their chat records were clearly visible, even including the inmate’s address—he’d also been released not long ago and lived alone.

Xu Yi sneered coldly, carefully wiped the fingerprints off the phone, and put it back on Cheng Chuan.

Then he went around to the trunk, took out the materials inside, looked through them, and burned them all clean with a fire.

Cheng Chuan’s fellow inmate lived on the other side of the river. So the person who killed Cheng Chuan today would be that inmate—the two had a dispute over money, fought, and stabbed each other to death.

The night had grown very deep.

A light rain began falling from the sky. Xu Yi took off his suit jacket, put on a mask and Cheng Chuan’s hat, dressed all in black, and drove the black jeep, queuing on the highway outside the river-crossing tunnel.

His phone rang—the villa’s butler calling. Xu Yi inexplicably had an ominous premonition. Steering with one hand, he answered the call.

“Mr. Xu, I just checked the surveillance and discovered that this afternoon, someone infiltrated the villa and took the young lady away.”

Last night when Xu Yi brought the unconscious Li Weiyi back to the villa, only his trusted butler saw and helped him arrange things. Xu Yi mentioned she was a girlfriend with a serious illness who didn’t like seeing people, and he handled everything personally. The butler wisely kept silent.

Xu Yi gripped the phone, looking up at the rain curtain in front of the car, laughing coldly: “She has a serious illness, her mind isn’t clear, and you people still couldn’t watch over her. I’m very angry. Delete all today’s surveillance, take apart the hard drive, smash it to pieces, and throw it in the river—out of sight, out of mind.”

“Yes.”

“The master bedroom is dirty. Arrange for people to clean it thoroughly immediately. Every place must be scrubbed three times, including that sealed room where I store key documents. I’ll send you a temporary password shortly.”

“Yes.”

Xu Yi tossed aside the phone. His chest heaved violently. Eyes on the flowing stream of people and cars outside, his right hand suddenly slammed the steering wheel.

His right back suddenly went cold—something pierced into his body. Sharp, tearing pain struck. Xu Yi nearly lost his grip on the steering wheel. His back collapsed backward as he whipped around.

Cheng Chuan had somehow woken up, his face deathly pale, hands covered in blood. One hand gripped the seat back while the other released the dagger embedded in Xu Yi’s back, laughing eerily: “Beast! If we die, we die together! Let’s see who dies faster! Hahaha—”

Turns out he’d also hidden a dagger on his body, but previously had no chance to pull it out before Xu Yi subdued him.

If Xu Yi hadn’t been distracted by the phone call, he never would have been completely unaware. He slumped over the steering wheel, gasping roughly. Cheng Chuan was already on his last breath, but holding the desperate thought of dragging Xu Yi down with him even in death, he actually forced himself to rise from the back seat and lunge at Xu Yi.

Xu Yi cursed. The car was still moving at high speed. He protected the steering wheel with one hand while shoving and grappling with Cheng Chuan with the other.

This was a main road along the river. Even at ten o’clock at night, traffic was heavy. The black jeep swerved left and right, zigzagging crookedly. Surrounding cars immediately honked in unison. Several times they nearly crashed, but Xu Yi avoided them with extreme danger.

Ahead, the yellow light flashed, then changed to green. All vehicles gradually slowed down. Surrounding cars frantically avoided this crazed jeep.

Cheng Chuan had already climbed halfway into the front seat, pressing down on Xu Yi’s shoulder. He let out a cackling, eerie laugh. Xu Yi had no way to step on the brakes. A large crowd was crossing the road ahead. He could only watch helplessly as the car was about to hit them…

In that split second, phantom images appeared before Xu Yi’s eyes again. Scene after scene flashed by extremely quickly, like fleeting shadows. He saw Cheng Chuan burst out with his last vicious strength, pinning him in the driver’s seat. He saw the big jeep consecutively hit several people, finally colliding with a black BMW. He caught a glimpse of a man and woman in the other car. He also saw how after colliding with them, the big jeep crashed into the reinforced concrete pillar at the tunnel entrance, slid several meters, then overturned on its side. He saw Cheng Chuan’s head nearly shattered, his body thrown over ten meters away. He saw himself drained of blood, stuck in the seat, eyes open, breath stopped…

Xu Yi shuddered. Cold dread spread across his back. He decisively pulled the handgun from his waist and fired three shots—”bang bang bang”—at Cheng Chuan’s head. Cheng Chuan fell onto the passenger seat with eyes wide open. All around were screams from the crowd. Xu Yi looked up. His vision filled with blazing brightness. In this timeline he didn’t see the black BMW—only a black ordinary sedan that suddenly accelerated, actively crashing toward him.

Two cars, colliding in every timeline. They finally, in this timeline, saw each other clearly.

An intense sensation of impact and spinning struck. After colliding with the sedan, the big jeep lost control, spinning in circles, sliding several meters before crashing into the reinforced concrete pillar and heavily overturning onto its side.

Xu Yi coughed up fresh blood. With difficulty he turned his head to glance at the direction where the sedan had overturned, then closed his eyes.

Chapter 121: The Third Person
Early morning, very quiet.

Li Weiyi opened her eyes, gazing at the familiar room furnishings, her mind not yet reacting.

The sweet fragrance of food wafted to her nostrils. Someone walked to the bedroom door and knocked: “Weiyi, I’ve made breakfast for you. I’m going to work.”

Li Weiyi shot up into a sitting position, staring at Li Xiaoyi’s face, now noticeably much younger.

Seeing her dazed expression, Li Xiaoyi showed a pained look and said, “If you want to go see Achan, wait until the weekend when you have time off. Focus on your studies first. As for Mom and Dad… I’ll talk to them for you.”

“Mm…”

Li Xiaoyi left. Li Weiyi pulled out her phone from under the pillow and looked: September 11, 2014—exactly two months since Zhang Jingchan became a vegetable. Today was also the day Zhang Moyun and Wu Xinhui would be burned to death, and tomorrow Li Jingxiong would jump to his death.

But why hadn’t she and Zhang Jingchan switched bodies? What had changed to affect the time travel? Was it because Zhang Jingchan had previously been in a vegetative state?

Li Weiyi had just jumped out of bed when her phone rang—an unfamiliar number. Before Li Weiyi could answer, the call disconnected itself. Li Weiyi felt the number looked somewhat familiar and called back, but no one answered.

Li Weiyi couldn’t be bothered and dialed Zhang Jingchan instead.

“Hello, Zhang Jingchan?”

“It’s me.” Zhang Jingchan’s familiar, steady voice came through, settling Li Weiyi’s heart.

Li Weiyi: “We…”

“Are you surprised why we didn’t switch this time?”

“You know why?”

“I think I can probably guess the reason. It’s hard to explain over the phone. Let’s talk in person—come to the villa.”

Li Weiyi called her homeroom teacher to request sick leave, then took a taxi to the villa.

She’d been coming frequently these past two months. As soon as she arrived at the villa, a bodyguard opened the door for her, his face full of joy: “Miss Li, Young Master Zhang woke up!”

Li Weiyi smiled and walked into the house. She saw Nanny Liu also looking delighted. Li Weiyi smiled and nodded at her before going upstairs.

Zhang Jingchan’s door was wide open. Faint crying and talking sounds came from within—it seemed he’d already been brought back from the hospital.

Li Weiyi knocked on the door. Zhang Jingchan was comforting the weeping Wu Xinhui with his arm around her shoulder. He looked up and gave her a gentle smile.

Li Weiyi’s steps paused before she walked in, calling out: “Auntie, Achan.”

Wu Xinhui wiped her tears excitedly, saying, “Ah, good child, you’re here. Achan called you, didn’t he? He woke up! He woke up this morning. Heaven truly has eyes, wuu wuu wuu…”

Li Weiyi sat to one side. After Zhang Jingchan comforted his mother for a while longer, Wu Xinhui stood up: “I’m going to wash my face and check if the congee in the kitchen is ready. I’ll also urge your father to hurry back. Weiyi, you keep Achan company and chat.”

“Alright, Auntie.”

Zhang Jingchan wore a black hoodie and black sweatpants. Aside from his slightly pale complexion, he already looked like that upright, handsome young man. He frowned and rubbed his forehead, then shook his wrists.

Li Weiyi sat beside him on the bed: “Still uncomfortable?”

“After all, I was lying down for two months.” Zhang Jingchan turned his head to look at her. “At least this time, I didn’t make you wait too long.”

Li Weiyi gazed into his dark, handsome eyes, her throat tightening. She rested her head on his shoulder. He gently held her, saying, “This time, we won’t be separated again.”

She nuzzled his neck with the top of her head, making him laugh softly. She asked again: “What do you think is the reason we didn’t switch this time?”

“During the crash, did you see clearly who was in the other vehicle?”

Li Weiyi’s heart tightened: “I saw clearly. Didn’t you say it was Cheng Chuan? Why did the driver change to Xu Yi?”

Zhang Jingchan’s expression turned grave: “After Cheng Chuan got out of prison, he very likely sought out Xu Yi. Back then they were inside operatives together—he might have dirt on Xu Yi. That jeep was clearly out of control. They very likely had an internal conflict.”

“So that’s how it is.” Li Weiyi nodded—this made complete sense. “But why didn’t those two time travel before?” Her eyes suddenly widened as she realized the answer: “They…”

Zhang Jingchan nodded: “Every time, they both died. But what if this time, Xu Yi didn’t die? From the situation at the time, he had the upper hand in that vehicle. If the number of time travelers changes, do the loop rules also change? That’s why we didn’t switch.”

Li Weiyi’s heart pounded, her expression uneasy: “He came, he also came… Then what should we do?”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his head, their faces lightly touching: “Still so afraid of him?”

Li Weiyi dejectedly hummed in acknowledgment.

He patted her shoulder: “Don’t be afraid. I’m here.”

“What should we do now?”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his eyes, his gaze calm as ice: “We respond to changing circumstances with constancy. No matter what Xu Yi does, in the previous timeline he set fire to kill my family and tricked Li Jingxiong out of the evidence—all just to escape punishment. Now the evidence still exists. We only need to do one thing: immediately find my father and submit the evidence to the police. Although the surface evidence can only convict Liu Ying and two others, once the police investigate further, Xu Yi definitely won’t escape.”

Li Weiyi’s heart suddenly cleared. She nodded: “This is called striking the snake at its vital point!”

Zhang Jingchan looked at her with a smile.

Someone knocked. Li Yunmo stood at the door looking dazed and confused: “I’m not dreaming, am I…”

He rushed over in one stride, stuck out his butt to push Li Weiyi aside, and hugged Zhang Jingchan: “Brother Chan, wuu wuu wuu, Brother Chan, I thought you really wouldn’t wake up until 2022! I’ve been feeling so guilty.”

Li Weiyi chuckled—this guy’s reaction was exactly the same as in 2022.

Zhang Jingchan patted his shoulder, saying, “I’m fine. I’m back.”

Li Yunmo was about to speak again when Zhang Jingchan turned serious: “Go home immediately. Stop your father—don’t let him argue with your mother. Based on the timeline, that evidence at your house has already been stolen. Tell him it’s okay, the evidence at my father’s place is still here. Tell him not to act rashly and to wait for further instructions from my dad. Otherwise, he’ll go looking for Zhang Fengming and the others and end up jumping to his death!”

Li Yunmo broke out in a cold sweat. Li Weiyi also reacted, urging: “There’s no time to explain. Go back quickly and stabilize your father first!”

Before Li Yunmo could say a word, he turned and ran.

Li Weiyi let out a long breath of relief, saying, “Your mind still works fast. This time, Uncle Li should be able to be saved.” She raised her hand to brush back her hair, looking at him.

Zhang Jingchan nodded: “Right.”

A car engine sounded from downstairs. Wu Xinhui’s voice came: “You’re finally back—our son woke up!”

Zhang Moyun’s anxious voice came: “Where’s our son?”

Then came the sound of hurried footsteps climbing the stairs.

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi both stood up, exchanged a glance, and walked out the door.

Chapter 122: Blades Drawn (1)
After two months apart, Zhang Moyun’s temples had turned almost completely white, and he had lost considerable weight. Gripping the stair railing, he looked at the two of them, his gaze finally settling on Zhang Jingchan with a frown.

The three of them entered Zhang Jingchan’s room.

“You are…” Zhang Moyun looked at Zhang Jingchan.

“Dad, it’s me.”

Li Weiyi said, “Uncle, I’m Li Weiyi. This time we haven’t swapped bodies—it’s a long story.” She quite admired Zhang Moyun. After accepting the reality of time-traveling body swaps, he could tell at a glance that something was off.

Zhang Moyun’s brow furrowed tightly as he asked his son, “Did you see the letter I left for you?”

Zhang Jingchan made an affirmative sound.

“Then why did you still come?”

Li Weiyi was about to explain when Zhang Jingchan had already replied, “Because beside you, there’s still hidden the most venomous wolf, yet you haven’t noticed.”

Zhang Moyun froze. “Who is it?”

“Have you never suspected Xu Yi?”

Zhang Moyun sat down in his chair, somewhat distracted. “Him? He and they aren’t the same kind of people. He’s devoted himself to everything for me, and I’ve treated him well. With his talent, there’s no need for him to…”

“What if Liu Ying is his biological older sister?” Zhang Jingchan interrupted him. “What if the returns he gets from you don’t even match a fraction of what they’ve secretly embezzled? You can know a person’s face but not their heart.”

Li Weiyi said, “I retrieved that lost voice recorder from 2022—it was in Xu Yi’s safe.”

Zhang Jingchan stared at Zhang Moyun, his fingers tapping on the chair back before stopping.

Zhang Moyun thought with a dark expression for a while, then said, “Damn it, that little bastard has been playing me for a fool! So what should we do now?”

But Zhang Jingchan asked, “The futures contracts have been sold off, the debts have been cleared, and you have that evidence in your hands—why haven’t you turned it over to the police yet?”

Zhang Moyun slapped the table. “I was tricked! Yesterday Cheng Chuan and Zhang Fengming came to see me and confessed everything they’ve done over the years, begging me to forgive them. Of course I won’t forgive them, but they said they’d give me all the evidence tomorrow. I wanted to see what tricks they were trying to pull and who else was involved!”

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi exchanged glances. He said, “So in the previous life, you and Mom both died in tonight’s fire. This is nothing but their delaying tactic, betting on your mentality of wanting to beat down those already fallen.”

Zhang Moyun’s expression became extremely ugly. He had seen that fire in his dreams—so this was where it originated.

Li Weiyi also understood now. At the end of the day, Zhang Moyun was a very self-confident person, and to a certain degree, could be considered stubborn and opinionated. Fu Ming’s debt crisis and his brothers’ betrayal were probably the greatest humiliation and setback he had encountered in his entire life. Now that the debts were finally cleared and he held evidence with victory in his grasp, these two traitors came at precisely this moment, crying bitterly and bowing their heads in apology—this would naturally greatly soothe his pride. At that time, Zhang Moyun didn’t yet know about Xu Yi’s role. In his mind, those two people plus Liu Ying couldn’t outmaneuver him. Who knew the ruthlessness and arrogance of the mastermind behind the scenes would exceed everyone’s expectations. That’s how Zhang Moyun made one misstep that cost him and his wife their lives.

Li Weiyi said, “Uncle, the other party understands you too well—they’ve gauged your mindset with perfect precision. This person must be Xu Yi…” She had been about to say: Only he is this clever, but changed her words mid-sentence: “Only he has such malicious cunning.”

Both father and son fell silent for a moment. Zhang Jingchan said, “She’s right.”

Zhang Moyun sighed. “The younger generation is formidable! I underestimated the enemy! What should we do next? I’ll follow your lead completely.” His gaze was frank and resolute as he looked at them.

Li Weiyi admired him again somewhat. This grassroots entrepreneur who had weathered countless storms, though he had stumbled due to overconfidence and underestimating his enemy, could immediately adjust his mindset, actively admit his mistakes, and plan for what came next.

Li Weiyi looked toward Zhang Jingchan. He said calmly and steadily, “Two things: First, report to the police immediately and submit that evidence you have. Although there’s currently no clear surface evidence proving Xu Yi is connected to this matter, as long as the police investigate further, they’ll definitely catch him. Second, the housekeeper Liu Guizhi and a man named Li Yilin are their accomplices—these two people will set the fire tonight. Have the police detain them and search their residences—there will likely be discoveries. Catch them all in one sweep, and the fire will never happen!”

Li Weiyi’s heart burned with excitement as she listened. She said, “That’s right! We’ve time-traveled again and again, stumbling forward, constantly exploring. You, Uncle, and we have all suffered many hardships, but each time, we’ve obtained more truth; each time we’re closer to success than the last. Now my family is already safe and happy, Fu Ming’s debts are cleared, the mastermind behind the scenes is crystal clear, and you’ve even prepared the evidence. This time, we’ll catch all these people in one sweep and settle this completely. That way, we can fulfill your wish—Ah Chan and I won’t need to come again, you and Auntie will live long lives, and we’ll meet again in 2022.”

Zhang Jingchan gripped her hand tightly.

Zhang Moyun took a deep breath, stood up, and said, “Good! I’ll contact the police now. Should I go directly to the economic crimes unit?”

Li Weiyi hesitated for a moment. Zhang Jingchan glanced at her and said, “Find Ding Chenmo, have him bring people from the economic crimes unit. I trust him most.”

Zhang Moyun went to make the phone call. Zhang Jingchan said quietly to Li Weiyi, “There’s something I’d like to ask of you. It seems my dad knows nothing about Li Yilin—he had no reaction when he heard the name. But I believe my mom and he are innocent. I can’t really ask about this matter myself. Could you go chat with my mom?”

For an adult son to inquire whether his mother had an affair with another man would indeed be awkward; it was easier for woman to woman. Li Weiyi nodded. “Leave it to me.” After all, she had been calling Wu Xinhui “Mom” for many days now. This woman’s character wasn’t complicated—Li Weiyi was confident she could get answers.

Li Weiyi went downstairs alone, pulled Wu Xinhui into a room, and closed the door. Wu Xinhui was quite curious. “What is it, being so mysterious?”

Li Weiyi held her hand and said, “Auntie, I have something to ask you. You must tell me the truth, because someone wants to harm you and Uncle!”

Because of her son becoming a vegetable this time, Wu Xinhui had long been on high alert. Hearing her say this, she panicked completely.

“There’s a man named Li Yilin—what’s your relationship with him? Why has he come to the house looking for you repeatedly? Why did you agree to meet him?”

Wu Xinhui froze and lowered her head. “He… he’s just an ordinary friend.”

“But he was bought off by the people who harmed Ah Chan last time, and they’re conspiring to set fire and burn you, Uncle, and Ah Chan to death. The police already have evidence and will arrive at the villa shortly. They’ll arrest him too.” Li Weiyi said patiently, “You’ve met Ding Chenmo—he’s very capable. Whatever past you and Li Yilin had, he’ll investigate everything thoroughly. I’m here asking you on Ah Chan’s behalf because we want to know the full situation on our side, to avoid Uncle Zhang misunderstanding you when the time comes!”

Wu Xinhui might be shy, might care about face, might not be clever, but when it came to her husband and son’s safety, she was like all wives and mothers—she would not tolerate anyone violating them.

Her face turned ashen, but she also laid out her relationship with Li Yilin, one detail at a time.

Chapter 123: Blades Drawn (2)
The story wasn’t complicated. She had been with Zhang Moyun, who was a construction contractor at the time, when she was eighteen or nineteen. It was common for young people to quarrel constantly. She had been a renowned beauty in the area back then, with a proud personality. Zhang Moyun had a bad temper, was stubborn, and was single-mindedly focused on making money, so the two often had conflicts.

The most serious time, they broke up for two years.

Li Yilin was Wu Xinhui’s first love boyfriend from high school, completely different from Zhang Moyun—fair and handsome, gentle in temperament, and sweet-talking. At that time, he came to pursue her again. Wu Xinhui wavered and got back together with him.

However, after being together for about a year, Wu Xinhui broke up with him. She still couldn’t forget Zhang Moyun.

Zhang Moyun never knew about this, and Wu Xinhui never mentioned it. In his mind, his wife had only been with him—completely pure and innocent.

So when Li Yilin showed up at their door, Wu Xinhui panicked. She didn’t want Zhang Moyun to know that she had slept with Li Yilin back then. Every time Li Yilin came, it was for money, and he didn’t ask for much. Wu Xinhui simply gave him money to send him away. As for Li Yilin making physical advances on her, Wu Xinhui firmly resisted. After they scuffled a few times, Li Yilin didn’t dare do anything more.

“But…” Li Weiyi was puzzled. “Even if Uncle Zhang found out, that was over twenty years ago. He shouldn’t be angry, right?”

Wu Xinhui’s expression was defeated as she answered, “Li Yilin has some… photographs. I was young then and foolish—he coaxed me into taking them. I didn’t expect he’d still have them. I don’t want Moyun to see those.”

Li Weiyi understood. Li Yilin as a chess piece was extremely useful to those people. A mixture of truth and lies, leaving no survivors.

Li Weiyi said solemnly, “Auntie, don’t worry. I’ll tell Ding Chenmo about this privately and have him find those photographs and destroy them. Absolutely no one else will see them.”

Wu Xinhui’s eyes reddened. “Good child, I feel much better having said it. Thank you!”

——

Li Weiyi and Wu Xinhui came out of the room. Ding Chenmo had already brought two police officers upstairs. Li Weiyi hurried to Zhang Jingchan’s room and saw him personally handing a USB drive to Ding Chenmo. Zhang Moyun stood nearby with a grave expression.

This was the moment when the dust settled, the result of all her and Zhang Jingchan’s efforts over so many attempts, yet everything seemed so calm. Li Weiyi slowly exhaled. But why did she still feel vaguely uneasy somewhere in her heart? Probably because Xu Yi was too cunning—it had been half a day since they’d traveled through time, and there had been no movement from his side.

Ding Chenmo took the USB drive and examined it carefully for a while before asking, “You collected this?”

Zhang Moyun nodded.

Because this economic crime case involved Fu Ming, the city’s leading enterprise, with enormous sums involved and possibly mixed with an attempted murder criminal case, Ding Chenmo had already received authorization from leadership before departing. On the spot, using Zhang Moyun’s computer, he had the economic crimes personnel conduct a preliminary review of the materials.

After looking for a while, the economic crimes officer nodded at Ding Chenmo, who had been leaning in to look the whole time, his brow furrowed tightly, seemingly deep in thought.

Ding Chenmo straightened up and said to them, “I’ll have the bureau issue arrest warrants for Liu Ying, Zhang Fengming, and Cheng Chuan right now. As for Xu Yi, we’ll need to investigate thoroughly before we know whether he’s connected.”

Zhang Jingchan said, “Xu Yi is Liu Ying’s biological younger brother.”

Ding Chenmo’s eyes gleamed sharply as he glanced at him and said, “I see.”

At that moment, a police officer came knocking at the door and called Ding Chenmo over to whisper in his ear. Ding Chenmo turned around, his expression even more serious. “We searched both Liu Guizhi and Li Yilin’s residences and found accelerants and tools for arson. The people have been detained. Liu Guizhi hasn’t said anything yet, but Li Yilin confessed everything after just a little intimidation: he took money, Liu Ying approached him to set the fire tonight, saying it was to scare the Zhang family. This is no longer a simple economic crime—it’s extremely serious in nature. I’ll report to leadership immediately.” He paused, then said, “We’ll also take Xu Yi into custody right away.”

Li Weiyi was slightly startled.

She felt that today’s Ding Chenmo was a bit strange—not his usual decisive, no-nonsense self. It seemed like he had something on his mind.

She quickly figured it out. Ding Chenmo was sharp—the Zhang family’s report had come too suddenly. Maybe the old man was suspicious again, or perhaps he too had been affected by the repeated cycles and had fragmented intuitions.

Well, let him be.

Li Weiyi smiled at him. Ding Chenmo noticed, looked at her deeply, and said, “Li Weiyi, come with me.”

Zhang Jingchan spoke up. “What for?”

Ding Chenmo replied, “Don’t protect her! Such a major case—what’s an unrelated child doing getting involved? She should have been asked to leave earlier. I need to lecture her a bit. Don’t you follow.”

The two walked to the staircase. Ding Chenmo still had that sharp gaze that made one’s heart flutter. Li Weiyi felt he might have also noticed that she and Zhang Jingchan hadn’t swapped bodies this time.

But Ding Chenmo didn’t say anything. He genuinely advised, “From what we can see, these criminals are vicious and have strong desire for revenge. You’re a young girl, not even an adult yet. You’re not needed for what comes next. Stay out of things for the next few days and be careful. Once the case is closed, you can be inseparable from that boy again.”

“Oh, got it.”

Zhang Moyun called all four bodyguards together to guard the villa. These bodyguards were all people he had personally found from out of town—safe and reliable. Seeing this, Ding Chenmo left two police officers for protection and hurriedly departed with the others, instructing the Zhang family to come to the police station in the afternoon to give statements.

Li Weiyi walked back upstairs. Zhang Moyun sat on the sofa with his arms around the crying Wu Xinhui, his eyes red. Li Weiyi thought perhaps she could guess what the couple had confessed to each other. Zhang Jingchan sat beside them, his handsome long eyebrows slightly furrowed, also somewhat lost in thought.

Li Weiyi tugged at the back of his clothing. Zhang Jingchan turned his head, his gaze becoming gentle. Still sitting, he held her hand and said, “It’s fine. It’s over. We won. Now it’s just the police making arrests—they can’t turn things around.”

Li Weiyi was filled with mixed emotions. She stood still, gazing at him. He held her hand, just smiling quietly.

“You’ve worked hard too, Weiyi.” Zhang Moyun looked over. Wu Xinhui stood up. “Good child, are you hungry? I’ll go make you something to eat.”

Li Weiyi quickly waved her hand. “No need!” She glanced at the time—it was just noon. “I need to go back to school for class. After all, I’m in my senior year.”

Having said this, the Zhang couple naturally couldn’t insist she stay. Wu Xinhui gave Zhang Jingchan a push. “You take Weiyi to school. On the way, buy her whatever she wants to eat.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled. “Mom, you don’t need to tell me.”

Li Weiyi’s face flushed slightly. She walked out of the villa gates with Zhang Jingchan side by side, a police officer and a bodyguard following about ten meters behind.

Zhang Jingchan said, “There are still two things we need to guard against: First, if Xu Yi guesses our moves, we need to prevent them from fleeing abroad, but that’s up to the police. Second…” He put both hands in his pockets and lowered his head slightly. “Xu Yi has a strong obsession with you, and you just escaped from the secret room he carefully constructed. If he can’t escape abroad and becomes desperate enough to turn back and come looking for you, I’m not at ease.”

Li Weiyi was stunned and speechless.

Zhang Jingchan glanced back at the villa. “So I want to reassign two bodyguards to follow you twenty-four hours a day until they’re all apprehended.”

Li Weiyi thought for a moment and nodded. “Alright, I’ll listen to you.”

Zhang Jingchan’s expression relaxed. He called over the bodyguard behind them and gave some instructions. Soon the other bodyguard also came over.

Li Weiyi was in a quandary. “I can temporarily take a few days off from school, but if they follow me home, where would they stay?”

“Sleep on the floor?”

“Such a big production—I’m also afraid of scaring my parents.”

Zhang Jingchan thought briefly and said, “Then stay in a hotel? Book a suite, or stay in my family’s other property. I’m also afraid Xu Yi will go to your home. After I finish cooperating with the police, I’ll come find you.”

“Then let’s stay at your family’s place.” Li Weiyi thought that the Zhang family had almost gone bankrupt—staying in a hotel suite would be too expensive.

The two looked at each other for a while. Zhang Jingchan pulled her shoulder toward him and lowered his head to kiss her. Li Weiyi quickly dodged, her face red. “No! I’m still a high school student and a minor, and the bodyguard and police are watching from behind.”

Zhang Jingchan laughed, released her without insisting, and instead asked, “When do you turn eighteen?”

“…I’m not telling you!”

Li Weiyi turned her head to look aside and suddenly froze. Before them was a road within the villa district, lined on both sides with detached villas and dense trees. About a hundred meters away, behind a large tree next to a villa, stood a man in black clothes and pants wearing a face mask and baseball cap, gazing in their direction from afar.

Before Li Weiyi could make a sound, Zhang Jingchan beside her had already shouted, “Who?!” and taken off running. The police officer and one bodyguard behind them heard the shout and gave chase. The man behind the tree flashed and turned to run, quickly disappearing from sight.

Li Weiyi stood in place without moving. The other bodyguard stayed by her side with a tense expression. In her mind surfaced the blurred image of the driver in that black Grand Cherokee she had seen so many times. That uneasy feeling surged up in her heart once again.

Chapter 124: Mine (1)
That evening, as the lights were just coming on.

After Zhang Moyun returned from the police station, he received a call from Ding Chenmo informing him that three arrest warrants had been issued and the covert search for Xu Yi had also begun.

However, those four people had already fled without a trace.

The higher-ups attached great importance to this case and had mobilized substantial police forces. Many more police officers appeared on every road in the city, major traffic routes out of the city were heavily guarded—the atmosphere was tense, with everyone on edge.

Ding Chenmo gave a few more quiet instructions before hanging up. Zhang Moyun sat in silence for a while, then picked up his cigarette pack and lighter and went downstairs.

Seeing he was going out, the police and bodyguards all stood up. Zhang Moyun waved his hand. “It’s stuffy inside. I’ll just smoke a cigarette by the front gate. Don’t follow.”

Zhang Moyun walked to the iron gate and indeed lit a cigarette, standing there motionless. The police and bodyguards occasionally glanced over but didn’t follow him out.

The night was as thick as fog, with a single streetlamp in the distance glowing dimly. On the road by the gate, besides him, there wasn’t another soul. Zhang Moyun held the cigarette between his fingers, smoking slowly while gazing at the starry sky and sighing.

Light, hurried footsteps approached. Zhang Moyun turned his head. A man in black clothes and pants wearing a baseball cap and face mask, head lowered, emerged quickly from around the corner. The cigarette in Zhang Moyun’s hand stopped in midair. Before he could react, the person’s body collided hard with his. Zhang Moyun caught sight of the knife sheath at his waist, his throat going dry. Just as he was about to make a sound, the police officer inside called out, “Zhang Dong?” Footsteps sounded.

The man in black turned and ran.

By the time the police officer ran out, the road was empty. The officer asked, “Was someone just here?”

Zhang Moyun gazed in the direction where the person had disappeared, his brow furrowed tightly.

——

The house Zhang Jingchan arranged for Li Weiyi was in an upscale residential complex in the city center—bustling transportation, comprehensive security, on the top floor with only one unit, requiring a card to access the elevator. It could be said to be very safe.

The two bodyguards stayed in the living room watching television. Li Weiyi chose a guest bedroom with a bathroom, went to take a shower, and when she came out, discovered she couldn’t find her phone.

She sat in front of the floor-to-ceiling window overlooking all of Chen City, scratching her head and carefully trying to remember. When she left her own home, she had brought her phone. She hadn’t used it since then and had casually stuffed it in her pants pocket. She looked down at the shallow, wide pocket of her sweatpants and had a bad feeling.

Li Weiyi walked to the living room and said, “I dropped my phone. I need to go look for it.”

The bodyguard asked, “Where do you want to look?”

“Zhang Jingchan’s house, and also in the car you drove here.”

The two bodyguards exchanged glances, showing awkward expressions. “Miss Li, Young Master Zhang specifically instructed us that those criminals haven’t been caught yet—there’s a citywide manhunt. He asked you not to go out for now, otherwise it would be our serious dereliction of duty. We can look in the car, and we can also call to have someone else help look at the Zhang house. But please listen to Young Master Zhang’s instructions.”

Li Weiyi smiled. “Isn’t that a bit exaggerated? Aren’t you two following me? Xu Yi doesn’t have three heads and six arms.”

But the two bodyguards blocked her path, saying, “Young Master Zhang gave us very stern instructions repeatedly. Miss Li, please don’t make things difficult for us.”

Li Weiyi said, “You mean I can’t even go out now if I want to?”

The bodyguard said quietly, “Wait until the criminals are caught, or until Young Master Zhang comes over—you can talk to him directly?”

Li Weiyi turned and went back to her room, throwing herself heavily onto the bed. She thought perhaps it was because she’d been captured by Xu Yi that had frightened Zhang Jingchan. Thinking back to that evening when they’d traveled through time, in her house—his restraint and loss of control—seemed to explain his current forceful demands.

But the more Li Weiyi thought about it, the more restless and irritable she became. She always felt empty and unsettled somewhere in her heart. She pillowed her arms behind her head, gazing at the drifting clouds outside the window, commanding herself to calm down. From waking up this morning until now, she replayed every single thing in her mind, large and small.

She suddenly sat up from the bed and walked to the living room again. One bodyguard quickly said, “Miss Li, I already looked in the car—didn’t see your phone. I also called to have them look at the villa—nothing. Why don’t you think carefully again about where you dropped it?”

“I can’t figure it out. Lend me your phone—I need to call Zhang Jingchan.”

The bodyguard immediately handed her his phone. However, Li Weiyi called twice with no answer, remembering he might still be at the police station giving his statement.

Li Weiyi said, “I need to go cancel my SIM card and buy a new phone.”

The bodyguards fell silent.

“Still can’t go out?”

In the evening, the bodyguards ordered takeout. Li Weiyi ate in her room and didn’t come out.

A bodyguard came knocking at the door and handed her the phone. “Young Master Zhang.”

Li Weiyi took it and closed the door. Zhang Jingchan’s voice came through. “Are you angry?”

Li Weiyi was silent for a few seconds before answering. “A little… but it’s not that I can’t understand. It’s just really inconvenient not having a phone.”

He laughed and said, “Dad, Mom, and I just left the police station. We couldn’t have phones all afternoon. The telecommunications office is also closed now. First thing tomorrow morning I’ll come over and go with you, okay?”

“That’s more like it.”

He was silent for a few seconds, then said, “As long as you’re safe, I won’t be distracted.”

“I understand.”

——

Past midnight, the two bodyguards were fast asleep on the living room sofa when Li Weiyi’s bedroom door suddenly opened, the light on. Her painful moans came through. “Someone… come quickly…”

The two bodyguards jumped up alertly and rushed over to find Li Weiyi clutching her stomach, crouched on the floor, curled into a ball, her face flushed red with tears at the corners of her eyes. “My stomach… hurts so much… ah!”

She cried out several times, her body curling up even tighter, frightening both bodyguards. They tried to help her up, but she wouldn’t let them.

“What’s wrong? Did you eat something bad?” the bodyguard asked. “Or is it… that kind of pain?”

“It’s not that…” Li Weiyi sobbed. “It might be acute gastroenteritis. The food tonight wasn’t clean.”

“But we ate it and we’re fine…”

The other bodyguard gave his companion a reproachful look and said, “How can a young girl’s stomach be as tough as ours! Why don’t you drink some hot water first and see if you feel better?”

Li Weiyi shook her head. “I don’t want any! I just drank some and threw it up… I need to go to the hospital, wuu wuu! To the hospital! It hurts so much.”

She cried without stopping. The bodyguards were completely at a loss. One walked out the door and called Zhang Jingchan, but no one answered. The two looked at each other and made a decision. “To the hospital!”

If they delayed and something really happened to Li Weiyi, they couldn’t bear the responsibility.

One carried Li Weiyi on his back while the other attended to her. Li Weiyi said through her tears, “I need to call my sister and have her come stay with me.”

This wasn’t an unreasonable request. The bodyguard immediately gave her his phone.

Li Weiyi called Li Xiaoyi. “Sis, I woke up in the middle of the night with terrible stomach pain. It might be gastroenteritis. I need to go to the hospital—to the People’s Hospital emergency room. Can you come stay with me?”

Previously, Zhang Jingchan had Zhang Moyun explain to the Li family roughly about the protective arrangements for her over the next few days. The Li family also felt that professional bodyguards were safer.

Li Xiaoyi became anxious immediately. “I’m leaving right now.” Zhong Yi’s voice could also be heard on the phone. “Is that Weiyi?”

Chapter 125: Mine (2)
The Zhang family’s apartment had very convenient transportation. They quickly arrived at the People’s Hospital. One bodyguard went to register while the other stayed with Li Weiyi as she sat waiting for her examination. Li Xiaoyi and the others hadn’t arrived yet.

The People’s Hospital was the city’s best Grade-A tertiary hospital. Even in the middle of the night, the emergency room was still very crowded.

Li Weiyi stopped crying. Clutching her stomach, she lay listlessly on the chair, her eyes gazing blankly around her. To her right was a row of examination rooms. The corridor was filled with people, and at the end of the corridor was the fire escape stairwell. The lights were as bright as daytime, with crowds of people and noisy sounds.

Li Weiyi just sat there quietly, watching and waiting.

At a certain moment, her eyes blurred.

She wondered if she was seeing things. She seemed to see Zhang Jingchan standing in the crowd, smiling at her. He was wearing the same athletic jacket and pants from the daytime. But when she looked more carefully, there was no one there.

She stared blankly in that direction for a moment, then suddenly stood up, slipped into the crowd, and walked quickly toward the fire escape. Where was there any sign of stomach pain?

The bodyguard beside her was looking down at his phone. He suddenly came to his senses and saw the empty chair beside him, breaking out in a cold sweat. At this moment, the bodyguard who’d gone to register also returned. The two stared at each other wide-eyed. “Where is she?”

The two quickly split up—one heading outside, one running toward the examination rooms.

Li Weiyi couldn’t explain what impulse was driving her. Had that just been a hallucination? But she was healthy and had never had hallucinations. Or was it… a residual shadow from another timeline? Since this morning, that feeling that something was wrong surged through her heart again. She pulled open the fire escape door. The stairwell was dim going upward. Because of Zhang Jingchan’s past as a vegetable, she was intimately familiar with this hospital’s layout. She ran up the stairs continuously.

After running up three floors, breathless, she still hadn’t seen a single person.

Li Weiyi gripped the stair railing, thinking perhaps she was being overly sensitive—clearly there was nothing. But her heart still felt a wave of disappointment. Just as she was about to turn back, the fire door beside her suddenly opened and a man walked in.

Li Weiyi’s entire body tensed like a startled ostrich as she watched him approach step by step. He was still wearing the black shirt and black pants from the daytime, face mask and baseball cap. Under the brim, he wasn’t wearing glasses, clearly revealing a pair of eyes—familiar yet strange.

Their eyes met. Li Weiyi felt like she was gazing into a dark, silent starry sky.

Her legs felt like they were filled with lead, standing frozen in place. Her entire throat was blocked—she couldn’t make a sound.

He looked at her deeply, then suddenly grabbed one of her hands and pulled her rapidly upward.

From below on the stairs came footsteps and the bodyguard’s shouts. “Miss Li? Li Weiyi?”

Li Weiyi’s mind was completely blank as she followed him, running and running. His hand was large and warm, their fingers intertwined, leaving no gaps. He occasionally looked back at her. Li Weiyi just stared at him blankly.

When they reached the top floor, the two stopped in front of the fire door. The bodyguard’s footsteps from below were closer now, and through the window, they could see figures in police uniforms flashing past in the corridor. The other bodyguard was also running in this direction.

He suddenly bent down, gently embracing Li Weiyi’s waist, burying his head in the hollow of her shoulder, his face pressed against hers for just a moment before pulling away.

A tingling sensation descended from above, spreading through Li Weiyi’s entire body. More intense than the sensation was her suddenly accelerating heartbeat. She watched helplessly as he pulled open the door and left. Chaotic footsteps and faint shouts echoed in the corridor.

——

Li Weiyi followed the two bodyguards back to the emergency room without saying a word, only then noticing something was wrong. Outside the emergency room, many nurses were running about, and seven or eight police officers had arrived. Outside, police sirens were also wailing. Thinking of the man who had just run away, her heart suddenly tightened.

Li Weiyi saw a familiar figure standing outside the emergency room. She walked over and asked, “Old Ding, what happened? Why are you here?”

Ding Chenmo turned his head, his eyes as deep as the sea. “Zhang Moyun and Wu Xinhui had an accident. They were poisoned with a deadly poison—cyanide. They’re being resuscitated now.”

Li Weiyi couldn’t believe her ears. “How is that possible? Weren’t police and bodyguards watching them?”

Ding Chenmo glanced around, grabbed her shoulder, and said in a low voice, “I looked at the surveillance footage. An hour ago, someone entered the villa through the back door. He was very familiar with the villa and had a key. He avoided the bodyguards and police, sneaked into Zhang Moyun and his wife’s room. We found his footprints on the windowsill and in the room. He stayed for about ten minutes before leaving. When he left, he alerted the police, and that’s when we discovered Zhang Moyun and his wife unconscious.”

Li Weiyi’s face turned deathly pale. She opened her mouth, then closed it, asking in a trembling voice, “That person… who was it? Did the surveillance capture it?”

Ding Chenmo looked at her thoughtfully and said, “Black clothes and black pants, wearing a mask and hat—couldn’t see his face. But we’re already doing body type and footprint analysis. Just looking at the clothing and appearance, we can’t rashly judge who the real culprit is.”

Li Weiyi was distraught, nearly collapsing to the ground. Ding Chenmo steadied her and jerked his chin in another direction. “He’s over there.”

Li Weiyi looked up to see Zhang Jingchan sitting on a chair in the waiting area, his face buried in both palms, his back seeming to have collapsed overnight.

Li Weiyi’s feet felt like they couldn’t touch solid ground. In a daze, she walked over. He noticed, lifted his head, revealing bloodshot eyes, his handsome face full of dejection.

“Weiyi, I…” He couldn’t speak. A tear slid down from the corner of his eye.

But Li Weiyi only felt a bone-chilling horror.

Because just now in the stairwell, the man in black had whispered two sentences to her:

“Weiyi, I’m Zhang Jingchan. Xu Yi and I have swapped bodies.”

“No matter what happens, don’t be afraid. Don’t let him notice. Wait for me to come back.”

Chapter 126: Wanting to See You (1)
The “Zhang Jingchan” before her reached out a hand to her.

Li Weiyi’s eyes were already filled with pity. She placed her hand in his palm, sat down, and said, “I just heard from Old Ding… Don’t worry, good people have their own blessings. We’ve already come this far—heaven has eyes. Uncle and Auntie will definitely be fine.”

The man’s gaze was empty as he gripped her hand tightly and nodded.

“I feel so guilty…” His voice was hoarse beyond recognition. “If I’d slept more alertly last night and heard the commotion earlier, maybe Mom and Dad would be fine…”

Li Weiyi said with a sob in her voice, “How can you blame yourself? You’re human, not a god. Even the police didn’t notice. I just can’t understand—at this point, why would they risk being caught by the police to come poison Uncle and Auntie? What’s the point?”

He hunched his back, one hand resting on his thigh, lifted his face, his eyes like cold ice. “It’s hatred. I also looked at the surveillance footage. That person… the silhouette doesn’t look like Xu Yi, it looks like Zhang Fengming. He’s my father’s second older brother—violent temperament, narrow-minded. Now that he’s fallen to the point of being a fugitive, the person he hates most should be my dad. He wants mutual destruction.”

Li Weiyi suddenly understood.

At that moment, Ding Chenmo in the distance called out, “Zhang Jingchan.” The man beside her stood up and walked over. The two conversed in low voices.

Li Weiyi stared at this “Zhang Jingchan” without blinking. He was exactly as she knew him—tall build, crisp bearing. When he stood, sometimes he would put one hand in his pants pocket. When he sat, he would hunch his back slightly. He rarely displayed “Xu Yi-style” gentle refinement—his eyes were deep and restrained, his gaze firm.

Every movement was very similar.

But not completely identical. Only now did Li Weiyi understand why she had been uneasy from morning until now. Those details, casual and careless—who would notice without careful thought?

He was very gentle and considerate toward his parents. Li Weiyi had seen him several times putting his arm around Wu Xinhui’s shoulders to comfort her crying. But the Zhang Jingchan of the past, even though he respected and loved his mother in his heart, rarely expressed it, showing more silence instead. This was why Li Weiyi had felt something was off when she saw this scene.

The first time he addressed Zhang Moyun as “nin” (formal “you”), but quickly changed to “ni” (informal “you”). Zhang Jingchan was rebellious—when had he ever been so polite to his father? Regarding his father delaying the submission of evidence this time, he should have been coldly sarcastic upon meeting him.

He said “your father” to Li Yunmo, but Li Weiyi still followed his lead in calling him Uncle Li.

When Li Weiyi mentioned getting the voice recorder from Xu Yi’s secret room in 2022, he was unusually silent.

…

Early in the morning, she had received that unfamiliar call and only felt the number looked familiar. Thinking back now, it seemed very much like Xu Yi’s phone number.

But now, her phone had inexplicably disappeared.

The bodyguards wouldn’t let her leave, and he had also arranged things with her family. Besides him, did anyone else know she was living in that apartment?

If she hadn’t pretended to have stomach pain tonight and passed a message to her sister, would she have been completely unaware of everything happening outside? Including the attack on Zhang Moyun and his wife?

…

But if he was Xu Yi, why would he do these things? It didn’t make sense.

First thing in the morning, he had handed over the evidence to the police, incriminating the three people on his side, putting himself in danger too. He had also reminded Li Yunmo to return home immediately to save his father’s life. He had even had her counsel Wu Xinhui, avoiding the exposure of her mother’s photographs and marital discord…

In the previous life, Xu Yi had been the instigator of all these tragedies. Now these responses were all things the real Zhang Jingchan wanted to do—why would Xu Yi do them? And execute them so perfectly?

Even if the “Xu Yi” now being hunted throughout the city was actually Zhang Jingchan, they would still swap back after three days. What was his goal? To accelerate sending himself to prison?

Normally, shouldn’t he be looking for an opportunity to destroy the evidence and watch this great asset Li Jinxiong die?

Unless… they couldn’t swap back anymore.

Li Weiyi’s heart suddenly felt as cold as if it were filled with snow. Before she could think further, “Zhang Jingchan” had already walked back.

“What are you thinking about?” He rubbed her head. “You’ve been staring at me blankly.”

Li Weiyi lowered her head and said, “Worried about you.”

“I’m fine.” He said, “With Mom and Dad like this, I need to stay strong. Old Ding just said that the person in the surveillance—the body shape, gait, and footprints completely match Zhang Fengming.”

Li Weiyi gently leaned her head on his shoulder and said, “Heaven’s net is vast and nothing escapes it—he definitely can’t get away. Ah Chan, I really… really hope the cycle ends soon, that everyone is fine, that no one dies, and that all the evildoers are sent to prison. And then…” She looked at him, her eyes seemingly soaked with sorrowful winter snow. “Let’s have the most wonderful romance.”

His expression was deeply moved. He gripped her hand and said, “I’m hoping for that too.”

Li Weiyi smiled gently.

He put his arm around her shoulder and said, “The bodyguards said you had stomach pain tonight and came to the hospital? How are you now?”

“I’m fine now.”

He touched her hair again. “They also said you disappeared just now and they had to search everywhere for you. What happened? In this situation, you really can’t run around.”

Li Weiyi showed an embarrassed expression and touched her nose. “The hospital is full of people everywhere—what could happen? My stomach hurt and I was desperate to use the bathroom. It was just a few steps away. Should I really have two grown men standing guard outside the women’s restroom? How embarrassing. Besides, after I went, my stomach stopped hurting.”

He smiled helplessly and said, “Oh, you.”

Li Weiyi also smiled with pursed lips and said, “You finally have a smile on your face.”

Hearing this, his expression darkened again. He glanced at the emergency room light and said, “I don’t know how much longer it will be. I need to stay here and keep watch. You go back and rest first.”

Li Weiyi showed an expression of wanting to speak but stopping herself. She bit her lip and said, “I want to stay and keep you company, but I think it would be better if I come tomorrow during the day to relieve you—that way I can help you more.”

He touched her head again. “No need. Just stay in that apartment and don’t go anywhere. If anything happens to you again, I’ll have no choice but to fight them to the death.”

Li Weiyi lowered her head and wiped the corner of her eye, sniffling. “Okay, I’ll listen to you.”

The same two bodyguards drove Li Weiyi back.

It was already past two in the morning. The city was completely silent, but at every intersection, police were still on duty. Li Weiyi watched quietly, only feeling the bone-penetrating cold of the winter night. It wasn’t until they drove to the building where the apartment was that the cold sweat on her back gradually subsided.

——

Li Weiyi went straight to her room and closed the door. After all this commotion, the two bodyguards were exhausted. They turned off the lights and lay on the sofa wrapped in blankets. After a while, one said, “Hey, didn’t Miss Li’s sister say she was coming to the hospital? How come we didn’t see her from start to finish?”

The other said, “That’s right, and Miss Li didn’t ask about it either or call her sister again. Strange.”

“Maybe she had something come up at the last minute and couldn’t come.”

“Who cares? As long as Miss Li came back safely. Tomorrow please don’t let there be any more drama. Sleep!”

Chapter 127: Wanting to See You (2)
Li Weiyi’s greatest strength was her ability to assess situations and adapt accordingly. After one night, although she was still full of doubts, she had regained her composure. She had unconditional trust in the real Zhang Jingchan. Since he had told her to wait, she wouldn’t act rashly. She would stay obediently in this “temporary cage” and observe how events unfolded.

However, from dawn to dusk the next day, there was still no word from Zhang Jingchan, and the situation seemed to be developing in an even worse direction.

According to the bodyguards, Zhang Moyun and his wife had been admitted to intensive care and were still unconscious, not allowed visitors, and not yet out of danger.

There were more and more police on the streets. Even the TV news reported that the fugitives involved in embezzling huge assets from Fu Ming Group and attempted murder still hadn’t been caught.

That “Zhang Jingchan” called to say that although Fu Ming now had the ability to pay off all debts, there were still many matters waiting for someone to make decisions. So besides going to the hospital, all his time was spent managing the group’s crisis. He apologized for not being able to accompany Li Weiyi. Li Weiyi said it was fine—important matters came first. He seemed so busy he forgot about buying her a phone. Li Weiyi was very understanding and didn’t mention it either. She even expressed concern for him with a few worried words. He was silently moved—everything left unsaid.

By seven or eight in the evening, Li Weiyi finally couldn’t sit still anymore. After all, in one more day, they would travel back through time, and Xu Yi and Zhang Jingchan would swap back. She not only couldn’t figure out Zhang Jingchan’s intentions, but couldn’t understand the intentions of Xu Yi impersonating Zhang Jingchan either. She had a premonition that in these two days, outside this safe cage, the two men might have already engaged in life-and-death confrontations several times, only she had been tacitly excluded by them.

This feeling of waiting for fate’s judgment really didn’t feel good.

So Li Weiyi decided not to wait anymore.

She said to the bodyguards, “Give me the phone. I want my sister to come keep me company.”

The bodyguards looked at each other and said with difficulty, “It’s already so late. Why don’t we ask Young Master Zhang tomorrow first?”

Li Weiyi was very unhappy. “Why can’t my sister come? She’ll be Zhang Jingchan’s sister in the future too!”

However, the bodyguards had clearly received instructions in advance. They replied, “Both Zhang Dong and his wife had accidents. You also went out last night and were almost lost. We’re doing this for your own good. Don’t interact with anyone these two days, don’t give criminals an opportunity. Just get through these few days safely. Don’t make things difficult for us, okay?”

Li Weiyi argued a few more times, but they firmly refused. Li Weiyi wanted to force her way out, but their tall, burly bodies blocked the door. They took any hitting or scolding but just wouldn’t move aside.

The two sides were in a stalemate when suddenly the doorbell rang. All three were startled.

“Miss Li, you go back to your room first,” one bodyguard said quietly.

Li Weiyi was fairly cooperative, running back to her room, but didn’t close the door—just left it ajar, her head poking out.

“Who is it?” the bodyguard asked.

“I’m Li Weiyi’s older sister, Li Xiaoyi,” a female voice came through. “Ah Chan gave me the address and asked me to come.”

Li Weiyi had already run out. “Quick, open the door! That’s my sister’s voice! What perfect timing!”

The fact that Li Weiyi was at this address was confidential. Since Li Xiaoyi said Young Master Zhang had sent her, the two bodyguards believed eighty percent of it. Besides, she was her real older sister, and a woman at that—the bodyguards felt it was fine and opened the door.

Outside the door, besides Li Xiaoyi, there was also the tall and sturdy Zhong Yi.

The two bodyguards hesitated slightly, but Li Weiyi had already rushed out the door, pulling the two inside. “Sister, brother-in-law, you came to see me? You knew I was so bored here, right?”

Li Xiaoyi shook the fruit bag in her hand. “Didn’t you have stomach pain? Yesterday there was something urgent at home. By the time I got to the hospital, you’d already left. Are you better now?”

“All better! Lively as can be.” Li Weiyi pulled the two toward her room.

Since Li Xiaoyi had been sent by Young Master Zhang, the two bodyguards naturally didn’t call “Zhang Jingchan” to report.

Once the door closed, the smiles on all three faces disappeared. Li Weiyi almost wanted to cry. She asked pitifully, “How did you find this place?”

Li Xiaoyi looked at Zhong Yi. His eyes sharp, he answered, “This isn’t actually the Zhang family’s property. It should be a hidden property of that gang. Yesterday when you called Xiaoyi, I went to the hospital with… him. He went to see you and had me stay outside the hospital the whole time, following your car to find this place.”

Warm currents, both sweet and bitter, surged through Li Weiyi’s heart, because this was exactly what Zhang Jingchan would do—decisive reactions, thinking three steps ahead.

“When did he contact you?” she asked.

“Yesterday afternoon.”

“Ding Chenmo knows too, right?”

Zhong Yi nodded. “Otherwise he would have been arrested long ago.”

“How did you believe it was him?”

Zhong Yi smiled slightly. “He had ways to make us believe.”

Li Weiyi stared at him directly. “So I’m the only one kept in the dark?”

Zhong Yi coughed lightly. “We didn’t mean to keep it from you. He said he called you first, but you didn’t answer. Later you were always with the fake one, and then you were hidden away—there was no opportunity to contact you. So he said might as well go with the flow to avoid alerting the enemy.”

Li Weiyi was sullenly silent.

Li Xiaoyi on the side quickly tried to smooth things over. Although she was somewhat confused about what these men were doing, she guessed the general idea. She said, “Weiyi is still smart. With that phone call yesterday, I said when has your iron stomach ever hurt? Zhong Yi knew right away you were looking for Ah Chan. You don’t know how difficult it was for Ah Chan to evade police pursuit and go to the hospital. Just to tell you a few words in person—I said I could pass on the message, but Ah Chan wouldn’t agree.”

Li Weiyi thought of that man from yesterday who had changed his appearance but whose eyes, movements, and tone were the same as always. Her heart swelled slightly. She said, “Doesn’t he have Ding Chenmo covering for him?”

Zhong Yi said, “This case has alarmed the provincial level. There’s a citywide manhunt, with economic crimes cooperation too. Ding Chenmo is just a criminal investigation team captain—there’s no way to make other police believe such an outlandish thing.”

So he was still having such a difficult time?

Li Weiyi grabbed the bedsheet, bunching it into a ball. “Where is he? I need to see him and get things straight.”

Li Xiaoyi turned to look at Zhong Yi again. He touched his nose and said, “Ah Chan’s meaning is that he’ll handle everything. Tomorrow when they swap back, everything will be over. I guess he doesn’t want you involved in the danger.”

Li Weiyi’s heart stirred. “He’s going to do something dangerous, isn’t he?”

Zhong Yi hadn’t expected her to react so quickly and was momentarily at a loss for words. Li Weiyi suddenly said to Li Xiaoyi, “Sis, if you were me and Brother Zhong Yi was shouldering everything while keeping it from you, would you feel at ease? Even if you couldn’t help, wouldn’t you want to be with him?”

Li Xiaoyi immediately said, “He’s downstairs, in our car.”

Zhong Yi: “…”

Li Xiaoyi didn’t look at Zhong Yi anymore. She asked worriedly, “But how will you get downstairs?”

Li Weiyi and her sister held hands, her eyes rolling. “Don’t I have you?”

Ten minutes later, Li Weiyi’s room door opened halfway. Her voice came out: “Sister, brother-in-law, tell Mom and Dad not to worry. I’ll come home in a few days. I still have the college entrance exam.”

The two bodyguards on the sofa turned around to see the tall Zhong Yi with his arm around Li Xiaoyi, walking out of the room. Li Xiaoyi was petite, head lowered. In the room, a girl leaned against the door, still in that athletic outfit, backlit, showing half her profile, waving her arm.

Zhong Yi smiled and greeted the two bodyguards, then turned to comfort the girl beside him: “What’s there to cry about? She just had gastroenteritis yesterday. She doesn’t blame you for not going. Stop crying now…”

Seeing the two being affectionate, the bodyguards didn’t approach. They watched them walk out the door. Li Weiyi’s room door also closed.

Since she had stayed in her room almost the entire two days without coming out, the bodyguards were used to it.

As soon as they left, Zhong Yi released Li Weiyi. The two quickly pressed the elevator button and went down to the underground parking garage.

Zhong Yi’s car was parked in a secluded corner. He pointed: “Go ahead.” He walked aside to smoke.

Li Weiyi vaguely saw someone in the back seat. She walked over, gripped the door handle, paused for a moment, then pulled it open and got in.

The man beside her took off his hat, removed his mask, and turned to look at her.

“Zhang Jingchan, this is the unhappiest cycle I’ve experienced,” Li Weiyi said. “The person by my side wasn’t you, yet I almost mistook him for you.”

He pressed one hand against the front seat back and placed the other on her seat back, almost encircling her in his arms, yet without actually embracing her.

“You wouldn’t,” he said. “Because I know that no matter how he imitates and deceives, as long as I stand in front of you, you’ll definitely recognize me.”

Li Weiyi smiled with a sour nose and gave him a punch. “Blindly confident! Weren’t you afraid of losing control? Have you been okay these two days? Have you suffered any hardships?”

His complexion didn’t look good. When she opened the door, she had seen him with eyes closed, head leaning back, looking very exhausted. Heaven knows what he’d been through these two days.

He smiled lightly as usual and said, “I’m fine.”

Li Weiyi’s tears were forced out. She said, “Fine my ass! Police all over the city are trying to catch you, Xu Yi is definitely still trying to kill you completely, and also…” She swallowed her words, not mentioning his parents’ situation. Because he looked very calm, as if he didn’t know yet. Was Ding Chenmo also unable to bear telling him?

Li Weiyi asked, “What exactly does Xu Yi want to do? What have you been doing these two days? The cycle ends tomorrow—can we win this time?”

Chapter 128: A Man’s Schemes (1)
Time returned to the morning of the previous day.

When Zhang Jingchan woke up, he found himself in a familiar place: the office at the Furuida factory. He was wearing an iron-gray suit, his head pillowed on one arm.

Liu Ying, dressed in a blue business suit and skirt, walked toward him. “Ah Lan, how did you fall asleep? Are you catching a cold?”

Zhang Jingchan slowly sat up straight and said, “I’m fine. I didn’t sleep well last night.”

Liu Ying placed a cup of tea in front of him and sat down beside him, saying, “They’ll be here soon.”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his head to drink tea. Liu Ying looked at her “younger brother” with gentle eyes and said, “Your brain is still the smartest. Yesterday those two went to beg Zhang Boss for forgiveness on their knees, and Zhang Boss actually believed them and didn’t submit the evidence he has. But I still feel uneasy about tonight’s matter. Do we really have to be so ruthless? Those are several lives. What if the police find out?”

Zhang Jingchan pushed up the glasses on the bridge of his nose. Xu Yi’s prescription wasn’t high, only about 150 degrees. Zhang Jingchan simply took them off and placed them on the table, rubbing his brow bone. “I know what I’m doing.”

Liu Ying said nothing more, only feeling that her “younger brother” was especially quiet today. Perhaps he really had been working hard for everyone these days and hadn’t rested well.

She didn’t see that beneath Zhang Jingchan’s palm, his eyes were sharp. In just a moment, many thoughts had raced through his mind. He decided to call Li Weiyi immediately.

With just one phone call, he could determine whether the person on the other end was the real Li Weiyi.

However, at that moment, Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan rushed in. Cheng Chuan stared at him with eagle-like eyes. “Is everything prepared for tonight? There absolutely can’t be any mistakes, or we’ll both be implicated!”

Zhang Jingchan stared at him and didn’t detect any unusual emotions.

For the four-person gang, there was nothing more urgent and important than tonight. If Zhang Jingchan avoided the situation to make a phone call at this time, it would inevitably make them suspicious.

Zhang Jingchan put down his phone and said, “When I handle things, you can rest assured. Everything with Liu Guizhi and Li Yilin has been arranged.”

Liu Ying naturally sided with her brother. She glanced at them reproachfully. “Ah Lan arranged the Li Yilin chess piece so long ago, more thoroughly than we all thought. What’s there to worry about? Just wait until tonight is over, everyone divides the money and parts ways, and from then on we’ll have nothing to do with Fu Ming.”

The four discussed some details about tonight’s operation. After a while, Zhang Jingchan stood up and said, “That’s about it. You think about whether there’s anything we’ve overlooked. I’m going to the bathroom to smoke a cigarette.”

The other three paid no attention.

As Zhang Jingchan walked toward the door, Liu Ying’s phone rang. She looked at the number, her expression changing. She answered: “Hello.” Whatever the other party said, her expression became increasingly grave. She looked up toward the direction where her “younger brother” had left.

As soon as Zhang Jingchan went out the door, he took out his phone and called Li Weiyi. It rang seven or eight times, but the other party didn’t answer. Zhang Jingchan was about to call again when suddenly urgent footsteps sounded behind him. He turned his head and saw several workers holding iron rods running out from the factory building to the side and rear.

Zhang Jingchan took off running.

Liu Ying’s voice rang out behind him. “Catch him!”

During the last nighttime exploration of the factory, Xu Yi hadn’t shown his face. Those thuggish workers obeyed Liu Ying completely. Zhang Jingchan understood that Xu Yi’s consistent style was to hide in the background—Liu Ying was the actual person in charge at Furuida. So now when Liu Ying told the workers to catch her “younger brother,” the workers would have no objections. Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan probably still hadn’t figured out what was happening.

Zhang Jingchan guessed that Xu Yi must have tipped off his sister. This woman Liu Ying was truly decisive enough.

…

“So how did you escape?” Li Weiyi was listening nervously to death.

“Fortunately, Xu Yi’s car was parked not far away. I drove off, but two workers blocked me for a moment and I dropped my phone.”

No wonder when she called back later, no one answered.

“Were you injured?”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his head and rolled up one sleeve, showing her his fair, lean wrist with a thick, purplish-black swollen bruise.

No wonder the phone had fallen.

Li Weiyi avoided the injury and gently held his palm, lowering her head to blow on it. Such a childish gesture—she did it earnestly, and he watched earnestly.

“What happened after that?”

“At that time, I hadn’t yet realized that Xu Yi planned to replace me. The first thing I did was go to your family’s courtyard and dig up the third copy of the evidence.”

Li Weiyi was startled, then her eyes lit up. “You wanted to…”

Zhang Jingchan finally couldn’t resist and touched her fuzzy head. “No matter what identity I have now, no matter what Xu Yi wants to do, as long as I give the evidence to the police, they can’t escape.”

Li Weiyi’s heart trembled.

Zhang Jingchan’s choice was exactly the same as what Xu Yi, after disguising himself as him, had predicted his choice would be. Both had submitted the evidence to Ding Chenmo alone.

However, Xu Yi hadn’t expected the existence of a third copy of the evidence.

She sighed and said, “He and you really are kindred spirits.”

Zhang Jingchan pinched the back of her head. Li Weiyi met his cold gaze and finally shut her mouth.

“Did Old Ding believe you?”

“At first he was half-believing, half-doubting. But Xu Yi did something unnecessary.” Zhang Jingchan gave a slightly mocking smile. “He deleted some content from the evidence that was most unfavorable to himself.”

Li Weiyi froze, then her entire body turned cold.

She remembered yesterday at the villa, during that time waiting for Ding Chenmo and the others to arrive, that “Zhang Jingchan” had her go counsel Wu Xinhui. Later she had also thought this was just him performing Zhang Jingchan more convincingly to gain everyone’s trust. She also remembered that when she went back upstairs, she saw that person personally hand the USB drive to Ding Chenmo.

Since he had sent her away, naturally he could also find a reason to send Zhang Moyun away.

“Fortunately…” Li Weiyi murmured. “He’s too terrifying…”

Fortunately, Zhang Moyun had prepared a third copy of evidence. Fortunately, she had never mentioned this evidence to that person.

And fortunately, Zhang Jingchan had made such a crucial and decisive choice at the first opportunity—submitting the evidence.

She hadn’t spoken these words aloud, but Zhang Jingchan understood all her unspoken meanings. He touched her temple hair again and said, “You performed very well. If he had gotten more information from you, I would have been more passive. When did you realize something was wrong with him?”

“From the first moment I saw him, I felt something was off. I started suspecting him after coming to this apartment. So, precisely because he deleted part of the evidence, by comparing the two copies, Old Ding believed you were Zhang Jingchan?”

So that was it.

When she first saw Ding Chenmo at the Zhang house, she felt so awkward. Ding Chenmo had looked at that USB drive over and over—because at that time, he had just received a copy of evidence from Zhang Jingchan, who had told him about the unbelievable time travel and soul swapping. Then that “Zhang Jingchan” had also given him a copy of the same evidence. It would have been strange if Ding Chenmo hadn’t been confused!

But as long as Ding Chenmo saw the difference in the evidence, he understood who was real.

This really was destined by fate—Xu Yi had outsmarted himself.

Zhang Jingchan nodded. “Actually, the last time when I became a vegetable, Old Ding should have already noticed something. But he accepted it this time faster than I expected. He seems already very familiar with me. I think the timeline is also affecting him.”

Li Weiyi sighed.

The timeline—the timeline that gave them hope at the end of a dead-end road, the timeline whose butterfly effect was uncontrollable, the timeline whose interference and overlap with each person who experienced it was becoming increasingly obvious.

She felt even more urgently that this cycle must end this time and not be overwritten again. Otherwise, she didn’t know what would happen to these people—would it be the complete fusion of countless parallel lines, or an even more serious distortion and chaos?

Chapter 129: A Man’s Schemes (2)
“After realizing Xu Yi wanted to replace me, I could only first evade police pursuit before doing anything else. Ding Chenmo’s power is limited—he just provided me with some covert conveniences.”

“But there’s something I still can’t figure out,” Li Weiyi said. “What’s the point of him doing this? Tomorrow night at midnight, you’ll swap back. If he sends you to prison, isn’t he sending himself to prison?”

The lines of Zhang Jingchan’s profile tightened somewhat, his eyes as black as the brilliant light in an abyss. Li Weiyi’s heart skipped a beat. Perhaps her earlier suspicion was true…

“He knows I definitely won’t let myself go to prison.”

“Why?” This was another thing Li Weiyi couldn’t understand. If Zhang Jingchan turned himself into the police as “Xu Yi,” wouldn’t he just be waiting for Xu Yi to go to prison in three days?

“If I went to prison, Xu Yi could do whatever he wanted these few days with no one to stop him, no one to suspect him. Against an opponent like him, we absolutely can’t fall into a completely passive position. He could definitely ensure our entire family couldn’t turn things around, let all the criminals escape abroad, or even make you disappear again. I can’t risk bearing those consequences—and Xu Yi is very clear about this too.”

Only now did Li Weiyi realize she’d been thinking too simply. Wave after wave of fear came over her. “So you can only endure these three days while also working hard to protect all of us until the moment you swap back tomorrow night?”

Zhang Jingchan said, “That’s the result I want. But Xu Yi is also very clear about this, so he won’t let me achieve it.”

“…What do you mean?”

Zhang Jingchan glanced at the quiet parking garage outside the car. “These days, besides the police, another group has been looking for me. Although those three people are wanted, the thugs Liu Ying had raised before—the police haven’t gotten to them yet. If I fall into their hands, I fall into Xu Yi’s hands.”

Li Weiyi: “Then… what would happen?”

Zhang Jingchan intertwined his fingers with hers and placed them over his heart. “For Xu Yi, the optimal result is to find me before midnight tomorrow and kill me. Then what dies would be my soul and Xu Yi’s body.”

Tears flowed down Li Weiyi’s face.

What would remain would be Xu Yi’s soul and Zhang Jingchan’s body.

That way, they could never swap back.

So this was Xu Yi’s ultimate goal.

Zhang Jingchan had held her hand to comfort her, but she still cried from fear. He sighed, wiped away her tears, and said, “That’s why I didn’t want to see you today—I was afraid you’d worry. I’m not a block of wood just waiting for him to kill me, am I? Plus I have so many people helping me. At the beginning of this cycle, my situation was rather dire. But now, as one waxes and the other wanes, it’s hard to say whose position is more advantageous. He doesn’t know about the third copy of evidence, so he couldn’t possibly imagine I have Ding Chenmo as covert support. He thinks he’s kicking a dog when it’s down—aren’t we also waiting for an opportunity?”

Li Weiyi placed both her hands in his palm, as if this would give her more security. She asked, “You just said that’s the optimal result for him. What’s the second-best result?”

This time Zhang Jingchan’s silence lasted even longer before he answered, “The second-best result is he fails to kill me before midnight, or I’m caught by the police. If I were him, I’d choose to jump from a building at exactly midnight tomorrow night, landing a few seconds later. That way he could still kill me.”

Li Weiyi’s eyes reddened with anger. “What good does killing you do him? When he swaps back, he’ll still have to go to prison!”

Zhang Jingchan pulled at the corner of his mouth. “There are many ways to reduce or escape punishment. For instance, as ‘Zhang Jingchan,’ he could leave a confession letter saying he was the mastermind behind embezzling Fu Ming’s assets and murdering his parents out of hatred for his father—everyone knows my relationship with Dad has never been good. Although unreasonable, as long as he reveals enough crime details in the confession that even the police don’t know, and it’s confirmed as suicide, then Zhang Jingchan could very likely become the mastermind of a series of cases. Or perhaps he’s already arranged with Liu Ying for her to bear most of the responsibility, so he’d only be in prison for a few years. On this point, I’m not as good as him. He can choose to gamble everything and jump from the building—the worst result is I also jump and we perish together. But I can’t let him reach that step, because I definitely don’t want to die with him.”

Li Weiyi’s mouth fell slightly open.

Only now did she realize that in just two short days, while she was only beginning to glimpse the situation, the two men had already engaged in countless rounds of intrigue.

If before this time-travel, in 2022, the vegetative Zhang Jingchan with nothing could only use police power to pry open a crack from Xu Yi’s grasp and rescue her—

Then this round was the first true head-on confrontation between the two men. From the moment they woke up, they began scheming against each other. The two were evenly matched, both had heavy concerns, and both had their bodies held hostage by the other. Yet under these constraints, they deduced and predicted each other’s every intended move, responded quickly, and even counterattacked. They both calmly hid their ultimate objectives until the very end.

If she were in their place, with these two men’s minds and their layers upon layers of scheming, she’d probably be played to death in the first exchange.

But she still couldn’t help saying the other, simpler and more brutal method she’d thought of: “Can’t we just have Ding Chenmo restrain him, and when midnight tomorrow arrives, complete the swap?”

Zhang Jingchan gave a light snort and asked, “Have you watched the news these two days?”

“No.”

“Fu Ming paid off all debts, which means it resolved a major economic crisis for the entire city—a great achievement. This morning, city leaders met with him and showed their concern. He has several bodyguards following him everywhere. Ding Chenmo can’t do anything—no one would listen to that kind of order from him.”

Li Weiyi was frustrated. “This won’t work, that won’t work—so what are you going to do?”

But Zhang Jingchan changed the subject. “In 2022, when everything was going smoothly for Xu Yi, he still built a secret room for himself. A leopard can’t change its spots. Now it’s 2014, and he’s been committing serious crimes these years. Do you think he would have already found an escape route for himself and his accomplices? This is why, even after two days of manhunt, the police still haven’t caught them. I bet they have a secret hiding place and are waiting for an opportunity to flee abroad.

Xu Yi wants to kill me. The best defense is offense—I also want to find that place before midnight tomorrow night, see him, restrain him, swap with him, and catch all the others in one net. He wants to kill us all; we want to lure the tiger from the mountain. Now we just need an opportunity.”

Li Weiyi roughly understood. She didn’t ask deeper because she had decided to tell him about Zhang Moyun and his wife. They were in intensive care, their lives hanging in the balance. No matter how reluctant she was, Zhang Jingchan had the right to know.

“Do you know that your parents were poisoned? The person caught on surveillance is most likely Zhang Fengming. He was wearing the same black shirt and dress pants as you are today, trying to frame you. The two of them… are still unconscious and haven’t left the danger period.”

Zhang Jingchan looked at her. “Actually, I…”

From the parking garage entrance ahead, chaotic footsteps suddenly sounded, along with several flashlight beams. Someone shouted, “Who’s there?” Zhong Yi, who had been standing guard outside the car, tossed his cigarette and got in the driver’s seat. “Let’s go! Weiyi, you…”

Li Weiyi decisively pushed open the door and got out. “I’m going back. If you have a plan, don’t let him notice. I’ll continue staying there and won’t become a weak link.”

As soon as her feet hit the ground, her hand was firmly grasped again. Zhang Jingchan looked up at her. Li Weiyi leaned down, her face only a few centimeters from his, but stopped. He also simultaneously turned his head away. The next second, however, he reached out and held the back of her neck. Her eyes were clear and dark; his eyes were deep and misty.

He released his hand. She quickly returned upstairs. Zhong Yi hit the gas and burst out of the parking garage.

Li Weiyi went back upstairs and knocked directly on the door. When the two bodyguards opened the door and saw her, they were dumbfounded. Li Weiyi shouted, “Sis, I’m back. You can go.”

She sat down on the sofa and said to them, “I actually just went downstairs for a quick walk. I’ve been cooped up too long these days. This is a small matter. You can tell Zhang Jingchan if you want, but at most he’ll scold me a bit and then have to coax me afterward. But you’ll definitely lose your jobs. It’s up to you.”

“…”

“Going to my room to rest now. Oh, and tomorrow I’m borrowing your phone again to chat with my sister.”

Chapter 130: You Retreat, I Advance (1)
Two mornings ago, when Xu Yi awoke in the hospital, he immediately realized he faced two choices:

Continue as Xu Yi, or become Zhang Jingchan.

If he continued as Xu Yi, since Zhang Moyun could hand backup evidence to Li Jinxiong, he certainly had the original evidence himself. Xu Yi could take advantage of his position as the son to trick Zhang Moyun into handing over the evidence and destroy it, eliminating the crisis. But if Zhang Moyun could collect evidence once, he could collect it a second time. This man still had to be killed, and tonight’s arson plan had to proceed as scheduled.

…No, that plan had already fallen through. Because Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi had also come.

What if he became Zhang Jingchan?

Xu Yi avoided the doctors and nurses, quickly left the hospital, and immediately called Liu Ying.

“Dao Fu Bank, account number XXXXXX, password XXXX.” His first words were to give out the siblings’ overseas bank account number and password. Liu Ying was shocked. He said, “Sis, it’s me. Only the two of us in the entire world know this account and password. No time to explain—a supernatural phenomenon has occurred. My soul is now in Zhang Jingchan’s body. What kind of behavior is the person with you showing?”

Liu Ying’s mouth hung open for a long time. She asked about several other things only the siblings knew, and Xu Yi answered quickly.

Liu Ying couldn’t explain why, but indeed, this morning, her “little brother” had felt different from usual. And the person on the phone had a tone that really was too similar to her brother’s, and besides her brother, it was impossible for anyone else to know those things.

“He… speaks a bit less, unhurried and calm, looks about the same as you.”

Xu Yi immediately said, “He’s Zhang Jingchan. He and I switched souls. Control him immediately! Send people to chase him—see if he runs!”

Soon, Xu Yi learned that Zhang Jingchan had fled, leaving only his phone behind. By this time, he had gotten out of the taxi and was standing outside the Zhang family villa. He already had his answer.

He had no other path to take.

If he continued as Xu Yi, then Zhang Jingchan could continue being Zhang Jingchan. If he could win his sister’s trust, then Zhang Jingchan could win Zhang Moyun’s trust. If this father and son joined forces, they could immediately take control of him, then hand the evidence to the police, just waiting for three days to pass before he and his sister went to prison.

But if he became Zhang Jingchan, then Zhang Jingchan couldn’t be Zhang Jingchan.

…

The afternoon sunlight streamed onto the villa’s second-floor terrace. Before Xu Yi sat a bottle of red wine and several crystal glasses. He had only poured himself a small glass to drink. Even he needed a bit of alcohol to give his brain, which had been running at high speed for two days, a moment’s relaxation.

On the coffee table sat two phones—one loaded with Zhang Jingchan’s number, the other one of the numbers he’d obtained over these years using ID cards of poor, elderly workers. Liu Ying and the others each had such a number for convenient contact.

Further to the side was a black handbag. Yesterday he had gone to see Liu Ying, instructing her to hide with the others, and had brought some things back with him.

Xu Yi’s gaze looked out calmly at the distant sunset glow, then he bent forward and lowered his head, very focused as he took three crystal glasses and arranged them in a row.

Zhang Jingchan was currently evading the police’s citywide manhunt. His three most important sources of help were:

Xu Yi looked at the first crystal glass: Ding Chenmo.

Up to now, Ding Chenmo had behaved perfectly normally in front of him, personally applying for the arrest warrant and manhunt order for “Xu Yi.” His attitude toward him was both affectionate and disdainful—clearly he actually liked Zhang Jingchan very much. Moreover, police work placed the greatest emphasis on evidence. Ding Chenmo was unlikely to believe nonsense about soul-switching.

But Ding Chenmo was an old fox, and Xu Yi wasn’t certain whether he too had been affected by the timeline.

So, Ding Chenmo was questionable—fifty-fifty.

Xu Yi raised his finger and knocked over the first crystal glass, his gaze falling on the second glass.

Zhang Moyun.

Xu Yi picked up his wine glass and drank it all in one gulp. The wine tasted authentic. Yesterday, the red wine he had served to the Zhang couple had been poured from this bottle.

Actually, he hadn’t planned to move against Zhang Moyun so quickly. He’d intended to wait until after these three days, finding a less sensitive time to act. But last night…

After returning from giving his statement at the police station, apart from the bodyguards, only their “family of three” remained in the villa. Xu Yi had been very cautious, trying his best to imitate Zhang Jingchan’s tone and manner. Zhang Moyun was also very kind to him, his gaze loving. But Xu Yi always felt something was wrong all over his body, always felt that when he turned around, two sharp eyes were staring at him from behind.

He quickly realized this was a terrible intuition. He’d been Zhang Moyun’s assistant for several years—he understood this formidable man too well.

Zhang Moyun suspected him.

Later, when the two were chatting casually, Zhang Moyun smiled and, as if inadvertently, asked a question:

“By the way, which loop is this?”

Xu Yi only paused briefly before smiling and answering, “The fourth.”

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi’s abnormal behavior lasted three days each time. In his memory, it had occurred three times. And this was the fourth time.

Zhang Moyun nodded. “Finally over. I hope you never come again.”

After returning to his room, Xu Yi took from the black handbag a small bottle containing cyanide.

He had to act immediately. Zhang Moyun was different from others. The police wouldn’t touch him, and even if Ding Chenmo suspected something, he couldn’t. But if Zhang Moyun had private bodyguards at his disposal, a father tying up his son and locking him away for three days—nowhere in the world would there be a place to argue reason. Then he wouldn’t be able to do anything, just waiting for three days to pass before switching back and going to prison.

…

Having Liu Ying send Zhang Fengming to put on an act was truly risky. But Ding Chenmo was too sharp. If only he and his parents had been in the villa that night, it would be too dangerous—someone had to take the blame. Xu Yi always made a habit of keeping a backup plan for everything.

After Zhang Fengming ran off, Xu Yi made a disturbance to alert the bodyguards. At that time, the Zhang couple had already fallen unconscious. Taking advantage of the bodyguards’ flustered confusion, Xu Yi secretly removed the two glasses and washed away the remaining wine. There was quite a bit of wine left—the couple hadn’t drunk much, but it was enough. The doctor said their condition was very poor, and Xu Yi’s heart settled.

Xu Yi raised his hand and knocked over the second glass. The glass rolled off the table and shattered into pieces.

He looked at the third glass.

Li Weiyi.

Xu Yi recalled yesterday at the villa, the way she looked at him—clear and warm eyes like a thin veil covering his entire body. He remembered holding hands with her, her shy yet bold demeanor, how she defended this man wholeheartedly.

Thinking of these things, the corners of Xu Yi’s mouth finally curved into a small arc, but his eyes remained very cold and still.

He also remembered the night before last at the hospital, when she briefly left the bodyguards’ line of sight for a minute or two. He remembered last night when Liu Ying’s people sent word that they had spotted suspicious individuals near the street where Li Weiyi lived.

In the end, Xu Yi only lowered his head with a self-mocking smile, picked up the third glass, and gently placed it back on the tray.

He glanced at his wristwatch—it was already 2:40 PM on the third day. He had waited until now.

Indeed, under the police’s watchful eyes, trying to capture or kill Zhang Jingchan was a very difficult matter. It still required some luck.

Chapter 131: You Retreat, I Advance (2)
Xu Yi could only make preparations for his second-best option.

However, although he had bodyguards around him and police nearby, he still had to prepare to prevent his opponent from burning bridges and forcibly taking control. After all, Zhang Jingchan was no pushover either. He definitely had accomplices—more than one.

Xu Yi had a bodyguard dress up as him and stay in the villa, while he changed into the bodyguard’s clothes and drove away from the villa. The police were only there to protect him, not monitor him, so this was easy. On the road, two subordinates who truly belonged to them, arranged by Liu Ying, got into the car.

Xu Yi had them drive the car directly to Li Weiyi’s building.

Soon, the bodyguard brought her down.

Li Weiyi had a sweet smile and concerned eyes, as if gazing at her beloved: “Achan, what did you need me for? Uncle and Auntie… are they alright?”

Xu Yi took her hand and touched her hair by her temples. He saw that although the line of her neck tensed instantly, her smile only grew more charming. Xu Yi also smiled, opened the car door and said, “Mom and Dad are fine. Get in the car, I’m taking you somewhere.”

Li Weiyi’s legs had actually gone weak, but she still strode in. The two sat in the back row. She asked, “Where are we going?”

Xu Yi kept holding her hand, leaning back against the seat and closing his eyes—this gesture was just like Zhang Jingchan. He said, “I’ve been very tired these past few days, under a lot of pressure. My parents’ situation, and catching Xu Yi and his group—I can only wait for results. There’s nothing more I can do. So I want to go to a quiet place and get through today. I want you to accompany me. After midnight passes, we’ll go back together.”

Li Weiyi listened with her heart pounding in alarm, uncertain whether his words were a test or simply playing his role, and not knowing what exactly he was scheming. But she had no choice. So she said softly, “Achan, wherever you go, I’ll accompany you.”

His palm suddenly tightened: “It’s a promise then.”

——

This was a secluded old street. The surrounding area was undergoing demolition, and among the houses on both sides, only sporadic lights were on.

Zhang Fengming was hiding in an old house close to ruins. These past few days he’d been eating instant noodles, and the clothes on his body were filthy and stinking beyond recognition. When police occasionally passed by on the street, it scared him into cold sweats all over his body, and he would hide in the deepest part of this dilapidated house, not daring to move.

He regretted it immensely now. Last night, following the instigation of that woman Liu Ying in bed, and having drunk too much alcohol, dizzy and muddled, he had run out from their safe hideout to seek revenge on Zhang Moyun. He truly hated this younger brother down to his bones. Just for taking some extra money—Zhang Moyun himself was so wealthy, yet showed not half a bit of brotherly feeling. They had crawled out of the same mother’s belly!

As a result, he had snuck into the villa without even seeing Zhang Moyun’s face. Seeing the police lights flashing on the distant road, his drunkenness mostly cleared, and he hurried to flee.

But with police chasing from behind, like a stray dog, he had barely managed to hide in this safe house arranged by Liu Ying, yet still hadn’t found an opportunity to escape back to their hideout. Liu Ying said someone would be arranged to meet him tonight, but his heart still felt panicked.

The boat to Jiangcheng was arriving tonight.

Once in Jiangcheng, he could take a plane abroad the day after tomorrow with a fake passport and identity.

The more Zhang Fengming thought about it, the more he felt something was wrong about last night’s events—those two siblings had bad intentions. Moreover, since suddenly leaving Furida yesterday morning, Xu Yi hadn’t shown his face again. Everything was being arranged through Liu Ying for everyone.

Damn it, Zhang Fengming thought with red eyes full of resentment, if they dared abandon him, even in death he would bite off a piece of flesh from their bodies.

——

What Zhang Fengming didn’t know was that shortly after he fled from the villa last night, Ding Chenmo’s people had already targeted him, following him all the way here. He also didn’t know that at this moment, not far below his building, an inconspicuous sedan was parked, pitch black with all its lights off, with two people sitting inside.

Ding Chenmo’s brow was practically twisted into knots as he said, “I’ll send people up right now to arrest him and interrogate him about their hiding place. You don’t need to take this risk.”

Zhang Jingchan sat in the passenger seat, as still as a solitary pine tree. He said, “There are only a few hours left until midnight. What if he stubbornly refuses to talk? Even if you get the location out of him and arrest the other three, Xu Yi will be completely unharmed. If you push him to desperation and he jumps off a building right at midnight, am I supposed to just wait for death?”

Ding Chenmo’s expression changed repeatedly. He said through gritted teeth, “I’ll go handcuff Xu Yi right now! Keep him cuffed until midnight, waiting for you two to complete the switch. Whatever consequences come afterward, I’ll bear them!”

Zhang Jingchan smiled and said, “Old Ding, you’ve been clean your whole life. If you end up getting stained because you’re helping me and get stripped of this police uniform, I can’t accept that. Moreover, whatever methods we can think of, can’t Xu Yi think of them too? Right now if you want to handcuff him, can you even find him?”

Ding Chenmo was startled and immediately called his colleagues on duty near the Zhang family villa. Before long, word came back that Xu Yi was not at the villa, his phone was off and couldn’t be located, and it was unclear where he had gone.

Ding Chenmo said angrily, “This kid is really hiding! Too damn cunning!”

Zhang Jingchan, wearing Xu Yi’s refined and handsome face, had a demeanor and presence that was completely another person. One of his elbows was propped against the car window, his thumb and forefinger pressing against his chin as he said, “It seems Xu Yi has decided to settle for his second-best option. For him, this isn’t the best choice. If he’s cowering, then I can only take the initiative. Since what he most wants to do is kill me, then I’ll walk right in front of him.

“Whether Zhang Fengming knows that he and I have switched—I’ll know after going up there and testing him with a few questions. However, I believe he doesn’t know. Right now Xu Yi is protecting them because everyone is an accomplice, and they have leverage over him. Now that the 34-year-old Xu Yi is installed in my body, and he wants to replace me and live on, how could he hand over more leverage to them? So he definitely won’t tell Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan the truth. This gives me an opportunity to take advantage of the opening. Only I have such an opportunity.”

Ding Chenmo let out a heavy sigh, finally persuaded by him. He had to admit that Zhang Jingchan’s plan, viewed through his eyes as an old criminal police officer, was full of both inspiration and courage—if one didn’t consider that Zhang Jingchan wasn’t actually a police officer. Ding Chenmo said with a stern face, “I’ll have people look for Xu Yi immediately, preparing for the worst-case scenario. At worst, we’ll detain him under the pretext of protecting him. At the very worst, I’ll give up my retirement pension! Make sure the tracking device and bug are well hidden. Lure Zhang Fengming into taking you to their hiding place. It would be best if you can lure Xu Yi there and get him under control, but don’t force it if you can’t. Once it’s midnight, regardless of your progress, we’ll immediately implement the arrest. Once we detect you’re in danger, even if it’s not yet midnight, we’ll act immediately.”

Chapter 132: A Life of Smooth Sailing (1)
Li Weiyi was brought by Xu Yi to an unfamiliar place.

A two-story building constructed in the mountains, clean and elegant, with a large courtyard surrounded by bamboo fencing. The mountain forest was dense, with birdsong and fragrant flowers. Not far away was a high cliff overlooking a vast valley.

If it were any other time, arriving at such a place would naturally make Li Weiyi feel refreshed and relaxed. Now, she only felt the silence here was unsettling.

Xu Yi held her hand and walked around the house in a circle. Li Weiyi saw that in the backyard there was even an empty chicken coop that looked like it had been abandoned for a long time. She asked, “Who used to live here?”

Xu Yi answered, “An elder who was very important to me. She worked hard her whole life. After leaving her hometown, she didn’t want to interact with people, so her children built this place for her to retire.”

“Her children are really filial then.”

Xu Yi smiled without speaking.

The two walked to the area below the bamboo fence, where there was a very flat patch of grass with many wildflowers. Sunlight lazily shone down—everything was so quiet and beautiful it was unbelievable. Xu Yi gripped her waist and lowered his head to kiss her. Li Weiyi turned her head to avoid it.

He looked at her without speaking.

Li Weiyi appeared very bashful, pointing in the bodyguards’ direction: “There are still people there! I’ll say it again—I’m still a minor. If you want to kiss, wait until we’re back in 2022.”

He straightened up, also smiling, his expression peaceful: “Fine, we have plenty of time ahead.”

Li Weiyi felt her heart go numb hearing this, and immediately said, “What does the house look like inside? I want to go see.” Getting closer to the two bodyguards would avoid being alone with him.

The two returned inside the house, and the bodyguards followed in, sitting in a corner of the living room.

Xu Yi actually did give her a tour. After the two walked around in a circle, Li Weiyi yawned. Xu Yi asked, “Tired?”

Li Weiyi nodded. He led her to a bedroom door and said, “The bedding is all new. You can sleep for a while. I’ll go handle some matters, then call you for dinner later.”

Li Weiyi obediently nodded. After entering the room, she heard footsteps receding and immediately locked the door. She wasn’t sleepy—she just didn’t want to keep staying with Xu Yi. She sat on the edge of the bed, gazing at the tree branches and mountain slope outside, not knowing where Zhang Jingchan was or how he was doing.

She raised her head again, looking at the distant cliff.

——

When the knocking sound rang out, Zhang Fengming was so startled he jumped up from the floor. His first instinct was to jump out the window and flee, but this was the fifth floor.

The person outside knocked twice more. Zhang Fengming pulled out a dagger and approached step by step, his throat very dry. Suppressing his voice, he asked, “Who is it?”

A familiar voice came: “It’s me.”

Zhang Fengming’s expression relaxed, then furrowed again: “Xu Yi?”

That person said in a low voice, “I’ve come to get you. Open the door first.”

After all, they were people in the same boat. Zhang Fengming hid the dagger behind his back with one hand and opened the door. “Xu Yi” quickly entered, then looked back at the stairwell, closed the door, appearing extremely cautious.

“Why did you come?”

“Xu Yi” said, “The police are watching too closely. I arranged for two people to keep watch. There’s a car downstairs. Let’s go quickly.”

Zhang Fengming looked at him coldly: “Where have you been these three days? The rest of us are all on wanted posters.”

“Xu Yi” remained as usual—even with Mount Tai pressing down on him, his expression wouldn’t change. Unhurried and calm, he said, “It’s only a matter of time before I’m on a wanted poster. The police are also looking for me everywhere. While I haven’t been officially wanted yet, being outside allows me to arrange our escape. Otherwise, in today’s situation, if I also had to hide, who would come get you?”

The anger in Zhang Fengming’s chest finally subsided somewhat. Among them, Xu Yi had always been the most resourceful and strategic. In these past two years, he had imperceptibly become their leader. Plus, what he said did make sense. Zhang Fengming didn’t want to stay here a moment longer: “Let’s go! Holed up here, I can’t even sleep.”

The two quickly went downstairs. Indeed, a somewhat old and inconspicuous sedan was parked there. “Xu Yi” tossed car keys to Zhang Fengming, who naturally sat in the driver’s seat and looked up at “Xu Yi”: “You’re not coming with me? Didn’t you say the boat arrives at 11:30? There’s not much time left.”

“Xu Yi” nodded: “Let’s go together.” He pulled open the passenger door.

——

Li Weiyi couldn’t stay in the room any longer. Although she wanted to avoid Xu Yi, she also wanted to know what he was doing. She couldn’t just sit here waiting for doom.

With a heart both fearful and brave, Li Weiyi sneakily left her room. Downstairs there were only the two bodyguards. The door to another bedroom nearby was closed.

Li Weiyi walked over, pressed her ear against it to listen—no sound. She carefully turned the doorknob. Her gaze swept around in a circle—no one.

She walked in and gently closed the door behind her.

It was a study with a bedroom connected inside. Li Weiyi quickly walked to the desk. On it sat a computer and a miniature printer, with a box of red ink paste in the corner.

Li Weiyi’s eyelid twitched. Oh my god, how eerie—don’t let Zhang Jingchan have guessed correctly that Xu Yi was writing a suicide note, pushing all responsibility onto Zhang Jingchan. Was he planning to print it out and then stamp it with a thumbprint? This way he’d avoid the handwriting issue.

She searched around on the desk but didn’t see any suicide note. Just as she pulled open a drawer a crack, a person walked out from the bedroom inside. Li Weiyi’s hand flew back, and she retreated a few steps to the side, showing him a brilliant smile: “Oh, you were in there? No wonder you didn’t respond when I called you.”

Xu Yi had just washed his hands clean and was holding a tissue to wipe them. His gaze swept over the desktop, and he smiled slightly: “Looking for something? Is something missing from the room?”

His tone and manner were really too normal. Li Weiyi’s mood relaxed, and she answered, “I wanted to find a book to read.”

“There are no books here.” He pulled her hand and sat down on the sofa. Li Weiyi asked, “What were you doing just now?”

“Want to know?”

She nodded.

He pointed at his own lips: “Give me a kiss and I’ll tell you.”

Li Weiyi gave a dry laugh and lowered her head: “Achan, I think you’re acting really strange this time. You keep wanting to kiss me. You weren’t like this before.”

He answered leisurely, “This time is different from before. Too many things have happened. I just want comfort from you.” With one sideways movement, he had her pressed against the sofa.

Li Weiyi’s heart was pounding.

Xu Yi had a half-smiling expression: “No one can see us now. Although this body is only seventeen years old, your soul is twenty-five. Stop refusing—I’m your legitimate boyfriend.”

He lowered his head to kiss her. Li Weiyi turned her head to dodge. He kissed, she dodged again. He actually didn’t get angry either, just like teasing a kitten, his face continuously wearing a faint smile. He simply gripped her chin and asked intimately, “What are you avoiding? Hmm? I don’t understand. Don’t you like me as a person anymore?”

Li Weiyi’s entire back was cold. Clearly both of them were smiling, yet she had already been enlightened, recognizing the reality he was trying to cover up—it turned out Xu Yi had seen through everything long ago. This entire journey had been him casually toying with her for amusement, watching her act, watching her panic, watching her forcibly endure. Yet she had held onto the hope that she could deceive him.

The pair of dark black pupils before her eyes were clearly Xu Yi’s eyes. He wasn’t even pretending anymore. Li Weiyi suddenly realized—because he didn’t need to pretend anymore. In a few more hours, the one who would wake up would be the seventeen-year-old Li Weiyi, that Li Weiyi who had only spent two months with Zhang Jingchan and knew almost nothing. That Li Weiyi would only see Zhang Jingchan, who committed suicide out of fear of punishment. Even with the fuzzy influence of the timeline, she would believe even more in the facts she witnessed with her own eyes.

Xu Yi might serve a few years in prison, and if he was willing at that time, he could pursue that era’s Li Weiyi. The young girl Li Weiyi would know nothing and would have completely given up on Zhang Jingchan. By the time she woke up in 2022, the rice would probably already be cooked.

Chapter 133: A Life of Smooth Sailing (2)
So this was Xu Yi’s true purpose in bringing her here today.

Li Weiyi suddenly smiled, her gaze intense as if gazing at a deeply beloved lover. Xu Yi was startled. Li Weiyi had already grabbed his collar, forcing him to lower his head. She raised herself up, pressing against his neck, almost kissing but not quite, her breath lingering around him.

The smile finally disappeared from Xu Yi’s face, and even the line of his neck was visibly stiff.

Li Weiyi said softly, “Achan, you’re overthinking. How could I refuse you? But you smell of sweat. Go take a shower, otherwise I don’t want to hold you.”

She released his collar. Xu Yi gazed deeply at her, then turned his head away and actually laughed self-mockingly. He let go of her, straightened up, lifted his collar to smell it, and said, “There is a smell of sweat. My apologies.” He took off his wristwatch and tossed it on the sofa, took off his jacket and tossed it down too, kicked off his slippers, wearing only socks, and said, “I’ll listen to you and go shower. You’ve always been very fond of cleanliness. You don’t like it when I smell of sweat, alcohol, or cigarettes. I remember.”

He walked toward the inner bedroom, as if performing some kind of ritual for himself. Li Weiyi sat without moving, watching the bedroom direction, casually picking up his wristwatch, holding it in her hand for a while before putting it down.

It wasn’t until the sound of the shower started that Li Weiyi quickly got up, pulled open each drawer to look, but there was nothing at all inside. She had no choice but to leave this bedroom and return to her original room, locking it, then feeling that still wasn’t enough, she used all her strength to push the cabinet over to block the door.

Then she sat down on the edge of the bed in frustration. Now she didn’t know what to do either—she could only take things one step at a time.

——

Zhang Jingchan and Zhang Fengming twisted and turned, arduously avoiding all police checkpoints, traveling through old residential areas and narrow paths. Finally, close to ten o’clock, they drove to the edge of the city, arriving at the entrance of an elementary school by the river.

Zhang Fengming parked the car in a dark corner, turned off the engine, and got out. Zhang Jingchan looked up. The elementary school wasn’t large and looked very old. Inside it was pitch black with a few shadowy buildings. The light in the gatehouse at the entrance was on.

The two walked along the wall beside the elementary school. The path grew darker and darker, with wild grass growing thickly beside them. They gradually walked toward the riverside, then turned a corner—there was actually an extremely concealed small path hidden among the fields by the road.

On the other side of the fields was a cliff four or five stories high, with the riverbank below.

The two crossed through the fields, following the dirt road around to the other side. It turned out this side was behind the school. Two men in black clothes were guarding the end of the dirt road, completely invisible from a distance. Seeing Zhang Fengming and Xu Yi, the two nodded.

Zhang Jingchan noticed that many rocks were exposed on the dirt slope. On their left as they passed by was a natural cave with a kerosene lamp lit inside and two subordinates sitting inside playing cards. Zhang Jingchan then understood—this truly was a hiding place hidden in plain sight.

Past the cave was a small flight of steps leading into a dilapidated two-story building with a sign reading “Gymnasium.”

Zhang Jingchan followed Zhang Fengming inside.

Calling it a gymnasium, it was only about a hundred square meters, with half of it piled with equipment. On the old rubber floor lay several quilts tossed about. In the middle was a square table with two people sitting across from each other, drinking beer and eating late-night snacks. Looking out the window, one could still see on the opposite teaching building a large old-fashioned clock hanging high, belonging to the 1980s and 1990s era.

Hearing footsteps, those two looked up. Cheng Chuan’s expression was still so cautious. Liu Ying looked at Zhang Jingchan beside Zhang Fengming—that is, “Xu Yi”—with an expression as if she’d seen a ghost.

The day Zhang Jingchan first traveled through time, after Liu Ying coordinated with her brother, she couldn’t care about anything else and wanted to catch him, but he escaped. Because the pursuit happened outside the office building, by the time Cheng Chuan and Zhang Fengming ran out, Zhang Jingchan was long gone. Liu Ying only vaguely said, “Just now there was a suspicious person spying. Didn’t catch them. Xu Yi went to chase them.”

After that, Xu Yi remotely directed everyone. Only Liu Ying knew about the switch.

Zhang Fengming pulled over a chair to sit down. Zhang Jingchan sat across from him with an extremely natural manner, saying to the other two, “Brought him back. Tonight we can leave with peace of mind.”

Both Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan nodded. These past few days had suffocated them to death. Fortunately, every year Xu Yi had taught them to transfer some assets abroad. Now they just wanted to quickly get out and live carefree lives.

Liu Ying looked coldly at Zhang Jingchan, suddenly smiled, and said, “Alan, come with me. I have something important to tell you.”

Zhang Jingchan’s expression was bland. He even picked up a peanut to shell and said, “Just say it here. We’re all friends here.”

Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan exchanged glances.

Liu Ying raised her voice: “Third and Fourth! My brother’s had too much to drink. Take him next door—I’ll help him sober up!”

The two subordinates who had been drinking in the cave ran in. Zhang Jingchan grabbed a wine glass and smashed it on the floor. But just like Xu Yi, even when angry, his voice remained unhurried and calm: “What can’t be said in front of these two? Afraid they’ll find out about those things you’ve been doing with people in secret?”

Liu Ying was instantly stunned.

Zhang Fengming: “Wait!” He turned to the two subordinates and said, “You two go out first. The siblings are quarreling.”

Zhang Jingchan said, “Have them stay far away.” He gave Zhang Fengming a look. Zhang Fengming immediately understood—outsiders couldn’t hear the following content. He ordered, “Stay far away.”

Liu Ying reacted and was just about to stop the subordinates from leaving when she heard Zhang Jingchan say, “Three hundred million, a full three hundred million! Not even a hint of word leaked out—you even kept it from me. What exactly is your relationship with that person called Wang Ming? Treating us like monkeys?”

Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan quickly exchanged glances, both seeing the shock in each other’s eyes. Cheng Chuan spoke up: “Xu Yi, what three hundred million? Explain yourself clearly.”

Zhang Jingchan raised his chin toward Liu Ying: “You’ll have to ask her.”

Of course they had to ask her. Because Ding Chenmo had received word this morning that police in another jurisdiction had taken control of Wang Ming. The thirty million they used to buy futures came from Fuming, so naturally the enormous profits were also illegal. After police interrogated Wang Ming, they confirmed the existence of this investment. Neither Zhang Fengming nor Cheng Chuan knew about it—it was a private operation by Xu Yi and Liu Ying.

Liu Ying was completely panicked. She hadn’t expected this person to distort the facts so completely, suddenly bringing up this matter and pushing it all onto her alone. But what could she say? Say that clearly it was something we siblings did together? Or say you’re not Xu Yi, you’re Zhang Jingchan? Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan would only think she’d lost her mind.

Her hesitation, in Zhang Fengming and the others’ eyes, further confirmed Zhang Jingchan’s words. There really was three hundred million they didn’t know about, otherwise how could two siblings with the closest relationship possibly turn on each other? That was three hundred million.

Liu Ying had just wanted to deny it outright as a misunderstanding when Zhang Jingchan spoke first: “These past few days I’ve been hiding everywhere, but I also have people within the police force. Otherwise I couldn’t have hidden this long, and tonight I couldn’t have brought you back either.” He glanced at Zhang Fengming.

Zhang Fengming immediately nodded. Tonight’s return had indeed been smooth.

Liu Ying: “You’re talking nonsense! Old Cheng, Old Zhang, don’t listen to him!”

Zhang Jingchan acted as if he hadn’t heard, continuing, “I heard some news. Police in Guangzhou detained someone called Wang Ming. He’s suspected of using thirty million embezzled from Fuming, along with her, to buy the same futures as Zhang Moyun, turning around to earn three hundred million. Sis, police only recovered forty million from Wang Ming. Where’s the remaining two hundred sixty million? So in the end, everyone was just a tool and stepping stone for your wealth accumulation, even me. That Wang Ming—is he your confidant, or your true love?”

Liu Ying was nearly dying of anger. Wang Ming was their cousin! No, he was hers and Xu Yi’s cousin.

Chapter 134: A Life of Smooth Sailing (3)
Liu Ying abruptly stood up to push Zhang Jingchan: “You’re lying!” But her arm was grabbed by Cheng Chuan, who asked coldly, “Is what he’s saying true? So Old Zhang and I have been working for you and your lover this whole time? Damn it.”

Zhang Fengming’s expression also changed, his look turning vicious. He was about to slap her across the face when Zhang Jingchan blocked him, saying, “No matter what, she’s my sister. As long as she coughs up the money, we can split it evenly. First tie her up and gag her to keep her from running away or calling for help.”

Liu Ying was restrained by Cheng Chuan. She struggled desperately and shouted loudly, “You’re all crazy! He’s lying to you! He’s not Xu Yi—he’s Zhang Jingchan! He’s Zhang Jingchan!”

Zhang Jingchan looked at her in astonishment. Cheng Chuan paused, frowning: “What nonsense are you spouting?” Zhang Fengming had already found rope and tied up her hands and feet, then stuffed a towel in her mouth and tossed her on the floor.

Liu Ying couldn’t move. Her eyes practically shot fire, and her face was iron-gray with rage.

Zhang Fengming asked, “What do we do now?”

Zhang Jingchan said, “I’ll try to persuade her alone.”

Cheng Chuan and Zhang Fengming had no doubts. After all, if “Xu Yi” wanted to embezzle this money privately, there was no need to bring it up in front of them. “Xu Yi” clearly also needed the two of them as accomplices to fight against his sister.

The two left the gymnasium and went to the cave to stay with the subordinates. Only Zhang Jingchan and Liu Ying remained here.

Liu Ying sat on the floor, coldly staring at him. Zhang Jingchan felt around her body and pulled out a backup phone. Liu Ying struggled desperately, but in vain. Zhang Jingchan scrolled to the most frequently contacted phone numbers, looked through some text messages, and confirmed which one was Xu Yi. He took a photo of Liu Ying, then made the call.

——

After Xu Yi finished showering, he changed into a suit and dress shirt, tied his tie properly in front of the mirror, and put on his wristwatch. Walking out of the bedroom, he saw the person from the outer room was no longer there. He just smiled.

His phone rang, showing an incoming call from Liu Ying. Xu Yi immediately answered: “Hello.”

A familiar male voice came through: “Mr. Xu, it’s me.”

Xu Yi’s eyes fixed. He sat down, lowered his neck, and smiled: “Achan is quite capable.”

Zhang Jingchan said coldly, “Not as capable as you! Your sister is still alive, but my parents’ lives hang in the balance! Did you see the photo?”

Xu Yi swiped up on his phone and saw a photo of Liu Ying tied up. From the background, Zhang Jingchan had actually found their hiding place.

That township elementary school—it was attended by rural children and left-behind children, normally drawing no attention at all. Xu Yi had been funding the elementary school for years, and the principal regarded him as a great benefactor. The location was also close to the riverside dock, and Xu Yi had always kept it as a backup site. This time, Xu Yi had given the principal a sum of money. All the principal had to do was play deaf and dumb, pretending not to know they were secretly hiding behind the school’s back mountain. When police came to inquire, the principal used those pitiful children as a shield, and the police didn’t want to disturb them too much. Liu Ying and the others hid in the cave on the back mountain and escaped several searches.

“How did you find that place?” Xu Yi sounded like he was chatting casually with a friend.

“Mr. Xu is underestimating people.” Zhang Jingchan’s calm tone couldn’t hide his hatred. “Don’t you want to replace me? Come here alone. Don’t bring anyone. If you don’t arrive within an hour, I’ll kill Liu Ying in front of everyone first, then call the police. Guess how many things Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan will reveal about you? Seeing you personally kill your sister with their own eyes, do you think it’ll be life imprisonment or immediate execution? I’m guessing the latter.”

“Don’t joke around, Achan. Would you kill someone? Can you bring yourself to do it?” While talking on the phone, Xu Yi walked toward the bedroom, pulled open a hidden compartment in the nightstand, took out a handgun, and strapped the holster tightly to his lower back beneath his suit.

Zhang Jingchan: “Since you dare to be Zhang Jingchan, I dare to be Xu Yi.”

The call disconnected.

Xu Yi walked out of the room. Downstairs, the two subordinates were watching TV. Hearing footsteps, they immediately stood and looked up, awaiting orders. Li Weiyi’s door was tightly shut.

The mountain night was silent except for the sound of the wind, cold and bone-chillingly desolate. Xu Yi just stood there alone for a while, then slowly walked to Li Weiyi’s door.

Zhang Jingchan had Liu Ying as a hostage, and perhaps Ding Chenmo providing support from the outside. Zhang Jingchan alone couldn’t control that many people. Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan, those two pig-brains, had probably been deceived by him, including the four subordinates on the perimeter who hadn’t reacted yet.

Xu Yi thought, when the two confronted each other, these people wouldn’t necessarily be reliable. Then he himself might be at a disadvantage.

This move by Zhang Jingchan was extremely clever. Nothing ventured, nothing gained.

Unless he himself also had a hostage in hand.

Xu Yi knocked on the door. No one answered. He took out a key, opened the locked door from the outside, but couldn’t push it. He said, “Xiaoyi, this is meaningless.”

Li Weiyi’s icy voice came through: “What do you want?”

Xu Yi called over two subordinates. They quickly pushed the door open and shoved the cabinet aside. He waved his hand, indicating the subordinates should stay outside, and closed the door.

Li Weiyi sat in a chair, looking out the window as if she saw nothing.

Xu Yi sat on the edge of the bed, arms resting on his legs, lowering his head to straighten his shirt cuffs that had become slightly disheveled from pushing the door, then adjusted his tie. He said, “Xiaoyi, I need to go somewhere. I’m giving you one last choice: if you sleep with me right now, I won’t take you along. You can stay here and sleep well. When you wake up tomorrow, everything will be over.”

Li Weiyi’s neck was held ramrod straight. She laughed with utmost mockery: “Dream on.”

Xu Yi threw off his suit jacket onto the floor and pulled her beneath him in one motion. Li Weiyi tried to struggle, but how could she match a sturdy man nearly six feet tall? He pinned her hands above her head, forcing her to lift her face. His body pressed down on her body, his legs pinning down her legs. His eyes reddened in an extremely rare display, full of viciousness: “Not doing it is fine too. Say you love me. Say you love Xu Yi. Li Weiyi, you clearly loved me before!”

Li Weiyi didn’t know where she got the strength, but one hand broke free from his restraint. With a “smack,” a resounding slap landed on his face. She screamed hysterically, “Xu Yi! Why are you like this? Why? You were clearly so good, so outstanding! Everyone liked you, everyone admired you! Why did you take this path? Why did you do these things? Even if slower, taking the proper path—success, money, status, what couldn’t you obtain? But why have you become like this? Look at yourself now! Do you know… I’m very disappointed in you. Achan is also disappointed in you. Zhang Moyun, Ding Chenmo… everyone is disappointed in you! Because you could have, you could have…”

Her tears flowed down: “You could have been a good person, a very, very good person. The kind of outstanding talent that a nobody like me could never reach—a brilliant future, great achievements, a life of smooth sailing.”

Xu Yi remained frozen in one position, staring at her. His eyes finally also filled with tears. He suddenly released her and stood up, turning his back to her. He straightened his suit and tie, quickly grabbed a tissue from the bedside, and wiped away his tears.

Li Weiyi sat up silently.

He called a subordinate in to bind her hands and feet with rope, allowing her only to shuffle in very small steps. But he had already gone downstairs. When the subordinate brought her out of the house, he was already sitting in the driver’s seat of the car.

Li Weiyi was pushed into the passenger seat by the subordinate. Xu Yi’s face showed no expression, as if the person who had just shed tears wasn’t him. He fastened her seatbelt for her and drove down the mountain.

Li Weiyi asked, “Where are we going?”

Xu Yi looked ahead and answered, “Going to settle things with Zhang Jingchan. Liu Ying is in his hands. I’ll trade you for her. I won’t let you get hurt.”

After driving for a while, he said, “Tonight, either Zhang Jingchan or I will definitely die. If I can survive, after tomorrow, I won’t come looking for you again. From now on, you can live freely. I wish you peace and safety, a life of smooth sailing.”

Chapter 135: The Final Rewrite (1)
An inconspicuous black sedan drove past the elementary school entrance.

Across an intersection, Ding Chenmo and his apprentice Liu Xinhui sat in the car, holding binoculars. Liu Xinhui was the only person around Ding Chenmo who knew the truth—after all, Ding Chenmo needed help. The other team members had all been arranged by Ding Chenmo to positions further back, waiting for his command.

Liu Xinhui lowered his binoculars: “Master, there’s a hostage! Li Weiyi is also in the car.”

Ding Chenmo’s brow furrowed into a knot again—the situation was becoming increasingly complex. Xu Yi bringing Li Weiyi along must be to threaten Zhang Jingchan. This economic-criminal double-threat high-IQ criminal was indeed not blinded by romance at the crucial moment. Ding Chenmo felt somewhat regretful.

“Let’s wait a bit longer,” Ding Chenmo said.

Xu Yi parked the car on the same dark side road, cut the ropes on Li Weiyi’s feet, leaving only her hands bound, and embraced her as they walked forward. If a passerby saw them from behind, they would think they were a pair of young lovers in an embrace.

When the two approached the cave location, two men in black appeared: “Who’s there?”

Before Xu Yi could answer, someone in the gymnasium said: “Let them in, don’t follow.”

It was “Xu Yi’s” voice.

Xu Yi pulled Li Weiyi inside. An old, dim yellow lamp was lit. Liu Ying stood in front, with Zhang Jingchan holding a dagger pressed against her throat.

No one else was there.

Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan’s eyes met. She gently shook her head: Don’t you dare take risks.

Xu Yi: “Where are those two idiots?”

Zhang Jingchan: “The boat has arrived, I sent them to check.”

Xu Yi glanced at his watch—sixteen minutes until midnight. He said: “I never thought that people like us would end up like two desperate fugitives, settling things in such a crude and bloody way. Let’s exchange hostages.”

Zhang Jingchan: “I’ll count one, two, three, and we’ll release them together.”

Xu Yi turned his head to look at Li Weiyi, pulled out a dagger, cut the ropes on her hands, then suddenly pressed her head and placed a kiss on her forehead. Before Li Weiyi could react, he had already pulled away.

“Goodbye, Little Yi.”

“Turn yourself in,” Li Weiyi turned to look at him, speaking in a voice only the two of them could hear, “after you switch back.”

Xu Yi looked at her with eyes as pure and gentle as when they first met, like a big brother next door: “There’s no turning back. Besides, I won’t necessarily lose.”

Li Weiyi looked deeply at him, then turned to face Zhang Jingchan. Zhang Jingchan’s expression grew even colder: “One… two… three.”

Both men kept their word and released simultaneously. Li Weiyi and Liu Ying walked toward each other.

Liu Ying looked at Li Weiyi with hate-filled eyes, then gazed at her real brother, seeing that he had still come to this dangerous place. Tears slid down her face. Her brother only showed her his warm, unchanged smile.

In the last few steps, Li Weiyi could no longer restrain herself and quickly ran over. Zhang Jingchan caught her fully and said: “Hide behind me.” Li Weiyi obediently hid behind him.

On the other side, as soon as Liu Ying had the towel removed from her mouth by her brother, she shrieked: “Where is everyone! All of you get in here!”

The four subordinates in black were all outside. Hearing her voice, they all rushed in.

Li Weiyi pressed tightly against Zhang Jingchan, saying in a low voice: “I’ll shield you, run quickly, Xu Yi won’t hurt me.” But Zhang Jingchan said: “Don’t be afraid.” He didn’t move even a step.

At the doorway, Zhang Fengming and Cheng Chuan stood two steps apart. They didn’t enter the room, but could see the situation inside clearly.

Zhang Fengming frowned tightly: “Old Cheng, did I miss something, or have they gone mad? How did Zhang Jingchan and Liu Ying end up together, while Xu Yi and Li Weiyi became star-crossed lovers?”

Cheng Chuan pressed his shoulder: “If we can’t understand it, let’s not get involved.”

Zhang Fengming said again: “It’s as if Xu Yi and Zhang Jingchan have switched identities.” He obviously found this impossible himself and scoffed.

Cheng Chuan paused, staring intently at the people inside. He lowered his head and rubbed his temples.

Suddenly, sounds came from nearby—it sounded like several people running over, their footsteps very agile and nimble. Both men were startled. Cheng Chuan pulled Zhang Fengming, and they hid in the darkness.

Inside the gymnasium.

Liu Ying pointed at Zhang Jingchan and shouted: “Beat him to death!” The subordinates were stunned. Liu Ying: “Beat him to death! My brother has betrayed everyone!” Only then did the subordinates surround him.

But Zhang Jingchan shouted: “Come out!”

Three figures, agile as leopards, burst in—it was Zhong Yi and two comrades-in-arms. They had actually infiltrated the elementary school earlier and immediately revealed themselves when they heard something wrong. With the quality of special forces soldiers, even a police officer like Ding Chenmo hadn’t detected them.

However, the four people inside were Liu Ying’s strongest and most elite subordinates, all former bodyguards with considerable skills. For a moment, the two groups were evenly matched.

Xu Yi and Liu Ying turned and ran. Zhang Jingchan released Li Weiyi’s hand: “Stay with Zhong Yi.” He took off in pursuit.

Li Weiyi didn’t listen and followed him out.

Liu Ying was wearing high heels and had been tied up for a long time. After running just a few steps, she fell on the rugged dirt road. In that moment of delay, Zhang Jingchan had already caught up. Xu Yi pulled Liu Ying up and pushed her forward: “Get on the boat! Don’t look back!” Tears burst from Liu Ying’s eyes. She kicked off her high heels and ran barefoot down the dirt path beside them toward the riverside.

By the riverside, a dark motorboat had appeared at some point.

Xu Yi and Zhang Jingchan grappled together.

The terrain rose and fell, rocks were exposed, the mud was slippery. After exchanging several punches, both fell to the ground but still wouldn’t let go of each other, rolling along the dirt slope, gradually rolling toward the cliff edge.

Li Weiyi picked up a wooden stick and kept chasing the two men. Tears blurred her eyes, but they were fighting so intensely she couldn’t find an opening to strike. When she saw the two men approaching the cliff, for an instant it was as if she saw their destiny.

She screamed: “Don’t go there! Don’t go there! Zhang Jingchan, don’t go there!”

Xu Yi, who had originally been pinned down by Zhang Jingchan, suddenly laughed. He pulled a handgun from behind his waist under his suit and fired a shot at Zhang Jingchan’s abdomen. Zhang Jingchan’s body stiffened.

Li Weiyi: “No—”

The moment the gun fired.

Ding Chenmo’s expression changed dramatically. He grabbed the walkie-talkie: “Team One, Team Two, move! Arrest everyone, I repeat, arrest everyone near the gymnasium!”

Several police cars simultaneously sounded their sirens, converging on the elementary school from all directions.

However, one car was faster than Ding Chenmo’s. It rushed out from the intersection, ramming through the elementary school’s parking barrier first and speeding forward.

Ding Chenmo saw Li Yunmo in the driver’s seat and was furious enough to explode. But it wasn’t just Li Yunmo in the car—he could also see Zhang Moyun and Li Jinhong, along with two bodyguards.

“What are they doing!” Ding Chenmo roared. “This isn’t a place they should be! Crazy! This whole family is crazy!”

But it was too late to stop them. Under the fierce command of Zhang Moyun, this old wolf desperate to see his son, Li Yunmo drove the car like it was flying, reaching the gymnasium entrance in moments.

Zhang Moyun’s eyes were red. Since ascending to high positions and acquiring wealth, how many years had it been since he personally held knives and clubs to attack people?

Chapter 136: The Final Rewrite (2)
But trapped in there was Zhang Moyun’s son—the one who had risked his life time and again crashing cars, looping through cycles, who despite his rebellious nature always appeared before him again.

It was his foolish son who, even when forced into a desperate situation, still dared to crash into his father’s arms to warn him personally.

On the first day after they crossed over, that afternoon when Ding Chenmo called, the last two sentences had revealed the truth.

Ding Chenmo said: “Go downstairs for a walk later, someone wants to see you. I’ll temporarily pull back the outer perimeter personnel.”

Zhang Moyun didn’t ask who it was. Ding Chenmo added: “This time there might be a swap too.”

…

Later, Zhang Moyun found a note in his hand, clearly written in his son’s handwriting.

That evening, when “Zhang Jingchan” brought wine glasses to him and Wu Xinhui, he naturally wouldn’t drink it. He immediately closed the door and quietly called Ding Chenmo. But Ding Chenmo told him to play along.

“It’s your son’s idea—to have you two avoid this whole affair first. He said you can’t die again, said if you always feel you can’t escape fate, then this time listen to him and hide completely. Of course, it’ll also let that person lower his guard. Right now that person is using your son’s identity—we can’t arrest him, can’t hit him. If we push him too hard, who knows if he’ll drag you down with him. Old Zhang, haha, you’re not necessarily a match for this son you got for free.”

Zhang Moyun was so frustrated he wanted to curse, but still decided to listen to his son.

However, Zhang Moyun had stayed in the hospital for two whole days. This evening, seeing Li Yunmo looking distracted, he became even more anxious. After pressing him with a few questions, Li Yunmo started wiping away tears: “Brother Chan is taking a risk tonight. He won’t take me, only Zhong Yi. He thinks I’m useless…”

Zhang Moyun looked at Li Jinhong beside him: “Old brother, is it appropriate to let my son shoulder everything alone?”

Li Jinhong had been holding back a bellyful of rage. He immediately understood his meaning and stood up: “Let’s do it!”

Zhang Moyun personally called Zhong Yi. Zhong Yi didn’t hide anything and confessed everything, then promised: “Achan has arranged everything thoroughly. He’s considered every detail, calculated the timing again and again. I’ll also protect them secretly. This time I absolutely won’t let anything happen to them.”

But the old father who came from being a construction contractor still brought his old comrade and personally killed his way there.

…

At the cliff edge.

Li Weiyi raised the wooden stick and swung it at Xu Yi’s head. He snatched it away with one hand and threw it off the cliff. She lunged forward to grab his gun-holding arm. He roared: “Get back! Do you want to die!”

Li Weiyi was thrown off and fell to the ground. She tried to stop him again, but Xu Yi had already raised the gun muzzle, aiming at Zhang Jingchan’s head.

Zhang Jingchan had been forced to the cliff edge, his left hand covering his bleeding stomach, his face deathly pale.

Li Weiyi didn’t dare move again and cried: “Please, Xu Yi, don’t shoot! Don’t kill him!” She instinctively turned her head. Standing here, looking past the gymnasium roof, she could still see the tall clock in the school—11:58:33.

Xu Yi noticed her gaze and also quickly turned his head, then looked down at his watch and said: “This round, this lifetime—no, all these lifetimes—I’ve finally won. There’s 1 minute 28 seconds left. Zhang Jingchan, as long as I kill you within this one minute, you’ll die immediately and we won’t be able to switch back. Jump, Zhang Jingchan. I don’t want to shoot you dead in front of her. There’s 1 minute 20 seconds left.”

Zhang Jingchan stood still. Xu Yi raised his hand and fired, another shot hitting his thigh. Zhang Jingchan’s body swayed and he almost couldn’t stand.

Li Weiyi cried: “Why must you kill him! Why!” She grabbed his ankle, her soft hands seemingly grasping his soul.

Xu Yi tilted his neck back, his Adam’s apple rolling: “Because you were right. I want to become that kind of person again. I’m a dragon among men, my life has been smooth sailing. Jump!”

Li Weiyi looked back at the clock again—1 minute 5 seconds left.

Zhang Jingchan was already covered in blood. Even without jumping, he was barely alive, but he still stubbornly stood. Suddenly he smiled too, that face in the night calm and handsome as when they first met.

Zhang Jingchan said: “I’ll jump. Don’t make things difficult for Li Weiyi.”

Xu Yi glanced at his watch: 1 minute 1 second.

He suddenly realized something. An incredible thought surged into his mind, cold sweat instantly covering his entire body. He saw Zhang Jingchan tilt his head back and fall toward the cliff below. He immediately fired, but it was too late—the bullet hit only air.

Li Weiyi had somehow stood up, standing behind him. She said softly: “I adjusted your watch back by one minute. Xu Yi, goodbye forever.”

But the school’s big wall clock… Ha, Xu Yi understood—the same thing, Zhong Yi’s doing.

In that instant, everything in Xu Yi’s field of vision began to distort: mountains, rivers, slopes, the handgun, the air…

It was as if an invisible heavy hammer struck down with a “boom” at his heart; as if an omnipresent ancient bell of authority resonated and rang out in his mind.

Xu Yi and Li Weiyi simultaneously collapsed to the ground.

No—it should be said it was already Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi.

Not far behind them, Zhong Yi was the first to rush over, faster than even the police, followed by Zhang Moyun, Li Yunmo, Li Jinhong, Ding Chenmo, and everyone else.

The two people on the ground slowly got up again, both rubbing their heads, looking at each other overlapping on their own bodies. The young man and young woman stared at each other wide-eyed.

Zhong Yi rushed over in a flash, his back to the police. He pulled out a clean cloth he had prepared long ago, wiped the fingerprints off the gun, kicked it off the cliff with one foot, then made a “shh” gesture to them both.

This was the last thing Achan had instructed.

The teenage Zhang Jingchan and teenage Li Weiyi looked confused but both sensibly kept quiet.

Below the cliff.

Xu Yi’s consciousness completely sank into darkness, but hazily, he seemed to see a cliff, see himself falling. His eyes closed, the corners of his mouth unconsciously smiled.

Just then, a figure suddenly rushed out from the darkness below the cliff and picked up the handgun that had fallen beside Xu Yi.

The police on the cliff had already rushed over, shouting loudly at Cheng Chuan: “Drop the gun! Police! Put the gun down immediately!”

But Cheng Chuan seemed to have lost his soul, mumbling: “I saw it, I just saw it, you killed me, you just killed me, three shots! You fired three shots! Damn it!” He suddenly pulled the trigger—three shots “bang bang bang” hitting Xu Yi’s corpse.

The police on the cliff fired several shots simultaneously. Cheng Chuan fell in a pool of blood.

In the distance by the river, several water police boats surrounded the motorboat.

Zhang Moyun and Li Jinhong, with their bodyguards, clustered around Zhang Jingchan; Zhong Yi and his people, along with Li Yunmo, surrounded Li Weiyi. The two groups pressed close together. The two young people, through the crowd, coincidentally looked at each other again. They knew nothing, yet their hearts seemed to understand something. Looking and looking, Li Weiyi blushed and turned her head away, but Zhang Jingchan kept staring at her.

The two corpses below the cliff lay silently in the wind. The police were surrounding them for preliminary investigation.

Ding Chenmo looked at everything that had finally ended and finally become peaceful before him, and let out a long sigh. He raised his head to look at the dense night sky without a trace of starlight and smiled.

Those two people—those two indomitable people who finally achieved their wish and saved everyone—should be returning to 2022 now, right?

No, he turned his head to look at the awkward young man and woman in the crowd, their gazes constantly entangling and chasing each other, and smiled again.

They would grow up before his eyes.

Old Ding’s face, like old tree bark, bloomed into a flower with his smile.

Chapter 137: He’s Such a Dog (1)
Li Weiyi suddenly opened her eyes.

Another unfamiliar room. This room was as large as three of her bedrooms. Opposite her was an entire wall of floor-to-ceiling windows, currently with curtains pulled tightly closed, not leaving a single gap. There was very little furniture in the room, making it appear especially spacious. Li Weiyi felt she could even ride a bicycle in here.

Everything in sight—the furniture and decorations—were extremely refined and high-quality, yet also simple and elegant. Beneath her was an oversized, extremely soft bed with two pillows placed side by side. The sheets were wrinkled beyond recognition.

Li Weiyi sat up. The nightgown with only two thin straps hanging on her shoulders slipped off her shoulder—it looked very silky and easy to remove.

Li Weiyi silently hooked the shoulder straps back onto her shoulders, ignoring the faint kiss marks below her shoulders and above her waistline.

She picked up a coat from the floor and put it on. The master bedroom’s bathroom was empty. She opened the door and went out. To the left of the hallway was a living room twice the size of the bedroom. Li Weiyi conservatively estimated this apartment was around 300 square meters.

The living room also had an entire wall of floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the river, with morning light streaming in brilliantly.

The living room was also very simple—a set of warm-toned leather sofas, a super-large TV hanging on the wall, and beside it a long work desk with a stack of documents and a laptop computer.

Near the wall by the floor-to-ceiling window stood an easel with a high stool in front. An unfinished sunrise river landscape painting. Li Weiyi could tell at a glance it was her own painting style.

She returned from the living room, passed the kitchen, and walked further in.

Opposite the master bedroom was a study—more precisely, half study, half art studio. The study was tidy, the studio messy. Li Weiyi smiled with pursed lips.

Further in was a walk-in closet and a guest bathroom.

Further still was another guest bathroom.

The guest bathroom door was open. At a glance, Li Weiyi could see through the frosted glass door that steam was rising in the shower room. A tall man had his back to her, hot water pouring over his head, flowing down his neck and shoulders. Even though it was just a blurry silhouette, she could see broad shoulders and a lean waist, along with firm long legs—a perfect clothes hanger physique.

This scene was so familiar. Li Weiyi swallowed, suddenly feeling afraid and nervous.

What if she opened the door and saw Xu Yi…

What if this time, she hadn’t crossed back to 2022 progressing along a normal timeline, but to one of the previous lives?

Li Weiyi couldn’t wait another moment. She wanted a definitive answer. She wanted to see clearly with one glance.

“Bang”—she pushed open the shower room door.

The man inside suddenly turned his head but didn’t turn his body, looking at her completely naked with a complex gaze.

Li Weiyi: “…”

Zhang Jingchan: “…”

“Bang”—the door was pulled shut again, and Li Weiyi quickly rushed out.

Ten minutes later.

Li Weiyi was fully dressed, sitting on the sofa with a pot of tea brewed in front of her, looking down and drinking very seriously, as if she were a tea connoisseur.

Zhang Jingchan also came out wearing a dress shirt and suit, holding a tie in his hand, his hair still slightly damp. There was only one long sofa in the living room. Li Weiyi kept her head down drinking tea. Zhang Jingchan sat down beside her, his fingers playing with the tie.

Li Weiyi: “You came back too?” She still needed to confirm.

“I woke up half an hour before you.”

“Why are you showering so early in the morning? And not closing the door!” Li Weiyi questioned.

Zhang Jingchan’s fingers stopped playing with the tie. His back slowly leaned against the sofa, his arms draped over it. He said unhurriedly: “I remember last night… after we finished, you went to shower first. I wanted to shower, but you wouldn’t let me—you wanted to sleep in my arms. As a result, I couldn’t hold out and fell asleep. Shouldn’t I wash up this morning?”

Li Weiyi’s entire face burned like fire. She also remembered now—the two of them had been living together for over two years.

“I moved in with you the year I graduated college?” Li Weiyi blurted out.

The corners of Zhang Jingchan’s mouth curved slightly. His eyes were deep-set, and when he smiled genuinely, they looked as beautiful as condensed ink and gathered pearls.

“Sounds like something I could pull off.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

Although, but still, waking up to find themselves cohabiting was ultimately awkward. The two didn’t say much more and went out together.

“The group has an important meeting this morning that I need to attend,” Zhang Jingchan said.

“I remember I have an appointment with the publishing house.”

Zhang Jingchan drove her to the publishing house building. Along the way, neither spoke much—both were organizing and absorbing their gradually awakening memories.

Li Weiyi unbuckled her seatbelt, pushed open the car door, then turned to look at him with a beaming smile: “Everything’s quite good. I’ve remembered it all. Everyone is doing well. I’ll head up now. Thanks for driving me.” One foot stepped onto the ground.

Zhang Jingchan had originally been gripping the steering wheel with both hands. Suddenly he freed one hand, pulled her half-out body back, leaned over, and kissed her deeply.

Li Weiyi’s heart was pounding like a drum.

His scent was different from before, with a hint of fresh aftershave. His warm tongue entangled with hers. Her gaze fell on his straight suit shoulder line, and she could still see a glimpse of white shirt collar.

His technique was far superior to before.

All developed through years of gradual exploration and coordination with her.

Li Weiyi’s hands initially rested on his shoulders. Her right hand fingers slowly moved up, very lightly touching the skin on the side of his neck, then using her thumb and index finger to caress his earlobe with perfect mastery, like a bird holding a pearl.

Zhang Jingchan let out a soft gasp.

The two separated, both staring intensely.

He raised high the hand that had been holding her waist, circled it over the top of her head, and placed it back on the steering wheel. His head tilted slightly to the side, not looking at her but smiling, saying: “Go on.”

Looking perfectly innocent and composed.

Li Weiyi turned and walked away.

——

Today, some of the sharp middle and senior executives at Huicui Group noticed the chairman was somewhat different. Usually, though Zhang Jingchan wasn’t the type to be harsh or demanding, he spoke little but carried weight, commanding respect without anger—everyone was in awe of him.

Today, although he still provided precise and incisive decisions for each project under discussion, at times he seemed somewhat distracted, occasionally even showing a smile at the corners of his mouth, making the responsible person giving the report feel excited and honored.

After 4 PM, the chairman left early.

This was an extremely rare occurrence. Over all these years, except for illness, the chairman had only left early twice.

Once was for his girlfriend’s college graduation ceremony.

The other time, only the secretary knew—the chairman personally drove to pick up his girlfriend to move in with him.

On the way driving to the publishing house, Zhang Jingchan received a call from Li Yunmo: “Brother Chan, you’re not at the company anymore?”

“Just say what you need to say.”

This morning at the company, the two brothers had already touched base. Li Yunmo had confirmed their return. However, there were too many company matters and they hadn’t had time to talk in detail.

“The private room you asked me to reserve is booked. I’ll send the address and room number to your phone in a bit.”

Zhang Jingchan thought it must be a private room he’d asked him to book to take Li Weiyi to celebrate their reunion, so he said: “Thanks.”

When Li Weiyi received Zhang Jingchan’s call, she had just finished a meeting with several editors and artists from the publishing house.

“You’re downstairs?”

Chapter 138: He’s Such a Dog (2)
“It’s only 5 o’clock. Doesn’t your company get off at 6?”

The other end said nothing.

“Achan Chan, so eager to see me—can’t hold yourself back? Weren’t you so composed this morning? You’re so fickle!” Li Weiyi always let her mouth run first.

Zhang Jingchan’s car engine was already off, parked in the parking strip downstairs. One hand rested on the window frame, his head tilted slightly back with a half-smiling expression as he replied: “Sometimes I feel that your kind of arrogance with complete disregard for consequences is actually quite respectable.”

Li Weiyi: “…”

Although Li Weiyi’s colleagues at the publishing house knew she had a boyfriend, they didn’t know his identity and had never met him. First, Zhang Jingchan was really too busy. Second, he was too famous—Li Weiyi didn’t want to be the subject of gossip.

But since he’d already come today, Li Weiyi wouldn’t deliberately hide it. She waved to her colleagues: “My boyfriend’s downstairs. I’m leaving first.”

Everyone had long been extremely curious about Li Weiyi’s boyfriend, because over these years, no matter how excellent the men pursuing Li Weiyi were, she rejected them without hesitation, informing them: I have a boyfriend I’ve been dating for many years.

A group of people went downstairs one after another. As the others walked out through the revolving door, they happened to see Li Weiyi not far away walking toward a… Rolls-Royce by the roadside?

Even more terrifying, there was only one man in the car. Even from a distance, he was extremely handsome. Just looking at those brow bones, nose bridge, and shoulder frame was incredibly attractive.

“Holy crap!” Editor A grabbed Editor B’s arm. “So handsome, and so rich! A Rolls-Royce must cost several million, right?”

“This car costs several million?” The chief editor beside them sneered. “Add a zero.”

A chorus of gasps.

“I heard they’ve been living together for two or three years. Both families are urging them to get married, but Li Weiyi thinks she’s still too young and refuses.”

“Ahhhhh! It’s literally ‘wine and meat rot behind vermilion gates while frozen bones lie on the roads!'”

Another young artist: “But you really can’t tell with Li Weiyi! The day before yesterday she group-bought a 200-yuan dress with me! She even reminded me to claim the 10-yuan coupon!”

“And also!” Editor B said. “She split-ordered a case of whole wheat toast with me.”

“She ate a 15-yuan boxed lunch with us at noon today.” Editor A looked grief-stricken. “Doesn’t her wealthy boyfriend feel bad? I feel bad for her!”

“But Li Weiyi just doesn’t care about those things.”

When someone said this, everyone’s hearts inexplicably warmed. Looking at the perfect couple driving away in the Rolls-Royce, they no longer felt the distance was so great. Instead, they felt the joy and pride of family members.

Only the chief editor remained silent, holding back. She wanted to say: Didn’t any of you see? Although Li Weiyi doesn’t like carrying designer bags, that necklace she wore last week—if it was genuine, it would cost over a hundred thousand yuan. Over a hundred thousand yuan! A fully renovated, fully smart-controlled toilet hanging around her neck.

The main thing was, when the chief editor saw it last week, she didn’t think it would be genuine either. She even seriously suspected Li Weiyi herself didn’t know the brand or price of the necklace. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have impatiently taken it off when it dangled down and interfered with her painting, casually tossing it in a drawer.

Just… tossing it in a drawer. Though she did put it back on before leaving work, muttering: “Such a hassle.”

Thinking back to all the various accessories Li Weiyi had worn before—clearly that man preferred giving her these things—the chief editor mentally calculated the total retail price and silently sighed.

Someone in the group chat @’ed Li Weiyi: “Saw your boyfriend! So handsome, so expensive-looking, so cold and aloof.”

“Request high-definition photos.”

“Request high-definition photos.”

“Request high-definition photos, a couple’s kissing photo would be best.”

Before long, Li Weiyi replied: “He said no photos, but dinner’s on him—order whatever you want.”

The group chat erupted in celebration.

Li Weiyi smiled and put down her phone, looking up: “You’re done for. That group might really clean you out when they order. Don’t be shocked.”

Zhang Jingchan said: “Birds of a feather flock together. I’m mentally prepared. Bring it on.”

Li Weiyi punched him.

Li Yunmo had booked a very expensive private club. A server led the two through a serene garden with small bridges and flowing water. Li Weiyi asked Zhang Jingchan: “Booking such an expensive place—are there other people coming?”

Only then did Zhang Jingchan remember he forgot to ask Li Yunmo. After all, it had been less than a day—he hadn’t remembered every single detail yet. But since they were already here, he was too lazy to call and ask. He answered: “We’ll find out when we look.”

The private room door was closed. Li Weiyi asked: “Has anyone else arrived?”

The server smiled charmingly: “No, only you two have arrived.”

When the door opened, it was pitch black inside. The server said: “Ah, sorry, all our lights here are smart remote-controlled. I’ll go get the remote.” Without waiting for their response, she turned and left.

They had been here before. Li Weiyi felt today’s server wasn’t very professional, just leaving them at the door like that. But neither said anything. The hallway light shone in, revealing a small lounge area. The private room was a suite, separated in the middle by screens and display shelves. The two walked into the lounge first and sat down to wait.

It was very quiet around them. There wasn’t a single person in the corridor, and deeper inside the private room was complete darkness. The two sat side by side on a loveseat. Li Weiyi sighed: “It really just ended like that. I have this feeling of unreality.”

“You’ll slowly get used to it.”

Li Weiyi punched Zhang Jingchan’s arm: “Although we’re living together, for me, as of yesterday our relationship had only progressed to kissing. Don’t harbor any unrealistic fantasies.”

“I’m not that thirsty.”

“Neither am I.”

Zhang Jingchan raised his hand and shut the private room door with one motion. The room plunged into complete darkness. His hands slipped under her arms, lifted her up, placed her on his lap, and lowered his head to kiss her.

The two began whispering. Li Weiyi: “The server will come!”

“I’m listening for them.”

“Didn’t you say you weren’t thirsty?” Her hand reached up to touch his Adam’s apple.

One of his hands pressed the back of her head: “We’re not in the loop anymore—there’s no rush. This is just a normal couple’s normal interaction rhythm. Get used to it.”

“That makes so much sense…”

The only sound in the private room was the soft smacking of lips kissing.

Suddenly, the entire private room blazed with light. A passionate, cheerful welcoming march played, startling both of them into shaking. Zhang Jingchan quickly pressed her into his arms and looked up. Only then did he see the inner room was a huge private room filled with people standing: Zhang Moyun, Wu Xinhui, Father Li, Mother Li, Li Xiaoyi, Zhong Yi, Ding Chenmo, Li Jinhong… Standing at the very front, Li Yunmo energetically shouted: “Welcome back to 2022—” The other voices were sparse and scattered.

The others were better off—half-smiling, all turning their heads away as if seeing no evil. Wu Xinhui kept signaling her son with her eyes: Hurry up and put her down! Her parents are here!

Father Li and Mother Li were very awkward.

Zhang Jingchan with moist, red lips: “…”

Li Weiyi straddling him with legs spread: “…”

Who the hell came up with this damn surprise welcome ceremony!

Li Yunmo, meeting Brother Chan’s cold, penetrating gaze, silently shrank back into a corner.

How can you blame me! He thought indignantly. You’re the one who’s such a dog! You couldn’t even wait two minutes before starting to make out! Now everyone finally knows your true face behind that righteous facade, hmph!

Chapter 139: Not Being Human
Li Weiyi had never been so mortified in her entire life!

Face flushed, heart dead as ashes, she stood beside Zhang Jingchan, watching him greet everyone as if nothing had happened. When Li Weiyi walked past her parents, her mother even pinched her arm.

Everyone took their seats.

Li Weiyi’s smile was still somewhat stiff, while Zhang Jingchan was already gently and calmly inquiring about Ding Chenmo’s health and chatting with Zhang Moyun about company matters. Li Weiyi felt indignant! Losing face this badly was all his fault—he was the one who lifted her onto his body, the one who moved his hand to spread her legs and position her properly. As a result, what everyone saw was her actively straddling him.

Li Weiyi covered her eyes with one hand, glaring at him viciously.

Zhang Jingchan had already removed his suit jacket. Off work and without a tie, his shirt collar was open. Just sitting there casually, his entire being exuded elegant nobility. When listening to people speak, his gaze was very focused. At twenty-seven years old, his eyes were deep and sharp. Because of that somewhat restrained aura, anyone—even his father—couldn’t be completely relaxed when talking with him.

Li Weiyi’s furious gaze—he seemed not to see it, still chatting with Ding Chenmo.

Glaring and glaring, Li Weiyi’s gaze involuntarily fell on his fair profile under the light, on the shoulder, back, and waist lines outlined by his shirt, and on the long legs wrapped in suit trousers.

Why did she feel… he was even more handsome than before? It must be because in this life everything had gone smoothly, leaving him high-spirited.

As Zhang Jingchan was chatting, he suddenly turned his body back, reached out to press the back of her head, almost embracing her, and asked in a voice only the two of them could hear: “What are you trying to stir up now?”

Li Weiyi directly kicked him under the table. Under everyone’s watchful eyes, he acted as if he doted on her, smiling and patting her head before turning back to continue talking with people.

Li Weiyi: …

Really good at pretending.

The whole table smiled at their little interactions. Only Li Yunmo covered his eyes in disgust, shaking his head: “You’ve been good for seven years already, yet here you are having a second spring like an old house on fire. Can you stand it? Anyway, I don’t want to see it again.”

Li Weiyi threw a napkin at him. The whole table burst into laughter.

Li Weiyi laughed too. All the accumulated awkwardness and shyness swept away. She wagged her head at Li Yunmo: “We just get to fall in love twice. Envious? Jealous? Single dog!”

Li Yunmo: “Brother Chan, control her! She’s bullying people!”

Zhang Jingchan rested one hand on Li Weiyi’s chair back, picked up the teapot to fill Li Weiyi’s cup, and said: “Can’t control her. I listen to her.”

The whole room erupted in laughter again. Li Weiyi felt Zhang Jingchan was being unprecedentedly agreeable today. She leaned back lightly into his arms, made a face at Li Yunmo—a complete display of bullying by association.

What Li Weiyi didn’t know was that this small gesture made Zhang Jingchan’s heart feel as if something had gently struck it. All the most important relatives and friends in life were here, and they were all well. And she, relying on his favoritism, was beaming with joy, swaggering. Her presence was in his embrace, at his fingertips—from now on, belonging only to him.

Today, they were old friends reunited after a long separation, as well as companions who would spend each day together. Talking about past events again, everyone only sighed with emotion. On that night in 2014, Cheng Chuan and Xu Yi died on the spot, Liu Ying committed suicide by jumping into the river, and Zhang Fengming was sentenced to fifteen years in prison. All other persons involved were sentenced to varying degrees according to law.

The loop completely ended. Ashes to ashes, dust to dust. From this day forward, the timeline would move forward without looking back.

After that, father and son Zhang joined forces to establish the new company Huicui. Over these five years, Zhang Moyun had basically retired behind the scenes, but with his father’s experience and connections, Zhang Jingchan’s assets in this lifetime had multiplied several times compared to even his most successful previous life.

During the meal, Li Weiyi went out to take a work call that lasted about twenty minutes. As she walked back down the corridor, before turning the corner, she heard two familiar voices.

“When are you planning to get married?”

“No rush, we have our own arrangements.”

Li Weiyi smiled and was about to take a detour when she heard Wu Xinhui’s voice become agitated: “Have you developed other intentions? Let me tell you, you can’t wrong Weiyi. Your father and I absolutely won’t allow it.”

Li Weiyi stopped in her tracks.

Zhang Jingchan’s helpless voice came through: “Mom, where is your mind going? What divided loyalties could I have? Don’t try to provoke me just because you want to hold a grandchild.”

“Then when will you let me hold a grandchild?”

“In a couple years.”

“In a couple years you’ll be twenty-nine!” Wu Xinhui was exasperated. “Are you saying you’ll be thirty and still childless? Listen to Mom—at the latest, at the very latest, get married next year, conceive, and give birth the year after. Weiyi is twenty-five this year. Twenty-six or twenty-seven is the optimal childbearing age.”

Zhang Jingchan remained unhurried: “Whether to have children depends on her. When to have them also depends on her. The belly isn’t growing on me—I don’t have decision-making power.”

“You!!!”

Wu Xinhui suddenly became hesitant: “It’s not that she’s dissatisfied with you, is it? Girls who do art care most about spiritual purity. You and your father, both reeking of money, full of schemes, sigh…” The more Wu Xinhui thought about it, the more likely it seemed. Her son was handsome and capable, but Wu Xinhui had been accustomed to her husband’s vast wealth since youth and didn’t think her son was all that impressive. Plus she knew these father and son had the same nature in business—appearing righteous on the surface but actually cunning and shameless.

Zhang Jingchan said decisively: “You’re overthinking. She likes me exactly as I am.”

——

Late at night, Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi returned home. Zhang Jingchan had drunk alcohol today. He removed his suit jacket and hung it up, saying: “I’ll go run the water for a bath.”

Li Weiyi shook her head behind him: “Sigh! Reeking of money, full of schemes, spiritually impure—how did I end up with such a boyfriend?”

Zhang Jingchan turned around. His cheeks were flushed from the alcohol. One hand slipped into his suit trouser pocket, chin slightly raised, he said: “What boyfriend? Just yesterday you were calling me husband.”

Li Weiyi: “…That doesn’t count.”

Zhang Jingchan walked toward her step by step. His usually deep eyes now flowed with hazy light: “You also called me male god.”

Li Weiyi’s face heated up. She had—in bed.

Zhang Jingchan suddenly lifted her up, leaned against the wall, eyes half-closed, saying nothing. Li Weiyi gazed at his brow bone, nose bridge, and chiseled jawline, saying from the heart: “You really do have that male god vibe now. But I think you were most handsome the first time I met you by the river—especially beautiful, strong, and tragic. Not like now—you get whatever you want, high and mighty, lacking that pitiable quality.”

Zhang Jingchan’s eyelids lifted slightly. His head tilted against the wall with a rare air of languid charm. He said: “You flatter me. Likewise. You also have that goddess vibe, especially the first time I saw you—so touching and endearing. Nothing like now—all claws out, straddling me, grabbing my neck when you talk.”

Li Weiyi wrapping her legs around his waist was a completely natural bodily reaction. Grabbing his neck was also just touching him. She awkwardly loosened her legs, wanting to slide down. But Zhang Jingchan’s hands forcefully lifted upward. The overly close body lines and clear sensations made Li Weiyi’s heart tremble as she heard him ask carelessly: “Why come down? Isn’t hanging on your boyfriend nice?”

Li Weiyi immediately recalled a similar scene—once, she had wrapped her legs around his waist just like this. After kissing for a while, when Zhang Jingchan wanted to put her down, Li Weiyi clung even tighter and asked him: “Why come down? Isn’t your girlfriend hanging on you nice?”

At that time, Zhang Jingchan’s arms were already sore but could only force a smile and continue carrying her. When sleeping that night, he shook his wrists for ages.

What goes around comes around. Later, President Zhang went to the gym every day to lift weights, and it did have some effect. Wasn’t this the chance to wash away that humiliation?

Li Weiyi beamed with joy and lowered her head to kiss him.

——

The bathtub was in the master bedroom bathroom. While Zhang Jingchan went to soak in the bath, Li Weiyi rinsed off in the outer bathroom, then sat in the living room, hand propping up her chin, gazing at this enormous house, deep in thought.

A grand three hundred square meters with only one bedroom, one bed—not even a spare guest room. She remembered this apartment had been prepared just before they moved in together.

Li Weiyi now faced a serious problem: How to sleep tonight?

Zhang Jingchan finished his bath, changed into loungewear, and read in bed for a while without seeing Li Weiyi enter the room. He closed his book on the bed and walked out.

An extra blanket had appeared on the living room sofa. Li Weiyi was nestled inside with only her head showing, looking perfectly natural: “Tonight I’ll sleep here. I’m giving you the bed—no need to be polite. I’m small and don’t take up as much space as you. Sleeping on the sofa is perfect.”

Zhang Jingchan’s half-drunk haze had completely cleared after the bath. Expressionless, he stood there for a moment across five or six meters, then walked over, scooped her up horizontally with the blanket, turned, and headed for the master bedroom.

Li Weiyi: “You’re going back on your word!”

Zhang Jingchan placed her on the master bedroom bed, then went to pull away her blanket. Li Weiyi looked like she was about to suffer terrible abuse, clutching it and refusing to let go. Zhang Jingchan laughed, forcibly pulled the blanket away and tossed it on the cabinet, then took the super-large down comforter from the bed to cover her before lying down beside her, saying: “I only promised not to touch you. I didn’t promise we’d sleep in separate beds.”

He turned off the light. Li Weiyi turned her head, looking at him in the darkness. He was truly well-behaved. The bed was large enough that he wasn’t even touching her.

Zhang Jingchan really didn’t intend to do anything to her. He’d never been a man whose mind was full of those things. He preferred for those things to happen naturally. Right now, having them living together immediately after crossing back was indeed awkward.

Plus he really had drunk a bit too much today. He placed the back of his hand on his forehead, just about to sleep, when he heard the person beside him say: “Originally I was quite touched that you simply wanted to be with me. That’s what love is.”

“And then?”

“Then I remembered something: Zhang Jingchan, you’re not being human. When I was nineteen, you already slept with me. Now you can take that blanket and roll to the sofa.”

Chapter 140: Forcibly Childhood Sweethearts (1)
Li Weiyi’s words were like a key, unlocking the switch to Zhang Jingchan’s memories. Many vivid scenes and chaotic emotions felt as if they had happened just yesterday.

After that night in 2014, everything returned to calm. The nineteen-year-old Zhang Jingchan went back to his uneventful university life. But from that moment on, the name “Li Weiyi” was added to his life, like the tightening spell of the Bodhisattva Guanyin, constantly restraining his unruly teenage heart.

At school, Li Yunmo would whisper in his ear: “Aren’t you going to find sister-in-law today?”

“You really don’t remember anything from these past few days? You don’t even remember Xu Yi competing with you for your wife?”

“Damn, you don’t even know—later on, you had absolutely no shame, valuing romance over friendship, with such a strong possessive streak. But considering that supposedly you were a monk for eight years before someone wanted you, I’ve decided to forgive you.”

……

At home, not only Wu Xinhui, but even Zhang Moyun had already started treating Li Weiyi as their future daughter-in-law.

Wu Xinhui: “Achan, this is chocolate that your Uncle Liu brought from abroad, go deliver it to Weiyi.”

Wu Xinhui: “Achan, Weiyi has her college entrance exams next year. I’m telling you, there are certain things you must not do—don’t affect her ability to get into university.”

Wu Xinhui: “Why haven’t you gone to see Weiyi these past few days? Although you can’t disturb her studies, you also can’t just ignore her. What kind of boyfriend are you?”

Zhang Moyun had completely recovered from the surging emotions of father-son affection and defying fate from those previous days. Looking at his son’s face full of youthful rebelliousness, nothing seemed right. He said coldly: “In the past when you dated all sorts of messy girlfriends, this old man couldn’t be bothered to care. But from now on, if you don’t maintain male virtue, this old man will break your legs.”

Wu Xinhui: “What male virtue?”

Zhang Moyun revealed a loving smile: “When this boy was in a vegetative state, I heard Weiyi constantly repeating this new term—it means she wants him to be devoted only to her.”

Zhang Jingchan, who had been silently listening to the lecture, suddenly kicked the coffee table hard, stood up and said: “What girlfriend? I didn’t even pursue her. I’ve barely even met her a few times, and now I’m supposed to maintain male virtue for her?” He slammed the door and walked out.

Zhang Moyun and Wu Xinhui were shocked. After a while, Wu Xinhui said quietly: “Honey, we haven’t… made things worse, have we? What if he’s annoyed with Weiyi now and dumps her? What will happen in 2022? Will we just watch Weiyi cry as she marries someone else? This boy, ai! Such a temper.”

Zhang Moyun’s brow was also tightly furrowed. After thinking for a moment, he said: “This boy hates being controlled most of all. Let’s say less in the future, to avoid being counterproductive.”

Zhang Jingchan rushed out of the villa. That Ferrari had already been sold, leaving only a somewhat used Audi for him. He drove the car to the gates of Li Weiyi’s high school.

He was actually quite annoyed too. Waking up from a sleep, his future wife had all been arranged for him. Although he had previously prepared himself to be a devoted romantic, staying pure and waiting eight years for her, his own willingness was one thing—having someone force his head down to date was another matter entirely. Besides, he was only nineteen now, and she wasn’t even an adult yet. Did he have to take lifelong responsibility for her already? Just thinking about it made him feel suffocated.

Zhang Jingchan hadn’t really figured out why he’d run to the high school. Following Young Master Zhang’s usual style, at least he wouldn’t be the only one feeling miserable.

After waiting a while, school let out at noon. He knew Li Weiyi was a day student who went home for lunch. He rolled down the car window, rested one hand on the door, fingers tapping, staring intently at the main gate.

Such a youth—driving a nice car, dressed head to toe in trendy brands, handsome to an almost inhuman degree—attracted many people’s gazes.

Li Weiyi had no idea that her nominal boyfriend had gone crazy and come to the school gate. Third-year students were so busy. After the case ended, she hadn’t even had time to process her emotions or accept the information before drowning in an ocean of over forty test papers and assignments she owed. So much so that even by today, she hadn’t realized the fact that she was already “someone’s person.”

She walked out of the school gate arm-in-arm with her best friend, looking spirited and radiant. Today they didn’t have to wear school uniforms. She wore a blouse and short skirt, revealing well-proportioned, fair, slender legs. She had always been a funny person. Not knowing what she said, several girls around her burst into laughter, while she wore a sly smile. In the sunlight, you could even see the extremely fine down on her cheeks. Then she leaned her head on her best friend’s shoulder, hanging there like she had no bones, acting spoiled. Her best friend dragged her along like a corpse. She had no regard for her image at all—such a tiny thing, hanging on her tall best friend’s body.

Zhang Jingchan touched his nose.

Damn.

So cute.

Li Weiyi hadn’t seen Zhang Jingchan at all and was about to walk right past the car.

Zhang Jingchan honked the horn once. Their eyes met through the car window, and Zhang Jingchan could clearly see her palm-sized face rapidly turn red. Her body also stiffened. She released her best friend’s arm and tugged at the hem of her blouse.

Zhang Jingchan suddenly felt balanced inside. He wasn’t the only one anxious and uneasy about this matter.

With his spirits restored, Young Master Zhang’s inherent lazy arrogance seeped through. He leaned over, opened the passenger door, and tilted his chin at Li Weiyi: “Get in. I have something to say to you.”

Her best friend’s eyes sparkled brightly as she grabbed Li Weiyi’s arm, whispering: “Who is he? He’s so handsome.”

Li Weiyi mumbled: “A relative. You go ahead back. Let’s go to class together at noon.”

Once the car drove away from the school under everyone’s watchful eyes, Zhang Jingchan said: “I didn’t know we were relatives.”

Li Weiyi: “Then what did you want me to say?”

Zhang Jingchan paused.

Li Weiyi just wanted to hurry home.

Previously, she had decided to wait for him eight years, accompany him eight years. But acting like a hooligan toward a vegetative person who couldn’t move or speak was one thing—facing a living, breathing person over six feet tall, devastatingly handsome and incredibly proud, was quite another matter.

“What do you want with me?” Li Weiyi asked bluntly.

If this were before, with a girl having such a poor attitude, Zhang Jingchan would have turned and walked away. Breaking up with someone after dating for three days—he’d done it before.

Now, Young Master Zhang forcibly swallowed that breath.

“Treating you to a meal.”

A starving camel is still bigger than a horse. Although Fu Ming’s assets had been cleared out, Zhang Jingchan still had a monthly allowance much more generous than ordinary college students. He ordered a whole table full of dishes. Li Weiyi looked at it and only frowned, saying: “Why are you so wasteful?”

Young Master Zhang, who was in a bad mood, also remembered his changed circumstances and said irritably: “If we can’t finish, we’ll pack it up. The two of us will split it evenly and take it home to eat slowly.”

Li Weiyi: “…” That seemed to make sense, but also seemed very stupid.

Zhang Jingchan tilted his head back and downed half a bottle of iced cola, setting it down with a “bang.” Li Weiyi’s heart jumped along with it. She lifted her head and met his unwavering gaze.

“About our situation, what are your thoughts?”

Li Weiyi’s face reddened again as she viciously shoveled several mouthfuls of rice.

Seeing her blush, Zhang Jingchan actually smiled, saying unhurriedly: “Why are you blushing? Between men and women, it’s just those matters. Anyway, we’re destined to be together eventually. Let’s discuss it properly now to avoid detours. What’s there to be nervous about?”

Chapter 141: Forcibly Childhood Sweethearts (2)
Li Weiyi had never backed down since childhood. With a “smack,” she set down her chopsticks: “I’m not nervous at all. It’s just that I’ve never been in a relationship, unlike you with your rich romantic history. I’m already your third, aren’t I?”

Zhang Jingchan nearly choked on his cola. In his heart, he cursed the big-mouthed Li Yunmo hundreds of times and immediately explained: “Don’t listen to other people’s nonsense. The first girlfriend lasted three days—we never even held hands. The second one lasted a few months before we broke up. She counted as a proper girlfriend, but now we’ve cut ties completely.”

Li Weiyi, having won back a round, smiled faintly: “You don’t need to explain. I don’t care anyway.”

Zhang Jingchan felt stifled, but out of masculine instinct, he didn’t want to dwell on this topic any longer. He picked up a wet wipe, wiped his face, tossed it on the table, and spoke the words he’d thought up along the way: “You should take the entrance exam for my university. I won’t disturb you this year, and next year I’ll welcome you into the university.”

Li Weiyi: “But I want to apply to the Academy of Fine Arts.”

Zhang Jingchan mentally estimated the distance between the provincial Academy of Fine Arts and his university, felt it was acceptable, and said: “Then will you apply to the provincial Academy of Fine Arts?”

That was also a famous art academy. Li Weiyi would need to work hard to get in. She nodded: “I’ll do my best.”

But Zhang Jingchan said: “You can’t just do your best—you must get in. I don’t want a long-distance relationship.”

But how could a seventeen-year-old high school girl who had never been in love take a long-distance relationship seriously? She rolled her eyes at him and said: “What does that matter? If it’s true love, no matter how far apart, you’ll still be together.”

Zhang Jingchan: “I haven’t even fallen for you yet, and you haven’t fallen for me either. If we do long-distance on top of that, isn’t that the same as breaking up? What if someone tries to steal me away?”

Li Weiyi: “Hey, don’t make it sound like I’m the flirtatious one. Maybe someone will steal me away first.” She glanced at his handsome features, then thought about his playboy history, and the more she thought about it, the more likely it seemed.

Strangely enough, Zhang Jingchan clearly wasn’t familiar with her, yet when she shot him that disdainful look, he immediately understood what she was imagining. He gave a cold laugh, patted his left arm, and said: “You’ve already carved words here. Would I dare?”

Li Weiyi’s face turned bright red.

She didn’t know that previously, Wu Xinhui had photographed her daily carving sessions, hoping that when her son woke up one day, she could show him “her devotion.”

The two of them were getting more and more off-track.

Eventually, after some haggling, Li Weiyi still agreed to do her utmost to get into the Academy of Fine Arts. She would handle the specialized courses herself, but for subjects she didn’t understand, Zhang Jingchan would tutor her.

And so, this strange, pre-arranged romance began according to Zhang Jingchan’s plan.

……

The twenty-seven-year-old Zhang Jingchan, thinking back on that year’s “planned romance,” could only find it amusing. Looking at the lump under the blanket, Li Weiyi had her back to him, refusing to turn around.

Of course Zhang Jingchan wouldn’t go sleep on the sofa. Seeing through it but not saying it out loud—was she really angry because of his impatience back then?

Having been entangled on this bed thousands of times was one thing; both of them accepting this lifetime’s emotions and memories without any barriers was one thing; but having her, who had only just awakened a day ago, immediately go all the way with him was quite another matter.

Zhang Jingchan stroked her hair: “I said I wouldn’t touch you today, so I won’t. Besides, last night was… quite enough.” He laughed.

Li Weiyi’s mind immediately flashed with many indescribable scenes. Not just “enough”—it was more than enough, from after nine in the evening until after two in the morning.

“Then let’s sleep properly.”

“Okay.”

Li Weiyi rolled back into his embrace.

But Zhang Jingchan, remembering the past, felt somewhat nostalgic for those times when he tutored her, so he began to coax her: “Do you have anything to do tomorrow?”

“Nothing much?”

“Want to come with me to the company?”

In this lifetime, Li Weiyi had actually rarely gone to his company, mainly because she didn’t want to be too high-profile. She looked at his expression and answered “okay.”

Even if you’re no longer that hot-tempered youth, but a business mogul everyone fears and respects—if you want me to accompany you, how could I refuse?

Chapter 142: Time Rushes By (1)
That December was a warm winter.

Fu Ming had collapsed, but because debts were repaid in time and widespread goodwill had been established, in many people’s hearts, Zhang Moyun was still that business legend worthy of admiration. Therefore, he had plenty of opportunities to make a comeback.

But this time, Zhang Moyun didn’t rashly charge forward again. Instead, he and several remaining trustworthy old brothers investigated again and again, deliberated again and again. Throughout the process, he had Zhang Jingchan follow along and participate. And this youth who acted like he was all that didn’t disappoint his father and uncles when it came to serious matters. He could completely keep up with their thinking and could even propose solutions more clever and incisive than theirs.

On Sunday afternoon, Zhang Jingchan had just come from some banquet when he arrived at the Li family home. He wore an exquisitely tailored black suit, and at his shirt collar, there was still a very faint smell of alcohol, though you could only detect it if you got very close. The Li family members had all gone to work, leaving only Li Weiyi at home. She opened the door and, seeing his much more mature appearance, froze for a moment.

Zhang Jingchan casually slipped one hand into his suit pants pocket, walked in without looking sideways, and patted her head with his other hand: “Stunned by what you see? I’ll have more and more of these social engagements in the future—you’d better get used to it.” He paused, then added on his own: “They’re all proper occasions. I won’t mess around.”

Li Weiyi scoffed: “Wait until I actually see lipstick marks on your collar before you explain. Actually no—if there are lipstick marks, we’ll break up. No need to explain.” Her eyes sparkled as she spoke, as if she quite looked forward to a life free of him.

Zhang Jingchan stopped in his tracks and swept her a rather cold glance: “Don’t casually say those two words ‘break up.'”

Li Weiyi looked at him strangely: “I was joking.”

“Even as a joke, it’s not allowed.”

Li Weiyi thought, what a strange possessiveness… Clearly these past few months, the two of them had been getting along awkwardly, with only bickering and no sweet nothings. But whenever it involved matters of ownership, this guy became extremely serious, as if afraid she didn’t understand the gravity and would ruin their future relationship development.

Li Weiyi thought he was like a fussy, superstitious old lady who had to see the planned romance through to the end. Ha ha ha.

The room had a small space heater on. Zhang Jingchan got hot and took off his suit jacket, tossing it over a chair back. He rolled up his sleeves, sat down with his long legs in dress pants spread wide, and picked up a red pen: “Finished the test papers? Let me see.”

Li Weiyi no longer thought he resembled an old lady. When she looked up, she could see his jawline so close at hand, his clean and sharp Adam’s apple, his shirt outlining his lean and muscular waist tucked into his dress pants. At his age, he had both the clean air of youth and the first traces of a young man’s steady calculation. Li Weiyi didn’t dare look even once more. She gave him the test papers and used a book to shield her face.

After a while, his lazy voice sounded: “There’s improvement, but not much. Total score increased by five points.”

Li Weiyi had already put down the book: “That’s already very good, okay? I’m ranked first in cultural subjects among art students.”

But he didn’t think much of it: “Since when do people complain about having too many points? You’re not competing with people in your school—you’re competing with everyone in the country taking the provincial Academy of Fine Arts exam. And this question—I clearly explained it last time. Why did you get it wrong again?”

Li Weiyi didn’t believe it and leaned her head over. She heard him say with disappointment: “He asked me if I was going to the cinema tomorrow. I already said that the tense after ‘if’ changes according to when the event actually happens. He’s asking about tomorrow, so of course you should use ‘will.’ What’s this ‘was going to’? Such a simple grammar point—you could get it right by instinct alone, yet you’ve lost points on it twice!”

Li Weiyi also realized it, clutching the paper with both hands, her face full of chagrin: “Ah! I remember, I really did remember, but when I was doing it, I went too fast. My brain didn’t turn around in time and I filled in the wrong answer again! Ahhhhh—” She stamped her feet hard several times, then knocked her head against the desk.

Zhang Jingchan watched her act foolish with an impassive expression.

Ever since he’d acknowledged this girlfriend, that irritable, indescribable emotion had been buried in his heart, sometimes deep, sometimes shallow, sometimes strong, sometimes faint.

Zhang Jingchan really hated tutoring people. He was used to riding far ahead alone in his glory. What’s more, this was tutoring a high school student. He was busy too, okay? He had to maintain first place in his entire department, and now he also had to help his father revive the family business. There were things to worry about everywhere.

But on the first day of establishing their relationship, he didn’t know what possessed him to use tutoring as bait to entice her to work hard and test into the neighboring provincial Academy of Fine Arts. These past few months, every weekend, even like today when he was so tired he didn’t want to move, even when his father said if he was tired he could skip once and that Li Weiyi’s grades were already good enough—he’d only rested for five minutes in his father’s car before taking a taxi over himself.

And then not only did she get the same type of question wrong, she performed forehead-against-wooden-desk for him on the spot?

That restless irritation with nowhere to vent surged up in his heart again. Zhang Jingchan stared impassively at the girl’s fair and tender face, her slender neck, and though she was clearly admitting her mistake, the mischief and liveliness shining through her eyes. One look and you could tell she was just placating him.

Zhang Jingchan casually picked up a workbook, rolled it up, and used one end to lift her chin, raising her face.

“This can’t go on anymore,” he said.

This gesture of his was rarely frivolous. Li Weiyi was also stunned. He was clearly lifting her chin with a book, so why did she already feel so mortified?

“There need to be punishment measures for studying, otherwise you won’t remember.”

“What punishment?” Li Weiyi’s heart sank. He wasn’t going to punish her with more test papers, was he? Good heavens, she wanted a boyfriend, not another mother…

Before she could finish her internal complaint, Zhang Jingchan tossed aside the rolled-up book, replaced it with his hand in the same gesture, pressed his other hand against the desk edge, and loosely enclosed her in his embrace. He lowered his head, and just when their lips were about to touch, he glanced at her.

Her eyes were full of bright, glistening moisture. She didn’t dodge, showed no disgust, didn’t close her eyes either, but her breathing became very short, which he could hear.

Zhang Jingchan’s mood immediately improved. He closed his eyes and carefully kissed her.

This was Li Weiyi’s first kiss. She didn’t even know where to put her hands and could only clutch at his collar. But this older brother who was quite irritable when tutoring homework was extremely gentle when kissing. He let her clutch at him, even tilting his body toward her, as if willingly letting her lead him by the neck.

His other hand left the desk and came to her shoulder, gently holding her. His kiss was also very refined. Li Weiyi thought he truly lived up to being an academic achiever.

After kissing for probably a few minutes, Li Weiyi’s calves had started trembling when he finally moved his lips away. Li Weiyi thought it was over, but then he asked: “Will you sit on my lap?”

“Huh?”

Zhang Jingchan just laughed. Li Weiyi had never seen him smile like this—his eyes curved, the corners of his mouth lifted, so handsome it could kill you or bring you to life. She stared in a daze.

Zhang Jingchan pulled her onto his thighs to sit, encircling her with both arms. Li Weiyi grabbed onto one of his solid, lean arms and said: “Didn’t we agree to only be together after getting into university?”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his eyelashes: “This doesn’t count as being together. This is study punishment, and also warming up.”

Li Weiyi: “Has anyone ever told you that you’re incredibly thick-skinned?”

His face moved even closer: “Has anyone ever told you that your lips are very soft?”

Li Weiyi admitted defeat.

Chapter 143: Time Rushes By (2)
Previously, every weekend, Zhang Jingchan would wait until Li Weiyi’s father, mother, or Li Xiaoyi came home from work, greet them, and only then leave, demonstrating proper etiquette. The Li family all felt his upbringing was truly excellent—generous and courteous, outstanding academic performance, and strict with Li Weiyi.

But today, without waiting for the adults to return, Zhang Jingchan ran off.

Leaving behind only a Li Weiyi with swollen lips, cursing him in her heart for a good while. Fortunately, Young Master Li was quite clever. When her older sister Li Xiaoyi came home, she saw her younger sister eating a bag of spicy strips—not only were her lips red, but her whole face was flushed red from the spice.

Successfully got away with it.

However, for several consecutive weekends after that, the tutoring sessions weren’t very effective. Only then did Li Weiyi believe what her classmates said—that puppy love really would affect one’s studies. Even if Zhang Jingchan was just sitting beside her reading, she couldn’t concentrate. And where was he seriously reading anyway? He spent half the afternoon kissing her.

The key thing was, after kissing enough, this guy would still check her homework and test papers, criticizing her for slow progress, too many mistakes, and no improvement in grades.

After several rounds of this, Li Weiyi really couldn’t take it anymore. After he came to her house, she directly shut him outside the room door, saying: “I’m much more efficient reviewing on my own than with your tutoring! Go home! You’re really affecting my studies.”

Zhang Jingchan also knew he’d gone overboard recently, but thinking that the person in his arms was his future wife, and she was so… nice to kiss, he really couldn’t help himself. He leaned back against the door, reflected painfully for a while, and said: “Open the door. I promise not to touch you this time.”

“What if you do?”

“Then I won’t come anymore from now on.”

At that time, Li Weiyi still believed that an academic achiever ranked first in his entire department, and also the son of a big boss, should be a person of integrity. She let him in. Sure enough, Zhang Jingchan picked up his own homework and buried his head in serious writing. Li Weiyi was somewhat distracted at first, but seeing him completely focused and writing rapidly, she was also infected by it and began concentrating on working through test papers.

The setting sun slanted down.

Li Weiyi felt her study state today was particularly good and pushed the papers in front of him. Zhang Jingchan finished grading them in a glance and also smiled: “Your Chinese and math have returned to your best level. English 135—an improvement of eight points.”

Li Weiyi cheered. Zhang Jingchan tossed the papers aside, rested one arm on the desk, cracked his knuckles one by one, lowered his head with a smile, and asked: “Such great progress—this teacher is also very pleased and has decided to reward you. Think about it, what reward do you want?”

Li Weiyi’s eyes darted around.

Zhang Jingchan had a signed book by a famous author in his study that she had coveted for a long time. She’d never seen Zhang Jingchan read it either. Supposedly the author had given it to Zhang Moyun at a dinner once, and Zhang Moyun didn’t read books either.

She had just opened her mouth eagerly when Zhang Jingchan said: “Can’t think of anything? Then I’ll decide.”

“I didn’t…”

Zhang Jingchan grabbed one of her hands, clasped the back of her head with his other hand, lowered his head, and kissed her.

……

Zhang Jingchan actually also had moments when he couldn’t restrain himself and wanted to go further. But he still had a moral baseline in his heart. Recently, under the guise of tutoring homework, every time… he also knew his morals had degraded severely.

So on this day, after heavily rewarding the young lady who scored 135, Zhang Jingchan forced his hands to only stay above her neck, buried his face in her neck, and asked with slight resentment: “When do you turn eighteen?”

“Next week…”

Zhang Jingchan came completely alive, looking at her with bright, shining eyes: “Really?”

Li Weiyi was very proud: “Yes, I’m about to become an adult. Actually, my lunar calendar birthday passed a few days ago. Next week is my solar calendar birthday.”

Zhang Jingchan suddenly lowered his head and began kissing heavily again.

As he kissed, his hand began moving downward, stopping below the collarbone and above the ribs, covering but not moving.

Li Weiyi was shocked and bit his lip, slapping his hand away.

“Aren’t you an adult? Lunar calendar adulthood counts as adulthood too.” He was especially sincere. “I promise not to do anything else, just… squeeze twice.”

Li Weiyi’s face was like it was on fire as she said viciously: “Only after the college entrance exam!”

Zhang Jingchan sighed deeply and said: “So slow.”

Time was so slow.

Why must I, at the most unrestrained, youthfully passionate age of nineteen, treat you as if we just met, yet be as close as old friends?

——

Time was like the pages of books on the desk, turning page by page, the dappled light and shadow from the window shining through, ultimately irretrievable.

Zhang Jingchan came back to his senses, signed his name at the bottom of the document he’d already finished reading, and tossed it back on the desk. He looked up—Li Weiyi was occupying a corner of his office desk at an angle, reading a novel. In front of her was yogurt kept in his office for her, and a plate of exquisite small pastries.

She was reading very intently, completely unaware that the man who had just been lost in memories had been watching her for quite a while.

Zhang Jingchan got up and walked over, pulling the book from her hands. She was reading with great interest and glared at him with dissatisfaction. He inserted both hands under her armpits, easily lifted her up, and placed her on that expensive and enormous executive desk.

Li Weiyi sat on the desk of Huicui Group’s chairman for the first time. Her feet dangled in the air, and she was actually a bit flustered: “What are you doing?”

The man in a suit and tie, neatly dressed, closed his deep-set eyes, pressed both hands beside her body, and leaned down.

Li Weiyi smiled and kissed him back, seeking each other, teasing each other, deep and shallow, quite pleasant indeed.

“You didn’t also write in your diary that besides pressing me against glass to kiss, you also wanted to put me on the desk to kiss, did you?” She brought up his chuunibyou declaration.

He laughed through his nose, looked at her with an indiscernible gaze, pressed her head and kissed her again until she couldn’t breathe, while his other hand slowly moved upward and explored inside.

Li Weiyi was shocked: He was in the office, touching her…

She tried to knock his hand away: “What if someone comes in…”

He let her hit him, his five fingers not budging an inch: “No one dares to come in without knocking. Li Weiyi, you owe me this…”

Li Weiyi couldn’t remember at all when she had incurred this debt. Even if she owed it, hadn’t she repaid it enough over all these years?

When the secretary finally came to knock on the door to request instructions for the next work item, Zhang Jingchan had finally satisfied his teenage addiction, completely content. Only poor Li Weiyi, flushed and weak all over, was placed in the executive chair by him, her head buried down in fear of being seen by the secretary.

“Director Zhang, the overseas expansion department people have arrived. They want to report on their proposal. It will take approximately thirty minutes.” The secretary kept her eyes straight ahead.

Zhang Jingchan: “Have them come in five minutes. You leave first.”

He turned to look at the soft-shelled snail in the executive chair, his voice several degrees softer: “Why don’t you go inside? After the meeting, I’ll have lunch with you.”

Inside the office was a rest room with a bed and sofa. The way she looked now, he didn’t want any subordinates to see.

Li Weiyi refused: “Hiding in broad daylight—others will think we were doing something before. I’ll go out for a stroll and wait for you to get off work.”

“Go stroll around Zhongjin Mall.” He tilted his chin toward another building outside the window. “See if there’s anything you want to buy.”

Li Weiyi nodded, then asked with a mischievous smile: “Where’s my one hundred million? When will Director Zhang honor it?”

He looked at her with a faint smile: “I’ve already appreciated in value.”

“??”

His tone was as casual as if discussing what to eat for lunch: “Later when we get married, I’ll give you half of all my assets.”

Li Weiyi: I really don’t know what to say—goodbye!

Actually, Zhang Jingchan had long ago given her a supplementary card with no spending limit. However, Li Weiyi rarely used his money for big shopping sprees. Of course, occasionally when she saw something she particularly liked, she would indeed swipe the card and buy it without looking at the price. Today she took a fancy to a men’s overcoat and a pair of women’s leather shoes, swiping the card to buy them.

When passing by a bubble tea shop, she bought a cup of trendy milk tea. Finding it light and not too sweet, quite delicious, she bought another cup for Zhang Jingchan.

Ten minutes later, the clothes she bought had been placed in the trunk of Zhang Jingchan’s car by his driver, while the milk tea was personally delivered to Zhang Jingchan’s office desk by the secretary.

Zhang Jingchan, who was in a meeting with a group of company bigwigs, saw the freshly and cutely packaged milk tea and only raised his eyebrows slightly.

No one dared send him this kind of thing, except Li Weiyi.

After talking for a while, Zhang Jingchan felt slightly thirsty. His hand had just reached for the teacup containing premium pre-rain Longjing tea when he paused, turned instead to pick up that cup of iced milk tea, and took a light sip.

The tea was like the person—fresh and refreshing. He also remembered that during their university days, she often bought him various milk teas. Back then her taste leaned toward sweet, making it so he couldn’t drink it, couldn’t throw it away, and couldn’t bear to give it away. In the end, he took them all home for his mother to drink.

Thus, throughout the morning, subordinates coming in and out of the chairman’s office all saw that their usually stern-faced, extremely refined chairman kept drinking milk tea from a certain trendy shop downstairs.

You must know that when they entered the chairman’s office, what they drank was all rare tea leaves, the kind you might not even find on the market.

How delicious must this cup of milk tea be to make even the picky-tasting chairman unable to put it down?

As a result, for the next half month or so, that milk tea shop’s sales skyrocketed daily—but that’s a story for later.

This day, near noon, the secretary had already reserved a quiet private room at the restaurant downstairs. Zhang Jingchan didn’t want secretaries or assistants following, so he personally went downstairs to pick her up at the entrance of the mall across the way.

Zhang Jingchan was already quite famous in this city’s business district, and this area was the commercial center. Many people had seen him on the news. Plus, with his outstanding appearance, even though it was just a short stretch of road when walking on the street, he still attracted many people’s attention.

However, Big Boss Zhang, under everyone’s watchful eyes, was not in a good mood.

From over ten meters away, he looked at Li Weiyi at the mall entrance, and the man standing opposite her.

Zhang Jingchan recognized that man.

Chapter 144: Main Story Ending (1)
When Zhang Jingchan recalled the past, he actually felt he owed Li Weiyi something. Specifically manifested in: because of him, she had eaten too much unfounded jealousy.

After Fu Ming went bankrupt, for a while, the number of girls chasing Zhang Jingchan decreased quite a bit. But later, everyone gradually discovered that the Zhang family wasn’t as miserable as they’d imagined. Rumors said Zhang Moyun had already made a comeback and was beginning to train Zhang Jingchan to take over the business. Plus, Zhang Jingchan himself was truly extraordinarily handsome and outstandingly talented. Very quickly, those pursuing him resumed their endless momentum.

Zhang Jingchan rejected them all and claimed he already had a girlfriend. Of course, no one believed him. They didn’t see anyone by his side except a few brothers, with Li Yunmo following him most closely. Surely Li Yunmo couldn’t be his girlfriend, ha ha ha.

During that period, a bit of fanfiction about a Zhang-Li couple even circulated on the campus network for a while.

Until September of the following year, when the famous Zhang Jingchan brought a freshman girl from the Academy of Fine Arts to eat in the cafeteria and study in the library, and often stood guard under the girls’ dormitory building at the Academy of Fine Arts, shocking countless people.

For those one or two years, the two of them really loved each other very intensely. The young man no longer had any constraints, nor was there any distance in time or space. After more than a year of “tutoring,” the two had long since reached deep emotional intimacy, inseparable and unable to part.

Zhang Jingchan had never had such a feeling before. Just mentioning her, just seeing her, he couldn’t help but want to smile. He felt she was usually silly and naive, yet at critical moments smart and open-minded. He both wanted to tease her constantly and especially wanted to possess and own her. The affection between these two young people was like a spark falling on lushly overgrown grass—in an instant, the fire spread across mountains and fields, heat soaring to the sky.

They wanted to be together all the time. When he had no classes, he would wait outside her studio for several hours with a textbook from his major. Eventually, the Academy of Fine Arts teachers even added a round stool for him at the back of the studio. Everyone at the Academy of Fine Arts knew that was Zhang Jingchan’s seat. She had more free time and would accompany him to specialized courses she couldn’t understand at all, accompany him to his father’s office to work overtime. At that time, Zhang Jingchan, who was only twenty years old, even experienced the feeling of “sharing weal and woe.”

They kissed wildly in dark corners of movie theaters; in the Zhang family villa pool on afternoons when no one was around, they could swim all afternoon without getting tired, instead becoming increasingly addicted; they also went into the school’s small grove a few times… At that time, holding such a girlfriend, what did Zhang Jingchan feel? He wanted to dig out his heart and give it to her. He only hoped that the vow of “a lifetime together” made at this time could really last a lifetime. Words as ordinary as “I love you” had to be said by both of them every day, as if only through repeated confirmation, repeated expression, could such intense feelings find release and comfort.

Their first quarrel was after Zhang Jingchan, busy with his graduation thesis, hadn’t had time to see her for over a week straight.

During that period, Li Weiyi was also very busy with her studies. But she still slipped out of school on Friday evening after a long class to come to Zhang Jingchan’s university to find him.

It was very cold that evening. Li Weiyi stood outside his advisor’s workshop, looking at the lit room inside, where only he and a female student were present.

The girl was very pretty. Li Weiyi also knew her—she was a classmate from his year but different class, ranked third in the entire department. Zhang Jingchan’s eyes stayed fixed on the computer, his fingers striking the keyboard. The girl stood by his desk, smiling and saying something the whole time, then patted his shoulder. Zhang Jingchan looked up, smiled at her, and said something as well.

Li Weiyi was about to explode right then.

Actually, she knew Zhang Jingchan wouldn’t do anything. He was so good, so fond of her. His mind was full of developing smoothly with her until 2022, with the two timelines perfectly converging. Without exaggeration, Li Weiyi felt he was practically dating her with the heart of a monk cultivating the Way.

But understanding was one thing, emotions were another.

There were many things she hadn’t told him, but that didn’t mean they weren’t buried in her heart. When she walked beside him, many people’s surprised looks clearly wrote “unworthy,” and although facing such looks, Li Weiyi would roll her trademark eye roll at them; also at her school, some people made snide remarks openly and covertly about her “latching onto” the son of the former richest man, even spreading rumors that she had used her body to hook Zhang Jingchan in high school. Although at the time she cursed them out, cursed them so badly that later those people didn’t dare make passive-aggressive remarks to her face anymore… but after all, she was only eighteen years old. She would also cry from anger, would also complain in her heart that Zhang Jingchan was too much of a target.

As Zhang Jingchan approached graduation, he took on more and more company matters. She watched him gradually mature bit by bit, growing into a mature man who didn’t show his emotions. He would be so stressed by company matters that he couldn’t sleep all night. At that time, Li Weiyi couldn’t help at all, couldn’t even truly understand or keep up with many of the things he did. Like how the Zhang father and son, in the second year after bankruptcy, worked together to earn back one hundred million—this was something completely unimaginable to an ordinary sophomore girl.

Li Weiyi’s pressure was equally great, only her pressure wasn’t as clear-cut and concrete as Zhang Jingchan’s. It came in threads and bits, entangled in anything related to Zhang Jingchan. Even she herself didn’t understand what that pressure was.

But on this evening, seeing him with an equally excellent classmate, a man and woman alone, looking at each other and smiling, Li Weiyi’s pressure instantly burst to its critical point.

However, Li Weiyi had never been the type to run away or foolishly charge ahead. She tried her best to compose her expression, walked in with a smile on her face, and called out: “Achan.”

Zhang Jingchan turned around. Seeing her, he smiled, pushed away the keyboard his hands hadn’t left all day, and reached out one hand toward her: “How did you get here? You didn’t say anything. I would have picked you up.”

Li Weiyi smiled somewhat stiffly, walked over and held his hand, then nodded at that girl.

That girl was even more stiff than her. When the two girls’ eyes met, both understood something. However, the girl was much more experienced than Li Weiyi, still maintaining a perfectly sweet and bright smile on her face: “Your girlfriend is here. I won’t disturb you. We can discuss the remaining problems tomorrow.”

Zhang Jingchan said: “Okay.”

The girl left. Zhang Jingchan said: “Can you wait for me a little longer? There’s still a bit I haven’t finished.”

“Okay.”

After a while, Zhang Jingchan had to push the keyboard away again and look at the girl beside him who was keeping her head down in silence. Something was wrong with her.

But his heart was actually very anxious. Tomorrow this part of the thesis had to be submitted to his teacher. He was really too busy; time had to be squeezed out bit by bit. And his train of thought had been interrupted twice in a row—he also felt somewhat irritable inside.

Zhang Jingchan touched Li Weiyi’s hair and asked: “What’s wrong?”

Li Weiyi asked: “Why were only you and her here?”

Zhang Jingchan was stunned for a moment, then laughed: “No way, you’re jealous about this too? She’s just a classmate. We’re working on analyzing this data together.”

Chapter 145: Main Story Ending (2)
But Li Weiyi was thinking, with so many classmates, why did you choose her as your partner? Was it because of admiration? Or because you got along well?

But Zhang Jingchan hadn’t thought that much. He chose this classmate purely because he thought her mind was good, certain viewpoints coincided with his own, and working together on this data portion wouldn’t hold him back. Now Zhang Jingchan was already a junior boss at Huicui, already almost operating with a business manager’s mindset, seeing people more in terms of how to use them. How would he think about romantic feelings between men and women?

“You’re really overthinking it.” He patted her head again and continued typing on the computer. “I’ve really been very busy lately. Ancestor, don’t let your imagination run wild.”

Li Weiyi remained silent.

After a few minutes, Zhang Jingchan also became irritated. He had always been an extremely focused and efficient person, but these past few years, if Li Weiyi was unhappy, if she was sad or upset, he couldn’t concentrate on anything at all.

After all, he was only just over twenty. He said: “What exactly do you want from me? Can you have a little more trust? What am I working myself to death for? Isn’t it all for our future?”

Li Weiyi had always been someone who lived life freely since childhood, but facing her boyfriend, for the first time she felt so aggrieved she couldn’t say anything. What could she say? The affection in that girl’s eyes—she understood it with one glance. Say that she was also afraid, afraid that as he spent time with others day and night, he would involuntarily be attracted to more excellent people. Say that life still had such a long, long road ahead, she was only eighteen, couldn’t see anything clearly about the future, couldn’t grasp hold of it.

“I’ll go back first. Come find me when you’re done with your work.” She turned and walked away.

“Come back!” Zhang Jingchan stood up.

She walked even faster.

Zhang Jingchan caught up with her. He really had a headache and had never coaxed a girl before. Plus, he’d been really too busy and tired lately, so tired he didn’t have any energy left to discern things. He grabbed her hand and his temper also flared up: “Can you be a little reasonable? How can you also do such unreasonable things?”

Zhang Jingchan swore, that one sentence really just slipped out.

Li Weiyi looked at him coldly: “What if I’m just going to be unreasonable?”

Zhang Jingchan cursed under his breath, reached up to press his temples that ached faintly from many days of insufficient sleep, and raised his hand to stop her: “I’m not going to argue with you now. Let’s cool down for a couple days, then we’ll deal with this matter.”

Li Weiyi waved down a taxi. Zhang Jingchan instinctively followed, and she yelled: “Don’t follow!” Zhang Jingchan stopped in his tracks and watched her drive away in the car.

When it comes to quarrels, once there’s a first time, there will be a second time. And cold wars, whether long or short, don’t help resolve past grievances. Instead, they make the more insecure one trace over the crack in their heart again and again, making it increasingly clear and deep.

Actually, for most couples, do they really have such irreconcilable major conflicts? Really, they don’t. Many relationships wear away in small conflicts and contradictions. Most people want to compete for control and attention in relationships without even realizing it. Couples in their early twenties are even more so. After the initial intensely burning honeymoon period, people have to face reality. People tend toward calmness, even because during the most passionate loving, they overdraft most of their soul-level strength. When the passion fades and the pressure of reality hits, they’re often more rational, because they blindly and confidently assume they won’t lose each other.

From beginning to end, from life to death, loving as intensely as at the start—that’s not human, that’s divine.

Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi only broke up once.

It was four months after their first quarrel. Although that day’s quarrel eventually led to them talking things out and making up, Li Weiyi still had a knot in her heart—she neither truly eliminated her sense of crisis nor stopped feeling ashamed of herself. And Zhang Jingchan had a slight feeling of displeasure at being misunderstood, though when he saw that female classmate again, he would deliberately avoid her and further distance himself. Aside from thesis matters, he barely spoke to her.

But Zhang Jingchan still didn’t take it too seriously. He never thought anything could affect their relationship, because they were destined soulmates in this life.

During that period, he became busier and busier. Much of the time he had to go out with his father to discuss projects and attend social engagements, and he couldn’t bring Li Weiyi. They saw each other less and less. Sometimes he wouldn’t get home until late at night. When he remembered to send her a text, he’d think it was too late and worry about waking her. Gradually, sometimes they wouldn’t even exchange one text message in an entire week. Zhang Jingchan also knew this wasn’t right, but he was really too tired, had too many things to think about in his mind. For the father and son to make their comeback early, there were too many people around them harboring various intentions. They had to be extremely vigilant—it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say they were walking on thin ice.

Many times, in front of many people, Zhang Jingchan had already matured like a young entrepreneur. Only in front of Li Weiyi would he occasionally reveal his youthful spirit, teasing her, acting spoiled, bickering, being thick-skinned. But such times were truly brief. As soon as he left her side, he had to put on that skin called mature, steady, and worldly-wise. Gradually, that also became the real Zhang Jingchan. In front of her, he no longer had that impish arrogance. His words were low, his gaze sharp, his actions decisive. The commanding presence of many years later was finally beginning to show. And many times, Li Weiyi, still a sophomore, looking at his contemplative face, no longer knew how deep or far his heart reached.

That year, approaching winter break, Li Weiyi participated in a school sketching and field observation activity that would take her to another city for ten days. Zhang Jingchan personally drove her to the train station, but along the way, he kept answering phone calls—work requests, business partners… The two of them barely exchanged a few words. Only when she was boarding did he put down his phone, hold her without any regard for the eyes around them, kiss her deeply, and instruct her to be careful and safe, to call him if anything happened. The day she returned, he would come pick her up again.

During those ten days after, Li Weiyi thought of him more than once while sketching. But she didn’t want to call during the day and delay his work. Often the two would only exchange goodnight texts before bed. He always worked until very late; she couldn’t wait for his time.

The day Li Weiyi returned to Chen City, her train arrived at 10 PM. She waited at the train station until 11:30, waited until all her classmates had left, but no one came to pick her up. She didn’t call him and took a taxi home alone. On the road, she finally cried her heart out.

Zhang Jingchan, leading his team, had already pulled several all-nighters in a row preparing for an important bid. That day was the last day. He worked until after 7 PM, only hastily stuffed some food in his mouth, really couldn’t hold on anymore, and fell asleep in the study at home. He set an alarm for 9 o’clock to go pick up Li Weiyi.

The alarm rang for a long time, but he didn’t wake up. His mother Wu Xinhui walked into the study, turned off the alarm with a heartache, thinking her son still wanted to stay up working. Under no circumstances could she let him get up and stay up late again.

Zhang Jingchan slept until 8 AM the next morning before waking up. Fortunately, the bid documents had been prepared properly yesterday. He took a shower, cleared his head, remembered Li Weiyi, and immediately called her. No one answered.

Chapter 146: Main Story Ending (3)
Zhang Jingchan had no choice but to rush to the bidding site first.

A tense day of presentations and bidding passed. When dusk fell, the bidding results were announced—Huicui had lost.

Even for a future business tycoon, the road of entrepreneurship couldn’t possibly be smooth sailing. Stumbling and falling, repeatedly fighting after defeats—that was the norm, that’s what would make him grow like a rocket.

This project was really important to Huicui. The entire team was very dejected. Even Zhang Moyun chain-smoked several cigarettes.

Zhang Jingchan drove back to the company in utter exhaustion. He decided to lead the team through a review one more time. Just then, he received a text from Li Weiyi: “I think we both need to calm down. Perhaps breaking up for a while would be better.”

Zhang Jingchan directly threw his phone.

Forcibly suppressing his emotions to lead the team through the review at the company, it was already past 11. He sat alone in the empty company—this place was much smaller than Fu Ming’s former building, just half a floor of office space, and rented at that. His head really hurt badly. He picked up his phone then put it down, ultimately not going to find her immediately.

As a result, he went home and slept until 2 AM when he suddenly woke up and couldn’t fall back asleep. He picked up his phone and scrolled to see that Li Weiyi had posted on her social media half an hour ago:

“Turns out sometimes being alone is more comfortable. (smug smiling face)”

Looking at it, Zhang Jingchan only felt a breath stuck in his chest, even breathing became difficult. Angry, he jumped out of bed, pulled open the curtains—the icy night wind blew on his face but didn’t dispel the anger and depression filling his heart. He poured himself several large glasses of cold water, but it was futile.

He picked up his phone, looked at the text she’d sent during the day and the social media post just now several more times, and only replied one sentence to her: “If you want to break up, then let’s break up.” Then he tossed the phone aside, not wanting to care about anything anymore.

Zhang Jingchan didn’t know that Li Weiyi had posted that social media update while crying. Last night, she had really been very sad, all hope lost. After sending that breakup text during the day, she was completely out of sorts. She waited all day with no reply. She realized it might really be over and posted that social media update. She didn’t even know who she was posting it for.

For the next two days, the two had no contact whatsoever. Li Weiyi continued going to classes at school as usual, except every morning when she got up, her eyes were swollen like a rabbit’s.

Zhang Jingchan completely followed the previously established tight schedule: working on his thesis, negotiating business, recruiting employees… except his eye circles were also severely dark, and he barely ate three meals a day, putting down his chopsticks after just a few bites.

On the evening of the third day, Zhang Jingchan was originally supposed to go with his father to attend a dinner engagement. Just before leaving, he suddenly said to his father: “I’m not going.”

Zhang Moyun: “What’s going on? Secretary Hu is also coming this time. It’s a rare opportunity. I wanted him to meet you.”

Zhang Jingchan didn’t explain anything and left first.

When Zhang Moyun walked out of the house, he cursed. This boy, suddenly running off was one thing, but he even drove away his car. Zhang Moyun had no choice but to walk to the roadside to hail a taxi himself.

Zhang Jingchan drove in one breath to the Academy of Fine Arts, below Li Weiyi’s dormitory building.

The heart that had been desolate for days finally seemed to settle into place.

At first, he called Li Weiyi’s phone—it wouldn’t connect. Thinking it was a signal problem, he then called her three roommates—all couldn’t be reached. Zhang Jingchan suddenly realized, almost gasping for breath.

Damn! He’d been blocked by all of them.

He had no choice but to ask a passing female student to go upstairs and relay a message. The girl came back down and told him: the entire dorm room was empty. Heard they went to play at a bar.

Zhang Jingchan’s whole being wasn’t good anymore.

When Li Weiyi and her roommates returned to school, it was already past 10 PM. She’d been really too depressed lately. Her roommates couldn’t stand watching anymore and dragged her out to “have fun.” Actually, they just went to a quiet bar, had some drinks, listened to some music, and came back. Li Weiyi’s mind wandered the entire time. When guys came over to chat her up, she avoided them like the plague. Her roommates were also helpless.

The night in early January was very, very cold. Before Zhang Jingchan left the house today, he was wearing a suit and hadn’t even bothered to change clothes. By the time Li Weiyi saw him, he had already been frozen downstairs for several hours. There was even frost in his hair, and his nose tip was red. When she approached from behind, she saw he kept stomping his feet, both hands always inserted in his suit pants pockets.

This scene was truly shocking—the famous Zhang Jingchan left outside by Li Weiyi all evening. In the surrounding several girls’ dormitory buildings, at least a hundred windows had heads crowding together, watching the excitement with great interest.

Her roommates quickly all went upstairs. Zhang Jingchan saw them and immediately turned around, seeing Li Weiyi with her head lowered, only able to see her jet-black hair.

For a moment, all the anger and dull pain faded by more than half.

But for the first time in Zhang Jingchan’s life, he didn’t dare speak casually, afraid of being confronted by her, being cast aside by her.

Deliberating and deliberating again, silent and silent again, he said: “I’m so tired. I haven’t slept properly in days. Can we find a place where I can sleep first, and when I wake up, we can talk?”

His calm and reasonable tone made Li Weiyi also breathe a sigh of relief. She nodded and answered “okay.”

So Zhang Jingchan drove them to the best hotel in the city and got an executive suite.

He hadn’t lied to her—he really was very tired. Now that she had come to his side again, Zhang Jingchan’s whole being relaxed. By the time she anxiously finished her shower and came out, Zhang Jingchan had already quietly fallen asleep on the sofa.

Li Weiyi crouched in front of him, looking at him. This young and handsome man, a man she never thought she could possess in this lifetime, hadn’t even taken off his suit. One hand rested on the sofa armrest, the black suit sleeve revealing a section of white shirt. Even sleeping, he looked like he was deep in thought, his brow slightly furrowed in an arc. She knew he was tired, under so much pressure. He was too excellent; his heart was so much bigger than ordinary people’s.

She wanted to work hard to keep up, but in this process, she would really feel confused, feel uneasy, feel longing, feel sad.

Li Weiyi kept wiping away tears.

Zhang Jingchan suddenly woke with a start, looking at the girl crouched before him. His tears also slowly seeped out. He sat up and also crouched in front of her, cupping her face. Both of them looked at each other with reddened eyes.

He said: “Let’s not break up anymore, okay?”

Li Weiyi nodded chaotically.

He continued: “How could you break up with me? How could you bear to? I… sometimes, I’m really afraid I’ll mess this up. The twenty-seven-year-old me’s original intention was to have myself wait until 2022 before being together with you, not changing anything. But I couldn’t hold back. Seeing you right in front of my eyes, how could I hold back? I know we’re too young, the future is too long. What if our relationship isn’t good, we fight and break up, each find someone else—when we ‘wake up’ again in the future, what will we do in this lifetime? So I’ve been working hard, wanting our relationship to proceed step by step, solidly and steadily, without any mishaps. But now there’s still been a mishap. It’s all my fault. I was single-mindedly busy with business and neglected you. I’ve never thought about being with anyone else. You’re the girl I want for this lifetime. I’m really afraid of losing you. Damn, I can’t have my twenty-seven-year-old self still crying over you, regretting it and ending up alone for the rest of my life, right?”

Chapter 147: Main Story Ending (4)
Li Weiyi had been crying but now laughed, saying: “I also made mistakes. I…”

He kissed her mouth: “You don’t need to say it.”

Li Weiyi’s tears gushed out again.

Crying while kissing, somehow the two had moved to the bed. Only tonight, Zhang Jingchan’s gaze was exceptionally intense and exceptionally deep.

After a round of kissing and touching more intense than ever before, he asked: “From now on, will you peacefully follow me? We’ll never break up again. There’s nothing to fear, nothing we can’t do.”

Li Weiyi nodded through her tears: “That being said, if you flirt around again, I’ll still get angry.”

Zhang Jingchan: “…Got it!”

What happened after that night was natural, chaotic and intense, wave after wave of climax, body and soul as one.

Only, the nineteen-year-old Li Weiyi really hadn’t expected that two people who were supposed to break up would instead lose their virginity together.

The twenty-one-year-old Zhang Jingchan, on the other hand, thought: damn, after all the hardship comes reward, finally waited for this day.

——

So at this moment, when the twenty-seven-year-old Zhang Jingchan saw Li Weiyi encounter her ex-boyfriend again, as if fate had its own mysterious arrangements, he could finally understand what Li Weiyi felt in her heart back then when she saw those girls pass by his side.

Even though he hadn’t even clearly remembered those girls’ faces, it didn’t stop Li Weiyi from pinching him, biting him, wrapping herself in the blanket and refusing him. And he could only helplessly let her make a fuss, coaxing her over and over.

Honestly, Zhang Jingchan was afraid that even raising a daughter in the future wouldn’t require such good temperament.

Zhang Jingchan walked up behind the two and happened to hear Li Weiyi saying: “I already have a boyfriend. I can’t give you my WeChat. Hurry up and leave!”

Zhang Jingchan shouldn’t have known Xie Zhilu, but after waking up from several accumulated lifetimes, he had investigated this man and could be said to know him very well. But at this moment, Director Zhang acted as if he completely hadn’t seen the man opposite who was lovestruck and lost in spirit. He gently wrapped his arm around Li Weiyi’s waist and asked: “How long have you been waiting?”

Li Weiyi still felt a little guilty. She looked up with a radiant smile trying to cover it up: “Not long. Let’s go.”

Zhang Jingchan said “mm.”

But Xie Zhilu opposite was shocked.

He recognized Zhang Jingchan, had seen him once before, from far away.

That was two weeks ago when he followed his advisor to attend a banquet dinner. It really was from quite far away—he saw school leaders and some city leaders surrounding one man like stars around the moon.

At that time, his advisor pointed at that man and said to him: “The famous Zhang Jingchan, have you heard of him? Only two years older than you. He’s Zhang Moyun’s son. Now he’s multiplied his father’s assets who knows how many times. Like father, like son.”

Xie Zhilu hadn’t yet entered the workforce. Looking at that man in suit and tie, handsome and noble, it was like seeing an unreachable dream of ascending to heaven.

……

“Director Zhang… Director Zhang…” Xie Zhilu stammered, instantly forgetting that the second before he’d been asking the other party’s girlfriend for her WeChat. His mind only thought this was Zhang Jingchan, he’d encountered him by chance—he must say a few words and leave an impression!

Zhang Jingchan’s steps paused. Holding Li Weiyi, he turned his head to look at this man who had ambition and selfishness written in his eyes, who thought he understood but understood nothing.

Zhang Jingchan smiled and nodded at him: “Thank you.”

Xie Zhilu was stunned. But Zhang Jingchan added: “Don’t appear in front of my girlfriend again.” He walked away with her in his arms.

Li Weiyi: “Why are you thanking him?”

Naturally, it was thanking him for the grace of not marrying her.

Zhang Jingchan answered: “Think about how to apologize to me.”

“Why should I apologize?”

“Then why have I been apologizing all these years?”

Li Weiyi burst out laughing: “Because you flirt around.”

“Am I not upright and proper enough?”

“Being upright and proper can’t change the fact that you’re a high-risk individual.”

“I remember there were also a few male students from the Academy of Fine Arts and the neighboring Polytechnic University who pursued you, right?” Back then, he’d practically announced their relationship to the world, yet there were still obtuse male students who came forward.

Li Weiyi thought of a certain male student from Polytechnic University and felt guilty for a moment. Zhang Jingchan didn’t know about this matter—it was better he never knew. She immediately linked arms with him and coaxed: “Compared to you, they’re all wildflowers by the roadside. You’re the only peony king in my home!”

A vein twitched on Zhang Jingchan’s forehead. What a comparison.

“I have to go on a business trip for a week tomorrow.” He lowered his head to glance at his watch and said meaningfully: “You still have eighteen hours to apologize.”

That evening, on the big bed in Zhang Jingchan’s master bedroom, Li Weiyi “sincerely” apologized. Although they didn’t take the final step, compared to their development during the time loop, they’d made a huge leap forward.

As for why Zhang Jingchan didn’t insist on taking the final step, it was because this was their first time after returning, and he actually hoped to be a bit more solemn, with a stronger sense of ceremony, to give her a more perfect feeling. So he wanted to wait until after his business trip to carefully plan it. And honestly speaking, this feeling of gradually consuming his girlfriend bite by bite, watching her panic, watching her tremble, watching her both afraid and expectant—Zhang Jingchan quite enjoyed it.

And why didn’t Li Weiyi want to take the final step? It was because Zhang Jingchan’s previous methods had already made her collapse physically and mentally into complete disarray. In the end, he carried her to the bathroom. While bathing, the two almost couldn’t hold back. Zhang Jingchan’s will almost wavered, but she cried and said no, she was so nervous, please give her just a little more time. Zhang Jingchan finally took a breath, kissed her forehead and said: Wait until I come back from my business trip.

When Zhang Jingchan left, it was for a week. He went to Shanghai, both to meet important government figures and to inspect factories and meet with several investors. His schedule was very full.

Li Weiyi lived alone in the empty big house, counting the days, thinking about the deadline he’d given before leaving, and her heart felt anxious. Actually, in these matters, she wasn’t a hesitant or shy girl. But he wasn’t just anyone—he was Zhang Jingchan. The way he kissed her and touched her in suit and tie, all proper and dignified, made her nearly collapse. What’s more without clothes. Think back—top luxury brand men’s shirts and suit pants, gradually stripped away under her palms, revealing a young, lean body. Yet he really didn’t talk much in bed. His expression while doing those things was just as detached and pressing as at the negotiation table. The most abstinent was him, the most lustful was also him.

On the fifth day of Zhang Jingchan’s business trip, a colleague from the publishing house sent Li Weiyi a message: Have you seen the interview video from Financial Daily the day before yesterday?

Li Weiyi: ??

Colleague: Damn, you’re so unconcerned. The interview was with your boyfriend.

Li Weiyi: Oh, he often accepts interviews. Nothing special to see.

Colleague: You should still watch it, you heartless woman!

The colleague sent a video link.

Li Weiyi recognized at a glance that it was filmed in Zhang Jingchan’s Shanghai office. The financial magazine with the most national influence—no wonder he would accept the interview.

Chapter 148: Main Story Ending (5)
Zhang Jingchan still wore a low-key black suit, light blue pinstriped white shirt, dark tie, legs crossed, sitting expansively, his expression forever cold, his eyes quiet and deeply black. Pale light fell on his face, making him appear even more fair and pristine.

Facing such a young business tycoon, the female reporter’s voice softened a few degrees. She first asked several business-related questions. Zhang Jingchan answered them one by one, concise and to the point, clear and organized. Occasionally there would be a smile, but in front of people, even his smiles were somewhat restrained.

After finishing the business questions, the female reporter changed the subject with a smile and asked: “Do you mind if I ask a personal question?”

Zhang Jingchan looked up inquiringly.

“Many people in financial circles, as well as our magazine’s readers, want to know—is Zhang Jingchan, who’s famous throughout Central China, married?”

“No.”

“Then are you still single? Please don’t give our readers a heartbreaking answer.”

Zhang Jingchan smiled nonchalantly at the camera and shook his head: “I already have a fiancée.”

“Oh my! You’re already engaged? Congratulations! May I ask, how did you and your fiancée meet?”

Zhang Jingchan, not knowing what he was thinking, had lingering laughter in his eyes: “Childhood sweethearts, destined by fate.”

“Wow, just hearing that makes one envious. What industry is your future wife in? Is she in the same line of work as Director Zhang?”

Zhang Jingchan shook his head: “She’s a very talented painter. Much more refined than me.”

“Director Zhang, has anyone told you that your eyes light up when you talk about your fiancée? When will you get married? Will there be a grand wedding of the century?”

Zhang Jingchan lowered his eyelids slightly, the laughter in his eyes light and peaceful: “Like you, I’m also the one waiting for the answer.”

……

Li Weiyi put down her phone and scoffed “tch.” When had she gotten engaged to him? What fiancée? He was best at pretending in front of people—tea ceremony champion.

Li Weiyi sat in front of her easel, continuing to complete a painting. But as she painted, she put down her brush again, turned her head to look at the broad, flowing Xiang River. After looking for quite a while, she finally had to admit that actually, she’d long since stopped wanting to wait.

Without bringing anything, not even a change of clothes, she only took her ID and phone and left home.

The earliest flight to Shanghai was only after 8 PM. Li Weiyi called Zhang Jingchan’s male assistant.

Zhang Jingchan’s schedule in Shanghai was very full. He also had social engagements in the evening, only finishing past 9 PM. Among those he was entertaining were wealthy heirs with backgrounds comparable to his. In front of everyone, one of them said he would arrange the next activity. Such activities were naturally discreet and high-end. Zhang Jingchan politely excused himself and left.

Returning to the suite on the hotel’s top floor, Zhang Jingchan removed his suit jacket and tie, leaned back wearily on the sofa, and gazed at the night view of the Huangpu River outside the window. Lights reflected, silent and quiet. He had long grown accustomed to such nights, one after another. Lonely? The first few years, yes, but he knew this was the path he was destined to walk, the life he was destined to live. If you want to pluck the jewel from the crown, you must endure loneliness and hardship that ordinary people find unbearable.

Only in this lifetime, it was different from that first life. Debt-free and carefree, parents healthy and well. The isolation and coldness that once filled his heart had dissipated like smoke. Most importantly, there was still Li Weiyi, always waiting for him where the lights dimmed.

Zhang Jingchan smiled to himself. His exhaustion seemed to lighten along with it. He got up and walked toward the bedroom, planning to wash off the smell of smoke and alcohol.

Actually, Zhang Jingchan sometimes wondered—if the Zhang family hadn’t encountered trouble back then, what would he be like? Perhaps a bit better than other wealthy second-generation heirs, not to the point of ruining the family business, but he definitely wouldn’t have lived as desperately as in this life, and his achievements would probably be limited. In male-female relationships, he might not have taken things too seriously either. Back then as a sophomore, he was arrogant and shallow enough, only choosing girlfriends from among campus beauties. If he’d really continued playing like that, perhaps his life now would be just like that wealthy heir tonight.

Instead, fate taught him to be human.

And Li Weiyi accompanied him in learning to love.

Zhang Jingchan, wearing a bathrobe, walked out of the bathroom, using a towel to dry his wet hair. He immediately thought that if Li Weiyi were here, she would definitely make him use a hairdryer. She really liked touching his hair, and also liked touching his neck. Zhang Jingchan laughed out loud.

He missed her so much.

On this most ordinary of nights, in a life of smooth sailing from now on, he still missed her so much. Missed these years of her constant companionship, missed their telepathic understanding and advancing and retreating together in the time loop. Even if he just held her in his arms without doing anything, he could smile, could feel satisfied.

Zhang Jingchan stood by the window, holding his phone, just about to make a video call when the doorbell rang with a “ding dong.”

Zhang Jingchan walked to the door and asked: “Who is it?”

Someone answered in a raised voice: “Boss, room service.”

Zhang Jingchan frowned slightly. No matter what, this level of hotel couldn’t possibly have that kind of harassment, but he still retied his bathrobe belt and opened the door.

Someone stood there with a charming smile, hand on the doorframe, her gaze sweeping him from head to toe with a rather satisfied look, saying: “Boss, the room service you ordered has arrived.”

Zhang Jingchan laughed, pulled her inside in one motion, and closed the door with a “bang.” Before they could even walk into the room, he pressed her against the door and kissed her thoroughly, his dark brows and eyes full of joy: “How did you suddenly come?”

Li Weiyi hooked both hands around his neck and said earnestly: “Zhang Jingchan, I came to give you your answer.”

Zhang Jingchan was slightly stunned, understood, lowered his head with a smile, then raised it again. A pair of eyes deeper than the stars and river stared at her: “What’s the answer?”

Li Weiyi lightly bit his ear and said: “You’ll have to find that out yourself.”

Then I won’t be polite.

I had wanted to prepare the perfect ceremony, to draw a perfect conclusion to the fullness of our relationship, to our eight years and another eight years of cycles. But you’ve dug out your heart and given it to me—if I don’t take it now, I’m a bastard.

I thought that time travel was just an instant, but you waited a full eight years.

I once thought I was the most miserable unlucky wretch in the world, but it turns out fate was never unkind to me. Love and hate dissipated in the obliterated timelines. Each person’s river of fate keeps turning. Because of your companionship, I was able to rewrite and turn things around time and again.

I finally received fate’s most beautiful reward—being able to hold your hand, walking from age nineteen to twenty-seven. All the time we missed, filling it together day by day, moment by moment. Under my feet, step by step, no longer walking on emptiness, steadily walking toward the you of 2022.

That girl crying her heart out in despair by the riverside in pouring rain.

That man holding a black umbrella, traveling alone through stars and moonlight.

My Achan.

——End of Main Story——

Extra Chapter: The Zero Loop (1)
January 10, 2043.

Zhang Jingchan had another dream.

In the dream, there was a woman whose face he couldn’t see clearly, sitting in front of him, memorizing English vocabulary. He heard himself correcting her grammar over and over again, and in the dream, he kissed her fiercely, as if possessed.

Like a young man who had lost his head.

Zhang Jingchan opened his eyes, gazing at the room that was as empty and desolate as always, and couldn’t help but laugh bitterly. He had never had a lover in his life, yet approaching middle age, he began meeting that person in his dreams night after night.

Simply absurd.

Zhang Jingchan changed into his suit and tied his tie. The man in the mirror was still handsome and upright as in his youth, except his temples had grayed and extremely faint fine lines had appeared at the corners of his eyes.

In January 2022, his father Zhang Moyun committed suicide; a year later, Wu Xinhui committed suicide.

By the end of 2024, Zhang Jingchan had paid off his father’s remaining debts, and Huicui Group had soared to great heights ever since.

There had never been a woman by his side. He hadn’t deliberately looked for one, nor had he encountered anyone he wanted. Even if there were suitable candidates, Zhang Jingchan in his thirties, harboring a heart that had long gone cold and rotten, truly couldn’t muster any interest in pursuing anyone’s love again.

Having drifted along like this into his forties, it no longer mattered.

Huicui’s operations were at their peak, mature and stable. By today, Zhang Jingchan only needed to occasionally go to the company to steer the ship, while professional managers naturally carried out his will and ran operations. Li Yunmo held the titles of company director and vice president, but was also in a semi-retired state, spending his days with his wife and children around the warm hearth, revolving around them. Zhang Jingchan himself had no children but was very fond of Li Yunmo’s son and daughter, and was their godfather.

The driver and bodyguard were already waiting downstairs. Today was the day Zhang Jingchan routinely went to headquarters for inspection. He settled into the back seat of the Rolls-Royce, closed his eyes slightly, thinking about company matters.

At a certain moment, Zhang Jingchan suddenly opened his eyes.

He heard her voice.

“Zhang Jingchan, go take a shower! After you shower, I’ll give you my answer!”

This was the first time he had heard her voice while awake. Immediately after, a fragment of memory that shouldn’t exist appeared in his mind:

A cramped room, he held a plate of oranges and kept eating.

That girl sat on the bed with her knees hugged to her chest. He knew her face must be very red. She said: Maybe you should stop eating.

He said: You gave these to me, I can’t leave a single slice.

Then came some chaotic, fragmented images. He held her on his lap, she was trembling all over, pleading in a low voice, saying she couldn’t take it, really couldn’t take it. He heard his own satisfied soft laugh, heard his own rapid breathing.

He heard himself say to her: I love you.

Zhang Jingchan raised his hand and wiped his face, touching wetness all over. The bodyguard beside him didn’t dare breathe heavily: “Chairman Zhang?”

Zhang Jingchan waved his hand. He extended his hand, and the bodyguard had already handed him tissues. Zhang Jingchan took a tissue but didn’t wipe, instead pressing it against his eyes. His voice actually carried self-mocking laughter: “Keep driving forward, don’t stop.”

When they arrived at the company and got out of the car, a crowd of executives came to greet them. Zhang Jingchan had already returned to normal, showing no trace of having cried. He routinely inspected the company’s main business departments and listened to reports from supervisory leaders. After half a day, Zhang Jingchan rested in the chairman’s office on the top floor, which was often empty.

These two Huicui Tower buildings were built when he was in his twenties. They had been renovated several times over nearly twenty years and remained among Xiang City’s most magnificent commercial buildings.

Zhang Jingchan held a cup of clear tea and walked to the expansive floor-to-ceiling window, gazing at the towering buildings and the flowing Xiang River.

A blurred figure appeared before his eyes.

She stood on tiptoe with her back to him, looking out the window, saying, “As the ancients said, ‘When one person attains the Dao, even his chickens and dogs ascend to heaven’—they truly didn’t deceive me! Thank you, President Zhang, for giving me this opportunity to climb high and see far.”

Another phantom appeared—clearly him in his youth, pressing her against the glass surface, kissing her with that kind of comprehensive dominance that satisfied him.

He asked her: Who is your boyfriend?

He asked three times, kissed three times, until she was forced to say: Zhang Jingchan, I never thought about being with you.

The teacup in Zhang Jingchan’s hand shattered on the floor with a “bang.” He staggered back two steps, pressed his forehead, and when he lifted his head again, his eyes were already red.

Not a hallucination.

Not a daydream.

Strong intuition told him that those things had truly happened, only he had forgotten them.

But who was she? Where was she? When exactly did those things happen?

——

Zhang Jingchan hadn’t seen Xu Yi for a year or two.

As business tycoons in Central China, over these years, the two had competed and also cooperated—all very ordinary. They could be considered evenly matched opponents. Though they weren’t close friends, they shared a sense of mutual admiration.

However, in Li Yunmo’s eyes, Xu Yi was much more successful than his Brother Chan. Because when Xu Yi was 35, he married the only daughter of a famous financial consortium. Now with two sons and a daughter, he was an industry model of marital harmony and family happiness.

The next day, Zhang Jingchan and Xu Yi met at a government conference. Under brilliant lights, both men in suits, both surrounded by admirers, they simply smiled in recognition and shook hands like old friends.

“Chairman Xu, the plots of land you’ve acquired in West China over these years—quite impressive.”

“Hardly. I can’t compare to your layout in Beijing, Ah Chan. Such unique vision—I have to admire it.”

As the words fell, both men froze.

In business matters, the two hadn’t been particularly close thirty years ago either. Later, when they met in the business world, Xu Yi had always addressed him as “Chairman Zhang” or “President Zhang.”

The address “Ah Chan” had long disappeared with the deaths of Zhang Moyun and his wife, with no one left to call him that.

Today, Xu Yi had blurted it out, as if it were years ago.

Their gazes crossed, both seeing the surging emotions and suspicion in each other’s eyes. Zhang Jingchan lowered his eyes, his thoughts racing in an instant.

That secret, that secret forgotten in the depths of time—Xu Yi was also part of it.

After this heart-stopping greeting, the two men turned around and walked away from each other. Step by step, they walked on the red velvet carpet, yet it felt like walking in the vortex of fate. Buried memories came flooding toward both men simultaneously.

Zhang Jingchan saw the factory entrance, the crane’s bucket silently striking toward him; he saw himself lying in a pool of blood, yet vaguely appearing as a girl; saw her crying and holding him, while a soul resided in his body.

He saw himself punch Xu Yi hard, Xu Yi laughing, but his eyes were red. And she stood between them, her eyes looking only at him.

He also saw beneath a high cliff, Xu Yi falling into the wind, police lights flashing, Xu Yi hit by three bullets, and beside his ear was Cheng Chuan’s hysterical shouting.

……

Zhang Jingchan suddenly turned back. Just then, Xu Yi, more than ten meters away, also turned back. The two men gazed at each other quietly. Xu Yi suddenly smiled, shook his head, and strode away with resolute bearing.

Xu Yi was determined to walk forward along his current life trajectory, no longer paying attention to those distant fragments of time.

But what about Zhang Jingchan?

He had always been a rational, clear-headed, even cold person. Would he remain trapped in these ethereal illusions?

Extra Chapter: The Zero Loop (2)
That night, Zhang Jingchan dreamed of her again. The entire night, they were together.

She covered her flat stomach and said shamelessly: This is your child. He asked calmly: How many months along?

She lifted him up—she actually lifted him up—and spun around several times, laughing foolishly yet brightly.

In the dim room, he said, Didn’t I tell you that if you dare lift me, I’d return the favor? Don’t you like being lifted high?

Zhang Jingchan laughed out loud in his dream.

Then came those most difficult days. He collapsed in the hospital, and someone said he was about to become a vegetable. He clearly couldn’t see or move anything, yet he heard her voice, day after day, month after month, year after year, chattering in his ear. Telling him to wake up soon, to maintain his male virtue, to treat her well and not change his heart; then talking about her academic troubles, work annoyances; she missed him so much and wanted him to wake up quickly, wanted to get to know him, wanted to date him, wanted to have a real boyfriend.

Zhang Jingchan felt as if he were trapped in a nightmare, desperately trying to open his eyes but unable to; desperately trying to see her appearance clearly but powerless to do so.

In a daze, a tender hand grasped his arm. She lowered her head, her hair brushing against his skin, and she said: I’m stamping you. I’ll write it once every day to hypnotize you, me, and him.

So he also lowered his head, wanting to see clearly what she was writing on his arm.

What… all.

He saw the character “Yi” and immediately understood it was her name.

What were the first two characters?

His eyes widened in the dream, tears about to flow, but her head kept blocking his view. He grabbed her arm and shouted: “Weiyi, let me see…”

Like a heavy hammer smashing straight through his chest.

Forty-eight-year-old Zhang Jingchan suddenly opened his eyes in the dark night.

He finally remembered her name.

Li Weiyi.

——

Zhang Jingchan’s subordinates’ efficiency in finding people was remarkably swift. The next afternoon, Zhang Jingchan stood in the general manager’s office of a subsidiary company under Huicui. Through the glass, he could already see Li Weiyi twenty-one years later.

He had also thoroughly investigated her experiences over these years.

In January 2022, Li Weiyi was laid off by Muchen Group; in September of the same year, she interviewed and joined another company as a financial supervisor. After that, she changed jobs twice, steadily promoted due to her excellent professional abilities.

Eight years ago, she joined a subsidiary under Huicui as financial director, a position she held to this day.

She had always been right under his nose. Perhaps he had even seen her name on the outstanding employees roster, or maybe the two of them had passed each other in the headquarters elevator, yet he never knew.

Three years after Li Weiyi broke up with Xie Zhilu, she accepted a colleague’s pursuit. They married and had a daughter. Five years later, they divorced due to incompatible personalities, with the daughter staying with Li Weiyi. Since then, she had remained single.

Zhang Jingchan sat behind the executive desk, watching her walk in step by step. The assistant beside him and the subsidiary’s general manager both suppressed their confusion.

Until she raised her head and looked at him, their gazes locked together like glue. Neither avoided, neither spoke.

Zhang Jingchan’s voice was hoarse as he said to the others: “You all go out first. Close the door.”

Eventually, only the two of them remained in the room.

Zhang Jingchan said: “Come here.”

Li Weiyi slowly walked up to him. When she raised her head again, tears were already in her eyes. Though no longer young, she was still beautiful and fair, just like that girl from years ago.

“Is it you?” he asked.

She nodded: “It’s me.”

“Did you also just recently remember?”

She was silent for a moment, then answered: “Do you remember, we once met on January 13, 2022? You helped me and sent me home. Actually, since then, I’ve had a feeling that something was wrong. Always felt… life shouldn’t be like this, always felt I was waiting for something, but it never came.”

Zhang Jingchan listened in a trance, distant and blurred memories flooding his mind—the crying girl in heavy rain, a black umbrella sheltering two people, and him sitting in the car at the end, watching the strange girl’s back as she went upstairs with her head down.

“Why didn’t it happen?” Zhang Jingchan looked up at her, tears invading his dark eyes. “Why didn’t the loop happen?”

“Perhaps it never should have happened.” Li Weiyi smiled bitterly. “Or perhaps, it didn’t happen in our spacetime.”

“Then you now…” Zhang Jingchan hesitated but had already grasped her hand, as if he had held it a thousand times before.

She slowly withdrew her hand and said: “We’re both not young anymore. Those things, for you and me, didn’t really happen. We should both think about it, think it through clearly, before making a decision.”

Zhang Jingchan knew everything she said was right. What meaning was there in chasing a phantom memory? They were both no longer young, no longer at an age to be impulsive for love.

But on the night of January 12, after seeing Li Weiyi, Zhang Jingchan dreamed more and more. The dimly lit cross-river tunnel, fine rain drifting outside the window, the dark mass of people exiting the subway, blinding white light.

And, again and again, violent impacts.

In his dreams, he fell unconscious over and over, and woke up over and over, only to open his eyes and find himself back in that car, with Li Weiyi sitting beside him.

The next morning, January 13.

Zhang Jingchan woke with sunken eyes but an incomparably deep and calm gaze, calling his subordinate: “Immediately investigate someone for me.”

By evening, the subordinate brought the most comprehensive, current, and secret information.

Cheng Chuan, just released from prison in 2022, was imprisoned again for manslaughter due to a dispute with another released prisoner. Three days ago, the now-elderly Cheng Chuan had just been released from prison.

He had managed to get hold of an old black SUV.

These past two days, he had appeared near Xu Yi’s home and company.

Zhang Jingchan stood before the window shrouded in twilight for a long time, finally smiling. For him, this kind of life held no other expectations. There was nothing left that could make him happy or sad. But he had kissed her so madly in his dreams, he had seen white-haired, elderly but healthy and happy parents in his dreams, he had grown old together with someone in his dreams with children and no regrets in this life.

Then why not gamble?

Sitting alone in the car, Zhang Jingchan picked up his phone, which had just saved Li Weiyi’s number yesterday. But after a while, he put it down again.

The other end of this journey might lead to another spacetime.

Or perhaps, to death.

Zhang Jingchan drove alone toward that cross-river tunnel.

——

Zhang Jingchan from 2043 looped a total of three times.

The first time, when he opened his eyes in a flash of white light, he found himself standing on a bridge, with a car passing right through his body.

Then came the second car, the third car.

He looked down at his transparent arms and body, yet didn’t feel sad. At the time, he thought he had been killed by a car in 2043 and his soul was drifting in the world.

He walked slowly forward alone through the traffic, countless lights and shadows passing by him.

Then Zhang Jingchan saw Cheng Chuan.

To be precise, middle-aged Cheng Chuan—neither the vigorous youth of 2014 nor the feeble old man of 2043. Cheng Chuan looked much darker and thinner than in his youth, appearing to be in his forties.

Zhang Jingchan suddenly understood.

This was no longer 2043, nor had they reached 2014.

This was 2022, when their loop should have first occurred.

Extra Chapter: The Zero Loop (3)
Zhang Jingchan got into Cheng Chuan’s car, and Cheng Chuan didn’t notice at all.

After that, Zhang Jingchan witnessed the history that should have occurred. He followed Cheng Chuan to the small apartment he shared with his fellow ex-prisoner. The two got into a heated argument and even pulled out knives. In that split second, Zhang Jingchan exerted all his strength and pushed Cheng Chuan.

His transparent hands clearly passed through Cheng Chuan’s back, yet Cheng Chuan’s whole body shook, he stumbled, and the dagger that was about to stab into his cellmate fell from his hand to the ground.

The cellmate punched Cheng Chuan in the face.

The two beat each other savagely until they had no strength left, one leaning against the wall, the other gasping for breath sprawled on the table. The thugs’ emotions were vented, and they gradually calmed down instead. One saying something, the other responding, and in the end, they actually reached an agreement.

Zhang Jingchan stood in the dark corner, watching Cheng Chuan instruct his cellmate to hide the evidence, promise generous rewards afterward, and then drive out again.

Weiyi, why didn’t the loop happen?

Probably because the loop was never meant to happen.

Because on January 13, 2022, when the loop should have occurred, Cheng Chuan accidentally killed his cellmate and was imprisoned again.

So what about now?

History had been changed by his own hands. Had the loop started?

Zhang Jingchan closed his eyes and smiled.

Of course it had started.

He, traveling from 2043 to 2022, was the 0th loop.

The loop began from this point.

……

As if an entire lifetime had passed, yet also as if it were just the instant of closing and opening his eyes.

Zhang Jingchan saw an extremely marvelous sight.

In the void, he saw the overlay of dual spaces.

He clearly stood at the exit of the cross-river tunnel late at night, watching the dark mass of people crossing the road, watching Xu Yi in his thirties driving a jeep and hitting several people, seeing himself in his twenties with Li Weiyi, driving another car, crashing head-on into it.

Yet he also saw bright sunshine, an unfamiliar road, a pond beside it, residential buildings not far away, and high school students walking home in twos and threes after school.

In an instant, his feet were already on that unfamiliar road, and the 2022 scene disappeared. He looked around, his pupils instantly contracting.

Because he saw seventeen-year-old Li Weiyi holding an art book, walking while reading, approaching his direction.

This Zhang Jingchan had never seen what seventeen-year-old Li Weiyi looked like, yet he recognized her at a glance.

He watched her smile at the corners of her mouth, watched her not even looking at the road. Her foot slipped, and Zhang Jingchan hurriedly shouted: “Watch out!” But it was already too late—her foot slipped into the pond and she fell in.

Zhang Jingchan was frantic. Without thinking, he jumped into the water, wanting to hold her up, but could only see his fingers passing through her body. And Li Weiyi struggling in the water actually looked in his direction and reached out her hand toward him, seeking help.

But he couldn’t grab hold!

In the next instant, Zhang Jingchan was back on the ground. He looked around wanting to find someone to help, yet as if driven by fate, he looked in a certain direction.

He saw his nineteen-year-old self, walking shoulder to shoulder with Li Yunmo discussing something, passing under the tree shade without glancing this way.

A theory he had once heard suddenly flashed through Zhang Jingchan’s mind: If time travel occurs, two versions of you cannot exist in the same spacetime, or else spacetime would collapse.

He looked down at his phantom body, as if understanding something.

He ran over and grabbed hard at the shoulder of his nineteen-year-old self.

The young man’s back trembled. He turned back inexplicably, saw nothing, but noticed the splashing figure in the pond not far away. Without thinking, the young man threw down his backpack, ran over, and jumped into the water.

Zhang Jingchan jumped into the water together with the young man. Behind him, he looked at her seventeen-year-old appearance again and smiled at her.

She looked confused, but she also smiled at him and reached out wanting to touch him, yet all the lights and shadows disappeared before Zhang Jingchan’s eyes.

His second overlapping loop had ended.

When Zhang Jingchan woke in the third loop, he understood everything. He understood that because the same spacetime cannot have two versions of himself, he could only loop in energy form; he understood that his loop could originally only go from 2043 to 2022. But because when he traveled back, their layer of the loop was occurring, he had actually been fortunate enough to be carried back to 2014 by their loop.

He was truly happy to be able to return to 2014.

He arrived again in September 2014.

When he saw Xu Yi cross into Zhang Jingchan’s body and try to deceive Li Weiyi, he didn’t feel panicked. Because he always had a feeling they would win. All evildoers would be brought to justice, Zhang Jingchan would ultimately be with Li Weiyi, his parents and friends would all be safe and healthy, just as he had seen in his dreams.

When he saw Li Weiyi cleverly run to the hospital, while Zhang Jingchan paced in the fire escape on the other side, unable to approach due to the police guard, he suddenly felt an impulse.

He wanted to help them.

And also wanted her to look at him again, just like the first time they met in the water.

Though later, she probably thought what she saw from beginning to end was only the nineteen-year-old Zhang Jingchan.

So he stood in the corridor where people shuttled back and forth and shouted at her: “Weiyi! Li Weiyi! I’m here! I’m Zhang Jingchan!”

I am that Zhang Jingchan who once missed you, unable to loop.

Under bright lights, in the noisy crowd, the girl slowly raised her head and looked toward his direction in confusion.

Zhang Jingchan showed her a smile.

He knew that in that instant, she saw him.

But she probably would never know that what she saw was Zhang Jingchan who had traveled from many years in the future.

Li Weiyi ran toward where he was standing, passed through his body, and ran toward where the young Zhang Jingchan was.

Zhang Jingchan looked down at his fingertips, watching his originally transparent body gradually dissolve bit by bit in this spacetime.

The overall situation has been decided, he thought.

The history of 2014 has been changed, so 2022 will inevitably change accordingly.

Then what about 2043?

In that spacetime where the 0th loop only occurred twenty-one years later, will I find happiness?

——

January 21, 2022.

The day after Li Weiyi rushed to Shanghai.

Sunshine streamed in. Zhang Jingchan slowly opened his eyes, dazed for a moment.

Li Weiyi in his arms wore nothing. She drowsily woke, leaned against him and asked: “What are you thinking about? So absorbed?”

Zhang Jingchan answered: “I dreamed about some things.”

“Such as?”

“I dreamed the loop didn’t happen, that you and I passed each other by, not meeting until twenty-one years later.”

“That would be truly miserable.” Li Weiyi clicked her tongue twice. “Seriously, without me, you’d be so pathetic—how eccentric would you become? Remember the first life when we met, you were so passive-aggressive. White moonlight came? Sit? How many months along? Heard it’s mine? The first time I saw you, even your walk had the bearing of someone destined to die alone. Sister Zhou told me then that all the women in Xiang City didn’t want to marry you.”

Zhang Jingchan laughed out loud and pinched her nose: “So are you satisfied?”

Li Weiyi understood what he was asking. She honestly nodded and uttered two words: “So good.”

Zhang Jingchan stared at her, then after a moment turned his face away. This early in the morning, she was sometimes extremely shy, and sometimes extremely straightforward.

Li Weiyi leaned in his arms and said: “Tell me, those spacetimes that we rewrote—will they continue forward according to their original fate, or will they also be rewritten accordingly, or… be completely overwritten and cease to exist?”

The answer in Zhang Jingchan’s heart was “overwritten,” but he answered gently: “Probably rewritten accordingly, with each parallel spacetime moving forward.”

Li Weiyi was happy and nodded, saying: “That’s good. Then the us in every spacetime have found happiness.”

Yes, Li Weiyi, from now on you and I in every spacetime have found happiness.

Extra Chapter: Ah Chan and Ah Chan (1)
The night before the wedding.

Li Weiyi sprawled across the sofa, tilting her head while cracking sunflower seeds and watching TV.

Mother Li and Li Xiaoyi stood behind the sofa. Mother Li nudged her older daughter with her elbow, seemingly lowering her voice but actually not at all: “Look at her—does she have any semblance of someone getting married and becoming someone’s wife tomorrow?”

Li Xiaoyi found it amusing and asked: “Weiyi, aren’t you nervous?”

Only then did Li Weiyi slowly sit up, toss the seed shells into the trash, and pat her hands: “What’s there to be nervous about? We’ve been together for eight years. If I don’t marry him, who else would I marry? Just going through the process, switching houses to sleep in, that’s all.”

Mother Li’s finger poked her forehead: “Don’t you dare say that in front of Ah Chan.”

“I know, I’m not stupid. Forever united in heart, together till white-haired old age—oh my, I’m so excited.” Li Weiyi tossed another seed into her mouth.

Mother Li was about to die of frustration from this shameless younger daughter. She turned and went to the room to continue admiring and counting the several sets of formal wear and jewelry to be worn tomorrow.

But as she walked, her steps suddenly stiffened.

Wait, did her younger daughter just say they’d been together for eight years?

It was now June 2022, which meant in 2014 when Li Weiyi was still in her senior year of high school, the two had already gotten together?

That nineteen-year-old Zhang Jingchan, so excellent, steady, and sensible, hadn’t he promised them as a couple that he would only pursue Li Weiyi after she entered university?

Mother Li gritted her teeth and turned to look at the room full of brilliantly gleaming formal wear and jewelry. In the end, she snorted and smiled.

This was the large flat where Li Weiyi and Zhang Jingchan lived together. The Li family hadn’t bought property in Xiang City. Every time Father Li and Mother Li came, Zhong Yi treated them like his own parents, welcoming them home to stay and helping take care of the children. After the wedding villa was prepared, Zhang Jingchan transferred ownership of this apartment to Li Weiyi’s name, and now it served perfectly as the bride’s family home for the wedding.

That’s why Li Weiyi said “switching houses to sleep in”—her marriage was just moving from Zhang Jingchan’s left hand to his right hand.

The doorbell rang.

Li Xiaoyi said curiously: “Who would come this late?”

Opening the door, Li Yunmo stood at the entrance in a suit looking presentable. Li Xiaoyi immediately blocked him: “The bride pickup is tomorrow morning!” She looked behind him, afraid Zhang Jingchan had also come. Wedding customs had particular rules—couples shouldn’t meet the night before the wedding.

Li Yunmo smiled and said: “Brother Chan didn’t come. He’s the most rule-abiding.”

Sister-in-law Li Xiaoyi had also heard her sister mention the eight years of dating earlier. Besides, she hadn’t been oblivious to the signs back then, just hadn’t said anything. Hearing this, she smiled ambiguously: “Mm, he’s the most rule-abiding.”

Li Weiyi snickered.

Li Yunmo happily walked in: “I just came to see sister-in-law and have a few words of advice for her. Actually, I should count as part of the bride’s family—sister-in-law ranks ahead of Brother Chan for me.”

Li Xiaoyi also went to the room, leaving space for the two of them.

Li Yunmo also grabbed a handful of sunflower seeds and cracked them together with Li Weiyi, asking about some wedding preparations. After Li Weiyi answered everything, she said: “Just say what you have to say directly. Don’t beat around the bush.” This kid couldn’t hide anything on his face.

Li Yunmo seemed to find it hard to speak. He ate a few more seeds with his head down and said: “Sister-in-law, did you and he sign a prenuptial agreement?”

Li Weiyi glanced at him: “What if we did? What if we didn’t?”

Li Yunmo’s face grew even redder. He scratched his head and said: “I’m not saying I distrust Brother Chan—these years, how he’s treated you has been beyond words. But Brother Chan has reached this position after all, and his equity holdings add up to around twenty to thirty billion. Although you’re also excellent in your field, in this marriage, you’re the disadvantaged party. I think that regardless of before or after marriage, you need to secure enough protection for yourself.”

Li Weiyi stared at him without blinking, humbly seeking advice: “So how much do you think I should get?”

Li Yunmo steeled himself and said: “At least one to two percent.”

Although only one to two percent, that was already very, very much.

Li Yunmo said with some struggle: “I don’t think Brother Chan will change his heart in the future either, but life is still long. He stands at too high a position, and there are too many people who want to get something from him. Too many schemes, too many temptations. Besides, Brother Chan’s thoughts are too deep. A few years ago, I felt I could still know what he was thinking, but now I can’t guess at all.”

Li Yunmo’s words actually carried a somewhat chilling feeling, showing the intimidating authority Zhang Jingchan now held in the group and in his subordinates’ hearts.

But Li Weiyi rolled her eyes: “You’re overthinking. You couldn’t guess what he was thinking before either.”

Li Yunmo: “……”

Li Weiyi laughed and pushed his shoulder: “But the fact that you came today to tell me these things shows you’re truly on my side. Good brother, I didn’t misjudge you.”

Only then did Li Yunmo become happy, though he acted nonchalant: “The one who knows your heart is Li Yunmo.”

Li Weiyi laughed heartily, then said: “However, you can rest assured. What you mentioned, he’s already given.”

Li Yunmo’s heart skipped two beats, and the fire of gossip blazed: “How much did he give?”

Li Weiyi: “Anyway, more than what you said… quite a bit more.”

Li Yunmo: “Damn!”

Li Yunmo and his father Li Jinxiong held nearly 10% of Huicui Group’s shares, but once Li Weiyi completed this marriage, she would surpass them to become an even larger shareholder.

In the end, the poorest one is still me, this single dog!

Li Yunmo suddenly said solemnly: “He’s given you his life.”

With Li Weiyi holding so many shares, if one day she allied with opponents to stab Zhang Jingchan in the back, Zhang Jingchan might not even be able to keep Huicui.

Li Weiyi sat quietly with a half-smile: “He said this is the imperial sword he’s giving me.”

That was a month ago when Zhang Jingchan came with a lawyer to see her, handing over a thick stack of documents. Li Weiyi flipped through them and said: “This is too much. Didn’t you only owe me a hundred million?”

Zhang Jingchan smiled faintly while drinking tea, and the lawyer also smiled. Chairman Zhang said: “What’s owed is owed, what’s gifted is gifted.”

Li Weiyi asked the lawyer to excuse himself first.

“You’re making me a bit uneasy this way. It really is too much,” she said.

Zhang Jingchan had just returned from the company, still in his suit without even removing his tie. His tall, lean figure leaned at an angle, hands resting on his knees, elegant within the coldness. He said: “It’s not only to make you happy, but also to cut off my own retreat.”

Li Weiyi was stunned.

He lowered his eyes, a few fingers tapping lightly on his knee: “At the beginning when I pursued you in the loop, you said you never thought about being with me, that we weren’t from the same world, that under normal circumstances, I would never consider being with you.”

Li Weiyi: “Just sign the agreement if you’re going to sign it. Why are you bringing up old accounts……”

Zhang Jingchan remained unmoved and continued digging up the past: “In this life, we got together in 2014. Over all these years, how much jealousy have you suffered? Although in the end, I was always the one who suffered, but Li Weiyi, you truly lack a sense of security.”

Extra Chapter: Ah Chan and Ah Chan (2)
Li Weiyi was also candid, saying: “If you were a salaried worker like me, no matter how handsome you were or how good your personality, I wouldn’t be afraid. But I still say the same thing—we originally weren’t from the same world. If there hadn’t been a time loop, if your family hadn’t faced trouble back then, at the rate you were picking campus beauties, the one by your side now would be a celebrity or socialite, right? How would it be my turn as a small artist?”

Zhang Jingchan said methodically: “Well, that’s true. If there hadn’t been a time loop, the one by your side now wouldn’t be that scumbag Xie Zhilu but some other scumbag. How would it be my turn?”

Li Weiyi kicked him: “You’re the one who would meet gold-diggers! Who doesn’t love your money? Only I liked you when you were negative one billion in debt. Be grateful!”

Zhang Jingchan laughed, bent down slightly, and patted the dust off his suit pants: “Grateful, of course I’m grateful. That’s why I’m now eagerly sending so much money to you.”

Li Weiyi also laughed but said: “It’s not like giving money creates a sense of security. Otherwise, why would there be so many big shots having affairs and getting divorced?”

Zhang Jingchan gave her a cold look that said “I knew your little brain was thinking about all this nonsense.”

Li Weiyi sighed and said: “Zhang Jingchan, it’s not that I don’t trust you. Life is still so long, and there are so many temptations. Even the deepest feelings will have bland days. Everyone knows that marrying a man like you is much more dangerous than being with an ordinary person. But you don’t need to give this much to reassure me. If that day really comes, we can part amicably—it’s nothing. Just remember that my eyes can’t tolerate even a speck of trash. Besides, it’s not like I can’t find someone else, and I don’t necessarily need to find someone else.”

Zhang Jingchan’s smile faded and his expression turned cold. But he came today precisely to discuss this issue candidly with her. Suppressing the vague frustration in his heart, he said: “Making promises to you now won’t make you believe them anyway. After all, I’ve been making promises for so many years, and you still lose your temper when you should. I understand your concerns. However, in this marriage, I’m the one without a sense of security.”

Li Weiyi clicked her tongue: “You actually lack a sense of security? Was I not fast enough to be labeled Zhang Jingchan’s girlfriend on my first day of university? Or were there not enough suitors scared away by President Zhang’s imposing authority over these years?”

Only then did Zhang Jingchan smile again, saying: “Stop being glib. I’m serious. Our marriage still has several decades to go. I can guarantee I will never cheat and will be faithful to the marriage. But I also admit that if you asked me to promise I would never be moved by anyone else, I originally wouldn’t have dared to guarantee it. Unfortunately, some things have been verified. In that initial life without the loop, without meeting you, I stayed single until 48. So now I dare guarantee that the situation you mentioned will never happen.”

He stared at her, light flowing in his deep eyes: “Li Weiyi, my threshold for being moved is very high—so high that only you have ever reached it.”

Li Weiyi’s heart felt like it was being struck and surrounded by an invisible torrent. Her nose had just started to tingle when she heard him say again: “However, speaking of thresholds for being moved, what about you? Think carefully—in every life I didn’t catch up to, didn’t you have other boyfriends by your side? Oh right, when we looped back the second time, I didn’t have time to ask then—was there a new one too?”

Li Weiyi’s cheeks immediately flushed. She avoided the important and focused on the trivial: “No moral blackmail allowed! I was single when I was with each one.”

Zhang Jingchan’s face completely darkened as he chewed on the words: “Each one?”

Li Weiyi immediately stood up, sat on his lap with a thump, grabbed his shirt collar with a few fingers, her tone so soft she seemed like a different person—after all, she was well-practiced at coaxing Zhang Jingchan because he was really too easy to coax—she said: “Alright, alright, we’re getting our marriage certificate tomorrow. Today you’ve dug up every old account you could dig up. Starting tomorrow, you’re not allowed to mention any of it. Come to think of it, it’s strange—in other families, it’s the woman who brings up old accounts. How did it get reversed in our family?”

The three words “our family” truly pleased Zhang Jingchan. He laughed through his nose, letting her sit in his arms squirming and touching all over. With one hand around her waist and the other draped over the chair back, he said lazily: “Fine, won’t mention it anymore in the future. You think I want to mention it?”

The two kissed stickily for a while, both in excellent moods. Zhang Jingchan picked up the stack of documents and pen, handed them to her, still holding her in his arms. He turned her around to face the table and said: “Sign it. You won’t lose out.”

“You’re really giving it all to me?”

“Actually, giving you everything would be fine. After all, I’m not getting divorced in this lifetime. If I’m ever dishonest, you can just tear down Huicui to vent.”

——

Zhang Jingchan preferred to keep a low profile, and Li Weiyi also disliked extravagance and unnecessary fuss, so their wedding wasn’t large-scale and only invited close friends and family.

Also, because some of the invited friends and family held public office, the wedding was ultimately held in a coastal city with convenient transportation.

The entire hotel was booked.

The beach, white as fine snow, was decorated with pure white gauze canopies and colorful flowers, making it even more sacred and dreamlike. On the azure sea, several yachts floated, for guests to enjoy.

However, at this moment, all the luxury and beautiful scenery was quiet. Because in the hotel’s largest banquet hall, the wedding was in progress.

According to Zhang Jingchan and Li Weiyi’s requirements, all those clichéd procedures and gimmicks were omitted, keeping everything simple. Neither he nor Li Weiyi would speak—only both sets of parents would speak, followed by walking the red carpet, exchanging rings, and the couple’s vows.

After both sets of parents finished speaking, Zhang Jingchan stood on stage. At that end of the red carpet, all the lights in the venue went out, leaving only one beam of light illuminating Father Li and Li Weiyi at that end of the carpet.

Today Zhang Jingchan wore a new fully handmade suit. The top-quality fabric and tailoring made his physique even more outstanding—broad shoulders, narrow waist, straight long legs. A fresh flower was pinned to his left chest. Under the lights, his upturned face appeared even more fair and handsome.

Music gradually played by their ears. Under the gaze of all friends and family, Zhang Jingchan looked at Li Weiyi at that end without smiling, just staring firmly.

But Li Weiyi’s ears turned red. Her wedding dress, unimaginably expensive and airlifted from Europe, made even her lively personality appear somewhat solemn and elegant. The slender and delicate tailored design appropriately accentuated the refreshing beauty of her appearance.

She held Father Li’s hand and walked step by step toward her husband.

The first person to shed tears was Li Xiaoyi, covering her mouth as she stood beside the red carpet.

Strange—her sister and Ah Chan could be considered an old married couple, lacking only a marriage certificate and a wedding. Li Xiaoyi had been fine before. She was no longer the overly soft and gentle woman of the past. Over these years, she had been Zhong Yi’s business partner, much more capable and even feisty than eight years ago. But at this moment, watching her sister finally walk toward happiness, her tears rose like the tide, completely unstoppable.

Extra Chapter: Ah Chan and Ah Chan (3)
Even Zhong Yi beside her was startled. He quickly pulled her close and said: “Why are you crying so hard? This is a happy occasion. Don’t tell me you can’t bear to let her go?” He leaned close to her ear: “How many years have you been married to me?”

Li Xiaoyi laughed again, trying hard to wipe away her tears as she looked at the stage. She didn’t know what was wrong with her. It was just that eight years ago, on that day in Shanghai with Zhong Yi, after taking that bastard’s phone call, that instant of strange feeling appeared again.

The force of fate was vast and powerless, while she was as tiny as sand, dazed and confused.

She saw that bastard’s vicious face, saw a tall building, heard the howling wind in her ears, felt the sensation of her heart violently contracting, and also felt bones shattering—these sensations all flashed by in just an instant, blurred.

Yet in that moment she understood something—although her sister and brother-in-law had never said much about the history they had changed.

She originally shouldn’t be here, originally couldn’t see anything, couldn’t possess anything. Life could be like a wisp of fine sand—one turn, and it would fall from between her fingers.

But now, she stood here. Behind her was a career, beside her were Zhong Yi and the children, and she could witness her own sister’s happiness with her own eyes.

Li Xiaoyi choked with emotion, unable to speak.

Thank you, Weiyi, Ah Chan.

Thank you for pulling my hand in fate’s cold torrent and keeping me in this mortal world.

Sister wishes you a lifetime of growing old together, forever happy.

Just like sister’s lifetime, the same.

The second person to cry was Father Li on stage.

As he accompanied his daughter step by step toward his son-in-law, he originally only felt his heart ache with both sourness and excitement, his eyes growing hot. But at the moment he placed his daughter’s hand in his son-in-law’s, he, an emotionally reserved old man, actually wept profusely.

Why did he feel that he had barely managed to see this moment?

Why did he feel that originally, he didn’t have such great fortune?

A dark, filthy room, blood all over the floor, weak gasping breaths, the instant consciousness collapsed—everything flashed by in a moment.

Father Li stared at the two of them blankly.

So my fate was also saved with all their might by these two children.

Father Li gripped both their hands tightly, his voice hoarse: “Ah Chan, you must treat Weiyi well. I’m entrusting her to you. Weiyi, from now on, be sensible. You two should care for each other more, harmoniously and beautifully… for a lifetime.” In the end, the old father couldn’t hold back and wiped his face with his hand.

Li Weiyi’s tears immediately flowed out as she hugged her father tightly.

Zhang Jingchan said: “I promise you, I will take care of her for my entire life.”

Li Weiyi: “Dad, I didn’t know you could be so sentimental, wuwuwu…”

Watching the scene on stage, many people were very moved.

However, everyone never expected that the person crying the hardest was actually the over-fifty-year-old Old Chairman Zhang Moyun, whose imposing presence remained as strong as ever.

When had anyone ever seen him cry? Even during Fu Ming’s most difficult times back then, this big shot had maintained a resolute appearance in public, never showing any embarrassment. But at this moment, he sat in the place of honor below the stage, pressing his face with his palm, crying uncontrollably.

Even Wu Xinhui beside him was stunned. Even she had never seen Zhang Moyun cry like this. Was her husband confused? Their family was gaining a daughter-in-law, not marrying off a son. At whose wedding was it not the bride’s parents crying while the groom’s parents smiled happily?

Wu Xinhui poked her husband’s palm. Zhang Moyun waved his hand and completely ignored her. He… didn’t know what was wrong with himself either. He couldn’t control it at all, tears streaming down like rain. He thought: This old man has finally seen this day—the little brat is getting married.

Originally, he wouldn’t have been able to see it.

Originally, after half a lifetime of commanding respect, he would have ended up like a rat in a gutter, dying in a corner that never saw daylight.

In fact, no matter how many times they looped, he should have died before this spring.

But in the end, his son and daughter-in-law forcibly changed his fate, snatching him back from fate’s vortex again and again. In the final loop, clearly if he, the old father, had exerted himself, Zhang Jingchan would have had it much easier. But that damned kid refused, insisting he hide in the hospital for three days, afraid the loop’s power would pull some trick and kill him. That kid himself took risks, almost losing his life.

Zhang Moyun wiped his tears, lowered his palm, red-eyed, yet smiled again.

From now on, he would live even longer. Now only in his fifties, in the future he would take care of grandchildren, remain vigorous in old age, his blade still sharp. Those who harmed him should look and see who laughed last now. This old man Zhang Moyun, although I made mistakes and crashed midway, who told me I could recognize my errors and correct them, and have such a good son and good daughter-in-law—in the end, I get to laugh last for my entire life.

—

I’m guilty—I’ve been having too much fun these past few days. As a result, this extra chapter has reached 5000 words and still isn’t finished. There’s still a tail remaining. There will be another chapter before 6 PM this afternoon, and then the full story will be complete.

Extra Chapter: Ah Chan and Ah Chan (4)
Zhang Jingchan almost never got drunk, because he was unwilling to let himself lose rationality in any situation.

But today, he got drunk.

He didn’t know when, but everything before his eyes had become blurry. He only remembered a pair of familiar hands constantly supporting him. Smelling the scent on her body, his heart was at peace.

The bridal suite was arranged in an independent villa deep within the hotel. Zhang Jingchan was helped onto the bed to lie down.

He kept sleeping hazily. Later on, when the surroundings became completely quiet, someone took a warm, damp towel and wiped his face. He grabbed that person’s hand and called: “Weiyi.”

Li Weiyi answered: “Didn’t think you’d have a day when you’d get drunk too.”

He wanted to open his eyes but couldn’t: “I’m not drunk.”

Vaguely, he heard her laughing continuously, so he closed his eyes and smiled too.

His face was wiped, then his hands. His tie and shirt were removed with help, and he was covered with a soft blanket. Then someone removed his shoes and socks, and immediately after, his feet were soaked in warm water—so comfortable.

Zhang Jingchan opened his eyes slightly and vaguely saw the figure crouching on the ground. He asked: “You’re not angry, are you?”

Li Weiyi gently dried his feet with a towel: “Why do you ask that?”

“Not angry… how could you wash my feet? This is treatment I’ve never had before.”

Li Weiyi almost smeared the foot-wiping towel on his face: “I just can’t accept you getting directly into bed without washing your feet!”

He laughed deeply with his eyes closed and pulled her into an embrace, wanting to kiss her but never kissing the right place. Li Weiyi was furious. She still needed to change clothes and bathe, yet he pressed her on the bed rubbing and nuzzling. When she finally broke free, she said resentfully: “Damn it, I hate drunks so much. Didn’t think you’d still be like this when drunk.”

The completely drunk man said firmly: “I never get drunk. Trust my self-control.”

Li Weiyi: “……”

After another while, Zhang Jingchan fell asleep. Vaguely aware, she also got into bed, skillfully pressed him against her chest, and continued sleeping peacefully.

The next day, the sun was high when Zhang Jingchan finally woke holding his head.

The room was silent. The balcony window was open, the wind making the curtains roll continuously.

“Weiyi?” He called once. No one in the room, no one in the bathroom either.

Chagrin and guilt surged in Zhang Jingchan’s heart. Although they had consummated their marriage a thousand times before, last night was their wedding night after all, yet he had unprecedentedly passed out drunk. He didn’t know if she would mind.

Looking at the empty bed beside him, he thought she must mind—she had always been a petty woman. Otherwise, how could she bear to let him wake up alone on the morning after their wedding?

He lowered his head and smiled, sending her a message: “Where are you?”

The reply came quickly: “At the beach with sister and brother-in-law. You’re finally awake. Let’s go eat lunch together in a bit.”

Zhang Jingchan pondered this message for a while, feeling that even if she was angry, it wasn’t much. His heart relaxed. He went to take a shower and change clothes, tidying himself up to be imposingly handsome again, even tying on the tie she liked most.

Walking out of the dressing room, just as he was about to call Li Weiyi, he saw a light blue envelope on the desk. On it, in familiar handwriting, was written: For Ah Chan.

Zhang Jingchan walked to the well-lit balcony and pulled out the letter.

Ah Chan:

Perhaps starting today, I should start calling you husband. But I still prefer calling you by your full name, Zhang Jingchan, because the first time I heard it, I thought how could someone have such a beautiful-sounding name. I’m actually not very used to calling you Ah Chan, because these two characters always bring me a little bit of sadness.

Whether it was the nineteen-year-old Ah Chan or the twenty-seven-year-old Ah Chan, both made me feel a little bit of sadness beneath the bright and brilliant exterior.

So when I first met you, my heart actually started to fear—fear that I would fall for you. You were too proud, so proud that someone cheerful like me didn’t seem to be from the same world. You were also very lonely. Perhaps many people always gathered around you, but during those days when I became Ah Chan, every single day, I could feel your loneliness.

I really loved those days accompanying you in the loop. Watching you smile many times each day, watching you tease me and touch me, banter with me like a real young man, watching you gradually reveal your green tea boy nature (absolutely no negative connotation, this is a neutral term I swear). Actually, let me tell you, normally I’m not that silly or dumb at all. I’m usually a proper person. It was completely to help you relax and be happy during the loop with so much pressure that I destroyed my image to make you smile. Do you believe me or not?

Starting today, I’m your wife. Looking back on these years, that little girl Li Weiyi who lacked security in time truly made you suffer some grievances in our relationship. But I dare bet that even if you were with someone else, it would be the same. As the saying goes, all crows under heaven are equally black—there are no women who don’t get jealous, only foolish men. Of course, I’m not saying you were still a bit stupid about male-female relationships back then. Please don’t overthink or extrapolate.

You’ve sacrificed a lot for this marriage and given me a lot. Before today’s wedding, I kept thinking—what can I give you?

Actually, my vision for our marriage is particularly simple—

I want every day of our remaining lives, no matter what difficulties and dangers we encounter, when Ah Chan sees me, he will still feel that life can be a little happier, a little more relaxed.

I want even when we argue, we never let it go overnight, and no matter who’s right or wrong, you apologize first—just like you’ve done all these years, and you must persist until we’re old.

I want to have one little Ah Chan and one little Weiyi. Of course, two little Weiyis would be fine too, but absolutely don’t have two little Ah Chans—so many people around me say having two sons is a nightmare.

I also want Ah Chan to be healthy and live to a hundred. May his heart never be lonely or ice-cold again. When I call the name Ah Chan, I no longer feel sadness, only the intimacy and happiness that belongs to just the two of us.

Because from beginning to end, from nineteen to twenty-seven, and to the far future, he has been my Ah Chan. My person, Li Weiyi’s person—even the blood in his bones should be warm, because I’m warming him.

However, looking back on my pre-marriage life, there remains one regret that you can never satisfy, and I can only regret it for my entire life.

That is, I really wanted to taste what it would be like to forcefully kiss you when I was a handsome young man! This might sound a bit perverted, but what woman could have such a novel experience? Anyone would want to try it. Unfortunately, each loop was too tense, with no time left for me, Ah Chan Li, to flirt and woo girls. It’s all your fault for not being delicate and gentle enough. You were so rigid back then, causing me to miss great opportunities multiple times. Now I can only sigh with regret!

From now on, I’ll never have the chance to be Ah Chan Li again—I can only be Mrs. Zhang.

Good morning, Mr. Zhang. I’m so pleased that you were dead drunk on our wedding night, neglecting your bride. Sorry, but I’ll repeat this story to our future children a hundred times, haha.

The good news is that from now on, every day, Mrs. Zhang will, as before, love her Mr. Zhang with a heart that’s devoted until death.

Yesterday, Ah Chan Li

Today, Mrs. Zhang

Written

—

This chapter marks the complete end of the entire story. I’m also a bit reluctant to let go. Love you all, see you in the new book.
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