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  Nan Hong – Chapter 1
On a rare day off, Wen Yifan stayed up late watching a horror movie.

The eerie atmosphere was built solely through background music and screams, without any truly frightening visuals. It was as bland as plain water. Due to her obsessive-compulsive tendencies, she forced herself to watch it till the end, barely keeping her eyes open.

When the ending credits appeared, Wen Yifan felt a sense of relief. She closed her eyes, and drowsiness immediately enveloped her thoughts. Just as she was about to fall asleep, suddenly, there was a heavy knock on her door.

Bang!

Wen Yifan’s eyes snapped open.

Following the moonlight seeping through the curtain gap, she looked towards the door. From outside, she could hear a man’s drunken, slurred voice and the sound of stumbling footsteps moving in another direction.

Then came the sound of a door opening and closing.

Most of the noise was muffled.

She stared at the door for several more seconds.

Only after everything had fallen completely silent did Wen Yifan finally relax.

She pursed her lips, belatedly feeling annoyed.

How many times has this happened this week?

Once her sleep was interrupted, Wen Yifan found it difficult to fall asleep again. She rolled over, closed her eyes once more, and listlessly devoted some mental energy to recalling the movie she had just watched.

Hmm.

Was it a ghost movie?

More like a low-budget flop that thought it could scare people.

…

As she dozed off, the ghost face from the movie inexplicably floated into Wen Yifan’s mind.

Three seconds later.

She suddenly sat up and turned on the bedside lamp-

For the entire latter half of the night, Wen Yifan slept fitfully. In her half-awake state, she constantly felt as if a bloody ghost face was staring at her from nearby.

It wasn’t until the sky had completely brightened that she finally managed to fall into a proper sleep.

The next day, Wen Yifan was awakened by a phone call.

Due to staying up late and lack of sleep, her head felt like it was being pricked by needles, with a dense, fine pain. Feeling somewhat irritated, she grudgingly picked up her phone and answered.

A low voice of her childhood friend, Zhong Siqiao, came from the other end: “I’ll call you back later.”

“…”

Wen Yifan’s eyelids twitched, her brain freezing for two seconds.

Waking her up with a phone call.

That was bad enough.

But it wasn’t even the main event, just a preview.

Her morning anger instantly exploded, and she blurted out, “Are you trying to…”

Before she could finish, the call had already been hung up.

It felt like punching a pillow. Wen Yifan opened her eyes, feeling deflated. After lying in bed for a while longer, she picked up her phone and checked the current time.

It was nearly two in the afternoon.

Wen Yifan didn’t linger in bed any longer. She pulled on a jacket and got out of bed.

She walked into the bathroom.

As Wen Yifan was brushing her teeth, her phone rang again. She freed one hand to swipe the screen and put it on speaker.

Zhong Siqiao spoke first: “Damn it, I just ran into a high school classmate. I had a greasy head and no makeup on. It was so embarrassing!”

“It’s not that easy to die,” Wen Yifan said with a mouth full of foam, her words unclear, “Aren’t you just fishing for sympathy?”

“…” Zhong Siqiao was silent for three seconds, not bothering to argue. “Want to go out tonight, Reporter Wen? You’ve been working overtime for a week straight. If you don’t find some fun, I’m afraid you’ll die from overwork.”

“Hmm. Where to?”

“How about near your workplace? I don’t know if you’ve been there before. My colleague says there’s a bar there, and the owner is incredible—” Zhong Siqiao said, “Hey, why do I keep hearing water? Are you washing dishes?”

Wen Yifan: “Getting ready.”

Zhong Siqiao was shocked: “You just woke up?”

Wen Yifan gave a slow “mm” in response.

“It’s already two o’clock. Even lunch break would be over by now,” Zhong Siqiao found it strange, “What were you doing last night?”

“Watched a horror movie.”

“What’s it called?”

“‘See a Ghost When You Wake Up.'”

Zhong Siqiao had seen this movie and choked: “That counts as a horror movie?”

“I went to sleep right after watching it,” Wen Yifan ignored her comment, grabbed a nearby towel to dry her face, and continued, “But then I suddenly woke up in the middle of the night, and just like in the movie, I saw a ghost.”

“…”

“I ended up fighting with the ghost all night.”

Zhong Siqiao was a bit speechless: “Why are you suddenly bringing up such an R-rated topic with me?”

Wen Yifan raised an eyebrow: “How is it R-rated?”

“What kind of fight lasts all night?”

“…”

“Alright, stop messing with ghosts. Big sister will take you to mess with men,” Zhong Siqiao said with a smile, “Handsome, lively, warm-blooded men.”

“I think I’ll stick with ghosts then,” Wen Yifan picked up her phone and walked out of the bathroom, “At least they’re free.”

Zhong Siqiao: “Who said we have to pay? We can freeload men too.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“We can feast our eyes for free.”

“…”-

After hanging up, Wen Yifan once again messaged her landlord about last night’s situation. Then, she hesitantly added that she might not renew the lease when it expires.

Two months ago, she had moved from Yihe to Nanwu City.

The apartment was found by Zhong Siqiao and had no major issues.

The only inconvenience was that it was a shared apartment. The landlord had converted an 80-square-meter apartment into three independent rooms, each with its bathroom. So there was no kitchen or balcony.

But the price was cheap.

Wen Yifan didn’t have high requirements for her living space. Moreover, the location was convenient, and the surroundings were lively. She had even considered renting it long-term.

Until one day, when she happened to run into the man next door as she was leaving.

Gradually, it evolved into the current situation.

Without realizing it, the sun had set, and a layer of darkness covered the small room. Lights in homes began to flicker on one by one, illuminating the entire city differently. The night market also gradually came to life.

Seeing that it was about time, Wen Yifan changed her clothes and applied some simple makeup.

Zhong Siqiao was bombarding her with WeChat messages.

Grabbing her small bag from the coat rack, Wen Yifan sent a voice message saying “Leaving now.” She walked out, glanced across the hall, and unconsciously quickened her pace, heading down the stairs to the stairwell.

The two had agreed to meet at the subway station.

Their destination was the bar Zhong Siqiao had mentioned earlier, located opposite Upper Peace Plaza. Passing through a narrow alley, they could see a string of neon lights adorning each storefront.

This place only came alive at night.

It was Nanwu City’s famous bar street, known as “Degenerate Street.”

Since they had never been there before, the two searched for a while before finally spotting the bar in a small corner.

The name was quite interesting, called “Overtime(Jia Ba’r).”

The sign was exceptionally simple. A pure black background with square, neat white lettering. Among the colorful and flamboyant neon lights, it was as understated as a small hair salon opened here.

“That’s a pretty good idea,” Wen Yifan stared at it for a moment and commented, “Opening a hair salon in the bar street. Those who want to pick up girls here can come here to get styled first.”

Zhong Siqiao’s mouth twitched as she pulled her inside: “Don’t talk nonsense.”

Surprisingly, it wasn’t as quiet inside as Wen Yifan had imagined.

They had arrived early, before peak hours, but already more than half of the seats were occupied.

On the stage, a woman holding a guitar was singing with her eyes lowered, creating a sentimental and gentle atmosphere. At the bar, the bartender with dyed yellow hair was juggling cocktail shakers like a circus performer, with ease and familiarity.

Finding a seat, Wen Yifan ordered the cheapest drink.

Zhong Siqiao looked around and seemed disappointed: “Is the owner not here? I don’t see anyone handsome.”

Wen Yifan rested her chin on her hand and said carelessly: “Maybe it’s that bartender guy.”

“Bullshit!” Zhong Siqiao clearly couldn’t accept this, “My colleague, who’s always hanging out on Degenerate Street, said the owner of this bar is like the top host of Degenerate Street.”

“Maybe it’s self-proclaimed.”

“?”

Noticing Zhong Siqiao’s unfriendly gaze, Wen Yifan sat up straighter and emphasized: “Just, maybe.”

Zhong Siqiao snorted.

The two chatted on and off for a while.

Zhong Siqiao brought up the incident from noon: “Oh right, the person I met today was my vice class monitor from my first year of high school. He also went to South University for college, and I think he was even in the same dorm as Sang Yan, though I didn’t see him much.”

Hearing this name, Wen Yifan paused slightly.

“Speaking of which, do you remember—” As she was speaking, Zhong Siqiao’s gaze casually swept across the room and suddenly fixed on the bar, “Hey, look at ten o’clock, isn’t that the ‘top host of Degenerate Street’?”

At the same time, Wen Yifan heard someone call out “Yan-ge.”

She looked in that direction.

At some point, a man appeared next to the bartender.

The lighting in the bar was dim. He was half-leaning against the bar counter, his entire body facing away from the bar. His head was slightly tilted, seemingly talking to the bartender. He wore a plain black windbreaker and had a straight, tall figure. Even though he was slightly hunched over, he was still a head taller than the bartender next to him.

His eyes were pitch black, and the corners of his lips were slightly raised, giving him a somewhat cynical look.

The colorful rotating lights above cast a few streaks across his face.

At that instant, Wen Yifan recognized him too.

“Holy shit,” Zhong Siqiao, probably having the same realization, exclaimed in shock, “Sister, this top host is Sang Yan!”

“…”

“How come I just mentioned him and we see him… Do you still remember him? Before you transferred schools, he used to pursue you…”

Hearing these words, Wen Yifan’s eyelashes trembled slightly.

Just then, a waiter passed by. Wen Yifan, feeling a bit uncomfortable, was about to speak up to interrupt when suddenly a cry of surprise rang out. She looked up to see the waiter seemingly bumped into by someone, the tray in his hand tilting slightly, and the glasses on it toppling over.

— Towards her direction.

The drinks, mixed with ice cubes, fell onto her left shoulder and slid down. She was wearing a loose sweater today, and now half of it was soaked, with the cold seeping through. It was chilling to the bone.

Wen Yifan drew in a sharp breath, reflexively standing up.

The bar’s music was loud, but this commotion was not small.

As if frightened, the waiter’s face turned pale, and he apologized repeatedly.

Zhong Siqiao also stood up, helping Wen Yifan brush off the ice cubes from her clothes, frowning as she asked, “Are you okay?”

“It’s fine,” Wen Yifan’s voice trembled involuntarily, but she wasn’t angry. She looked at the waiter and said, “No need to apologize anymore, just be more careful in the future.”

Then she said to Zhong Siqiao: “I’ll go to the bathroom to deal with this.”

As she finished speaking, she slightly raised her eyes.

Unexpectedly, she met a gaze. Deep, indifferent, and obscurely meaningful.

They locked eyes for two seconds.

Wen Yifan withdrew her gaze and walked towards the women’s restroom.

Finding a stall, she took off her sweater, leaving only a tight-fitting undershirt.

Fortunately, the sweater had absorbed most of the liquid, so she wasn’t too wet underneath.

Wen Yifan hugged her sweater and walked to the sink, using a paper towel dampened with water to roughly clean off the alcohol from her body.

After dealing with it as best she could, she walked out.

From the corner of her eye, she noticed someone standing in the hallway. Wen Yifan instinctively looked over and paused in her steps.

The man was leaning against the wall, a cigarette between his lips, his eyelids lazily drooping, his expression casual and indifferent. Unlike before, he had taken off his jacket and was now holding it loosely.

He was left wearing only a black T-shirt.

It had been six years since they last met.

Unsure if he had recognized her, Wen Yifan didn’t know whether to greet him or not. After struggling for less than a second, she lowered her eyes, deciding to pretend she hadn’t recognized him either, and continued walking out with a stiff demeanor.

The dark and simple decor, with irregular streaks on the marble tiles reflecting light, extended outwards. The female singer’s voice could still be heard here, very soft, carrying a sense of lingering affection.

Getting closer and closer.

About to pass by him.

At this moment.

“Hey,” he uttered almost imperceptibly, sounding lazy.

Wen Yifan stopped, about to look over.

Without warning, Sang Yan suddenly threw his jacket over her head, blocking most of her vision. Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment, immediately reaching up to pull it off, feeling confused.

Sang Yan still hadn’t raised his head. With lowered lashes, he extinguished his cigarette in the nearby trash can.

Neither of them took the initiative to speak.

It seemed like a long time had passed, but in reality, it was only a few seconds. Sang Yan slowly lifted his eyelids, meeting her gaze. There was a sense of detachment in his eyes.

“Let’s talk,” he said.



Nan Hong – Chapter 2
It had been years since they last met, with no contact since their final encounter. The relationship had become so thin that Wen Yifan had almost forgotten this person’s existence.

But she still remembered.

Their last conversation hadn’t been pleasant.

It wasn’t the kind of relationship where he would come over to comfort and help her when seeing her in a disheveled state.

Wen Yifan’s first reaction was:

He must have mistaken her for someone else.

But another thought floated into her mind.

It was also possible that over the years, Sang Yan had matured and become more broad-minded. He might have long since put past events behind him, letting bygones be bygones, and was just being polite upon seeing an old classmate.

Wen Yifan pulled herself back to the present and handed him the jacket, her eyes filled with confusion and inquiry.

Sang Yan didn’t take it, his gaze passing over her hand. Then, he said flatly, “I’m the owner of this bar.”

Wen Yifan’s hand froze in mid-air, her reaction somewhat slow.

For a moment, she wasn’t quite sure.

Was he introducing himself;

Or was he bragging about how well he was doing now, having achieved success at such a young age and become a boss?

In this situation, she found herself distracted, recalling Zhong Siqiao’s words.

— “The owner of this bar is said to be the top host of Degenerate Street.”

Her gaze couldn’t help but sweep over his face a few more times.

Dark hair, handsome eyebrows, pupils of pure black, appearing even colder in this light.

The rebelliousness of his youth had faded, his once immature features were now sharp and clean-cut. Tall and slender, even his all-black attire couldn’t conceal his arrogance and pride, exuding an air of willfulness and nobility.

To call him the top host.

It seemed, indeed, well-deserved.

Sang Yan slowly uttered two more words, pulling her back to reality.

“Surname Sang.”

“…”

Was he telling her his surname?

So, he hadn’t recognized her and was just introducing himself.

Wen Yifan understood the situation and calmly asked, “Is there something you need?”

“I apologize. Due to our mistake, we’ve caused you trouble and inconvenience,” Sang Yan said. “If you have any requests, please let me know. Also, all your expenses in the bar tonight will be on the house. I hope this won’t affect your good mood.”

He used “you” in a formal manner, but Wen Yifan didn’t hear much respect in his tone.

His manner of speaking was still the same as before. It sounded perfunctory, lazy, cold, and somewhat irritating.

Wen Yifan shook her head and politely said, “That’s not necessary. It’s fine.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s expression relaxed, as if he had breathed a sigh of relief. Perhaps thinking she was easy to deal with, his tone softened a bit as he nodded, “Then, if you’ll excuse me.”

With that, he turned away and started to leave.

Wen Yifan was still holding his jacket and instinctively called out, “Sang—”

Sang Yan turned back.

As their eyes met, she suddenly realized that they were now strangers, and the “Yan” got stuck in her throat.

Her mind went blank, and Wen Yifan didn’t know how to address him.

The atmosphere became awkwardly silent. In her flustered state, the blank was filled with the content of her earlier wandering thoughts, and two words surfaced. Staring at his face, she belatedly added, “—Top Host.”

“…”

Their eyes met.

The world fell silent once again.

In this nearly frozen moment, Wen Yifan thought she saw his brow twitch almost imperceptibly.

“…”

Huh?

What did she just say?

Sang Top Host.

Sang… Top… Host.

Oh.

Sang…

Oh shit.

Ahhhhhhhhhhh!

Sang Top Host ahhhhhhhh!!!

“…”

Wen Yifan’s breath stopped, and she almost couldn’t maintain her expression. She didn’t dare look at Sang Yan’s face at all, pursed her lips, and once again held out the jacket to him: “Your jacket.”

The best solution was to do as she always did, pretend nothing inappropriate had happened, that nothing had occurred at all.

To simply skip over this little episode.

But Sang Yan didn’t give her that chance.

He turned his head and slowly repeated: “Sang… Top… Host?”

Wen Yifan pretended not to understand: “What?”

After a moment of silence.

Sang Yan looked at her, somewhat surprised, as if he had just realized something. He drawled an “Ah,” the corner of his mouth slightly curved, with an “as expected” expression: “Sorry, we’re a proper bar here.”

“…”

The implication was probably:

I know I’m a beauty, but I’ve never considered that kind of service, please show some self-respect.

Wen Yifan wanted to explain but felt she couldn’t explain clearly.

She secretly let out a sigh, too lazy to struggle. Since they wouldn’t meet again anyway, she decided to go along with his words, saying with feigned regret: “Is that so? That’s quite a pity.”

“…”

Sang Yan’s expression seemed to freeze for a moment.

But it might have been her imagination.

Wen Yifan blinked and saw that his expression was still as calm as ever, showing no change. She didn’t pay much attention to it, politely smiled, and mentioned again: “Your jacket.”

Sang Yan still showed no intention of taking it.

For the next ten seconds or so, Wen Yifan strangely noticed him staring at the curve of her lips, his gaze direct and thoughtful.

Just as it paused—

“Wearing my jacket,” Sang Yan paused, suddenly smiling, “Aren’t you quite happy about it?”

“…”

Wen Yifan:?

“Although I’m not quite sure, but it seems I’m more famous than this bar?” He raised an eyebrow mischievously, his words carrying a hint of understanding, as if giving her a way out, “Take it back as a souvenir.”

“…”-

“He said that?” Zhong Siqiao confirmed again, bursting into laughter, “Impressive, why didn’t he just tell you to frame it and hang it up?”

Wen Yifan slowly said: “That’s exactly what he meant.”

Zhong Siqiao held back her laughter, offering token comfort: “Don’t take it too seriously. Maybe this happens too often, and Sang Yan just assumed you came here to see him.”

“Have you forgotten why we came here?” Wen Yifan asked.

“Huh?”

“Wasn’t it to ‘freeload’?” Wen Yifan said, “How can the word ‘see’ match his words and actions?”

“…”

Zhong Siqiao started laughing again.

Wen Yifan also laughed: “Alright, take it easy. Wait until he leaves to laugh, he’s still sitting there.”

By now, the high stools at the bar were all occupied, with Sang Yan taking the seat at the very edge. He picked up the clear glass on the table, and leisurely took a sip of wine, his expression composed and at ease, like a carefree young master.

Seeing this, Zhong Siqiao finally contained herself.

Just then, the waiter who had spilled the drink earlier came over.

This waiter was a young man, looking quite young with baby fat still on his face. He carefully carried a tray and served the drinks. Then, he returned the money Wen Yifan had paid earlier, placing it under the folder with the receipt.

“This is your drink.”

Wen Yifan looked at the money: “This is…”

Before she could finish asking, the waiter hurriedly explained, looking somewhat uneasy: “I’m sorry, it was my fault earlier. The boss has already instructed that your table is on the house.”

Wen Yifan then remembered Sang Yan’s words.

After a pause, her first instinct was to refuse: “It’s alright, there’s no need. Please take the money back.”

The waiter shook his head: “Besides this, if you need anything else, please feel free to call me anytime.”

His attitude was very firm, so Wen Yifan didn’t insist. She picked up the jacket that was placed aside: “When I went to the restroom earlier, I found this jacket in the hallway. It might have been accidentally left behind by a customer.”

The waiter quickly took it: “Alright, thank you.”

After he left, Zhong Siqiao winked at her: “What’s going on?”

Wen Yifan briefly explained.

Zhong Siqiao’s eyes widened: “If he said that, why did you still want to pay?”

“Running a business isn’t easy,” Wen Yifan took a sip of her drink, “There’s no need to take a few hundred yuan from him over something like this.”

“Why are you worried about a rich second generation’s entrepreneurial hardships? This young master has been wealthy for a long time,” Zhong Siqiao said, “But, he doesn’t remember you?”

Wen Yifan made a reasonable guess: “He probably didn’t recognize me.”

“Didn’t recognize you?” Zhong Siqiao found it absurd and blurted out, “Come on, don’t you know what you look like? Just because your name has a ‘Fan’ in it, you think you’re ordinary?”

“…” Wen Yifan almost choked, speechless and amused, “From your tone, I thought you were scolding me.”

It’s no wonder Zhong Siqiao found this answer unreasonable.

Because Wen Yifan was truly beautiful.

Completely at odds with her gentle personality, her appearance was extremely alluring and beautiful to the point of being aggressive. Those fox-like eyes seemed to come to bewitch souls, with slightly upturned corners, every gesture exuding charm.

Sitting in this dim bar, she seemed to emit her light.

Zhong Siqiao had always felt that she could become rich and famous just by relying on that face.

Who knew she would end up becoming a hardworking news reporter instead?

“Besides, you look pretty much the same as you did in high school, just with shorter hair now—” Catching sight of movement from Sang Yan’s direction, Zhong Siqiao quickly changed her words, “Well, it’s possible, I suppose.”

“…”

“With his conditions, he must have dated quite a few girls over the years, maybe some were similar to your type.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan rested her chin on her hand and looked in Sang Yan’s direction.

This time, there was a woman next to him.

As if impervious to the cold, the woman wore a tight-fitting short dress, revealing two slender white legs. She was half-leaning against the bar, tilting her head to toast him, smiling charmingly, her curvaceous figure clearly outlined with every movement.

Sang Yan looked up at her, with a half-smile.

In this atmosphere, it also carried a hint of flirtation.

This topic was brief, and soon Zhong Siqiao started talking about other things.

Her attention drawn back by Zhong Siqiao’s voice, Wen Yifan withdrew her gaze and continued chatting with her.

After a while.

The female singer finished her last song. Noticing the time, Wen Yifan asked, “It’s almost ten, shall we leave?”

Zhong Siqiao: “Alright.”

The two stood up and walked towards the exit.

Zhong Siqiao linked arms with Wen Yifan, looking at her phone while saying, “Xiang Lang just told me he’s coming back to the country next month. Next time, let’s invite him to join us. We’ll go somewhere we can dance, this place is a bit boring.”

Wen Yifan responded, “Sounds good.”

Before leaving, she glanced at the bar one more time.

Sang Yan was still sitting in his original spot, with seemingly another woman next to him now. His face still showed no emotion, as if he was indifferent to everything.

Their unexpected reunion truly seemed as he had shown, just an encounter with a stranger.

Wen Yifan was lost in thought.

She inexplicably recalled their last meeting before they lost contact.

A cold night, moonless. Dense fog and dark clouds pressed down on the small town, fine rain falling like fur. In the narrow alley, the only streetlight flickered, with flying ants recklessly crashing into it.

The young man’s hair was wet, his eyelashes dotted with water droplets. His skin was pale, and the light in his eyes extinguished.

Everything seemed unreal.

She couldn’t remember how she felt at that time.

She only remembered.

Sang Yan’s voice was hoarse as he called out to her one last time: “Wen Yifan.”

Then he lowered his eyes in self-mockery: “I’m not that bad, am I?”

She also remembered.

He had shed all his pride, viewing himself as something filthy to be avoided.

“Don’t worry,” he smiled, “I won’t bother you anymore.”-

Ever since spilling the drink on the customer, Yu Zhuo had spent the entire evening on edge. He was extremely careful in everything he did, fearing he might make the same mistake again and reignite the boss’s recently subsided anger.

After this table of customers left, he went to clean up.

As he collected the glasses, Yu Zhuo pulled the folder, and the few red bills pressed underneath were brought along.

He paused.

He also noticed a bracelet that had fallen under the soft chair.

Yu Zhuo picked it up and walked back to the bar with a heavy expression. He pushed the tray in and said to the yellow-haired bartender, “Brother He, the customer at K11 dropped something.”

He Mingbo took it and looked up, saying, “By the way, that jacket you brought over earlier, doesn’t it look a lot like Yan-ge’s?”

“Ah, I don’t know, they said it was picked up in the bathroom,” thinking about the money issue, Yu Zhuo scratched his head, “Brother, Yan-ge just told me this table was on the house, but K11 didn’t take the refunded money. Should I tell him about it?”

He Mingbo glanced at him: “Go apologize.”

“…” Yu Zhuo was stunned, feeling he needed to explain, “Brother, it’s not that I want to pocket the money, K11 didn’t take it. I told her several times.”

Putting the bracelet in a clear bag, He Mingbo smiled and said, “Yan-ge isn’t that reasonable.”

“…”

That seemed to be true.

Although he thought this, when Yu Zhuo went upstairs to find Sang Yan, he still couldn’t help but make a last-ditch effort.

He had seen Sang Yan at the bar all evening, not knowing when he had gone upstairs. Now, he was sitting in the innermost booth of the VIP area, his expression indifferent.

It was unclear if he had listened to Yu Zhuo’s explanation.

Sang Yan didn’t speak, casually playing with the clear glass in his hand.

The atmosphere was almost oppressive.

Yu Zhuo steeled himself and spoke to ease the tension: “This might not be payment for the drinks, I just heard these two customers saying…”

At this point, he suddenly realized that what he was about to say wasn’t quite right, and began to stammer: “But it was quite noisy around, I didn’t hear very clearly, so I’m not very sure… it’s, it’s just…”

As soon as he met Sang Yan’s cold gaze, Yu Zhuo shuddered, and his words suddenly became fluent: “I heard the customer’s friend ask her if she came to this bar to see you, Yan-ge, and she said no.”

Sang Yan’s eyelashes twitched slightly.

Yu Zhuo: “Then, she said, it was, it was to freeload…”

Sang Yan: “…”

Sang Yan: “?”

“So this might be the payment for… freeloading you…”

“…”

Nan Hong – Chapter 3
It was colder outside than when she had arrived earlier.

The only warm sweater, now soaked through, had been stuffed into her bag. By the time she reached her front door, Wen Yifan felt her body was no longer her own. She opened the door and instinctively glanced across the hall.

At this hour, the man opposite probably hadn’t returned yet.

Usually, it was around two or three in the morning when she had already fallen into a deep sleep, that he would pass by her door with a smile, maliciously knocking twice on the door panel. The force was heavy, sounding like thunder in the dead of night.

Then he would return to his apartment.

Doing nothing else.

It was infuriating, yet there seemed to be no way to resolve the issue.

Wen Yifan had reported this situation to the landlord several times, but it appeared to have no effect.

After locking the door, Wen Yifan boiled some water and sent a WeChat message to Zhong Siqiao: [I’m home.]

Zhong Siqiao’s place was far from Shang’an, and she was still on the subway: [So fast? I still have several stops to go.]

Zhong Siqiao: [Hey.]

Zhong Siqiao: [The wind just now reminded me of Sang Yan’s behavior tonight.]

Zhong Siqiao: [Do you think Sang Yan was afraid you’d be cold, so he threw you his jacket? Then he was too embarrassed to say so and made up that excuse.]

Wen Yifan was rummaging through her wardrobe for a change of clothes. Glancing at this message, she paused: [Say something more realistic.]

Zhong Siqiao: [?]

Zhong Siqiao: [What’s unrealistic about what I said!!!]

Wen Yifan: [He came to solve a problem.]

Wen Yifan: [So he probably feared I’d catch a cold and try to extort medical fees from him.]

Zhong Siqiao: […]

Zhong Siqiao: [Then why didn’t he just ask someone else to give you a jacket?]

Wen Yifan: [It’s not easy to do that in such cold weather.]

Zhong Siqiao: [?]

Wen Yifan reminded her: [He might not have been able to borrow one.]

Zhong Siqiao: […]

Just then, a low battery notification popped up.

Wen Yifan put her phone on the table to charge and entered the bathroom. As she gradually removed her makeup, she stared at her face in the mirror, her movements suddenly halting.

The unfamiliar eyes and brows she had seen not long ago flashed through her mind.

Wen Yifan lowered her gaze, absentmindedly tossing the makeup remover pad into the trash.

Setting aside the present, even when they were most familiar with the past, Wen Yifan didn’t understand Sang Yan that well. So she couldn’t tell if he was pretending not to recognize her, or if he truly didn’t recognize her.

It was like a coin toss game.

With no clues to follow and no way to guess, one could only rely on luck to get the result.

After all, in her view, both possibilities…

Were things he was capable of doing-

After blow-drying her hair, Wen Yifan habitually opened her computer and wrote news articles for a while. Only when she started feeling drowsy did she return to bed, reaching out to grab her phone from the table.

Not long after she had entered the bathroom, Zhong Siqiao had sent a few more messages: [Anything is possible, even if it’s not, we can imagine it to make ourselves feel better.]

Zhong Siqiao: [I’m quite curious, how do you feel now when you see Sang Yan?]

This was followed by a gossipy emoji.

Wen Yifan thought for a moment: [He is indeed quite handsome.]

Zhong Siqiao: […]

Zhong Siqiao: [That’s it?]

Wen Yifan: [I haven’t thought of anything else yet, I’ll tell you when I do.]

Wen Yifan: [I’m going to sleep now, I’m so tired.]

To be honest, saying she had no feelings at all would be a lie. But she felt there was nothing worth mentioning, and bringing it up would lead to a lot of discussion. It was better to get more sleep at that time.

She tossed her phone aside and began to drift off.

As usual, Wen Yifan slept poorly.

She was in a state between sleep and wakefulness, entangled in bizarre dreams. Just when she felt she was about to break free and fall into deep sleep, she was awakened by that idiot next door slapping her door.

Pulling the blanket down from her head, Wen Yifan felt irritated from head to toe.

Wen Yifan was known for her good temper, her ability to calmly handle any situation, and her rarely showing much emotional fluctuation.

Perhaps everyone needs an outlet for release.

So her morning temper was extremely severe.

Being woken up would make her lose her rationality.

Especially in this situation, when she felt she was about to fall into deep sleep.

Wen Yifan tried to calm herself down, only hoping the person outside would quickly leave after knocking a few times, as usual.

Unexpectedly, this time he seemed possessed, continuously knocking on the door, hiccupping from alcohol: “Not awake yet? Beautiful sister, help me out, my bathroom is broken… Let me use yours to take a shower…”

Wen Yifan closed her eyes briefly, got up to find her camera, adjusted its position, and started recording the door. Then, she picked up her phone and directly dialed 110, clearly reporting her address and the situation.

After all this commotion, what little sleepiness she had left completely disappeared.

Middle of the night, living alone, a drunk man harassed her outside the door.

Wen Yifan felt that in this situation, she should be scared. But at this moment, she only felt angry and exhausted, with no energy left for other emotions.

Because he received no response, the man had returned home before the police arrived.

Wen Yifan showed the recorded footage to the police and requested to resolve this issue at the police station. Since it had escalated to calling the police, she had no intention of reconciling and planned to move out after this incident.

In the video, the door shook violently from the knocking, accompanied by the man’s incoherent voice. It was chilling to watch.

The police knocked on the door across the hall.

After a while, the man opened the door, irritably saying: “Who is it!”

“We received a report,” said the police officer, “that you were harassing your neighbor in the middle of the night.”

“What harassment.” The man paused for a few seconds, pretending to be disoriented, his tone was no longer as aggressive as before, “Officer, I just came back after drinking, I might have knocked on the wrong door while drunk. It’s just a misunderstanding.”

The police officer maintained a stern face: “The person provided a video, you knocked on the wrong door and asked to take a shower in their place? Don’t try to fool me here. Hurry up, come with us to the police station.”

In this weather, the man was only wearing a tight-fitting short-sleeved shirt, revealing the fierce tiger tattoo on his arm. His build was sturdy, muscles bulging like a wall.

The man tried to explain a few more times, but seeing it was useless, he quickly gave up.

He raised his head, his gaze deep, staring at Wen Yifan standing behind the police officers.

Wen Yifan leaned against the doorframe with her arms crossed, staring back at him expressionlessly. Her eyes were cold, showing no fear, instead looking as if she was staring at something dirty.

…

At the police station.

The man insisted he was just talking nonsense while drunk, while Wen Yifan clearly explained the situation over the past period. But this incident hadn’t caused her any financial loss, only leading to mental sensitivity and weakness.

In the end, the man was fined a few hundred yuan and detained for a few days, and that was it.

Before leaving the police station, one of the older officers kindly advised her not to live in shared rental housing.

Not just for this kind of problem, but also for other safety concerns.

Previously, due to a fire caused by an electrical overload in a shared rental house, the Nanwu government had started to pay attention to this issue. Once the policy was approved, they would begin to manage it.

Wen Yifan nodded and thanked him.

Outside, the sky had already brightened.

She decided to go straight back to the TV station.

After returning to Nanwu, Wen Yifan applied through social recruitment to the “Convey” program of Nanwu TV Station’s City Channel.

“Convey” was a livelihood news program at the station, mainly reporting on livelihood news in the city and surrounding counties and towns, with the purpose of “focusing on people’s lives and conveying people’s voices.”

Wen Yifan felt her situation was quite worthy of attention, and randomly thought about whether she should submit this incident as a topic proposal as she entered the office.

The lights were on inside, but no one was there.

She went to the pantry to make a cup of coffee, feeling completely drained at this point, with no appetite even for breakfast. But she couldn’t sleep either, so she scrolled through news apps and began writing articles.

The entire day passed in a daze.

When the new intern Fu Zhuang went out with her for an interview, his expression was hesitant throughout, and he finally couldn’t help but ask: “Sister Yifan, did I do something wrong?”

Wen Yifan only then realized that her morning temper had lasted nearly a whole day.

After finally submitting the news piece, for the first time, Wen Yifan didn’t choose to work overtime and directly packed up to leave.

The night temperature was low, the cold wind like sharp ice blades cutting past her ears.

After walking a few steps, Wen Yifan received a message from Zhong Siqiao.

Zhong Siqiao: [Wen Yifan, I’m dead.]

“…”

Wen Yifan: [?]

Zhong Siqiao: [I! Really! Am! Going! To! Die!]

Zhong Siqiao: [My bracelet is missing!]

Zhong Siqiao: [The one my idol gave me! I’ve barely worn it a few times, wuwuwuwu!]

Wen Yifan: [Couldn’t find it?]

Zhong Siqiao: [No TAT]

Zhong Siqiao: [I only noticed it was missing this morning at the company, I thought it was at home, but I just got back and couldn’t find it either.]

Zhong Siqiao: [But I feel like I left it at Sang Yan’s bar.]

Zhong Siqiao: [Can you help me ask about it after you get off work? It’s too far for me to go to Shang’an.]

Wen Yifan: [Okay.]

Wen Yifan: [Don’t worry too much.]

Wen Yifan’s brain felt rusty, slowly processing the direction, before finally lifting her feet again. Fortunately, Duoluo Street wasn’t far, just a seven or eight-minute walk.

Further in, she found the “Overtime” bar.

She walked in.

Unlike last night’s style, the circular stage was now occupied by a rock band, the music so loud it made one’s ears ache. The bar was dimly lit with a lively atmosphere, colorful lights flashing rapidly.

Wen Yifan walked to the bar counter.

The bartender with dyed yellow hair was still there.

Wen Yifan called out to him: “Excuse me.”

The bartender smiled: “Good evening, ma’am. What would you like to drink?”

Wen Yifan shook her head and directly stated her purpose: “I came here with a friend yesterday and lost a bracelet. I wonder if you’ve found it?”

Hearing this, the bartender seemed to recognize her and immediately nodded: “Yes, we have. Please wait a moment.”

“Okay, thank you for your trouble.”

Wen Yifan stood waiting.

She watched as the bartender pulled open a drawer on one side and rummaged through it. Then he opened another drawer and searched again. His movements suddenly stopped, and he looked up in a certain direction, waving and calling out: “Yu Zhuo.”

The waiter called “Yu Zhuo” came over: “Yes, Brother He, what’s the matter?”

Wen Yifan looked over.

She immediately recognized him as the waiter who had spilled drinks on her yesterday.

The bartender asked, puzzled: “The bracelet you found yesterday, didn’t I put it here? Why can’t I find it?”

“Ah? That bracelet…” Yu Zhuo was also confused, then suddenly remembered, “Oh, right. Brother Yan took it when he came down to get his clothes.”

“…”

Thinking she had misheard, Wen Yifan was stunned and couldn’t help but speak up: “What?”

Yu Zhuo reflexively repeated: “Brother Yan took it.”

“…”

This time Wen Yifan heard clearly and could hardly believe it.

The owner of such a large bar.

So blatantly took possession of a customer’s accidentally lost property.

The bartender didn’t know about this and looked very confused: “Why would Brother Yan take it? Where did he go? Wasn’t he just here a moment ago?”

Yu Zhuo seemed oblivious: “I don’t know.”

There was a moment of silence.

The bartender looked back at Wen Yifan somewhat embarrassedly: “I’m sorry, our lost and found is usually managed by the boss. Why don’t you leave your contact information, or wait a bit, and I’ll contact the boss now.”

Wen Yifan didn’t want to stay here too long, thinking it would be the same to come back tomorrow: “It’s alright, I’ll leave my contact information.”

“Okay.” The bartender pulled out a business card from the side and handed it to her, “Please write it on this.”

Wen Yifan lowered her head and wrote a string of numbers on it, then handed it back to him: “Please help look for it again. If you find it, just call this number—”

Before she could finish speaking.

The business card was suddenly snatched from behind.

Wen Yifan turned around, caught off guard.

She saw Sang Yan standing behind her, very close, as if confining her. He was tall, slender, and handsome, tilting his head slightly, casually glancing at the business card.

Then, his gaze met hers.

The scene of colorful lights and alcohol, the deafening music, and the mixed scent of tobacco and sandalwood.

The man’s features naturally carried a cold air, but now mixed with a hint of playfulness.

A familiar yet strange look.

As if he had recognized her.

In an instant.

The corner of his lips relaxed, and he said with a half-smile: “Still not giving up?”

Not understanding his words, Wen Yifan was stunned.

Sang Yan casually tossed the business card back in front of her, slowly straightening up and distancing himself from her.

“Came especially to leave your contact information?” he asked.
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His voice was neither loud nor soft.

But it was like a sudden clap of thunder, instantly awakening Wen Yifan.

She remembered what she had said to Sang Yan when she came here a few days ago.

—”Sorry, we’re a respectable bar here.”

—”That’s quite a shame.”

“…”

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together slightly, overwhelmed by an all-encompassing sense of embarrassment.

Fortunately, it was noisy around them, and the bartender hadn’t heard Sang Yan’s words at all. He only asked puzzledly: “Boss, what are you doing?” Then, pointing to the drawer, he raised his voice: “Did you see the bracelet that was put here?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan glanced over lightly.

The bartender explained: “This customer was here a few days ago and lost a bracelet. Yu Zhuo found it that day, and I…”

He paused, then corrected himself: “You put it away.”

Sang Yan sat on a high stool, lazily letting out an “Ah.”

Bartender: “So where did you put it?”

Sang Yan withdrew his gaze, his expression casual: “Never seen it.”

“…” The bartender was at a loss for words, seemingly rendered speechless by his fickleness.

At the same time, two young women came to the bar to order drinks.

As if seeing a savior, the bartender threw a “Boss, you entertain them, I’ll work first” to Sang Yan, then immediately turned to attend to the two women.

Yu Zhuo had also left the area at some point.

Only the two of them remained.

Although in a crowded and noisy setting, it wasn’t much different from being alone. After all, the bartender had said those words. With one standing and one sitting, the atmosphere seemed disconnected from the surroundings, somewhat strange.

Sang Yan took a clean transparent glass and poured himself a drink, filling it halfway.

The next moment, Sang Yan pushed the glass in front of her.

Wen Yifan looked over in surprise.

The man’s black hair fell messily over his forehead, his eyelashes like crow’s feathers, his features half-lit in this lighting. He was still holding a half-empty beer can, raising an eyebrow: “How should I entertain you?”

This time, Wen Yifan truly felt as if she had come here for illicit purposes.

She paused for a moment, not touching the drink: “No need, thank you.”

—Awkward silence.

Probably because of the bartender’s explanation, Sang Yan also felt embarrassed and didn’t deliberately bring up the matter of contact information again. Thinking this was his territory, Wen Yifan decided to save face for him and didn’t mention it either.

She brought the conversation back to the original topic: “Does the boss always handle lost items here?”

Sang Yan smiled: “Who told you that?”

Wen Yifan pointed in the direction of the bartender.

Sang Yan looked over, relaxing his grip and suddenly tapping the beer can on the bar counter.

“He Mingbo.”

He Mingbo instinctively looked up: “Yes! What is it, boss?”

Sang Yan said flatly: “Since when have I been free enough to handle trivial matters like lost items?”

“…” He Mingbo hadn’t reacted, and since he was still busy, he only said, “Boss. Wait a moment, let me finish making this drink for the customer first.”

Sang Yan’s attitude could hardly be described as good.

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together and put the business card next to the glass: “Then I’ll leave my contact information here, you can just call this number when you find it, and I’ll come to pick it up. Thank you.”

Sang Yan didn’t even look up, perfunctorily humming in response.

Wen Yifan didn’t know.

If he treated every customer like this.

How this bar managed to stay in business.

Maybe it was just towards her.

Perhaps he was displeased by her previous words; or maybe he was still holding a grudge about past events, pretending not to recognize her, and not wanting to show any kindness when seeing her.

She had been to the police station in the early hours of this morning, and then visited three places for interviews. She still had to discuss early termination of the lease with the landlord, consider a new place to live, and be wary of retaliation from the man next door.

A pile of things awaited her.

In comparison, Sang Yan’s attitude seemed insignificant.

But for some reason.

Maybe because of the lingering morning temper, she inexplicably felt a bit stifled.

Wen Yifan softly added: “It’s a very important item, thank you for your trouble.”

She was about to leave.

Sang Yan: “Wait a moment.”

Wen Yifan stopped in her tracks.

Sang Yan’s Adam’s apple bobbed, and he called out again: “He Mingbo, what are you dawdling for?”

He Mingbo: “Huh?”

“Someone left something here,” Sang Yan looked at him, enunciating each word, “Aren’t you going to look for it?”

“…”

With Sang Yan saying this, He Mingbo could only reluctantly search again. This time, miraculously, he found it in the lower cabinet. He sighed in relief and immediately handed it to her: “Is this it?”

Wen Yifan took it: “Yes, thank you.”

He Mingbo glanced in Sang Yan’s direction, rubbing the back of his head: “No need, no need. We’re sorry for wasting so much of your time.”

Sang Yan continued drinking, not saying a word.

Wen Yifan nodded, said goodbye, and left.

Outside, it was wet and cold, with few people around. Looking down the street, it was desolate and empty.

Wen Yifan was too cold to want to touch her phone, quickly messaging Zhong Siqiao on WeChat “Found the bracelet,” before stuffing her hands back into her pockets. She sniffled, her mind wandering inexplicably.

Her thoughts were gradually filled with memories.

Because of the unpleasant yet somewhat familiar Sang Yan just now.

She recalled the scene of their first encounter.

…

On the first day of high school, Wen Yifan was late.

After arriving at school, she didn’t even have time to go to her dormitory. She asked her uncle to leave her luggage with the dorm supervisor, then hurriedly ran towards Building A where the first-year classrooms were located, climbing to the fourth floor.

Passing through a corridor, she walked towards the inner area. As she passed the school water dispenser, she saw Sang Yan for the first time.

The young man stood tall, wearing a blue and white striped school uniform, his backpack hanging loosely. His features were handsome and noble, his expression indifferent, looking somewhat unapproachable.

Completely different from her state.

As if unaware that the bell had already rung, he was getting water there, looking leisurely.

Wen Yifan was in a hurry to get to class, but only knew her class was on the fourth floor of this building, not the exact location.

Not wanting to waste time up here, she stopped and decided to ask for directions: “Excuse me.”

Sang Yan released the switch, and the sound of water stopped. He slowly screwed the bottle cap on and glanced over.

Just one look before he turned away, showing no intention of responding to her.

At that time, Wen Yifan didn’t know him yet, only thinking this person wasn’t afraid of being late, still casually getting water during class time, without any of the caution and trepidation of a new student.

More like an old hand who had traveled the world for years.

So she hesitated for a few seconds and changed her words: “…Senior?”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, looking over again.

“Excuse me,” Wen Yifan said, “do you know where Class 17 of the first year is?”

This time Sang Yan didn’t appear indifferent. He lifted his chin, very graciously speaking: “Go straight ahead and turn right.”

Wen Yifan nodded, waiting for his next words.

But Sang Yan didn’t speak again.

Wen Yifan also didn’t hear any concluding words like “and you’re there.”

Afraid he hadn’t finished, out of caution, she reluctantly asked again: “And then?”

“And then?” Sang Yan stepped forward, his tone leisurely and irritating, “Then look at the class numbers on the doors yourself, do you expect your senior to read them out one by one for you—”

He dragged out the last syllable, enunciating each word: “Ju-nior.”

“…”

Wen Yifan thanked him good-naturedly.

Following his directions, she turned right and saw the sign for Class 15. Further ahead, the innermost was Class 17. Wen Yifan quickened her pace, calling softly at the door: “Excuse me.”

The homeroom teacher on the podium looked at her, glanced down at the list, and asked: “Sang Yan?”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “Teacher, my name is Wen Yifan.”

“Ah, Yifan.” The teacher looked at the list again, somewhat surprised, “Only you and Sang Yan are left on the list. I thought this name sounded more like a girl’s, so I thought it was you.”

Before the teacher could ask her to come in, a male voice sounded behind Wen Yifan: “Excuse me.”

Following the voice, she instinctively turned her head.

She saw the “senior” who had just given her directions standing behind her. With only two steps between them, up close, she realized how tall he was.

She had to look up to see his face at this distance.

His aura was cold, adding a sense of pressure. There was a faint scent of sandalwood.

His emotions were indifferent as he said without much sincerity: “I’m sorry, teacher, I’m late.”

“You two come in first, your seats are there,” the teacher pointed to the only two remaining seats in the classroom, adding, “Why are you late on the first day? Did you come together?”

The direction the teacher pointed was in the last row of the innermost group.

The two seats were side by side.

Wen Yifan answered honestly: “We didn’t come together. My family had other things to do this morning, so they were a bit late in sending me. Plus, I didn’t know the way very well, so I arrived late.”

“I see.” The teacher nodded, looking at Sang Yan, “What about you?”

“My dad didn’t know I was already in high school,” Sang Yan walked directly to the outer seat, put his backpack on the desk, and said lazily, “He took me to the middle school.”

“…”

Dead silence.

Then in an instant, it was covered by waves of laughter. The quiet classroom became lively.

The corners of Wen Yifan’s lips also curved up secretly.

“Well, remind your dad when he drops you off in the future,” the teacher laughed along, “Alright, you two sit down.”

Sang Yan nodded in response. As he pulled out the chair, about to sit down, he suddenly noticed Wen Yifan standing not far away.

He paused: “Do you want to sit on the outside or inside?”

Their eyes met.

Wen Yifan quickly hid her smile, hesitating: “Inside, I guess.”

The classroom space was not large.

The desks were divided into four groups, each with seven rows and two columns. There wasn’t much space left in the last row, with chairs pressed against the wall. To get in, the person on the outside would have to make room.

Sang Yan said nothing, stepping out to make way for her.

On the podium, the homeroom teacher began speaking again: “Let me introduce myself once more. I’ll be your homeroom teacher for the coming year, as well as your chemistry teacher.” She patted the blackboard: “This is my name.”

On the blackboard was neatly written “Zhang Wenhong” and a phone number.

Wen Yifan took out paper and pen from her backpack, carefully noting it down.

After a while, the boy in front suddenly leaned back, resting his elbow on Sang Yan’s desk. He seemed to know Sang Yan and turned his head slightly, grinning: “Miss Sang, your name does sound quite girly, huh.”

“…”

Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment.

She immediately recalled what Zhang Wenhong had said when they first entered the classroom.

—”Only you and Sang Yan are left on the list. I thought this name sounded more like a girl’s.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan’s attention fell on Sang Yan.

He was tall, sitting in this narrow space, his long legs couldn’t fit under the desk, constrained. One leg was simply propped out to the side. His eyelids were drooping, always giving people a sleepy and somewhat impatient feeling.

He was expressionlessly looking at the boy.

“I’m not the one who said it, the teacher just did. But now that she mentions it, when I think about your name carefully, it really could make me lose my mind,” the boy said, trying hard to hold back his laughter. “If you were a girl, I’d try to date you.”

Sang Yan looked him up and down, then said slowly: “Su Hao’an, don’t you have any self-awareness?”

Su Hao’an: “What?”

“If I were a girl, would I be interested in a toad like you?”

“…” Su Hao’an’s face instantly darkened. After three seconds of silence, he said, “Get lost.”

Wen Yifan was distracted from listening to their conversation, feeling a bit amused.

This tone also reminded her of how Sang Yan had called himself a senior and her a junior earlier. She paused, muttering “shameless” in her heart.

At this time, Zhang Wenhong was called out by another teacher.

Without someone to keep order, the chatter in the classroom gradually increased.

“Also, about my name,” Sang Yan wasn’t finished, continuing to ramble, “My old man flipped through the Great Chinese Dictionary for seven days and seven nights, held eighty-odd family meetings, and then carefully selected—”

Wen Yifan rested her chin on her hand, her thoughts gradually drifting, listening to his words word by word.

She heard him pause for a few seconds, then finish nonchalantly: “—the most manly character.”

The extremely noisy background brought a sense of security. Wen Yifan stared at the words in her notebook, sighing softly, commenting inaudibly: “Still not as manly as mine.”

“…”

Su Hao’an scoffed: “Then why don’t you just call yourself Sang Manly?”

Wen Yifan was inexplicably tickled by this, lowering her head to laugh silently. After a long while, she suddenly realized that Sang Yan beside her hadn’t responded to Su Hao’an’s words.

Silent and wordless.

Now he was as quiet as if he didn’t exist.

She instinctively looked towards Sang Yan.

Only then did she realize that at some point, Sang Yan’s gaze had shifted to her. His dark, slightly cold eyes, with specks of sunlight falling on the corners, didn’t soften his appearance at all.

Direct and unrestrained, with a hint of scrutiny.

Wen Yifan’s heart skipped a beat.

What’s going on?

“…”

Did he hear what she just said…?

No way, right?

Surely not?

Before she could conclude.

Sang Yan’s fingertips lightly tapped the edge of the desk, and he said leisurely: “Ah, right. I haven’t had the chance to ask.”

Wen Yifan’s breath caught, gripping her pen tightly.

“New deskmate?” Sang Yan tilted his head, speaking somewhat arrogantly, “What’s your name?”
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Wen Yifan still vaguely remembered.

At that time, after she casually gave her name, Sang Yan only drawled an “Ah” and didn’t say anything else.

Thinking about it now, she could oddly imagine his thought process at the time. It probably went from “Let’s hear how manly your name is” to “Wen Yifan?” and finally to “Oh, nothing special after all.”

That arrogant, superior attitude was almost identical to how he was now.

But perhaps due to age, he no longer wore his emotions on his sleeve like he did as a youth. Or maybe it was simply because they hadn’t seen each other in years and had grown distant. Compared to before, the coldness he exuded now seemed to encompass all his emotions.

They had just arrived at the subway station.

As Wen Yifan rummaged through her bag for her subway card, she took out her phone. Seeing a WeChat message from Zhong Siqiao, she quickly replied. Then, she suddenly remembered that she might have Sang Yan as a contact in her WeChat.

A couple of years ago, when more people started using WeChat, Wen Yifan also registered an account. At that time, she had directly imported her phone contacts, and since Sang Yan’s number was still in her phone, she had sent him a friend request.

He had probably accepted it without much thought.

From the time they added each other until now, they hadn’t exchanged a single message.

However, Wen Yifan thought that when he accepted, he probably didn’t know it was her.

Because by then, she had long since changed to Yi He’s number.

Thinking of this, Wen Yifan opened her contacts, scrolled to the “S” section, and found Sang Yan. She tapped on his profile picture, glanced at his empty Moments feed, and quickly exited.

Not a single post in his Moments.

He had probably hidden them from her, or maybe he had deleted her long ago.

Or perhaps the person she had added wasn’t Sang Yan at all.

He might have changed his phone number long ago.

Wen Yifan hesitated for a few seconds over the delete button but chose to exit instead.

Since she wasn’t certain, and she didn’t have a habit of deleting contacts.

Letting him lie there silently in her list didn’t seem to cause any harm-

Back home.

Wen Yifan first called her landlord to discuss terminating her lease.

The landlord was very understanding. Having heard about her situation multiple times before and sympathizing with a young woman living alone, he quickly agreed. He said if she wanted to move now, he could refund her deposit and the rent she had paid in advance.

Wen Yifan gratefully thanked him.

After resolving this matter, she opened her computer and started browsing rental websites.

After looking around, she couldn’t find anything suitable.

Because finding an apartment in Nanwu was difficult.

A first-tier city, a one-bedroom apartment with furniture included, close to Shang’an, in a safe neighborhood. Based on what Wen Yifan had seen so far, the cheapest rent was still three to four thousand yuan a month.

This was indeed challenging for her current financial situation.

Wen Yifan felt a bit of a headache coming on.

She decided to message Zhong Siqiao: [Qiaoqiao, I’m planning to move.]

Wen Yifan: [When you have time, can you ask your friends if they know of any suitable rentals?]

Soon, Zhong Siqiao called her.

Wen Yifan answered.

Zhong Siqiao found it strange and got straight to the point: “What’s going on? Why are you suddenly moving? Didn’t you just pay three months’ rent?”

“Neighbor harassment,” Wen Yifan said concisely, calmly recounting what had happened today. “I called the police in the early hours of this morning, and we ended up at the police station. He’s been detained for five days now, but I’m afraid he might seek revenge later, so it’s better to move sooner rather than later.”

“…” Zhong Siqiao was stunned, taking a moment to react, “Are you okay? Why didn’t you tell me about this?”

“It’s nothing serious. He hadn’t done anything too extreme before, just knocking on the door. By the time we got to the police station, it was already three or four in the morning, and with the police there, it was safe. There was no need for you to come all that way,” Wen Yifan said. “How far would you have had to come in the middle of the night?”

“I’m so sorry,” Zhong Siqiao felt very guilty. “I thought this place was quite good before, cheap and close to your workplace…”

“What are you apologizing for? If it weren’t for you helping me find a place to live, I might have ended up sleeping on the streets,” Wen Yifan laughed. “And I did think this apartment was great. If it weren’t for this neighbor, I would have considered renting long-term.”

“Sigh, so what are you planning to do? Do you want to stay at my place for a while?”

“No need, didn’t your sister-in-law just have her second child?” Wen Yifan said. “If I go there, I’m afraid it would make them uncomfortable and cause trouble. It’s fine. I’ll move as soon as I find a place.”

Zhong Siqiao’s family was large. Besides a married older brother, she also had a younger sister in high school, all still living with their parents. After work, she usually helped take care of her sister and nephew.

Knowing her family situation, Zhong Siqiao didn’t push further but sighed again.

“Then why don’t you go to your mom’s place?”

“I haven’t told her I’m back in Nanwu.”

“Huh? Why not?”

“Too busy, I’ll tell her later,” Wen Yifan changed the subject, half-jokingly, “Thinking about it now, I kind of regret this impulsive decision. Today I saw that my neighbor’s legs were as thick as water buckets. It would probably take half an hour to chop through them with a knife.”

“…” Zhong Siqiao couldn’t help but comment, “That’s a terrifying thing to say.”

“That’s why I’m scared, right?” Wen Yifan said slowly. “If he holds a grudge and wants revenge later, there might even be a possibility that—”

“What?”

“I might not be able to beat him even with a chainsaw.”

“…”-

After hanging up the phone.

Wen Yifan opened another rental website and scanned through it again. After looking for a while without finding anything suitable, she simply closed the computer and got up to take a shower.

Moving couldn’t be rushed, even if it was urgent. If she hastily found a new place that wasn’t better than her current one, it would be pointless. It would just waste energy and resources.

Wen Yifan thought that if she couldn’t find a new place in five days, she’d figure something out then.

The next day was the last day of 2013.

The Nanwu City Government, in conjunction with Nanwu Radio and Television, organized a New Year’s Eve fireworks show with two viewing areas: Huaizhu Bay Resort and East Nine Square. Tickets were free but required advance online reservation and a lottery draw.

Only citizens who had made reservations and won the lottery could participate.

Earlier, when Zhong Siqiao made a reservation, she chose the Huaizhu Bay viewing area. After winning the lottery, she invited Wen Yifan to go with her.

Wen Yifan didn’t waste her spot.

The station had approved this event two weeks ago, and as usual, Wen Yifan had to work overtime to do a live broadcast on-site. But unlike where Zhong Siqiao was going, she was assigned to East Nine Square.

Wen Yifan had requested an interview van from the station.

A group of them went early to prepare. The driver was her mentor, Qian Weihua. Besides the two of them, Fu Zhuang also came along, plus an experienced reporter, Zhen Yu, who would be on camera.

When they arrived, there was still quite sometime before the fireworks show was set to begin.

The square had three entrances, A, B, and C, dividing it into three separate viewing areas. There were already quite a few people at the scene, currently having their entry tickets and IDs checked at the gates, gradually entering.

They were just one of the teams assigned by the station, allocated to Area A.

Besides them, there were many reporters from other TV stations and newspapers present.

Finding a suitable filming spot, Qian Weihua began to set up the equipment. This was considered a relatively large-scale event, with a diverse crowd and no fixed seating. People of all professions and age groups were present.

Perhaps finding the camera intriguing, a circle of people gradually gathered around, whispering and talking about it.

The square was enveloped by seawater and the night sky, with high-rise buildings in the distance forming a dense skyline, shooting out colorful bands of light. The sea breeze carried a low temperature, damp and humid, fiercely slapping against faces and seeping into bones through any gaps.

Wen Yifan hadn’t fully readjusted to Nanwu’s damp and cold weather yet. Plus, she had just started her period today, which made her feel even more uncomfortable.

She rummaged through her bag and put on a mask.

After standing for a while longer.

Wen Yifan checked the time and decided to use this free moment to go to the restroom. Qian Weihua and Zhen Yu were still communicating with the control room, so she didn’t disturb them and just told Fu Zhuang.

Following the signs for about 100 meters, she finally saw the public toilets. Next to it was a shabby small pavilion, packed full of people either resting or waiting.

The restroom wasn’t very large, and the women’s line had already extended five meters outside the door.

But there wasn’t a single person at the men’s restroom entrance.

The contrast between the two sides was stark.

Wen Yifan resigned herself to join the queue.

She idly took out her phone and scrolled through Weibo for a while. Soon, she heard a faint conversation nearby. One of the voices sounded familiar.

Wen Yifan looked in that direction.

In the small open area near the pavilion, the white light was bright and somewhat glaring.

She squinted slightly, and as her vision cleared, she once again saw Sang Yan, whom she had just encountered yesterday.

It felt almost like an illusion.

From this angle, she could only see his profile.

The man’s expression was indifferent as he leaned casually against the pavilion, wearing a military green windbreaker that accentuated his broad shoulders and long legs. He was wiping his hands with a tissue, looking as if he had just come out of the restroom.

Slightly hunched over, he was talking to a middle-aged woman sitting on a nearby bench.

The woman glanced up at him: “Done?”

Sang Yan: “Mm.”

The woman stood up: “Then wait here for Zhizhi, she’s still in line. I need to go find your dad now.”

“…” Sang Yan paused, slowly raising his eyelids, “Even going to the bathroom requires someone to wait?”

“It’s crowded, isn’t it?” the woman said. “Besides, I want some alone time with your dad. Why would you tag along?”

“So why did you ask me to come?” Sang Yan laughed bitterly. “To babysit?”

The woman patted his arm, seeming somewhat pleased: “If you had realized this earlier, your mother wouldn’t have to rack her brains for excuses all the time.”

Sang Yan: “…”

Before leaving, the woman added: “Oh, and have a heart-to-heart with your sister while you’re at it. I’ve noticed she seems very stressed lately, she’s lost weight this past while.”

Sang Yan tugged at the corner of his mouth, almost smiling but not quite: “Me? Have a heart-to-heart with her?”

Woman: “Mm, what’s wrong?”

“Not only is there an age gap between us,” Sang Yan took out his phone from his pocket, speaking casually, “—there’s also a gender gap. So maybe you should handle this yourself.”

Three seconds of silence.

The woman only said ten words: “So you’re saying you won’t listen to me anymore?”

“…”

After the woman left, Wen Yifan realized she had been listening to their conversation the whole time. The queue moved forward at this moment, and she shifted her attention, taking a few steps forward.

From this position, she could no longer see Sang Yan behind her.

About a minute passed.

Zhong Siqiao sent her three messages.

Zhong Siqiao: [Image]

Zhong Siqiao: [I’m shocked.]

Zhong Siqiao: [He never replied to the courtesy greetings I sent him before. I thought he wasn’t using this WeChat anymore.]

Wen Yifan opened the image to look.

It was a chat record between Zhong Siqiao and Sang Yan.

Sang Yan had sent a message.

It looked like a mass text, just four characters: [Happy New Year.]

Seeing this, Wen Yifan instinctively exited the chat window and glanced at her unread messages.

She didn’t see anything from Sang Yan.

But Sang Yan’s profile picture in her contacts was the same as in the screenshot.

So she probably hadn’t added the wrong person.

Then why didn’t she receive the mass text…

He couldn’t be that petty, deliberately not sending it to her, right?

Or was it not a mass text?

But not long ago, he was being lectured by his mother right under her nose, and she hadn’t seen him have so much free time to send individual New Year’s greetings.

After pondering for a while.

Wen Yifan felt the most likely possibility was as she had thought before.

He had already deleted her.

Thinking this, she associated it with all those miscellaneous contacts in her address book and decided to compose a mass text message herself, using this opportunity to clear out those who had already blocked her.

Soon after sending it out, she immediately received over a dozen responses.

Wen Yifan opened them one by one from bottom to top, occasionally replying to a few.

When she got to the topmost message, Wen Yifan was stunned.

Because she horrifyingly discovered.

The person replying was the catalyst for her impulsive mass text, the one she had just assumed had long deleted her, who was now standing just a few meters away from her.

He had only sent one symbol.

Sang Yan: [?]

“…”
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Wen Yifan’s brow twitched, and she felt an inexplicable shock inside.

What the—

How could he—

Come back from the dead???

And what did that question mark mean?

Wen Yifan shifted her gaze, staring at the five words she had sent.

—Happy New Year! ^_^

For a moment, she felt as if she had forgotten how to read.

What she sent should have been a blessing, not some vulgar language…

And to be honest, that single question mark was quite intimidating.

Even through the screen, she felt a jolt from him.

His reaction was like encountering someone she had long since severed ties with. No matter what the other person said, even if it was a blessing, he had to throw a question mark back at her.

Wen Yifan hesitated and typed in the chat box: [Do you know it’s me?]

Before she could finish, she noticed someone brushing past her out of the corner of her eye. Instinctively, she looked up and saw Sang Yan standing about a meter in front of her, next to a girl.

The girl was slender and quietly looking down, seemingly engrossed in her phone.

Recalling Sang Yan’s conversation with his mother, this must be his younger sister.

Wen Yifan had a bit of an impression of the girl. She had seen her in high school; her name was Sang Zhi, six or seven years younger than Sang Yan. Back then, she was small and looked like a porcelain doll, and Wen Yifan had to bend down to talk to her.

Now, she had grown to be about the same height as Wen Yifan.

Sang Yan lazily said, “Little brat.”

Sang Zhi looked up, “What?”

Sang Yan continued, “I heard you’ve been under a lot of pressure lately?”

Sang Zhi replied dismissively, “No, I haven’t.”

Sang Yan continued on his own, “Is it because the college entrance exam is coming up?”

Wen Yifan was only one person away from them.

At this distance, their conversation was as clear as if it were on a TV screen right in front of her. She didn’t want to eavesdrop, but their words flowed into her ears effortlessly—

“I said no.”

“Why think so much?” Sang Yan said slowly as if he were fulfilling a task assigned by their mother. “I didn’t study hard back then, yet I still got into Nanwu University. Besides, even if your aptitude isn’t great, our family has the money to let you repeat a year.”

“You didn’t study? You think I don’t remember?” Sang Zhi shot him a look, her tone growing irritated. “Don’t worry, you struggled to get into Nanwu University, and I could get in with my eyes closed.”

“…”

“And,” after finishing her complaint, Sang Zhi added, “I heard Mom say you quit your job today?”

“…”

“That can’t be true, right?”

Sang Yan turned his head, “What does that have to do with you?”

Sang Zhi continued, “Are you embarrassed to say you got fired?”

Before Sang Yan could respond, his phone rang. He glanced down and suddenly said, “If you can’t listen to me, should I let your ‘brother’ comfort you for a bit?”

“What—” Perhaps seeing the caller ID, Sang Zhi instantly fell silent, and after a few seconds, she quietly said, “No.”

After that, Sang Yan didn’t say much more and walked back to the pavilion to answer the call.

It quieted down.

Although Wen Yifan didn’t fully understand some of the conversation, being forced to eavesdrop on familiar voices at such close range made her feel a bit uncomfortable. Fortunately, wearing a mask gave her a sense of security.

Wen Yifan turned her screen back on.

Noticing the unfinished message in the input box, she felt it was inappropriate and deleted everything. She wanted to confirm cautiously whether he knew it was her WeChat, but after thinking it over, she only cautiously replied with: [?]

He was probably still on the phone, as there was no immediate response.

She stared at the screen for two seconds.

Suddenly, Wen Yifan realized something.

Even if Sang Yan had blocked her…

Her Moments.

Were not blocked.

Sang Yan.

“…”

Thinking this, Wen Yifan quickly opened her Moments.

There had been so much going on lately that her last post was over two months ago. At that time, she was still in Yi He City, and it seemed she had posted a photo with her colleagues while at a bar.

Wen Yifan’s gaze fixed on the screen.

What came into view was a selfie of her with her former colleagues.

In the photo, everyone was smiling brightly, showing their teeth and striking various poses. Wen Yifan sat in the lower left corner, her skin so pale it looked overexposed, gently gazing at the camera with a slight smile.

Her features were strikingly clear.

…

The line gradually moved into the restroom, and just as a few stalls became available, it was her turn. Wen Yifan snapped back to reality, put her phone away, and walked inside.

A moment later, Wen Yifan walked out.

The sink area was shared between men and women, about two to three meters wide.

Wen Yifan turned on the faucet, her mind a bit chaotic.

So back at the bar, he was pretending not to know her.

The mass text blessing was also deliberately not sent to her.

His first reaction upon seeing her message was to retaliate.

Wen Yifan looked up in the mirror and saw Sang Yan still standing in the same spot. He seemed to have finished his call, one hand in his pocket while the other fiddled with his phone.

She wondered if he had replied to her message.

The next moment, Wen Zhi also came out of the restroom and walked to the nearby sink. But the faucet seemed to be broken, as it wouldn’t produce any water.

Wen Yifan had just finished washing her hands and offered, “You can use this one.”

Sang Zhi immediately replied, “Thank you.”

When their eyes met, she seemed to pause for a moment.

Wen Yifan didn’t notice, looking down as she took out her phone while walking outside. She turned on the screen, and the interface was still on the chat window with Sang Yan.

This time, he hadn’t even bothered to send her a single punctuation mark.

Wen Yifan understood the reason, paused for a moment, and couldn’t help but type in the chat box, “Should we just delete each other?”

She quickly deleted it again.

Seeing the two question marks they had just exchanged, Wen Yifan paused, suddenly feeling that this chat record was filled with tension as if it meant, “Only you would throw a question mark, huh?”

But her intention was not to argue with him.

Wen Yifan didn’t want to create any unpleasantness during the holiday, so she thought about how to back down.

She typed one word.

【Then】

Staring at Sang Yan’s question mark and her own “Happy” message, she hesitated and continued typing.

【Not happy is fine.】

“…”

After successfully sending the message, Wen Yifan found herself getting closer to Sang Yan’s position. As they brushed past each other, she awkwardly lowered her head, catching a glimpse of him seemingly opening WeChat.

The man’s long eyelashes cast shadows as he focused on the screen.

Wen Yifan thought it might be an illusion, but she seemed to hear him let out a soft scoff.

Her back stiffened.

She continued walking for quite a while.

Only when she had put some distance between them did the inexplicable feeling of guilt finally fade. She looked back at her screen, and as she expected, there was still no reply.

She sighed, realizing she didn’t have time to dwell on this.

Feeling that she had been gone for a bit too long, Wen Yifan hurried back to the filming point.

It was much the same as when she left.

The square was decorated, with plants and small structures wrapped in colorful lights, creating a festive atmosphere. People were coming and going, and staff were maintaining order, all looking cheerful.

All the preparations were complete, just waiting for the arrival of the new year.

Qian Weihua and Zhen Yu were chatting. Fu Zhuang stood beside them, listening attentively without saying a word. When he saw Wen Yifan return, he immediately approached her cautiously.

Fu Zhuang was a new intern hired two weeks ago, as a senior in college. He was not as tall as his name suggested, thin like a bamboo pole. He had a youthful face but a surprisingly deep voice: “Sister if you had come any later…”

Wen Yifan thought something was wrong: “What happened?”

Fu Zhuang said dramatically, “You might have only seen my frozen corpse.”

“…” Wen Yifan nodded, “Thanks for that, I needed a topic.”

“In your eyes! I’m just a topic!” Fu Zhuang complained, shivering, but his voice was lively. “Damn, I’m so cold, the wind is making my nose run.”

Wen Yifan looked at him.

Boys his age usually prioritize style over warmth, and Fu Zhuang was no exception. He was only wearing a denim jacket, which offered no protection against the cold, and his lips were turning purple.

Moreover, he was so thin that it seemed like he might be blown away by the sea breeze at any moment.

“It’s always colder by the sea. Next time you go out to cover news, dress warmer,” Wen Yifan said, pulling a hand warmer from her pocket and offering it to him. “Put this in your pocket to warm your hands.”

“Hey, no need,” Fu Zhuang hadn’t thought of taking her things. “Sister, you keep it. You’re a girl, you must be colder than I am.”

“But I already have two in my pocket,” Wen Yifan replied. “I have no place to put this one.”

“…”

This time, Fu Zhuang took it without hesitation and casually changed the subject: “By the way, Sister, have you ever seen a fireworks show before?”

Wen Yifan replied, “Not one this large.”

Fu Zhuang asked, “Is it useful to make wishes on this thing?”

Wen Yifan said, “No.”

“…” Fu Zhuang muttered, “I just wish to find a girlfriend next year.”

Wen Yifan laughed, “That wish won’t come true.”

“Yifan, how can you say that!” Fu Zhuang exclaimed. “Then I’ll wish to grow five more centimeters! Can a boy still grow taller at twenty…”

This time, Wen Yifan didn’t discourage him.

As they talked, Fu Zhuang suddenly pointed in a direction: “Hey, about that height, my dream is to be that tall. I’d be satisfied if I were just half a head shorter than him.”

Wen Yifan looked over and fell silent.

It was quite a coincidence; the person Fu Zhuang was pointing at was Sang Yan.

One could say they were quite fated, or perhaps it was just that he was haunting them.

He stood about ten meters away, leaning against the railing, his coat billowing in the wind, his chin slightly lowered as he casually played with his phone.

Sang Zhi, who had just been with him, had already disappeared.

“That’s exactly the body type I dream of,” Fu Zhuang sighed. “Can I get my head on his body under the witness of the sky and fireworks today?”

Wen Yifan shifted her gaze back, amused: “Why don’t you just steal his face too?”

Fu Zhuang had that idea as well, his words wavering: “Isn’t it a bit much to take two things?”

“…”

Qian Weihua suddenly called them over.

Perhaps feeling guilty for neglecting them for too long, he became quite earnest and began discussing various precautions for the outdoor live broadcast.

Time gradually passed.

As New Year’s approached, the atmosphere grew more festive. The LED display on the distant skyscraper had already started the countdown, and the crowd was buzzing with excitement, beginning to chant along with the numbers at the last minute.

“—59, 58, 57.”

…

“—5, 4, 3.”

“—2!”

“—1!”

As the last number fell, countless fireworks shot up, drawing different colored lines in the night sky before bursting open at various points. The dazzling lights bloomed into various shapes, overlapping and bursting forth.

Everyone present raised their phones, finding what they deemed the best angle to record the scene.

Once Qian Weihua had no further instructions, Wen Yifan also took out her phone to snap a few pictures.

When she was blocked by the people in front, she shifted to find a better view.

The entire display lasted over ten minutes.

Before she knew it, Wen Yifan was pushed out of the crowd, reaching the railing. Noticing that the fireworks show was about to end, she intended to return to find Qian Weihua when suddenly someone bumped into her.

Wen Yifan stumbled forward uncontrollably.

Then she collided with someone.

She quickly stepped back, looked up, and instinctively said, “Sorry.”

As the words slipped out, she realized the person she had bumped into was Sang Yan. He was looking down at her, his expression inscrutable, seemingly on a call.

“—Yeah, I’m getting ready to head back.”

Out of politeness, Wen Yifan forced herself to apologize again.

Sang Yan casually sized her up for a moment, then nodded at her.

As if to indicate he had heard her.

As Wen Yifan walked back, she faintly heard him say to the person on the phone.

“Happy New Year.”

Returning to Qian Weihua’s side, Wen Yifan absentmindedly touched her face. When she felt the mask still on her face, she paused, and her nerves relaxed.

With her face covered, he probably wouldn’t recognize her… right?

…

**On the other side.**

On the other end of the phone, Qian Fei, Sang Yan’s college roommate, and friend, was rambling on, interrupted twice by Sang Yan, who fell silent for a few seconds: “Oh, I don’t care when you’re going home, alright? But thanks, bro, and Happy New Year to you too.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Thanks for what?”

Qian Fei replied, “Aren’t you sending blessings to your dad?”

“Can you not be so self-important?” Sang Yan drawled lazily, “I didn’t say that.”
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After the live broadcast ended, Zhen Yu interviewed a few nearby citizens who had come to watch the fireworks show.

Afterward, the group packed up their things and headed back.

Thinking about what had just happened, Wen Yifan felt uneasy inside. She called out to Fu Zhuang, who was sitting in the back seat with her: “Da Zhuang.”

Fu Zhuang responded: “Yeah?”

Wen Yifan, still wearing her mask, asked: “If you saw me on the street like this, wearing a mask and clothes you’ve never seen before…” She paused, then asked seriously: “Would you recognize me?”

“Just wearing a mask?” Fu Zhuang considered carefully, then asked very precisely, “Nothing else covered? Like sunglasses or a hat or something?”

“Just like I am now.”

Fu Zhuang replied matter-of-factly: “Of course I would!”

“…”

“Sister Yifan, to be honest, I’ve never seen anyone as beautiful as you,” Fu Zhuang said, scratching his head embarrassedly. “On my first day of work, when I saw you, I thought you were some big star who had wandered into the wrong place.”

Zhen Yu in the front passenger seat laughed: “Xiao Fan is indeed beautiful.”

“That’s certainly true,” said Qian Weihua, much more amiable during leisure time than usual. He joked, “Xiao Fan, do you have a boyfriend? One of these days, I should introduce you to my son.”

Zhen Yu laughed and scolded: “Oh come on, isn’t your son still in elementary school?”

Fu Zhuang grinned cheekily: “Well, how about considering me then?”

Not annoyed by their teasing, Wen Yifan smiled and replied: “Let’s wait until that New Year’s wish of yours comes true first.”

Fu Zhuang exclaimed: “Sister Yifan, how could you!”

After saying this, Fu Zhuang leaned in close and said quietly: “But you know.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“Sis, I was so touched that you gave me a hand warmer today,” Fu Zhuang said, his big eyes seeming to seek praise. “So when I made my wish, I made one for you too.”

“What did you wish for?”

“I hope you find a boyfriend who treats you super well, really soon,” Fu Zhuang said, clenching his fist. “Someone with great qualities all around, and as handsome as that guy we saw today!”

“…”

–

It was nearly two in the morning when Wen Yifan got home.

Staying up late was routine for her, so she didn’t feel sleepy, just too exhausted to move. She changed into slippers and sat directly on the carpet by her bed, lazily scrolling through her phone.

Due to the mass message she had sent earlier, there were quite a few missed calls and unread messages.

She replied to them one by one as she continued scrolling down.

Even after reaching the lower part of the message list, there was still no response from Sang Yan.

She tapped into their chat.

Catching sight of the phrase “It’s fine if you’re not happy,” Wen Yifan felt a twinge of unease.

“…”

At the time, she hadn’t thought much about it, just wanting to make a joke to lighten the mood, so she hadn’t felt anything was amiss.

But looking at it now, it seemed to have taken on a different tone.

Like she was taunting him.

Since he didn’t want to engage with her, Wen Yifan didn’t say anything further to invite rejection. Her mind began to wander, and she inexplicably thought of Sang Yan’s conversation with his sister Sang Zhi today.

And then, she recalled their time in the first year of high school.

Back then, both of their grades were very poor, ranking near the bottom of the lowest-ranked class in their year.

Wen Yifan had entered South Wu First High School as a dance specialty student, so naturally, her academic performance wasn’t very good. As for Sang Yan, he was extremely unbalanced in his studies, only focusing on math and science while completely ignoring other subjects. Each time report cards came out, he looked like they had been chewed up by a dog.

He would score nearly perfect marks in math and science, but mostly 30 or 40 points in other subjects.

Every time exam results came out, Sang Yan would look at her science test papers, raising his eyebrows and smiling as he examined them.

After this happened many times, even the good-tempered Wen Yifan couldn’t help but say: “Sang Yan, looking at my test papers won’t do you any good. You need to find the problems in the questions you got wrong yourself.”

“Hm? What kind of misunderstanding do you have about me?” Sang Yan raised his eyes to look at her, his fingertip tracing a circle around a red X on her test paper. He said in a cocky and irritating manner, “Things like this don’t exist on my papers.”

…

Wen Yifan snapped back to the present and grabbed her change of clothes to take a shower.

Regarding Sang Yan pretending not to know her, she could understand it.

He probably saw her and instantly recalled the stupid things he had done for someone unworthy in his reckless youth, remembering that one black mark in his life history. Because of this, he didn’t want to have any more contact with her.

Pretending not to know her was the best choice.

Thinking of this, Wen Yifan considered the situation from Sang Yan’s perspective.

A long-forgotten former crush suddenly appears at his bar and makes what seems like a proposition to hire him;

Deliberately leaving behind a bracelet to secure a second meeting;

Intentionally sending New Year’s greetings to get closer;

Finally, pretending to be bumped into to have physical contact with him.

“…”

Who knows how many things he must have imagined from all this?

–

The new year continued as usual.

On New Year’s Day, Zhong Siqiao sent Wen Yifan the WeChat contact of her classmate who worked in real estate.

But based on Wen Yifan’s desired price range, the several apartments this person recommended were all shared rentals like before or else single rooms in the suburbs.

In the end, Zhong Siqiao gave her a suggestion.

She could find someone to share an apartment with.

Because splitting the rent on a two-bedroom or three-bedroom apartment would be much cheaper.

Wen Yifan accepted this suggestion but didn’t know where to find a roommate. The neighbor next door had left too much of a psychological shadow, making her wary of finding a stranger as a roommate.

She only wanted to find a female friend she knew.

On Thursday afternoon, Wen Yifan came out of the editing room and went to the bathroom.

As she exited the stall, she happened to run into Wang Linlin from her team.

Wang Linlin had been with the “Convey” column for three years, was a few years older than her, and had a sweet appearance and voice. She had been off duty on New Year’s Day, and since she often came late and left early, Wen Yifan felt like she hadn’t seen her in a long time.

Wen Yifan took the initiative to greet her.

Wang Linlin looked at her through the mirror: “Hey, Xiao Fan, what shade is your lipstick? It’s quite pretty.”

Wen Yifan reflexively said: “I’m not wearing any today, but the shade I usually use is—”

“Oh my!” Before she could finish, Wang Linlin interrupted her, saying coquettishly, “What do you mean you’re not wearing any? We’re both women, let’s be honest with each other, okay? If you want to ask about my makeup brands, I can tell you too.”

Having said this, without waiting for a response, Wang Linlin walked out of the bathroom in her high heels.

Wen Yifan stood bewildered in front of the mirror, then hesitantly rubbed her lips with the back of her hand.

“…”

She wasn’t wearing any lipstick.

Back in the office.

Wen Yifan returned to her seat. Wang Linlin’s desk was diagonally behind hers, and at the moment she was half-sitting on her desk, turned to talk to Su Tian at the next table over.

Su Tian had joined the company at the same time as Wen Yifan, they were about the same age and had a fairly good relationship.

Wen Yifan smiled and asked: “What are you chatting about?”

Su Tian: “We’re talking about Sister Lin’s New Year’s Eve with her boyfriend.”

“Just casual chat,” Wang Linlin waved her hand dismissively, speaking very casually, “I was just lucky to have New Year’s Day off, so I went to Huaizhu Bay with my boyfriend for the night. We had a candlelit dinner and enjoyed the hot springs and such. He even transferred me 5,200 and 1,314 yuan. We didn’t do much, it was quite boring.”

“I’m so envious of you, Sister Lin.” Su Tian forced a smile and changed the subject, “By the way, Yifan, aren’t you looking to move? Have you found a new place yet?”

Wang Linlin looked surprised and immediately asked: “Oh, Xiao Fan, you’re moving?”

Wen Yifan: “Yes.”

“What a coincidence!” Wang Linlin jumped up, looking very excited, “I’ve been worrying about this recently. My previous roommate quit her job and went back to her hometown, and I haven’t found a suitable person to live with yet.”

Wen Yifan was taken aback, not yet having processed this information.

Wang Linlin: “Would you like to consider my place?”

Su Tian proactively asked: “Sister Lin, where do you live? Yifan wants to find a place closer to the company.”

Wang Linlin: “It’s in Shangdu Huacheng, very close.”

Wen Yifan knew this residential complex. It was very close to where she currently lived, and she passed by it every day on her way to and from work. It was a newly built complex in recent years, considered one of the more upscale areas in that district.

Su Tian glanced at Wen Yifan and asked again: “So, apart from you, are there any other roommates?”

“No, no, just me,” Wang Linlin patted Wen Yifan’s shoulder, smiling cutely. “Don’t worry, I won’t bring random people home. If we become roommates, we can discuss some ground rules before moving in and such.”

“If you’re interested, after work today, you can come to check out the apartment with me—” Wang Linlin paused mid-sentence and corrected herself, “Oh no, not today. Let’s do it tomorrow, I’m going to the movies with my boyfriend tonight.”

Wen Yifan replied: “Alright, tomorrow then.”

…

While Wang Linlin was in the break room.

Su Tian leaned in, looking somewhat worried: “Are you going to live with her? I find her quite annoying, always bragging about her newly acquired rich boyfriend. And I feel like she’s always speaking to you with a sarcastic tone because you’re pretty.”

Wen Yifan had a general understanding of Wang Linlin’s personality.

She didn’t have any bad intentions, just spoiled and gossipy, which Wen Yifan didn’t consider a major issue. Most of the time, Wang Linlin was quite easy to get along with.

She blinked and said softly: “I’ll take a look at the apartment first.”

–

After work the next day.

Wen Yifan and Wang Linlin took the subway together to Shangdu Huacheng.

The apartment Wang Linlin currently lived in was a three-bedroom, but the landlord only rented out two rooms. One small room was used by the landlord for storage and was always locked. The remaining rooms were a master bedroom with an en-suite bathroom and a secondary bedroom.

So the rent was relatively lower.

But overall it was quite nice, with a kitchen, dining area, balcony, and all necessary facilities.

Wang Linlin had always occupied the master bedroom.

Wen Yifan looked at the secondary bedroom.

The room was spotlessly clean, without a speck of dust on the desk.

Wang Linlin said beside her: “Since I’m in the master bedroom, I’ll pay a bit more rent than you. You’ll pay 2,000 a month, and we’ll split utilities and such. How does that sound?”

This price was slightly higher than her previous shared apartment, but still within her acceptable range.

And the conditions were much better in all aspects.

Wen Yifan didn’t speak, still considering.

“Think about it some more,” Wang Linlin didn’t pressure her for an immediate answer, knowing that moving wasn’t a small matter. She glanced at the time, “It’s getting late, let’s go have dinner first. I’m starving.”

Wen Yifan wasn’t in the habit of eating dinner and wanted to decline. But thinking that they would likely become roommates, and build a good relationship, she agreed.

Just as they left the complex.

Wang Linlin’s phone rang. She answered, her voice becoming several degrees sweeter: “Hello, darling. What’s up?”

Wen Yifan walked quietly beside her.

“I’m out with my colleague right now, we were just about to get dinner.” Wang Linlin started to act coy, “Sure. Where are you? I just left the complex entrance, my feet are so tired from walking… Oh, you’re driving over now? Are you almost here? Okay then, I won’t distract you while you’re driving. I’ll be a good girl and wait for you at the entrance, come pick me up quickly, okay?”

After she hung up, Wen Yifan tactfully said: “I’ll head back then, tomorrow I’ll—”

“Why are you suddenly leaving? Didn’t we agree to have dinner together?” Wang Linlin frowned, then suddenly realized, “Oh, don’t feel awkward, you won’t be a third wheel. My boyfriend is bringing a friend too, just think of it as going to a small gathering.”

Wen Yifan didn’t have time to refuse again.

A black car had already stopped in front of them.

The front passenger window rolled down, and the man in the driver’s seat turned to look over, smiling: “Darling, get in quickly.” The next moment, he caught sight of Wen Yifan standing next to Wang Linlin and was taken aback: “Oh, Wen Yifan?”

Wen Yifan looked over and was also stunned.

She hadn’t expected Wang Linlin’s rich boyfriend to be Su Hao’an.

“Wow, it’s been so many years…” Before he could finish, a honk sounded from behind, “Shit. Quick, you two get in the car first, we can’t park here.”

Wen Yifan: “No…”

Su Hao’an urged: “Hurry!”

“…”

She could only reluctantly get into the back seat.

After getting in, Wen Yifan realized there was already someone else in the back seat.

She looked over carefully.

The interior of the car was darker than the outside.

The man didn’t make any sound, his breathing shallow, but his presence was extremely strong. At this moment, he was sprawled in the seat as if boneless, eyes closed, looking lazy and drowsy.

As if completely unaware of what was happening around him.

The car started moving.

Su Hao’an looked back through the rearview mirror, driving while stirring up trouble: “Hey! Sang Yan, wake up quick! Come see your first love!”

Wen Yifan: “…”
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As if disturbed by the noise, Sang Yan turned his head slightly and lazily opened his eyes.

Their gazes met.

An awkward tension seemed to fill the air.

Sang Yan remained silent, quietly observing her. His eyes were clear, without a trace of the unfocused look one typically has upon just waking.

His features were exceptionally handsome. Slightly hooded eyes with upturned outer corners, combined with his perpetual air of disdain for everything, always gave him a sharp edge.

In that moment,

Wen Yifan had the feeling that he was about to mercilessly mock the phrase “first love.”

Wang Linlin spoke up: “Do you two know each other?”

Su Hao’an: “Mm, we were high school classmates.”

Wen Yifan was about to say something to change the subject when Wang Linlin, with utter lack of tact, added: “What does ‘first love’ mean? Is it that your friend used to pursue Xiao Fan but didn’t succeed?”

Su Hao’an, dense as ever, laughed: “That’s right, that’s right.”

“…”

No wonder these two were a couple.

In this situation, no matter how much Wen Yifan wanted to play dumb and gloss over it, she couldn’t.

She realized that the masks they had tacitly agreed to wear on their faces had just been torn off by the two in front, with only fragments remaining.

She didn’t expect Sang Yan to say anything to salvage the situation.

Knowing his pride always came first, Wen Yifan calmly said: “Is that so? How come I, the person involved, don’t know about this? Su Hao’an, are you sure you’re not misremembering?”

“How could I misremember? You two—” At this point, Su Hao’an belatedly sensed something was amiss. “Hey, are you two feeling awkward or what? No way, it’s been so many years, you’re still hung up on this? I was just mentioning it casually as an interesting anecdote.”

Wang Linlin: “How long has it been since you last saw each other?”

“I can’t calculate that off the top of my head. Wen Yifan, you only stayed at our school for a year, right?” Su Hao’an said, “I remember you transferred out in either first or second year of high school.”

Wen Yifan replied seriously: “I transferred in the second semester of my second year.”

“By that calculation, it must have been seven or eight years,” Su Hao’an noticed Sang Yan’s continued silence and added, “Sang Yan, why are you so quiet? It’s been seven or eight years! You’re not still hung up on this, are you?”

Sang Yan lowered his eyes again, ignoring him.

“Unbelievable.” Su Hao’an gave up and started ranting, “Wen Yifan, don’t mind him. You know what kind of person he is, nose in the air, probably thinks you must have been blind back then not to fall for him, but he doesn’t realize how annoying he looks like this—”

Wang Linlin interrupted him: “Oh come on, just focus on driving and don’t talk about your friend like that.”

“…”

Su Hao’an swallowed the rest of his words, furrowing his brow and glancing at Wang Linlin.

“You need to concentrate when driving, it’s not safe otherwise,” noticing his mood, Wang Linlin quickly added, “Don’t be upset, I was just reminding you. If you want to keep talking, go ahead.”

Su Hao’an finally smiled: “I’m not angry, thank you for the reminder, darling.”

Before they knew it, they had arrived at the restaurant.

Having come this far, Wen Yifan felt it wouldn’t be right to say she wanted to leave now. After all, Sang Yan hadn’t said anything, and it would make her seem overly concerned about past events if she couldn’t even manage to share a meal at the same table.

Thinking that a meal would only take about an hour, she decided to just endure it.

But what Wen Yifan hadn’t expected was that the “friend” Wang Linlin had mentioned earlier when she said “My boyfriend will bring a friend too” didn’t just refer to Sang Yan alone.

It was a whole group of people.

They had reserved a private room, which was already full of people when they arrived.

Logically, since Wen Yifan had come with Wang Linlin, she should have sat with her. But the remaining four seats were in pairs, so Wang Linlin promptly abandoned Wen Yifan and sat with Su Hao’an.

This forced Wen Yifan to be seated with Sang Yan.

From the outside, it looked as if Wen Yifan had come with Sang Yan.

One of the men teased: “Sang Yan, you’re not being fair. How come you suddenly got a girlfriend?”

Su Hao’an clicked his tongue: “Don’t talk nonsense. How could this idiot Sang Yan be worthy? This is our old classmate, our high school’s famous beauty! — Qian Fei, you remember, right? Didn’t you also attend Nanwu No.1 High School?”

“Of course I remember, Wen Yifan. Plus, I was in the same class as your friend before, Zhong Siqiao.” The chubby man sitting next to Sang Yan looked at Wen Yifan, smiling a bit bashfully, “I’ve seen photos of you two together on her social media.”

Wen Yifan smiled and nodded.

The next moment, another man said: “Whoa, Fatty, why are you blushing?”

Sang Yan hadn’t participated in their conversation at all, seemingly deaf to how many times his name was mentioned. Only now did he show a slight reaction, raising his eyes to look in Qian Fei’s direction.

Su Hao’an: “Isn’t he always like this? He becomes speechless when he sees a beautiful woman.”

Perhaps feeling ignored, Wang Linlin became displeased and interjected: “What’s this about? How can you talk about someone else being beautiful in front of me?”

After a moment of silence, Su Hao’an coaxed: “Baby, how did you interpret that? Don’t be jealous for no reason.”

…

The restaurant was slow in serving dishes. The group of men at the table chatted idly, but even after a long time, not a single dish had been served. However, the topic gradually shifted, and the attention caused by her arrival as a stranger began to dissipate.

Wen Yifan relaxed a bit and inadvertently glanced at Sang Yan.

Sang Yan wasn’t participating in the conversation, currently lowering his head to play with his phone, looking as if he cared about nothing.

He was indifferent even when others called out to him.

Wen Yifan lowered her head to drink some water.

She felt out of place here.

After a while,

Wang Linlin suddenly kissed Su Hao’an’s cheek and stood up, walking towards Wen Yifan’s seat. She tugged on Wen Yifan’s wrist, smiling sweetly: “Xiao Fan, come on. Accompany me to the restroom.”

Wen Yifan stood up. Noticing her bag on the chair, she quietly picked it up.

Following the signs, the two entered the restroom.

Wang Linlin took out her lipstick to touch up her makeup, chatting casually: “So you rejected that Sang Yan before?”

Wen Yifan didn’t answer.

Wang Linlin took her silence as confirmation and said in great surprise: “You know the ‘Overtime’ bar near our company? That’s co-owned by him, my boyfriend, and another guy.”

“…”

“His conditions are so good, tall and handsome, and rich too. How could you reject him?” Wang Linlin shook her head, unable to understand. “Your standards must be too high. But it’s been so many years, and judging by his attitude just now, he doesn’t seem to have any interest in you anymore.”

“It’s all in the past,” Wen Yifan smiled gently, then looked at her phone. “By the way, Sister Lin. I’m sorry, but I have to go back. Teacher Qian wants me to submit a draft to him tonight. Could you please help me explain to your friends?”

Wang Linlin let out an “Ah” sound, looking a bit unhappy: “It’s just one meal, it won’t take much time.”

“The teacher is in a hurry for it,” Wen Yifan said. “I don’t dare to delay. I’m still in the probation period, you know?”

“Oh, alright then.” Wang Linlin pouted, “Be careful on your way back. I’ll head back first.”

“Okay, thank you, Sister Lin. See you tomorrow.”

After Wang Linlin left, Wen Yifan turned on the faucet and washed her hands. She wasn’t sure if this counted as upsetting Wang Linlin, but she didn’t want to continue staying at a gathering where she knew no one.

Wen Yifan sighed in relief and pulled out a paper towel to dry her hands.

Just as she walked out, Wen Yifan bumped into Sang Yan, who was simultaneously exiting the men’s restroom opposite. This time, contrary to Wen Yifan’s expectation, he didn’t ignore her as if she were air.

Sang Yan stopped, his expression indifferent, standing there looking down at her.

Wen Yifan found this scene strangely familiar.

It reminded her of their first encounter at the Overtime bar when they met in the corridor.

But this time, the situation was completely different from then.

Like a do-over.

Returning to the normal course of development.

Judging from his silence all evening, Wen Yifan felt there was no need to mention their previous encounters. She nodded to him, treating it as their first meeting after many years, and politely greeted him.

“Long time no see.”

But unexpectedly, Sang Yan didn’t seem to want to maintain a facade of peace with her. He maintained that scrutinizing attitude and leisurely repeated: “Long time no see?”

His tone left Wen Yifan unsure whether it was a question or a statement.

Then, Sang Yan continued: “It’s only been a few days since New Year’s Eve, not seeing me—” He paused, methodically tearing away the remaining pretense.

“Surely hasn’t felt like an eternity, has it?”
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A moment of silence.

As these words fell, Wen Yifan’s mind flashed back to what happened on New Year’s Eve—she was bumped by a passerby, accidentally colliding into his arms, then apologized to him, and he nodded to indicate “It’s okay.”

The entire process was no different from an interaction between strangers.

Even though Wen Yifan guessed he had probably recognized her, they both likely knew this implicitly.

But she hadn’t expected him to be so straightforward about it.

After all, from the beginning, all of Wen Yifan’s responses had been playing along with his various behaviors.

So now, while she still thought this act could continue, he felt the situation couldn’t be maintained and preemptively acted as if to say, “What’s the point of pretending not to know each other?”

Making himself appear as someone who was very sincere in dealing with people and matters, never doing anything hypocritical or roundabout.

In summary, it was the story of “Wen the Farmer” and “Sang the Snake.”

Wen Yifan was silent for two seconds, then decided not to save face for him anymore: “Not really, I thought you hadn’t recognized me.”

Sang Yan tugged at the corner of his mouth.

“After all, I was wearing a mask then, my face completely covered.” She calmly met his gaze and said slowly, “I didn’t expect your eyesight to be so good.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Good eyesight?”

Quickly, he added sarcastically: “Ah, sorry for the misunderstanding.”

Wen Yifan: “What misunderstanding?”

“I didn’t see you in person, it was my sister who recognized you,” Sang Yan said calmly, without a hint of guilt, “She told me you kept staring at me.”

“…”

Wen Yifan’s expression remained unchanged as she continued: “That’s indeed the case.”

Sang Yan looked at her.

“Because, when I saw you then,” Wen Yifan decided to give him a taste of his own medicine and started making things up, “your fly was open.”

“…”

Fearing this might cause another misunderstanding, Wen Yifan added: “Quite a few people around me were discussing it.”

Sang Yan: “…”

“You don’t need to worry too much about it, it’s been several days now.” Wen Yifan smiled, pretending to comfort him, “Let’s not chat anymore, I have some work to do, so I’ll head back first.”

Before she could move, Sang Yan suddenly called out: “Hey.”

Wen Yifan: “?”

Sang Yan: “Do you remember where Su Hao’an parked the car just now?”

She nodded instinctively.

“Alright.” Sang Yan jerked his chin up, “Lead the way.”

–

Wen Yifan was quite bewildered.

She had thought that after leading him to the car, he would at least reciprocate by asking if she needed a ride. But after finding the car, apart from “goodbye,” Sang Yan didn’t say a single word to her.

He showed no intention of accompanying her.

Originally, she didn’t think this was a big deal.

But Wen Yifan had just observed that this restaurant was located on a very secluded street. She checked her phone map and found that the nearest subway station was several kilometers away.

There were hardly any passing cars around, and looking out, it was pitch black all around.

Wen Yifan hesitated, staring at Sang Yan’s car that hadn’t started yet, and could only reluctantly knock on the passenger window.

A few seconds later, Sang Yan lowered the window, giving her a cold glance.

Wen Yifan said softly: “Could you give me a ride? It’s a bit remote here.”

Sang Yan said flatly: “Where do you live?”

Wen Yifan: “Chengshi Jiayuan.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan looked away, “Not on my way.”

“…”

Wen Yifan had never met someone so petty in her life. She put on an apologetic smile and added: “I’m not asking you to take me home, just to the nearest subway station would be fine. I appreciate it.”

Sang Yan stared at her directly, and after a few seconds, he reluctantly said.

“Get in.”

Wen Yifan secretly breathed a sigh of relief, got into the passenger seat, and lowered her head to fasten the seatbelt.

Sang Yan started the car.

The car was excessively quiet, the space enclosed and small.

Sang Yan didn’t turn on any music, nor did he show any intention of conversing with her.

Feeling that staying silent while getting a free ride made her seem like she was treating Sang Yan as a driver, Wen Yifan initiated a topic: “Why did you suddenly decide to leave? Wasn’t it a friend gathering?”

Sang Yan replied perfunctorily: “Noisy.”

“…”

Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if he meant the gathering was noisy or if he was calling her noisy.

Her lips moved, but she didn’t speak again.

Wen Yifan turned her head to look out the window, watching the scenery flying by outside, streetlights stretching into bright lines, dazzling and disorienting. She gradually began to space out.

She thought about the conversation with Su Hao’an in this car on the way there.

It was indeed seven or eight years since Wen Yifan had seen Su Hao’an.

But not with Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan hadn’t told anyone about this.

From Su Hao’an’s reaction, it seemed that Sang Yan, like her, hadn’t told others either.

It was as if only the two of them knew about it.

In the second semester of their second year of high school, Wen Yifan moved to Beiyu City with her uncle’s family due to his job transfer. After that, except for her childhood friends Zhong Siqiao and Xiang Lang, she hadn’t contacted anyone from her old school.

Except for Sang Yan.

Initially, Wen Yifan had thought they would lose touch.

But from some forgotten day, Wen Yifan would receive text messages from Sang Yan now and then. He wouldn’t chat with her about anything or actively ask her questions, he would just send her his scores and rankings from every minor and major exam.

This continued until the end of their second year of high school.

When the final exam results for the second year came out, Wen Yifan happened to receive a text from Sang Yan. She had hesitated for a long time, but finally, looking at her report card, she slowly typed her scores into the message box and pressed send.

He probably hadn’t expected her to reply.

After a long while, he responded.

[Looks like our scores aren’t that different, why don’t we try for the same university?]

A moment later.

He sent two more characters.

[Okay?]

…

Wen Yifan sighed inaudibly.

Noticing that they had passed several subway stations outside, she was startled and reminded him: “I think we’ve gone too far. I remember there’s another subway station a bit further ahead, you can drop me off there?”

Sang Yan said coolly: “Am I a driver?”

“…”

Wasn’t this what was agreed upon from the beginning?

Seemingly annoyed by this comment, Sang Yan didn’t stop the car and continued driving forward.

Wen Yifan couldn’t help but ask: “Where are you heading?”

“Your home,” Sang Yan’s tone always carried a hint of mockery, “Where else could we be going?”

“…”

Wen Yifan felt that they couldn’t have a normal conversation at all. When he spoke, there were always subtle barbs present, vague yet noticeable, making the dialogue feel off.

Wen Yifan wanted to have a proper talk with him.

But she also felt there was no need to talk.

Before she knew it, they had arrived at Chengshi Jiayuan.

This residential complex was about ten years old, with old buildings and facilities, and not much space. It was full of walk-up apartments, and the property management barely took care of anything. At this hour, there was no security guard at the entrance.

Even the barrier wasn’t lowered.

Sang Yan didn’t drive into the complex, instead stopping directly at the entrance.

Wen Yifan unfastened her seatbelt and said politely: “Thank you so much for today, I’ll treat you to a meal when you’re free.”

“Hm?” Sang Yan leaned back in the driver’s seat, turning his head, his expression entirely lacking seriousness, “Thinking about the next meeting so soon?”

“…”

Wen Yifan was quite curious.

This so-called “street bad boy” title he had acquired over the past few years, how popular was it exactly?

That he could take any casual remark as someone having ulterior motives.

Or was it because of what she had said at the bar earlier, causing him to misunderstand her?

Wen Yifan decided to explain: “Earlier at the bar, I accidentally misspoke—”

Before she could finish, Sang Yan interrupted: “Which part.”

Sang Yan: “The ‘that’s quite a pity’ part?”

“…”

Wen Yifan gave up, directly skipping this topic, and reached out to open the car door.

“Drive safely on your way back.”

Wen Yifan walked into the complex.

She lived in the building closest to the complex entrance, just a few steps to the right after entering.

Taking out her keys, Wen Yifan opened the door at the bottom of the building and slowly climbed up. This building had six households per floor, and she climbed to the third floor where she lived and then walked to the end of the corridor to reach her home.

Wen Yifan was about to walk over when she suddenly noticed three men standing at her door, bringing a strong, unpleasant smell of alcohol. They were smoking and laughing loudly, telling various dirty jokes, and using foul language.

It wasn’t clear if they had just returned or had been waiting there for a while.

The hallway light was broken, making it very dark and impossible to see their faces. But through the light from outside, Wen Yifan could roughly recognize one of them by his build as the man living next door to her.

Wen Yifan suddenly realized.

Counting from the day she called the police, it had been about five days.

Her movement stopped.

But the keys in her hand made a slight noise.

The men immediately looked over.

The man with the tiger tattoo laughed: “Beautiful sister, you’re back?”

Not knowing why they were inexplicably standing there, Wen Yifan felt uneasy.

“Brothers, it’s this beauty who said I was harassing her,” the tiger-tattooed man sighed, his voice hoarse and turbid, “I’m so innocent, how is knocking on a door considered harassment?”

“Beauty, haven’t you seen it before?” another man laughed, “Do you want to know what real harassment is?”

Wen Yifan said nothing and turned to go back downstairs.

“Why is she running?”

“How would I know why she’s running? Beauty! We’re not going to do anything! Can’t we just chat?”

“I don’t blame you, beautiful sister! I just want to improve our relationship, we’re neighbors, right? Don’t make things so awkward.”

As they said these things, they also followed Wen Yifan downstairs.

The men’s strides were large, and they were laughing excitedly as if playing around, but in this darkness, it seemed sinister.

Wen Yifan didn’t even have time to take out her phone from her pocket to call the police. She ran to the first floor, opened the main door, and ran towards the complex entrance. She wanted to seek help from the security guard but suddenly remembered that the guard booth was empty when she came back.

The location of this complex wasn’t particularly remote, and after going out, there was a food street after walking for a while.

Wen Yifan thought if she could just reach a crowded place, it would be fine.

The footsteps behind her seemed to be getting closer.

At this moment, Wen Yifan saw that Sang Yan’s car was still parked where it had been outside the complex entrance. He was leaning casually against the passenger door, his posture relaxed, looking as if he was on the phone.

Noticing the commotion, Sang Yan looked up, meeting her gaze.

Wen Yifan slowed down slightly, a fleeting thought of asking him for help crossing her mind. But after a quick mental calculation, she still chose to run towards the food street.

Wen Yifan was about to pass by him.

Sang Yan had already ended his call and called out to her: “Wen Yifan.”

She looked up, meeting his gaze once again.

Catching sight of her current expression, and the three ominous-looking men following behind her.

Sang Yan’s expression was indifferent, excessively calm.

“Come here.”
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This seemed to be the first time Sang Yan had called her name since their reunion.

Wen Yifan’s nerves were stretched to the limit, and in her panic, she even felt as if she had imagined hearing it. She had no time to stop and confirm, unconsciously running a few more steps forward.

The next moment, Sang Yan grabbed Wen Yifan’s wrist.

Sang Yan pulled her towards himself, his grip not gentle. Wen Yifan looked up, her vision filled with his rigid profile. His lips were pressed into a straight line as he opened the car door with one hand, looking somewhat angry.

“What are you standing there for?”

Due to uncontrollable fear and her sprint, Wen Yifan’s breathing was rapid. She raised her eyes to look at him, not speaking, and following his actions and words, she got into the car.

Sang Yan closed the door.

Through the car window, Wen Yifan saw him casually press the lock button.

The three men had already caught up.

Seeing this scene, the man with the tiger tattoo glanced into the car, and after confirming there was no one else inside, he said sleazily, “Handsome, is this your girlfriend? She’s quite pretty.”

Sang Yan looked up and said, enunciating each word: “None of your business.”

Due to his attitude, the tiger-tattooed man instantly became displeased and stepped forward to push his shoulder: “What’s with that attitude? Did I say it was my business? Can’t even take a compliment, huh?”

Sang Yan quickly grabbed his arm, tightening his grip, then quickly threw it off as if he had touched something dirty.

His eyes were cold, his tone flat: “Are you leaving or not?”

“Alright, I’m not an unreasonable person,” the tiger-tattooed man took this as a concession and pointed towards Wen Yifan. “Just let that slut in your car come out and apologize to me first. With a face that looks like it’s begging to be f—”

As if hitting one of Sang Yan’s nerves, he suddenly and without warning kicked the tiger-tattooed man in the abdomen.

This kick used full force, without any restraint. Even from inside the car, Wen Yifan could hear the loud impact.

The tiger-tattooed man’s words were immediately cut off. He stumbled back a few steps, his waist and abdomen bent downwards, and he struggled to spit out a curse: “F**k your mother…”

The other two behind him were stunned.

After hearing the tiger-tattooed man’s cursing, they seemed to react and came to help.

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes and, suppressing her trembling, took out her phone to call the police.

Sang Yan had always been lazy and indifferent, seeming not to care about anything. When looking at people, he always had a faint mocking smile, but now he seemed truly angry, his face devoid of any expression.

His eyes were pure black, filled with ferocity, looking at the men in front of him as if they were just rotten meat.

Two men simultaneously went to grab him, trying to restrain him.

Sang Yan, quick as lightning, grabbed one man’s hair, yanked it upwards forcefully, and smashed it against a nearby streetlight. The other man took advantage of this moment to punch Sang Yan hard in the face.

Unable to dodge in time, Sang Yan’s head jerked to the side.

Frozen for a moment.

Sang Yan seemed to have lost all reason and sense of pain. Despite being injured, he started laughing.

Knowing that if she went out, she wouldn’t be able to help and would only hold Sang Yan back, Wen Yifan closed her eyes briefly. She didn’t want to see Sang Yan being beaten, but she was also worried that some of them might be carrying weapons.

She could only open her eyes again, watching outside without blinking.

Unless the other two men were too entangled with him, all of Sang Yan’s actions were targeted, focusing all his strength on the tiger-tattooed man. At one point, Wen Yifan saw his lips move, saying something brief.

But from this distance,

Wen Yifan couldn’t hear what he said at all.

Fortunately, the nearby patrol officers arrived quickly, shouting: “Hey! What’s going on here!”

Seeing this, Wen Yifan immediately got out of the car and walked towards Sang Yan. Afraid that the police might think he was part of the trouble, she blocked Sang Yan behind her and said, trying to appear calm: “Officer, I was the one who called the police. This is my friend…”

Sang Yan’s facial injuries were obvious, with blood at the corner of his lips, several abrasions, and some bruising on the side of his face. The emotion in his eyes had dissipated somewhat. He lowered his gaze, staring at Wen Yifan’s fair nape, not saying a word.

…

They were taken to the police station to give statements.

Judging by the injuries on both sides, this couldn’t be considered self-defense, but rather a mutual fight. However, the tiger-tattooed man had a prior record, and he had gone to harass a previous victim on the day of his release, which made his situation more serious.

Except for the tiger-tattooed man, the others were given a verbal warning and fined a few hundred yuan before being allowed to leave.

Outside the police station.

Wen Yifan secretly glanced at Sang Yan’s face and pressed her lips together: “Do you want to go to the hospital?”

Sang Yan was in a bad mood and didn’t respond to her.

“Do you have any other injuries?” Feeling guilty for dragging him into this and worried, Wen Yifan said, “Let’s go to the hospital. It shouldn’t take too much time…”

Sang Yan interrupted her: “Wen Yifan.”

Wen Yifan looked up: “What is it?”

Sang Yan looked at her and said inexplicably: “Couldn’t you see me standing there?”

Wen Yifan didn’t understand: “What?”

“Why did you run if you weren’t calling for my help?”

“…”

“You didn’t hear me telling you to come over either?” Sang Yan’s tone was not polite at all, full of sarcasm, “So you’re blind, deaf, and mute, with only your legs left to run, is that it?”

Wen Yifan didn’t take offense at his nastiness. He had saved her and gotten injured, so she felt she was in the wrong no matter what: “I did want to ask for your help, but I didn’t know if they would get violent. I didn’t want to drag you into it.”

Sang Yan looked at her intently, listening to her explanation.

“Besides,” Wen Yifan said honestly, “mainly because there were three of them, I didn’t think you could beat them.”

“…”

Sang Yan laughed bitterly, speechless at her words.

They happened to pass by a pharmacy.

Wen Yifan stopped, glancing at his face again, and then said: “Wait here for a moment.”

Without waiting for Sang Yan to respond, Wen Yifan went into the pharmacy and bought some medicine for bruises and injuries. When she came out, she scanned the surroundings and found a bench in a secluded area nearby.

They walked over.

“Put on some medicine,” Wen Yifan handed him the bag, sincerely saying, “You can’t go out like this, people will stare.”

“…”

Sang Yan’s breathing seemed a bit uneven. He looked at her for a while, then wordlessly tore open the bag containing the medicine.

Wen Yifan didn’t say anything either, watching him roll up his sleeve and spray medicine on the bruises on his arm. The more she looked, the stronger her already intense feelings of guilt became.

Sang Yan’s method of applying medicine was very rough, prioritizing speed over effectiveness. Wen Yifan felt there wasn’t much difference between him applying it and not applying it at all.

Then came his knee, and finally his face.

The process became difficult from this point on.

Because the face was a blind spot, and there was no mirror nearby, Sang Yan could only apply the medicine blindly. His touch was uncontrolled, and he often applied it to the wrong places, unconsciously furrowing his brow.

Wen Yifan couldn’t bear to watch anymore: “Let me help you.”

Sang Yan looked at her for a moment, paused for a few seconds, then handed her the things in his hand.

Just as Wen Yifan was about to lean in, she heard him say:

“Don’t try to take advantage of me.”

“…”

Wen Yifan paused, then said, swallowing her anger: “Alright, I’ll be careful.”

She picked up a cotton swab with iodine and, focusing on the wounds on his face, carefully dabbed it on. As soon as she touched his wound, Sang Yan reacted as if she had stabbed him with a needle, clicking his tongue.

Wen Yifan immediately froze.

As if looking for trouble, Sang Yan said discontentedly: “Can’t you be more gentle?”

Wen Yifan: “…”

She felt like she hadn’t even touched him yet.

Wen Yifan said good-naturedly: “Okay, I’ll be even gentler.”

The distance between them gradually closed.

Wen Yifan focused intently on his wounds, being extremely cautious with her touch, afraid of displeasing him again. Gradually moving downwards, she reached the corner of his lips. She took a new iodine-soaked cotton swab, broke it, and gently dabbed it on.

After thoroughly treating the wounds, Wen Yifan’s gaze moved upwards, meeting his eyes.

The air stilled for a moment.

“It’s just applying medicine,” Sang Yan’s eyes were dark, his voice a bit hoarse, “Do you need to be this close?”

“…” Wen Yifan sat up straight, “I’m sorry. The lighting here is poor, I couldn’t see clearly.”

Then she added: “It’s done.”

There wasn’t much else to do after that.

Sang Yan leaned back in his chair and casually asked: “What’s your situation?”

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes, tidying up the things on the bench, and slowly explained: “I guess you could say we have a grudge. The biggest guy from earlier lives next door to me. He often knocks on my door. I called the police before and had him locked up for five days. Maybe that’s why he holds a grudge against me.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s expression wasn’t pleasant: “You’re still going to live in that dump tonight?”

“I’ve already found a new place, but I haven’t had time to move. Tonight I’ll just find a hot—” She paused here and changed her words, “I’ll stay at a friend’s place.”

Sang Yan didn’t respond immediately, only giving a sound of acknowledgment after a long while.

Noticing the time, Wen Yifan stood up first: “Let’s go. It’s late, you should go home and rest. Su Hao’an’s car is still parked in my neighborhood, you’ll have to make another trip there.”

Sang Yan just nodded, not saying a word.

They hailed a car and returned to Chengshi Jiayuan.

After getting out of the car, before Wen Yifan could say goodbye, Sang Yan started walking towards the residential complex. Not knowing what he was doing, she hurriedly followed: “Do you have something else to do?”

Sang Yan turned his head: “Going up to pack your things.”

Wen Yifan was stunned: “Huh?”

His words were full of disdain for the complex: “You’re still planning to come back to this dump?”

“…”

It seemed he was planning to accompany her upstairs to pack.

Wen Yifan had been worrying about this, as she didn’t dare go up alone for the time being, and she couldn’t find anyone to accompany her at short notice. She also didn’t feel comfortable asking Sang Yan for help.

But since he had brought it up, she felt relieved.

Wen Yifan said gratefully: “Thank you.”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered to respond.

The property management of this complex was indeed poor.

Several floors in Wen Yifan’s building had broken lights, making it so dark that one could barely see the way. No one had come to replace them. There was also a lot of uncollected garbage at the corners of the stairwell, smelling damp and unpleasant.

Wen Yifan hadn’t felt much about it before, but with this young master here, she inexplicably felt her situation was somewhat embarrassing.

But this time, Sang Yan didn’t say anything.

Arriving at her door, Wen Yifan took out her key to open it.

Sang Yan didn’t rashly enter the young woman’s home, instead standing outside with his hands in his pockets: “I’ll wait for you out here.”

Wen Yifan nodded.

Wen Yifan went in and pulled out a suitcase from under the bed.

She had been in Nanwu for less than three months. Before coming, she had sold or discarded many of her belongings, and she hadn’t had time to buy new things. So packing now wasn’t much different from when she first came to Nanwu.

One suitcase and one duffel bag were enough to pack everything.

After making sure nothing was left behind, Wen Yifan opened the door and walked out.

Sang Yan glanced at her luggage: “Just this much?”

Wen Yifan: “Mm.”

He didn’t say anything more, directly helping her carry the two pieces of luggage downstairs. After leaving the complex, Sang Yan put the luggage in the trunk and then got into the driver’s seat: “Where does your friend live?”

Wen Yifan was contemplating whether to find a hotel to stay in or to discuss with Wang Linlin about moving in today.

Sang Yan became impatient: “Did you hear me?”

Wen Yifan had no choice but to say: “Shangdu Huacheng.”

Sang Yan frowned at her and started the car.

It was a short drive from here to Shangdu Huacheng, less than five minutes.

As they were approaching the destination, Sang Yan casually asked: “Which building does your friend live in?”

“…” Wen Yifan remembered the location but hadn’t specifically noted which building, so she honestly said, “I don’t remember.”

Sang Yan wasn’t in a hurry: “Ask them.”

Wen Yifan had already messaged Wang Linlin on WeChat, but she might not have seen her phone as there was still no reply. Not wanting to trouble Sang Yan for too long, she said: “She hasn’t replied yet. It’s fine, you can just drop me off at the entrance.”

Silence.

Sang Yan’s voice was emotionless: “Do you have a friend living here?”

“…” Wen Yifan didn’t understand his meaning, “What?”

Sang Yan didn’t speak again.

At the entrance of Shangdu Huacheng, Sang Yan got out of the car and helped her take out the luggage.

Wen Yifan politely thanked him again: “You’ve helped me a lot today. When you’re free sometime, let me treat you to a meal.”

“No need for a meal,” Sang Yan’s tone was cold, his words quick and decisive, “Even if it was a stranger today, I would have done the same thing.”

Wen Yifan stared at the bruises on his face and couldn’t help saying: “If you’re always so ready to be a hero, how often does your face look presentable in a year?”

“…”
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As soon as the words left her mouth, Wen Yifan noticed Sang Yan’s displeased expression. She instantly realized that what she had said was no different from “your face is truly too awful to look at.”

Moreover, it seemed she had said similar things more than once tonight.

Like an ungrateful white-eyed wolf tearing down the bridge after crossing the river.

Wen Yifan decided to try to salvage the situation: “But even if your face is ruined—” Saying this, she felt it wasn’t quite right and forced herself to correct course: “Even if it’s temporarily marred, it doesn’t affect your handsomeness at all.”

Sang Yan looked at her expressionlessly.

At that moment, Wang Linlin happened to reply to her WeChat message.

Wen Yifan glanced down to see an “ok” emoji. Her expression relaxed, and she took the initiative to say, “My friend replied to me, so I’ll head in now.”

Sang Yan didn’t respond, only tugging slightly at the corner of his mouth.

“By the way,” remembering the events of the night, Wen Yifan said earnestly before parting, “Whatever the case, even if you think it was a small gesture, I owe you a favor. If you ever need help with anything in the future, you can ask me.”

Sang Yan carelessly grunted an acknowledgment, waving his hand dismissively as he got back into the car.

He glanced at the medicine bag on the passenger seat, then looked out the window.

He watched as Wen Yifan placed her luggage bag on top of the suitcase and slowly wheeled it towards the entrance of the residential complex. Perhaps because the luggage was heavy, she walked very slowly.

But she never looked back.

Only after her silhouette had completely disappeared from view did Sang Yan avert his gaze. He was about to start the car, but recalling her earlier predicament and her slow response in providing her friend’s address and apartment number, he paused.

Sang Yan lowered the window, resting his elbow on the frame, not immediately driving away.

He thought back to Wen Yifan in high school.

Because of her strikingly beautiful and alluring appearance, coupled with her quiet and reserved nature, others saw her as arrogant and difficult to get along with. So her relationships with classmates weren’t great.

Despite this, her temperament was so good it was as if she had no temper at all.

As time passed and everyone got to know each other better, classmates gradually understood what kind of person she was and became more uninhibited. Behind her back, they gave her the nickname “Vase” — she couldn’t do anything well, seemed to have no common sense about life, and was good for nothing except being pretty and dancing.

Sang Yan didn’t know if the Wen Yifan from that time would cry if she encountered a situation like this.

But he was certain that she would never be like she was now, able to talk to him normally as if nothing had happened. During this time, he hadn’t seen her seek comfort from anyone.

She only repeatedly expressed gratitude to those who had helped her.

As if she had lost all emotion.

Sang Yan lowered his eyes, about to light a cigarette when a phone call interrupted him.

He answered the call.

Su Hao’an’s voice came through: “Are you still coming to ‘work overtime’ tonight? If you’re coming, bring my car over. You’re driving my car, so what am I supposed to drive? How am I supposed to pick up girls without a car?”

Sang Yan: “Alright, I’ll return it to you in a bit.”

Su Hao’an: “But why did you suddenly leave?”

“You don’t know?” Sang Yan sneered, “Is it my place to tell you?”

“…” Su Hao’an was silent for three seconds, then voluntarily admitted his mistake, “Fine, fine, fine, I won’t bring them next time, okay? They’ve already taken turns making sarcastic comments at me.”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered to respond.

Su Hao’an began to justify himself: “Is it wrong that I like coquettish girls? That’s just the type I’m interested in!”

“Are you done?”

“Of course not,” Su Hao’an continued to complain, “Can’t you have a little patience with me? Just treat me like I’m your future girlfriend and comfort me, okay? I’m feeling very complicated right now.”

“Hanging up.”

Sang Yan ended the call and pulled out a pack of cigarettes from his pocket, biting one between his lips.

Just as he was about to look for a lighter, Su Hao’an called back. He casually answered while turning on the interior light and rummaging through the front storage compartment.

“You’re so heartless. I only have time to catch my breath and talk to you now because my date went to the bathroom,” Su Hao’an reproached him. “How! Can! You! Just! Hang! Up!”

Sang Yan let out an “Oh”: “I can hang up a second time.”

“…” Su Hao’an started sighing, “Ah, coaxing women is tiring. I originally thought this Linlin was quite cute, but now that I look at her today, she’s so annoying.”

“Then don’t date her.”

“That won’t do. Dating is too enjoyable.”

“…” Sang Yan scoffed, “You’re just asking for trouble.”

As he said this, in the light, Sang Yan noticed something shiny under the passenger seat. His gaze stopped, and he squinted, leaning over to pick it up.

Sang Yan straightened up, thoughtfully looking at the object in his hand.

It was a set of keys.

–

Wen Yifan waited at Wang Linlin’s door for about two hours.

It wasn’t until midnight that Wang Linlin finally arrived. Seeing Wen Yifan’s state, she was somewhat surprised: “Xiao Fan, what happened to you? Why do you look so disheveled?”

Wen Yifan explained: “There was a bit of an issue with the place I was staying before, so I suddenly came over and interrupted your date, making you come back early. I’m sorry, Sister Lin.”

“It’s fine.” Wang Linlin opened the door and sighed, “I could have come back earlier, but my boyfriend was being so clingy, I felt bad making you wait for so long.”

They went in together.

Wang Linlin: “It’s quite late now, you should get settled in first. I’m exhausted, I’ll take a shower and go to bed. We can discuss any matters to note tomorrow.”

Wen Yifan nodded quickly.

Wang Linlin walked a couple of steps towards the master bedroom, then turned back: “By the way, how did you get back today? The place we had dinner was quite out of the way, I forgot to remind you when you left.”

Wen Yifan: “Sang Yan happened to be heading the same way, so I asked him for a ride.”

“You asked him?” As if hearing a huge joke, Wang Linlin burst out laughing, “Why didn’t he offer to drive you?”

Wen Yifan didn’t understand what was so funny about this and looked confused: “He had no obligation to drive me.”

Wang Linlin shook her head, somewhat sympathetically: “You shouldn’t do this in the future. He must be feeling quite smug now, probably laughing about you with his friends.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“After all, he couldn’t pursue you before, and now if you turn around and throw yourself at him, he’ll play along for a while, then dump you when he gets bored. You need to be careful,” Wang Linlin walked back and patted her shoulder, “Trust me, I have plenty of experience. These rich boys are all the same, all with the same rotten character.”

“…”

Wen Yifan wanted to say she had no intention of throwing herself at him, and she didn’t think Sang Yan was that kind of person.

After all, he didn’t even want to acknowledge her now.

But Wen Yifan was never one to argue with people, so she took it as well-intentioned advice.

“I understand.”

–

Living with Wang Linlin turned out to be more harmonious than Wen Yifan had imagined.

Because the two hardly ever ran into each other at home.

Wang Linlin’s schedule was very health-conscious and extremely devoted to beauty sleep. She slept a full eight hours every day, and unless necessary, she would be in bed by eleven. After waking up, she didn’t make much noise either, just put on some makeup, got ready, and left.

Wen Yifan, because she had to chase news stories, was so busy she barely had time to stay at home, her schedule all over the place. For her, the apartment was just a place to sleep.

The neighborhood was safe and close to the company, and having a roommate was not much different from not having one.

For Wen Yifan, it was already the most perfect shared living situation she could imagine.

After learning that Wen Yifan was living with Wang Linlin, Su Tian asked her about it several times. Seeing that she genuinely found it quite good, Su Tian finally felt at ease.

On Wednesday afternoon of the following week.

Wen Yifan had just finished a phone call with an expert when Su Tian happened to return from the tea room. She came over to Wen Yifan’s side and lowered her voice to share some gossip: “I just heard that Wang Linlin is going to resign.”

Wen Yifan’s attention was caught, and she asked in surprise: “Really?”

“It should be true. You’re living with her, hasn’t she mentioned it to you?” Su Tian said, “Apparently she’s already submitted her resignation. Her recent behavior clearly shows she doesn’t want to work here anymore.”

“How can you tell?”

“She’s been coming in late and leaving early every day. The director has been very dissatisfied with her lately. If she doesn’t resign herself, she’ll be fired sooner or later. Today I saw her pretending to look up some information, then she left without doing anything.”

Due to frequent unpaid overtime, the working hours in the journalism industry were relatively flexible. When busy, they could work around the clock for twenty-four hours, and when work was done, they could come in late and leave early.

There weren’t many limitations.

Although they worked in the same office, some colleagues might not see each other for a whole week.

Wen Yifan hadn’t paid much attention to these things and didn’t find it inappropriate: “Is it because she doesn’t want to chase news stories anymore, so she’s changing jobs? After all, just the base salary isn’t enough to live on.”

“Didn’t she hook up with some rich second-generation guy?” Mentioning this, Su Tian couldn’t help but add, “That rich guy seems to be wealthy. I saw Wang Linlin getting into a Ferrari the other day. Now all she does is brag to me, she can’t say anything else.”

Wen Yifan smiled: “Just listen and let it go.”

Su Tian muttered quietly: “I just can’t stand her smug attitude.”

Before Wen Yifan could respond, Fu Zhuang’s head suddenly squeezed between the two of them, smiling: “Whose smug attitude can’t you stand?”

It wasn’t clear when he had returned.

Su Tian was startled and pushed him away irritably: “Who else could it be? You!”

Fu Zhuang: “?”

Su Tian: “What are you eavesdropping for, you little brat? Get lost.”

“What little brat!” Fu Zhuang was instantly displeased, using his drink bottle as a microphone, “Aren’t we the ‘Fan Fu Su Zi’ group? You two should share any workplace gossip with me too, don’t isolate me!”

Su Tian laughed in exasperation: “What kind of lousy group name is that? Did I agree to it?”

Fu Zhuang: “Isn’t it quite catchy?”

Wen Yifan smiled slightly, not participating in the topic, and continued typing on her keyboard.

As silence fell.

Seeing that neither of them was paying attention to him, Fu Zhuang took the initiative: “My two sisters, do you have any plans tonight? Want to celebrate with Big Zhuang? To commemorate Big Zhuang’s first solo edit making it to air, let’s have a party for our group!”

Su Tian patted his head: “Go home and drink your milk, little one. Sister has plans.”

Fu Zhuang looked at Wen Yifan: “Then Sister Yifan…”

Hearing her name, Wen Yifan looked up, seeming completely oblivious to their conversation. Noticing the drink in his hand, she took a few seconds to react, then perfunctorily said, “Thanks, I don’t drink.”

“…”

After speaking, Wen Yifan continued to organize her thoughts for the news article. Once she finished the first draft, she leaned back, resting against the chair for a moment, and checked her phone.

The former landlord had sent her a WeChat message two hours ago.

Landlord: [Xiao Wen, did you forget to leave me the keys to the apartment?]

Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment, not reacting immediately.

The night she moved out, she informed the landlord via WeChat. A few days later, the landlord transferred the remaining rent and deposit back to her through WeChat, and they haven’t been in contact since.

She had no use for the keys anymore and hadn’t given it any thought.

Wen Yifan replied: [Yes, I’m sorry. When would be convenient for you? I’ll bring them to you.]

Although she responded this way, Wen Yifan couldn’t remember where she had put the keys.

Could she have lost them?

For some reason, Wen Yifan suddenly thought of Zhong Siqiao leaving her bracelet at Sang Yan’s bar. Just as she was thinking she couldn’t be that unlucky, she received two more messages.

Seeing the name, Wen Yifan had a bad feeling.

She instinctively opened the messages.

The first one was a photo of the keys the landlord had just asked her about.

Followed immediately by the second message.

Sang Yan: [I suggest not using the same method twice.]
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As this continued, Wen Yifan felt like she was being brainwashed by Sang Yan.

—She had long heard of the incomparable beauty of this establishment’s top courtesan, Sang. She had traveled a thousand miles to witness his unparalleled charm, and even upon discovering that this top courtesan was her former pursuer, she still found her heart stirred. Afterward, she tried every means to catch his attention.

All her actions in front of him were purposeful.

Suppressing the urge to criticize, Wen Yifan calmly replied: [So it fell there.]

Wen Yifan: [I’m sorry for troubling you again. Why don’t you let me know when it’s convenient for you, and I’ll come pick it up.]

After some thought, she realized they could completely avoid meeting: [Or you could leave the key at your bar, and I’ll pick it up from the counter. Would that work?]

She waited for a while.

He didn’t reply immediately.

Wen Yifan wasn’t in a hurry and didn’t specifically wait for him. She continued working, carefully revising her draft and sending it to the editor. When she heard her phone ring, she casually picked it up and glanced at it.

Sang Yan: [I’m busy these few days.]

Wen Yifan patiently replied: [Then when will you likely be free?]

The next moment.

Sang Yan sent a voice message, his tone lazy: “Saturday night, I suppose.”

Saturday night…

Wen Yifan pondered for a moment.

She had Sunday off.

If she got the key from him on Saturday night and returned it to the former landlord on Sunday, it seemed to work out perfectly. She’d have to tell the landlord it would be a few days late, but that shouldn’t be a problem.

Wen Yifan: [Alright.]

Wen Yifan: [How about we meet at Jiaban Bar or near your place?]

Wen Yifan: [I don’t want to trouble you to go too far.]

After about half a minute, Sang Yan sent two more voice messages.

Wen Yifan played them.

Sang Yan gave an ambiguous chuckle, drawing out two words: “My place?”

“…”

Wen Yifan’s eyelid twitched.

As this message ended, it automatically jumped to the next one.

From Sang Yan’s tone and words, Wen Yifan could hear the message “your intentions are too obvious” between the lines, though he didn’t explicitly say it: “Hmm? Better not.”

Sang Yan: “Just come to the entrance of ‘Jiaban’.”

“…”

She had thought that since both parties had dropped their masks, their interactions would be more normal. But Sang Yan might have received too much adulation these past few years, his sense of superiority was too strong.

It led to him thinking others had ulterior motives towards him, no matter how ordinary the situation.

At that moment, Wen Yifan realized that she had to be extremely careful with every word she said in front of Sang Yan.

She couldn’t say anything even slightly related to him.

Wen Yifan sighed and replied: [Okay.]

After that, Wen Yifan put her phone aside.

The editor had just emailed her some revision suggestions. Wen Yifan opened them to look and noticed the time in the bottom right corner of her computer.

Her thoughts drifted for a moment.

She suddenly remembered that her last meeting with Sang Yan was two days after New Year’s Day. The key must have been lost then, which was almost a week ago.

Why did he only tell her about the key now?

Did he not want to contact her, so he waited for her to reach out first?

It seemed possible.

Wen Yifan didn’t pay much attention to this matter.

–

After work, Wen Yifan returned home.

As soon as she entered, she saw Wang Linlin lying on the living room sofa, watching TV while wearing a face mask, with a bowl of fruit salad beside her. She seemed to be in a good mood, even humming a tune.

Wen Yifan took the initiative to greet her: “Sister Lin.”

Wang Linlin mumbled: “You’re back? Seems quite early today.”

“Mm, not much work today.”

“This job must be so tiring,” Wang Linlin rambled. “In my years at ‘Chuanda’, how many people have left? Only overtime, no raise, who can stand it? Look at how many people in our group have worked themselves sick, their salaries only going towards hospital bills.”

Wen Yifan just smiled: “It’s alright.”

“By the way, Xiao Fan,” Wang Linlin sat up and brought up a topic, “Did you get up in the middle of the night yesterday?”

Wen Yifan was taken aback: “No, I didn’t.”

Wang Linlin seemed to be just mentioning it casually: “Then it must have been my dream. I felt like I heard some movement in the living room when I was half-asleep. I checked the time and it was past 3 AM.”

“…” Hearing this, Wen Yifan suddenly remembered an old habit of hers. But it hadn’t happened for a long time, and Wang Linlin didn’t seem too sure, so she decided not to mention it.

“Mm.” Wen Yifan glanced at the time and said proactively, “Sister Lin, I’m going to take a shower first.”

“Wait a moment, shower later.” Wang Linlin called her back, patting the spot next to her. “Xiao Fan, let’s talk for a bit. Come sit here, I have something to tell you.”

Wen Yifan obediently walked over: “What is it?”

“You have to promise me first,” Wang Linlin took off her face mask and threw it in the trash, her expression a bit ingratiating, “that you won’t get angry after hearing what I have to say.”

Wen Yifan nodded: “Alright.”

“I just told you, this job is too tiring. A month’s salary can’t even buy one bag my boyfriend got for me. I’ve reached my limit working here for so long.” Wang Linlin said, “I handed in my resignation to the director a few days ago, I don’t want to continue. My cousin introduced me to a job, over at Gaozikou—”

She paused here, her voice lowering a bit: “It’s quite far from here, isn’t it?”

Wen Yifan immediately understood her meaning: “You’re not planning to live here anymore?”

Wang Linlin explained: “Please don’t be angry. I didn’t know beforehand that my new job would be so far from here. I originally thought I’d still be sharing rent with you.”

“…”

Probably feeling guilty, Wang Linlin’s attitude was much better than usual: “I should be moving in a few days. Before I move, I’ll find you a new roommate. How does that sound?”

Wen Yifan’s mood didn’t fluctuate much regarding this matter.

When she heard Su Tian say that Wang Linlin had resigned, she had already considered this possibility, so she wasn’t too surprised now. She certainly couldn’t be angry about it.

Wen Yifan’s expression remained gentle: “It’s fine, I understand. I’m happy for you that you found a suitable job. Don’t worry too much about finding a new roommate, I can figure it out myself.”

“Oh Xiao Fan, you’re such a good person!” Wang Linlin sighed in relief, clinging to her arm coquettishly. “I was so worried you’d scold me. The first roommate I found before, we had a huge fight over this very reason.”

“…”

With the matter settled, Wang Linlin started complaining: “I’m annoyed. I don’t think I did anything wrong. Can’t I move? When I first found her to share rent, how could I have known I’d move so soon…”

Wen Yifan curved her lips in a smile, not saying anything.

“But Xiao Fan, you’re reasonable,” Wang Linlin smiled sweetly, “I’ll find you a very reliable roommate.”

“You don’t have to, it’s fine.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it.” Wang Linlin said, “I’ll ask for your opinion before I find someone, okay? If you don’t like them, I won’t force you to live with the roommate I introduced.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan finally agreed.

“Then thank you for your trouble.”

–

Wang Linlin meant that after she finished handing over her work and officially resigned, she would move out. Because she had already found a place in Gaozikou, she would move out by the end of next week at the latest.

But Wen Yifan wasn’t in a hurry.

After all, Wang Linlin had already paid a month’s rent.

She still had some time to find a new roommate.

However, Wen Yifan didn’t know many people in Nanwu City. She had lost contact with her former classmates. Although she had added many high school classmates from Nanwu on WeChat through their QQ friend list back then, she hadn’t kept in touch with them.

So they weren’t familiar anymore.

It wasn’t much different from strangers.

Wen Yifan still planned to ask Zhong Siqiao for help.

After all, Zhong Siqiao had grown up here since childhood and even attended university in Nanwu, so she knew more people than her. Moreover, Wen Yifan would feel more at ease and reliable with someone Zhong Siqiao introduced.

Before she knew it, Saturday night had arrived.

Knowing Sang Yan wouldn’t take the initiative to contact her, Wen Yifan sent him a WeChat message as she was about to get off work.

Close to 8 PM, Sang Yan finally replied: [Come over.]

Wen Yifan hadn’t finished writing her outline, but she couldn’t make Sang Yan wait for her. She packed up her things, planning to continue writing after she got home. She said goodbye to her colleagues and left the company.

As she was nearing Decadence Street.

Wen Yifan took out her phone and sent another message to Sang Yan: [I’m almost there.]

After walking a bit further, Wen Yifan arrived at the narrow passage that led to Decadence Street. Before she could enter, she noticed Sang Yan standing outside the passage.

He was leaning against a black lamppost, his skin appearing cold and pale under the light, his face expressionless as usual. He was still wearing dark-colored clothes, his aura cold and distant.

Wen Yifan hadn’t expected Sang Yan to personally bring it to her.

She had thought he would leave it at the bar counter, or have a waiter pass it to her.

Not wanting to waste too much of his time, she quickened her pace. Just as she was about to call out to him, Sang Yan noticed her presence. He tilted his chin up slightly, his posture lazy and scattered, and wordlessly tossed the key towards her.

Wen Yifan instinctively reached out to catch it: “Thank you.”

Sang Yan gave a slight nod.

Wen Yifan put the key back in her pocket, still in a hurry to get home and write her outline. She never expected Sang Yan to engage in small talk, so she had to do it herself: “Then I won’t bother you anymore, I’ll head back now?”

He didn’t respond.

“I’ve troubled you too many times lately,” knowing he wouldn’t agree anyway, Wen Yifan continued with surface-level courtesy, “When you’re free, let me treat you to a meal. I’m free anytime.”

Sang Yan laughed: “How many more times are you going to say this?”

Before she could respond, Sang Yan looked at her directly, as if he had seen through her current thoughts. The corner of his lips curved into a shallow arc, and he said indifferently: “Won’t you give up until you get my agreement?”

“…”

“Fine.” Sang Yan seemed to be a bit impatient from being pestered, reluctantly saying, “Then today it is.”

“…”

Not expecting such a response, Wen Yifan’s expression froze a bit.

Noticing her expression, Sang Yan tilted his head, his words carrying a hint of playfulness: “What’s wrong?”

Wen Yifan said helplessly: “Nothing, what do you want to eat?”

Sang Yan stepped forward: “Anything.”

Wen Yifan hurried to keep up: “Do you have any food allergies?”

“Many.”

“…”

Wen Yifan suggested: “How about hot pot?”

Sang Yan: “No.”

Wen Yifan: “BBQ then?”

Sang Yan: “Smells bad.”

Wen Yifan: “Sichuan cuisine?”

Sang Yan: “Too spicy.”

Wen Yifan: “How about Claypot porridge?”

Sang Yan: “Don’t eat it.”

“…”

Wen Yifan had never met anyone more picky and difficult to please than him.

She usually ordered takeout or cooked for herself, rarely eating out, so she really couldn’t think of anything else now. Wen Yifan sighed and said good-naturedly: “Then you choose something you want to eat. I’m fine with anything, I don’t have any food restrictions.”

Just as Sang Yan was about to speak, his phone suddenly rang.

He answered it.

They were standing close, and the voice on the other end was extremely loud, so Wen Yifan could hear: “Sang Yan! Your house exploded!”

“…” Sang Yan frowned, “Speak like a normal person.”

“Fuck, no, I mean the building below your house exploded!” The person on the phone sounded increasingly agitated, even starting to roar, “It’s burning towards your place! It’s almost all burned down! Come back quickly!!!”

The surroundings suddenly became quiet.

Wen Yifan immediately looked up at his phone.

“…”

Seemingly finding it too noisy, Sang Yan moved the phone away a bit, waiting for the other end to finish shouting before bringing it back to his ear. His expression didn’t change at all as he calmly said: “Oh, then help me call 119.”

He hung up after saying this.

He looked at Wen Yifan as if nothing had happened: “Let’s go.”

Wen Yifan: “Your house is on fire, aren’t you going back?”

Sang Yan asked in return: “Am I a firefighter?”

“…”

After a few seconds.

Wen Yifan suddenly asked: “May I ask where your house is?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “Why?”

Wen Yifan took out her phone from her pocket and said honestly: “I want to go there and do a report.”

“…”

Nan Hong – Chapter 13
As if finding it absurd, Sang Yan laughed incredulously: “What?”

Finding Qian Weihua in her contacts, Wen Yifan dialed his number. While waiting for him to answer, she asked again: “Could you tell me the name of the residential complex and the specific address?”

Sang Yan: “?”

Before Wen Yifan could get an answer, the other end had already picked up.

Wen Yifan hadn’t even spoken when Qian Weihua rapidly said: “Perfect timing, I was just about to call you. You’ve just left the office, right? I just received a hotline call, there’s a fire at Zhongnan Century City nearby. Come with me to the scene right now.”

Wen Yifan quickly agreed, told him her exact location, and hung up.

She met Sang Yan’s gaze.

The atmosphere felt unusually quiet.

Wen Yifan took the initiative to say: “Do you live in Zhongnan Century City?”

Sang Yan: “…”

“I have to work overtime unexpectedly. I’ll treat you to a meal another time, okay?” Saying this, Wen Yifan paused for a few seconds, then hesitantly asked, “My teacher is driving over now, want to catch a ride with us?”

…

Three minutes later, they both got into the station’s interview car.

Qian Weihua was driving, and Fu Zhuang had also come along, sitting in the back seat. Sang Yan’s car was parked in the parking lot at the pass, and he couldn’t be bothered to go back and drive it, so Wen Yifan let him sit in the back seat while she took the front passenger seat.

Fu Zhuang immediately asked: “Sister Yifan, who is this?”

Wen Yifan fastened her seatbelt and casually said: “My high school classmate. He lives in Zhongnan Century City, probably one of the homeowners affected by the fire. He needs to go back and check the situation.”

Qian Weihua started the car and said in surprise: “What a coincidence! 2014 has just begun, and you’ve already encountered something like this.”

Fu Zhuang blurted out: “Could this be some kind of ominous sign?”

“…” Wen Yifan said, “Big Zhuang, don’t talk nonsense.”

“But brother, something like this happening to you must be a good omen,” Fu Zhuang reacted quickly, looking at Sang Yan, promptly changing his tune, “A fire at the wealth gate means prosperity! Brother, you’re going to get rich this year!”

Sang Yan glanced at him from the corner of his eye, not bothering to respond.

“Hey, bro.” Fu Zhuang leaned in a bit closer, feeling that Sang Yan looked familiar, “Why do I feel like I’ve seen you somewhere before? Haven’t we met somewhere?”

Wen Yifan sat in front, checking her equipment. Hearing this, she instinctively thought Sang Yan would reply with something like “Your pick-up line is too low-level,” but after waiting for a while, he didn’t say a word.

She didn’t pay much attention to it.

Thinking that he probably wasn’t in the mood at the moment.

Zhongnan Century City was very close, only a few minutes’ drive away.

When they arrived at the scene, fire trucks and ambulances were already there. Many residents had been evacuated from the building, clearly having fled in a hurry, with many wearing only pajamas without even a coat.

Perhaps because they had never experienced something like this before, they were now gathered together, chattering away.

It was nearly nine in the evening.

The rain had started falling at some point, a fine drizzle so cold it felt like it was mixed with ice shards.

The fire had broken out in Unit B on the eighth floor of Building 6. The flames had shattered the glass windows, leaping out like demons, and spreading to the floor above. The fine rain had no effect, evaporating as soon as it fell.

Sang Yan’s apartment was directly above this unit.

He looked up, his tongue pressing against the corner of his lip, his brow twitching slightly.

Wen Yifan could guess why he had reacted that way earlier. The person who called him probably wasn’t very reliable, and given how sudden this was, he likely hadn’t taken it seriously.

A moment later, Sang Yan walked aside to take a phone call.

Qian Weihua shouldered the camera, filming the surrounding situation.

Vehicles flashed red and blue lights, and firefighters bustled back and forth, fighting the fire, rescuing people, and controlling the scene order, with no time to spare.

The rain grew heavier, darkening the light-colored cement ground. The night and rain intensified the cold. The surroundings were noisy and chaotic, a mix of human voices and ambient sounds, like a disaster scene from a movie.

Wen Yifan approached the crowd to interview the evacuated residents: “Auntie, I’m sorry to bother you. I’m a reporter from the ‘Convey’ program of the Nanwu TV Station’s City Channel. Are you a resident of Building 6?”

The interviewed auntie, holding a child, spoke with a heavy accent: “Yes.”

“Which floor do you live on? How did you discover the fire?”

“I’m on the fifth floor. Suddenly I heard an explosion that startled me! I thought someone was setting off fireworks!” Seeing the camera, the auntie became especially enthusiastic, “There was a lot of commotion outside, so I ran out to look.”

A nearby uncle interjected: “That’s right! Several times! The situation now is already under control—”

“Bang—!”

Before he could finish speaking, a loud explosion came from the still-burning eighth floor. Orange-red flames forcefully reached out, accompanied by billowing smoke, as if trying to illuminate the night, or perhaps devour it.

There was a collective gasp and exclamation.

Qian Weihua quickly raised his camera, focusing on the scene.

Wen Yifan followed his gaze, her eyes stopping on the ninth floor. Then, she instinctively looked in Sang Yan’s direction. He stood still, calmly watching the raging fire, lowering the phone from his ear.

She looked away, a belated sense of sympathy rising in her heart.

…

Fortunately, the damage caused by this explosion wasn’t too severe.

Only one firefighter suffered minor injuries.

All the residents in the building had been evacuated, with just one child under ten trapped in the elevator, who had already been rescued by firefighters. It took nearly an hour for the fire to be completely controlled.

The fire department was still cleaning up the scene.

The cause of the fire was still unclear. Almost nothing inside the apartment had been spared, everything burned to ashes. The apartments on the same floor and those above and below also suffered minor damage, with the ninth-floor Unit B directly above being the most severely affected, its kitchen and living room unrecognizable.

After interviewing the relevant parties about the accident, and with the homeowners’ consent and firefighters’ guidance, Wen Yifan and Fu Zhuang followed Qian Weihua to the scene.

Qian Weihua filmed the condition of the apartment, listening to the firefighters’ brief explanation, and occasionally throwing out a few questions.

When they reached Unit B on the ninth floor, Wen Yifan ran into Sang Yan again.

They did a brief interview with him, with Fu Zhuang asking the questions this time. Because it was someone they knew, he asked very casually: “Bro, how are you feeling now?”

Sang Yan thought this question was extremely stupid, his words tinged with sarcasm: “I’m very happy.”

“…”

“I hope you can be as happy as I am.”

“…”

Qian Weihua took the initiative to ask: “Has this fire caused you serious losses?”

Sang Yan answered calmly: “It’s not too bad.”

Qian Weihua: “We just looked at the condition of the apartment, almost nothing is intact.”

Sang Yan: “So what?”

“…”

Perhaps realizing his arrogance, Sang Yan’s next words were noticeably more cooperative: “I didn’t keep anything valuable here, apart from the house and furniture, just a phone got burned. But it wasn’t working anyway.”

Wen Yifan was taking notes on the side, her movements pausing inexplicably. But she didn’t have any extra conversation with him.

Afterward, the group headed back to the station to write the script and edit the footage.

Fu Zhuang couldn’t help saying: “Sister Yifan, your classmate is both unlucky and impressive. With his house burned like that, he can still be so calm.”

Qian Weihua: “You should comfort him a bit, tell him to talk to the property management and insurance company about compensation. He can find a new place to stay for now, no need to be too upset about this.”

Wen Yifan absently agreed.

Although she didn’t think Sang Yan needed her comfort in that regard.

Fu Zhuang started chattering again: “But sis, you’re also unlucky, having to go back to the station for overtime on your day off tomorrow. I originally told the teacher that he could just take me—”

Saying this, he lowered his voice to a volume only the two of them could hear, complaining.

“But he said I was too useless.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan nodded: “Indeed.”

“…”

Although this night had been somewhat chaotic,

For Wen Yifan, this little episode was over.

The fire was just an unexpected incident, and Sang Yan happened to be one of the victims. She went back to the station to write the script, submitted the finished news piece, and once it passed review, the matter was concluded.

The subsequent issues that the victims needed to deal with were none of her concern.

Wen Yifan got the keys back and returned them to the former landlord. She bid a final farewell to the previous apartment. Since she wouldn’t run into Sang Yan, there was no need to bring up the matter of treating him to a meal through any communication tools.

Shortly, her only remaining problem to solve

Was to find a reliable and suitable new roommate.

Wang Linlin had completed her work handover and moved out completely before the start of the new week.

As if to maintain her image as a good roommate from start to finish, Wang Linlin emphasized once more before leaving that she would help find a new roommate, telling Wen Yifan not to worry at all.

Since co-renting was a long-term arrangement, Wen Yifan hadn’t considered living with someone Wang Linlin introduced.

Because the person Wang Linlin introduced would likely be someone Wen Yifan didn’t know. If conflicts arose later because of this, she would have to find a new place to live, which would be even more troublesome.

But since Wang Linlin was so enthusiastic, Wen Yifan could only politely agree.

Wen Yifan had already asked Zhong Siqiao for help and had been waiting for her news. She thought that if Zhong Siqiao couldn’t find anyone, she would have to post online to look for a roommate.

–

The following Friday.

Su Hao’an was about to go out when he received a call from Sang Yan.

His voice carried a hint of impatience as he said directly: “Help me rent a house.”

Su Hao’an: “?”

“Somewhere close to ‘overtime work’, I’ll only stay for a few months until my house is renovated, then I’ll move out.”

“Are you crazy? Do I look like a real estate agent? Can’t you just go back to your own home?”

“Fine, I’ll come stay at your place then,” Sang Yan said, “Hanging up.”

“…Wait, wait, wait.” Not expecting him to be so thick-skinned, Su Hao’an said through gritted teeth, “Pick a residential complex, I’ll ask my friend later.”

Silence.

After a few seconds, the other end replied: “Shangdu Huacheng then.”

The call ended, and Su Hao’an vaguely remembered what Wang Linlin had told him these past few days. Her tone was half-complaining, half-coquettish, asking him to help find a new roommate for her roommate, saying she really couldn’t find anyone.

Su Hao’an wanted to curse.

Did he look that much like a real estate agent despite being tall, rich, and handsome?

As Su Hao’an was pondering who to ask for help, he suddenly remembered where Wang Linlin used to live.

It seemed to be Shangdu Huacheng.

If Su Hao’an’s memory served him right.

Her roommate… seemed to be Wen Yifan.

Su Hao’an’s hand paused as he was about to make a call, raising an eyebrow.

–

In the time leading up to the New Year, the frequency of various events increased.

Wen Yifan was even busier than usual, sometimes not even having time to go home, treating the TV station as her second home. She was exhausted to the extreme, so tired she felt she could fall asleep standing up.

The endless overtime left her no energy to think about other matters. Sang Yan, whom she had frequently encountered before, had once again become that old classmate she hadn’t seen in a long time and had no contact with, due to not meeting again.

In her spare moments when she thought of him, Wen Yifan’s only thought was that they probably wouldn’t meet again.

Sunday night.

Wen Yifan finally finished her work and found a moment to return home for a breather. She used her key to open the door, and as soon as she entered the foyer, she saw a man’s back.

The man was tall and thin, seemingly having just entered as well, his shoes not yet removed. A suitcase stood beside him.

Wen Yifan’s mind suddenly went blank, even her breathing stopped.

She thought of the home invasion robbery case she had covered a few days ago, where the female victim had been stabbed twice for resisting and was still unconscious in the hospital…

Hearing movement, the man turned around.

Their eyes met.

Seeing his face, Wen Yifan’s imagined scenario immediately dissipated. She let out a sigh of relief, feeling her legs still a bit weak, all the fear that had suddenly risen being replaced by bewilderment: “Why are you here?”

Sang Yan frowned: “I was about to ask you the same thing.”

“I live here.” Wen Yifan’s mind was a bit confused, she just wanted to know, “How did you get in?”

As the words left her mouth, Wen Yifan noticed the key in his hand.

— It was Wang Linlin’s.

“…”

After a long moment.

The unbelievable thought that had formed in Wen Yifan’s mind was confirmed by his words.

“I just moved in here.”

“…”

Nan Hong – Chapter 14
For Wen Yifan, this situation was no different from a bolt from the blue. And it came without any warning.

Far from being consulted, Wen Yifan hadn’t even heard Wang Linlin mention finding a new roommate. This was a matter that concerned her the most, yet she had become an outsider in the decision.

By the time Wen Yifan learned about it, it was already a done deal.

She found it absurd.

Even with Wen Yifan’s usually calm demeanor, once she processed the situation, she felt quite angry. She stared at Sang Yan standing before her, resisting the urge to kick him out immediately.

After all, judging from Sang Yan’s reaction earlier, it was clear he was also unaware of the situation.

Wen Yifan wasn’t in the habit of misdirecting her anger at others. She took a moment to compose herself, then looked down to remove her shoes. Afterwards, she pointed to the sofa, as if welcoming a guest: “Please, have a seat for now. I’m not quite clear about this situation, so I need to make a phone call to inquire.”

Sang Yan remained standing where he was.

Without waiting for his response, Wen Yifan walked into her room.

It was nearly eleven o’clock by now.

Wen Yifan’s original plan was to quickly take a shower and go to bed after returning home. She hadn’t anticipated having to deal with this vexing situation. Without considering whether Wang Linlin might already be asleep, she dialed her number directly.

After about ten rings, the other end finally picked up.

Wang Linlin, true to form, had already entered her beauty sleep. Annoyed at being woken up, her tone was impatient: “Who is it?! Are you crazy?! I’m sleeping here!”

Wen Yifan: “Sister Lin, it’s Wen Yifan.”

Wang Linlin: “Whatever it is, tell me tomorrow. I’m dead tired.”

“I don’t want to disturb you either, I just have one question,” Wen Yifan’s tone was even, showing little emotion. “Did you give the key to someone else? There’s another person in the apartment now.”

“Huh?” Hearing this, Wang Linlin’s voice became more alert, “Who went there? It’s not my boyfriend, is it?! Don’t you dare secretly flirt with my boyfriend!”

“It’s not,” Wen Yifan said. “It’s Sang Yan.”

“Oh, I see.” Wang Linlin noticeably relaxed and explained, “Oh, right, I remember now. You know I’ve been trying to find someone to take over my place, right? I was quite worried about it, so I couldn’t help mentioning it to my boyfriend a few times.”

Wen Yifan listened patiently.

“He probably didn’t want to see me so upset, so he must have sorted it out for me privately,” Wang Linlin began to brag in a coquettish voice: “I didn’t even know about it myself. He must have wanted to surprise me.”

“…”

Wen Yifan had thought she would feel at least a little apologetic. She had thought too highly of her.

She truly, extremely, absolutely hated dealing with these matters.

To put it nicely, one might say she had a good temperament and a magnanimous personality, not bothering to quibble over such trivial matters with others. But in reality, she knew herself well enough to know that she simply felt that other people’s actions had nothing to do with her.

Whether others were good or bad, alive or dead today, it was all irrelevant to her.

She just needed to live her own life well.

If someone misunderstood her, treated her poorly, or spoke to her with sarcasm, as long as it didn’t cause her any substantial harm, what did it matter?

It didn’t affect her emotions.

After all, there were countless vexing things in this world. If one were to fret over every little thing, how could one live?

For years, Wen Yifan had approached everyone with this mindset.

As long as they didn’t do anything that affected her life, she wouldn’t argue with people, wouldn’t offend anyone, and wouldn’t choose to stand in opposition to others.

Wang Linlin was still talking on the other end: “That Sang Yan’s current house caught fire, so he needs a temporary place to stay. Come on, just live with him. It’s not like—”

Wen Yifan interrupted her: “What did you tell me before?”

“…”

Perhaps unaccustomed to hearing Wen Yifan speak to her in such an impolite tone, Wang Linlin was stunned for a few seconds before responding: “Why are you being so fierce? You scared me. It’s not like he’s some creepy guy. Sang Yan is tall and handsome, and his family is rich too. When you think about it, aren’t you getting a good deal?”

Wen Yifan repeated: “Just tell me, what did you say to me before?”

“Well, I don’t remember! Why are you blaming me? Really!” Wang Linlin, having just been woken up and now irritated by Wen Yifan’s accusatory tone, began to lose her temper as well. “Oh, I get it. You don’t need to overthink it, worrying that he might still like you.”

Wang Linlin: “I heard from my boyfriend that Sang Yan never had a girlfriend during his four years in university. He was never seen getting close to any girl either. He just hung out with another campus heartthrob from his dorm all the time. Everyone at their school assumed they were a couple.”

Wen Yifan laughed bitterly, curious to hear what other nonsense she might come up with.

“He hasn’t dated anyone until now! There must be something seriously wrong with him. Maybe he’s gradually come to terms with his sexual orientation over these years,” Wang Linlin said. “Come to think of it, my boyfriend might be in a bit of danger.”

Wen Yifan knew Wang Linlin was unreliable.

But she never imagined she could be this unreliable.

Wen Yifan closed her eyes briefly, not wanting to say another word to her.

Wang Linlin had lost patience with the conversation: “Don’t worry, he’s gay. And even if we don’t consider that, there’s nothing wrong with living with someone of the opposite sex. One of my exes was someone I met while sharing an apartment.”

After she finished speaking, Wen Yifan finally responded: “From what you’re saying, you and Su Hao’an must be very close.” Wen Yifan’s speech was slow as if wrapping gentle needles in softness: “Then the person who’s been picking you up in a Ferrari lately must be his friend.”

Wang Linlin suddenly fell silent: “What do you mean?”

“Oh, right, since you think living with Sang Yan is so great, why don’t you come back and live with him?”

“…”

“After all, one more wouldn’t hurt. Juggling two or three relationships at once,” Wen Yifan smiled, “Isn’t that just a walk in the park for you?”

–

At the same time, in the living room.

Sang Yan had dialed Su Hao’an’s number, barely containing his anger: “Are you out of your mind?”

“Whoa.” Su Hao’an’s end was quite noisy, sounding like he was in a bar. “Bro, take it easy, okay? Peace, alright? What’s with you, why are you cursing as soon as you start talking?”

Sang Yan laughed coldly: “Don’t tell me you didn’t know someone else was living in this apartment.”

Realizing what this was about, Su Hao’an immediately relaxed, speaking as if it was perfectly natural: “Why would you live in such a big apartment all by yourself? Finding a roommate could save you some rent money for renovating your house.”

Sang Yan: “Do I look like I need to share an apartment with someone?”

“You might not need to, but isn’t this person our Goddess Wen?” Su Hao’an chuckled, “Alright, alright, I understand. You don’t need to thank me. We’ve been brothers for how many years now?”

“I’m not going to waste my breath on you,” Sang Yan couldn’t reason with him, “I’m coming to your place now.”

“Get lost, I’ve got plans tonight. Don’t come and bother me.”

“I’m a grown man,” Sang Yan said, “Do you think it’s appropriate for me to live with a girl?”

“Come on, you can say that with a straight face? What about when you told me about ‘Shangdu Huacheng’? Why didn’t you think about what you’re saying now?” Su Hao’an said, “Don’t think I don’t know what happened to your face that got beaten up like a dog. Alright, stop pretending in front of me. We both know what’s going on…”

“…”

“Besides, our Goddess Wen is so beautiful. Don’t you think something like this could happen a second time?” Su Hao’an said, “Sang, my man, go be her knight. Who knows, maybe one day she’ll have a change of heart and fall for you—”

Before he could finish, Sang Yan heard the sound of a door opening from inside the apartment.

His stomach churned with anger, and he immediately hung up the phone.

The next moment.

Wen Yifan appeared before him. She looked at him and said gently and calmly: “Can we talk?”

…

The two sat at opposite ends of the sofa, silent.

Wen Yifan spoke first: “This situation seems to be a misunderstanding. It’s very late now, so how about this: I’ll help you book a hotel nearby.”

Sang Yan leaned back against the chair, looking at her lazily.

Wen Yifan thought for a moment and added: “You can find a suitable apartment later. How does that sound?”

Hearing her arrange his future so neatly, Sang Yan said with a half-smile: “You’ve certainly got everything planned out.”

“You haven’t moved in yet, so there’s no need to waste time settling in. Since neither of us knew about this beforehand, we don’t need to compound this mistake,” Wen Yifan explained. “Besides, you probably aren’t used to living with a roommate.”

Mistake.

Sang Yan latched onto those two words.

As she spoke, her brows were furrowed, and her lips were pressed into a straight line. It was a stark contrast to her usual demeanor of remaining unperturbed by any situation.

As if she had encountered something that deeply troubled her and was extremely difficult to accept.

Yet she didn’t dare express it directly.

Afraid of offending him, and also afraid of him latching onto her.

So she carefully spoke words that he might find acceptable.

Sang Yan looked up, repeating with an inscrutable tone: “And how do you know what I’m used to?”

Wen Yifan patiently said: “Living with a roommate requires time to adjust, and people usually choose to share an apartment due to financial constraints. Your economic situation doesn’t require you to compromise by living with someone else.”

“My house burned down,” Sang Yan paused, “All my money went into renovations.”

Wen Yifan reminded him: “You own a bar.”

Sang Yan replied in an irritating tone: “It doesn’t make much money.”

“…” Wen Yifan sighed inwardly and said diplomatically, “Besides, being a journalist isn’t a nine-to-five job. My schedule is very irregular, I often work overtime and come and go at odd hours. It’s very likely to disturb your rest.”

“Oh,” Sang Yan deliberately made things difficult for her, “Then just try to be quieter when you come back.”

“…”

Since he seemed determined to misunderstand no matter what she said, Wen Yifan decided to be more direct: “We’re of opposite sexes. There will be many inconveniences. You probably don’t want to have to think twice about everything you do at home, right?”

“Why would I need to think twice?” Sang Yan stared at her intently, suddenly smiling, “Wen Yifan, your attitude is quite interesting.”

Wen Yifan: “What do you mean?”

Sang Yan’s voice was cold, speaking slowly: “Do you think I’m still hung up on you, that I’ll cling to you like before?”

“…” Wen Yifan nearly choked, “That’s not what I meant.”

“I didn’t expect that in your heart, I was such a devoted person.”

“I’m just reasonably explaining our current situation. You don’t need to misinterpret my words.”

“I’ve already brought my luggage up, and I’m too lazy to move again. I’ll stay for three months at most, and I’ll move out once my house is renovated,” Sang Yan curled his lip, “I hope that while I’m living here, you won’t try to get close to me in any way.”

Wen Yifan couldn’t help but say: “You only have one suitcase.”

“I’d like to ask, why are you so concerned about this?” Sang Yan tilted his head slightly, looking at her cockily, “What’s the matter? Did I get it wrong?”

“What?”

Sang Yan looked her up and down, then casually dropped a sentence.

“Is it you who can’t get over me?”
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Seeing his expression, Wen Yifan suddenly realized that the atmosphere had imperceptibly become tense.

However, Wen Yifan had no intention of arguing with him, nor did she know what she had said to upset him. She had no particular feelings towards Sang Yan himself; her anger was directed solely at Wang Linlin.

“It’s nothing, you don’t need to worry,” Wen Yifan paused, then said calmly, “I wouldn’t dare set my sights on you.”

“…”

“I’m not bothered, I just wanted to clarify the situation with you,” Wen Yifan said. “I don’t know what I said that made you unhappy. But this situation did come up suddenly, and I’m still trying to process it.”

“Besides, I think we’re both not in the best mood right now, and it’s getting late,” Wen Yifan thought for a moment, then suggested, “How about this: you stay here tonight. Let’s both think it over, and we can talk again after I get off work tomorrow.”

Sang Yan continued to look at her without saying a word.

Wen Yifan: “Sharing an apartment isn’t a small matter, and we can’t decide on it right away. After all, if you think it’s suitable today but then find it unacceptable tomorrow and want to move out, it would be quite troublesome for me too.”

Another moment of silence followed.

Wen Yifan wanted to go to sleep; at this point, she didn’t want to deal with anything else. Every second she sat there felt like a waste of her sleeping time. She was growing impatient: “Well, why don’t you think about it some more, and I’ll go—”

I’ll go to sleep first.

“Alright,” Sang Yan suddenly spoke, interrupting her, his voice devoid of emotion, “What time do you get off work tomorrow?”

“It’s not certain,” Wen Yifan paused, “I’ll try to be back by 8 PM.”

Sang Yan looked up and gave a light “Mm” in response.

As soon as he finished speaking, Wen Yifan immediately felt a sense of reprieve. She stood up and pointed towards the interior: “You can sleep in the master bedroom tonight. But there’s nothing in there, so you’ll have to make the bed yourself.”

As she spoke, she looked at Sang Yan’s suitcase: “You did bring sheets and blankets, right?”

Sang Yan didn’t respond.

Wen Yifan didn’t ask again: “Well, I’m going to wash up and go to sleep. You should turn in early too.”

Afterward, Wen Yifan returned to her room, grabbed her change of clothes, and went into the bathroom. She was so tired that her eyes were starting to hurt, the pain spreading to her head, which felt like it was about to explode. But she still couldn’t rush through her shower.

When Wen Yifan came out, Sang Yan was nowhere to be seen in the living room.

His suitcase was still in its original position.

The master bedroom door was closed as usual, and she couldn’t hear any sounds, so she didn’t know if he had gone in.

Wen Yifan hesitated for a moment but decided not to call out to him.

Before going to sleep, Wen Yifan checked her phone.

Wang Linlin had sent her a few WeChat messages not long ago.

Wang Linlin: [Xiao Fan, I’m sorry. I was sleeping earlier, so my tone might have been off. I know I didn’t handle this situation well, and I’ve already asked my boyfriend about it. He said he didn’t think much of it, but we know it wasn’t appropriate to just give out the key. We’re truly sorry for scaring you.]

Wang Linlin: [He said he’ll explain everything clearly to Sang Yan, and asked me to apologize to you on his behalf as well.]

Wang Linlin: [Don’t be angry anymore… Oh, and that Ferrari belongs to my cousin, don’t misunderstand. [Kiss] You have to keep this a secret for me, don’t tell my boyfriend. He doesn’t like me hanging out with my cousin.]

Wen Yifan didn’t reply and instead reflected on the day’s events.

She wasn’t sure if her outburst at Wang Linlin earlier had been too much, but at that moment, she had been unable to control her emotions due to fear.

What if the person who came today wasn’t Sang Yan?

If Wang Linlin had given the key to another man, someone like her previous neighbor, would she still be able to lie in bed so peacefully and sleep?

Wen Yifan sighed.

Regardless, Wen Yifan no longer wanted to have any association with Wang Linlin.

Wen Yifan began to consider the idea of sharing an apartment with Sang Yan.

Now that she had calmed down, she reconsidered the situation.

She suddenly felt that it might not be so hard to accept. Her requirements for a roommate weren’t high; a compatible person of the same gender would be the ideal choice, but a person of the opposite gender with good character wouldn’t be a problem either.

Although Sang Yan could be a bit sharp-tongued and annoying, Wen Yifan still had faith in his character.

Moreover, he wasn’t planning to stay long-term, just for three months, which would give her a buffer period to find a suitable new roommate who could live with her long-term.

However, Wen Yifan thought that after a night’s reflection, given Sang Yan’s attitude towards her earlier, he probably wouldn’t want to live in close quarters with her.

–

The next morning, Wen Yifan was awakened by a phone call.

Without checking the caller ID, she answered groggily. To her surprise, she heard her mother Zhao Yuandong’s cheerful voice: “Ajiang.”

Wen Yifan’s eyelids fluttered, and she responded with a soft “Mm.”

Zhao Yuandong was calling her by her nickname.

Wen Yifan was born on the day of Frost’s Descent, and since her name hadn’t been decided yet, her father had temporarily called her “Little Frost’s Descent.” Later, even after her name was chosen, they had gotten used to it and kept it as her nickname.

As she grew older, the nickname gradually evolved into just “Ajiang.”

But now, apart from her family members, hardly anyone else called her by this nickname.

Zhao Yuandong: “Were you sleeping? Should Mom call you back later?”

Wen Yifan: “It’s fine, I’m awake.”

“Is it cold in Yihe? Remember to wear more clothes. I saw the weather forecast; it’s minus ten to twenty degrees there, which sounds terrifying,” Zhao Yuandong said with concern, “Don’t catch a cold.”

“Okay.”

Zhao Yuandong sighed: “You haven’t called Mom in so long.”

“Ah,” Wen Yifan blurted out, “I’ve been too busy lately.”

“I know you’re busy, so I didn’t dare call and disturb you. But the New Year is coming up soon,” Zhao Yuandong said, “I wanted to ask if you’re coming back this year?”

“…” Wen Yifan, as if not understanding, asked, “Coming back where?”

The other end suddenly fell silent. After a few seconds, her voice became unnatural: “What do you mean ‘where’? Back to Mom’s place, of course. Mom hasn’t seen you in years, and your Uncle Zheng wants to see you too.”

Wen Yifan opened her eyes and said docilely: “I thought you wanted me to go to First Uncle’s place.”

Hearing this, Zhao Yuandong laughed softly: “I’m not insisting you come to my place, you can go to your First Uncle’s if you want.”

“I’d prefer to go to your place,” Wen Yifan opened her eyes, her tone gentle and without any hint of aggression, “But have you mentioned it to Zheng Kejia? Is she willing to let me stay at your place during Spring Festival?”

—Silence fell again.

It was as if this sudden question was just casual small talk. As if she hadn’t expected her to agree.

Wen Yifan’s lips curved into a smile, and she quickly said: “I’m just kidding, I’m not going anywhere.”

Before Zhao Yuandong could respond, their conversation was interrupted by a clear, lively female voice: “Mom, come here quickly! How do I pick these tangerines?”

It was as if the awkwardness had been broken, yet also intensified.

Just from the tone, Wen Yifan could guess it was Zheng Kejia: “Hey! Why are you on the phone? I won’t accompany you to buy things anymore if you’re like this!”

“Okay, okay! Coming right away!” Zhao Yuandong responded, then said in a low voice, “Ajiang, Mom will call you back later, okay?”

Before she could say anything, Zhao Yuandong had already hung up the phone.

In a hurry.

As if afraid of offending that little princess.

Wen Yifan tossed her phone aside and turned over, trying to struggle back to sleep for a while longer.

She wasn’t emotionally affected by this phone call, but she couldn’t fall back asleep either.

Wen Yifan was typically the type of person who found it hard to fall back asleep once woken up, even though she was still extremely tired. She picked up her phone again to check the time, then decided to get up.

Just as she was about to enter the bathroom to wash up, she suddenly noticed the suitcase in the living room.

It hadn’t moved all night.

Wen Yifan suddenly remembered last night’s events and felt puzzled.

Didn’t Sang Yan need to take out clothes and shower?

Wen Yifan didn’t think much of it, quickly washed up, returned to her room to change clothes, and was about to head out. As she was putting on her shoes in the entryway, she glanced around and suddenly realized that Sang Yan’s shoes were gone.

If it weren’t for Sang Yan’s suitcase still being there, Wen Yifan would have assumed he had decided not to share the apartment and had left.

Wen Yifan hesitated for a while before finally deciding to go and knock on the master bedroom door. After waiting for a while with no response, she knocked three more times and then said, “I’m coming in, okay?”

She waited a bit longer.

Wen Yifan turned the doorknob and carefully pushed the door open.

The room was empty, with only a mattress on the bed and no signs of anyone having slept there. It looked no different from the day Wang Linlin left, except for a thin layer of dust on the table due to lack of occupancy.

–

Wen Yifan left the house.

On her way to work, sitting on the subway.

Although Wen Yifan felt that her actions regarding this matter were not problematic, the fact that Sang Yan chose not to stay last night still gave her a feeling that she had been very inconsiderate.

It was as if her suggestion for him to stay the night was just an illusion, or perhaps her attitude in making the offer had been so terrible that it was completely unacceptable to his pride.

She felt like she had become the villain.

After much consideration, Wen Yifan still sent him a WeChat message.

[Where did you sleep last night?]

Even after sending this message, Sang Yan hadn’t replied by the time Wen Yifan arrived at her workplace.

Afterward, she didn’t have time to think about this matter, being busy until 2 PM when she finally had a chance to catch her breath during lunch. When Wen Yifan checked her phone again, Sang Yan still hadn’t replied with a single word.

Given his attitude, Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if their planned talk for tonight could still happen.

Wen Yifan could only send another message: [Where are we meeting to talk today?]

Wen Yifan: [At the apartment, or should we meet somewhere else?]

This time, Sang Yan replied more quickly.

Before Wen Yifan finished her lunch, he responded: [8 PM, your place.]

Wen Yifan: “…”

Why does this sound so ambiguous?

Staring at this message, Wen Yifan felt that any response would be awkward. But not replying also seemed inappropriate. In the end, she simply bit the bullet and, feigning nonchalance, sent an “ok” emoji.

…

Just before leaving work, Qian Weihua suddenly gave Wen Yifan a lead, asking her to write a news article as soon as possible. She spent some time on this, and by the time she left the office, it was already close to 8 PM.

Worried that Sang Yan might be impatient waiting, Wen Yifan informed him in advance.

When she reached her front door, it was just past 8:30 PM.

Wen Yifan opened the door and walked in.

The inside was pitch black; Sang Yan hadn’t arrived yet.

After placing her keys on the shoe cabinet, Wen Yifan lowered her eyes and suddenly noticed that Wang Linlin’s key was also there. She paused, picked it up, and stared at it.

She hadn’t expected Sang Yan to leave even the key behind.

Wen Yifan didn’t think too much about it and sat down by the tea table to boil some water.

The living room was quite quiet, so Wen Yifan decided to turn on the TV.

Just as the water came to a boil, the doorbell rang. She got up to answer it.

Sang Yan stood outside with his hands in his pockets, wearing a new-looking dark-colored windbreaker. There were dark circles around his eyes as if he hadn’t slept well, and he looked somewhat tired.

Wen Yifan greeted him and then made way for him to enter: “Have a seat first.”

Sang Yan didn’t respond and walked in on his own.

They sat back in the same positions as yesterday.

Wen Yifan poured him a cup of warm water and, before getting to the main topic, made some small talk: “Where did you sleep last night? It looks like you didn’t sleep in the master bedroom.”

Sang Yan took the water but didn’t drink it: “Hotel.”

Wen Yifan was a bit surprised: “Didn’t you say you were too lazy to go?”

Sang Yan replied coldly: “I’m not in the habit of sleeping in other people’s homes.”

“…”

His words seemed to imply that since he hadn’t decided whether to move in last night, the apartment could only be considered Wen Yifan’s home. If he had stayed then, it would have been equivalent to admitting he was a pitiful, homeless person accepting her charity.

“As long as you slept well,” Wen Yifan took a sip of water and said softly, “Shall we start our discussion? Did you understand all the points I mentioned yesterday?”

“Mm.”

Wen Yifan asked, “Have you thought it through?”

Sang Yan glanced at her and asked in return, “Have you thought it through?”

Wen Yifan: “Yes, I don’t have very high requirements for roommates. As long as they’re of good character and we don’t interfere with each other, it’s fine. Besides, you’re only staying for three months, right? It’s not that long.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “You’re so trusting of me?”

Wen Yifan was taken aback: “There’s nothing to be worried about.”

Sang Yan smiled and said slowly, “But I’m not so sure about you.”

“…”

Then don’t stay.

Speechless at his self-absorbed behavior, Wen Yifan held back and said, “I barely communicate with roommates when I’m home. It was the same when I lived with Wang Linlin. If you’re still worried, you can just lock your door when you’re in your room.”

She wouldn’t care even if he put eight thousand locks on it.

Sang Yan’s eyebrows lifted slightly, but he didn’t comment on her words.

Wen Yifan asked again, “If you can accept all this, then let’s discuss the details of our co-living arrangement.”

Sang Yan: “What’s there to discuss?”

“First, the rent and deposit,” Wen Yifan was very businesslike. “When Wang Linlin moved out, she passed the landlord’s WeChat contact to me. The contract was signed under Wang Linlin’s name alone, with six months left.”

Wen Yifan: “The rent is paid monthly, five thousand per month. The deposit is one month’s rent, which I’m currently covering. Since you’re moving in now, shall we split this cost?”

Sang Yan said lazily, “Fine.”

“Then let me be clear,” Wen Yifan bent down, took out a notebook from under the coffee table, and started writing numbers on it. “I’m currently in the secondary bedroom, and you’ll be taking the master bedroom where Wang Linlin used to live, which comes with an en-suite bathroom. So your rent will be a bit higher, three thousand per month.”

At this point, Wen Yifan paused and looked up: “Is this acceptable to you?”

Sang Yan rested his face on one hand, his gaze on her, listening casually.

“Mm.”

The separate space, because of their conversation, brought them closer.

“The water and electricity bills are paid through a passbook. I recently checked the transaction record,” Wen Yifan tucked her hair behind her ear and looked at the passbook. “There’s still over eight hundred in it.”

After calculating, Wen Yifan said, “So, you can just transfer me five thousand nine hundred for now.”

As she said this, Wen Yifan looked up at him.

Sang Yan withdrew his gaze: “Alright.”

“Also, since we’re living together, it’s impossible to separate everything. For daily consumables and such, shall we split the costs? I’ll make a detailed list for you tomorrow. But if you prefer, we can use our things separately.”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered with these trivial matters: “Just give me the total after you’ve calculated everything.”

“That’s about it regarding the financial aspects,” Wen Yifan said. “I’ve never lived with someone of the opposite sex, so I don’t have much experience. Even though you’re only staying for three months, we should still discuss our respective requirements in advance, okay?”

Sang Yan cooperated: “Go ahead.”

“I’m a light sleeper. So the first rule is, I hope you won’t make any loud noises during normal resting hours, that is, from 10 PM to 9 AM the next morning. I won’t interfere at other times.”

He spoke as if he could only utter one word at a time: “Fine.”

Considering the difference between men and women, Wen Yifan added, “Second, pay attention to hygiene. Clean up after yourself if you make a mess, and dress appropriately in common areas.”

Hearing the word “appropriately,” Sang Yan snorted lightly: “You wish.”

“…”

“Last rule,” Wen Yifan didn’t waste time arguing with him. “Before bringing friends over, whether of the same or opposite sex, ask for the other person’s opinion first.”

Mentioning this, Wen Yifan suddenly thought of something: “Do you have a girlfriend?”

Sang Yan looked up: “Hm?”

“If you do,” Wen Yifan reminded him, “you should inform her about this situation in advance. If she minds—”

“Don’t worry, I don’t,” Sang Yan curled his lip, his tone not entirely serious. “But don’t get too excited too soon.”

Wen Yifan: “?”

Sang Yan: “For now, I’m not interested in dating.”

“…”

“Alright, if you find someone during our time as roommates, we can discuss it then,” Wen Yifan added. “I’ll let you know if I find someone too.”

Sang Yan’s lips tightened.

Wen Yifan couldn’t think of any other requirements: “That’s all I have for now. Do you have any requirements?”

“Can’t think of any,” Sang Yan said perfunctorily. “I’ll let you know if I do.”

Wen Yifan nodded: “Then I—”

Sang Yan: “Which room am I sleeping in?”

“The master bedroom is at the very end. Wang Linlin cleaned it before she left,” After talking for so long, Wen Yifan finally realized the most crucial point. “You can go take a look to see if it meets your requirements. If not, we can still book a hotel now.”

“…”

Sang Yan made a sound of acknowledgment and got up to walk inside.

Wen Yifan breathed a sigh of relief, feeling like she had solved a major problem. She went back to her room and started rummaging through her wardrobe for a change of clothes. Just as she was about to go out, she hesitated and covered her undergarments with other clothes.

At that moment, there was a sudden knock on the door.

Wen Yifan had to put the clothes back and went to open the door: “What’s wrong? Is it not suitable?”

“Mm.” Sang Yan leaned against the doorframe, jerking his chin towards the master bedroom. “You move over there.”

Wen Yifan didn’t quite understand: “You want to stay in this room?”

Sang Yan made another sound of agreement.

Wen Yifan didn’t have anything to hide in her room, so she simply stepped aside, giving him enough space to look inside: “Does the master bedroom not meet your requirements? But the conditions of the secondary bedroom are not as good as the master bedroom.”

Sang Yan casually scanned the room and nodded.

He repeated: “You move over there.”

“…”

Wen Yifan gradually came to an uncertain conclusion.

Did he think three thousand yuan was too expensive?

Wen Yifan stood still, subtly stating: “The rent for the two rooms is different.”

Although she felt awkward saying this, due to her financial situation, she had to mention: “It’s like this, I’m still in my probation period, living on subsidies. Two thousand yuan is already my limit.”

Sang Yan’s lips twitched: “I’m not asking you to pay more.”

“It’s not about whether you want me to pay more or not,” Wen Yifan said. “Whoever pays more gets the better room. This is an unspoken and fair arrangement.”

“Which room is better is for me to decide,” Sang Yan said lazily, turning around. “Not for the house to decide, understand?”

“…”

“And can you be a bit reasonable?” Sang Yan said slowly. “Since I’m paying more, shouldn’t I get to choose which room I want first?”

“Alright.” Wen Yifan couldn’t understand what he was thinking and couldn’t help but ask, “Why don’t you want that room?”

“Hm? No particular reason,” Sang Yan said calmly. “Just wanted to give you something to do.”

“…”

After a few seconds, Sang Yan added, “That room smells too bad.”

It wasn’t clear if he was making this up or telling the truth.

…

Wen Yifan didn’t have many belongings, and since the two rooms were only about two meters apart, it only took a few trips back and forth to move everything. During this time, Sang Yan sat in the chair like a lord, showing no intention of helping.

As she picked up the last item, Wen Yifan suggested, “Since we’re doing this, shall we use the two bathrooms in the house separately? I’ll go get my things out in a moment.”

Perhaps feeling that they had finished communicating about this matter, Sang Yan only lifted his eyes slightly, not bothering to respond to her.

Wen Yifan took his silence as agreement and walked out. She went to the public bathroom to get her toiletries and returned to the room.

Too busy moving things earlier, Wen Yifan only now noticed that there was indeed a smell in the room. But it wasn’t unpleasant. It was the scent of Wang Linlin’s flameless aromatherapy.

Looks like this young master can’t stand this fragrance.

Wen Yifan wanted to tell him that the smell would dissipate in a few days if they just aired out the room.

But seeing the mess of things on the floor.

Thinking about having to move again, she remained silent for a moment, then decided against it.

After showering, as Wen Yifan came out of the bathroom, a fleeting thought crossed her mind — having a bathroom in the room was quite nice, she wouldn’t have to hide her underwear when going to shower anymore.

Looking at the messy room, Wen Yifan felt a bit of a headache. After drying her hair, she began to make the bed.

Just as she finished putting on the bed sheet, Wen Yifan heard her phone chime.

She reached for the phone on the bedside table, lit up the screen, and saw it was an Alipay transfer notification.

— Sang Yan has transferred 13,000 yuan to you.

Seeing this amount, Wen Yifan was stunned.

She quickly realized that Sang Yan probably found it troublesome and directly gave her three months’ rent plus the deposit and utilities. But calculating this way, if he wanted to round it up, 12,000 would have been enough.

What was the extra thousand for?

Thinking of this, Wen Yifan recalled the “daily consumables” she mentioned later.

She hadn’t bought anything recently, except for when the old washing machine in the house broke down. At that time, Wen Yifan had discussed it with Wang Linlin and they jointly bought a new washing machine.

Wang Linlin had only used it a few times before leaving, and when Wen Yifan returned her deposit, she simply gave her this money back as well.

Not wanting to take advantage of Sang Yan, Wen Yifan took screenshots of the list while calculating the account with her phone calculator.

After finishing the calculations, she transferred the excess money back to him based on the numbers above.

As she sent it, she suddenly felt something was off and picked up her phone again.

…

On the other side.

Hearing his phone ring on the bed, Sang Yan tossed the towel aside and bent down to pick it up.

— Wen Yifan has transferred 520 yuan to you.
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At this moment, in the master bedroom.

Wen Yifan stared at the numbers on her phone, falling into silence. She thought that if the order were reversed to “250,” it would be much better than the current situation. But she wasn’t nervous and calmly typed: [This is the extra money you gave me. I’m transferring it back to you.]

—Send failed.

They weren’t friends on Alipay.

The interface immediately popped up with “Become friends to chat, send verification to add as a friend.”

At the same time, Sang Yan sent her a WeChat message.

[?]

“…”

It was indeed a question mark.

Wen Yifan could guess his reaction just by seeing that “520.”

It was spot on.

Before Wen Yifan could reply, Sang Yan sent another message: [Do you need something?]

This number was indeed thought-provoking, but it wasn’t something Wen Yifan had made up out of thin air. She sat up, deciding to explain it to him properly: [That’s the price difference I’m refunding you.]

Wen Yifan listed the prices one by one: [Rent is 9,000, deposit is 2,500, utilities are 400.]

Then, she sent over the receipt for the washing machine: [The washing machine cost 1,190.]

Wen Yifan: [I’m not good at keeping accounts, so you don’t need to give me extra money first. We can bring it up later when we need to buy something.]

After a while.

Sang Yan sent a voice message: “Calculate it yourself again.”

His tone was flat, sounding even colder through the speaker. But towards the end, his voice unconsciously curled up, rising, with an inherently provocative meaning.

It made one want to reach through the screen and fight him.

“…”

But at this moment, Wen Yifan felt a bit confused.

What did he mean by that?

Was he saying she had miscalculated?

Looking at the string of numbers she had sent out, Wen Yifan wasn’t so sure anymore.

It shouldn’t.

Be that.

Bad.

She didn’t reply immediately, instead opening the calculator to recalculate.

The result was “505.”

“…”

This was like a bolt from the blue for Wen Yifan.

Unwilling to face the truth, at this moment, she felt that only the correct number could prove her innocence. She cleared the calculator and recalculated once more, unwilling to give up.

Still, there was no change.

Wen Yifan froze in place, her mind racing, thinking about how to explain next.

Soon, as if unsurprised, Sang Yan sent another voice message.

He laughed faintly as if giving her a way out, but his tone seemed to be covering up for her: “Alright. I understand, you miscalculated, right?”

“…”

Wen Yifan had never met someone like Sang Yan before.

She figured it out though. Dealing with someone like him, she could only pretend not to understand his meaning and forcefully steer the situation back to normal.

Wen Yifan: [Yes, thank you for the reminder.]

There was no reply from the other end.

About ten minutes later.

Wen Yifan sent another message: [The extra fifteen yuan I gave you…]

Wen Yifan: [You can just transfer it to my WeChat.]

“…”

–

After putting things away and seeing the dust on the floor, Wen Yifan opened the door. She noticed that the living room light was already off, with only the hallway light still on. She went out to the balcony to get the cleaning tools.

Wen Yifan finished cleaning, washed the mop clean, and carried it back to the balcony.

Just as she was about to return to her room, passing by Sang Yan’s door.

He suddenly opened the door.

Wen Yifan’s footsteps paused, and her gaze met his.

Sang Yan’s hair was half-wet, black strands casually falling across his forehead. He was wearing only casual loungewear, looking more approachable than usual. He glanced at her but didn’t speak at first.

Wen Yifan also remained silent, withdrawing her gaze and walking back to her room.

She locked the door behind her.

It was just past eleven o’clock, and Wen Yifan couldn’t fall asleep yet. She moved her computer to the desk and wrote for a while before starting to feel sleepy. But having changed rooms, she felt unfamiliar and couldn’t fall asleep right away.

Sang Yan next door was also quiet.

Wen Yifan belatedly had a strange feeling.

When they first met, she thought they wouldn’t have much interaction.

It should have been the kind of relationship where they’d lose contact after graduation, not even nodding to each other when they met.

Because their personalities were poles apart, and neither of them liked to initiate conversations. So from the beginning of the semester when they were late and became desk mates, Wen Yifan and Sang Yan hadn’t had any other conversations for a while.

Moreover, this deskmate arrangement didn’t last long.

Later, it was because of private rumors among classmates.

That they had another intersection.

The source of the rumors was extremely simple.

It was just because they were both late on the first day of school, and they were both extremely good-looking.

So they were forced to become a couple in others’ eyes.

These rumors even had several versions.

Some said they were middle school classmates, had been together for several years, and were a couple of academic stars who had agreed to attend First High School together;

Others refuted that they actually didn’t know each other before this, but because of the camaraderie of being late together, other feelings developed, and now they were in a secret relationship;

There were even claims that they had actually fallen in love at first sight on their way to school, and to not miss this heaven-sent opportunity, they specifically found a place to express their feelings to each other, and only after confirming their relationship did they come to register hand in hand.

Wen Yifan didn’t know about these rumors at first.

The class was arranged according to high school entrance exam scores, so she wasn’t in the same class as Zhong Siqiao and Xiang Lang. These words were only discussed privately in Class 17. Wen Yifan didn’t have particularly close relationships with anyone in the class, so no one mentioned the gossip to her, the person involved.

It was because of Su Hao’an that Wen Yifan began to know about these rumors.

Because Su Hao’an persisted in mentioning it to Sang Yan every day.

She remembered it was during a long break when they were coming back from doing radio calisthenics on the playground.

Wen Yifan was queuing at the school water dispenser in the corridor when she suddenly heard Su Hao’an’s voice from the front.

Su Hao’an had good relationships in the class, was talkative and friendly, and in just these few days since the start of school, he had already made good connections with most of the class. At this moment, he was laughing raucously, talking while punching the chest of the person behind him.

“There’s new information today, celebrity, do you want to hear it?”

Wen Yifan instinctively looked up.

She saw that the person standing in front of her was Sang Yan, his tall and thin back, his words carrying an obvious tone of impatience.

“That’s enough from you.”

“What? Don’t pretend with me here.” Su Hao’an said, “This dance student is so pretty, you must be secretly happy to be rumored with her like this. When she sat behind me the first day, I didn’t even dare to talk to her.”

Sang Yan: “What’s wrong with you?”

Su Hao’an: “Just tell me! Haven’t you secretly—”

Before he could finish, Su Hao’an’s eyes glanced over and suddenly noticed Wen Yifan behind Sang Yan. He immediately fell silent, and after a long while, he raised his hand and stammered a greeting to Wen Yifan: “Hi…”

Sang Yan looked back accordingly.

As if she hadn’t heard anything, Wen Yifan just smiled and nodded, then lowered her head to look at her vocabulary book.

After a few seconds.

Sang Yan took the initiative to call her: “Junior.”

Wen Yifan looked up again.

“You heard it, didn’t you?” Sang Yan’s lips curled slightly, his tone teasing, “Or do you just want to pretend you didn’t hear?”

Wen Yifan answered honestly: “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Sang Yan lowered his eyes, his tone sarcastic: “They’re saying I’m dating you.”

“…” Wen Yifan was stunned, “You and me?”

“Mm.”

“I didn’t know, no one told me about it.” Wen Yifan didn’t care about these things, “You don’t need to worry too much, they probably won’t talk about it for long.”

After all, they rarely interacted.

There had to be some clues for rumors to keep spreading. Without any, it would naturally die down.

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, casually saying: “That’s for the best.”

At that time, they were just very ordinary classmates.

Unfamiliar with each other, barely able to say a few words.

So now, the reason Wen Yifan could be sure that Sang Yan didn’t like her, besides not being so presumptuous, was also because the emotions Sang Yan showed were similar to when they first met.

But in reality, his attitude towards people he liked and disliked.

Was worlds apart.

Sang Yan was extremely proud and equally passionate at his core.

When he liked someone.

Even if it was one-sided, he didn’t mind letting the whole world know.

–

The next day.

Wen Yifan slept until almost ten o’clock before getting up.

After getting herself ready, Wen Yifan pulled the coat from the coat rack and left the room. As soon as she entered the living room, she saw Sang Yan lying on the sofa playing with his phone.

Hearing the movement, he lazily lifted his eyelids, not bothering with her.

Wen Yifan initially wanted to politely greet him, but then remembered his previous words about “not trying to get close,” so she decided against it.

She took a packet of instant coffee from the TV cabinet, boiled some water, and then sat down on the sofa. Wen Yifan opened a package of small biscuits, tore open the instant coffee, and poured it into a cup.

During this interval, Wen Yifan lowered her head to light up her phone.

She found that Zhong Siqiao had sent her several messages.

Zhong Siqiao: [Sis! Ter! Dear!]

Zhong Siqiao: [I’ve! Found! A roommate for you!]

Wen Yifan blinked, replying: [I forgot to tell you.]

Wen Yifan: [I’ve already found a roommate.]

Just as she was about to explain more clearly, the water boiled. Wen Yifan had to put down her phone and pick up the kettle to pour water into the cup. Just as she put the kettle down, Zhong Siqiao called.

Wen Yifan answered, stirring her coffee.

Zhong Siqiao: “You’ve found a roommate? Who is it?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan instinctively glanced in Sang Yan’s direction, deciding to skip over the latter question and tell her later: “Yes, I just found one. But I won’t be staying long, I’ll move out in three months.”

Wen Yifan: “I forgot to tell you, can you apologize to your friend for me?”

“What do you mean my friend? Alright, I can’t hold it in anymore.” Zhong Siqiao suddenly burst out laughing, then seemed to be talking to someone beside her, “Okay, Xiang Lang, stop just listening without saying anything, aren’t you uncomfortable?”

Wen Yifan was surprised: “Is Xiang Lang with you?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan finally showed some reaction, turning his head slightly.

The next second, a bright male voice came from the other end of the phone, filled with laughter.

“Yes, it’s me.”

“When did you come back?” Wen Yifan smiled, “How come there was no warning, I didn’t hear Qiao Qiao mention it.”

“How did I not mention it,” Zhong Siqiao exclaimed, immediately explaining, “Didn’t I tell you before that this guy was coming back next month? You just forgot.”

Come to think of it, Wen Yifan and Xiang Lang hadn’t seen each other for a long time.

She hadn’t been back to Nanwu since moving to Beiyu. And Xiang Lang had gone abroad after graduating from high school, it had been several years now. They had only kept in touch intermittently in between, and as time went by, they contacted each other less.

Wen Yifan mostly heard about his recent situation from Zhong Siqiao.

“Isn’t it Monday today? Qiao Qiao, aren’t you at work?” Wen Yifan asked, “How come you two are together?”

“Our company has already started the holiday,” Zhong Siqiao explained, “We just met, that’s why we sent you messages early in the morning, wanting to meet up with you. But you only replied now.”

Wen Yifan said frankly: “I just woke up.”

Xiang Lang laughed: “I guessed as much.”

“Alright then, you’d better go eat something, you’re going to work later, right?” Zhong Siqiao said, “We know you’re busy today, so let’s set another time. When do you have a day off, let’s meet up, the three of us?”

“In a couple of days,” Wen Yifan thought for a moment, “I’m off work on Wednesday.”

Zhong Siqiao asked again: “How many days do you get off for the New Year?”

Wen Yifan: “Three days.”

“Damn, ah, wuwuwu our Yifan is too pitiful,” Zhong Siqiao said, “Okay, I won’t bother you anymore, so we’ll see you in a couple of days. Remember to bring my bracelet.”

Xiang Lang added: “Don’t stand us up.”

Wen Yifan laughed: “Of course not.”

After hanging up the phone, Wen Yifan lowered her head to take a sip of coffee. When she looked up again, she suddenly met Sang Yan’s gaze. Thinking it was just a coincidence, she withdrew her gaze but then saw from the corner of her eye that he seemed to still be looking at her.

Just as Wen Yifan was about to ask if he had something to say, Sang Yan suddenly brought up the content of her recent phone call.

“You’re off on Wednesday?”

Wen Yifan looked at him: “Mm.”

Sang Yan put down his phone: “Planning to go out?”

Wen Yifan nodded, unconsciously saying: “Xiang Lang is back in the country, so we’re just meeting up.”

After answering, she looked at Sang Yan, casually saying: “You two should know each other, right? He seems to have told me you were in the same class in your third year of high school.”

Sang Yan: “Oh, don’t remember.”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t know what he was trying to do, but she didn’t continue the conversation.

A moment later.

Sang Yan asked again: “Have you chosen a place?”

Wen Yifan: “No.”

“Then why not come to my bar?” Sang Yan crossed his legs on the sofa, speaking leisurely, “We’re roommates after all, help take care of my business, won’t you?”

Nan Hong – Chapter 17
“…”

Wen Yifan truly hadn’t expected that after his long silence, during which he had thoroughly treated her as if she were invisible, the reason he finally deigned to speak to her was to drum up business for his establishment.

She paused for three seconds before she couldn’t help but ask, “Has your bar fallen on such hard times?”

“It’s not making much money, so we need to put some effort into promotion,” Sang Yan said lazily. “Are you coming? If you do, I’ll be generous and give you a roommate discount.”

Only then did Wen Yifan consider going: “Exactly how much of a discount?”

If she could get a discount, that would be great. She could support his business while saving some money herself. It would be a win-win situation.

Sang Yan tilted his head, drawing out his words as he thought: “Let’s say… 1%.”

“…” Wen Yifan could hardly believe her ears. “How much?”

Sang Yan didn’t seem to think there was anything wrong with what he’d said and patiently repeated: “1%.”

“…”

No wonder the business wasn’t profitable.

You’re just waiting to go bankrupt.

After staring at him for a while, Wen Yifan finally said, “That is quite generous.”

She didn’t outright refuse: “I’ll think about it.”

“Alright, let me know in advance if you’re coming,” Sang Yan returned to looking at his phone. “I’ll reserve a table for you.”

“Okay.” Thinking about how he had helped her quite a bit, Wen Yifan offered some well-intentioned advice, “While promotion is important, you should also consider the bar’s decor.”

Sang Yan looked up: “What do you mean?”

“Your bar’s signage is too inconspicuous. It doesn’t look like a bar, but more like a…” Wen Yifan paused, unsure if saying this would offend him, “…barbershop.”

“…”

“The first time I went, it took me ages to find ‘Overtime’,” Wen Yifan said honestly. “And it doesn’t make people want to go in.”

The living room fell silent.

Uncertain if her advice had gone too far, Wen Yifan felt she might not be in a position to offer such critical comments. She finished her remaining coffee and tried to lighten the mood: “But that’s just my opinion.”

“If it’s so hard to find,” Sang Yan seemed unfazed by her words and repeated meaningfully, “and there’s so little desire to enter—”

He paused at just the right moment, his words tinged with playfulness, “Then why did you come to my bar the first time?”

“…”

Wen Yifan was stumped, unable to answer.

After all, even if she hadn’t initiated it, the purpose was indeed not entirely innocent.

Sang Yan, unusually considerate, didn’t pursue the question further. He looked away and said casually, “I’ll consider your suggestions.”

Wen Yifan breathed a sigh of relief: “Then—”

“However,” Sang Yan’s tone was arrogant, “I don’t plan to change anything.”

“…”

–

Wen Yifan felt like she had wasted her time talking to him here. After finishing her cookies, she put on her coat and left. By the time she arrived at the company, it was almost lunchtime.

Su Tian was sitting at her desk and asked, “Why are you so late today?”

“There’s not much going on today, just an interview in the afternoon,” Wen Yifan said. “Compared to work, life is more important. If I don’t get more sleep, I feel like I won’t make it to next year.”

“Ah, true. Now when I rest, I don’t even want to leave my room. I just want to lie in bed all day,” Su Tian groaned, sprawled across her desk. “Can time pass faster? I want it to be the New Year soon so I can have a holiday!”

Suddenly, Su Tian sat up: “Oh right, I forgot to tell you.”

“What?”

“Wang Linlin just messaged me on WeChat, asking you to reply to her,” Su Tian said. “Didn’t you respond to her? Why is she looking for you? She seemed quite urgent, even reaching out to me.”

Wen Yifan turned on her computer: “I’ll check later.”

Her emotions were always calm, appearing impenetrable. Su Tian didn’t notice anything unusual: “But Yifan, you’re too nice. She moved out right after you moved in. If it were me, I’d move out too.”

“After all, she rented the place,” Su Tian rolled her eyes. “She’s probably thrilled now. There’s still so long before the lease is up, and she can even get her deposit back for moving out early.”

“It’s not a big deal,” Wen Yifan said. “I quite like the apartment.”

Su Tian sighed: “That’s why I say you’re too nice.”

…

Qian Weihua had been out of town recently due to a high-profile murder case in a neighboring city. He had a follow-up interview to rush out, and the editor-in-chief had been pressuring him. However, since he was stretched thin, the report was handed over to Wen Yifan.

It was an attempted rape case that occurred on the evening of the 17th.

After getting off work, the female victim was held at knifepoint by a man on her way home and dragged into a secluded alley in the North District. A male street vendor passing by discovered the situation and intervened, allowing the victim to escape.

During the confrontation, the street vendor suffered severe nerve damage to his hand.

After organizing her outline, Wen Yifan felt it was about time and looked around: “Where’s Da Zhuang?”

Su Tian: “I think someone called him out for an interview together. I’m not sure.”

“Alright,” Wen Yifan didn’t mind. “I’ll go by myself then.”

When Wen Yifan joined the “Communication” column team, she came in as a writer. But when the team was short-staffed, she had to do everything.

If she didn’t know how to do something, she learned on the job.

From camera work to interviewing, writing scripts, editing, and post-production – one person had to handle it all.

Grabbing the equipment, Wen Yifan headed to the city hospital alone.

Wen Yifan found the ward where the male street vendor was staying and, after obtaining his consent, interviewed him about his current condition.

The street vendor was in his early thirties and looked honest and simple. He answered each of Wen Yifan’s questions carefully, too shy to meet her gaze. If he accidentally made eye contact, his face would turn red.

After asking the questions on her outline, Wen Yifan added a few of her own before deciding not to disturb his rest further. She picked up her camera equipment, thanked the street vendor, and planned to find his attending physician for more details.

Just as she stepped out of the ward, someone called out to her.

“You… hey, Wen Yifan?”

Looking towards the voice, she saw a vaguely familiar young woman about two or three meters away. She looked quite young and was carrying a fruit basket, apparently visiting a patient.

Wen Yifan smiled at her but couldn’t immediately recall who she was.

“When did you come back to Nanwu?” The young woman frowned. “How come I didn’t hear Mom mention it?”

These words instantly helped Wen Yifan recognize her.

Zheng Kejia.

Her stepfather’s daughter.

Come to think of it, the last time Wen Yifan saw her was probably in her second year of high school.

At that time, Zheng Kejia was only in seventh grade, without any sense of self-grooming, and had a spoiled and willful personality. She looked vastly different now that she had grown up and learned to take care of her appearance.

Wen Yifan hadn’t expected to run into her here.

Noticing the equipment in Wen Yifan’s hands, Zheng Kejia guessed, “Are you here on a business trip?”

“No, I’ve moved back to Nanwu,” The camera was heavy, and Wen Yifan began to make perfunctory responses. “I still have work to do. We can catch up another time.”

Zheng Kejia muttered, “Who wants to catch up with you.”

“That’s fine too,” Wen Yifan nodded. “It saves time for both of us.”

“…” Zheng Kejia was left speechless by her response. After a moment, she managed to say, “Why did you come back if nothing was wrong?”

“Do I need something to be wrong to come back?” Wen Yifan smiled. “Don’t worry, my return to Nanwu doesn’t mean I’ll be living at home. Let’s pretend we didn’t see each other today. As long as you don’t mention it, no one else will know.”

Zheng Kejia frowned: “I didn’t say you couldn’t live at home.”

Wen Yifan: “Alright, you didn’t say that.”

“Why are you so irritating when you talk?” Zheng Kejia became somewhat displeased. “Aren’t I speaking to you nicely? I just said before that I didn’t want to live with you, but I’m not saying that now.”

Wen Yifan stood still, quietly looking at her.

As she spoke, Zheng Kejia gradually lost her confidence: “Besides, that was so long ago. How old was I then…”

“Indeed, it’s been a long time. I could barely recognize you. There doesn’t seem to be any need for us to reminisce,” Wen Yifan said. “You should go visit your patient. Carrying that fruit must be tiring.”

“Wait! Are you coming home for the New Year?” Zheng Kejia asked. “Don’t you want to see Little Brother?”

The “Little Brother” Zheng Kejia mentioned was a boy born three years after Zhao Yuandong remarried.

Wen Yifan had never met him.

Zhao Yuandong would occasionally send her photos.

“No,” Wen Yifan made up an excuse. “I’m very busy with work. I have no holidays.”

After a moment of silence.

Zheng Kejia pulled out her phone from her pocket and asked, “Then can we add each other on WeChat and have dinner tonight? I want to apologize. What I did before was wrong—”

“Zheng Kejia,” Wen Yifan still had to visit the police station, and then return to the office to write and edit the footage. She didn’t have time to deal with this, “I just want to live my own life.”

“…”

“I didn’t come back to Nanwu for anyone, and I’m not avoiding living at home because of you,” Wen Yifan said softly. “Everything I do, I do for myself.”

“…”

Wen Yifan glanced at the time: “I’m really in a hurry, so I’ll be going now.”

Zheng Kejia’s lips moved, but she said nothing.

Without waiting for her response, Wen Yifan turned to look at the directional signs and followed them towards the Neurology Department.

Wen Yifan found the male street vendor’s attending physician. Not wanting to delay the doctor’s consultations, she didn’t take up much time. She asked a few questions about the street vendor’s condition, thanked the doctor, and left.

Before leaving the hospital, Wen Yifan went to the restroom.

As Wen Yifan bent to turn on the faucet, she involuntarily shrank back when she touched the cold water. She was momentarily stunned, perhaps because of her recent encounter with Zheng Kejia.

It made her recall many things from the past.

Wen Yifan remembered what her father, Wen Liangzhe, used to say to her.

— “Our Shuangjiang is a girl, don’t always touch cold water.”

Over the years, it seemed that only when thinking of Wen Liangzhe did Wen Yifan’s emotions get affected. Her nose stung, and she blinked hard, coming back to herself as she slowly washed her hands clean.

Wen Yifan’s high school nickname wasn’t randomly given by her classmates; it had its basis.

Back then, she truly couldn’t do anything. All the cleaning tasks in dormitory life were taught to her by her roommates. She had a good temper; even when others lost patience and yelled at her, she wouldn’t hold grudges.

Wen Yifan had grown up pampered, the only child in her family, the sole precious daughter of Wen Liangzhe and Zhao Yuandong. They supported everything she wanted to do, had no grand expectations for her, only hoping she could live a happy and peaceful life.

At that time, Wen Yifan lived without a care in the world.

Even if she didn’t have many friends in class, she was still happy.

Because she had received enough love.

But Wen Yifan never imagined she would have such a day.

Because of Wen Liangzhe’s death, because of Zhao Yuandong’s remarriage, and because of Zheng Kejia who was terrified of losing her father’s love for her, she was sent to live with her grandmother by Zhao Yuandong.

Later, due to her grandmother’s poor health, she was sent to live with her uncle.

That was probably the time in Wen Yifan’s life when she was most sensitive.

— She felt that nobody wanted her.

Although she had a place to stay, she still felt there was no place in this world where she truly belonged.

She felt she had no sense of belonging.

Wen Yifan was terrified of doing anything wrong, living extremely cautiously. Even when eating, if her chopsticks clinked against the bowl, she would unconsciously hold her breath.

Wen Yifan inexplicably recalled a past incident.

One weekend.

Her aunt gave Wen Yifan twenty yuan and asked her to go out and buy a box of hand-pulled chicken.

Wen Yifan obediently took the money and went out.

She went to the store her aunt had specified and bought the hand-pulled chicken. When she was about to pay, she found the money was gone.

At that moment, her mind went blank. Looking at the shopkeeper’s expression, she could only stammer that she’d come back for it later. Then, Wen Yifan walked back along the way she came, carefully scrutinizing every corner of the ground.

She repeated this back and forth several times.

Wen Yifan couldn’t find any trace of that twenty-yuan note.

She still remembers how she felt at that time.

Extremely panicked, yet helpless and confused.

Although thinking about it now, it seems like quite a laughable incident.

It was just twenty yuan.

She had only lost twenty yuan.

Just because of such a small thing.

Wen Yifan didn’t return home all afternoon, wandering around the area until it got dark. She stopped at an empty bus stop, sat on the bench, and stared at the gray cement ground.

Everything seemed to slow down.

She didn’t dare go back.

She was afraid that because of this incident, her uncle would send her to the next relative’s house. And then such things would keep happening endlessly.

She would become a burden that everyone wanted to push away.

And then.

At that moment, Sang Yan appeared before her eyes as if descending from the sky. He seemed to have just come back from playing basketball somewhere, holding a basketball, his upper body soaked, his hair tips still damp with sweat.

Sang Yan walked up to her, bent down, carrying the unique aura of a young man. By then he knew her nickname, and as if on purpose, never called her by her real name again: “Wen Shuangjiang, what are you doing here?”

Hearing his voice, Wen Yifan slowly raised her head to look at him, silent.

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Why do you look like that?”

Still quiet.

Sang Yan nudged her with the basketball: “Say something, will you?”

“Sang Yan,” Wen Yifan finally responded, her voice very soft, “can you lend me twenty yuan?”

“…”

“I came out to buy something and lost the money.”

Sang Yan was stunned for a moment, then reached into his pocket: “I didn’t bring any money with me.”

Wen Yifan immediately lowered her eyes: “Then never mind…”

“What do you mean never mind? I just don’t have money now, doesn’t mean I won’t have any in five minutes.” Sang Yan stood up straight, “Just sit here, five minutes is all I need.”

“…”

After thinking for a moment, Sang Yan pushed the basketball into her hands.

“Wait for me.”

Before Wen Yifan could respond, Sang Yan had already run off, to who knows where. She lowered her head again, staring at the dirty basketball in her hands, looking at its patterns.

The evening breeze blew quietly.

One car came in front of her, then another.

Wen Yifan didn’t know if it had been five minutes or not.

She only remembered that Sang Yan came back very quickly. He was still panting, squatted in front of her, and pulled out twenty yuan from his pocket that he had gotten from somewhere: “Take it, remember to pay me back.”

Wen Yifan’s hand was a bit stiff as she took the money: “Thank you.”

Sang Yan looked up at her, sweat dripping from his forehead: “Why do you look like you’re about to cry?”

“…”

He smiled: “No need to be so moved, right?”

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together and repeated: “Thank you.”

“Alright, it’s not a big deal,” noticing her mood was still low, Sang Yan scratched his head, not knowing how to comfort her, “It’s just twenty yuan you lost.”

“…”

“Next time if you lose money again, just give me a call,” the young man’s eyes were full of vigor as he tugged at the corner of his mouth, “I’ll lend you any amount, okay?”
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Although given Zheng Kejia’s nature of not being able to keep anything secret, Wen Yifan hadn’t expected her to act as if nothing had happened. But she also hadn’t anticipated that in less than half an hour, Zheng Kejia had already reported this matter.

Just as she left the hospital, Wen Yifan received a call from Zhao Yuandong.

Zhao Yuandong’s voice came through the static, her tone somewhat hesitant: “Ajiang, I just heard from Jiajia that she saw you at the city hospital. Are you back in Nanwu?”

Wen Yifan walked towards the bus stop across the street, making an affirmative sound.

As soon as she made this sound, both of them fell silent.

Zhao Yuandong sighed, not saying much: “How long have you been back?”

Wen Yifan: “Not long.”

Zhao Yuandong: “Do you plan to settle down in Nanwu from now on?”

Wen Yifan paused for a few seconds, honestly saying: “I don’t know.”

“Then decide later, Nanwu is quite nice. Mom is worried about you being alone out there,” Zhao Yuandong said, “Also if you have time off for the New Year, come home and spend it with Mom, don’t spend it alone outside.”

“Mm.”

Zhao Yuandong rambled on: “It’s gotten colder in Nanwu recently, remember to wear more, don’t forget to eat because you’re busy with work, take care of yourself, okay?”

Wen Yifan sat on the chair at the bus stop, listening absent-mindedly: “Okay.”

Another long silence.

After who knows how long, Wen Yifan faintly heard sobbing from the other end.

Her eyelashes fluttered.

“Ajiang,” as she said this, Zhao Yuandong’s voice gradually became choked with emotion, “Mom knows you blame me, these years I haven’t fulfilled my responsibilities as a mother… I’ve been dreaming about your dad these past few days, he’s also blaming—”

“You can say anything,” Wen Yifan interrupted her, “but can you not mention my dad?”

“…”

Realizing her emotions seemed to be rising, Wen Yifan lowered her eyes again, immediately reining them in: “Don’t cry, I’m doing quite well. If I have time, I’ll come to see you.”

Zhao Yuandong didn’t speak.

Wen Yifan smiled: “And you’ve done your duty as a mother quite well.”

— Just not towards me.

Just then, the bus arrived. Wen Yifan stood up, said farewell to the other end, and hung up the phone. She got on the bus, found a seat, and stared at the blurred lights outside the window as the bus moved.

Her thoughts gradually emptied.

Slowly, bit by bit, digesting all the negative emotions.

As if there was an invisible hand, able to hollow them out.

Or perhaps, only able to pile them up, pressing them down in an unseen place.

As she got off the bus.

Wen Yifan had also adjusted her emotions.

–

Perhaps because she had slept long enough today, Wen Yifan was full of energy all day.

After leaving the police station, she returned to the TV station and spent the entire afternoon in the editing room listening to synchronized sound and writing scripts. After finishing, she continued to edit the footage. Then she returned to the office and even completed many scripts that had accumulated previously.

People around her came and went, gradually leaving only her alone.

When she looked at the time again, it was already close to eleven o’clock.

Wen Yifan was startled, immediately got up to pack her things, and quickly left the unit. Because it was late, there were few pedestrians on the street, and the whole way was quiet and deep.

She ran to the subway station, panting, and caught the last subway train amid the broadcast announcements.

Wen Yifan breathed a sigh of relief.

The subway station wasn’t very crowded at this hour. Wen Yifan found a seat and sat down.

She flipped through her phone.

Suddenly she noticed that two hours ago, Zhao Yuandong had transferred 3,000 yuan to her bank card.

Wen Yifan pursed her lips and directly transferred them back to her.

…

It was about eleven-thirty when she got home.

She entered the door, lowered her head to take off her shoes, and when she looked up, she met Sang Yan’s gaze as he lay on the sofa.

“…”

Wen Yifan suddenly felt a bit envious of his life.

When she left in the morning, he was lying on the sofa.

After she had been busy outside all day and returned, he was still lying on this sofa.

Like a wealthy unemployed person with nothing to do.

At this time, the living room TV was on, playing some family drama with an unknown name.

Sang Yan wasn’t looking at it, probably just using it as background noise. He was holding a game in his hand, and from the sound, it seemed he was playing a game. The volume of his phone was also very loud, mixing with the TV sound.

Wen Yifan didn’t remind him.

She planned to take a shower first, and if his “presence” was still this high when she came out, she would send a WeChat message asking him to quiet down a bit. Through a screen, it should also be giving him some face.

Wen Yifan was about to walk to her room.

Sang Yan looked up again and called out to her: “Hey.”

Not knowing what this young master was up to again, Wen Yifan hesitantly stopped: “What is it?”

Sang Yan’s words came suddenly: “I, as a person.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

Sang Yan continued playing his game while casually talking to her: “Have a problem.”

“…”

Wen Yifan wanted to retort.

You only have one?

“I have a very strong sense of security, before sleeping, the house door must be locked,” Sang Yan paused for a few seconds, then looked straight at her, “otherwise I can’t sleep.”

His expression and the meaning in his words seemed to be accusing her.

Because of her, it affected his normal rest.

“I also have the habit of locking the door when I get home,” Wen Yifan negotiated with him, “If you’re tired and sleep first, that’s fine. If I get home later than you, I’ll lock the door. You don’t need to worry about safety.”

“What I’m saying is,” Sang Yan half-reclined, having to look up at her, yet still appearing arrogant, “before. sleeping.”

“…” Wen Yifan reminded him, “Before we started living together, I already told you. My work often requires overtime, it’s very irregular, and you accepted that.”

“Right.” Sang Yan said unhurriedly, “So from now on, if you can’t get back before ten, please let me know in advance.”

Silence.

Wen Yifan asked: “Will telling you make a difference?”

“Of course not, this is about our mutual respect,” Sang Yan said flippantly, “Otherwise, if you don’t come back all night one day, wouldn’t I have to spend a whole night unable to lock the door, passing the night in fear and insecurity?”

“…”

Wen Yifan felt he had too many issues all day long.

Thinking it was just a matter of saying one sentence, Wen Yifan didn’t argue with him: “Okay, I’ll let you know in advance if I’m going to be late in the future.”

After saying this, she was about to return to her room.

Sang Yan spoke again: “Also.”

Wen Yifan said good-naturedly: “Is there anything else?”

“Business,” Sang Yan said concisely, “Will you help?”

“…”

Wen Yifan hadn’t discussed this with Zhong Siqiao and the others yet. She initially wanted to refuse directly, but then inexplicably thought of Sang Yan’s twenty yuan. She swallowed her words and changed her response: “Really only 99% of the original price?”

“…”

–

In the end, Sang Yan still relented.

He gave her the most, most, most friendly price.

— 89% of the original price.

Wen Yifan didn’t know what had gotten into her, actually agreeing to it.

Back in her room, Wen Yifan opened her phone.

She happened to see Zhong Siqiao and Xiang Lang chatting in their group of three about their meetup the day after tomorrow. Wen Yifan’s fingertips hovered over the screen for a long time, extremely regretful that she had agreed to this matter due to a momentary flash of gratitude.

Wen Yifan reluctantly typed: [How about going to ‘Overtime’?]

Zhong Siqiao: [Huh? Isn’t that where we went last time?]

Zhong Siqiao: [Sang Yan’s bar?]

Wen Yifan: [Yes.]

Zhong Siqiao: [Why go there, we’ve already been once.]

Zhong Siqiao: [I want to try somewhere new this time!]

Xiang Lang: [Sang Yan?]

Xiang Lang: [He’s opened a bar now?]

Wen Yifan: [Because.]

Wen Yifan: […]

Wen Yifan: [I have something to tell you guys.]

Xiang Lang: [What is it?]

Zhong Siqiao: [Say it.]

Wen Yifan: [The roommate I told you I found earlier.]

Wen Yifan: [It’s Sang Yan.]

“…”

The group fell silent for a moment.

Xiang Lang: [?]

Zhong Siqiao: [???]

Zhong Siqiao: [Damn??? You two are living together?]

Zhong Siqiao: [My impression of him is still stuck on him telling you to take his jacket back as a memento.]

Zhong Siqiao: [What’s! Going! On!]

Zhong Siqiao: [Tell! Us! The! Truth!]

Wen Yifan: [I’ll tell you when we meet.]

Wen Yifan: [Will you go? He said he’d give us a friendly discount.]

Zhong Siqiao: [A discount? Then I agree.]

Zhong Siqiao: [How much of a discount?]

Wen Yifan: […]

Wen Yifan: [89%.]

Zhong Siqiao: […]

Xiang Lang: […]

Zhong Siqiao: [Tell him to get lost.]

Zhong Siqiao: [Who does he think he’s fooling? Only an idiot would believe his friendly discount!!!]

Wen Yifan: […]

Wen Yifan: [I agree.]

Xiang Lang: […]

Zhong Siqiao: […]

–

Although they were all uninterested in the discount Sang Yan offered, they couldn’t let Wen Yifan go back on her word, so in the end, they could only set the meetup location at the Overtime bar.

Thursday evening.

Just as Wen Yifan was about to leave, Sang Yan also happened to come out of his room. He had changed into a dark windbreaker jacket and was zipping it up to his neck.

“We’ll probably come after dinner,” Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if he had helped reserve a table, so she voluntarily mentioned, “When we arrive, I just need to tell the waiter my name, right?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “Tell them mine.”

Wen Yifan made a sound of acknowledgment: “Then thank you.”

Just then, Xiang Lang’s call came in.

Wen Yifan answered while walking to the entryway to put on her shoes: “Are you here?”

“We’re at the entrance of your community,” Xiang Lang’s voice was clear, with a hint of a smile, “They won’t let us drive in, can you walk out yourself? You’ll see us as soon as you come out.”

“Okay.” Wen Yifan said, “Then wait a bit, I’m coming out now. It’ll be quick.”

“It’s fine, no rush.” Xiang Lang said, “Take your time.”

“What do you mean no rush!” Zhong Siqiao’s voice came from the other end of the phone, noisy, “Wen Yifan! Hurry up! I’m starving to death!”

“Then hold on a bit longer,” Wen Yifan took her keys, laughing as she said, “I’m coming to save your life now.”

Walking out of the apartment, Wen Yifan was about to close the door when she noticed Sang Yan was also leaving, standing behind her. She paused, nodded to him, and then walked to the elevator area to wait for the elevator while hanging up the phone.

The sound of Sang Yan closing the door came from behind.

The two entered the elevator.

The elevator closed.

Wen Yifan pressed “1” for the first floor, her action pausing as she asked him: “Do you want me to press B1 for you?”

Sang Yan stood with his hands in his pockets, saying casually: “No need.”

Silence fell again.

When they reached the first floor, Wen Yifan walked out.

Not knowing why he wasn’t driving out today, Wen Yifan didn’t pay much attention. Afraid they had been waiting for a long time, she looked at the time and gradually quickened her pace.

As soon as she left the community.

Just as Xiang Lang had said on the phone, Wen Yifan immediately saw the two of them. It had been several years since she had last seen Xiang Lang, but he hadn’t changed much.

Xiang Lang had a delicate appearance, wearing a brown long coat and thin-rimmed glasses, looking refined and cultured.

Zhong Siqiao stood beside him.

Both of them were standing outside the car.

Besides them, there was also a tall, sturdy man standing nearby.

Wen Yifan looked closely.

It was Su Hao’an.

The three of them were chatting at the moment, the atmosphere seeming very lively.

Just as Wen Yifan was wondering why Su Hao’an was here, she suddenly thought of Sang Yan who hadn’t driven out today. She instinctively looked back, there was some distance between them.

He had just come out from the side gate.

Xiang Lang was the first to notice Wen Yifan.

He smiled brightly, waving to Wen Yifan: “Yifan, come over quickly.”

Seeing Sang Yan behind her, Su Hao’an also spoke up: “Did you two come out together?”

The gazes of the three people in front all fell on Wen Yifan.

“…”

Since they all knew about the two of them living together anyway, Wen Yifan didn’t feel particularly self-conscious and said frankly: “Yes.”

“Hey,” Su Hao’an took the initiative to invite, “Since we’ve run into each other, why don’t we all go eat together? Xiang Lang, do you remember, we used to be desk mates!”

Xiang Lang smiled: “I remember.”

Zhong Siqiao readily agreed: “Then let’s go together, we’re all just eating anyway.”

“Alright, let’s get in the car first. It’s quite cold outside.” Su Hao’an was about to return to his car, but after thinking for a moment, he changed his mind, “In that case, I won’t drive then, I was planning to have some drinks. I’ll just leave my car here. Xiang Lang, I’ll ride in your car, okay?”

Xiang Lang: “Sure.”

During their conversation, Sang Yan walked towards them. As he passed by Wen Yifan, he paused his steps, turned his head, and spoke slowly: “Although I know this is something worth bragging about.”

Wen Yifan: “?”

“But the fact that we’re living together,” Sang Yan clicked his tongue, seeming somewhat troubled, “you don’t need to mention it to everyone you meet.”

“…”
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Meanwhile, Su Hao’an had already opened the rear door of the car.

Noticing Wei Yifan and Sang Yan standing motionless, he urged, “What are you two still standing there for? If you have anything to say, get in the car first.”

Wei Yifan withdrew her gaze: “Coming.”

Xiang Lang’s car only had five seats, and now only two seats in the back were left.

Wei Yifan walked to the door on her side and reached out to open it.

Before she could sit down, Sang Yan had already beaten her to it, raising his hand to rest against the car window. He paused his movement, lowered his eyes to glance at her, and said with a raised eyebrow: “Thanks.”

“…”

As if she were just a tool specifically for opening car doors.

Wei Yifan watched him sit in the middle of the back seat, with Su Hao’an on the other side. Zhong Siqiao was sitting in the front passenger seat and was now looking back at her: “Fanfan, hurry up and get in.”

She responded with an “okay” and got into the car.

As soon as she closed the car door, Su Hao’an immediately started gossiping with a mischievous grin: “What were you two talking about over there? Can you let me in on it too?”

Wei Yifan glanced at Sang Yan’s face and honestly said: “He told me not to brag everywhere.”

Zhong Siqiao chimed in: “Not to brag about what?”

Wei Yifan: “About living together with him.”

“…”

The enclosed space of the car made the atmosphere seem to stagnate.

After several seconds, the silence was broken by a curse from Su Hao’an.

“Fuck.”

“Bro, I know you’re shameless, but you can’t be this shameless, can you?” Su Hao’an said, “Wei Yifan, you don’t need to pay attention to him. He’s just got a foul mouth, just like in high school. Normal people mellow out as they get older, but that’s impossible for him. He’ll only get worse—”

Sang Yan turned his head and suddenly said: “You seem to be in a good mood today.”

Hearing this, Su Hao’an immediately fell silent.

Zhong Siqiao chuckled: “Sang Yan is still as humorous as ever.”

Xiang Lang turned the steering wheel and added softly: “Yifan only told the two of us, you don’t need to worry.”

Sang Yan slightly raised his eyelids but didn’t respond.

Wei Yifan glanced in Sang Yan’s direction.

She never felt much when hearing these words from Sang Yan.

At most, she just felt speechless.

The first reaction in her mind was always.

Wow.

So her words could be misinterpreted in this way.

Or.

Impressive.

He could say such things with a straight face.

So when Wei Yifan just repeated it earlier, she didn’t have much emotion and didn’t think too much about it. She was too lazy to make up stories and thought that since he could say it out loud, he probably wouldn’t mind others knowing.

She might as well just tell the truth.

But now, she inexplicably felt a sense of guilt, as if she were tattling.

“By the way, Wei Yifan,” Su Hao’an said, “Speaking of this, I still need to apologize to you. I thought before that the contract for this house was signed separately by each tenant, and I didn’t understand the process of shared renting. I thought once I’d agreed with the original tenant, I could just move in.”

Wei Yifan turned her head to look at him.

Sang Yan sat between them, treating them like air, completely uninvolved in the conversation.

Su Hao’an: “So when Sang Yan asked me to find a place, I just gave him the key. I heard from what’s-her-name that it scared you. I’m sorry about that. I’ll treat everyone to this meal as an apology.”

Wei Yifan instinctively asked: “What’s her name?”

Su Hao’an was silent for a moment: “Wang Linlin.”

His reaction suggested he had a falling out with Wang Linlin. For Wei Yifan, this matter was already water under the bridge. She didn’t hold a grudge and didn’t intend to interfere in others’ affairs: “It’s fine, this matter was resolved quite well. Just be more careful with these things in the future.”

Zhong Siqiao turned her head: “Oh, you mentioned before that your roommate is your colleague, named Wang Linlin, right?”

Wei Yifan: “Yes.”

Xiang Lang: “Then Su Hao’an, how do you know Wang Linlin?”

“…” Su Hao’an said, “My ex-girlfriend.”

Zhong Siqiao was surprised: “What a coincidence?”

Wei Yifan was also a bit shocked, because of the word “ex”.

Xiang Lang laughed: “Then when you gave the key to Sang Yan, did you know the other roommate was Yifan?”

Su Hao’an sighed, pretending to be dramatic: “How could I have known that?”

“I see. But I didn’t expect Sang Yan would be willing to share a place with someone,” Xiang Lang looked back through the rearview mirror, hinting, “I heard you’ve opened a bar now, it’s quite profitable, right?”

As one of the owners, Su Hao’an was about to say a modest yet boastful “It’s alright”.

But before he could speak, this time Sang Yan seemed to have grown ears and a mouth, his tone still sarcastic.

“Not really.”

“…”

–

The group arrived at a recently popular hotpot restaurant.

Xiang Lang had made a reservation in advance, but he didn’t know they would meet Su Hao’an and Sang Yan, so the restaurant had arranged a four-person table for them. There was a long bench on each side of the table, spacious for one person but a bit cramped for two.

However, there were no other seats available in the restaurant, so they had to make do and squeeze in.

The two girls were small in stature, so they sat on one side. The other three men each sat on one side.

Wei Yifan had Xiang Lang on her other side, with Sang Yan sitting across from her.

Xiang Lang rolled up his sleeves, chatting with Su Hao’an while thoughtfully pouring tea for everyone.

Wei Yifan picked up her cup and took a small sip. Seeing this, Zhong Siqiao patted her arm and said amusingly: “Leave it, it’s not for drinking. Wait, I’ll rinse your bowl and chopsticks for you.”

Coincidentally, Xiang Lang had already rinsed his bowl and chopsticks with tea. He habitually pushed them in front of Wei Yifan, exchanging them for her set of utensils, casually saying: “We’re the same. I’ve been abroad for so long, I’m not used to this custom anymore.”

A very natural gesture.

Sang Yan stared for two seconds, then quickly averted his gaze.

Noticing Xiang Lang’s actions, Su Hao’an said bluntly: “You’re acting like you’re taking care of your girlfriend.”

“It’s pretty much like that, we both have this habit,” Zhong Siqiao said naturally. “Wei Yifan used to burn herself often, so we both get nervous whenever we see her handling hot water. After that, either I help her or Xiang Lang helps her.”

Su Hao’an had a sudden realization: “Oh, I almost forgot. The three of you grew up together, right?”

Wei Yifan: “We’ve been in the same class since kindergarten.”

“Oh, I suddenly remembered something,” Zhong Siqiao started laughing before she even began speaking, “Wei Yifan had a nickname in elementary school called Wei Diandian.”

“Huh?” Su Hao’an asked, “Why?”

“Because on the first day of first grade, the teacher asked us to write our names in our notebooks,” Xiang Lang also laughed. “But Yifan learned things slowly, she could only write her surname at the time, and could only think of the two dots in her given name.”

“So for the first part of the school year, every time she wrote her name,” Zhong Siqiao made a gesture, “she wrote Wei · ·.”

“…” Wei Yifan felt a bit embarrassed and lowered her head to drink some water.

Su Hao’an was stunned for a moment, then laughed for a long time. When he laughed, he always had a habit of slapping people, and this time the victim was once again Sang Yan sitting next to him: “Damn, that’s hilarious.”

Sang Yan looked very displeased and said coldly: “Are you sick?”

“Why are you in such a bad mood,” Su Hao’an withdrew his hand sheepishly and sighed, “I’m quite envious of you guys. The person I’ve known the longest is this dog, Sang Yan. But with his personality, you know, it’s quite painful for me.”

Hearing the word “painful”, Wei Yifan found it amusing, and the corners of her lips curled up slightly.

This situation oddly reminded her of their first meeting.

Wei Yifan raised her eyes.

They happened to meet Sang Yan’s cool gaze.

“…”

Wei Yifan blinked, calmly lowered her head, and restrained herself a bit.

…

The rest of the meal proceeded exceptionally harmoniously.

With Su Hao’an present, there was never a dull moment. He did most of the talking throughout and also consumed most of the food. He managed to do both simultaneously without any hindrance.

Wei Yifan only ate symbolically.

She rarely ate dinner.

Initially, it was because she had a small appetite and basically couldn’t feel hunger, so when she got busy, she simply forgot to eat. On rest days at home, she was too lazy to cook, so she eventually just stopped eating dinner altogether.

But when she was out for interviews, she would keep her bag stocked with energy bars to replenish her strength.

After the meal, the group drove to Decadence Street, heading to that bar that looked like a hair salon. The familiar black signboard stood out with a unique aura amidst the colorful surroundings.

Entering the bar.

Heavy metal music was playing inside, hitting them like a wave of heat as soon as they entered.

Sang Yan walked towards the bar counter, seemingly intending to part ways with them from here, only tossing out a sentence.

“You take them upstairs.”

But he hadn’t walked a few steps before Su Hao’an grabbed him: “Hey, where are you going? Old classmates meeting up, let’s chat for a while. Besides, with that sour face of yours at the bar counter, how are we supposed to get any business?”

“…”

Su Hao’an led them to a booth in the middle of the second floor.

The sofa was arranged in a “U” shape. The seating arrangement was similar to when they were eating, with the two girls sitting in the middle, Sang Yan and Su Hao’an sitting on the left side, and Xiang Lang on the other side.

But now Sang Yan was sitting next to her, with Zhong Siqiao next to Xiang Lang.

As soon as he sat down, Sang Yan leaned back in his chair. He looked boneless, with poor posture. He was wearing a high-necked windbreaker jacket that slightly covered his jaw, looking extremely bored and tired.

Wei Yifan took out her phone, mentally calculating the time to go home.

At this moment, Zhong Siqiao leaned to her ear and whispered: “Sister, living with Sang Yan, won’t you have a miserable time?”

She paused: “Why do you ask that?”

“Throughout the entire meal, I didn’t see him smile once. It’s like someone owes him eight million yuan.” As they entered the bar, Zhong Siqiao continued, “What’s wrong with him? Did something bad happen?”

Wei Yifan quickly glanced at Sang Yan’s expression: “Isn’t this pretty normal?”

Zhong Siqiao: “…”

Su Hao’an had the waiter bring up drinks, along with five dice cups and a deck of Truth or Dare cards. He opened a can of beer, took a sip, and said: “Let’s play Liar’s Dice. Whoever loses drinks or gets punished with Truth or Dare, how about that?”

“Sounds good.” Saying this, Xiang Lang looked at the two girls, “But do you know how to play?”

“Of course we do.” Zhong Siqiao laughed mockingly, “Who do you think you’re looking down on?”

Wei Yifan honestly said: “I don’t know how to play.”

Su Hao’an: “Then let’s try a few rounds first, and we’ll start with punishments once everyone gets the hang of it, okay?”

After saying this, he noticed the seating arrangement and immediately said sympathetically: “Wei Yifan, you’d better be careful. This dog Sang Yan is very good at this game. He always calls numbers so precisely that no one dares to challenge him. So the person after him always gets called out badly.”

The rules of this game were that after each person shook their dice, they would look at the dice in their cup. Following a clockwise order, they would call out numbers, choosing either the number of dice or the face value, always increasing from the previous call. The next player must call a higher number than the previous one.

The next player could challenge the previous player, and if others felt that someone’s call was too outrageous, they could also choose to skip and challenge. But if they lost after skipping, they would face double punishment.

Five people were playing, so Su Hao’an set the rule to start calling from seven dice.

Wei Yifan played several rounds before gradually understanding the game. But she played poorly, and when the official rounds started, because of Su Hao’an’s words, she was extra cautious, always just adding one to the number Sang Yan, who was before her, had called.

First round.

Su Hao’an called 14 sixes.

Sang Yan opened his dice cup in front of him, raised his chin at Su Hao’an, and said lazily: “Challenge.”

“…”

Su Hao’an drank.

Second round.

Third round.

Fourth round.

Seven or eight rounds passed like this.

Wei Yifan was amazed to find that by following Sang Yan’s calls, she hadn’t lost a single round. On the contrary, Su Hao’an, sitting before Sang Yan, had been challenged by him several times and had to drink several glasses of alcohol.

In the ninth round, Wei Yifan was challenged by Zhong Siqiao. She hesitated for a moment and chose a dare.

Zhong Siqiao drew a dare card for her.

— Say one good quality about each person of the opposite sex present.

“…”

Wei Yifan raised her eyes and first spoke about Xiang Lang: “Attentive.”

Then about Su Hao’an: “Enthusiastic.”

Finally, about Sang Yan.

She stared at his face, needing to say a compliment that wouldn’t make him self-absorbed. After struggling for quite a while, she finally managed: “…Wealthy.”

“…”

Sang Yan stared at her, the corner of his lips twitching slightly as if he had sneered.

Tenth round.

Xiang Lang lost and chose the truth.

— Mention something you regret.

“That should be—” Xiang Lang pondered for a moment, then sighed softly, “Going abroad for university, I guess. Otherwise, I was originally supposed to apply to Yihe University with Yifan. We had planned to study Clinical Medicine there.”

“…”

Wei Yifan was about to say something.

At this moment.

Sang Yan had already shaken his dice cup and said flatly: “Let’s continue.”

The words got stuck in Wei Yifan’s throat, and she turned to look at him.

His profile looked somewhat cold in the dim light, his head slightly bowed, his body somewhat hunched. His face was half in light and half in shadow, with black messy hair falling over his forehead, making his expression unclear.

Wei Yifan lowered her eyes and took a sip of her drink.

Fifteenth round.

The numbers kept going up, and by the time it was Su Hao’an’s turn, it had reached 15 fives.

Sang Yan didn’t challenge.

Wei Yifan felt a bit nervous.

After all, it would be her turn after he called.

Sang Yan stared at the dice cup, sitting in silence for a moment before lifting his gaze to Wen Yifan. His eyelids were thin, and his eyes were as dark as ink, making it hard to discern what he was thinking.

“Eighteen fives.”

Su Haoan was so excited that he jumped to his feet and slammed his hand on the table. “Open!”

“…”

“You’ve got to be kidding! Have you lost your mind from drinking? Eighteen? Only an idiot would roll that!”

With the wild card included, there were seventeen fives on the table, just one less than Sang Yan had called.

Double punishment.

Sang Yan chose the truth and agreed to take a drink.

Su Haoan eagerly drew a card for him.

—The city he had flown to recently.

“…”

Su Haoan frowned, frustrated enough to want to tear the card in half. “Damn it! You hardly ever lose; what kind of ridiculous question is this?”

Sang Yan poured himself a glass of wine and downed it in one go. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he paused for several seconds, seemingly lost in thought. Then, in a flat tone, he spoke two words.

“Yi He.”
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Wei Yifan’s breath caught for a moment as she raised her eyes to look at Sang Yan.

“Yihe?” Su Hao’an was puzzled, feeling something wasn’t right. “Didn’t you take a flight last time for a business trip? Am I remembering wrong? But why would you go to Yihe for no reason, and when did you go? How come I didn’t know about it?”

Sang Yan turned his head: “How many questions are you asking?”

“Oh, I get it now.” Perhaps due to having drunk too much, Su Hao’an’s emotions were even more heightened than usual. He said irritably, “You went to find Duan Jiaxu, didn’t you?”

Sang Yan didn’t answer.

“I can’t believe this,” Su Hao’an shouted. “If it weren’t for me not getting into Nan Da, he wouldn’t be the one involved in rumors with you!”

“…” Sang Yan said impatiently, “Can you lower your voice?”

Zhong Siqiao’s alma mater was also Nanwu University, so she immediately understood Su Hao’an’s words and burst out laughing. She leaned towards Wei Yifan and explained while laughing, “The Duan Jiaxu that Su Hao’an mentioned is also from our university.”

Wei Yifan remembered Wang Linlin’s words and nodded slightly.

“They were in the same department, same major, same class, and even the same dormitory,” Zhong Siqiao continued. “And both of them were incredibly handsome. At first, everyone privately called them the twin campus heartthrobs of the Computer Science Department.”

Su Hao’an was still yelling on the other side.

Over here, Wei Yifan quietly listened to Zhong Siqiao’s gossip, while Xiang Lang also leaned in to listen.

“I forgot when exactly, but someone posted on our university forum asking if our school had any campus heartthrobs,” Zhong Siqiao said. “Then the post became super popular, with loads of people posting about the heartthrobs from each department. Most of the photos were candid shots.”

Wei Yifan: “And then?”

Zhong Siqiao: “Then of course, Sang Yan and Duan Jiaxu were nominated. Their photos took up almost half of the post. But here’s the thing – in the photos nominating Sang Yan, Duan Jiaxu was also present. And in the photos nominating Duan Jiaxu, Sang Yan was there too.”

“…”

“Then everyone suddenly realized that in more than 80% of these secretly taken photos, the two of them were together. This gave people the impression that—” Zhong Siqiao paused, “they were stuck together almost every day.”

“…”

“Plus, throughout their four years of university, neither of them was ever seen getting close to any girls,” Zhong Siqiao found it increasingly amusing as she spoke. “So later on, when people mentioned them, they always called them ‘that pair of gay campus heartthrobs from the Computer Science Department’.”

Zhong Siqiao was speaking cheerfully on this side, her volume uncontrolled.

As a result, Su Hao’an overheard and immediately joined in: “That’s because they were selectively blind! There were Qian Fei and Chen Junwen, those two idiots, in the photos too, but they became invisible because they weren’t good-looking enough!”

“…”

“Ah, I have nothing now,” Su Hao’an suddenly blurted out. “I’m never going to date again.”

“…”

He looked at Sang Yan and said miserably: “Bro, we’re best friends. Having you is enough for me. You should also make me your number one. You know what I mean?”

It wasn’t clear what they were talking about.

But the subject of the gossip was present, and Zhong Siqiao sensed the awkwardness. She glanced at Sang Yan and wisely changed the subject: “It’s all just jokes, not worth mentioning. Come on, let’s continue rolling the dice.”

Wei Yifan leaned forward, shaking the dice cup.

From the corner of her eye, she could see that Sang Yan hadn’t moved or responded to Su Hao’an’s words. He was leaning back in his chair, looking at his phone. Suddenly, he stood up and said casually, “You guys keep playing. I’m going back to sleep.”

Su Hao’an: “Huh? Where are you going?”

Sang Yan replied offhandedly: “Tired, going back to sleep.”

Su Hao’an: “It’s not even that late.”

Sang Yan rarely explained himself, but this time he did: “Went to bed late yesterday.”

Then, he swiftly downed three glasses of alcohol. His lips twitched slightly as he said slowly: “I’ve ruined the mood today. You all continue playing.”

He looked at Su Hao’an: “You host. Put the bill on my tab.”

After saying this, Sang Yan didn’t look at anyone. He bent down to pick up the lighter on the table and walked away.

Sang Yan’s emotions seemed perfectly normal, even appearing gentle compared to his earlier expressions and attitude. The others didn’t notice anything amiss, but Wei Yifan felt inexplicably gloomy.

After a few more rounds, without Sang Yan’s presence, Su Hao’an felt out of place among these three childhood friends.

Before long, he also found an excuse to leave.

Only the three of them were left.

The atmosphere didn’t dampen due to the departure of the other two.

But Wei Yifan was somewhat distracted.

Listening to their conversation, she suddenly called out: “Qiaoqiao.”

Zhong Siqiao: “Hm? What’s up?”

“That Duan Jiaxu you mentioned earlier,” Wei Yifan asked, “was he close with Sang Yan?”

“They should have been very close, otherwise such rumors wouldn’t have spread,” Zhong Siqiao said. “But I’m not too sure, after all, we weren’t in the same department. But one of my roommates used to pursue Sang Yan, so she considered Duan Jiaxu her number one rival.”

“…” Wei Yifan asked, “Is Duan Jiaxu in Yihe now?”

“Yes, I think he’s from Yihe. He went back to work there after graduation,” Zhong Siqiao blinked. “Why are you suddenly interested in him? Did you meet him when you were in Yihe?”

Hearing this, Wei Yifan let out a sigh of relief: “No, I was just asking.”

Considering that Wei Yifan had work the next day, the three of them didn’t stay much longer.

They left the bar just after 10:30 PM. Xiang Lang had originally wanted to pay but was adamantly stopped by Su Hao’an, who hadn’t left yet. In the end, Su Hao’an even enthusiastically saw them off to the parking lot.

Because he had to drive, Xiang Lang hadn’t drunk all night.

Wei Yifan and Zhong Siqiao got into the back seat.

On the way home, Zhong Siqiao remembered about Wei Yifan and Sang Yan living together: “Hey, Diandian.”

After using this nickname, she would occasionally call it a few times: “Are you sure it’s okay living with Sang Yan? If it’s not, you can just live at Xiang Lang’s place and let him go live with Sang Yan.”

Xiang Lang: “I don’t mind.”

“What could happen,” Wei Yifan said with amusement. “We’re like strangers at home, barely talking. You saw him today, you know he doesn’t like to socialize. We’re just simply sharing rent.”

Xiang Lang made a sound of agreement: “If you want to move, just let me know.”

…

Xiang Lang and Zhong Siqiao lived close to each other, so they dropped Wei Yifan off at home first.

Remembering Sang Yan’s words about “going back to sleep” before he left, Wei Yifan unconsciously softened her movements as she entered the house. Noticing that the living room was pitch black, she paused, then reached out to turn on the lights.

The living room didn’t look like anyone had come back.

Wei Yifan changed into her slippers and walked towards her room. Passing by the second bedroom, she inadvertently glanced at it but quickly looked away. It was late, so she quickly took a shower when she got to her room.

When she came out, she picked up her phone.

She happened to see two WeChat messages from Sang Yan.

Sang Yan: [Not coming back tonight.]

Sang Yan: [Just lock the door.]

“…”

Wei Yifan was stunned for a moment, then replied: [Okay.]

After sending the message, Wei Yifan went to the entrance and locked the door. She was feeling tired, her hair still wet, and suddenly felt too lazy to dry it. She sat on the sofa and scrolled through the news for a while, then aimlessly turned on the TV, looking for something to watch.

As soon as she turned it on, it was the urban channel, which was replaying the morning news from the “Convey” program.

It happened to be showing the follow-up to the attempted rape case she had previously submitted.

The male vendor’s face was blurred with a mosaic, but still looked kind and gentle.

This segment reminded Wei Yifan of running into Zheng Kejia at the city hospital. She completely lost interest, picked up the remote to turn off the TV, and went back to her room.

Wei Yifan opened her computer.

At this moment, Zhong Siqiao sent her a message: [Like my Moments post!]

Zhong Siqiao: [I’m going for a Korean BBQ tomorrow! Every hundred likes reduce the price by 100 yuan!]

Wei Yifan immediately replied with an “okay.”

Following Zhong Siqiao’s avatar in her Moments, she liked her latest post. Wei Yifan scrolled down a bit more and suddenly noticed a post-Zhong Siqiao had made on New Year’s Eve—

Zhong Siqiao: Going to watch the fireworks show tonight! [Happy] But if I had known, I would have chosen East Ninth Square, maybe I could have spent New Year’s with my Fanfan who’s working overtime [Crying].

Wei Yifan’s lips curled into a small smile, and she liked this post as well.

Having woken up late today, Wei Yifan thought she wouldn’t get sleepy too early.

But perhaps because she had drunk a bit tonight, her eyelids started to feel heavy not long after looking at the computer. Wei Yifan cherished her drowsiness and didn’t write much of her manuscript before quickly lying down in bed.

Before falling asleep, she remembered that Sang Yan hadn’t come back at night.

But thinking of what Su Hao’an had said tonight, she felt it was quite reasonable.

Sang Yan was probably comforting Su Hao’an.

Su Hao’an likely found out about Wang Linlin’s cheating.

…

Perhaps because many past events were mentioned today, in this sleep, Wei Yifan dreamed of things from high school.

Due to Wei Yifan’s mild and slow-to-warm-up personality, when others had already become familiar with each other, she still didn’t have very close friends in the class. So for quite a while after school started, she always ate with Zhong Siqiao and Xiang Lang.

One time.

Zhong Siqiao had something to do with her club, so Wei Yifan had dinner alone with Xiang Lang.

Then, they ran into Sang Yan in the cafeteria.

Sang Yan was very popular among the boys. Every time Wei Yifan saw him, he was always surrounded by a group of boys, only a few of whom were regulars, while the others changed each time.

It looked lively and boisterous.

The group got their food and looked for a place to sit.

Suddenly noticing Wei Yifan eating dinner face to-face with Xiang Lang.

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow.

A few boys started to tease them.

But they quickly left.

That evening during self-study.

The rumors about the two, which had never really died down, started to ferment again because of this incident.

New developments began to emerge.

It was said that Wei “Flower Vase” actually didn’t like Sang Yan’s type at all, but only reluctantly agreed to be with him because he persistently pursued her. However, when she saw someone better, she immediately had a change of heart and cheated.

Wei Yifan didn’t need to go to the classroom for self-study like other students. During this evening study time, she usually went to the dance studio to practice, so she was completely unaware of these new developments.

No one in the dormitory would gossip with the person involved either.

She just vaguely sensed that the atmosphere in the dormitory seemed a bit strange.

The next day during morning reading.

Wei Yifan returned to the classroom and again felt that the way others looked at her was a bit strange. At first, she didn’t think too much of it, just assuming there were a few more unreliable rumors, and didn’t take it to heart.

Unexpectedly, when she went to the bathroom during the long break, she overheard classmates discussing her.

“I didn’t expect Wei Flower Vase to be this kind of person…”

“It’s quite disgusting.”

“So what if she’s pretty?”

“What’s the use of being pretty if you have bad character?”

…

Wei Yifan was particularly confused, completely unaware of what had happened, and how she had become the “disgusting” person in the mouths of her classmates. After they left, she came out of the stall and washed her hands slowly, pondering what bad things she might have done recently.

She couldn’t think of anything.

She decided to pretend she hadn’t heard anything, letting it go in one ear and out the other.

Back in the classroom.

Wei Yifan had just sat down.

Suddenly, Sang Yan grabbed a boy’s collar and dragged him in front of Wei Yifan: “Apologize.”

This commotion came suddenly.

Wei Yifan was stunned for a moment, thinking he was asking her to apologize.

Seeing him looking so intimidating and ready to hit someone at any moment, she lost all her backbone. Even though she didn’t feel she had done anything wrong, she very diplomatically said, “I’m sorry.”

“…” Sang Yan’s temple twitched, “I didn’t ask you to apologize.”

The boy he was grabbing by the collar wore glasses and looked terrified.

Sang Yan looked down at him: “Do I need to teach you?”

“I was just joking around…” the bespectacled boy laughed nervously, “It was just a joke, and I’m not the only one who said it… Can you, can you let go first?”

“Joking?” Sang Yan smiled, “You’re a grown man with such a loose mouth, aren’t you ashamed?”

“…”

“I’ll say this once if anyone spreads this kind of stupid talk again,” Sang Yan raised his head, casually sweeping his gaze around, enunciating each word, “and I hear about it, we’ll settle it one by one.”

“I’m not interested in anything else,” Sang Yan was very arrogant, “My only hobby is holding grudges.”

After speaking, Sang Yan released his grip on the boy’s collar.

The bespectacled boy immediately lowered his head and apologized to Wei Yifan: “I’m, I’m sorry. I was the one who told others you cheated. But I had no evidence, I was just making it up. It won’t happen again.”

“…”

What cheating?

Wei Yifan was completely baffled.

After apologizing, the bespectacled boy was about to return to his seat.

Sang Yan raised his leg, propping it against the iron bar under the nearby desk, blocking him. He reminded him lazily: “Am I not the victim?”

“…”

“Can you consider the actual situation? What do you mean she saw someone better than me and dumped me?” Saying this, Sang Yan suddenly glanced at Wei Yifan, “If there was a situation where I persistently pursued someone—”

Wei Yifan looked up at him.

Sang Yan’s face was half-backlit, his expression as arrogant as ever.

“They could only be completely infatuated with me, understand?”
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Just as Sang Yan finished speaking, the class bell rang.

This sound was practically equivalent to liberation. The bespectacled boy imperceptibly sighed in relief and quickly apologized. Sang Yan didn’t dwell on it further, merely glancing at him before returning to his seat.

The surrounding crowd gradually dispersed.

At this moment, the classroom was unusually quiet before the teacher’s arrival, a rare occurrence.

Wen Yifan took out her textbook from the drawer and turned to the content for this lesson. However, her thoughts lingered on the recent events. Recalling yesterday’s encounter with Sang Yan and his group in the cafeteria, she slowly pieced things together.

So, others thought she had two-timed Sang Yan and gotten together with Xiang Lang.

Wen Yifan’s pen tip paused.

No wonder someone called her disgusting.

She looked up in Sang Yan’s direction.

Due to his height, his seat was arranged in the last row of the first group, quite a distance from her. At that moment, he was lowering his head, and reading some books.

The boy sitting next to him was talking to him, but Sang Yan didn’t look up, his facial expression barely changing.

Wen Yifan withdrew her gaze, thinking she should find an opportunity to thank him later.

…

This was just Wen Yifan’s idea.

She had no idea that she wouldn’t get the chance at all.

Because there was hardly ever a moment when Sang Yan was alone. He seemed incapable of walking independently; even going to the bathroom or getting water was done in groups.

Wen Yifan wasn’t in a hurry, thinking she’d eventually find an opportunity.

This wait lasted until the following Friday after school.

The class duty roster was arranged by odd and even weeks, and Sang Yan was scheduled for Friday of even weeks. Because of his duty, he left later than his classmates. His usual buddies, at this crucial moment, chose to abandon him to play basketball.

Sang Yan stood at the podium, wiping the blackboard with a damp cloth.

Wen Yifan packed her things, put on her backpack, and walked to his side to call him.

“Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan glanced at her sideways and continued wiping the blackboard: “Speak.”

Wen Yifan sincerely said: “Thank you for what happened before.”

He paused and looked at her again.

“What?”

“The things people in class were saying,” Wen Yifan explained and thanked him again, “Thank you for speaking up for me and clarifying.”

Sang Yan made an “oh” sound: “Your thanks are quite timely.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“Just as I was about to forget this matter,” Sang Yan said lazily, “you helped me recall it.”

“…”

Knowing that she had indeed dragged this out for too long.

Wen Yifan felt a bit awkward but didn’t show it: “I couldn’t find the right opportunity.”

“No need,” Sang Yan didn’t take this matter to heart at all, finishing wiping the last part of the blackboard, “If this had nothing to do with me, I wouldn’t have bothered with this nonsense.”

Wen Yifan nodded slightly: “Still, thank you.”

Sang Yan didn’t respond further.

Wen Yifan didn’t say more either, stepping towards the exit.

At the doorway, for some reason, she turned back to look at Sang Yan once more.

He had just finished wiping the blackboard and seemed to be heading to the bathroom to clean the cloth.

As he lifted his eyes, their gazes met.

Sang Yan’s expression showed no surprise, his eyebrows raised: “What?”

“Huh?”

Sang Yan said cockily: “Have you fallen head over heels for me?”

“…”

Before him, Wen Yifan had never met someone like this.

Born with innate arrogance, every corner of his bones seemed to be carved with pride, yet it wasn’t off-putting. It only made people feel that he was born to be this way.

Like a star surrounded by admirers.

Wherever he was, there was always a radiance accompanying him-

Coming down from the second-floor booth area.

Sang Yan entered the employee rest area downstairs.

He sat on the sofa, took out his phone to look at it briefly, then put it down. His alcohol tolerance wasn’t small, and he hadn’t drunk much tonight, but for some reason, his head was inexplicably throbbing.

Sang Yan pulled out a pack of cigarettes from his pocket, took one out, and lit it with the lighter he had brought down from upstairs. He smoked by himself for a while, and not long after, Su Hao’an also came in.

“You didn’t leave? Weren’t you tired? Or are you waiting to go back with Goddess Wen?” Seeing him, Su Hao’an asked in surprise.

Sang Yan had his legs crossed on the table, ignoring him.

Su Hao’an sat down next to him, also took out a cigarette from the pack, and lit it. He looked upset: “Sigh, I was almost over it, but mentioning this woman today has made me feel bad again.”

“…”

“I’ve been a player in the field of love for so many years,” Su Hao’an lit his cigarette but didn’t have time to smoke it, his mouth constantly moving as he spoke, “This is the first time I’ve been cheated on, can you believe it, I look like this—”

Su Hao’an stopped, pointing at his face, emphasizing: “I look like this! And I have money!”

“…”

“But I got cheated on!”

“With your intelligence,” Sang Yan chuckled lightly, “You call yourself a player?”

“Get lost, are you even human?” Su Hao’an reproached, “I’ve never heard you comfort me once!”

“Comfort what?” Sang Yan seemed a bit sleepy, his eyelids drooping, his voice sounding deep, “How whiny can a grown man be saying these things.”

“Mainly, this Wang Linlin always told me that he was her cousin,” Su Hao’an ranted frantically, “I believed it, even met him a few times, always politely calling him cousin. Then last time I went to find her, the two of them were kissing passionately.”

“…”

“I almost puked out yesterday’s meal, fuck that shit!”

“Alright,” Sang Yan said impatiently, “Didn’t you already break up?”

“Can’t I vent a little!” Su Hao’an started to get annoyed too, “What’s wrong with you tonight? Your brother got cheated on! Broke up! Heartbroken! And you’re impatient with me!”

Sang Yan tired of listening, suddenly straightened up and put out his cigarette: “I’m leaving.”

Su Hao’an was stunned, and even in his dullness, he noticed his mood.

“What’s wrong with you?”

“…”

“You didn’t drive here, and you’ve been drinking, how are you going back?” Su Hao’an immediately stopped him, “Qian Fei is coming over in a bit, let him give you a ride, you’ve got nothing to do at home anyway.”

Maybe feeling his words made sense, Sang Yan didn’t get up, leaning back into the chair.

Su Hao’an stared at him: “Are you drunk?”

“…”

Su Hao’an: “Or are you upset because of Xiang Lang?”

Sang Yan remained silent.

“Is that necessary? They’ve known each other for so long that if they were going to be together, they would have been long ago—” Saying this, he suddenly felt these words also applied to Sang Yan, and quickly changed his tune, “By the way, do you still like Wen Yifan? I originally thought you still had feelings for her, that’s why I thought of finding an opportunity for you two to live together. But seeing your attitude towards her, it makes me think I guessed wrong.”

“…”

Su Hao’an patted his arm: “Come on, talk to me. I can guarantee, I definitely won’t be as sharp-tongued as you, stabbing where it hurts when someone’s sharing their heartache.”

“Am I sick to talk heart-to-heart with you,” Sang Yan laughed, “How are you any different from a loudspeaker?”

“…” Su Hao’an was choked, about to argue with him.

“I’m just tired,” Sang Yan drooped his eyelids, speaking sarcastically, “You’re quite imaginative.”

“Get lost,” Su Hao’an stood up, “I wasted my feelings.”

Su Hao’an was never one to stay still, after sitting for these few minutes he was planning to go out and have fun again. Hearing Sang Yan’s words, he also felt he was being a bit dramatic tonight, actually thinking this young master who looked down on everything would be affected emotionally.

Before leaving the rest area, Su Hao’an looked up, watching Sang Yan who was now lying on the sofa.

In a flash, he felt his current state was somewhat familiar.

It reminded Su Hao’an of the day their college entrance exam results came out.

Su Hao’an’s grades were terrible, he only got into the key science class in his senior year because he had an uncle who was the principal at First High. The system at that time was to estimate scores after the exam, and only after submitting preferences would the actual scores come out.

From the moment he left the exam room.

Su Hao’an knew he was done for this time.

But because Su’s father had told him earlier.

If he could get into any first-tier university in the college entrance exam, he would buy him a new computer.

Su Hao’an was extremely tempted, and on the day of the exam, he confidently told his father that he would pass the first-tier university line and that even getting into Nanwu University would be a piece of cake.

Su’s father believed in his boasting.

The next day, he bought Su Hao’an a new computer.

Time passed day by day, when the first batch of college entrance exam admission results came out, Su Hao’an didn’t dare to go home all day, staying at an internet cafe for the entire day.

Later, he simply went to Sang Yan’s house.

It was already eight o’clock in the evening, and neither Sang Yan nor his father Sang Rong was at home.

Sang Yan’s mother, Li Ping, was teaching Sang Zhi homework, with a gentle expression, telling him to wait in Sang Yan’s room first. Su Hao’an was a frequent visitor at Sang Yan’s house, so he didn’t feel awkward and went straight into Sang Yan’s room.

Su Hao’an turned on the game console in Sang Yan’s room and started playing games by himself. After facing these electronic devices all day, he soon felt tired and fell asleep on Sang Yan’s bed.

When he next became conscious, it was to the sound of a door closing.

Su Hao’an was woken by this noise, opening his eyes to see Sang Yan.

The young man had just closed the room door, wearing a deep black short-sleeved shirt and gray trousers.

The upper body didn’t show it, but the color of the pants was noticeably darker in several spots, and with his hair slightly damp, Su Hao’an immediately asked: “Is it raining outside? The weather was fine when I came.”

Sang Yan glanced at him: “Why are you here?”

“The admission results are out,” Su Hao’an sighed, “I don’t dare go home, afraid my dad will break my legs.”

“Serves you right,” Sang Yan sneered, “Weren’t afraid of broken legs when you were bragging.”

Tonight he was Su Hao’an’s savior, so Su Hao’an didn’t argue with him: “Where did you go? I waited half the day to play games with you.” Saying this, he looked at the time: “Damn, it’s already eleven o’clock.”

“Nowhere, I’m back now, aren’t I?” Sang Yan didn’t go to shower either, sitting on the carpet in front of the game console, throwing a game controller in his direction, “Still want to play?”

Su Hao’an immediately got up: “Let’s play.”

The two chatted while playing games.

Su Hao’an: “You came back so late, didn’t your uncle and aunt scold you?”

Sang Yan: “Is that possible?”

“…” Su Hao’an was speechless, “So you’re asking for it, aren’t you?”

He asked again: “Where did you go? Aren’t you already admitted to Nan University, how cool is that? If I had those grades, I’d be acting like the king at home.”

Sang Yan: “Why do you have so much nonsense to say?”

“Sigh,” Su Hao’an was used to Sang Yan’s attitude and continued, “I don’t know what school I can get into. I just saw Chen Qian post a status, she got into A University. But I didn’t apply for any schools in A City.”

Sang Yan remained silent.

Su Hao’an continued to chatter.

After who knows how long.

Su Hao’an noticed that on the game screen, the character controlled by Sang Yan suddenly stood still, not moving at all, allowing him to hit. He had never won against Sang Yan in games, so he thought it was just a lag and took the chance to unleash his ultimate move frantically.

After killing him, Su Hao’an looked at him, feigning concern: “Did you lag or what, why are you so bad—”

Before he could finish, the words got stuck in his throat.

For some reason, at that moment, Su Hao’an found himself unable to speak.

Sang Yan was looking down at the game controller in his hand, very quietly, yet not seeming to see the object. He seemed to have zoned out, his body slightly bent, looking tense.

Like a frozen image.

Or like a bowstring stretched to its limit.

Su Hao’an had known him since middle school.

From the first time they met, Sang Yan had always had an air of arrogance and indifference to the world. He looked down on everything, lived as if no one else mattered, didn’t care about anyone, and wasn’t impressed by anything.

Like someone born to live at the top.

But in that instant.

Su Hao’an inexplicably had an illusion.

His pride and unyielding spirit.

It seemed as if someone had shattered them.
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Over the next three days, Wen Yifan continued her regular work routine.

Sang Yan seemed to be occupied with something, as he hadn’t returned since the gathering ended. However, he strictly adhered to the rule they had previously established. Every night at 10 PM, Wen Yifan would receive his WeChat message right on schedule.

As time passed, the number of words in his messages gradually decreased.

On the first day:

Sang Yan: [Not coming back tonight. Lock the door.]

On the second day:

Sang Yan: [Not back. Lock door.]

On the third day:

Sang Yan: [Lock door.]

“…”

Wen Yifan’s attitude, however, remained consistent.

Each time, she replied with a simple “Okay.”

The following afternoon, Wen Yifan returned from an interview with Fu Zhuang and went to the editing room to cut footage.

Recently, Fu Zhuang had taken several days off due to school matters, so he had been working for a week straight without a break. He slumped onto the desk, sighing, “Ah, it’s too difficult.”

Wen Yifan casually responded, “What’s difficult?”

“Old Qian chewed me out again yesterday,” Fu Zhuang sat up straight, vividly imitating Qian Weihua’s tone, “He said what I edited was worse than dog shit! Giving me revision suggestions was harder than him re-editing the whole thing himself!”

“Oh?” Wen Yifan turned her head, “Then let him edit it.”

“…”

“Wouldn’t that make it easier for him?”

After a moment of silence, Fu Zhuang diligently continued editing, “I’d rather suffer a bit myself then.”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t say more. She reviewed the news script she had just finished writing, and after confirming there were no errors, she sent it to the editor.

While waiting for the script to be reviewed, Fu Zhuang chatted with her again, bringing up the fire incident at Zhongnan Century City: “Oh, sis, let me tell you something. Remember that interview segment with your classmate that we edited into the news?”

“Hmm?”

“Well, I discovered yesterday that someone made a weird compilation of interviews and included that segment,” Fu Zhuang found it hilarious and laughed uncontrollably. “It’s quite popular. He’s even ranked in the top ten characters on a certain video platform.”

“…”

“It proves what I said about him being both miserable and awesome. Now people are calling him ‘handsome, cool, and pitiful’,” Fu Zhuang explained. “Even though we blurred half his face with a mosaic, you can still tell he’s incredibly good-looking.”

Wen Yifan didn’t pay attention to these things and was unaware of this development. “Is the impact significant?”

“Not really, since his face was blurred. It’s just pretty entertaining,” Fu Zhuang replied.

“That’s good then,” Just then, the script was approved, and Wen Yifan forwarded it to the voice-over host. She stood up and said, “You can download the host’s voice-over later. Let me know if there are any issues. I need to go back and write an outline.”

“Alright,” Fu Zhuang refocused, dramatically adding, “Loneliness! It’s the path every strong person must walk!”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t work overtime today. After finishing her outline, she returned home.

As she opened the door, Wen Yifan habitually reached for the light switch, suddenly realizing the lights were already on. She paused, instinctively glancing towards the sofa. The living room was still empty.

Several shoe boxes were stacked neatly by the entrance, forming a tall pile. The shoes beside them, in contrast, looked messy, as if carelessly taken off upon entering, without any particular arrangement.

Wen Yifan looked towards the second bedroom.

She wasn’t sure if Sang Yan was in his room now, or if he had come back and left again.

Wen Yifan didn’t dwell on it. She sat on the sofa and poured herself a glass of water. As she slowly sipped, she scanned the surroundings, feeling like something had changed in the apartment.

It seemed like there were more items around.

Several cans of different brands of milk powder were placed under the coffee table, along with fruit muesli and cocoa powder. The TV cabinet door was open, revealing various snacks packed to the brim, with some spilling out onto the front of the TV.

On the dining table were a few black boxes wrapped in plastic wrap, looking like they contained fruit.

Wen Yifan looked away.

She silently thought to herself that this young master indeed had a high standard of living.

In her moment of boredom, Wen Yifan recalled Fu Zhuang’s words.

She took out her phone and downloaded a certain video app. After finishing her water, she got up and walked into the kitchen.

Just as the download was completed, Wen Yifan opened the app and saw that the top-ranked recent video had “handsome, cool, and pitiful” in its title. As she rinsed her glass clean, she tapped on it.

Suddenly, Sang Yan’s cold voice came from her phone.

“I’m very happy. I hope you can be as happy as I am.”

The phone volume was a bit loud, almost deafening in the quiet space.

Wen Yifan was startled.

She quickly turned off the water and freed a hand to lower the volume.

At the same time, footsteps sounded behind her.

Wen Yifan turned to look and saw Sang Yan entering the kitchen.

“…”

Wen Yifan lowered her head and turned off her phone screen, feeling somewhat embarrassed.

She wasn’t sure if he had heard the sound just now.

But Sang Yan acted as if he hadn’t seen her at all.

Without a word or a glance in her direction, he silently opened the refrigerator.

Wen Yifan didn’t initiate conversation either. She put her phone back in her pocket, and as she lowered her eyes, she suddenly noticed that the leaky faucet had been fixed and was no longer dripping.

Noticing this, Wen Yifan took a closer look at the kitchen.

The gas stove that had always been faulty had been replaced with a new one. Next to it were a new induction cooker and microwave, and even a juicer and an oven. Her brow furrowed, and she felt a twinge of anxiety.

The first thought that popped into her mind was:

How much would her share of all this cost?

Wen Yifan hesitated: “Did you buy all these?”

Sang Yan looked like he had just showered, wearing casual light-colored trousers and a loosely thrown-on jacket. He ignored her, took a pack of instant noodles from the top of the fridge, and tore it open.

It seemed like he was about to make his dinner.

Wen Yifan found this scene a bit incongruous. In her view, he should be a pampered young master who never lifted a finger.

She thought he would just order takeout if no one cooked for him.

Who knew he would come to the kitchen on his own?

Wen Yifan continued, “If so, can you give me a list? I’ll transfer the money to you.”

Sang Yan gave a perfunctory “Mm,” and turned on the tap to fill the pot with water.

“…” Feeling that his unwillingness to engage was quite obvious, Wen Yifan wasn’t sure what was going on. Her lips moved again, “Then I’ll go back to my room. Just send me the list on WeChat when you’re done organizing it.”

As expected, there was no response.

Wen Yifan couldn’t tell if this was his normal state or if he was in a bad mood at the moment. She didn’t try to make her presence felt any further and turned to go back to her room. She sat down in her chair, opened her phone, and checked the balance in her bank account.

She suddenly sighed.

Maybe she should find an opportunity to talk to him.

If they were going to buy more shared items in the future, they should discuss it beforehand…

Thinking of this, Wen Yifan remembered Sang Yan’s attitude just now.

Sigh.

Communicating with him would be a difficult task too.

After a while.

Wen Yifan inexplicably felt that this situation might be normal.

After all, Sang Yan had emphasized not to try to get close to him. The reason they had any dialogue before was only because he wanted to drum up some business for his bar.

But in the end.

He didn’t make a penny and instead lost nearly a thousand.

Wen Yifan wondered if he was in a bad mood because of this.

She pondered for a while, then opened the calculator and recalculated the bill from that day. She wanted to pay for Zhong Siqiao and Xiang Lang’s shares too, but the amount wasn’t small for her.

Wen Yifan could only pay for her share.

But several days had passed.

Suddenly transferring this money to him now seemed a bit awkward.

Wen Yifan put down her phone, deciding to wait for him to send the list and then transfer everything together.

But throughout the entire evening.

There was no movement from Sang Yan’s end.

Wen Yifan belatedly realized.

It seemed that Sang Yan had completely treated her as air as if he couldn’t perceive her existence. Even when she inadvertently made some loud noise, he acted as if he couldn’t hear it, not even raising an eyebrow.

The two were like people living in different time spaces in the same place.

Wen Yifan wasn’t one to invite rejection.

After mentioning it a few times, she stopped initiating conversation.

She just considered it as the official start of their mutually non-interfering co-living arrangement.

On the evening before Chinese New Year’s Eve.

While collecting clothes from the balcony, Wen Yifan received a call from Zhong Siqiao. She held the clothes, put the drying pole aside, and listened to Zhong Siqiao on the other end: “Are you working overtime tomorrow night?”

“Tomorrow night?” Wen Yifan said, “If nothing unexpected happens, I shouldn’t be.”

“Are you going home tomorrow then?”

“Probably not.”

Zhong Siqiao invited her: “Then do you want to come to my place? We can celebrate the New Year together.”

Wen Yifan was very honest: “I’m too lazy to go that far.”

“…” Zhong Siqiao said, “You’re getting so many days off, and you won’t spare one for me!”

“You’re quite cruel—” Wen Yifan entered the living room and her voice stopped.

She didn’t know when Sang Yan had come out of his room, but he was now sitting on the sofa, looking down at his phone. He had changed clothes and his expression was as indifferent as usual, looking like he was about to go out.

Wen Yifan looked away and walked towards her room, calmly continuing her conversation with Zhong Siqiao: “How about you tell me that when I have many days off?”

Zhong Siqiao laughed: “Well, compared to your usual schedule, isn’t this already quite a lot of time off?”

Wen Yifan: “I just want to sleep for three days and three nights straight.”

Back in her room.

Zhong Siqiao suddenly asked: “By the way, is Sang Yan going home for the New Year?”

“Of course he is.” Finding her question a bit strange, Wen Yifan replied with a puzzled tone, “His family is local, and his relationship with them isn’t bad. Why wouldn’t he go home for the New Year?”

“Oh.” Zhong Siqiao said, “That’s true.”

Wen Yifan lay down on the bed.

Zhong Siqiao asked again: “How are you getting along with him?”

“We can’t call it getting along. We’re just,” Wen Yifan chose her words carefully, “two strangers living under the same roof. There’s no communication at all. Now when I see him, I almost feel like he’s a ghost.”

“How can it be that exaggerated!” Zhong Siqiao said, “Wasn’t everything fine at the gathering the other day?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan was stunned.

For some reason, Xiang Lang’s answer to that truth-or-dare question suddenly flashed through her mind. She quickly came back to her senses and laughed, “It’s about the same as during the gathering.”

After chatting for a while longer, Wen Yifan heard the sound of the door closing at the entrance.

After hanging up the phone.

Wen Yifan checked WeChat again and found that Sang Yan had sent her a message five minutes ago.

Sang Yan: [Won’t be back until the eighth day of the New Year. Just lock the door.]

Sang Yan: [Please help finish the food in the fridge.]

Sang Yan: [Thanks.]

Wen Yifan blinked, replying as usual with an “Okay.”

On Chinese New Year’s Eve, Wen Yifan returned home at seven o’clock.

She locked the door, took a shower first, and after completing all her bedtime preparations, she took a small blanket to the living room. She lay down on the sofa in the living room; the Spring Festival Gala had already been broadcasting for a while.

Zhong Siqiao kept urging her, sending messages on WeChat simultaneously.

Wen Yifan replied: [I’ve turned on the TV too.]

Scrolling through her message list, Wen Yifan replied to the New Year’s greetings one by one. When she saw Zhao Yuandong’s message, she hesitated for a moment before replying: [I have to work overtime tonight. Happy New Year.]

The windows were tightly closed, but without air conditioning, it was still a bit cold.

Apart from the bustling sounds coming from the TV, there was no other noise in the room. Wen Yifan wrapped herself in the blanket, staring at the laughter and joy on the TV screen, completely unable to be infected by these emotions. If it weren’t for the holiday, she wouldn’t even remember that today was New Year’s Eve.

She exhaled, absently scrolling through Weibo, and soon wanted to return to her room.

Wen Yifan had no interest in the Spring Festival Gala.

She always felt that it was just something to serve as background music when families chatted and played on New Year’s Eve. Watching it alone always felt like a very strange thing to do.

But Zhong Siqiao on the other end of WeChat was still excitedly discussing the program with her.

Wen Yifan didn’t want to dampen her spirits and was considering getting something to eat.

At this moment, the doorbell of the apartment suddenly rang. Wen Yifan looked at the time; it was almost nine o’clock.

She wondered who it could be.

Wen Yifan felt strange and a bit uneasy. She walked to the entrance and looked through the peephole.

In the brightly lit corridor stood Sang Yan, his hands in his pockets.

She breathed a sigh of relief and opened the door: “Why did you come back?”

Sang Yan glanced at her, unusually speaking up: “Relatives came to visit at home, no place to sleep.”

“…” Wen Yifan nodded, not asking further, and returned to her position on the sofa.

Sang Yan changed into slippers and sat on the other sofa.

Both of them were quiet, not saying a word.

On such a festive day.

With the sudden presence of another person in the room, Wen Yifan felt somewhat uncomfortable and unconsciously looked in his direction.

After a while, Sang Yan made the first move.

He stood up and walked towards the kitchen.

Noticing his movement, Wen Yifan looked over.

She saw Sang Yan take out a package of noodles, a box of meatballs, and a box of vegetables from the refrigerator. Then, he took out a package of frozen dumplings from the freezer. It looked like he was planning to make a late-night snack.

Wen Yifan didn’t quite believe he could cook.

She secretly hoped he wouldn’t use the gas stove.

For cooking these few things, an electric stove would be enough.

Wen Yifan was very afraid he might burn down the kitchen.

A few minutes passed.

Wen Yifan heard the sound of the gas stove igniting from the kitchen.

“…”

She began to feel anxious. However, considering their current state of interaction, she hesitated to approach him recklessly.

After fidgeting for a while, the sound of boiling water echoed from the kitchen.

At that moment, Sang Yan suddenly called out to her.

“Wen Yifan.”

Given their previous dynamic, it was nearly impossible for him to call her name. This made Wen Yifan even more certain that something was wrong, prompting her to stand up and walk over immediately.

“What’s the matter?”

As soon as she entered the kitchen, she saw that Sang Yan was still holding the packaging for the noodles, but it was already empty. His movements were somewhat stiff as he stared at the boiling pot, clearly having dumped the entire package of noodles in.

The scene felt frozen in time.

A few seconds later, Sang Yan looked up, his expression blank as he said, “I boiled too much.”

“…”

He cast his eyes downward, tossing the empty packaging into the nearby trash bin, seemingly without a second thought.

“Want to help eat some?”
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The kitchen was square-shaped, with a decent amount of space. An L-shaped dark countertop lined one side, with a gap for the refrigerator, and cream-colored cabinets mounted above. The addition of several appliances made the space feel more cramped than before.

Wen Yifan walked to his side, watching the noodles already bubbling in the pot. After a moment of silence, she rolled up her sleeves, turned on the faucet, and washed her hands. Then, she pointed to the items nearby.

“Should I put these back in the fridge?”

Sang Yan glanced sideways: “Leave the vegetables out.”

Wen Yifan: “Okay.”

She had just picked up the box of meatballs when Sang Yan suddenly asked: “You’re not eating the meatballs?”

Wen Yifan paused: “If you want to eat them, we can add some.”

“What about the dumplings?”

“Just put in a few then.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan picked up the soy sauce nearby and added, “Hand me two eggs.”

“…” Wen Yifan was a bit speechless at his insistence on having everything in this situation. Unable to contain herself, she didn’t want to waste food: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan: “What?”

Wen Yifan calmly reminded him: “You’ve cooked an entire package of noodles.”

“…”

In the end, only some vegetables and mushrooms were added as side dishes, while Wen Yifan put everything else back in the fridge. She took out two bowls from the cabinet, one large and one small, and handed the larger one to him.

Sang Yan accepted it and began filling it with noodles.

Wen Yifan stood beside him, looking at the pot almost overflowing with noodles. She felt that eating just a little wouldn’t make any difference in this situation and worried that Sang Yan might force her to eat bowl after bowl.

Given his personality, he was indeed capable of doing that.

Wen Yifan suddenly said: “I probably won’t be able to help you much.”

Sang Yan had just finished filling a bowl and reached out to her: “What?”

Wen Yifan handed him the bowl in her hand, her expression tactful: “I’m not particularly hungry.”

“…” Seeing her expression, Sang Yan immediately understood what she was thinking and said expressionlessly, “I know.”

Since the Spring Festival Gala was still playing and the two didn’t have much to talk about when sitting together, they simply returned to the living room.

The noodles were still hot from the pot, so Wen Yifan placed her bowl directly on the coffee table.

At this moment, a comedy sketch was playing on the TV, which seemed to be halfway through. Wen Yifan hadn’t watched the beginning, so she wasn’t quite sure what it was about and watched with some confusion.

After watching for a while longer and still not understanding, she lowered her head and scooped up some soup.

She stared hesitantly for a few seconds before slowly drinking it.

The taste was unexpectedly quite good.

Wen Yifan breathed a sigh of relief.

When she looked up, she happened to meet Sang Yan’s inscrutable gaze.

“…” Wen Yifan swallowed the soup and politely complimented, “These noodles you cooked are quite tasty.”

“Your expression,” Sang Yan hadn’t touched his chopsticks yet and spoke leisurely, “I thought I had just put some poison in the noodles.”

“…” Wen Yifan said, “I just never imagined you cooking anything.”

Sang Yan chuckled lightly, his tone both puzzled and arrogant: “Is there anything I can’t do?”

Wen Yifan sincerely replied: “Aren’t there quite a few things?”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Such as?”

“For example,” Wen Yifan thought for a moment, “cooking a single portion of noodles.”

“…”

Perhaps because it was a holiday, or maybe because of Sang Yan’s small mishap while cooking the noodles, the two were getting along more harmoniously than usual.

Originally, since it was New Year’s Eve, Wen Yifan had planned to make herself a simple New Year’s Eve dinner after work. But after returning home, she felt too lazy to move, and since she wasn’t feeling hungry, she simply gave up on the idea.

Wen Yifan suddenly felt a bit incredulous.

She never imagined that in her lifetime, she would eat a “New Year’s Eve dinner” prepared by the young master Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan ate at a steady pace, appearing to chew slowly, but before long, she had finished the noodles in her bowl.

Just as the program ended, she stood up, intending to get some more.

Noticing her movement, Sang Yan casually asked: “Where are you going?”

Wen Yifan paused, pointing towards the kitchen: “To get more noodles.”

“…”

Although he had only cooked too much and let her eat some as a result, adhering to the principle of not biting the hand that feeds you, Wen Yifan voluntarily offered: “Do you want me to get you some more too?”

“If you’re full, don’t force yourself,” Sang Yan looked her up and down, saying leisurely, “If you get sick from overeating, it’ll be on me.”

“No, it’s not that.” Wen Yifan was taken aback and said directly, “I just want to eat more.”

“…”

Seeing that he still had quite a bit left in his bowl, Wen Yifan didn’t ask again and went to the kitchen herself. Afraid of eating too much and having trouble sleeping due to poor digestion, she only filled her bowl halfway with noodles but filled it to the brim with soup.

She walked back to the sofa and sat down.

Wen Yifan glanced in Sang Yan’s direction.

At some point, his brows had relaxed slightly, his posture lazy, and his mood seemed quite good.

His gaze was now fixed on the television.

Wen Yifan blinked and looked towards the TV as well. The previous magic show had ended, and now a song performance was starting, performed by several recently popular actresses.

With bright smiles on their faces and sweet voices, it was particularly pleasing to the eye and ear.

“…”

Oh.

Wen Yifan instantly understood.

…

As time passed, Wen Yifan hadn’t planned to stay in the living room for so long.

But before they knew it, it was past midnight.

During this time, they both sat at opposite ends of the sofa, without much conversation, but neither went back to their rooms early. Occasionally, when Wen Yifan commented on a program, Sang Yan would respond with a noncommittal “mm.”

The new year had arrived.

Wen Yifan suddenly realized that they had stayed up to welcome the new year together.

At this moment, her phone vibrated several times.

Zhong Siqiao and Xiang Lang sent New Year’s greetings in the group chat right on time.

Wen Yifan’s fingers moved, about to reply, when she caught sight of Sang Yan lowering his lashes to look at his phone. She suddenly stood up, her voice slow and gentle: “I’m going to bed then.”

Sang Yan slowly looked up.

Wen Yifan naturally added: “Happy New Year.”

Sang Yan looked at her.

She didn’t expect him to reciprocate and was about to return to her room after speaking.

But Sang Yan’s attitude tonight was unexpectedly good.

He looked away and reciprocated. However, his tone was still as perfunctory as usual.

“Mm, Happy New Year.”

–

Back in her room.

Wen Yifan spent some time replying to messages before putting her phone down and starting to drift off to sleep. She turned off the bedside lamp and stared into the pitch-black void with her eyes open, her thoughts wandering.

She thought back to what had just happened.

A strange thought suddenly occurred to her.

It turns out the Spring Festival Gala can be quite enjoyable too.

Pulling back her thoughts, Wen Yifan was about to close her eyes and sleep when she suddenly remembered she had just eaten a bowl of noodles. She immediately got up to brush her teeth, and after finishing her nightly routine, she belatedly realized she felt a bit full.

She couldn’t remember the last time she had gone to sleep with such a feeling of fullness.

Wen Yifan felt a bit guilty.

This seemed to be the first time they had eaten a meal alone together since their reunion.

And both were unusually calm and peaceful.

It felt like their relationship had eased, or perhaps it was just softened by the holiday spirit.

It was a familiar feeling to her.

As if they had returned to that period from the second semester of their second year of high school until the college entrance exam.

At that time, Wen Yifan had just moved to Beiyu City and had been living in the new environment for a few months. Compared to her time at Nanwu No. 1 High School, she had become more reserved. Living in a closed boarding school environment, she would return home once every two weeks.

Every day, she did nothing but study.

She only occasionally turned on her phone to take a quick look.

Perhaps it was because she had sent that text message about her grades to Sang Yan.

After the final exams of the second semester of their second year, a few days later, Wen Yifan received another message from Sang Yan.

Sang Yan: [Are you free now?]

When she saw this message, Wen Yifan had a feeling that he might be coming.

Wen Yifan: [What’s up?]

Sang Yan: [First time in Beiyu, don’t know the way.]

Sang Yan: [It’s fine if you’re not free.]

The distance from Nanwu to Beiyu wasn’t far, about an hour and a half by high-speed train.

Wen Yifan had never thought he would come, and when she saw this message, she was stunned for a good while. After asking for his location, she immediately left.

At that time, because it had been raining for several days, the temperature in Beiyu had dropped a few degrees.

Sang Yan didn’t know where her house was, only knew which high school she attended, so he waited for a while at her school gate. He was only wearing a short-sleeved shirt but seemed unaffected by the cold. When he saw her, he raised an eyebrow and smiled.

“You came so quickly?”

Before that time.

The two of them hadn’t spoken for a long time.

Not only because Wen Yifan had transferred to Beiyu, but even in the period before her transfer, the two had been like strangers at school.

So when he said this after Wen Yifan responded with an “mm,” the scene immediately fell into silence again.

After a moment.

Sang Yan suggested: “Want to get something to eat?”

Wen Yifan agreed and took him to a nearby noodle shop.

The two ate noodles for a while.

The presence of the person beside her was particularly strong.

Wen Yifan took the initiative to break the silence and asked softly: “When are you going back?”

Sang Yan looked up and asked in return: “When do you have to go home?”

Wen Yifan casually said: “Around six.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan’s chopsticks paused, and the corner of his lips curled up, “Then I’ll leave at six.”

…

That seemed to be the beginning.

After that, Sang Yan would come to Beiyu to see her once in a while.

The visits weren’t frequent, and each time he would only have a meal with her before leaving, not taking up too much of her time. Neither of them talked much about their affairs as if they were just meeting for the sake of seeing each other.

There was no other purpose.

–

Over the next few days.

Sang Yan continued to leave in the morning and return around seven or eight in the evening as usual.

The timing was particularly stable as if he was being kicked out by his family at a set time.

Wen Yifan had asked him when these relatives might leave, and he seemed to show little emotion, simply replying with a perfunctory “don’t know.” She put herself in his shoes and indeed felt that his situation was a bit pitiful.

Being kicked out to stay elsewhere during the New Year holidays.

After that, she didn’t bring up the subject much with him.

At noon on the third day of the New Year.

Wen Yifan had just come out of the bathroom, and when she checked her phone again, she saw messages from Sang Yan from ten minutes ago.

Sang Yan: [I’m coming back this afternoon.]

Sang Yan: [I might bring my sister.]

A few minutes later.

Sang Yan: [Is that okay?]

Before they started living together, Wen Yifan had mentioned this requirement, that they should inform each other before bringing someone back.

Wen Yifan replied: [That’s fine.]

After replying, Wen Yifan didn’t think much of it. She turned on her computer, found a drama to watch, and before she knew it, it was dinner time. She got up, and left her room, intending to get a cup of yogurt from the fridge.

At this moment, the sound of the door opening came from the entrance.

Wen Yifan looked over and saw Sang Yan walk in with his keys. He was carrying bags of various sizes, his expression indifferent, saying to the person behind him: “Go barefoot, there are no shoes.”

The next second, Sang Zhi’s figure also appeared in Wen Yifan’s view.

She didn’t immediately take off her shoes, nor did she respond to Sang Yan’s words.

Since it was her first time here, Sang Zhi instinctively scanned her surroundings. Noticing Wen Yifan’s presence, her gaze fixed, and she blurted out: “Brother, is this sister your girlfriend?”

Sang Yan didn’t say anything.

Wen Yifan smiled and took the initiative to answer: “No, we’re just roommates.”

“Oh, she’s so pretty—” Sang Zhi blinked, muttering softly, “I guess she can only be a roommate then.”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t want to disturb them and was about to get her yogurt and return to her room.

But the next moment, Sang Zhi spoke again, as if she had just realized something: “Sister, were you and my brother classmates in high school?”

Wen Yifan was taken aback: “You still remember me?”

Wen Yifan hadn’t met Sang Zhi many times.

Back then, she was still small and didn’t look very old. And since so many years had passed, Wen Yifan thought she would have long forgotten about her, and didn’t expect to be recognized.

Seeing the little girl from back then turn into the tall, slender, pretty young woman now, Wen Yifan found it amazing and couldn’t help but say a few more words: “You got lost at that time and asked me to help you find your brother. Later, you said you wanted to treat me to ice cream. You remember that?”

Sang Zhi thought for a moment and honestly said: “No.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“I wasn’t lost at that time.” Sang Zhi spoke slowly, “But my brother said I was lost.”

“…”

“So I could only be lost.”

“…”
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In her memory, it was likely a weekend during the first semester of 10th grade.

Wen Yifan forgot why she had gone out that day, only remembering that she was shopping when suddenly a little girl ran up to her, saying she wanted to treat her to ice cream.

After a while.

As if remembering her purpose, the little girl soon added a sentence.

“Big sister, I can’t find my brother.”

Wen Yifan was stunned: “Did you get separated from your brother?”

Sang Zhi tilted her head and reluctantly mumbled an affirmative.

Wen Yifan: “Where did you get separated?”

Hearing this, Sang Zhi turned around and pointed at the tree behind her: “Over there.”

Wen Yifan looked in that direction but didn’t see anyone. She put down what she was holding and took out her phone from her pocket: “It’s okay, do you remember your brother’s phone number?”

Sang Zhi shook her head: “I don’t remember.”

“…”

“But he should be over there,” Sang Zhi took the initiative to hold her hand, her round eyes blinking, “Big sister, can you take me over to find him? I’m a little scared by myself.”

Wen Yifan smiled gently: “Of course.”

The sun was scorching that day, even the breeze across her face was hot.

Wen Yifan opened her parasol, being led forward by little Sang Zhi. She was short with small steps, but walked very quickly, skipping along, seeming to be in high spirits.

Sang Zhi pulled her straight towards the tree she had just pointed at.

It wasn’t until they were almost at the tree that Wen Yifan gradually felt something was off.

She felt the child had a very strong sense of purpose.

It seemed she was very certain that her brother was there.

Wen Yifan was just wondering if she had encountered some kind of child trafficking ring using children as bait.

The next moment, Sang Yan’s tall, slim figure came into view.

In an instant, a certain guess flashed through her mind.

But Sang Yan, who should have looked guilty, appeared calm.

He stood in the shade of the tree, tilting his head to look at her, his features carrying the innate advantages of youth.

“What a coincidence?”

…

Just like Sang Yan’s expression now when he heard Sang Zhi’s words.

Sang Yan seemed completely unbothered about being exposed. He carried the things towards the kitchen on his own. As he passed by Wen Yifan, he glanced at her lightly, the corner of his mouth curling up, looking extremely arrogant.

As if saying:

— So what if it is?

“…”

Wen Yifan also silently entered the kitchen.

After all, this incident happened seven or eight years ago.

His personality had always been like this, never hiding what he had done, so blatant that it could make the other person feel like they were the one who had done something wrong.

She opened the refrigerator and took out a bottle of yogurt.

From the corner of her eye, she saw the things Sang Yan had bought back. By the looks of it, he seemed to be planning to have a hot pot at home.

Wen Yifan looked away and left the kitchen.

Noticing that Sang Zhi was only wearing socks, Wen Yifan thought for a moment and walked to the entrance. She took out a pair of slippers from the shoe cabinet and said with a smile: “I have an extra pair of slippers here, you can wear them if you don’t mind.”

Sang Zhi immediately said: “Thank you, big sister.”

“Have a seat, feel free to take whatever you want to eat,” afraid that her presence might make Sang Zhi uncomfortable, Wen Yifan added, “Most of these are your brother’s things.”

–

After Wen Yifan returned to her room.

Sang Zhi opened the TV cabinet and looked at the snacks inside.

Sang Yan happened to come out of the kitchen.

“Brother,” Sang Zhi was a bit hungry and reached for a bag of chips, “Why are you living with a roommate? And a female roommate at that. Did you tell mom and dad? Do they know?”

Noticing her action, Sang Yan snatched the chips back and threw them back into the TV cabinet.

“Mind your manners.”

Sang Zhi was puzzled: “Aren’t these yours?”

“You know that and still touch them?” Sang Yan said lazily, “Do you think I bought them for you?”

“…” Sang Zhi thought he was being petty, but she wasn’t particularly interested in the chips anyway, so she chose to swallow her frustration, “Then hurry up, I need to go back and do practice questions after eating.”

“It’ll take another half hour, go write first, make the most of your time,” Sang Yan jerked his chin towards the dining table, “Just sit there, or you can go to my room to write if you want.”

Sang Zhi picked up her schoolbag and walked towards the dining table, asking again: “So why are you living with a roommate?”

Sang Yan: “Do I need to report to a little brat like you about what I do now?”

“Oh.” Sang Zhi looked towards the master bedroom, understanding, “You like that big sister?”

“…”

“Forget it, brother. It’s not that I don’t want to be on your side.” Thinking of Wen Yifan’s appearance, Sang Zhi sighed, “But we should have some self-awareness.”

“…” Sang Yan laughed angrily, “Self-awareness?”

“Yeah.”

“Kid, get this straight,” Sang Yan took out the hot pot seasoning he had casually stuffed into the cabinet last time, saying leisurely, “It’s other people who need to consider that word when they set their sights on me, understand?”

“…”

Sang Zhi thought he was shameless and didn’t want to waste any more time talking to him.

She sat down at the dining table, took out several test papers from her schoolbag, and started focusing on her work.

Half an hour later.

Sang Yan brought out the pot on time and said lazily: “Go to the kitchen and bring out the side dishes.”

Sang Zhi responded with an “Oh.”

The meat and vegetables just bought from the supermarket had all been washed, cut, and arranged on plates by Sang Yan. Sang Zhi could carry a few plates at a time, so after going back and forth a few times, she prepared a bowl of dipping sauce for herself.

Returning to the dining table, Sang Zhi had just sat down when she suddenly remembered: “Brother, aren’t you going to invite that big sister to eat with us?”

Sang Yan didn’t say anything, taking a bottle of beer from the refrigerator.

“You aren’t planning to call her? It’s New Year’s,” Sang Zhi couldn’t believe it, thinking he was too inconsiderate, “Since you two are roommates, you should get along well.”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “What’s it to you?”

Sang Zhi was very unhappy: “She even specially got slippers for me and told me to help myself to anything I wanted to eat. Wasn’t she being nice to me? Shouldn’t you at least be polite and invite her to come out and eat together?”

“She was nice to you,” Sang Yan smiled, “What does that have to do with me?”

Sang Zhi: “…”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered with her: “If you want to call her, go call her yourself.”

Sang Zhi stared at him for a while, deciding not to meddle in affairs that weren’t her business, after all, it wasn’t her roommate. She picked up her chopsticks again and put some vegetables in the pot to blanch.

Not long after, Sang Yan suddenly said: “You’re quite conscientious.”

Sang Zhi: “?”

But he didn’t continue speaking.

Sang Zhi immediately realized he was being sarcastic, mocking her for only talking about how nice others were to her, only asking others to reciprocate on her behalf, and doing nothing but talking.

“…”

Then, Sang Yan leisurely picked up his chopsticks, clearly not wanting to bother with anything, looking particularly irritating.

Sang Zhi held back for a moment, then got up and walked towards the master bedroom.

…

Meanwhile.

Wen Yifan finished watching the latest episode of a drama series, glanced at the time in the bottom right corner of her computer, and was about to go back to bed for a while before taking a shower when there was a knock on her door.

She got up and went to open it.

Sang Zhi was standing outside.

The young girl was slightly shorter than her, with two small dimples at the corners of her mouth when she smiled. She invited warmly: “Big sister, come out and eat with us. It seems like you haven’t had dinner.”

“No need,” Wen Yifan smiled, “You two enjoy your meal.”

Sang Zhi thought she was just being polite and said directly: “Big sister, you might not know.”

“Hm?”

“My brother and I eating alone will never be enjoyable.”

“…”

In the end, Wen Yifan was still pulled out by the extremely enthusiastic Sang Zhi.

At the rectangular white dining table, Wen Yifan and Sang Zhi sat on one side, while Sang Yan sat alone opposite them. Seeing them come out, he merely raised his eyes slightly, not saying a word.

Wen Yifan’s hair had grown quite long, and she hadn’t trimmed it for a while, now reaching her chest. She tied all her hair up with a hair tie, revealing her clear forehead. Even with a bare face, she still looked as beautiful as if she were wearing makeup.

Her fox-like eyes sparkled, her skin was as white as porcelain, and her lips were red without any lipstick.

Sang Zhi couldn’t help but look at her a few more times.

Not knowing whether Sang Zhi’s invitation for her to join them for dinner had Sang Yan’s approval, Wen Yifan tried to minimize her presence, quietly eating a few meatballs.

Sang Zhi, on the other hand, kept offering her food, frequently asking if she wanted to eat this or that.

After a few minutes, Sang Zhi remembered something: “Big sister, what’s your name?”

“Wen Yifan,” Wen Yifan added, “The ‘Yi’ from ‘before’, and the ‘Fan’ from ‘ordinary’.”

“Oh, then can I call you ‘Sister Yifan’?” Sang Zhi was particularly drawn to attractive people, and her impression of Wen Yifan was very good, so she became even more enthusiastic, “My name is Sang Zhi, the ‘Zhi’ from ‘childish’. You can call me Zhizhi, that’s my nickname.”

“Alright,” Wen Yifan smiled, “Your nickname is quite cute.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan suddenly let out a light laugh.

Sang Zhi immediately looked at him, displeased: “What’s wrong with her praising my nickname as cute?”

Sang Yan’s eyes lifted slightly, still smirking, ignoring her.

“…”

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together, strangely feeling that his laugh was mocking her.

Because when Sang Yan first learned her nickname, he had laughed just as maliciously as now. Later, he even said, “Why does your nickname sound like a servant girl’s name?”

Wen Yifan thought he was being quite childish, so she pretended not to hear and continued Sang Zhi’s conversation.

“It is cute.”

Sang Zhi blinked, and under this differential treatment, decided to thoroughly treat Sang Yan as if he were invisible.

The two chatted casually for a while longer.

“By the way, Zhizhi, why did you come here today,” Wen Yifan found it strange and casually asked, “Isn’t it the third day of the New Year? Why aren’t you staying at home?”

“My parents went to visit relatives, and I didn’t want to go. Plus, I’m about to take the college entrance exam,” saying this, Sang Zhi’s voice softened a bit, “I want to spend more time studying, afraid I won’t do well in the school exams when classes resume.”

“You’re in your senior year of high school?” Wen Yifan asked, “Do you have any universities in mind?”

Sang Zhi fell silent.

It was just casual conversation, so Wen Yifan didn’t press further.

But soon after, Sang Zhi picked up a piece of meat, and while chewing, mumbled: “I haven’t decided yet, I’m torn between Nanwu University and Yihe University.”

Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment: “You can get into both?”

Sang Zhi: “Barring any accidents.”

Wen Yifan’s grades weren’t very stable back then, and before the college entrance exam, she wasn’t confident about getting into either of these universities. Now she felt like she had met a top student: “Your grades must be very good then.”

Sang Zhi: “I’m just afraid I won’t perform well.”

“Don’t put too much pressure on yourself.”

“Okay.”

“Both universities are quite good, so it depends on which one you prefer, or you can look at the rankings of the major you want to choose at each school,” Wen Yifan said, “Also, Yihe is quite far from Nanwu, and the climate is different from here. It took me quite a while to adapt when I first went there. You should consider these points too.”

Sang Zhi nodded rapidly like a little chick pecking at rice, then realized: “Sister Yifan, did you graduate from Yihe University?”

Wen Yifan: “Yes, I did.”

Sang Zhi: “What major did you study?”

Wen Yifan: “Network and New Media.”

“Ah,” Sang Zhi was taken aback for a moment, then hesitantly said, “I have a classmate who wants to apply for this major too, so I’ve heard a bit about it. The Network and New Media major at Nanwu University seems to be more famous than at Yihe University.”

Wen Yifan paused.

Sang Zhi asked: “Sister Yifan, why did you choose Yihe University?”

Before Wen Yifan could speak, Sang Yan suddenly put down the beer in his hand on the table.

Making a “clunk” sound.

Following this noise, both of them looked over at him.

“Why are you looking at me?” Seeing their gazes, Sang Yan leaned back, saying casually, “Go on.”

“…”

Sang Yan’s eyes were dark, his smile seeming shallow: “I’d like to hear the reason too.”
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The atmosphere seemed to have reached an impasse.

In the quiet space, the thick soup in the pot bubbled, making a gurgling sound. The smoke swirled before their eyes as if adding a filter, blurring Sang Yan’s features.

“I didn’t originally intend to choose this major,” Wen Yifan lowered her eyes, naturally coming up with an excuse. “There was a problem with my estimated scores at the time. I couldn’t get into the major I wanted, so I was reassigned to New Media.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan also withdrew his gaze and calmly took a sip of alcohol.

Sang Zhi looked at Sang Yan, then back at Wen Yifan, feeling that the atmosphere was somewhat strange.

Wen Yifan, however, seemed oblivious to it all and continued, “But now, I think you can see your scores before applying for majors. You can refer to the previous years’ score lines when you apply, so you’ll have a better idea of where you stand.”

“Okay,” Sang Zhi obediently replied, “Thank you, Sister Yifan.”

The topic gradually shifted to other matters.

The earlier awkward moment seemed to have been glossed over.

After dinner.

Sang Yan, being the one who cooked, finished eating, and sauntered off like a young master, sitting on the sofa to play with his phone.

Sang Zhi was about to habitually walk towards the living room, but noticing Wen Yifan standing up to start cleaning, she stopped and went back to help.

Wen Yifan looked at her and smiled, “You go study, I can clean up.”

“It’s okay,” Sang Zhi smiled, “It won’t take much time.”

“Then help me put those dishes together.”

“Alright.”

Half a minute later.

“Sister Yifan,” out of curiosity, Sang Zhi lowered her voice and whispered, “Can I ask you a question?”

“What is it?”

“If you don’t want to answer, just pretend you didn’t hear me,” Sang Zhi asked somewhat embarrassedly, but still wanted to know, after all, she couldn’t get this information from Sang Yan, “Did you and my brother date before?”

“…” Wen Yifan said, “No.”

Getting a negative answer, Sang Zhi wasn’t surprised: “Because my parents mentioned that my brother had a premature romance in high school, and then I thought about the time I ‘got lost’ in front of you before, so I thought it might be you.”

“…”

“So he didn’t manage to pursue you,” Sang Zhi pondered for a moment, guessing, “Later, he switched to—”

Before she could finish, Sang Yan suddenly stood up: “Kid.”

Sang Zhi turned around: “What?”

“Let’s go,” Sang Yan grabbed his jacket from the sofa, saying coolly, “I’ll take you home.”

Sang Zhi hadn’t finished her gossip, her expression dull: “Can’t I stay a bit longer?”

“Weren’t you in a hurry to go back and do practice questions?” Sang Yan put on his jacket. Having had some alcohol, he only took the house keys, “Or were you just bluffing?”

“…” Sang Zhi had no choice but to say to Wen Yifan, “Sister Yifan, we’ll talk next time. I’m leaving now.”

Wen Yifan looked up: “Alright, be careful on the way.”

…

After leaving the community, Sang Yan hailed a taxi.

Sang Zhi got in first, fastened her seatbelt, and mentioned, “Brother, I feel like your attitude towards Sister Yifan isn’t very good. Isn’t she quite nice? She speaks so gently too.”

Sang Zhi had met most of Sang Yan’s friends, but they were almost all male.

Nearly all of them were chatterboxes, childish and boisterous when together. Sang Yan’s attitude towards those friends couldn’t be described as good either, his words were vicious and arrogant, making people want to fight him to the death on the spot.

But his way of treating Wen Yifan was different.

It was close to cold indifference, even his words were icy.

However, Sang Zhi hadn’t seen any other girls around him.

She didn’t know if this attitude was considered normal.

“Is this your current method of picking up girls?” Sang Zhi stared at his face, muttering softly, “But just looking at appearances, you two aren’t from the same world.”

Sang Yan glanced at her.

Sang Zhi very sincerely gave him advice: “Besides, brother, girls won’t like this kind of attitude.”

“…”

“They generally like gentle ones,” Sang Zhi thought for a moment, counting on her fingers one by one, “good-tempered, attentive, not always ignoring people. It doesn’t matter if the family background isn’t great—”

Thinking of how Sang Yan had been unemployed for so long without looking for a job, Sang Zhi wanted to remind him: “You just need to be ambitious and hardworking, not be an unemployed loafer at home all day.”

Sang Yan finally spoke, impatiently: “Is Duan Jiaxu your ideal type?”

“…”

Sang Zhi immediately shut up.

The ride was quiet until they reached the entrance of the community.

Sang Zhi got out of the car, and when she turned back, she saw Sang Yan still in the car. She was stunned and asked suspiciously: “Why aren’t you getting out?”

Sang Yan: “You go up by yourself.”

Sang Zhi realized and said in disbelief: “You’re not coming home to sleep tonight?”

Sang Yan: “Mm.”

“Aren’t you afraid Mom and Dad will break your legs!” Sang Zhi hadn’t thought he would be so bold, “Then call them yourself, otherwise they’ll ask me when they come back later.”

Sang Yan clicked his tongue, too lazy to even pretend: “What’s wrong with you making up something for me?”

“…”

“I’m off.”

–

After cleaning up the dining table, Wen Yifan returned to her room.

Wen Yifan didn’t immediately go to shower, but sat at her desk and checked her phone. She found that Zhao Yuandong had sent her several more WeChat messages. The content was similar to before, all telling Wen Yifan to take care of herself while working overtime during the Spring Festival and to come back to see her when she had a holiday.

She replied with a “Okay.”

After sending it successfully, Wen Yifan opened a new episode of a drama and started watching.

Before she knew it, her mind had wandered.

She recalled Sang Zhi’s words from earlier.

— “Because my parents mentioned that my brother had a premature romance in high school.”

If she wasn’t mistaken.

The person they were referring to should be her.

In high school, the teachers thought they were in a premature romance and called them both in to talk about it. She remembered this happened twice, once in their first year and once in their second year of high school.

Wen Yifan’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of her phone ringing.

She answered the call and heard Zhong Siqiao’s voice: “Don’t you have to work tomorrow?”

Wen Yifan made a sound of agreement.

Zhong Siqiao: “Sigh, we haven’t seen each other these past few days.”

Wen Yifan laughed: “It’s not like we won’t have another chance.”

“Why do we live so far apart…” Zhong Siqiao continued to sigh, “I’ve been visiting relatives for a few days, it’s both tiring and boring. If they’re not asking me if I have a partner, they’re asking if I want them to introduce me to someone, as if they’ve agreed on it.”

“How are things going with your crush?”

“I thought we were getting somewhere, but he still hasn’t said anything,” Zhong Siqiao sounded a bit troubled, “Is he keeping me as a backup? Or is he waiting for a more meaningful holiday to confess to me?”

“If you like him, there’s nothing wrong with you taking the initiative. But you need to see clearly what kind of person he—” Before she could finish, Wen Yifan suddenly heard the sound of the door opening and closing at the entrance. Her voice paused.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s nothing, I heard some noise in the living room,” Wen Yifan hadn’t expected him to come back tonight and casually said, “It’s probably Sang Yan coming back.”

Zhong Siqiao was surprised: “He’s not staying at home on the third day of the New Year?”

Before she could answer, Zhong Siqiao continued: “But I still find it a bit weird to hear that you two are living together. After all, didn’t he like you before? Nothing happened between you two?”

Wen Yifan honestly replied: “We’ve barely even seen each other’s faces.”

“Alright then.” Zhong Siqiao said, “I guess that’s true, after all, it’s been so many years.”

Thinking about the university topic that came up tonight, Wen Yifan brought up something: “Qiaoqiao, was Xiang Lang originally planning to apply to Yihe University? I don’t have much impression of this.”

“He did, but he only mentioned it a few times at the beginning of our first year of high school,” Zhong Siqiao realized, “You’re talking about what he said during that truth or dare game when we went out, right? I also wanted to point it out when he said it, but I held back.”

“…”

“He was just being a jerk, those words were deliberately said for Sang Yan to hear. They didn’t get along well when they were in the same class in their third year of high school,” Zhong Siqiao laughed, “I forgot to tell you, after sending you back, this idiot accidentally let it slip. He said he was used to it and forgot how many years had passed. He also said that Sang Yan seems too cold now, it’s not interesting anymore. In the past, if he said things like this, he could provoke Sang Yan into hundreds of rounds of sarcastic exchanges.”

“…”

They chatted for a while longer.

After hanging up the phone, Wen Yifan stood up.

As she was about to go take a shower, she picked up her phone again. She pursed her lips and opened her WeChat chat window with Sang Yan, slowly typing: [About what Xiang Lang said before about going to Yihe University with me]

She stared at the screen, her actions stopping there.

Who knows how long passed?

Wen Yifan let out a breath and deleted all the typed words.

Forget it.

How long had it been since all that happened?

Bringing it up now seemed a bit strange.

Besides, she hadn’t handled the situation well back then.

Even if she wanted to explain now, there was no reason to.

–

The brief three-day holiday ended.

Wen Yifan went back to her daily routine of preparing to leave as soon as she opened her eyes and closed her eyes to sleep right after washing up when she got home. The slightly more harmonious interaction with Sang Yan seemed to have disappeared along with the end of the holiday.

After that, they returned to their normal state.

They would see each other every day.

But the number of conversations was pitifully few.

However, Wen Yifan felt that this interaction couldn’t be called unpleasant, at most it could be said that their relationship hadn’t been brought any closer during this time, fulfilling their initial promise of non-interference, each living their own life.

Before they knew it, the entire month of February had passed.

It seemed that overnight, the bone-chilling cold was driven away by the arrival of spring, and the temperature gradually rose.

Wen Yifan hadn’t visited Zhao Yuandong during the previous Spring Festival.

Perhaps because of this, since then, the number of times Zhao Yuandong contacted her has increased. She would talk to her every day, and by the end, it would always turn into “When will you have time to come see Mom?”

As time went on, Wen Yifan felt that dragging it out like this was also troublesome, so she decided to meet once to get it over with. She thought that after the meeting, the frequency of Zhao Yuandong contacting her would probably not be as frequent as it is now.

Wen Yifan’s day off was the day after Arbor Day.

That afternoon, following the address Zhao Yuandong had given, Wen Yifan took the subway there.

As soon as she reached the entrance of the community, she saw Zhao Yuandong’s figure.

Zhao Yuandong was wearing a long dress, her makeup light, her hair reaching her waist and permed into curls.

Time seemed to have left no trace on her face. Compared to a few years ago, her appearance hadn’t changed much. She was unbelievably beautiful, with the charm befitting her age.

Wen Yifan’s looks mostly took after her.

Seeing Wen Yifan, Zhao Yuandong’s gaze paused, and she immediately walked over. The excitement in her demeanor was completely unconcealed, but her movements showed awkwardness, only lightly holding her arm: “Ajian, you’re here.”

“Mm.”

“How come you’re wearing so little coming out?”

Wen Yifan, holding the fruit she had just bought on the way, smiled and said: “It’s not cold.”

Silence fell.

Zhao Yuandong’s gaze rested on her face.

The two hadn’t seen each other for many years and felt unfamiliar with each other.

Looking at her face, Zhao Yuandong’s eyes gradually reddened, and she unconsciously turned her head away: “Look at me…”

“…” Wen Yifan disliked dealing with such situations. She lightly pursed her lips, “Let’s go in first. I have something to do later, I’ll have to leave after dinner. I can’t stay here for too long.”

“Alright, alright, come home with Mom.” Zhao Yuandong wiped her eyes, “Mom also doesn’t want to disturb your work and rest. If you’re not free, I can come over to your place for a visit. In the future, if you want to eat anything, just give Mom a call, and I’ll come over to cook for you.”

“I’m sharing a rental with someone, I’m afraid it might affect my roommate.”

“Then come over more often when you’re free,” Zhao Yuandong looked her up and down, her eyes filled with concern, “Look how thin you are, there’s no meat on you at all. Have you not been eating properly?”

Wen Yifan: “I have been eating.”

Zhao Yuandong looked at her several more times, sighing: “Our Ajian has grown up, much prettier than before.”

Wen Yifan just smiled.

The two walked to the building where Zhao Yuandong lived.

The house Zhao Yuandong was living in now wasn’t the same place Wen Yifan had moved to with her after she remarried. She had probably moved a few years ago. It was a new high-end residential complex with good landscaping and property management.

The space was also much larger.

In her memory, Zhao Yuandong had mentioned this to her.

But Wen Yifan hadn’t paid much attention, so she didn’t remember when it happened.

As they got into the elevator, Zhao Yuandong spoke beside her: “Oh right, you haven’t met Xinxin yet.” As she said this, her smile became more obvious: “He’s almost three years old now.”

The Xinxin Zhao Yuandong mentioned was named Zheng Kexin.

He was Wen Yifan’s half-brother.

“Your Uncle Zheng is still at work.” The elevator had just arrived, and Zhao Yuandong took out her keys from her pocket, “Jiajia isn’t home either, she only comes home once every few weeks since she started university. And she specifically told me once before that she was too young back then and had too much malice towards you, but now she has come to terms with it and feels sorry for you.”

Wen Yifan gave a mild “mm” in response.

Zhao Yuandong opened the door and let Wen Yifan in first: “Sit down first.”

As she said this, she suddenly remembered something: “Oh right, Ajian. Your aunt is also here. A few days ago, when she heard I said you had come to Nanwu, she specially came over from Beiyu today, saying she wanted to see you—”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan raised her eyes.

At the same time, she saw Che Yanqin, the aunt Zhao Yuandong mentioned, walk out of the room.

“Oh, Shuangjiang is here.” Che Yanqin had a perm that made her look like an older woman, about the same age as Zhao Yuandong, but they looked like they were from different age groups. Her voice also sounded coarse, “Come, come, let auntie have a look at you.”

“…”

“How many years has it been,” Che Yanqin walked over while laughing and scolding, “You ungrateful child, after you went off to university, it’s like you forgot where your home was, not even coming back to see your aunt once.”

Wen Yifan’s expression froze, and she turned her head to quietly look at Zhao Yuandong.

Zhao Yuandong didn’t notice and just asked: “Where’s Xinxin?”

“He’s sleeping, he was running around all afternoon and is tired now.” After saying this, Che Yanqin brought the topic back to Wen Yifan, “Shuangjiang has grown more and more beautiful.”

Zhao Yuandong smiled: “Yes, you can’t take your eyes off her.”

Che Yanqin: “She’s much prettier than you were when you were young.”

“Of course,” Zhao Yuandong laughed, then pulled Wen Yifan’s hand, tugging her to sit down, “Let’s sit down first, Ajian can sit with Mom and chat.”

“…”

Che Yanqin sat on another sofa and casually asked: “What kind of work is Shuangjiang doing now?”

Wen Yifan didn’t respond.

Instead, Zhao Yuandong answered for her: “Still the same as when she was at Yihe, a news reporter.”

Che Yanqin frowned: “Doesn’t that not make much money? And it’s hard work.”

“It’s fine as long as Ajian likes it,” Zhao Yuandong said, “As long as it’s enough to live on, she doesn’t need too much.”

“That’s true.” Che Yanqin suddenly reached out and patted Wen Yifan’s arm, seemingly about to get angry, “Shuangjiang, how come you don’t greet your aunt when you see her, has studying too much made you lose your manners?”

Wen Yifan raised her eyes to look at her, still not saying a word.

“Ajian’s personality is more steady now than before, she doesn’t talk much…” Seeing the atmosphere become awkward, Zhao Yuandong’s smile carried some embarrassment, “Ajian, what’s wrong with you, why don’t you greet your aunt? She has been kind to us, she even helped Mom take care of you for a few years before.”

Che Yanqin again put on a smiling face: “That’s right, I treated Shuangjiang like my own daughter.”

Wen Yifan felt like their voices were like bombers, so noisy that her head was about to explode.

She lowered her head, resisting the urge to stand up and leave right now.

“Yuandong.” Glancing at the fruit on the table, Che Yanqin said, “Look, Shuangjiang bought fruit, didn’t she? Go wash it, let’s cut it and eat, don’t waste her thoughtfulness.”

Zhao Yuandong just remembered this: “Alright, we’ll have some fruit and then I’ll start preparing dinner.”

After Zhao Yuandong went into the kitchen, Che Yanqin stared at Wen Yifan’s face, clicking her tongue: “Shuangjiang, you, you don’t know how to use your advantages. You’re so beautiful, you could just find a good husband and get married, why live such a hard life?”

Wen Yifan acted as if she hadn’t heard.

“Don’t think auntie is annoying, auntie is just looking out for you, I don’t feel good seeing you live such a tiring life.” Che Yanqin said, “Quit your job and come back to Beiyu with auntie, so I can continue to take care of you.”

“Your uncle has a business partner who is very rich, just a bit older than you, but very kind to people.” Che Yanqin said, “Let auntie introduce you, don’t keep living like this, you need to find someone to pamper you.”

Wen Yifan raised her eyes.

Che Yanqin continued: “Also, your brother is getting married this year, and he doesn’t have a marital home yet. We took care of you for so long before, you should help out a bit. After all, you’re just a girl, you don’t need much—”

The “brother” she mentioned was Che Yanqin’s son, Wen Ming.

“I recently met a company boss,” Wen Yifan interrupted her, expressionlessly saying, “He’s also very rich, and coincidentally, he likes men. Do you need me to help introduce Wen Ming to him?”

“…” Che Yanqin was stunned for a moment, then immediately got angry, “How dare you talk like that!”

Hearing the commotion, Zhao Yuandong immediately came out of the kitchen: “What’s going on?”

Since she came in, Wen Yifan hadn’t taken off her bag, and now she stood up directly. She felt her patience had reached its limit. She straightened her clothes: “I won’t come here again.”

Zhao Yuandong didn’t hear clearly: “What?”

Wen Yifan’s gaze met hers, clearly repeating: “This is the last time I’m coming here.”

“…”

“Originally, I didn’t want to contact anyone. But my dad told me that after he was gone, I should take good care of you.” This time Wen Yifan couldn’t even muster a smile, slowly saying, “I can’t pretend I didn’t hear his last wish.”

“…”

“So you might as well consider me dead along with him.”

–

When Wen Yifan got home, the sky had completely darkened.

She changed into her slippers, and as she looked up, she saw Sang Yan lying on the sofa playing with his phone as usual. He was wearing casual clothes, his bangs falling over his forehead, his sitting posture lazy, looking extremely comfortable.

He overlapped with the image of the young boy who used to sit behind her in class, constantly nudging her chair with his leg to get attention.

The living room TV was on, playing some unknown movie, currently emitting exaggerated laughter.

Wen Yifan stopped in her tracks and inexplicably called out to him: “Sang Yan.”

The two hardly ever communicated at home.

Perhaps surprised, Sang Yan looked up and put down his phone: “What?”

“…” Wen Yifan came back to her senses, swallowed what she was about to say, and smiled, “I might need to rest early today, could you turn down the TV volume before 9 o’clock?”

Sang Yan stared at her for a while, and this time he was very agreeable: “Sure.”

Wen Yifan nodded: “Thank you.”

She returned to her room and quickly took a shower.

After coming out of the bathroom, Wen Yifan felt utterly exhausted, so tired that it seemed she could fall asleep as soon as she closed her eyes. But her brain was uncontrollably filled with countless images flashing by, slowly tearing apart her spirit.

Finally, she was gradually pieced back together by dreams and drowsiness.

…

Meanwhile.

Seeing Wen Yifan return to her room, Sang Yan directly turned off the TV. Feeling that something wasn’t quite right with her, he continued playing games for a while, but quickly lost interest and just quit.

Sang Yan opened his chat window with Wen Yifan: [What’s wrong with you?]

After staring at it for a while, Sang Yan didn’t hesitate for long and promptly hit send. Afterward, he casually started another game, but even after finishing a round, there was still no reply from her.

Did she fall asleep so quickly?

Seeing that it was getting late, Sang Yan put his phone aside and got up to return to his room. He picked up his change of clothes and walked towards the bathroom. Glancing in the direction of the master bedroom, his gaze paused, and he went back to the living room to get his phone.

Only then did he enter the bathroom.

Sang Yan turned up the volume on his phone, took off his clothes, and started showering.

When he finished showering and lit up his phone screen again, there was still no reply from her.

Sang Yan’s lips twitched slightly. He put on his clothes and left the bathroom. He put his phone back in his pocket and used a towel to dry his hair as he walked towards the kitchen, intending to get a bottle of cold water to drink.

He had just reached the dining area.

Suddenly, there was the sound of a door opening behind him.

Sang Yan turned around.

He saw Wen Yifan come out, her movements somewhat slow, her expression dazed.

He raised an eyebrow and draped the towel over his neck: “What are you doing?”

Wen Yifan didn’t speak, walking towards him.

She stopped in front of him.

“You come out right after I finished showering? No need to be so purposeful,” Sang Yan looked down at her, his tone teasing, “Want to see a handsome man come—”

Before he could finish speaking, Wen Yifan suddenly reached out and hugged him.

“…” Sang Yan’s body froze.
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The remaining words seemed to get stuck, and the room suddenly fell into silence.

Sang Yan’s eyelashes flickered. From his angle, he could only see Wei Fan’s slightly disheveled hair and her lowered eyelashes. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he asked hoarsely, “What are you doing?”

Wen Yifan didn’t answer.

Sang Yan’s hair was still damp.

Water droplets slid from his hair tips down the side of his face, along his jaw, and dripped onto her hair. He stared at them, then slowly and deliberately raised his hand, gently wiping them away with his fingertips.

As if she hadn’t noticed, she showed no reaction.

Wen Yifan wasn’t short, her height reaching about his chin, but her frame was small and thin. Now, her cheek was pressed against his chest, her arms wrapped around his waist with moderate strength.

Yet her presence felt as intense as a drop of scorching lava on his skin.

This lasted for about ten seconds.

“Can you give me a straight answer?” Sang Yan spoke again, with a hint of playfulness, “How much longer do you plan to hug me?”

As soon as he finished speaking, Wen Yifan immediately let go.

She retreated a step back sluggishly, not looking at Sang Yan, and mumbled a few words. The words seemed to roll around in her tongue, sounding very indistinct.

Sang Yan didn’t catch it clearly: “What did you say?”

But Wen Yifan didn’t speak again.

As if she hadn’t done anything, she turned around and slowly walked towards the master bedroom. She looked calm and composed as if suddenly running out to hug him in the middle of the night was an extremely normal and natural thing to do.

Not expecting such a response from her, Sang Yan’s brow twitched, his words tinged with absurdity.

“Wen Yifan?”

At the same time, Wen Yifan had just reached the door of the second bedroom. Her footsteps paused as if she had heard his voice, but her gaze was fixed in the direction of Sang Yan’s room, staying there for a few seconds.

She withdrew her gaze and continued walking forward.

“…”

With the sound of a door closing, they were separated.

Sang Yan was still standing in place: “?”

The scene seemed to freeze.

A few seconds later, the towel slipped from his shoulder, falling to the ground with a soft thud.

Sang Yan snapped back to reality and bent down to pick it up.

The bright white light in the living room was glaring and dizzying. The surroundings were eerily quiet, so quiet that one could hear the air slowly flowing, and Wen Yifan’s briefly present aura seemed to have dissipated because of it.

Like a fleeting dream.

–

The next morning.

Wen Yifan’s bad mood and discomfort had completely disappeared. She felt as if she had been charging all night, waking up fully restored. She sat up, stayed in bed for a while to clear her mind, and thought randomly that sleep was indeed the ultimate weapon.

Just one good sleep could digest all the bad feelings.

Wen Yifan picked up her phone and walked into the bathroom. She habitually scrolled through the news first, then opened WeChat to take a look. Scrolling down, she noticed that Sang Yan had sent her a message around 9 p.m. last night.

Sang Yan: [What’s wrong with you?]

Wen Yifan blinked, not quite sure if she had been asleep at that time. After coming out of the bathroom, she had just laid in bed and started to induce sleep, not looking at her phone again after that.

She put the toothbrush in her mouth and freed her hands to reply: [What?]

The next moment.

Sang Yan replied with a question mark: [?]

“…”

Where did he pick up this habit of throwing question marks at people all the time?

Wen Yifan pondered while brushing her teeth.

At the time Sang Yan sent the WeChat message last night, she wasn’t in the living room and hadn’t made any noise to disturb him. Moreover, when she came home, her attitude while talking to him was quite normal.

After thinking for a while, Wen Yifan replied again: [Did you send it to the wrong person?]

Sang Yan: [?]

A few seconds later, he sent a thumbs-up emoji.

“…”

Wen Yifan was completely baffled, unable to understand his thoughts. But she could tell from his two question marks that this thumbs-up wasn’t meant in a good way. She spat out the toothpaste foam, not knowing how to respond.

It felt like this person’s emotions were constantly fluctuating.

Every day was a bit strange.

Wen Yifan didn’t think too much about it and simply interpreted the thumbs-up as its original meaning, assuming Sang Yan was sending her encouragement early in the morning.

Thinking that this kind of interaction should be reciprocated.

After some consideration, she sent him a thumbs-up in return.

…

It was just past 8 a.m.

Wen Yifan took her jacket, draped it over her arm, and walked out of the room in slippers. Although Sang Yan was already awake, because it was still early, she subconsciously lightened her steps.

She thought Sang Yan hadn’t left his room yet.

To her surprise, as soon as Wen Yifan entered the kitchen, she saw him leaning against the counter drinking ice water.

Sang Yan seemed to particularly prefer dark-colored clothes, even for his casual wear at home. A pure black T-shirt and pants of the same color. His appearance was nonchalant, looking a bit tired as if he hadn’t slept well.

At the moment, he was looking down, fiddling with his phone in one hand.

Noticing her presence, he just lazily lifted his eyelids.

Wen Yifan took a box of yogurt and a pack of toast from the refrigerator. She closed the fridge door, hesitated for a moment, and still brought up his WeChat message: “Did you need something from me in your WeChat message last night?”

Sang Yan raised his eyes, staring straight at her, and suddenly smiled.

“Want to pretend it never happened?”

“…”

If Wen Yifan wasn’t certain that she hadn’t drunk alcohol yesterday, she would have thought she had blacked out and done something.

In a flash, Wen Yifan thought about the time around 9 p.m.

Last night when she got home, she had mentioned to him that she wanted to sleep early today, asking him to turn down the TV before 9 p.m. But before they started living together, her request was not to make too much noise after 10 p.m.

It was an hour earlier.

Wen Yifan didn’t think it was a big deal.

But Sang Yan always made a fuss over small things.

Maybe the more he thought about it, the more he felt that bringing forward the quiet time by an hour made him very unhappy.

“It was a special situation last night,” Wen Yifan explained, “I’m sorry if it affected you, it won’t happen again. And thank you for being willing to accommodate me.”

“…” Sang Yan withdrew his gaze coolly, “Fine.”

Wen Yifan sighed in relief.

“This isn’t a small matter to me,” Sang Yan tilted his head, enunciating each word, “I hope that in the future when you do something like this, you can give me a reasonable explanation.”

“…”

This time, Wen Yifan felt he was petty and unreasonable.

How is this a big deal?

Just asking you to turn down the TV.

Wen Yifan held back and didn’t criticize: “Okay, I will.”

–

When Wen Yifan arrived at the TV station, the office was still empty. She first went to the tea room to make a cup of coffee. When she returned, she saw that Su Tian had also arrived. At the moment, she seemed extremely tired and was napping on the desk.

After greeting her, Wen Yifan asked, “Why are you here so early today?”

“Didn’t go home. Pulled an all-nighter, just got back from the machine room,” Su Tian said groggily, “I’ll sleep for a bit first.”

“Okay,” Wen Yifan said, “Then sleep a bit longer, I’ll call you if anything comes up. But isn’t it uncomfortable to sleep hunched over? Do you want to go sleep on the couch? I have a blanket here.”

“No need,” Su Tian said, “I’ll just sleep for half an hour, and then I need to get up and write the script.”

Wen Yifan didn’t say more but still gave Su Tian the blanket. She opened the document, browsed through the materials, and wrote the interview outline for a while.

After some time, Su Tian from next door suddenly sat up straight, looking dazed from sleep. She turned to look at Wen Yifan, breathing a bit rapidly: “Yifan.”

Hearing her voice, Wen Yifan turned her head: “What’s wrong?”

“I just had a nightmare, it was bizarre,” Su Tian’s forehead was sweating, looking like she hadn’t slept well, “I dreamed that I was sleeping here hunched over, and I could hear you typing on the keyboard, there was also a child crying nearby, and it felt like something was pressing on my back.”

Wen Yifan was stunned: “That sounds so scary.”

“Yeah, I almost suffocated just now.” Su Tian sighed, “I felt like I was conscious, but it was like being wrapped in a layer of cling film, I couldn’t move at all.”

“That should be sleep paralysis, you were sleeping hunched over, maybe the blood circulation wasn’t good,” Wen Yifan comforted her, “You should go sleep on the couch, it probably won’t happen again.”

“Forget it, I’m still shaken,” Su Tian said, “It’s the first time I’ve had such a strange dream.”

Hearing her say this, Wen Yifan also remembered something: “I had a pretty strange dream last night too.”

Su Tian picked up her water cup: “What was it?”

“But it wasn’t a nightmare,” Wen Yifan said seriously, “I dreamed that I went into a deep forest alone, walked around for half a day, and couldn’t find the way out. Later it got dark, I couldn’t see anything, and started to feel very cold.”

“Then what?”

“I suddenly remembered that on my way in, I seemed to have seen the sun,” Wen Yifan said, “So I wanted to go back and find that sun to warm up, walked for a while, and found it.”

Su Tian pointed out her logical problem: “Wasn’t it dark already? Where did the sun come from?”

Wen Yifan smiled: “That’s why it’s a dream.”

“Is that the end? Didn’t you get out of the deep forest?”

“I did, when I saw the sun I got out,” Wen Yifan tried hard to recall, but the memory of the dream was faint, and she couldn’t remember clearly. She felt the scene seemed a bit absurd, “And, when I saw the sun, I seemed to—”

“What?”

“Couldn’t help but hug it.”

…

Wen Yifan came to work early today, and since there wasn’t much going on at the station recently, she got off work on time.

She returned to the apartment complex and coincidentally met Sang Yan in the elevator. He seemed to have just returned as well, probably coming up directly from the underground parking lot and was on the phone.

Wen Yifan nodded at him as a greeting.

Sang Yan only glanced at her once.

After a while.

Sang Yan said lazily: “No need to doubt, she’s just not interested in you.”

“…”

They arrived at the sixteenth floor.

Wen Yifan took out her keys from her pocket and walked out of the elevator.

Sang Yan followed behind her: “Tell me, what ambiguous behavior did she show towards you?”

Wen Yifan opened the door and was about to change into slippers.

Sang Yan behind her blurted out: “She hugged you once?”

“…”

This was accompanied by the sound of the door closing.

At the same time, Sang Yan patted her head: “Hey.”

Wen Yifan turned around.

“You’re both girls, you answer this,” Sang Yan raised his chin, implying something, “This person hugged my friend once, and the next day acted like nothing happened, what does that mean?”

Wen Yifan didn’t react: “Huh?”

Sang Yan: “Can we report this to the police?”

“…” Wen Yifan was startled for a moment and hesitantly said, “Just a hug… doesn’t seem to warrant…”

Noticing Sang Yan’s expression, she added mildly: “It mainly depends on what kind of relationship your friend has with this girl, maybe she was just in a bad mood and needed some comfort or something.”

Sang Yan didn’t say anything.

His demeanor oddly made Wen Yifan feel like she was the villain who had committed such an act, making it difficult for her to speak: “This hug might not have any other meaning, it might just be between friends…”

Being stared at by Sang Yan like this, Wen Yifan couldn’t continue: “But I don’t know the specific situation between your friend and this girl, so what I’m saying doesn’t have much reference value.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan expressionlessly withdrew his gaze and said to the person on the phone: “I’m asking you, what’s your relationship with that person?”

“Are you sick? What do you mean report to the police?!” Qian Fei on the other end, who had been ignored for half the conversation, raised his voice, “What kind of relationship could it be? She’s my goddess! I’ve had a crush on her for a year!”

“…”

Qian Fei: “And what are you saying? Didn’t I tell you? My goddess gave me chocolate on Valentine’s Day! It wasn’t a hug, okay?!”

“Oh, he says it’s someone who,” Sang Yan put down his phone, looking Wen Yifan up and down as if concluding her, “is madly in love with him.”

“…”
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There was an oddly eerie atmosphere.

Not understanding why he was looking at her while saying this, Wen Yifan averted her gaze and stepped inside, politely saying, “Your friend must be quite charismatic then.”

After saying this, she inwardly sighed.

As expected of Sang Yan’s friend, even their way of speaking was identical.

Sang Yan’s gaze remained on her, full of meaning.

Then he ended the call.

Wen Yifan sat down by the tea table as usual and started boiling water by herself.

While waiting for the water to boil, she noticed from the corner of her eye that Sang Yan also sat down in his usual spot. At this moment, Wen Yifan had nothing else to do, and recalling his recent phone call, she casually mentioned, “By the way, did that girl confess to your friend?”

Sang Yan looked up, “Why do you ask?”

“It just doesn’t seem to make sense logically,” Wen Yifan pondered, “If this girl likes your friend so much, then the reason for her hugging your friend is quite clear. Your friend shouldn’t need to specially discuss this with you.”

“Oh, so it’s,” Sang Yan drawled out a phrase, “Love is blind.”

“…”

Although she wasn’t the one being evaluated, Wen Yifan felt a very strange sensation. She was silent for a moment, then calmly continued, “But from what I just heard you say to your friend, it seems this girl hasn’t clearly expressed her feelings.”

Sang Yan leaned back in his chair, his expression condescending.

“So, is it possible that your friend,” Wen Yifan paused, swallowing back the sharp phrase “is being presumptuous,” and chose a gentler way to put it, “misunderstood?”

“…”

Just then, the water boiled.

Sang Yan watched coldly as Wen Yifan poured hot water into her cup and added some cold water. She held the cup to warm her hands, and after slowly taking a sip, she noticed his gaze.

Wen Yifan paused, “Do you want some water?”

Sang Yan glanced at her, his tone sounding displeased, “Drink it yourself.”

Wen Yifan nodded, not knowing where this mood of his came from. She continued to drink half a cup, then added some more hot water before standing up, “I’ll go rest now.”

Sang Yan gave a perfunctory “mm,” picking up the remote to turn on the TV.

Wen Yifan took her cup and returned to her room.

Hearing the sound of the door opening and closing, Sang Yan half-lay on the sofa. His elbow rested on the armrest, one hand supporting his face, his eyelids slightly drooping as he lazily flipped through channels.

He switched to a channel playing a variety show.

A male celebrity in the show said, “I have a friend—”

He was interrupted by another person, “How come you’re making up friends out of nowhere?”

Sang Yan watched emotionlessly and immediately pressed the channel change button.

This time it was a channel playing a movie, seemingly a comedy. In the old-fashioned filter, a middle-aged man said carelessly, “Stop being so full of yourself!”

He changed the channel again.

He switched to a recently popular idol drama. The actress on the screen, with red eyes, was crying pitifully, “Did you never love me… Were you just playing with me all along…”

“…”

Sang Yan let out a cold laugh and directly turned off the TV, tossing the remote aside.

He casually picked up his phone and saw that Qian Fei had sent him a barrage of messages, all condemning his disgusting and uncultured behavior of hanging up the call abruptly.

Seeing that Sang Yan was consistently ignoring him, Qian Fei even moved his battleground to their dormitory group chat.

Sang Yan was about to reply when his phone displayed an incoming call notification.

— Duan Jiaxu.

Sang Yan pressed answer and walked towards the kitchen.

“Speak.”

A clear, gentle male voice came from the other end, speaking in a calm tone that sounded warm and smiling, “Brother, what are you up to?”

Taking a can of beer from the refrigerator, Sang Yan opened it with one hand.

“You’re so free today?”

“It’s alright,” Duan Jiaxu didn’t waste time on pleasantries and said leisurely, “You’ve moved, right? Send me your address later, I’ll mail something over tonight.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan immediately understood, “Am I a courier?”

Duan Jiaxu chuckled, “It’s just on the way, isn’t it?”

“What is it this time,” Sang Yan said lazily, “Making up for Women’s Day?”

“Kids don’t celebrate Women’s Day,” Duan Jiaxu said, “Isn’t your sister turning eighteen next Saturday? The little girl is becoming an adult. Help me give her the gift then.”

“Fine.” Sang Yan paused for two seconds, raising an eyebrow, “Her birthday is next Saturday?”

“…”

Sang Yan half-leaned against the counter, taking a sip of beer, “You could just mail it directly to my place.”

“If she receives it early,” Duan Jiaxu laughed, “wouldn’t the surprise be gone?”

“Surprise, huh,” Sang Yan snorted lightly, “You’re quite old-fashioned.”

“Don’t all young girls like this kind of thing?” As he said this, Duan Jiaxu suddenly remembered something, “Oh right, brother. I heard from Su Hao’an that you came to Yihe recently?”

“…”

“Because of that college rumor about us, he even called to scold me,” At this point, Duan Jiaxu paused for a few seconds, his words tinged with playfulness, “He also said that you came to Yihe to see me?”

Sang Yan, holding the beer, walked towards the living room, casually saying, “Hanging up.”

–

The weather in Nanwu City was always fluctuating.

Just when Wen Yifan thought the temperature was about to rise, she woke up one morning to find it had suddenly been raining for several days straight. It wasn’t a downpour of heavy raindrops, but a continuous, fine drizzle, like soft wool, persisting endlessly.

It made people feel a bit irritable.

The temperature had also dropped several degrees because of it.

In this weather, Qian Weihua received a tip on the hotline.

The situation described was that near the main campus of Nanwu University, there was a mentally ill homeless person who would sometimes inexplicably hit people, and had been wandering in this area for some time.

The targets of his attacks were indiscriminate.

However, no one had ever been seriously injured, so no one dealt with the matter.

This morning, for unknown reasons, this homeless person had stripped off all his clothes and was walking around naked on the street. Later, he even went up to slap a male college student.

After the student dodged, the homeless person withdrew his hand and continued walking around with a stiff expression.

Soon after, the homeless person was taken to the police station by officers.

After getting a general understanding of the situation, Wen Yifan applied for an interview car from the station and went to the police station with Qian Weihua.

They first listened to the liaison officer explain the current situation.

The homeless person hadn’t caused any injuries, but the incident had frightened a few middle school students who happened to see him. The teachers and parents were working on calming them down. Later, the police would send the homeless person to the Nanwu Aid Station and strengthen patrols in the area.

Qian Weihua set up the camera while Wen Yifan took notes beside him.

Besides this, Wen Yifan noticed that there was also a young man sitting in the police station.

She heard from the police that this young man was called Mu Chengyun, a senior in the Media Studies department at Nanwu University.

He was the one the homeless person had tried to attack this morning.

Mu Chengyun reacted quickly, dodging the attack and even putting his coat over the homeless man, then called the police. After the police arrived at the scene, he had cooperatively come along to describe the situation.

Wen Yifan glanced at him.

Mu Chengyun had delicate and bright features, currently wearing only a sweater. His features were somewhat soft, with a feminine quality to his masculinity, like a not-yet-mature little brother. But he was quite tall, with a rather sturdy build.

It was as if cuteness and handsomeness had been balanced in him.

After finishing with the police liaison, Qian Weihua walked up to him and politely asked, “Hello, we are reporters from the ‘Convey’ program of Nanwu TV’s Urban Channel. May we interview you?”

Wen Yifan followed behind Qian Weihua.

Mu Chengyun looked at the two of them, his gaze lingering on Wen Yifan for a few extra seconds. His eyes were bright as he smiled, looking particularly youthful, “Sure.”

After saying this, he pointed at his watch, “But I have something to do in a bit, so I might not have much time. What would you like to ask?”

Qian Weihua didn’t take up too much of his time, just asking a few simple questions before finishing.

Afterward, Qian Weihua packed up the filming equipment while Wen Yifan stood to the side waiting.

From the corner of her eye, she glimpsed Mu Chengyun’s face.

As the distance shortened, Wen Yifan felt she had seen this person somewhere before.

Because of this, she couldn’t help but look a few more times.

Perhaps noticing Wen Yifan’s gaze, Mu Chengyun suddenly looked at her. He scratched his head, his expression showing no displeasure, only asking, “Is there something on my face?”

“No,” Wen Yifan’s expression froze, and she honestly said, “I just feel like you look familiar.”

After the words left her mouth, she realized it sounded like she was trying to flirt.

However, Mu Chengyun didn’t find her words strange. He nodded lightly and suddenly asked, “Do you have paper and a pen?”

Although she didn’t know what he wanted to do, Wen Yifan still gave him the small notebook and pen she always carried in her pocket. Mu Chengyun took them, directly flipped to a blank page, and started writing on the back cover.

Wen Yifan was a bit confused, “…”

He wasn’t going to give her his contact information, was he?

Soon, Mu Chengyun handed the notebook back to her, his expression somewhat shy.

“Thanks for being a fan.”

Wen Yifan took it and looked at the notebook.

It was an autograph.

“…”

So he was some kind of celebrity?

Wen Yifan stared at it, unable to make out what the scribbled characters were for a moment.

After a pause of two seconds, Wen Yifan put the notebook back in her pocket and sincerely said, “Thank you for your autograph.”

Mu Chengyun paused, then smiled with pursed lips, “You’re welcome.”

Qian Weihua hadn’t paid much attention to their interaction and picked up the equipment, “Xiao Fan, let’s go.”

She responded, “Okay.”

Mu Chengyun was still standing there, showing no signs of leaving. He was holding a phone in his hand, his gaze still on Wen Yifan, the tips of his ears slightly red.

Wen Yifan politely said goodbye to him.

Mu Chengyun looked like he wanted to say something, but in the end, just smiled and waved at her.

…

The two of them did some brief interviews and filming outside Nanwu University.

Before long, Qian Weihua dropped Wen Yifan back at the station. He still had a follow-up interview to do, so the rest of the news writing and post-production editing was left to Wen Yifan to handle alone.

Wen Yifan stayed in the machine room for the entire afternoon.

She listened to the synchronized sound to write the script, then completed the news piece, rushing to submit it for review before the evening program’s broadcast. After confirming the piece was submitted, Wen Yifan didn’t plan to work overtime and prepared to pack up and go home.

Just as she stood up, Wen Yifan ran into Su Tian, who had just returned from an external interview.

Su Tian greeted her, “Heading out?”

Wen Yifan nodded.

“Alright,” Su Tian said, “I’m leaving too, let’s go together.”

After leaving the office, the two walked towards the subway station.

Su Tian suddenly remembered something, “Oh right, Yifan, are you still looking for a roommate? I remember you mentioning before that your current roommate is only renting for three months?”

Wen Yifan: “That’s right.”

“How long until the lease is up?” Su Tian said, “I have a friend who’s also looking to share rent, she’s a pretty nice girl. I think you two might be a good match.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan calculated the time, “There’s still a month left.”

“A month should be fine.” Su Tian said, “Why don’t you discuss it with your current roommate first? If he’s definitely moving out and you still need a roommate, I can give you my friend’s WeChat?”

Wen Yifan had forgotten about this and immediately agreed.

The two lived in different directions, so they separated after entering the station gates.

Wen Yifan got on the subway and scrolled through the news wearing headphones. As she was about to reach her stop, a message popped up on her screen from Sang Yan: [Where are you.]

She opened it and replied: [About to get off the subway.]

Wen Yifan: [What’s up?]

This time Sang Yan sent a voice message: “Alright, come directly to the supermarket outside the community when you get here.”

Sang Yan: “Buying some things.”

His tone was still annoying: “Hurry up, I can’t carry it all.”

“…”

Wen Yifan: [Okay.]

The supermarket Sang Yan mentioned was near Shangdu Huacheng.

After getting off the subway, Wen Yifan walked for five or six minutes and reached the supermarket entrance. She didn’t see Sang Yan and wasn’t sure whether to go in directly or wait outside, so she simply sent a WeChat message: [I’m at the supermarket entrance.]

Sang Yan didn’t reply immediately.

The night temperature was low, and with the rain still falling, Wen Yifan felt a bit cold. She put her hands back in her pockets and suddenly touched the small notebook inside. She took it out and glanced at it, noticing the signature on the back cover, and remembered what had happened that afternoon.

Seeing this, Wen Yifan took out her phone again and opened the web browser, typing in the three characters “Mu Chengyun”.

She wanted to check what exactly he did, to give some context to the autograph.

Otherwise, it felt a bit strange to just keep a notebook with someone else’s signature.

Just as Wen Yifan pressed the search button, the light beside her suddenly dimmed.

Before she could see the search results, Wen Yifan noticed Sang Yan’s figure appear in her field of vision. He was slightly bent over, leaning close to her, his presence enveloping the surroundings.

He had appeared silently.

The distance between them suddenly narrowed.

It felt like if she moved a bit closer, Wen Yifan could touch his face. Her gaze fixed on him as he looked down, his eyes on her phone screen, the side of his face showing sharp, smooth lines.

The scene became clearer.

The man’s eyelashes were like raven feathers, each distinct. His eyes were dark as ink, his eyelids so thin you could see the blood vessels, adorned with a faint beauty mark. His lips were pale in color, pulled into a neutral curve.

Wen Yifan moved her lips, but before she could speak.

The next moment, Sang Yan looked at her and said nonchalantly, “You like this type?”
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Wen Yifan immediately took a step back and put her phone back in her pocket. She didn’t answer the question, lowering her eyes to see Sang Yan’s empty hands. “Weren’t you going to buy something?”

Sang Yan stood up straight and replied nonchalantly, “Ah, let’s go.”

“…” Wen Yifan asked, “You haven’t bought anything yet?”

“Hm?” Sang Yan turned his head, his tone perfectly normal, “We’re about to go buy things, aren’t we?”

Wen Yifan reminded him, “Didn’t you say you couldn’t carry things?”

Sang Yan: “That’s right.”

“…”

Wen Yifan was left speechless by his matter-of-fact yet arrogant attitude.

Fine.

She decided to assume she had misunderstood.

He probably meant he wouldn’t be able to carry things later, not that he couldn’t carry them now.

The two entered the supermarket.

They maintained silence for a while.

At some point, Wen Yifan noticed that the atmosphere between them had become somewhat strange. It was similar to their previous mutual indifference, treating each other as strangers, but somehow different.

She couldn’t quite put her finger on it.

Wen Yifan stepped onto the escalator first. Remembering Su Tian’s words, she brought up, “How’s the renovation of your house going?”

Sang Yan stood a step below her, now only slightly taller than her. He leaned against the handrail, holding his phone in one hand, and casually replied, “Why?”

Wen Yifan: “I calculated the time today. We originally agreed on three months.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan looked up.

“You moved in on January 20th, and it’s been two months already,” Wen Yifan said. “So I wanted to discuss this with you first.”

“Discuss what?”

Wen Yifan said gently, “When do you think you’ll move out?”

Sang Yan replied as if he couldn’t be bothered, “We’ll see when the time comes.”

“I’m not trying to rush you out. It’s just that I might need to find a new roommate in advance,” Wen Yifan tried to negotiate with him. “I just wanted to confirm, that if you don’t plan to renew the lease and will move out by March 20th as we originally discussed, I can start arranging things with the next roommate.”

The escalator arrived at the second floor.

Their conversation was interrupted.

Just as Wen Yifan was about to bring it up again, Sang Yan spoke, “Alright.”

She turned back.

Sang Yan smirked and said casually, “I’ll check the situation and get back to you.”

…

This area was a small commercial zone built when Shangdu Huacheng opened.

There was a ring of shops outside the residential area, and further out, there was a large shopping mall. It had three floors in total, with various big brand stores on the first floor, and supermarkets on the upper two floors.

The second floor was the food section, and the third floor was for daily necessities.

Sang Yan pushed a shopping cart, and they went directly to the third floor.

Wen Yifan hadn’t been to the supermarket for quite a while.

While waiting to be a pack mule, she watched Sang Yan toss items into the shopping cart one by one. She realized that the household consumables at home were indeed running low.

Sang Yan shopped very casually, grabbing what he needed and moving on, tossing familiar brands into the cart. He didn’t spend any extra time comparing prices or brands.

However, Wen Yifan’s shopping style was completely different from his.

Outside of work, she did everything slowly and meticulously.

Moreover, Wen Yifan had lived frugally since her university days, and her financial situation wasn’t great. So she could spend several minutes in one spot just comparing prices.

As a result, the two gradually drifted apart.

When passing the tissue section, Sang Yan glanced over, reached out to grab a roll of toilet paper and a box of tissues, tossed them into the cart, and continued walking. After about ten steps, he suddenly felt something was off, stopped, and looked back.

He saw Wen Yifan still in the same spot. She was carefully looking at the price tags, then at the number of rolls on the packaging, seemingly comparing which one was more cost-effective.

Sang Yan walked back: “What are you doing?”

“Calculating the price,” Wen Yifan didn’t look up, absentmindedly saying, “They’re both four-ply. This one is 20 yuan for 10 rolls, 140 grams per roll. This one is 23 yuan for 12 rolls, 120 grams per roll… I’m trying to figure out which is a better deal.”

“…”

Wen Yifan got a headache looking at the numbers: “It’s a bit hard to calculate.”

Sang Yan understood, looking at her with a hint of amusement in his eyes.

“So this one is 2 yuan per roll,” she muttered to herself, but quickly stopped, “What’s 23 divided by 12…”

Wen Yifan was about to pull out her phone calculator when Sang Yan provided the answer.

“About 1.9 yuan.”

“Oh.” Wen Yifan’s hand hovered over the 12-roll pack, hesitating, “Should we get this one then?”

Sang Yan didn’t rush her, looking down at her. Hearing her words, he seemed to find it amusing and his lips curved slightly: “Go ahead, isn’t it more cost-effective?”

Wen Yifan looked up: “But this one is only 120 grams.”

Sang Yan: “Then get the 10-roll pack.”

Wen Yifan hadn’t calculated the answer and wasn’t sure: “Let me calculate again.”

Sang Yan stared at her, suddenly chuckling: “Wen Yifan, are you here to take the college entrance exam at the supermarket?”

“…” Wen Yifan was at a loss for words.

“You could spend half a year calculating these numbers,” Sang Yan pulled out his phone to check the time, drawing, “It’s almost 9 PM, I’m afraid you’ll turn in a blank paper. How about I take the exam for you this time?”

Before Wen Yifan could speak.

Sang Yan raised his eyebrows slightly, tapping his knuckles on the nearby toilet paper twice, seemingly helpfully providing the answer.

“The 10-roll pack is more cost-effective.”

“…”

–

For the rest of the time.

When Wen Yifan compared product prices again, the situation was similar to before. Eventually, she simply gave up and let Sang Yan “take the exam” for her on all decisions.

After they finished shopping, they went to the checkout counter.

The staff packed their items into bags. There weren’t too many things, just two bags, one large and one small. The remaining two items that were too big to fit in the bags were the toilet paper and tissues they had just bought.

Sang Yan picked up everything, then instructed her: “Put the cart back.”

“Okay.” Wen Yifan returned the shopping cart, took out the two umbrellas inside, and then walked back to Sang Yan. Seeing him with bags of various sizes, she offered, “I can carry these.”

“You hold the umbrella,” Sang Yan didn’t give her the items, adding slowly, “For me.”

“…”

“Don’t let me get wet.”

“…”

The two left the mall.

Outside, the rain was heavier than before, and the temperature seemed to have dropped a few degrees as the night deepened. There were fewer people around, and the distant car lights tinted the raindrops, making them look like colorful rays of light.

They both had single-person umbrellas, but Sang Yan’s was slightly larger.

Wen Yifan opened her umbrella, and raised her hand high, covering most of Sang Yan. They stood close, but the umbrella space was small, and raindrops still fell along the umbrella tip, ice-cold water hitting her shoulder and seeping into her clothes.

After a while.

Sang Yan suddenly spoke: “Hey.”

Wen Yifan looked at him: “Hm?”

“Move the umbrella more to your side,” Sang Yan said arrogantly, “It’s blocking my view.”

“Oh.”

Wen Yifan didn’t move, just raised her hand higher.

Sang Yan: “Hurry up.”

“Okay.” She had no choice but to move it towards herself a bit.

“Move it more,” Sang Yan clicked his tongue, “Don’t you know how tall you are?”

“…” Wen Yifan felt that if she moved it any further, he would practically be without an umbrella. Seeing his slightly wet right shoulder, she suggested, “Why don’t you hold the umbrella then?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “What are you thinking?”

“?”

“Thinking you can do nothing?”

“…”

Anyway, the journey home wasn’t far.

Wen Yifan didn’t dwell on this anymore.

Back home, Wen Yifan opened the umbrella and put it on the balcony to dry. When she returned to the living room, she caught a glimpse of Sang Yan’s current state. Most of his shoulder was wet, his hair ends were damp, and water droplets clung to his jacket.

Sang Yan took off his jacket and draped it over a dining chair.

Wen Yifan suggested: “Why don’t you take a shower first?”

She didn’t immediately return to her room, slowly tidying up the things they had just bought. Wen Yifan hadn’t gotten much rain on her, and seeing the stark contrast between them, she was a bit worried Sang Yan might sarcastically say—

“You can’t even hold an umbrella properly.”

But after waiting for a while, Sang Yan didn’t say anything.

He just grunted in response, took his clothes, and went to the bathroom to shower.

After putting everything away, Wen Yifan took out the receipt and her phone, preparing to calculate the expenses. As soon as she lit up the screen, she saw the webpage she hadn’t exited earlier after searching for “Mu Chengyun”.

There was a photo under the entry.

The young man was smiling with pursed lips, wearing a simple white T-shirt, looking energetic and cheerful.

There wasn’t much information in the introduction.

Mu Chengyun, male, actor.

In January 2013, he starred in the movie “Seeing Ghosts When Dreams Wake”.

“…”

Seeing this movie title, Wen Yifan was momentarily confused. She quickly remembered that she seemed to have watched this movie. But she hadn’t paid much attention, and now couldn’t recall any of the plot or characters.

She only remembered the pale ghost face that appeared a few times.

The encyclopedia didn’t specify which character Mu Chengyun played.

Wen Yifan couldn’t be bothered to look further, thinking that Zhong Siqiao might have watched this movie, so she decided to ask her later if she knew this celebrity. If she liked him, she could give her the autograph.

She returned her attention to the task at hand and opened the calculator.

Before she could start calculating, Sang Yan had already finished his shower and came out.

Sang Yan didn’t have the habit of blow-drying his hair, always just rubbing it a few times with a towel before coming out, leaving his hair fluffy and damp. Wearing dark casual clothes, he looked softer than usual.

She didn’t know what shower gel he used, but it had a very unique scent, mixed with a faint sandalwood fragrance.

Sang Yan didn’t say anything, sitting on the sofa and turning on the TV.

Wen Yifan looked at the receipt and started calculating.

After a while, Wen Yifan heard Sang Yan send a voice message to someone, his tone casual: “Recommend a ghost movie, need to fall asleep.”

“…”

Wen Yifan was very interested in these thrilling, supernatural films. She moved her lips, initially wanting to recommend a few of her favorites, but then worried he might just say: “Seen it.”

So, Wen Yifan simply remained silent, planning to watch along.

Wen Yifan calculated twice, and after confirming the numbers were correct, she transferred money to Sang Yan via Alipay. At the same time, the TV started making sounds. She immediately became interested and looked at the screen.

They had a smart TV at home, which could not only access TV channels but also play on-demand movies and shows.

Sang Yan must have selected a movie, as it started playing from the beginning.

At this moment, on the TV screen.

A woman seemed to have just woken up from a dream, her face full of terror, breathing heavily. The surrounding light was very dim, and the background music sounded eerie, with a soft, repeated thumping sound.

Like the footsteps of a ghost approaching.

Wen Yifan felt it was somewhat familiar.

Continuing to watch.

The woman seemed to be controlled, or as if she sensed something, her whole body frozen. Then, she stiffly turned her head to the left, facing a pale face with blood flowing from its seven orifices.

The music intensified at this moment, accompanied by the woman’s uncontrollable screams.

“Ahhhh——!!”

There was a sudden noise from Sang Yan’s side.

His phone had fallen to the ground.

Wen Yifan instinctively looked over, seeing Sang Yan bending down with his back to her, picking up his phone.

She couldn’t see his expression and turned her gaze back.

The next moment.

The screen showed the five characters “Seeing Ghosts When Dreams Wake”, dyed with dripping blood, winding downwards.

Oh.

Wen Yifan remembered.

Although in her memory, this ghost movie was particularly boring, Wen Yifan’s interest hadn’t diminished one bit. Since she hadn’t paid much attention last time, it didn’t affect her treating it as a completely new movie to pass the time.

The living room was quiet.

Wen Yifan didn’t talk much when watching movies, always particularly focused. But for some reason, maybe because she had a vague impression of this movie, or maybe because it was poorly made.

At a loud sound, accompanied by the appearance of a ghost face, Wen Yifan couldn’t help but laugh out loud.

“…”

This scene was a bit horrifying.

At night, in a closed space, two people silently watch a ghost movie. At the most intense and nerve-wracking moment, the person next to you suddenly laughs.

Sang Yan’s brow twitched: “What are you laughing at?”

Wen Yifan was watching intently, almost forgetting his existence. Hearing his voice, she was a bit dazed, and after a long while, she said, “It’s quite funny.”

“…” Sang Yan stared at her for a moment, “This is a ghost movie.”

“But that part just now was really funny,” Wen Yifan looked back at the screen, pointing out to him, “The ghost’s face should be covered in flour, and it’s applied too thickly. When it comes out, it’s even falling off—”

“…”

Moreover, in the past ten minutes or so.

Wen Yifan gradually realized that the ghost in the movie was Mu Chengyun, whom she had seen today.

No wonder she found him familiar.

In the entire movie, this was the only face she remembered.

Wen Yifan was about to continue watching, but noticing Sang Yan’s expression, she suddenly realized she might have affected his mood while watching the movie.

She reflected on herself, thinking that laughing during a serious and thrilling ghost movie might indeed be inappropriate. Worried that she might not be able to hold back her laughter again, she decided not to stay and planned to go back to her room to watch on her computer.

Wen Yifan had just stood up.

Sang Yan asked, “Where are you going?”

Wen Yifan answered honestly, “Back to my room.”

“It’s just a ghost movie,” Sang Yan paused for a few seconds, leaning back, “You’re so sca—”

Before he could finish his sentence.

Suddenly, Mu Chengyun’s face, streaming with bloody tears, appeared close-up on the screen.

Accompanied by that familiar, startling music.

Sang Yan’s expression froze, the rest of his words stuck in his throat, unfinished.

Wen Yifan followed his gaze to the screen. After staring at it for a moment, she inexplicably felt like laughing. She pressed her lips together and said, “You can keep watching. I’m going back to my room.”

She had just taken a couple of steps when Sang Yan called out again.

“Hey.”

There was something odd about him.

Wen Yifan glanced at him and recalled his earlier reaction, piecing it together. “Are you scared?”

“…”

Noticing he remained silent, Wen Yifan didn’t press further and turned to walk inside.

Sang Yan spoke up again. “Alright, Wen Yifan.”

She turned back for the third time to see him patting the spot next to him, lazily tilting his head. “Sit down.”

“?”

“I know you’re scared too.”

“…”
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Wen Yifan retorted, “I’m not afraid—”

She met Sang Yan’s gaze and suddenly realized the implication of the word “either” in his statement. Her voice halted for a few seconds. Instinctively wanting to save face for him, she forcibly added, “—am I?”

“…”

Wen Yifan truly hadn’t considered that Sang Yan might be afraid of this.

After all, Sang Yan always appeared fearless, and she also remembered that this wasn’t the first time he had watched a horror movie in front of her.

In her memory, during their first year of high school, there was a physical education class that couldn’t be held due to heavy rain. The PE teacher had the class representative inform everyone to stay in the classroom for self-study or to watch a movie.

At that time, the classroom computer couldn’t connect to the internet, and only one classmate had a horror movie stored on their USB drive, so there wasn’t much choice. But because most people didn’t want to study, despite the objections of a few, they decisively chose to watch this horror movie.

Back then, Wen Yifan sat at the back of the third row in the classroom.

Sang Yan sat at the end of the fourth row, one row behind her, diagonally to her rear.

Since Wen Yifan had seen this movie before, she wasn’t paying much attention, alternating between solving problems and occasionally glancing at the projection screen. Once, when she looked up, she happened to see a ghost face in the movie.

At the same time, Wen Yifan heard a startled cry from nearby.

She looked over.

It was Sang Yan’s male deskmate.

At that moment, the boy seemed to have been scared and leaned back. Because his movement was too big, the chair tilted backward, as if it was about to fall. In a panic, he grabbed Sang Yan’s chair back, trying to steady himself.

But he was overweight and ended up pulling Sang Yan backward with him.

The two made a huge commotion.

The whole class turned to look at them because of this.

Sang Yan looked drowsy as if he had been woken up by the noise. He was in a bad mood, his eyebrows furrowed as he stood up from the ground: “What are you doing?”

The boy was still in shock: “Damn, that scared me to death.”

“…”

Hearing this, Sang Yan looked at the screen, just in time to see the scene where the ghost crawled out of the TV. His gaze fixed, his expression unchanged: “Is this more frightening than you?”

…

So at that time, was Sang Yan sleeping because he was afraid?

It seemed to make sense.

Because of Sang Yan’s action of patting the sofa, Wen Yifan naturally sat next to him.

Inside the room, apart from the sound of the movie, there was no other noise. The scent of Sang Yan’s shower gel was faint. Throughout the viewing, he was mostly silent, yet his presence felt particularly strong.

Wen Yifan poured a cup of warm water and continued watching the movie.

But this time, she couldn’t concentrate as much.

A moment later, Wen Yifan realized she wasn’t sitting in her usual spot.

The distance between them was also closer than usual.

This distance inexplicably reminded Wen Yifan of the scene earlier that night outside the supermarket, when Sang Yan suddenly appeared beside her.

In a flash.

Everything around seemed to disconnect.

The heavy, damp smell permeating the cold, rainy day was instantly covered by the scent emanating from the man. She looked up and, amid the mist, met Sang Yan’s eyes—so clear she could count his eyelashes—

Her thoughts were interrupted by Sang Yan’s movement as he reached for his water cup.

The distance suddenly closed even more.

For some reason, Wen Yifan felt a bit nervous. She suddenly stood up.

Sang Yan looked up.

Before he could ask, Wen Yifan calmly said, “I’m going to get a bottle of yogurt. Do you want one?”

“Oh,” Sang Yan withdrew his gaze, “No, thanks.”

After taking a bottle of strawberry yogurt from the fridge, Wen Yifan returned to the living room.

Sang Yan was drinking water, his gaze not on the TV, looking indifferent. Wen Yifan’s steps paused for a moment, then she changed direction, seemingly out of habit, and sat back in her usual spot.

She didn’t sit next to him again.

–

After the movie ended, Wen Yifan casually shared a few thoughts about it, without deliberately saying anything that might hurt his pride, like telling him not to be afraid. She gathered her things and returned to her room.

While rummaging through her wardrobe for pajamas, she unconsciously began to daydream, thinking about the movie they had just watched.

And about Mu Chengyun, whom she had seen on the word list earlier.

Wen Yifan’s movements slowed as she only now noticed this point.

It seemed a bit coincidental.

Could it be that Sang Yan had seen the content on the word list tonight, and that’s why he chose this movie to watch?

In the next moment, Wen Yifan also recalled the voice message Sang Yan had sent after his shower.

— “Recommend a ghost movie, to help me sleep.”

Wen Yifan suddenly understood and stopped overthinking.

…

The next morning.

Wen Yifan changed her clothes and went to the living room, planning to make some breakfast. She took out the milk powder from under the coffee table and glanced at the empty sofa next door, feeling somewhat unaccustomed.

Based on their shared living experience over this period, Wen Yifan had roughly observed that Sang Yan’s sleep schedule was quite irregular. His bedtime varied from early to late, and sometimes he would be sleeping even in the middle of the afternoon.

But no matter how late he slept, he would always wake up early.

Every day when Wen Yifan came out of her room, she would see him lying on the sofa, droopy-eyed, playing with his phone.

Looking sleepy and bored.

Last time, perhaps because she hadn’t lived with Wang Linlin for too long, Wen Yifan didn’t have much of a reaction.

But now, thinking that Sang Yan would be moving out in just over a month and that she would have to start adjusting to living with a new roommate, Wen Yifan belatedly felt something unusual in her mood.

She couldn’t say she was unhappy, but she also didn’t know how to describe it.

Wen Yifan blinked.

But it should be normal, right?

After all, they had been living together for two months.

Having experienced it once, when it comes time to part with future roommates, she should have experience and be able to adapt quickly.

Walking to the kitchen, Wen Yifan toasted a few slices of bread in the oven. Returning to the dining table, she saw Sang Yan just coming out of the bathroom, looking as if he had just finished washing up, his face still wet.

As he passed by the dining table, Sang Yan glanced at her breakfast.

Wen Yifan paused and politely asked, “Do you want some?”

“Ah.” Sang Yan stopped, very unceremoniously pulled out a chair, and sat down, “Thanks then.”

“…”

Noticing the milk in front of her, Sang Yan lightly tapped the table, as if ordering in a restaurant: “I’ll have a glass of milk too, thanks.”

Wen Yifan: “…”

Since it wasn’t a big deal, Wen Yifan held back and returned to the coffee table, using the remaining hot water to make a cup of milk. Just as she was about to pick up the cup, Sang Yan also got up and walked to the coffee table, taking a bag of fruit cereal.

As he tore open the packaging, he casually picked up the milk and returned to the dining table.

Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment, following behind him.

Their positions were side by side.

The cups were also placed close together.

Wen Yifan sat down and noticed that Sang Yan was still standing beside her, using the spoon that came with the packaging to pour some cereal into her cup. She looked up and reminded him, “You’re pouring into the wrong cup.”

Sang Yan made a sound of acknowledgment, as if just realizing, and then started pouring cereal into his cup.

Feeling that he seemed to have just woken up and his mind wasn’t quite clear yet, Wen Yifan didn’t pay much attention. She stirred the milk with her spoon, took a spoonful of cereal into her mouth, thought for a moment, and then asked, “Have you asked about the renovation progress?”

“Didn’t answer the call,” Sang Yan said casually, “I’ll go check it out myself in a couple of days.”

Wen Yifan had just mentioned it casually and wasn’t in a hurry.

“Okay.”

–

Tuesday morning.

Wen Yifan left for work, and while waiting for the subway, she casually glanced at her phone and happened to see that Zhao Yuandong had sent her another message.

Since the day she returned from Zhao Yuandong’s place, Zhao Yuandong had been persistently trying to talk to her. Perhaps out of fear, Zhao Yuandong never called her, only using text messages to explain herself.

Wen Yifan never replied, but seeing too many messages started to affect her mood, so she simply set it to “Do Not Disturb.”

Just as the subway arrived, Wen Yifan put away her phone. As soon as she sat down, her phone rang again, the caller ID showing “Nanwu.” She answered directly, politely greeting, “Hello, may I ask who this is?”

“Shuangjiang, it’s Aunt,” Che Yanqin’s voice immediately came through, with a pleasing laugh, “You child, if I hadn’t seen you that day, Aunt wouldn’t have known you held such a grudge against me. Let’s talk it out properly. After all, Aunt raised you for so many years, and it’s all just a misunderstanding—”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t listen to the end, directly hanging up the phone and blocking this number.

From the time Wen Yifan went to Yihe for university and then returned to Nanwu for work over these few years, she had changed her phone number several times. Because of this, Che Yanqin had long lost any means of contacting her.

So this phone number could only have been given to Che Yanqin by Zhao Yuandong.

Wen Yifan didn’t know how long Che Yanqin planned to stay in Nanwu before returning to Beiyu and felt somewhat annoyed. She pursed her lips, quickly adjusting her mood, and didn’t dwell on this matter too much.

After all, Nanwu was big, and the chances of a chance encounter were slim.

Moreover, after returning to Nanwu, Wen Yifan never mentioned her current situation to Zhao Yuandong, nor did she disclose her address or workplace. The possibility of them finding her again was also slim.

Wen Yifan considered this just an insignificant interlude.

Back at work, Wen Yifan had just sat down when Fu Zhuang came over, chattering away: “Sister Yifan, Teacher Zhang has resigned.”

“Teacher Zhang?” Wen Yifan said casually, “Why are so many people quitting lately?”

An older reporter passing by with a thermos cup overheard Wen Yifan’s comment and stopped to correct her: “There have always been many people quitting.”

Then he drifted away, seemingly unbothered.

“…”

“Yeah, how many people have left since we joined? Didn’t Sister Lin quit before the New Year? Then Chen Ge changed jobs recently. The department is short-staffed now,” Fu Zhuang continued, “I just overheard the director saying they might be hiring again.”

Wen Yifan: “That’s good.”

“Seems like they’re recruiting both experienced workers and fresh graduates,” Fu Zhuang said with a grin. “I have a classmate who heard I was interning at Nanwu Radio and Television. He asked me the other day if the station was still hiring.”

Wen Yifan: “You can give him an answer now.”

Fu Zhuang: “I’ve already told him. He’ll probably come for an interview.”

They chatted a bit more before each turning to their computers to start work.

After a busy day, Wen Yifan returned home at 10 PM.

The place was pitch black, eerily quiet. Wen Yifan reached out to turn on the light just as her phone chimed. She checked it. It was a WeChat message from Sang Yan, just three words: [Coming back late.]

Wen Yifan replied: [Okay.]

…

Due to some business at the bar, Sang Yan didn’t return home until 2 AM. He quietly closed the door. Looking in from the entrance, only the hallway light was on, the living room was dark.

Sang Yan didn’t turn on the lights, went to the kitchen for a bottle of cold water, and then returned to the living room.

He had just twisted off the cap.

When he heard the sound of a door opening from the master bedroom.

Sang Yan’s eyebrows twitched slightly, and soon he saw Wen Yifan in her pajamas appear in his view. She walked silently, expressionless, to the sofa and sat down quietly.

“…” Sang Yan found this scene a bit eerie and looked her over, “What are you doing?”

Wen Yifan didn’t speak.

Sang Yan asked again: “Can’t sleep?”

She seemed to make a vague sound of agreement in her throat.

“Then go turn on a light,” Sang Yan slouched on the sofa, feeling something was off about her, “You don’t need to come out especially to welcome me, it’s quite scary in the middle of the night—”

Before he could finish, Wen Yifan had already stood up.

Thinking she was obediently going to turn on the light, Sang Yan stopped talking and watched her actions while drinking water. Unexpectedly, Wen Yifan seemed to treat his words as air, turning to walk towards her room.

As if she had lost her soul.

After about ten more seconds, the sound of a door closing came from the hallway.

“…”

Sang Yan:?

–

Since the next day was a day off, Wen Yifan didn’t get up immediately after waking up.

She lazed in bed for a few hours.

Seeing it was about time, Wen Yifan got up to change clothes and wash up, preparing to go out to meet Zhong Siqiao.

A while ago, Zhong Siqiao had made plans with her to go shopping together on Wen Yifan’s next day off. She walked to the entrance, putting on her shoes, ready to leave.

At this moment, Sang Yan happened to come out of the kitchen, their eyes meeting. He stood expressionless, his gaze meaningful, as if waiting for her to say something.

Wen Yifan picked up her keys and asked, “What time did you get back yesterday?”

Sang Yan frowned: “You don’t know?”

“I don’t know,” finding his reaction a bit strange, Wen Yifan explained, “I went to bed quite early yesterday, so I didn’t hear when you came back.”

“…”

Seeing him not speaking, Wen Yifan opened the door: “Well, I’m heading out?”

Sang Yan fell silent as if pondering something.

After a few seconds, he looked up at her again, only giving a perfunctory “Mm.”

…

Wen Yifan met Zhong Siqiao at the subway station.

Neither had eaten lunch, so they first found a nearby noodle shop to eat. While waiting for the noodles, Wen Yifan took out the autograph from her bag and asked, “Do you know this actor?”

Zhong Siqiao took it and studied it for a long time: “What handwriting is this?”

“…” Wen Yifan said, “Mu Chengyun.”

“Don’t know him.”

“I met him during an interview before. He thought I was his fan, so he gave me an autograph,” Wen Yifan explained, “I looked him up later, seems he was the male ghost in ‘See Ghost When Dream Wakes’.”

“The male ghost from ‘See Ghost When Dream Wakes’?” Zhong Siqiao laughed, “Then he must be a D-list actor at best.”

“He signed it specially, it doesn’t feel right to throw it away,” Wen Yifan sighed, “Alright, I’ll use a different notebook then.”

The two chatted idly.

“Oh right,” Zhong Siqiao suddenly remembered something, “A few days ago, my nephew had a high fever, so I went to the hospital with my sister-in-law. And guess who I ran into?”

“Who did you run into?”

“I saw Cui Jingyu, we even chatted for a while. She’s married now, even has a second child,” Zhong Siqiao marveled at how fast time flies, “My only impression of her is that she really liked Sang Yan in high school, and pursued him quite openly.”

Wen Yifan also had some impression of this person.

“Hey, speaking of this, I’m quite curious about something,” Zhong Siqiao said, “I’ve never asked you before.”

“What?”

“Did you never like Sang Yan before?”

“…” Wen Yifan was slightly stunned, “Why do you ask that?”

“Because he’s handsome and eye-catching,” Zhong Siqiao rested her chin on her hand, “And although I never really talked to him much, I know he liked you. Seemed to treat you very well too.”

These words and the name Zhong Siqiao had just mentioned, made Wen Yifan momentarily lost in thought.

Her mind was pulled back to a scene from the past.

Because of what Sang Yan had said to the boy with glasses earlier, afterward, no one in the class would gossip about the two of them anymore, and no more ridiculous rumors spread.

As time passed, others also found that Wen Yifan was easy to get along with, just a bit slow to warm up. Because she was good-looking and good-tempered, gradually, many people would actively talk to her, and she began to have quite a few familiar classmates.

But at some point, Sang Yan’s attitude towards Wen Yifan had a very obvious change. He did everything openly, feeling it was natural, and didn’t bother to hide anything.

Everything was laid out in the open.

So because of this, many classmates would privately ask her if she was dating Sang Yan.

At that time, Wen Yifan herself wasn’t quite sure what was going on.

She felt that given Sang Yan’s personality, he couldn’t possibly have such thoughts, nor would he lower himself to explain these things. So when she heard these questions, she would just smile and deny them.

Fortunately, this matter would only occasionally cause a stir in the class.

Later, somehow, this news reached the ears of Cui Jingyu from another class.

Many people in their class knew this girl, because Cui Jingyu often came to find Sang Yan, either to give him things or to make small talk, showing her affection very intensely.

Even after being rejected by Sang Yan, she didn’t give up at all.

After learning about this, Cui Jingyu came directly to confront them.

It was during the long break between classes.

At that time, after the radio calisthenics ended, all the students were gradually returning to the classroom. Wen Yifan was walking at the back, and when she reached the classroom door, she saw Sang Yan blocked at the doorway by Cui Jingyu.

Cui Jingyu was pretty and bold, with the brightness typical of girls their age: “Sang Yan, I heard from others that you’re pursuing the dancer in your class?”

Sang Yan was holding a can of cola, looking a bit impatient because his way was blocked: “What’s it to you?”

“I’m just curious and asking, everyone says you like her,” Cui Jingyu smiled, just noticing Wen Yifan behind them, “But I’m just repeating what others said, you don’t need to be upset.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan looked at Cui Jingyu. Then following her gaze, he turned to look at Wen Yifan.

Seeing her, Sang Yan’s lips relaxed, then curved into a smile.

Sunlight poured in from outside, casting a faint golden glow on him. He seemed to radiate brilliance. At that moment, Wen Yifan realized that when he smiled widely, a shallow dimple appeared at the right corner of his mouth.

“This kind of talk seems to have spread many times, they’re too bored,” Cui Jingyu said again, “I know it must all be nonsense, I’m just casually mentioning it to you.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, looking at her, still speaking in that irritating tone.

“Didn’t I say it wasn’t true?”
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Wen Yifan couldn’t remember many things from the past very clearly.

She rarely deliberately recalled memories. But whenever she did think back, the memories related to Sang Yan—every scene, every little detail—seemed to be crystal clear in her mind.

She also remembered that moment.

She felt her heart skip a beat.

…

Zhong Siqiao was still talking in front of her: “I was in the same class as Cui Jingyu at that time, and I heard her talking about Sang Yan every day. So even those in our class who didn’t know Sang Yan before all got to know about him because of her.”

Wen Yifan listened quietly, a faint smile on her lips.

“Hey, why didn’t you answer my question earlier? It’s been so long anyway, let’s just chat casually,” Zhong Siqiao brought the topic back, half-jokingly, “I’m not saying you liked him, but did you have any feelings? Just a bit of fondness?”

“…”

“If you don’t say anything, I’ll take it as a yes.”

This time Wen Yifan finally spoke, seriously: “Okay.”

“Can I take that as you agreeing?” Hearing this answer, Zhong Siqiao was stunned, “Really?”

Wen Yifan laughed: “Why are you reacting like this?”

“You liked Sang Yan before?”

“Mm.”

Zhong Siqiao was genuinely surprised. In her impression, Wen Yifan had always been indifferent to everything, as if she didn’t care about anything: “Do you still like him now?”

Wen Yifan smiled: “As you said, it’s been so long.”

“But aren’t you two living together now!” Zhong Siqiao got excited, “Seeing each other every day! Both of you once had feelings for each other! What if old feelings resurface!”

“…” Mentioning this, Wen Yifan said softly, “It won’t happen.”

“Hm?”

“He’s moving out soon.”

Zhong Siqiao casually said: “So you mean if he stayed longer, you wouldn’t be able to control yourself?”

“…”

Even as an outsider, she felt a bit regretful, and asked again: “Then why didn’t you get together with him back then?”

Wen Yifan didn’t answer.

“Because you transferred schools and moved away?” Zhong Siqiao guessed, “So you two lost contact?”

“No.”

“Then why?”

Silence fell.

Just then, the noodles they ordered arrived. Wen Yifan handed her a pair of chopsticks. She lowered her eyes, not answering the previous question, and suddenly said: “I don’t know if others are like me.”

“Hm?”

“My college roommate once told me that she thought I was too emotionally detached,” Wen Yifan said. “We used to have a good relationship, but I rarely took the initiative to contact them, as if we completely lost touch after graduation. Because of this, they felt quite sad, thinking I had no feelings for them at all.”

Wen Yifan blinked: “I admit this point.”

Zhong Siqiao’s lips moved, but no words came out.

“It’s not that I don’t care, it’s just that I’m particularly lazy about maintaining these relationships,” Wen Yifan took a bite of noodles and said softly, “With Xiang Lang, after he went abroad, we contacted each other less, and I didn’t feel particularly sad about it.”

“…”

“I think all of this is,” Wen Yifan said, “very natural.”

“Right,” Zhong Siqiao said, “You don’t need to care about what others say.”

“I know this is my problem. To put it bluntly, I’m quite lacking in human touch, right?” Wen Yifan smiled and brought the topic back, “At that time, my feeling towards Sang Yan was that I thought someone like him—”

She paused for a few seconds, feeling these words were a bit sentimental, but still said them seriously.

“Should be loved passionately by someone.”

There was no particular example.

At least it should be like Cui Jingyu in her youth.

Liking without concealment, all her joy just for him, her eyes bright when talking to him, vivid and radiant to the extreme.

“So it wouldn’t be,” Wen Yifan was silent for a moment, “someone like me.”

“Why are you putting yourself down like this? You’re so good-looking and have such a good temper,” Zhong Siqiao frowned, strongly disagreeing with her thoughts, “Maybe he likes someone with your personality.”

Wen Yifan was quiet for a while, then changed the subject: “I saw my aunt again recently.”

Zhong Siqiao exclaimed: “When?”

Wen Yifan: “About two weeks ago.”

Because Wen Yifan rarely brought up unhappy things on her own, Zhong Siqiao didn’t know how she had lived at her uncle’s house, only knowing that she seemed to be not very happy.

So at this moment, Zhong Siqiao didn’t know what to say.

“Before, when I first moved to my uncle’s place,” Wen Yifan moved her chopsticks but didn’t eat immediately, continuing, “One night, I accidentally overheard my aunt saying something.”

“What?”

“At that time, my cousin was in his senior year of high school, and in the evenings, my aunt would often make soup for him to drink, to nourish his body,” saying this, Wen Yifan smiled, “Then once, I heard my cousin say ‘I don’t want to drink it, let Shuangjiang have it’.”

“…”

“My aunt then said,” Wen Yifan said softly, “Shuangjiang doesn’t need to drink anything that good.”

Zhong Siqiao paused, immediately getting angry: “Fuck, is your aunt sick in the head?”

Wen Yifan’s tone was calm: “At that time, I just thought these words were quite funny, I didn’t take them to heart.”

“…”

Wen Yifan had never been one to argue with people since she was young.

When she heard those words, she found them strange and funny. Before that, she had lived a life of being the center of attention at home, doted on by her family, with her parents trying to give her the best in terms of food, clothing, and everything else.

She had never heard words like that before.

“But strangely, gradually, I started to take her words to heart. Because at that time, I was a,” Wen Yifan thought about her wording, but in the end still said what she thought, “burden that everyone was trying to push away.”

“…”

“Indeed, there was no need to give me things that were too good.”

“Diandian,” Zhong Siqiao sighed, reaching out to pat her head, “Don’t mind those words.”

“Even now when I think about it, I still don’t think that sentence was right,” Wen Yifan said, “But when I see those dresses that cost hundreds of yuan, or small cakes that cost dozens of yuan, I hesitate for a long time and won’t buy them for myself.”

“…”

This concept seemed to have grown over time, from a weak sprout to a deeply rooted tree.

Bit by bit, permeating every aspect, instilling one thing in her.

She didn’t deserve to use things that were too good.

Of course, she also had no right to have the best things.

Including that dazzling boy.

“It’s not that I can’t afford it,” Wen Yifan smiled, “It’s just that I always feel that such expensive things, such expensive dresses, such expensive cosmetics… using them on me seems a bit wasteful.”

Zhong Siqiao looked at her silently, suddenly feeling very sad.

Compared to before, Wen Yifan seemed to have not changed much.

But in reality, there was a big difference in her core.

“Don’t listen to your aunt’s stupid words, she’s got holes in her head, I’m fucking speechless,” Zhong Siqiao no longer brought up such unhappy topics, and changed the subject, “Let’s talk about men again.”

“…”

“What about Sang Yan, are you sure he doesn’t like you anymore?” Zhong Siqiao said, “Thinking about it now, isn’t it strange? With his personality, and he’s not short of money, why would he suddenly want to live with someone?”

Wen Yifan’s tone was gentle: “I’m quite sure.”

Zhong Siqiao: “Why?”

“Because I wasn’t very nice to him. For a while, my personality was a bit sharp,” Wen Yifan pursed her lips, looking a bit lost, “Sang Yan was the only one who was very good to me—”

“But was hurt by me.”

She felt guilty and sorry.

She also knew that he wouldn’t allow it.

Someone had repeatedly trampled his pride underfoot.

–

Wen Yifan remembered very clearly, the second time the teacher misunderstood that she and Sang Yan were in a relationship, she had already moved to live with her uncle.

At that time, although the teacher notified Zhao Yuandong because Zhao Yuandong didn’t have time, she still entrusted this matter to Uncle Wen Liangxian. So the person who came to see the teacher on her behalf was Wen Liangxian.

It happened to be Friday afternoon that day.

After the parents finished talking, Wen Yifan was taken home by Wen Liangxian.

The entire car ride was silent.

Wen Yifan was nervous the whole way, carefully explaining many things, but Wen Liangxian didn’t say anything. She was afraid that if she said too much, he would find it annoying, so she could only remain silent afterward.

Until they got back to her uncle’s house.

At that time, Che Yanqin was also there. Seeing her return, she blurted out: “Shuangjiang, you’re disobedient. It’s not easy for us to take care of you, always causing trouble for your uncle. He’s already busy enough with work, can’t you save us some worry?”

Wen Yifan was still standing at the entrance, her fingers a bit stiff. She couldn’t even make the motion of taking off her shoes, feeling that she shouldn’t walk in, feeling that whatever she did seemed to be wrong.

Wen Liangxian also spoke at this moment: “Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan looked up, silently waiting for judgment.

She would never forget what he said at that time.

Tearing away all the superficial hypocrisy.

As if he could no longer bear it.

“Uncle doesn’t want to blame you, but you need to understand one thing—we have no obligation to raise you,” Wen Liangxian’s appearance was 80% similar to her father’s, but his eyes had a few sharp edges, “But we still treat you like our own daughter.”

We have no obligation to raise you.

No obligation.

To raise you.

“…”

Wen Yifan’s throat choked, and for a moment she couldn’t say anything.

That was the first time.

They had laid their cards on the table so clearly.

Clearly and euphemistically, using words to tell her that they didn’t want her to live here.

“Your brother is now preparing for the college entrance exam, and our focus is all on him. We just need you to be obedient, don’t do anything out of line,” Wen Liangxian said calmly, “Can’t you even do that?”

Wen Yifan stood in place, her head gradually lowering.

Lowered to the dust.

After a long time.

She said softly: “I’m sorry, I won’t do it again.”

…

Back in her room, Wen Yifan immediately took out her phone from the cabinet. She pressed and held the power button, her hands shaking uncontrollably. During the waiting time, she felt like a long century had passed.

Wen Yifan found Zhao Yuandong’s number and called.

After a long time.

Just when Wen Yifan thought the call was about to disconnect automatically, the other end finally picked up.

Zhao Yuandong’s voice came through: “Shuangjiang?”

Wen Yifan’s nose stung, and the tears she had been holding back immediately fell.

Wen Yifan wanted to tell her.

I will be obedient and won’t argue with Zheng Kejia.

I will get along well with Uncle Zheng.

So can you come and take me back to your place?

Can you not let me live alone at my uncle’s house?

Mom, uncle, and the others don’t like me.

Can you take me home?

But before Wen Yifan could say anything, Zheng Kejia’s voice was heard on Zhao Yuandong’s end.

Her tone immediately became anxious, and she hurriedly said: “If you have anything, ask your uncle, be obedient at your uncle’s house, don’t date early, understand?”

Then she hung up the phone.

Listening to the cold beeping sound on the phone, Wen Yifan put down her phone. She lowered her head, looking at the gradually darkening screen, tears still falling. She sat stiffly in place.

At that moment, she felt that her only support had broken.

After an unknown amount of time.

The phone in her hand vibrated again.

She slowly looked down and saw the caller ID.

— Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan stared at it for a long time before answering.

Both ends were silent.

After a while, Sang Yan spoke first: “Are you home?”

Wen Yifan softly made a sound of agreement.

“Did you get scolded?” Sang Yan’s tone seemed a bit nervous, his speech also sounding stuttered, “I didn’t think the teacher would call parents a second time for this little thing, it’s my fault for affecting you, I’m sorry…”

Wen Yifan suddenly interrupted him: “Sang Yan.”

All emotions seemed to have a premonition.

His voice stopped abruptly, not continuing to speak.

That was the moment when Wen Yifan’s negative emotions were at their strongest.

She frantically tried to stop her behavior, knowing that she shouldn’t say such words, at a time when that boy was so apologetic.

But she completely couldn’t control her emotions.

In that silent small room, Wen Yifan heard herself say very softly.

“Can you stop bothering me?”
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Wen Yifan remembered that at that time, Sang Yan didn’t say anything, so quiet that not even the slightest breath could be heard. After about half a minute of silence, she wiped away her tears and hung up the phone.

From that day on, they had no more interactions at school.

Later, Wen Yifan moved to Beiyu with her uncle’s family and transferred schools as a result. Just when she thought she had completely lost touch with Sang Yan, she began receiving text messages from him about his grades.

Continuously.

He would send a message every so often.

Then.

During holidays or weekends, Sang Yan would occasionally come to Beiyu to see her. It wasn’t frequent, at most once a month. He would always ask for her opinion in advance.

They always went to the same noodle shop.

The shop was small and old-fashioned. The noodles tasted ordinary and unremarkable, so business wasn’t good. Every time they went, the shop was quiet, with only the owner sitting at the cash register watching TV.

After many visits, the owner recognized them. He didn’t even need to take their order, just got up and went to the kitchen when he saw them.

A small space left with just the two of them.

Because of what she had said, Sang Yan spoke less in front of her. His demeanor was as arrogant as before, but he also seemed to become more cautious, not as reckless as before.

As if by tacit understanding.

They never mentioned that phone call again.

…

Generally speaking, Zhong Siqiao had never seen Wen Yifan angry, so she was a bit curious now: “What did you do? Are you sure your behavior could hurt him with your personality?”

This time Wen Yifan didn’t answer, lowering her head to eat her noodles.

“Maybe you’re just thinking it’s more serious than it is. Perhaps he doesn’t think it’s a big deal at all, it might not even tickle him,” Zhong Siqiao advised her like a caring older sister. “Or maybe he cares about this, but if you apologize and explain, he won’t mind anymore.”

The corner of Wen Yifan’s mouth turned up: “It’s been so long.”

“So what? It’s never too late to apologize,” Zhong Siqiao said. “Your mouth is on your face, you can say whatever you want, that right is yours. It’s just that the right to accept or not is with the other person.”

It was unclear if she had taken it in, Wen Yifan just smiled.

The topic ended there.

After finishing their noodles, the two got up and left the shop.

Zhong Siqiao put on her bag and brought up something else. Halfway through, she suddenly said “Hey” and pinched Wen Yifan’s arm: “Diandian, have you gained some weight?”

“…” Wen Yifan looked up, “Huh?”

“You were so skinny before like you were just bones. I felt uncomfortable even standing next to you,” Zhong Siqiao stared at her face seriously. “But now I feel like you’ve put on a bit of meat.”

Wen Yifan hadn’t noticed: “Really?”

Zhong Siqiao teased: “Are you living quite well with Sang Yan as roommates?”

“…”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan belatedly realized that since Sang Yan had moved in, she seemed to be eating more.

Originally, she didn’t have the habit of eating dinner, but because of his heavy-handed cooking without knowing how to adjust portions properly, she had become a sort of garbage disposal, helping him finish the leftovers.

–

The meeting place they chose was midway between their homes, both a distance away, so they couldn’t stay out too late. After dinner, they each went home.

Taking out her key to enter, Wen Yifan glanced at Sang Yan lying on the couch playing games as usual while taking off her shoes. The TV was playing some unnameable drama, as usual, the volume neither loud nor soft, but still noisy.

After some time, Wen Yifan strangely felt like she was keeping a pet at home. No matter when she left or came back, she could always see this “pet” lounging casually at home.

Wen Yifan pulled back her thoughts, sat down by the couch to drink water, and looked at him a few times. Remembering Zhong Siqiao’s words, her lips parted and closed several times before she finally mustered the courage to call out: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan didn’t even look up: “Speak.”

“…” Wen Yifan strangely couldn’t say it again.

After so many years, maybe he didn’t even remember what happened back then.

Suddenly bringing it up now seemed quite puzzling.

But it was also strange to call someone and not say anything. Seeing his leisurely appearance, Wen Yifan thought for a moment and casually brought up a topic: “Is being a bar owner your main job?”

Sang Yan: “Side job.”

Wen Yifan thought for a moment: “I remember last time you said you studied computer science in university?”

“Mm.” Sang Yan finally looked up, with a half-smile, “Why?”

“Nothing, just curious,” Wen Yifan said. “Seeing you don’t need to go to work every day, I just asked casually.”

“Changing jobs. Too many companies are headhunting me, they’re still fighting over me,” Sang Yan yawned, his tone arrogant and shameless. “We’ll see after they finish fighting.”

“…”

Wen Yifan couldn’t tell if he was bragging or if he was really in such a state of being fought over. She didn’t comment on this, but thinking of changing roommates, she said, “By the way, have you checked on the renovation status of your house?”

Sang Yan looked away: “Mm.”

Wen Yifan: “How is it?”

“It’s not finished yet, workers don’t work during the New Year,” Sang Yan said flatly and directly. “Even when it’s done, I can’t move in right away, it might be delayed for a while.”

Wen Yifan was slightly stunned: “So you’re not moving out in a month? You’ll stay longer?”

“That’s the idea,” Sang Yan looked at her as he spoke. “Alright, you don’t need to look so happy about it.”

“…”

Wen Yifan nodded, not saying anything more, thinking to herself that she could only let Su Tian’s friend find another place. After all, she couldn’t just kick Sang Yan out like this. She drank her water while idly watching TV.

After living together for a while, Wen Yifan discovered that every time Sang Yan turned on the TV, it seemed he wasn’t watching, just giving the house some noise.

Once before, when Sang Yan turned on the TV, she watched with him for a while.

At that time, a woman on TV was crying while eating, crying extremely miserably. Wen Yifan didn’t know the previous plot but felt a bit sad watching, so she asked, “What happened?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan lifted his eyelids to glance, and said lazily: “Probably too hungry.”

“…”

So this time, although Wen Yifan still couldn’t understand the plot, she didn’t bother to ask him.

She watched on her own for a while.

This time, Sang Yan seemed to have taken an interest in the drama, putting down his phone after a while and starting to watch. A few minutes later, he even started chatting with her about the characters’ behavior: “What’s the deal with this person?”

It was a suspense drama.

At this point, the time in the drama was in the dead of night, and the lighting was dim. The man seemed to wake from sleep, slowly changed his clothes, wrapped himself up tightly, and then went out.

Wen Yifan guessed: “Dissociative identity disorder, probably.”

“I feel like—” Sang Yan turned to look at her, enunciating each word, “it’s more like sleepwalking?”

“Is it?” This word made Wen Yifan pause for a moment, she looked back at the TV, “I can’t tell the difference, does the main personality not know what the alter does in dissociative identity disorder? I only know that sleepwalkers don’t remember.”

Sang Yan asked: “How do you know?”

“Because,” Wen Yifan answered honestly, “I used to sleepwalk too.”

“…”

Since they were living together, Wen Yifan didn’t feel there was anything to hide about this. Noticing his expression, she realized that this habit of hers was a bit scary, so she added: “It only happened when I was little, and when I lived in the dorm at university, but I haven’t had this problem for a long time.”

Sang Yan pointed out the logical issue: “How do you know you haven’t had it for a long time?”

“Ah,” Wen Yifan paused, giving a reasonable explanation, “No one has told me I’ve been sleepwalking.”

“So after graduation,” Sang Yan smiled, “you’ve lived with others?”

Wen Yifan thought for a moment: “Just Wang Linlin, but only for a week. I only started living with roommates after coming to Nanwu, I didn’t have this experience before.”

Silence fell.

Feeling like there was more to his words, Wen Yifan had a vague guess and hesitantly asked: “Have I sleepwalked in front of you?”

“…”

Thinking that she might still sleepwalk, Wen Yifan felt a bit panicked.

Because it happened when she was unconscious, everything was out of control, and she didn’t know what she might do. There was a fear of the unknown and a sense of helplessness.

For some reason, when she first started university, her sleepwalking problem started again.

The first time she sleepwalked in the dorm, she scared her roommate who had gotten up to use the bathroom in the middle of the night. As a result, Wen Yifan was too afraid to sleep for the next few days, fearing she would sleepwalk and scare people again.

After her three roommates found out about this, the four of them talked when they got the chance.

The girls were all very nice and said they could accept it. Plus, Wen Yifan didn’t do anything when sleepwalking, so they gradually got used to it.

Seeing him not answer, Wen Yifan asked again: “Did I?”

Sang Yan asked back: “Did you know when I came back last night?”

This was the second time he asked this question.

Wen Yifan felt puzzled: “I went to bed quite early yesterday, I didn’t hear you come back.”

Sang Yan stared at her intently, as if observing whether she was telling the truth.

“…” Wen Yifan suddenly understood, and also fell silent, then stated with some certainty, “You saw me come out of my room when you came back yesterday, right?”

Sang Yan leaned back in his chair, tilted his head, and casually hummed in agreement.

This was like a bolt from the blue for Wen Yifan. She didn’t know how to react and could only stammer: “Then did I do anything?”

Sang Yan was quite honest, indicating with his gaze: “Just sat here for a while, then went back.”

Wen Yifan felt a bit embarrassed: “I didn’t scare you, did I?”

“Scare me?” Sang Yan laughed, “Wen Yifan, get one thing straight. There’s nothing in this world that scares me. How could your little sleepwalking scare me?”

“It’s good that I didn’t scare you.” His tone was still annoying as usual, but Wen Yifan felt relieved, “My college roommate told me that when I sleepwalk, I don’t do anything. If you see me again later, just treat me like air.”

Sang Yan gave a meaningful “Oh.”

Wen Yifan: “As long as I have good sleep quality, I shouldn’t sleepwalk. It shouldn’t affect you too much.”

Sang Yan: “Alright.”

“By the way,” Wen Yifan suddenly realized she had missed asking about the most crucial thing, and cautiously asked, “Last night was the first time you saw me sleepwalk, right?”

Sang Yan: “Of course.”

Wen Yifan relaxed: “Then that’s—”

Before she could finish, she heard Sang Yan slowly enunciate two words: “Not so.”

“…” Wen Yifan was stunned, “Hm? There’s more?”

Sang Yan’s lips curled slightly as he sat up straight, calmly pouring himself a glass of water. Then, he looked up slightly, very patiently telling her: “There was one more time.”

“Then,” Wen Yifan had a bad feeling, hesitantly asking, “What did I do that time?”

“What did you do,” Sang Yan drawled as if trying to remember, “Let me think—”

Wen Yifan waited calmly.

Thinking it needed such a long time to recall, it probably wasn’t anything major.

After a long while, Sang Yan finally said: “Ah, I remember now.”

Wen Yifan responded: “What?”

Sang Yan stared at her thoughtfully: “You suddenly ran out and hugged me.”

“…”

Wen Yifan’s expression froze, completely unable to believe her ears: “Hm? What?”

She thought this was already a shocking revelation.

Little did she know there was something even harder to accept waiting for her.

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, casually adding: “You also kissed me once.”
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Their eyes met.

At that moment, as if understanding human speech, the background music from the television conveniently faded away. The surroundings became so quiet that even the sound of a falling needle could be heard, plunging them into an extremely awkward situation.

Wei Yifan calmly averted her gaze.

However, her inner emotions surged like turbulent waves.

Hugged. Me.

Kissed. Me. Once.

Hug.

Kiss.

“…”

These two words nearly set Wei Yifan ablaze.

Wei Yifan could feel her cheeks burning, completely out of her control. She wanted to calm herself down, trying to analyze the possibility of this situation rationally.

Then quickly give him an appropriate response.

But Sang Yan didn’t give her that time at all. His gaze still fixed on her, he drawled, “Hey, why are you blushing?”

Wei Yifan replied nonchalantly, “Oh, am I red?”

As if discovering a new continent, Sang Yan scrutinized her: “Yeah, you are.”

“Maybe it’s because I ate something too spicy tonight,” Wei Yifan lied with a straight face, speaking unhurriedly, “My friend also said my face was very red earlier.”

Sang Yan tugged at his lip, obviously unconvinced: “I see.”

Wei Yifan didn’t care whether he believed her or not; being able to deal with the situation for now was enough. After the initial shock, upon further thought, she felt that what Sang Yan said wasn’t quite right.

If he had only mentioned hugging her once, Wei Yifan might have thought it was true.

After all, the difficulty level of that action wasn’t high.

But adding a kiss…

Wei Yifan thought it more plausible that she had sleepwalked and beaten him up than what he was claiming.

“About this matter, don’t you think,” Wei Yifan said in a soft voice, choosing her words carefully, “you’re exaggerating a bit? I might have just accidentally bumped into you while sleepwalking, resulting in some physical contact.”

“Oh. So you mean,” Sang Yan’s tone was languid as he directly called her out, “I’m deliberately slandering you.”

“…” Wei Yifan immediately said, “That’s not what I meant.”

“I’m not trying to blame you either,” Sang Yan’s messy hair fell across his forehead, his expression relaxed. “But I’m the one who was taken advantage of here. You can’t just turn around and accuse me like this, can you?”

Wei Yifan had no memory of this and now felt like a mute eating bitter melon. She found his words extremely unreasonable and couldn’t help saying, “If such a thing happened, why didn’t you tell me before?”

“How did I not?” Sang Yan said, “But didn’t you say it was a special circumstance?”

“…”

“And I’m not that petty of a person.”

This statement made Wei Yifan pause for a moment, recalling the inexplicable thumbs-up emoji she had received from Sang Yan the morning after returning from Zhao Yuandong’s place.

Wei Yifan fell silent, beginning to doubt herself.

Sang Yan mischievously added salt to the wound: “But this is nothing.”

Wei Yifan looked up.

“What you think about during the day, you dream about at night—” Sang Yan drawled, then added a word, “walk?”

“…”

Wei Yifan held back: “Can I ask you a question?”

Sang Yan: “Go ahead.”

When he first mentioned this situation, Wei Yifan wanted to ask this question but felt it was too embarrassing and would push the current situation to an even more awkward level.

So Wei Yifan had been holding back.

But now, provoked by his attitude, she couldn’t contain it anymore: “Where exactly did I kiss you…?”

“…” Sang Yan’s expression froze.

The ambiguity seemed to dissolve into the air with these words, fermenting and spreading.

As soon as the words left her mouth, Wei Yifan somewhat regretted it. But words spoken are like water spilled; they can’t be taken back. Her brain tensed like a taut string, yet her gaze rested calmly on him, pretending to wait patiently.

Sang Yan raised his eyes and casually pointed to the right corner of his lips.

“What?”

“The position you’re pointing to, given our height difference, I should—” Wei Yifan paused for two seconds, unable to say that word, and changed her phrasing, “not be able to reach.”

Sang Yan stared at her for a while, then said magnanimously, “Fine, it’s okay if you don’t admit it.”

“…”

Wei Yifan suddenly stood up: “How about this.”

Sang Yan looked up.

The next moment, Wei Yifan blurted out: “Why don’t we reenact the scene?”

“…”

Sang Yan laughed: “You want to take advantage of me a second time?”

“I won’t touch you,” Wei Yifan said good-naturedly. “I just think the possibility you mentioned is quite low and want to verify it. So that when you stay here in the future, you’ll still feel your safety is guaranteed.”

“…”

Wei Yifan looked at him: “Could you stand up for a moment?”

Sang Yan leaned back against the sofa, tilting his head slightly, observing her for a while. He didn’t say much, just put his phone aside and stood up, as if compromising.

Their positions were instantly reversed.

Sang Yan was almost a head taller than her; her head barely reached his chin. Following his movement, Wei Yifan’s gaze moved from bottom to top, watching as he went from looking down to looking up.

From this angle, it seemed impossible to reach the spot he had mentioned.

“See?” Wei Yifan stared at the corner of his lips, immediately feeling relieved. “I can’t possibly reach it, so there must be some misunderstanding… Unless I stood on tiptoe, or you bent down—”

Wei Yifan was speaking as she looked up, meeting his gaze.

Her expression froze slightly, realizing their distance had unknowingly shortened.

—The scene stilled.

It seemed as if the man before her might lower his head at any moment, just as she had described.

Wei Yifan averted her gaze, her heart inexplicably quickening. She pressed her lips together, taking a step back, no longer dwelling on the matter: “But that’s just my guess.”

Sang Yan’s eyes were dark, like the endless night outside.

“You indeed have no reason to lie to me. Although this behavior was beyond my control, I still want to apologize to you,” Wei Yifan thought for a moment and said sincerely, “If something like this happens again in the future, just punch me directly.”

“…”

Wei Yifan held back for a long time, then reminded him: “Protect yourself.”

…

After dropping that string of words, Wei Yifan returned to her room. She closed the door, leaning against it for a while, pondering over what she had just blurted out.

After going through it all and finding no issues, Wei Yifan finally came to her senses and walked inside.

She lay on the bed, staring at the ceiling, thinking about the spot Sang Yan had pointed to earlier.

It seemed to be where his dimple was.

“…”

Sigh.

Could it be true?

But she had sleepwalked so many times during her four years in college, and none of her roommates ever mentioned her hugging or kissing people while sleepwalking…

But before.

She indeed.

Liked.

Sang Yan’s dimple.

Wei Yifan wasn’t so sure anymore.

She felt her brain was like a paste, clumping together in lumps, unable to think clearly about anything. After a long while, Wei Yifan suddenly sat up, moved the chair from in front of the dressing table, and placed it in front of the door.

–

For the next few days, Wei Yifan’s first reaction upon waking was to check if the chair was still in its original position. She remained tense for some time until she confirmed there was nothing unusual, and only then did her mind relax.

Although she couldn’t prove whether Sang Yan’s words were true or false, Wei Yifan always felt as if she had done something wrong. When she saw him, there was always a hint of inexplicable guilt and awkwardness lingering in her heart.

It made Wei Yifan feel that compared to before, there was something strange about interacting with him.

But Sang Yan seemed completely unconcerned, acting as if nothing had happened, his mood showing no signs of change. Because of this, Wei Yifan didn’t want to appear too concerned.

She just hoped she wouldn’t sleepwalk again, or do the same thing, or even more exaggerated actions.

Time flew by, and the entire month of March passed.

Wei Yifan had arranged time off with the director in advance. On the day of the Qingming Festival, she couldn’t sleep well at all, so she found several horror movies and watched them all night. It wasn’t until dawn was approaching that she dozily fell asleep.

But after sleeping for less than two hours, she naturally woke up.

Wei Yifan got up to wash, pulled out a black hoodie from her wardrobe, and left her room. She had woken up much earlier than usual, and Sang Yan was probably still asleep. The living room was empty at this time.

Outside was overcast, making the light in the house appear dim.

Wei Yifan had no appetite, only taking a carton of milk from the refrigerator before quickly leaving.

After checking the route, Wei Yifan boarded a nearby bus heading to the cemetery in the suburbs of Nanwu.

On previous occasions, Wei Yifan had always come with Zhao Yuandong, or with her uncle and grandmother. They had driven her directly there, so this was her first time taking public transport herself.

The location was quite far from the city center, with the round trip by bus taking four to five hours.

After getting off the bus, there was still about a kilometer to walk. This area was under construction, with uneven roads. There were no designated parking spaces, so cars were parked haphazardly.

Wei Yifan followed the directions indicated by her phone map.

Upon reaching the cemetery.

Wei Yifan completed a simple registration, then entered the columbarium, walking inward.

The corridor seemed endless, with tall, long rows of cabinets on both sides, housing countless souls of the deceased. Wei Yifan walked silently until she stopped at one of the rows.

She walked in, carefully finding the three characters of Wen Liangzhe’s name.

She couldn’t remember how much time had passed since her last visit.

Wei Yifan stared at the name for a long while before softly calling out, “Dad.”

“…”

“Shuang Jiang is back.”

It was a call that would receive no response.

Back then, Wei Yifan always felt she couldn’t believe it.

How could a person who was alive just moments ago suddenly become a cold corpse? That tall, strong father, as if under some spell, had been shrunk and placed into this tiny box.

Never to speak again.

She always felt it was a dream.

That everything would be fine when she woke up.

But this nightmare persisted, no matter how much she struggled to wake from it.

Wei Yifan stood there in silence for a long time, saying nothing. At one moment, her eyelids twitched, and she suddenly noticed the dust on the memorial tablet, in stark contrast to the neighboring tablets.

It seemed no one had visited for a long time.

Zhao Yuandong had a new family now, and might only visit once every few years. Grandmother and Uncle’s family lived in Beiyu, and probably wouldn’t make a special trip just for this.

Wen Liangzhe’s smile was etched on the tablet, forever frozen at that moment.

Never show any emotion again.

Wei Yifan’s eyes gradually reddened. She blinked hard, reaching out to carefully wipe away the dust.

–

She arrived home a bit earlier than her usual work finish time.

Wei Yifan habitually glanced around the living room and second bedroom; Sang Yan didn’t seem to be back yet. She withdrew her gaze and headed to the kitchen. She hadn’t eaten much all day, and her stomach was uncomfortably empty.

Wei Yifan first cooked some porridge. She rummaged through the fridge and took out some ingredients, planning to make a simple soup to go with the porridge.

Turning on the tap, Wei Yifan peeled and washed a winter melon. She lowered her gaze, picked up the knife, and deftly cut it into neat small cubes. Then she took out a box of fish skin dumplings from the fridge, tearing off two rows to add to the pot.

Just as it was almost done, Sang Yan returned from outside. While taking off his coat, he glanced towards the kitchen, casually asking, “Did you skip work today?”

“There wasn’t much to do, so I came back early,” Wei Yifan said. “Have you had dinner?”

“Not yet.”

“Then let’s eat together, I’ve made plenty,” Wei Yifan turned off the stove and brought out the soup. “Though I don’t know if porridge will be enough for you in the evening. Do you want to cook something else?”

Sang Yan also entered the kitchen, rolling up his sleeves to bring out the porridge: “Too lazy.”

Wei Yifan nodded.

They ate dinner in silence.

As usual, Sang Yan finished first, but he didn’t get up to return to the living room, just sat in his place looking at his phone. Wei Yifan finished her porridge at a turtle’s pace and stood up: “So, you’ll clean up the table?”

Usually, it was Sang Yan who cooked dinner, making extra for her to eat.

Although it sounded like he was doing her a favor, out of a sense of reciprocity for eating his food, Wei Yifan would always help clean up the table. It was quite easy; there was a dishwasher at home, so after clearing the table, there wasn’t much else to do.

Sang Yan was very fair: “Sure.”

Wei Yifan returned to her room, washed up, and flopped back onto her bed.

Despite having slept less than two hours the night before, Wei Yifan wasn’t particularly tired for some reason. After tossing and turning in bed for a while, she gave up struggling, got up, and opened her computer to start writing a news article.

It wasn’t until two in the morning that Wei Yifan yawned, rubbing her eyes that could barely stay open.

Just as she was about to go to bed, she remembered something and turned to move the chair to the door.

Blocking her only way out.

…

At three in the morning.

Sang Yan finished his last game and went to the kitchen to get a bottle of cold water. He unscrewed the cap, taking several gulps, and was about to return to his room when he suddenly heard a noise from outside.

His eyelashes flickered as he walked out.

He saw Wei Yifan coming out of the hallway, seemingly unaware of his presence, her steps not faltering. Her movements were slow, her expression unusually blank, looking as if she was about to collide with the nearby bookshelf.

Sang Yan’s brow twitched, and he quickly walked in front of her, extending his hand to block her head.

At the same time, Wei Yifan’s forehead bumped into his palm.

The movement stopped.

After a few seconds, Wei Yifan changed direction, walking towards the sofa.

Sang Yan withdrew his hand, continuing to drink water while observing her actions.

Just like last time.

Wei Yifan walked to the sofa and sat down, her gaze blank as she stared into space.

Sang Yan walked over to her, not sitting in his usual spot, but casually dragging over a nearby stool to sit in front of her.

The living room light was still off, and Sang Yan didn’t bother to turn it on. Moonlight shone in from outside, combined with the brightly lit hallway, making the room not too dim.

The atmosphere was excessively quiet.

Only occasionally interrupted by the sound of Sang Yan drinking water.

After an unknown amount of time, Wei Yifan’s eyes lowered, as if just noticing Sang Yan beside her. She seemed to have no ability to think, just rigidly frozen in place.

In this light and at night, it appeared somewhat eerie.

But Sang Yan found it amusing: “Finally noticed me?”

Wei Yifan didn’t make a sound, her eyeballs moving slightly, stopping at the right corner of his lips.

Sang Yan said playfully, “What are you looking at?”

Seeing her gaze unmoved, Sang Yan suddenly remembered he had a feminine dimple in that spot, and was about to suppress his smile. But at the same time, Wei Yifan, who had been sitting motionless on the sofa, suddenly bent forward.

Towards him.

Her movement was still slow but seemed purposeful.

Her gaze remained fixed on the right corner of his lips.

The distance gradually closed.

As if anticipating something, Sang Yan stared directly at her, his Adam’s apple slowly bobbing. He didn’t make any other moves but also didn’t shy away, just staying still.

Like a predator lurking in the shadows.

Yet patient to the extreme, waiting for her to actively, bit by bit, deliver herself to him.

Wei Yifan raised her hand, hovering over his shoulder.

At that moment, time seemed to slow down.

A second felt longer than a year.

Sang Yan lowered his eyes.

He saw those eyebrows and eyes that had haunted his dreams. Her eyelashes were thick like brushes as if tickling his heart. Her face was bare, her skin so white it was almost transparent.

Like a scene fading away.

In the next instant, as he had anticipated.

Sang Yan felt something touch the right corner of his lips.
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Wen Yifan’s lips were warm and dry, like a brand searing into his skin.

Her breathing was light and shallow, steady and rhythmic, passing over him like a feather. She carried a faint scent of roses, as if it were a spell, spreading around and invading his senses, disturbing his mind.

The distance was so close that when she blinked, her eyelashes brushed against the side of his face. The sensation was barely there, intensifying the unreal feeling, bit by bit, tearing apart his reason.

Sang Yan’s hand involuntarily lifted but quickly stopped in mid-air. He closed his eyes, using all his strength to suppress his desire, his palm gradually clenching as he pulled it back.

He still wanted to be a decent person.

This unresisting behavior was already taking advantage of the situation enough.

During this time, Wen Yifan slowly sat up straight, creating distance between them.

Her face showed no expression, her demeanor as calm as still water, as if the person who had just lowered her head to kiss the corner of his lips wasn’t her. The scene before him returned to how it was a minute ago.

As if nothing had happened.

“Hey, Wen Shuangjiang,” Sang Yan looked up at her, his voice low and hoarse, “You just kissed me.”

“…”

As if time was up.

Wen Yifan stood up and started walking towards her room.

Afraid she might almost bump into the cabinet like before, Sang Yan also stood up. His voice was very soft, as if afraid of waking her: “Are you just going to kiss someone and run?”

Wen Yifan slowly walked forward, stopping for a moment when she passed by his room.

“But I’m not one to be taken advantage of,” Sang Yan leaned against the wall, watching her actions, “So you owe me one.”

“…”

She continued walking towards the master bedroom.

Making sure she wouldn’t bump into anything, Sang Yan stopped, not following her anymore. His gaze was inscrutable as he slowly finished his sentence: “When you’re awake, you’ll have to pay me back.”

–

Due to a severe lack of sleep, Wen Yifan was barely awakened by her alarm at ten o’clock the next morning. She groggily turned off the alarm and lay in bed for a while to fully wake up, before finally sitting up with difficulty.

Her expression was placid as she habitually looked towards the door, quickly averting her gaze as if nothing was amiss.

A few seconds later, Wen Yifan belatedly raised her eyes again, looking at the area in front of the door.

She finally realized that the area was empty, with no sign of the chair. Her eyelids twitched as she suddenly became alert, looking around.

It didn’t take long to discover that the chair was right where it should be, leaning against the dressing table.

As if it had returned to its rightful place, looking perfectly normal.

“…”

Wen Yifan was bewildered.

Was she so tired yesterday that she thought she had moved the chair, but her body didn’t perform this action?

Or did she sleepwalk?

At this moment, Wen Yifan even thought about installing a camera in her room to record what she did while sleepwalking, so she wouldn’t have this feeling of complete uncertainty about what had happened.

If something did happen, at least Wen Yifan would have time to think of something to say in advance. She got up, trying hard to remember if she had moved the chair before going to bed last night while heading to the bathroom to wash up.

But the more she thought about it, the less certain she became.

After getting ready, Wen Yifan left her room. It was already quite late, so she went to the kitchen, planning to grab a sandwich before leaving, but she happened to run into Sang Yan cooking noodles in the kitchen.

She stopped in her tracks.

Sang Yan looked up, glancing at her.

“…”

The atmosphere felt strange somehow.

The oddness that had been placed on her these past few days now seemed to have transferred to Sang Yan. But his expression was devoid of any emotion, and he didn’t say anything on his own, making it seem like it might just be her imagination.

Wen Yifan closed the refrigerator and hesitantly asked: “Yesterday, did I…”

Sang Yan stirred the contents of the pot with chopsticks.

She finished her sentence in a small voice: “…sleepwalk?”

Sang Yan gave a faint “Mm.”

“Then I probably didn’t do anything, right?” Without waiting for his answer, Wen Yifan hurriedly repeated her previous words, “Just do as I said before, when you see me sleepwalking, just treat me like air. If I approach you, try to avoid me if you can.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan turned off the stove: “I haven’t said anything yet, why are you already trying to distance yourself?”

Wen Yifan explained: “I’m not distancing myself, just reminding you.”

Sang Yan picked up the pot and casually asked: “Want some?”

Wen Yifan was about to say “No” since she was running a bit late. But after glancing at the noodles in his pot, she hesitated, feeling it wouldn’t make much difference: “Yes.”

Sang Yan: “Get your bowl.”

Wen Yifan took two bowls from the cabinet, following behind him, continuing to fish for information: “So what exactly did I do last night? Were you not asleep at the time?”

She remembered going to bed at 2 AM last night.

He didn’t look up: “Got up in the middle of the night to use the bathroom.”

Wen Yifan sat at the dining table, patiently waiting for him to continue. But seeing him only focused on serving the noodles, with no sign of speaking again, she proactively asked: “Did I, you know, do anything inappropriate yesterday?”

Placing the bowl of noodles in front of her, Sang Yan looked at her with a half-smile: “You last night?”

Wen Yifan: “Mm.”

Sang Yan paused for a few seconds, as if recalling, then said: “You didn’t do what you did before.”

Wen Yifan breathed a sigh of relief.

He added: “But.”

Wen Yifan immediately looked at him.

Sang Yan smiled: “You did something even worse.”

Wen Yifan: “?”

Noticing her expression, Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Don’t imagine anything too risqué.”

“…”

She hadn’t even thought in that direction!!!

Wen Yifan calmed herself down, feeling like she was going crazy, but still had to appear extremely calm, as if this wasn’t a big deal at all. She bit her lip and persisted in asking: “So what was it?”

“I won’t go into specifics,” Sang Yan said lazily, “I’m afraid you’ll feel like your world is collapsing after hearing it, unable to believe you have such a side to you.”

“…”

He said in an extremely provoking manner: “I’m just that considerate and tolerant.”

“It’s fine, just tell me,” Wen Yifan said, swallowing her anger. “I can accept anything.”

Sang Yan looked at her, his gaze sliding from her eyes down to a certain spot. His eyes darkened slightly as he lightly bit the corner of his lip. He looked away, his tone casual yet as if he had suffered a great insult: “Forget it, I can’t bring myself to say it.”

Wen Yifan: “…”

With your personality.

You, damn it, actually have, something, you can’t say?

“Let me put it this way.” Sang Yan’s fingertips lightly tapped on the table as he enunciated clearly, “I’ve been in a pretty good mood lately. So I won’t hold these things against you for now.”

“…”

“But in the future, I’ll make you pay back every single debt.”

Wen Yifan didn’t like this feeling of being in debt, and sincerely asked: “Can’t I pay it back now?”

Sang Yan leaned back in his chair: “It’s not time yet.”

Wen Yifan: “Then how should I pay it back?”

Sang Yan didn’t answer.

The current situation reminded Wen Yifan of the first time she went to work at the bar when she accidentally called him “Boss Sang” due to a slip of the tongue. At that time, Sang Yan had mistakenly thought she was there to solicit him.

Now her actions seemed somewhat similar to “soliciting,” but not quite.

She had done something improper, so she should give him some compensation for mental distress.

Is that what he meant?

Wen Yifan couldn’t think of how to repay for her actions, so she could only come up with this most logical solution, hesitantly asking: “Do you want money?”

Sang Yan’s expression froze.

“Um, can I write you an IOU first?” Wen Yifan was still quite poor at the moment, but she’d probably be less humble after getting a permanent position in a while, “Then next time you can just wake me up directly.”

Sang Yan stared at her expressionlessly, not continuing this topic. After a long while, he said impatiently: “Just eat quickly.”

…

The situation seemed to reverse after that.

Wen Yifan had already heard him mention that she had kissed him once while sleepwalking. Plus, several days had passed, and no matter how unbelievable it was, she had long since accepted it.

Although Sang Yan said she had done something even worse this time.

But he always talked like that, and Wen Yifan didn’t believe she could do anything too outrageous.

The last time when she kissed him, it could be explained by him being caught off guard, but now Sang Yan was well aware of her sleepwalking habit. If she had done something excessive, he wouldn’t have just let it happen.

Wen Yifan didn’t take this sleepwalking incident too seriously.

Instead, it was Sang Yan who started acting strange, as if repeating her previous reactions. It was as if he had a delayed reaction, only now belatedly realizing that her kissing him once was particularly hard to accept.

–

By using the chair she placed it in front of her door before sleeping as an indicator.

Wen Yifan roughly determined that her sleepwalking frequency wasn’t very high, only occurring occasionally. Plus, Sang Yan hadn’t mentioned her sleepwalking much, so she gradually let her guard down.

Before they knew it, time approached the end of April.

The news about recruits joining the team that Fu Zhuang had mentioned to Wen Yifan earlier had been delayed without any follow-up. Wen Yifan thought his information might have been incorrect and didn’t pay much attention to it.

Just when she had almost forgotten about it.

Monday afternoon.

When Wen Yifan returned from an interview with Fu Zhuang, she found two unfamiliar faces in the office.

It was a young man and woman, both looking quite young, like college students. Since they had just arrived and no teacher was guiding them, they had nothing much to do at the moment and were sitting at their desks browsing through materials.

Fu Zhuang seemed to know one of them, calling out with a grin as soon as he saw him: “Mu Chengyun.”

Hearing this name, Wen Yifan took another look at the young man’s face and realized he was the one she had given an autograph to before. She turned to Fu Zhuang and casually asked: “You know him?”

“Yeah, he’s my classmate, Mu Chengyun,” Fu Zhuang enthusiastically introduced him. “I mentioned him to you before, the one who asked if our team was still recruiting. He’s quite famous in our department, he’s even made a movie! Super impressive!”

Hearing their conversation, Mu Chengyun stood up and came over to greet them: “Hello, senior. I’m the new intern, Mu Chengyun.”

“You can just call her Sister Yifan or Sister Wen. If you call everyone ‘senior,’ who knows who you’re talking to? Everyone here is your senior,” Fu Zhuang proudly patted his chest. “I’m your senior too.”

Mu Chengyun immediately looked at Wen Yifan, as if seeking her approval.

“Any way is fine,” Wen Yifan said. “We’ve met before, right?”

“Yes,” Mu Chengyun smiled shyly. “I didn’t expect Sister Yifan to be my fan.”

“…”

Fu Zhuang was shocked: “Sis, you’ve watched his movie?”

Wen Yifan was silent for three seconds, then didn’t explain: “Mm.”

The other intern chimed in at this moment. She seemed to have a more lively personality, with a small tiger tooth showing when she smiled: “What movie? Let me hear if I’ve seen it.”

Without waiting for an answer, the girl continued: “Oh right, my name is Fang Li. Senior, can I call you Sister Yifan too from now on?”

Wen Yifan agreed with a “sure,” but didn’t continue talking with them, returning to her seat. She opened her computer and saw Fang Li take out her phone to add Fu Zhuang and Mu Chengyun on WeChat.

After a while.

Wen Yifan had just opened a document when she felt the light beside her dim. She looked up to see Mu Chengyun standing next to her, politely asking: “Sister Yifan, can I add you on WeChat?”

Fang Li also came over, standing nearby waiting.

Wen Yifan paused slightly, then picked up her phone and nodded: “Sure.”

After accepting their friend requests, Wen Yifan browsed through WeChat. She happened to see a message from her current landlord sent not long ago, reminding her about this month’s rent.

Seeing this, Wen Yifan realized it was already time to pay rent.

She tends to forget everything when work gets busy.

Wen Yifan quickly apologized and transferred the money directly through online banking. After the transfer was successful, she found Sang Yan’s WeChat and sent a message: [It’s time to pay this month’s rent.]

Wen Yifan: [You can transfer it to my Alipay.]

Then, Wen Yifan put her phone aside and started writing the news article.

Less than half a minute later.

The screen of her phone beside her lit up.

Wen Yifan looked at her computer while picking up her phone to unlock the screen.

The interface showed Sang Yan’s transfer record.

She casually opened it, intending to confirm the amount.

—Sang Yan transferred 30000 yuan to you.

Exiting Alipay, Wen Yifan opened WeChat, about to reply with a “received” when she felt something wasn’t quite right. She tilted her head, reopened Alipay, and looked at the transfer amount from Sang Yan again.

Wen Yifan silently counted the zeros at the end.

One, two, three, four…

“…”

“?”

Four zeros.

Isn’t that ten thousand?

His monthly rent was three thousand.

Even if he wanted to stay for two or three more months, it wouldn’t be thirty thousand…

Wen Yifan took a screenshot and sent it to him on WeChat: [Why did you transfer so much?]

Sang Yan replied quickly: [What.]

About a minute later.

Sang Yan: [Oh.]

Sang Yan: [Added an extra zero.]

“…”

Wen Yifan thought having money was different.

She felt that if she hadn’t mentioned it, he probably wouldn’t have even noticed.

Wen Yifan: [Then shall I transfer it back to you?]

Sang Yan: [No need.]

Sang Yan: [Keep it for next time.]

Wen Yifan had thought he was only staying for one more month, so she was a bit confused when she saw this. She thought for a moment and still asked: [Roughly until which month are you staying?]

Sang Yan: [?]

Unable to discern his tone from the text, Wen Yifan added: [I’m just confirming.]

Wen Yifan: [So I know when to start looking for a new roommate.]

This time Sang Yan didn’t reply immediately.

After quite a while, he sent a voice message.

Wen Yifan played it.

Sang Yan drawled lazily: “Until you pay back what you owe me.”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t understand: [What debt?]

Another message came through.

Sāng Yán added, “What, do you need me to remind you?”

Wēn Yǐfán still hadn’t grasped the meaning.

This time, Sāng Yán switched to typing.

A series of messages came in, striking her mind like a hammer, one after another.

[You]
[In the late night]
[Reason defeated by desire]
[Attempting]
[To possess me]
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“…”

Wen Yifan stared at the screen for a good while, her scalp tingling at the words “desire” and “possession.” Her expression stiffened slightly as her fingertip hovered over the screen, slowly typing out a question mark.

Before she could send it, Su Tian, who had just returned from the computer room, interrupted her focus.

Su Tian’s rolling chair slid over as she whispered to Wen Yifan, “Damn, I just came in and saw that intern. I thought I’d walked into the wrong room. It scared me for a second.”

Instinctively turning off her phone screen, Wen Yifan looked up, “Hm?”

“That new male intern,” Su Tian said, casting a casual glance as if she had fallen in love. “My goodness, I’m in love. He’s a puppy-like handsome guy, tall, good-looking, and cute.”

Wen Yifan chuckled, “How come I never hear you calling Da Zhuang a puppy?”

As if on cue, Fu Zhuang passed by.

Su Tian rolled her eyes and bluntly said, “He’s more like a little mutt at best.”

“…” Fu Zhuang immediately stopped. Although he hadn’t heard the earlier conversation, he immediately took offense, exclaiming, “Sister Tian, why are you attacking me? How am I a mutt?”

Su Tian dismissed him with a few words: “Wasn’t talking about you.”

After Fu Zhuang left, Su Tian continued gossiping with Wen Yifan, “I feel like this puppy keeps looking in our direction. Is he interested in you or me?”

As she spoke, she caught a glimpse of Wen Yifan’s profile and immediately retracted her words, “Alright, I’m just embarrassing myself.”

“…”

Wen Yifan also looked in that direction.

At that moment, Mu Chengyun was sitting at his desk, coldly staring at his computer screen. After a few seconds, perhaps noticing their gaze, he suddenly looked up. Upon meeting their eyes, he immediately smiled sheepishly.

He did indeed look quite cute.

Wen Yifan also smiled politely and looked away. She didn’t feel anything unusual and said gently, “Don’t read too much into it. He’s probably just trying to familiarize himself with his colleagues on his first day.”

“I’m just gossiping casually. How come you’re not interested in handsome guys at all?” Su Tian said, growing curious. “Hey, is this the type you like?”

“Huh?”

“I feel like you’re completely uninterested in this. Do you have a type you like? What’s your ideal type?” Su Tian started listing options, “Gentle? Domineering? Cheerful?…”

Wen Yifan was stunned, and Sang Yan’s arrogant face inexplicably flashed through her mind.

Realizing this thought, Wen Yifan’s breath caught, just as she met Su Tian’s expectant face. After a few moments of silence, she dismissed the idea and smiled without answering.

The brief chat ended.

Wen Yifan continued writing her draft for a while. Soon after, she remembered that she hadn’t replied to Sang Yan’s message earlier. She lit up her phone screen and looked at that string of messages again, still feeling as if she had received some spam message.

But after having a buffer period, looking at it now didn’t feel as difficult to accept.

Instead, she felt a sense of numbness.

Wen Yifan deleted the question mark in the input box and hesitantly typed again.

[Are you]

[okay?]

Three seconds later.

Sang Yan: [?]

Not knowing exactly what she had done while sleepwalking, Wen Yifan couldn’t explain. After checking on the status of the “victim,” she asked directly: [How do you want to resolve this?]

Sang Yan: [We’ll see.]

Wen Yifan couldn’t help but say: [You seem to have been thinking about it for a while.]

As if truly too lazy to type, Sang Yan sent another voice message.

Just two words, arrogant and matter-of-fact: “Indeed.”

“…”

There was nothing more.

As if to say, even if I think about it for another ten years, you’ll have to wait.

Wen Yifan held back and replied good-naturedly: [Alright, take your time thinking about it.]

…

Although she said this, while Wen Yifan didn’t bring it up actively, Sang Yan’s side also seemed to have completely forgotten about it.

His attitude was as if he could choose not to mention this matter, but if Wen Yifan showed any sign of forgetting about it, he would remind her with extremely blunt, accusatory language, without changing his expression.

Making it impossible for her to forget her “evil deed.”

Impossible to forget that he was the weak, humble, abused party.

And she was a heartless demon who had her fun and forgot about it.

As time passed, Wen Yifan began to feel that when she was sleepwalking, she must have been possessed by something, turning into a client seeking services. And the only one in the house who could provide such services to her was, unfortunately, the top-ranked Sang from the infamous Fallen Street.

His value was so high it was unaffordable.

She was drowning in debt.

She also felt anxious about this calm before the storm.

There was always a sense that beyond this tranquility, in a place she couldn’t see, Sang Yan was preparing some big move to deal with her.

–

After the May Day holiday, the department hired two new reporters through social recruitment.

A few days later, the director specifically chose a time when everyone was present and relatively free to organize a small party to welcome the newcomers. The notice for this gathering came out at noon, but the location was yet to be determined.

After receiving this notice, Fu Zhuang came to Wen Yifan’s desk to complain pitifully: “Sister, the director said this party would also count as my welcome party.”

Wen Yifan didn’t quite understand: “What’s wrong with that?”

“I’ve been interning here for four months!” Fu Zhuang looked aggrieved, “He said he never shows favoritism and told me not to feel neglected!”

“That’s good,” Wen Yifan consoled him. “If they didn’t include you this time and only welcomed Fang Li and the others, how would you be any different from air in the team?”

“…” Fu Zhuang was silent for three seconds, “There’s some truth to that.”

Mu Chengyun, overhearing their conversation, joined in: “Sister Yifan, are you coming tonight?”

The gathering wasn’t mandatory, as most people had to work the next day, and the director had said it was voluntary. But out of courtesy and respect, most people would participate.

Wen Yifan had arranged a phone interview with an expert for the evening and wasn’t sure.

“I’m not certain, I’ll see how it goes.”

Fu Zhuang let out an “Ah” sound, somewhat disappointed: “Sister, do you have something on tonight?”

Mu Chengyun also asked: “Will you be busy until late?”

“Mm,” Wen Yifan said casually. “I’ll try my best to make it.”

…

By the time Wen Yifan finished her phone interview and wrote the initial draft based on it, it was already past nine in the evening. As she was packing up her things and preparing to leave, the director also happened to come out of his office.

Wen Yifan paused: “Director, you didn’t go to the dinner?”

The director, named Gan Hongyuan, was nearly fifty, slightly plump, and his eyes narrowed into slits when he smiled, looking as benevolent as a Maitreya Buddha. He was carrying a briefcase and said with a smile, “Just finished a meeting.”

Wen Yifan nodded.

“You’ve just finished too, right? Let’s go to the gathering together, and relax a bit.” Gan Hongyuan said, “They’ve finished dinner, and now they’re moving to the next venue. It’s near the company, let’s go together.”

Wen Yifan hadn’t originally planned to go, but now she had no choice but to agree.

On the way, Gan Hongyuan chatted with her about various past events, his voice steady and monotonous, sounding like a lullaby. Toward the end, he would add a few motivational and philosophical words, hoping to strike a chord with Wen Yifan.

Wen Yifan felt nothing internally, but outwardly she had to pretend to be moved.

Their interaction was harmonious enough.

While Gan Hongyuan was immersed in his reminiscence, Wen Yifan took the opportunity to glance at her phone. Seeing the messages in the group chat, she learned that the second half of the gathering was set at the Overtime Bar. The group had already arrived there, reserved a booth, and told those who hadn’t arrived yet to come directly.

This location reminded Wen Yifan of Sang Yan.

Recently, Wen Yifan hadn’t seen Sang Yan much at home. He seemed to have gotten busy, unlike before when he would spend all day at home, either lying in bed playing with his phone as if paralyzed, or sleeping aimlessly in his room.

She hadn’t asked Sang Yan what he was busy with.

She guessed he had probably found a new job and started living the life of a working professional.

At the Overtime Bar, Wen Yifan was led by a waiter to the booth where the others were.

Before she even reached them, Wen Yifan could hear their boisterous and excited voices from afar. But as soon as they saw Gan Hongyuan, everyone quieted down.

It was as if something had restrained their natural exuberance, making them less outgoing than before.

However, Gan Hongyuan only made a symbolic appearance and left shortly after.

Wen Yifan, having arrived late, didn’t know what game they were playing and could only watch quietly. She sat at the edge, with Su Tian next to her. During this time, people kept getting up to use the restroom or do other things.

With people coming and going, the seating arrangement kept changing.

Before she knew it, the person next to Wen Yifan had become Mu Chengyun.

Mu Chengyun seemed to have drunk quite a bit, his cheeks slightly flushed, looking not quite sober. Seeing Wen Yifan, he curved his lips into a smile and very politely called out to her: “Sister Yifan.”

Wen Yifan nodded, reminding him: “Don’t drink too much, we still have work tomorrow.”

“I haven’t drunk much,” Mu Chengyun looked very obedient, “just this one can.”

Just as he said this, Fu Zhuang returned from the restroom and sat down next to Wen Yifan. He had the look of someone about to share gossip, saying excitedly: “Sister Yifan, I just saw that classmate of yours!”

Wen Yifan turned her head: “Who?”

Fu Zhuang: “You know, that—”

He stopped.

Clearly, he couldn’t remember the name.

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

Fu Zhuang scratched his head, thought for a while, and could only come up with a nickname: “That one! The super cool and handsome guy!”

“…” Wen Yifan glanced around.

The bar was too dark, and Wen Yifan’s position didn’t offer a good view, so she couldn’t see Sang Yan. She casually looked away, not responding verbally, just smiling slightly.

Mu Chengyun beside her asked: “What super cool and handsome guy?”

“Haven’t I told you before?” Fu Zhuang took out his phone, quickly finding that video. “Here, let’s appreciate my idol together! My life’s dream is to be like him! Rich, handsome, and awesome!”

Mu Chengyun took the phone, looked at it for a while, and suddenly said: “This looks like Senior Sang Yan.”

Fu Zhuang was stunned: “You know him too?”

“Haven’t you seen that post on the school forum?” Mu Chengyun looked at it for a bit longer before returning the phone. “The one about voting for the campus heartthrob, it’s still pinned on the forum homepage, people bump it every day.”

“Why would I care about who’s the campus heartthrob? I’m not gay,” Fu Zhuang said. “So you’re saying this super cool guy is also from Nanda?”

“Probably,” The video was blurred, so Mu Chengyun wasn’t sure. “If I’m not mistaken.”

“He got into Nanda too.” Fu Zhuang felt even more unbalanced. “So he’s good at studies as well?”

“Yes, I’ve seen him once,” Mu Chengyun said. “My former department head was in the same class as him. After their graduation ceremony, I went along to their class dinner.”

Fu Zhuang: “And then? Did anything exciting happen?”

“Not really, but it left quite an impression,” Mu Chengyun smiled. “Since it was graduation, everyone symbolically had a drink, but no one drank much because we had work the next day.”

Mu Chengyun continued: “But those two famous figures from the Computer Science department, Senior Duan and Senior Sang, one didn’t touch a drop of alcohol, while the other downed over a dozen bottles without changing expression.”

Fu Zhuang asked curiously: “Who drank over a dozen bottles?”

Mu Chengyun: “Senior Sang.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan paused her drinking and looked over.

Fu Zhuang reasoned: “Is that why he opened a bar now? Because he likes to drink?”

“Not necessarily,” Mu Chengyun recalled. “He seemed to be in a bad mood that day, didn’t talk at all, just kept drinking. People tried to stop him, but he acted like he didn’t hear.”

“Oh,” Fu Zhuang wasn’t very interested in these details and said casually, “Maybe something happened. It was graduation season after all. He might have been dumped or confessed and got rejected, or maybe the person he liked was going to a different city, and they were going to be long-distance.”

“Maybe,” Mu Chengyun said. “That whole evening, I only heard him say one thing.”

Fu Zhuang’s interest was piqued again: “What did he say?”

Mu Chengyun thought for a moment, looking a bit dizzy: “It’s been too long, I can’t remember.”

Fu Zhuang felt frustrated at being left hanging: “Then why mention it!”

“…”

The topic was dropped.

Hearing about Sang Yan’s past from others, although Wen Yifan felt no sense of involvement, her mood was somewhat strange. She lowered her head, staring at the bubbling drink in her glass, taking a while to come back to her senses.

…

With work the next day and having been busy all day, Wen Yifan was feeling quite drowsy. She didn’t stay long, finishing her drink before finding an excuse to leave.

Mu Chengyun also got up: “I should head back too.”

The others were still in high spirits and didn’t insist on them staying, just telling them to be careful on their way.

The two walked towards the exit.

As Wen Yifan passed the bar counter, she unconsciously glanced over, quickly looking away.

Outside the bar.

Wen Yifan was about to head towards the subway station when she remembered Mu Chengyun beside her and asked: “Are you going back to Nanda?”

Mu Chengyun’s alcohol tolerance seemed poor, his eyes looking a bit unfocused, as if drunk.

“Mm, yes.”

Wen Yifan: “Then let’s go to the subway station together.”

Mu Chengyun: “Okay.”

After walking a few steps, Mu Chengyun looked like he was about to fall over. Wen Yifan instinctively grabbed his arm to steady him: “Are you alright?”

Mu Chengyun mumbled: “A bit unsteady.”

Wen Yifan hesitated, thinking about how to handle the situation, when suddenly someone came up from behind. The man grabbed the hood of Mu Chengyun’s sweatshirt, saying expressionlessly: “Unsteady, huh?”

Hearing this voice, Wen Yifan looked over.

She met Sang Yan’s profile.

Unusually, Sang Yan was wearing a black suit today. His tie was loosely knotted, his jacket open, revealing the white shirt underneath. This formal attire didn’t make him look any more proper, nor did it suppress his arrogance; if anything, it enhanced it.

After speaking, Sang Yan lifted his eyelids, his gaze fixed on Wen Yifan’s hand on Mu Chengyun’s arm.

Then, he looked up, meeting her eyes.

Wen Yifan was about to speak.

Sang Yan spoke first: “Let go.”

“…” She immediately released her hand.

At the same time, Sang Yan unceremoniously dragged Mu Chengyun forward, as if doing a good deed. Both men were tall and walked quickly, gradually widening the distance between them and Wen Yifan who was behind.

After a while, Mu Chengyun shook off his hand, his expression no longer dazed: “Senior Sang?”

Sang Yan also withdrew his hand, looking him up and down: “Who are you?”

“I’m also a student at Nanda,” Mu Chengyun smiled. “I’ve seen you before.”

“Oh,” Sang Yan tugged at his lip. “Sobered up?”

Mu Chengyun’s expression showed no guilt. He rubbed his head again, still looking a bit out of it: “What?”

Sang Yan looked at him and suddenly smiled: “Hey, stop pretending.”

Mu Chengyun froze.

“Got no other tricks? These pathetic little ploys,” Sang Yan’s expression was casual as if he didn’t take Mu Chengyun’s actions seriously at all, “I used them 800 years ago.”

“…”

Sang Yan smiled: “If they worked, would it be your turn to use them?”
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Hearing this, Mu Chengyun’s expression showed slight surprise as he glanced back at Wen Yifan. As if unexpected, he raised an eyebrow and asked, “Senior, do you know Sister Yifan?”

Sang Yan’s eyes were devoid of emotion as he coldly looked at him.

“It doesn’t matter if you know her or not,” Mu Chengyun said, his youthful features exuding the fearlessness of a newborn calf facing a tiger. His words betrayed an obvious determination. Still appearing unsteady, he spoke with clarity, “You might have more experience, but in matters like this, I believe it’s more about the person than the technique.”

“Just looking at the person?” Sang Yan drawled lazily, “Then you might as well go home and sleep it off now.”

“…”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered to waste more words with him. He turned back, “Wen Yifan.”

As if on cue, Wen Yifan had caught up: “What is it?”

Looking at their faces, Wen Yifan had no idea what they had just been talking about.

Recalling what Mu Chengyun had said in the bar earlier, these two should know each other. Judging by how Sang Yan was dragging Mu Chengyun forward like a sack of potatoes, with the latter showing no signs of displeasure—

They were probably quite familiar with each other.

At this moment, Wen Yifan felt as if she had interrupted their reunion.

Sang Yan stared at her face: “Did you drink?”

Wen Yifan nodded, honestly replying, “A little.”

Sang Yan: “Can you stand steadily?”

Not knowing why he asked this, Wen Yifan still answered seriously, “I can stand steadily.”

“Then help me out,” Sang Yan took his car keys from his pocket and tossed them in her direction, “Go ahead and open the car door.”

Wen Yifan caught them immediately.

Before she could say anything, Sang Yan raised his hand again, once more grabbing Mu Chengyun’s hat, saying with a not-quite smile, “My junior here is too drunk, he can barely walk.”

Wen Yifan looked toward Mu Chengyun, hesitantly asking, “Do you need help?”

“No need,” Sang Yan pulled Mu Chengyun forward, his force seemingly ungentle. Mu Chengyun’s face had turned red from the pressure. “You’re clumsy and careless, how could you take care of my delicate little junior?”

“…”

Watching his behavior, Wen Yifan remained silent for a moment, not mentioning it again: “Where’s your car parked?”

Sang Yan jerked his chin: “Over there.”

Mu Chengyun felt uncomfortable with his collar being pulled.

But having acted drunk halfway through, he couldn’t just stop now. Looking at Wen Yifan several meters away, while enduring Sang Yan’s sarcastic remarks about his delicate nature, he began to regret his decision to feign drunkenness tonight.

They walked to the parking area in the mountain pass.

Wen Yifan quickly went over and opened the back door.

Sang Yan followed behind her, directly stuffing Mu Chengyun inside, his movements swift and decisive.

Seeing this, Wen Yifan returned the car keys to him. She stood there, unsure if Sang Yan would be willing to give her a ride as well. After a moment’s thought, she decided not to embarrass herself by asking.

It was Mu Chengyun who spoke first: “Sister Yifan, why aren’t you getting in?”

Wen Yifan hesitantly looked at Sang Yan.

At this moment, Sang Yan was also standing by the back door, looking down at her. His pupils were dark as ink, his eyebrows slightly raised, as if challenging her. Then, without a word, he closed the back door.

“…”

The rejection was blatantly obvious.

Wen Yifan checked the time; it wasn’t even ten o’clock yet.

Considering it was still early, she didn’t mind too much. Just as she was about to say goodbye and leave, Sang Yan had already started walking towards the driver’s seat, casually throwing out: “Sit in the front.”

This unexpected statement caught Wen Yifan off guard: “Are you talking to me?”

Sang Yan opened the car door, pausing his movement: “Who else?”

Wen Yifan: “Oh, okay.”

“People feel uncomfortable when they’re drunk, let him lie down in the back,” Sang Yan said idly, “Why are you trying to crowd in there?”

“…” Wen Yifan looked through the car window, noticing Mu Chengyun’s slightly pale expression. She found it oddly considerate of Sang Yan today, “That’s true.”

With that, she said to Mu Chengyun: “Then you rest well in the back, and don’t drink so much in the future.”

Mu Chengyun: “…”

–

Once in the car, Sang Yan casually asked: “Where does he live?”

Wen Yifan wasn’t entirely sure of the specifics, so she only answered what she knew: “He’s a senior at Nan University, I think he still lives on campus.”

Sang Yan: “Which campus?”

“…” Wen Yifan recalled the place from her last interview visit, saying uncertainly, “Should be the main campus.”

“Right,” Mu Chengyun mumbled from the back.

After that, no one spoke in the car, the silence becoming almost eerie.

Wen Yifan didn’t notice anything odd about the atmosphere, only feeling the delayed effects of the alcohol. Her stomach was churning, something rising in her throat, making her uncomfortable.

Adding to that, the closed car space allowed the smell of alcohol to spread.

The smell was unpleasant, intensifying her urge to vomit.

Wen Yifan couldn’t help but ask: “Can I open the window?”

Sang Yan spared her a glance without saying anything. He freed one hand, moved it to the left, and pressed the window control button.

The next moment, the window on Wen Yifan’s side lowered.

Cool air from outside rushed in, carrying an unidentifiable floral scent.

Wen Yifan instantly felt much better and thanked him. She leaned weakly against the window, somewhat regretting drinking that glass of alcohol on an empty stomach. She thought about making some soup when she got home, which should help her feel better.

As the wind blew, Wen Yifan’s thoughts began to wander.

She recalled what Mu Chengyun had said at the gathering earlier about Sang Yan downing over a dozen bottles of alcohol at a dinner party without changing expression. For some reason, this reminded her of the first time Sang Yan had “drunk” in front of her in high school.

She remembered it was Su Hao’an’s birthday that day.

For this occasion, Su Hao’an invited many classmates, including Wen Yifan.

Wen Yifan’s participation in such collective activities and gatherings was quite low. This time, it was only because Su Hao’an had invited her many times that she felt too embarrassed to refuse again.

The location was set at a KTV in Shang’an.

Su Hao’an had told her the room number in advance. Wen Yifan asked a staff member and walked directly inside. As soon as she pushed open the door, she saw Sang Yan sitting at the edge of the room. He was wearing a black T-shirt, leaning against the back of the chair, a drink in hand.

Seeing her, Sang Yan turned his head, the corners of his lips curving into a slight arc.

Before there was any movement, Wen Yifan was pulled away by a girl on the other side.

The two had no interaction all evening.

Wen Yifan didn’t plan to stay too long. Around nine o’clock, she got up to say goodbye to Su Hao’an, adding a quick “happy birthday.” Not wanting to disturb the other classmates’ excitement, she quietly left through the back door of the KTV.

Following these stairs down led to a small square. There was a row of shops nearby, including a McDonald’s.

Wen Yifan felt her pocket, considering whether to go buy a McFlurry, when suddenly a larger shadow overlapped her own. She instinctively looked up, immediately meeting Sang Yan’s nonchalant gaze.

She paused: “Are you heading back too?”

Sang Yan replied lazily: “Mm.”

They lived in different directions, so Wen Yifan just nodded: “Then see you on Monday, be safe on your way.”

Having said that, Wen Yifan started walking towards McDonald’s. But after a few steps, Sang Yan’s body swayed slightly, suddenly grabbing her arm as if trying to steady himself.

Wen Yifan turned her head: “What’s wrong?”

Sang Yan didn’t let go, slowly uttering a word: “Dizzy.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan looked at his face. It seemed no different from usual. His eyes were dark yet bright as if reflecting the streetlights. She didn’t understand what was wrong with him and asked: “What’s the matter?”

“Can’t stand steady,” Sang Yan looked at Wen Yifan, emphasizing his words, “Need someone to support me.”

“…”

Wen Yifan hesitantly walked back in front of him, just happening to catch a faint smell of alcohol: “Did you drink?”

Sang Yan grunted in affirmation.

Wen Yifan felt this wasn’t good: “Why are you drinking alcohol as a high school student?”

“Grabbed the wrong one, they’re all red cans,” Sang Yan said, “Thought it was cola.”

“Oh.” Wen Yifan didn’t know how to handle this. After thinking for a moment, she suggested, “Then should I call Su Hao’an to come down and get you? Or you could call your parents—”

Sang Yan interrupted her: “I don’t like troubling people.”

He doesn’t like troubling people.

Does that include her as well?

“Then you,” Wen Yifan thought for a moment, pointing to the nearby steps, “Why don’t you sit down and clear your head for a bit?”

“…”

She finished her suggestion slowly: “And I’ll head home first?”

Unsure whether to be angry or amused, Sang Yan stared straight at her. Seeming somewhat frustrated, after a long moment, he waved his hand at her.

“Fine, you go ahead.”

Given these words, Wen Yifan walked towards McDonald’s again. Soon, she turned back and saw that Sang Yan had indeed sat down on those steps. He sat loosely, his black hair falling over his forehead, head lowered, his eyes and brows hidden from view.

He looked like a pitiful homeless person.

Wen Yifan turned her gaze away and continued walking forward.

Not long after, she stopped again, sighed, and walked back in front of him.

“Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan didn’t even lift his eyes, carelessly making an “Ah” sound as a response.

Never having encountered such a situation, Wen Yifan was at a loss. She could barely take care of herself, let alone others. She could only say, “Can you walk? Shall I take you to the bus stop?”

The next moment, Sang Yan raised his head, paused for a few seconds, then reached out to her.

“Can’t get up.”

Wen Yifan licked her lips, grasped his wrist, and exerted force, trying to pull him up.

He didn’t budge an inch.

She added a bit more strength.

Still, he didn’t move at all.

Wen Yifan felt a bit frustrated and half-squatted down: “I’ll go up and call Su Hao’an to come down.”

Sang Yan looked at her calmly, neither agreeing nor disagreeing: “Can’t you use a bit more strength?”

“I can’t drag you, you’re too heavy,” Wen Yifan said, pulling him again, “See—”

Before she could finish, this time Sang Yan stood up extremely easily.

Wen Yifan was dumbfounded.

Sang Yan stood in place and continued to command: “Let’s go, to the bus stop.”

“…”

Wen Yifan felt something was odd, but couldn’t quite put her finger on it. She could only say dryly, “How should I support you?”

Sang Yan thought for a moment: “Let me lean on your shoulder.”

Recalling how she had struggled to pull him up earlier, Wen Yifan was reluctant. Fearing he would put all his weight on her and crush her completely, she said, “Can’t I just hold your arm?”

Sang Yan smiled: “Then can you hold both arms?”

Wen Yifan didn’t understand: “How can I hold both sides?”

She imagined the posture, feeling it was no different from an embrace.

“Only supporting one side,” Sang Yan smirked, “I’m unsteady on the other side.”

“…”

Wen Yifan considered for a good while before reluctantly accepting. Thinking the distance wasn’t too far, she gritted her teeth and decided to go through with it. Leaving such a drunk person here didn’t seem right either.

She moved closer: “Alright, lean on me.”

When saying it, Sang Yan seemed matter-of-fact, reaching the height of shamelessness. But when it came to action, he became hesitant, taking a long time to raise his arm.

In the end, Wen Yifan grew impatient and directly lifted his right arm to place it on her shoulder.

Whether it was Wen Yifan’s imagination or not, Sang Yan’s body seemed to stiffen slightly. Subsequently, contrary to her expectations, no boulder-like weight pressed down on her.

She unconsciously glanced at his face a few times.

They walked a short distance.

Suddenly, Wen Yifan felt Sang Yan’s body tremble slightly as if he couldn’t hold back anymore, and he let out a low laugh. She looked up, her gaze fixed on the dimple at the corner of his lips, then moving up to meet his eyes.

He laughed to himself, his shallow breath faintly brushing against her neck.

He looked like he was in a drunken frenzy, and Wen Yifan asked bewilderedly, “What are you laughing at?”

Sang Yan was still laughing: “Nothing.”

“…” She looked at him strangely, continuing to support him forward.

As they approached the bus stop, Sang Yan suddenly called out to her: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“Let me tell you something.”

“What?”

“I remembered wrong earlier.” Sang Yan tugged at the corner of his mouth, dragging out his words, returning to his usual infuriating demeanor, “What I drank tonight was just cola.”

…

Before she knew it, the car had already arrived at the gates of Nan University.

Perhaps having rested in the car for a while, Mu Chengyun now looked much more sober. He got out of the car, smiled, and didn’t suggest Sang Yan accompany him inside. He simply said goodbye to them.

Wen Yifan waved at him, then glanced around the entrance of Nanwu University.

Turning her head, she inadvertently met Sang Yan’s gaze.

She immediately averted her eyes.

Another silent journey ensued.

During this time, Sang Yan only spoke once to ask: “Is he your colleague?”

“A new intern,” Wen Yifan said, “Seems like he’s a junior you know?”

Sang Yan replied indifferently: “I suppose so.”

The car drove into the underground parking lot of the residential complex.

It wasn’t until Wen Yifan’s feet touched the ground that she truly felt the strong aftereffects of the alcohol she had drunk. She felt a sense of floating as if the world was swaying.

Sang Yan got out of the car a few seconds after her, currently using the car keys to lock the vehicle. Then, noticing Wen Yifan’s condition, he casually asked, “What’s wrong?”

Hearing his voice, Wen Yifan inexplicably thought of how Mu Chengyun’s neck had turned red from being choked earlier. She instinctively raised her hand, pressing down on the hood of her sweatshirt: “Nothing…”

“…”

Sang Yan found her behavior strange but didn’t notice anything amiss in her expression. After staring at her for a few seconds, he looked away and walked towards the elevator.

Wen Yifan followed behind him, walking slowly.

He had been in the elevator for quite some time before she finally entered, moving to the back and leaning against the elevator wall.

Upon reaching the sixteenth floor.

Seeing the elevator doors open, Wen Yifan prepared to walk out. But having stood for so long, her feet felt oddly weak and somewhat soft.

At the same time, Sang Yan turned his head, seemingly wanting to say something to her. Before he could utter a word, Wen Yifan’s body leaned forward, feeling as if everything was out of control. She reflexively grabbed his arm with one hand and clutched his tie with the other.

Her face collided with his chest.

In an instant, all her senses were overwhelmed by the pervasive sandalwood scent emanating from him.

Sang Yan’s body inclined accordingly.

She instinctively looked up, her nose bumping into his chin, then retreated a step.

At this moment, the elevator doors closed.

The scene seemed to freeze.

Sang Yan was the first to react.

He straightened up, reached out to straighten the tie she had pulled askew, and calmly pressed the door open button. Then, he turned his head, giving her a meaningful look: “What’s your excuse this time?”

Wen Yifan explained: “Sorry, I’m a bit unsteady on my feet.”

“When I asked you earlier,” Sang Yan said thoughtfully, “Didn’t you say you were steady?”

“…”

Three seconds of silence passed.

In the quiet elevator, Sang Yan suddenly called out to her: “Wen Yifan.”

Wen Yifan looked up a beat late: “Huh?”

Sang Yan looked her up and down, raising an eyebrow: “Are you trying to pursue me?”

“…” Wen Yifan’s mind was foggy, and for a moment she didn’t quite process what he said, “What?”

“If that’s your intention, you should be more straightforward. Who knows—” Sang Yan bent down slightly, meeting her gaze. He dragged out his words, pausing for two seconds before slowly adding, “I might consider it.”
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The distance between them closed in an instant.

The man’s familiar scent pressed down, his features now within arm’s reach. His eyes had thin double eyelids, slightly upturned at the corners, carrying an innate sharpness. When he looked at someone, it always felt like he was scrutinizing them – aloof, cold, and indifferent.

But now, as he leaned down to meet her gaze, that sense of distance seemed to lessen.

Wen Yifan leaned back against the elevator wall, looking back at him without averting her eyes. Her thoughts felt muddled, unable to process clearly. She only sensed that his words weren’t a good suggestion, and replied stiffly, “I don’t have any such plans at the moment.”

Sang Yan straightened up, the curve of his lips not yet fading. It was unclear whether he believed her or not.

After some thought, Wen Yifan couldn’t help but add formally, “When I do in the future, I’ll let you know.”

“…”

Having said this, Wen Yifan didn’t wait for his reaction and calmly walked out. She felt her steps were steady, but they seemed heavy, difficult to lift as if she were walking on cotton.

Sang Yan finally noticed something was off with her: “How much did you drink tonight?”

Wen Yifan stopped: “One glass.”

Sang Yan: “One glass of what?”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “I don’t know.”

Sang Yan frowned, his tone displeased: “You don’t know, yet you drank it anyway?”

Wen Yifan: “Xiao Tian gave it to me.”

She was like a robot, answering whatever was asked, seemingly not much different from her usual self. If not for that earlier statement, Sang Yan wouldn’t have realized she was drunk.

Afraid she might fall, Sang Yan stepped forward, reaching out to steady her: “Stand still.”

Seeing his movement, Wen Yifan instinctively stepped back, while also raising her hand to press down on her hoodie’s cap: “Sang Yan.”

“?”

Looking into his eyes, Wen Yifan’s lips pressed into a straight line, and she unexpectedly uttered a very sincere sentence, as if trying to close the distance between them: “I feel I’ve been quite nice to you lately.”

Sang Yan’s movement paused slightly.

Then he heard her continue: “I haven’t argued with anything you’ve said, and I’ve been very compliant.”

Sang Yan withdrew his hand, saying coolly: “What are you trying to say?”

“So I want to… make a deal with you.” Wen Yifan felt a bit nauseous again, leaning closer to him. Smelling his scent made her feel a bit better. “Can you not constrict me?”

Sang Yan: “?”

“I want,” Wen Yifan said word by word, “to breathe properly.”

“…”

As she said this, Sang Yan finally noticed that she had been constantly pressing down on her cap. This reminded him of his earlier behavior towards Mu Chengyun. His mouth twitched slightly, at a loss for words, as he grabbed her arm.

Wen Yifan’s hand remained stiff and unmoved, her body language conveying wariness.

“Alright,” Sang Yan clicked his tongue, though his actions were gentle, “I won’t touch your cap.”

“…”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan’s expression was half-believing, half-doubting, as she slowly lowered her hand.

Sang Yan loosely supported her as they walked towards the apartment door. Looking at her profile, he lowered his eyes to her arm, which seemed as soft as if it had no bones, and said in a barely audible voice: “You’re not that type of person to me.”

–

After entering the apartment, Wen Yifan changed into indoor slippers and instinctively walked toward her room. But after a few steps, she was pulled back by Sang Yan, who tugged her to the sofa: “Sit down.”

Wen Yifan responded with an “Oh,” watching as Sang Yan boiled some water. Then, he turned and walked towards the kitchen.

Soon after, he turned back to add: “Don’t touch that water.”

Wen Yifan didn’t know what he was planning to do, so she could only nod. Her stomach felt uncomfortable, and her eyelids were drooping involuntarily. She wanted to drink something hot and then go to sleep.

She waited for a while.

Noticing the water had just boiled beside her, Wen Yifan sighed in relief, thinking of pouring herself a cup of hot water to drink. She unconsciously reached out her hand.

In the next moment, Sang Yan’s voice rang out: “What are you doing?”

“…” Wen Yifan immediately withdrew her hand.

There was a sense of guilt as if she had touched someone else’s things without permission.

Sang Yan walked back, sitting down next to her. He was holding a jar of honey, which he poured a few spoonfuls of into a cup, then added some cold water, followed by hot water.

He was still wearing his suit, broad-shouldered and long-legged. It gave him an air of seriousness, tempering his usual carefree attitude.

Wen Yifan noticed his attire again: “Why are you dressed like this today?”

Sang Yan didn’t answer, placing the cup in front of her: “Drink this.”

Wen Yifan took it, sipping slowly, and continued to ask: “Did you find a job?”

He remained particularly cold, still not answering.

But Wen Yifan, having drunk too much, was more talkative than usual: “When did you find it?”

Though most of what she said were questions.

She didn’t seem to care whether he answered or not, and continued asking on her own: “Does this job require formal wear?”

Sang Yan smiled: “You sure have a lot of questions.”

Wen Yifan blinked.

“But right now,” seeing that she had drunk about half the cup, Sang Yan stood up, “I’m not interested in talking to a drunk person.”

Feeling falsely accused, Wen Yifan immediately said: “I only had one glass.”

Sang Yan ignored her and continued walking towards the kitchen.

Wen Yifan called out from behind: “At your graduation ceremony, you drank over a dozen bottles of alcohol. That’s what you call a drunk.”

He suddenly stopped and turned back: “How do you know that?”

Wen Yifan answered honestly: “Mu Chengyun told me.”

“…”

“Why did you drink so much?”

After a long silence, Sang Yan looked away: “That was so long ago.”

Sang Yan: “I’ve forgotten about it.”

“Oh.” With half a cup of honey water down, Wen Yifan felt her mind clearing a bit, and her stomach wasn’t as uncomfortable. “Then you should drink less in the future.”

Sang Yan didn’t respond further, going directly into the kitchen.

Not long after.

Sang Yan came out with a bowl of porridge and placed it in front of Wen Yifan. He lay back on the sofa, seemingly having finally finished his tasks, and said lazily: “Finish this and go to sleep.”

“…”

At this moment, Wen Yifan truly felt the happiness of having a roommate. She thought to herself that Sang Yan was very kind, and if he ever felt unwell in the future, she would reciprocate and take care of him.

Sang Yan lay there playing with his phone for a while.

Wen Yifan was slowly drinking the porridge, just about to say thank you when Sang Yan’s phone rang.

Sang Yan answered directly: “Speak.”

He always seemed to be like this, not exchanging pleasantries when talking on the phone with people he knew. It was as if he had no patience, his tone from the start urging the other person to get straight to the point.

Wen Yifan swallowed the words of thanks she was about to say.

The person on the other end said something, and Sang Yan asked: “Whose birthday?”

“Oh, you didn’t need to specially call to remind me.” Sang Yan’s tone was casual, sounding completely unconcerned. “You can just tell Duan Jiaxu directly that at his age, there’s nothing worth announcing to the world about his birthday.”

“…”

“If he wants to celebrate, he can do it privately on his own.” After a pause of a few seconds, Sang Yan sneered, “What do you mean I’m old too? Tell that ’80s guy not to lump himself in with us ’90s kids.”

“Alright, go study,” Sang Yan said, “Your college entrance exam is next month, why are you bothering with this trivial matter?”

“Hanging up.”

Although the call ended, the room fell silent.

Wen Yifan’s brain slowly processed the information, and she remembered something: “Isn’t your birthday in January of 1990?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “So?”

“It seems to be the day after New Year’s,” Wen Yifan said, “That’s just two days different from 1989.”

Sang Yan played with his phone as if he hadn’t caught her implication, speaking in a not-so-serious tone: “You seem to remember my details quite clearly.”

Wen Yifan paused for a moment, then said softly: “Because that date is easy to remember.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan looked unconcerned, his expression nonchalant, “It is easy to remember.”

…

After finishing the porridge, Wen Yifan thanked Sang Yan and returned to her room. While showering, the steam cleared her thoughts a bit, and she gradually recalled the foolish things she had done and said night.

She belatedly felt embarrassed, once again regretting drinking alcohol tonight.

The remnants of drunkenness pushed Wen Yifan’s drowsiness to a peak.

Coming out of the bathroom, she flopped onto the bed, her eyelids too heavy to open, with no energy left to dwell on tonight’s events. As she drifted off, she remembered the cup of honey water Sang Yan had pressed into her hands.

It was exceptionally warm.

The temperature seemed to spread from her fingertips throughout her entire body.

Just before losing consciousness completely.

A thought involuntarily popped into Wen Yifan’s mind.

She hoped Sang Yan could stay here, for a little longer.

–

Perhaps because of Mu Chengyun’s words tonight, Wen Yifan very fittingly dreamed of her graduation ceremony. But the images were somewhat blurred, seeming real yet not quite real.

Making it difficult for her in the dream to distinguish between reality and illusion.

In her impression, the graduation ceremony seemed to have ended in the afternoon.

Wen Yifan, wearing her graduation gown and holding her diploma, left the auditorium with her roommates, following the flow of people.

Outside, there were many people, mostly graduates in gowns taking photos with family and friends. Walking along, she encountered many familiar faces.

Wen Yifan was also occasionally pulled over to take a few photos.

Due to internships in their senior year, everyone had been busy with their affairs, and the girls hadn’t seen each other for quite some time. Now they had plenty to say, chattering about various things that happened during their internships.

After one topic ended, Wen Yifan heard one of her roommates say: “Oh right, when I came down after getting my diploma, I saw a super, super, super handsome guy in the back row. I wonder which department he’s from.”

Another roommate said: “Damn, why didn’t you call me to see!”

“How can you blame me, you were waiting to go on stage to get your diploma at that time. By the time you came down and I wanted to tell you, I couldn’t find that handsome guy anymore. I even felt like I might have been seeing things.”

“Alright, I’ll just assume you were seeing things.”

Wen Yifan listened to their conversation, unable to help but smile.

Not long after, the four of them were called over by a familiar classmate to take photos.

Wen Yifan was led over by her roommates. She was arranged in a position near the middle, looking at the camera with a faint smile. The photographer held the camera, counting down loudly: “Three, two…”

Before the last number could be called out.

At that moment, amidst the mixed crowd, Wen Yifan suddenly heard someone call her name. The voice was neither loud nor soft, but incredibly familiar. Her breath caught, and she unconsciously turned her head to scan the surroundings.

The photographer exclaimed: “Senior, why did you suddenly move?”

The roommate beside her also asked: “What’s wrong?”

Wen Yifan was still looking around, her mood a bit strange: “I think I heard someone call me.”

“Huh?” Hearing this, her roommate also looked around, “Did you mishear? I didn’t hear anyone call you. Maybe someone’s name is similar to yours, with so many people here…”

Wen Yifan didn’t hear her roommate’s subsequent words.

Her gaze was fixed in a certain direction.

A tall, slim male figure, as if he had come specifically to attend someone’s graduation ceremony, was wearing a proper white shirt and suit pants. At this moment, he might have been looking at his phone, his head lowered, slowly moving away from the bustling crowd here.

Walking towards an area with fewer people.

In that instant.

Wen Yifan recalled a rainy night four years ago.

Despite the rain, the air was still sultry.

The young man had silently walked her to her building, the pride in his eyes completely crumbled. That boy, who had been spirited and proud from their first meeting, seemed to have had humility forcibly planted in his core, no longer able to conceal it.

In that alley that seemed endlessly long.

He silently turned his back, step by step, walking out of her world.

In a daze.

These two silhouettes seemed to overlap.

Wen Yifan’s mind went blank, and she involuntarily took a step in that direction, only to be pulled back by her roommate in the next moment.

“Xiao Fan, where are you going?”

The photographer also said at this moment: “Senior, let’s take another photo!”

Wen Yifan dazedly withdrew her gaze.

She only felt that he must be in Nanwu at this time, and couldn’t possibly appear in Yihe, thousands of kilometers away.

He had no reason to appear here.

Wen Yifan absent-mindedly finished taking the photo and then looked in that direction again.

The scene she had seen a minute ago seemed like just an illusion.

That familiar figure had long since dispersed into the crowd, no longer visible.

…

Wen Yifan woke from her dream.

Her mouth was uncomfortably dry, and she got up to turn on the bedside lamp. The bright light hurt her eyes, making Wen Yifan squint, feeling her mind was still a bit hazy.

The memory from the dream was still exceptionally clear.

But at this moment, Wen Yifan couldn’t remember clearly whether she had truly seen that figure on her graduation day, or if the dream had simply added an extra stroke of color to her memory.

Wen Yifan stared blankly for a while, then after a long time, closed her eyes briefly.

Perhaps influenced by the dream, or maybe because emotions are amplified at night.

Wen Yifan’s mood at this moment was at its lowest.

She had lost all sleepiness, so she simply got up, intending to go pour herself a glass of warm water.

Afraid of disturbing Sang Yan, Wen Yifan didn’t wear slippers, opened the door quietly, and tiptoed towards the living room. Just as she was about to walk to the coffee table and sit down, she heard the sound of a door opening behind her.

Wen Yifan’s footsteps stopped.

She turned to look.

She saw that Sang Yan had also come out of his room. He was wearing a casual short-sleeved shirt and shorts, looking slightly drowsy. As if he was getting up to use the bathroom. Catching sight of her presence from the corner of his eye, he turned his head and casually said, “Sleepwalking again?”

“…”

“What triggers your sleepwalking?” Perhaps because he had just woken up, Sang Yan’s voice was low and hoarse, “You can even sleepwalk when drunk?”

Wēn Yǐfán remained silent.

At that moment, the images from her recent dream surged back to her mind. Her thoughts were entirely occupied by the figure moving further away from the crowd. The quiet space and dim light seemed to be imbued with allure. An impulse welled up inside her, recalling what Sāng Yán had said earlier.

—”You suddenly ran out and hugged me.”

After all, he didn’t know. He thought she was sleepwalking. He had no idea she was fully awake.

Wēn Yǐfán slowly moved toward him.

Sāng Yán lazily yawned and made space for her, teasingly saying, “Not taking advantage of me this time?”

Just this once. She acted on her impulse only this once. It felt like a return to that summer after the college entrance exams.

In her youth, she had watched that boy’s figure grow distant, struggling to resist the urge to step forward and embrace him. With a firm resolve, she had pulled her gaze away, slowly retreating, choosing to exit his world.

At this moment, it felt as if time had reversed.

She wanted to perform the action she had longed to take back then. Wēn Yǐfán was consumed by that desire and the remnants of her intoxication, leaving no room for reason. She paused beside him, her heart racing so fast it felt like it might leap from her chest.

The distance between her and Sāng Yán was just a step away.

The scent of him was unchanged from their youth. A faint aroma of sandalwood filled the air.

Since it was her first time doing something like this, Wēn Yǐfán held her breath, her movement faltering slightly.

Sāng Yán continued, “Hurry back—”

But before he could finish, Wēn Yǐfán lowered her gaze, leaned in, and wrapped her arms around him.
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As Wen Yifan’s hand brushed against Sang Yan’s bare arm, it felt like an electric current. She wanted to pull back, yet found herself irresistibly drawn closer.

From this angle, she couldn’t see anything. She could only sense that Sang Yan seemed to lower his head. His broad, warm chest rose and fell slightly. Her senses were overwhelmed by his scent.

They were cut off from the surrounding world.

At that moment, Wen Yifan felt as if something was gradually filling the space in her heart. A sense of security seemed to take tangible form, enveloping her in delicate threads.

It was a warmth that only he could provide.

Even just a touch was enough.

Wen Yifan forcibly controlled her emotions, trying to keep her breathing slow and steady.

She didn’t dare prolong the embrace.

After all, pretending to be unconscious and acting this way toward someone wasn’t exactly honorable.

Wen Yifan was about to let go.

At that moment, she noticed out of the corner of her eye that Sang Yan slowly raised his hand. Wen Yifan’s expression froze, her emotions instantly reined in as her mind flashed back to what she had said to him before:

“If this happens again in the future, just punch me.”

Her sense of guilt peaked.

Before his “fist” could land, Wen Yifan casually withdrew her arms. Without looking at his face, she slowly turned and walked towards the master bedroom.

Sang Yan’s voice came from behind her.

He seemed accustomed to it, his tone relaxed as if this wasn’t a big deal: “Just a short hug today?”

“…” Wen Yifan didn’t break her stride.

She had reached the master bedroom door.

Following the description her college roommate had given her, Wen Yifan tried to make her movements appear mechanical and stiff. She slowly turned the doorknob and entered the room.

Only when the door closed behind her did Wen Yifan’s nerves begin to relax.

She sat down on the edge of the bed, her expression blank. After a while, she fell backward onto the soft mattress, staring vacantly at the ceiling.

Three seconds later, as if finally coming to her senses, she grabbed a nearby pillow and covered her face.

Wen Yifan rolled over once, then abruptly sat up.

Her entire face visibly reddened at an alarming rate.

What.

Had she.

Just.

Done?

Had she just pretended to sleepwalk and hugged Sang Yan?

Had she taken advantage of Sang Yan?

How! Could she? Have hugged! Him!

Unable to believe she had done such a thing, Wen Yifan felt somewhat devastated. Staring into space, she suddenly began talking to herself: “I was drunk.”

“Right.”

“I was drunk.”

“Alcohol leads to mistakes.”

“I won’t drink again in the future.”

“If possible, I hope this alcohol can apologize to Sang Yan,” Wen Yifan mumbled, “instead of pushing the blame onto me.”

“I can’t take the fall for this.”

The lingering alcohol in her system made her mind exceptionally active. Coupled with her guilty conscience, Wen Yifan found it even harder to sleep. She continued to find reasons, desperately trying to convince herself.

After a long while, Wen Yifan’s emotions settled somewhat, and she picked up her phone to browse Weibo.

After scrolling through a few posts, she came across an anonymous confession:

— The guy I’ve been chasing for a long time kissed me when he was drunk last night and said he agreed to be with me. I was happy all night. But when I went to find him today, excited, he told me he was drunk and didn’t remember anything. TAT

Wen Yifan’s brow twitched, and she clicked to read the comments.

[I guess next time he gets drunk, he’ll take you to bed. Wake up, girl.]

[Great, being drunk is such a convenient excuse.]

[What a scumbag, ugh.]

Clang!

The word “scumbag” hit Wen Yifan’s face like two heavy bricks.

She immediately exited the comments, not daring to read any further.

Wen Yifan tossed her phone aside. The self-hypnosis from earlier now seemed completely ineffective. She struggled to come up with more excuses–

She used to like him.

But after so many years, those feelings were long gone. She felt guilty towards him and with the alcohol affecting her…

These reasons were quickly interrupted.

Overturned one by one by that uncontrollable thought.

Wen Yifan buried herself under the covers, forcibly pushing all thoughts from her mind.

The night always makes one think too much.

Things would be better in the morning.

–

Though she told herself this, the incident had shocked Wen Yifan too deeply, causing her to toss and turn, unable to sleep. Moreover, she hadn’t had a chance to drink water when she went to the living room earlier, as Sang Yan had come out.

Wen Yifan was extremely thirsty now, but she didn’t dare to go out to the living room again.

She feared Sang Yan might notice something amiss.

The next morning.

Wen Yifan adjusted her mindset, pretending everything was normal. She left her room at the usual time and as soon as she entered the living room, she saw Sang Yan sitting at the dining table, already eating breakfast.

On the table was a simple meal of rice porridge and eggs.

Their eyes met for a second.

Wen Yifan looked away, calmly entering the kitchen and taking a bottle of milk from the refrigerator. She paused for a few seconds in front of the fridge, guessing a few questions Sang Yan might ask next.

After thorough preparation, Wen Yifan returned to the dining table.

Sang Yan casually said, “Have some porridge.”

Wen Yifan glanced at the pot still half full of porridge and quietly replied after three seconds: “Okay.”

Silence fell.

To Wen Yifan’s surprise, Sang Yan’s expression remained neutral, showing no intention of questioning her. It seemed as if her “sleepwalking” hug last night had little impact on him.

From his expression, Wen Yifan couldn’t tell if he had guessed anything, leaving her feeling anxious and uneasy. She slowly sipped her porridge, then took the initiative to probe: “I think I sleepwalked again last night?”

Sang Yan didn’t even look up: “Mm-hmm.”

“So, this time,” Wen Yifan feigned nonchalance, “did I do anything?”

“You did.”

Wen Yifan stared at him, patiently waiting for his response.

“Well,” Sang Yan paused, looking up thoughtfully, “just a hug.”

“…”

Sang Yan lazily remarked, “You were quite restrained yesterday.”

His answer matched exactly what had happened the night before.

It reminded Wen Yifan of the previous times she had sleepwalked, and how Sang Yan had described those situations to her. She hadn’t quite believed him before, but now, given Sang Yan’s honest account, her thoughts began to waver.

However, there was no time to consider those things now.

His demeanor and tone truly seemed to indicate that he found nothing strange about the situation. Wen Yifan finally felt relieved, but in its place, a sense of guilt arose.

She felt as if she had taken advantage of Sang Yan, subjecting him to undue hardship.

Hesitantly, Wen Yifan said softly, “I’m sorry.”

Sang Yan: “For what?”

Though afraid of saying too much and making a mistake, driven by her internal self-reproach, Wen Yifan still forced herself to finish: “Although I’m not clear about the situation, I’m truly sorry for behaving that way towards you.”

“How many times has this happened now?” Having just finished his breakfast, Sang Yan leaned back, looking her up and down. “Why are you suddenly feeling sorry for me now?”

“…”

“Weren’t you quite brazen before?”

“I,” bewildered that this word could be applied to her, Wen Yifan was extremely confused, “was brazen…?”

“Weren’t you?” Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, speaking slowly and deliberately, “When I brought this up before, you’d only make excuses. Taking advantage of your unconscious state, you’d counter every word I said, and in the end, you even wanted to settle it with money.”

Wen Yifan hadn’t realized that from his perspective, this was how she appeared.

If he was this resentful about her unconscious behavior, Wen Yifan didn’t dare imagine how Sang Yan would react if he knew she hadn’t been sleepwalking at all last night.

“Then in the future,” Wen Yifan stammered, “maybe you should just stay in your room at night and lock the door. I certainly won’t be able to enter your room then.”

Sang Yan didn’t respond to her suggestion, instead asking: “Your sleepwalking is quite peculiar, with this habit of taking advantage of people.”

Wen Yifan instinctively explained: “I don’t think I used to…” Realizing how ambiguous this sounded, she quickly corrected herself: “I’m not sure.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan seemed to catch her meaning, his eyebrows slightly raised, “So you’ve only taken advantage of me?”

“…”

That was indeed the case.

But saying it outright somehow felt inappropriate.

Wen Yifan didn’t know how to respond and remained silent.

“Really,” Sang Yan laughed, “is this some new way of pursuing someone?”

“…”

“Is this a thing? You’re making me a bit suspicious,” Sang Yan sat up straight, resting his arm on the dining table and leaning closer to her, “Are you sleepwalking?”

Normally, Wen Yifan would patiently explain herself. But now she felt too guilty, and could only lower her head to drink her porridge, mumbling, “Yes, I am.”

“You’re not saying much today.” Sang Yan stared at her intently, as if trying to discern something, “Weren’t you quite good at making excuses when I brought this up before?”

Wen Yifan maintained her composure and responded with his own words: “Well, it’s happened several times now.”

Sang Yan looked away: “That’s true.”

The topic ended there.

Sang Yan stood up and walked towards the kitchen.

After he left, Wen Yifan confirmed she hadn’t revealed any flaws, and her back visibly relaxed. At that moment, she felt the relief of having successfully answered a teacher’s question after being called upon.

…

They left the apartment around the same time.

Entering the elevator, Wen Yifan habitually leaned against the innermost wall. Noticing that Sang Yan had returned to his usual attire, she wanted to ask if he had found a new job.

But because of last night’s incident, Wen Yifan felt too uncomfortable to muster the courage to initiate a conversation with him.

The elevator descended.

Around the seventh or eighth floor, Wen Yifan suddenly noticed that Sang Yan had only pressed the button for the basement level. She paused, then stepped forward to press the button for the first floor herself.

As she reached Sang Yan’s side, just as Wen Yifan raised her hand, he grasped her wrist. He shifted his gaze from his phone, looking up at her like a victim who had just begun to be violated, instinctively resisting.

“What are you trying to do?”

“…” Wen Yifan said, “Press the first-floor button.”

Sang Yan released her hand: “Oh, step back a bit.”

Wen Yifan held back her frustration: “Alright.”

“I’m in a good mood today, and I happen to be heading towards An’s place,” Sang Yan said magnanimously as if bestowing a great favor. “I’ll give you a ride.”

“…”

Though it lacked dignity, Wen Yifan didn’t want to squeeze onto the subway when a free ride was offered. She put on a smile, feigning gratitude as she replied: “Thank you, then.”

They reached the basement level, exited the elevator, and walked to the underground parking lot.

Wen Yifan sat in the passenger seat and fastened her seatbelt. Every moment of proximity to Sang Yan reminded her of last night’s embrace.

As a result, she now had no idea how to interact with him.

The car started.

The journey was silent.

After a while.

Perhaps noticing that she had been acting strange all day, Sang Yan glanced in her direction several times. Then, he spoke up: “Not feeling well?”

Wen Yifan leaned against the window, responding languidly: “No, I’m fine.”

She looked as if she was in a bad mood.

Or perhaps unwell.

Another moment of silence passed.

Sang Yan spoke again: “Did you use up all your energy sleepwalking?”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

Sang Yan’s tone was playful: “Weren’t you quite enthusiastic when you were lifting my shirt last night?”

Still looking out the window at the passing scenery, Wen Yifan’s mind went blank, and she reflexively replied: “I didn’t lift your shirt last night.”

After saying this, a long moment passed before Wen Yifan belatedly realized that the atmosphere in the car had become somewhat strange. She suddenly came to her senses, realizing what she had just said, and stiffly turned her head.

It happened to be a red light.

Sang Yan stopped the car and turned his head, slowly meeting her gaze. He looked at her meaningfully for a few seconds before saying: “How do you know you didn’t?”
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“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t avert her gaze, her expression calm. “Hmm?”

Sang Yan didn’t repeat himself. He continued to look down at her from his superior position, his eyes full of scrutiny. Wen Yifan could see from her peripheral vision that his fingertips were tapping lightly on the steering wheel, one after another, slow and rhythmic.

It seemed as if he was contemplating something.

From her perspective, it also resembled a silent form of torture.

Wen Yifan searched her mind for a suitable response, her expression slightly dazed as if she had just realized something. She curved her lips into a smile and explained in a gentle tone, “Didn’t you just say that I only hugged you once last night?”

The tapping on the steering wheel stopped. Sang Yan’s eyelids twitched slightly. Appearing to accept her explanation, he merely uttered a faint “Ah” before withdrawing his gaze.

He didn’t pursue the matter further.

— An awkward silence fell.

Although Wen Yifan didn’t particularly feel like talking right now, adhering to the principle of fully committing to her act, she counter-questioned, “So, did I lift your shirt last night?”

Sang Yan looked straight ahead. “I remembered wrong.”

“…”

“It was the time before,” Sang Yan explained languidly, seemingly not wanting his words to contradict each other. “After all, it’s not like it’s only happened once or twice. I can’t be expected to remember every single instance clearly.”

“…”

Wen Yifan wanted to say that she wouldn’t do something like lifting his shirt.

But recalling Sang Yan’s resigned posture last night when she hugged him as if he couldn’t be bothered to resist, she thought that during her previous sleepwalking episodes, many unimaginable things might have indeed occurred.

Wen Yifan dared not visualize those scenes. She could only nod and say, “I’m sorry you had to endure that.”

“…”

After pondering for a moment, Wen Yifan wanted to assure him that these difficult days would come to an end. She added comfortingly, “When I have time, I’ll go to the hospital to get checked out.”

…

They arrived at the Nanwu Television Station building.

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes and unbuckled her seatbelt. She wasn’t sure if Sang Yan was coming to work at this hour to “work overtime” at the bar or if he had other business, but she didn’t ask. She simply said, “Thank you. I’ll head up now.”

Sang Yan lazily grunted in acknowledgment.

Wen Yifan was about to open the car door. “Be careful on your way.”

“Wen Yifan,” Sang Yan suddenly called out to her.

Hearing this, Wen Yifan paused and looked back. “What is it?”

He casually said, “There’s something in your hair.”

Wen Yifan immediately raised her hand to touch her head, asking, “Where?”

“A bit to the left.”

Wen Yifan moved her hand to the left.

“A little higher.”

Her hand moved up.

“To the right.”

She followed all his instructions but still couldn’t find the “thing” he mentioned.

The next moment, Wen Yifan heard Sang Yan click his tongue impatiently. Her scalp tingled, and just as she was about to pull down the makeup mirror to look, she felt something touch her head.

She glanced sideways.

She saw Sang Yan raising his arm, his hand now resting on her head, seemingly trying to remove whatever was in her hair. Then, quite unceremoniously, he rubbed her head, messing up her hair.

It was as if he was retaliating for her dawdling.

He withdrew his hand and started to rush her out. “Stop dawdling. I’m in a hurry.”

Due to his actions, Wen Yifan hesitantly asked, “What was stuck in my hair?”

“Don’t know,” he replied.

“…” Wen Yifan didn’t pursue the matter further and could only say, “Thanks.”

Wen Yifan got out of the car, raised her hand to smooth out her hair, and walked towards the entrance. She happened to bump into Mu Chengyun, who had arrived at some point. He took the initiative to greet her, “Good morning, Sister Yifan.”

She nodded at him, “Good morning.”

They walked into the building.

Wen Yifan recalled Sang Yan’s actions again and belatedly rubbed her head. Her thoughts were somewhat scattered, as if she was immersed in her world, not hearing what Mu Chengyun was saying beside her.

After a while.

Mu Chengyun called out to her, “Sister Yifan?”

“…” Wen Yifan snapped back to reality. “Hm? What is it?”

Mu Chengyun had delicate features, and his smile was somewhat endearing. He didn’t mind Wen Yifan’s previous inattention and good-naturedly repeated, “Are you and Senior Sang dating?”

Wen Yifan paused slightly, “No, we’re not.”

Mu Chengyun let out an almost imperceptible sigh of relief. “I saw him drop you off at work just now, and I saw him ruffling your hair. I thought…” He didn’t finish his sentence, and smiled sheepishly, “I’m being too nosy.”

Ruffling?

Wen Yifan was taken aback.

She withdrew her hand, recalling the force of Sang Yan’s action.

It felt more like ‘stirring’ would be a more accurate description.

But Wen Yifan wasn’t very familiar with Mu Chengyun, and she felt that denying it once was enough. She didn’t feel like explaining further. She didn’t say anything more, just smiled.

–

The two of them entered the office together.

Back at her desk, Wen Yifan turned on her computer. As she casually flipped through the documents on her desk, Su Tian from the next desk came over with her coffee to chat. “Why did you come in with that little puppy today?”

Wen Yifan replied, “We just happened to meet at the entrance.”

“I see.” Remembering last night’s events, Su Tian felt a bit apologetic. “By the way, Xiao Fan, that drink I gave you last night, the alcohol content seemed to be quite high. I thought it was fruit wine when I gave it to you.”

Mentioning this reminded Wen Yifan of last night’s events. Her expression froze for a moment before quickly returning to normal. “It’s fine, I went straight to sleep when I got home. It didn’t affect me much.”

Su Tian asked, “You didn’t get a headache?”

Wen Yifan didn’t feel any discomfort and smiled, “No, I didn’t.”

Su Tian yawned, “I see a lot of people looking listless today. We all partied too hard last night. I’m so tired now, I regret not leaving with you.”

“It’s rare to go out and relax,” Wen Yifan said, “As long as you had fun, it’s fine.”

This topic didn’t last long. Soon, Su Tian brought up another matter: “Remember I introduced you to my friend before, wanting you two to be roommates? Then your roommate didn’t move out, so she found someone online. It’s a male college student.”

“A college student?” Wen Yifan thought for a moment. “Why doesn’t he live on campus?”

“Seems like he’s a game streamer or something, doesn’t want to disturb his dormmates’ schedules.” Su Tian said, “My friend has been complaining to me every day recently, saying this college student is so unhygienic.”

“What happened?” Wen Yifan asked.

“Is your roommate like this?” Bringing this up, Su Tian became curious and started listing complaints one by one. “He doesn’t wash the dishes after using them, just piles them up, leaving the sink full of dried-up grease. He does laundry once every two weeks and throws underwear and socks all in the washing machine. Never cleans up, sometimes even forgets to flush the toilet…”

Wen Yifan shook her head, “No, not at all.”

Thinking about it, Sang Yan was very clean.

She felt somewhat relieved internally and added, “My roommate is quite good.”

“Then you’re quite lucky.” Su Tian laughed and continued, “But you probably can’t imagine, a few days ago, this friend of mine came to tell me that she thinks she’s fallen for this college student.”

This twist left Wen Yifan a bit confused. “Huh?”

“She said this college student was just spoiled by his family and doesn’t know how to do any housework. But whenever she brings up an issue, he listens and doesn’t repeat the mistake.” Su Tian said, “Anyway, it’s all praise now, completely different from her previous complaints.”

“…”

“But I think it’s mainly because this college student is quite handsome. If I could find someone that handsome, I’d go for co-rental too.” Su Tian sighed and shared her thoughts, “So when opposite sexes live together for a long time, doesn’t a spark of love always ignite?”

Wen Yifan blurted out, “Not necessarily.”

Su Tian looked at her, “Why are you denying it so quickly?”

“…”

“I don’t think I’ve asked you before,” As she was speaking, Su Tian suddenly remembered something, “Is your new roommate male or female? I remember Wang Linlin found them for you?”

Wen Yifan was silent for a few seconds, but still didn’t lie, “Male.”

“Wow,” Su Tian was shocked, “Is he reliable?”

“Mm.”

Perhaps due to Wen Yifan’s decisive reaction earlier, Su Tian subconsciously assumed that this roommate must be unattractive. She continued, “Although we shouldn’t judge people by their appearance, are you sure he doesn’t have any ulterior motives towards you?”

Wen Yifan remained silent.

Staring at Wen Yifan’s face, Su Tian felt very uneasy, “I think it’s quite normal for opposite sexes to live together. But you need to be careful yourself, always keep your guard up a bit.”

Thinking of Sang Yan, who had been thoroughly taken advantage of by her, Wen Yifan’s sense of guilt surged again. She felt that she might be the one with “ulterior motives.” She didn’t dare to say it out loud and said with a straight face, “I understand.”

…

Wen Yifan had originally thought Sang Yan would only stay for three months.

Wen Yifan had thought that during this brief period, they wouldn’t have much conversation. Once the time was up, he would naturally leave. For both of them, they were merely passing acquaintances who couldn’t even be called friends.

Just an insignificant interlude not worth mentioning.

Like Wang Linlin before.

But now, the trend was not right.

Wen Yifan could roughly analyze Su Tian’s words. It was probably because she had been near Sang Yan for this period, spending too much time together, which made her mind muddled and gave rise to thoughts that shouldn’t exist.

Last night’s embrace was like a warning.

Constantly present before Wen Yifan’s eyes.

On this matter, Wen Yifan was very self-aware. She wasn’t presumptuous enough to think Sang Yan still had such feelings for her, nor was she shameless enough to approach him as if the past had never happened.

Moreover, Wen Yifan strongly disliked this habit and greatly feared becoming accustomed to another person’s presence.

In her subconscious.

There were only two possible outcomes.

The other person might, like her father, leave her side forever one day without any warning; or, like her mother, choose to abandon her for a better life for themselves.

–

Because of these thoughts, coupled with having taken advantage of Sang Yan while sober, Wen Yifan felt that her emotions could no longer be the same as before when interacting with Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan began to subtly distance herself from Sang Yan.

She tried to revert their relationship to how it was when they first started living together, just enduring until he moved out.

This change in attitude wasn’t significant, and Sang Yan seemed unaware. He had started working during this period, and his workload seemed heavy. Additionally, he occasionally had to “work overtime” at night, sometimes not returning home for the entire night.

Over a month, the two didn’t have much time together.

Wen Yifan’s work was also busy, often leaving early and returning late, leaving her little time to consider these matters.

Adhering to the principle of not prying into her roommate’s affairs, Wen Yifan had never asked Sang Yan what job he had found. In the end, it was Zhong Siqiao who brought up this matter to her.

Zhong Siqiao: [I heard Xiang Lang say yesterday.]

Zhong Siqiao: [It seems Sang Yan has started working at their company.]

Zhong Siqiao: [But they’re not in the same department. He hadn’t noticed before, seems he just found out.]

Wen Yifan: [Where is Xiang Lang working now?]

Zhong Siqiao: [YouSheng Technology.]

Zhong Siqiao: [He’s in the marketing department, Sang Yan is in the software department.]

Zhong Siqiao: [But Sang Yan’s position is higher than Xiang Lang’s, he’s a manager.]

Zhong Siqiao: [Xiang Lang is such trash.]

Zhong Siqiao: [He even told me that Sang Yan must have connections.]

Seeing these words, Wen Yifan suddenly recalled Sang Yan’s previous words, realizing he wasn’t just boasting. She didn’t think too much about it, casually replied a few sentences, exited the chat window, and planned to continue working.

Just as she was about to put her phone aside, she accidentally clicked on another chat box.

It was Zhao Yuandong’s.

Because Wen Yifan had never replied to her messages, the frequency of Zhao Yuandong’s messages had also decreased. She would only occasionally send a few messages reminding her to pay attention to the changing seasons and not to get sick.

Wen Yifan casually scrolled through.

She saw messages from a few days before the Qingming Festival.

Zhao Yuandong: [Your aunt returned to Beiyu today.]

Zhao Yuandong: [That day, Mom forgot to consider your feelings. I won’t let her come in the future, okay?]

Zhao Yuandong: [Don’t be angry with mom anymore.]

On the day of the Qingming Festival.

Zhao Yuandong: [Ajiang, do you want to go with Mom to visit your dad today?]

In between were mostly miscellaneous messages.

Three minutes ago, Zhao Yuandong had sent another message.

Large blocks of text.

Zhao Yuandong: [Ajiang, mom has been talking with your aunt recently. About that incident before, I wasn’t by your side at the time, I didn’t understand the situation, so I didn’t stand by you. Mom is sorry for that.]

Zhao Yuandong: [I always thought they were taking good care of you, and I felt reassured. At that time, I always wanted to bring you back, but I was afraid that frequently changing environments would affect your college entrance exam. I thought it would be fine after a while, and when you came to Nanwu for university, you would come back to live with Mom, and I could take care of you. I didn’t expect you would later apply to somewhere as far as Yihe.]

Zhao Yuandong: [Mom will make it up to you more in the future, okay?]

Wen Yifan stared at it for a long while, then directly exited WeChat. She looked back at her computer, but her mind was in chaos. The text before her eyes seemed to have turned into a string of gibberish, making it impossible for her to focus.

She closed her eyes briefly, then picked up her phone again and cleared the chat history with Zhao Yuandong.

–

It was nearly eleven o’clock when Wen Yifan finished work and returned home. She took off her shoes and saw Sang Yan lying on the sofa with a laptop, his fingers flying rapidly over the keyboard. She didn’t know what he was doing.

Wen Yifan didn’t disturb him and habitually went to drink a glass of water. After finishing, she filled another glass, intending to return to her room.

At this moment, Sang Yan called out to her: “Hey.”

Wen Yifan turned back: “What is it?”

“Forgot the rules?” Sang Yan glanced at her, quickly withdrew his gaze, and said while typing, “You’re supposed to let me know if you’re not back by ten.”

Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment, then belatedly said, “Oh, I forgot. Sorry.”

After that, she didn’t say anything else and continued walking towards her room.

“I feel like your attitude towards me recently has been a bit,” Sang Yan paused, seemingly choosing his words carefully, and then slowly uttered two words, “neglectful.”

“…” Wen Yifan stopped again, “No, I’m just very tired.”

Sang Yan looked up.

Wen Yifan said in a low voice, “I just want to sleep.”

Sang Yan stopped typing and stared at her steadily, then quickly said, “Go sleep then.”

…

After Wen Yifan entered her room.

Sang Yan recalled her appearance just now, remained silent for a while, then started typing again.

Close to two in the morning, Sang Yan closed his laptop and went back to his room to get a change of clothes for a shower. When he came out, intending to retrieve his laptop from the living room, he saw that at some point, Wen Yifan had come out to the living room again.

She had already changed into her sleep attire of a short-sleeved shirt and shorts, exposing her fair and slender limbs.

At this moment, Wen Yifan was sitting on the sofa, staring blankly at the clock.

“…”

Sang Yan’s hair was still dripping wet as he walked up to her. He rubbed his hair with a towel, staring at her for a good while. Then, he pulled over a nearby stool, sat down in front of her, and said slowly, “So you sleepwalk when you’re in a bad mood or drunk?”

Wen Yifan remained quiet and motionless.

Sang Yan asked, “What happened today?”

Wen Yifan remained perfectly still, as if living only in her world, unaware of her surroundings. If it weren’t for the occasional blink, Sang Yan would have thought she had turned into a statue.

He didn’t speak again either.

He just sat nearby, not doing anything else.

After about ten minutes.

Wen Yifan stood up and slowly walked toward her room.

Sitting in place, Sang Yan turned to watch her back. He tilted his head to look forward, saw that there was nothing in her path that could trip her and didn’t follow.

His expression was leisurely as he lazily watched her movements.

Wen Yifan moved like a ghost, walking straight down the hallway, her steps slow but steady. Like the previous times, when she reached his room, she stopped again.

Looking inside.

Sang Yan had taken his clothes and gone straight to the bathroom to shower, so his door was open, not closed.

Wen Yifan stared for a long time, her expression dazed.

“What are you looking at,” Sang Yan found it amusing, “You’re acting like a pervert.”

As soon as he finished speaking.

As if receiving some instruction, Wen Yifan lifted her foot again and walked into his room.
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Sang Yan’s hand froze mid-motion as he was drying his hair as if he thought his eyes were playing tricks on him. After a few stiff seconds, he placed the towel aside and got up, following Wen Yifan back into the room.

This room had previously been Wen Yifan’s.

But after Sang Yan moved in, he slightly rearranged the layout, adding a computer desk. He had moved the bed from the window to the center, with a bedside table on the left and a floor lamp on the right.

By now, Wen Yifan had already reached the middle of the room.

Not knowing what she intended to do, Sang Yan walked over and stood in front of her.

“Where are you going?”

Wen Yifan’s forehead bumped into his chin, causing her to stop. She looked up at him blankly. Then, she slowly tried to sidestep him and continue forward.

Sang Yan also moved a step, continuing to block her: “You’ve gone the wrong way.”

Wen Yifan looked at him again, as if pondering his words, or perhaps waiting for him to move aside on his own.

As if talking to a child, Sang Yan patiently said, “This isn’t your room.”

Wen Yifan didn’t move.

Sang Yan didn’t touch her, only tilting his chin up slightly.

“The door is that way.”

Wen Yifan stood in a daze for quite a while before seeming to understand his words. She turned around, obediently walking towards the door like a robot following instructions.

Fearing she might go the wrong way again, Sang Yan didn’t stay put this time but followed her.

He watched her return to her room, only going back to the living room to get his laptop after the master bedroom door closed. He turned off the living room lights, leaving only the hallway light on. Back in his room, he tiredly glanced at the messages on his phone.

He quickly put it down, placing the phone aside.

Sang Yan’s eyes were painfully tired, but just as he closed them, he suddenly remembered Wen Yifan walking into his room earlier.

Like a headless fly.

Wasn’t everything fine before? Why had her route changed this time?

Or was it because his room door had been closed during previous occurrences, preventing her from entering? But this time it was open. Were her sleepwalking actions unpredictable, randomly wandering in any open space?

Every cell in Sang Yan’s body seemed to protest with fatigue. But thinking of this, he opened his eyes again, got up, left the room, and closed the balcony’s floor-to-ceiling windows and the kitchen door.

…

The next day.

Wen Yifan opened her drowsy eyes and sat up, taking a moment to wake up. Her gaze shifted, noticing the chair placed in front of the dressing table. After a moment’s reflection, she remembered that she had forgotten to block the door with the chair last night.

However, since she hadn’t sleepwalked for some time, she didn’t pay much attention to it.

Wen Yifan lingered in bed for a while.

Opening her WeChat messages, she saw Zhong Siqiao and Xiang Lang chatting in the group. Seeing Xiang Lang’s name reminded her of what Zhong Siqiao had said yesterday. Wen Yifan opened a web page and searched for the company “Youshen Technology.”

Before she could click on anything, Wen Yifan caught herself.

Why was she looking this up?

Wen Yifan pulled back her thoughts and immediately exited the page.

She had woken up late, and by the time she left her room, Sang Yan seemed to have already gone out.

There was a simple breakfast of soy milk and youtiao on the table.

These things wouldn’t keep overnight; if not eaten, they’d probably be thrown away.

“Wen Garbage Bin” didn’t want to waste food, and since this was a reciprocal gesture – she would buy breakfast for Sang Yan when she got some – she very consciously took the soy milk to reheat it while checking her phone messages.

Sang Yan hadn’t contacted her about anything.

Wen Yifan breathed a sigh of relief.

So indeed, nothing had happened last night?

But of course.

Even if she had sleepwalked, it wasn’t possible to run into Sang Yan every time in the middle of the night.

–

Once work got busy, even if Wen Yifan wanted to visit the hospital, she couldn’t find the time. When the weekend arrived, she was too lazy to go out, procrastinating and just wanting to lie at home for a day to recharge.

Moreover, Wen Yifan’s sleepwalking wasn’t that serious, so over time, she pushed the matter to the back of her mind.

The temperature gradually rose, and the air became stuffy and dry.

In mid-July, Nanwu welcomed the hottest time of the year. The nights gradually shortened, and the sunlight became fierce and scorching, sparing no mercy. Staying outside for even a short while would cause a thin layer of sweat to seep from one’s body.

Wen Yifan had just returned to the office from the editing room when Gan Hongyuan suddenly came out and threw her a lead.

He wanted her to follow up on an investigation over the next few days.

It was about a traffic accident that had occurred a few days ago.

On the road near Duoluo Street, a man driving under the influence of alcohol had run a red light, directly hitting and injuring a middle school student who was crossing the road, causing a comminuted fracture in the student’s right leg.

Back at her desk, Wen Yifan opened her computer and began to check materials, read reports, and write an interview outline.

Halfway through writing, her phone, placed beside her, buzzed once.

It was a WeChat message from Sang Yan.

Sang Yan: [My sister will be coming over for dinner tonight.]

Sang Yan: [Is that okay?]

Wen Yifan quickly replied: [That’s fine.]

After thinking for a moment, she added: [In the future, your sister can just come over directly.]

Wen Yifan: [You don’t need to inform me about this anymore.]

After a while, Sang Yan sent an “ok” emoji.

…

Wen Yifan didn’t work overtime for long, leaving the company just after seven o’clock.

When she got home, Wen Yifan looked up to see Sang Zhi sitting on the sofa watching TV. Compared to the last time they met, she seemed to have lost more weight, her face smaller and her chin sharper.

Seeing Wen Yifan, Sang Zhi obediently called out: “Sister Yifan.”

Wen Yifan smiled and glanced around the house. At this moment, Sang Yan was in the kitchen, apparently still preparing dinner. Seeing this, she glanced at the time, a bit surprised: “Haven’t you eaten yet?”

“No,” Sang Zhi glanced over, complaining softly, “My brother is so slow, he just started cooking.”

Wen Yifan sat down next to her, also feeling it was a bit late. She pointed to the TV cabinet and suggested: “Why don’t you eat some snacks to tide you over? It’s almost eight o’clock, don’t let yourself get too hungry.”

Sang Zhi curved her lips: “It’s okay, I’m not that hungry.”

Wen Yifan poured a glass of water and looked at her face for a few moments: “How did you lose so much weight? Is the pressure from the college entrance exam very high?”

Sang Zhi: “It’s fine, I eat quite a lot, I don’t know why I’ve lost weight.”

“Eat more later to gain it back. Now that the exam is over, go out and play more, relax a bit.” Wen Yifan casually asked, “By the way, Zhizhi. Have your admission results come out? Didn’t you say before that you were hesitating between Nan University and Yi University?”

Sang Zhi nodded: “Yes.”

Wen Yifan: “So which one did you choose in the end?”

Sang Zhi honestly replied: “Yi University.”

“Oh?” Wen Yifan was surprised, “Have you thought it through? Yihe is quite far.”

“I’ve thought it through, I considered it for a long time.” Sang Zhi said softly, “Compared to Nan University, the major I want to study is better at Yi University. And I don’t want to always stay in Nanwu, I want to go to other cities and explore more.”

Wen Yifan smiled: “That’s quite good too.”

Sang Zhi felt a bit frustrated: “But my brother is quite angry about it.”

Wen Yifan: “Why?”

“Because I didn’t discuss this application with him, I was mostly talking about it with my parents, so he always thought I had applied to Nan University.” Sang Zhi said, “He just found out about my admission results and scolded me.”

“…”

“My admission results came out last week, and I didn’t see him ask about it.” Sang Zhi felt Sang Yan was being unreasonable, and the more she spoke, the more upset she became, “It’s been so long, and it wasn’t until today when I was coming over that he casually asked. After finding out it was Yi University, he started lecturing me, saying my wings have hardened and now I’m acting on impulse without considering anything.”

Wen Yifan tried to comfort her: “Your brother is probably just worried about you being bullied if you go so far alone.”

“His attitude was as if I had initially filled in Nan University,” Sang Zhi said, “and then changed my application without telling anyone.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan’s movements froze.

Sang Zhi didn’t dare to speak too loudly, fearing Sang Yan might hear: “When I asked for his opinion, he couldn’t be bothered to care, saying such a trivial matter didn’t need consideration. Now that I’ve made my choice, he has to lecture me.”

Wen Yifan just smiled, not saying anything.

Perhaps feeling she had complained too much, Sang Zhi quickly reined herself in and changed the subject. She renewed her curiosity about the matter Sang Yan had interrupted earlier, asking: “Sister Yifan, do you know who my brother’s high school girlfriend was?”

Wen Yifan took a sip of water, calmly lying: “I’m not too sure either.”

“I’m just really curious about who could catch the eye of someone with such an arrogant dog personality—” Saying this, Sang Zhi felt something was off and corrected herself, “Oh, no, I mean who could be interested in him.”

“…”

“But he seemed to like that early love of his.” Bored while waiting for dinner, Sang Zhi brought up past events, “I remember my brother’s grades used to be quite poor, but suddenly in his second year of high school, he started studying.”

Wen Yifan listened silently.

“He was always the type who didn’t study much, and his grades were very uneven, but during that period, I don’t know what possessed him, he did nothing but study.” Sang Zhi propped her chin on her hand, speaking slowly, “At that time, my parents were really happy, thinking he had finally matured. My dad even asked him which university he wanted to attend, but he didn’t answer, just said he wanted more options.”

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes, quietly drinking water.

“Anyway, later he applied to Nan University, and he was really happy the day the admission results came out. He kept boasting, saying he could get into Nan University without even trying hard. Not long after, he went out and came back very late.” Sang Zhi thought for a moment and guessed, “I feel like he might have been dumped that day.”

Wen Yifan looked up: “Why?”

“Because his demeanor was completely different before and after he went out,” Sang Zhi said. “He never mentioned being admitted to Nan University again, and I’ve never seen that early girlfriend of his.”

“…”

“Even now, I’ve never seen him date anyone,” As if remembering something, Sang Zhi spoke with exasperation, “He’s always bragging about how great his conditions are, how many people pursue him, even his roommates are eager to date him.”

“…”

Before Wen Yifan could respond, Sang Yan happened to come out of the kitchen. Noticing them whispering, he raised an eyebrow slightly and said with interest, “What are you talking about?”

Having said so much about Sang Yan, Sang Zhi felt a bit guilty and asked instead, “Is it ready?”

“Mm,” Sang Yan walked to the tea table and poured himself a glass of water. “Let’s eat.”

Sang Zhi tugged on Wen Yifan’s hand and suggested, “Sister Yifan, have you eaten? Let’s eat together.”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “You two go ahead, I’ve already eaten. I ate at the company before coming back.”

She didn’t look at Sang Yan’s expression and stood up, saying, “I’ll go back to my room first.”

But after a few steps, Sang Zhi grabbed her again: “Sister Yifan, just eat a little bit, it doesn’t matter if you can’t finish… let’s chat…” As she spoke, she glanced in Sang Yan’s direction and said softly, “If it’s just me and my brother, he’ll scold me again.”

Wen Yifan had no choice but to agree.

She only filled a bowl of soup and remained completely quiet throughout.

For most of the dinner, Sang Zhi did most of the talking.

After talking for a while, she was impatiently interrupted by Sang Yan: “Can you eat quickly?”

“…” Sang Zhi felt she had tolerated him all evening, and this time couldn’t help arguing, “Why are you always like this? I’ve told you everything about this matter, you just pretended not to hear, and now you’re blaming me?”

“I’m exhausted,” Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered to argue with her, his expression weary, with obvious dark circles under his eyes. “Otherwise, you can take a taxi back by yourself later, I need to go to sleep.”

He indeed looked like he hadn’t had a good sleep for quite some time.

“…”

Sang Zhi had no choice but to swallow her anger: “Alright, I’ll finish eating soon.”

–

After they left, Wen Yifan cleaned up the table and returned to her room. Just as she came out after taking a shower, she heard movement at the entrance but didn’t go out.

Wen Yifan lay back on her bed, hugging her quilt, blankly recalling Sang Zhi’s words.

— “He was still happy the day the admission results came out.”

— “Because his demeanor was completely different before and after he went out.”

It felt like a heavy stone was pressing on her chest, making it hard for Wen Yifan to breathe.

She turned over, not wanting to recall past events.

Wen Yifan simply picked up her phone and started watching a horror movie. She focused her attention on the film until she saw the ending credits before closing her eyes. Amidst complete alertness, she suddenly caught a thread of drowsiness.

Gradually, she fell into deep sleep.

An unknown amount of time passed.

Wen Yifan sat up and got out of bed. She slowly pushed the chair blocking the door back to the dressing table, turned around, and left the room. She walked to the living room and sat on the sofa.

In this dim light.

Wen Yifan looked up, staring at the rotating second hand of the clock, her eyes unblinking.

The living room was extremely quiet.

Apart from her breathing, which was so soft it could be ignored, there was nothing else.

Perhaps because something was missing compared to previous times, this time Wen Yifan only sat for a few minutes before standing up. She walked towards the hallway, stopping again when she passed the second bedroom.

Seeing the tightly closed door, she stared at it for a good while.

Then, as if driven by something, Wen Yifan hesitantly raised her hand.

She gripped the doorknob and turned it down.

The door wasn’t locked.

Wen Yifan easily turned it open and pushed forward. She was barefoot, walking silently as if treading on cotton. She paused for a few seconds, gently closed the door, and walked towards the bed.

She mechanically climbed up, found an empty spot, and lay down.

In the small room, the air conditioner’s sound was neither loud nor soft.

The man’s breathing was regular and even, his scent faint, sandalwood mixed with a hint of tobacco. He was wearing a dark T-shirt, lying on his side, his chest rising and falling gently. The quilt only covered half of his body.

Wen Yifan stared at him blankly, suddenly reaching out to grab the quilt covering him.

She pulled it over herself.

…

Early the next morning.

Wen Yifan woke from her dream, slowly opening her eyes. She stared blankly ahead for a while, quickly realizing something was wrong. Looking at the strangely familiar surroundings, her expression became confused.

The next moment.

As if sensing something, Wen Yifan lowered her eyes to see an arm draped over her waist.

“…”

She instantly became alert, her expression cracking slightly.

Wen Yifan slowly turned her head, meeting Sang Yan’s face just inches away, close enough to see the mole on his eyelid. As if still in deep sleep, his eyes were closed, unaware of the unusual situation around him.

F*ck.

Ahhhhhhhhh!

F*ck.

Shit.

Shit.

The strings in Wen Yifan’s mind seemed about to snap, just a thread away from breaking down completely. She had no idea what had happened, her mind blank. Her first reaction was to check her clothes.

Seeing nothing amiss, her spirit relaxed slightly.

Wen Yifan tried hard to calm her emotions, attempting to regain her composure.

This was Sang Yan’s room.

It seemed there was no need to overthink.

She had woken up early in the morning, not in her room, but in Sang Yan’s bed. There was no other possibility except that she had sleepwalked in the middle of the night, entered his room by mistake, and slept in the wrong bed.

At this moment, the only solution Wen Yifan could think of was to leave this place first.

Before Sang Yan woke up.

Wen Yifan held her breath, like a thief, gently lifting Sang Yan’s arm. Her movements were extremely slow as she moved his arm to the side, trying to place it back on himself gently.

At the same time.

Perhaps disturbed by this movement, Sang Yan’s eyelashes flickered slightly.

This subtle change exploded like a bomb in Wen Yifan’s mind. She felt as if she was about to be thrown in jail the next moment, and her movements stopped.

The next moment, Wen Yifan saw Sang Yan slowly open his eyes.

Their gazes met.

Two seconds passed.

Perhaps still not fully awake, Sang Yan’s expression looked unclear. He didn’t seem to notice anything amiss, closed his eyes again, and reached out to pull her into his embrace.

Wen Yifan’s back hit his chest, her entire body freezing, completely unsure how to react.

Her body was enveloped by his overwhelming presence.

Thump.

Thump.

Wen Yifan’s heart skipped a beat, then quickly accelerated.

In that instant, everything around her disappeared.

All her senses were invaded by the man behind her, with an intensely strong presence.

Everything was magnified.

The man’s breath was warm, his actions still carrying the tenderness of dreams. His nose lightly brushed against the back of her neck, his arm once again draping over her waist, pulling her into his embrace.
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The air stood still.

Half of Sang Yan’s face was still buried in her hair, his right hand gripping her wrist and resting it in front of him. The gesture was intimate and natural as if treasuring something precious. Yet it also felt like a restraint, leaving her unable to move.

Meticulously, it tore apart her remaining thoughts.

Wei Yifan’s body stiffened, her fists loosely clenched. This time, she didn’t even dare to breathe. She had never been in such close contact with a man before, and she could feel her face burning up.

It was completely out of her control.

Until she could barely hold her breath anymore, she slowly came back to her senses and exhaled softly.

Wei Yifan didn’t dare to move rashly again, nor did she dare to turn back and look at his current appearance. She feared that he might already be awake, and she would meet his long-awaited, meaningful gaze.

This stable situation could no longer continue.

It was like self-deception.

As long as she didn’t turn back, he would never wake up.

Wei Yifan focused all her attention on Sang Yan behind her. Her mind couldn’t process anything else as she tried to gauge how deeply he was sleeping by the rhythm of his breathing.

Several minutes passed like this.

As time stretched on, her anxiety gradually increased.

She felt she couldn’t just sit and wait for doom.

Wei Yifan mustered her courage and decided to try a second time.

Staring at the wrist Sang Yan was holding, Wei Yifan raised her other hand and carefully pried his fingers open one by one. Only after returning his hand to its original position did her nerves relax a bit.

She hesitated, then glanced back again.

Sang Yan’s bangs were messy and disheveled, making him look less sharp than usual. His eyes were still closed, long lashes resting upon them, with no further movement.

Wei Yifan instantly felt a sense of hope dawning.

She turned her gaze away, held her breath, and sat up, inching towards the edge of the bed bit by bit.

Ten centimeters.

Five centimeters.

Just a little more.

As her feet touched the ground, Wei Yifan heard Sang Yan’s slightly hoarse voice.

“Wei Yifan?”

“…”

Wei Yifan’s mind instantly froze. It took several seconds before she mechanically turned her head.

Her eyes met Sang Yan’s gaze.

The world fell silent at that moment.

Having woken up at some point, Sang Yan’s expression was clearer than before, bearing an indecipherable scrutiny. He also sat up, glanced around, then looked at her. “Why are you here?”

Before she could answer, Sang Yan spoke again. As if he hadn’t slept enough, his eyelids were slightly drooping, his voice low and husky, with a hint of morning grumpiness in his words: “Explain yourself.”

“…”

Wei Yifan closed her eyes briefly.

She had almost gotten off the bed, just a few steps away from leaving the room.

But Sang Yan just had to wake up.

Wei Yifan felt that all her previous anxiety had been for nothing.

It would have been better to wake him up from the start and face the consequences.

“You were dreaming.” This time, Wei Yifan decided to use delaying tactics, trying to fool him temporarily while he wasn’t fully awake. She suppressed her emotions and said with a straight face, “You’ll be fine once you’re fully awake.”

“…” Sang Yan stared at her, amused and annoyed. “Do I look like an idiot to you?”

“Mm.” Wei Yifan said as she walked towards the door, absentmindedly comforting him, “Go back to sleep, you won’t look like one when you wake up.”

“…”

Exiting Sang Yan’s room with feigned composure, Wei Yifan quickly returned to the master bedroom. She locked the door and immediately collapsed on the floor, exhausted. Leaning against the door panel, she listened vigilantly for any movement outside.

She didn’t hear Sang Yan following her out.

Wei Yifan slowly let out a breath of relief.

Soon after, Wei Yifan got up and went into the bathroom.

For a short while, she felt she couldn’t be in the same space as Sang Yan. She had to leave before Sang Yan came out of his room, and deal with this situation when she returned in the evening.

Once she had adjusted her emotions, she would calmly resolve this.

After quickly getting herself ready, Wei Yifan grabbed her bag and left the room. At this time, Sang Yan’s door was tightly closed, but the bathroom door on the other side was open, and she could vaguely see Sang Yan standing at the sink.

The sound of running water could be heard.

She paused her steps, then forced herself to walk towards the exit.

At the same time, the water sound stopped.

Wei Yifan had just reached the bathroom door.

Sang Yan turned his head in her direction. He had just washed his face, water droplets still clinging to it and sliding down. Seeing her, he unexpectedly reached out, grabbed Wei Yifan’s arm, and pulled her towards him.

Wei Yifan was forced to stop, taking several steps in his direction.

She looked up.

Meeting Sang Yan’s mischievous gaze.

“Running away so quickly.”

“…” Wei Yifan’s face remained emotionless as she calmly said, “What?”

Sang Yan didn’t speak.

In this situation, she couldn’t keep pretending. Wei Yifan could only come up with a reasonable excuse: “I’m not trying to act like nothing happened, I’m just in a bit of a hurry. I have an interview this morning, and it’s almost time.”

Sang Yan looked composed as if waiting to hear what else she might say.

Wei Yifan gently suggested: “Can we deal with this when I get back tonight?”

“Hmm?” Sang Yan smiled, enunciating each word, “No, we can’t.”

Wei Yifan was at a loss for words.

Sang Yan released her arm and bent slightly to look her in the eye. His eyelashes still had water droplets on them, and the corners of his mouth pulled into a faint smile: “First, tell me what was going on with you this morning.”

“Sleepwalking,” Wei Yifan explained. “It’s a behavior I can’t control.”

“Didn’t you say before that you wouldn’t enter my room?”

“This time I don’t know what happened,” noticing his expression, Wei Yifan sincerely said, “I’m sorry, this is indeed my fault. It won’t happen again.”

Sang Yan said lazily: “You’re making me quite scared, you know.”

Wei Yifan: “Huh?”

“After all, I don’t know what extent you might go to. Who knows, one day I might wake up,” Sang Yan bit out each word, his tone both annoying and shameless, “and find that my chastity has been ruthlessly taken by you.”

“…” Wei Yifan’s brow twitched.

“You don’t have to be so,” Sang Yan very deliberately paused, “covetous of me.”

“…”

Can you be reasonable for once?

Wei Yifan held back, patiently and calmly saying: “Let’s stick to the facts. I just found a place to sleep on your bed. I didn’t touch you at all.”

Sang Yan: “How do you know?”

“I woke up before you did.” This situation was already making her very frustrated, and with Sang Yan being so unreasonable, Wei Yifan decided to just be straightforward, “In fact, you’re the one with bad sleeping habits. When I tried to get up, you pulled me back—”

At this point, Wei Yifan’s rationality instantly returned.

She swallowed the rest of her words.

“Oh? Pulled you back, and then what?” Sang Yan looked at her playfully, as if he didn’t know what happened next, his tone teasing, “Go on, finish what you were saying.”

“…”

“Anyway, in your unconscious state, you also had physical contact with me,” Wei Yifan pursed her lips, speaking very fairly, “So we can consider it even.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Even for what?”

Wei Yifan said calmly: “For the time I hugged you while sleepwalking before.”

“…”

“Oh.” Sang Yan drawled, “So that’s how you want to settle it.”

As he said this, Wei Yifan instantly realized that her words didn’t sound quite right.

“But isn’t it still me who’s at a disadvantage?” Sang Yan’s smile dropped, speaking with particular arrogance, “It’s obvious which one of us has feelings for the other, isn’t it?”

“…”

At this point, Wei Yifan’s mind was in complete chaos, and she didn’t know how to deal with this person.

Moreover, while she had previously found such words from him merely unspeakable, now she felt a hint of guilt as if her true feelings had been exposed. She decided to once again use the excuse of rushing to the interview, proposing to resolve this issue when she returned in the evening.

Her expression remained deliberately calm.

Sang Yan looked her up and down, his expression thoughtful, as if trying to catch something amiss.

After a moment, he agreed readily.

These words felt like a pardon, and Wei Yifan didn’t say anything more, immediately leaving.

After leaving that space where she was alone with Sang Yan, Wei Yifan didn’t feel relaxed at all. She only felt a headache, knowing that she would have to officially discuss and resolve this matter when she returned in the evening.

Mainly, Wei Yifan didn’t know what there was to resolve.

It wasn’t a one-night stand, nor was it drunken misconduct.

It was just because she had sleepwalked into the wrong place, so they had slept on the same bed without interfering with each other for one night. At most, this could only be considered as renting half of his bed.

Sigh.

How else could this be resolved?

Did she need to rent half of her bed to him in return?

She pondered this the entire way.

Back at the TV station, Wei Yifan focused her energy on work, temporarily pushing this matter to the back of her mind. She applied for equipment and an interview van, taking Mu Chengyun, the only available person in the office, out for an interview.

The two walked towards the parking lot.

Wei Yifan looked down at her phone messages.

Beside her, Mu Chengyun started a conversation: “Sister Yifan, are you free after work tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow?” Wei Yifan thought about her plans for tomorrow, “I’m not sure, why?”

“A senior I know just had a baby girl,” Mu Chengyun scratched his head, looking a bit embarrassed. “I want to go pick out a gift for her, but I’m not very knowledgeable about these things.”

“A baby girl?” Wei Yifan realized, “You could ask Sister Zhen Yu about that, she has a daughter who’s a few years old.”

“…”

Mu Chengyun was silent for three seconds: “Alright.”

As they were about to reach the car, Mu Chengyun suddenly stared at her face, as if he had just noticed something: “Sister Yifan, you’ve got something dirty on your face.” He pointed to the same spot on his face: “Here, it looks like dust.”

“Ah.” Wei Yifan took out a tissue from her pocket and wiped the area he mentioned, “Here?”

“A bit lower… no, to the left.” Seeing that she still couldn’t clean it properly, Mu Chengyun simply took the tissue from her hand, his expression very innocent, “Let me help you wipe it off.”

“…”

Before Wei Yifan could react.

He had already raised his hand.

This proximity made Wei Yifan feel uncomfortable and resistant. She instinctively took a step back, smiling politely: “It’s fine, I’ll take care of it later.”

Mu Chengyun’s expression froze, looking somewhat awkward as he rubbed his nose: “Okay.”

They got into the car.

Wei Yifan sat in the driver’s seat, wiped the dirt off her face using the rearview mirror, and then started the car. Looking ahead, she casually said, “Chengyun, check the equipment first.”

Mu Chengyun came back to his senses and obediently replied, “Alright.”

No one spoke in the car, with only the news playing on the radio. It seemed quiet, yet not quite quiet.

Soon, Mu Chengyun broke the silence, saying with a smile: “Speaking of which, this senior of mine is a classmate of Senior Sang. He got married right after graduation, and now he even has a child.”

Wei Yifan nodded: “That’s nice.”

Mu Chengyun: “Sister Yifan, how did you and Senior Sang meet? I remember your alma mater is Yihe University.”

Wei Yifan replied concisely: “High school classmates.”

Mu Chengyun made a sound of realization: “You’ve known each other for so long? You two seem to have a pretty good relationship.”

“Mm.”

“I thought you two were in a romantic relationship at first, because I noticed Senior Sang treats you quite specially,” Mu Chengyun said, sounding a bit envious. “So it turns out you’re just really good friends.”

Wei Yifan didn’t bother to explain, she just smiled.

“Then, Sister Yifan, do you know if Senior Sang had someone he liked in high school? I heard he pursued that person for a long time but never succeeded,” Mu Chengyun said with a smile. “My senior has mentioned it to me several times, but he’s never seen her. He’s also very curious about what kind of person could make someone as outstanding as Senior Sang like them for so long.”

Wei Yifan felt that this young man seemed to be even more gossipy than Fu Zhuang. She responded absent-mindedly, “I’m not too sure about that either.”

“I remember at the graduation dinner, someone even said, is it because the unattainable is always the best?” Saying this, Mu Chengyun paused, “Ah, right. I remember what Senior Sang said at that time.”

Wei Yifan spared him a glance.

“He said—” Mu Chengyun’s eyes were clear, his smile clean and bright, “‘What else? Do you think I’m capable of being such a devoted person?'”
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Wen Yifan averted her gaze without commenting on those words, merely giving a noncommittal “Mm.”

She had no way to verify the truthfulness of what she’d heard. The only puzzling point was why they would bring up Sang Yan’s high school affairs during a gathering after their university graduation ceremony. After all, even Su Hao’an seemed completely unaware of their relationship.

Moreover, given Sang Yan’s prideful nature, he would never willingly reveal his vulnerabilities to others, nor would he bother confiding in anyone.

So Wen Yifan couldn’t imagine what might have prompted this topic.

Then again, perhaps it was mentioned casually, as a lighthearted joke? Considering how much time had passed, that seemed plausible.

Thinking it through, Wen Yifan found it quite reasonable. She didn’t dwell on it further, only finding the situation rather intriguing.

She hadn’t expected to become “the best” in such a manner.

“Senior Sang also said later,” Mu Chengyun turned to look at her, adding appropriately, “that if he met this person again, he might try to pursue her once more, but his mindset would be different from before.”

Wen Yifan continued steering, remaining silent.

After finishing, Mu Chengyun paused for a few seconds, seemingly trying to guess her thoughts. He smiled faintly and said in a casual tone, “But it was probably just drunken talk, not necessarily his true feelings.”

As these words faded, the car fell silent once more.

Wen Yifan pondered for a moment before suddenly blurting out, “Didn’t you say earlier…”

“Hm?”

Wen Yifan pointed out the flaw in his story: “That he only said one thing the entire evening?”

“…” Mu Chengyun’s smile froze briefly before quickly returning to normal. “Did I say that before? I don’t remember. Maybe I was drunk and misspoke.”

“Then you should be more careful in the future. Don’t drink too much when you go out. In our line of work, emergencies can happen at any time,” Wen Yifan said, then added seriously, “Also, it’s fine to gossip casually now and then, but you can’t approach the news with this attitude.”

“…”

“Your reports should reflect exactly what you see and hear,” Wen Yifan said calmly, as if addressing Fu Zhuang, “You can’t rely on guesswork, nor use excuses like mishearing, misremembering, or misspeaking. Everything must be based on facts.”

Mu Chengyun’s smile completely vanished.

His expression turned serious as he hurriedly agreed, “I understand.”

–

They drove to Nanwu City People’s Hospital.

After finding a parking spot, Wen Yifan and Mu Chengyun grabbed their equipment and headed toward the orthopedics department, following the signs. During this brief interval, Wen Yifan glanced at her phone, replying to a few messages.

Before coming, Wen Yifan had contacted the hospital and the injured girl’s mother, obtaining permission for the interview. She had learned beforehand that the victim was a girl who had just started seventh grade, named Zhang Yu.

Zhang Yu was born with damaged vocal cords and couldn’t speak.

On the day of the incident, Zhang Yu had gone out to eat with her classmates, returning home later than usual. While crossing the street, the perpetrator hit her and, unable to brake in time, ran over her right leg.

This situation immediately sobered up the perpetrator, who got out of the car and called an ambulance.

The two entered Zhang Yu’s hospital room.

It was a three-person ward, currently full. Zhang Yu lay in the middle bed, having just finished surgery, her leg in a cast. She looked young and delicate, her eyes red and swollen, clearly having just cried.

Zhang Yu’s mother sat beside her, consoling her softly.

Wen Yifan approached and greeted them, then introduced herself.

Zhang Yu’s mother, named Chen Lizhen, looked nothing like the mother of such a grown child. Her appearance was well-maintained, with an extremely gentle demeanor. She was very cooperative with Wen Yifan’s interview, never showing any impatience or displeasure throughout.

To avoid further upsetting Zhang Yu, the interview took place outside the ward.

Wen Yifan asked questions while taking notes, with Mu Chengyun filming beside her.

“The child is the most heartbroken,” Chen Lizhen said, rubbing her brow. As she spoke, her eyes reddened, “She had just transferred to Nanwu Arts School, and now we don’t know what to do. We’re not sure if this will affect her dancing.”

Wen Yifan paused, then asked, “Does little Yu dance?”

Chen Lizhen turned her head, wiping away tears: “Yes, ballet. She’s been dancing since she was seven.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan glanced towards the hospital room.

The little girl was lowering her head, her hands clasped in front of her. Her eyelashes trembled slightly as tears fell unconsciously once more. Yet she had no way to express herself, even her cries were silent.

“Because she can’t speak, little Yu has always been very introverted and doesn’t have many friends,” Chen Lizhen said while pulling out her phone to show some photos. “When we discovered her talent for dancing, we found her a training class. It was only after she started dancing that she gradually became more outgoing.”

“The doctor said we’ll have to see how little Yu recovers later. They can’t be certain if there will be any lasting effects,” Chen Lizhen’s expression showed signs of fatigue. “We’ve been discussing with little Yu’s father whether we should transfer her back to a regular middle school.”

Wen Yifan’s gaze remained fixed, her expression somewhat distant.

She recalled her high school days.

Back then, Wen Yifan had also transferred from being a dance student to a regular student due to a similar situation.

During the summer break of her first year in high school, Wen Yifan participated in an off-campus training organized by the school. Before that, she had been experiencing persistent pain in her knee joint, which became unbearable during this period of practice.

Accompanied by Zhao Yuandong, Wen Yifan went to the hospital.

She was diagnosed with a grade II meniscus injury in her knee joint.

The doctor prescribed medication and advised her to rest for three months, during which she couldn’t engage in any strenuous exercise.

While this wasn’t considered serious, for a dance student like Wen Yifan, the impact was not insignificant. Although she felt anxious, there was nothing else she could do. She could only follow the doctor’s orders, hoping to recover soon.

Once she recovered, she planned to work hard to catch up on what she had missed.

But before the new semester began.

What caught Wen Yifan completely off guard was Zhao Yuandong coming to her room one night, hesitantly asking if she would be willing to transfer back to being a regular student.

She found it absurd.

She felt that such a minor ailment was far from enough reason for her to give up the dance she had been practicing for nearly ten years.

Wen Yifan refused without a second thought.

But after Zhao Yuandong brought it up repeatedly.

Wen Yifan gradually realized that Zhao Yuandong’s suggestion didn’t seem to stem from concern about her foot injury. Later, she accidentally overheard a conversation between her stepfather and Zhao Yuandong, revealing that as an art student, the expenses for holiday training were too high.

Not just this time.

Every holiday would require training, and each time would cost money.

It was becoming difficult for them to bear.

Zhao Yuandong didn’t work, and the savings she had were all left by Wen Liangzhe, which had now become the common property of the new family.

Her stepfather was unwilling to spend this money and took this opportunity to suggest that Wen Yifan transfer back to being a regular student. His attitude was firm, citing numerous reasons, and given Zhao Yuandong’s indecisive nature, she eventually agreed after hearing him out.

After that, Wen Yifan’s objections became completely futile.

Once adults had made a decision, no matter how unwilling or resistant a child might be, it was all in vain. Those small voices were like transparent, invisible things.

When the new semester of her second year in high school began, Wen Yifan transferred back to being a regular student.

This news shocked her other classmates, who found it very puzzling. It was akin to a top-performing science student suddenly deciding to switch to liberal arts just before the college entrance exams in their final year.

Several close friends came to ask her about it in turn.

Wen Yifan couldn’t bring herself to say it was because her family found the expenses too high and didn’t want to bear the cost anymore. So she lied to everyone, exaggerating her condition.

— She said her foot injury was so severe that she could never dance again.

Sang Yan was the last one to ask her about it.

At that time, Wen Yifan was sitting at her desk, quietly lowering her eyes. She didn’t look at him, continuing to gaze at the textbook in her hands as she calmly repeated what she had said before.

Sang Yan remained silent for a while before asking, “You really can’t dance anymore?”

Wen Yifan: “Mm.”

Sang Yan: “What kind of injury did you get?”

Wen Yifan chuckled mirthlessly: “This is just how it turned out.”

The young man before her fell silent again.

Wen Yifan turned a page in her book and said softly, “It’s okay, I didn’t like dancing that much anyway.”

Shortly after, from the corner of her eye, Wen Yifan saw Sang Yan raise his hand and lightly touch her nose.

She looked up.

Sang Yan met her eyes and tugged at the corner of his mouth: “Your nose got longer.”

“…”

Lying makes your nose grow longer.

Everyone else had been fooled by her extremely calm demeanor.

Only Sang Yan saw through her facade.

“It’s alright, let’s wait a bit longer,” Sang Yan said, half-sprawled on her desk, also looking up at her. “If it gets better, you can always transfer back to being an art student. Look at how terrible your grades are now, it’s a good chance to study a bit.”

Wen Yifan looked at him without saying a word.

“If it doesn’t get better, maybe you could still dance occasionally?”

“…”

“If that’s not possible either,” Sang Yan smiled, his tone as if coaxing a child, “then I’ll learn and dance for you to watch.”

…

Wen Yifan’s thoughts were interrupted by Chen Lizhen’s words.

Chen Lizhen smiled and perked up: “But we’ll still see what little Yu wants. Whatever choice she makes, her father and I will support and respect her decision.”

Wen Yifan looked back at Chen Lizhen, blinking hard before smiling as well.

“Yes, she’ll get better.”

–

After the interview, Wen Yifan and Mu Chengyun visited a few more places.

They returned to the station before 4 PM. Entering the editing room, Mu Chengyun imported the footage into the system, occasionally asking Wen Yifan questions. She answered each one, writing the script while listening to the synchronized audio.

By the time they submitted the finished news piece for review, it was already dinnertime.

Wen Yifan packed up her things and left the editing room.

Mu Chengyun followed her out, casually asking, “Sister Yifan, are you working overtime tonight? Want to grab dinner together?”

“Mm, I still have some work to do,” Wen Yifan replied. In truth, she had nothing left to do and should have been heading home, but she feared running into Sang Yan if she went back now. “I’m not eating. You go ahead.”

Mu Chengyun scratched his head, saying quietly, “I’ve noticed you don’t seem to eat dinner much. It’s not good for your health.”

Wen Yifan smiled, “I know. I’ll eat if I get hungry.”

“How about I pack something for you?”

“No need.”

“Well… alright then.” Mu Chengyun didn’t push further, following her back to the office. “I’ll just grab something quick at the company cafeteria. I need to stay late to write up the report anyway.”

Wen Yifan took out her phone, casually scrolling through her messages. “Mm.”

Busy with work all day, Wen Yifan hadn’t had time to think about other matters. But now that she had a moment to herself, the events from that morning came flooding back, echoing in her mind.

Wen Yifan still hadn’t figured out how to handle the situation when she got home.

But after a day’s buffer, her state of mind wasn’t as frazzled as before.

Wen Yifan’s thoughts cleared a bit as she recalled the earlier events. She gradually remembered how Sang Yan had looked at her for a second after opening his eyes that morning, then pulled her back into bed and held her.

She paused.

Suddenly, something felt odd about that.

Once this thought occurred to her, Wen Yifan found it increasingly incredible.

How could someone wake up to find a person of the opposite sex lying in their bed and remain so calm as to continue sleeping?

Not only did he not instantly wake up like her, but he even made such a gesture.

Wen Yifan began to question her sanity.

She wasn’t sure if the problem was on her end or if Sang Yan’s reaction was a strange one.

She wanted to ask someone about it, but it didn’t seem appropriate to bring it up. Even if she asked using the “I have a friend” approach, people would assume she was talking about herself.

That would mean a third person in this world would know she had sleepwalked into Sang Yan’s bed.

That she had done such a shameless thing.

Suddenly, Wen Yifan remembered the anonymous confession post she had seen earlier.

Hesitantly, Wen Yifan opened Weibo and found that the blogger, slowly typing in the message box. She didn’t dare describe the actual situation, fearing that by some coincidence, Sang Yan might also be following this blogger.

After pondering for a while, Wen Yifan decided to change the premise entirely.

[Anonymous request: A while back, I went out with a group of friends. We went to karaoke and rented a private room. Most people got drunk, so we just slept in the room. When I woke up, I found myself lying next to a male friend, and he was hugging me. When I tried to sit up, he woke up, looked at me with a somewhat groggy expression, then hugged me and went back to sleep. I want to ask, is this a normal reaction when someone wakes up next to a person of the opposite sex?]

After typing out the situation, Wen Yifan read it over again. The word “hug” appeared twice, making her feel uncomfortable. She hesitated for a long time before finally sending it.

At the same time, she received a WeChat message.

Wen Yifan opened it.

It was from Sang Yan: [When are you coming back]

The tone suggested he finally had time to address the consequences with her. Just thinking about it gave Wen Yifan a headache. She glanced at the couch in the break room and made up her mind: [I still have some work today.]

Wen Yifan: [I might not be able to come back.]

Wen Yifan: [Why don’t you just lock the door?]

Half a minute passed.

Sang Yan: [Wen Yifan]

Then silence.

This use of her full name without saying anything else filled her with an unknown dread.

Wen Yifan anxiously waited for five or six minutes.

Finally, he responded very slowly with:

[Take some responsibility for your actions]

“…”

–

Given Sang Yan’s words, Wen Yifan felt her behavior was utterly despicable. Moreover, she realized she couldn’t keep living at the company forever; she’d have to face him sooner or later.

Avoidance wouldn’t solve anything.

Better to resolve it as soon as possible.

Seeing this message, Wen Yifan calmly replied: [I’ll try to finish my work and come back early then.]

To make her words more believable, Wen Yifan waited an hour after sending that message before leaving the company. On her way home, she kept thinking about what to say when she arrived.

She carefully chose her words.

Not satisfied with just rehearsing in her mind, Wen Yifan decided to be fully prepared, fearing she might forget her lines. She took out her phone, opened the notes app, and typed everything out as if writing a script.

By the time Wen Yifan got home, she had prepared a very sincere speech.

Wen Yifan changed into her indoor slippers and glanced towards the living room.

No sign of Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan breathed a small sigh of relief and walked over to sit on the couch. As she poured herself a glass of water, she listened for any movement around her, hearing the sound of running water from the bathroom.

Oh.

He was showering.

Wen Yifan took a sip of water, calming her nerves. She turned on her phone again, staring at the carefully crafted words in her notes app, silently reading them over in her mind a few times.

Hearing the bathroom door open, Wen Yifan put down her phone.

The sound of Sang Yan’s slippers slapping against the floor approached.

The next moment, Sang Yan appeared before Wen Yifan’s eyes.

He had a towel draped over his head, his upper body bare, wearing only a pair of shorts. His physique was robust, revealing well-defined abdominal muscles. Upon seeing Wen Yifan, he remained calm, merely raising an eyebrow: “So you decided to come back after all?”

This scene caused blood to rush to Wen Yifan’s head.

She quickly averted her gaze.

All the composure she had built up seemed to vanish with his appearance. She held back and reminded him, “Sang Yan, we agreed before. No revealing clothes in common areas.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan grabbed a nearby t-shirt and put it on. “I thought I was already doomed anyway.”

Seeing from the corner of her eye that he was dressed, Wen Yifan looked up. “What do you mean?”

This time, Sang Yan didn’t sit in his usual spot, but next to her instead. He leaned forward to pour himself a glass of water, drawling, “We’ve already kissed and touched. What difference does it make now if I wear a shirt in front of you or not?”

“…”

The distance between them shortened.

Wen Yifan instantly caught the scent of sandalwood on him, mixed with a faint smell of alcohol.

She pressed her lips together, forcibly changing the subject: “Have you been drinking?”

Sang Yan turned his head, lazily replying, “Mm.”

“Then I won’t bother you for too long. Let’s quickly discuss this matter so you can rest early.” This proximity made Wen Yifan inexplicably nervous, but she met his eyes and spoke calmly, “It’s like this: after what happened this morning, I realized my sleepwalking has no sense of direction.”

Sang Yan’s eyes were pitch black, staring directly at her.

“Blocking the door with a chair doesn’t help much. For the time being, just remember to lock your door when you sleep.” Not wanting him to think she was guilty, Wen Yifan didn’t avoid his gaze. “I’ll also go to the hospital soon—”

Before she could finish, Sang Yan suddenly raised his hand.

Watching his movement, the rest of Wen Yifan’s words caught in her throat.

Sang Yan’s action seemed to slow down infinitely, his expression casual and relaxed. He languidly touched her cheek, his fingertips cool against her skin.

Just one touch, and then he withdrew.

“Your face is red.”
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Wei Yifan’s breath stopped.

Her mind instantly went blank, a buzzing sound filling her ears. The spot where he had touched her seemed to burn even hotter, doubling in intensity.

Extremely intense.

“Oh.” Wei Yifan pretended not to take it seriously, directly ignoring it and steering the conversation back, “I’ll also go to the hospital as soon as possible and follow the doctor’s advice for treatment.”

Sang Yan’s gaze remained on her, thoughtfully making another “Mm” sound. But it was as if he hadn’t heard what she said at all, as if they were on completely different wavelengths: “Why are you blushing?”

“The weather’s too hot.” Wei Yifan looked away, making up an excuse, “It’s been almost forty degrees lately.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan leaned back, glancing towards the air conditioner, “Isn’t the air conditioner on?”

“…”

“You weren’t blushing when you just got back.” Sang Yan smiled, not giving her an easy way out, his tone tinged with playfulness, “But after sitting in the air conditioning for a while, you’ve started blushing.”

“…” With him being so persistent, Wei Yifan felt helpless and decided to just tell the truth, “Sang Yan, I’ve never seen a man’s naked body before.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow.

Wei Yifan tried to make him understand that this was entirely his responsibility. Her blushing was completely reasonable and not because of any other thoughts: “Before we started living together, I mentioned the requirement about not wearing revealing clothes. You agreed at the time, and your response was ‘You wish’.”

“I did say that,” Sang Yan said lazily. “But today, I’m in a good mood.”

“?”

“Willing to give you a little taste of sweetness.”

Wei Yifan almost choked: “…”

She had never met someone so, shameless, before.

Staring at his extremely arrogant expression, Wei Yifan didn’t argue with him, swallowing her anger and saying, “That’s probably it then. I’ll try to avoid such situations from happening again, and I’d also appreciate it if you could be more cautious on your end.”

Sang Yan pointed out: “Your way of dealing with this is the same every time, using identical excuses.”

“…”

“Isn’t this just changing the wording and order,” Sang Yan said leisurely, “but still repeating the same mistakes?”

“…” Wei Yifan was silent for a few seconds before patiently saying, “Then why don’t you share your thoughts? If there’s anything I can do to cooperate, I will.”

“I just have one request.” Sang Yan leaned back in his chair, looking at her nonchalantly, “Before you come up with a way to truly resolve this issue, please keep your distance from other men.”

Wei Yifan froze.

“Don’t be carefree with others while turning me into someone you can touch freely,” Sang Yan deliberately paused for two seconds, then bit out three words, “Poor, little, thing.”

“…”

Finally dealing with the situation, Wei Yifan returned to her room.

First, she went to the dressing table and looked in the mirror, seeing that her face was indeed somewhat red. Wei Yifan unconsciously raised her hand to touch the spot where Sang Yan had just touched her. She pursed her lips and suddenly let out a breath.

Thinking about Mu Chengyun’s gesture of trying to wipe her face earlier today, Wei Yifan was very clear that if she felt uncomfortable or disliked it, she had enough time to avoid it.

But this time, Wei Yifan didn’t avoid it.

She seemed not to mind Sang Yan’s touch at all.

Completely different from her reaction to others.

She wondered if Sang Yan would notice anything.

Wei Yifan picked up the remote to turn on the air conditioning, trying to cool down the temperature on her face. She sat on the carpet by the bed, taking out her phone and casually browsing its contents.

Absentmindedly recalling their recent conversation, Wei Yifan thought about Sang Yan’s words, “Keep your distance from other men.”

She felt there was something odd about that statement as if it carried some hidden implication.

Or maybe she was just overthinking it.

Wei Yifan opened Weibo and listlessly scrolled through her homepage, coincidentally coming across that anonymous post. The draft she had sent via private message before coming home had already been screenshot by the blogger and posted.

By now, it had already received several hundred comments.

Seeing this, Wei Yifan prepared herself mentally and clicked on it.

The first comment immediately cracked Wei Yifan’s expression.

[Curious, did he have morning wood?]

“…”

She immediately closed Weibo.

Wei Yifan’s face burned up again. She opened other apps on her own, looking at some righteous and pure content that could purify her mind. After a while, when she had calmed down, she reopened that Weibo post.

Fortunately, except for the first one, the other comments were normal.

[Maybe he mistook you for his girlfriend or ex-girlfriend.]

[? He probably wants to flirt with you.]

[Is he secretly in love with you? Maybe he’s dreamed about this hundreds of times. He might have thought he was dreaming.]

[Honestly, no matter how unclear-headed someone is, they’d be startled to find another person next to them. Either he has a partner and is used to having someone sleep next to him, or he’s doing it on purpose to take advantage of you.]

[??? Are you sure he was drunk?]

[How come others don’t end up hugging each other? One of the two must be pretending.]

The rest of the comments were mostly similar.

Wei Yifan scrolled down a bit more but didn’t continue reading.

Putting down her phone, Wei Yifan spaced out for a while, connecting all the events that had happened recently.

She suddenly felt that.

Sang Yan’s attitude towards her seemed to be, a little different too.

Even if her actions were uncontrollable, with Sang Yan’s personality, if he felt disgusted or couldn’t accept it, he probably wouldn’t continue to tolerate it and would likely have moved out long ago.

And after all this time, his house should have been renovated by now, right?

Thinking about what Mu Chengyun said today.

And what Sang Zhi said about Sang Yan’s attitude before and after the admission results came out.

Wei Yifan didn’t know if she could be considered a thorn in Sang Yan’s side, something that had been bothering him for years. So when they met again, he wanted to try to remove it.

He had to grasp it first, then pull it out.

Only then could he let it go?

Thinking of this, Wei Yifan suddenly remembered something a female classmate had said about Sang Yan a long time ago.

After such a long time, she couldn’t quite remember the exact words.

She only remembered that the meaning was something like, seeing Sang Yan’s proud and arrogant appearance made her uncomfortable, hoping that he would encounter something he couldn’t achieve, something he couldn’t obtain, to dampen his sharp edge.

At that time, Wei Yifan just listened without saying anything.

But in her heart, a completely different thought emerged unexpectedly.

Such a proud and dazzling young man.

He should get everything he desires.

Whatever he wants, give it to him.

Even if he wanted the stars in the sky, they should be plucked down for him.

Let him always maintain.

This current state of vigor and vitality.

In the time that followed, both of them had consecutive business trips and overtime work, so they didn’t encounter each other much at home. During this period, Wei Yifan only sleepwalked once, waking up to find herself in Sang Yan’s room.

But that day, Sang Yan came home late.

When Wei Yifan went to the living room, she found that he had slept on the couch for the night.

At that moment.

Wei Yifan very clearly felt that in her current state, she was completely unsuitable for living with someone else.

She should move out as soon as possible, find a one-bedroom apartment, and live alone.

Wei Yifan became a full-time employee a few months ago, with her salary calculated based on her articles. She had calculated that if she worked hard enough, finding a one-bedroom apartment shouldn’t be a big problem.

But even after finding a suitable place, Wei Yifan couldn’t make up her mind.

Wei Yifan didn’t want to move out.

She just felt that if she moved out and they no longer lived together, without the forced condition of having to see each other every day, she and Sang Yan probably wouldn’t have any interaction afterward.

Although this was bound to happen eventually, it was reasonable.

But Wei Yifan unconsciously delayed it and never mentioned to Sang Yan about him moving out again.

She just especially hoped.

That day would come a little later.

In mid-September, after finishing an interview at the hospital, Wei Yifan took the opportunity to make an appointment at the psychiatric department. At the doctor’s request, she underwent a series of examinations.

Wei Yifan’s sleepwalking was hereditary. She had seen several doctors when she was in Yihe, but it didn’t have much effect. Moreover, her sleepwalking wasn’t frequent, so over time she became lazy about managing it.

This time was pretty much the same.

The doctor prescribed some calming medication for her and told her to pay attention to her diet and get plenty of rest.

Wei Yifan thanked him, went to the first floor to get her medication, and quickly left the hospital.

On the way, Wei Yifan pondered that it seemed her sleepwalking had become more frequent after living with Sang Yan. But when she calculated it specifically, the number of times wasn’t too many. From her observation, it seemed to have happened less than five times over this long period.

It’s just that every time, very coincidentally, she had contact with Sang Yan while sleepwalking.

Sigh.

Wei Yifan felt somewhat helpless and tired.

Why did she have this troublesome condition?

Thinking about it, it was indeed scary, but Wei Yifan didn’t want to move out. She could only do what she needed to do.

For the rest, she had no other solution.

Before they knew it, time gradually approached the end of October.

Due to the National Day holiday adjustments, Wei Yifan had three consecutive days off. She took one day to go out with Zhong Siqiao. With nothing particular to do, they found a dessert shop and stayed there for the entire afternoon.

They just met up to chat about recent events.

After chatting for a while, Zhong Siqiao suddenly asked, “How are things between you and Sang Yan lately?”

Wei Yifan didn’t react immediately: “Hm?”

Zhong Siqiao: “Is there no possibility between you two?”

“What?” Not understanding why she would bring this up, Wei Yifan said with amusement, “We’re just living together, but we’re both very busy with work, so we rarely see each other at home.”

“I’m just asking casually,” Zhong Siqiao said. “Recently, Xiang Lang has been hanging out with Su Hao’an quite a bit. I heard him say that Sang Yan seems to have been going on a lot of blind dates arranged by his family lately.”

Hearing this for the first time, Wei Yifan’s expression froze slightly, the smile at the corners of her lips unconsciously fading a bit.

“Blind dates?”

“Yeah, seems like he’s been on several already. It’s quite surprising, with his conditions, why would he need blind dates? But I was thinking before that you two are both unmarried, used to be compatible, and have been living together for so long, that some sparks might fly. But after all this time, nothing has happened.”

“…” Wei Yifan lowered her eyes and took a sip of milk tea.

“But with Sang Yan’s terrible temper, you might have dodged a bullet,” This topic only lasted briefly before Zhong Siqiao moved on to another, “Oh right, I met a guy at a mixer during the National Day holiday, he’s incredibly handsome. I’m changing my target.”

Lost in thought, Wei Yifan didn’t respond.

Zhong Siqiao called out to her: “Diandian.”

Wei Yifan immediately looked up: “Ah?”

Zhong Siqiao found it strange: “What are you thinking about? Why aren’t you responding to me? I said I’ve changed my crush!”

“Oh.” Wei Yifan smiled, “What about the previous one?”

“The previous one was too much of a player, he’s the type who spreads his affection evenly. While chatting with me, he was also chatting with three or four other girls,” Zhong Siqiao pouted. “This time I need to keep my eyes wide open when looking at people.”

Wei Yifan nodded.

Zhong Siqiao propped her chin on her hand, looking somewhat dejected: “But I don’t know if he’s interested in me or not. I’ll try to test the waters first. I’m too lazy to chase after someone.”

Wei Yifan: “How do you test the waters?”

Hearing this, Zhong Siqiao laughed: “Haven’t you ever flirted with someone?”

“…”

“What’s the use of having such a pretty face if you don’t use it? Isn’t this a waste of resources?” Zhong Siqiao said, “Just be a bit ambiguous in your language. When he’s talking, you can respond in a way that shows you might be interested in him. But don’t be too obvious.”

Feeling like this explanation was as good as no explanation at all, Wei Yifan asked, “Can you give an example?”

“An example?” Zhong Siqiao thought for a moment, then said seriously, “Just chat casually at first, and when the conversation deepens, ask him what his zodiac sign is, then say something like you only like guys with that zodiac sign.”

Wei Yifan looked confused: “Isn’t that quite obvious?”

Zhong Siqiao also fell silent: “Okay, I’m not very good at this either.”

“…”

“Sigh, I haven’t flirted with many people,” Zhong Siqiao took out her phone, flipped through her photo album, and showed her a picture. “This is the guy I met at the mixer. He’s a year older than me. And I like everything about his personality.”

Wei Yifan glanced at her phone screen.

The man looked handsome, but his smile seemed gentle and cultured.

Zhong Siqiao put her phone away, also taking a look, and muttered, “Forget it, if he’s not interested in me, I might try to pursue him. Otherwise, I feel like I’ll regret it.”

Hearing this, Wei Yifan’s hand stirring her drink paused for a moment.

“I feel like he must be quite popular,” Zhong Siqiao said very confidently. “But I’m the prettiest among the girls pursuing him. If I don’t pursue him and he ends up with someone else because of that, wouldn’t I be at a loss?”

…

After the gathering, it was already dark when Wei Yifan got home.

It happened to be a day off, so Sang Yan was also at home. At that moment, he was on the phone. He looked a bit troubled as if suppressing his impatience: “Again?”

“…”

Seeing her return, Sang Yan only glanced at her.

Wei Yifan changed into indoor slippers and walked towards the kitchen. She could still hear Sang Yan behind her, responding as if just to appease: “No, Mom. Why are you getting angry?”

“What do you mean you’ve been waiting for me for half a day? When did I ever agree?” Sang Yan said, “Alright, alright, alright, we’ll talk about it when I have time.”

“I don’t know, I’ll see.”

“Hanging up now.”

Soon, the living room fell completely silent.

Wei Yifan took a bottle of yogurt from the refrigerator, poked it open with a straw, and took a sip. She stood in the kitchen, her thoughts drifting, not entering the living room or immediately returning to her room.

This phone call must have been about his blind dates, right? Imagining the scene of Sang Yan sitting and chatting with another girl, Wei Yifan lowered her eyes, her lips gradually straightening, her mood inexplicably becoming a bit gloomy.

Wei Yifan slowly finished her yogurt, stood for a while longer, and then returned to the living room.

Sang Yan was playing with his phone. He slightly raised his eyelids and casually said, “Back from a date with your little childhood sweetheart?”

“Hm?” Wei Yifan explained, “I didn’t go out with Xiang Lang.

“Oh.”

An awkward silence followed. Wēn Yǐfán contemplated asking him if he had been on a blind date but felt she lacked the right to pry. She settled onto the sofa, her thoughts quickly enveloped by what Zhōng Sīqiáo had said about “regret.”

A sense of unease washed over her.

Then, snippets of her conversation with Zhōng Sīqiáo floated back to her mind.
—”Just test the waters.”
—”Start with casual chatting.”

Wēn Yǐfán pondered this and glanced over at Sāng Yán. He was half-reclined on the sofa, dressed in a loose short-sleeve shirt that revealed a good portion of his collarbone. After hesitating for a few seconds, she called out to him, “Sāng Yán.”

“Hmm?”

“Lately, your attire in public areas has been a bit…” Wēn Yǐfán forced herself to bring up the topic, of “revealing.”

“What’s wrong? You seem to have a lot of opinions.” Sāng Yán raised his eyes lazily, adding, “Are you worried you won’t be able to control yourself?”

“…”

“Can’t you just restrain yourself a little? I know my face can be quite enticing,” Sāng Yán said, nonchalantly looking away, his tone particularly teasing. “But we’re adults now; surely we should have some self-control?”

Wēn Yǐfán fell silent for a moment before softly replying, “I don’t.”

This response caught him off guard. Sāng Yán raised an eyebrow and looked back at her.

“Just try to dress a bit more appropriately. Otherwise…” Wēn Yǐfán’s mind was consumed by the phrase “ambiguous words,” and she found the most suitable response. She said earnestly, “I’m afraid I might commit a crime.”

“…”
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As soon as the words fell, Sang Yan’s brow twitched, and he stopped fidgeting with his phone. The atmosphere grew tense.

Wen Yifan suddenly realized that her words seemed even more direct than the example Zhong Siqiao had given. She stared into his pitch-black eyes for two seconds before calmly averting her gaze.

The last time something similar happened was during their first meeting at the “Overtime” bar. Back then, Wen Yifan thought Sang Yan wouldn’t recognize her. Coupled with the difficulty of explaining the situation, she had recklessly blurted out, “That’s quite a shame,” assuming they’d never meet again.

But this time, both were sober and familiar with each other.

There was no hiding it.

Unsure whether her probe was successful or a misstep, Wen Yifan decided to leave it at that. She stood up, maintaining a neutral expression, and said, “You should be more careful in the future. I’m going to rest now.”

She took a few steps.

From behind, Sang Yan called out, “Wait a moment.”

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together, composed herself, and then turned back.

“Tell me,” Sang Yan said, looking directly into her eyes as he sat up straight, his tone playful, “What crime are you afraid of committing?”

“…” Wen Yifan steeled herself and replied, “I was just following up on what you said.”

Implying that she wasn’t sure what crime he was referring to when he mentioned being tempting.

“Oh,” Sang Yan nodded in understanding. “You want to ki—”

“…”

Kiss?

A flicker of unease passed through Wen Yifan’s eyes. She hadn’t thought that far ahead, only intending to gauge his current attitude towards her based on his words.

She was about to object when Sang Yan finished his sentence: “—kidnap me.”

“…”

Oh.

Not kiss, but kidnap.

You want to kidnap me.

Wen Yifan: “…”

It felt like a massive weight had suddenly crashed down on her.

Stunned, Wen Yifan frantically searched for words to deflect, trying to make him understand that the “crime” she mentioned wasn’t nearly that serious.

Before she could find the right words.

The next moment.

Sang Yan abruptly tossed his phone aside and leaned back in his chair. He tilted his head up, staring directly at her. Wisps of black hair fell across his forehead, his dark pupils reflecting the light from the living room. His expression seemed both challenging and blatantly alluring.

“Come over here if you dare.”

…

Back in her room.

Wen Yifan closed the door and leaned against it, slowly letting out a breath. She composed herself, went to the bathroom to wash her face, and felt like she could only hear her heart pounding.

It took a long time to calm down.

Wen Yifan turned off the faucet and grabbed a paper towel to dry her face. Staring at herself in the mirror, she found herself lost in thought again. Sang Yan’s last four words seemed to be glued to her brain, impossible to shake off.

“Come over here if you dare.”

How could she dare?

She didn’t have that kind of courage!!!

Thinking about this, Wen Yifan washed her face again, trying hard to regain some rationality.

Wen Yifan remembered barely managing to say, “That’s not what I meant,” before turning and heading back to her room without hesitation. But even though it happened just minutes ago, she couldn’t recall how well she had controlled her emotions.

Had she remained calm and composed?

Or had it seemed like she was fleeing in panic?

Wen Yifan sighed, unsure if her recent behavior could be considered a momentary impulse.

Ever since parting ways with Zhong Siqiao, on her way home, Wen Yifan’s mind had been preoccupied with Sang Yan’s blind date situation. Even though it had nothing to do with her.

This was entirely Sang Yan’s business.

His family thought he was of age and arranged for him to meet potential partners—all perfectly reasonable. She should have just listened and let it go, as she had done before. There was no need to inquire or interfere too much.

But because of tonight’s events, Wen Yifan suddenly realized that many behaviors were uncontrollable.

Even if she always thought it wasn’t right, that she shouldn’t act this way, certain things would still break through that safe distance. It turned out that her words and actions, the emotions she displayed, couldn’t always be rational.

She had emotions too.

And unexpected possessiveness.

She wanted to get a little closer to him.

But she feared the distance was insurmountable.

Sang Yan came from a good family and was exceptionally handsome. At a young age, he had already opened a bar, and his current job was more successful than his peers. Whatever he wanted to do, he could achieve effortlessly, never encountering any setbacks.

Born with exceptionally advantageous conditions, he had every reason to be proud.

But she was completely different.

Although Wen Yifan didn’t have a strong concept of her appearance, she knew from others’ comments that she was indeed quite attractive. However, she didn’t consider this a particularly advantageous condition.

After all, there were plenty of good-looking people out there.

Besides a proper job, Wen Yifan had nothing. She lived frugally. Her once-praiseworthy dancing had long been abandoned, and even her personality was plain and unremarkable, boringly ordinary.

Wen Yifan never thought she was someone worth remembering for years.

She didn’t know if Sang Yan’s current slight change towards her was due to their interactions since reuniting, or simply because she was a hurdle he hadn’t yet overcome.

From tonight’s probing alone, Wen Yifan couldn’t discern Sang Yan’s thoughts.

But he didn’t seem too resistant, nor did he deliberately change the subject. Instead, he seemed to “rise to the challenge.” She wasn’t sure if he could understand the intentions behind her behavior.

Wen Yifan really couldn’t tell.

Was he thinking she was just mimicking his words, or had he genuinely noticed something unusual?

Did she need to test the waters a few more times?

In this area, Wen Yifan was just a novice, completely inexperienced.

She sighed.

Wen Yifan left the bathroom.

She thought again about Sang Yan’s expression and tone when he said those last words.

Indeed, he was quite…

Alluring.

The Frost’s Descent solar term doesn’t always fall on the same date; it occurs between October 23rd and 24th.

This year, Wen Yifan’s birthday was the day after Frost’s Descent. In previous years, she would either spend the day lounging at home or have a simple celebration dinner with colleagues after work.

Wen Yifan happened to end her break on this day and left early for work. By the time she finished overtime and boarded the subway home, it was nearly eleven at night.

She had told Sang Yan in advance that she’d be home late.

Sang Yan had only replied: [Okay]

Apart from that, there were several unread messages in her inbox.

All my birthday wishes.

Wen Yifan thanked each one, leaving only Zhao Yuandong’s unopened. She held onto the hanging strap, looking at her indistinct reflection in the window. It took her a while to realize she had grown a year older.

Twenty-four already, without even noticing.

Sang Yan was the same age as her.

Twenty-four shouldn’t be considered old, right?

Why had he started going on blind dates?

She wondered if he had met any girl he found suitable.

Wen Yifan’s mind wandered the entire journey. It wasn’t until she got home that she snapped back to reality. It was late, and fearing she might disturb Sang Yan, she quietly closed the entrance door and locked it.

Turning to look at the sofa, she realized Sang Yan was still in the living room, looking down at his phone.

Wen Yifan didn’t disturb him, intending to go straight to her room.

The next moment, Sang Yan called out to her: “Wen Yifan.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“Help me out,” Sang Yan said leisurely. “Get the box from the fridge for me.”

“Okay.” Wen Yifan hung her bag nearby and headed to the kitchen. She opened the refrigerator, scanned its contents, and spotted a cake box on the top shelf. She paused before reaching out to take it.

The paper box packaging concealed its contents.

It looked like a birthday cake.

Wen Yifan stared at it for a moment, then carried the cake box back to the living room. She placed the box on the coffee table, unsure if the cake was meant for her, and hesitated for a few seconds: “Can I go rest now?”

“…”

Sang Yan looked up, his gaze steady: “Let’s eat together.”

Wen Yifan let out an “Oh” and sat down on the sofa. She awkwardly scratched her head, glanced in his direction, and calmly asked, “Did you buy this for me?”

Sang Yan leaned forward to open the cake box, saying nonchalantly, “Just bought it on a whim.”

This seemed like an indirect confirmation.

Wen Yifan blinked: “Thank you.”

Inside was a strawberry cake, about six inches in diameter.

It looked exceptionally beautiful, with white cream topped with a ring of strawberries and rose-like flakes scattered on top. There was a small sign that read “Happy Birthday.”

Sang Yan took out the candles and placed them quietly, without saying a word.

It had been years since she’d received a birthday cake.

Wen Yifan stared at the cake, then looked up and asked softly, “Can I take a picture?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “Go ahead.”

Taking out her phone from her pocket, Wen Yifan carefully took several photos of the cake.

Sang Yan watched her actions from the side. After she finished, he inserted a candle into the cake. He took out a lighter from his pocket, lit the candle, and said in a flat tone, “Make a wish.”

Wen Yifan brought her thoughts back to the present, tilted her head in thought for a moment, and then quickly blew out the candle.

Sang Yan casually asked, “What did you wish for?”

Wen Yifan: “Isn’t it said that if you tell, it won’t come true?”

“If you don’t tell me,” Sang Yan smiled, “how can I help make it come true?”

“…”

Looking at his expression now, Wen Yifan’s heart began to race. She licked her lips, deliberately avoiding his gaze, and picked up the cake knife, saying offhandedly, “It’s related to my work.”

“Oh,” Sang Yan pulled out paper plates from the bag, his tone teasing, “I thought you might have wished for me to be your boyfriend.”

“…”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan’s movements stopped, and she didn’t look at him. She didn’t respond to his comment, only placing a piece of cake on a paper plate and setting it in front of him: “Is this enough for you? It’s not good to eat too much cake so late at night.”

Staring at her expression, Sang Yan’s face took on a thoughtful look.

After a long moment, he just hummed in agreement and didn’t say anything more.

Time was approaching midnight.

Wen Yifan finished her piece of cake and cleaned up the table. She put the remaining cake back in the box and stood up, holding it: “It’s almost midnight, you should get some rest soon.”

Sang Yan: “Alright.”

Back in the kitchen, Wen Yifan returned the cake box to its original place. She came out to the living room, about to head back to her room, when she ran into Sang Yan, who was also planning to return to his room.

Sang Yan stopped in his tracks, blocking her path.

Wen Yifan also came to a halt.

Sang Yan called out to her again: “Wen Yifan.”

Wen Yifan: “What is it?”

Three seconds of silence.

Sang Yan glanced towards the wall clock.

“The gift is under the coffee table,” Sang Yan tilted his chin, lazily tossing out the words, “Go get it yourself.”

Wen Yifan didn’t react immediately.

The next second.

Sang Yan suddenly bent down, looking her in the eye. Their gazes locked for two seconds. Then he carelessly raised his hand and ruffled her hair forcefully.

“Happy birthday.”

…

After saying this, Sang Yan withdrew his hand, turned around, and went back to his room.

Just as he closed the door, the phone in his pocket started ringing. He took it out, strode to the bed, and sat down, then casually glanced at the caller ID.

It was Su Hao’an.

Sang Yan answered the call.

“Come out for drinks tomorrow night, I’m in love,” Su Hao’an said with a grin. “My girlfriend’s friends are pretty good-looking too. Come on, let daddy introduce you, so you can get yourself a girlfriend soon too.”

“Oh, why should I care?” Sang Yan said, “Hanging up now.”

“Are you even human? Tell me what you’ve been up to lately! How long has it been since you came to ‘Overtime’?” Su Hao’an was very displeased. “Hurry up, if you don’t come out tomorrow, I’ll storm your place.”

“I’ve been confirming something lately,” thinking of what had just happened, Sang Yan was in a good mood, “I won’t have time for a while. As for you, love if you want to love, drink if you want to drink, just don’t fucking bother me.”

Su Hao’an: “What the hell?”

Sang Yan smirked, not saying anything more.

“Confirm what?” Su Hao’an’s curiosity was piqued, “Tell me, let your brother give you some advice.”

Sang Yan still didn’t say a word.

After asking a few more times without getting a response, Su Hao’an got angry: “Are you going to fucking tell me or not?”

“Fine,” Sang Yan reluctantly said, “I’ll say a little bit then.”

“?”

“Recently, there’s this girl who wants to hook up with me,” Sang Yan drawled, dragging out his words, “I don’t have time to deal with anyone else, understand?”
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He rubbed her head without any gentleness as if he were scrubbing a rag. The warmth seemed to linger. Only after the door closed did Wen Yifan belatedly touch her head.

Wen Yifan stood in place for a while. After a long moment, she looked towards the coffee table.

The cake had already surprised Wen Yifan.

She never imagined there would be a gift as well.

The living room light was still on, the bright white light somewhat dazzling. The coffee table had been cleaned spotlessly, with only a thermos and a few cups placed on it, along with newspapers and several magazines nearby.

From this angle, she couldn’t see what was placed under the coffee table.

Wen Yifan walked back, crouching beside the coffee table to look inside.

There were many items inside, not arranged particularly neatly, all mixed. Among the pile of milk powder and fruit cereals, a powder blue bag was placed on the outside, looking particularly conspicuous.

The gift bag wasn’t a solid color but adorned with small white flowers, scattered sparsely, not too dense.

After staring at it for two seconds, Wen Yifan reached out to take it.

Wen Yifan peered inside the bag, where there was a deep black box. She stood up, oddly feeling as if the object in her hand was a hot potato, giving her the sensation of having taken something she shouldn’t have.

She didn’t open it immediately, first going to the entryway to turn off the light, and then returning to her room.

Wen Yifan placed the bag on the bed and took out the box inside.

It felt somewhat heavy, about a circle larger than her hand. Even before opening it, she could smell a faint fragrance, extremely unique, with a few traces of sweetness mixed in with the crisp scent.

After hesitating for a few seconds, Wen Yifan carefully opened it.

It was a bottle of perfume.

A transparent, pinkish square bottle with a dark ribbon tied around the neck.

Two English words were engraved in black on it.

— First frost.

Shuangjiang.

Her nickname.

Wen Yifan’s heart skipped a beat.

She wasn’t sure if this was a coincidence or something else, but Wen Yifan couldn’t help but think of how Sang Yan used to call her “Wen Shuangjiang” before. She licked her lips, pulled out her phone from her pocket, and searched online for this brand.

This perfume brand was quite niche, and not particularly famous.

Wen Yifan didn’t know much about these things, so she just briefly skimmed through it without looking further. Her gaze moved back to the perfume bottle, where the writing was clear and distinct as if carved by a knife.

Wen Yifan lightly rubbed her fingertips over it, which reminded her of things from the past.

It seemed to be during the first semester of her freshman year in high school.

In a casual conversation with classmates, Wen Yifan had mentioned that because she was born on the day of Frost’s Descent, her nickname was also Shuangjiang. The classmates present at the time just listened and moved on, not making a big deal out of it.

She didn’t pay much attention to it either.

It seemed only Sang Yan had taken note of this.

She couldn’t remember exactly when it started, but when they were alone together, Sang Yan stopped calling her “junior” or her full name, and changed to calling her “Wen Shuangjiang.”

This was the first time someone had called her by her nickname, even including her surname.

At first, Wen Yifan wasn’t used to it, but how Sang Yan chose to address her was his freedom, so she didn’t make a fuss about it. After hearing him call her that for a while, she got used to it, and occasionally even thought it sounded quite nice.

After their reunion, Wen Yifan had never heard Sang Yan call her that again.

She had thought he had long forgotten her nickname.

Putting the lid back on, Wen Yifan hugged the box and fell backward, lying completely on the bed. She stared at the bright, glaring ceiling for a good while, then freed a hand to touch her head again.

The man’s actions were rough yet intimate.

Wen Yifan recalled Sang Yan’s eyes when they were at eye level just now.

In that moment,

A very strong thought popped into Wen Yifan’s mind.

She suddenly wanted to be in a relationship.

With Sang Yan.

She thought she wanted to be in a relationship with Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan turned over, trying to calm her mind, but was completely unable to shake off this thought.

Her birthday wish this year hadn’t been too grand.

For many things, Wen Yifan felt they shouldn’t belong to her, so she didn’t want to forcefully ask for them. She only hoped that she could have enough courage, hoped that she could throw caution to the wind once, hoped that she could rush towards that person without considering anything else.

If that person was Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan felt she could try her best, and also become the passionate one as much as possible.

If because of this,

She could get the result she wanted.

That would be great, of course.

But if not,

Then she would just walk back.

It seemed it didn’t matter.

Just as Zhong Siqiao had said.

She wanted to pursue him.

She wanted to give it a try.

Wen Yifan sat up and picked up her phone.

Through the black screen, she noticed her lips had curved into a smile at some point. Wen Yifan was slightly stunned, reined it in a bit, opened her WeChat list, and found her chat window with Sang Yan.

After thinking for a long time,

Wen Yifan didn’t know what to say, so she just typed: [Thank you for your gift ^_^]

But then she felt the emoticon at the end looked a bit silly.

Wen Yifan raised her hand to delete it.

In the end, she only left the two words “Thank you.”

The reply came quickly from the other end.

Sang Yan: [?]

Sang Yan: [What time is it.]

Sang Yan: [Go to sleep.]

Wen Yifan: [Okay.]

After thinking for a moment, she replied again: [When it’s your birthday, I’ll give you a gift in return.]

That would be in January next year.

If he agreed, this statement meant that even if Sang Yan were to move out in the meantime, Wen Yifan could extend their relationship until then. After that, she would also have a reason to talk to him.

Sang Yan: [Oh.]

He just replied with this one word.

The conversation suddenly went cold.

Wen Yifan didn’t know what to reply, her fingertips moved on the screen for a moment, but in the end, she gave up. She put the phone aside and was about to get up to take a shower.

At that moment, her phone rang again.

She picked it up and looked.

Sang Yan had sent another voice message.

His tone was lazy, his voice slightly hoarse, his words tinged with a hint of weariness.

“69 days left.”

Wen Yifan listened to it several times, quite liking him sending her voice messages like this. After hesitating for a moment, she tentatively typed: [If possible, could you give me a countdown every day?]

Sang Yan: [?]

Wen Yifan made up an excuse: [I’m afraid I’ll forget.]

Three more voice messages.

Sang Yan seemed amused: “Where did you get such thick skin?”

Sang Yan: “Can you show a bit of sincerity?”

Sang Yan: “You should be keeping this in mind at all times, not having me remind you every day, understand?”

“…”

Because of his words, Wen Yifan immediately realized that her request was a bit unreasonable, and changed her tone: [I’m sorry.]

Wen Yifan: [I will keep it in mind.]

Putting down her phone, she pondered to herself for a while.

Although Wen Yifan had decided she wanted to pursue Sang Yan, she had never done such a thing before. So she had no idea how to go about it, or from which aspect to approach it.

If she only used words to probe and gradually reveal her intentions, Wen Yifan felt this might not be very effective. After all, Sang Yan had said plenty of such things.

Perhaps it would only make him think that she was fed up with his words and couldn’t help but retaliate similarly.

But if she directly approached him with actions…

Wen Yifan was afraid Sang Yan would think she was sexually harassing him.

Although she had learned from Sang Yan’s words that she had already done many actions close to sexual harassment while sleepwalking. But by doing such things while awake, Wen Yifan didn’t think Sang Yan would let her off so easily.

Judging from Sang Yan’s attitude towards Cui Jingyu in high school,

He didn’t seem to like openly passionate types.

After thinking for a long time, Wen Yifan still couldn’t figure out what to do.

…

The next morning at eight o’clock, Wen Yifan woke up naturally.

As usual, she habitually got up to wash up and change clothes. Just as she was about to leave the room, she suddenly caught sight of the mirror in front of the dressing table. Wen Yifan’s gaze fixed on it, staring at herself in the mirror.

The woman had fair skin, eyes with upturned corners, and lips as red as rouge. She wore no makeup, her face bare. Her hair was tied in a ponytail, and she wore a simple sports jacket and fitted pants.

Her appearance looked casual, yet she appeared alluring and sharp.

Wen Yifan silently sat down at the dressing table and applied some light makeup. Seeing the perfume from last night placed to the side, she picked it up, hesitated, and sprayed a little behind her ears and on her wrists.

After letting the scent dissipate a bit, Wen Yifan went out to the living room.

Today was the weekend, so Sang Yan didn’t have to go to work. But he was already up at this time, wearing simple casual clothes, cooking breakfast in the kitchen. He still looked like he was in a “don’t disturb me, I’m sleepy” state.

Noticing Wen Yifan’s movement, he glanced lightly.

And quickly stopped.

Sang Yan’s gaze was unabashed, openly appraising her. His hand rested on the counter, tapping twice lightly, and he casually asked, “What are you doing today?”

Wen Yifan looked into the pot and answered honestly, “Going to work.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow and stared at her for a while. Soon, he seemed to understand something, and the corner of his mouth curved slightly. He withdrew his gaze and let out a very deliberate, drawn-out “Oh.”

Wen Yifan maintained a calm expression, showing no sign of discomfort. As if she also felt it was only natural.

Sang Yan turned off the stove: “Get a bowl.”

“Oh.” Wen Yifan opened the nearby cabinet and added, “Then I’ll cook breakfast tomorrow?”

“Can you get up in time?”

“I should be able to…” Wen Yifan wasn’t too sure, and mentioned, “Your routine is quite healthy. Among the people I know, you’re the only one who eats breakfast every day without missing a single day.”

Sang Yan turned his head, his tone casual yet suggestive: “Why do you think I’m healthy?”

Feeling that his question seemed to repeat what she had just said, Wen Yifan still patiently and very cooperatively answered: “Because you eat breakfast every day.”

“…”

Sang Yan had simply cooked porridge and eggs.

It was still a bit hot, so Wen Yifan ate slowly. Sang Yan finished faster than her, and after eating, he got up and went back to his room to change clothes. When he came out, she looked up.

Again, all in black.

Looking cold and indifferent, like an assassin about to go on a mission.

Swallowing the last mouthful of porridge, Wen Yifan asked, “Are you going out?”

“Mm.” Sang Yan said, “Meeting a friend.”

Wen Yifan didn’t ask further, noticing that it was about time, she also stood up. She followed behind Sang Yan to the entryway. As he was putting on his shoes, she took the baseball cap from the coat rack and put it on her head.

The moment she put it on.

She noticed something was wrong.

This didn’t seem to be her cap.

It was much looser.

At the same time, Wen Yifan met Sang Yan’s face.

He first stared at the cap on her head, freezing for a few seconds, then his gaze slid down to meet her eyes.

As if carrying a reproachful meaning.

Wen Yifan suddenly understood something. She looked back towards the coat rack and indeed found another black cap there. She was silent for a moment, then reached up to take off the cap.

To return it to its rightful owner, Wen Yifan looked up, hesitantly putting the cap back on his head.

Following her movement, Sang Yan’s body naturally bent down.

The distance between them suddenly closed.

Everything around became blurred. His eyes were pure black, bottomless, with an extreme attractiveness. Wen Yifan’s eyes didn’t blink, clearly feeling his warm breath.

Ambiguity mixed into the air, fermenting uncontrollably, spreading outward in wisps.

Perhaps bewitched.

At some point, Wen Yifan moved her eyes away, as if possessed, raised her hand, and smoothed out the stray hairs on his forehead. When her eyes met his again, her movement stopped, and then she slowly withdrew her hand.

Wen Yifan stepped back, pretending to be calm, and said, “Your hair was messy, I helped you tidy it up.”

Sang Yan’s Adam’s apple slid slightly.

Before he could speak.

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes to put on her shoes, and managed to say, “You’re welcome.”

After another moment of silence.

“Oh.” Sang Yan suddenly smiled, “So, you mean I should thank you for this.”

“…”

Wen Yifan pretended not to hear, took the keys from the side, and said with a composed expression, “Then I’m off to work.”

But before she could walk out, Sang Yan suddenly stood up straight, blocking her path. He looked to the side, casually picked up the remaining cap from the coat rack, and as if returning the favor, put it on her head.

The movement was swift and decisive.

Wen Yifan’s head tilted up.

Sang Yan stared at her face, leisurely tucking the loose strands of hair on the side of her face behind her ear. Though it was just a matter of seconds, it felt like it had been stretched to minutes. After finishing, he lowered his eyelashes, his tone arrogant and casual, “Why aren’t you saying anything?”

“…”

“Still don’t know what to say?”

Wen Yifan came to her senses: “…Thank you.”

The two left together.

Sang Yan gave her a ride to Nanwu TV Station.

After getting out of the car, Wen Yifan composed herself and returned to the office. As soon as she sat down at her desk, she saw a bottle of strawberry milk and a small cake placed on it.

Wen Yifan turned to Su Tian: “Xiao Tian, whose is this?”

“Who else could it be,” Su Tian said in a low voice, “It’s from that puppy.”

“…”

“Are you two in the ambiguous stage now? Or is it just one-sided from him? His feelings for you are becoming more and more obvious.” Su Tian said, “Why don’t you give it a try? This puppy is quite obedient, and his looks aren’t bad either.”

Wen Yifan didn’t say anything, just stood up and walked toward Mu Chengyun’s seat.

There weren’t many people in the office at this time.

Mu Chengyun smiled and greeted her: “Sister Yifan, good morning.”

“Hmm, good morning.” Wēn Yǐfán placed the breakfast back on his desk and said warmly, “Thank you for the breakfast. But I always eat before coming to work, so I can’t eat now.”

Mù Chéngyǔn’s lips moved slightly.

Wēn Yǐfán smiled. “Go ahead and eat. You don’t need to buy breakfast for me anymore. Thank you.”

“…”

After saying that, Wēn Yǐfán returned to her seat.

Sū Tián leaned over, curious. “What did you say? Why does that little puppy look so dejected all of a sudden?”

Wēn Yǐfán shook her head. “I didn’t say much.”

“Still, he’s so passive—how can he pursue someone like that—oh.” It seemed she had discovered something. Sū Tián sniffed and changed the topic. “Yǐfán, did you wear perfume today? It smells nice.”

Wēn Yǐfán touched the back of her ear. “Yeah.”

Sū Tián stared at her. “You seem a bit off.”

“…”

“Are you in a relationship?”

“Not really,” Wēn Yǐfán denied. After thinking it over, she realized that Sū Tián didn’t know Sāng Yán, so she might not guess. She decided to be honest. “I’m the one pursuing someone.”

Sū Tián was stunned. “Huh? You’re pursuing someone?”

“Yep.”

“…Are you sure you even need to pursue it?” Sū Tián replied, “Yǐfán, you have to understand, that men are visual creatures. You just need to beckon with a finger; you don’t have to pursue. They’ll come to you.”

Wēn Yǐfán said, “No, he’s really good-looking.”

“Just how good-looking can he be?”

Given that they were near the area known as the “Decadent Street,” fearing Sū Tián might have heard the nickname “King of the Decadent Street,” Wēn Yǐfán thought for a moment and decided to rephrase. “Good enough that he could be—”

“Hmm?”

“The King of Ducks.”

“…”

When Wēn Yǐfán got home, Sāng Yán hadn’t returned yet. It was still not quite eight o’clock. She walked into the kitchen and received a WeChat message from Sāng Yán, saying he would be home late tonight.

She replied with a simple “Okay.”

After casually making instant noodles, Wēn Yǐfán sat at the dining table, chewing on the noodles while contemplating the day’s events.

Based on Sāng Yán’s behavior today, Wēn Yǐfán felt that he likely had feelings for her too, though she wasn’t sure how deep they ran. After all, he was the most unpredictable person she had ever met.

Further reflecting, Wēn Yǐfán considered that today’s events could also be explained by Sāng Yán’s thought process: “You took advantage of me, and I won’t let you off the hook.”

She wanted to be certain. If she were to clearly express her feelings and it turned out he didn’t share the same intention, they might not be able to continue sharing a place.

For some reason, Wēn Yǐfán found herself quite enjoying their current dynamic.

After finishing, she washed the dishes and returned to her room. After completing her bedtime routine, she lay down in bed, idly scrolling through various news apps.

After some time, Wēn Yǐfán finally opened Weibo.

Accidentally clicking on her message list, she noticed a post in the anonymous confessional and paused, then reached out to click on it. Staring at her previous submission, she hesitated before starting to type in the input box. 

【Anonymous coding: How do you pursue someone you’ve offended in the past?】

After sending it, Wēn Yǐfán exited Weibo.

Setting her phone aside, she found herself lost in thought again. She curled up on her side, feeling sleepiness wash over her, enveloping her completely.

Just as she was about to drift into a dream, her phone vibrated, the sound particularly clear in the quiet room.

Wēn Yǐfán groggily opened her eyes and reached for her phone, glancing at it casually.

It was just a few minutes past midnight.

A voice message from Sāng Yán appeared. She wondered what he could want at this hour.

Half-closing her eyes, she leaned against her pillow and opened it.

Sāng Yán seemed to be outside; the background noise was a bit loud and chaotic. His voice was deep and slightly magnetic, cutting through the noise with surprising clarity.

“There are still 68 days.”
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Hearing these words, Wen Yifan didn’t react immediately, thinking she had accidentally clicked on yesterday’s voice message. Her eyelashes fluttered as her fingertip instinctively slid down.

But she had already reached the bottom.

Wen Yifan’s mind cleared a bit, and she tapped the latest voice message again.

The same words repeated once more.

A suspicion began to form. Wen Yifan frowned, slowly scrolling back up. She opened and listened to the previous few voice messages, going upward until she heard the one that said, “69 days left.”

68, 69.

Oh.

The numbers were different.

Wen Yifan was about to habitually reply with an “okay,” having typed just one character when she suddenly came to her senses. She blinked hard, sat up, and stared directly at the screen.

She could still see her previous message: “Can you give me a countdown every day?”

At that time, she had been out of her mind, just wanting to find an excuse for him to send her a voice message every day. But now, looking at this request again, she suddenly felt it was quite shameless, appearing ridiculous and idle.

And she was dragging him into her idleness too.

But hadn’t Sang Yan refused?

He had even directly criticized her for being thick-skinned.

Wen Yifan licked her lips, hugging her quilt as she hesitantly replied: [Didn’t you tell me to keep track of it myself?]

Perhaps he was out and hadn’t checked his phone; Sang Yan didn’t reply for a while.

After quite some time, when Wen Yifan was almost falling asleep again, he sent over a few voice messages. It seemed he had changed locations; the background noise on Sang Yan’s end had noticeably diminished, making it much quieter.

Wen Yifan had always thought his way of speaking was unique, though she didn’t know who had taught him. His pace was neither fast nor slow, flat and unwavering, always ending with a habitual drawl that carried an inherent roguishness.

Sang Yan: “Hm? Yes. But you’re too good at muddying the waters.”

Sang Yan: “You’ve mentioned the meal several times before, but haven’t followed through yet. If I don’t remind you, you’ll probably treat your own words as air in the same way. Wouldn’t I be the one losing out then?”

Sang Yan: “Alright, go to sleep now.”

Wen Yifan was indeed very sleepy. Her sleep quality had improved considerably lately, unlike before when even falling asleep was difficult. She had fewer dreams and slept deeply, often able to sleep through until dawn. Forcing her eyelids open, she replied: [I’ve cooked for you quite a few times.]

Wen Yifan: [Doesn’t that count as repayment?]

Sang Yan: [?]

Wen Yifan yawned: [Okay.]

Wen Yifan: [Then see what you want to eat.]

Wen Yifan: [I’ll repay all of it.]

After thinking for a moment, Wen Yifan seriously added: [I won’t let you lose out.]

After waiting for quite a while, there was no reply from his end.

Wen Yifan unconsciously fell asleep.

The next day when she woke up, Wen Yifan’s first reaction was to reach for her phone beside her, checking for unread messages. Shortly after she had fallen asleep, Sang Yan had replied to her, still in his crisp and concise voice messages.

“That’s a fresh line from you, like a weasel paying New Year’s respects to a chicken,” the man’s tone carried a hint of sleepiness, casual and relaxed. “I’ve long since used up all the advantages I could take; where’s the room for me to lose out?”

Wen Yifan: “…”

–

Hearing this, Wen Yifan pondered and felt that she might be at a disadvantage.

After all, she had no recollection of the things Sang Yan mentioned, such as the alleged hugging and kissing. But from Sang Yan’s perspective, these events had occurred, causing various emotional fluctuations.

It was as if another version of herself had done these things with him.

Before even catching him, Wen Yifan started to worry unnecessarily. She was a bit concerned that if she was lucky enough to eventually win Sang Yan’s heart when they did such things again, he might have already lost the sense of novelty.

This made Wen Yifan even more resistant to the idea of sleepwalking.

Although from the beginning, Wen Yifan felt she couldn’t have done such things. But during this time, she finally realized that she indeed had those kinds of thoughts about Sang Yan.

Because of this, Wen Yifan began to think that she might have done these things.

These might all be things she subconsciously wanted to do.

Thinking this way, Wen Yifan felt she was quite scary.

From Sang Yan’s perspective.

Her image was that of a hooligan who would sleepwalk at night, get up to hug and kiss him, and even threaten him while awake to keep his clothes on, otherwise, she might commit criminal acts of violating him.

“…”

Wen Yifan vaguely felt that this path of pursuing him was quite difficult; she had already lost at the starting line. If a strong competitor were to appear now, she would have no chance of winning.

Because of Wen Yifan’s words, in the following period, Su Tian would occasionally ask about her progress. Each time, she would concisely answer with the same six words: “Still working hard on it.”

After many times, Su Tian, as an observer, also became anxious: “Is he stringing you along?”

“No, he probably doesn’t know I’m pursuing him,” Wen Yifan said, then added uncertainly, “Should I say it out first?”

“Of course not!” Su Tian immediately said, “You can appropriately show your fondness for him, but you can’t put yourself in a weak position in the relationship from the start. You need to be more confident in yourself, chat with him when he’s free, and don’t appear too clingy. Or you can approach from his hobbies, occasionally ask him out or something.”

“I see.” Wen Yifan pondered, “I understand.”

“So how’s your pursuit going?” Su Tian looked at the time and recalled, “It’s been a month since you first told me you were going to pursue someone. Hasn’t your relationship warmed up at all?”

Wen Yifan thought for a moment: “I’m not quite sure.”

Su Tian: “Then when do you plan to succeed in pursuing him?”

“No rush,” Wen Yifan pulled back her thoughts and continued typing on the keyboard, “I’ll think about it some more.”

Su Tian was stunned: “Think about what?”

Wen Yifan: “Think about how to pursue him.”

“…”

During this time, Wen Yifan was indeed pondering this question while secretly trying to make her presence felt in front of Sang Yan.

The question she had posted to the Tree Hole blog earlier might not have been as sensational as before, so this time Wen Yifan hadn’t been picked up. She had no experience, and all her pursuit behaviors were carefully thought out based on her understanding of Sang Yan.

But Su Tian’s suggestion about approaching from his hobbies.

She felt this advice was quite feasible.

From what Wen Yifan knew of Sang Yan’s hobbies, he seemed to have been playing a mobile game for a long time, and he played it quite well. When at home, Wen Yifan often heard him criticizing his teammates in an arrogant tone: “What kind of trash move is that?”

Wen Yifan didn’t have much interest in games. When she first started university, she played online games with her roommates for a while. She was only online frequently at the very beginning, but later she would only log in once in a while.

After starting work, she had even less time to touch these things.

By now, Wen Yifan had hardly played any games. She had long since uninstalled that online game from her computer.

But Wen Yifan thought, since she was pursuing someone, of course, she should do some things she wasn’t interested in for the other person’s sake. That evening, after returning home, she downloaded this mobile game onto her phone.

Wen Yifan looked up guides online and studied them while playing for several days before gradually getting the hang of it.

A few days later, noticing Wen Yifan’s constantly tired and listless state, Su Tian casually asked: “What’s wrong with you?”

“Hm?” Wen Yifan honestly said, “Following your advice, I’ve decided to approach his hobbies recently. I’m playing a mobile game that the person I like enjoys playing.”

“How is it?”

“It’s quite fun, just a bit time-consuming. I haven’t gotten much sleep these past few days.”

Su Tian casually asked: “Are you playing by yourself or…?”

“I’m playing by myself.”

“…”

Su Tian was shocked: “No, of course you should play with him! What’s the use of playing by yourself!”

“I’m playing too poorly, I don’t dare to play with him,” thinking of Sang Yan’s scolding demeanor, Wen Yifan’s concerns were strong, “I’m afraid of being scolded.”

“…” Su Tian found it amusing, “Don’t worry, when you play games with guys, they all have a sense of achievement in carrying a girl. Even if you play terribly, they won’t say anything. They’re all very gentle with girls!”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “He won’t be.”

“…”

“Besides, I think not playing together also has its advantages,” as if unable to accept her suggestion, Wen Yifan found her reasons, “This way we have one more common topic to discuss.”

Su Tian was silent for a few seconds: “I suppose that works too.”

“There’s just one drawback,” Wen Yifan sighed, “I don’t have much time to chat with him now.”

“…”

Su Tian choked, feeling that her way of pursuing someone was particularly peculiar: “Look, Yifan. Even if you’ve never pursued anyone before, surely you’ve been pursued by others, right?”

Wen Yifan made an affirmative sound.

Su Tian: “Then you can learn from their methods.”

“Ah? But I don’t think these people’s methods are worth learning from.” Wen Yifan seemed to have never considered this aspect, bluntly saying, “Aren’t they all failed cases?”

“…”

–

On the other side.

After finishing overtime, Sang Yan had initially planned to go straight home, but under Su Hao’an’s repeated urging, he still went for an “overtime session.” He went directly to the second floor, entering the innermost private room.

Inside, there were about six or seven people, all with a fairly good rapport among them.

As soon as he entered, Su Hao’an’s booming voice rang out as if amplified, saying sarcastically, “Well, well, who do we have here? What a rare guest! Suddenly remembered your old brothers, have you?”

Sang Yan glanced at him and said, “Can you stop talking like a sissy?”

“…”

On the other side, Qian Fei shook his head and said, “Su Hao’an, can you tone it down? You’re like a nagging wife. We can’t spoil Sang Yan like this. Just look at his smug face, I can’t stand it.”

Sang Yan found a seat and sat down, his lips curling slightly as he said, “Mr. Qian, you seem to have quite a few opinions about me.”

“What have you been up to lately?” Qian Fei asked. “Tell us.”

“Well, it’s not easy to say,” Sang Yan grabbed a can of beer and opened it with one hand, his tone not entirely serious. “I’m afraid if I tell you, you’ll all get jealous and your faces will contort with envy.”

Qian Fei: “?”

“I give up,” Su Hao’an rolled his eyes and sat down next to Qian Fei. “He’s saying a girl is pursuing him lately, and he hasn’t had time for us, get it?”

“Are you sick?” Qian Fei stared at Sang Yan’s calm demeanor, utterly perplexed. “Is this the first time you’ve been pursued? How come we’ve never heard you brag about it before? Don’t tell me you like her too?”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “So what if I do?”

This answer exploded like a thunderclap in the room.

“What? Really?”

“Who is she?”

“Has the iron tree finally blossomed?”

“Wait, so you like her but you’re waiting for her to pursue you? Can you be any more of a dog? Are you stringing her along?” Qian Fei criticized. “What’s your psychology here? Why are you being so coy, you big man!”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s eyelids twitched, and he called out with a half-smile, “Qian Fei.”

Qian Fei: “What, just spit it out if you have something to say.”

“I won’t say much, but if you had even a thousandth of my emotional intelligence,” Sang Yan drawled, “would you still be a backup for your goddess after half a century?”

Silence for three seconds.

Someone burst out laughing.

“…Damn it.” Qian Fei tried to hold back but couldn’t. He stood up, started rolling up his sleeves, and walked towards Sang Yan. “Come on, let’s end this together.”

A man next to him held him back, trying not to laugh: “Let it go, let’s not bicker with a dog.”

Soon, someone else teased: “So who’s this fairy that our high and mighty Young Master Sang has taken a liking to?”

Mentioning this, Su Hao’an remembered something: “Oh. Is it that new intern at your company? A junior or senior in college, right? She is pretty good-looking.”

“Not bad, Sang Yan, robbing the cradle? A college student?” A man in the corner said with a grin. “Hey, I suddenly remembered, isn’t she about the same age as your sister?”

“So you like girls that much younger than you?”

Sang Yan immediately grabbed the cigarette box from the table and threw it at him: “Watch your mouth.”

Qian Fei was exasperated by his prejudice: “What’s wrong with that? Love knows no age, okay? What’s wrong with being five, six, seven, eight, nine, or ten years younger? As long as they’re of age! A friend of my mom’s even found someone thirteen years younger than her.”

Sang Yan sneered: “What a beast.”

“…”

His reaction clearly showed that Su Hao’an had guessed wrong.

As others continued to guess a few more names, Sang Yan neither confirmed nor denied, completely withholding any information. Finally, when he got annoyed with the questions, he impatiently said, “Why are you a bunch of grown men so gossipy?”

The others were not affected at all.

Su Hao’an continued guessing: “Maybe you met her through a blind date?”

“Speaking of which, I suddenly remembered, isn’t Duan Jiaxu also going on blind dates recently? The ones his boss set up for him. He’s in the hospital now, had his appendix removed,” Qian Fei clicked his tongue twice. “Look at us, the twin campus heartthrobs of Nanwu, how have we ended up like this?”

Sang Yan took a sip of his beer: “Don’t lump me in with you, thanks.”

The topic drifted further and further.

Finally, when Sang Yan was about to leave, someone suddenly asked, “So what are your plans with this girl?”

Sang Yan looked over.

“What plans? Isn’t she the one trying to seduce me?” Sang Yan smiled, tapping the can on the table, his manner careless and lazy. “What can I do?”

“…”

“Just wait for her to come and seduce me, I guess.”

…

Returning home, Sang Yan glanced at the empty living room, then looked towards the master bedroom door, his movements becoming a bit quieter. He took off his jacket and went back to his room. Just as he was about to turn on the light, he suddenly noticed something extra on the bed.

Sang Yan stopped.

In the light from outside, he could see a lump under the covers, with slightly curly long hair scattered on the pillow. Wen Yifan was always very quiet when she slept, her breathing so shallow it could be ignored. She liked to curl up into a ball, like a little sphere.

Sang Yan walked over, half-squatting down, staring at her face half-hidden by the blanket.

He found it amusing and said softly, “What kind of bully are you? Occupying both rooms.”

Not intending to wake her up, Sang Yan was about to stand up and grab his clothes to go take a shower when he suddenly remembered what Qian Fei had said earlier. He lowered his eyes, looking at Wen Yifan sleeping on his bed without a care in the world.

“Hey, Wen Shuangjian.”

In the extremely quiet room, even a casual word seemed to echo.

“Can you be any more obvious?” As if afraid of waking her, Sang Yan’s voice was so low it was almost a whisper. “Otherwise, I’m not sure either.”

After all, he used to think that even if it wasn’t much, she must have had at least a little affection for him.

But later he realized that emotions are the hardest things to guess.

What he believed wasn’t necessarily what happened.

The fervent devotion he wanted to give her, even if one-sided, she might not want to bear.

So this time he had to wait.

Wait until she was willing to reach out to him on her own.

Only then would he.

Once again, place everything in her hands.

–

When she woke up, Wen Yifan looked around and realized she had sleepwalked again, ending up sleeping in Sang Yan’s room. Perhaps due to her recent lack of sleep, her sleep quality had deteriorated again. She felt a bit of a headache and looked to the other side, not seeing Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan breathed a sigh of relief.

But she didn’t know if this situation was the same as last time.

Was it that Sang Yan hadn’t come back when she sleepwalked; or did she come to sleep in his room, causing him to wake up in the middle of the night and have to reluctantly go sleep in the living room?

Wen Yifan hoped it was the former.

Because she didn’t want to take advantage of Sang Yan unconsciously again. She scratched her head, got up from the bed, and tiptoed out.

As soon as she left the room, her eyes met Sang Yan’s, who was on the living room sofa. He was covered with a small blanket, leaning against a pillow, seeming to have just woken up not long ago. He was looking straight at her, without saying a word.

“…”

Wen Yifan stopped in her tracks, feeling strongly like a cuckoo in the nest. Hesitantly, she walked towards Sang Yan and asked, “Did you come back when I was sleepwalking last night?”

Sang Yan made a sound of agreement.

“…” Wen Yifan asked again, “So you came out to sleep in the middle of the night?”

Sang Yan yawned and casually agreed again.

Wen Yifan put on a nearby jacket, pondered for a while, and decided to have a good talk with him about this matter again: “How about this, from now on, you lock your door before sleeping, okay? That way I definitely won’t be able to enter your room. This won’t affect your sleep either.”

Sang Yan was indifferent: “You know how to pick locks.”

Wen Yifan patiently said, “How could I have that skill?”

“To violate me,” Sang Yan slowly raised his eyes and said lazily, “What wouldn’t you do?”

“…”

Wen Yifan closed her eyes for a moment.

Feeling a bit overwhelmed.

So, did she try to violate him when she was sleepwalking?

Did she do such a thing?

Wen Yifan couldn’t quite understand Sang Yan.

If such a thing happened, why didn’t he lock the door?

Did he only learn his lesson when things got to the most critical point?

After a moment of silence.

To prevent this from happening again, in a flash of inspiration, Wen Yifan came up with an idea and said sincerely: “If I violated you, would you be willing to lock the door then?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s brow twitched.

The next moment, Wen Yifan started taking off her jacket: “Well then, let’s do it.”

Sang Yan: “…”

Sang Yan: “?”

Nan Hong – Chapter 46
Outside, daylight had fully broken, but with the curtains tightly drawn, the living room remained dim and gloomy. As December approached, the temperature in Nanwu dropped again, with significant fluctuations between morning, noon, and evening.

Wen Yifan had already seated herself on the sofa next to Sang Yan. Having just woken up, she wore only thin long-sleeved pajamas and pants. After removing her coat, she felt a bit cold and involuntarily shivered.

Sang Yan’s facial expression gradually relaxed, but he made no additional movements.

Moving closer to him, Wen Yifan slowed her actions, expecting him to voice objections as she inched closer, bit by bit. However, even when she was merely half a meter away from Sang Yan, he remained silent, merely observing her with interest.

Wen Yifan had no choice but to stop and wait quietly for a moment.

As if watching a show, Sang Yan still didn’t move.

“…”

Receiving no objection, Wen Yifan didn’t move any closer. She calmly gave herself an out, saying, “Now you should understand what might happen if you don’t lock your door.”

Sang Yan laughed, “What might happen?”

The proximity intensified his presence, and Wen Yifan lost the courage to ramble on as she had earlier. She glanced up at the time and changed the subject, “I should go prepare for work now.”

Sang Yan turned his head and said lazily, “But nothing happened, right?”

“…” Wen Yifan looked at him.

Most of the blanket covering Sang Yan had slipped to the floor, but he showed no intention of picking it up. His eyebrows were arrogant, his expression domineering, looking as if he feared nothing in heaven or earth, seemingly disregarding her words entirely.

Wen Yifan didn’t argue with him. She bent down to pick up the blanket for him. As she held one corner of the blanket, about to say something, she suddenly felt a strong tug on the other end.

She hadn’t let go yet, caught off guard.

Her body was pulled forward with the motion, and she half-fell onto Sang Yan.

The safe distance was broken.

Wen Yifan held her breath, instinctively bracing her hand on the cushion beside him. But the buffer was insufficient, and her nose tip brushed against Sang Yan’s jaw. She reflexively tilted her head up, and in an instant, met Sang Yan’s pitch-black eyes.

His breath, along with his entire being, was scorching hot.

For a moment, Wen Yifan forgot to react.

Sang Yan’s gaze was deep, mixed with ambiguity. His Adam’s apple, with its distinct contours, visibly bobbed. Then, his gaze lowered, fixing on her lips for two seconds before moving back up.

For some inexplicable reason, Wen Yifan felt a bit parched.

“What?” Sang Yan suddenly spoke, his voice tinged with huskiness, “Brave enough this time?”

…

These words instantly brought Wen Yifan back to her senses. She retreated and sat up straight. In the chaotic moment, she didn’t even understand what Sang Yan meant, and hastily denied, “Not brave enough.”

Sang Yan raised his eyebrows, his expression unchanged.

Wen Yifan vaguely deflected, “Maybe next time.”

“…”

Using the excuse that it was getting late, Wen Yifan didn’t linger in the living room and returned to her room. She entered the bathroom, squeezed some toothpaste onto her toothbrush, then paused, slowly calming her breathing.

Belatedly, she felt a sense of relief.

Fortunately, she had maintained control.

Doing such things to Sang Yan while fully conscious, without any defined relationship.

That would have been too disrespectful to him.

But why did Sang Yan suddenly tug on the blanket?

Originally, the blanket was almost on the floor, and he hadn’t cared. But as soon as she went to touch his blanket, he immediately reacted… Was he afraid that not only would she take over his room, but she’d also monopolize his only blanket?

“…”

Had her image deteriorated to such an extent?

Wen Yifan divided her attention, pondering Sang Yan’s words from earlier. As she brushed her teeth, she contemplated the meaning of those words. Soon, she recalled what Sang Yan had said some time ago.

— “You want to violate me.”

— “If you dare, come over.”

Wen Yifan’s expression froze, her mind simultaneously conjuring up Sang Yan’s face from moments ago, so close she could almost touch it. She spat out the foam, rinsed her mouth, and recalled her casual response to Sang Yan’s words.

“…”

Sigh.

But it seemed that one more such sentence wouldn’t make much difference.

Living with him for so long, Wen Yifan felt a sense of being assimilated. After washing her face clean, she used a towel to dry it, and a very inappropriate thought crossed her mind. She wondered if there would be another chance to be brave in the future.

…

Wen Yifan suddenly realized that her path to pursuing him seemed to have gone astray.

Merely engaging in verbal sparring seemed to have no effect whatsoever.

Wen Yifan felt that her current interaction with Sang Yan was a bit like — he always thought he was the most impressive person in the world, but when he saw her doing something even more impressive, he couldn’t help but compete with her.

Naturally starting to contend with her.

Sang Yan was a person who would never let himself be taken advantage of, nor was he afraid of intimidation.

He lived entirely for himself.

If things continued to develop this way, would they truly become enemies?

Back at the company, Wen Yifan sat down at her desk and flipped through the documents on her table. Her neighbor, Su Tian, came over as usual to gossip and inquire about her progress.

Wen Yifan thought for a moment, “I plan to speed things up.”

Having heard nothing but “still working hard on it” for days, Su Tian finally heard something different and felt a sense of relief, “How are you going to speed up?”

“I’m planning to ask him out for dinner, although I don’t know if he’ll agree…” As she spoke, Wen Yifan changed the subject, “But before that, there’s something else I need to do.”

“What’s that?”

Wen Yifan said seriously, “Improve me.”

Su Tian didn’t hear clearly, “Hm?”

“If you want to pursue someone, you can’t just focus all your energy on the other person,” After pondering for so many days, Wen Yifan finally concluded, “You also need to work hard to improve yourself, to become better.”

Su Tian was silent for a moment, feeling that these words indeed made sense, “So what’s your plan now?”

“I want to do more news reports,” Wen Yifan’s eyes lifted slightly, looking full of enthusiasm, “I’ll try my best to see if I can become one of the top ten reporters at the station within three years.”

“…” Su Tian repeated the timeframe she mentioned, “Three years?”

“Yes.”

Su Tian reminded her, “Are you sure he won’t have found someone else in three years?”

Wen Yifan turned her head and explained in a low voice, “I’ll be working on both things simultaneously.”

“Huh?”

“I hope to make him feel,” Wen Yifan thought for a moment before expressing her idea, “that I’m a person who works very hard.”

Even if I’m not good enough now.

I’ll gradually become better through hard work.

–

After careful consideration, Wen Yifan set a date in early December to invite Sang Yan out for dinner. She wanted to be the one with more time to spare, so she chose her day off.

That day was a Friday.

Since it was a workday, Sang Yan still had to go to work.

Unsure if Sang Yan would need to work overtime, Wen Yifan thought it over and decided to make plans with him in advance. If he said he wasn’t available, she could still consider changing the time.

Wen Yifan left her room.

At this time, Sang Yan had just finished showering and was sitting on the sofa playing with his phone.

Wen Yifan slowly sat down on the sofa on the other side, pretending she had come out for water. As she poured water into her cup, she secretly glanced in Sang Yan’s direction,

only to be caught by him.

Wen Yifan lightly bit her lip, noticing the game interface on his screen, and brought up a topic, “I’ve been playing this game recently too.”

Sang Yan looked at her, “Since when?”

Wen Yifan made awkward small talk, “Just recently, it’s quite fun.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan raised his phone towards her and said casually, “Want to play a round?”

“…” Thinking of her amateur skills and Sang Yan’s merciless sarcasm, Wen Yifan shook her head, “Maybe next time, my phone is in my room.”

Sang Yan didn’t say anything more.

Wen Yifan took a sip of water and started to broach the main topic, “Are you free this Friday evening?”

Sang Yan tilted his head, “Why?”

“I recently heard from a colleague that there’s a good grilled fish restaurant near your company,” Wen Yifan said calmly, “If you’re free, shall we go eat there together?”

Sang Yan put down his phone and stared at her for several seconds. Then, he said thoughtfully, “Finally going to repay the meal you owe me?”

Wen Yifan was slightly stunned but felt this interpretation wasn’t wrong, so she nodded.

Sang Yan looked away, “Oh.”

Wen Yifan asked again, “So, are you free?”

After a few seconds of silence, Sang Yan gave a faint “Mm.”

“Shall I meet you at your company building on that day?” Not sure if he would mind, Wen Yifan explained, “I’m off on Friday, so I can go there early to meet you. Or we can meet directly at the restaurant if you prefer.”

Sang Yan continued looking at his phone, “No need.”

Wen Yifan’s lips moved, but before she could say anything, she heard him say, “I need to come back home after work.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“We’ll leave together then.”

“…” Wen Yifan lowered her head and took another sip of water, “Alright.”

Having said what she wanted to say, Wen Yifan didn’t linger in the living room. She stood up, took a few steps, and then turned back to say, “So, shall I remind you again on Friday?”

Sang Yan looked back at her and said slowly, “Sure.”

Having received this answer, Wen Yifan felt more at ease and returned to her room.

Meanwhile.

At this moment, in the living room.

Sang Yan continued playing his game. After a while, the corners of his mouth inexplicably curved upwards.

…

Friday evening.

Wen Yifan took out the few dresses she had from her wardrobe and chose a khaki-colored long dress. She put on a long woolen coat and sat at her dressing table, spending half an hour on makeup.

Staring at herself in the mirror, Wen Yifan wanted to make her eyes and brows look softer, less sharp. She picked up the eyeshadow palette, deepened her eye sockets, and used an eyeliner pen to draw the outer corners of her eyes downward.

After struggling for quite a while, she felt it wasn’t making much difference.

Wen Yifan pursed her lips, giving up the struggle. Before leaving her room, she caught sight of the perfume on the table. She picked it up, hesitated, then sprayed a little behind her ears.

After sitting in the living room for about half an hour, Sang Yan returned. He put down his keys and habitually glanced towards the living room, his gaze lingering on her for a good while before moving away.

Wen Yifan stood up, instinctively asking, “Do you have something to do at home?”

Sang Yan casually said, “Just need to get something.”

Wen Yifan responded with an “Oh,” not asking further.

Sang Yan went to his room briefly and came out quickly. Whatever he needed to get must have been small, as there was no visible difference from when he went in. He walked towards the entrance, saying to her in passing, “Let’s go.”

Following behind him, Wen Yifan nodded, “Okay.”

They got into the car.

Wen Yifan fastened her seatbelt and told him the name of the grilled fish restaurant.

Sang Yan seemed to have heard of this restaurant before, as he didn’t turn on the navigation and directly started the car.

Wen Yifan wondered if she should chat with him about something, but then thought it might distract him while driving. She looked out the window, thinking of the car accident reports she had done, and quickly abandoned the idea.

She thought there would be plenty of time to chat once they reached the restaurant.

The restaurant wasn’t far, less than a twenty-minute drive.

The restaurant was located near a small commercial area, with a parking area in front. The location wasn’t remote, and the restaurant’s name was visible as soon as they drove up. The signboard and decorations were in a red color scheme, quite eye-catching.

The restaurant was large, and being dinner time, it was quite crowded inside, filled with customers at first glance.

Wen Yifan and Sang Yan walked in together and told the waiter at the door “Two people.” They were led to a table for two and were about to sit down when suddenly a female voice called out, “Manager?”

The voice was crisp and somewhat familiar.

Wen Yifan looked over in that direction.

The adjacent table was large, seating eight people who seemed to have just arrived, with only tableware and tea on the table. In the center were metal basins containing plastic packaging and discarded tea.

Zheng Kejia sat among them, wearing a ginger-yellow dress. Her looks were the sweet and soft kind of pretty, especially beautiful when smiling, with a small tiger tooth. In the noisy crowd, she stood out particularly.

The next second, her gaze shifted and met Wen Yifan’s.

Zheng Kejia’s smile noticeably dimmed.

A man beside her spoke up, somewhat puzzled, “Yan-ge, didn’t you say you weren’t coming?”

Sang Yan scanned the group, “You guys chose this place for your gathering?”

“Yes!” The man glanced at Wen Yifan beside him and smiled, “Since we’ve run into each other, why don’t you join us? As our boss, it’s not right for you to skip our department’s gatherings, is it?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan realized that these people must be Sang Yan’s colleagues. She glanced at Zheng Kejia again, not having expected that she had already started working.

But thinking about it, she should be a senior in college this year.

It seemed about right.

Sang Yan didn’t immediately respond. He turned his head, bending slightly to ask her, “Is that okay?”

“…” Wen Yifan came back to her senses, “It’s fine.”

Observing her expression for a few seconds, Sang Yan then looked away and asked the waiter to add two more chairs.

After sitting down, as Wen Yifan was adjusting her clothes, she suddenly heard Zheng Kejia call her name. Zheng Kejia was sitting on Sang Yan’s other side, not far from her. She calmly looked up and smiled politely, but didn’t say anything.

A man with a perm across the table asked in surprise, “You two know each other?”

Zheng Kejia’s voice was clear, “My sister.”

“What a coincidence! Are you blood sisters?” the permed man asked.

Perhaps feeling that this relationship was difficult to explain clearly, Zheng Kejia smiled and simply agreed.

Hearing this answer, Sang Yan glanced at Zheng Kejia, then quickly looked away. He rested his elbow on the table, his whole body turned towards Wen Yifan, and asked casually, “You have a younger sister?”

Wen Yifan was busy unwrapping her chopsticks and answered honestly, “Step-sister.”

Sang Yan looked at her but didn’t ask further.

Xi Zhitang, feeling quite familiar, called out, “Sister Zheng—”

Before he could finish, Sang Yan interrupted, “She has the surname Wen.”

“…” Xi Zhitang looked a bit confused. “Isn’t she Zheng Kejia’s sister? Do you both take different surnames, one from your father and one from your mother?”

At that moment, Wen Yifan successfully tore off the last of the wrapping and gently explained, “Blended family.”

Zheng Kejia chimed in, “That’s right.”

“Oh, I see,” Xi Zhitang said.

“Introduce her, Yan-ge,” urged the boy sitting next to Zheng Kejia with a cheerful grin. “Is this your sister-in-law?” He was about to grab the kettle when Wen Yifan’s movement paused at his words. She quickly clarified for Sang Yan, “No, I’m—” Unsure of how to describe their relationship, she simply stated, “A friend.”

The boy continued to tease, “Yan-ge, just a friend?”

Sang Yan shot him a warning look, his eyes clearly saying, “Didn’t you hear her?” He then reached for the kettle, casually pushing the dishes he hadn’t opened in front of Wen Yifan, saying, “Thanks.”

“…” Watching him take away her just-unwrapped dishes, Wen Yifan had no choice but to continue tearing at the packaging in silence.

Just then, the server brought over a selection of drinks that they must have ordered earlier. The person sitting on the outer side divided the drinks, and upon reaching the last bottle, he puzzled, “Why are there nine? Did someone order too many?”

“Ah?” Zheng Kejia glanced at the receipt. “Looks like I accidentally marked one extra.”

“This one doesn’t look good at all.”

“Let’s leave it for now. Yan-ge, do you want to see if you’ll drink it?”

“Give it to my sister,” Zheng Kejia said, reaching across Sang Yan to place the drink in front of Wen Yifan with a smile. “She’s easygoing and doesn’t dislike anything, so she can drink whatever.”

Wen Yifan looked at the drink but said nothing.

Next, Zheng Kejia handed the menu to Sang Yan, her face slightly flushed. “Manager, why don’t you see what you want to drink? We ordered early, and the dishes are all set, so check if you want to add anything.”

Noticing this, Sang Yan’s eyelids flickered. He glanced at Zheng Kejia without emotion. The atmosphere at the table felt momentarily tense.

A few seconds later, Sang Yan took the menu and casually pushed it toward Wen Yifan.

At the motion, Wen Yifan looked up.

Sang Yan picked up the drink in front of her and casually placed it back in his position as if signaling that he would handle that drink. Their eyes met naturally, and he softly asked, “What do you want to drink?”
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Wei Yifan unconsciously made a sound and glanced again at the drink, finally noticing something amiss. She had always been like this when dining out with others, letting them make the arrangements. She didn’t mind being the last to choose.

Usually, the person ordering would politely ask for her opinion.

Wei Yifan had never encountered a situation like this with Zheng Kejia, who so directly showed that she was someone who could be treated casually.

Wei Yifan had never cared much about such small matters, and even now, she hadn’t felt anything was wrong. But strangely, at this moment, she had an odd feeling.

She licked the corner of her lips and lowered her eyes to look at the menu as if to hide something.

This restaurant didn’t have many dishes. The menu was a folded page covered in plastic film. The drinks were on the back in the lower right corner, and there didn’t seem to be many options. Besides the common beverages available everywhere, there were a few special drinks unique to this restaurant.

Wei Yifan looked for a while, but nothing interested her. “You choose. I’ll just have water.”

Sang Yan had already heated the bowl and chopsticks and pushed them in front of her.

“You don’t want to add anything else?”

Wei Yifan nodded, staring at the bowl and chopsticks in front of her, and handed the menu back to him.

Sang Yan poured water into the cup while roughly scanning the menu and the dishes already ordered. In the end, he didn’t add anything and casually put the menu back in the center of the table.

After a brief silence, the table became lively again.

The others chatted intermittently, occasionally saying a few words to Sang Yan.

Mostly gossip, with occasional work-related topics. Wei Yifan didn’t know any of the people they were talking about, nor did she understand much about their field. She didn’t listen much, slowly sipping her water.

Wei Yifan suddenly realized something.

So, had Sang Yan declined the company dinner to have this meal with her?

Thinking of this, Wei Yifan looked in Sang Yan’s direction but ended up meeting Zheng Kejia’s gaze. Her expression seemed somewhat uneasy, with a hint of embarrassment, as if someone had said something to her.

Wei Yifan shifted her gaze and met Sang Yan’s profile.

Noticing her look, Sang Yan quickly glanced over. “What is it?”

“Nothing,” Wei Yifan lowered her head and continued drinking water.

Sang Yan, however, kept staring at her and suddenly smiled. “Hey, don’t try to brush it off.”

Wei Yifan: “Hm?”

Sang Yan’s dark eyes gleamed with light, carrying a matter-of-fact tone, as if this gathering had nothing to do with him. He slightly tugged at his lip and said nonchalantly, “This meal doesn’t count.”

…

As dinner was coming to an end, Wei Yifan got up to go to the restroom.

Wei Yifan came out of the stall and turned on the faucet to wash her hands. Looking at herself in the mirror, she lowered her eyes and took out her cushion foundation and lipstick from her bag. Just as she was about to touch up her makeup, she caught a glimpse of Zheng Kejia entering the restroom.

Zheng Kejia’s steps faltered for a moment before she walked over to stand next to her.

Wei Yifan continued her actions, starting to touch up her makeup in front of the mirror.

Zheng Kejia seemed to have just come to wash her hands. She squeezed some hand soap and took the initiative to speak: “I didn’t expect to run into you here today. So you know our manager?”

Wei Yifan gave a noncommittal “Mm.”

“Just now, my colleague told me that they thought I wasn’t showing respect to the manager by treating someone he brought so casually,” Zheng Kejia said with a slight frown, complaining in a low voice. “I didn’t mean it that way. Aren’t you usually fine with anything?”

Wei Yifan used her fingertip to rub off some lipstick that had smeared outside her lipline.

Zheng Kejia continued, “I was just thinking not to waste it, since it had already been ordered.”

Wei Yifan responded casually, “Then why didn’t you drink it yourself?”

Zheng Kejia was momentarily at a loss for words: “I don’t like it. In the past, you always…” She stopped herself mid-sentence and changed tack, “Can you help explain to the manager for me? I’m afraid I’ve offended him and won’t pass my internship.”

Wei Yifan smiled, “You’re overthinking it.”

“But I’m just worried, you know? Just help me say something,” Zheng Kejia took out her lipstick, her voice taking on a coy tone with a hint of envy. “By the way, is the manager pursuing you?”

“…” Wei Yifan was a bit puzzled about how this situation could be misunderstood. “No.”

“So he hasn’t started pursuing you yet? Are you two in the ambiguous stage? Anyway, he must be interested in you. I was originally planning to pursue him – tall, handsome, cool, rich, and my superior…” At this point, Zheng Kejia pouted, “But seeing you two like this, I think I’d better give up. I don’t want to chase after someone only to fail after putting in so much effort. My conditions aren’t bad either.”

Wei Yifan paused her actions: “He’s interested in me?”

“Do you even need to ask? Are you deliberately trying to make me feel bad?” Zheng Kejia was exasperated. “He treats you so differently from others. Although I hate to admit it, with your face, I don’t stand a chance.”

Wei Yifan fell silent, seemingly pondering something.

“Forget it, it’s not that big a deal,” Zheng Kejia smoothed her hair, giving herself a graceful way out. “I’m not interested in such a grumpy face anyway. If we were together, I’d still have to coax him. I definitely should be the one being pampered.”

Wei Yifan had just finished touching up her makeup and started walking out: “Mm, I’m heading back first.”

Zheng Kejia followed: “Let’s go together.”

Wei Yifan was still mulling over what Zheng Kejia had just said.

As they walked, Zheng Kejia remembered something: “Hey, let’s add each other on WeChat. I’ve been wanting to contact you for a while, but you never responded to my friend requests.”

Wei Yifan remained silent.

“How long has it been since you last contacted Mom? She’s been in a bad mood lately because you’ve been ignoring her,” Zheng Kejia said. “The state of your relationship is mainly my fault, you shouldn’t blame her.”

Hearing this, Wei Yifan found it amusing: “Then why should I add you on WeChat?”

Zheng Kejia frowned: “I just want to talk things through with you properly.”

Wei Yifan said softly: “There’s nothing to talk about.”

“Do you have to be like this?” Feeling that she had been nothing but nice yet received only cold shoulders, Zheng Kejia became a bit upset. “It’s not that serious, is it? You’re her biological daughter, yet you’re not as good to her as I am, her stepdaughter.”

“Indeed,” Wei Yifan smiled, her words carrying a double meaning. “You’re more like her biological daughter than I am.”

Zheng Kejia quickly caught on to the implication in her words. In an instant, all her bravado vanished. Her lips moved, but she couldn’t utter a word.

To be fair, Wei Yifan didn’t have strong feelings towards Zheng Kejia.

It was impossible for her to like Zheng Kejia, but she couldn’t say she hated her either.

After all, she had always felt that although Zheng Kejia was the catalyst, the main reason was Zhao Yuandong’s repeated inaction.

The two girls came from the same blended family but had completely different personalities.

It was as if fate had created a fork in the road here, leading them towards different life paths.

Wei Yifan had fallen from heaven into the mud, rejected by her new family, living a cautious life dependent on others. From then on, she no longer had the privilege of being spoiled, neither competing nor fighting for anything, afraid to make even the slightest mistake.

The girl before her, on the other hand, was showered with her father’s boundless love, and her stepmother treated her as if she were her daughter. She had never experienced any hardship, and even her troubles were sweet.

At this age, she was still a little princess who couldn’t read others’ expressions at all and was extremely lacking in emotional intelligence.

They were almost back in their seats.

Wei Yifan lowered her voice and said one last thing: “So she hasn’t lost anything, has she?”

“…”

“Doesn’t she still have a daughter?”

–

As soon as she sat back down, Sang Yan turned his head and looked her up and down: “All done?”

Wei Yifan nodded.

Hearing this, Sang Yan stood up: “Then let’s go.” Then, he looked at the others and said casually, “You guys continue eating. We have something else to do, so we’re leaving first.”

“Wait!” The guy with the perm immediately stood up and took out his phone. “We haven’t taken any photos yet! Come on, let’s take a few. Otherwise, we won’t have anything to post on WeChat Moments later.”

“…”

Sang Yan seemed a bit impatient but sat back down anyway.

Wei Yifan leaned close to his ear and asked quietly, “Should I step aside then?”

“Step aside for what? Sit properly,” Sang Yan glanced at her. “Do you know what your role is?”

“Hm?”

His tone wasn’t very serious, slightly drawling: “To make me look good.”

“…”

Wei Yifan didn’t bother arguing with him and sat up straighter, staring in the direction of the camera. Her expression was calm, wearing the smile she usually put on for photos. After about ten seconds, the guy with the perm lowered his phone.

“Alright, we’re done.”

As soon as he finished speaking, Sang Yan stood up.

Wei Yifan politely said goodbye to the others and followed behind Sang Yan. She glanced at the time and asked, “Are we going home now?”

They exited the restaurant.

Sang Yan looked towards the small shopping area next door: “Let’s watch a movie.”

Without asking for her opinion, as if certain she wouldn’t refuse, he made the decision directly. Wei Yifan was silent for a moment, then naturally responded, “What movie are we watching?”

Sang Yan handed her his phone: “You choose.”

Wei Yifan scrolled through the recently released movies. There were quite a few, and they all had high ratings. She looked at the descriptions, hesitating between a disaster film and a horror movie.

At this moment, Sang Yan suddenly asked, “You don’t get along well with your stepsister?”

Wei Yifan continued to ponder while honestly replying, “No.”

Sang Yan had never seen this “person without a temper” having a bad relationship with anyone: “Why?”

“Because we’re from a blended family,” Wei Yifan answered briefly, almost evasively. Then she immediately changed the subject, handing him the phone, “This disaster movie and this horror movie, which one do you want to watch?”

Sang Yan stared at her for a few seconds without responding.

Wei Yifan still didn’t continue the previous topic and asked again, “Which one do you want to watch?”

Then, she looked up and met his gaze, quickly lowering her eyes.

Sang Yan remained silent for a moment, then casually glanced at the options: “The disaster movie.”

Wei Yifan: “Okay, I’ll choose the seats. Do you want to sit in the back?”

“Mm.”

The topic seemed to have been diverted just like that.

Wei Yifan felt slightly relieved, no longer thinking about the mess at home. She was about to click on the ticketing page for the disaster movie when she suddenly remembered how Sang Yan had chosen it without hesitation.

Then, Wei Yifan recalled that he was afraid of ghosts.

She hesitated for a moment, then exited and clicked on the horror movie instead.

Not knowing if she was bewitched or driven by desire, Wei Yifan’s subsequent actions were extremely smooth. When she reached the payment page, she handed the phone to him with a straight face: “Done.”

Sang Yan didn’t suspect anything and entered the payment password without even looking.

Wei Yifan had chosen the nearest showtime, which was only half an hour away. They went directly to the floor where the cinema was located, collected their tickets, and waited outside to enter.

During this interval, Sang Yan glanced at the movie tickets. Noticing the movie title, he paused, then took out his phone to compare with the purchase record, his eyebrows slightly raised: “You bought the horror movie?”

“…” Hearing this, Wei Yifan pretended to look at his phone, and after a few seconds, as if just realizing, “I seem to have bought the wrong one.”

Sang Yan turned his head to look at her, his eyes carrying a scrutinizing meaning.

Wei Yifan looked back, her expression showing no guilt.

After a good while, Sang Yan let out a meaningful “Oh.”

This feeling was a bit like being caught red-handed, causing Wei Yifan’s previously calm mood to instantly ripple. After dealing with it, she gradually began to regret her action, after all, thinking seriously, this was something Sang Yan feared.

It didn’t seem very nice.

Thinking of this, Wei Yifan suggested: “Why don’t we buy again? I’ll transfer the money to you.”

Sang Yan: “No need.”

Just then, they started checking tickets for entry.

The guilt in Wei Yifan’s heart became more and more apparent, feeling as if a heavy stone was pressing on her heart. After sitting down, she hesitated repeatedly, but still called out to him: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan: “Speak.”

“If you get scared later,” although the result was the same, Wei Yifan’s purpose in making this proposal now was not as impure as her initial intention, “I can protect you.”

Sang Yan’s expression was slightly stunned: “What the hell.”

Wei Yifan licked her lips, not continuing.

Several seconds later, connecting the cause and effect, Sang Yan seemed to finally understand something. He laughed out loud, his shoulders and chest trembling slightly as if finding it extremely amusing, his laughter bringing out a faint breath.

In this dim light, Wei Yifan could even faintly see the dimple at the corner of his lips.

She felt inexplicably embarrassed: “I just bought the wrong one…”

“Alright,” Sang Yan barely suppressed his laughter and said unhurriedly, “I underestimated you.”

At the same time, the movie began to play.

Wei Yifan pretended not to hear, raising her eyes to stare at the screen.

The entire movie lasted an hour and a half.

Occasionally, when Wei Yifan saw key moments, Sang Yan next to her would suddenly lean close to her ear and say in a breathy, nonchalant, and annoying tone: “So scary.”

“…”

Or he would say: “What? Still not coming to take—”

He deliberately stopped at this point, changing his words with obvious implications: “Protect me?”

Throughout the movie, Wei Yifan felt like she had seen everything, yet also nothing. In any case, she couldn’t remember a single point, her mind repeatedly echoing Sang Yan’s words that seemed both challenging and flirtatious.

She couldn’t even tell if Sang Yan was scared or not.

On the way home, Wei Yifan thought again of Zheng Kejia’s words.

Although Wei Yifan had previously felt that Sang Yan seemed to treat her a bit differently, she was also worried that this was just her overthinking. But from an outsider’s perspective, it seemed to be the case.

It also seemed that Sang Yan did have feelings for her.

This meant that the feelings she had been having recently probably weren’t her imagination.

Through the reflection in the window, Wei Yifan saw her curved lips.

She blinked but didn’t try to hide it at all.

After arriving home.

Wei Yifan remembered the group photo taken at the grilled fish restaurant. Before entering her room, she took the initiative to ask: “Can you send me that photo we took today?”

Sang Yan was sitting on the sofa looking at his phone.

Hearing this, he turned off the screen and said casually: “I don’t have it.”

Wei Yifan nodded, not insisting.

…

The next day, Wei Yifan went to work at the company.

Just as she turned on her computer, Su Tian also arrived at the company and habitually asked about her progress.

Bringing up this topic again with Su Tian, Wei Yifan felt a bit more confident. But she didn’t know what to do next, so she decided to ask for advice from this experienced person in romance.

Su Tian stroked her chin: “Then it seems about time to confess, right?”

Wei Yifan: “… Is it that fast?”

“It’s not fast,” Su Tian said, “It’s just dating, not like you’re immediately getting married or anything. If you’re still worried it’s just your imagination, you could also wait for him to take the initiative?”

Thinking of how she had avoided the topic when Sang Yan asked questions yesterday, Wei Yifan just shook her head.

Su Tian found her attitude a bit strange: “Why do I feel like you’re particularly cautious about this ‘king of ducks’? You always seem to be overthinking everything.”

Wei Yifan smiled: “Do I?”

“Yes,” Su Tian encouraged her, “You don’t need to think too much, it’s just dating! It’s not a big deal!”

Wei Yifan made a sound of agreement and continued typing on the keyboard.

“I know.”

–

Between the two of them, it seemed only a thin membrane remained unbroken.

Wei Yifan didn’t know what she was panicking about.

Perhaps it was not knowing whether he still minded the past, and not knowing how to bring up her past that she didn’t want to mention;

Or perhaps it was not knowing whether breaking through would result in closeness or permanent estrangement.

So even though she longed to take a step closer, she preferred to retreat for now.

She only hoped that the time spent with him could be extended because of this.

Two weeks later, Wei Yifan suddenly received a notice to go on a business trip to Beiyu City. Due to a sudden tunnel collapse, heavy losses had been incurred. Once the incident occurred, it sparked heated discussions online, causing quite a stir.

Wei Yifan immediately went home to pack her luggage.

Since it was a rest day, Sang Yan happened to be at home.

Seeing her hurried appearance, Sang Yan immediately guessed the reason. Before she left, Sang Yan took the initiative to ask: “Going to Beiyu? When will you be back?”

Because there would be follow-up investigations, Wei Yifan wasn’t sure either: “Probably two or three weeks?”

“Oh.”

Not knowing if she could make it back before his birthday, Wei Yifan wanted to say something but didn’t dare to promise. She picked up her luggage and walked to the entrance. Just as she was about to go downstairs to meet Qian Weihua, Sang Yan suddenly said: “Hey.”

Wei Yifan turned back.

“Come back soon,” Sang Yan said, seemingly serious yet casual, “I have something to tell you.”

“…” Wei Yifan stopped, turned back to look at him, “Can’t you say it now?”

“If I say it now,” Sang Yan played with his phone, raising an eyebrow and smiling, “I’m afraid you won’t be able to focus on your work properly.”

…

Wei Yifan got into Qian Weihua’s car, with Mu Chengyun in the back seat. She greeted them both, then fastened her seatbelt, absentmindedly thinking about Sang Yan’s words.

She felt that with him saying that, she would be even less able to concentrate.

Wei Yifan flipped through her phone, then quickly put it down.

The drive from Nanwu to Beiyu would take about three hours. It was getting dark, and fearing Qian Weihua might get tired, Wei Yifan planned to take turns driving with him, deciding to rest for a while first.

Not long after closing her eyes, her phone vibrated.

Wei Yifan picked it up and saw a red dot on the new friends in her contacts list. She clicked to open it and, sure enough, it was Zheng Kejia again. She was about to exit when she suddenly saw the note Zheng Kejia had left.

[Sending you photos from the gathering.]

Wei Yifan thought for a moment, then pressed accept.

The other side immediately sent a string of ellipses: […]

Zheng Kejia: [I’ve tried to add you hundreds of times with no response, but you accept instantly when I mention photos.]

Zheng Kejia: [You’re so materialistic.]

Half a minute later.

Zheng Kejia sent five photos.

The background was the same in all of them, apparently taken in succession by the guy with the perm.

Wei Yifan opened them to look.

In the photos, her hair was casually draped over her shoulders, her oval face as small as a palm, and her skin as white as paper. When she smiled, the corners of her eyes would turn down slightly, softening her beautiful features.

Sang Yan, sitting next to her, wasn’t looking at the camera. He was quietly staring at her from the side, the corner of his lips slightly curved.

Wei Yifan’s breath caught slightly.

She swiped through to look at the remaining four photos.

Five photos.

Spanning about half a minute.

In all the photos, Sang Yan never looked at the camera.

— He was looking at her.
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His profile was sharp and distinct, with slightly lowered eyelashes, appearing to be in a good mood.

Inexplicably, even though this was just a photo, Wen Yifan still felt a warmth spreading across her face. It was as if she had been transported back to the moment the photo was taken, to that instant when Sang Yan was staring at her, even through the screen.

Wen Yifan touched the back of her ear, feeling somewhat uncomfortable as she turned off the screen.

Sang Yan’s behavior was blatant, without any attempt at concealment. Even through the photograph, one could sense his overwhelmingly strong presence.

Looking at it now, Wen Yifan couldn’t understand why she hadn’t noticed his gaze at all at the time.

Quickly, Wen Yifan recalled how she had asked Sang Yan for photos earlier, and he had flatly refused, saying he “didn’t have any.”

She curved her lips into a slight smile.

A few seconds passed.

Wen Yifan turned the screen back on and slowly saved all five photos. She opened her gallery, chose one of them, and carefully cropped it to show just the two of them together.

…

Qian Weihua drove the car directly to the site of the collapsed tunnel.

This area was a construction site, with a mountain on one side and the tunnel not yet fully completed. Although they had rushed over from Nanwu as soon as they got the news, quite a few media reporters had already arrived.

They had come from various places.

Fearing another collapse that could lead to secondary injuries, the scene was cordoned off with police tape, creating a safe distance. The railway bureau, in conjunction with the construction unit, had formed a rescue team, dispatching many rescue personnel from Nanwu.

Eight workers were trapped in the collapsed tunnel, and their condition was still unknown.

After reviewing the blueprints and on-site conditions, the rescue team held a meeting and devised several rescue plans. They first attempted to open several ventilation holes to communicate with the trapped personnel.

Then they opened a channel for transporting food.

During this time, Qian Weihua communicated with the rescue team multiple times, mostly receiving refusals. Only when the situation stabilized somewhat did the rescue team reluctantly agree to have someone take them in to film a general overview of the situation.

Only Qian Weihua and Wen Yifan went in; Mu Chengyun was left outside.

The tunnel was deep and long. The place that originally had no end was now blocked by collapsed rocks and sand, becoming enclosed and eerie. Inside, the light was dim, and the ground was muddy and strewn with stones, piled into small slopes, dirty and chaotic.

Hundreds of rescue workers in uniform clothing came and went. A group of people were carrying pipes or holding various equipment, all busy with their tasks, with no time to pay attention to anything else.

Although Wen Yifan had covered many collapse accidents before, this was the first time she had encountered one this severe.

Just looking at it was heart-wrenching.

For safety reasons, the rescue team didn’t allow media reporters to stay for too long.

They just went in to record a general video and then came out. Back in the car, Qian Weihua sent the recorded video to the station, while Wen Yifan focused intently on writing her article on her laptop.

Mu Chengyun suddenly spoke up: “Sister Yifan, what happened to the back of your ear?”

Wen Yifan responded, confused: “Hm?”

Qian Weihua beside her immediately noticed as well, frowning: “You’re bleeding, when did that happen?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan pulled down the makeup mirror to take a look. She noticed a small cut behind her ear, which was now bleeding and looked somewhat alarming.

Wen Yifan lowered her head, pulled out a tissue from her bag, and calmly said: “I might have been scratched by some debris when we went in.”

Mu Chengyun murmured: “Doesn’t it hurt?”

Wen Yifan smiled: “It’s fine, now that you mention it, it does hurt a bit.”

Accidents were common in this line of work, and after the incident where Sang Yan was injured while protecting her, Wen Yifan started keeping iodine and bandages in her bag for emergency wound treatment.

Wen Yifan pressed the tissue to stop the bleeding, treated it briefly, and then applied a large bandage.

The entire rescue operation lasted four days and three nights.

All eight workers were rescued, but one had been hit on the head by falling rocks and was seriously injured. Despite the rescue team’s constant encouragement and reassurance, the mental state of the other seven was not good due to their injured colleague’s condition.

As soon as they were rescued, they were immediately sent to the hospital.

Fearing they might miss something, Wen Yifan and her team barely left the scene during this time. They mostly took turns resting in the car or briefly returned to the hotel to freshen up before rushing back.

After returning from the hospital and sending the videos and news articles back to the station, Qian Weihua told them to go back to the hotel and rest.

After all, they still had to run around to various places to interview experts the injured, and other relevant personnel.

It was a long period.

The hotel was booked by Mu Chengyun, near the accident site, in a somewhat remote location with a not-so-great environment. Only two rooms were booked for a total of five days, planning to change them later when doing follow-up interviews.

Wen Yifan, being the only girl, had one room to herself, while the two men shared the other room.

It took almost half an hour to take a shower.

Afterward, Wen Yifan applied medicine to her wound again and then lay down on the bed.

She had barely touched a bed in the past few days, and now Wen Yifan still had a somewhat unreal feeling. Her eyelids were sore with fatigue, but she still opened her phone to check her unread messages.

Due to lack of time, Wen Yifan had been replying to recent messages whenever she had a spare moment.

Her replies were perfunctory, basically just answering with a few words to whatever the other person asked.

Wen Yifan opened her chat window with Sang Yan.

In the past, she usually occupied more of the chat interface, but now it had become mostly Sang Yan. His previous countdown, which he had maintained for a while, had gradually changed from voice messages to simple numbers.

It seemed particularly impatient.

But since Wen Yifan came to Beiyu on this business trip, the numbers had turned back into voice messages. And after discovering that her replies were extremely slow and perfunctory after the countdown was over, he would add: “Received, reply.”

Today’s voice message had an additional sentence at the end.

“Give me an apple when you come back.”

Wen Yifan looked at the date and realized that today was already Christmas Eve. There were only single-digit days left until Sang Yan’s birthday. She sighed, thinking she probably wouldn’t make it back in time.

Originally, if not for this business trip, Wen Yifan would have been on New Year’s rotation leave this year. Moreover, Nanwu wasn’t holding a fireworks show this year, so she most likely wouldn’t have had to work overtime.

And then.

She should have been able to spend New Year’s Eve with Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan sighed and replied: [I’m at the hotel now, preparing to sleep.]

Wen Yifan: [Merry Christmas Eve.]

After thinking for a moment, she sent a small apple emoji and continued: [You can look at this with your eyes for now, I’ll give you a real one when I get back.]

Wen Yifan was so tired she could barely keep her eyes open. After replying, she turned off the screen. But Sang Yan replied quickly, and the next moment her phone vibrated. She groggily opened her eyes and checked it again.

Four voice messages, playing one after another.

Sang Yan: “Okay.”

Sang Yan: “Go to sleep, remember to lock the door.”

Sang Yan: “Don’t sleepwalk all over the place.”

The last one.

“If you want to sleepwalk, just wander around in your room.” His tone was arrogant and drawling, still sounding haughty and provocative. “I’m the only one who can be the victim, you know?”

Over the next few days, Wen Yifan continued to rush around the small city as usual. The follow-up interviews went more smoothly than she had imagined, except for the poor attitudes of some interviewees, there were no major problems.

Sang Yan also seemed to be very busy, working overtime frantically on the last few days of the year.

Sometimes when Wen Yifan replied to his messages at three or four in the morning, he was still in the office and hadn’t gone home.

Without realizing it, Wen Yifan welcomed the new year in this city.

Despite working day and night, Wen Yifan still couldn’t make it back before Sang Yan’s birthday. She had originally planned to return on the 2nd, but there was one last interview scheduled for that afternoon.

The three of them had all been lacking sleep during this time, and Qian Weihua didn’t want to return on the same day, fearing that driving while fatigued late at night might lead to an accident. Plus, it coincided with the holiday, so high-speed rail tickets had been snapped up long ago.

Wen Yifan was at a loss.

In the early hours of that day.

Wen Yifan timed it perfectly and sent a message to Sang Yan: [Happy birthday ^_^]

Wen Yifan: [I ordered a cake for you, it should be delivered to your home around noon.]

Wen Yifan: [As for the gift, I’ll give it to you when I get back.]

Sang Yan: [Quite sincere.]

Sang Yan: [Not bad, considering I counted down for seventy whole days.]

Wen Yifan blinked: [But I probably won’t be able to get back today, I’ll be back tomorrow.]

Sang Yan: [Oh.]

The next moment.

Sang Yan sent a voice message, his tone lazy, seemingly a bit drowsy.

“Then let’s consider my birthday to be tomorrow this year.”

After a while.

Another one.

“One day left.”

…

The next afternoon, Wen Yifan and Mu Chengyun made a trip to the hospital. Qian Weihua went to the accident site alone to do the final report. The three were split into two groups, working collaboratively.

Wen Yifan was interviewing the seriously injured survivor.

He had just regained consciousness yesterday, and Wen Yifan had communicated with the family and arranged the interview for this afternoon. After completing the interview and returning to write the article, the final work of this business trip would be finished.

Leaving the ward, Mu Chengyun looked at the time: “Sister Yifan, shall we go back to the hotel now?”

Wen Yifan nodded, about to speak when suddenly a male voice sounded from not far away. Hoarse and rough. Her expression paused slightly, and she looked over to see a man sitting in the front row of chairs in the adjacent department.

He looked to be in his thirties or forties, with very dark skin, wearing old clothes, making him look dirty overall. His forehead wrinkles were deep, and when he smiled, his whole face was creased, looking particularly lecherous.

At this moment, the man was on the phone, speaking very loudly, his voice carrying a pleading tone. He wasn’t looking in their direction at all.

Wen Yifan withdrew her gaze and said with an unchanged expression: “Yes, let’s go back and write the article.”

–

Back at the hotel, Wen Yifan opened her laptop and quickly wrote the article, sending it to the editor. After the proofreading was done, she looked at the time, it was just after 4 PM. She zoned out for a while, feeling a bit stuffy in the room.

Wen Yifan didn’t want to stay in the room and thought since she had come to this city, she might as well go out for a walk.

She took her room key and went out.

In the short time she had been in the hotel, the sky outside had turned gloomy, with large patches of dark clouds crowding together. It added a layer of cold filter to the city, making it particularly oppressive.

For Wen Yifan, this city was completely unfamiliar.

She had only stayed here for two years, and most of that time was spent at school and her uncle’s home, leaving no time for other leisure activities. She had no idea what entertainment options this city offered, only knowing a few fixed locations.

The hotel they were staying at now was in the city center of Beiyu, very close to her high school.

Wen Yifan wandered around the area, unconsciously walking to that familiar noodle shop. Her footsteps stopped as she looked at the storefront that had hardly changed in several years, her expression somewhat dazed.

By the time Wen Yifan came back to her senses.

She was already inside the store.

The light inside was blindingly white, and the interior decoration hadn’t changed much, only some things had been replaced with new ones. The tables and chairs were still arranged in the same layout as before, in two neat rows.

Even the owner at the cash register was still the same person as before.

But he had aged, his body slightly hunched, and his hair beginning to turn white.

Wen Yifan felt as if she had entered another world.

She paused for a few seconds, then walked over to sit in the same spot where she used to sit with Sang Yan every time they came. She lowered her eyes, quietly staring at the menu pasted on the table.

Before long, the owner noticed her presence and asked: “What would you like to eat?”

Wen Yifan looked up: “A bowl of wonton noodles.”

As soon as she spoke, the owner recognized her. His expression was surprised as he walked closer to her, his smile extremely kind: “Little student, it’s you? You haven’t been here for a long time.”

Wen Yifan nodded: “Yes, I haven’t lived in this city since I finished the college entrance exam.”

“I see.” Seeing her come alone, the owner’s lips moved as if he wanted to ask something, but he said nothing. “Well, wait a moment, I’ll go make it now.”

“Mm.” Wen Yifan nodded, “No rush.”

The owner went into the kitchen.

Wen Yifan was the only one left in the shop. She glanced at her phone, seeing no activity on WeChat.

At this moment, a sudden pattering sound erupted outside. The compressed cloud layers finally couldn’t bear the weight, and bean-sized raindrops crashed down, colliding with the concrete ground, and creating a tremendous noise.

It made the whole world blur.

The wet and cold air diffused inward, making one alert yet unable to resist losing focus.

In this familiar environment, for a fleeting moment, Wen Yifan felt as if she had returned to the past. She looked at the empty seat across from her as if she could see across time, the young Sang Yan sitting silently opposite her.

That boy who, from their first meeting, seemed too proud to ever bow his head, living recklessly, yet in their last meeting, softly asked her, “I’m not that bad, am I?”

He even attributed his behavior to the most embarrassing word: “clingy.”

For so many years, it seemed Wen Yifan had never fought for anything for herself. She always shrunk into her protective shell, living by the rules, not arguing with anyone, and not harboring too much emotion towards anyone.

Even towards Sang Yan.

She seemed to always place herself in a safe position.

Trying not to cross boundaries, trying to ensure she could retreat unscathed.

Only daring to slowly cast her line towards him.

Waiting for him to take the bait, to deliver himself to her doorstep.

But at this moment, Wen Yifan suddenly didn’t want to leave the initiative in Sang Yan’s hands at all. She didn’t want Sang Yan, from the past to the present, to always be the one who gives.

She didn’t want Sang Yan, to say such words.

To have to lower his head again because of her.

The noodles happened to be served at this moment.

The owner showed his familiar smile: “Eat up, you’re making this old man a bit embarrassed. My cooking skills haven’t changed in so many years, it’s rare that you still come to support me.”

Wen Yifan responded with an “okay.”

The owner was still chattering as he returned to the cash register: “How come it’s suddenly raining so heavily, it’s quite cold…”

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes, staring at the steaming noodles in front of her, the mist rising, inexplicably making her eyes a bit hot. She blinked hard, mustered up the courage to pick up her phone, and called Sang Yan.

Listening to the ringing on the other end, Wen Yifan’s mind went a bit blank.

She had no idea what she should say next.

It rang three times.

Then it was picked up.

Seemingly having been asleep, Sang Yan’s voice was a bit hoarse, with a hint of impatience at being woken up: “Speak.”

Wen Yifan called his name softly: “Sang Yan.”

He was silent for a few seconds, seeming to have woken up a bit: “What’s wrong?”

Although the answer seemed quite clear already, she was still afraid, still worried about the unknown.

She had many concerns.

Afraid that it was just her misconception;

Afraid that he only liked the version of her from high school;

Afraid that after getting together, he might suddenly realize she wasn’t as good as he imagined.

But at this moment.

Wen Yifan wanted to be honest with him.

Wanted to tell him.

Wanted him to feel that he wasn’t always the only one giving.

That boy who could cross a city multiple times, sitting alone on a high-speed train for an hour, just to see her once, all those actions he took weren’t the “clinginess” he imagined.

She had treasured all those moments like precious gems.

Just never daring to recall, never daring to mention again.

In this instant, Wen Yifan heard her heartbeat: “Does what you said before still count?”

Sang Yan: “Hm?”

“You said if I pursued you,” Wen Yifan paused, suppressing the tremor in her voice, and finished word by word, “you would consider it.”

As soon as these words fell, the other end seemed to go silent. Everything froze.

Not even breathing could be heard.

“I just wanted to tell you about this situation in advance.” Wen Yifan was so nervous she could barely speak, she didn’t know how Sang Yan would respond, but she tried to finish the rest of her words, “So you can think about it first.”

After saying this, without waiting for his reply, Wen Yifan quickly hung up the phone.

She was silent for a while.

Wen Yifan stared at her phone placed on the table, with no further activity.

As if by this, she had received her answer.

Wen Yifan didn’t know how to describe her current feelings.

After a long time.

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes and slowly started eating the noodles. The taste was indeed no different from before, the broth was very light, the noodles had no chewiness at all, very ordinary.

She wasn’t very hungry, but she still slowly ate all the noodles.

Outside, the sky gradually darkened.

The rain was still heavy, showing no signs of stopping.

Wen Yifan put down her chopsticks, looking outside, her appearance quiet and calm.

Noticing her gaze, the owner took the initiative to say: “Little student, let me lend you an umbrella. This rain doesn’t look like it will stop anytime soon. You can return it whenever you have time to come back.”

Wen Yifan shook her head and smiled: “I want to sit for a while longer.”

She probably wouldn’t come back again in the future, Wen Yifan thought.

So she wanted to look at this place a bit more, hoping to remember it for a long time.

Hoping that even when she was old, she would still remember that there was once such a precious place. That in those suffocating times, there was still such a place where she could steal some leisure.

Time ticked by bit by bit.

Noticing the rain outside gradually lessening, Wen Yifan slowly came back to her senses. She didn’t stay any longer, packed up her things, and was about to get up to say goodbye to the owner and leave when there was a movement at the door.

Wen Yifan looked over reflexively, her expression freezing.

In her field of vision, there was only the sudden appearance of Sang Yan’s figure. He was wearing a pure black windbreaker, the collar slightly covering his chin. In his hand was a transparent umbrella, his shoulders slightly damp.

After entering, Sang Yan didn’t look anywhere else.

He directly met her gaze.

At this moment.

Everything seemed to slow down as if entering an old movie.

The small noodle shop, maintaining the same appearance for many years, looked dilapidated yet nostalgic. The shop was playing an unknown Hong Kong drama, looking very dated, the background music mixed with the sound of rain.

Behind the man was still that large sheet of raindrops, misty and blurry.

He had come through all that.

Looking like a travel-worn wanderer who had finally found his way home.

The owner spoke up at this moment: “Handsome guy, what would you like to eat?”

Seeming to remember this owner as well, Sang Yan looked up and smiled. He used the same form of address as before, politely saying: “Next time, Uncle. I’m here to pick someone up this time.”

The owner raised his head: “Oh, it’s you.”

Sang Yan nodded.

“I just saw this little student come alone, I thought you two weren’t in touch anymore.” As he spoke, the owner looked at both of them, “– That’s nice.”

As if recalling the past, the owner sighed.

“After so many years, you’re still together.”

Hearing these words, Wen Yifan’s fingers stiffened slightly.

But Sang Yan didn’t explain anything, just nodded: “We’ll be going now, next time we come to Beiyu, we’ll come to support your business again.” He looked at Wen Yifan, reaching out his hand towards her: “Come.”

Wen Yifan stood up and walked towards him: “How did you come here?”

Sang Yan lowered his eyes, staring at her: “I was on the high-speed train when you called.”

Wen Yifan made an “oh” sound.

Sang Yan opened the umbrella, casually saying: “Let’s go.”

Wen Yifan also stepped under the umbrella. Because of the phone call earlier, she felt a bit awkward being with him now, and actively tried to make conversation: “How did you know I was here?”

“Coming to Beiyu,” Sang Yan said, “it’s a habit to come here.”

“…”

The two left the shop, walking along the street.

This city was backward, not much had changed in so many years. Further ahead was the alley they had walked through many times. In another direction was the bus stop where Sang Yan would wait for the bus every time he came and every time he left.

The two walked forward in silence.

After an unknown amount of time, Sang Yan’s footsteps suddenly stopped.

Wen Yifan stopped accordingly.

Around them was the overwhelming sound of rain, heavily beating on the umbrella, almost drowning out all other sounds. Raindrops fell into puddles on the ground, blooming into small flowers that only lasted for an instant.

This grand curtain of rain was like a huge protective shield.

Isolating the two of them from the world.

Sang Yan lowered his eyes to look at her, suddenly calling out: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Hearing this name, Wen Yifan’s heart skipped a beat, and she unexpectedly raised her eyes.

“I’ve always thought this kind of talk was particularly sappy, feeling embarrassed to say even one word.” Sang Yan’s eyes were deep, seeming even more profound than the bottomless night, “But in this lifetime, I have to say it once.”

Wen Yifan stared at him, speechless.

“Haven’t you realized yet?” Sang Yan bent down slightly, gradually closing the distance between them, the youthful air in his brow and eyes just like in the past, “After all these years, I still –“

His words followed these scattered raindrops, forcefully crashing down.

As if also crashing into her heart.

“Only like you.”

Nan Hong – Chapter 49
The surreal feeling of Sang Yan’s sudden appearance at the noodle shop intensified with his words, nearly overwhelming Wen Yifan’s thoughts and leaving her dazed.

Wen Yifan stared at the man before her, speechless. The anxiety that had plagued her all evening was replaced by a different emotion. A lump formed in her throat, and her lips trembled, unable to form words.

It was like an unexpected joy she had never dared to hope for, a longing she had never allowed herself to imagine, suddenly materializing without warning. She couldn’t believe it, lacking even the courage to reach out and grasp it.

She feared that if she extended her hand, everything before her would vanish.

In that instant, Wen Yifan recalled their chance encounter at the “Overtime” bar at the end of last year. When he had treated her like a stranger and maintained a poor attitude towards her, she had tried her best not to let it affect her.

She thought she understood, believing it was only natural.

Everything was the “consequence” she had to bear for her actions.

Wen Yifan was the one who had hurt Sang Yan.

So in his precious memories, she didn’t deserve to occupy any space. To him, she was just an insignificant person whose traces could be easily overwritten by someone else who crossed his path.

She thought that was all she was to him.

But at this moment, Wen Yifan truly realized.

It seemed that wasn’t the case at all.

Perhaps he had met many different people since then.

Perhaps in the process, his feelings for her had faded.

But he had never forgotten her.

After all these years, everything had changed.

“I still only like you.”

Wen Yifan stared at him unblinkingly.

Suddenly, she wished human memory could be like a film, broken down into individual frames by some device. If that were possible, she could preserve this moment forever.

Never to be forgotten, never wanting to forget.

Seeing her prolonged silence, Sang Yan pressed his lips together slightly, seeming a bit uncertain.

“Hey, say something.”

Broken from her reverie by his words, Wen Yifan came back to herself. She sniffled softly, feeling she should respond with something romantic. But having received this surprise, she only wanted to treat everything with utmost care: “If you think saying such things is affected—”

Sang Yan looked down at her.

Wen Yifan finished earnestly, “Then I’ll say them from now on.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s expression froze.

Like a child receiving an incredibly precious toy, Wen Yifan’s ears gradually turned red. Unsure how to react, she spoke with extreme caution: “Though it’s a bit difficult for me right now.”

Sang Yan stared at her, the corners of his mouth slowly curving upwards.

As these words fell, silence descended once more.

Wen Yifan pondered, realizing she hadn’t yet responded to his confession. She glanced at him, feeling this wasn’t quite complete and that they should continue with some formalities: “So now we’re—”

“Hmm?”

“Mutually in love.”

“…”

Hearing this, Sang Yan seemed unable to contain himself and suddenly lowered his chin, laughing.

Another bout of muffled laughter.

Wen Yifan didn’t know what he found so amusing, but feeling the process wasn’t over, she steered the conversation back on track: “So, from now on, you’re my boyfriend?”

Sang Yan, still laughing: “Yes.”

Wen Yifan looked up, watching the man before her laugh.

The dimple at the right corner of his mouth deepened, his eyes crinkling with mirth, looking extremely pleased.

Wen Yifan’s lips curved upwards involuntarily.

That surreal feeling hadn’t subsided at all; rather, it intensified.

Yet she felt incredibly happy because of it. She only hoped this dreamlike state, where only the things she wanted to happen occurred, would continue indefinitely, never changing.

…

The sudden shift in their relationship left Wen Yifan unsure of how to interact with him. She fell silent, simply staring at his face so close to hers, the faint mole on his eyelid particularly clear.

Wen Yifan gradually lost focus again.

This sense of unease made her wonder if some spirit had disguised itself as him on this rainy night to bewitch her.

The next moment.

Sang Yan’s laughter subsided slightly, and he spoke again, his tone playful: “So happy?”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“Well, of course.” Sang Yan surveyed the curve of her lips, drawling, “Getting such an unparalleled man like me is indeed worth rejoicing over for a decade or two.”

“…”

Sang Yan magnanimously said: “Go on, continue.”

Wen Yifan licked her lips, silently retracting her previous thought.

Even a spirit probably couldn’t manage to be this shameless.

–

The temperature in Beiyu was slightly lower than in Nanwu, and with the rain that had been falling for some time, even the wind felt biting. It was just past eight o’clock, and many shops on the street had already closed, leaving only a few large outdoor eateries open.

The two continued walking.

Wen Yifan took the initiative to ask: “Have you booked a hotel?”

Sang Yan: “Not yet.”

Wen Yifan instinctively looked at him, immediately noticing the rainwater on his shoulders. His jacket was waterproof, so it hadn’t soaked through, but the water was now sliding down his clothes. She unconsciously raised her hand to pat it away, then asked: “Have you had dinner?”

“Not yet,” Sang Yan said, grabbing her wrist to stop her. “What are you touching? Aren’t you cold?”

Wen Yifan reminded him: “Move the umbrella over a bit, look, your clothes are all wet.”

“Wen Shuangjiang,” Sang Yan’s fingertips were warm as they moved slightly upward, lightly covering her rain-dampened hand before quickly letting go. “When enjoying someone else’s service, don’t offer so many opinions, understand?”

“…”

Wen Yifan stared at her hand still raised in mid-air, and after a few seconds, slowly lowered it. Though it was just for a moment, the place where he had held her seemed to start burning.

Dispelling the chill of the rain.

She clenched her hand lightly, for some reason inexplicably putting it back in her pocket.

The two didn’t talk much as they walked, mostly maintaining silence. But in the quiet, there was an almost imperceptible intimacy enveloping them both.

Passing by a fruit stand, Wen Yifan suddenly stopped.

Sang Yan looked at her: “What is it?”

Wen Yifan: “Buying something.”

Sang Yan didn’t ask what she wanted to buy, just lazily said: “Mm, go ahead.”

Wen Yifan walked in and only picked up two apples. Then, she took them to the cashier, just about to pay when Sang Yan had already taken out his phone and scanned the QR code to pay.

The owner put the apples in a bag and handed it to them.

Sang Yan took it, casually asking: “Want to eat apples?”

Wen Yifan pointed at the apples, then at him, succinctly explaining: “I said I’d give you something tangible.”

“…” Sang Yan made an “Oh” sound.

After leaving the fruit stand, Wen Yifan bought Sang Yan dinner nearby.

Before they knew it, they had walked to Wen Yifan’s hotel. She walked towards the front desk, offering a suggestion: “Why don’t you stay at this hotel tonight, and tomorrow we can go back to Nanwu together in our car?”

Sang Yan: “Alright.”

Wen Yifan inquired at the front desk and used Sang Yan’s ID to book a room on the same floor as hers. During this process, she glanced at the photo on his ID card. He looked a bit younger than now, his eyes slightly raised, the arrogance in his bones unconcealed.

Judging by the date on the ID, it seemed to have been taken during his university days.

She couldn’t help but look a few more times.

Sang Yan glanced at her: “What are you doing?”

Wen Yifan was about to explain.

Looking up, she met that face that had grown even more arrogant with time.

She immediately swallowed her words: “Nothing.”

After the front desk finished the procedures, Sang Yan took the room key and ID card. Then, the two walked towards the elevator. He put the room key in his pocket but quite naturally handed her his ID card.

Wen Yifan took it reflexively but didn’t know what he was doing: “What is it?”

Sang Yan said leisurely: “If you want to look, go ahead.”

“…”

Surprised by Sang Yan’s gesture, Wen Yifan froze. She lowered her head to look at Sang Yan on the ID, then after a few seconds, looked up at Sang Yan standing beside her with his hands in his pockets, waiting for the elevator.

He wasn’t looking in her direction, just staring at the numbers on the elevator.

Wen Yifan looked away, the corner of her mouth lifting slightly.

The two went up to the third floor.

Wen Yifan paid attention to the signs on the wall and pointed in a direction: “Your room seems to be that way.”

Sang Yan said matter-of-factly: “Take me to find it.”

“Okay.” After leading him to the door of his room, Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if it was appropriate for her to go in and hesitantly suggested, “Then I’ll go back to my room?”

Sang Yan turned his head: “Do you still have work?”

Wen Yifan: “No.”

Sang Yan: “Do you have anything else to do?”

Wen Yifan: “No.”

“Then why are you going back?” Sang Yan found it ridiculous and directly took out the room key from his pocket and handed it to her. “Go in yourself.”

“…”

Wen Yifan took the key and opened the door. She walked in and sat on the chair by the bed. Feeling he was a bit displeased, she explained softly: “Because we just confirmed our relationship, I was afraid if I directly entered your personal space, it might make you uncomfortable.”

Sang Yan put the things in his hand on the table: “You sound quite like a gentleman saying that.”

“…”

“Who would have thought,” Sang Yan turned around, his tone casual and unrestrained, “that you’ve already felt up my entire body.”

“…” Wen Yifan wanted to defend herself but felt that what he said was indeed true. She didn’t respond to this, only reminding him, “You should eat dinner first, it’s very late.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan asked: “Have you eaten?”

Wen Yifan nodded: “I ate noodles.”

While speaking, Sang Yan had already walked back in front of her. He observed her for a while on his own, suddenly frowning: “What kind of work is this?”

Wen Yifan: “Huh?”

“Can’t you be a bit reasonable?” Sang Yan’s tone was somewhat displeased. “I spent so much time putting some meat on your bones, and you’ve lost it all in half a month of a business trip?”

Wen Yifan was a bit confused and was about to speak.

The next second, Sang Yan’s gaze froze, as if noticing something. He directly sat down next to her, raising his hand to tuck the hair by her ear behind it. His gesture was light and lingering, not touching her skin.

But this distance still made Wen Yifan freeze: “What’s wrong?”

Sang Yan discovered the wound behind her ear, the curve of his lips gradually disappearing.

“What happened?”

Wen Yifan didn’t react immediately, asking a beat later: “Hm?”

Sang Yan lowered his lashes, his fingertip uncontrollably brushing lightly over the wound: “How did you get this?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan suddenly remembered the small injury she had received at the scene. It had been several days since she was injured, and it had already scabbed over with no pain. She had almost forgotten about it.

“I was scratched by some rubble,” because of his touch, Wen Yifan felt a bit nervous, “it’s not serious.”

Sang Yan didn’t touch her again, still looking at the area behind her ear.

“It’s just a scratch, nothing else,” Wen Yifan simply changed the subject on her own, “By the way, how did you come to Beiyu? Didn’t I tell you I was coming back tomorrow? I even ordered a cake for you.”

Sang Yan lowered his hand, saying casually: “I came to collect my gift.”

Wen Yifan made an “ah” sound: “But the gift I prepared for you is still at home.”

After a long while.

Sang Yan drawled an “Oh.”

Wen Yifan added: “I’ll give it to you when I get back.”

“Mm.” Sang Yan stared at her lips, suddenly saying, “Help me get my phone.”

Wen Yifan looked over but didn’t see his phone on the table. She turned back, intending to tell him the phone wasn’t there, but before she could speak, she saw Sang Yan, who had been keeping some distance from her, lean forward.

Almost in her original position.

She couldn’t stop in time, her lips brushing past the corner of his mouth.

Wen Yifan’s body froze.

Sang Yan also maintained his original posture, not moving from where he was. Looking at her somewhat caught-off-guard expression, his expression was unclear. Two seconds later, the corner of his mouth lifted slightly, and he said in a low voice: “Thanks.”

“…”

“I’ve received it now.”
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Before Wen Yifan could react, Sang Yan straightened up and, with an air of nonchalance, pulled out his phone from his pocket and fiddled with it casually. Then, as if he had just realized something, he said in an arrogant and shameless tone, “Oh, it was here all along.”

“…”

He then very considerately reminded her, “No need to get it then.”

Whether it was psychological or not, Wen Yifan felt her lips tingling slightly. The already narrow room seemed to become even more cramped, with an added layer of ambiguity raising the temperature and adding a sense of restlessness.

Staring at the corner of his lips for a few seconds, Wen Yifan suddenly stood up.

“I’ll go wash an apple.”

Without waiting for Sang Yan’s response, Wen Yifan grabbed two apples and went straight to the bathroom. She closed the door in an attempt to cover up her feelings, staring at her visibly reddened ears in the mirror, her mind filled with thoughts of their accidental touch just moments ago.

She took a deep breath to calm herself and turned on the faucet.

Washing an apple shouldn’t take too long.

Afraid of being too obvious, Wen Yifan didn’t stay in the bathroom for long. After washing the apples, she came out.

By this time, Sang Yan was standing by the table, unpacking the bag containing their dinner. Wen Yifan sat down next to him, not initiating any conversation.

Sang Yan glanced at her but didn’t mention the “gift-receiving” incident from earlier.

It seemed that both of them were too embarrassed to bring it up again, and the matter was left unaddressed.

Wen Yifan’s mood gradually relaxed. She took a bite of the apple and suddenly felt sorry for him, having to spend his birthday stuck in this rundown hotel with her, eating hastily packed takeout for dinner.

Even now, Wen Yifan still found it surreal that she had bumped into him at the noodle shop. Originally, because she hadn’t received any response from him, she had prepared herself to discuss moving out with him upon returning to Nanwu.

Just as she was about to leave.

He appeared out of nowhere.

The shop owner had said, “You’re still together after all these years.”

He didn’t respond.

Afterward, he never brought it up again.

He didn’t ask why she was there, didn’t insistently bring up past events, and didn’t demand an explanation from her.

It was as if he didn’t care, or as if he didn’t want to mention the past anymore.

It was also as if, the moment they got together,

He had already let go of the past, forgiving everything.

Only focusing his gaze on the present moment.

…

By the time Sang Yan finished dinner, Wen Yifan had just finished her apple. She wanted to find a topic to chat with him but didn’t know what to say, feeling a bit awkward.

As if she hadn’t yet adapted to their new relationship.

Noticing it was getting late, and having finished her apple, Wen Yifan felt she had no reason to stay longer, yet she wanted to spend more time with him. She lowered her head, not initiating conversation, and busied herself with her phone.

Sang Yan tidied up the takeout boxes and glanced at her, “Want to eat more?”

Wen Yifan looked up, “Huh?”

Sang Yan picked up the other apple from the table and walked over to put it in her hand. As if seeing through her state, he raised an eyebrow slightly, the corner of his lips curling up, “Eat slower this time.”

Wen Yifan asked, “You’re not eating?”

“No.”

“Oh.” Wen Yifan glanced at the time, calculating, and said softly, “Then I’ll eat for another half hour?”

Sang Yan looked at her, “Can you eat even slower?”

Wen Yifan took a bite of the apple and mumbled, “…I can.”

The room fell into silence again.

After tidying up, Sang Yan sat down next to Wen Yifan, also playing with his phone as if bored. She instinctively turned her head to look at him, just in time to meet his slightly upturned lips.

Wen Yifan stared for a few seconds, then quietly averted her gaze.

This was her first time being in a relationship.

She didn’t know if everyone was like this.

Even without words to say, even with some awkwardness, she still wanted to be with him and still felt happy about this somewhat uncomfortable interaction.

Wen Yifan took the initiative to ask, “When did you buy your high-speed rail ticket?”

Sang Yan looked up, “Hm?”

“I wanted to buy a ticket for today too, yesterday, to go back and—” Wen Yifan paused slightly, then continued, “celebrate your birthday. But there were no tickets left.”

Sang Yan put down his phone and said slowly, “Last week.”

Wen Yifan was stunned, “How did you know last week that I wouldn’t be able to get back today?”

“I didn’t know, just bought it in advance,” Sang Yan said, “I could always refund it if needed.”

Wen Yifan’s chewing motion paused slightly. After a while, she swallowed what was in her mouth and also mentioned, “Then I’ll do the same in the future.”

“…”

Sang Yan chuckled softly.

Wen Yifan continued eating her apple. But even at the slowest possible pace, this small apple wouldn’t last long. She took the last bite and hesitantly said, “I should head back now?”

Sang Yan gave a sound of agreement.

Wen Yifan said, “We have to leave at eight tomorrow morning, so you should sleep early tonight.”

Sang Yan replied, “Alright.”

Throwing the apple core into the trash, Wen Yifan stood up and walked a few steps toward the door. Suddenly remembering something she hadn’t done, she turned back, “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan, who was following behind her, asked, “What is it?”

Wen Yifan met his eyes and said very seriously, “Happy birthday.”

Sang Yan smiled and acknowledged it.

“What’s your birthday wish?”

“I’m not telling.”

Wen Yifan blurted out, “Why not?”

“Because,” Sang Yan raised his hand and gently patted her head, saying both seriously and nonchalantly, “it has already come true.”

–

Back in her room, Wen Yifan lay half her body on the bed. She stared blankly into space, looking as if she had lost her soul. After a long while, she suddenly grabbed the pillow next to her and rolled over.

The emotions she had been suppressing all night seemed to finally be released completely at this moment, in this space where she was alone.

Wen Yifan’s eyes were bright and shining. She covered her face with the pillow, feeling that she couldn’t contain this elated mood at all. Only when her emotions had calmed down did she take out her phone from her pocket and check her unread messages.

At a glance, she saw that Zhong Siqiao had sent her a series of messages.

【[Picture]】

【Holy crap, Sang Yan posted on his Moments.】

【He has a girlfriend?】

【Do you know who it is?!!!】

【Are you still going to live with him? Won’t his girlfriend cause you trouble later? Do you want to use this opportunity to talk to him about moving out?】

Wen Yifan paused for a moment, instinctively clicking on the picture.

It was a screenshot of Sang Yan’s Moments post that Zhong Siqiao had taken.

He had only posted a picture, without any text.

The picture showed the birthday cake Wen Yifan had ordered for him, with “Happy Birthday Sang Yan” written on it, which she had specially instructed the shop to add.

Sang Yan’s photography skills weren’t great; the photo was a bit blurry as if he had just casually snapped it.

Zhong Siqiao and Sang Yan had quite a few mutual friends. The screenshot showed a bunch of comments at the bottom, mostly wishing him a happy birthday, but interspersed with quite a few teasing remarks about Sang Yan’s behavior.

【?】

【Did your account get hacked?】

【The last time it was my birthday and I mentioned it to this idiot, he said what’s the point of a grown man celebrating birthdays, and called me fussy!!!】

【Can you act normal? No one cares!】

At the very bottom,

Sang Yan had replied uniformly:

【Sorry, my girlfriend asked me to post it.】

…

Wen Yifan exited the picture. Although she had never made such a request, seeing Sang Yan’s Moments post made her emotions, which had just subsided, surge up again.

Wen Yifan blinked and replied to Zhong Siqiao: 【She probably won’t.】

Wen Yifan: 【I’m his girlfriend.】

After typing this, Wen Yifan stared at it for a while, the corners of her lips curling up. She clicked send, then opened her chat with Qian Weihua and mentioned that she wanted to bring a friend back with her tomorrow.

Qian Weihua was very agreeable and immediately agreed: 【Sure.】

Just as she received this message, Wen Yifan’s WeChat exploded.

It was all Zhong Siqiao’s one-sided bombardment.

【?】

【???】

【??????】

Wen Yifan hadn’t mentioned anything about this to Zhong Siqiao at all. Feeling a bit embarrassed and slightly guilty, she replied: 【That’s the situation.】

Wen Yifan: 【It just became official.】

Zhong Siqiao: 【Didn’t you tell me before that you two had no chemistry at all?!】

Wen Yifan couldn’t remember saying such a thing: 【Did I?】

Zhong Siqiao: 【Of course you did!】

Zhong Siqiao: 【Maybe not in those exact words, but that was pretty much the gist of it!】

Wen Yifan: 【Oh…】

Wen Yifan: 【Then I guess】

Wen Yifan: 【I couldn’t resist】

Zhong Siqiao: 【…】

Zhong Siqiao: 【?】

–

The next morning.

After packing her things, Wen Yifan first went to Sang Yan’s room to find him. Seeing him, she still felt a sense of unreality and said softly, “We’ll have breakfast downstairs, and then drive back.”

Sang Yan sleepily agreed.

Wen Yifan looked at him again but didn’t say anything more, leading him to the door of Qian Weihua and Mu Chengyun’s room.

Soon after, the other two came out of their room.

All four had met before; Qian Weihua had seen Sang Yan once when his house was on fire. So upon seeing Sang Yan now, Qian Weihua wasn’t surprised and just greeted him, “Are you in Beiyu for business or pleasure?”

Sang Yan was concise: “Looking for someone.”

Mu Chengyun’s gaze wandered between Sang Yan and Wen Yifan, but he didn’t say anything.

The four of them went downstairs.

Qian Weihua and Wen Yifan took the room keys to check out.

Sang Yan and Mu Chengyun waited nearby.

After standing for half a minute, Mu Chengyun took the initiative to speak, smiling sweetly: “Senior Sang, although I know you wanted to see Sister Yifan, it doesn’t seem appropriate for you to follow her on her business trip.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan turned his head to look at him, his expression indifferent.

“Sister Yifan has a good nature, she probably won’t get angry with you,” Mu Chengyun said, “But you should consider her situation more.”

Seeming to think he had a point, Sang Yan slowly said, “Oh.”

Perhaps because he had been criticized by Sang Yan last time, this time Mu Chengyun wanted to regain some face. He paused for a few seconds and sighed, “No wonder your pursuit hasn’t been successful if this is how you go about it.”

…

After checking out, Wen Yifan took the deposit and walked towards Sang Yan with Qian Weihua.

The two were about five or six meters away, talking. Sang Yan was slightly taller than Mu Chengyun, standing tall with a presence that completely overshadowed the other. His expression was leisurely as if he didn’t take the other person seriously at all.

He also didn’t seem to take the other’s words seriously, treating them like background noise, hearing but not listening.

Wen Yifan faintly heard Sang Yan say, “We’re past that stage already.”

Mu Chengyun, standing opposite him, seemed to be stunned for a moment.

After a few seconds.

“We are now,” as he said this, Sang Yan’s eyelashes fluttered, and his gaze met hers. As if thinking of something, he curled the corner of his lips and said word by word, “Mu-tu-al-ly in love.”

“…”

“Mutually in love,” Sang Yan repeated, arrogantly adding, “Have you heard of this term?”

“…”

Qian Weihua, not knowing the context, didn’t understand what they were talking about and just assumed it was some young people’s topic, so he didn’t join their conversation.

But Wen Yifan knew very well that these words had come from her mouth, and it had been less than a night since she had said them.

Moreover, Sang Yan had said this while staring at her.

At this moment, Wen Yifan had a strange feeling that Sang Yan’s words seemed more like they were meant for her to hear. And after she had said these words last night, Sang Yan had indeed laughed for quite a while.

So the case could be solved.

He probably thought it was silly for her to say such words seriously.

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together, feeling a bit embarrassed.

Sigh.

But she had no experience.

She just felt that such things should have a sense of ceremony, after all, it’s not like a marriage certificate that has legal effect. Since there was no other proof, at least they should go through some verbal process.

To make the relationship seem more official.

Their arrival interrupted the conversation between Sang Yan and Mu Chengyun.

Wen Yifan quietly walked back to Sang Yan’s side.

The two walked behind. After a while, Wen Yifan felt Sang Yan suddenly hook her finger lightly with his fingertip, just for a moment before letting go. The touch was neither light nor heavy, a bit ticklish.

Wen Yifan instinctively looked up, meeting his slightly tilted face.

Sang Yan’s eyelids were drooping as he looked at her, his smile slightly cynical. He bent down slightly, leaned close to her ear, and asked in a low voice, “What about you, have you heard of it?”
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Once the awkwardness passed, Wen Yifan’s emotions adjusted quickly. She didn’t feel there was anything wrong with mentioning it and became much more at ease. She nodded lightly, echoing, “I’ve heard that.”

Sang Yan turned his head to look at her.

“I said it.”

“…”

The hotel was located on a somewhat secluded street with few surrounding shops. However, there was a breakfast place directly across from it, which already had quite a few customers, mostly locals from the neighborhood.

The four of them casually ordered breakfast and left after eating.

The car was parked near the hotel, about fifty meters away.

Qian Weihua was getting on in years, and the recent rushing about and late nights had taken a toll on his body. He had been experiencing back pain for the past few days and was extremely lacking in rest.

Mu Chengyun hadn’t gotten his driver’s license yet. So they had agreed the night before that Wen Yifan would drive today.

The journey would take about three hours in total, which wasn’t too far. Along the way, the other two mostly rested, with only Sang Yan in the passenger seat occasionally chatting with her.

After reaching Nanwu, Wen Yifan first dropped Sang Yan off at the entrance of his residential complex, then drove the car back to the station.

After parking the car in the lot, Wen Yifan got out. The three of them took the equipment from the car and walked towards the building. Qian Weihua walked alone in front, currently on the phone with someone.

As if he had been holding it in for the entire trip, before long, Mu Chengyun suddenly called out to her.

“Sister Yifan.”

Wen Yifan turned her head: “What is it?”

Mu Chengyun was silent for a few seconds, his tone seemingly certain yet unwilling to believe.

“Are you together with Senior Sang now?”

Because she had let Sang Yan hitch a ride, Wen Yifan hadn’t felt comfortable openly discussing their relationship earlier. She was afraid it would give the impression that she wasn’t separating her personal and professional lives, making it seem more like she came for a romantic getaway rather than work.

But thinking carefully, apart from bringing Sang Yan along on the return trip, Wen Yifan hadn’t neglected anything during this business trip.

Feeling there was no reason to keep it a secret anymore, Wen Yifan nodded: “Mm.”

Mu Chengyun was quiet again for a moment, then quickly said with a smile: “I see.”

Based on Su Tian’s words earlier, and Mu Chengyun’s behavior, Wen Yifan had noticed his feelings. But they didn’t interact much usually, and since he had never expressed it directly, she hadn’t paid much attention to it.

Wen Yifan breathed a sigh of relief.

She felt that discussing this now was good for both of them.

Back at the office.

Wen Yifan greeted the others and then began frantically writing scripts while reviewing materials. She just wanted to quickly finish the wrap-up work, end this half-month-long overtime, and go home to rest.

Just before leaving work, Wen Yifan received a WeChat message from Sang Yan asking when she’d be off. She looked at the time and replied with an approximate time: [Around 7 PM.]

Wen Yifan: [What’s up?]

The next moment.

Sang Yan sent a voice message, his voice slow and deliberate.

“Just wanted to tell you something.”

Three seconds later, another one.

“Your boyfriend is coming to pick you up.”

–

After finishing the remaining work, Wen Yifan packed up her things and left the company. She immediately spotted Sang Yan’s car parked nearby, walked quickly towards it, and got into the passenger seat.

Sang Yan had changed clothes and seemed to have gone home to rest in the afternoon, looking much more refreshed now.

Not knowing why he had come, Wen Yifan asked, “Are we going somewhere now?”

“Home,” Sang Yan turned his head and looked at her for a while.

Wen Yifan looked back at him: “What is it?”

After another moment of silence.

Sang Yan didn’t speak, suddenly unbuckling his seatbelt and leaning over to fasten hers. His face came close in an instant, the distance between them mere inches. After fastening it, he didn’t immediately move back, finishing his sentence from this close distance.

“You still owe me a gift, don’t you?”

At this distance, they could feel each other’s breath.

Wen Yifan instinctively held her breath: “Didn’t you say you already received it?”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow.

Wen Yifan blinked: “Then I’ll save this gift for you for next year.”

“I was just being polite earlier, saying something nice to save your face,” Sang Yan’s eyebrows lifted slightly, his tone drawn out and slow, “But don’t you know who’s receiving the gift?”

“I think,” Wen Yifan thought for a moment, inexplicably wanting to laugh, “we should split it fifty-fifty.”

“…”

“Well, after the kiss,” saying it out loud, Wen Yifan felt a bit embarrassed. But she still very seriously described yesterday’s situation, “you seemed quite happy too.”

Sang Yan glanced at her, not continuing to argue. His gaze lowered, fixing on her lips. Then, he sat back straight and started the car: “Fine.”

“Hm?”

Sang Yan very frankly: “I admit it.”

…

It was a bit late to go home and cook dinner at this hour.

Passing by a restaurant near their home, Sang Yan parked the car, went in to buy dinner, and then returned home.

After being away for half a month, the house seemed no different from when she left, with everything still in its original place and neatly arranged. Wen Yifan now just wanted to eat dinner and go to sleep. She had just sat down intending to eat when Sang Yan pulled her up.

Wen Yifan looked at him in confusion.

Sang Yan reminded her: “Didn’t you forget something?”

“…”

Wen Yifan immediately remembered, got up, and walked towards the bedroom: “Wait for me a moment.”

Entering the room, Wen Yifan opened the wardrobe and took down the bag she had placed on the very top. She looked inside, belatedly feeling a bit worried, not knowing if he would like it.

Wen Yifan walked back to the dining table and handed him the bag.

Sang Yan took it and casually glanced inside: “Clothes?”

Wen Yifan nodded: “A coat.”

Sang Yan lowered his eyes and took it out to look.

It was a plain camel-colored long coat.

Perhaps because he had never worn clothes of this color, Sang Yan stared at it for a while and asked, “Why did you buy this color?”

Wen Yifan observed his expression: “I thought it would suit you well.”

She quickly added: “And I’ve never seen you wear clothes of this color.”

Although he seemed to prefer wearing black.

But Wen Yifan occasionally wanted to see him wear clothes of other colors.

Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if her gift was appropriate, feeling a bit nervous: “If you don’t like it, should I exchange it for another gift?”

Sang Yan smiled: “When did I say I don’t like it?”

“…”

“I received quite a few gifts this year. In terms of satisfaction,” Sang Yan deliberately paused for quite a while before seemingly seriously commenting, “this one ranks second.”

Wen Yifan made an “ah” sound and promptly asked: “What’s first?”

“First?” Sang Yan didn’t say directly, “What I received yesterday.”

“…”

Yesterday?

Yesterday was Sang Yan’s actual birthday, and he should have received quite a few things.

She had sent a cake.

They had also confirmed their relationship yesterday.

And, according to Sang Yan’s words, that kiss on the corner of his lips should also count.

Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if it had anything to do with her, but she wanted to know the answer, so she asked again: “What is it?”

Sang Yan told her to guess: “What do you think?”

Wen Yifan didn’t know what other gifts he had received, and thinking that other people’s gifts were all precious, she didn’t dare to rashly claim the first place. She reached out to unwrap the package in front of her: “Let me guess first.”

But her guessing time didn’t even last half a minute.

Suddenly, Wen Yifan felt a weight on her head. She instinctively looked up to see Sang Yan’s hand resting on her head, then rubbing it forcefully.

Not gently like a normal person would.

Soon, Sang Yan’s movement stopped, the corner of his lips curving slightly.

“Thanks.”

His hand remained on Wen Yifan’s head.

Wen Yifan didn’t move, her eyes meeting his black ones, a bit confused: “Thanks for what?”

Sang Yan smiled: “The gift.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan’s gaze lowered, focusing on the coat in his hand.

“And, stop guessing,” Sang Yan withdrew his hand, saying lightly, “The first is you.”

…

After dinner, Wen Yifan returned to her room.

After completing her bedtime routine, Wen Yifan lay back on the bed, reminiscing about what Sang Yan had just said when suddenly there was a knock on the door. She was startled and sat up.

Not knowing what Sang Yan wanted at this hour, she immediately got up and opened the door.

Sang Yan stood outside, looking like he had just finished showering. He was wearing casual clothes, his hair half-wet, hanging softly at his ears, a bit fluffy. Seeing her open the door, he tilted his head, seeming to look behind her ear.

The next moment, Sang Yan frowned and directly grabbed her wrist, pulling her towards him.

Following this force, Wen Yifan leaned forward, her forehead bumping against his chest.

She was completely unprepared and asked in confusion: “What’s wrong?”

Sang Yan’s other hand pressed against the back of her neck, without any further movement. Then, he slightly tilted his head, looking down at the area behind her ear, pausing for quite a while. As if observing something.

Wen Yifan instantly understood.

The distance was close to touching, and with him just out of the shower, the sandalwood scent on him was extremely strong. Wen Yifan felt his gaze had become tangible, the places he touched starting to feel hot.

Wen Yifan wanted to step back a bit, but he held her in place, unable to move.

Sang Yan spoke flatly: “Did you apply medicine?”

“No,” Wen Yifan licked her lips and explained, “It’s already scabbed over, no need to apply anything.”

“It got wet,” Sang Yan let go, his tone a bit annoyed, “You didn’t even look, did you?”

“…”

Sang Yan walked out, leaving behind a sentence: “Come out and apply medicine.”

Wen Yifan instinctively touched behind her ear, only now realizing it was indeed a bit sore and swollen. She hadn’t paid much attention to this small injury and followed Sang Yan’s footsteps.

After rummaging through the TV cabinet for medicine, Sang Yan jerked his chin towards the sofa: “Sit there.”

Wen Yifan didn’t think it was a big deal: “This wound will heal naturally on its own.”

Sang Yan ignored her comment, walked back, and sat down next to her, approaching her with an expressionless face. He picked up a cotton ball, seemingly intending to help her wipe off the water on the surface of the wound.

The atmosphere was a bit tense.

This situation reminded Wen Yifan of the scene when she had applied medicine for him before.

She felt she should do something to ease this atmosphere.

Seeing from the corner of her eye that Sang Yan was about to touch her, Wen Yifan thought for a moment, then suddenly dodged backward.

Their eyes met.

Wen Yifan squeezed out a word: “It hurts.”

“…”

The tension seemed to shatter in that instant.

Sang Yan said with a half-smile: “Are you faking it?”

Wen Yifan wanted to say she learned all these tricks from him but decided to save him some face. She leaned back, casually mentioning: “After it scabbed over, I didn’t take care of it, thought it was pretty much healed.”

Hinting that he shouldn’t keep such a stern face.

Sang Yan didn’t respond to this: “Do you often get injured at work?”

“Huh?” Wen Yifan thought for a moment, “Not really.”

“…”

“Occasionally, I guess. This time I don’t even know when I got scratched,” Wen Yifan said with a smile, “And I didn’t notice right away, only knew when my colleague told me. It doesn’t hurt much.”

Sang Yan used iodine to disinfect it for her, looking like a little devil, but his movements were gentle.

“Doesn’t hurt?”

Somehow, hearing this, Wen Yifan’s voice stopped, inexplicably swallowing back her denial. She stared at Sang Yan’s profile, instinctively answering truthfully: “It hurts a little.”

Sang Yan’s touch seemed to lighten even more: “Does it hurt now?”

Wen Yifan: “It’s okay.”

After finishing, Sang Yan threw the cotton swab into the trash: “Don’t let it get wet when you shower tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

Sang Yan started tidying up, saying casually: “Go to sleep.”

Wen Yifan made an “oh” sound and stood up, walking towards her room. But soon, she turned back, looking at Sang Yan still sitting on the sofa, and blurted out: “Will you help me apply medicine again tomorrow?”

“…”

As if he hadn’t expected her to say this proactively, Sang Yan’s movements stopped. He looked at her for quite a while before averting his gaze.

“Come find me yourself after you shower.”

Nan Hong – Chapter 52
After applying the medicine and returning to her room, Wen Yifan’s mind wandered for a while.

At that moment, she truly felt that she was in a relationship with Sang Yan. The sense of uncertainty she had experienced since his appearance in Beiyu until now finally seemed to have found solid ground.

Before falling asleep, Wen Yifan hazily recalled what Sang Yan had said during dinner. She became slightly more alert, but before she could ponder it deeply, drowsiness pulled her into dreamland.

—”You’re my number one.”

Not the kiss.

–

After this business trip, including her previous rotation leave and the upcoming New Year’s holiday, the TV station granted Wen Yifan a three-day vacation.

Wen Yifan had initially planned to meet with Zhong Siqiao during this break, but Zhong Siqiao had too many family matters to attend to and couldn’t find the time. Neither of them was in a hurry, so they decided to reschedule.

Regarding Wen Yifan and Sang Yan’s relationship, Zhong Siqiao wasn’t surprised for long, eventually considering it a natural progression. After expressing her happiness for Wen Yifan, she only mentioned that since Wen Yifan was no longer single, she owed her a meal.

Wen Yifan agreed with a smile.

The brief three-day holiday ended in the blink of an eye.

The series of heavy rains that had started at the beginning of the year brought Nanwu’s temperature down to single digits. The already cold air mixed with humidity, intensifying the chill and making people’s bones shiver.

After spending half the afternoon in the editing room, Wen Yifan returned to her office. She turned on her computer, and glanced through the documents on her desk, intending to organize the outline she had completed this morning before leaving work.

Just then, Su Tian returned from outside.

Noticing her figure from the corner of her eye, Wen Yifan looked up and greeted her.

It had been nearly a month since they had last seen each other.

The day Wen Yifan returned from Beiyu, Su Tian had coincidentally been sent on a business trip to a neighboring town. With so much going on during this period, the time they could spend together in the office was scarce, let alone have a casual chat.

Su Tian slumped over her desk, sighing weakly, “My boyfriend is angry with me.”

Wen Yifan turned to her, asking with concern, “What happened?”

Su Tian explained, “You know the newly built commercial area in Tongxi District that just opened? It has Nanwu’s first Ferris wheel. My boyfriend had made plans with me to ride it, and I had agreed.”

“And then?”

“And then! It’s all because of this damn job! I stood him up again!” Su Tian grew more agitated as she spoke, “It was just so coincidental! Just as I was about to leave work, someone fell into a ditch nearby!”

“…”

Su Tian continued, “He’s been giving me the cold shoulder for days now. I suspect if it happens one more time, he’ll break up with me.”

Wen Yifan found it amusing, “Why don’t you explain the situation to your boyfriend? It’s work-related, he should understand.”

“Sigh, once or twice is fine,” Su Tian’s expression was troubled and somewhat irritated, “But when it happens frequently, it’s impossible to understand. He even wants me to quit and find another job. I’m really at my wit’s end.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan paused, reflecting on her and Sang Yan’s work situations.

They both seemed quite busy.

Fortunately, since they were living together, unless they were too busy to even return home, they could see each other almost every day.

It was like stealing moments of leisure amidst their busy schedules.

After complaining, Su Tian suddenly remembered to ask about progress, “Oh right, how are things going with your ‘King of Ducks’?”

The topic suddenly shifted to her, and it was such a familiar question that Wen Yifan almost habitually blurted out “Still working on it.” She didn’t speak, only curved her lips slightly, but her meaning was obvious.

Seeing her expression, Su Tian immediately understood, “So you’ve become the ‘Queen of Ducks’ now?”

“…” Wen Yifan nearly choked, “What kind of term is that?”

“What do you mean? Isn’t ‘queen’ paired with ‘king’?” Su Tian smiled, genuinely happy for her, “When did you two get together? Although I never thought you’d fail, I didn’t expect you to move so quickly.”

Wen Yifan answered honestly, “On the 2nd.”

“The 2nd?” Su Tian asked, “Wasn’t that the day you returned to Nanwu from Beiyu?”

“Yes.”

“So you went on a date with him right after your business trip?”

Wen Yifan didn’t explain, just nodded with a smile.

“Bring him to meet me when you have the chance!” Su Tian was curious about what this “King of Ducks” was really like, after all, the title was bestowed by someone as gorgeous as Wen Yifan, “I want to see this handsome guy too.”

Wen Yifan agreed, “Sure, when there’s an opportunity.”

At that moment, Wen Yifan’s phone chimed.

She looked down at it.

Sang Yan: [When do you get off work?]

Wen Yifan didn’t have much work left, so she replied: [Soon.]

Wen Yifan: [What about you?]

Sang Yan: [Working overtime]

A few seconds later, perhaps realizing this might be misunderstood, he added two more words: [At the bar]

“…”

Wen Yifan asked: [You don’t have to work overtime today?]

Sang Yan: [Just got off work]

The next moment, Sang Yan sent a voice message: “Let me know when you’re about done. It’s cold outside, put on your scarf before you come out. Come down when I reach your building.”

Wen Yifan: [Okay.]

Putting away her phone, Wen Yifan didn’t chat idly with Su Tian anymore. She looked at her computer and pondered for a moment, then her fingers began flying over the keyboard. In an instant, she entered work mode.

Su Tian turned her gaze away, just as Mu Chengyun returned.

Mu Chengyun was holding equipment, seemingly just back from an outdoor interview. As he passed by them, unlike usual, he didn’t look in Wen Yifan’s direction.

Noticing this, Su Tian leaned closer to Wen Yifan again, “Hey, does that little puppy know you have a boyfriend now?”

Wen Yifan, not wanting to keep Sang Yan waiting too long, casually replied, “Mm.”

“No wonder,” Su Tian shook her head, “He might as well have ‘heartbroken’ written all over his face.”

…

Meanwhile.

Sang Yan put away his phone and took another sip of ice water.

Beside him, Su Hao’an was bragging to Yu Zhuo about his various dating experiences. As a veteran who had navigated the realm of romance for years, he was particularly smug, speaking as if looking down on others: “Impressive, right? In all my years, I’ve never met a girl I couldn’t charm.”

Yu Zhuo played along with the boss, giving a thumbs up: “Brother Hao’an, you’re awesome!”

“It’s nothing. The main reason I attract people isn’t because I’m rich and handsome. The reason is very simple,” Su Hao’an emphasized with a smug smile, “It’s simply because my personality is exceptionally charming.”

“…”

“Impressive,” Sang Yan, unable to stand his attitude, scoffed lightly, “So that’s why you either get cheated on or dumped.”

“…” Su Hao’an exploded, pointing at his nose and cursing, “Bullshit! It’s because I don’t want long-term relationships, okay? Those were all breakups I orchestrated! It’s my unique gentlemanly style!”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered with him, pulling on his nearby coat.

“Sigh, come to think of it, I liked my twelfth girlfriend the most,” Su Hao’an took a sip of alcohol and sighed, “She was an adorable college student, spoke so sweetly, like cotton candy. Not long after I pursued her, I couldn’t hold back and kissed her.”

Sang Yan adjusted his clothes.

Su Hao’an added: “With tongue.”

“…”

“Then, she went home that day and broke up with me,” Perhaps truly feeling sad, Su Hao’an’s voice lowered a bit, “Said I was a scumbag, extremely frivolous, using tongue on the first kiss, must be very experienced.”

Yu Zhuo instinctively said: “Well, that’s not wrong. You were on your twelfth girlfriend at the time.”

Su Hao’an choked, looking at him expressionlessly: “Get lost, go do your work.”

After speaking, Su Hao’an looked at Sang Yan again. Noticing his camel-colored coat, Su Hao’an couldn’t help but criticize: “What’s with that coat? Looks so effeminate.”

Because of this comment, Yu Zhuo also looked over: “It looks cool though.”

Frustrated by his constant opposition, Su Hao’an was furious and threw an empty cigarette box at him: “Are you going to work or not, you brat?!”

Yu Zhuo immediately ran off: “Alright, alright! I’m going!”

“My girlfriend bought it,” Sang Yan finally responded slowly, his tone provocative, “She wanted to see me wear this color.”

“…”

“I’m off,” Sang Yan checked his phone, “You can stay here and continue bragging by yourself.”

Su Hao’an called out to him: “Hey, how far have you gone with your girlfriend?”

Sang Yan didn’t answer.

“You virgin, didn’t you just hear my painful experience? You need to take it slow,” Su Hao’an’s tone was annoying, “Don’t scare off the only one who can accept your dog-like temper.”

“Oh, thanks,” Sang Yan smirked, “But.”

“?”

“I don’t intend to listen to your useless advice.”

Su Hao’an was exasperated: “When are you going to bring your girlfriend to meet us? It’s been days, is there a need to hide her so deeply? Are you lacking confidence in yourself, afraid your girlfriend might fall for me?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan stopped, looked him up and down, and leisurely commented.

“All you can do is brag.”

“…”

–

After finishing the last bit of work, Wen Yifan turned off her computer and left the office. Remembering Sang Yan’s words, she took out her scarf from her bag and wrapped it around herself. As she reached the first floor, her phone vibrated.

Sang Yan: [I’m here.]

Wen Yifan replied with an “okay” and didn’t linger, quickly exiting the building. She scanned the surroundings but didn’t see Sang Yan’s car or figure, so she took out her phone to check again.

At that moment, a shadow fell over Wen Yifan from behind.

Sang Yan suddenly appeared next to her, asking casually, “What are you looking at?”

Wen Yifan instinctively looked up.

She saw Sang Yan wearing the camel-colored coat she had given him. To speak to her, he was slightly bent, his expression calm, his facial features sharp and distinct, looking particularly handsome.

Before buying it, Wen Yifan had thought it was a very gentle color.

She had expected it to soften his somewhat arrogant aura. Who knew, while usually clothes make the man, he made the clothes look cooler.

Wen Yifan’s gaze fixed on him, feeling that her taste in choosing clothes was excellent. Her sense of achievement skyrocketed in an instant, and she strangely had the idea of working hard to earn money and buying him clothes like crazy.

“What?” Noticing her expression, Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, “Stunned by your boyfriend’s good looks?”

Wen Yifan snapped back to reality and smiled, “Mm, stunned by my boyfriend’s good looks.”

“…”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s expression paused slightly, and he looked down at her smiling. After a while, he also curved his lips. He raised his hand to adjust her scarf, saying leisurely, “Then take a good look.”

Wen Yifan stood in place, slightly raising her head to look at him: “Did you come from ‘overtime work’?”

Sang Yan made an affirmative sound.

“Then in the future, if you want to hang out with your friends, you don’t need to come pick me up,” Wen Yifan, aiming to be a very understanding girlfriend, said seriously, “I can go back by myself.”

Sang Yan drawled, “What’s fun about hanging out with those guys?”

“…”

Sang Yan’s car was parked across the street.

The two walked side by side towards it, leaving about 20 centimeters between them as if there was room for another person. They stopped at the roadside, waiting for the traffic light.

Wen Yifan glanced in his direction, her gaze dropping to his exposed hand.

She looked away, pretending to adjust her scarf.

Crossing the road.

It seemed like the most natural way to hold hands.

Wen Yifan saw the countdown on the traffic light, but her attention wasn’t fully on it. When there were three seconds left, she lowered her eyes again, mentally preparing herself.

Three.

Two.

—Only one second left.

But Wen Yifan hadn’t made her move yet.

Sang Yan suddenly raised his hand, grasping her wrist. He didn’t look at her, his gaze fixed ahead, as if he merely wanted to guide her across the street. His grip on her was loose and casual.

Wen Yifan’s steps were smaller than his, following behind him. She stared at her wrist in Sang Yan’s grasp, thinking this was quite nice when she suddenly noticed his fingertips slowly moving downward, inch by inch until they touched her palm.

Then, Sang Yan very naturally held her hand.

His palm was broad and warm as if carrying an electric current, enveloping her hand within his.

Wen Yifan’s heart rate gradually increased, and all her attention focused on her left hand. Because of his actions, her mind was a bit slow to react.

Her first thought was:

He beat me to it.

She was just one second late.

…

The two got into the car, and Wen Yifan fastened her seatbelt: “Are we going home now?”

Sang Yan glanced at his watch: “Let’s have dinner before going back.”

Wen Yifan: “Okay.”

Sang Yan started the car: “What do you want to eat?”

Wen Yifan: “Anything is fine.”

Sang Yan: “Then let’s find a shopping center.”

Hearing this word, Wen Yifan suddenly remembered Su Tian’s words. She looked towards Sang Yan, hesitantly suggesting: “How about the new shopping center in Tongxi District?”

Sang Yan didn’t ask why, just made an affirmative sound.

Wen Yifan glanced at him, calmly adding: “We can have a date while we’re at it.”

“…”

After speaking, Wen Yifan looked out the window, acting as if she hadn’t said anything.

After a while.

She heard what seemed to be a faint laugh from Sang Yan’s direction.

The drive took about half an hour.

This shopping center had been under construction for several years and had only recently officially opened. Because it wasn’t located in the city center and there wasn’t much promotion, the flow of people wasn’t particularly high. Now, approaching dinner time, there weren’t many people in the shopping center.

The sky had completely darkened. The mall had six floors in total, and looking up from the outside, one could see a large Ferris wheel on the top floor, emitting colorful lights that changed colors from time to time, particularly beautiful.

This was Nanwu’s first Ferris wheel, and it would likely become the main attraction to draw people to this shopping center.

Wen Yifan stared at it. She had never ridden such an amusement facility before and was just wondering if Sang Yan would be willing to ride it when, the next moment, her hand was once again grasped by Sang Yan, interrupting her thoughts.

Sang Yan turned his head, his expression as usual: “What do you want to eat?”

Wen Yifan paused, feeling her heart rate quicken again. She lowered her eyes, slowly returning his grip. Then, she felt his grip tighten a bit more.

After a moment, Wen Yifan softly replied: “Let’s have something light.”

Sang Yan’s lips curved slightly upward, leading her forward: “Alright.”

Finally, the two chose a home-style restaurant on the second floor of the shopping center.

Sang Yan pushed the menu across the table to her, casually saying: “See what you’d like to eat?”

Wen Yifan took it, flipping through a few pages: “What about you?”

“Anything is fine.”

“Don’t you have,” remembering what Sang Yan had said when she wanted to treat him to a meal to repay a favor, Wen Yifan held the pen and casually asked, “A lot of dietary restrictions?”

Sang Yan leisurely said: “Oh, not anymore.”

Wen Yifan looked up at him, somewhat wanting to ask why he had pretended not to recognize her when they first met at “overtime work.” But thinking about it, she could probably guess the reason.

They had lived together for a year now, after all.

Wen Yifan ordered a few dishes according to Sang Yan’s taste and handed the menu back to him.

Sang Yan glanced at it, then looked up at Wen Yifan, his eyebrows slightly raised. Quickly, he picked up the pen and marked two more dishes before calling the waiter.

The first dish that came wasn’t one Wen Yifan had ordered, but it was something she liked to eat.

Wen Yifan blinked.

After dinner, they were in no hurry to go back.

They just held hands, chatting casually as they strolled through the mall. They browsed floor by floor, finishing one level and continuing upwards, unknowingly reaching the top floor.

Pushing open the glass door to the top floor, they entered a large open-air platform.

It was as if that door separated two worlds. Unlike the lower floors, the top floor was noticeably more crowded, and bustling with people, as if everyone had come solely for the Ferris wheel.

At this time, the queue at the ticket booth was very long, stretching to the end and even wrapping around. Seeing this, Wen Yifan couldn’t help but say: “Should we go for a ride too?”

Sang Yan made an affirmative sound and directly led her over.

Although the queue was long, the ticket seller was efficient, and soon it was their turn. After buying tickets, they walked to the ticket check, handed their tickets to the staff, and entered a small cabin one after the other.

As the door closed, Wen Yifan suddenly remembered to ask: “Are you afraid of heights?”

Sang Yan drawled: “That word doesn’t exist in my dictionary.”

Wen Yifan: “Aren’t you afraid of ghosts?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan seemed to recall something and laughed inexplicably. Then, leaning back in his chair, he slowly corrected himself: “Yes, I mean, there’s no ‘fear of heights’ in my dictionary.”

“…”

The Ferris wheel moved slowly, and romantic songs played fittingly in the small space. As the Ferris wheel rose, there was a creaking sound around them. The people below gradually shrank, and the distant scenery became more expansive.

The entire city’s landscape could be captured in their view.

The two sat facing each other, chatting intermittently.

As they were about to reach the top.

“I feel like if this base,” Wen Yifan lowered her head, talking to herself, “were made transparent, wouldn’t it attract more people to ride…”

As she spoke, she looked up, coincidentally meeting Sang Yan’s dark eyes.

Wen Yifan then noticed that he had stopped talking at some point.

As if the atmosphere was right, the love song in their ears became a catalyst. Sang Yan’s Adam’s apple rolled slightly, his eyes lowered as he leaned towards her, his movements seeming to be slowed by the enclosed space that now held only the two of them.

As he moved closer, the man’s features became clearer, carrying an obvious hint and sign.

The “What’s wrong?” that was about to leave Wen Yifan’s mouth suddenly got stuck in her throat. She instinctively gripped the hem of her clothes, her eyes unblinking, just staring straight at him.

Waiting for his impending closer approach.

But everything didn’t develop further.

At this moment, Sang Yan’s phone rang.

“…”

His movement paused.

The atmosphere was broken along with it.

Sang Yan’s lips straightened his expression seemingly a bit displeased. He still stared at Wen Yifan’s lips, but soon sat back, took out his phone to answer the call, and directly put it on speaker.

Wen Yifan glanced at the caller ID.

It was Qian Fei.

“Sang Yan, I’ve made up my mind,” as soon as the call connected, Qian Fei’s boisterous voice came through, “I’m having my wedding banquet on the eighth day of the New Year, what do you think? This is an auspicious date I picked with a master, a day of perfect timing, location, and human harmony. After hearing his analysis, I’m very satisfied.”

Without waiting for his response, Qian Fei added: “So, it doesn’t matter if you don’t think it’s good.”

“…”

Wen Yifan was still a bit distracted.

She touched behind her ear, still feeling the slight bump of the wound from a while ago. Her expression was a bit uncomfortable, not knowing if it was her misunderstanding just now, or if Sang Yan had that intention.

“None of my business,” Sang Yan said impatiently, “Is something wrong with you?”

“…”

“Why are you discussing this with me,” Sang Yan said, “and not with your partner?”

Qian Fei: “Isn’t it because you’re the only one who’s free?”

Seeming not to want to talk to him anymore, Sang Yan suddenly glanced at Wen Yifan and handed her the phone.

“Hang up for me.”

“…”

Wen Yifan was a bit confused as to why he couldn’t hang up himself but still took the phone.

Qian Fei immediately said on the other end: “What do you mean hang up?” As soon as he said this, he immediately realized: “Damn, you’re going to hang up on me! Are you even human? And! Who’s next to you? Who dares to hang up on Brother Qian?”

Wen Yifan didn’t dare move: “So, should I still hang up?”

“…”

Qian Fei suddenly went silent.

As if he had achieved his goal, Sang Yan smirked, calmly saying: “Hang up.”

After the call ended, Qian Fei didn’t call back.

The cabin was quiet for a while, and as Wen Yifan recalled the character of Qian Fei, she gradually matched him with the image of a chubby man in her memory. Thinking of this, she asked: “Is Qian Fei getting married?”

Sang Yan made an affirmative sound, his tone very casual: “He proposed on New Year’s Eve, and after it was successful, he dragged me out to drink on New Year’s Day.”

Wen Yifan’s attention was immediately diverted: “Did you drink a lot?”

Sang Yan: “A bit.”

Wen Yifan: “Did you go ‘overtime’ to drink?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan looked at her and smiled: “Are you checking up on me?”

Wen Yifan was about to explain.

Sang Yan continued: “Don’t worry, there were no other women around me, just a bunch of guys.”

“…”

“However,” Sang Yan leisurely added, “I’m not quite sure if these people have any interest in me.”

“…”

The Ferris wheel ride lasted about fifteen minutes.

In the blink of an eye, it was over.

The two got off the Ferris wheel.

Wen Yifan pulled him forward, her thoughts still entirely on Sang Yan’s sudden approach before the phone call interrupted. She looked ahead, inexplicably rubbing her face with her palm.

She glanced sideways at Sang Yan, who now had an expressionless face, seemingly completely unaffected.

That moment just now.

It seemed to be only Wen Yifan’s imagination.

Wen Yifan forcibly pulled back her thoughts and took out her phone to check the time. It was just past 9:30 PM, they should still be able to catch a movie. Thinking this, she opened her phone again, wanting to see what movies were currently showing.

The two walked forward in silence.

Passing by a couple next to them, Wen Yifan suddenly heard the girl saying: “I heard that couples who kiss at the top of the Ferris wheel will be together forever, let’s kiss later too.”

The boy laughed hearing this, but teased: “Where did you hear that? So childish.”

Wen Yifan’s gaze moved from the screen to look at the couple.

She hadn’t heard of this saying before, but it reminded her of the scene from earlier. Wen Yifan’s cheeks started to burn again, and she turned her head, wondering whether to mention this to Sang Yan when she saw him thoughtfully looking at the couple.

After a few seconds, Sang Yan looked away, his gaze meeting hers.

“Let’s go.”

This reaction clearly showed he hadn’t taken the couple’s words to heart.

Wen Yifan nodded, not sure if she felt disappointed or relieved. She handed him her phone, smiling as she suggested: “Then should we go watch a mov—”

Her words were cut off.

Sang Yan lazily tilted his chin up, directly saying: “Let’s ride once more.”

“…”
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Wen Yifan couldn’t tell if he was joking or serious. She stopped in her tracks, as if she hadn’t heard clearly, her reaction a beat slow: “Hm? What?”

They had already walked quite a distance.

Sang Yan tugged at her, walking towards the ticket booth again: “Ferris wheel.”

“…” This sudden action immediately reminded Wen Yifan of the rumor the couple had mentioned earlier. She felt a bit embarrassed but still forced herself to ask, “Did you hear it?”

Sang Yan looked at her, his tone casual: “Hear what?”

They were going to ride the Ferris wheel again in a moment.

So at this moment, Wen Yifan’s earlier thought of mentioning the rumor to Sang Yan had completely dissipated. She lightly pressed her lips together, feeling that bringing it up now would have a completely different meaning. It would seem like a hint.

“Nothing.”

The peak period had passed, and the queue at the ticket booth wasn’t as long as before.

Because both of them were exceptionally good-looking and had high recognizability, the kind of faces you’d remember after just one glance when it was their turn, the ticket seller recognized them immediately, looking a bit surprised: “Riding again?”

Wen Yifan nodded with a smile: “We forgot to take photos earlier.”

They boarded the cabin again.

Wen Yifan was the first to go up, instinctively sitting in the same direction as before. But this time, Sang Yan didn’t sit opposite her, instead naturally taking the seat next to her.

Glancing at him, Wen Yifan’s mind flashed back to that scene.

They had just boarded, and Wen Yifan was already getting nervous.

— For things that might not even happen.

The feeling of riding the Ferris wheel this time was completely different from the first.

Earlier, Wen Yifan had found it novel, only focused on looking at the night scenery around them and talking to Sang Yan in front of her. Apart from that, she had no other thoughts and didn’t know there could be other intentions.

The cabin was also much quieter than the first time.

Sang Yan suddenly spoke: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

“Hm?”

This nickname, Wen Yifan hadn’t heard Sang Yan call her that in many years. But since they got together, he had changed to calling her this, and surprisingly, she didn’t feel uncomfortable at all.

She just felt that she quite liked this nickname.

Sang Yan mentioned: “Weren’t you going to take photos?”

Only then did Wen Yifan remember what she had said to the staff earlier. She didn’t explain, her mind completely occupied by that “rumor,” with no extra energy to consider anything else.

Whatever he said, she just did it.

The next moment.

Wen Yifan took out her phone from her pocket and earnestly took a few photos of the night scenery outside.

“…”

Sang Yan found her behavior extremely puzzling: “What are you photographing?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan stopped her actions and turned her head.

Their eyes met.

Staring at Sang Yan’s face, Wen Yifan hesitated for three seconds, then took a photo of him as if guessing.

Seeing his expressionless face, Wen Yifan took a few more shots. Then, she looked at the results herself.

The man was sitting lazily, his gaze on the camera, with the city lights as a backdrop. His face was half-lit and half-shadowed in this light, the contours not very clear, but it couldn’t hide his handsome features, extremely good-looking.

Wen Yifan barely managed to find a flaw.

He just looked a bit too arrogant.

As if he was about to break out of the screen the next second and fight someone to the death.

Wen Yifan suggested: “Why don’t you… smile a bit?”

“…”

“You have a dimple when you smile,” Wen Yifan pointed to the corner of his lips, complimenting him, “It’s quite nice.”

“What dimple? I don’t have such a thing.” As if giving up on her, Sang Yan took out his phone from his pocket and opened the selfie mode, “Come closer.”

“…” Wen Yifan finally realized what he meant by taking photos.

She immediately moved closer to him, looked up, and just happened to see herself on the screen.

Sang Yan uttered another word: “Smile.”

Wen Yifan obediently showed a slight smile.

Sang Yan casually pressed the shutter button a few times, then put down his phone. He didn’t even look at how the photos turned out.

Wen Yifan glanced at him and said softly: “I want to see the photos.”

“Later,” Sang Yan looked outside and suddenly said, “We’re almost at the top.”

“…”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan unconsciously looked outside.

The Ferris wheel was built on the sixth floor, already at a height, and looking down gave a feeling of floating in mid-air. The uneasiness that wasn’t there before surged up at this moment due to the height.

Wen Yifan brought her gaze back, lightly licking her lips. She was so nervous she didn’t know where to put her hands and feet but still pretended to be calm, her words carrying more certainty: “You did hear it.”

Sang Yan admitted: “Yes.”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t know what to say.

She didn’t know if other couples would also have an advance notice before kissing.

But she felt they probably wouldn’t.

Because this emotion was too hard to bear.

It was like every second was hoping for that moment to come quickly, yet it was forcibly prolonged, and she was extremely at a loss about how to respond when it came.

Wen Yifan could only speak to ease her emotions: “Do you believe in such rumors?”

Sang Yan smiled: “Of course not.”

Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment.

If he didn’t believe it, their special trip up here seemed to have lost its meaning.

As he spoke, Sang Yan also slowly leaned towards her: “But.”

Wen Yifan remained still, staring into his black eyes that seemed to be tinged with starlight, unable to take in anything else. The unease that had been building up reached its peak at this moment and seemed to dissipate along with it.

As the distance closed.

Sang Yan’s voice grew softer, carrying a tender meaning.

“I believe in myself.”

The idea of being together for a lifetime.

As long as she took the first step, he believed he could make it happen.

Just as they reached the top of the Ferris wheel.

“This rumor—”

As he spoke, Sang Yan leaned down.

He raised his hand to the back of her head, his burning lips covering hers along with his breath. Wen Yifan even forgot to close her eyes, only remembering to stare at the man occupying her field of vision, unable to make any other move.

A small world with just the two of them.

Above, stars dotted the sky; below, lights illuminated the city.

It seemed to last only a few seconds.

Sang Yan’s eyes were dark as he stared into hers, finishing his sentence in a hoarse voice.

“—is for you to believe.”

…

It was nearly eleven when they got home.

They had to work the next day, so Wen Yifan didn’t stay in the living room for long before Sang Yan urged her to go to sleep. She agreed and also reminded him to sleep early, then returned to her room.

After washing up and getting into bed.

Wen Yifan crawled under the covers, hugging her pillow. Just then, her phone on the bedside table made a sound.

She reached out to grab the phone and lit up the screen.

It was a message from Sang Yan.

Sang Yan: 【[Picture]】

Sang Yan: 【Look at it and go to sleep.】

The picture he sent was their photo together on the Ferris wheel.

Looking at herself smiling gently in the photo, the corners of her eyes slightly downturned, with Sang Yan next to her with a calm expression, just the corners of his lips slightly raised, still looking very cool. Their styles were completely different, yet they looked extraordinarily harmonious.

Wen Yifan smiled, staring at it for a good while before saving it and setting it as her lock screen. She didn’t play with her phone anymore, lying back and staring into the dark void, suddenly brushing her fingertips across her lips.

She thought again of the kiss on the Ferris wheel.

It was just a light touch, but even now she seemed to still feel Sang Yan’s breath lingering.

Wen Yifan’s face started to heat up again, making her feel that even in this cold weather, the room had become a bit stuffy. All her thoughts were occupied by Sang Yan, and she started smiling at herself, a strange thought suddenly popped into her mind.

There will always be someone like this.

He will make you feel that.

It turns out, that even adults can believe in fairy tales.

–

During this time before the New Year, things at the TV station became busy again.

After working overtime for two consecutive weeks, Wen Yifan finally got a day off, still on a weekday. Sang Yan had to work, but fortunately, she didn’t want to do anything anyway, just lying around at home for most of the day.

Wen Yifan was even too lazy to eat, just playing with her phone for a while and then sleeping, waking up to play again, never leaving her bed. It wasn’t until Sang Yan was about to get off work that she struggled to get up and went to the kitchen to prepare dinner.

The fridge was well-stocked with fresh vegetables.

Once she got up, Wen Yifan didn’t feel lazy anymore and even leisurely prepared three dishes and a soup.

Just as she placed the last dish on the dining table, there was movement at the entrance.

Sang Yan put his car keys aside and looked in her direction. Soon, his gaze lowered, scanning the dining table. He raised an eyebrow slightly, changed into slippers, and then walked over.

They had always been like this.

Even before they got together, usually whoever was free would cook, and there was no set rotation. Because she used to be alone, Wen Yifan was too lazy to cook, but when there was someone to eat with her, she was quite enthusiastic about cooking.

Sang Yan took off his coat and ruffled her hair as he passed.

Wen Yifan’s hair was messed up by him, but she was too lazy to fix it. She ladled some soup for herself, sipping it slowly, and asked, “Are you tired today?”

“It’s alright,” Sang Yan sat down next to her, “Why?”

“Then shall we watch a movie later, at home?” Wen Yifan suggested, “My colleague recommended a suspense film, it seems quite good.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan lifted his eyelids, staring at the dark circles under her eyes: “If you’re sleepy, just go to bed early.” He glanced at the time and said bluntly, “It doesn’t have to be today.”

Wen Yifan looked up.

Sang Yan finished lazily: “I can watch with you any day.”

“I’m not sleepy, I’ve been sleeping all day,” Wen Yifan slowly finished the rest of her soup, glancing at him, “So shall we watch later? Then I’ll ask my colleague to recommend a few more movies next time.”

“Hm?”

Wen Yifan: “Save them for next time.”

Sang Yan stared at her directly, suddenly smiling. He drawled slightly, not very seriously: “Wen Shuangjiang, is your main focus on the movie, or me?”

Wen Yifan looked at him and answered honestly: “You.”

“…”

Sang Yan’s expression froze slightly.

Wen Yifan lowered her head, continuing to eat, and added softly: “I want to watch with you.”

…

After dinner, Wen Yifan went to the living room first, using the remote to search for the movie Fu Zhuang had recommended. They were using a smart TV, and she finally found it on one of the apps just as Sang Yan finished tidying up the table and came out.

He sat down directly next to Wen Yifan.

Wen Yifan pressed start, then picked up the water on the coffee table and took a sip.

There were still some advertisements before the movie.

Wen Yifan casually picked up her phone that she had left aside. Noticing quite a few unread WeChat messages, she opened them randomly, scanning through them casually, and happened to open the chat window with Zheng Kejia.

A string of messages flooded in.

【I give up】

【Your dad’s relatives are so shameless!】

【They’ve been freeloading at my house for a week! And they’re still not leaving!!! Do they want to live here permanently?】

【No matter how you look at it, you’re closer to them, right? Can you quickly take them away?】

【Your aunt keeps asking my mom for money [smile]】

【What does her son’s marriage and house-buying have to do with us?】

“…”

The messages kept coming non-stop from the other end as if using her as a venting tree hole.

Wen Yifan stared at it for a few seconds, her good mood instantly dissipating. At this moment, Sang Yan suddenly spoke, interrupting her attention: “Who are you chatting with?”

She directly turned off the screen and looked up.

“If you want to watch a movie with me, focus a bit,” Sang Yan said leisurely, “Can you?”

The phone was still vibrating.

Wen Yifan suppressed her emotions and held the phone in her hand: “I got it, I won’t look at my phone anymore.”

Sang Yan’s smile faded slightly: “Why the sudden expression?”

“It’s nothing.” Wen Yifan adjusted her mood and smiled, “Let’s watch the movie.”

Sensing that she didn’t want to talk about it, Sang Yan just stared at her without asking further.

The movie began.

While Sang Yan went to the fridge to get some fruit, Wen Yifan lit up her phone screen again to take a look.

Zheng Kejia’s messages were still a long string, white long bubbles occupying the entire interface, all complaints. After all these negative words, at the very bottom came a very abrupt message.

【Mom asked me to ask you, are you coming back for the New Year this year?】

Wen Yifan didn’t scroll up.

After adding Zheng Kejia’s WeChat earlier, she hadn’t said anything, so Wen Yifan thought it wouldn’t affect anything in her contact list and forgot to delete it. At this moment, she couldn’t even be bothered to reply and directly blocked the other party.

Sang Yan put the freshly washed apple in her hand and casually asked as if thinking of something: “When’s your holiday?”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

Sang Yan: “For the New Year.”

“From the first to the third day of the New Year,” Wen Yifan said, “If there are any emergencies, I’ll have to work overtime.”

“Going home?”

Wen Yifan paused: “Probably not.”

“Oh, then let me calculate.”

“Calculate what?”

“Calculate,” Sang Yan tilted his head, looking at her nonchalantly, “when to come back and find you.”
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These words suddenly reminded Wen Yifan of last year when Sang Yan said his relatives were visiting, and he hadn’t returned home to sleep for the entire New Year holiday. She moved her lips, struggling to speak for a moment before finally managing to say, “I don’t have any concept of celebrating holidays. You should just stay with your family.”

“Visiting relatives is exhausting,” Sang Yan smiled. “Do I look like someone who enjoys holidays?”

Wen Yifan didn’t know what to say. She took a bite of her apple and continued watching the movie.

Her mind, however, wasn’t on the film at all.

Thinking about Zheng Kejia’s recent message and how Sang Yan could instantly sense her mood, Wen Yifan didn’t quite know how to describe her current feelings.

Those unpleasant emotions seemed to be replaced by something else.

It wasn’t necessarily worse.

It just made Wen Yifan feel a bit stifled.

Partly because of the mess at home.

But more so because of Sang Yan and her longstanding behavior.

Even knowing she wouldn’t be going home for the New Year, Sang Yan didn’t know the reason, yet he didn’t ask. Perhaps fearing it might be an embarrassing topic for her, he simply went along with her approach, coming over directly to keep her company.

But she had always avoided talking about these things.

Whenever such matters arose, her only reaction was to evade. She completely refused to mention even a bit of it.

He wanted to know, but she didn’t want to tell.

So he pretended he didn’t want to know.

Wen Yifan made up her mind and suddenly called out, “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan’s gaze was fixed on the TV as he casually replied, “Hmm?”

“The one who just messaged me was Zheng Kejia,” Wen Yifan also looked at the TV, trying to sound casual as she continued, “She said my mom asked if I want to go back home for the New Year this year.”

“…”

“But I don’t have a good relationship with my stepfather and his family,” Wen Yifan paused briefly before finishing, “My mother remarried not long after my father passed away.”

Sang Yan immediately looked at her, the playful expression on his face gradually fading. “When did this happen?”

Wen Yifan was quiet for a few seconds before honestly answering, “The second semester of my first year in high school.”

“…”

“It was,” Wen yifan’s tone became a bit difficult, “when I was called out of class by the teacher—”

The memory suddenly pulled her back to that afternoon of the new semester.

Wen Yifan remembered it was an extremely cold winter.

The windows in the classroom were tightly shut, the air stagnant, yet somehow a cold draft still managed to seep in from somewhere. Her fingers were stiff from the cold, making her handwriting different from usual.

Wen Yifan listened to the math teacher’s hypnotic voice, feeling a bit drowsy.

At that moment, Zhang Wenhong suddenly appeared at the door. She was holding a phone, her expression somewhat hurried and flustered as she interrupted the teacher’s lecture: “I’m sorry, Teacher Chen.”

The math teacher asked, “What’s the matter?”

“There’s something urgent,” Zhang Wenhong looked at Wen Yifan, “Yifan, can you come out for a moment?”

For some reason, the moment Wen Yifan saw Zhang Wenhong, she had a bad feeling. It was as if, out of mercy, God was giving the person involved a buffer before something major happened.

But she only thought it was a small matter. At most, she’d get a scolding, or her parents would be called in. She thought what was about to happen was just one of those earth-shattering “big deals” that were common at that age.

The eyes of the surrounding classmates immediately turned to Wen Yifan.

Even Sang Yan, who had been lying on his desk, straightened up a bit.

Wen Yifan instantly became alert, feeling a bit confused as she put down her pen and walked towards Zhang Wenhong.

Zhang Wenhong pulled her to one side to talk.

As if afraid of shocking her, Zhang Wenhong’s tone was gentler than ever, the sympathy in her words evident: “Go in and pack up your things. Your mother just called me and said she’s coming to pick you up now.”

“…” Wen Yifan was stunned, “What happened?”

“Your father…” Zhang Wenhong struggled to finish, “His condition isn’t good.”

…

At that moment, Wen Yifan felt like she was in a dream.

These words came without any warning. Her mind went blank, feeling as if she had heard something utterly absurd, like a tall tale. But she didn’t dare to refute the teacher’s words, clearly feeling her whole body trembling.

Wen Yifan returned to the classroom, her face expressionless.

She stood in her seat and directly pulled out her backpack from the drawer.

With a loud clatter, the contents spilled onto the floor due to her forceful action.

The math teacher stopped speaking again and frowned, “What’s going on?”

Wen Yifan turned her head, coming back to her senses: “Nothing. I’m sorry, teacher.”

After saying this, Wen Yifan slowly picked up the things on the ground, and the classmate sitting next to her also crouched down to help. She softly said “Thank you” and stood up.

Wen Yifan put on her backpack, ready to leave.

Before leaving, she inexplicably glanced in Sang Yan’s direction.

He was still sitting in his place, his expression unreadable, his gaze fixed on her.

Their eyes met.

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together hard, then turned and left the classroom. She held the leave slip Zhang Wenhong had given her and walked quickly towards the school gate, her mind full of what Zhang Wenhong had just said.

Your father’s condition isn’t good.

Condition.

Not good.

What did those words mean?

Why was her father’s condition suddenly not good?

Her father was fine.

Just a while ago, he had told her he would be coming home soon.

After handing the leave slip to the security guard, Wen Yifan left the school and took out her phone from her backpack. She turned it on and, as if wanting to confirm something, immediately called Zhao Yuandong.

After a while, the other end finally picked up.

Zhao Yuandong’s voice was choked with tears, obviously having just cried: “Shuangjiang…”

At that moment,

Wen Yifan finally believed what Zhang Wenhong had said. Her lips moved, but it felt like something was stuck in her throat, and she couldn’t say a word. She didn’t want to hear Zhao Yuandong continue either.

“I asked your uncle to pick you up, but it will take him some time to get there,” Zhao Yuandong tried to steady her voice and finished speaking, “Take a taxi directly to the city hospital, your aunt will come down to bring you up.”

“…” Wen Yifan responded softly, “Okay.”

Wen Yifan hung up the phone and walked to the bus stop next to the school.

Nanwu No. 1 High School had a closed education system, and its location was quite remote, with few people around. Wen Yifan waited for several minutes but didn’t see any taxis coming.

Just then, a bus arrived, and Wen Yifan didn’t wait any longer, getting on directly.

At this time, apart from her and the driver, there was no one else on the bus. Wen Yifan walked towards the back of the bus, feeling extremely empty inside as if the world was about to collapse.

The bus started moving.

It drove forward for a few seconds, then suddenly stopped.

Wen Yifan, sitting in her seat, leaned forward with the inertia. She looked up and saw the front door of the bus open, and a young man climbed aboard, thanking the driver breathlessly as he walked towards her.

“…” Wen Yifan stammered, “Why did you come out?”

“Suddenly didn’t feel like attending class,” Sang Yan sat down next to her, casually saying, “Wanted to try the taste of skipping class.”

If it were any other time, Wen Yifan might have continued the conversation with a few more words. But at this moment, she was in no mood for jokes. She just tugged at the corner of her lips, then lowered her eyes again.

Strangely, with his arrival, tears seemed to well up.

After a few seconds,

Sang Yan asked in a low voice, “What’s wrong?”

“…” Wen Yifan looked at him again, wanting to shake her head.

But at that moment, tears began to fall uncontrollably.

One by one, they fell heavily.

Wen Yifan felt embarrassed and immediately turned her head away. She tried her best to hold back her tears, her whole body beginning to tremble. She felt conflicted, thinking this journey was extremely long, yet hoping it would never reach its destination.

She couldn’t see Sang Yan’s expression behind her.

She only felt that.

In this instant, her world had completely collapsed.

But in the next moment,

Wen Yifan’s senses were filled with the scent of sandalwood from the young man. Her body stiffened, and she slightly raised her lashes, her vision covered by the blue and white striped school uniform of the young man. Her eyes were still filled with tears, silently falling.

Through the jacket,

She could hear Sang Yan’s voice.

So soft it was barely audible as if trying to comfort her.

“Now I can’t see you crying.”

…

Wen Yifan remembered that day was very cold, the sky gloomy and overcast, covered with thick clouds that seemed about to press down to the ground. It was late afternoon, yet not a ray of sunlight could be seen.

Her gaze was still turned to the side, looking out the window. The residual warmth from the young man’s clothes enveloped her body.

At that moment, it was the only thing Wen Yifan could feel.

Wen Yifan maintained her original posture, not moving at all. After a long while, she finally raised her hand to grip the corner of the jacket. Her grip gradually tightened, and her back slowly relaxed.

All her restraint dissipated in an instant with this action.

Wen Yifan’s tears seemed endless, and she couldn’t control the sob that escaped her throat.

Sang Yan sat quietly next to her, not saying a word.

Silent companionship. Just using this method to tell her he was right beside her.

Before reaching their stop, Wen Yifan managed to control her emotions. She rarely cried, and now her eyes hurt from crying. She wiped her tears with her sleeve, then took off Sang Yan’s jacket and turned her head.

Noticing her movement, Sang Yan looked over.

Their eyes met briefly.

Wen Yifan silently looked away, using her hair to block his gaze.

They remained in silence.

When the bus announced the stop, Wen Yifan stood up.

Sang Yan, sitting on the outside, made way for her to get off first. Seemingly unsure of what to say, he just followed behind her, more silent than ever before.

After getting off the bus, the cold air enveloped them mercilessly. Fearing Sang Yan might catch a cold, Wen Yifan handed his jacket back to him, her voice thick with nasal congestion: “It’s very cold, put it on.”

Sang Yan took it, “Mm.”

Knowing he must have run out because of her, Wen Yifan sniffled and said, “You should go back to school. Don’t skip class, the teachers will be angry. You’ll end up having your parents called in again. I’ll just take a taxi, and my mom will come to pick me up.”

Sang Yan was silent for a few seconds, then replied, “Okay.”

After a while,

Wen Yifan looked up at him and said very sincerely, “Thank you.”

Thank you for coming.

Giving me the strength to carry on.

At least making me feel that this journey wasn’t as unbearable as I had imagined.

This bus route didn’t go directly to the city hospital, so Wen Yifan had to get off at this stop and then take a taxi.

Just then, a taxi came by, and Sang Yan silently hailed it for her. Then, he turned his head, his voice sounding a bit heavy: “Wen Shuangjiang, I don’t know what happened to you.”

So he didn’t know what to say.

Afraid of saying the wrong thing, afraid of touching her wounds further, afraid that any comfort might backfire.

Therefore, he chose to say nothing at all.

“I’m not very good with words,” Sang Yan bent down to look into her eyes, solemnly finishing his sentence, “But no matter what, I will always be by your side.”

At that young and impulsive age,

Most people speak on impulse, without much consideration, and without thinking about whether they can follow through. When they grow older, they might forget such words as idle talk, or regard them as an insignificant, unrealizable past.

Even Wen Yifan at that time thought Sang Yan’s words were just a comfort.

A casual reassurance.

But much later, Wen Yifan realized.

It wasn’t like that at all.

Sang Yan always kept his promises.

As long as he said it,

No matter what obstacles, no matter how difficult, he would do his utmost to make it happen.

–

Wen Yifan’s thoughts gradually returned to the present. She continued biting her apple, glancing at Sang Yan. After hearing her words, he lowered his eyes slightly. From this angle, the light made his expression seem a bit dark.

Fearing that such a heavy topic might make him feel awkward, Wen Yifan added,

“It was a long time ago.”

Sang Yan seemed to come back to his senses, turning his head to look at her.

Wen Yifan blinked, “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

Just feeling grateful.

He chose to skip class at that time.

Sang Yan lowered his eyes, asking casually, “So you moved in with your stepfather and your mom after that?”

“Yes, but later because we didn’t get along well,” Wen Yifan skipped over some details, briefly explaining, “I moved to live with my grandmother.”

“Was she good to you?”

Wen Yifan didn’t react immediately, “Huh?”

“Your grandmother,” Sang Yan repeated, “Was she good to you?”

Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment, then smiled, “She was very good. She loved my father a lot, so she loved me too.”

After she finished speaking, Sang Yan looked her over, his mood seeming to relax a bit: “What’s the deal with your stepsister?”

“Hmm?”

“She acts,” Sang Yan snorted lightly, “like she’s very close to you.”

“It’s not like that. That’s just her personality, she’s spoiled by her father,” Wen Yifan explained, guessing Sang Yan was referring to how Zheng Kejia casually arranged the drinks for her. “She’s used to that kind of life, always having the best, never settling for less, and expecting others to deal with things she doesn’t like.”

“She’s just a girl who grew up pampered,” Wen Yifan could understand, speaking calmly and gently, “Her father dotes on her a lot, and since I’m a few years older, I’m usually expected to give in to my younger sister.”

“Give in to your younger sister?” Sang Yan laughed, “Where did that rule come from?”

“…”

Mentioning this, Wen Yifan’s mind flashed to how she treated Sang Zhi.

Before she could respond, Sang Yan suddenly leaned back, resting against the sofa. As he did so, he grabbed her arm, pulling her towards him.

Wen Yifan unexpectedly found herself lying on top of him.

Then, he exerted some strength, holding her waist and lifting her entire body onto him. After that, he made no further moves, just quietly holding her.

This position was intimate and affectionate.

Being in such proximity to him always made Wen Yifan a bit nervous. She lowered her head to look at him, “What’s wrong?”

Sang Yan was straightforward: “Just want to hug you.”

“…”

“Where does all the food you eat go? Your bones are digging into me,” Sang Yan reached out to pinch the flesh on her arm, feeling it was a big project, “When are you going to gain some weight?”

Wen Yifan immediately said, “My friend said I’ve gained weight.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Who? Deliberately trying to upset you?”

“…” Wen Yifan’s lips straightened, but she couldn’t help smiling, “Is something wrong with you?”

Wanting her to gain weight.

Yet when others say she’s gained weight, he starts picking at them.

Sang Yan watched her smile, lightly raising an eyebrow: “How dare you attack me personally.”

Wen Yifan kept smiling.

The living room wasn’t quiet. Besides their conversation, the background sound of the movie was still playing. It sounded intense and heart-stirring, yet no one was paying attention to it anymore.

After a while, Sang Yan reached out to touch the corner of her eye, suddenly calling her: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

“Hm?”

“Don’t apply those nonsense standards your stepsister talked about to me, got it?” Sang Yan’s eyes were dark as he spoke deliberately, “You think I bought things in this house randomly?”

Wen Yifan was stunned, her lips moving slightly.

“Everything was chosen for you. But if you don’t like something, just leave it there,” Sang Yan’s tone was flat, but with a hint of displeasure, “And what do you mean your stepsister is used to that kind of life?”

“…”

“With your taste in choosing a partner,” Sang Yan stared at her, suddenly kissing the corner of her lips, speaking extremely arrogantly, “You should have only the best of everything, understand?”

–

After finishing the movie and returning to the room.

Wen Yifan thought back on the content of the film, feeling as if she hadn’t watched it at all. She could barely remember any of the plot from the entire movie. Suddenly, she realized that she was completely unsuited to watching movies with Sang Yan.

As long as he was there,

Her attention seemed to only be able to focus on him, making even the simple task of watching a movie become a century-old problem.

It was always like this.

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together, her body still seeming to carry Sang Yan’s scent, as if that embrace had happened just a second ago. She recalled the image of herself half-sitting on Sang Yan, and her face flushed again.

She calmed her breathing, deciding to take a shower to cool down.

Entering the bathroom, Wen Yifan took off her clothes and turned on the shower.

Gradually, Wen Yifan’s thoughts drifted, and she remembered the messages Zheng Kejia had sent, one after another.

Now she only remembered one word.

When Zheng Kejia was complaining earlier, she had said “They.”

So it meant that this time, unlike last time, it wasn’t just Che Yanqin who came. It might also include Su Liangxian and Wen Ming, and… thinking of this, Wen Yifan also remembered the middle-aged man she had seen earlier at Beiyu Hospital.

It was Che Xingde.

Che Yanqin’s brother.

He might have come along too.

Although Wen Yifan didn’t want to care about these things, every time she thought of these people, her mood would still be uncontrollably affected. But strangely, at this moment when she thought about it again, she felt nothing but calm.

Even if there was an effect, it seemed to be just a tiny bit.

So slight it could be ignored.

All her emotions were being dominated by another person. There was no remaining space to accommodate anything else.

Wen Yifan suddenly touched the corner of her lips.

It seemed that as long as he was there,

All the bad feelings could disappear without a trace.
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This year’s Spring Festival came later than usual.

One evening close to New Year’s Eve, Wen Yifan had arranged to have dinner with Zhong Siqiao. Zhong Siqiao was already on holiday and had come to Anshang, taking the opportunity to meet up with her.

After work, Wen Yifan met up with Zhong Siqiao downstairs.

It had been about two months since they last saw each other.

Having gone through half of winter, Zhong Siqiao’s skin looked fairer than before. She had cut her hair short and got a slight perm at the ends. She seemed to be in a good mood.

The two chose a nearby hotpot restaurant.

As Wen Yifan rinsed the bowls and chopsticks with hot water, her thoughts began to wander.

She gradually recalled the meal they all had together when Xiang Lang first returned to the country. At that time, Zhong Siqiao had casually mentioned that Wen Yifan always scalded herself when rinsing dishes with hot water, so they never dared to let her handle it.

Sang Yan seemed to have taken that comment to heart.

At this moment, Zhong Siqiao brought up: “By the way, about you rejecting Sang Yan in high school, does he bring that up now?”

Wen Yifan snapped back to reality: “He hasn’t mentioned it anymore.”

“Does he not mind it now?”

“…” Wen Yifan shook her head, “I don’t know.”

“He probably isn’t that petty. I’m quite curious, now that you’re with Sang Yan, is he still the same as before?” Zhong Siqiao asked, “You know, always looking grumpy and acting all high and mighty.”

The grumpy face wasn’t there anymore.

He was still arrogant but seemed to have softened a bit.

Wen Yifan gave a moderate answer: “He’s pretty much the same as before.”

“Huh?” Zhong Siqiao was shocked, “Then you should talk to him about it, get him to manage that nasty temper of his. It might be fine at first, but won’t it get annoying after a while?”

“That’s just his personality,” Wen Yifan didn’t want him to change, “But he’s very good to me.”

Zhong Siqiao sighed in relief: “That’s good then.”

“It’s just that, what he says and what he does are different,” Wen Yifan recalled various incidents, speaking slowly, “I didn’t dare to think about it before, so I only thought his actions were exactly as he said.”

“Whatever he said, I believed it. I didn’t overthink things.” Wen Yifan said, “So actually, getting along with him is quite relaxing for me.”

Wen Yifan had never encountered someone who could be so good to her.

Every action was extremely patient.

Never overstepping boundaries.

As if he didn’t want to give her any discomfort.

All this time, he had never brought her any pressure.

Yet he had silently occupied every corner of her life.

“Hey,” Zhong Siqiao said, “Actually, back in high school, I felt you treated him differently. I mean, you had quite a few guys chasing you then. With others, you always had the same attitude, always indifferent.”

Wen Yifan looked up.

Zhong Siqiao continued: “But you would get angry at Sang Yan.”

Get angry.

Wen Yifan immediately recalled the phone call she made to Sang Yan after being caught dating for the second time by her parents.

Her expression stiffened slightly.

“Well, not really getting angry, just your tone would carry a bit of emotion,” Zhong Siqiao said, “One time I went to your class to find you, I saw Sang Yan sitting behind you. It was the first time I saw you act that way in front of another guy, you wouldn’t even be like that with Xiang Lang.”

Wen Yifan asked softly: “What way?”

Zhong Siqiao recalled that afternoon in their first year of high school.

Sang Yan was sitting behind Wen Yifan.

The young man was leaning back in his chair, casually flipping through a book. His eyes were lowered, his long legs stretched out under Wen Yifan’s chair, occasionally swaying, as if childishly seeking attention.

After a few seconds, Wen Yifan turned around and said calmly: “Sang Yan, I’m doing my exercises.”

Sang Yan paused, raising an eyebrow: “What?”

She stared at him and suddenly said: “If you keep this up, I’m going to change seats.”

“…”

Not long after, the young man slowly closed his book and pulled his feet back.

“Got it.”

They stared at each other.

Sang Yan suddenly scratched his head and blurted out: “Don’t be mad, alright?”

…

Based on Zhong Siqiao’s understanding of Wen Yifan.

If it were someone else doing this, she would probably just silently pick up her things and temporarily change seats, returning when class started.

She wouldn’t specifically turn around and speak to that person with emotion.

Thinking about it now, Zhong Siqiao found their interaction quite cute: “When you get angry at Sang Yan now, does he still let you have your way?”

Wen Yifan honestly said: “I’ve never gotten angry at him.”

“…” Zhong Siqiao could hardly believe it, “Not even after getting together, you’ve been living together for almost a year, right? You’ve never gotten angry at him?”

Wen Yifan nodded.

Zhong Siqiao was a bit in awe, feeling like she was some kind of Buddha, tolerant of everything: “Is Sang Yan a very gentle person when you’re alone?”

“No, there’s just nothing that makes me angry,” Wen Yifan smiled and said softly, “Besides, I just want to let him have his way in everything, to be good to him.”

Zhong Siqiao hadn’t expected Wen Yifan to be in this state when in a relationship.

She didn’t continue on this topic, smiling as she changed the subject: “By the way, Dian Dian, you’re quite trendy.”

“Huh?”

“Moving in together right after starting to date.”

“…”

–

When Wen Yifan got home, Sang Yan hadn’t returned yet.

During this period, his company seemed to have taken on some big project, and the entire team had been working overtime for several days in a row. Sometimes they would even pull an all-nighter before coming back to sleep.

Wen Yifan didn’t dare to disturb him too much.

After washing up, Wen Yifan was preparing to go to bed when Sang Yan still hadn’t returned.

He had only sent her a message: [Go to bed early]

Wen Yifan yawned sleepily and replied: [When are you getting off work?]

Sang Yan: [Around two or three.]

Wen Yifan had wanted to wait for him to come back, but she fell asleep while playing on her phone.

The next time she became conscious, Wen Yifan was woken up by a phone call. Her irritation at being woken up instantly flared, but as she groggily glanced at the caller ID, her expression froze and her anger immediately dissipated.

Qian Weihua’s deep voice came from the other end, his tone concise and domineering.

“Three minutes, come downstairs.”

…

Getting herself ready as quickly as possible, Wen Yifan left the room. She was about to go to the entrance to put on her shoes when she saw that Sang Yan had already returned and was sitting on the sofa drinking a bottle of cold water.

Seeing this, Sang Yan looked over and also stood up: “Working overtime again?”

“Mm, how long have you been back?” Wen Yifan didn’t have time to say much to him, hurriedly instructing as she put on her shoes, “Don’t keep drinking cold water, it’s not good for your stomach. I’m leaving, go to bed early.”

Sang Yan walked over to her side and handed her an umbrella: “It’s raining outside, be careful.”

Wen Yifan made a sound of agreement, took the umbrella, and went straight out the door.

By now, Qian Weihua had already arrived downstairs.

It was just past three in the morning, and it had started raining at some point, a fine drizzle that felt cold enough to contain ice shards. For these few steps, Wen Yifan couldn’t be bothered to open the umbrella. When she sat in the passenger seat, her body was inevitably covered in a layer of dampness.

Wen Yifan greeted him briefly.

Without much conversation, they drove to the scene.

It was a small drunk driving incident that hadn’t caused any casualties.

The car owner, either not paying attention or for some other reason, had knocked down a guardrail, and then half the car had fallen into a construction pit. When they got out of the car, the owner had just been rescued from the vehicle by the police.

Qian Weihua was recording the surrounding situation.

Wen Yifan was about to go over to communicate with the traffic police for an interview when she suddenly noticed the appearance of the car owner.

Her expression stiffened slightly, her gaze coming to a halt.

It was Che Xingde.

They hadn’t seen each other for many years. The last time was at the city hospital in Beiyu, where she had only caught a glimpse of him from afar. They hadn’t even faced each other, and she hadn’t given the matter any thought at all.

Che Xingde had drunk quite a bit. At this moment, his alcohol levels were rising, and half his face was red. He was leaning on the shoulder of a nearby traffic policeman, constantly shouting “I didn’t drink,” his mind completely unclear.

The traffic policeman looked impatient and directly pressed him down, shoving him into the car.

Following this action, Che Xingde scanned the surroundings, his gaze settling on Wen Yifan.

Their eyes met briefly.

Che Xingde’s eyes were cloudy, then cleared a bit. His eyes suddenly brightened, as if he wanted to call out to her, but the next second he was pulled into the car by the traffic policeman.

Wen Yifan withdrew her gaze, gripping her slightly trembling fingertips.

Although earlier, based on what Zheng Kejia had said, Wen Yifan could roughly guess that Che Xingde had probably come to Nanwu with her uncle’s family. But that was completely different from actually encountering him face to face.

Maybe it was due to lack of sleep, plus the fact that the food she had eaten earlier had long since been digested, but Wen Yifan felt a bit nauseous.

She pressed her lips together hard, forcing herself to cast aside these emotions, and turned to ask Qian Weihua: “Teacher, the car owner doesn’t seem to be very lucid. Should we liaise with the traffic police now?”

Qian Weihua hadn’t noticed Wen Yifan’s emotions and nodded: “Alright, we’re about done here. After this, we can prepare to head back to the station.”

Wen Yifan: “Okay.”

–

Back at the station, Wen Yifan finished editing the news piece and submitted it for review before the morning program’s broadcast. By now, the sky was half-light. She was both sleepy and exhausted, and since there was nothing else to do at the moment, she decided to go straight home.

Qian Weihua was also heading back and gave her a ride.

Afraid of disturbing Sang Yan, Wen Yifan opened the door as quietly as possible. She felt unusually cold and was about to pour herself a glass of warm water when she noticed some activity in the kitchen.

Wen Yifan was stunned and walked over.

Sang Yan was standing at the counter washing his hands, looking sleepy. On the induction cooker next to him, preserved egg and lean meat porridge was simmering, bubbling away with a delicious aroma wafting through the air.

Wen Yifan stuttered: “Why aren’t you sleeping? Isn’t it Saturday today?”

“I’ll sleep after this,” perhaps due to staying up late for some time, Sang Yan’s voice was a bit hoarse, his eyelids drooping, “You drink the porridge before sleeping.”

“…”

Sang Yan pulled out a piece of paper towel to dry his hands while observing Wen Yifan’s expression. He bent down slightly to look her in the eye: “What’s wrong? Did something bad happen?”

Wen Yifan didn’t speak, just staring at him.

Seeing Che Xingde in Nanwu made it impossible for Wen Yifan to control her emotions any longer. Her mood had been pushed to its worst state. Even though nothing had happened, she still had a bad feeling.

It was as if the long-hidden hostility was about to resurface.

Sang Yan didn’t continue to ask.

He raised his hand and rubbed her head, his touch as heavy as always, but with a strong sense of comfort.

In that instant.

Wen Yifan came back to her senses, feeling as if the thick chill on her body had been dispelled. She pressed her lips together hard, suddenly leaning forward to hug him.

Sang Yan’s movements paused slightly: “What’s wrong?”

“So tired,” Wen Yifan said softly, “Don’t want to move.”

“…” Sang Yan also raised his arms to hug her back. He freed one hand to turn off the induction cooker, saying leisurely, “This will make you not tired?”

Wen Yifan inhaled his familiar scent and made a soft sound of agreement.

She wanted to be close to him.

Wanted to hug him.

Wanted to stay with him every day.

This way, it felt like there was something to look forward to in life every day.

She didn’t want to see those people from before again.

Not a single one.

Wen Yifan hugged him tighter, suddenly remembering Zhong Siqiao’s words.

— “You would get angry at Sang Yan.”

She recalled the harm she had done to Sang Yan in the past, her lips moved, but she couldn’t say a word.

It was something she had always been afraid to bring up.

She felt Sang Yan couldn’t possibly not mind.

She was afraid he would mind.

Afraid that his fondness for her would gradually fade because of it.

“Drink the porridge first, it’ll get cold soon,” Sang Yan suddenly spoke, his tone slightly raised but still not entirely serious, “Later, you can hug however you want, I’ll even let you hug me while you sleep.”

Wen Yifan looked up at him: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan: “What?”

I won’t be like before anymore.

I won’t.

I will be very good to you.

I won’t hurt you again.

So can we always be like this?

Can you always stay with me?

Sang Yan waited for a while, and seeing that she didn’t speak, he didn’t seem impatient. His eyes were half-closed, as if extremely tired: “You’re just calling my name?”

Wen Yifan stared at him, her gaze fixed on his lips: “No.”

Sang Yan spoke again: “Then—”

Before he could finish, Wen Yifan suddenly grabbed his clothes, pulling him towards her. Sang Yan was caught off guard and leaned down following her movement.

But he showed no signs of resistance.

Their gazes collided.

Wen Yifan swallowed, steadying herself and gathering courage: “I want to kiss you.”

“…”

Without waiting for his response, Wen Yifan stood on her tiptoes and kissed his lips.

Her grip on his clothes tightened.

It was just a brief touch before she pulled away.

They stared at each other for a few seconds.

Wen Yifan held her breath and cleared her throat: “I’ll go out first…”

Sang Yan’s eyes darkened, and he suddenly grabbed her wrist, pulling her back. He leaned close to her eyes, his nose almost touching hers, their breaths intertwining, but he stopped just before going any further.

“Does that count as a kiss?”

Wen Yifan looked up, her mind completely blank.

Her back pressed against the kitchen counter, Sang Yan’s tall figure seemed to tower over her, enveloping her in his familiar, pleasant scent. The kitchen was utterly silent; one could almost hear the soft patter of light rain outside.

“Wen Shuangjiang,” Sang Yan asked softly, “This isn’t our first kiss.”

“…”

Sang Yan chuckled, “So, I’m not being too forward, am I?”

Wen Yifan didn’t understand his words. “Huh?”

“What kind of fate is this?” Sang Yan mused. “Early in the morning, you’re here kissing and embracing me.” He raised his hand, his fingertips gently caressing her cheek. “And then, you want to kiss but don’t commit to it properly.”

“…”

“Wen Shuangjiang, if you want to flirt with me,” Sang Yan suddenly laughed, “Could you be a bit more serious about it?”

Wen Yifan felt a little embarrassed, thinking she had already done quite well. “What counts as serious?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan lowered his head and began to patiently teach her, step by step, how to ensnare him completely: “Look at me properly.”

Wen Yifan obediently fixed her gaze on his eyes and brows.

Sang Yan’s voice was very soft: “Come closer when you speak to me.”

As if enchanted, Wen Yifan leaned in a bit more towards him.

“…And then?”

“Then what?”

“…”

Sang Yan’s breath deepened as he grasped her chin, his intense possessiveness threatening to crush her. In the next moment, his lips descended heavily upon hers, his voice husky, accompanied by muffled words.

“—And that’s how I’m hooked.”

* * *

* * *

* * *
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His warm lips, seemingly charged with electricity, covered hers, moving back and forth. It was as if he wanted to restrain himself, yet desperately yearned for more, unsatisfied with just this.

Unlike the fleeting kisses of the past.

In an instant, Sang Yan cupped her chin, his tongue parting her teeth and forcefully exploring inside. His hand moved down to the back of her head, leaving her no room to retreat.

Bit by bit, he fed his scorching breath into her mouth.

Wen Yifan felt breathless.

She opened her eyes, her mind blank, completely unsure how to respond. Involuntarily, she grasped his clothes, as if searching for an anchor, relying on him for support.

At this moment, she could only surrender everything to him.

Let him guide her.

Neither had much experience.

The kiss was inexperienced, yet the force was wild and passionate. Teeth accidentally grazed lips, bringing a slight stinging sensation, making the experience more vivid. Sang Yan showed no signs of holding back, as if stimulated, his actions became even more unrestrained.

The desire in his eyes was completely undisguised.

Time seemed to stand still.

Sang Yan gently bit her tongue tip, then stopped his movements.

Their lips parted, but the distance between them remained close.

Wen Yifan’s breathing was slightly hurried. She looked up, noticing that his usually pale lips were now as red as if filled with blood. Looking further up, the man’s eyes were filled with intense emotion, obscure and indecipherable.

It was as if he might revert to his true form at any moment, thoroughly devouring her to the bone.

Sang Yan lowered his eyelashes and raised his hand, leisurely using his fingertips to wipe the moisture from the corner of her lips. His movement was light and lingering, like a subtle temptation. After a while, he said in a hoarse voice, “Are you hungry?”

Caught off guard by his sudden question, Wen Yifan instinctively let out an “Ah.”

“I can’t do two things at once. So, do you want me to heat some porridge for you first, or,” Sang Yan paused, his expression playful, “kiss you some more?”

…

It was ten minutes later when he came out of the kitchen again.

Wen Yifan didn’t accompany him while he heated the porridge, instead sitting back on the sofa by herself. She felt strangely thirsty and drank an entire glass of water before stopping. As her mind relaxed, memories of the scene from ten minutes ago flooded back.

After hearing Sang Yan’s words, Wen Yifan had just quietly stared at him.

Then, without a word, she raised her hand to hook around his neck, pulling him down…

“…”

Thinking about this, Wen Yifan poured another glass of water and continued to drink. Her lips felt hot and numb, the sensation so intense it was impossible to ignore, constantly reminding her of that recent kiss.

The next moment.

Sang Yan came out of the kitchen, lazily calling out, “Come here.”

Wen Yifan quickly put down her water glass and got up, walking to the dining table. Due to their intimate actions just now, she still felt a bit uncomfortable and couldn’t even bring herself to look at him.

Sang Yan: “Go get some bowls.”

Wen Yifan obediently walked to the kitchen and brought back two sets of bowls and chopsticks. Returning to the dining table, she looked up at Sang Yan’s face and noticed that the corner of his lip had been bitten and broken, with a small amount of blood seeping out.

“…”

Wen Yifan immediately lowered her eyes.

Sang Yan seemed completely unaware of it.

His cold white skin made that touch of red even more striking.

Wen Yifan couldn’t help but reach out, quickly wiping the corner of his lip.

Sang Yan looked at her: “?”

The mark faded a bit with her touch. Wen Yifan withdrew her gaze, feeling as if erasing it made it non-existent: “You had something on you.”

A few seconds of silence.

Sang Yan said suggestively: “What could it be?”

“…”

“What did I just touch?”

Perhaps it was psychological, but Wen Yifan felt her lips starting to burn again. She lowered her eyes, pretending to be calm as she said, “It was just some sauce that accidentally got on you. I wiped it off.”

As soon as she finished speaking, Wen Yifan felt him touch her lips too.

She looked up.

Sang Yan smirked, lazily explaining: “You had some on you too.”

“…”

Wen Yifan immediately understood the meaning behind his words.

In an instant, she felt the heat spreading to her cheeks and extending to her ears.

Whether it was from drinking too much water or some other reason, Wen Yifan didn’t feel hungry at all now. She only filled half a bowl, and after finishing, she sat beside him, occasionally glancing at the wound on the corner of his lip.

Furtively and sneakily.

Sang Yan didn’t seem to notice anything because of her behavior.

Wen Yifan also didn’t know what he might say when he looked in the mirror later and saw this wound.

It was getting late.

Sang Yan urged: “Go to sleep after you’re done eating. Don’t you have to go to work in a while?”

Having not sat down and talked properly with him for several days, Wen Yifan wanted to stay with him a bit longer. She nodded but showed no signs of leaving. She propped her face on her hand, still staring at him.

The small wound had stopped bleeding and didn’t look as obvious as before. Thinking about this, Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if she had a similar wound on her lips.

There didn’t seem to be any stinging sensation.

She only remembered that his kisses were indeed forceful, similar to how he ruffled people’s hair.

But he hadn’t hurt her.

After quite a while.

Sang Yan suddenly put down his chopsticks and leaned back: “Hey, how long are you going to keep looking?”

Wen Yifan snapped back to reality.

“Still want to continue?”

“…”

Before she could answer, Sang Yan pulled her into his arms again, lightly touching her lips. He pulled back a little, chuckling as he commented, his tone quite smug: “Your kissing skills are terrible. You hurt me.”

Wen Yifan opened her mouth: “But I didn’t—”

Sang Yan directly interrupted her: “You need more practice.”

The next moment, his lips and tongue covered hers again, forcefully possessing her.

–

As soon as she entered the room, Wen Yifan’s first reaction was to go to the dressing table and look at herself in the mirror. Her lips were naturally vibrant red, but now the color had deepened even more, and they were slightly swollen.

The marks of being ravished were quite evident.

But unlike Sang Yan, her skin hadn’t broken.

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together, feeling that she was now thoroughly heated from head to toe, her entire body enveloped in Sang Yan’s scent. She was completely awake now, and suddenly noticed the Valentine’s Day gift she had bought earlier.

It was now placed on her bedside table.

Opening the box, inside were two matching bracelets.

Wen Yifan blinked, slowly putting one of the bracelets on herself. Thinking that she would have to go to work when she woke up, and Sang Yan probably wouldn’t be awake when she left, plus she didn’t know if she’d have to work overtime in the evening…

She pulled down her sleeve, hiding the bracelet inside, then got up and left the room.

The living room was already empty.

It seemed Sang Yan had already returned to his room.

Wen Yifan walked to his room door, hesitantly knocking.

Sang Yan’s voice immediately came through: “The door’s not locked.”

She turned the doorknob, opening a small crack, and met Sang Yan’s gaze from the bed. He was still lying down, just slightly turning his head to look at her: “You can just come in directly next time.”

Wen Yifan closed the door, hiding the gift behind her back: “I was afraid you might be changing clothes or something.”

Sang Yan was very nonchalant: “So what if I was?”

Before she could speak, the next moment, Sang Yan suddenly spoke again: “You’re quiet.”

Wen Yifan looked up: “Hm?”

He slowly enunciated two words: “Vio-lent.”

“…”

Wen Yifan instantly understood that he had seen the wound on the corner of his lip. She instinctively looked at his lips again, thought for a while, and could only squeeze out a sentence: “I’ll be gentler next time.”

“…” Sang Yan looked at her, chuckling softly after a few seconds.

Remembering that he had come back at 3 AM last night, and not knowing what time he had gotten up to make porridge this morning, Wen Yifan didn’t want to disturb him for too long. She walked to the bedside and sat down, handing the bag to Sang Yan: “For you.”

Seeing this, Sang Yan sat up straight, raising an eyebrow: “What is it?”

Wen Yifan said seriously: “Valentine’s Day gift.”

“Oh.” His lips curved slightly as he reached out to take it, “Can I open it now?”

“Yes.”

Sang Yan took out the box from the bag.

Inside was a red bracelet with a thin strap and a snowflake-shaped charm hanging from it.

Sang Yan took it out and held it up to look at for a while. Then, he looked at Wen Yifan, seeming a bit amused: “Why do you like giving me these girly things?”

“…”

Looking at it this way, it did seem quite feminine.

Wen Yifan stubbornly said: “It won’t be girly once you wear it.”

His gaze moved to the snowflake charm, and Sang Yan very deliberately asked: “What does this snowflake mean?”

Wen Yifan felt a bit hot in the face but honestly answered: “Frost.”

Sang Yan was in a good mood and extended his hand to her: “Put it on for your boyfriend.”

Wen Yifan did as he asked.

During this process, the bracelet Wen Yifan had just put on her wrist slipped out.

Sang Yan’s eyelashes flickered slightly, and without warning, he grabbed her wrist, pushing up her sleeve. Only then did he discover that she was also wearing an identical bracelet, except the charm at the bottom was different, a mulberry leaf.

He stared at it for two seconds, then said with a half-smile: “Couple’s set?”

Wen Yifan let him look, lightly licking her lips: “Yes.”

“Alright.” Sang Yan lowered his chin, chuckling to himself for a good while, his fingertips caressing her wrist, “I’m willing to be a bit girly today.”

“…”

Then, Sang Yan gestured with his eyes: “The gift is in the bookcase, go get it yourself.”

Wen Yifan blinked and got up to walk towards the bookcase. She saw a small box placed on one of the shelves. There was a small card inserted in the ribbon of the box with a line of English written on it.

The man’s handwriting was both familiar and unfamiliar, just like before. The strokes were heavy as if about to pierce through the paper. Just like his person, bold and unrestrained.

–To First Frost.

Wen Yifan stared at the card for a few seconds before turning back: “Can I open it now?”

Sang Yan smiled: “You can.”

She reached out to open it.

Inside was a voice recorder.

“Didn’t you say your voice recorder wasn’t working well before,” Sang Yan’s words seemed to have a hidden meaning, “Though I’m not sure how to use this thing, after recording, can you only listen to it by connecting it to a computer?”

“No,” Wen Yifan instinctively wanted to teach him, “You just press here and you can directly—”

Before she finished, Wen Yifan suddenly understood. She met Sang Yan’s eyes and quietly swallowed the rest of her words: “Oh… this model, it seems, can indeed only be connected to a computer…”

Sang Yan calmly said: “Is that so.”

“…”

“Then remember to try it when you get back,” Sang Yan said lazily, “If there’s any problem, we can exchange it.”

The implication was clear enough. Wen Yifan now just wanted to go back and listen to what he had recorded, so she nodded immediately. She was about to return to her room when she noticed a photo album on the bookshelf.

Wen Yifan’s gaze fixed on it, and she reached out to take it: “What’s this?”

Sang Yan glanced at it, not knowing when he had brought this thing over.

“University graduation photos.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan paused for a good while before saying: “Can I take a look?”

Sang Yan raised his eyelashes again and nodded slightly. He sat casually on the table, his expression nonchalant: “There’s no part of me that you can’t see.”

“…” Wen Yifan looked at him, “The other… we’ll see later.”

“…”

Wen Yifan walked back to sit beside him and then opened the photo album.

The first page was a group photo.

Wen Yifan immediately found Sang Yan. He was wearing a black graduation gown, and standing in the back row. While everyone else was smiling, only he had his chin slightly raised, looking a bit impatient, as if he had been dragged there to take the photo.

After staring at it for a while, Wen Yifan couldn’t help but smile.

Sang Yan leaned against the headboard, watching her smile. After a while, he remembered something: “Are you free on the evening of the eighth day of the Lunar New Year?”

Wen Yifan absent-mindedly replied: “I’m not sure, why?”

“Nothing much, Qian Fei is getting married,” Sang Yan said, “If you’re free, come along.”

Qian Fei is getting married.

There should be many of Sang Yan’s friends there too.

Wen Yifan finally looked up and responded: “Okay, I’ll see then.”

After speaking, Wen Yifan returned her attention to the photo album.

Her gaze shifted, and because of Sang Yan’s words, she noticed Qian Fei standing next to him, as well as another man on the other side. The man looked about the same height as Sang Yan, with peach blossom eyes and naturally upturned lips, giving an impression of innate gentleness.

These two standing together could almost steal one’s attention in an instant.

Seeing this, Wen Yifan instantly recalled the rumors Zhong Siqiao had mentioned and unconsciously looked a few more times. Her gaze moved down to the name list below. Sure enough, next to “Sang Yan” were the three characters “Duan Jiaxu”.

Noticing that she had been looking for so long, Sang Yan simply came over to look with her.

“What are you looking at?”

Wen Yifan pointed at Duan Jiaxu: “Is this Duan Jiaxu?”

Sang Yan’s gaze paused slightly: “Why?”

Wen Yifan commented: “He is quite handsome.”

“…”

The surroundings fell silent.

Wen Yifan didn’t notice anything amiss and was about to turn to the next page to see if she could find more photos of Sang Yan when the man beside her moved his hand, stopping her action.

She looked up.

Sang Yan’s lips were drawn into a straight line as he said without emotion: “I didn’t hear clearly.”

“Huh?”

“Who’s handsome? Say it again.”

Wen Yifan immediately shut her mouth.

“So, you’ve been looking at my graduation photo for half a day,” Sang Yan paused, then laughed coldly after a few seconds, “and you weren’t looking at me?”
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Wen Yifan was stunned, feeling as if a huge pot had suddenly crashed onto her head. She pondered his words, wanting to explain, but felt that no matter how she answered, it wouldn’t be quite right.

If she affirmed with a “Yes,” it would confirm his statement – that she indeed wasn’t looking at him. But if she denied it with a “No,” it would seem like she was continuing his sentence – right, I wasn’t looking at you.

Wen Yifan felt a bit tangled up in this logic.

She had a sense that Sang Yan was truly logically rigorous, able to ask a question where any answer from the other person would put them at a disadvantage, allowing him to pick apart their response.

Wen Yifan wanted to give a foolproof answer, thinking very carefully.

Facing Sang Yan, she wasn’t in a hurry, responding slowly and hesitantly.

Her delayed response, in Sang Yan’s eyes, was tantamount to admitting that she had indeed done what he suspected, but due to his pressure, she dared not tell the truth.

Sang Yan’s lips tightened, and he directly pulled back the graduation album.

Noticing this movement, Wen Yifan looked up.

Their gazes met.

Sang Yan stared at her for two seconds, then averted his eyes and stood up. He tossed the album aside, no longer continuing the topic, his tone slightly displeased: “Go back to sleep.”

Wen Yifan stared at his face and said softly, “But I haven’t finished looking.”

His features were handsome and refined. He rarely smiled, usually appearing indifferent and noble, with a strong sense of distance from strangers. Now that he was angry, this feeling intensified.

The sharpness in his brow and eyes seemed to have doubled.

Although she had heard Zhong Siqiao say several times that Sang Yan was particularly frightening when he had a cold face, seemingly able to lower the surrounding temperature by several degrees just by his presence, making others afraid to speak, with a full sense of intimidation.

But strangely enough.

It was at this moment that Wen Yifan felt that she wasn’t afraid of him like this at all.

She even felt a bit like laughing.

Feeling that if she laughed, it would be like pouring oil on his fire, Wen Yifan didn’t speak immediately, intending to adjust her emotions to be more calm before trying to appease him properly.

The next second, Sang Yan suddenly put his hand on her head. The force wasn’t strong, just pressing back slightly, lifting her face. His gaze fell on her as if wanting to see what expression she had at this moment.

Catching a glimpse of the smile at the corners of her mouth, Sang Yan’s movement froze, his face still expressionless.

“…”

Wen Yifan immediately suppressed her smile.

“Fine, I thought you were lowering your head in reflection,” Sang Yan withdrew his hand, letting out a cold laugh, his voice equally icy, “Turns out you’re secretly delighting in looking at handsome guys.”

“…” Wen Yifan wanted to laugh again, “That’s not it.”

Sang Yan ignored her.

Wen Yifan moved a bit closer, asking a question she already knew the answer to: “Are you angry?”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered to respond, pretending to be deaf and mute.

Wen Yifan said in a gentle voice: “Can I still look at your graduation album? I haven’t finished.”

“…”

Sang Yan looked up again, leaning back slightly, looking down at her from above. His knuckles tapped lightly on the album beside him. Although he agreed, his words carried a strong warning tone: “Fine, take it.”

Wen Yifan seemed to not hear the warning, truly taking it as an agreement: “So I can take it?”

Sang Yan was more direct: “Take it if you dare.”

Wen Yifan nodded and pulled out the album from under Sang Yan’s light pressure.

“…”

Sang Yan watched her actions from the side, so angry that his stomach began to ache faintly.

After taking the album, Wen Yifan moved her position again, getting even closer to him.

Sang Yan suddenly said: “Sit further away from me.”

Wen Yifan didn’t listen and opened the group photo at this distance. She looked at Sang Yan in the photo, then at him. Seeing his still cold expression, she suddenly said: “Why are you suddenly angry with me?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “Reflect on it yourself.”

Wen Yifan held back a laugh and thought for a moment: “Are you feeling guilty?”

Sang Yan: “?”

Wen Yifan continued to flip through the pages: “I just wanted to see what my love rival looks like.”

“…” Sang Yan’s eyelashes moved slightly, frowning a bit, “Say something people can understand.”

“Weren’t you involved in rumors with this Duan Jiaxu?” Wen Yifan recalled Zhong Siqiao’s words, slowly repeating, “I heard you two were known as the famous pair in the Computer Science department of Nan University—”

“…”

“The gay campus heartthrobs.”

Sang Yan: “…”

The topic gradually shifted to another aspect.

Sang Yan’s expression eased considerably, not taking this so-called “rumor” to heart at all. He raised an eyebrow thoughtfully and said leisurely: “Wen Shuangjiang, aren’t you in journalism?”

Wen Yifan continued flipping through the album: “Hmm?”

Further on, there were group photos of various dormitories. She quickly found the photo of Sang Yan with three others. In this photo, his eyebrows finally showed a hint of a smile, looking at the camera carelessly, appearing noble and spirited.

“So you believe this kind of hearsay, unverified rumor?”

“…” Wen Yifan shook her head, “I don’t believe it.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan pressed down on her hand, very arrogantly issuing an invitation, “Then when are you coming to verify it?”

…

Because of his action, Wen Yifan couldn’t seriously flip through the album, causing quite a delay. In the end, she hastily found all the photos of Sang Yan, glanced at them briefly, and then was urged by him to go back for a nap.

Back in her room, Wen Yifan changed clothes and lay on the bed with the voice recorder Sang Yan had given her. She felt inexplicably nervous and took a while to find the new recording inside before playing it.

Sang Yan’s voice came from it.

His voice was rather cold, the end of his words always unconsciously rising, carrying a unique flavor.

“Wen Shuangjiang, be careful at work. Your boyfriend tells you to come home safely.”

“…”

Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment, then played it several more times.

Be careful.

Come home safely.

Wen Yifan’s heart skipped a beat, and she unconsciously touched the area behind her ear, remembering the injury she had received in Beiyu before.

It had been quite some time, and the wound had long since healed, not even leaving a scar now. But Sang Yan seemed to always keep this incident in mind. Every time she went out for overtime work late at night, as long as he was home, he seemed to stay awake waiting for her return.

Wen Yifan was lost in thought.

After a long while, she carefully put the voice recorder back in its box.

Wen Yifan lay on the bed, trying to sleep. But she had been awake for too long and now found it difficult to fall asleep.

Her mind kept replaying images of Sang Yan from the graduation album.

He was more mature than in high school;

Yet more youthful than his current appearance.

It was a stage she had never seen, never been a part of.

Wen Yifan stared at the ceiling, her expression dazed.

In this instant.

Wen Yifan very clearly felt an emotion that had surfaced countless times before, yet she had never grasped:

She regretted it.

I deeply regretted it.

–

A few days after Valentine’s Day, the Spring Festival arrived.

Similar to last year, Wen Yifan only had a brief three-day holiday. Although Sang Yan’s company also often had overtime, they were quite conscientious and gave time off until the seventh day of the new year, even starting the holiday two days early.

He had much more free time than her.

Except for New Year’s Eve night, when Sang Yan didn’t return until eight or nine o’clock, he spent most of his time at Shangdu Huacheng. They spent the entire Spring Festival holiday together.

After the third day of the new year, Wen Yifan started her shifts at the company again. Fortunately, this new year was particularly peaceful, and there wasn’t much going on at the station during this time, not as busy as imagined.

Wen Yifan was able to leave work on time every day.

It wasn’t until the seventh day of the new year, when everyone started work again, that she became truly busy.

On the evening of the eighth day of the new year.

Wen Yifan worked some overtime temporarily, barely finishing her wrap-up work at nine o’clock. She packed up her things, wrapped her scarf around her, and then left the office to wait for the elevator.

Soon after, Wen Yifan noticed someone standing beside her in her peripheral vision.

She instinctively looked over.

It was Mu Chengyun.

During this time, even while eating, Wen Yifan had vaguely sensed that Mu Chengyun was avoiding her. She could guess the reason, but as long as it didn’t affect work, it didn’t matter much to her.

Mu Chengyun smiled at her and greeted her: “Sister Yifan, are you about to get off work?”

Wen Yifan nodded.

Silence fell.

Both elevators stopped for about ten seconds on each floor, and after waiting for a long time, they were still far from this floor. During this interval, Wen Yifan took out her phone and sent a WeChat message to Sang Yan: [I’m done, coming over now.]

Sang Yan immediately replied: [I’ve been drinking, should I send someone to pick you up?]

Wen Yifan: [No need.]

Wen Yifan casually wrote: [I’m riding with a colleague.]

The next moment, Mu Chengyun spoke again: “Sister Yifan, when I came up from downstairs just now, I saw a man looking for you. But he was stopped by security. Have you offended someone?”

Wen Yifan froze, looking up: “Who?”

In this line of work, one inevitably offends people to some extent.

Wen Yifan had seen before that an older reporter in her office was confronted by a subject of a previous report – because they felt his reporting had affected their life.

This was considered normal at the station, which is why the security downstairs had become much stricter.

“I don’t know, he looked to be in his forties,” Mu Chengyun recalled. “But he didn’t seem to have any ill intentions, maybe it’s someone you know.”

Wen Yifan pondered to herself, but really couldn’t think of who it might be, so she just nodded.

Mu Chengyun: “But you should still be careful.”

Wen Yifan smiled: “I know, thank you.”

Silence fell again.

“Sister Yifan, I actually—” Mu Chengyun suddenly let out a breath, looking as if he had struggled for a long time before finally getting to the point, “I have something to tell you.”

Wen Yifan looked at him: “What is it?”

“You’ve probably noticed, I previously…” Mu Chengyun didn’t dare to finish, instead changing the subject, “But now it’s gone.”

Wen Yifan didn’t understand his words: “Hmm?”

“I’ve never had experience in this area, and it was my first time trying to pursue someone… so I asked a lot of people for advice. My sister taught me several tricks, and I tried to use them all.”

“…”

“Like, before pursuing someone, you should first eliminate your rivals, and discredit them. And, you should defeat your rivals in terms of momentum.” Saying this, Mu Chengyun seemed a bit embarrassed, “But now that you’re together, I wanted to explain this to you.”

His words came suddenly, leaving Wen Yifan somewhat stunned.

“What I told you before, about what Senior Sang said at the graduation ceremony, I made that up,” Mu Chengyun smiled. “He never said those words, and they didn’t mention you at their graduation ceremony.”

These words were said quite a while ago, and Wen Yifan had no impression of them anymore.

She tried to recall.

“I think they did mention something that day, about some senior being someone’s backup for several years or something, I can’t remember clearly,” Mu Chengyun said. “Then Senior Sang said something, but I didn’t hear clearly what he said.”

Hearing the word “backup,” Wen Yifan immediately looked up, a scene flashing in her mind.

Mu Chengyun: “For a while, I didn’t know how to face you, but now I’ve come to terms with it.”

Wen Yifan made a sound of acknowledgment: “Why are you suddenly telling me this?”

Mu Chengyun scratched his head: “I was afraid those words might affect your relationship.”

Wen Yifan laughed: “It’s not that serious.”

After she said this, Mu Chengyun also breathed a sigh of relief: “That’s good.”

Just then, the elevator arrived.

They both walked in.

There were quite a few people inside, so they could only stand at the outermost position.

Mu Chengyun pressed his lips together, unconsciously glancing in Wen Yifan’s direction again, remembering the first day he saw her.

She was following behind Qian Weihua, and when she entered, it seemed as if the dim interior was suddenly illuminated.

Her features were extremely gorgeous, beautiful enough to steal everyone’s attention, and impossible to look away from. It was a face that was stunning at first glance, and still stunning at second glance.

Mu Chengyun fell for her with just one look.

Because of this, he specifically asked his classmate Fu Zhuang if Nanwu Radio and Television was still hiring, and indirectly inquired about whether she had a boyfriend. Later, through campus recruitment, Mu Chengyun came to the “Convey” column group with this determined mindset.

Hoping to get closer to her through this.

But the more time he spent with her, the less courage Mu Chengyun had to approach her.

Although she always seemed gentle and mild, in reality, she seemed indifferent to everyone, and extremely difficult to get close to. She looked gentle, but in essence, she was like someone extremely cold, with nothing that could make her care.

Like an unreachable existence.

But that day, Mu Chengyun saw how Wen Yifan was when she was with Sang Yan.

It seemed it wasn’t like that at all.

Mu Chengyun pulled back his thoughts, no longer dwelling on this.

Even though he had spent time adjusting his feelings during this period, now that he was thoroughly heartbroken, Mu Chengyun still felt a bit stifled. He clearly understood that these words would make her impression of him worse.

Yet he still hoped.

The person he had liked for almost a year could be treated well.

And could, without any influence, be happy with the person she liked.

–

Meanwhile.

Despite repeatedly refusing, Sang Yan was still forced to drink a few glasses of alcohol and now felt a bit hot after staying indoors for so long. He loosened his tie, lowered his eyes to look at his phone message, and replied: [Call me when you arrive]

Then he turned off the screen.

At this moment, Sang Zhi came over to him and said: “Brother, I’m going to say congratulations to Brother Qian Fei, and then I’ll head back first, okay?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “You can get back on your own?”

Sang Zhi nodded: “There’s a bus right outside, I know the way.”

“Mm.” Sang Yan’s tone was lazy, “Be careful.”

After Sang Zhi left, Su Hao’an, sitting across from him, couldn’t help but tease: “Sang, is your girlfriend coming or not?”

Sang Yan looked up.

Maybe it was the alcohol getting to his head, but Su Hao’an’s mood was very high: “Did you just make up a girlfriend to brag about?”

Sang Yan sneered, too lazy to respond.

Chen Junwen beside him chimed in: “I think so too.”

As he finished speaking, Chen Junwen looked up and caught sight of someone approaching Sang Yan. He grinned and asked: “Old Xu, do you agree with us?”

Following this, Sang Yan looked to the side.

The man was also wearing a formal suit with a dark red tie, seemingly just returning from the restroom. His hair fell in fine strands on his forehead, his eyelids deeply creased, his eyes sparkling with light, looking as if he was emitting electricity with just a casual glance.

Perhaps not having heard what they were talking about earlier, he curved his lips: “Hmm?”

“Duan Jiaxu,” seeing him, Su Hao’an called out unhappily, “Where have you been! How can you not drink on a day like this? What are you here for? Hurry back to your Yihe! It’s annoying!!!”

Duan Jiaxu chuckled lightly, his tone gentle as if flirting: “Why do you still have so many opinions about me?”

Sang Yan let out a light snort and took another sip of his drink.

The next moment, Duan Jiaxu glanced at the seat next to Sang Yan. Then, he slightly raised his eyebrows and looked at Sang Yan.

“Brother.”

“…” Tortured by this form of address all night, coupled with Wen Yifan’s recent mention of the “gay” incident, Sang Yan said with a forced smile, “Is there something wrong with you?”

Duan Jiaxu laughed to himself for a while: “Where’s your sister?”

Sang Yan replied casually: “Just left.”

“I see, lend me your car keys,” Duan Jiaxu picked up his coat nearby, his expression natural, “It’s not safe for a young girl to go back at this hour, I’ll send her home.”

Sang Yan directly tossed him the car keys: “You’re quite considerate of this kid.”

Duan Jiaxu smiled: “As I should be.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan looked at him again.

The man before him had cold white skin, a tall and slender figure, and a pair of peach-blossom eyes. His features were extremely outstanding, his eyes slightly curved when he smiled, his lips too vivid in color, eye-catching even just looking at his features.

Like a reincarnated male enchanter.

He did indeed seem to attract young girls’ attention.

Sang Yan suddenly thought of how Wen Yifan had praised Duan Jiaxu’s looks after seeing his graduation photo. His brow furrowed slightly, his gaze moving up and down, carrying a scrutinizing meaning. Then, he suddenly turned his head to Chen Junwen beside him: “Hey.”

Chen Junwen was looking at his phone and raised his head in confusion: “What?”

Sang Yan: “Ask you something.”

Chen Junwen: “?”

Sang Yan: “Is Duan Jiaxu handsome?”

Duan Jiaxu, who was about to leave, stopped in his tracks when he heard this, his eyebrows slightly raised.

“…” Chen Junwen was extremely exasperated, “Are you sick? Turned gay?”

Sang Yan was a bit impatient, but also too lazy to continue asking him, and turned to Su Hao’an.

“Su Hao’an, you say.”

“Duan Jiaxu?” Su Hao’an was drunk, his face all red. He stared at Duan Jiaxu’s face and shook his head, “Just average, not even one ten-thousandth as handsome as me.”

Duan Jiaxu curved his lips: “Then what’s wrong with you?”

Su Hao’an: “?”

Duan Jiaxu said slowly: “Your face turns red as soon as you see me.”

“…” Su Hao’an felt like vomiting, “You haven’t changed a bit in hundreds of years.”

Feeling that no one could answer the question normally, Sang Yan turned his gaze back to Chen Junwen: “Hurry up and answer.”

Chen Junwen was annoyed to death: “…Handsome, handsome, handsome, your girlfriend is the most handsome! Satisfied?”

“Oh, then.” Sang Yan ignored his words and turned his head, staring at Duan Jiaxu with an indecipherable look, “Who’s more handsome, me or Duan Jiaxu?”

…
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As she left the company, Wen Yifan instinctively scanned her surroundings, recalling Mu Chengyun’s words. Having witnessed such confrontations before, she felt uneasy and tried to recall the reports she had recently worked on.

She couldn’t remember any unpleasant interactions with her subjects; most of her communications had been peaceful. She also hadn’t produced any exposé-style news pieces lately.

At this hour, there were still many people on the streets of Shang’an, especially near Fallen Street. The roads were lively and bustling. Street lamps illuminated large areas, making the night as bright as day.

Wen Yifan’s worries dissipated because of this.

Shivering from the cold, she tucked her chin into her scarf and hailed a cab directly.

The restaurant for Qian Fei’s wedding was near Shang’an, at most a ten-minute drive away.

Once in the car, Wen Yifan first sent a WeChat message to Sang Yan. Thinking about possibly meeting many of his friends soon, she pondered for a moment, then took out her lipstick and lightly touched up her makeup.

Wen Yifan stared out the window, her thoughts gradually drifting to the graduation ceremony stories Mu Chengyun had recounted about Sang Yan.

She had always been reluctant to revisit those memories and had never brought them up with Sang Yan again. But now, as their relationship grew closer, she felt increasingly insecure, worried that their current bond might someday be affected by past events.

— “They seemed to mention something that day about some senior being someone’s backup plan for years or something.”

— “Then Sang Yan spoke up.”

In an instant, time rushed forward.

Back to that stifling, gloomy summer that left one breathless.

The young man stood before her, fine raindrops hitting his eyelashes, gathering into large droplets before falling. His Adam’s apple moved slightly as he spoke softly, “Why did you apply to Yi University?”

Wen Yifan could no longer clearly remember her feelings at that time. She only recalled being unable to think of a suitable reason and calmly replied, “I made a promise to someone.”

Sang Yan looked at her, “What about me?”

“…”

After a long while, Sang Yan lowered his gaze, his eyes seemingly devoid of any warmth. For the first time, he used a form of address that distanced them, asking each word deliberately, “Wen Yifan, am I your backup plan?”

…

A honking sound interrupted her memories.

The driver in front seemed furious, immediately braking and rolling down the window to shout at someone outside, “Are you an idiot?! Don’t you know how to drive?!”

Wen Yifan’s body lurched forward as she came back to reality and looked outside. She saw a sports car, as if without eyes, arrogantly brushing past them, nearly colliding.

After cursing, the driver reluctantly started the car again.

Wen Yifan, still shaken, asked, “Driver, what happened?”

“Did I scare you, miss?” Wen Yifan was pretty, and her voice was gentle, which seemed to calm the driver’s anger somewhat. “It’s always like this around Shang’an. A bunch of rich kids drink and then drive recklessly, and nobody does anything about it.”

“…”

Wen Yifan was aware of this issue.

Her department had already published several reports on the matter.

But at this moment, Wen Yifan’s attention was drawn to the words “drunk driving.” She paused, suddenly remembering that early morning on Valentine’s Day when she encountered Xing De, the drunk driver, at the scene.

She wondered if he might have realized she worked at Nanwu TV Station because of that.

Wen Yifan recalled Mu Chengyun’s description.

A middle-aged man in his forties.

“…”

She wasn’t entirely sure about this guess, and her lips gradually drew into a straight line.

–

After arriving at the destination, Wen Yifan paid and got out of the car.

Before she could take out her phone, she noticed Sang Yan standing at the entrance of the restaurant. His posture was relaxed, tall, and lean, wearing formal attire that didn’t seem very warm. He had a cigarette between his fingers and looked weary.

Wen Yifan walked up to him, “Why are you smoking out here?”

Hearing her voice, Sang Yan lowered his eyes to look at her. He smelled strongly of alcohol, though it wasn’t clear how much he had drunk. However, his eyes were clear, showing no signs of intoxication.

“Aren’t you cold?” Wen Yifan touched his hand and said softly, “Let’s go inside. Your clothes don’t look very warm at all.”

Sang Yan responded with a sound of acknowledgment and extinguished his cigarette in the nearby trash can. “I’m cold. Warm me up.”

“Did you drink a lot?” Wen Yifan observed his appearance, holding his hand and tucking it into her coat pocket. “Didn’t you say you weren’t a groomsman? Why did they make you drink so much?”

Sang Yan stared at her face and drawled, “Even those with partners have to drink.”

“…” Wen Yifan blinked, pondering this logic. “Does that mean I’ll have to drink too?”

“Of course.” Sang Yan pulled her inside. “But…”

“Hmm?”

Sang Yan’s lips curled slightly, his fingertips gently stroking the back of her hand. He seemed to be in a good mood.

“Your partner has already taken care of your share.”

…

Wen Yifan was led by Sang Yan to his table.

This table was mostly filled with Qian Fei’s close friends, all of whom knew each other. When they saw Wen Yifan appear, being led by Sang Yan, the group of boisterous men suddenly fell silent.

Noticing all the eyes on her, Wen Yifan felt a bit uncomfortable.

Su Hao’an was the first to break the silence: “Damn, Sang Yan, your partner is Wen Yifan?”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “So?”

“Is this the girl you said was desperately trying to chase you?” Su Hao’an was incredulous, feeling he really shouldn’t have believed Sang Yan’s boasting. “How could you say something like that?”

Wen Yifan instinctively looked at Sang Yan.

Su Hao’an then turned to Wen Yifan and said, “Wen Yifan, can you say something to slap this dog’s face? I really can’t stand his disgustingly arrogant attitude!”

“Huh?” Wen Yifan didn’t see anything wrong with what was said and hesitantly replied, “But I did, though it wasn’t exactly chasing…”

“…”

Wen Yifan felt the word “chase” sounded more sincere: “It was pursuing.”

As soon as she said this.

The banquet fell into silence again.

Sang Yan remained silent, just quietly playing with her hand, looking extremely relaxed. He tilted his head, staring at Wen Yifan’s serious expression as she explained, and suddenly chuckled with his chin lowered.

Su Hao’an was a bit speechless: “You’re giving Sang Yan a face here.”

It seemed that no one at the table believed Wen Yifan’s words.

Wen Yifan hadn’t noticed their reactions and was unconsciously looking around. She spotted the person sitting next to Sang Yan and quickly recognized him as another of Sang Yan’s college roommates.

His name was Chen Junwen.

“So,” Chen Junwen happened to speak up, his tone extremely gossipy, “Su Hao’an, that girl you’ve been talking about everywhere, the one Sang Yan couldn’t chase in high school no matter what? Is it her?”

Su Hao’an, being a typical teasing friend, sighed: “Yes, and he still has the nerve to brag about her chasing him.”

“…”

Wen Yifan was a bit puzzled and leaned close to Sang Yan’s ear to ask: “Don’t you want to explain?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “Explain what?”

Wen Yifan seemed more concerned about his reputation: “That you’re not boasting.”

“…”

Chen Junwen continued: “So Sang Yan, is that why you didn’t date anyone in college?”

“You’re overthinking it,” Su Hao’an exclaimed, “Sang Yan just simply couldn’t find anyone to date, okay? Who the hell could put up with that dog-like temper? Tell me, who could stand it! It’d take someone with an incredibly good nature to spend a lifetime with him!”

Chen Junwen took a sip of wine: “To be honest when Sang Yan asked me earlier if Duan Jiaxu was handsome, I thought he had taken a liking to Duan Jiaxu.”

There was that rumored love interest again.

Wen Yifan instinctively listened to Chen Junwen’s words.

“I was floored. Then he said something like, oh—” Chen Junwen imitated Sang Yan’s tone, drawling, “So, who’s more handsome between me and Duan Jiaxu?”

“…”

Wen Yifan immediately looked at Sang Yan.

She met his gaze, looking down at her with a meaningful expression.

It was as if he was belatedly trying to settle an old score with her.

This time, Wen Yifan didn’t want to evade. She pressed her lips together, thought for a moment, and leaned in to soothe him.

“I vote for you.”

“No need.” Sang Yan still maintained his composure, seemingly not accepting such a perfunctory resolution. His tone was light, “I never force others.”

Wen Yifan felt like laughing: “No, I’m being completely sincere.”

Sang Yan let out an “Oh”: “Is that so?”

“Otherwise,” Wen Yifan paused, bringing up Su Hao’an’s earlier words, “I wouldn’t have pursued you so desperately.”

“…”

–

As the wedding banquet was coming to an end.

Sang Yan was pulled away by some old friends to chat at another table. Wen Yifan didn’t know those people, so she didn’t join them, instead staying at the original table waiting for him to return. She lowered her head to play with her phone, overhearing Chen Junwen chatting with the man next to him nearby.

Chen Junwen sighed: “I never thought Old Qian would be the first among us to get married. I remember at our graduation farewell dinner, he was crying about being someone’s backup plan for so long in college.”

The other person laughed: “It’s been several years since graduation, man.”

Chen Junwen chuckled: “Yeah, I remember Sang Yan was drunk then, and he mistook me for someone else, saying something like…”

Wen Yifan instinctively looked over.

Before she could hear Chen Junwen finish his sentence, Su Hao’an suddenly stood up, seemingly drunk, and toasted Wen Yifan: “Hey, Wen Yifan. To celebrate you and my good brother Sang Yan becoming a couple, come on, let’s have a few drinks!”

Wen Yifan turned her attention back, remembering Sang Yan’s words about “even those with partners have to drink.” She smiled, feeling content to drink with such a sentiment, and obediently accepted the drink and downed it.

…

When Sang Yan returned from the other table, he found that Wen Yifan had already been made to drink several glasses. She smelled strongly of alcohol, but her appearance seemed normal, except for her cheeks being slightly redder than usual, and she looked fine otherwise.

However, her reactions were noticeably slower, and her gaze seemed a bit dazed.

Sang Yan had seen Wen Yifan drunk before and could roughly gauge her condition.

He looked at Su Hao’an, somewhat angry: “What’s your problem?”

“Good brother,” Su Hao’an also didn’t look too sober, smiling, “That’s right, it’s your old man! Your old man personally created a wonderful evening for you! No need to thank me!”

“…”

Wen Yifan was still sitting in her original spot, calmly drinking.

Sang Yan didn’t let her continue drinking, directly taking the glass from her hand and setting it aside. Seeing that it was getting late, he simply pulled Wen Yifan up and said in a deep voice: “Let’s go home.”

Wen Yifan raised her eyelids, staring at Sang Yan’s face: “Okay.”

Both had been drinking, so they couldn’t drive.

Although Wen Yifan still appeared calm and composed, her steps were already unsteady. She was half-supported by Sang Yan as they left the restaurant, and then she stood watching as Sang Yan waited at the roadside to hail a cab.

Eventually, Wen Yifan seemed to tire of standing and simply sat down on a nearby traffic barrier post.

The street wasn’t particularly remote, but for some reason, they couldn’t find a taxi for a long time.

Noticing Wen Yifan’s actions from the corner of his eye, Sang Yan walked back to her, crouching down to look at her. He frowned and pinched her cheek: “You’ve got quite the talent.”

Wen Yifan nodded, accepting the compliment: “Thank you.”

Sang Yan laughed in exasperation: “Who told you to drink?”

“…” Wen Yifan stared straight at his face, suddenly reaching out to touch him. “Sang Yan.”

“What is it?”

Not sure what she was thinking, Wen Yifan pressed her lips together, her mood seeming a bit low. She sniffled slightly and said softly, “Have you not been doing well these past few years?”

Sang Yan’s expression froze: “Who told you something?”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “No one.”

Sang Yan smiled: “Then what are you thinking about?”

“I’m thinking,” Wen Yifan tilted her head, looking particularly confused and seemingly very sad about it, “how did you end up becoming the top host in Fallen Street?”

“…”

Completely caught off guard by such words, the smile on Sang Yan’s lips stiffened.

“Don’t be like that anymore,” Wen Yifan sighed, very seriously saying, “I’ll buy out your contract, okay?”

“…”
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Sang Yan hadn’t expected to hear this word from Wen Yifan’s mouth again after more than a year. Moreover, it had now escalated to the level of “redemption.”

He found it absurd, yet somewhat amusing. “What about me?”

Wen Yifan’s hands were ice-cold from the freezing weather, still touching his face. Her gaze was focused as her fingertips traced from his eyes, along the side of his face, stopping at the slightly indented dimple at the right corner of his mouth.

She stopped moving.

Her gaze followed suit, lowering.

“Go on,” Sang Yan allowed her touch, reaching out to hold her other hand, warming it in his. “You want to redeem me, and then what?”

“And then?” Wen Yifan raised her eyes a beat later, staring at his familiar features. She honestly expressed her inner desire, “Make you mine alone.”

Sang Yan’s eyebrows raised playfully: “Do you need to redeem me for that?”

“Yes. Because I saw you,” Wen Yifan pursed her lips, complaining softly, “smiling with other girls.”

After saying this, she continued to explain on his behalf: “But this must be a requirement of your job… Once I redeem you, you won’t have to do such things anymore.”

“Wen Shuangjiang, who taught you to throw dirt on people when you’re drunk?” Sang Yan’s grip on her hand tightened slightly. “Wasn’t today’s table full of men? Who did I smile at?”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “Not today.”

Sang Yan: “If not today, then when?”

“The first time I went to ‘work overtime,'” Wen Yifan spoke slowly as if recalling, “One night, you smiled at four girls and gave them your contact information.”

“…”

Such a distant event, Sang Yan had no memory of it at all, but he was certain he hadn’t done it. He stared straight at her, compromising by taking out his phone from his pocket: “See for yourself.”

Before Wen Yifan could take the phone, the sound of a car came from behind.

Sang Yan glanced sideways, it was an empty taxi. He directly stuffed the phone into Wen Yifan’s hand and raised his hand to hail it. Then, he pulled her up, half-embracing her: “Let’s go home.”

Wen Yifan, holding the phone, was still calling him: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan: “Hm?”

Wen Yifan was very serious: “I’m already preparing to raise money, you can’t smile at others.”

“…”

Sang Yan looked at her for a few seconds, suddenly feeling that there was no way to communicate with this drunk person. He opened the car door, pushing her into the car while reluctantly accepting this false accusation: “Alright, got it.”

Closing the car door, Sang Yan walked to the other side and got in.

Sang Yan told the driver the address and moved closer to Wen Yifan to fasten her seatbelt.

Staring at his actions and his close-up features, Wen Yifan felt uncomfortable, and dizzy from drinking too much: “Why do we need to wear seatbelts in the back seat?”

Sang Yan looked up: “You need to wear them no matter where you sit.”

“Oh.” Seeing him sit back, Wen Yifan looked at him, “Then why aren’t you wearing one?”

“It feels too tight for me.”

Wen Yifan oh-ed again, seeming to understand what he meant. The car fell silent, her gaze still on him. A few seconds later, she asked again: “Then why aren’t you wearing one?”

“…”

Sang Yan was silent for three seconds. Seeing that she was still looking at him, he compromised again, pulling the seatbelt and fastening it.

Seeing this, Wen Yifan seemed satisfied. She lowered her eyes, her gaze fixed on Sang Yan’s left hand. His sleeve was slightly rolled up, and the bracelet she had given him earlier was still on his left wrist as if he had never taken it off.

The thin red string with a small pendant. It didn’t match his style.

But after he put it on, it seemed quite fitting.

Wen Yifan reached for his hand, touching it lightly. The scene of Su Hao’an constantly teasing Sang Yan tonight floated in her mind. She felt a bit unhappy again and said softly: “Won’t you be laughed at for wearing this, like a little girl?”

“Hm?” Sang Yan said lazily, “What’s it to them?”

“…”

“Why did we leave so early?” Wen Yifan struggled to think, speaking slowly, “I just heard them say there would be a wedding night prank later…”

Sang Yan mimicked her slow pace, drawling: “Because a drunkard got drunk.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan observed him: “Are you drunk?”

“…”

“Then I’ll make you some honey water when we get back,” Wen Yifan, in her drunken state, was talking more than usual, but her logic was still intact, “Then you should go to bed early, don’t you have to work tomorrow?”

Sang Yan turned his head: “What about you?”

Wen Yifan blinked: “I’m off tomorrow.”

“Mm,” Sang Yan pinched the flesh of her palm, his tone casual, “You have time, so you want to find something for me to do.”

“Well, since I’m planning to redeem you, you should forget about your identity as a top host,” Wen Yifan brought the topic back to this, her expression very serious, “It’s only natural for you to do anything for me.”

“…”

Sang Yan first learned about the title “top host” because of Su Hao’an. At that time, Su Hao’an heard about it from somewhere, was particularly dissatisfied, and specifically argued with him about who was the top host of this decadent street.

He couldn’t be bothered with Su Hao’an and didn’t take this nonsense to heart at all.

But Sang Yan never thought.

This title could become a catalyst for him to meet Wen Yifan again, and she seemed to be still hung up on it.

After a long silence.

As if he finally couldn’t hold back, Sang Yan laughed out loud. His shoulders shook slightly, his chest heaving with laughter, and after a while, he said: “Alright, what you say makes sense.”

“…”

“Also, your boyfriend is still pure. I don’t sell my art or my body, I earn money solely with my talent.” Sang Yan drawled, sounding frivolous, “So the money you’re spending, it’s not a loss.”

Wen Yifan nodded solemnly: “I know.”

Sang Yan: “So, come redeem me as soon as possible, okay?”

Wen Yifan nodded.

Listening to their conversation, the driver in front had a strange expression, frequently glancing back through the rearview mirror. Until they reached the entrance of Shangdu Huacheng, after taking Sang Yan’s money, he couldn’t help but advise: “Miss, I see you’re so pretty—”

Wen Yifan had just gotten out of the car and looked at the driver through the window: “Hm?”

“There’s no need to date a gigolo!”

“…”

Sang Yan directly closed the car door, smiling sarcastically: “Driver, do you always ruin other people’s business like this?”

“…”

Shangdu Huacheng’s property management was strict, and cars without registered license plates had to register various miscellaneous things to enter, which was particularly troublesome. So Sang Yan didn’t let the driver take the car in and stopped directly at the entrance.

But after sitting for the whole ride, Wen Yifan’s drunkenness seemed to have intensified, and she could barely stand steady now.

Sang Yan simply picked her up on his back.

Wen Yifan rested her chin on his shoulder, her arms around his neck. She seemed a bit sleepy, but kept muttering: “So, we definitely can’t rely on looks to make a living.”

Sang Yan listened quietly.

Wen Yifan: “This is the most hopeless path.”

“Mm.” Sang Yan went along with it, “No one’s asking you to rely on your looks to make a living.”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “There are.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s footsteps paused, he turned his head: “Who?”

Wen Yifan seemed to want to say something, but when she met his side profile, she swallowed her words. She looked away, thinking for a moment: “When I was in Yihe before, I first interned at a newspaper for more than two years, then I went to Yihe Radio and TV.”

Sang Yan rarely heard her mention her past, his expression slightly stunned.

“I got in through social recruitment, into one of their ace news programs,” Wen Yifan said. “I never thought I could get in, because usually only those with connections could. I just wanted to try, so I submitted my resume.”

Sang Yan responded: “And then?”

“Then,” Wen Yifan’s expression was a bit dazed as if she didn’t like this memory very much, “After I had been there for several months, I found out that many people in the team were saying that I got in by sleeping with the director.”

“…”

“I’m not concerned about these things. After all, people can say what they want, I can’t control their mouths.” Wen Yifan said, “But I never thought that my director wanted to sleep with me.”

Sang Yan’s footsteps stopped.

“He said with a face like mine, doing anything would be quicker and easier money than being a reporter, and he didn’t know what I was so proud of. Sleeping a few times wouldn’t be much loss to me.” Wen Yifan’s words stopped, and after a while, she said, “…I hate that place.”

Sang Yan comforted her in a low voice: “Mm, then we won’t go there anymore.”

Wen Yifan said in a barely audible voice: “Why do they all… say such things about me.”

Afraid of scaring her, Sang Yan suppressed the fury in his heart, trying to keep his tone calm: “Because they’re sick in the head.”

“…”

“Sang Yan.”

“Hm?”

“Before I returned to Nanwu,” Wen Yifan said softly, “I dreamed of you.”

“…”

“I dreamed that you came to Yihe, bringing you,” maybe because she had been talking for a while and was tired, Wen Yifan spoke with some difficulty, “bringing your, um, your wife. You were on your honeymoon.”

Sang Yan laughed: “What kind of dream is that?”

Wen Yifan: “You were very happy, and even smiled and greeted me.”

It was strange.

At that time, Wen Yifan hadn’t thought about Sang Yan for a long time.

But after waking up.

She suddenly wanted to return to Nanwu.

She hated Yihe.

She also hated Beiyu.

There wasn’t a single city she liked.

But at that moment.

She felt that at least her father’s grave was in Nanwu.

At least, in Nanwu, there was still someone she wanted to see but didn’t dare to.

“Alright then.” Sang Yan thought for a moment, his tone becoming more serious, “Then we’ll go to Yihe for a trip in the future.”

“…”

Wen Yifan stared blankly at his profile, inexplicably feeling a bit teary-eyed. She lowered her eyes, softly sniffled, and said in a very low voice: “Sang Yan, I’m sorry.”

“Hm?” Sang Yan asked, “Sorry for what?”

“I’m too heavy.”

“I haven’t said anything yet, and you’re already saying you’re heavy?” Sang Yan laughed, “Before you apologize, why don’t you weigh the meat on your bones, okay? Your bones are still digging into me.”

Wen Yifan didn’t say anything, burying her face in the crook of his neck.

I’m sorry.

My words were too harsh before.

Wen Yifan didn’t speak again, her thoughts drifting as the man before her occupied her entire sense of security. Her eyelids gradually drooped, her mind becoming heavy as she recalled Chen Junwen’s words at the wedding banquet today.

— “At that time, Fatty was crying there, drunk like an idiot. He mistook Sang Yan for the girl he pursued in college, shouting for half the night ‘Wan Lin! Am I your backup?’ Sang Yan had also drunk quite a bit, and like an idiot, he kept repeating his words.”

— “Huh? What did Sang Yan say?”

…

She didn’t know if she had misheard, imagined it, or if it had happened that way.

But Sang Yan shouldn’t say such things.

He couldn’t say such things.

He was such a proud person, he should always be proud.

He wouldn’t be defeated by anything.

So, he absolutely couldn’t have been… just waiting for her all this time.

An extremely intense sense of guilt almost overwhelmed her.

Wen Yifan didn’t want this to be real, feeling that she couldn’t bear such treatment.

— What did he say?

Wen Yifan didn’t dare to recall anymore.

She was exhausted to the extreme, slowly being pulled into the realm of dreams by this thick sleepiness.

In the dream, inside a bustling open-air food stall.

The man wore a white shirt, with a few buttons of the collar undone, and the sleeves slightly rolled up. His eyes were pitch black, his features tinged with a bit of dissolution from drunkenness, carelessly repeating Qian Fei’s words: “Am I your backup?”

Chen Junwen laughed nearby: “Sang Yan, have you been infected?”

“Am I yours,” as if he hadn’t heard, Sang Yan’s tone was light, “backup?”

“…”

Everything around seemed to be receding.

The bustling scene was clamorous, but it all seemed unrelated to him. As if they were in two different worlds.

Sang Yan’s Adam’s apple rolled lightly, the corners of his eyes slightly reddened by the alcohol. He lowered his eyes, twisting his lips in self-mockery, his voice hoarse to the extreme.

“Being a backup… is fine too.”
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The person on his back gradually quieted down, their breathing becoming lighter with no more sounds. It seemed as if the day’s fatigue was amplified by the alcohol, completely overwhelming them.

An unknown amount of time passed until they were almost at the entrance of their home.

Sang Yan heard Wen Yifan mumble, “Sang Yan…”

Hearing this, Sang Yan turned his head to look at her. Noticing her tightly closed eyes, his gaze lingered for a moment. Then, he turned back to look ahead, chuckling softly, “Sleep-talking, huh.”

In the next moment, the arms around his neck seemed to unconsciously tighten their grip.

…

For the rest of the journey, Wen Yifan remained in a daze.

She couldn’t distinguish between dream and reality, flashes of memories passing through her mind as she felt herself drifting in endless darkness. Her remaining consciousness allowed her to vaguely feel the man’s warm and broad shoulders as if they could dispel the winter chill.

When Wen Yifan next became aware, Sang Yan was waking her up. She sat on the sofa, staring at the man in front of her, her mind too muddled to understand what he wanted. She only felt that he was like a bully, disrupting her sleep.

Extremely irritated, she stared at him steadily, her morning grumpiness involuntarily surfacing.

“Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan was holding a bowl, about to continue speaking.

Wen Yifan spoke again, “Don’t disturb my sleep.”

“…”

Sang Yan looked at her, and after a few seconds, he put the bowl on the table and smiled, “You dare to lose your temper at me?”

Wen Yifan ignored him, shifting her body to the side and lying down as if wanting to continue sleeping. But the next moment, Sang Yan pulled her back up, fixing her in her original position.

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, his tone somewhat mischievous, “No sleeping allowed.”

“Why can’t I sleep,” Wen Yifan felt he was being unreasonable and threatened, “If you don’t let go, I’m going to curse at you.”

“Fine.” Sang Yan pulled her into his arms, finding this novel, “Go ahead and curse.”

“You… you… Sang, Sang,” Wen Yifan’s momentum faltered as she began to stutter, struggling for half a day before finally squeezing out a phrase, “You… you dog of the Sang family.”

“…” Sang Yan lowered his eyelashes, his gaze fixed on her, laughing despite being cursed at, “What kind of phrase is that?”

Wen Yifan didn’t respond.

Sang Yan: “Is that all?”

“That’s all, I want to sleep now.” Wen Yifan hugged him, the alcohol’s effects seeming to have fully kicked in, her appearance uncomfortable. Her eyes still carried irritation as she said very seriously, “Don’t bother me anymore, I don’t want to curse at you.”

“Drink this before you sleep,” Sang Yan lifted her head, his other hand picking up the bowl from the table and bringing it directly to her lips, “Otherwise, you’ll have a headache when you wake up tomorrow.”

Disturbed by this movement, Wen Yifan opened her eyes again but showed no intention of drinking.

After waiting for a moment, Sang Yan simply said, “If you don’t finish it, you’re not allowed to sleep.”

They remained at an impasse for a while.

Wen Yifan tilted her head, as if thinking of something, and said slowly, “You’re like Sang Yan.”

“…”

“He’s also this fierce.”

Sang Yan said expressionlessly, “Are you going to drink or not?”

This time Wen Yifan didn’t resist anymore, obediently drinking the hangover soup from his hand in small sips. As she drank, she occasionally looked up, secretly glancing at Sang Yan.

“Do you know how much I drank tonight?” Sang Yan watched her drink, his tone stiff, “I thought it would be fine even if I drank too much since a certain someone could take care of me. But what happened?”

Wen Yifan followed up with a question, “What happened?”

Sang Yan pinched her face, “This person even lost her temper at me.”

“Oh.” Wen Yifan consoled, “Then don’t pay attention to her.”

“…”

Sang Yan didn’t know how this girl’s alcohol tolerance could be so poor, becoming like this after just a few drinks. He felt that no matter what he said, it was useless; she hadn’t heard a word.

Wen Yifan drank about half the bowl and then stopped.

Sang Yan: “Finish it all.”

“No,” Wen Yifan shook her head, “You drink the rest, didn’t you drink a lot tonight?”

“…” Sang Yan glanced at her, “You’re in this state and still remember that?”

Wen Yifan didn’t respond, instead raising the bowl to his lips, “You drink.”

“There’s more in the pot, I’ll drink water,” Sang Yan said, “You finish the rest of this.”

“Then you have to,” Wen Yifan, afraid he wouldn’t drink, “drink in front of me.”

“You’re going to watch?” Sang Yan laughed, “Aren’t you sleepy?”

“Oh.” Reminded by him, Wen Yifan remembered this point, “Sang Yan, I’m so sleepy.”

“Mm, drink this and then go to sleep.”

Wen Yifan sniffled, muttering softly, “But I smell bad.”

Sang Yan patiently said, “Then take a shower in a bit.”

“I don’t want to move,” Wen Yifan looked up, asking nicely, “So can you help me take a shower?”

“…”

Seeing him immediately look over, Wen Yifan realized that she might be troubling him too much. Feeling this wasn’t fair to him and afraid of being rejected, she added, “When you don’t want to move, I can help you shower too.”

“…” Sang Yan’s brow twitched slightly as he took a deep breath, “No.”

All night, whatever request she made, Sang Yan had been refusing, and Wen Yifan was getting a bit unhappy.

“Why are you being so stingy?”

“I’m stingy?” Sang Yan laughed in exasperation, “Fine, I’ll wait to see how you regret this when you’re sober tomorrow.”

“Then I won’t shower,” Wen Yifan continued to threaten him, “I’m going to sleep with you tonight, I’m going to make you smell bad.”

“…” Sang Yan fed her the last mouthful of hangover soup, enunciating each word, “Go back to your room and sleep now, I’m not sleeping with you. Don’t think about making me smell bad.”

Wen Yifan felt he wasn’t keeping his word, “You said earlier that it was okay for me to hug you while sleeping.”

“Wen Shuangjiang,” Sang Yan was at his wit’s end, completely unable to communicate with her, and unable to get angry at her, “Can you please give me a break? How am I supposed to sleep while hugging you?”

Wen Yifan: “Why not?”

Sang Yan stared at her: “What do you think?”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “I don’t know.”

Sang Yan’s eyes darkened a bit as he pressed her against himself and asked again.

“You say why not?”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t speak, looking as if she didn’t understand. After a long while, she lowered her eyes, suddenly seeming to sense something, her expression a bit dazed: “Oh, this won’t work.”

Sang Yan let go of her.

“You’re drunk,” Wen Yifan said seriously, “I’m afraid you won’t acknowledge this when you wake up.”

“…”

Sang Yan stared at her, and after a long time, he decided to give up. He stopped wasting words with this senseless drunk and directly carried her towards the master bedroom.

Wen Yifan still had a lot to say, talking to herself for a long time.

Sang Yan listened quietly.

After managing to remove her makeup, Sang Yan looked at her drowsy state and found it amusing.

“You trust me, huh.”

She was clearly in no state to shower.

Sang Yan didn’t think she smelled bad anywhere, so he just took off her outer coat, leaving her in her undershirt. He didn’t wake Wen Yifan again, settled her into bed, and then left the master bedroom.

–

The next morning.

Wen Yifan suddenly woke up for some reason, opening her sleepy eyes to immediately meet Sang Yan’s face. Her breath caught as all the events of last night flooded back into her mind in an instant.

Everything up to the end.

Wen Yifan’s last memory was of Sang Yan carrying her to the bathroom and removing her makeup for her.

After that, she completely lost consciousness.

So.

Why! Is she? In Sang Yan’s bed! Now!!!

Wen Yifan remembered her crazy flirting with Sang Yan last night and stiffly looked down at her clothes, which were still the same as yesterday’s. She let out a small sigh of relief, then looked at Sang Yan again.

Seriously considering the possibilities.

It seemed the only explanation was that she had sleepwalked again.

Sang Yan’s phone was right next to him.

Wen Yifan picked it up, turned it on, and immediately saw that his lock screen was a photo of them together on the Ferris wheel. She blinked, staring at it for a good while before looking at the time.

It was just past seven o’clock.

Not having showered last night, Wen Yifan felt uncomfortable all over.

She got up quietly, just about to go back and take a shower before continuing to sleep, when the man behind her suddenly moved. Wen Yifan’s arm was grabbed by him, pulled forcefully in his direction, and then pressed against him in an embrace.

Wen Yifan was caught off guard, feeling that this scene was somewhat familiar.

She carefully looked back.

She saw Sang Yan with his eyes still closed, his breathing rhythm regular and peaceful, obviously still in a deep sleep.

Wen Yifan stared at his face, struggling for a good while. After a long time, she gave up struggling, turned over, buried her face in his chest, and as drowsiness overcame her again, she closed her eyes once more.

Forget it.

It wouldn’t be too late to shower later.

She liked being held by him.

It was bound to happen sooner or later anyway.

They were officially together, so she wasn’t taking advantage.

Soon, Wen Yifan fell back into sleep.

She didn’t notice.

From an angle, she couldn’t see.

Sang Yan slowly opened his eyes, staring at her head, the corner of his lips curling up slightly.

…

This sleep was thorough, and deeper than the previous few times. In a hazy state, Wen Yifan felt that Sang Yan seemed to be getting up to prepare for work. She struggled to open her eyes and mumbled unclearly, “Be careful on your way to work.”

“Mm.” Sang Yan had just changed clothes and pulled her up along the way, “Get up and drink some porridge before going back to sleep.”

“…”

Wen Yifan was still terribly sleepy, and being yanked up by him caused her morning grumpiness to explode again. She stared at him steadily, not arguing with him. After three seconds, she burrowed back into the blanket.

“Hurry up,” if she didn’t get up now, she’d probably sleep all day without eating anything. Sang Yan didn’t soften, “Drink the porridge and then go back to sleep.”

Wen Yifan said perfunctorily, “I’ll drink it later.”

Sang Yan: “No.”

“…”

Wen Yifan directly played dead.

“What’s wrong with you?” Sang Yan laughed, “You’ve got quite a temper, huh?”

Wen Yifan explained, “I’m not losing my temper.”

Sang Yan: “Then get up.”

“Sang Yan,” Wen Yifan poked her head out from under the blanket, trying to speak calmly with him, though her tone still sounded stiff, “I want to sleep, I don’t want to get up right now.”

Sang Yan raised his eyebrows slightly and directly picked her up along with the blanket.

Wen Yifan was caught off guard and met his gaze.

Before she could speak again, Sang Yan lowered his head to look at her and said leisurely, “What? Afraid I’ll talk about last night’s events?”

“…” Wen Yifan’s morning grumpiness instantly dissipated by half.

Wen Yifan’s scalp tingled as she remembered this matter after becoming fully awake. She tried to maintain her composure, “People say all sorts of bizarre things when drunk. It’s normal, you don’t need to take it to heart.”

Sang Yan made an “oh” sound and said to himself, “Top worker on Decadence Street?”

“…”

“Redeeming yourself?”

“…”

“Asking me to help you take a shower?”

“…”

“Afraid I won’t acknowledge it?”

Wen Yifan couldn’t bear to listen anymore, embarrassed to the extreme. She calmly covered his mouth and reminded him, “Weren’t we going to have porridge? If we don’t eat soon, it’ll get cold.”

Sang Yan stopped talking.

“You didn’t help me shower anyway, right?” Wen Yifan looked at him, “So, you protected yourself quite well.”

“…”

After Sang Yan left for work, Wen Yifan cleaned up the bowls and chopsticks and went back to her room to take a shower. As she took off her clothes, she belatedly remembered Chen Junwen’s words, truly confirming that she had heard clearly.

That was exactly how Chen Junwen had repeated it.

Wen Yifan felt a bit uneasy.

She wasn’t sure if what Sang Yan had said had anything to do with her.

But she hoped it didn’t.

She hoped it was just a casual joke Sang Yan made to his friends while drunk. She hoped that over all these years, Sang Yan had been doing well. That he never stopped moving forward for anything, and that his life had no entanglements.

And that he wouldn’t be affected by her in any way.

–

The brief rest day ended in the blink of an eye.

For the next period, because of Mu Chengyun’s words, Wen Yifan would unconsciously scan her surroundings whenever she left the office. She asked the security guard, and it seemed that apart from that one time, no one else had come looking for her.

After confirming that nothing unusual or inappropriate had happened, Wen Yifan finally felt at ease.

With several light rains, spring had imperceptibly arrived. The temperature in Nanwu City gradually rose, shedding the cold of winter, and the bare trees along the way slowly turned green.

Wen Yifan had just returned to the office from the editing room and was about to turn on her computer when Su Tian from next door came over to gossip again.

“Hey, I heard that the little puppy seems to have submitted his resignation.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan looked over.

Su Tian continued, “I heard from Da Zhuang that he doesn’t plan to stay in this industry. He was never really interested in being a journalist and always wanted to be an actor. And now a film company wants to sign him, so he quit.”

Wen Yifan made an “ah” sound, “That’s good, being able to do what he likes.”

“It’s great, being an actor must pay well, right?” Su Tian rested her chin on her hand, “Do you think he’ll become famous later? Should we ask for his autograph now? It might be worth money in the future.”

Wen Yifan smiled, “We could.”

Just then, her phone rang.

Wen Yifan looked away and picked up her phone to check.

It was a message from Sang Yan.

Sang Yan: [When do you get off work?]

Wen Yifan replied: [Soon.]

Noticing her actions, Su Tian couldn’t help but say, “When can I meet this king among your ducks?”

Wen Yifan smiled, “Next time.”

“Alright then.” Su Tian sighed, a bit envious, “How is it that you, as a journalist, can have such a sweet romance? I feel like I should change boyfriends, waiting for the next unsuspecting poor soul to be stood up by me every day.”

Wen Yifan paused, “Is it that serious?”

Su Tian: “Yes, it is.”

When she looked down again, Sang Yan had sent two voice messages.

“Then come over for some overtime later?”

“I’ve been drinking, can’t drive.”

Wen Yifan blinked and replied with an “Okay.”

On the other side.

Noticing Sang Yan’s actions, Su Hao’an was particularly speechless, “Why do you need to make up all these excuses? Just say ‘I’m at a gathering with friends, do you want to come over?’ Wouldn’t that do?”

Sang Yan looked up, lightly tapping his glass, “Haven’t I been drinking?”

“Who the hell doesn’t know what you’re thinking!” Su Hao’an really couldn’t stand it anymore, “All day long, you just brag about your girlfriend. Ever since Fatty got married and you brought Wen Yifan over, do you have anything else to talk about?”

Sang Yan didn’t say anything, taking another sip of his drink.

Su Hao’an pointed at the red string on his wrist and continued, “And this bracelet of yours…”

“Right,” Sang Yan interrupted him, leaning back against the sofa, saying lazily, “It’s a couple’s item, my girl gave it to me.”

“…”

“Can’t help it, the girl just likes wearing this thing with me,” Sang Yan tilted his chin up, speaking in a drawling tone that was particularly annoying, “I can’t disappoint her, can I?”

Su Hao’an gave up and stopped paying attention to him.

When it was about time, noticing some activity on WeChat, Sang Yan got up. He picked up his coat from the side, a casual smile on his face, “I’m leaving. Sorry, someone’s coming to pick me up.”

Su Hao’an threw a tissue at him, “Get out! Don’t come back!”

…

After leaving the office, Wen Yifan headed directly towards Decadence Street. When she arrived at the entrance of “Overtime,” she sent Sang Yan a message and didn’t wait outside, walking straight in.

Wen Yifan went to the bar to wait.

The bartender, He Mingbo, already recognized her and even poured her a glass of water when he saw her.

“Do you want to go upstairs to find Yan-ge directly?”

Wen Yifan thanked him with a smile. She thought for a moment and felt that this might be a good idea, so Sang Yan wouldn’t have to come down especially. She turned her head towards the stairs, “Then I’ll go up directly…”

Before she could finish speaking, her wrist was suddenly grabbed from the side.

Wen Yifan fell silent, clearly feeling that the person behind her had an unfamiliar presence. She instinctively shook off the hand and turned her head abruptly. The next moment, she met Che Xingde’s drunken face.

Her breath caught.

Che Xingde, completely unaffected, grabbed her arm again, his face not sober, “Hey, it is Shuangjiang. I knew I didn’t recognize you wrong…”

The difference in strength between men and women was stark, and Wen Yifan wanted to break free but couldn’t overcome his strength at all. She closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them again, no longer wasting energy. She stared at him, her tone devoid of any warmth, “Do you need something?”

“What do you mean, do I need something? I’m just here to catch up, how come you pretended not to see your uncle last time?” Che Xingde clicked his tongue, “You’re such an ungrateful girl, not even acknowledging your uncle after so long—”

In the next instant.

Che Xingde’s arm was forcefully pulled away by the suddenly appearing Sang Yan.

That clingy, powerless feeling dissipated with it.

Wen Yifan felt herself being pulled into Sang Yan’s embrace, her entire being once again enveloped by his presence. As her mind relaxed, she realized that her body was trembling uncontrollably.

She had never imagined she would encounter Che Xingde here.

Suppressing the disgust in her heart, she tried to calm herself down.

Wen Yifan looked up.

And then, she met Sang Yan’s slightly fierce gaze.

She moved her lips but couldn’t speak.

Sang Yan’s lips were set in a straight line, his fingertips lightly stroking her wrist, “Are you okay?”

Wen Yifan gave a soft “mm” in response.

Seeing this, Sang Yan slightly relaxed. He turned his head to look Che Xingde up and down, the emotions on his face spilling out, completely uncontainable at this moment, his tone as if mixed with ice.

“Who are you?”
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Sang Yan’s sudden movement caused Che Xingde to stumble back a few steps. Struggling to steady himself, he drunkenly pointed at Wen Yifan, his tongue loosened by alcohol: “Who… who am I? I’m her uncle!”

Hearing this, Sang Yan looked back at Wen Yifan, seemingly questioning the truth of these words.

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together: “No, you’re not.”

“Hey! Shuangjiang, what do you mean I’m not? How can you say that!” Che Xingde grew irritated and stepped forward again. “How can you say such a thing? Doesn’t your conscience hurt? Don’t you remember your uncle used to buy you food and clothes?”

Wen Yifan raised her head, unable to hide the annoyance in her eyes. She didn’t want to lose her composure or waste too much emotion on someone who had nothing to do with her current life.

“I don’t know you,” she said.

Perhaps feeling that Wen Yifan’s words had made him lose face, Che Xingde became even more enraged and tried to grab her again.

Noticing his intention, Sang Yan immediately shielded Wen Yifan behind him. He grabbed Che Xingde’s arm, looking down at him as if he were observing something filthy. His grip gradually tightened until he heard Che Xingde cry out in pain before releasing him.

Sang Yan’s tone was flat: “Can’t understand human speech, can you?”

“Are you crazy? I’m talking to my niece, what’s it to you!” Che Xingde had been to this bar several times and recognized Sang Yan, assuming he was just the owner coming to manage things. “Get lost! Why are you meddling in family affairs? What’s wrong with you!”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered to waste more words on him.

Noticing the commotion, He Mingbo asked, “Brother Yan, what’s going on?”

“He’s drunk and making a scene,” Sang Yan said casually, not taking Che Xingde seriously at all. “Call Dajun in to take him out. Don’t let him disturb the other customers.”

“What did I do to be kicked out?” Che Xingde reeked of alcohol and was furious at Sang Yan’s attitude. He started to make a scene, “So the boss hits people and kicks out customers, huh? Think you’re so great because you’re the boss?”

Che Xingde’s behavior gradually drew the attention of the surrounding customers.

“Oh?” Sang Yan was completely unfazed by the attention of others and said with a hint of a smile, “Since you put it that way, wouldn’t I be disappointing you if I didn’t use force?”

“…”

Wen Yifan nervously grabbed Sang Yan’s hand.

Sang Yan squeezed her hand back, his thumb gently stroking her fingertip, while keeping his gaze on Che Xingde.

Seeing that his tone didn’t seem to be joking, Che Xingde became cowardly and didn’t dare to provoke him further. He looked at Wen Yifan again, noticing their intimate gesture, and suddenly understood: “Shuangjiang, are you dating this boss?”

Wen Yifan remained silent.

“Oh, the boss, I see.” Che Xingde’s expression changed quickly as he put on a smile. “I’m her uncle, I mean no harm. We’re family, why be so hostile? I just haven’t seen my niece in a long time, so I got a bit excited—”

Before Che Xingde could finish, two security guards on duty outside had already come in and were dragging him out.

One of them casually said, “Stop causing trouble.”

“What? What trouble am I causing!” Che Xingde started yelling again, “What are you doing!”

Sang Yan’s eyebrows twitched slightly, feeling for a moment that Che Xingde’s appearance was somewhat familiar. But the thought only flashed through his mind for an instant before disappearing. He couldn’t remember where he might have seen this person before.

The good mood from earlier had dissipated because of this incident. Sang Yan lowered his eyes and looked at Wen Yifan: “Shall we go home?”

“Hm?” Wen Yifan came back to her senses and forced a smile, “Okay.”

Sang Yan regretted asking Wen Yifan to come tonight. He turned his head and gave He Mingbo a few more instructions before taking Wen Yifan’s hand and leaving the bar. He asked softly, “Did he hurt you when he grabbed you earlier?”

Wen Yifan responded absentmindedly, “Hm?”

“That man,” Sang Yan gently rubbed her wrist, “Did it hurt when he grabbed you?”

Wen Yifan finally looked up and curved her lips, “It doesn’t hurt.”

Sang Yan could sense Wen Yifan’s mood, and he could also clearly sense that from the moment they encountered that man, her state had been off. His expression unreadable, he asked again, “Do you know that man?”

“…” Wen Yifan was silent for a few seconds before answering honestly, “He’s my aunt’s younger brother. He has nothing to do with me. He’s not my uncle.”

Sang Yan: “Has he always been like this?”

Wen Yifan: “Like what?”

Sang Yan: “His attitude towards you.”

Wen Yifan lowered her head again, trying to keep her voice calm: “I’m not familiar with him. He’s not a good person either. If you encounter him again, don’t bother with him. Just treat him like a stranger.”

She never thought she would meet these people again.

She also didn’t want her family issues to affect Sang Yan in any way.

They fell silent.

After a while, Sang Yan suddenly spoke: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan: “What is it?”

“You can tell me anything,” Sang Yan said. “Anything at all.”

Seeming to realize that her reaction had affected his mood, Wen Yifan smiled, her voice taking on a soothing tone: “It’s nothing serious.”

Then, she looked away and said in a calm voice: “It’s all things I can handle on my own.”

–

They returned home.

In the short time it took to drive back, Wen Yifan’s state had returned to normal. Her expression was ordinary as if she had never seen that man earlier, and she chatted with Sang Yan as usual.

But she no longer mentioned what had just happened.

Wen Yifan made Sang Yan a cup of honey water and couldn’t help saying, “You should stop drinking so much. You have so many health issues. Smoking, drinking, and staying up late — your body will break down sooner or later.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, feeling like she was making him sound like a delinquent: “I only had a couple of sips.”

“That’s still not okay,” Wen Yifan continued to criticize him, “You also drink a lot of ice water.”

Sang Yan smiled: “What’s wrong with me drinking ice water?”

Wen Yifan: “It’s bad for your stomach.”

“Alright,” Sang Yan usually hated being nagged, but this time he found it quite nice, “I got it.”

“Then finish drinking and go to bed early,” Wen Yifan felt sleepy and lazily yawned. She sat next to Sang Yan watching him drink water, then suddenly leaned over to hug him, “I’m going to bed.”

Sang Yan hugged her back: “Still not feeling better?”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “I’m just tired.”

“…” Seeing that she didn’t want to say anything, Sang Yan didn’t ask further. He reached out and ruffled her hair. Their eyes met, and he kissed her lips again, “Go to sleep then.”

After Wen Yifan went to her room, Sang Yan stayed in the living room for a while longer. He lowered his head, his fingertips lightly tapping on the glass, seemingly deep in thought.

After a long time, Sang Yan finally got up to wash up and then went to his room.

…

In the middle of the night.

Sang Yan woke up from his dream. His expression was somewhat unpleasant, and at this moment, he finally remembered where he had seen Che Xingde before.

Before this, Sang Yan had only seen this man once.

— The last time he went to Beiyu to see Wen Yifan.

That day, Sang Yan got off the bus and habitually walked along the alley. Before coming, he had sent a message to Wen Yifan in advance, but this time he didn’t get her reply for a long time.

He wanted to go directly to the building where Wen Yifan lived to wait for her.

But before he reached there, Sang Yan saw Wen Yifan being harassed by a man at the entrance of the alley.

The man looked about a generation older than Wen Yifan, somewhat overweight, pulling at her and saying something. There was an extremely unrestrained smile on his face, particularly malicious.

At that moment, all of Sang Yan’s good mood disappeared with this scene. He immediately went forward and pulled Wen Yifan behind him. The young man’s temper was completely uncontrolled, his viciousness even making him want to kill the man in front of him.

The man wasn’t very tall, and his body was a bit weak. After a few blows, he fell to the ground, making pleading sounds.

Sang Yan’s emotions had not yet subsided when he was pulled away by Wen Yifan, quickly walking in another direction. He stared at the back of Wen Yifan’s pale neck and immediately asked, “Who was that person?”

Wen Yifan didn’t turn back, her tone very flat: “I don’t know him.”

The man’s face gradually overlapped with Che Xingde’s face from today.

At this moment, Sang Yan didn’t want to believe his memory at all. He constantly searched through his memories for Wen Yifan’s expression and emotions at that time, but he couldn’t remember them clearly.

Sang Yan closed his eyes, all sleepiness gone. He got up and left the room, just about to go to the kitchen to get a bottle of ice water when he saw Wen Yifan sitting quietly on the sofa in the living room.

Seeing this, Sang Yan immediately understood something. He no longer walked towards the kitchen but changed direction. Like every time before, he pulled over the small stool next to the sofa and sat in front of her.

As if unaware of his presence, Wen Yifan stared blankly at the clock.

Sang Yan reached out and held her hand, curving his lips slightly: “Why do you always look at the wall clock?”

Wen Yifan’s eyes didn’t blink, and she didn’t say a word.

“Don’t you find it scary to be alone in the living room in the middle of the night? It’s pitch black,” Sang Yan said, “How about I leave my door open when I sleep from now on, and you can come directly into my room, okay?”

Wen Yifan did not react.

Sang Yan sat in front of her and didn’t speak again after that. He just quietly kept her company.

Time passed.

Sang Yan saw Wen Yifan move her gaze from the wall clock and lower her head. She stared at her hands resting on her knees, one of which was still held by Sang Yan. Her expression was dazed, similar to the precursor of her getting up to return to her room every time before.

He couldn’t see her face.

Just as Sang Yan thought her sleepwalking was about to end.

He suddenly felt something hit the back of his hand.

Sang Yan’s expression froze, and his gaze moved down to see a drop of water on his hand holding Wen Yifan’s.

He looked up again, the smile at the corners of his mouth gradually fading.

Wen Yifan’s eyes were empty, sitting quietly in place. The surroundings were silent, and something was falling one by one, continuously.

Landing on the back of his hand, like points of starlight.

— They were her tears.
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Sang Yan’s eyelashes lowered as he stared at the water droplets gathering and sliding down the back of his hand. His Adam’s apple bobbed slowly. Soon, he raised his eyes again and asked in a hoarse voice, “What’s wrong?”

She remained motionless, making no sound, with only tears falling uncontrollably from her eyes.

As if this was the only way.

Silently, in this empty night, to digest all that pain alone.

Sang Yan raised his hand, gently wiping away the tears on her face. He felt these ice-cold tears had turned into molten lava at this moment, scorching his entire body with pain. His throat was dry, and he could hardly speak.

After a while, he finally called out, “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan’s gaze remained fixed on her knees.

“You asked me if I’ve been doing well these years.”

“…”

“What about you?” Sang Yan’s voice was very soft. “Have you been doing well?”

They had been roommates for over a year.

After Wen Yifan’s first sleepwalking incident, Sang Yan researched related information. He learned that there were many causes for this condition, mostly due to lack of sleep and life stress, as well as past traumas and painful experiences.

Considering Wen Yifan’s work schedule and job pressure, Sang Yan didn’t find this particularly unusual.

Wen Yifan’s sleepwalking wasn’t frequent, and there wasn’t much regularity to it. Plus, Sang Yan noticed that she seemed quite concerned about this issue. Later on, when she sleepwalked again, as long as there wasn’t any significant impact, he wouldn’t bring it up proactively.

But Wen Yifan had sleepwalked so many times.

This was the first time Sang Yan had seen her cry while sleepwalking.

Sang Yan didn’t know if anything else had happened to Wen Yifan today. But based on her reaction today and his recollection, the main reason she was crying here now was most likely because of that man from earlier tonight.

He didn’t know.

All these years, had she been constantly harassed by this so-called “uncle”?

He also didn’t know.

Was it that every time after experienced these unpleasant things, she would cry silently alone in the night like this?

It continued for several minutes.

Wen Yifan’s tears finally stopped completely. She raised her eyes mechanically, looking at Sang Yan, staying frozen like that for quite a while before standing up. Sang Yan was still holding her hand and stood up abruptly, following her movement.

Then, Sang Yan vaguely sensed that she seemed to have grasped his hand in return. His eyelashes fluttered, and he followed behind her, thinking it was his imagination, trying to loosen his grip a bit.

Their hands remained unseparated.

Wen Yifan was still holding his hand.

Sang Yan’s eyebrows raised slightly.

He had thought that Wen Yifan would, like before, go to sleep in his room after sleepwalking. But unexpectedly, this time, when passing by the second bedroom, her footsteps didn’t stop, and she continued walking forward.

Sang Yan didn’t pay much attention to it.

After all, the things she did while sleepwalking weren’t always the same, and there were always a few times with deviations.

Sang Yan continued to be led by her as they walked forward.

Until they reached the door of the master bedroom, Wen Yifan raised her other hand and turned the doorknob. She walked in, bringing him along with her.

After the two entered.

Wen Yifan turned back habitually, slowly closing the door. Her actions were extremely natural, not much different from her usual behavior, just slightly stiffer and slower.

They walked to Wen Yifan’s bed.

Sang Yan was just thinking about settling her back into bed and returning to his room if there were no other abnormalities when he felt Wen Yifan lift her foot and climb onto the bed. The force pulling his hand still hadn’t loosened, as if she wanted to drag him onto the bed as well.

At this moment, Sang Yan finally realized something was amiss.

“You want me to sleep with you?”

Wen Yifan raised her eyes, quietly looking at him. Her appearance clearly showed no consciousness. Yet it strangely gave Sang Yan a feeling that she had found some treasure in her dream and wanted to secretly take it back to her little base, claiming it as her own.

Her grip wasn’t strong; Sang Yan could break free with a single tug.

But he had a premonition.

If he broke free, she would start crying again like just now.

Although they had already slept on the same bed a few times before.

Sang Yan felt that being in his own private space and invading her space were two different concepts. He stood still in place, patiently making a suggestion: “How about we go to my room instead?”

Wen Yifan did not react.

After another moment of stalemate.

Seeing that she seemed unwilling to compromise.

Sang Yan conceded again, no longer caring about this trivial matter. He lowered his gaze, scanning the bed, and then lay down on the empty side. He felt a bit uncomfortable, without a hint of sleepiness, only tucking Wen Yifan in with the blanket.

She was still holding his hand, as if finally at ease, her eyes gradually closing.

Sang Yan lay beside her, looking down at her.

After a long while, he raised his head and gently kissed her forehead.

…

Early the next morning.

Wen Yifan opened her drowsy eyes, and her first reaction was to feel that she was being hugged by someone. Her eyelashes moved slowly, and she immediately understood what was happening. But because this had happened quite a few times already, she didn’t pay much attention to it.

She just focused on waking up.

When her consciousness was fully clear, Wen Yifan looked up at her surroundings. The remaining sleepiness dissipated in an instant, and she immediately noticed something was off.

— This was her room.

Wen Yifan was dumbfounded, turning her head blankly to look at Sang Yan.

She saw that he was now awake, his eyelids lazily drooping, his expression still somewhat drowsy. Noticing her gaze, Sang Yan appeared unconcerned. He closed his eyes again, shamelessly hugging her waist and pulling her closer into his embrace.

As if he wanted to sleep for a bit longer.

“…”

This composed and natural demeanor made Wen Yifan unsure which of them had a problem.

She couldn’t help but say, “This is my room.”

Because he had just woken up, Sang Yan’s voice was a bit low: “So?”

Wen Yifan: “Why are you here?”

“What do you mean, why am I here?”

“…”

“Your attitude makes me feel quite hurt.” Sang Yan’s forehead rested against the back of her neck, his tone casual, “You count how many times you’ve set fires, and this is only my first time lighting a lamp–“

“No.” Wen Yifan interrupted him, saying good-naturedly, “I just want to know why you’re here.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan laughed, “You’re asking why?”

“…” Wen Yifan turned her head.

Sang Yan also raised his eyes in response.

Their gazes met, and after a few seconds, Wen Yifan came up with a guess: “Did you sleepwalk too?”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Of course not.”

“Oh.” Wen Yifan guessed again, “Then, did you have a nightmare in the middle of the night, or were you scared after watching a horror movie and didn’t dare to sleep alone? So you came to my room in the middle of the night?”

“Not that either.”

“Or is it that you simply wanted to sleep with me?”

This time Sang Yan voluntarily explained: “You sleepwalked in the middle of the night.”

Wen Yifan nodded: “Mm, and then?”

Staring at her face, Sang Yan’s eyes were pitch-black as he slowly stroked her face. Then, he curled his lips and calmly finished his sentence: “You hugged me and brought me to your room.”

“…”

Wen Yifan imagined that scene.

She sleepwalking in the dead of night, suddenly becoming incredibly strong, running to Sang Yan’s room, effortlessly picking up this man who weighed over 70 kilograms.

What the hell! How could he say such things?!

Wen Yifan suppressed her emotions and spoke in a calm and composed tone: “I… hugged you?”

Sang Yan didn’t answer, seeming to confirm it by his silence.

“Could I even…” Wen Yifan felt that Sang Yan was completely treating her like a fool, but she couldn’t bring herself to say it directly, so she could only point out his logic step by step, “carry you?”

Sang Yan looked at her expression, suddenly lowered his chin, and laughed to himself. He still didn’t intend to change his story, shamelessly sighing: “I didn’t expect it either.”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t argue further with this thick-skinned person, after all, this situation was completely different from the previous times. It was a tall tale, and no evidence was needed to prove it.

They looked at each other for a few more seconds.

Wen Yifan managed to squeeze out four words: “Then I’m quiet.”

“…”

“Manly.”

Sang Yan hummed in response, wanting to pull her back to cuddle and sleep.

Mentioning the word “manly” reminded Wen Yifan of their first meeting. Her mind went blank, and she oddly wanted to bring up this matter: “So apart from the name–“

Sang Yan glanced at her.

Wen Yifan continued: “It seems my strength is also manlier than yours.”

“…”

It was about time to get up for work.

After saying this, Wen Yifan immediately regretted it. Afraid that Sang Yan would hold it against her, she quickly got up, leaving with a sentence as she ran towards the bathroom.

“I’ll go make breakfast, you keep sleeping.”

–

By the time Wen Yifan finished washing up, Sang Yan was no longer in her room. The blanket had been neatly arranged by him, laid flat on the bed. She stared at it for a few seconds, still unable to figure out why he had appeared in her room.

She felt that her last guess just now was the most reasonable.

But given Sang Yan’s personality, Wen Yifan also felt that he wouldn’t do such a thing.

Wen Yifan really couldn’t understand, so she could only ask the person involved later. She changed her clothes and walked out of the room towards the kitchen. She rummaged through the refrigerator, observing the ingredients inside, planning to just cook some noodles and be done with it.

Just as she took out the vegetables, Sang Yan also entered the kitchen, habitually taking out a bottle of cold water from the refrigerator.

Their gazes met.

Wen Yifan’s gaze lowered, stopping at the bottle of cold water in his hand, then raised again. After a few more seconds of staring, she said nothing, walking to the side to get a pot, while gently asking, “Is noodles okay for breakfast?”

Sang Yan’s movement paused. In a moment of silence, he put the cold water back.

“Sure.”

After a night had passed, Wen Yifan’s bad mood had mostly dissipated. She was pouring water into the pot while paying attention to his movements. Seeing this, the corners of her lips curved up, strangely wanting to laugh at this small gesture.

Sang Yan walked to her side, washing the side dishes and meatballs.

The two chatted on and off.

Originally, Wen Yifan wanted to make breakfast, but in the end, most of it was completed by Sang Yan. She sat at the dining table, sipping the soup in small mouthfuls, just about to ask Sang Yan again why he had woken up in her room.

Sang Yan spoke first: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

Sang Yan raised his eyes, seemingly casually mentioning: “That man who said he was your uncle yesterday, I think I’ve seen him somewhere before.”

“…”

Wen Yifan’s expression froze slightly, remembering Che Xingde from last night. She slowly withdrew her gaze, took a bite of noodles, and honestly said, “Mm, you’ve seen him before when you came to find me.”

“You seemed to say at that time,” Sang Yan chose his words carefully, “that you didn’t know him.”

“Yes.” Wen Yifan nodded, saying gently, “Because I don’t like this person. Every time I see him, I avoid him and don’t want to have any interaction with him. Whoever asks me, I always say I don’t know this person.”

“…”

Wen Yifan smiled and said, “What’s wrong?” Sang Yan’s gaze rested on her face as if observing her expression. His expression was unreadable, and it wasn’t clear what he was thinking, but he didn’t seem to doubt her words: “Has this person been bothering you?”

“No.” Wen Yifan lowered her head, continuing to eat noodles, “I haven’t seen him since I started university, I thought he was still in Beiyu. I don’t know when he came to Nanwu.”

Sang Yan was still looking at her, this time without speaking.

Noticing his gaze from the corner of her eye, Wen Yifan raised her head. She thought for a moment, roughly guessing his thoughts, and added, “I never thought I’d encounter this person again, I’ve been living quite well all along.”

Sang Yan tugged at his lips: “That’s good then.”

With these words, silence fell over the dining table.

Wen Yifan didn’t know what to say and also felt that last night’s incident was just a small episode, not worth mentioning again. But she also didn’t know what the current situation was with her uncle’s family.

She didn’t know if they were still staying at Zhao Yuandong’s place, or if they had settled in Nanwu, or if they would return to Beiyu.

Wen Yifan felt that Nanwu was a very big city.

Just by chance encounters, one probably wouldn’t meet more than a few times in a lifetime.

But Wen Yifan vaguely felt uneasy.

She didn’t know if the person Mu Chengyun had mentioned earlier was Che Xingde, nor did she know if he would try to find her through this method after knowing about Sang Yan’s existence.

She didn’t know what their intention was in suddenly moving back to Nanwu.

She didn’t know if they would keep bothering her.

Although Wen Yifan felt there was no reason for it.

She was still apprehensive about this possibility.

Thinking of this, Wen Yifan looked at the man in front of her again. Remembering the incident of Che Xingde causing trouble in his bar last night, her lips gradually pressed into a straight line, and she spoke again: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan: “Hm?”

Wen Yifan had nothing to worry about and wasn’t afraid at all that these people would cause any ripples in her life. No matter what, she was no longer that child who could only rely on others and had no abilities of her own.

She didn’t think these people could cause any trouble.

But she was afraid it might affect Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan met his eyes, earnestly advising: “If that person from yesterday goes to ‘Overtime’ to find you again in the future. No matter what he says to you, or what he wants, you don’t need to pay any attention to him.”

Sang Yan looked at her, noticing her expression, and chuckled softly, raising his hand to ruffle her hair forcefully. As if he hadn’t taken this matter to heart at all, his tone carried a hint of playfulness: “What are you worried about?”

“…”

“You brought up something from a year ago to pick on me, how would I dare to casually talk to people anymore?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan instantly remembered when she was drunk and mentioned to him the incident of “you smiled at four girls in one night.” Her attention was immediately diverted, feeling a bit embarrassed.

If it weren’t for her drunken words, she wouldn’t have even realized she was focused on that detail.

“Besides you,” Sāng Yán chuckled, “who do you think could get anything from me?”
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His words were calm and mild, with a hint of reassurance, as if to indicate that he didn’t mind these things. He didn’t think they would have any significant impact on him.

“Our relationship,” Sang Yan withdrew his hand, speaking leisurely, “doesn’t it still require your consent?”

“Hm?”

“Otherwise,” Sang Yan said nonchalantly, “wouldn’t you be the one at a disadvantage?”

“…”

Wen Yifan paused briefly, pondering his words, then said sincerely, “I’m not that autocratic. Your property is yours to use as you please. You can spend it however you want, without needing to consult me.”

Sang Yan tilted his head, looking at her thoughtfully.

A moment of silence passed.

Seeing him just staring at her without speaking, Wen Yifan couldn’t quite understand his meaning. She put down her chopsticks and asked hesitantly, “Do you want to manage my property then?”

“…”

“That’s fine too, but there might not be much,” Although Wen Yifan’s salary had increased slightly after becoming a permanent employee, due to various living expenses, she hadn’t saved much money, “Shall I make a list for you later?”

Sang Yan stared at her for a while.

As if contemplating how there could be someone so oblivious to romantic nuances in this world.

Wen Yifan thought for a moment and continued, “Then you can also keep accounts for me. I can’t figure it out myself.”

Sang Yan’s lips twitched, and he pinched her cheek hard, “You’re quite the dreamer, aren’t you?”

…

By the time they finished breakfast, it was almost time for Sang Yan to go to work. Wen Yifan stood up, and before leaving, she habitually checked the contents of her bag but couldn’t find her voice recorder. She asked Sang Yan to wait a moment and went back to the bedroom, quickly finding the voice recorder on the dressing table.

Just as she was about to leave the room, Wen Yifan suddenly remembered encountering Che Xingde during her “overtime” the other night. She hesitated, rummaging through the drawer.

Then, she took out a can of pepper spray and put it in her bag.

–

Over the next few days, Wen Yifan occasionally asked Sang Yan if Che Xingde had been back to his bar. But Sang Yan’s work was busy, and he only went to “work overtime” once in a while, so he wasn’t clear about the situation.

But according to He Mingbo, it seemed he hadn’t.

Even if he had, he probably hadn’t caused any trouble, just coming as an ordinary customer.

Wen Yifan finally felt somewhat relieved. She thought that Che Xingde probably had enough self-awareness not to rashly cause trouble on someone else’s turf. After being thrown out once, he probably wouldn’t do the same thing again.

Moreover, Wen Yifan had been busy with follow-up reports during this period, mostly commuting directly in the company car, and hadn’t seen Che Xingde again.

The incident that day seemed like a minor episode that hadn’t caused any ripples.

Wen Yifan gradually put it out of her mind.

Mu Chengyun’s resignation application was only approved a month later. With his good looks and obedient, enthusiastic nature, he had quite a good relationship with others in the team. Because of this, on the day of his official resignation, other team members specially arranged a farewell party for him.

To accommodate most people’s schedules, the farewell party was set late.

They planned to have a late-night snack at a barbecue stall near the company after everyone got off work.

Wen Yifan hadn’t finished writing her article, so she told the others to go ahead first. By the time she completed her work, it was close to ten o’clock at night. She turned off her computer, grabbed her bag, and left the company.

The barbecue stall was in the food street behind the company, about a ten-minute walk away.

Wen Yifan took out her phone and opened WeChat as she walked out. Seeing the message Sang Yan had just sent about coming to pick her up, she smiled slightly, about to reply that she would be back late. But before she could finish typing, a man’s thick, rough voice suddenly came from beside her.

“Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan’s fingers stopped, and she looked toward the source of the voice, inevitably meeting Che Xingde’s face. He was leaning against a pillar nearby, silent and motionless, who knows how long he had been waiting there.

Her gaze grew cold, and she withdrew her eyes, continuing to walk forward as if she hadn’t heard anything.

The next second, Che Xingde followed up and grabbed her arm again. His body reeked of a mixture of cigarettes and alcohol, along with a strong body odor, almost making Wen Yifan vomit.

Wen Yifan forcefully broke free, stepping back vigilantly, her hand reaching into her bag.

Che Xingde withdrew his hand, putting on a smile: “What’s the matter? You always have this attitude when you see your uncle.”

Wen Yifan stared at him: “What do you want?”

“We haven’t seen each other for years, have we?” Che Xingde rubbed his head vigorously, looking at her with the same eyes as before, “Not bad, you’ve been doing well these years, even found a rich boyfriend who owns a bar.”

“…”

“That’s the way, isn’t it? Flatter that boyfriend of yours more, let him give you more benefits.” Che Xingde said, “Back then, you didn’t listen when your uncle told you, insisting on going to university. Aren’t you still making money this way now?”

Wen Yifan closed her eyes briefly, feeling that these people were like maggots, disgusting her to the extreme, polluting her eyeballs with every glance. Her lips straightened, and she uttered three words without a ripple.

“Get lost.”

Che Xingde wasn’t angered, he went forward to pull her again, still shamelessly saying: “What’s wrong? Don’t want to hear it again? Shuangjiang, this isn’t good of you, only caring about living well yourself? I lost my job because of you back then, and couldn’t even hold my head up in the neighborhood. You still want to–“

Wen Yifan’s body stiffened slightly, feeling she had reached her limit of endurance.

Just as she found the pepper spray in her bag and was about to take it out, the next moment, the force pulling on her hand loosened. A tall figure appeared in front of Wen Yifan, shielding her behind him, shouting: “What are you doing!”

Wen Yifan’s breathing was a bit rapid, and she instinctively looked up.

It was Mu Chengyun.

Seeing another person, Che Xingde still didn’t feel anything was wrong. The smile on his face grew bigger, the wrinkles on his face deepening: “I’m not doing anything, I’m just talking to my niece.”

Mu Chengyun turned his head to look at her: “Sister Yifan, do you know this person?”

Wen Yifan, having slightly calmed her emotions, said: “I don’t know him.”

Hearing this, Mu Chengyun looked back at Che Xingde, his expression very unpleasant: “She said she doesn’t know you, are you leaving or not?”

Che Xingde looked at Wen Yifan again. The whites of his eyes were yellow, his pupils looking turbid. Then, he stepped back a few steps, sighing lightly: “Young man, I am her uncle.”

“…”

“We have a misunderstanding,” Che Xingde said again, “She’s just throwing a tantrum with me.”

Mu Chengyun acted as if he hadn’t heard: “Sister Yifan, let’s go. Everyone is waiting for you.”

Wen Yifan nodded.

The two walked one in front and one behind towards the direction of the barbecue stall.

Mu Chengyun stood behind Wen Yifan, as if afraid that Che Xingde might suddenly come forward and do something inappropriate.

Che Xingde didn’t follow them anymore.

Until they had walked some distance.

Wen Yifan turned her head, thanked him, and then asked: “Why did you come back?”

Mu Chengyun scratched his head: “I left my earphones at the company.”

“Oh?” Wen Yifan asked, “Do you want to go back and get them now?”

“Forget it, it’s fine,” Mu Chengyun said, “I’m too lazy to make the trip now, I’ll just ask Dazhuang to bring them to me later.”

Wen Yifan nodded, absent-mindedly making a sound of agreement.

“Sister Yifan, who was that man just now?” Noticing her expression, Mu Chengyun carefully said, “I think I’ve seen him come looking for you before.”

Wen Yifan had guessed as much, and hearing it now wasn’t too surprised, she just smiled.

Mu Chengyun didn’t continue to ask: “Be careful when you leave the company in the future, it seems this isn’t the first time he’s come. If you work late in the future, ask Senior Sang to come pick you up.”

“Mm.” Wen Yifan changed the subject, her tone casual and calm, “I heard you signed with a pretty good film and television company. Congratulations.”

Mu Chengyun scratched his head embarrassedly: “Thank you, Sister Yifan.”

Wen Yifan smiled: “Is being an actor something you like to do?”

“Yes,” talking about this, Mu Chengyun’s eyes brightened a bit, “The first time I acted was when a friend dragged me along to an audition, I didn’t expect to pass, and I was quite happy throughout the whole process.”

“That’s good.”

“What about you, Sister Yifan?” Mu Chengyun chatted casually with her, “Did you become a journalist because you like this industry?”

“…” Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment, looking up.

“What’s wrong?” Mu Chengyun felt a bit awkward, “Did I ask something I shouldn’t have?”

Wen Yifan came back to her senses: “No.”

Mu Chengyun sighed in relief.

“It’s just a job,” Wen Yifan thought carefully and gave a standard answer, “I can’t say I like it, but I don’t dislike it either.”

…

After arriving at the barbecue stall, Wen Yifan remembered to message Sang Yan. She sent him the location, then told him the approximate time, saying that if he got off work early, he didn’t need to come.

The farewell party ended around eleven o’clock.

Wen Yifan walked out of the food street with her colleagues and suddenly noticed Sang Yan’s car parked at the street corner. Her expression changed slightly, and she quickly said goodbye to the others, jogging over to get in the car.

Wen Yifan fastened her seatbelt and casually asked: “Did you just finish over time, or did you just come from ‘working overtime’?”

“Just got off work,” Sang Yan glanced outside, “What? Who were you sending off today?”

“Mu Chengyun,” Wen Yifan said honestly, “He submitted his resignation a while ago and officially left today. Our colleagues threw him a farewell party.”

Sang Yan made an “oh” sound, his lips curling up, his tone a bit teasing: “Must be quite heartbreaking.”

“…” Wen Yifan smiled, “It’s alright, he’s quite happy. He didn’t seem to like being a journalist much anyway, it’s good that he can go do something he likes now.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s eyelashes fluttered, and he instinctively looked at her. After a while, he withdrew his gaze and leisurely started the car: “Let’s go home.”

Wen Yifan responded with an “okay.”

She lowered the window and leaned on it, feeling the wind from outside.

Sang Yan glanced at her: “Wen Shuangjiang, pull your hand back a bit.”

Wen Yifan paused, slowly withdrawing her elbow from outside the window. Then, she looked at her phone and happened to see Zhao Yuandong’s message bubble jump to the top.

It mentioned the word “First Uncle.”

Wen Yifan’s gaze stopped, recalling Che Xingde from earlier, as well as Mu Chengyun’s words. She wasn’t sure if similar incidents would happen in the future and hesitantly tapped to read the message.

Scrolling up.

A series of messages, with Zhao Yuandong saying a few words to her every few days.

[Your First Uncle’s family came to Nanwu today, they’re staying at Mom’s place now. I know you don’t want to see them, so I’ve told them. They probably won’t stay for long, it’s just a temporary place for them.]

[Your First Aunt’s brother indeed doesn’t seem like a good person. Mom was careless before and didn’t consider your feelings. At the time, I just thought your First Uncle’s family took good care of you and didn’t think too much about it. Can we talk about this properly?]

…

[Today, your First Aunt’s brother drove your First Uncle’s friend’s car, got into a drunk driving accident, and needs to pay several tens of thousands in compensation. Mom gave them some money and has now asked them to move out.]

…

[Your First Aunt came over again today, and I roughly got the story. It seems they moved to Nanwu because they owed a lot of debts. If they come looking for you, don’t get involved. Don’t let them affect your life, okay?]

Wen Yifan didn’t continue reading and exited the chat window.

Beside her, Sang Yan spoke up at this moment: “How come you’re not in a good mood after a farewell party?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan was startled: “Ah, no, I am.”

Sang Yan’s tone was ambiguous: “Reluctant to part?”

“…” Wen Yifan laughed, patiently saying, “Not at all.”

It happened to be a red light.

Sang Yan stopped the car and turned to look at her. His gaze seemed observant, yet not too obvious. After a good while, until the red light started flashing, he said: “Did something happen today?”

Wen Yifan instinctively denied: “No, why?”

“What do you mean ‘why’,” Sang Yan smiled, “Shouldn’t I be the one asking you that?”

“…”

Sang Yan looked away, started the car again, and only threw out a sentence.

“If anything’s wrong, tell me.”

After a moment.

Wen Yifan forcibly pushed the Che Xingde incident out of her mind and brought up the report she did today: “Well, I did a follow-up interview today. A family of three had a car accident, only the child survived, but became a vegetative patient. It was quite depressing to see.”

As if he had taken it in, Sang Yan pondered for a few seconds, then softly comforted her with a few words.

They drove to the underground parking lot of the residential area.

After getting out of the car, Wen Yifan took the initiative to hold his hand and suddenly called out: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan: “Hm?”

“If you have time later,” Wen Yifan asked, “can you come pick me up from work?”

“Come on, what are you making me out to be? If I don’t get off work later than you,” Sang Yan tilted his head, squeezing her fingertips hard, “when have I not picked you up?”

“Oh.” Wen Yifan curved her lips, “I just wanted to confirm.”

…

Wen Yifan could roughly guess Che Xingde’s purpose in finding her.

But she didn’t want to deal with these things at all, nor would she do what they wanted. Her work hours were irregular, sometimes she wouldn’t return to the station for days due to business trips. The rest of the time, it was mostly Sang Yan who came to pick her up.

As time passed, Wen Yifan stopped worrying.

She also didn’t believe Che Xingde would spend all day waiting outside the TV station for her over such trivial matters.

–

Because of Wen Yifan’s words, Sang Yan had another reason to boast. Additionally, his company had just completed a major project after working overtime, so he had more free time.

Sang Yan started a life of clocking in and out of work on time.

Every day, he would punctually send Wen Yifan to work, then punctually pick her up from her company and take her home. If she had to work overtime, he would go to “work overtime” to brag for a while, waiting for her to get off work and go home together.

Just like now.

Sang Yan sat casually in the center of the booth, holding a can of iced cola, leisurely saying: “Sorry, brothers. Recently, I can’t drink alcohol.”

Su Hao’an’s ears were practically calloused: “Get lost! Who the hell asked you to come!”

“My girlfriend wants me to pick her up from work every day,” Sang Yan continued, undisturbed, “I want to drink with you guys, but my girlfriend is so clingy, you know? I have no choice.”

“…” Qian Fei rarely came over since getting married, but he had heard Sang Yan bragging plenty of times, whether through WeChat or phone calls, “Just get lost already, I’ve had enough too.”

Catching sight of Qian Fei, Sang Yan brought up another topic: “Oh. Boss Qian, haven’t seen you around lately. Are you here specifically to brag about how you taught Duan Jiaxu to chase girls?”

Hearing this, Qian Fei’s expression froze.

“I envy you guys,” Sang Yan said, “I’ve never experienced the feeling of pursuing someone.”

“…”

“For me, it’s always been,” Sang Yan’s tone was arrogant and irritating, “being the one who’s frantically pursued.”

Su Hao’an gave up: “You dare say that in front of me.”

Sang Yan didn’t feel embarrassed at all and looked at Qian Fei again: “Alright, Boss Qian, start bragging about your glorious achievements.”

Qian Fei reluctantly said: “I didn’t, can you not listen to that idiot Duan Jiaxu’s nonsense?”

Sang Yan’s smile gradually faded, saying emotionlessly: “Are you sure you want to do this?”

Su Hao’an was also annoyed: “What are you doing with Duan Jiaxu? What secrets are there between brothers? Even if you didn’t teach him how to chase girls, with your damn personality, you’d take credit for it! Who are you denying this for!”

“…”

Before Qian Fei could speak again.

Yu Zhuo came up to the second floor at this moment, his expression somewhat helpless, saying to Sang Yan: “Brother Yan, there’s a customer downstairs who says he’s your uncle. He ordered a bunch of alcohol and doesn’t plan to pay…”

Sang Yan’s eyelashes fluttered: “What uncle do I have?”

Yu Zhuo added: “It’s that drunk who was carried out by Brother Dajun last time, the one who said he was Sister-in-law’s uncle.”

Su Hao’an frowned: “Which idiot is causing trouble on my turf?”

Sang Yan slowly raised an eyebrow, finished the remaining cola, and quickly stood up: “You guys keep drinking, I’ll go handle it. And then, I have to go pick up my clingy girl.”

“…”

Sang Yan went downstairs, led by Yu Zhuo to a booth in the center of the first floor. He immediately saw Che Xingde standing at the edge, with a group of people sitting nearby. At this moment, he was yelling at the waiter, Little Chen: “My niece is your boss’s girlfriend! Why should I pay anything!”

He walked over and casually took the bill from Little Chen’s hand.

Little Chen’s expression was also very troubled: “Brother Yan…”

Seeing Sang Yan, the arrogance on Che Xingde’s face instantly disappeared. He revealed a mouthful of yellow teeth, patting Sang Yan’s shoulder: “Hey, you’re our Shuangjiang’s boyfriend, right? She’s mentioned you several times.”

Sang Yan ignored him and turned to ask Little Chen: “How much alcohol did this table order?”

Little Chen quietly reported a number.

Che Xingde was still bragging to his friends, the pride on his face evident: “Come, brothers, take a look. This is my niece’s boyfriend, handsome, right? He’s also very generous, this bit of alcohol money is nothing to him!”

“…”

Sang Yan glanced at the bill, lazily lifting his eyelids.

“Your compliments, I accept them.”

The smile on Che Xingde’s face grew even wider.

Before he could speak again, Sang Yan said: “Tell me, are you going to pay for this or not?”

Che Xingde was stunned, thinking he had misheard: “Pay for what? It’s just this little money, I’m your girlfriend’s un—”

“So you’re not paying,” Sang Yan directly put the bill on the table, smiling coldly, “Fine.”

He turned his head to look at Yu Zhuo, bluntly throwing out two words.

“Call the police.”
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Sensing something was amiss, Car Xingde’s group of friends exchanged uneasy glances. Perhaps due to the long wait, or possibly feeling embarrassed by the situation, the skinny man sitting next to him couldn’t help but ask, “Brother De, what’s going on here?”

As soon as he spoke, the others, affected by the atmosphere, began to complain in a chorus.

“You said you were treating us, that’s why we came.”

“If you don’t have money, don’t make empty promises! Does it look like they even know you?”

“Forget it, let’s go.”

Car Xingde was starting to lose face. He smiled awkwardly and said, “It’s not—” Seeing that the others were getting up to leave, he became anxious and turned to Sang Yan, “What do you mean, call the police! You’re not even willing to pay this small amount, and you still want to be with my niece?!”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered with him and continued to address Yu Zhuo, “Have you called yet?”

Yu Zhuo immediately pulled out his phone from his pocket, “Ri-right away.”

“Wait!” Car Xingde’s expression grew increasingly stiff, his tone losing its earlier fawning manner. He cursed, “What’s wrong with you? It’s just a few thousand yuan. Do you think I can’t afford this measly amount…”

Yu Zhuo’s actions came to a halt.

Sang Yan remained silent, looking down at him condescendingly.

“I’ll pay! But I still want to drink and spend money here!” Car Xingde, clearly feeling humiliated, angrily continued, “What’s the big idea bringing so many people here to interfere with me and my friends?”

Sang Yan showed no emotional response to his words. His expression softened slightly as he said, “I apologize. It seems I misunderstood. I hope you enjoy your time here.”

After saying this, Sang Yan quietly instructed Yu Zhuo, “Have Da Jun keep an eye on him.”

He didn’t linger any longer and turned to sit at the bar. He Ming Bo habitually poured a glass of alcohol and placed it in front of him, glancing towards Car Xingde’s direction while asking, “Brother, what’s the situation? Is it that guy again?”

Sang Yan didn’t drink, merely glancing at his phone and responding indifferently, “Just a troublemaker.”

He Ming Bo asked again, “Isn’t he Sister-in-law’s uncle?”

“…” Sang Yan raised his eyes and said slowly, “Your sister-in-law doesn’t know him.”

–

As Wen Yifan was preparing to leave the office, Fu Zhuang happened to return from an interview.

He was playing with a bottle of drink in his hand. Upon seeing Wen Yifan, he habitually came over to chat, “Sister Yifan, are you about to get off work? Is Sang Yan coming to pick you up?”

Wen Yifan smiled, “Yes.”

“I heard from Mu Chengyun about that person harassing you. It’s really scary,” Fu Zhuang rambled. “You should be careful when getting off work from now on. If Sang Yan doesn’t have time to pick you up, just let me know, and I’ll send you home.”

Wen Yifan stood up, “It’s nothing serious.”

Fu Zhuang exaggerated, “How can you say it’s nothing! I think I’ve seen him several times recently, but I’m not sure if it’s the same person. I asked the security guard downstairs, and he said the guy just passes by to take a look each time, never staying long.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan’s footsteps halted.

Fu Zhuang looked both worried and anxious, “Sister, you’re good-looking, and you always work so late. This area is near the bar street too. You need to be extra careful.”

Wen Yifan gently pursed her lips, her expression quickly returning to normal. She smiled again.

“I understand.”

…

After leaving the office.

Wen Yifan found Sang Yan’s car in the familiar spot and got into the passenger seat. She looked at Sang Yan, caught a faint scent of alcohol on him, and blinked, “Did you drink?”

Sang Yan started the car, “No, I didn’t.”

“Did you just come back from meeting Su Hao’an and the others? But you won’t need to pick me up after a while,” Wen Yifan mentally calculated her savings and said seriously, “I’ve been looking into car prices and plan to buy one in installments. Then I can drive myself to and from work, which will also be convenient for my job.”

Sang Yan glanced at her, “When are you planning to go look at cars?”

Wen Yifan replied gently, “Maybe when I’m on my off-duty rotation.”

Sang Yan, “Alright, I’ll go with you then.”

Wen Yifan smiled, “Okay.”

The car fell silent again.

After driving for a while, Sang Yan suddenly asked, “Wen Shuangjian, why do I feel like your mood hasn’t been quite right lately?”

Wen Yifan, who had been lost in thought, came back to her senses upon hearing this. She turned to look at Sang Yan, let out a delayed “Ah,” and explained in a low voice, “There’s been a lot going on at the station lately. I’ll adjust, and it’ll be fine after a while.”

Sang Yan casually asked, “Are you not happy with your job?”

“No, it’s not that. Besides, who likes working?” Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if her emotions were that obvious. Afraid of affecting Sang Yan’s mood, she instinctively curved her lips into a smile, “I’ll be fine after I get some sleep.”

Sang Yan spared another glance at her but didn’t pursue the topic further.

“Alright, then get some sleep when we get back.”

–

The matter of Car Xingde repeatedly coming to the station to find her was like an unexploded time bomb for Wen Yifan. Although she didn’t want to dwell on it, she could feel a significant change in her emotions.

Even falling asleep became as difficult as it used to be in the past.

Wen Yifan hadn’t told anyone about this.

She found it hard to bring up and didn’t want to mention it.

Wen Yifan thought it would be best if things could just be like before.

She only needed to stay far away, not get involved in these matters, not see these people, and her life would still be her own, unaffected by them in any way.

She had no connection to these people.

Wen Yifan had always clung to this idea, from the past until now.

But all these thoughts were shattered one night by a single message from Zhao Yuandong.

When Wen Yifan noticed it, she initially hadn’t planned to open it. But seeing the words “bar” in the preview, she had an inexplicable bad feeling. Before she could react, she had already clicked on it.

[Ajian, are you dating a guy who runs a bar? But I thought I heard Jiajia say you were dating her manager. Your uncle’s wife called me today. Her brother-in-law went to your boyfriend’s place some time ago. He said he just wanted to introduce your boyfriend to his friends, but your boyfriend wasn’t very friendly and overcharged them for drinks. Ajian, when you’re dating, you need to protect yourself.]

Wen Yifan stared at these words for a long time, her mind going blank. She didn’t know if this story was fabricated by Car Yanqin or if it had happened. After all, she had never heard Sang Yan mention it.

After a while, Wen Yifan put down her phone and left the room.

At this moment, Sang Yan had just finished showering and was sitting on the couch playing a game. His hair tips were still damp, and his skin appeared cold and pale under the lighting. His expression was relaxed and casual as if he was just randomly finding something to pass the time.

Wen Yifan walked over and sat down beside him.

Sang Yan raised his eyebrows, “What time is it? Why aren’t you asleep yet?”

“Sang Yan,” Wen Yifan looked at him, trying her best to keep her voice calm, “That man who claims to be my uncle, did he go to your bar some time ago?”

Sang Yan completely stopped what he was doing, “Who told you about this?”

“…”

This response was as good as a confirmation.

At that moment, an overwhelming sense of shame nearly consumed Wen Yifan. She didn’t need to ask another question to guess what Che Xingde had done after he left. It was undoubtedly to ask for money using her uncle’s name or to make a scene by refusing to pay, doing something to embarrass Sang Yan in front of everyone.

But he shouldn’t have encountered such a situation.

Why did he have to face this?

Why did he have to face this because of you?

Wen Yifan’s throat tightened, feeling she couldn’t say anything. She lowered her eyes, unconsciously gripping her clothes, and whispered very softly, “…I’m sorry, I’ll talk to them.”

Noticing her mood, Sang Yan frowned and tossed his phone aside. He turned his head to look at her expression and asked hesitantly and confusedly, “Wen Shuangjiang, what are you apologizing for?”

Wen Yifan met his gaze, her expression dazed.

“The customers who come to the bar are a mixed bunch; this kind of thing happens almost every day,” Sang Yan explained patiently, which was rare for him. “I didn’t take this nonsense to heart at all, understand?”

“…”

In a daze, Wen Yifan felt as if she had returned to the night when she met Wen Liangxian’s parents and was taken home. Her mind was once again occupied by Che Yanqin and Wen Liangxian’s words from that time, constantly echoing in her ears.

— “Shuangjiang, you’re so disobedient.”

— “Can’t you just save us some worry?”

— “We have no obligation to raise you.”

— “We just need you to be a bit more obedient and not do anything out of line.”

Wen Yifan.

Don’t cause trouble for others.

You can’t cause trouble for anyone.

Otherwise, you’ll be abandoned.

…

Wen Yifan had no recollection of what they said after that. She only remembered that Sang Yan seemed to have said a few more comforting words, and she used all her strength to appear as normal as possible.

Wen Yifan played a game with Sang Yan, and then, feigning drowsiness, returned to her room.

After sitting in her room for half an hour, Wen Yifan opened WeChat again and sent a message to Zhao Yuandong after a long time: [Give me her phone number]

Perhaps not expecting a reply, Zhao Yuandong responded quickly. She first sent a string of phone numbers, accompanied by a long message.

Wen Yifan didn’t read it and directly dialed the number.

It rang three times.

Che Yanqin answered, her loud voice coming through the receiver: “Who is it?”

Wen Yifan said directly, “What are you trying to do?”

“…” Che Yanqin was silent for a few seconds, then hesitantly guessed, “Shuangjiang?”

“I don’t care why you’ve come to Nanwu,” Wen Yifan closed her eyes and said word by word, “Please don’t involve me. Live your own lives, whether you live or die has nothing to do with me.”

After reacting, Che Yanqin’s tone became unpleasant: “How dare you speak to us like this?! Do you start by cursing us to die? Is this how you talk?”

“We have nothing to discuss. If your brother comes to harass me or the people around me again,” Wen Yifan continued as if she hadn’t heard her words, “I will gather evidence and report it to the police directly.”

“Reporting to the police again, huh? You’ll report us for anything we do?” Che Yanqin’s voice was harsh, “I regret taking you in back then, only to raise such an ungrateful wretch!”

“How did you raise me?” Wen Yifan said, “By not stopping your brother from crawling into my bed? By using me as a tool to make money?”

“…”

“What did I do,” All the negative emotions from that year, the pain suppressed for many years, all burst out at this moment. She controlled her volume, enunciating heavily, “To deserve such treatment from you?”

She relied on no one, working hard to live her own life.

Feeling that life was getting better now.

Trying to be with him.

Why did you have to appear again?

“Che Yanqin, didn’t my father give you the money for your surgery before?” Wen Yifan said, “Wasn’t it my father who paid when you couldn’t afford Wen Ming’s tuition? Wasn’t it my father who gave Wen Liangzhe the few tens of thousands he was short for buying a house? Did he ever ask you to pay it back?”

“Why do you treat me like this? Who’s the ungrateful one?”

After a few seconds, Che Yanqin said nonchalantly, “Your father gave all that voluntarily.”

“…”

“You don’t want to have contact with us? Fine.” Che Yanqin said, “I heard your current boyfriend is quite wealthy. If you want to marry him, tell him to give a bride price of a few hundred thousand first. Also, your uncle went to your boyfriend’s bar and still had to pay? What kind of logic is that?”

Wen Yifan felt it was absurd, yet she also felt that these words were perfectly natural coming from this person. With an expressionless face, she used an extremely gentle tone to say the most vicious words.

“If you’re counting on me, you might as well buy yourself a huge life insurance policy and have an accident to meet your maker.”

“Hey! How dare you talk like that!” Che Yanqin said, “If you don’t give it to me, I’ll go ask your mother!”

“It doesn’t matter to me who you ask, I hope you can go ask my father soon.” Wen Yifan sneered, “I’ll say it one last time, if you come to harass the people around me again, I will report it to the police directly.”

She hung up the phone immediately and blacklisted this number.

The room fell silent again.

Before dealing with these people, Wen Yifan never knew she could have such a side, wanting to vent all her dark thoughts to the person on the other end. As all her sharp edges disappeared, she felt exhausted, sitting numbly in place holding her phone.

She didn’t know if this would work.

She just felt that she should do something.

As her emotions gradually cooled down, Wen Yifan’s mind and body were slowly replaced by another feeling. She thought of Sang Yan outside again, and an intense sense of insecurity came over her at this moment.

She couldn’t control herself and got up to leave the room again.

The living room light was still on.

Sang Yan was sitting in his original position, looking like he was still playing a game, but seemed a bit distracted. Catching a glimpse of her figure, he raised an eyebrow slightly and asked, “What’s wrong? Didn’t we just see each other?”

“…”

His tone was casual: “Need to see me so many times in one day?”

Wen Yifan’s nose felt a bit sour. She let out a soft “mm” and walked in front of him. Then, she lifted her leg and climbed onto the sofa on her own, quietly straddling his lap, looking him in the eye.

“You’re quite autocratic,” Sang Yan lowered his eyes, looking at her blocking his view, and said slowly, “Not letting me drink, smoke, have ice water, stay up late, and now you won’t even let me play games?”

Wen Yifan looked at him for a while longer.

Sang Yan grabbed her wrist, his fingertips gently caressing it.

The next moment, Wen Yifan suddenly hooked her other hand around his neck. She bit his lip, her tongue exploring, hooking onto his tongue, her movements seeming somewhat inexperienced.

As if trying to confirm something.

She very actively offered herself to him, suddenly coming to disturb his mind in this late night.

Sang Yan paused slightly, allowing her to kiss him. His eyes darkened, pressing her wrist against his chest, returning the kiss according to his desires.

The man’s mouth tasted of mint, and the force of his kiss seemed aggressive, extremely wild. It was as if he wanted to swallow her whole, accompanied by barely audible swallowing sounds.

In this quiet room, it spread dully.

Extremely intimate.

She could feel his fingertips sliding down, along her nape, then to her back and waist. They stopped at the hem of her clothes and then explored inside.

The sensation was somewhat ticklish.

Wen Yifan instinctively bit his tongue tip.

“What?” Sang Yan released her, his breath slightly heavy, his words carrying a smile, “Want to bite me until I bleed again?”

“…”

The man had black hair and black eyes, his chin slightly raised, his lips reddened. Every word and action seemed to be enticing.

“Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan stared at his eyebrows and eyes, not blinking. She felt her heart was empty, her ears disconnected. Boundless fear seemed to surround her entire being, feeling that the man before her might abandon her at any moment.

She just wanted to keep him, just wanted to be closer to him.

“Mm.”

“You’ve redeemed me, and you’re just sitting here virtuously, not wanting to do anything else?”

“…”

Sang Yan’s fingertips continued to explore upwards, lightly circling, using that provocative tone to flirt with her.

“For example, let me serve you?”
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Earlier, when Wen Yifan had blurted out the term “top courtesan” in a moment of absent-mindedness, she thought Sang Yan would be angry. After all, it did carry negative connotations. But to her surprise, he seemed to relish the role.

He quickly slipped into this persona whenever he was with her.

As he spoke, Sang Yan guided her hand downward, his voice husky: “Haven’t you been coveting me for a long time? You’ve always tried every trick to take advantage of me—”

“…”

“Now that you have the right,” Sang Yan kissed her lips again, his tone slightly mischievous yet muffled, “why are you holding back your desires?”

It was unclear if she had even registered his words.

Wen Yifan tightened her grip around his neck, instinctively opening her mouth to say something.

The next moment, his lips and tongue pressed against hers again. This time, his touch was gentler, kissing her over and over, as if teasing her, gradually enticing her.

Slowly, he moved downward.

From her chin to her neck, finally stopping at her collarbone. He left a trail of glistening, sensual marks, accompanied by small, rosy bruises.

Wen Yifan’s thoughts began to drift as she tilted her head back, unable to think of anything else. She only wanted to be closer to the man before her, to follow his lead, hoping it would dispel all her insecurities.

Sang Yan looked up again, meeting her gaze. Then, Wen Yifan felt him guiding her hand to a certain spot. His eyes were dark, the corner of his mouth curled up, his voice unabashedly filled with desire.

“Where do you want to touch me?”

“…”

He made a slight thrusting motion.

“Here?”

Wen Yifan stared at his features, her expression a mix of clarity and confusion. She didn’t seem to be fully present in the moment, more like she was seeking reassurance. She spoke softly, “Anywhere is fine.”

Sang Yan’s movements paused.

She kissed his Adam’s apple as if wanting to offer herself completely: “Everything is fine.”

“…”

Sang Yan lowered his gaze, studying her expression. As if finally noticing something amiss, despite his breath still being hot, he stopped his advances completely.

Following his Adam’s apple, Wen Yifan’s lips continued downward.

Before she could make any further moves, Sang Yan raised his hand, holding her head in place. Then, he gently tilted her face up. Their eyes met.

Wen Yifan stared at him, somewhat dazed: “What’s wrong?”

“Wen Shuangjiang, what’s going on?” Sang Yan’s eyes still held desire, but he lightly caressed the corner of her lips, speaking casually, “Talk to me properly.”

Wen Yifan didn’t answer, stammering: “Aren’t we continuing?”

“Is that all you’re thinking about? But why do I feel like you’re not focused at all?” Sang Yan observed her expression, sighing almost imperceptibly before asking, “Why did you suddenly come out?”

Wen Yifan’s rationality slowly returned. She pressed her lips together, her breathing still a bit rapid: “I couldn’t sleep.”

Sang Yan brought up the issue of Che Xingde again: “Because of what you mentioned earlier?”

Wen Yifan remained silent, seemingly confirming it.

“…” Sang Yan reached out to pinch her cheek, a bit forcefully, “I told you, it’s nothing. If you hadn’t brought it up, I wouldn’t have even remembered it.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan looked at him again.

Sang Yan: “Is there anything else?”

Wen Yifan shook her head.

“Wen Shuangjiang, recently, the frequency of your sleepwalking,” as if finally unable to hold back, Sang Yan frowned slightly, speaking slowly, “has increased quite a bit.”

Wen Yifan lowered her head, calmly saying: “Maybe I’ve been sleeping too little lately.”

“If you feel tired, take a few days off to rest,” Sang Yan said. “Alright?”

“…Mm.”

“I might have to go to Yihe in a while. My sister isn’t coming back for summer vacation, and my parents are worried, so they want me to go check on her,” Sang Yan leaned down, biting her earlobe lightly. “How can I leave when you’re like this?”

“I’m fine,” Wen Yifan felt ticklish and shrank her neck. “When are you going?”

“End of July.”

“How long will you be gone?”

“A week.” Sang Yan still stared at her, speaking softly, “If nothing comes up, I might go earlier.”

“It’s good to spend some time with Zhizhi. It’s worrying to have a young girl there alone. Don’t argue with her,” Wen Yifan seemed to have returned to her usual self in this short time. “Shall I help you look for hotels? I should be more familiar with that area than you.”

Sang Yan’s expression was unreadable. After a long moment, he responded: “Alright.”

–

Whether it was due to the effect of that phone call or just her psychological comfort, Wen Yifan didn’t see Che Xingde again, nor did she hear anything about him from her colleagues.

On WeChat, Zhao Yuandong didn’t mention anything about her eldest uncle’s family either.

Wen Yifan’s unease gradually dissipated with the disappearance of these people.

In the following days, Wen Yifan intermittently contacted the car sales consultant via WeChat.

She had already chosen a car and was just about to go pay and complete the paperwork. But Zhong Siqiao persuaded her, saying that the National Day holiday was coming up, and buying during the promotional period would save quite a bit of money.

After being convinced, Wen Yifan also felt there was some logic to it and decided to wait a few more months.

As a result, the car-buying plan was put on hold.

Sang Yan didn’t mention this much, nor did he seem impatient about having to pick her up from work every day. He just casually mentioned that if she needed to use a car, she could just use his.

As midsummer arrived, the temperature in Nanwu kept rising, reaching a peak in late July. The scorching sun and heat rising from the concrete made people inexplicably irritable.

Wen Yifan received a hotline call about a chain restaurant failing to meet hygiene standards, causing many customers to suffer from vomiting and diarrhea. The impact was quite severe, and the Food and Drug Administration had already intervened.

After organizing the information, Wen Yifan applied for an interview car from the station and left with Fu Zhuang.

Just as they exited the building, Fu Zhuang scratched his head, suddenly remembering something. He said apologetically, “Sis, I forgot my phone. Can you wait here for two minutes? I’ll be right back.”

“…” Wen Yifan, carrying the equipment, sighed helplessly, “Go quickly.”

“Alright!” Fu Zhuang shouted as he ran back inside, “I’ll be back in a second!”

Wen Yifan took out her phone and waited for a while. Standing for too long made her realize how heavy the equipment was. After some thought, she sent Fu Zhuang a message: [I’ll wait for you in the car.]

Then, she headed towards the parking lot.

Finding the interview car, Wen Yifan was about to walk over when suddenly, the strap of her backpack was yanked from behind. Caught off guard, she stumbled backward a few steps and quickly turned around.

Like history repeating itself, she once again faced Che Xingde’s persistent, unwelcome presence.

“Finally caught up with you,” Che Xingde grinned sleazily, loosening his grip as she turned. “You’re something else. I’ve been coming here every day, but never once saw you. No need to avoid your uncle like this, right?”

Wen Yifan glanced up at the security camera: “Wasn’t I clear enough before?”

“What kind of talk was that?” This time, Che Xingde didn’t bother with pleasantries, getting straight to the point, “Fine, I’ll be frank with you. Do you want to get rid of us? You can. First, give me ten thousand.”

“…”

“To reimburse the money your man extorted from me earlier. Otherwise, neither of us will have peace.”

As if she hadn’t heard him, Wen Yifan ignored him and continued walking.

Perhaps frustrated at being treated like air, Che Xingde’s temper flared, his patience completely gone. His expression turned malicious as he grabbed her bag: “Damn it! Do you think you’re too good for me now? Your stupid boyfriend doesn’t give me a face! And you dare to look down on me?!”

Wen Yifan’s bag was yanked away, now in his grasp.

Then, Che Xingde forcefully pushed her, venting his anger.

“You fucking whore! Think you’re something now that you’ve hooked up with a rich guy?”

Wen Yifan stumbled backward uncontrollably. The nearby bushes had some uneven branches that scraped against her thigh, leaving several distinct cuts. She let out a muffled groan of pain, barely steadying herself, and looked down.

She saw that her thigh had already started bleeding.

Che Xingde seemed about to approach again.

At this moment, Fu Zhuang returned with his phone. Seeing the situation, he was momentarily stunned, then filled with rage: “Hey! What are you doing?!”

With the appearance of others, Che Xingde’s rationality seemed to return. He cursed under his breath, glaring fiercely at Wen Yifan one last time before attempting to leave with her bag.

Fu Zhuang, while calling the police, tried to stop him, unable to hold back his profanity: “You fucking dare to rob and hurt people so brazenly? Wait to rot in jail, you idiot!”

Che Xingde shouted back: “You’re the one who’ll rot in jail! How is taking my niece’s things robbery?!”

“Fu Zhuang, let the police handle it,” Wen Yifan straightened up, seemingly unfazed by the pain. “There are security cameras, so he won’t get away.”

“…”

Che Xingde paused, finally noticing the nearby cameras. He panicked a bit but forced a cocky smile: “I’m just taking something from family, you think calling the police will do any good? You’ll see if the police have time to deal with such trivial family matters.”

“Fine,” Wen Yifan looked at him, her face expressionless. “I’ll wait and see.”

Due to this incident, Wen Yifan’s report was handed over to another colleague. She took half a day off, accompanying the arriving police officers to the station. After the director expressed concern and very officially assigned Fu Zhuang to follow up on this news, Wen Yifan first went to the hospital to treat her wound and undergo an injury assessment, then to the police station to give her a statement.

Soon after, Che Yanqin received a call and rushed over. Glimpsing Wen Yifan’s presence, she immediately understood the situation and addressed the police officer: “Officer, how can you conduct business like this? How is this considered robbery?”

Che Yanqin’s attitude was poor, and the police officer replied impatiently: “How is it not? We have witnesses and evidence. We can file a case now.”

“We’re relatives! This is my niece!” Che Yanqin flared up, “Don’t you have family? How is taking something from a family member robbery?!”

The police officer frowned: “Watch your tone!”

Wen Yifan remained completely unaffected. She looked at the police officer in front of her, her emotions very subdued, explaining calmly: “This is my eldest uncle’s wife, but I’m not close to them.”

“…”

“Also,” Wen Yifan paused, then continued, “Che Xingde has been harassing me for a long time. I don’t know if this can be included in the case. The security cameras in front of my company should have recorded everything.”

…

After giving her statement and completing various procedures, Wen Yifan went straight home. She wanted to take a shower but feared getting water on her leg wound, so she only washed her hair and wiped her body with a towel.

Noticing the ghastly wounds on her leg, Wen Yifan applied medicine and then put on a pair of long pants.

After leaving the bathroom, Wen Yifan lay on the bed and sent Sang Yan a message saying she was home.

Remembering that Sang Yan was leaving for Yihe tomorrow, Wen Yifan opened an app to help him look at hotels. As she browsed, she began to feel drowsy. Just as she was about to fall asleep, she heard some movement at the entrance.

Wen Yifan immediately opened her eyes, struggling between sleep and Sang Yan for a moment before getting up to walk outside.

As soon as she reached the living room, she met Sang Yan’s gaze.

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “You’re home early today?”

“Mm.” Wen Yifan sat on the sofa. “After the interview, there wasn’t much to do, so I came back.”

Sang Yan changed into slippers and walked in, his gaze dropping. Noticing her long pants, he sat next to Wen Yifan and casually asked, “It’s the height of summer, why are you wearing long pants at home?”

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes, instinctively lying: “I’m on my period, and it’s a bit cold with the air conditioning.”

Hearing this answer, Sang Yan thought for a moment: “Isn’t it early this month?”

“…” Wen Yifan froze, stammering, “Ah, yes. It’s not very regular.”

“Then don’t sleep with the air conditioning on tonight,” Sang Yan didn’t suspect anything, habitually pulling her into his arms and placing his hand on her lower abdomen, “Does it hurt?”

Wen Yifan stared at his face, suddenly finding it hard to continue the conversation. She changed the subject, saying softly, “Aren’t you going to Yihe tomorrow? You should pack your things first.”

Sang Yan smiled, “There’s not much to pack.”

“Your flight is at 8:30 PM tomorrow,” Wen Yifan began planning seriously, “How about you come to my office after work, and I’ll drive you to the airport, then bring the car back?”

“Alright,” Sang Yan lowered his head, his warm palm resting on her lower abdomen, casually saying, “I’ll make you some brown sugar water later. Drink it before bed.”

Wen Yifan avoided his gaze, “No need.”

“What do you mean, no need?” Sang Yan said lazily, “I don’t want you waking up in pain in the middle of the night and bothering me.”

“…”

–

The next afternoon.

Leaving the office, Sang Yan entered the restroom. Just as he unzipped, someone at the adjacent urinal greeted him warmly, “Sang Yan, you’re using the restroom too?”

“…” Sang Yan turned his head to see Xiang Lang’s face, “Do you need something?”

“It’s been a while, just saying hello,” Xiang Lang’s voice was clear and casual, “You know, we work for the same company, but we rarely run into each other.”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered to respond.

Xiang Lang didn’t mind his attitude and found it amusing, “Why are you always like this with me? It’s been this way since high school.”

Sang Yan glanced at him, almost smirking, “You just have a face that’s easy to dislike.”

“…”

After finishing, Sang Yan turned towards the sinks.

“You don’t have to be like this. Yifan and I are just friends. You’ve been targeting me for so long,” Xiang Lang followed, remembering something, “By the way, what I said before about planning to attend Yihe University with Yifan was just nonsense.” Hearing this, Sang Yan slowly raised his eyes.

“I was just trying to annoy you back then, but seeing no reaction from you made it pointless. It’s been so long, no need for the drinking punishment, right?” Xiang Lang turned on the faucet, smiling, “Don’t take it out on Yifan, okay?”

Sang Yan let out a light snort.

Xiang Lang looked at him with interest, feeling somewhat emotional that the two were still together after all these years, “To be honest, I always thought you had the best chance of pursuing Yifan.”

“…”

“But your luck was just too bad,” Xiang Lang said casually, “I feel if it weren’t for Yifan having to move to Beiyu with her eldest uncle, you two would have been together much earlier, right?”

Sang Yan’s gaze paused, “Eldest uncle?”

“Yes.”

“Didn’t she live with her grandmother?”

“No, she lived with her grandmother for just a short while at first. Later, she always lived with her eldest uncle,” Perhaps feeling the conversation had gone on too long, Xiang Lang didn’t continue and walked out, “I’m off, going back to work.”

Sang Yan remained standing there, his eyes lowered, lost in thought.

…

At 6 o’clock sharp, Sang Yan left the company and drove to the Nanwu Broadcasting building. He found a parking spot, lowered the window, and sent Wen Yifan a message: [I’m here]

Wen Yifan replied quickly: [Coming soon, wait a moment.]

Sang Yan’s fingers tapped lightly on the window sill, his mind still on Xiang Lang’s words, somewhat distracted.

In high school, Wen Yifan lived with her eldest uncle but told him she had always lived with her grandmother. That “uncle” was her eldest aunt’s brother. On the day the college entrance exam results came out when he went to Beiyu to find her, he encountered this “uncle” harassing her.

She said she didn’t know this person.

Connecting this with Wen Yifan’s emotional state after encountering that man recently.

Sang Yan’s lips gradually tightened into a straight line, a suspicion he desperately didn’t want to believe slowly forming in his mind. He dared not think further, turning his head to reach for his cigarette box, just pulling out a cigarette.

At this moment, Sang Yan suddenly heard someone calling him.

“Brother Sang Yan!”

Hearing this, Sang Yan looked over and met Fu Zhuang’s big eyes.

Fu Zhuang came over and leaned on his car window, very familiar, “You’re here to pick up Sister Yifan from work again?”

Sang Yan had encountered him a few times before, but he wasn’t in the mood to talk now, just nodding.

“You’re truly the world’s best boyfriend,” Fu Zhuang patted his shoulder, comforting him, “But you shouldn’t worry too much lately. That pervert is being held at the police station now, so there shouldn’t be any trouble for a while.”

“…” Sang Yan turned his head, catching four words: “Pervert?”

“Yeah, creepy and disgusting. Just hearing what he said made me furious,” Fu Zhuang grew angrier as he spoke, his voice rising, “He kept saying Yifan was his niece and stuff, and he’s been coming to the station to harass her recently. Yesterday, it even escalated to the police station.”

Sang Yan’s voice grew quieter, “Police station?”

Fu Zhuang nodded, “He pushed Sister Yifan, and her leg got scratched by tree branches, bleeding a lot. It looked really painful.”

After talking for a while, Fu Zhuang finally realized something and found it strange, “Brother Sang Yan, didn’t you know? Didn’t Sister Yifan tell you?”

Sang Yan played with the cigarette in his hand, silent for a few seconds.

“She did.”

–

Afraid of delaying Sang Yan’s flight, after receiving his message, Wen Yifan didn’t dare to dawdle. She left the office, found Sang Yan’s car in the familiar spot, and after getting into the passenger seat, asked, “Do you want me to drive?”

Sang Yan: “No need.”

He said no more and started the car.

Wen Yifan nodded, lowering her head to check her phone, mentioning, “By the way, I helped you pick out a few hotels last night, all near Yihe University. It’s summer vacation now, so there are many vacant rooms. No need to rush to book. Why don’t you look and see which one you prefer, and I’ll make the reservation for you?”

Sang Yan made a sound of acknowledgment.

Noticing his taciturnity, Wen Yifan turned to look at him. She was about to speak when she suddenly noticed the car seemed to be going in the wrong direction. She hesitantly said, “Did you take a wrong turn? We’re supposed to go to the airport, but this road leads home.”

Sang Yan continued looking ahead, his tone cold, “We’re going home first.”

“…” Wen Yifan didn’t know what was going on and hesitantly asked, “Did you forget something?”

Sang Yan made another noncommittal sound.

Wen Yifan glanced at the time, “Then we need to hurry, I’m worried you’ll miss your flight.”

For some inexplicable reason, Wen Yifan felt the atmosphere in the car was extremely tense. She felt uneasy, her right eyelid twitching, and couldn’t help asking, “Are you in a bad mood today?”

Sang Yan didn’t respond.

Wen Yifan: “What’s wrong?”

Seeing he still wouldn’t speak, Wen Yifan started talking about some happy things, hoping to improve his mood. Seeing he had no desire to chat, she gradually fell silent.

She felt worried and sensed an impending storm.

They drove to the underground parking lot of Shangdu Huacheng.

After getting out of the car, Sang Yan reached out and held Wen Yifan’s wrist, walking towards the elevator. Wen Yifan stared at his profile, somehow feeling a sense of foreboding, yet not knowing what had happened.

She tried to say a few words to cheer him up.

Sang Yan would respond, but his tone was different from any other time, remaining extremely cold. It seemed he was just replying to avoid making her uncomfortable, but in reality, he had no desire to talk.

They went up to the 16th floor, and Sang Yan took out his key to open the door.

The two walked in.

Wen Yifan stood in the entryway, not intending to take off her shoes, “Then you should quickly go and get—”

Before she could finish, Sang Yan picked her up and set her on the shoe cabinet. He looked at her expressionlessly, as if wanting to confirm something, and directly started rolling up her pant leg.

“…” Wen Yifan’s face froze.

In that instant, because of his actions, she understood the reason for his bad mood.

Wen Yifan instinctively tried to stop his movement.

Sang Yan reacted quickly, completely disregarding her small resistance. He used one hand to hold both of hers, forcefully continuing to roll up her pant leg until he reached her upper thigh.

Her legs were fair and delicate, without a single scar.

Sang Yan paused, looked up at her again, and wordlessly started rolling up the other pant leg.

It was then that Wen Yifan truly became anxious, but she couldn’t break free from his grip.

“Sang Yan!”

Just as he rolled it up to her thigh, Sang Yan saw the wounds on her leg. Several bloody scratches, not yet scabbed over, with some areas still visibly bleeding, red, and swollen, looking extremely alarming.

At this moment, Sang Yan’s anger seemed to be fully ignited.

He closed his eyes briefly, suppressing his fury as he asked, “How did this happen?”
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From the company building to home, Sang Yan’s mood was noticeably off. His actions after entering the house were purposeful, clearly indicating he had learned about something from someone.

Wen Yifan followed his lead, lowering her head to look at the wound on her leg. Her struggle ceased as she spoke, “I was pushed and scratched by a tree branch. It’s not serious, I’ve applied medicine, it’ll heal quickly.”

As these words fell, the room grew quiet.

Wen Yifan licked her lips, feeling inexplicably uneasy. She raised her eyes again, meeting Sang Yan’s gaze. His expression was impassive as if waiting for her to continue.

This went on for quite a while.

Sang Yan seemed to lose patience: “Finished?”

“…”

Sang Yan: “Who pushed you?”

Wen Yifan answered truthfully: “…The man who claims to be my uncle.”

Sang Yan fired one question after another: “How long has it been?”

Wen Yifan: “Huh?”

“How long has he been harassing you?”

“…” Wen Yifan reflexively denied it, “He hasn’t.”

Sang Yan, as if he hadn’t heard her denial, continued: “Since the last time he was ‘working overtime’ and bothering you? Or even before that?”

“No, I haven’t encountered him much. I didn’t even know he was in Nanwu before,” Wen Yifan explained. “And recently there hasn’t been…”

“Recently?” Sang Yan interrupted her, enunciating each word, “So how long has it been?”

“…”

“Wen Yifan, ‘If anything happens, tell me,'” Sang Yan laughed bitterly, “How many times have I said this to you recently?”

After so long, hearing him call her by her full name again, Wen Yifan was a bit stunned. She moved her lips, suddenly feeling afraid to speak. After a while, she stammered, “I’m sorry.”

Sang Yan looked at her.

“I just felt there was no need to affect both our moods because of this,” Wen Yifan said. “Besides, I didn’t think it was a big deal. I could handle it myself.”

“Didn’t think it was a big deal.” Sang Yan repeated her words lightly, his tone devoid of any warmth. “Then what would you consider a big deal?”

Wen Yifan couldn’t answer.

“Do I have to ask a question for you to give me one answer?” Sang Yan stared at her, his voice cold and hard. “Even if something happened, it wouldn’t be a big deal to you, is that right?”

“…”

“Wen Yifan,” Sang Yan’s Adam’s apple bobbed, “Can you consider my feelings?”

It made him feel as if their relationship had reached its limit.

No matter what else he did.

He simply couldn’t enter her heart.

“I understand you have things you don’t want to say, fine, it’s okay. You can tell me whenever you want. But when you don’t even tell me about something like this,” Sang Yan slowly released his hold on her, finishing his sentence deliberately, “Do you think I’m not trustworthy?”

“That’s not what I meant,” Wen Yifan had seen Sang Yan angry before, but she felt particularly uneasy now. “It’s just that you were about to go to Yihe, and I wasn’t affected by this incident, I didn’t want you to worry.”

Sang Yan didn’t speak anymore, just looked at her.

After a long while.

The emotion in Sang Yan’s eyes gradually faded, that fury seemingly extinguished, returning to his usual unapproachable state.

He didn’t continue the topic, instead taking the car keys out of his pocket and saying flatly, “I’ll leave the car keys here, you can drive yourself to and from work these days. Remember to lock the door before bed.”

“…”

Sang Yan lowered his eyes, methodically pulled her trouser legs back into place, and then lifted her down from the shoe cabinet. Everything was put back as if nothing had happened.

Their argument from just now seemed like an illusion.

“I’m leaving,” Sang Yan didn’t look at her again, opening the front door, “You go rest.”

…

Staring at the closed door, Wen Yifan unconsciously wanted to follow. But because of Sang Yan’s tone and demeanor in his last words, she felt somewhat restrained. She slowly stopped, not daring to continue forward.

That look, Wen Yifan found familiar.

It was like the last time she saw him before their reunion.

Wen Yifan didn’t know if she had done something wrong.

If she had made the same mistake again.

She just wanted to be good to him, to keep the unsightly parts of her life far away from him, to make him feel that being with her was an easy and ordinary thing, to make him want to stay with her forever.

But it seemed she still hadn’t done well enough.

It seemed she had, once again, hurt Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan stood blankly in place, suddenly turning to look at the wall clock.

It was almost 7:30 already.

Worried he might not be able to catch a cab, Wen Yifan snapped out of her thoughts, grabbed the car keys again, and opened the door to go out. She took out her phone and sent Sang Yan a message: [Let me drive you there, it’s hard to get a cab at this hour.]

Wen Yifan hesitated and typed “Can we talk when you get back?”

Before she could send it, Sang Yan replied: [No need]

Sang Yan: [In the car already]

Her fingertips froze instantly, and her footsteps stopped as well. After a long while, Wen Yifan deleted the words in the input box and typed again: [Then be careful on the way.]

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes: [Let me know when you arrive.]

–

At this time, from the city to the airport, Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if he could catch the flight. She couldn’t focus on anything else, calculating the time as she asked: [Have you reached the airport?]

Sang Yan almost always answered her questions.

However, each reply was very brief, as if he had no patience for typing. Not much different from usual. But in the past, after typing a few sentences, he would start sending voice messages instead.

Emotions can’t be discerned from text.

It seemed to forcefully widen the distance between them in an intangible way.

Because of his coldness, Wen Yifan didn’t dare to ask too frequently, only relaxing after confirming he had boarded the plane. She returned to her room somewhat exhausted, lying on the bed, not wanting to move at all.

But thinking of the wound on her leg, Wen Yifan still got up to take a shower. She avoided the wound on her leg, quickly rinsed her body, and then sat on the bed to apply medicine.

Wen Yifan used a cotton swab to wipe off the water that had inadvertently touched the wound, carefully and meticulously treating it.

All around was silent.

Gradually, an intense loneliness began to consume her, peeling away her defenses layer by layer.

Wen Yifan’s hand holding the cotton swab tightened gradually, her mind drifting back to the night after they first got together.

— “Will you help me apply medicine again tomorrow?”

— “Come find me after your shower.”

The red marks before her eyes gradually blurred, nothing looking clear anymore.

Wen Yifan continued applying medicine to herself, silent and quiet to the extreme. She blinked hard, and a large teardrop fell onto the wound, bringing a sharp stinging sensation.

She snapped back to reality, wiping away her tears clumsily with the back of her hand, then using the cotton swab to dry the watermarks again.

…

The next afternoon, Wen Yifan received another call from the police station, asking her to come and provide additional testimony. For a reporter, going to the police station was routine. She finished the article she was working on, then packed up and left the office.

This time, they mainly asked Wen Yifan about Che Xingde’s continuous harassment.

The police had checked the surveillance footage from the broadcasting station, and indeed, Che Xingde could be seen outside Nanwu Broadcasting almost every day. But he hadn’t done anything to substantially harm Wen Yifan, nor had he made any extreme moves.

Che Xingde’s attempted robbery was unsuccessful, and he didn’t flee after being discovered, so the circumstances weren’t severe. Che Yanqin had approached Wen Yifan that day to propose a settlement, but after being refused, she started yelling about hiring a lawyer.

Wen Yifan didn’t know what the exact outcome would be.

She was distracted all day, lacking the heart to work, and too tired to care about these matters. She only did what she had to do, and for the rest, she didn’t have the energy to think about even a bit more.

Noticing Wen Yifan’s state, Gan Hongyuan thought she was affected by the Che Xingde incident. Additionally, considering that she had come to work on several recent days off due to breaking news, he generously gave her three days off to deal with these matters.

Given the time off, Wen Yifan wasn’t as happy as one might imagine. She even thought about asking Gan Hongyuan if these three days could be postponed to a week later.

After all, Wen Yifan didn’t have much to do alone at home.

Wen Yifan would prefer to take these three days off when Sang Yan returned. But she was also worried that if she mentioned this, Gan Hongyuan might think she was fine and change his mind, taking back the leave.

After Gan Hongyuan approved the leave, Wen Yifan didn’t immediately go home, staying at the company until 6 PM. She turned off her computer, habitually opened WeChat, and sent Sang Yan a message: [Have you eaten?]

Her fingertip hovered over the send button, her palm closing, pressing down after a few seconds.

This time, Sang Yan didn’t reply immediately like before.

Wen Yifan waited for a while, then silently put her phone back in her pocket and left the company. After returning home, she took out her keys to open the door, staring at the shoe cabinet for a moment. She thought back to their argument last night.

The next moment, her phone ring interrupted her thoughts.

Wen Yifan immediately took the phone out of her pocket and answered it. Zhong Siqiao’s voice came through, teasing: “How is it? Without your boyfriend around, doesn’t the world feel much fresher?”

“…” Wen Yifan looked away, walking towards the sofa, just smiling slightly.

“Let’s go out for a meal when you’re off duty. Isn’t Sang Yan going away for a week?” Zhong Siqiao said, “Ah since you started dating, he’s been taking up all your time. I haven’t seen you in ages.”

Wen Yifan said softly, “Okay.”

“What’s with that tone?” Zhong Siqiao joked, “Sang Yan’s only been gone a day and you’re missing him already? I never realized you were so clingy before.”

Wen Yifan just smiled, not saying anything.

Zhong Siqiao quickly sensed something was off and asked, “Hey, what’s wrong? Usually, when I mention Sang Yan, you have more to say. Why aren’t you saying anything today? Did you two fight?”

Wen Yifan was silent for a moment, not admitting it, only saying, “He thinks I don’t tell him anything.”

“Ah, you do have that problem pretty bad, keeping everything to yourself,” Zhong Siqiao said. “But couples can’t interact like that, Diandian. It’s fine once or twice, but if it happens too often, you two will start to grow apart.”

“…” Wen Yifan said blankly, “But it’s not that I don’t tell him anything.”

“Huh?”

Wen Yifan said earnestly, “I just don’t tell him the bad things.”

Zhong Siqiao laughed, “That’s the same thing.”

“…”

“If you don’t say it, the other person won’t know why you’re not saying it. They’ll just think that maybe your relationship hasn’t reached the point where you can be completely honest with them about everything,” Zhong Siqiao said. “If they end up hearing it from someone else, they might be quite disappointed, right?”

After a moment of silence.

Wen Yifan’s voice was a bit distant: “Qiaoqiao, maybe it’s because I’ve been with Sang Yan for a while now. I keep thinking about something from the past lately.”

“What is it?”

Wen Yifan spoke slowly: “You know how I told you back then that I was going to apply to Nan University?”

Not knowing why she brought this up, Zhong Siqiao was taken aback: “Yeah, I was quite puzzled why you ended up going to Yi University instead. I thought we’d be at the same school again.”

“When it was time to submit the college applications, Sang Yan asked me about it. I promised him I would apply to Nan University,” Wen Yifan had never dared to mention this to anyone, not even a hint to Sang Yan. “But I—”

“What happened?”

Wen Yifan found it a bit hard to say: “I changed my application at the last minute.”

“…”

Wen Yifan said softly: “I’m very worried that he’ll care about this.”

It seems that once you have something you care about, you start to become weak.

You become cautious about everything you do.

“So I don’t dare to bring this up with him again, and I try to accommodate him as much as possible, not to cause him any trouble,” Wen Yifan asked slowly, “Did I do something wrong?”

After a while, Zhong Siqiao asked: “…So what was the reason you changed it?”

Wen Yifan didn’t answer.

Knowing it might not be something good, Zhong Siqiao didn’t press further: “And you haven’t told him?”

She softly made a sound of agreement.

“Well, I’ll say it again, no matter what the reason is, if you want to keep going with him, you need to bring this up,” Zhong Siqiao said. “Otherwise, it’ll be a thorn for both of you.”

“…”

“Diandian, it’s not only saying things that can cause harm,” Zhong Siqiao said seriously. “Avoiding talking about it can too.”

The phone fell silent.

A few seconds later, Zhong Siqiao sighed: “Don’t make the same mistake again.”

–

The next evening at 8 PM, in Yihe City.

After having dinner with Sang Zhi and Duan Jiaxu, Sang Yan had intended to go straight back to Duan Jiaxu’s place to sleep, not wanting to hang around with this sickeningly lovey-dovey couple.

Who knew Sang Zhi would insist on dragging him along, even arranging for him and Duan Jiaxu to sit in the couples’ seats?

Sang Yan found it annoying and absurd, directly telling Duan Jiaxu to get lost, then leaned back in his seat to look at his phone.

Sang Yan had missed the flight the day before yesterday and could only get a flight for the next afternoon, but he hadn’t mentioned this to Wen Yifan. When Wen Yifan messaged him last night, he was still on the plane.

After landing, Sang Yan saw the message and replied, only to receive a message from her telling him to sleep early. For the rest of the evening, his phone remained silent.

Even until dinnertime today, Sang Yan hadn’t received any messages from Wen Yifan.

He stared at their chat interface.

Remembering the anger he had vented at her before coming to Yihe.

Sang Yan’s fingertips moved slightly, typing: [Home yet?]

There was no reply from the other end.

Just then, the movie started.

Sang Yan waited a bit longer, then tossed his phone aside, staring at the screen in front of him. He had no interest in watching the movie, couldn’t concentrate at all, and only realized after a while that it was a 3D movie.

But he couldn’t be bothered to put on the 3D glasses.

The sound in the cinema was extremely loud, making his ears hurt a bit. Sang Yan was completely unaffected, inexplicably feeling tired, his eyelids gradually drooping.

Drowsiness overtook him, accompanied by an extremely eerie dream.

Sang Yan dreamed of seventeen-year-old Wen Yifan.

In the dream, Wen Yifan was wearing the uniform of Beiyu High School, walking quickly alone in the alley they had walked through many times. Someone seemed to be following her, and her expression was fearful, extremely helpless.

The next moment, someone grabbed her from behind.

She faced the extremely lewd smile of her “uncle”.

Her appearance was full of wariness, instinctively trying to break free.

But she couldn’t break free at all.

The surroundings were terrifyingly quiet, with no one else in the world except the two of them. It was as if no matter how much she called for help, the situation would remain the same, no one would come to help her.

The scene changed.

Wen Yifan was sitting alone on the bed, the light extremely dim. Just like how she looked every time after sleepwalking, sitting alone in the living room. She wrapped herself in the blanket, only lowering her eyes, tears falling drop by drop.

The door was being heavily pounded from the outside, making a huge crashing sound.

…

The next moment, Sang Yan was suddenly woken up by someone.

He slowly opened his eyes, meeting Sang Zhi’s slightly unnatural face: “Brother, let’s go.”

Sang Yan instinctively lit up his phone again to take a look, but still no reply. His expression was still a bit dazed, he carelessly made a sound of agreement and stood up.

The three of them got back in the car.

Sang Yan sat in the back seat, looking out the window, his thoughts completely occupied by the dream he just had. Although based on various clues from this period, he was gradually able to conclude.

But he didn’t want to believe it at all.

In that memory, what Sang Yan remembered most clearly was those harsh words Wen Yifan said at the end.

Those words trampled all his self-esteem underfoot.

He had never thought there might be other reasons.

But he’d rather there weren’t.

He’d rather it was just that.

The girl he had liked for so many years, back then, simply because she couldn’t stand his persistence, just for this reason alone, used every means to distance herself from him.

It was simply that she didn’t like him, that’s all.

He didn’t want there to be any other reasons.

He didn’t want it to be that, in those years, she hadn’t been doing well at all.

The car unknowingly arrived at the gate of Yihe University.

Sang Yan turned his head to look, staring at the familiar school gate, gradually losing focus. He remembered what she had said a while ago when she learned he was coming to see Sang Zhi.

— “It does make one worry, a young girl like her over there.”

Sang Yan unconsciously muttered, “I should go back.”

Sang Zhi in the front didn’t hear clearly and turned back to ask, “What?”

“You two go on your date,” Sang Yan looked back at his phone, saying flatly, “I’m going back to Nanwu.”

–

It was nearly 10 PM when he reached the airport.

Sang Yan was queuing at the ticket counter, about to ask if there were any tickets back to Nanwu when his phone suddenly rang. He paused, took out his phone from his pocket, and saw the caller ID was “Wen Shuangjian”.

His spirits visibly lifted, and he immediately left the queue to answer the call.

“Back home?”

“Ah.” Wen Yifan said softly, “Not yet.”

“When do you get off work?”

“…”

After a moment of silence.

Wen Yifan suddenly asked, “Sang Yan, are you free now?”

“Hm?”

“Can I come see you? I just got off a plane,” After a few seconds, Wen Yifan added, “At Yihe Airport.”

Nan Hong – Chapter 67
Eight years had passed since Wen Yifan flew from Nanwu to Yihe.

The day after meeting Sang Yan in Beiyu, Wen Yifan took a high-speed train back to Nanwu to retrieve all the money and documents that Wen Liangzhe had left for her at Zhao Yuandong’s place. Afterward, she didn’t linger in either city.

She flew alone to Yihe.

Now, Wen Yifan’s state of mind was completely different from back then.

Sitting by the window on the plane, Wen Yifan had nothing else to do but stare outside, contemplating how to tell Sang Yan about her arrival once she landed.

She wondered if it would affect him.

The sky outside had already darkened, with thick, black clouds visible in the distance. Below were vast expanses of night scenery and red light strips. The cabin was quiet, the lighting dim. She could faintly hear people talking in hushed tones.

It felt like an endless journey.

Suddenly, Wen Yifan wanted to know.

In the past, when Sang Yan took the high-speed train from Nanwu to Beiyu to see her, what kind of mood was he in?

Was he, like her now, feeling both excited and nervous?

Eagerly anticipating the moment of seeing her.

Yet afraid that she might not want to see him.

The air conditioning in the plane was a bit cold, and Wen Yifan unconsciously pulled the blanket higher. Traveling alone made her feel insecure, so she didn’t plan to sleep even if she had nothing to do. Wen Yifan looked out the window again.

Perhaps because she had decided to let him reveal everything, Wen Yifan’s mood was more settled than at any previous time.

She gently pursed her lips, trying to slowly piece together all the events from that time. Gradually, she was pulled into memories of that period she had never wanted to revisit, influenced by the night and her current state of mind.

…

Wen Yifan moved to Beiyu with her uncle’s family during the second semester of her second year in high school.

At first, everything was no different from Nanwu. It was just a change from one familiar city where she lived under someone else’s roof to an unfamiliar one.

At that time, Wen Yifan didn’t care much about this.

She felt helpless but knew there was nothing she could do. She just wanted to work hard to improve her grades and get into a good university. She also hoped time would pass quickly.

She wanted to take the college entrance exam quickly, become an adult quickly, and be able to earn money through her abilities quickly.

To end this kind of life quickly.

For Wen Yifan, although life at that time was oppressive and painful.

She still had hope.

She felt that once she got through this period, everything would be fine.

Everything began to change after she started her third year of high school.

That year, Che Xingde moved to Beiyu from another city. He had no job, no money, and could only rely on his sister to get by. He had been living at her uncle’s house ever since.

From their first meeting, Wen Yifan had no fondness for this so-called “uncle” of hers.

Wen Yifan was a very slow-witted person, less sensitive to various emotions than others. But she always felt that the way he looked at her was very strange, his words oily and vulgar, carrying extremely ill intentions.

She wasn’t very good at expressing herself.

She also didn’t know if this was just her imagination.

At first, Che Xingde didn’t do anything too outrageous.

When he hadn’t found a job, Che Xingde was at home almost every day. He would often sit close to Wen Yifan, or use excuses to touch her body while reaching for things.

Once or twice, Wen Yifan could think it was accidental, but as it happened more often, she felt it wasn’t right.

Wen Yifan had been well-protected from childhood and had never encountered such a situation before. She had no idea how to handle it. Several times, when Zhao Yuandong called her, the words were on the tip of Wen Yifan’s tongue, but she couldn’t bring herself to say them.

For a girl of that age, it was an extremely difficult thing to talk about.

Fortunately, due to the heavy workload of the third year of high school, the school allowed third-year students to stay at school for self-study on weekends.

Wen Yifan simply reduced the number of times she went home, staying at school for long periods. If it weren’t for holidays when the school didn’t allow students to stay, she wouldn’t have voluntarily returned to her uncle’s house.

After the end of the first semester of her third year.

Wen Yifan entered her last winter break of high school. It was less than two weeks, but it was during this time that Che Xingde’s behavior escalated.

Wen Yifan could no longer tolerate it and had to mention it to Che Yanqin once.

Che Yanqin didn’t take it seriously at all, only saying that she was being too sensitive and telling her not to think about things that were neither here nor there, and not to make a big deal out of small matters.

Before mentioning it, Wen Yifan didn’t think Che Yanqin would take her side. She simply brought up the matter to Zhao Yuandong again, mainly expressing her desire to rent an apartment to live on her own.

Zhao Yuandong was worried after hearing this but was also uneasy about her living alone outside. In the end, she only told Wen Yifan that she would talk to Che Yanqin about it again.

But there was no follow-up.

Seemingly aware of Wen Yifan’s avoidance and forbearance.

Che Xingde became extremely brazen, starting to try to pick the lock of her room late at night. Occasionally, he would pretend to be drunk, forcefully banging on her door, acting as if he had mistaken her room for his own.

Wen Yifan had warned him several times but to no avail.

All she got in return was his increasingly arrogant door-banging.

Whenever such things happened.

Wen Yifan only looked forward to the arrival of three o’clock in the morning.

Wen Liangxian and Che Yanqin ran a barbecue stall together, operating until 2:30 AM every night, and it took half an hour to walk home. They usually arrived home around 3 AM every day.

Che Xingde was afraid of Wen Liangxian.

With Wen Liangxian around, he would be more restrained and not dare to act so blatantly.

Despite having a door lock, despite Wen Yifan barricading the door with her desk after returning to her room, she still felt no sense of security. She began to hide scissors and utility knives under her pillow, and when at home, she didn’t dare to sleep until after 3 AM.

She was afraid that Che Xingde might break in when she wasn’t aware.

This situation continued until the end of the college entrance exam.

During this period, Wen Yifan made several more phone calls to Zhao Yuandong. Zhao Yuandong consistently expressed that Zheng Kejia was gradually accepting her, and after some more persuasion, she should be able to let Wen Yifan move back.

After the exam results came out.

When Wen Yifan was about to fill out her college applications, Zhao Yuandong also suggested that she apply to Nanwu University.

The intention was for Wen Yifan to be closer so she could take care of her in the future.

Although Zhao Yuandong had temporarily placed her with her uncle’s family due to the new family situation, Wen Yifan still relied heavily on her in many matters. She just wanted to escape her current life and quickly put these days behind her.

She also wanted to try to get along harmoniously with the new family.

Therefore, Wen Yifan agreed to Zhao Yuandong’s suggestion.

Because for her.

Except for Beiyu, all other places were not much different to her.

Moreover.

Wen Yifan thought that Sang Yan was also in Nanwu.

He might prefer to stay in that city.

During the week when she started filling out her college applications.

Sang Yan had sent her several text messages, all asking about her application choices.

Afraid that he might not want to apply to the school she chose, Wen Yifan tried asking him which school he wanted to apply to, but he never mentioned it. In the end, she could only explicitly tell him that she would apply to Nanwu University.

She would return to Nanwu.

She would treat the pain of these two years as nothing but past clouds.

They wouldn’t need to be separated by two cities anymore.

Wen Yifan wouldn’t need to let him make the tiring journey across a city to see her every time.

Afterward, they could see each other every day.

They could return to how things were in their first year of high school.

All the days seemed to be gradually getting better.

Until the day the college entrance exam applications were due.

In the early hours of that day, only Wen Yifan was at home. During that period, Che Xingde had found a job and was away from home several days a week. She wasn’t sure about Che Xingde’s work schedule and wasn’t certain if he would return home that day.

Not daring to sleep before 3 AM, Wen Yifan was texting Sang Yan on her phone while keeping an eye on the clock on her bedside table.

Sang Yan: [Can I come see you tomorrow?]

Wen Yifan thought for a moment and replied: [I’m going to Nanwu in a while, don’t come.]

Sang Yan: [When?]

Wen Yifan: [After the admission letter arrives, we need to go back to school to get it.]

Sang Yan: [That’s already in July.]

After a while.

Sang Yan sent another message: [Can I come over the day the admission results are out?]

Until 1:30 AM, Che Xingde hadn’t returned.

Wen Yifan thought Che Xingde might not come back, but she felt uneasy as if a storm was brewing. Lying in bed, chatting with Sang Yan, she started to feel drowsy.

She fought to keep her eyes open, wanting to stay awake until 3 AM but finally succumbed to sleepiness.

She thought it was already this late.

In a while, her uncle should be home.

Later, Wen Yifan was awakened by the sound of the door.

This time, instead of the metallic sound of someone picking the lock, she heard the click of a key opening the door. She opened her eyes and saw in the darkness that the desk in front of the door fell as the door opened.

Wen Yifan looked up and met Che Xingde’s face.

Che Xingde dangled a key on his finger, his laugh lewd and chilling. He was somewhat overweight, and as soon as he entered, he threw the key aside and pressed down on her, bringing with him an overwhelming stench of sweat and alcohol.

With the stark physical advantage of a man, he forcefully pinned her down.

Wen Yifan instantly became alert, feeling him pull away her blanket. His intentions were extremely obvious as one hand gripped her hair tightly while the other tried to pull down her pants.

She let out an uncontrolled scream and began to call for help while struggling.

Wen Yifan felt as if she had separated from her body at that moment, becoming an observer. She saw herself frantically resisting, reaching for the scissors under her pillow, and irrationally stabbing at Che Xingde.

Che Xingde retreated in pain but quickly lunged forward again, wresting the scissors from her hand.

“You little b*,” he cursed.

Wen Yifan, with reddened eyes, backed away, reaching for the utility knife under her pillow again. Her body was tense to the extreme, every fiber of her being on guard. Controlling the tremor in her voice, she said word by word, “You’ll go to jail for this.”

Che Xingde laughed, “Do you dare to call the police?”

“…”

“Let people know you were assaulted by your uncle?” Che Xingde spat, “Shuangjiang if people find out about this, how will you ever get married? This is a very shameful, very embarrassing thing, you know?”

Wen Yifan acted as if she hadn’t heard, just staring at him unblinkingly.

Fearing he would come forward again.

The young girl’s hair was disheveled, her skin fair and lips red, her features extremely delicate. Her limbs were pale and slender, outlining curves with her movements, her whole body soft to the extreme. She huddled in the corner, like a milk kitten that had grown thorns.

Seeing her in this state, Che Xingde’s unabated desire surged again: “It’s okay, uncle will marry you. Don’t go to university, Shuangjiang, come be uncle’s wife…”

As he spoke, Che Xingde pressed down on Wen Yifan again.

This time, as if he had anticipated it, he quickly snatched the utility knife from her hand. He pulled at her pants again, his heavy breath falling on her skin one after another.

Wen Yifan struggled with all her might.

It was the moment when she felt most devastated, helpless, and desperate.

It was also when she felt the dirtiest, wishing she could simply die right then and there.

The room was pitch black.

Although the curtains were half-open, at that moment, Wen Yifan felt she would never see light again.

She wished she could die instantly.

If living in this world meant enduring such things.

Then she would rather not live at all.

As Che Xingde pinned down her hands and pushed up her clothes.

There was a sound from the entrance.

Tears in her eyes, Wen Yifan seemed to realize something and turned her head to stare at the clock on the bedside table.

Three o’clock in the morning.

Wen Yifan’s previously blank eyes gradually lit up, and she began to call for help again. Her voice had become hoarse from prolonged shouting, tinged with tears: “Uncle! Help me!”

Che Xingde’s actions halted, and he cursed under his breath.

Then, the living room lights blazed on.

Wen Liangxian’s voice came: “What’s going on?”

Che Yanqin also said: “Shuangjiang, what are you making such a fuss about in the middle of the night—”

Seeing the scene in the room, Che Yanqin’s voice instantly died.

Wen Liangxian had been dissatisfied with Che Xingde for a long time, and seeing this situation, he immediately became furious. He walked over and pulled Che Xingde off the bed, shouting loudly: “What kind of beast are you? Don’t you know how old this child is?!”

Escaping from hell, Wen Yifan immediately wrapped herself in the blanket. She lowered her head, staring at the blood on her hands, which had gotten there when she cut Che Xingde’s hand with the scissors.

She used all her strength to hold back her tears.

She absolutely would not shed a single tear for such scum.

Not.

“No, brother-in-law,” Che Xingde explained, “I was drunk, I just came in and hadn’t done anything yet…”

Hearing this, Che Yanqin breathed a sigh of relief and came over to persuade: “Honey, nothing happened, right? There’s no need to get so angry. Dezi was just drunk, he didn’t know what he was doing…”

Before she could finish, Wen Yifan spoke up: “I want to call the police.”

“…”

“Child, what are you saying? What police!” Che Yanqin frowned, “Your uncle was just drunk, look, your clothes are still on properly. How embarrassing if the neighbors heard about this.”

Wen Liangxian, very concerned about their face, feared people would know he had failed in caring for his niece: “Ajian, it’s fine as long as nothing happened. Uncle will give you an explanation, but there’s no need to make this known outside the family.”

Wen Yifan looked up.

Her gaze swept over Che Yanqin and Wen Liangxian’s faces, then settled on Che Xingde’s slightly smug face. She remembered what he had just said, her emotions flat, her body still trembling, and repeated: “I want to call the police.”

“…”

“Have you no conscience! You want your uncle to go to jail, is that it?” Che Yanqin became angry, “He just got drunk and went into the wrong room. And you, aren’t you afraid of what people will say about you in the future—”

Wen Yifan interrupted her: “Whatever.”

“…”

“I don’t care what others say,” Wen Yifan found her phone nearby and started dialing 110 while speaking, her movements stiff and mechanical, “I don’t care how people gossip, I just want to call the police.”

Hearing this, Che Xingde tried to grab her phone, but the call had already connected.

Wen Yifan sat on the bed, her body trembling uncontrollably, trying to calm herself down as she truthfully reported the situation.

Che Xingde immediately looked at Che Yanqin, his expression becoming somewhat panicked.

Che Yanqin reassured him: “It’s all right.”

After finishing, Wen Yifan no longer looked at the other three, her hands still shaking as she began to call Zhao Yuandong.

Possibly still asleep, it took half a minute before Zhao Yuandong answered.

“Ajian?”

Wen Yifan’s nose stung, and hearing her voice, the tears she had been holding back finally fell. Before she could speak, Che Yanqin had already come over and snatched her phone away, sneering: “Zhao Yuandong, look at the good daughter you’ve raised!”

“…”

“I’ve put my heart and soul into raising this child for you, and for what? Now she wants to send my brother to prison. I’m telling you, if you don’t solve this problem today, don’t expect to have it easy!” Che Yanqin said, “What did my brother do? He just got drunk and went into the wrong room! Nothing happened! Your daughter is trying to accuse him of rape! How black-hearted can she be!”

Che Yanqin seemed extremely angry, ranting on her own for quite a while.

Wen Yifan didn’t have the energy to take the phone back.

After a while, Che Yanqin threw the phone back to her.

Wen Yifan stared at the screen still showing the ongoing call, suddenly afraid to listen. She remembered the last time when she wanted Zhao Yuandong to take her back, how she had hung up without even listening.

She clenched her fist, slowly bringing the phone to her ear.

Please, Mom.

I beg you.

I’m begging you.

Please save me.

Don’t abandon me again.

The next moment, Zhao Yuandong’s extremely troubled voice came through again: “Ajian, is there some misunderstanding? Your aunt says her brother isn’t that kind of person… Don’t overthink it, Mom will come in a few days—”

Wen Yifan didn’t listen any further and hung up the phone.

It’s hard to describe Wen Yifan’s feelings at that moment.

She didn’t know she had such a side to herself.

At that moment.

She just wished the whole world would die.

…

In that chaotic early morning.

Wen Yifan and Che Xingde were taken away by the responding police officers. She recounted everything that had happened that night, plus all the events of the past year. Afterward, she didn’t return to her uncle’s house but stayed at a female police officer’s home.

The female officer sympathized with her experience, provided psychological counseling, and offered to let her stay as long as she needed.

The officer had a daughter named Chen Xi, who happened to be Wen Yifan’s classmate. They didn’t interact much at school, but Chen Xi had a very easy-going personality and didn’t bring up what had happened to her.

She just chatted with her about various random topics.

In the evening, as Chen Xi was talking with her, she suddenly jumped up and ran to her room: “Oh right, I need to change my college application preferences. I don’t want to choose Human Resources anymore! Damn, what time is it now?”

Hearing the word “application,” Wen Yifan’s eyelids twitched.

She remembered that she had chosen Nanwu University because of Zhao Yuandong’s suggestion.

And then she recalled Zhao Yuandong’s words on the phone not long ago.

She lowered her head, looking at the red marks on her hands where Che Xingde had gripped her, her expression blank.

Not long after, Wen Yifan also got up and entered Chen Xi’s room.

At this time, Chen Xi was sitting at the desk, having just turned on the computer. Noticing Wen Yifan’s figure from the corner of her eye, she turned her head and asked with a smile: “What’s up?”

Wen Yifan stared at the computer screen: “Chen Xi, can I use your computer for a moment?”

“Sure,” Chen Xi said readily, “What do you want to do?”

The room was quiet for a few seconds.

The light in Wen Yifan’s eyes seemed to disappear as she said softly: “I want to change my application preferences.”

…

For the next period, Wen Yifan continued to stay at Chen Xi’s house.

Although she had escaped from Che Xingde, Wen Yifan still couldn’t sleep until after 3 AM. She felt extremely insecure, often waking up startled from her sleep, feeling as if someone was pressing down on her.

Every day she felt like she couldn’t breathe.

Wen Yifan didn’t want to contact anyone, retreating into her shell every day, only going out when the female police officer instructed her to go to the police station to provide additional testimony.

However, because Wen Yifan’s body showed no signs of assault and there was no evidence, plus Wen Liangxian and Che Yanqin both spoke up for Che Xingde, in the end, Che Xingde didn’t receive much punishment, only being detained for a few days.

This incident caused quite a stir in a certain area of Beiyu.

Everyone was gossiping about how an uncle had raped his niece.

Wen Yifan stayed at Chen Xi’s house every day, unaware of these things. She couldn’t eat or sleep, finding each day unbearably painful, visibly becoming thinner at an alarming rate.

She felt that this symptom was very abnormal.

Wen Yifan didn’t want to deal with these things anymore.

She didn’t want to stay in this place, nor did she want to think about anything.

She just wanted to quickly wait for the admission results to come out, get her admission letter, and leave this city.

To get far away from all these things.

During that time, Wen Yifan lived in a daze.

She didn’t communicate with the outside world, kept her phone turned off for long periods, and spent most of her days staring blankly into space in a corner.

Wen Yifan felt strange about herself.

Just a short while ago, she had felt that dawn was breaking.

Just before, she had felt that life was developing in a good direction.

But now, she couldn’t control her negative emotions at all.

Every day she thought about the idea that had come into her mind when Che Xingde was pressing down on her.

Every day she thought about dying.

The week when the admission results came out, Beiyu had several consecutive days of light rain.

That day, after checking the admission results, Chen Xi was extremely happy and hugged her excitedly: “Great news, my boyfriend and I got admitted to the same school, we can go to the same university!”

At that moment.

Wen Yifan’s thoughts broke free from the darkness.

She suddenly remembered what she had forgotten during this time.

She had agreed with Sang Yan to go to the same university.

But she had forgotten.

She had changed her application preferences.

She hadn’t told Sang Yan.

When this thought arose, Wen Yifan’s mood remained calm. It was as if she felt this should be the natural result. After a long while, she stood up and took out her phone, which she hadn’t touched during this period. She pressed and held the power button to turn it on.

A flood of unread messages and missed calls popped up.

Sang Yan had sent her dozens of messages during this time.

The latest one was sent an hour ago.

Sang Yan: [I’m coming to find you.]

Wen Yifan stared at it for a long time.

Noticing her distraction, Chen Xi beside her interrupted her thoughts: “What’s wrong?”

Wen Yifan looked up: “I’m going out for a bit.”

“Huh?” This was the first time in half a month that Wen Yifan had voluntarily said she wanted to go out. Chen Xi was a bit surprised, “What’s up? Where are you going? Do you want me to go with you?”

Wen Yifan smiled slightly: “No need, I’m going to see a friend.”

Chen Xi: “All right.”

Wen Yifan stood up and walked to the entrance, opening the door. Chen Xi’s voice came from behind: “Hey! By the way, Yifan, it’s raining outside. Take an umbrella with you!”

Saying this, Chen Xi ran over and stuffed an umbrella into her hand.

She looked at Chen Xi and said softly, “Thank you.”

“What are you thanking me for?” Chen Xi smiled. “Have a good time with your friend.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan was silent for a few seconds before saying, “All right.”

Wen Yifan left the house.

Outside, the sky was already half-dark, and the rain wasn’t heavy, like a fine mist. It fell silently. The fog was thick, and the concrete ground was patchy with wet spots.

Thinking of where Sang Yan usually parked his car, Wen Yifan walked toward her uncle’s house.

Just as she reached the small alley, Wen Yifan encountered Che Xingde again. As if he hadn’t expected to see her, he was stunned for a moment, then grabbed her arm again like a smug villain: “Well, if it isn’t Frost Descent.”

“…” Wen Yifan’s sense of anguish resurfaced as she struggled hard to break free from his grip.

“You reported to the police, huh? Who do you think suffered more from that? Nothing happened to me, but look at how you’re being talked about,” Perhaps because of being detained for a few days, Che Xingde’s eyes gradually turned vicious. “Besides, this isn’t entirely my fault, is it? You look like a slut, always wearing short sleeves and shorts at home. Aren’t you just trying to seduce—”

Before he could finish, Sang Yan suddenly appeared behind Che Xingde, pulling his hand away.

His face filled with intense rage, and Sang Yan forcefully punched Che Xingde in the face. Then, Sang Yan kneed him in the stomach, looking as if he had lost all reason, using extreme force.

There was a loud collision sound.

Che Xingde had no chance to fight back and started begging for mercy as he was beaten.

Wen Yifan came to her senses. She didn’t want Sang Yan to get involved in these matters, nor did she want him to get into trouble because of her. She immediately went over to pull his wrist, walking in another direction.

Sang Yan followed her: “Who was that person?”

Wen Yifan didn’t look back: “I don’t know him.”

They continued walking forward.

Sang Yan spoke again: “Are you all right?”

Wen Yifan gave a light “Mm” in response.

“Wen Shuangjiang, if it’s this late in the future, don’t come down early,” Because of the man from earlier, Sang Yan couldn’t help but say, “I’ll come directly to your building to find you.”

Wen Yifan remained silent.

“Have you been very busy lately?” Noticing her unusual behavior, Sang Yan paused for two seconds, “I haven’t been able to contact you at all. Did something happen?”

“No, my phone broke,” Wen Yifan raised the umbrella higher to shield him from the rain, “Why did you come here?”

“Ah.” Sang Yan naturally took the umbrella from her hand and said, “Didn’t we agree before that I’d come over when the admission results came out?”

“…”

Without realizing it, they had walked into that alley.

It was empty, the street lamps dim, with a few small flying ants barely visible in front of their eyes. The sound of rain was rustling, seeming to bring a hint of coolness to this sweltering summer.

Perhaps thinking that the man from earlier had affected her mood, Sang Yan spoke more than usual: “My admission results are out, Software Engineering at Nanda. Your scores are slightly lower than mine, but you should easily get into your chosen major…”

Wen Yifan looked at the young man in front of her, seeming to have heard his words, yet also as if she hadn’t heard a single one.

Che Xingde’s words echoed repeatedly in her mind.

“This is a very shameful, very embarrassing thing, you know?”

Over and over again.

Bitch.

Slut.

These words.

Wen Yifan couldn’t even recall how she felt at that time.

She only remembered that back then, she didn’t mind anyone knowing about that incident, no matter how people gossiped.

But she didn’t want Sang Yan to know.

Not even a bit.

She didn’t want to reveal any weakness.

She also didn’t know how to explain it so that he wouldn’t have any doubts.

She could only think of using harsh words to crush him.

Wen Yifan also didn’t want Sang Yan to be like this anymore.

Always taking the time to travel so far, just to see her once.

This was the mistake she had made.

Regardless of the reason.

Fundamentally, it was just because she had forgotten.

There was no need for Sang Yan to bear this.

Someone like her didn’t deserve such treatment from him.

They should have ended things earlier.

The last time, when she told him on the phone not to bother her anymore, they should have ended it then.

They should have ended it long ago.

Wen Yifan suddenly interrupted his words: “Sang Yan.”

“Hm?”

“I didn’t apply to Nanda.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s gaze paused. As if he hadn’t understood her words, after several seconds, he forced a smile: “You’re joking with me, right?”

Wen Yifan’s tone was very serious: “No.”

“…”

Observing Wen Yifan’s expression, after a long while, Sang Yan finally realized she was telling the truth. The smile on his face gradually faded, and after a moment, he asked: “What did you apply for?”

Wen Yifan answered truthfully: “Yida.”

“Why?”

“…”

Sang Yan stared at her, his Adam’s apple slowly bobbing, his tone somewhat strained: “Why did you apply to Yida?”

Wen Yifan forced herself to meet his gaze. At that moment, she couldn’t think of any other reason for changing her application, and randomly made up an excuse: “I made a promise to someone else.”

“What about me?” Sang Yan seemed to find it absurd, looking at her, “Don’t you have anything you want to say to me?”

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together, not making a sound.

The alley was eerily quiet.

Sang Yan silently looked at her, as if waiting for her response. After a long moment, he gently closed his eyes, for the first time using her full name to distance himself: “Wen Yifan, am I your backup plan?”

“You can think of it that way if you want,” Wen Yifan looked up, feeling that the young man before her was far too pure to be involved with someone like her, “The admission results are out, you’ll be fine staying in Nanwu.”

“If you didn’t want to, you could have just told me directly,” Sang Yan’s voice was very soft, “There was no need to do it this way.”

“Then I’ll say it directly, Sang Yan, I hate it,” Wen Yifan said calmly, “I dislike you always coming to Beiyu to see me, and I’m tired of having to come out to meet you every time.”

“…”

“Beiyu is close to Nanwu, so I’ll go somewhere farther away, okay?” Wen Yifan didn’t even blink, finishing all her words, “After I go to Yihe, I hope you won’t come looking for me like you do now.”

Those were probably the harshest words Wen Yifan had ever said to anyone in her life.

She never thought the recipient would be Sang Yan.

Sang Yan’s eyelashes and hair tips were wet with raindrops, his shirt half-soaked. His eyes were pitch black, emotions unreadable. His lips moved, but he didn’t say a word.

The sound of water droplets came from somewhere.

A soft “plop”.

Like the sound of tears falling.

After an unknown amount of time.

Sang Yan seemed to have guessed something, pulling at the corner of his mouth: “So during this time, this is why you didn’t reply to my messages?”

Wen Yifan: “Mm.”

“Wen Yifan.” Sang Yan called her name one last time, his Adam’s apple bobbing again as if suppressing his emotions. He slowly lowered his head, saying self-mockingly, “I’m not that bad, am I?”

Wen Yifan felt a lump in her throat, shifting her gaze away, no longer looking at him.

After a few seconds.

As if trying to maintain his last shred of dignity, Sang Yan still managed a smile: “Don’t worry, I won’t bother you anymore.”

Afterward, neither of them spoke.

As usual, Sang Yan walked her to the entrance of her building. He handed the umbrella back to Wen Yifan, seeming to want to say something more, but said nothing. He looked at her, his voice very soft: “I’m leaving.”

Wen Yifan gave a soft “Mm.”

He walked a few steps.

Then turned back: “Goodbye.”

After saying this, Sang Yan turned and walked towards the alley.

His tall, thin figure walked with a straight spine as if he had never bowed to anyone.

He never looked back again.

Just like that year, the arrogant young man called her “junior” by the water dispenser.

Wen Yifan stood quietly in place, watching him leave her sight after coming from another city full of expectations.

In a daze, Wen Yifan had an illusion.

The rain seemed to carry an invisible force, hitting him bit by bit, extinguishing the innate pride in his bones inch by inch.

Her expression slightly dazed, she stared at the umbrella in her hand, unconsciously taking a step forward.

Then, Wen Yifan saw him completely disappear into the rain.

In that long, dark alley that seemed endless.

Wen Yifan stopped, her eyes gradually reddening, and softly said: “Goodbye.”

Goodbye.

My dear boy.

I hope you have a smooth life.

And I hope you never meet someone like me again.

From now on.

Still, be that proud and brilliant young man from back then.

–

Wen Yifan got off the plane with her luggage.

Following the location Sang Yan had mentioned on the phone, Wen Yifan found him at the exit. Her nervousness only surfaced at this moment as she walked over: “Why are you at the airport?”

Sang Yan took the luggage from her hand, casually saying: “I was about to go back.”

“…”

“Let’s go,” Sang Yan walked forward, “We’ll find a hotel first.”

Wen Yifan followed, staring at his empty hand, hesitantly reaching out to hold it.

Sang Yan turned his head to look at her, holding her hand in return.

“I only saw that you hadn’t taken your luggage when I checked the trunk yesterday,” Wen Yifan licked her lips, explaining in a low voice, “My supervisor happened to give me three days off, so I came over to bring you your clothes.”

Sang Yan gave a light “Mm.”

After they left the airport.

Sang Yan realized that at some point, a fine rain had started falling outside. He paused, looking at Wen Yifan: “Wait here, I’ll go inside to buy an umbrella.”

Wen Yifan nodded.

She stared at Sang Yan’s retreating figure for a while before looking away.

Then, Wen Yifan watched the scattered rain outside. Soon, she noticed someone wearing a black T-shirt, tall and thin, ignoring the rain and walking directly towards the airport shuttle.

Recalling that memory again, Wen Yifan’s expression became dazed, and she instinctively wanted to follow.

The next moment, Sang Yan pulled her back from behind: “Where are you going?”

Wen Yifan came to her senses and looked at him.

Sang Yan frowned: “I told you to wait here for me.”

Wen Yifan’s expression was blank as she called out to him: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan: “What is it?”

“I’m sorry,” Wen Yifan looked at him, after so many years, bringing up the incident from back then again, “I should have given you the umbrella then.”

Sang Yan didn’t understand: “What?”

A belated sense of regret crept into her bones, and Wen Yifan lowered her head, forcing herself to finish speaking despite the tremor in her voice.

“…I shouldn’t have let you walk back in the rain like that.”
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Sensing her tone, Sang Yan leaned in closer and grasped her chin, tilting it upward. His eyes were as dark as ink, seemingly not comprehending her words. “When?”

“When the college entrance exam results came out,” Wen Yifan met his gaze, her voice soft and slow, “The day you came to find me in Beiyu.”

“…” Perhaps not expecting such an answer, Sang Yan’s expression paused briefly, his emotions unreadable. After a few seconds, he tugged at the corner of his mouth lazily, “Was it raining that day?”

Wen Yifan didn’t speak, only nodding slightly.

“Getting wet is no big deal, why apologize?” Sang Yan’s hand moved, pinching her cheek firmly. As if not taking the matter seriously, he raised an eyebrow playfully, “What’s wrong with a grown man like me getting caught in the rain? I’m not that delicate.”

Wen Yifan felt a lump in her throat as she quietly looked at him.

Sang Yan’s tone remained casual: “Why do you always treat your boyfriend like some delicate flower?”

“…”

“Let’s go,” Sang Yan didn’t continue the topic, opening the umbrella and asking, “Have you had dinner?”

Wen Yifan followed beside him: “I had the in-flight meal.”

“Is that enough?” Sang Yan said, “We’ll eat something later.”

“Okay.”

For the past two days, they hadn’t been in much contact, with their only communication through WeChat messages. Moreover, their last conversation hadn’t been particularly pleasant, so the atmosphere was still a bit awkward.

Wen Yifan couldn’t help but steal glances at him: “Are we heading towards Yihe University now?”

Sang Yan made an affirmative sound.

During her university years and work, Wen Yifan lived in this city for six years.

Although she had left two years ago, she was still familiar with the city: “We can take the airport shuttle from there, there’s a direct bus. But for the two of us, taking a taxi directly to Yihe University might also be”

Before she could finish, Wen Yifan noticed that Sang Yan was primarily leading the way. Her voice trailed off, and she mumbled, “Oh, you just came from there, so you probably know the way…”

Sang Yan: “Mm, let’s hail a cab.”

Wen Yifan: “Okay.”

They got into a taxi parked at the edge of the airport.

Wen Yifan got in first, sitting on the inside, and told the driver “Yihe University.” A moment later, Sang Yan also got in, glanced at her, and then habitually leaned over to fasten her seatbelt.

Then he sat back.

Wen Yifan looked in his direction a couple of times.

Perhaps sensing her gaze, Sang Yan quickly pulled his seatbelt and fastened it.

Seeing this, Wen Yifan recalled their conversation in the car the day she got drunk. She licked her lips and initiated conversation: “How’s Zhizhi doing at Yihe?”

This question seemed to remind Sang Yan of something, his voice cool: “Pretty good.”

Wen Yifan asked with concern: “So have you made up with her?”

Previously, Wen Yifan had overheard Sang Yan talking on the phone with Sang Zhi.

The gist of the conversation was that Sang Zhi had found a graduate student boyfriend at Yihe and was staying at school during the summer break instead of going home. They had argued about it and had been in a long cold war since.

“What’s her boyfriend like?” Wen Yifan was a bit curious and asked further, “Have you met him?”

“…” After a long while, Sang Yan finally said, “I’ve met him.”

Wen Yifan made a sound of acknowledgment: “How is he?”

Sang Yan: “You’ve seen his photo.”

The light in the car was dim, and Wen Yifan couldn’t see Sang Yan’s expression. She couldn’t recall Sang Yan ever voluntarily showing her a photo of any man, so she was confused: “When?”

This time Sang Yan directly said the name: “Duan Jiaxu.”

“…” It took Wen Yifan a while to process this, and then she came to a conclusion, “Is Zhizhi’s boyfriend your college roommate? The one you had those rumors with.”

Sang Yan casually made an affirmative sound.

Wen Yifan asked again: “So your roommate is now studying for a master’s degree at Yihe University?”

Sang Yan let out a cold laugh.

“I remember,” Wen Yifan recalled that he had made several phone calls to Duan Jiaxu at home before, “Didn’t you ask him to take care of your sister earlier?”

This seemed to be adding salt to Sang Yan’s wounds. He didn’t speak, just looked in her direction again.

Wen Yifan didn’t quite understand, looking back at him blankly. Soon, she gradually figured out the situation: “Did neither of them tell you? You only found out when you came here.”

Sang Yan continued to look at her.

Wen Yifan then thought about the reason for their argument before he came to Yihe.

It was also because someone didn’t tell him something, keeping him in the dark. As a result, he flew for several hours to Yihe, only to receive the same treatment from his roommate and sister…

She immediately fell silent.

The car once again lapsed into silence.

After a while, Sang Yan took the initiative: “Choose a hotel.”

Wen Yifan looked up.

Sang Yan: “Didn’t you help me pick a few earlier?”

“…” This was what Wen Yifan had said to Sang Yan in the car at the time, and she thought he hadn’t even listened. She quickly nodded and pulled out her phone from her pocket, “Then take a look and see which one you like.”

Sang Yan flipped through the bookmarks and casually picked one, then handed the phone back to her.

Wen Yifan: “This one?”

Sang Yan: “Mm.”

When it came to room types, Wen Yifan hesitated for a while before choosing a standard room with twin beds: “Shall I book one room then?”

Sang Yan immediately looked at her.

Afraid he might not agree, Wen Yifan added: “With two beds.”

Sang Yan’s gaze was meaningful, and after a while, he responded: “Alright.”

After booking the hotel, Wen Yifan told the driver the hotel’s name, asking him to drive directly to the hotel entrance.

Sang Yan turned his head, his gaze sliding down to her thighs covered by long pants: “Did you bring medicine?”

Wen Yifan didn’t react at first: “What medicine?”

“For your leg injury.”

Wen Yifan stammered: “I forgot.”

Sang Yan nodded, not saying anything more.

As they approached their destination, Sang Yan looked out the window and suddenly asked the driver to stop. Then, they got out of the car right there. Wen Yifan was a bit confused: “Why are we getting off here?”

Sang Yan opened the umbrella and gestured with his eyes: “To buy medicine.”

Following his gaze, Wen Yifan looked up and noticed there was a pharmacy right next to them.

After leaving the pharmacy, they walked side by side towards the hotel.

Wen Yifan lowered her head, staring at her empty hand. She felt a bit uncomfortable with this state, her palm slightly closing then opening again: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan looked ahead: “Mm?”

Wen Yifan said softly: “Why aren’t you holding my hand?”

“…” Sang Yan stopped in his tracks and turned to look at her, “I’m holding the luggage and umbrella, I don’t have a free hand.”

“Then can I carry the luggage?” Wen Yifan said seriously, “I want you to hold my hand.”

Sang Yan stared at her intently, and after three seconds of silence, he suddenly lowered his head and smiled. His eyebrows relaxed, and the dimple at the corner of his mouth became faintly visible: “Wen Shuangjiang, are you trying to act coy?”

The awkward atmosphere seemed to dissipate with her words, returning to their usual dynamic.

Wen Yifan was taken aback. She only then realized that her behavior was indeed acting coy, and she felt a bit hot and nervous. She maintained a calm demeanor, pretending that her request was reasonable.

“Oh.” Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, dragging out his tone, sounding a bit mischievous, “So you came to Yihe just to hold hands with me.”

“…”

As he spoke, Sang Yan handed her the umbrella: “Take it.”

Wen Yifan instinctively took it.

Sang Yan reminded her: “Use that hand to hold it, otherwise how can I hold your hand?”

Wen Yifan obediently switched hands.

The next moment, Sang Yan held her hand, grasping it in his palm. His hand was broad and warm, holding hers firmly but not painfully. It just felt incredibly secure.

Wen Yifan was a head shorter than him, making it a bit difficult to hold the umbrella in this position. She watched Sang Yan’s expression, secretly thinking that he seemed to quite enjoy her acting coy.

Fortunately, the pharmacy wasn’t far from the hotel they had booked, less than a five-minute walk. They entered through the main entrance at nine o’clock, taking out their ID cards to check in at the front desk.

During this interval, Sang Yan suddenly asked: “Why didn’t you tell me you were coming?”

Wen Yifan answered honestly: “I was afraid you wouldn’t let me come.”

“…” Sang Yan looked at her.

“Afraid that you might not want to see me right now.”

Sang Yan squeezed her hand hard: “Say something that makes sense.”

After thinking for a moment, Wen Yifan reciprocated with a question: “Then why did you suddenly decide to go back?”

Sang Yan: “Because you weren’t replying to my messages.”

Wen Yifan was slightly stunned. “Because I was on the plane…”

“I know. Next time, remember to let me know,” Sang Yan said leisurely as he ruffled her hair vigorously. “Otherwise, if you had called me any later, I would have been on the plane back to Nanwu.”

“…”

After getting their room keys, they took the elevator back to their room.

Sang Yan put down the luggage and glanced at the time on his watch. “Do you want to go out to eat or order takeout?”

As soon as they entered the room, Wen Yifan didn’t want to move anymore. “Let’s order takeout.”

“Alright,” Sang Yan handed her his phone and turned on the air conditioner. “After ordering, go take a shower. It’s time to apply medicine.”

Wen Yifan followed Sang Yan’s suggestion and ordered two meals. She then opened her luggage bag and took out her change of clothes. As she walked into the bathroom, her mind began to wander, remembering the purpose of her visit this time.

She had delayed it all the way and still hadn’t mentioned it.

She had brought it up briefly at the beginning, but he had changed the subject in the end.

From last night until now, Wen Yifan had been contemplating how to tell him. After the topic had passed, she didn’t know how to bring it up again. She just felt that it wasn’t something that would make people happy.

No matter how she said it, it would lead to a heavy atmosphere.

She sighed, feeling increasingly nervous and uneasy.

Wen Yifan didn’t know what kind of reaction Sang Yan would have after finding out.

But she knew.

Sang Yan was different from others.

He must be different.

…

By the time Wen Yifan came out of the bathroom, the takeout had already arrived.

Sang Yan was sitting on one of the beds, holding a medicine bag. “Come here, let’s apply the medicine before eating.”

Wen Yifan walked over and sat beside him, watching as he took out a medicine bottle and cotton swabs from the bag. She lowered her eyes, staring at the red string on his right wrist and the small snowflake pendant on it.

She became a bit absent-minded.

She recalled Sang Yan’s words again.

— “Wen Yifan, can you consider my feelings?”

— “Do you think I can’t be trusted?”

She remembered how Sang Yan had silently fixed her trouser leg at the end. He had lowered his head, his back slightly bent, his expression extremely calm, yet one could sense the deep helplessness hidden within. It was completely different from his usual imperious demeanor.

Sang Yan held her calf, frowning as he looked at the wound on her leg. “Did you get it wet again?”

Wen Yifan snapped back to reality. “Ah, I accidentally got it wet just now.”

Sang Yan’s tone wasn’t very pleasant. “Don’t wash it tomorrow.”

“…”

Then, Sang Yan took a cotton swab and gently wiped the water off her wound. His lips were drawn into a straight line, clearly in a bad mood, but his movements were extremely gentle.

As if he was afraid that being any harder would hurt her.

Wen Yifan stared at his slightly lowered head, her palms gradually tightening. She mustered up courage and spoke, “Sang Yan, this wound is from a few days ago. That day, I encountered Che Xingde at the company parking lot, the one who claimed to be my uncle.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan looked up. “Mm.”

“In Nanwu, I first met him before the New Year. I was working overtime late one night,” Wen Yifan said. “He was the person involved, drunk driving, and had a car accident. But nothing serious happened at that time. Later, I saw him again when I was ‘working overtime’ with you.”

“Then he probably found out that I work at Nanwu Broadcasting, so he started waiting for me outside my workplace, but I didn’t run into him many times.”

“That day, he wanted me to give him ten thousand yuan. I ignored him, so he grabbed my bag and pushed me.” As she spoke about these events, Wen Yifan’s tone was very calm. “After that, I called the police. Nothing major happened.”

Sang Yan listened quietly, his hands not stopping as he gently applied medicine to her wound.

After a long while.

“I didn’t tell you the whole truth before,” Wen Yifan rarely confided in others, her speech slow. “After my father passed away, my stepsister didn’t like me very much. So my mother sent me to live with my grandmother.”

“But later, when my grandmother’s health deteriorated, I was sent to my eldest uncle’s place,” Wen Yifan said softly. “My eldest uncle’s family didn’t like me very much either.”

“In high school, when we were called in by the school for dating for the second time, it was my eldest uncle who went. That day, after I returned home, I wasn’t in a good mood, so I lost my temper with you on the phone,” Wen Yifan pressed her lips together hard, not daring to look at him. “I’m sorry, but what I said wasn’t true. I didn’t find you annoying.”

Sang Yan’s movements stopped.

“After I moved to Beiyu, Che Xingde moved in during my senior year of high school,” At this point, Wen Yifan’s tone became a bit difficult. “He… he kept harassing me.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan put down the cotton swab in his hand. His Adam’s apple bobbed slightly, his voice hoarse: “Wen Shuangjiang, if you don’t want to talk about it, we don’t have to.”

“It’s not that I don’t want to talk about it,” Wen Yifan shook her head and continued, “During the week of filling out college applications, one night he came into my room…”

Wen Yifan lowered her head, her eyes a bit empty, skipping over this part: “But nothing major happened. Because my eldest uncle and his family always came back at 3 AM, and that day they came back on time.”

Sang Yan closed his eyes briefly and pulled her into his arms, unable to say a word.

He didn’t dare to imagine at all.

He couldn’t bear to think about how she had gotten through that period.

That girl who never had any temper, who was soft-natured, and always gentle to everyone.

How did she endure after encountering such a thing?

“I did apply for Nan University at first. I wanted to go to the same university as you. I didn’t lie to you,” Wen Yifan’s eyes gradually reddened, and she started to become a bit incoherent. “But then, something bad happened.”

“I just, I didn’t know what to do at that time, no one helped me.”

Wen Yifan held back her tears: “Sang Yan, not a single person stood on my side.”

She didn’t want to cry at all.

She felt that she shouldn’t cry.

Because even if she had been mistreated, it wasn’t a reason to hurt Sang Yan.

“At that time, I couldn’t think of anything else, I just didn’t want to stay in Beiyu or Nanwu anymore. I just wanted to go somewhere far away,” Wen Yifan said. “I’m sorry, I forgot to tell you.”

“…”

“I’m sorry I said such unpleasant things to you.”

For so many years.

She had never thought back to the events of that time.

She only remembered that her tone had been very harsh, and she had said very unpleasant things to Sang Yan.

But as time passed, it had gradually faded away.

Thinking deeply about it today.

She finally remembered.

She had said such things.

She had said such hurtful things.

Sang Yan tightened his embrace, pulling her onto his lap. His voice was hoarse as he gently stroked her reddened eyes, his tone seemingly serious yet casual: “Do you remember what I said to you back then?”

Wen Yifan looked up: “What?”

At this moment, it was as if they had returned to that dark alley.

The two of them standing under the pitch-black curtain of rain, covered by a small umbrella, their distance very close. Everything around them seemed to recede, the sound of rain rustling, and all that darkness disappearing.

The young man’s face before her had matured, his features more rugged and mature than before, repeating in a low voice.

“Is there nothing you want to tell me?”

That year, that girl who had closed herself off, remained silent without giving any response.

At this moment, she gave a different answer.

“…There is.”

Sang Yan’s lips curled up: “Then say it now.”

Wen Yifan sniffled: “I liked it when you came to Beiyu to find me. I didn’t find it annoying to come out and see you.”

Sang Yan: “Mm. Anything else?”

“I just felt that changing my college choice was my fault, that I forgot to tell you,” Wen Yifan said. “And Yihe is so far from Nanwu, I didn’t want you to keep coming to find me like you did in high school.”

“What else?”

“I never made a promise to anyone else, I only made a promise to you.”

“Mm.”

“I felt,” Wen Yifan looked at his eyebrows and eyes, finally unable to hold back her tears, “that I wasn’t good enough for you.”

Sang Yan wiped away her tears: “Take that back.”

“…”

“Wen Shuangjiang, do you know why I haven’t looked for a girlfriend all these years?” Sang Yan stared at her, his tone arrogant and superior, “I only settle for the best, understand?”

“…”

Wen Yifan stared at him blankly, her mind occupied by the three words “the best” that he had said. She continued to say everything she wanted to say: “I never treated you as a backup plan.”

“Mm.”

“All these years, I haven’t liked anyone else but you.”

“Mm.”

“I’m sorry, Sang Yan.” As if removing a stone that had been pressing on her chest for many years, Wen Yifan slowly, choking back sobs, finished her last sentence, “I broke my promise.”

Sang Yan looked down at her: “Mm.”

In the extremely quiet room.

The lights were bright, and the rain outside was getting heavier, but it couldn’t affect them in the slightest.

That bone-chilling rainy night, that time covered in mud and bottomless darkness, that past that neither of them was willing to mention again. At this moment, it had finally become the past.

After a while.

Wen Yifan felt something warm fall on her forehead. Along with it came Sang Yan’s solemn and clear words.

“I forgive you.”
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This felt like a scene played out countless times in the depths of a dream, yet also like a scenario she had never dared to imagine before. It made the world that once felt unstable finally seem solid and secure, but simultaneously like entering an unreal illusion.

It was as if they could open their eyes again and return to that midsummer after the college entrance exams. Before anything had happened.

On that night, Che Xingde hadn’t come back. Everything had proceeded as normal – she hadn’t gone through that experience, nor changed her exam preferences. That evening, she had simply made plans to meet with Sang Yan, nothing more.

Wen Yifan lived each day with anticipation, waiting for the day the admission results would be released and Sang Yan would come to Beiyu again.

She wondered what he might say to her. Perhaps a confession, or maybe he’d talk about university life. Or perhaps he’d simply come to see her, just like before. Whatever it was, it surely wouldn’t be like that first time – it wouldn’t mark the beginning of their parting ways.

Wen Yifan raised her eyelashes slightly, meeting his prominent Adam’s apple with its distinct contours. His kiss still rested on her forehead, light and filled with tender care.

She blinked slowly, watching tears fall, and instinctively wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “Back then, Che Xingde told me it was a shameful, humiliating thing. My relatives also told me not to report it to the police, saying it wouldn’t sound good if word got out.”

“…So I didn’t want you to know.”

Before that, Wen Yifan had never heard anyone speak to her so harshly. No one had ever used such words to describe her. So even though she was the victim, it made her wonder if that was truly how others saw her.

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together firmly and said with all her might, “If only I had said this back then.”

If she had told him everything. Told him all of it.

What would they be like now?

Sang Yan pulled her hand away, wiping the tears from her face bit by bit. “Wen Shuangjiang, why are you listening to that scum’s nonsense?”

Wen Yifan stared into his eyes.

“Listen carefully, this isn’t shameful or humiliating. You understand?” Sang Yan returned her gaze, enunciating each word, “You did nothing wrong. You did very well. You protected yourself. You were brave.”

You are innocent. You can stand proudly in the sunlight.

That kind of person should be the one living in the gutter.

Wen Yifan remained silent.

Sang Yan spoke again, “Did you hear me?”

She pressed her lips together and nodded.

The corners of Sang Yan’s lips curled up as he said leisurely, “Alright, then let me thank you.”

Wen Yifan sniffled, “Thank me for what?”

He lowered his head to kiss the corner of her lips, saying softly, “Thank you for protecting my Jiang’er.”

Wen Yifan’s expression froze.

“Besides, it’s not too late to say these things now,” Sang Yan’s eyes were dark as he drawled, changing the subject, “Maybe back then I wasn’t interested in dating, and even if you pursued me, I might not have agreed.”

Wen Yifan came back to her senses, her lips curving slightly. After a few seconds, she couldn’t help but smile. Her bad mood gradually dissipated with his words, and she spoke with a slight nasal tone, “But you were the one pursuing me before.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, “Didn’t you like me too?”

Wen Yifan paused briefly, then nodded very seriously, “Mm.”

“If you like me, then pursue me properly,” Sang Yan smiled, lowering his eyes to apply medicine to her, his tone returning to its usual teasing manner, “You like me but wait for someone to pursue you? How can you be so concerned about saving face?”

Wen Yifan looked at him, “But I don’t know how to pursue someone.”

“…”

Sang Yan stopped what he was doing and looked up, “And I do?”

Thinking back on his past behavior, Wen Yifan answered honestly, “Mm, you seemed quite experienced.”

Sang Yan stared at her directly, seeing that she thought this way. He felt an inexplicable urge to grind his teeth. Unable to resist, he pinched her cheek and said lazily, “Your lack of temper can be quite irritating at times.”

Wen Yifan had been pinched by him several times today and felt like her face was being stretched out. Following the principle of give and take, she also raised her hand and pinched his face in retaliation.

Sang Yan, quite hypocritically, glanced at her, “What are you doing?”

“I’m just,” Wen Yifan paused, not withdrawing her hand, “touching your face.”

“…”

Sang Yan didn’t argue with her and continued treating her wounds, asking casually, “Have you been applying the medicine properly these past few days?”

Wen Yifan: “Mm.”

“Did you lock the door before sleeping?”

“Mm.”

They chatted idly.

After he finished, Wen Yifan climbed off him.

Sang Yan put away the medicine bottle, “Go wash your face and then we’ll eat.”

Wen Yifan nodded, obediently getting up.

When Wen Yifan came out of the bathroom, Sang Yan had already tidied up the things on the bed. He stood up, bent down to take a set of clean clothes from his luggage bag, and quickly went into the bathroom to shower.

The bathroom space was not large, but somewhat cramped.

Sang Yan put his clothes on the washstand and began to undress absent-mindedly.

After a few seconds, Sang Yan’s movements stopped again.

Time seemed to freeze at this moment. Sang Yan stood rigid, like a petrified statue. He stared at himself in the mirror, his mind once again filled with Wen Yifan’s words from earlier.

Every word was like a blade, stabbing into every corner of his body.

The latent violence in his bones was completely unconcealed at this moment.

— “I didn’t know what to do at that time, no one helped me.”

— “Sang Yan, not a single person stood by my side.”

His Adam’s apple bobbed up and down as he closed his eyes briefly.

…

Sitting at the table, Wen Yifan slowly chewed her food, feeling that Sang Yan was taking longer to shower than usual. She occasionally glanced towards the bathroom, recalling their conversation from earlier.

Belatedly, she began to worry, unsure if it would affect his mood.

Wen Yifan had eaten some on the plane and wasn’t very hungry now.

She put down her chopsticks after just a few bites.

Wen Yifan packed away the meal box and crawled back onto the bed to idly play with her phone for a while.

After quite some time, Sang Yan emerged from the bathroom. He had a towel draped over his head, his hair wet and dripping. As soon as he came out, he glanced in her direction, “Full?”

Wen Yifan looked up, observing his expression, “I’m full.”

Sang Yan made a sound of acknowledgment, picked up his phone, and sat down next to her.

Wen Yifan was still lying on the bed. She observed his appearance for a good while longer, and only after confirming that he seemed fine did she feel slightly relieved, quietly averting her gaze.

She continued scrolling through Weibo and asked proactively, “So, do you want to go see Zhizhi tomorrow?”

Sang Yan’s tone was casual, “We’ll see. I’ve already told that kid I’m back in Nanwu.”

His demeanor seemed somewhat indifferent, a stark contrast to before they came to Yihe. Wen Yifan found it a bit strange, but quickly concluded, “Are you quite at ease now that Zhizhi is with Duan Jiaxu?”

“Yes.” Thinking of this, Sang Yan said with a sardonic smile, “That beast is indeed good at taking care of children. He’s more attentive to that kid than I am as her brother. Makes me feel quite inadequate.”

“…” Wen Yifan was bewildered, “Why are you calling him that?”

Sang Yan lowered his eyes to look at his phone, coincidentally seeing a message of concern Duan Jiaxu had sent not long ago.

Duan Jiaxu: [Nothing serious happened, right?]

“If you dare to do it, you should dare to face it,” Sang Yan said, seemingly finding nothing wrong as he replied to the message, “What he’s doing now is beastly behavior, understand?”

Wen Yifan couldn’t help but say, “Isn’t this quite natural?”

“Wen Shuangjiang, do you know how old my sister was when this beast first met her?” Sang Yan looked at her as if seeking agreement, speaking very slowly, “Just an elementary school student, not even ten years old.”

Wen Yifan wasn’t swayed by him, calculating their ages, “When Zhizhi was ten, were you in college yet?”

Sang Yan’s tone was cool, “Not much difference.”

He still seemed quite displeased, so Wen Yifan didn’t continue on the topic. She glanced at his phone screen, just in time to see him opening Alipay, looking as if he was about to transfer money to someone.

Wen Yifan immediately understood, “Are you transferring living expenses to Zhizhi?”

“That kid’s loyalty has completely shifted. Her arm is already broken from bending the elbow outwards so much,” Sang Yan said lazily, “I can’t be bothered to manage her, I can only give her more money to go to the hospital and get checked.”

“…”

Wen Yifan found his demeanor a bit amusing.

She half-lay on the bed, staring at his face.

Before long, Wen Yifan suddenly noticed something amiss. She hadn’t seen outside, but with the brighter indoor light, and his skin appearing whiter after the shower, everything suddenly became clear.

She immediately sat up, staring at the corner of his right eye, and reached out to touch it, “How did the skin at the corner of your eye get broken?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan suddenly remembered something, “Oh.”

Wen Yifan asked patiently, “How did it happen?”

Sang Yan said straightforwardly, “Duan Jiaxu hit me.”

“…” Wen Yifan couldn’t process it, “Why did he hit you?”

“Don’t know,” Sang Yan paused, then said slowly, “That guy has a bad temper.”

Recalling how he had been calling Duan Jiaxu a beast earlier, and his sudden decision to return to Nanwu, Wen Yifan didn’t quite believe him. She looked at him and hesitantly offered a guess, “Did you two get into a fight?”

Sang Yan turned his head to look at her, “No.”

“Then,” Wen Yifan asked, “did you hit him?”

Sang Yan tilted his chin up slightly, neither confirming nor denying.

But this gesture meant agreement. Thinking of how these two siblings usually didn’t get along, Wen Yifan felt this was a bit too calm, “Didn’t Zhizhi get angry with you?”

Sang Yan still didn’t make a sound.

Wen Yifan understood, “Is this why you came back to Nanwu?”

The room fell silent.

Sang Yan stared at her eyebrows and eyes, so close to him.

At this moment, her fingertips were still resting on the corner of his eye, focused and serious as she examined his injury. She had just showered, wearing a short-sleeved top and shorts, the neckline pulled low. Her limbs were exposed to the air, white and soft.

Like an unintentional temptation.

Seeing him not speaking, Wen Yifan’s gaze shifted, meeting his eyes.

In an instant, she noticed their intimately close distance.

Three seconds passed.

In the next moment, as if no longer able to restrain his desire, Sang Yan suddenly pulled her into his arms. His kiss directly met her lips, gently pressing against them, accompanied by muffled words.

“What do you mean I came back to Nanwu because of this? Don’t you have a conscience?”

“You just know how to irritate me all day long,” Sang Yan was very direct, pinching her chin and pulling it down, his tongue entering, sweeping every corner, slowly licking, “You irritated me so much I forgot to bring my luggage and had to borrow underwear from that dog Duan Jiaxu.”

“…” Wen Yifan had been a bit dazed by his kiss but laughed at these words.

Sang Yan stopped, amused and exasperated, “Can you be serious?”

“You wore someone else’s underwear?” As if not wanting to break the mood, Wen Yifan tried to hold back, but still found it very funny and couldn’t stop laughing, “Couldn’t you have just bought a pair?”

“New ones,” Sang Yan stared at her laughing, inexplicably smiling himself, “Isn’t that the same as buying?”

After speaking, Sang Yan lifted her chin again and continued to kiss her.

His kisses were forceful, his hand gradually moving up to cup her face. He bit her lips and tongue again and again, as if he wanted to devour her, his actions particularly passionate.

The man’s body carried the familiar scent of sandalwood, broad and warm. All his presence seemed to carry an aggressive quality, permeating and occupying her entirely. His hair was still dripping water, falling onto her neck and sliding down.

It was ice-cold, yet seemed to carry an electric current.

It made Wen Yifan involuntarily shiver.

Sang Yan’s palm was scorching hot as it explored under her clothes, moving up from her abdomen until it touched her softness. His calloused fingertips lightly kneaded, brushing across the peak.

Wen Yifan unconsciously gasped for air, her body stiffening. She instinctively hooked her arms around his neck, feeling a bit nervous.

Yet there was not the slightest hint of rejection.

But soon, perhaps noticing her condition, Sang Yan stopped. The hand touching her gradually moved down, withdrawing from under her clothes. He was still kissing her as if venting his desire.

From her lips to her earlobe, along her neck, gently nibbling.

Leaving slightly sensual, wet marks.

Wen Yifan held his head, kneeling on his lap, clearly feeling his burning heat. She didn’t dare move, frozen in place as she endured his actions.

After a long while, Sang Yan stopped his movements, biting her lip as if in a release.

Wen Yifan looked at him in confusion, “Why did you stop?”

Sang Yan stared at her reddened, alluring lips, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he spoke in a hoarse voice, “Aren’t you on your period?”

These words instantly reminded Wen Yifan of the excuse she had used earlier to put off Sang Yan. Mentioning it now made her feel guilty. She kissed his lips again, saying softly, “I lied to you.”

“…”

These words were equivalent to permission.

In the small hotel room, a subtly amorous atmosphere seemed to be fermenting.

Sang Yan opened his mouth, allowing her to kiss him. After a while, he slowly released her lips, his fingertips sliding down from the nape of her neck, along her spine, all the way to the hem of her shirt.

He teasingly traced a circle, then slowly began to lift her shirt upwards.

“Oh, so that’s why you went to such lengths to share a room with me–“

He pulled it up to her abdomen.

“Then why,” his eyes were filled with deep desire as he continued with a smirk, “Did you still pretend to book two beds?”

“…”

He continued upwards.

Wen Yifan looked at the man before her, her mind blank, inexplicably feeling a bit parched. Her body unconsciously leaned towards him, instinctively craving more, yet also filled with unfamiliar nervousness and unease.

In the next moment, Sang Yan’s kisses fell on her collarbone, leaving mark after mark.

“Wen Shuangjiang, are you seducing me?”

Every sensation was heightened, as if amplified.

Wen Yifan hooked her arms around his neck, her grip gradually tightening as she suppressed the sound rising in her throat. She could feel his lips and tongue moving downward, accompanied by low, husky breaths that acted like a catalyst—exuding a seductive allure.

“I’ll give you a special discount,” he murmured.
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The warm yellow light illuminated the room, making it seem overly bright. The faint hum of the air conditioner, the soft pattering of rain, and a suggestive sound of swallowing filled the air.

Wen Yifan tilted her head slightly, trying to withstand the strange and indescribable sensation. Her thoughts seemed to slow, and she couldn’t focus on what Sang Yan was saying. All of her attention was drawn to his actions, leaving her mind in a haze.

Sang Yan’s body was firm, enveloping her like a silent cage, exuding a familiar scent that she found irresistible. There was still moisture clinging to him, droplets of water occasionally sliding down from his wet hair, leaving a cool trace wherever they landed.

The warmth was almost enough to pull her down, yet the occasional chill brought a fleeting clarity.

Wen Yifan’s gaze was unfocused as she stared at the overhead light, then slowly shifted downward. She noticed that Sang Yan’s clothes were still neat. She placed her hand on his head, her voice trembling, “Sang Yan, you didn’t turn off the light…”

Hearing her, Sang Yan lifted his head.

Under the bright light, the man’s skin appeared pale and cold, his lips deep in color, glistening with moisture. His sharp brows and narrow eyes, tinted with desire, made his already striking features appear even more intense, like a brazen conqueror.

“Turn off the light?” Sang Yan let go of her, and the hem of her clothing, which he had pulled up, fell back into place. His voice was low, tinged with a hint of laughter, “How are you going to see me if I turn it off?”

“…”

With that, Sang Yan leaned back, his whole body collapsing onto the bed. He tugged at her wrist, pulling her towards him. Caught off guard, Wen Yifan leaned forward, half lying on top of him.

In the midst of this, the injury on her right leg brushed lightly against his pants, causing a faint sting.

Wen Yifan instinctively frowned.

Noticing her reaction, Sang Yan’s expression paused. He released her wrist and glanced down, suddenly realizing what had happened. “Did I touch your wound?”

Before Wen Yifan could reply, he was already sitting up.

“Come here, let me take a look.”

Wen Yifan spoke softly, “It barely touched, it doesn’t hurt.”

Sang Yan didn’t respond. He held her knee, staring at the wound on her thigh.

It had been three or four days already.

Several of the wounds had scabbed over, their color darkened. But because of the moisture, some were slightly swollen, with only two deeper cuts showing faint traces of blood. Her skin was so pale that it reflected the light, making the injuries appear even more severe and shocking.

In that instant, Sang Yan felt like he truly was the “beast” he had called himself earlier.

Her leg injury hadn’t healed.

And she had just shared those distressing experiences with him.

He hadn’t even considered whether she would be averse to such intimate contact.

After a moment, Sang Yan straightened up, the desire in his eyes still present but tinged with a hint of regret. His lips tightened into a straight line as he looked into Wen Yifan’s eyes. He said flatly, “Let’s sleep.”

Wen Yifan was taken aback.

It seemed he had no intention of continuing. Sang Yan slowly brushed aside the stray hairs on her forehead. His dark eyes, deep as ink, lingered on the marks he had left on her. “I’m going to take a shower.”

“…”

Wen Yifan looked back at him.

At this moment, everything felt absurd.

Her body was still damp and sticky, every inch of her skin seemed to carry his scent, as if she had been gently teased by feathers all over, yet it had ended just like this.

The inexplicable longing he had stirred up within her—

Also vanished, silently and without a trace, leaving her with no sense of resolution.

Wen Yifan remained seated on him, her gaze unwavering.

She couldn’t tell whether there was something wrong with herself, or with Sang Yan.

It was he who initiated everything.

It was he who held her, kissed her, touched her.

And in the end, it was also he who, inexplicably, stopped because of something trivial.

Wen Yifan felt like a tool, passively enduring, without the right to offer even the slightest opinion. Remembering Sang Yan’s earlier words, she pursed her lips and couldn’t help but ask, “Do I still have to pay you?”

Sang Yan didn’t catch on immediately: “Huh?”

“I feel like if I’m still paying for this service,” Wen Yifan’s eyes, naturally alluring, still carried a lingering trace of passion. She sniffled softly, her words slow, “I’d be at a loss.”

“…”

After speaking, Wen Yifan moved her leg, attempting to get off of him.

In the next instant, his hand pressed down on her.

Wen Yifan looked up, meeting his amused gaze. “What did you say?”

“…”

As if not expecting to hear such words, Sang Yan’s expression turned incredulous. He held her by the waist, pulling her closer. He enunciated each word, “Tell me, in what way are you at a loss?”

With the proximity, Wen Yifan held her breath, slightly regretting her impulsive comment.

Not knowing how to respond, she decided to double down: “Your service doesn’t even meet the standard for charging…”

Upon hearing this, Sang Yan’s lashes lifted slightly, and the corner of his lips curled. He held her again, returning them to their previous position. This time, his movements were gentler than before.

He guided her hand, sliding it downwards, stopping at the hem of his shirt.

“What would meet the standard?”

“…”

Every action that followed was led by Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan’s hand, held by him, pushed his shirt up, revealing his firm, chiseled abs. His voice was low and husky, carrying a clear temptation: “Do I have to show you this?”

He continued upwards.

“Or maybe this?”

Wen Yifan could feel her hand being guided across his body. Her ears began to burn, and aside from listening to his teasing, she had no idea how to react.

Until they reached his collarbone.

Sang Yan looked at her, his tone almost provocative, “Done looking?”

Wen Yifan hesitated for a moment before uttering an “ah.”

“What’s the next step?” Sang Yan pressed her head down, his lips against her ear, his voice lowering as if he were whispering, “—You should enjoy it.”

Those words made Wen Yifan’s mind go blank.

Accompanied by the next two words from him: “My lady.”

…

Wen Yifan sat there, unsure how to respond. She lightly licked her lips, staring at the man’s throat and collarbone in front of her, completely still.

Sang Yan’s voice lowered, “Why aren’t you kissing?”

“…”

“You spent money and won’t even touch it, don’t you feel like you’re losing out?”

His words were like an invitation, and Wen Yifan couldn’t help but fall into the trap. She lowered her head and kissed his throat lightly. He held her by the waist, and she could feel his heat.

Sang Yan’s breath became heavier, every action of hers feeling like a torment, constantly testing his patience.

Soon, he could no longer restrain himself. He lifted her head, biting down hard on her lips.

His hand slid down, touching every inch of her body.

Unconsciously, their positions switched. Wen Yifan lay on the bed, and under his guidance, she felt as if she had spent a fortune to hire a top male escort for the night.

At the last moment, Sang Yan reached over and turned off the light, grabbing a box from the bedside table.

In the dim room.

Wen Yifan heard the sound of tearing packaging.

Everything around her seemed to blur, with only the person before her remaining clear.

Sang Yan moved with gentle patience, kissing her lips soothingly, and then slowly, inch by inch, he entered her. She felt a sharp pain and a soft whimper escaped her lips, but there wasn’t even the slightest thought of retreating.

She disliked the touch of any man.

Except him.

In front of Sang Yan, Wen Yifan only wanted to be closer to him.

The sound of rain outside seemed to grow louder, beating against the window. From a slow drizzle to an urgent downpour, the falling raindrops intensified, spreading through the endless darkness of the night.

Sang Yan held her tightly, his movements growing heavier as if wanting to claim her entirely for himself.

Years of suppressed desire at that moment transformed into a dark, violent need, unraveling and devouring his sanity.

The next second, Sang Yan heard Wen Yifan’s soft, nasal voice.

“Sang Yan, it hurts…”

He snapped back to reality, his voice hoarse, “Where does it hurt?”

Wen Yifan’s eyes were red as she clung to his back, unable to articulate.

“Why aren’t you saying anything?” Sang Yan lowered his head, kissing her chin. His actions slowed, but the harshness in his words didn’t diminish, “If you don’t tell me, how will I know where it hurts?”

Wen Yifan remained silent.

“Not going to talk?”

He tilted his head slightly, leaning close to her ear, nibbling on her earlobe.

“—Then endure it.”
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As their final encounter came to an end, the sound of rain outside the window seemed to cease as well.

Wen Yifan rested her face against Sang Yan’s chest, still holding him tightly. She felt completely drained, covered in sweat, and utterly uncomfortable. The sensation was a mix of heat, exhaustion, and drowsiness.

In this state, Wen Yifan noticed Sang Yan picking up the remote control nearby and turning off the air conditioning.

She immediately raised her head, her voice slightly hoarse: “Why did you turn it off?”

“I’ll turn it back on in a bit,” Sang Yan replied. The hair on his forehead was still damp, his eyes dark with lingering desire from their intimate moment. “You’re sweating. I don’t want you to catch a cold.”

Staring at his still energetic appearance after half a night of exertion, Wen Yifan felt a complex mix of emotions. After some consideration, she called out to him: “Sang Yan.”

“Hmm?” Sang Yan was reaching for some clothes nearby, intending to put them on her.

Wen Yifan slowly made a request: “Could you help me take a bath?”

“…”

The last time he heard such a request was when she was too drunk to be coherent. Sang Yan looked down at her intently, and after a couple of seconds, he laughed: “Wen Shuangjiang, aren’t you embarrassed to ask that?”

You didn’t seem embarrassed when you kept the lights on earlier, Wen Yifan thought to herself.

Realizing she’d have to bathe herself, Wen Yifan almost wanted to just go to sleep. But she couldn’t stand the sticky feeling, so she looked up at him and said: “But I have no energy left.”

Sang Yan lazily stared at her, seemingly waiting to see what else she might say.

Feeling that this reason wasn’t compelling enough, Wen Yifan added: “Besides, if I bathe myself, I might hurt my wound.”

“Wen Shuangjiang, you’re such a delicate flower,” Sang Yan said as he casually put on his pants and picked her up, heading towards the bathroom. “How old are you to still need help bathing?”

“…” Wen Yifan couldn’t help but say, “But that’s because you―”

She suddenly realized what she was about to say and swallowed the rest of her words, too embarrassed to continue.

Sang Yan grinned: “Because I what? Finish what you were saying.”

Wen Yifan remained silent.

Entering the bathroom, Sang Yan glanced around, figuring this delicate flower probably didn’t even want to stand. He grabbed a towel, spread it on the washing counter, and placed her on top of it.

Sang Yan took Wen Yifan’s towel, dampened it with warm water, and began to clean her up methodically.

Wen Yifan felt comfortable being tended to and her eyelids began to droop. Fighting against sleepiness, she looked at his face and mumbled: “Sang Yan, did you work in this profession before?”

“…” Sang Yan reached out and pinched her cheek. “What are you talking about?”

“I felt earlier,” Wen Yifan felt she should give some kind of evaluation and after some thought, slowly expressed her recent feeling, “that I was the one soliciting services.”

“Didn’t you say my service wasn’t up to paid standards?” Sang Yan smirked, speaking flippantly, “So I had to step up my game. Otherwise, how would I avoid unemployment?”

“…”

“Also,” Sang Yan said concisely, “It’s my first time serving a client.”

Wen Yifan blinked lightly.

“And in this lifetime,” Sang Yan looked up, using his fingertip to brush her still-reddened eye corner before leaning down to kiss her, “you’ll be my only client.”

…

After leaving the bathroom, Sang Yan casually pulled out a piece of clothing from his luggage and put it on Wen Yifan. He placed her on the other bed, then walked to the table, seemingly picking up something, and making small noises.

Wen Yifan said softly: “You should sleep soon too.”

Then, without paying further attention to him, she pulled up the covers and burrowed into the bed.

For the past two days, because she argued with Sang Yan, Wen Yifan couldn’t sleep at all when alone at home. Now that her mind was at ease, an overwhelming wave of sleepiness washed over her.

At this moment, Wen Yifan’s only desire was to sleep.

But just as she closed her eyes, before the bed had even warmed up, she felt herself being pulled out again.

Wen Yifan struggled to open her eyes.

She saw Sang Yan tugging at the hem of her clothes, pulling them up.

“…”

Wen Yifan was bewildered.

She truly didn’t know where Sang Yan got all this energy from.

Didn’t they just finish bathing?!

“Sang Yan,” Wen Yifan said diplomatically, “Do you know what time it is?”

“Hmm? Three o’clock.” Probably hearing the implication in her words, Sang Yan glanced at her, but his actions didn’t stop. “What are you thinking? Go to sleep.”

Wen Yifan didn’t know what he intended to do.

She looked at him for a moment but didn’t argue with him, quickly letting him do as he pleased.

She was so tired that she almost fell asleep as soon as she closed her eyes.

In her hazy state, Wen Yifan could feel Sang Yan pulling her clothes up to her collarbone, and the bedside lamp being turned on. After an indeterminate amount of time, she heard him murmur in a drawling voice, as if talking to himself: “What should I do? I bit too hard.”

“…”

“Have to apply medicine again.”

–

This sleep was deep and long for Wen Yifan, feeling as if she had made up for all the lost sleep of the past few days, with much of her fatigue dissipating.

Wen Yifan slowly opened her eyes, feeling sore all over, but the discomfort between her legs had largely subsided. She lifted her head slightly to find herself lying in Sang Yan’s arms.

He had been awake for an unknown amount of time, one arm holding her while the other casually played with his phone, as if passing time.

Noticing her movement, Sang Yan looked down at her: “Awake?”

Wen Yifan instinctively asked: “What time is it?”

Sang Yan: “Four o’clock.”

“…” As if not believing her ears, Wen Yifan’s eyelashes fluttered, and after a long moment, she said, “Four in the afternoon? Aren’t you hungry? Why didn’t you wake me?”

“How could I not have tried? You have such a bad temper when waking up, girl. I called you three times and you got angry with me ten times.” Sang Yan’s eyebrows lifted slightly as he put down his phone. “Hurry up and get ready, then we’ll go out for a meal.”

Hearing him say this, Wen Yifan recalled that he had indeed tried to wake her a few times while she was half-asleep. Feeling a bit embarrassed, she obediently got up and went to the bathroom.

Picking up her toothbrush, Wen Yifan squeezed some toothpaste onto it. As she brushed her teeth, she looked up at the mirror and suddenly noticed that her collarbone area was covered with large patches of hickeys, with a couple of stray marks on her neck as well.

“…”

Wen Yifan stared for a good while before reluctantly continuing to brush her teeth.

Just as she finished washing her face, Sang Yan also entered the bathroom.

Wen Yifan looked at him.

Sang Yan seemed to have already finished his grooming and was just coming in to wash his hands. Noticing her gaze, he turned his head to look at her, his eyes scanning from top to bottom before saying leisurely: “What are you looking at?”

“There are marks here, clothes won’t cover them,” Wen Yifan pointed at her neck, reminding him good-naturedly, “I can’t go out like this.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan stared at where she was pointing, pulled out a tissue to dry his hands, and said, “So you’re blaming me, is that it?”

“…”

Wen Yifan felt she was just trying to remind him.

So that in the future, he could be more careful and not leave marks in these visible places. How did he make it sound like she was the type to change her attitude after sleeping together?

Then, Sang Yan picked her up and placed her on the washing counter again. He bent down slightly, moving closer to examine the marks on her neck, and said playfully: “Then what should we do?”

Wen Yifan tried to maintain her composure: “I’ll see if I can―”

“We’ve already done the deed, how can you calculate afterward?” Sang Yan’s voice was low as he raised his hand to support the back of her neck, subtly pulling her towards him. “But alright, I’m a fair person.”

“…”

“How about this?”

Wen Yifan looked up, her gaze meeting his Adam’s apple. Unlike her, his skin was unmarked, looking fair and clean.

“Hmm?”

Sang Yan continued to press her closer, inch by inch and chuckled softly.

“You give me a mark now.”

…

After changing clothes, they didn’t delay any further.

They left the room.

Wen Yifan secretly glanced at Sang Yan, noticing the hickey on the right side of his Adam’s apple, immediately recalling what had happened in the bathroom earlier. She nervously averted her eyes and took the initiative to ask: “What would you like to eat?”

“Didn’t you used to go to university here?” Sang Yan said lazily, “You recommend a place.”

“You want me to recommend?” Wen Yifan suddenly remembered something and said with a smile, “When I was in college, I liked a noodle shop nearby. The food was delicious and cheap, so I used to go there often.”

Sang Yan hummed in agreement: “Then let’s eat there.”

Leaving the hotel, Wen Yifan led the way, holding his hand.

She thought it would be straightforward, but Wen Yifan had been away from this city for several years. Moreover, some of the shops in the area had been transferred and rebuilt, and the roads had been renovated, so many things had changed.

So even though Wen Yifan had walked this area hundreds of times before, she felt a bit lost now.

They walked straight ahead until they reached an intersection.

Wen Yifan hesitated for a moment but decided to follow her instinct and turn right.

At this moment, Sang Yan suddenly spoke from behind: “Wrong way.”

“…” Wen Yifan turned back, “Huh?”

“I saw a noodle shop nearby when we came, don’t know if it’s the one you mentioned.” Sang Yan jerked his chin towards another direction, saying casually, “It’s that way.”

“Is that so?” Wen Yifan wasn’t sure, to begin with, and his words made her doubt herself. She started walking in the direction he indicated, “Then let’s go that way. I haven’t been here for so long, I’m not very familiar with the roads anymore.”

Following the street straight ahead, passing through two or three small alleys, they found the noodle shop in one of the lanes. The storefront looked old, the lighting inside was dim, and the decor seemed less than ideal.

But the business was good.

It was nearly 5:30 PM, and there were already quite a few students seated inside.

They found a place to sit.

The owner was a middle-aged woman with a warm smile. As soon as she saw customers, she came over and asked: “What would you like to eat, students?”

Soon, the owner noticed Wen Yifan’s appearance and seemed to remember her, greeting her with a smile: “Oh, long time no see. You’ve been graduated for so many years and you still come to support my business?”

Wen Yifan smiled and nodded: “We happened to be in the area.”

As she spoke, Wen Yifan pointed to the menu on the wall, letting him see what he wanted to eat.

Sang Yan said lazily: “You can order for me.”

Hearing this, the owner looked at Sang Yan beside her, examined him for a while, and asked cheerfully: “Handsome guy, haven’t you eaten here before?”

Sang Yan looked up.

Wen Yifan was stunned for a moment: “No, it’s his first time here.”

“Ah.” The owner didn’t pay much attention, “I felt he looked familiar, maybe I remembered wrong.”

Sang Yan nodded slightly, without saying anything.

After ordering, they chatted casually for a while.

Sang Yan asked with an indecipherable tone: “Does it still hurt?”

“…”

Wen Yifan paused, immediately understanding what he meant.

She lowered her head uncomfortably: “It’s okay.”

At this moment, she belatedly regretted her provocative words from last night once again.

Soon after, Sang Yan received a phone call, which from his tone seemed to be from a colleague. He remained seated in his original position, listening lazily, but speaking with more seriousness than usual.

Wen Yifan didn’t disturb him, but having nothing else to do, she started browsing Weibo.

After quite a while.

Sang Yan ended the call: “What are you looking at?”

Wen Yifan had just come across a funny Weibo post and handed her phone to him: “Look at this, it’s quite amusing.”

Sang Yan took the phone, and in the process, his fingertip inadvertently touched the “Messages” section. He lowered his gaze, noticed one of the messages in Wen Yifan’s Weibo inbox, and instinctively clicked on it.

He saw two private messages Wen Yifan had sent earlier.

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow as he read.

The first message had received a “Received” reply from the blogger, but the latest one hadn’t gotten a response.

It looked rather pitiful.

[Anonymous: How to pursue someone you’ve offended?]

Sang Yan pondered for a moment, then slowly typed three characters.

He clicked send.

Sitting across from him, Wen Yifan noticed his actions.

Seeing that he seemed to start typing, she was a bit confused, but also felt that there was nothing in her phone that she needed to hide. She asked curiously: “Are you typing something?”

Sang Yan smirked, confidently hummed in agreement, and handed the phone back to her.

Wen Yifan lowered her eyes to look and immediately saw her private message interface with that chat blogger.

“…”

In an instant, Wen Yifan remembered the messages she had sent before. She felt a bit embarrassed, only managing to see that the last two characters Sang Yan had sent were “dao le”, instinctively assuming it meant “chased successfully” (zhui dao le).

She immediately exited the chat.

Coincidentally, the food arrived at this moment.

Wen Yifan breathed a sigh of relief, but suddenly felt something was off.

While Sang Yan was pouring water, Wen Yifan picked up her phone again and reopened Weibo.

The previous interface was still open.

Wen Yifan saw at a glance what Sang Yan had sent.

[Slept with (Shui dao le).]

“…”
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Wen Yifan stared at the message for three seconds, then looked up at Sang Yan across from her. Noticing her gaze, he looked back calmly, still with that arrogant expression, his eyebrow slightly raised.

He looked completely upright as if he didn’t think there was anything improper about his actions.

It made her wonder if she was the one with the problem.

The two private messages together seemed a bit like showing off.

Wen Yifan hesitated, typing “That was sent by my boyfriend” in the input box, but before sending it, she suddenly felt like this sounded even more boastful.

She deleted it all, deciding to ignore it.

Thinking about what she had submitted anonymously, which was all based on the actual situation without any exaggeration, and realizing he had seen it all, Wen Yifan felt curious and brought up the matter again: “Did you see everything?”

Sang Yan put a cup of water in front of her: “What?”

Wen Yifan clarified: “The first submission.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan didn’t cooperate, slowly reciting, “You went to KTV with a friend and got hugged.”

“…” Wen Yifan stared at his pretentious expression and continued her interview based on this, “Then from a male perspective, do you think the actions of my opposite-sex friend were normal?”

Sang Yan looked at her and quickly gave in to the interview: “Generally not normal.”

Wen Yifan paused: “Then what could be the reason?”

“I’m not too sure. But, if this opposite-sex friend of yours is named Sang Yan,” Sang Yan tapped his fingers lightly on the table, chin slightly raised, “I’m more inclined to think that you, the person involved, had ulterior motives.”

“…” After a few seconds of silence, Wen Yifan suddenly called out to him, “Sang Yan.”

“Hmm?”

“I think,” remembering that he once said his name was carefully chosen by his family, Wen Yifan said very seriously, “Your name does suit your personality.”

Sang Yan looked up: “How so?”

Wen Yifan met his gaze and uttered another word.

“Insincere.” (A wordplay on his name ‘Yan’, which means ‘prolonged’, and ‘bu you zhong’, meaning insincere)

“…”

–

After finishing their meal, the two left the shop.

Wen Yifan didn’t know the subsequent itinerary, only knowing that Sang Yan’s main purpose for coming to Yihe was to see Sang Zhi, so she didn’t want to affect his plans too much: “Are we going to see Zhizhi now?”

Sang Yan glanced at his phone: “Do you want to see her?”

“Of course, I want to—” Before she could finish, Wen Yifan suddenly noticed the hickey near his Adam’s apple. She immediately swallowed her words and changed her answer, “Let’s wait until she comes back to Nanwu.”

They hadn’t encountered many familiar people along the way, so Wen Yifan hadn’t been too concerned. But if someone they knew saw them, especially Sang Yan’s sister Sang Zhi, she felt it would be quite embarrassing.

“I have to work the day after tomorrow, I booked a round-trip ticket when I came,” Wen Yifan reported to him. “My flight is at noon tomorrow, I’ll just take the airport shuttle when it’s time.”

Sang Yan hummed in agreement: “I’ll go back with you.”

Wen Yifan was surprised: “You’ve come all this way, aren’t you going to stay for a few more days?”

“I was planning to,” Sang Yan said lazily, “but after seeing that beast, I don’t want to anymore.”

“…”

“Besides, that kid is doing an internship, she’s busy, and she has to juggle dating that beast,” Sang Yan said. “She doesn’t have time for her dear brother.”

Wen Yifan couldn’t help but speak up for Sang Zhi: “Your roommate doesn’t seem much older than Zhizhi.”

Sang Yan: “It’s a different concept.”

Wen Yifan didn’t know what had happened between them, so she didn’t feel comfortable commenting. She looked at Sang Yan’s eye corner again and asked: “Did you get into a fight with Duan Jiaxu?”

“No,” Sang Yan said directly, “I beat him up badly.”

“…”

“Seeing him pitiful,” Sang Yan pointed at his face, drawling, “I let him land one punch.”

“…”

“This beast should have just told me the truth earlier, could I have stopped him? I knew a while ago that he was pursuing someone—” At this point, Sang Yan suddenly remembered something and sneered, “Oh, Qian Fei helped him pursue her.”

Wen Yifan remained silent.

“No wonder he denied it,” Sang Yan said coldly, “impressive.”

She roughly pieced together the situation from Sang Yan’s words.

It seemed that Sang Zhi had known Duan Jiaxu since she was very young.

Later, because Sang Zhi’s university was too far from home, and coincidentally Duan Jiaxu was in Yihe, Sang Yan had entrusted him to help take care of Sang Zhi. When he learned that Sang Zhi seemed to be dating a graduate student recently, Sang Yan had asked Duan Jiaxu to keep an eye on her, to prevent her from being deceived.

Duan Jiaxu had readily agreed.

During this time, Sang Yan had also learned that Duan Jiaxu was pursuing someone, and with the help of another friend, Qian Fei, he had succeeded. He found it curious but didn’t pay much attention to it.

The final result was:

After traveling from Nanwu to Yihe, he discovered that the person Duan Jiaxu was pursuing was Sang Zhi.

And the graduate student Sang Zhi mentioned was Duan Jiaxu.

“…”

Wen Yifan felt he was a bit pitiful for some reason, and didn’t argue with his words anymore. She looked around, noticing the coming and going students, and changed the subject: “So where are we going now?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “Wen Shuangjiang, this is where you went to university, shouldn’t you choose a place?”

“Then shall we go into Yida and walk around? I haven’t been back for a long time,” Wen Yifan calculated. “It’s been four years since I graduated. After graduation, I worked at the Yihe Daily and moved to another district, so I rarely pass by here.”

Sang Yan smiled: “Alright.”

They entered the campus gate.

Wen Yifan was in a good mood and mentioned to him: “Yida doesn’t have as large an area as Nanda, it only has one campus, but it’s still quite big.” Then, she pointed in a certain direction: “My old dormitory building is over there.”

Sang Yan looked over and nodded: “Mm.”

Night fell as the sunset. On this summer evening, a few stars dotted the sky. Along the way, they could see a small artificial lake, but the breeze still carried a hint of heat.

At this time, there were quite a few students on the campus paths. Most had just finished classes and were preparing to go off campus for dinner or participate in other group activities, making the scene look very lively.

The two walked hand in hand, continuing forward.

Wen Yifan pointed things out as she spoke: “That’s the cafeteria I went to most often, and next to it is our school library. … That’s the auditorium, it was newly built for my class, that’s where we had our graduation ceremony.”

Sang Yan listened quietly, looking where she pointed, occasionally responding.

After walking around for a while, Wen Yifan mentioned feeling thirsty and led him to a milk tea shop on campus.

The queue outside the shop wasn’t long, only two or three people. But at this time, there was only one staff member in the shop, who seemed to be new, taking orders and making drinks slowly.

They waited for quite a while before it was their turn.

Because she needed to use her phone to pay, Wen Yifan instinctively let go of Sang Yan’s hand and looked down at the menu, pondering for a while. The staff was still making drinks and didn’t rush her.

Wen Yifan wasn’t sure exactly what to drink and was about to ask Sang Yan’s opinion when she suddenly heard a commotion beside her.

She turned to look.

She saw that at some point, a sweet-looking girl had come to stand next to Sang Yan. The girl wasn’t very tall and was blushing as she held out her phone to him: “Senior, can I have your WeChat?”

“…”

Sang Yan stood with his hands in his pockets, his expression indifferent. Hearing this form of address, he seemed to recall something and turned his head to look at Wen Yifan, his eyes carrying a hint of playfulness: “Sorry.”

The next moment, Wen Yifan’s hand was grasped by him again.

“I’m dating this junior,” Sang Yan curved his lips slightly, squeezing her fingertips. “It’s not very convenient.”

…

This statement reminded Wen Yifan of how Sang Yan had “deceived” her when they first met. After buying the milk tea, Wen Yifan held it while drinking and brought up that incident: “You’re the same age as me, why did you always call me ‘junior’ back then?”

Sang Yan’s tone was mischievous: “Weren’t you the one who called me that first?”

“At that time, I thought, the class bell had already rung and we were late,” Wen Yifan said honestly, “but you were still arrogantly getting water there, not looking like a new student at all.”

“But if we were already late,” Sang Yan said slowly, “hurrying wouldn’t have changed that fact.”

“…”

Wen Yifan had never met someone like this before.

He was righteous about everything he did as if all the reason in the world was on his side.

But as she listened to his words, she felt that what he said made sense.

Walking around the campus took about two hours.

After walking for a long time, Wen Yifan felt tired, and she was already a bit uncomfortable from last night’s activities. After leaving the campus, she didn’t want to move much anymore. She was led by Sang Yan, their walking pace gradually slowing.

Noticing her state, Sang Yan looked back: “What’s wrong?”

Wen Yifan looked at him: “Tired.”

Their eyes met and locked for several seconds before Sang Yan suddenly understood her meaning. He found it amusing, tugged at the corner of his mouth, then half-squatted down: “Get on.”

Wen Yifan didn’t immediately climb on: “Aren’t you tired?”

Sang Yan: “We’ve barely walked any distance.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan climbed onto his back without any burden: “Oh.”

The next moment, she heard Sang Yan lazily utter three words: “Delicate flower.”

“…”

Wen Yifan wanted to clarify that normally, she wouldn’t feel tired after walking for two hours. But this wasn’t something she could easily explain, so she wrapped her arms around his neck and couldn’t help but bite his ear lightly.

Her bite was very gentle, but Sang Yan felt ticklish and frowned: “Save the biting for when we get back.”

Wen Yifan laughed: “We’ll have to sleep when we get back.”

“Then continue,” Sang Yan said, “but be mindful of others around.”

Wen Yifan didn’t listen to him and said slowly: “Carry me for five minutes, then we’ll hail a cab to go back.”

Sang Yan: “Why not hail one now?”

Wen Yifan said honestly: “I just want you to carry me for a bit.”

“…”

“Sang Yan, I just showed you around,” Wen Yifan rested her chin on his shoulder and said softly, “Isn’t Yida quite nice?”

“It’s alright.”

“Then after we go back to Nanwu when we both have time,” Wen Yifan also wanted to hear about his college experience, “shall we go for a walk around Nanda too?”

“…” Sang Yan’s eyelashes flickered slightly, and he smiled, “Alright.”

Thinking that Sang Yan had slept later than her last night and woken up earlier, after walking for less than five minutes, Wen Yifan struggled to jump down from his back. Just then, an empty taxi came by, and she raised her hand to hail it.

They returned to the hotel.

The room had been tidied up, with fresh bed sheets, looking neat and tidy.

Wen Yifan lay directly on the bed and played with her phone for a while. Out of habit, she opened Weibo again, and as soon as she refreshed, she saw that the anonymous blog had posted a new Weibo, which was again a screenshot of a submission.

This time, the blog’s caption was very simple, just a question mark.

[?]

The content of the screenshot above was very familiar to Wen Yifan. It was the messages she had sent to this blogger.

— Anonymous: How to pursue someone you’ve offended?

— Slept with them.

There was a gap of almost a year between the two messages.

Wen Yifan felt a chill run down her spine. After preparing herself, she clicked on Weibo to look at the comments. Her view was instantly filled with a sea of question marks, and scrolling down, she could hardly see any other words.

Because of this, one ordinary reply stood out particularly among them.

[Congratulations]

“What are you looking at? Go take a shower,” Sang Yan drawled, enunciating each word, “Ju-nior.”

Wen Yifan put away her phone: “I’ll lie down for a bit longer.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Want me to help you shower again?”

Wen Yifan paused, thought about it seriously, and felt this suggestion was quite feasible.

“Can you?”

“…” Sang Yan was taken aback by her response. He lowered his eyes and said with a hint of a smile, “How did your face become so thick?”

Last night she could say she was too tired to move.

Now she was wide awake and could still say such things without any shame.

Wen Yifan moved over to lie on his leg, looking lazy: “You’ve seen everything anyway.”

Sang Yan didn’t say anything.

But Wen Yifan was just saying it casually.

Soon, she sat up and mumbled: “I’m going to take a shower.”

The next moment, Sang Yan pulled her back, holding her with one hand: “Where are you running off to?”

Wen Yifan was a bit confused: “Didn’t you tell me to go take a shower?”

“Didn’t you ask me to help you shower?”

“…”

“Well then, junior,” Sang Yan stood up, directly picking her up, his voice pressing down from beside her ear, carrying a seductive tone, “want to sleep with your senior tonight?”

–

The next day, they both slept until noon before getting up.

After checking out, Wen Yifan took him to have lunch nearby, then they set off for Yihe Airport. By the time they boarded the plane and arrived in Nanwu, it was already five in the afternoon.

It was already dinner time.

After getting into a taxi outside the airport, Sang Yan didn’t go straight home but had the driver take them to a barbecue restaurant near his home.

This restaurant had recently opened, and Wen Yifan had heard Su Tian recommend it many times, but she never had the time to come. She had previously agreed with Sang Yan that they would come together when he returned from Yihe.

After getting out of the car, they entered the restaurant one after the other and were led to a table by a waiter. Wen Yifan hadn’t even had a chance to sit down when she suddenly heard a familiar voice in the noisy environment.

“Yifan?”

Wen Yifan looked in the direction of the voice and immediately saw Su Tian’s face.

The barbecue restaurant was bustling with activity.

Sū Tián sat at a small table for two, facing a stranger. They seemed to have just arrived, and the table was empty, with no dishes yet served. Sū Tián looked at Wēn Yǐfán, her face bright with a smile, clearly surprised to see her here.

“You’re here for a meal too?”

Wēn Yǐfán smiled and nodded. “Yes.”

Sū Tián was about to say more when her gaze shifted and suddenly fell on Sāng Yán, who stood behind Wēn Yǐfán. She immediately fell silent.

Wēn Yǐfán blinked, intending to make an introduction.

Noticing Sāng Yán’s strikingly handsome features, Sū Tián looked back at Wēn Yǐfán. When she noticed their hands were clasped together, the realization hit her, and without thinking, she blurted out, “Yǐfán, is this your ‘king among ducks’?”

Wēn Yǐfán: “…”

Sāng Yán: “?”
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As those words were spoken, the atmosphere seemed to freeze for a few seconds.

Sensing something amiss, Su Tian quickly realized what she had said. Her expression stiffened slightly as she awkwardly corrected herself: “Ah, so this is your boyfriend?”

Wei Yifan instinctively glanced at Sang Yan.

His gaze was now on her, looking down from above, his thoughts unreadable.

Unsure if he had heard clearly, Wei Yifan could only forge ahead: “Yes. My boyfriend, Sang Yan.” She then turned to introduce him: “This is my colleague, Su Tian.”

Sang Yan responded with a noncommittal “Mm.”

At this moment, the man sitting across from Su Tian spoke up with a smile: “Xiao Tian, is this your friend?”

Su Tian nodded: “My colleague, Wei Yifan.”

The man’s expression was gentle as he politely invited: “Since we’ve run into each other, why don’t we all have a meal together?”

Wei Yifan didn’t have any strong objections to this. She turned back to look at Sang Yan, silently seeking his opinion with her eyes.

Sang Yan’s expression was meaningful as he stared at her for a few more seconds. Then, he looked at the man and nodded: “Alright, I’ll ask the waiter to change to a larger table.”

…

After they were seated, Wei Yifan noticed Su Tian giving her an apologetic look. She paused, finding it somewhat amusing, and just shook her head reassuringly at Su Tian, indicating it wasn’t a big deal.

Su Tian’s expression finally seemed to relax a little.

The four of them introduced themselves.

The man Su Tian had brought was her boyfriend, named Lin Sun. According to what Wei Yifan had heard from Su Tian earlier, this seemed to be her new boyfriend, whom she had only been dating for about a month.

The two men engaged in casual conversation.

During the chat, Sang Yan poured a glass of warm water and placed it in front of Wei Yifan. As she picked it up to take a sip, she heard a notification sound from the phone beside her. She freed up a hand and lit up the phone screen.

It was a message from Su Tian.

Su Tian: [Oh crap! I just remembered!]

Su Tian: [Isn’t your boyfriend that top host from Fallen Street???]

“…”

Wei Yifan nearly choked.

Noticing her reaction, Sang Yan looked over and gently patted her back. His expression remained unchanged as he spoke in a calm tone: “Drink slowly.”

After saying this, he turned his attention back to continue talking with Lin Sun.

His hand remained light on her back, still patting gently.

Wei Yifan licked the corner of her lips and nodded. She looked up, meeting Su Tian’s amused expression, before turning back to her phone.

Su Tian: [I saw him several times when I was working overtime.]

Su Tian: [Hahahaha I’m dying, no wonder you called him the king of ducks.]

Su Tian: [Wuwuwu he’s top-tier, I finally understand why you wanted to pursue him!!!!]

Su Tian: [How can he be so cool yet gentle, just saying “drink slowly” when you choked but still patting your back!!]

Wei Yifan didn’t know either.

How had Su Tian suddenly become such a fangirl of Sang Yan?

But in that instant, she suddenly realized that Sang Yan was indeed quite famous on Fallen Street.

And he had become famous in a way that was… difficult to describe.

Wei Yifan took another sip of water.

Soon, Su Tian sent another message: [By the way, does he know you call him that?]

Wei Yifan replied: [He doesn’t know, but I’m not sure if he just overheard.]

Su Tian: [He heard qwq]

Before Wei Yifan could respond, Sang Yan suddenly turned to Su Tian with a polite smile: “Su Tian, I’ve heard Yifan mention you several times. She said you often take care of her at work, thank you for that.”

Su Tian immediately put down her phone, waving her hands in embarrassment: “No, no, Yifan has a good and gentle personality, I’m the one being taken care of.”

After saying this, she reciprocated: “I’ve also often heard Yifan mention you.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, asking with apparent interest: “Oh? What did she say about me?”

“Just that you’re good-looking, practically the duck—” Su Tian coughed lightly, immediately swallowing back her words, “the most handsome man she’s ever seen. And that you have a good personality and take great care of her.”

“Is that so?” Sang Yan looked at Wei Yifan and smiled, his restrained arrogance inadvertently revealing itself slightly, “She often says such things about me.”

Wei Yifan: “…”

–

After the meal, the four chatted for a while longer before going their separate ways.

On the way home, Wei Yifan remained apprehensive, but Sang Yan didn’t mention anything about the “king of ducks” comment. She didn’t dare bring it up herself, and after a while, seeing his behavior was normal, she gradually relaxed.

Until they got home.

Wei Yifan changed into slippers and casually mentioned: “I feel like you get along easily with other guys, it was the same in high school. You just met Lin Sun today, but you could chat about so many topics with him.”

Sang Yan lazily responded with a “Mm.”

“Lin Sun seems like a nice person, quite gentle,” Wei Yifan sat on the sofa and continued, “I feel like Su Tian probably likes this mature and steady type.”

“Oh,” Sang Yan drawled, “That’s quite novel.”

Wei Yifan paused: “What?”

Sang Yan leaned over, poured a glass of water, and pushed it into her hand. He tilted his head slightly, staring at her intently: “Usually, people’s mate selection criteria at least require the other party to be human.”

“…”

Before he could finish, Wei Yifan already understood his meaning.

“My partner, on the other hand, is quite peculiar,” Sang Yan said with a meaningful smile, “Specifically choosing ducks.”

“…” Wei Yifan’s scalp tingled, and she could only pretend not to hear, offering the water back to him, “Want some?”

Sang Yan smiled: “No.”

Wei Yifan responded with an “Oh,” and had no choice but to continue drinking the water herself.

“I wasn’t aware,” Sang Yan leaned back in his chair, slowly settling accounts with her in their private space, “that my qualifications were so exceptional, even reaching the level of ‘king of ducks’.”

“…”

“Then how come someone could say,” Sang Yan’s fingertip hooked onto her finger, then gradually moved up her wrist, his tone carrying a hint of challenge, “that I didn’t meet the fee standards?”

Wei Yifan couldn’t hold back any more: “Why didn’t you mention it earlier?”

Sang Yan’s eyebrows lifted slightly, his voice trailing: “Wasn’t it too embarrassing to bring up?”

“…”

Wei Yifan didn’t sense any embarrassment from him at all.

If anything, he seemed to be the quickest to get into character.

“Well, when you go out shopping, even if you’re satisfied with a product,” Wei Yifan put down the water glass, pretending to be utterly calm, “you’d still try to bargain, right…”

Their eyes met.

Sang Yan didn’t comment on her words.

Looking at his expression, Wei Yifan blinked and suddenly leaned in to kiss him. She found it somewhat amusing and quickly stopped, laughing to herself.

“…” Sang Yan looked at her, “What’s so funny?”

“I didn’t know how to describe you at the time, and I was afraid Su Tian might have heard the term ‘top host’ and recognized you,” Wei Yifan explained to him, “So I just barely found a synonym.”

Sang Yan pinched her fingertip.

“After I told Su Tian we were together,” Wei Yifan continued, laughing again, “she even said I was the queen of ducks.”

Hearing this title, Sang Yan’s brow furrowed slightly.

After saying this, Wei Yifan continued to kiss him, her voice muffled and unclear.

“I’m basking in your glory.”

“…”

–

Over the next few days.

Wei Yifan went to the police station again, with Sang Yan accompanying her this time. They happened to encounter Che Yanqin once more. Having faced too many rebuffs from Wei Yifan, she didn’t actively engage in conversation this time.

Noticing Sang Yan beside Wei Yifan, Che Yanqin seemed to recall something. Her gaze occasionally drifted towards Sang Yan: “Young man, are you Shuangjiang’s partner?”

Sang Yan didn’t even look up, showing no intention of acknowledging her.

Che Yanqin spoke again with a sarcastic tone: “I see you’re quite a catch. Why did you end up with my niece?”

Sang Yan’s lips curled in what seemed to be a sneer, but he still didn’t respond.

Che Yanqin continued to make several more remarks, but perhaps due to the lack of response, she became irritated. She turned to look at Wei Yifan and said with a cold laugh: “Shuangjiang, what kind of person have you found? Does he have any manners?”

Wei Yifan calmly replied: “His manners are just fine. No need for you to worry about it.”

Che Yanqin rolled her eyes: “Ignoring an elder’s words, and you call that good manners?”

Wei Yifan looked at her: “You’d be better off looking at yourself first. Even reforging wouldn’t save you.”

“…”

After leaving the police station.

Since it was the first time Sang Yan had encountered her relatives, Wei Yifan felt somewhat uncomfortable. She looked at Sang Yan and said hesitantly: “My family’s relatives are all quite peculiar, right? You probably haven’t seen people like this before…”

“So you know how to protect me.” Sang Yan saw this sharp side of her for the first time and ruffled her hair hard, laughing, “Wei Shuangjiang, I didn’t know you could curse people too.”

Wei Yifan felt a bit embarrassed.

Sang Yan continued: “It’s good.”

She paused.

“There are many people with twisted personalities in this world. Don’t let them bully you, and don’t let them walk all over you,” Sang Yan bent down to look at her, saying seriously, “When you encounter them, protect yourself as you protected me, understand?”

“…” Wei Yifan looked back at him, pursing her lips, “Mm.”

“No matter what happens,” Sang Yan habitually pinched her cheek, his usually cold voice carrying a rare hint of comfort, “whether you can handle it or not, remember to come to me.”

Wei Yifan stared at him without blinking.

Sang Yan didn’t speak further, his gaze still on her, seeming to wait for her response.

Outside the police station, many people were coming and going.

Wei Yifan suddenly smiled, her eyes curving slightly.

“I understand.”

Hearing this answer, Sang Yan’s lips curved slightly, his dimple barely visible. He raised his hand, casually helping her tidy the stray hair at the side of her face, and then solemnly finished his words.

“Remember, I am your support.”

…

As for how Che Xingde’s situation developed afterward, Wei Yifan didn’t pay much attention. After all, she knew that what Che Xingde had done wasn’t considered very serious and wouldn’t result in a heavy sentence.

Through Fu Zhuang, Wei Yifan learned that his side seemed to be trying to frame it as a family matter all along. The incident of snatching her bag was also described as just a tussle during an argument. Moreover, there weren’t any valuable items in her bag at the time, so it couldn’t be considered robbery.

He didn’t run when someone called the police, and he cooperated fully with all the subsequent procedures. In the end, it seemed he was only detained for about half a month and released after paying a fine.

Wei Yifan didn’t care much.

Because she just wanted Che Xingde to realize that his actions would have consequences, regardless of their severity. Plus, she wasn’t afraid of this family at all; she had only been worried about how it might affect her relationship with Sang Yan.

If there were no issues in that regard.

She wouldn’t care about these people anymore, nor would she let them affect her emotions.

In the blink of an eye, the peak of summer passed with the turning of the calendar. The scorching, almost unbearable temperatures dissipated, and the temperature in Nanwu City dropped, heralding the arrival of autumn.

After returning from Yihe, Sang Yan contacted Qian Fei several times.

But perhaps knowing that Sang Yan had been to Yihe and learning that he had given Duan Jiaxu a thorough beating, Qian Fei always managed to find new excuses. If it wasn’t something on this side, it was something on that side – in short, he was dead set against meeting up with him.

Sang Yan didn’t know what he was afraid of and didn’t have the patience to drag it out with him.

“If you don’t come today, don’t bother coming in the future.”

After a good while.

Qian Fei finally sent a message: [My wife is free today.]

Qian Fei: [I’ll bring her along.]

“…”

Seeing this, Sang Yan let out a derisive laugh and extinguished the cigarette in his hand. He straightened up and lazily sent a voice message saying “If you want your wife to see you all bruised up, then bring her,” before turning back to the “overtime” area.

The weekend on Fallen Street was particularly lively, and the bar was even more boisterous.

Sang Yan was about to walk to the bar for a drink when he suddenly noticed a familiar figure there. The curve of his lips gradually disappeared as he walked over without breaking his stride.

The music assaulting the ears, the extremely noisy clamor.

Che Xingde sat by the bar, talking to an unfamiliar woman next to him. His face was red, looking like he had drunk too much, and he was speaking very loudly: “That bitch wants to kill me again, dream on!”

The woman’s expression was one of disgust, seemingly wanting to leave.

But Che Xingde grabbed her, continuing: “I didn’t do a damn thing, didn’t get a cent, and still got scolded by my sister. Just wait, you slut, when I find you, I’ll—”

The woman got angry and forcefully broke free: “Are you crazy? Let go of me!”

The next moment.

Sang Yan directly grabbed the back of Che Xingde’s collar, his expression extremely cold. He didn’t look at anyone or make a sound, just dragged him toward the exit. The veins on his hand were bulging, but he looked completely at ease.

Che Xingde shouted: “Who the fuck are you!”

From behind, He Mingbo’s voice could faintly be heard.

“This guy has caused trouble here several times. I’m sorry, ma’am, for the inconvenience…”

Noticing the commotion, a security guard came over and asked: “Brother Yan, shall I handle this?”

Sang Yan glanced at him: “You mind your own business.”

Perhaps because he had drunk too much, Che Xingde’s limbs were extremely weak. He wanted to struggle but couldn’t match Sang Yan’s strength at all. With his collar choking his neck, he could barely speak clearly.

Sang Yan dragged him to the alley behind the bar and forcefully threw him against the wall.

Che Xingde’s back hit the hard wall, and he let out a few painful cries before opening his eyes.

Sang Yan crouched down, his appearance hidden in the darkness: “Out already?”

Che Xingde’s voice was muddled: “You again…”

“I didn’t come looking for you,” Sang Yan reached out to grab his hair, forcefully pressing his head to the ground. He smiled, the long-accumulated sense of brutality completely uncontrollable at this moment, “Yet you dare to come to my place?”

“…”

—”He’s been… harassing me all along.”

Recalling every word she had said, Sang Yan forcefully slammed Che Xingde’s head against the ground, speaking impassively: “Tell me about it.”

“…”

“Who do you want to cause trouble for?”
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“What’s wrong with you?! I-I didn’t say anything!” Che Xingde supported himself with one hand on the ground, using the other to forcefully break free from Sang Yan’s grip. With a slurred tongue, he said, “I just came here for a f-fucking drink! Who’s causing trouble for who?!”

Sang Yan released his hand, looking at him with an unreadable expression.

“Is this how you treat customers?” Che Xingde struggled to sit up, painfully rubbing his head. “Son of a bitch, you just wait, you fucking piece of shit…”

As if feeling disgusted, Sang Yan said nothing and stood up.

Che Xingde looked up at him, his forehead smeared with some dirt and a few scrapes. He revealed his yellowed teeth, smiling smugly: “Oh, I get it. I touched your woman, and you’re not happy about it, right?”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s eyelids lowered slightly.

“Is it necessary? We’re both men, you should understand, right?” Che Xingde was still smiling, “Besides, it’s just a woman. Shuangjiang’s not much of a catch anyway—”

Before he could finish, Sang Yan forcefully kicked him in the stomach.

Completely unprepared, Che Xingde’s body instantly slammed back against the wall, the impact making a loud thud. He immediately fell to the ground, supporting himself with both hands and involuntarily started retching.

Sang Yan stared at him expressionlessly, his bangs falling over his forehead, obscuring the emotion in his eyes.

“You motherfucker…” Che Xingde’s voice trembled with discomfort, but noticing there was no one else around this street, he didn’t dare say anything more to provoke him. “I’m gonna call the cops…”

Sang Yan crouched down again, viciously grabbing his hair and yanking it upwards.

“Call the cops for what?”

“…”

“Didn’t you just get drunk and fall because you couldn’t stand straight?” Sang Yan’s lips curled slightly, speaking carelessly, “I was just trying to help you up. Why are you repaying kindness with enmity?”

As he spoke, Sang Yan stood up, effortlessly lifting Che Xingde and slamming him against the wall again.

Che Xingde’s body once again hit the rock-hard cement wall, feeling as if his internal organs were about to be crushed.

Sang Yan stared directly at him, not hiding an ounce of the murderous aura emanating from him. Looking at Che Xingde’s miserable state, his expression remained unchanged as he spoke in a measured tone: “How come you lost your balance again?”

“…”

“Che Xingde?” Sang Yan recalled his name from memory, speaking slowly, as if squeezing each word out through gritted teeth, “Do you need me to help you up again?”

Che Xingde couldn’t speak, only waving his hand and trying to move his body to the side.

At this moment.

Sang Yan heard his phone vibrate. His eyelashes flickered slightly as he paused his actions, casually taking out his phone from his pocket to glance at it.

It was a message from Wei Yifan.

Wei Shuangjiang: [When are you coming home today?]

Wei Shuangjiang: [I’m already home. After the interview, my colleague dropped me off downstairs.]

Sang Yan looked at it for a few seconds and replied: [I’ll be late today]

Sang Yan: [Go to sleep first]

After replying, Sang Yan rotated his neck, playing with his phone. He made no further moves, standing in place and looking down at Che Xingde: “I hope this is the last time I see you.”

Che Xingde was terrified, feeling as if the man before him was like a demon, and he was completely powerless. He instinctively raised his arm, shielding his head in a protective gesture.

“Otherwise,” Sang Yan’s voice was cold and hard as he spoke nonchalantly, “you’ll suffer again.”

…

After Sang Yan left, Che Xingde sat there for a while until he recovered, then slowly stood up, supporting himself against the wall. His expression was vicious as he cursed under his breath, making his way out of the alley and hailing a taxi to go home.

After moving out from Zhao Yuandong’s place, Wen Liangxian’s family rented a small apartment in an urban village in Nanwu. The location was good with high foot traffic, but the only drawback was the poor security.

When he got home, Che Yanqin opened the door for him. Noticing the injuries on his face, she frowned: “What happened?”

Che Xingde immediately started cursing: “It’s all because of that ill-mannered bastard Shuangjiang found! I went to his bar for a drink and he dragged me out and beat me up! Sis! You have to help me—”

Wen Liangxian, hearing the commotion from the master bedroom, shouted: “Can you stop making noise?!”

Che Xingde immediately fell silent.

Che Yanqin’s expression also looked unpleasant as she suppressed her anger and said: “Dezai! Did I not make myself clear before? Can you stop causing trouble everywhere? How long has it been since you got out? Your brother-in-law has already argued with me many times over this!”

Che Xingde muttered: “I just can’t swallow this anger.”

“Let it be, don’t go looking for them again,” Che Yanqin said, also suffering the consequences of Che Xingde’s various actions and having a hard time at home. “Shuangjiang, that wild girl, has no conscience. She’s an ungrateful wretch. What can we do about it?”

Che Xingde spat.

Che Yanqin twisted her mouth, speaking sarcastically again: “She’s working at the TV station now, with so much power. We ordinary people can’t fight against her.”

“…”

The two sat back down on the sofa.

Noticing the pretty woman sitting on the other sofa watching TV, Che Xingde’s anger gradually subsided, and he forced a smile: “Xiaolin, you’re back?”

A flash of disgust passed through Zheng Lin’s eyes, but she remained silent.

Just then, Wen Ming came out of the bathroom. His expression was gentle as he walked over and sat next to the woman, putting his arm around her shoulder and asking: “What happened to Uncle again?”

Zheng Lin snorted: “Went to cause trouble for your cousin again.”

“Uncle,” hearing this, Wen Ming’s expression also turned unpleasant, “Please stop doing these things.”

Che Xingde had just retracted his gaze, saying unhappily: “Why is everyone blaming me? What trouble did I cause? I’m the one with injuries on my face!”

Zheng Lin didn’t speak again, just looked at Wen Ming and rolled her eyes.

–

On the way home, Qian Weihua stopped the car by a roadside fruit stand to buy a watermelon. Seeing this, Wei Yifan also bought one. After getting home, she put the watermelon in the freezer and went to her room to take a shower.

After coming out, Wei Yifan returned to the kitchen, planning to make some watermelon juice.

Just as she took the watermelon out, there was a noise at the entrance.

Wei Yifan continued her actions.

Soon after, Sang Yan entered the kitchen, staring at her actions: “What are you doing?”

Wei Yifan answered honestly: “Making watermelon juice. Do you want some?”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Yes.”

“Then is half of this enough? This watermelon is a bit small.” Wei Yifan rinsed the kitchen knife, gesturing as she spoke, “By the way, what did you do at ‘overtime’ today?”

Sang Yan took the knife handle from her hand: “Met with Qian Fei.”

Wei Yifan paused: “Did he come out this time?”

“Mm.”

Wei Yifan turned her head: “Did you hit him?”

Surprised by her first reaction, Sang Yan found it absurd: “Am I a violent maniac?”

“Sang Yan,” Wei Yifan didn’t comment on this, carefully choosing her words and earnestly advising, “don’t use violence to solve problems. We live in a society governed by law.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s lips relaxed: “What if it’s someone detestable?”

As if thinking of something, Wei Yifan was silent for a few seconds before still saying: “It’s the same.”

“…”

“Don’t hit people anymore, it’s not good.” Wei Yifan watched him start to cut the watermelon, continuing to admonish, “Qian Fei and Duan Jiaxu didn’t do anything too outrageous, and they’re your friends—”

Sang Yan stuffed a piece of watermelon into her mouth: “I know.”

Wei Yifan’s remaining words were consequently stopped.

Seemingly not taking this matter to heart, Sang Yan spoke lazily.

“I’m being careful.”

–

Whether it was due to the effect of calling the police or not, for quite some time after that, Wei Yifan didn’t see Che Yanqin or Che Xingde again. She wasn’t sure if it was just her psychological effect, but after clearing things up with Sang Yan, everything seemed to be getting back on track.

In late October, Wei Yifan received a WeChat message from the landlord.

The gist was that his daughter was preparing to get married and they needed to reclaim this apartment as a marital home. They asked Wei Yifan and Sang Yan to move out by March of next year, according to the contract terms.

Seeing this message, Wei Yifan suddenly realized that she and Sang Yan had been living in this shared apartment for almost two years. She snapped out of her thoughts and quickly replied “Okay.”

Su Tian, sitting next to her, came over for some casual chat: “Yifan.”

Wei Yifan looked up: “Hm?”

“I suddenly remembered something,” Su Tian propped her chin on her hand and asked, “Weren’t you sharing an apartment with a guy before? Now that you’re with King Duck Sang, doesn’t he have any objections?”

Wei Yifan paused for a moment, then admitted directly: “He is my roommate.”

“…”

After a good while.

Su Tian finally cursed: “Damn, where did you find such a roommate? I want one too.”

Wei Yifan laughed: “Aren’t you afraid Lin Sun will hear you?”

“He’s used to it by now,” Su Tian said with a grin, “Hey, so you two are living together now, right?”

Wei Yifan thought for a moment: “Not really.”

Su Tian: “How is it not? Don’t you sleep in the same room?”

“Mm.” Wei Yifan said honestly, “We still sleep separately.”

“…” Su Tian was shocked, unable to believe it, “I remember you’ve been with him for quite a while now, right… Are you still at the Platonic stage?”

Wei Yifan didn’t answer directly: “We’re just not living together.”

Su Tian: “Why?”

Wei Yifan replied very righteously: “It’s not legal.”

“…”

Understanding now, Su Tian found it a bit amusing. She laughed to herself for a while, then said: “So when are you planning to make it legal? Have you met his parents?”

Wei Yifan instinctively said: “No—” Before she could finish, she suddenly changed her words: “I’ve met his mother.”

“Huh?”

Before Wei Yifan could explain further, her phone on the desk suddenly rang. Seeing that the caller ID was “Qian Weihua,” she said to Su Tian, “Wait a moment,” and then answered the call.

Qian Weihua’s voice came through: “Are you at the office now?”

Wei Yifan: “Yes.”

Qian Weihua: “Where’s Dazhuang?”

Hearing this, Wei Yifan glanced to the side: “He’s writing a script nearby.”

Qian Weihua said briskly: “Alright. Come downstairs and bring Dazhuang along. We’re going on an assignment to Beiyu.”

…

This wasn’t the first or second time this had happened, so the two of them efficiently grabbed their equipment and headed downstairs.

Wei Yifan habitually got into the front passenger seat and asked about the situation: “Teacher, has something unexpected happened in Beiyu?”

Qian Weihua started the car and explained: “We just received a tip, and the police haven’t released any information yet. There was a case of a female college student who went missing in Beiyu four years ago. Recently, a woman brought an audio recording to the police station to report something related to this case.”

Wei Yifan listened while opening her laptop and typing notes.

“This female college student was raped and murdered at the time. They’ve found the body in the back hills of Beiyu’s suburban area,” Qian Weihua said. “Now they’ve formed a task force to solve the case and are currently pursuing the suspect.”

As he said this, Qian Weihua suddenly remembered something: “Oh right, Yifan, you should know this suspect.”

Wei Yifan paused her actions and looked up: “Hm?”

“It’s the one who kept causing trouble for you before,” Qian Weihua glanced at her briefly, “Che Xingde.”
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Upon hearing this, Fu Zhuang, seated in the back, leaned forward in shock: “What a coincidence! No way, I thought this guy was bad, but he’s killed someone? I even fought with him! It makes my skin crawl…”

This news also left Wen Yifan incredulous.

But upon deeper reflection, she realized this was indeed something Che Xingde was capable of doing.

“We don’t know the specifics yet,” said Qian Weihua. “We haven’t caught him yet. He might have caught wind of it and fled, but his associates have all been taken in for questioning. The burial site was revealed by Che Xingde’s elder sister.”

Wen Yifan pondered for a moment, then asked, “Who reported it, and what recording?”

After hearing Qian Weihua’s full account, Wen Yifan slowly pieced it together.

The woman who reported to the police station was named Zheng Lin, Che Yanqin’s daughter-in-law and Wen Ming’s wife. A few weeks ago, one night, she was molested by a drunken Che Xingde, which caused a huge family uproar.

All the neighbors and locals knew about this incident.

It was only after Che Yanqin’s tearful plea that Zheng Lin reluctantly agreed not to report the matter to the police station. But that night, the couple moved out of the house, seemingly cutting off all ties, and never returned home.

Because of this, Che Yanqin contacted Wen Ming multiple times, trying to mend the relationship between mother and son.

After one of these calls ended, Wen Ming hadn’t hung up properly. Later, Che Yanqin got into an argument with Che Xingde, and in her anger, she revealed many details about what had happened back then.

She said Che Xingde was incorrigible, that he had previously raped and killed the girl from the neighboring Guo family, causing death, and she had to clean up after him. Now he was even biting the hand that fed him, molesting her daughter-in-law.

Zheng Lin, who was nearby, immediately recorded this conversation. Later, Wen Ming told her that he knew the Guo family’s daughter, and if he remembered correctly, she had indeed been missing for several years.

This made the conversation even more credible.

Although they had left the Wen family, Zheng Lin couldn’t swallow the insult of being harassed and molested by Che Xingde. After careful consideration, she chose to report the case to the police station.

Wen Yifan remained silent as she continued typing on her keyboard.

She should have known this girl from the Guo family, who lived near Wen Liangxian’s house. Her name was Guo Ling, a tall and pretty girl with a solitary and quiet nature, but extremely kind-hearted.

Once, when Wen Yifan was on a bus without her transit card, Guo Ling noticed and silently paid the fare for her.

Before that, they had never spoken a word to each other.

Afterward, they had no further interaction.

This business trip came up suddenly, so Wen Yifan didn’t go home, only bringing some basic luggage she kept at the office. On the way, she found time to send a message to Sang Yan, explaining that she was going on a business trip to Beiyu.

Qian Weihua drove the car to the back mountain where the body was discovered.

The scene had already been cordoned off, with two police officers on duty at the entrance.

Qian Weihua got out of the car and communicated with the police, but they all maintained an air of confidentiality. The three could only take some general photos of the surrounding area before driving to a nearby police station.

On the way, Fu Zhuang still found the whole thing absurd and detestable: “So Che Xingde’s sister even helped him dispose of the body? If it weren’t for this daughter-in-law, how long would that girl have stayed in that wilderness…”

Qian Weihua sighed: “There are all kinds of people in this world.”

Wen Yifan’s mood wasn’t good either.

Beiyu was a small city with relatively backward facilities and equipment. Apart from the previous tunnel collapse, there hadn’t been any major incidents. In this case, most of the police force had been deployed from Nanwu.

After a full day, the group hadn’t learned much new information.

But coincidentally, at the police station, Wen Yifan met the female police officer who had taken her in years ago.

Several years had passed, but the female officer’s appearance hadn’t changed much, only with a few more strands of white hair at her temples. Seeing Wen Yifan, the officer quickly recognized her, though she seemed to have forgotten her name.

Wen Yifan smiled and greeted her proactively: “Aunt Chen, I’m Yifan.”

Aunt Chen’s eyes were kind as she smiled back: “It’s been so many years since we last met. You’re a reporter now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I’m here on a business trip. I work as a news reporter at Nanwu Radio Station,” Wen Yifan said. “How have you been?”

“Very well, very well,” Aunt Chen chatted. “Chen Xi is doing well too. She just got engaged and will be married soon. Weren’t you two quite close back then? After you left, she thought about you for quite a while, always mentioning you to me.”

“I saw it on her social media,” Wen Yifan smiled. “I’ll come to her wedding.”

“Good, you must come then,” Aunt Chen raised her hand to pat Wen Yifan’s head. “Girl, you’re doing well. I was worried you wouldn’t be able to move on back then, who knew you’d become such an impressive reporter.”

Wen Yifan paused, her eyes inexplicably warming: “Don’t worry, that incident didn’t affect me much.”

Aunt Chen smiled again: “That’s good. Take care of yourself.”

…

After leaving the police station, it was already late.

The three decided to find a small guesthouse nearby to stay the night, planning to interview Guo Ling’s family or neighbors the next day. In the car, Fu Zhuang curiously asked, “Sister Yifan, did you know that female police officer?”

Wen Yifan nodded: “I lived here for two years before.”

Fu Zhuang made a sound of realization and didn’t ask further.

Back at the guesthouse, Wen Yifan flopped onto the bed, not rushing to take a shower. She dug out her phone from her bag, turned it on, and saw a message from Sang Yan: [Call me when you’re done with work]

Wen Yifan immediately dialed his number.

He answered quickly.

Sang Yan’s voice came through the receiver, more magnetic than usual: “At the hotel?”

Wen Yifan: “Yes. We booked a guesthouse.”

“Tired?”

“Not really,” Wen Yifan hugged a pillow to her chest and said softly, “Sang Yan.”

“What is it?”

“Something happened with Che Xingde. He’s now a murder suspect and on the run,” Wen Yifan cautioned. “Though it might be me overthinking, I’m worried he might come looking for you. Be careful when you go out these days.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan was silent for a few seconds: “You’re in Beiyu for this?”

Wen Yifan made a sound of agreement.

“Alright, got it. Why are you always worried about this big guy getting into trouble?” Sang Yan found it amusing. “Wen Shuangjiang, shouldn’t you be the one being careful? Listen to the voice recorder more often.”

Hearing his assurance, Wen Yifan finally relaxed: “Why would I listen to the voice recorder when I have the real person?”

Sang Yan: “Isn’t it a bit sentimental to say it directly?”

Wen Yifan couldn’t help but laugh, not insisting.

After all, she had listened to those words in the voice recorder so many times she could recite them backward.

“Sang Yan, I met a female police officer I used to know today. It was when I reported the incident back then,” Wen Yifan shared her day’s events. “Later, when I moved out of my uncle’s house, this officer took me in for a while.”

Sang Yan listened quietly: “Mm.”

“I never thought I’d meet her again, I’m quite happy about it,” Wen Yifan’s lips curved into a smile. “Her daughter Chen Xi happened to be my high school classmate, she took good care of me back then too.”

“Is that so?” Sang Yan said, “Then we should find an opportunity to visit them together.”

“Mm. We can go together when Chen Xi gets married,” Wen Yifan said. “I saw her social media post a while ago, her boyfriend proposed, so they should be getting married soon.”

As soon as she said this, Sang Yan’s end went quiet.

Wen Yifan continued: “But I don’t know exactly when it will be, we’ll have to see if you have time then.”

Sang Yan drawled an “Oh” and laughed: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan blinked: “What is it?”

His tone carried a hint of playfulness: “Are you hinting at something?”

“…” Wen Yifan didn’t quite catch on, “What?”

“Isn’t your birthday coming up soon? Remember to make a good wish this time,” Sang Yan chuckled softly, speaking leisurely and confidently. “Don’t worry. As usual, I’ll help you make it come true.”

After hanging up the phone.

Wen Yifan lay on the bed, pondering for a good while, remembering what Sang Yan had said to her on her birthday last year.

— “What did you wish for?”

— “If you don’t tell me, how can I help you make it come true?”

At the time, she had casually brushed it off, saying it was about her work.

Then Sang Yan had said.

— “Oh, I thought you wanted me to be your partner.”

Wen Yifan scratched her head, thinking about what she had just said that made Sang Yan use the word “hint.” After several seconds, she suddenly remembered mentioning Chen Xi’s upcoming wedding.

Wedding.

Catching onto this word, Wen Yifan’s expression froze.

Her face instantly flushed.

–

The next day, the three went to Guo Ling’s parents’ house.

At this time, the emotions of the victim’s relatives were generally in turmoil, and they had no mood to deal with media reporters. They thought they would be turned away as usual in every interview, but after hearing their purpose, Guo’s father was silent for a moment, then stepped aside to let them in.

Throughout the interview, Guo’s father was exceptionally cooperative.

He recounted the circumstances of the day Guo Ling went missing, according to his memory.

Guo Ling’s mother had passed away early, and she had always been raised by her father alone. But Guo’s father had a volatile temper and didn’t know how to get along with a girl of Guo Ling’s age, so the relationship between father and daughter had always been strained.

The last time Guo’s father saw Guo Ling was at home.

Guo Ling and her father had a fierce argument over something. With reddened eyes, Guo Ling angrily spat out, “I’ll never come back to this home again!” before slamming the door shut as she left.

As he recounted this, Father Guo lowered his head, covering his eyes with one hand. Despite his tall and robust build, he suddenly seemed to have aged ten years at that moment. “…I never imagined that after she said those words, she would truly never return.”

“…”

“All these years, I’ve been thinking she was just angry with me, unwilling to come back and see me,” Father Guo’s voice choked with emotion. “If only that were the case… How could something like this happen to my daughter…”

The others were at a loss for words.

At that moment, any words of comfort would have felt heavy.

“I heard from the police that they still haven’t caught that beast,” Father Guo suddenly grabbed Wen Yifan’s arm, pleading, “Please, could you put that beast’s photo on television? Let everyone be on the lookout, so my daughter can rest in peace…”

Wen Yifan reassured him, “We will report the facts as they are.”

…

After leaving the Guo family home, the emotions of all three were affected.

After a while, Fu Zhuang finally spoke up, “Ah, it’s too painful.”

“…”

“It seems Father Guo was so cooperative with the interview because he wanted us to spread Che Xingde’s photo more widely. But we can’t put that on the news, it would alert the suspect and cause panic,” Fu Zhuang said. “But it’s not easy to explain that to him.”

Wen Yifan stared at the bus stop outside the window, somewhat lost in thought.

Qian Weihua said, “Let’s just do what we can.”

“Mm.” Wen Yifan came back to her senses and spoke slowly, “We can’t help much in this regard. We can only wait for the suspect to be caught, and once the truth comes to light, make it public.”

Hopefully, this would be another way to bring peace to the victim’s spirit.

The three stayed in Beiyu for a few more days.

They interviewed Che Xingde’s friends and colleagues from that time, and after several more interactions with the police, they returned to Nanwu. According to their colleagues handling the situation in Nanwu, it was clear that Che Xingde was still on the run.

Che Yanqin was being detained for the crime of harboring a criminal.

All his relatives had become key subjects of observation.

After returning to Nanwu, Wen Yifan was also called to the police station to give a statement. Then she had to continue with follow-up reports on this incident, keeping her busy with various tasks throughout the entire National Day holiday, without a single day off.

Wen Yifan received a call from Zhao Yuandong one day during this period.

Perhaps because of the major incident, Zhao Yuandong wanted to mention something to Wen Yifan. But she was busy at the time and couldn’t answer promptly, and didn’t call back afterward.

These days, Wen Yifan had been getting home very late.

After a quick shower, she would immediately close her eyes to sleep, then get up and head out again, leaving little time to spend with Sang Yan. He didn’t complain about this at all, nor did he try to talk to her, only urging her to go to sleep quickly.

After the National Day holiday, Wen Yifan was finally granted one day off. Sang Yan’s holiday ended at the same time, and their schedules were perfectly misaligned.

Wen Yifan could only catch up on sleep at home for an entire day, sleeping so deeply that she didn’t even notice when he returned from work. When she woke up, she groggily left her room to find Sang Yan sitting on the sofa, drinking water.

Noticing her presence, Sang Yan looked up, “Awake?”

Wen Yifan mumbled an affirmative and walked over to drape herself over him like a koala. Her thoughts were still clouded by lingering drowsiness, making her speech slow, “When did you get back?”

“Just now, not long ago,” Sang Yan hugged her back, continuing to drink his water. “How long have you been sleeping?”

“Don’t know, waking up and falling asleep on and off,” Wen Yifan said. “Have you had dinner?”

“Mm,” Sang Yan replied. “Will you be able to sleep tonight?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan’s eyelids twitched, and she looked up to emphasize, “I have no energy.”

“…” Sang Yan immediately understood her meaning, both annoyed and amused. “What did I say to make you have no energy?”

“Oh,” Wen Yifan honestly admitted her mistake. “Then I misunderstood.”

“What kind of person do you take me for?” Sang Yan pinched her cheek, staring at the dark circles under her eyes. “Alright, if you’re still tired, go take a shower and sleep. Isn’t it just one day off?”

Wen Yifan remained draped over him, “Mm.”

The two stayed like this quietly for a while.

Suddenly, Wen Yifan spoke up, “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan: “Hm?”

“Where do you think Che Xingde has gone? It’s been so long,” Wen Yifan’s thoughts were drifting, and she muttered softly, “He has no money, and no one to help him now, how come they still can’t catch him?”

“They will catch him,” For some reason, Sang Yan had a bad feeling and added, “Don’t go home alone during this time.”

“Mm.”

“Wait for me to pick you up.”

–

With the suspect still at large and the police continuing to withhold information, there was no way to proceed with the case. The team could only put this report on hold and move on to other topics.

Although she longed every day for scum like Che Xingde to be brought to justice soon, Wen Yifan couldn’t put all her energy into this matter.

Saturday afternoon.

Because he had to make up for the extra day off during National Day, Sang Yan also had to work today. Near six o’clock, Wen Yifan received his WeChat message, asking as usual what time she would get off work.

Glancing at her remaining workload, Wen Yifan estimated a time: [8:30.]

Sang Yan: [Okay.]

On the other side.

Noticing it was about time, Sang Yan grabbed his car keys and left the company. He habitually drove to the Shang’an area, intending to find a parking spot near the TV station building.

But for some reason, the flow of people in Shang’an was particularly heavy today, with few parking spaces left.

Sang Yan circled the area, slightly raising his eyebrows, considering whether to park the car on Fallen Street when he suddenly noticed a small alley nearby. Although he didn’t have much hope, he still started the car and drove in.

Before he could enter, Sang Yan suddenly noticed a man standing by the wall.

The man was not tall, with a chubby build. On such a hot day, he was still wearing a hat and mask, covering his appearance thoroughly. He seemed to be hiding from someone, but also looking for someone, occasionally peeking towards the entrance of the TV station.

Sang Yan’s fingers tapped lightly on the steering wheel.

The alley was narrow, and noticing the car, the man instinctively moved to the side to make room.

In this movement, Sang Yan caught a glimpse of his familiar eyebrows and eyes.

Gradually, it matched the guess in his mind.

It was Che Xingde.

Sang Yan’s expression slightly tightened, his anger rising again. He quickly grabbed his phone from the side and dialed 110. He turned his head away, speaking in a low, calm voice to describe the situation, and then hung up. Noticing that the car had been stationary for a while, Che Xingde slowly began to sense something was wrong. He took a few steps closer, and upon recognizing Sang Yan’s face inside the car, immediately retreated two steps.

Then he turned and ran.

Afraid he would escape, Sang Yan also got out of the car and chased after Che Xingde.

Being taller than Che Xingde, it didn’t take long for Sang Yan to grab his arm from behind and restrain him. His chest heaving, he pinned Che Xingde against the wall, extremely angry: “What are you doing here?”

“Fuck you! You son of a bitch!” Che Xingde’s face was pressed against the cement wall as he struggled violently. “Don’t fucking touch me! What’s wrong with you?!”

Sang Yan’s fear gradually subsided, extremely grateful that he had come. He stared at Che Xingde, not angered by his vulgar language: “Hey.”

Che Xingde strained to turn his head and look at him.

“You must be tired after running for so long. Why give yourself more trouble?” Sang Yan lowered his eyes, enunciating each word, “Wouldn’t it be better to go to jail peacefully?”

Hearing this, Che Xingde’s expression changed instantly: “You’re the one who should go to jail, I’m not going to any fucking jail!”

Sang Yan couldn’t be bothered to waste more words with him. He fixed Che Xingde’s arms and forcefully dragged him towards the alley exit.

Che Xingde was no match for his strength. After hurling a few more insults, he began to plead: “Please, I haven’t done anything! I didn’t do anything! I’ve been wrongly accused!”

“That,” Sang Yan said lazily, “is something you can tell the police.”

“…”

Seeing that he was about to be dragged out of the alley, Che Xingde became increasingly panicked, his desire to escape unleashing his potential. In a moment, he forcefully shook off Sang Yan’s hand.

Sang Yan stepped back accordingly, and in the process, something fell out of his pocket, rolling a few times with a faint sound. Sang Yan was facing him and instantly met his malicious gaze.

“You fucking bitch!” Che Xingde pulled out a knife from his pocket and lunged towards him, the silver blade gleaming in the streetlight. “Let’s see who’s going to suffer now!”

–

After tidying up her things, Wen Yifan smiled and habitually called Sang Yan.

But this time, unlike usual, it wasn’t picked up after just one ring.

As Wen Yifan waited, she glanced at her desk and suddenly noticed she had forgotten to take her voice recorder. She instinctively picked it up, and at the same moment, the call was answered.

She was about to speak when an unfamiliar female voice came through: “Hello?”

Wen Yifan paused: “Hello, may I ask who this is?”

“Ah, I just picked up this phone,” the woman said. “The phone’s owner just caught some criminal and got stabbed, he’s been taken to the hospital now. Are you his friend? Do you want me to bring you the phone?”

Wen Yifan blankly uttered a sound, as if she hadn’t understood: “What?”

The woman: “I don’t know the details either, but there was quite a lot of blood left…”

After a few seconds of silence, Wen Yifan’s voice trembled slightly: “Is the injured person called Sang Yan?”

“I don’t know,” the woman said. “He’s tall and thin, and seems quite handsome.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan pinched her palm with her fingertips and started running out: “Where are you now?”

…

Arriving at the alley the woman had mentioned, Wen Yifan glanced inside and immediately saw the bloodstains on the ground. Her whole body went cold, her disbelief throughout the journey suddenly becoming real, her mind blank. She took Sang Yan’s phone that the woman had picked up.

The screen had several cracks, and the edges were stained with dust.

Wen Yifan lit up the screen and could still see their photo together on the Ferris wheel.

After asking a few more questions about the situation, Wen Yifan softly said “Thank you.” She turned and saw Sang Yan’s car parked at the entrance of the alley. She continued walking forward, hailed a taxi at the roadside, and got in to go to the city hospital.

All the terrifying thoughts rushed into her mind at this moment.

Making her utterly afraid to imagine.

Wen Yifan thought of the day her father passed away.

But that day, on the journey, she had Sang Yan by her side.

This time she was all alone.

Wen Yifan didn’t want to scare herself. She believed in Sang Yan’s promise, trying hard to control her emotions, but her hands were still trembling uncontrollably. She tightened her grip, her vision gradually blurred by mist, and tears fell one by one onto the back of her hand.

Ice cold.

In this hot weather, it seemed to penetrate her skin, freezing her to the bone.

Her vision blurred into a haze.

Wen Yifan stared at the voice recorder and Sang Yan’s phone in her hand. At this moment, not knowing which button on the recorder she had touched, the quiet car suddenly filled with a man’s cold and arrogant voice.

— “Wen Shuangjiang, be careful at work. Your boyfriend tells you to come home safely.”
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When Sang Yan saw the knife in Che Xingde’s hand, he instantly understood why he had come. As if wanting mutual destruction, Che Xingde swung the knife with fierce force, wildly slashing without reason.

In the process, he inadvertently cut Sang Yan’s arm and waist.

Due to his actions, Sang Yan’s lips tightened into a straight line, his appearance half-light and half-shadow in this lighting. When Che Xingde stabbed at him again, Sang Yan quickly grabbed his arm and forcefully twisted it.

His bones made a cracking sound as they shifted.

Che Xingde cried out in pain, his grip loosening, and the knife fell to the ground.

Sang Yan’s stomach and hands were still bleeding. The dark red color wasn’t visible on his black clothes, but the wound on his hand was deep, blood like a meandering snake winding around his arm, staining the red string on his wrist.

Then dripping onto the ground, drop by drop.

“You’re quite lucky,” Sang Yan still held his dislocated arm, pinning him against the wall, and said in a low voice, “If something had happened that year, this knife wouldn’t be on the ground today.”

If Wen Yifan’s uncle had come home a little later that day.

If she had met the same fate as Guo Ling.

If she had also spent so many years alone in such dark and cold despair.

Thinking of this, Sang Yan’s grip gradually tightened, listening to Che Xingde’s screams, wishing he could cut him into a thousand pieces. His eyes darkened, the veins on his neck bulging, all bloodthirsty thoughts rising in his mind.

In the next moment, he remembered what Wen Yifan had said a while ago.

— “I’ll treat your wounds if you’re hurt, but I’ll be angry too.”

Sang Yan came back to his senses, belatedly feeling the pain. He lowered his eyes to glance at the blood on himself, then dragged Che Xingde towards the exit: “You sure know how to pick a spot to stab.”

“…”

“In this hot weather, how the hell am I supposed to hide a cut on my hand.”

Che Xingde had no strength left to struggle, being dragged out like a sack. He was in so much pain he could barely speak clearly, and started pleading again: “Brother… please, I don’t want to go to jail…”

“You don’t want to go to jail?” Sang Yan sneered, “Well, that girl didn’t want to die either.”

…

Noticing the commotion, passersby gradually gathered to watch. The police officers patrolling nearby also arrived at this moment. After understanding the situation, they took Che Xingde into custody.

The police officers offered to take Sang Yan to the hospital and take his statement along the way.

Sang Yan cooperated but asked them to wait a moment. He returned to his car, intending to get his car keys and phone, but after searching, he couldn’t find his phone. He raised an eyebrow slightly, not too concerned, and turned to get into the police car.

On the way, the police officers helped him treat his wounds while asking about the general situation.

Sang Yan’s wounds were still bleeding, he covered his stomach and calmly answered.

After a while, they were about to reach the city hospital.

The police officer asked again: “Your relationship with the suspect–“

Before he could finish, Sang Yan suddenly interrupted, asking: “What time is it now?”

Police officer: “It’s about 8:40, why?”

Hearing this time, Sang Yan paused, then turned to ask: “Excuse me, could I borrow your phone?”

–

At this time, the roads in the Shang’an area were still somewhat congested.

As time passed, Wen Yifan’s anxiety grew. She wiped her tears with the back of her hand, put Sang Yan’s phone and voice recorder back in her bag, and asked: “Driver, how much longer will we be stuck?”

The driver replied: “It’ll be better once we pass this stretch of road.”

Wen Yifan was about to ask more when suddenly her phone rang. She lowered her head and took out her phone from her pocket.

The missed call was from an unknown number in Nanwu.

Her breath caught, a guess forming in her mind, and she immediately answered.

As she expected.

Sang Yan’s voice came through instantly: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Hearing his voice, Wen Yifan’s tense emotions finally relaxed. She pressed her lips together hard, directly asking about his condition, her voice still carrying a slight nasal tone: “Are you okay? Where are you hurt?”

It was obvious she knew, so Sang Yan didn’t try to make excuses: “It’s nothing, just a scratch on my hand.”

Wen Yifan didn’t believe him at all, sniffling: “I saw a lot of blood.”

“That’s probably Che Xingde’s, I’m fine,” Sang Yan said lazily. “Alright, really, it’s nothing. Wen Shuangjiang, go home by yourself today. I still need to give a statement, I won’t be back that soon.”

Wen Yifan said softly: “I’m coming to find you.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan was silent for a few seconds, seeming to sigh as if unable to hide it anymore: “Fine, then hail a cab. Come to the emergency department of the city hospital.”

…

When Wen Yifan arrived at the emergency department, Sang Yan’s wounds had already been stitched. The hospital wasn’t very crowded at this time, and two police officers were standing beside him, seemingly asking him questions.

She quickly walked up to Sang Yan, staring at the wound on his arm.

Sang Yan turned his head: “You got here pretty fast.”

Wen Yifan’s face was expressionless as she turned to greet the two police officers. Then, the officers proactively said: “That should be about it, if we have any more questions later, we’ll contact you again.”

Sang Yan looked at them and nodded: “Mm, thank you for your hard work.”

After the two police officers left.

Wen Yifan stared at Sang Yan again. His complexion was paler than usual, his originally light lips now completely bloodless, his whole person looking somewhat sickly. She lowered her eyes and said slowly: “Just a scratch.”

“…”

“And then six stitches.”

Sang Yan glanced up at her, no longer trying to explain, patiently waiting for her previously mentioned anger and scolding. He leaned back in the chair, the anesthetic on his hand not yet worn off, habitually raising his other hand to hold hers.

After a moment of silence.

Instead of her anger, Sang Yan saw her eyes redden, tears starting to fall drop by drop.

“…” Sang Yan was stunned, “Wait, I haven’t even scared you yet, why are you crying?”

Wen Yifan sat down next to him, trying to suppress the tremor in her voice and calm herself. She wiped away her tears again and asked: “Why did you go to catch him?”

Sang Yan found it amusing: “Did I do something wrong?”

“You should have just called the police when you saw him,” Wen Yifan’s tone was a bit harsh, “You didn’t need to do anything extra.”

Sang Yan patiently said: “But he would have run away.”

“So what if he ran, what if he did run away,” Wen Yifan was getting angry with him now, “Even if he ran away, it has nothing to do with you, why did you get involved? You think you’re the only one who can be a hero!”

Silence fell.

After being scolded like this, Sang Yan wasn’t angry, he just looked down at her, “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t like you being like this…” Wen Yifan lowered her head, choking up as she spoke, “Can you not get involved in these things, can you not make me regret telling you… Can’t you just go to work normally every day, come home normally, and then meet me safe and sound…”

Wen Yifan didn’t care about anything else anymore.

Even if she despised Che Xingde.

Even if she wished he would rot in jail for life.

But those thoughts couldn’t compare to even a fraction of Sang Yan.

— Silence.

“How am I not safe?” After a few seconds, Sang Yan laughed instead, drawling, “You can cry directly in front of me now, didn’t you used to hide before?”

Wen Yifan still maintained her original posture, not moving.

“Wen Shuangjiang, why are you unhappy?” Sang Yan pinched her fingertips, neither too hard nor too soft, “Che Xingde has been caught, your aunt has paid the price, and that girl can finally have justice.”

“…”

“And,” Sang Yan said slowly, “This time, I protected you.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan immediately looked at him, her eyes still red.

Their eyes met.

Frozen in that moment.

“I actually cared a lot, cared too much, about not bothering you when you said not to back then,” Sang Yan’s eyes were pure black, his Adam’s apple bobbing slightly, “What was the point of me, a grown man, being so concerned about face?”

Wen Yifan’s lips moved.

Before she could speak, Sang Yan tugged at the corner of his mouth and continued: “Why hold onto such a trivial matter for so many years?”

Back then, they were young and impulsive.

When loving someone, one could pour out their heart and bow their head repeatedly. But they could also be easily crushed by her words, from then on not taking a single step into her world, ending things decisively.

Knowing he couldn’t forget.

Knowing he was still waiting hopelessly.

Yet for the sake of dignity and pride, never again became the one to take initiative.

In those long two years.

He only knew that he was the humble one in the relationship, never noticing her emotional distress, never catching her well-hidden pain and despair.

Never trying to rescue her.

Wen Yifan stammered: “It was my problem to begin with.”

“What does it have to do with you?” Sang Yan raised his hand, gently wiping the corner of her eye, “It’s the problem of that scum Che Xingde.”

“…”

“Can you be happy for me?” Sang Yan smiled, “I put that scum behind bars.”

It was me who personally caught your shadow.

From now on.

There will only be light left in your world.

–

As if she had taken it in, after a long while, Wen Yifan finally looked away. She stared at her own hands, her head lowered, tears still falling, as if they would never stop.

Sang Yan leaned in to watch her cry, his eyes slightly narrowed: “Wait, I’m the one in pain from the stitches, why are you crying?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan glanced at his arm again, and her tears fell even harder.

“…”

Sang Yan was completely unskilled at comforting people and somehow felt like he was the one who had made her cry. He was a bit frustrated and carefully wiped away her tears: “Okay, okay, okay, I’m not in pain, damn it.”

Wen Yifan sniffled.

Several more seconds passed.

Sang Yan stared at her reddened eyes, his voice very soft, barely audible as he comforted her.

“Don’t cry anymore.”

The emergency department was quiet.

Wen Yifan wiped away her tears with the back of her hand, forcing herself to stop crying.

Seeing this, Sang Yan finally sighed in relief, then suddenly remembered something: “Wen Shuangjiang, what’s wrong with you?”

She responded softly: “Hm?”

Sang Yan: “Not going to report to me? Weren’t you following this news?”

Wen Yifan glanced at him: “I’m not in the mood.”

Sang Yan put his arm on the back of her chair, his fingers lightly tapping, leisurely bringing up old accounts: “How come you’re not? When my house burned down before, weren’t you happily doing a report?”

“…” Wen Yifan looked at his wound again, muttering, “The situation is different.”

Sang Yan chuckled to himself for a while: “Alright, let’s go home.”

The two got up and left the department.

Wen Yifan was led by him as they walked forward, thinking of his injury, she couldn’t help but say: “Sang Yan.”

“What?”

“How unfortunate you are,” Wen Yifan sighed, “to have met me in this life.”

Sang Yan turned back: “How am I unfortunate?”

“You’re always encountering bad things.” Saying this, Wen Yifan thought for a moment, “Did you do something to wrong me in your past life, like–“

“Like what?”

“Maybe I was single until I was old in my past life, and finally an old man took a liking to me, but on our wedding night, the old man eloped with you,” Wen Yifan reasonably guessed. “So in this life, I’m here to give you trouble.”

Sang Yan was silent for a few seconds, then suddenly laughed: “Are you giving an example, or hinting at something?”

Wen Yifan looked up, a beat behind: “Huh?”

“Alright,” Sang Yan took it as an example, raising an eyebrow, “Then I’ve paid my debt, so be good to me in this life.”

“What debt?”

“Didn’t I owe you a man?”

“…”

“In this life, I’m repaying you with myself,” Sang Yan lifted his eyelids, using his fingertip to hook her palm, as if tickling her. “How’s that?”
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His tone seemed questioning, but it sounded no different from a notification.

Wen Yifan tilted her head, staring at his noble and proud demeanor. The lingering panic gradually dissipated. She gripped his fingers tightly, her lips curving into a smile. “It’s fine, I suppose.”

Sang Yan looked over. “What?”

“But,” Wen Yifan held back a laugh, “don’t you owe me an old man?”

“…”

A few seconds of silence passed.

Sang Yan calmly averted his gaze, his voice slow and leisurely: “Then let’s keep it as a debt for now.”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

The hospital corridor was quiet and bright.

The man’s arm was wrapped in gauze, and his black T-shirt was slightly smudged with dust, yet he didn’t look disheveled at all. He was tall and slender, with sharp and cold features, but they seemed to soften a bit in front of her.

“I’ll repay you in fifty years.”

…

The two went downstairs to get the medicine.

Wen Yifan took the various documents from Sang Yan’s hand and looked at them carefully. When she saw a particular form, her gaze paused, and she suddenly asked, “You’re injured on your waist too?”

“Ah.” Sang Yan just remembered, “Just a bit of broken skin, no stitches needed.”

“…”

Wen Yifan’s gaze fixed on him, looking at him directly, and she inexplicably became a bit annoyed: “What are the doctor’s instructions? Did you listen?”

Sang Yan casually said, “Come back for a dressing change in a week, remove stitches in two weeks.”

Wen Yifan: “Is there anything you should avoid eating?”

“No, just eat as usual.” Sang Yan maintained an aloof attitude throughout as if the person who had just lost so much blood wasn’t him. “It’s just a minor injury, no need for such meticulous care.”

“…” Wen Yifan pressed her lips tightly and looked away, “I’d better check myself.”

Hearing her tone, Sang Yan paused, then said meaningfully: “Wen Shuangjiang, you’re quite sharp with me now.”

Wen Yifan didn’t look at him, took the medicine given by the pharmacist, confirmed the daily dosage, then turned back to him and said: “Oh, am I sharp?”

Sang Yan lowered his eyes.

Wen Yifan grabbed his wrist and walked forward: “I was afraid you wouldn’t notice.”

“…”

Sang Yan found her behavior quite fresh and allowed her to drag him along: “No temper, why are you so fierce today?”

Wen Yifan said stiffly: “I told you I’d be angry.”

The implication was clear.

She had warned him earlier, and if he still made the same mistake, he’d have to bear her “sharpness.”

“Didn’t you just scold me earlier,” Sang Yan seemed to be trying to put himself in a pitiful position, but his tone was particularly provocative, “Didn’t we just make up? Why are you settling scores again?”

Wen Yifan changed quickly: “I didn’t make up with you.”

Sang Yan followed behind her, quiet for a few seconds, then suddenly chuckled softly.

His laughter was like pouring oil on the fire. Wen Yifan’s lips pressed into an even straighter line, feeling that he didn’t understand the seriousness of the problem at all. She didn’t want to say another word to him.

After leaving the hospital, Wen Yifan hailed a cab and asked the driver to head back to Shang’an.

On the way.

Wen Yifan was engrossed in her phone, searching for precautions after stitching knife wounds. Her features were naturally sharp, and now with her stern face and silence, she looked even colder.

Sang Yan leaned beside her, watching her actions: “So how can I make up with you?”

Wen Yifan didn’t even look up: “When your wound heals.”

“…” Sang Yan almost choked, doubting his ears, “Wait, Wen Shuangjiang. When you were injured, how did I treat you like an ancestor? How come when it’s my turn, I get this treatment?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan glanced at him: “When did you ever treat me like that?”

He always scared people with his stern face.

“I didn’t? Fine.” Sang Yan curled his lips, starting to show weakness, “Then you treat me like that.”

Wen Yifan ignored him.

Sang Yan chuckled again, saying provocatively: “I’m in so much pain.”

“…”

Wen Yifan didn’t soften at all, continuing to search for how to remove scars after stitching.

Glimpsing the content on her screen, Sang Yan was genuinely puzzled. He reached out to take her phone: “What scar removal? Stop searching. What’s wrong with a big man like me having a scar?”

Wen Yifan’s hand was left empty.

Following this action, she looked at Sang Yan again. Staring at his leisurely appearance, she resisted the urge to pinch his face and deliberately provoked him: “You’ll be ugly with a scar.”

“…”

“Then you’ll have to step down,” fearing he didn’t understand, Wen Yifan reminded him, “Top card.”

Sang Yan’s brow furrowed slightly: “My face is fine, isn’t it?”

Wen Yifan: “This affects it too.”

“Isn’t this good?” Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, saying lazily, “I have a family now, I should reform.”

“No way.” Wen Yifan was afraid he didn’t take this matter seriously at all and might get such serious injuries again in the future, “If you retire and are no longer the ‘fallen street top card,’ then I’ll lose face.”

“…”

–

The car drove back to the alley near Nanwu Broadcasting.

They got out of the car. Wen Yifan took the car keys and walked back to Sang Yan’s car, getting into the driver’s seat. Worried that Sang Yan might aggravate his wound, she leaned over to help him fasten his seatbelt first.

Sang Yan sat quietly in place, looking at her still tense face, his lips curving slightly.

Wen Yifan rarely got angry, always appearing good-tempered and unconcerned about anything in others’ eyes. Occasionally, when upset by his words, her mood would change in an instant.

As if nothing could affect her mood.

So at this moment, Sang Yan felt like he had developed a masochistic tendency.

Seeing her get angry with him because of his injury, becoming unrestrained in front of him, no longer as cautious as before, he felt quite good.

After fastening the seatbelt, Wen Yifan didn’t hurry to move back but gently started to lift his shirt.

“…” Sang Yan paused, “What are you doing?”

Wen Yifan’s actions didn’t stop until she saw the gauze on his waist and the blood slightly seeping through it. She stared at it for a few seconds before letting go and sitting back straight.

She silently started to fasten her seatbelt.

“Done?” Sang Yan said nonchalantly, “Don’t want to touch it?”

Wen Yifan didn’t joke with him, but she also stopped sulking. She sat in silence for a long while before muttering almost inaudibly: “We’ll talk when we get back.”

“…”

It was nearly eleven o’clock when they got home.

Sang Yan habitually sat on the sofa. Soon after, Wen Yifan also sat down beside him and started lifting his shirt again, as if looking for other wounds.

He drooped his eyelids, leaning against the backrest, allowing her to fuss over him.

After a good while, Wen Yifan finally stopped, poured a glass of water, and put it in his hand: “Have you had dinner?”

Sang Yan took it and drank a few sips: “Mm.”

Wen Yifan asked again: “Are you hungry?”

“Not hungry.”

She fired off a string of questions, and Sang Yan looked at her, answering each one. When she finally ran out of things to ask, Wen Yifan remembered something: “Oh right, your phone is in my bag, someone picked it up.”

Sang Yan made a sound of acknowledgment.

As she spoke, Wen Yifan half-rose to grab her bag took out the phone, and put it on the table: “The screen is cracked, but it still works. You should call your boss first and ask for a few days off to rest.”

Sang Yan: “Alright, aren’t you sleepy? Go to bed first.”

Wen Yifan shook her head.

Sang Yan glanced at the time: “I’ll take a shower first.”

Wen Yifan frowned: “You can’t get wet.”

“I know.” Sang Yan stood up, ruffling her hair forcefully, “I’ll just wipe myself down.”

“Oh.”

Sang Yan had just reached the bedroom door when he noticed Wen Yifan had followed him. He opened the door and walked into the room, and she followed. He walked to the wardrobe, and she followed.

Wherever he went, she followed.

He was like he had grown a tail.

Sang Yan rummaged through the wardrobe, then turned and left the room, walking towards the balcony. He could still hear Wen Yifan’s footsteps behind him, so he turned back and called out to her: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan responded: “Hm?”

Sang Yan found it amusing: “How long are you going to stick to me?”

“I want to see,” although her main thought was indeed to stay with him, Wen Yifan didn’t admit it. She blinked, her voice gentle and warm, “If there’s anything I can help you with.”

Sang Yan stopped in his tracks, his fingertips sliding up her arm, his words tinged with flirtation.

“Didn’t I just tell you I was going to take a shower?”

“…”

He lowered his voice, full of suggestive meaning: “So what do you want to help me with?”

Silence fell.

Wen Yifan’s expression remained unchanged as she stared at him.

Help him with what?

Oh.

Shower.

“…”

Shower!!!

Fine.

It’s just a shower!!!

What if he gets wet otherwise!!!

After a long while, Wen Yifan, having steeled herself mentally, slowly uttered: “That’s fine too.”

“…”

Sang Yan was utterly speechless, now truly feeling that Che Xingde would find a place to stab him. He withdrew his hand, looked at her for a good while, then turned away mercilessly: “Who said it’s fine, go to sleep quickly.”

With that, he stopped talking to her, went to the balcony to get his clothes, and entered the bathroom.

Avoiding his wound, Sang Yan took off his shirt and threw it into the nearby bucket. Then, he unbuckled his belt.

At this moment, the bathroom doorknob was turned from the outside.

Sang Yan’s movements paused.

After they started living together, they always used separate bathrooms. Wen Yifan always used the master bedroom’s bathroom and had never entered this one. So Sang Yan never had the habit of locking the door when showering or doing anything else.

The next moment, the door was pushed open.

Wen Yifan walked in calmly and closed the door: “I’m going to help you shower.”

“…”

Sang Yan laughed in exasperation.

This time it was an imperative statement.

It’s I will.

Not I want to.

Sang Yan pulled out his belt and hung it aside, then made no further moves. He leaned against the washbasin, his expression casual yet somewhat challenging: “Fine, go ahead.”

“…”

Since Sang Yan moved in, this was the first time Wen Yifan had entered this bathroom.

Now Sang Yan was bare-chested, with small circles of gauze around his waist and left arm. His hair was pure black, his complexion paler than usual, adding a touch of sickness and asceticism to his appearance.

Wen Yifan hesitantly picked up a nearby towel, turned on the faucet, and adjusted it to warm water.

She stole a glance at Sang Yan, suddenly realizing that he couldn’t wipe himself down at all right now, especially his back, and might even pull his wounds in the process.

That would be counterproductive.

Wen Yifan washed the towel, wrung it out, and began to carefully wipe from his Adam’s apple to his chest, then to his abdomen. She tried hard to focus solely on the task, not thinking about anything else, treating the man in front of her as if he were just a wall.

The bathroom was excessively quiet.

Neither of them engaged in any other conversation.

As she wiped for the second time, Wen Yifan saw his Adam’s apple bob up and down a few times.

The next moment, Sang Yan lazily called out to her: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan looked up: “Hm?”

Sang Yan’s eyes were deep, filled with very obvious desire.

“I’m hard.”

“…”

Wen Yifan licked her lips, pretending not to hear, and lowered her head again, speeding up this round. After wiping his upper body once more, she rinsed the towel clean and said softly: “Then you can rinse yourself–“

Noticing a certain part of his body, Wen Yifan strangely couldn’t say the words “lower body,” so she calmly changed her wording: “–legs, and then get ready for bed?”

Sang Yan was still leaning in his original position, the lust in his eyes not diminishing at all.

“Going to bed already?”

“Hm?” For some reason, Wen Yifan felt inexplicably guilty, “What’s wrong?”

“Wen Shuangjiang,” Sang Yan’s entire body had been touched by her, but the sensation was fleeting, like a long torture, “You think I’m incapable because of my waist injury, right?”

Wen Yifan blurted out: “Isn’t that true?”

“…”

The small bathroom fell silent again.

After several seconds, Sang Yan looked at her, smiling instead of getting angry: “But don’t I still have you?”

“…”

Sang Yan slowly, extremely shamelessly, finished his sentence.

“Come over here and let me kiss you.”
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As he finished speaking, Wen Yifan’s gaze lowered. She paused for a few seconds, thinking seriously, then stepped back, slowly hanging the towel in its original place.

She glanced at the bandage on Sang Yan’s arm.

At this moment, Wen Yifan felt strange, like maybe she was being too forward. She thought about how to politely say no and decided to joke about herself too.

“I’m not very good at helping, either.”

Sang Yan was half-leaning against the sink, looking down. The bathroom was bright, the space small, and they were standing close to each other, which made things feel a bit awkward.

Wen Yifan found an excuse: “It’s late, I should go take a shower.”

She had just taken two steps.

Sang Yan gently caught her wrist, pulling her back. Surprised, her first thought was to be careful of his injury, her hand instinctively reaching out to steady herself on the counter nearby.

“What are you thinking?” Sang Yan looked at her with a playful smile. “I just wanted to talk for a minute.”

“…”

“Just talk for a while,” Sang Yan said softly, his tone teasing. “Is that okay?”

Wen Yifan made a small sound as if Sang Yan’s words had convinced her. After a few seconds of silence, she squeezed out: “…That’s fine.”

He raised an eyebrow slightly, staying where he was without moving.

A moment later.

Sang Yan took her hand gently. Before she understood what was happening, Wen Yifan had already risen to her tiptoes.

Sang Yan leaned forward and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek.

Noticing her surprise, Sang Yan put his hand on her shoulder to steady her.

“–Otherwise I can’t reach.”

…

Back in her room, when she checked her phone again, Wen Yifan noticed that Qian Weihua had called her two hours ago. She immediately opened WeChat, wanting to apologize and explain.

But Qian Weihua seemed to understand, sending her a message: [I’ll take Da Zhuang to the scene. You go to the hospital first. We’ve talked to witnesses, it doesn’t seem too serious.]

Fu Zhuang also sent a message: [Sis, take good care of Brother Sang Yan. I’ll handle things for you!!!]

Fu Zhuang: [I heard from the police that Brother Sang Yan was still really energetic after getting hurt, looking like he could still run a marathon, so don’t worry too much.]

Reading these words, Wen Yifan couldn’t help but smile. She replied to each message, apologizing and thanking them, before finally putting down her phone and lying on the bed.

Wen Yifan was slow to recognize her feelings.

Since joining “Convey,” she hadn’t felt much about this team, only thinking it was better than her previous workplace. Although the workload was still more than before, she always felt more relaxed than when working at Yihe Broadcasting.

But at this moment.

Wen Yifan suddenly realized that she liked this team quite a lot.

Lost in her thoughts, Wen Yifan’s mind wandered from one thing to another, then back again. After some time, she remembered what had happened in the bathroom earlier.

And Sang Yan’s words.

— “Just talk for a while.”

That’s what he said.

Just talk for a while.

Wen Yifan’s ears turned pink, and she got up somewhat embarrassed to take a shower. She looked at herself in the mirror, her mind quickly filling with thoughts of what had happened.

The sweet moment they’d shared.

Time passed.

The nice-smelling bathroom felt peaceful and warm.

“Come here.” Seeing she was about to step back, Sang Yan caught her hand gently, his voice soft, “Let me help you wash your hands.”

–

Because of his injury, Sang Yan took a week off to rest at home.

Wen Yifan still had to go to work as usual, working on the report about Che Xingde’s case. She tried to make time, getting up early every day to make breakfast for Sang Yan, checking on him once at noon, and asking what he wanted for dinner before coming home in the evening.

Like taking care of a family member.

Sang Yan was enjoying it.

But after only three days of being treated like royalty, Sang Yan began to feel that all this back-and-forth was tiring her out. Plus, his injury didn’t affect normal life, so he quickly returned to work.

Under the director’s urgent requests, Wen Yifan started working late every day again, meeting with police and experts, going between the police station and the scene. The talks with the suspect’s family were being handled by another colleague.

After Che Xingde was arrested, the police looked into his past. After many questions, and with evidence found on Guo Ling, he finally admitted to the crime, confessing to everything he had done.

Four years ago, on that night.

Che Xingde was called by Che Yanqin to help at the food stall. As he was walking to get there, he ran into Guo Ling in a quiet alley. He recognized this girl, remembering that she was always quiet and shy, seeming weak and helpless.

He did something terrible to her.

After what happened.

Che Xingde thought Guo Ling wouldn’t tell anyone. But she reached for her phone, crying and trying to call the police.

He threatened her with mean words.

But Guo Ling didn’t give in, insisting on calling the police. She seemed to have support, someone she trusted, and even though she was in pain, she still managed to say: “I’m going to tell my dad, he will stop you…”

Finally, in a panic, Che Xingde accidentally hurt Guo Ling very badly.

Afterward, he found Che Yanqin, who was nearby, to help. Che Yanqin had raised Che Xingde since they were little, was very forgiving of her brother, and would do anything he asked.

So even though she was scared and angry, she didn’t want to see him go to jail and felt she had to help him. The two used a large black plastic bag from the store to wrap Guo Ling, then wrapped it in several more layers, and put it in a suitcase.

The siblings never told anyone about this.

They thought no one would find out.

…

Typing the last word of the news article, Wen Yifan checked it once and sent it to the editor.

The editing room was quiet and normal. Looking at the screen, Wen Yifan was a bit distracted, strangely remembering herself from years ago, stuck in Chen Xi’s house.

Hearing Aunt Chen say that Che Xingde had been released, what was she thinking at that moment?

Wen Yifan couldn’t remember clearly.

But right now, Wen Yifan wanted to go back to the past, back to that younger version of herself. She wanted to pat that girl’s head, to tell her that everything she did was right.

No matter what happened after, this was not something to be ashamed of.

Don’t let bad people make you think you’ve done something wrong.

It’s okay.

The person you care about will also think you’re very brave.

He will thank you.

For protecting his friend.

–

This report was shown on the morning program the next day.

Just before leaving work that day, Wen Yifan received a call from Guo Ling’s father. Since coming back to Nanwu, she had received several calls from him, all giving information and asking about various things.

Perhaps having seen the news, this time he was calling to thank her.

After hanging up, Wen Yifan sat there thinking for a while before packing up and leaving the company. She went to the parking lot to find Sang Yan’s car, got into the driver’s seat, and drove toward his company.

During this time, their roles had completely switched.

Worried that it might not be safe for Sang Yan to drive with his injury, Wen Yifan started driving him to and from work every day.

When Wen Yifan arrived at Sang Yan’s company, she saw him just coming out, with Zheng Kejia beside him, seemingly talking about something. Soon after, Sang Yan walked over and got into the car.

She turned her head, looking straight at him.

Sang Yan didn’t notice her gaze, fastened his seatbelt, and said directly: “Wen Shuangjiang, your stepsister just asked me to tell you to visit her home when you have time.”

“…”

Wen Yifan hadn’t expected this, just made an “oh” sound, without saying anything more.

Sang Yan glanced at her: “Do you want to go?”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “I don’t plan to.”

Sang Yan didn’t say anything else.

They got off work early today, and she remembered Fu Zhuang mentioning a food festival at a nearby square.

After asking Sang Yan’s opinion, Wen Yifan drove the car to that area and found a parking spot. After getting out of the car, she held his hand and calculated the time: “Isn’t it time to remove your bandage tomorrow?”

Sang Yan made a light sound of agreement.

“I happen to have a day off tomorrow, I can go with you.” Wen Yifan’s voice was gentle, her speech slow, as she began to share her day with him, “Sang Yan, I received another call from Guo Ling’s father today.”

The food festival had just started a few days ago, and the square was crowded with people.

Sang Yan looked at the road, guiding her to avoid pedestrians: “What did he say?”

“He said thank you for reporting truthfully, and for being so caring, something like that.” Saying this, Wen Yifan felt a bit embarrassed for some reason, “But isn’t this all just my job?”

Sang Yan casually said: “It’s your job, but you can still be praised for doing it well.”

Wen Yifan paused slightly, was silent for a while, then said: “Actually, I didn’t like being a reporter before.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan turned his head: “Hm?”

Thinking for a moment, Wen Yifan corrected herself: “It’s not about the job itself. At that time, I just felt that except for dancing, doing anything else seemed the same.”

Hearing her mention this for the first time, Sang Yan just looked at her without speaking.

“There’s one thing I didn’t tell you,” mentioning this, Wen Yifan blinked, feeling calm compared to how she felt back then, “I switched to cultural studies in my second year of high school, not because I couldn’t dance anymore, but because my stepfather thought it was too expensive, so my mom told me to stop dancing.”

“…”

Sang Yan was surprised, seeming to have never thought of this reason, not knowing what to say.

“At that time, after giving up, I never thought about it again. Because I’m not very good at standing up for myself.” Wen Yifan said, “After that, everything I did felt boring.”

Sang Yan stopped walking and asked her: “Do you still want to dance?”

“If it were a few years earlier, I probably would have wanted to.” Wen Yifan gave a serious answer, then smiled, “But yesterday I finished writing the news article about Che Xingde’s case, and today I received a call from Guo Ling’s father–“

“…”

Wen Yifan’s eyes curved into a smile: “I suddenly realized that I like being a news reporter too.”

It turns out that dreams can change without you noticing.

Before, she thought she was only good at dancing, so after losing her chance to go further with it, she felt she had no other talents. She only lived under that shadow, unwilling to accept anything else.

Feeling that just getting by in life was fine too.

Noticing that she was truly happy, Sang Yan lowered his eyelashes and said softly: “It’s good that you like it.”

After two seconds, he added: “In the future, you can dance just for fun with friends, that’s good too.”

“…”

Wen Yifan immediately looked at him, was quiet for a moment, then couldn’t help but laugh: “Sang Yan, did you used to like watching me dance?”

“…” Sang Yan blinked, and was honest, “Just realized?”

“But I can’t dance now.”

“So what,” Sang Yan didn’t care at all, his tone confident, “I like you for many other reasons too.”

…

The two wandered around inside for a while.

Wen Yifan preferred simple foods, not even liking sweet drinks, with water being her most common choice. She wasn’t interested in any of the snacks inside and didn’t let Sang Yan eat either, worried it might affect his injury.

In the end, Wen Yifan only bought a bag of handmade candy from a small stall.

Wen Yifan opened the bag, took out a piece, and offered it to Sang Yan: “Do you want to try one?”

Sang Yan had no interest in such sweet things, glanced at them, and shook his head: “No.”

“Oh.” Wen Yifan knew his taste. She put the candy in her mouth, tasted it, and recommended it to him, “It’s not that sweet, more milky, do you want to try it?”

As she spoke, she reached into the bag for another piece.

Sang Yan said with a smile: “Alright, I’ll try.”

“Then–” Wen Yifan looked up, her words not yet finished, when she saw him watching her with a mischievous look. The next second, he leaned forward quickly and gave her a surprise peck on the lips.

“…”

Wen Yifan still held the candy in her hand, a bit stunned.

“Fine, I was being silly.” Sang Yan smiled at her surprised face and said, “Isn’t this better than candy?”
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Wen Yifan hadn’t fully processed what had just happened, the lingering sweetness of the candy still in her mouth. She wanted to ask why he had eaten the candy from her mouth when there were so many left in the bag, but his words immediately diverted her attention.

“Was it sweet?” Sang Yan asked, his eyelashes lowering as he slightly raised the tail of his eyebrow.

Wanting to confirm, Wen Yifan popped another candy into her mouth and tasted it. “I think it’s just okay,” she said.

“…”

“Would it be better if you chewed it?” Wen Yifan looked up and suggested, “This is nougat. If you chew it, the milk flavor should be stronger, and it might not be as sweet.”

“…” Sang Yan sometimes truly felt like he was flirting with a stone. He seemed somewhat speechless and gently reminded her, “That doesn’t have much to do with whether I chew it or not, understand?”

“But it does taste better when you chew it,” Wen Yifan insisted, holding another piece to his lips. “Are you sure you don’t want to try?”

After staring at her for a few seconds, Sang Yan didn’t argue this time and obediently opened his mouth to take a bite.

Seeing that he didn’t seem to dislike the taste, Wen Yifan’s lips curved into a smile. She popped another piece into her mouth, feeling that it was indeed quite tasty, before sealing the bag.

The couple left the square and headed towards the parking lot.

The crowd thinned from dense to sparse as they moved from a bright and lively place to a dim and quiet street. Wen Yifan held Sang Yan’s hand as they walked past a car where a couple was being affectionate.

Her gaze lingered for a moment, reminding her of how Sang Yan had taken the candy from her mouth earlier.

Suddenly realizing something, Wen Yifan stopped in her tracks.

Sang Yan turned his head, “What’s wrong?”

“I just realized what you meant earlier,” Wen Yifan paused, then bluntly described what had happened, “Was the candy you ate from my mouth quite sweet?”

“…”

The quiet street was filled with the sound of late autumn wind rustling in their ears.

Their eyes met.

Wen Yifan now felt that her earlier reaction had been too cold and uninteresting. She suddenly lowered her head, opened the bag again, and took out another piece of candy. This time, without asking for Sang Yan’s opinion, she directly pushed it into his mouth, her action somewhat forceful.

“…” Sang Yan, caught off guard, felt a slight pain as the candy hit his teeth.

In the next moment, Wen Yifan grabbed his collar and pulled him down. She bit his lip and pushed past his teeth. She wasn’t very skilled at this, her movements more clumsy than his, and the process seemed slower.

This continued for quite a while.

Noticing her difficulty, Sang Yan bent down, using the tip of his tongue to push the candy slowly into her mouth. Wen Yifan caught it, and only after eating the candy did she step back, once again meeting his dark eyes.

“Oh,” Wen Yifan said calmly, “It is quite sweet.”

…

Back in the car, as Wen Yifan leaned over to fasten Sang Yan’s seatbelt as usual, she noticed he was still smiling. Her expression froze, and she couldn’t help but ask, “What are you smiling about?”

Sang Yan turned his head, the dimple at the corner of his lips shallow as he said, “Wen Shuangjiang, let me tell you something.”

Wen Yifan: “What?”

Sang Yan pressed his teeth together, still feeling a bit numb. His expression carried a hint of arrogance as if he thought he was a delicacy everyone was fighting over. He said haughtily, “Be gentler next time.”

“…” Wen Yifan was silent for a few seconds, truly not feeling she had used much force, “You’re quite—”

She managed to squeeze out two more words: “Delicate.”

Sang Yan, who usually thought of himself as a tough guy, shamelessly accepted the label this time.

“Indeed,” he said.

“…”

How come he’s suddenly willing to be a delicate flower now?

Wen Yifan started the car and changed the subject, casually mentioning, “I think I forgot to buy my car again.”

Wen Yifan had been busy with work during the National Day holiday, and then Sang Yan got injured, causing her to forget about this matter. She thought for a moment and asked, “Would it be cheaper to buy before the Spring Festival?”

“Let’s do it after the Spring Festival,” Sang Yan had remembered this before, but with so many recent events, he had forgotten to remind her, “I’ll go with you then.”

Wen Yifan nodded. Just as they reached a red light and she stopped the car, she remembered something else: “Oh right, the landlord told me earlier that they want to reclaim the house and asked us to move out before March next year.”

“Next March…” Sang Yan pondered for a moment, then pretended to subtly ask for her opinion, “Shall we date for another half year?”

Wen Yifan was stunned: “Huh?”

Sang Yan’s smile deepened as he said lazily, “What ‘huh’? I’m asking you a question.”

“Isn’t everything fine?” Wen Yifan felt a sudden, unexpected sense of being dumped, her mood not as good as his. She felt a bit stifled, “Why suddenly only half a year more?”

What kind of partner selection criteria is this?

Does not living together mean breaking up?

“…”

Sang Yan’s brow twitched. Although his words were indeed a bit ambiguous, he hadn’t expected such a response. He pinched her face hard and clicked his tongue, “Speak human language.”

Noticing the light had turned green, Sang Yan released his hand.

Wen Yifan continued driving, gradually realizing what he meant. She had been startled earlier and now felt a bit annoyed, muttering, “Why have you been speaking so erratically lately?”

Sang Yan gave her a cool look.

Wen Yifan thought for a moment but didn’t know how long people usually dated before getting married. After pondering for a while without coming to any conclusion, she simply asked him, “I haven’t paid much attention to others. How long do people usually date before getting married?”

“Hmm?” Sang Yan said frivolously, “Usually a few weeks, I guess.”

“…”

Sang Yan continued casually, “We’re considered quite long already.”

“Oh.”

Wen Yifan withdrew her thoughts and pondered to herself for a while. She didn’t have a strong standard for this, feeling that whenever it felt right would be fine. But her current job wasn’t very stable, often requiring overtime work.

Although Sang Yan’s job was similar, it wasn’t as irregular as hers.

After some thought, Wen Yifan still wanted to wait until her work was more stable before considering this matter. She estimated a time in her mind, feeling it should be extended a bit: “Then—”

“Hmm?”

“Let’s date for another year or two?”

“…”

–

Although he hadn’t expected to get a result of extending the time, Sang Yan didn’t mind the timing, after all, it was bound to happen eventually. If this girl wanted to date longer, then they would.

After all, it would still be with him.

They chatted about a few more things, and then Sang Yan stopped disturbing her while she drove.

He leaned back in his seat, his eyelids drooping, feeling inexplicably drowsy. In this quiet moment, Sang Yan once again recalled Wen Yifan’s earlier mention of dance, and his mood gradually worsened because of it.

In high school, Sang Yan had only seen Wen Yifan cry twice.

Once was on that bus, and the other time, she was called in for a talk with her dance teacher.

Sang Yan didn’t know exactly what they had discussed, but he happened to see her coming out of the office at that time. He wanted to call out to her, but before he could, he saw her walking not towards the classroom, but towards another teaching building.

She looked extremely downcast.

Not knowing what she was going to do, Sang Yan hesitated for a moment before following her.

He saw Wen Yifan walk to the stairwell next to the reading room. At that time of day, there were no other people in that area. As if she had lost her soul, she walked down several floors and sat in a corner.

She didn’t make any sound.

After a long while, her shoulders trembled slightly, as if she was trying hard to hold back tears.

At that time, Sang Yan wasn’t quite sure what had happened, but he could guess that she might have been upset and felt helpless because her foot injury had affected her dancing.

Feeling that there was nothing she could do.

He could only sit quietly behind her, unable to say any words of comfort.

But today, Sang Yan finally knew the real reason for her tears.

The pain she had endured in high school.

It all seemed to have begun with that day as the prologue.

On that day, his Shuangjiang had her wings forcibly broken.

…

After driving the car back to the community, Wen Yifan was about to get out when she suddenly noticed Sang Yan’s absent-minded expression. She leaned over, waved her hand in front of his face, and asked, “What are you thinking about?”

Sang Yan came back to his senses and looked at her for a while: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

“Hmm?”

“I intend to walk with you all the way, that’s why I say these things to you,” Sang Yan met her eyes, his demeanor a far cry from his usual frivolity, unusually serious, “Except for wanting to find someone else, I support you in whatever else you want to do.”

“…”

“Don’t let yourself live a life of compromise, you understand? Your life is still long,” Sang Yan’s messy hair fell across his forehead as he turned his head to speak to her, “It’s never too late to do what you want.”

Wen Yifan instantly understood his words.

She moved her lips, wanting to say something, but at this moment, she couldn’t say anything.

It seemed that he didn’t necessarily need her to give any response. After speaking, Sang Yan rubbed her head forcefully: “Did you take it in?”

Wen Yifan nodded dumbly: “Mm.”

Sang Yan: “Alright, let’s go home then.”

After getting out of the car.

Wen Yifan took the initiative to hold his hand and said softly: “Sang Yan, what I just told you was all true.”

“Hmm?”

“I used to think that it was hard to talk about how my family didn’t let me continue dancing because they thought it was too expensive, so I lied to everyone,” Wen Yifan said, “But now I feel it doesn’t matter, that’s why I wanted to tell you voluntarily.”

Sang Yan squeezed her fingertips.

“I’m different now from how I was then. Back then, I felt very small and powerless about everything,” Wen Yifan said slowly, “I felt that arguing and speaking out were useless, so I simply remained silent.”

Because she had no support.

“But now I can do whatever I want, and I don’t have to watch other people’s faces anymore,” Wen Yifan said, “It’s like when my dad was alive because he supported me in whatever I wanted to do.”

She pursed her lips and added: “And now, I have you.”

She wasn’t sure when it began, but Wen Yifan was extremely certain that she once again had someone to rely on.

“I think being a news reporter is quite good now, I’ve put all my energy into this over the years, and I’m not very willing to give up being a reporter to do something else,” Wen Yifan thought for a moment, and smiled, “But I can be like you.”

Sang Yan’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he looked at her: “What do you mean?”

“Don’t you have a side job as a top host?” Wen Yifan said seriously, “If I want to continue dancing someday, I can make it my side job too.”

Sang Yan smiled: “That works too.”

The two walked over to wait for the elevator.

Wen Yifan faced him, half-leaning against the wall. In this quiet atmosphere, she inexplicably wanted to say something sentimental: “Sang Yan, do you think you might have been sent by my dad to be good to me?”

Sang Yan raised his eyelashes and denied it quickly: “No.”

“…”

After two seconds.

He added casually: “I volunteered.”
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Back home, Wen Yifan put the handmade candies in a box. The topic of moving had been directly sidetracked by Sang Yan’s words earlier, and although she thought about bringing it up again, she figured there was no rush since they still had several months.

As usual, Wen Yifan helped Sang Yan clean up before returning to her room.

It seemed Sang Yan hadn’t told his family about his injury. Over the past few days, Wen Yifan had heard him on the phone with his family a few times, mostly with them trying to get him to come home for a meal.

But Sang Yan kept making excuses because of his hand injury, to the point where his parents now seemed quite displeased with him.

Sang Yan didn’t seem to mind this.

It was as if he was long accustomed to such treatment.

Wen Yifan guessed that he probably wanted to wait until the weather cooled down in a while when he could wear outerwear to cover the wound before going back. She sat on the bed and casually flipped through her phone.

When she noticed a message from Zhao Yuandong, Wen Yifan was reminded of what Sang Yan had relayed from Zheng Kejia today.

She clicked into it.

She only glanced at the latest message.

[Shuangjiang, can Mom see you once?]

Wen Yifan stared at it for a long time, clicked on her profile picture, and hovered over the delete button for a few seconds. In the end, she sighed lightly and didn’t press it, exiting instead.

Her mind wandered, thinking about a jumble of things, quickly returning to tonight.

Before entering the elevator, Sang Yan’s last words.

— “I volunteered.”

Wen Yifan blinked lightly, that little bit of bad mood instantly replaced by this man. The corners of her lips curved up as she hugged a pillow to her chest and rolled over on the bed.

–

The next day, Wen Yifan accompanied Sang Yan to the hospital to change his dressing. His wound was healing well, with the edges aligning neatly and no signs of redness or swelling. The doctor asked him to come back for a follow-up in a week to decide whether to remove the stitches.

Wen Yifan calculated the time and realized it would be on her birthday.

It was still a Saturday, but this time Wen Yifan didn’t have a day off and had to work. However, a reporter’s work hours are quite flexible, so she got up early that day, accompanied Sang Yan to the hospital to have his stitches removed, and then went to the TV station to work with peace of mind.

In the afternoon, Wen Yifan had arranged to meet with a witness.

They agreed to meet at a coffee shop near the witness’s home.

After the interview, Wen Yifan thanked the person. Once they left, she faced her computer, organized her thoughts, and began writing. Just then, she heard her phone ring. She casually picked it up and unlocked the screen.

It was a message from Sang Yan.

Sang Yan: [Where are you?]

Wen Yifan sent him her location directly.

Sang Yan: [Off work?]

Wen Yifan: [Yeah, I’ll head home after I finish writing the article.]

Sang Yan: [I’ll come pick you up.]

Wen Yifan replied with an “okay” and continued writing. After typing the last word, she checked it over and then emailed the article to her editor. She sighed in relief, packed up her things, and walked out.

Just as she left the coffee shop, Wen Yifan bumped into a woman about her height.

Wen Yifan instinctively apologized and was about to walk around her when the woman grabbed her arm.

A familiar voice reached her ears.

“…Shuangjiang?”

Wen Yifan looked up and instantly met Zhao Yuandong’s somewhat haggard face. Her expression froze, completely unexpected to run into Zhao Yuandong by chance in a city as big as Nanwu. Zhao Yuandong looked even more awkward than before: “Did you come here to meet a friend?”

Wen Yifan smiled and replied concisely, “No, work.”

“Your Uncle Zheng and I just had dinner nearby,” Compared to their last meeting, Zhao Yuandong seemed to have lost quite a bit of weight, her cheeks sunken, “He’s gone back to the office to work overtime now, and I’m taking this route home.”

Wen Yifan nodded, not knowing what to say.

Just as she was thinking of an excuse to leave, Zhao Yuandong spoke again, her words carrying a hint of pleading: “Shuangjiang, today is your birthday. Can we talk?”

The two stood awkwardly outside the shop for a moment.

Wen Yifan compromised, her voice very soft: “I have something to do in a while, so we might not be able to talk for long.”

Zhao Yuandong hurriedly said: “Mom won’t take up too much of your time.”

The nearest place they could talk was the coffee shop Wen Yifan had just left. This time she chose a seat near the glass wall inside the store, half-listening to Zhao Yuandong while absentmindedly staring at the bustling road outside.

Over the years, the communication between mother and daughter had been pitifully scarce.

Their relationship was more awkward than that of strangers.

After several sentences of small talk, Zhao Yuandong carefully broached the main topic.

“Shuangjiang, do you know about what happened with your aunt and her brother?”

Wen Yifan made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Of course, you’re in the news…” Zhao Yuandong forced a smile, “I never thought Che Xingde was that kind of person. I originally thought he was just incompetent, I didn’t expect him to do such things.”

Wen Yifan picked up the water glass in front of her and took a sip.

The table fell silent for a moment.

Zhao Yuandong’s voice trembled as if she had been holding back for a long time before mustering the courage to ask: “Shuangjiang, at that time, he didn’t… do anything to you, did he…”

Wen Yifan silently looked at her for a while before saying: “How should I answer this question?”

Zhao Yuandong was instantly too ashamed to speak.

Wen Yifan said in a flat voice: “It’s been a long time anyway.”

“I…” Zhao Yuandong’s eyes reddened, her voice becoming choked, “Mom is sorry… I paid too little attention to you back then. I thought with your uncle watching, nothing would happen. It was my fault…”

Wen Yifan listened quietly.

Zhao Yuandong turned her head to wipe away tears: “Mom doesn’t dare ask for your forgiveness, just wants to see you occasionally, is that okay?”

Seeing her guilty and pained expression, Wen Yifan didn’t answer immediately. She lowered her eyelashes, tugged at the corner of her lips, and slowly spoke: “Actually, I never felt too upset about how Uncle and his family treated me.”

“…”

“Because I felt that raising me wasn’t their obligation,” Wen Yifan’s voice was very calm, “They did not need to be good to me.”

Zhao Yuandong moved her lips.

Before she could speak, Wen Yifan pressed her lips together and said: “But you, you made me feel very hurt.”

“…”

“You made me constantly doubt myself,” Wen Yifan murmured, “Why? Why is it like this?”

Why indeed.

Compared to me, my mother loves other people’s children more.

Where exactly am I lacking?

Did I do something wrong?

Am I not good enough?

Am I not worthy of being loved at all?

“Why is it that in this world, the mother who should love me the most,” Wen Yifan stared at the woman in front of her, her eyes reddening slightly, her words becoming uncontrollably heavy, “doesn’t love me at all?”

“…” Zhao Yuandong, still crying, immediately denied it, “No, it’s because…”

Her words stopped there.

Unable to explain further.

What else could it be because of?

“I know,” Wen Yifan composed herself, her expression quickly returning to normal, “It’s okay, you have a new family. You should think more about yourself.”

“…”

“I should have understood when you sent me to Grandma’s house,” Wen Yifan found it laughable, “When you repeatedly ignored my words, repeatedly neglected me for your new family, when I begged you for help, you still chose to cover your eyes.”

Wen Yifan repeated: “I should have understood.”

Zhao Yuandong just lowered her head, as if she felt too guilty to even cry.

Wen Yifan’s thoughts drifted, and she didn’t speak anymore. Looking at the thin, haggard woman in front of her, she suddenly remembered things from many years ago.

Before getting into Nanwu No.1 High School, Wen Yifan knew that Wen Liangzhe had fallen ill, to the point of needing surgery. But at that time, Wen Liangzhe told her it was just a minor illness, and that he would be fine after some rest and recuperation.

Wen Yifan had always believed everything Wen Liangzhe said.

She also remembered that afterward, Wen Liangzhe indeed maintained his previous gentle and spirited appearance.

Wen Yifan didn’t think much of it.

After starting high school, because Wen Liangzhe’s work location moved to another city, Wen Yifan saw him much less frequently. But she often received calls from her father and had no doubts about this.

She just missed him terribly, always urging him to come home soon during their phone calls.

She didn’t notice that his voice was becoming increasingly weak.

At that time, everyone thought she was still young.

Everyone kept Wen Liangzhe’s illness a secret from her.

Wen Yifan rushed to see Wen Liangzhe for the last time. He seemed completely unable to let go, his eyes full of guilt and pain as he struggled to tell her: “Dad’s Shuangjiang must grow up well.”

“Be happy every day, just like you are now.”

“Take good care of Mom, you’re her only support now.”

Wen Yifan cried as she agreed to each request. She didn’t hear if Wen Liangzhe had said anything to Zhao Yuandong, but she could guess it was probably similar.

For Zhao Yuandong to take good care of their only daughter.

— You are her only support.

That night.

Wen Liangzhe passed away.

After that, in less than three months.

One day after school, Wen Yifan was taken by Zhao Yuandong to meet her current stepfather, Zheng Huayuan. At the time, she couldn’t accept it at all, feeling it was absurd.

Wen Yifan didn’t mind Zhao Yuandong remarrying.

But it shouldn’t have been just three months after Wen Liangzhe’s death.

Zhao Yuandong explained to her that because Wen Liangzhe had been sick for a long time, she had been suffering greatly during that period. And Zheng Huayuan had been helping her, constantly comforting her.

In the end, because of Wen Yifan’s completely unyielding attitude, Zhao Yuandong reluctantly said: “I’m pregnant.”

“…”

After a long silence.

Wen Yifan asked her: “Did you have an affair?”

Zhao Yuandong denied it tearfully.

She said their relationship only developed after Wen Liangzhe passed away. She could never do anything to betray Wen Liangzhe, she just felt very tired and thought she couldn’t go on without someone to rely on.

In the end, Wen Yifan could only compromise.

She couldn’t forcefully demand that everyone should be like her, spending so much time mourning Wen Liangzhe.

Later, Zhao Yuandong lost that child. She had an accidental fall and miscarried.

Everything just continued to develop from there.

On the last day she saw Sang Yan in Beiyu, Wen Yifan suddenly didn’t want to stay in that place anymore. She returned to Chen Xi’s home, asked her to help collect her admission notice later, and then took the high-speed train back to Nanwu.

Wen Yifan knew that after that incident came out, Zhao Yuandong had come to Beiyu.

But Wen Yifan didn’t want to see her.

After arriving in Nanwu, Wen Yifan went to the Zheng family home based on her memory. She only asked Zhao Yuandong for the money Wen Liangzhe had left her, and finally said mechanically: “I will keep in touch with you.”

Because Dad wanted me to take good care of you.

“The only request,” Wen Yifan said, “is that you can’t give my contact information to Wen Liangxian’s family.”

They treated me that way.

Even if you don’t stand on my side, you should at least consider my feelings.

Zhao Yuandong agreed.

But when Wen Yifan returned to Nanwu and visited the Zheng family home for the first time, she met Che Yanqin. Zhao Yuandong seemed to have not taken her words to heart, still considering Che Yanqin as a “benefactor” who had taken care of Wen Yifan for many years.

…

Her thoughts were interrupted by the waiter bringing drinks. Wen Yifan came back to her senses and casually asked: “What was the reason Zheng Kejia wanted me to come back to your place? Did you tell her?”

Zhao Yuandong wiped her tears with a tissue, her expression gloomy: “She…”

“…”

“Your stepfather has someone outside,” After hesitating for a while, Zhao Yuandong said with a bitter smile, “We’ve argued a few times, and he told me he won’t do it again. Kejia probably wanted you to come and keep me company.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan paused: “Isn’t she enough to keep you company?”

Zhao Yuandong lowered her head, her tone carrying a hint of disappointment: “After all, they are biological father and daughter, but she still sides with her father…”

It was like history repeating itself.

What had happened to Wen Yifan back then was now being experienced by Zhao Yuandong.

— They were both not the ones firmly chosen.

Wen Yifan didn’t comment on this and didn’t want to interfere in Zhao Yuandong’s life. She checked the time on her phone and smiled: “For a while now, I’ve been considering how to handle our relationship. I’ve never deleted your contact information, always worried that if something happened to you, I wouldn’t know what to do if I didn’t know.”

After all, unlike others, they were blood-related mother and daughter, an extremely difficult relationship to sever.

Wen Yifan said self-mockingly: “But I seem to have overthought it — after all, during those years, you never cared about me either. And I still managed to get by.”

“…”

“Because I never talked to you about it, I always felt like there was a stone pressing on my heart,” Wen Yifan said, “But after meeting you today, I will delete all contact information related to you.”

Wen Yifan’s eyes were light in color but showed no softness. Her gentle voice carried a hint of cruelty: “I hope you can pretend that your daughter was already killed by Che Xingde on that night.”

Zhao Yuandong’s face turned pale.

Through the glass, at this moment, Wen Yifan saw Sang Yan’s figure. He was wearing a short-sleeved shirt and long pants, looking around as if searching for the location. He was holding a phone, tapped the screen a couple of times, then put it to his ear.

Wen Yifan’s gaze fixed on him, and after a few seconds, her phone on the table rang as she expected.

She answered.

Sang Yan said directly: “Still writing?”

Wen Yifan shouldered her bag and honestly said: “Finished.”

“Alright.” As he said this, Sang Yan also looked over, meeting her gaze through the transparent glass. He raised his eyebrows slightly and drawled, “Not coming out yet? What are you waiting for?”

Wen Yifan said good-naturedly: “Coming right away.”

Seeming to notice someone sitting across from Wen Yifan, Sang Yan asked: “Who are you on a date with?”

Wen Yifan smiled: “I’ll tell you when I come out.”

Noticing her gaze, Zhao Yuandong also looked in Sang Yan’s direction. She suddenly understood something and asked, holding back tears: “Shuangjiang, is that your boyfriend? Can Mom meet him?”

Wen Yifan stood up, staring at her face: “You should have met him long ago.”

During those two parent-teacher meetings.

Zhao Yuandong didn’t understand her words: “What?”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “No, there’s no need.”

“…”

“Regardless, I still hope you can live well,” Wen Yifan didn’t say more, directly ending the conversation, “I will also live my life well.”

–

Walking out of the coffee shop, Wen Yifan ran and threw herself into Sang Yan’s arms.

Sang Yan habitually hugged her, steadying her body. He raised his head, still looking in Zhao Yuandong’s direction, his tone full of checking up on her: “Who were you meeting?”

Wen Yifan answered honestly: “My mother.”

“But,” Wen Yifan added, “She won’t be anymore from now on.”

“…”

During this time, when they occasionally talked about it, Sang Yan had gradually heard her mention family matters. He could roughly understand her feelings and didn’t ask further: “Mm. Let’s go home and celebrate your birthday.”

Wen Yifan was led forward by him: “Sang Yan.”

“Hmm?”

“Can I tell you my birthday wish now?”

“Tell me when we get back,” Sang Yan said, “There’s no cake here, right?”

“But isn’t having you enough?” Wen Yifan said sincerely, “A cake can’t help me fulfill my wish.”

“…”

Wen Yifan added: “I want to say it now.”

Sang Yan turned his head, quickly compromising: “Alright, go ahead.”

Wen Yifan was too embarrassed to say it directly, so she first mentioned some other things randomly before slowly getting to the point: “This year’s summer was quite long, it’s still so hot even though it’s Frost’s Descent.”

Sang Yan: “Hmm?”

Because he had reminded her earlier to make a good wish this year.

“Sang Yan, if next year’s summer is still that long–” Wen Yifan had thought of several indirect ways to express it in her mind, but fearing he wouldn’t understand, she finally decided to be more direct, “Why don’t you propose to me?”

“…”

After saying this, Wen Yifan felt a bit nervous but tried to appear calm as she asked: “Is that okay?”

Sang Yan was stunned for a good while as if he hadn’t expected her to be so blatant. He lowered his head and laughed for a long time, his shoulders shaking slightly. After a long time, he finally responded: “Okay.”

Wen Yifan relaxed mentally.

The next moment, Sang Yan spoke again: “Is that all?”

Wen Yifan nodded, then felt that since he had asked, not saying a few more would be a loss: “Can there be more?”

Sang Yan smiled: “There can be.”

“Then I also hope,” out of caution, Wen Yifan added one more, “that next year’s summer will be a bit longer.”
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“Isn’t this the same as before? Fine, you’re making things easy for me,” Sang Yan said leisurely. “Every time, the wish is something I want to do anyway.”

Remembering last year’s birthday wish, Wen Yifan couldn’t help but retort, “Last year, my wish was related to my work.”

“Hm? You’re mistaken,” Sang Yan shamelessly replied. “You said you wanted me to be your boyfriend.”

“…”

The two walked along the street.

Sang Yan continued to ask, “Anything else?”

“Are you giving me three wishes?” Wen Yifan didn’t have many wishes. She stared at his tall, broad back for a long time before saying, “Then carry me on your back.”

As soon as the words left her mouth, Wen Yifan remembered that he had just had his stitches removed that morning. “Never mind, I’ll just—”

Before she could finish, Sang Yan had already halved down. “Get on.”

“…”

Wen Yifan stared at him for a moment before quickly climbing onto his back. “Just for a little while, then.”

Sang Yan stood up and started walking with her on his back. He asked again, “Anything else?”

Wen Yifan suddenly realized that he seemed willing to grant her many wishes. Looking at his profile, she smiled, feeling that being the birthday girl was truly something to look forward to. “Then smile for me.”

Sang Yan turned his head to glance at her.

Wen Yifan reached out and gently hooked his chin, her gesture reminiscent of teasing a respectable housewife. “I want to see your dimples.”

Sang Yan gave a forced smile. “I don’t have those.”

“Why won’t you admit you have them?” Puzzled by this, Wen Yifan poked at the spot where she remembered his dimples to be. “They’re so cute. I wish I had them too.”

“…”

Cute.

Sang Yan’s brow twitched as he reminded her, “Wen Shuangjiang, don’t use that word to describe me.”

Seeing his tough-guy act, Wen Yifan couldn’t help but laugh and started pinching his cheeks. Her touch was neither light nor heavy as if trying to bring out his dimples. “Sang Yan, I like your dimples.”

Like a bullied child, Sang Yan allowed her to pinch him, this time tacitly acknowledging that he indeed had dimples.

“Is there any part of me you don’t like?”

“You’re right,” Wen Yifan made another wish. “Then don’t let anyone else see your dimples.”

Sang Yan’s footsteps halted, and he suddenly found it amusing. “Wen Shuangjiang, how did you become so autocratic?”

Wen Yifan’s eyes curved into beautiful crescents, her speech slow but righteous. “Isn’t this what you asked me to do? Make wishes?”

“Alright,” Sang Yan was particularly agreeable today as if he had no bottom line, ready to fulfill all her demands. “From now on, these dimples will only appear for you.”

Wen Yifan smiled and withdrew her hand.

Sang Yan asked again, “Anything else?”

Wen Yifan pondered to herself.

They happened to pass by a milk tea shop.

Inside, a popular song was playing—S.H.E.’s “You Were Once Young.”

/Many years ago/You had a pair of clear eyes/

/When you ran/It was like a flash of lightning in spring/

…

/Falling in love with someone/Not afraid to give your whole life/

Wen Yifan’s eyelashes fluttered, and she suddenly looked up at the man before her.

He was looking ahead, with black hair and black eyes, his profile sharp and smooth, carrying a hint of sharpness. After so many years, his appearance had matured considerably, yet the youthful air around his eyes remained strong.

It instantly reminded Wen Yifan of the young boy who had once placed a basketball in her hands and then ran off to borrow money for her. Back then, he could swallow his pride to help her borrow money, and now, he was still the same, patiently asking about her birthday wishes one by one.

And fulfilling them one by one.

Wen Yifan gradually became lost in thought, her nose starting to tingle. She inexplicably looked back.

From this angle, Wen Yifan could still faintly see the corner of the coffee shop. It seemed to be disappearing from view.

Zhao Yuandong was nowhere to be seen.

At this moment, Wen Yifan’s negative emotions finally surfaced belatedly. Her heart felt a bit empty, truly feeling that she had bid farewell to the past.

It was as if something had been forcibly dug out of her heart.

On this day, her 25th birthday.

Turning back, Wen Yifan buried her face in Sang Yan’s neck.

Noticing her movement, Sang Yan looked over again. “What’s wrong? Haven’t decided yet?”

Wen Yifan realized that she wasn’t as indifferent as she had appeared. Her eyes gradually moistened, slowly dampening his neck with coolness. “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan paused. “What is it?”

“Except for you,” Wen Yifan hooked her arms around his neck, holding back the tremor in her voice, “no one loves me anymore.”

“…”

At some point, the two had moved away from the bustling street.

Under the dim streetlights, Sang Yan stopped walking. Light and shadow intertwined, making his features less distinct, but he stared directly at Wen Yifan on his back, his eyes dark and unreadable.

His voice was very soft, barely audible as he said, “I only love you.”

From the heart flutter of youth, continuing until now, and into every moment of the future.

I will only love you.

“…”

Wen Yifan looked up, meeting his gaze through misty eyes.

“Wen Shuangjiang,” Sang Yan raised his eyebrows and smiled, tilting his head to kiss her chin, speaking slowly and earnestly, “Make another wish.”

Wen Yifan’s voice was still nasal. “What?”

Under the grand night sky, a warm wind blew along the street. The surroundings were utterly quiet, with no other people in sight. The world seemed to contain only the two of them.

They looked only at each other as if there was no room for anyone else.

Make another wish.

Besides me.

There will be many more people who love you.

–

After Frost’s Descent, as if taking the heat away with it, winter arrived in Nanwu City. As time passed, Sang Yan’s wound gradually healed, leaving only a faint scar.

Wen Yifan researched various scar removal methods, working on it for days before the scar faded a bit more.

Time flew by, and soon it was the end of the year.

One day, after returning to the station from an interview, Wen Yifan was called for a talk by Gan Hongyuan from the suburbs. It was about the upcoming annual party, and seeing that her resume mentioned ten years of dance experience, he wanted her to prepare a performance to bring glory to the “Convey” program group.

Wen Yifan was caught off guard. “Director, I danced for ten years, but it’s been almost ten years since I last danced.”

Gan Hongyuan smiled, sipping tea from his thermos. “It’s fine, having some experience is better than none. Besides, it’s all for fun. We don’t have many young ladies here, mostly old men, and no one likes to watch them perform.”

Wen Yifan tried to decline politely. “But I don’t have time to practice, and my basic skills are rusty. I also have a lot of follow-up reports to…”

Gan Hongyuan nodded, being very considerate. “You don’t need to report topics to me recently. Focus on preparing the performance. Don’t make it too festive; our group needs to stand out, you know? Do something more artistic.”

“…”

Wen Yifan made a few more attempts to refuse, but Gan Hongyuan rejected them all.

In the end, she was pushed into taking on this task.

Back at her desk, Su Tian curiously came over. “What did the director want? Was it about the annual party?”

Wen Yifan looked at her. “Were you asked too?”

“Yes, but I don’t have any special talents. I rejected every suggestion he made,” Su Tian really couldn’t handle this kind of thing and said with a grin, “Last year when Sister Lin was here, she volunteered to organize it. This year, with no one to take charge, the director must be worried. I saw him talking to several people just now. Looks like he’s settled on you.”

Wen Yifan felt a bit of a headache.

“It’s okay, just dance casually. You saw last year’s party; hardly any performances were worth watching. It’s just for fun,” Su Tian comforted her. “Plus, there are prizes and stuff. Oh, you could bring Sang Duck King along.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan sat up a bit straighter.

Su Tian half-jokingly said, “He might want to see you dance.”

Wen Yifan looked at Su Tian as if remembering something. The previous frustration on her face disappeared. She rested her chin on her hand and lightly licked the corner of her lips. “Mm, I’ll think about it when I get home.”

…

When she got home, Sang Yan hadn’t returned yet. She first went to her room to take a shower. When she came out to the living room, she heard Sang Yan sending a voice message to someone: “Your brother here is a 90s kid, thank you very much.”

“…”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan immediately knew who was on the other end of the screen.

She went to the fridge to get a cup of yogurt and sat down next to Sang Yan. He sent another long, provocative voice message: “You’ve been beating around the bush without getting to the point. You should at least give me a reason why you don’t agree. If it’s about being old, I can’t do anything about that. After all, your boyfriend is a bit…”

Wen Yifan silently drank her yogurt.

She wondered how Sang Yan had managed to survive this long with his personality.

After he finished sending the voice message, Wen Yifan asked, “What’s wrong with Zhizhi?”

Sang Yan lazily said, “She wants to bring Duan Jiaxu home for the New Year, but says my parents don’t approve of them being together.”

“Ah?” Wen Yifan instantly felt a sense of empathy and stammered, “Why don’t they approve?”

Sang Yan didn’t seem to think it was a big deal. “Don’t know, probably because he’s too old.”

Wen Yifan felt even more alarmed. “Duan Jiaxu and I should be the same age, right?”

Sang Yan was quite self-assured. “We’re 90s kids.”

“…”

Wen Yifan couldn’t understand his standard for “old.”

Then, Sang Yan turned his head to look at her, using this as a segue to suddenly propose, “Wen Shuangjiang, want to come home with me for New Year this year?”

Having just heard about Sang Yan’s parents’ attitude towards Duan Jiaxu, Wen Yifan was particularly worried.

“What if your parents don’t approve of me either?”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow. “You don’t need to worry about that.”

Wen Yifan asked, “Why?”

“They don’t have high standards for my partner,” Sang Yan didn’t seem to think this low standard was a problem, casually saying, “As long as it’s a girl, it’s fine.”

Wen Yifan felt that Sang Yan’s condition wasn’t so desperate, but his mother had seemed eager to set him up on blind dates before as if fearing he wouldn’t find a wife.

Wen Yifan wasn’t sure why this was the case.

But she didn’t ask further, seriously agreeing, “Then I’ll choose some gifts. Is there anything your parents like?”

“Hm? You don’t have to buy anything,” Sang Yan smiled, seeming to be in a good mood. “If you want to buy something, I’ll go with you.”

“Okay.” Wen Yifan felt relieved, hesitating about whether to mention the annual party to Sang Yan. But not knowing how well she’d be able to dance by then, she decided to just ask about his schedule. “By the way, are you free on the evening of the 22nd?”

“Not sure,” Sang Yan said. “Why?”

“Nothing, just the company’s annual party,” Wen Yifan lowered her eyes, not explaining too clearly. “Family members can come.”

Sang Yan immediately understood. “You have a performance?”

“…” Wen Yifan didn’t know how he guessed it, trying to appear calm. “Mm, I’m singing a song with Su Tian. You can come if you want to watch.”

Sang Yan didn’t think too much about it and casually said, “Alright.”

–

The day before the annual party, Wen Yifan happened to have a day off. She had planned to rest well for the night and practice dancing after waking up, but Sang Yan kept her up all night, and she didn’t fall asleep until dawn.

Wen Yifan didn’t want to move at all.

Half-asleep, she could hear Sang Yan’s phone ringing constantly.

Later, probably to avoid disturbing her, Sang Yan got up and left the room. Something seemed to be going on; she struggled to open her eyes and looked at him for a few seconds before being pulled back into sleep by drowsiness.

Not long after, Wen Yifan heard knocking at the front door.

She covered her ears with a pillow, waiting for Sang Yan to go open it.

But after half a minute, the knocking continued.

Wen Yifan’s morning anger reached its peak. Feeling extremely frustrated, she got up and left the room. She glanced around expressionlessly and heard the sound of a shower from the bathroom.

Wen Yifan walked to the front door and opened it, asking, “Who is it?”

The person outside was wearing a delivery uniform. “Your takeout.”

Wen Yifan’s brain couldn’t function at all; she just wanted to take the food and go back to sleep quickly. She accepted the takeout and closed the door. Without even looking at it, she put the bag on the dining table and went back to Sang Yan’s room to sleep.

Some time passed.

Wen Yifan heard Sang Yan finishing his shower. He opened the door and came in, his body carrying an overwhelming scent of sandalwood. He sat beside her and asked, “Who came just now?”

She pulled the blanket over her head, showing no intention of responding to him.

Not wanting to disturb her further, Sang Yan got up and left again, returning shortly after. Seeing something, he hugged her through the blanket and asked, “Hey, Wen Shuangjiang. Are you angry?”

Wen Yifan had almost reached her limit. She pulled down the blanket and said, “I want to sleep.”

“That thing was ordered by Duan Jiaxu—”

“Sang Yan,” Wen Yifan interrupted him, speaking seriously, “If you disturb my sleep again, I won’t talk to you for a week. Understand?”

“…”

Sang Yan paused for a few seconds, then raised an eyebrow and smiled. “Why are you talking like me now?”

Wen Yifan burrowed back into the blanket, turned over, and faced away from him.

“My sister is back in Nanwu. I’m going out to pick her up,” Sang Yan didn’t know why this girl’s morning temper could be so bad. His voice involuntarily lowered a bit. “We’ll go out for a meal later.”

As if she hadn’t heard anything, Wen Yifan completely ignored him.

Looking at her like this, Sang Yan inexplicably felt an itch in his hands. He chuckled softly, and in an especially provocative manner, grabbed her, pulled down the blanket, and without any hesitation, pulled her into his arms and kissed her forcefully.

Sensing that she was about to get angry again, Sang Yan quickly wrapped her back up in the blanket.

As if he hadn’t done anything at all.

Sang Yan looked completely innocent as he said nonchalantly, “Alright, sleep then. I’m heading out.”

…

After that, Wen Yifan tossed and turned for a while, unable to fall back asleep. Due to lack of sleep, her mood was particularly irritable. She got up and saw that Sang Yan had sent her a message: [Let me know when you’re awake.]

Wen Yifan didn’t want to respond to him at all, so she didn’t reply.

After washing up, Wen Yifan glanced at the takeout on the table and noticed the note on the receipt.

— My boyfriend has a fever and I haven’t been able to contact him for three days. I’m out of town and can’t get back. Please make sure to wake him up to eat. Thank you.

“…”

This takeout seemed to have been ordered by Sang Yan. What did he mean by this note?

Was he worried she wouldn’t wake up?

Wen Yifan didn’t think too much about it. She took the takeout to the sofa, casually turned on the TV, and found a popular drama to watch. She ate while watching, her phone occasionally making sounds.

She glanced at it, saw nothing important, and still didn’t reply.

Halfway through eating, there was suddenly a noise at the front door. She got up to open it and saw Sang Zhi outside. She was surprised. “Zhizhi, why are you here?”

“My brother told me to come up.” Noticing the receipt on the takeout, Sang Zhi pointed at it, looking a bit guilty. “Sister Yifan, are you angry with my brother because of this?”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan silently wondered if her anger was that obvious. She looked at the receipt again. After a while, she seemed confused. “No, I’m already eating it…”

Sang Zhi sighed in relief. “I thought you might misunderstand and think my brother was cheating.”

There was a moment of silence.

Wen Yifan suddenly realized that the content on the receipt did seem to imply that. She lowered her eyes and asked, a bit slow on the uptake, “Ah, is that what it means to cheat?”

“…”

After chatting with Sang Zhi for a bit more.

Seeing that it was lunchtime and worried the young girl might be hungry, Wen Yifan went to the kitchen to make her some noodles. Sang Zhi followed her and mentioned, “Sister Yifan, my brother asked you to go downstairs to eat together. Aren’t we going?”

Wen Yifan said gently, “I’ve already eaten. Do you want to eat out?”

Sang Zhi blinked. “I’d rather eat what you make.”

Not long after, there was another sound at the front door. Sang Zhi went to open it.

Sang Yan walked in from outside. He was wearing a black windbreaker jacket with matching long pants, making his shoulders look broad and his legs long, as cool as ever. Noticing his appearance, Wen Yifan was reminded of how he had incessantly disturbed her sleep this morning.

And that mischievous look on his face, not feeling like he had done anything wrong.

Wen Yifan pressed her lips together, not wanting to talk to him at all.

Seeing them both in the kitchen, Sang Yan casually asked, “What are you two doing?”

Sang Zhi replied, “Sister-in-law is making noodles for me.”

Hearing the term “sister-in-law,” Wen Yifan turned her head, her gaze meeting Sang Yan’s for two seconds. Then, she looked back at Sang Zhi, remembering the content on the receipt, and very deliberately reminded her, “Don’t call me that. Your brother is cheating.”

Sang Yan: “…”
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Sensing the atmosphere was a bit off, Sang Zhi’s gaze flickered between the two of them. She then wisely left the kitchen, giving them some time alone. Before leaving, she thoughtfully closed the door behind her.

Wen Yifan withdrew her gaze and continued cutting the meat on the chopping board. She had tied up all her hair, leaving only a few loose strands around her ears and nape. Her usual gentle smile was gone, replaced by an expressionless face.

Sang Yan walked to her side and, after a few seconds of silence, said as if finding the situation absurd, “Wen Shuangjiang, you thought I was cheating on you, yet you still ate that takeout?”

“…”

This counterattack hit the mark precisely.

Wen Yifan’s movements stopped. His words nearly broke her composure, and that bit of sullenness dissipated. She lowered her eyes, forcibly maintaining her expression, and calmly said, “It was already bought.”

The implication is:

It would be wasteful not to eat it.

After staring at her for a while, Sang Yan didn’t pursue the matter further. He remembered something and took out his phone from his pocket, casually waving it: “Why didn’t you reply to my message?”

After saying this, he added, as if giving her a way out, “Didn’t see it?”

“I saw it,” Wen Yifan turned on the faucet and began washing vegetables, bluntly replying, “Didn’t want to respond.”

“…”

Noticing her actions, Sang Yan rolled up his sleeves, grabbed her hand out of the sink, and took over her task. He was speechless to the point of amusement, wanting to pinch her cheek but refraining due to his wet hands: “Fine.”

Wen Yifan glanced at him, arrogantly wiping her wet hands on his clothes.

Noticing her action, Sang Yan said meaningfully, “Wen Shuangjiang, your temper’s quite big now.”

“…”

Well! Wasn’t it? You who! First disturbed my sleep!!!

Wen Yifan’s mood inexplicably became a bit stifled again. She ignored him, turned around to get a large pot, and filled it with water. As if wanting to draw a clear line between them, she stepped back a few paces after filling the pot.

Sang Yan turned off the faucet, pulled out a paper towel to wipe his hands, and said lazily, “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan put the pot on the induction cooker and pressed the switch.

He split one sentence into three, emphasizing the seriousness of the matter.

“You.”

“Cold violence.”

“Me.”

“…” Hearing this, Wen Yifan immediately looked at him. After thinking for a moment, she suddenly felt that it might indeed be the case, so she made what she considered a reasonable request, “Then don’t talk to me.”

Sang Yan’s eyebrows slightly raised: “Can it be like this?”

Afraid of being accused of cold violence again, Wen Yifan nodded.

Wen Yifan unwrapped a package of noodles, thinking about how much to put in when Sang Yan suddenly hugged her from behind. He was tall, his body slightly bent, chin resting in the crook of her neck.

Their bodies pressed together.

As if using her for support, the force of his body was loose and slack, pressing down on her.

Wen Yifan immediately turned her head.

“What are you doing, I just kissed you once,” Sang Yan’s eyes were dark and gleaming, and the corner of his mouth tugged up as he drawled, “Last night I kissed you so many times and you didn’t get angry.”

“…”

How could these two situations be the same?

Feeling he was particularly annoying, Wen Yifan couldn’t help but pinch his face.

As if by magic, the moment she made this move, the dimple at the corner of Sang Yan’s lips deepened, softening his features. He held back a laugh, his words carrying a hint of pleading: “Alright, it was my fault.”

Wen Yifan stared at him without blinking.

Sang Yan’s gaze met hers, and he added: “Don’t be angry anymore, okay?”

They remained frozen for a few seconds.

Seeing no softening in her expression, Sang Yan’s tone became playful: “Why are you so hard to coax, young lady?”

“…”

“Why don’t you sympathize with me a bit? I barely slept a few hours before being bombarded by that dog Duan Jiaxu to go out and pick someone up. And after coming back with that brat,” Sang Yan said slowly and deliberately, “my wife gives me the cold shoulder.”

Wen Yifan moved her lips, unable to help to say: “I wasn’t that ‘violent’.”

Sang Yan said leisurely: “But it hurts so much.”

“…” Wen Yifan changed her words, “I wasn’t that ‘cold’ either.”

“Hmm? I’m cold though.” Sang Yan tightened his embrace as if trying to embed her entire being into his arms. He lightly bit the soft flesh of her neck, shamelessly using various methods to extinguish her anger, “Warm me up.”

“If you’re cold, wear a jacket,” Wen Yifan felt ticklish, her anger long dissipated due to his words and actions, and she felt like laughing, “You’re a grown man, and don’t you always say you’re a big tough guy? How come you’re acting coy with me now?”

As she said this, she happened to notice the direction of the door from the corner of her eye.

The kitchen door was made of glass, and from this angle, she could still see Sang Zhi playing with her phone on the sofa. Worried about being seen, Wen Yifan’s mood was instantly replaced by another emotion, and she raised her hand to push his head away: “Be careful.”

Sang Yan: “What?”

“Zhizhi is outside, it would be awkward for the young lady,” Wen Yifan felt he was utterly unabashed as if he didn’t mind being seen by anyone, so she could only patiently remind him, “Besides, as her brother, don’t you want to maintain a good image in front of your sister?”

“Good image? I don’t have such a thing in her eyes.”

“…”

After saying this, Sang Yan glanced towards the living room and said leisurely: “Besides, that brat has Duan Jiaxu as a boyfriend, she’s seen her fair share of storms.”

Wen Yifan didn’t quite understand what he meant: “Huh?”

Although he said this, Sang Yan still straightened up, leaning against the nearby countertop and tilting his head to look at her.

“You think that beast is more restrained than me?”

“…”

Hearing Sang Yan say this, Wen Yifan became genuinely curious about what kind of person Duan Jiaxu was. After all, from her perspective, Sang Yan’s level of narcissism and shamelessness had already reached an unrivaled level.

After cooking the noodles, the three of them sat down at the dining table.

Perhaps worried that Wen Yifan might misunderstand because of the receipt, Sang Zhi, for once, didn’t antagonize Sang Yan and carefully explained: “Sister Yifan, that takeout was ordered by my boyfriend. He wanted to get my brother to come pick me up, so he wrote that nonsense remark. It wasn’t anyone else.”

Wen Yifan smiled: “I know, I was just joking with your brother earlier.”

Only then did Sang Zhi breathe a sigh of relief, her gaze still shifting between the two of them. Perhaps feeling uncomfortable with this scene, she felt it was unreasonable and couldn’t help but say: “Sister Yifan, have you been living with my brother for too long?”

Wen Yifan: “Hm?”

“Well,” Sang Zhi mumbled, “lowered your standards for choosing a partner.”

“…” Sang Yan turned his head, his tone cool, “What are you saying?”

Feeling that this was also criticizing Wen Yifan’s boyfriend, Sang Zhi held back but still didn’t continue on this topic. She lowered her head and continued eating her noodles, then glanced at Wen Yifan again, changing her approach: “Sister Yifan, you’re too beautiful.”

The implication was abundantly clear.

Sang Yan hadn’t expected to bring home a potential enemy, leaned back in his chair, and stared at Sang Zhi expressionlessly: “Brat, what was it you wanted me to help with earlier?”

Sang Zhi, who had wanted him to put in a good word for Duan Jiaxu to their parents, immediately fell silent: “…”

After a moment.

Sang Zhi reluctantly added, steeling herself: “But my brother is quite handsome too.”

“…”

……

After the meal, Wen Yifan wanted to go back to the studio to practice dancing some more. Thinking that Sang Yan hadn’t slept much, she told him to catch up on sleep, made up an excuse to go out, and took Sang Zhi home along the way.

After practicing for about two months, Wen Yifan would use any free time she had to practice in an empty conference room at the studio.

She was preparing to dance her formerly most proficient ballet piece, “The Nutcracker.”

After many years, her body’s flexibility and agility were no longer comparable to before. During this practice process, although she felt tired and sore, Wen Yifan gradually found the feeling she had during her training back then.

The frustration and unwillingness from being forced to give up back then were also slowly dissipating.

Thinking about Sang Yan’s expression when he saw it, Wen Yifan inexplicably felt happy and began to have unlimited motivation.

–

The next afternoon was the rehearsal for the annual party, with the official start at 7 PM.

As it neared 7 PM, Wen Yifan received a message from Sang Yan saying that something sudden had come up on his end and he might be a bit late. She stared at it for several seconds, and although she had known beforehand that he might not be able to make it, perhaps because she had prepared for so long, receiving such news still left her feeling a bit disappointed.

Especially since her performance was quite early in the lineup.

However, this emotion didn’t last long. Thinking that it would be fine as long as he could see it, Wen Yifan asked Su Tian to help her record a video later. Then, she sent Sang Yan Fu Zhuang’s business card and replied: [If I don’t respond to you later, just have Da Zhuang bring you up.]

Sang Yan: [Okay]

The atmosphere at the annual party was lively, with several consecutive acts aimed at raising the mood, either skits or upbeat songs. Wen Yifan watched and laughed, occasionally glancing at her phone. As it was almost her turn, there was still no sign of Sang Yan arriving.

Wen Yifan stopped waiting, gave Fu Zhuang a few instructions, and then headed backstage.

……

Everything was going smoothly, but just as Sang Yan was about to leave the company, a problem suddenly arose with the project, requiring some overtime. After barely finishing up, he finally left the company and drove to the location Wen Yifan had sent him.

When he arrived downstairs, Sang Yan sent Wen Yifan a message.

There was no reply.

So Sang Yan added Fu Zhuang on WeChat.

Soon, Sang Yan saw Fu Zhuang’s figure.

As soon as he saw him, Fu Zhuang urgently pulled him inside: “Bro, hurry up! Sister Yifan has started performing! I’ve been dying to see it! Don’t slow me down!”

“…” Sang Yan’s brow twitched, wanting to say something, but what came out was, “Then walk faster.”

The two took the elevator up.

Fu Zhuang was extremely talkative, his mouth hadn’t stopped since he saw Sang Yan, chattering away. The main topic was all about Wen Yifan, endlessly praising her: “Sister Yifan is amazing, she has so many skills. And she’s been practicing for this performance for so long, every day! We’d go home after work, but she’d still go to the conference room to practice!”

“…”

“Ah, if only I could dance,” Fu Zhuang sighed, “I would have accompanied her. Otherwise, don’t you think Sister Yifan must be lonely? But bro, why don’t you keep her company? Even if you just stand there, you’d look good.”

The more Sang Yan listened, the more he felt something was off.

But before he could ask, they had already arrived at the annual party venue. The inside was dimly lit, with only the stage brightly illuminated. It seemed a new round of performances was about to begin.

The host was speaking.

Fu Zhuang immediately quieted down, afraid of disturbing others.

Below the stage were dozens of round tables with drinks and snacks, seats arranged by department. Sang Yan was pushed into a seat by Fu Zhuang, where he could see Wen Yifan’s bag and phone placed nearby.

At the same time, the host finished the introduction and left the stage.

Sang Yan looked up at the stage, his expression freezing.

At this moment, Wen Yifan was standing alone on the stage. She was wearing a white ballet dress, sleeveless with tulle, exposing a large area of her collarbone and swan-like arms, her back bare, with smooth and beautiful shoulder blades.

Her beauty was striking and outstanding, her skin so fair it seemed to glow.

The skirt was slightly puffy, wrapped in layer upon layer of tulle.

The familiar music of “The Nutcracker” began to play.

Joyful and light, like bells tinkling by the ear, irresistibly drawing people in. Wen Yifan faced the audience, and rose on her tiptoes, her body extremely flexible, moving with the music, hitting every beat perfectly.

Her neck was held high, like a proud white swan, spinning on the stage.

Completely unprepared for such a sight, Sang Yan stared at the stage, his vision entirely occupied by Wen Yifan, unable to look away even slightly. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he gradually overlaid this scene with the memory of the girl from years ago.

The military training for new students at Nanwu No.1 High School lasted for a week, always scheduled after the final exams of the first semester each year.

The location was at the city’s Agricultural Science Institute.

For that military training evening party, because of her status as a dance student, Wen Yifan had been forcibly recruited by the teacher to perform.

It was the night before the end of military training, the atmosphere of the party was relaxed, and the instructors weren’t as strict as usual. At first, they made everyone sit up straight, but later they stopped enforcing it.

Sang Yan had no interest in these things and was drowsy throughout, finding it extremely boring. He only wished for the party to end quickly so he could go back to the dormitory and sleep.

Until Wen Yifan’s performance.

Because they were in the same class, perhaps feeling proud, the classmates sitting around Sang Yan were very supportive, making all sorts of wild cheers. There was even a loud-voiced boy who stood up and shouted: “Wen Yifan is Class 17’s goddess!”

But the girl seemed to hear nothing, completely unaffected.

She stood in the center of the dance floor, wearing a pure white dress, her light-colored hair tied up, revealing a clean forehead. Around her was darkness, but she was immersed in her dance, not at all stage-shy, like a delicate porcelain doll.

She seemed to glow.

Sang Yan couldn’t quite remember his feelings at that time.

He only knew that he, who had been waiting for the party to end all evening, seemed to have watched that performance a bit longer than the others.

Later.

After the military training ended, Wen Yifan became famous in their grade because of this performance. Not only students from their grades, but even senior students came to ask for her contact information.

For some reason.

Sang Yan had never paid attention to this girl before, but after that evening party, he found himself coincidentally encountering these situations every time. He sat in his seat, coldly watching as Wen Yifan good-naturedly rejected one person after another.

Wen Yifan treated everyone equally.

Regardless of the other person’s personality, grades, or appearance, she treated them all the same. She was extremely patient, never hurting anyone’s feelings, yet rejecting them very clearly.

She was like him, yet not quite the same.

She was equally proud at her core, but unlike his disdain for others, she was gentle to the extreme.

Like a dazzling light, yet not glaring.

One afternoon, Sang Yan returned to the classroom after playing basketball with his classmates, intending to grab his keys and head back to the dormitory for a shower. Just as he reached the door, he saw Wen Yifan had also just returned, currently blocked at the doorway by a boy talking to her.

Sang Yan watched for a few seconds, then withdrew his gaze and returned to his seat.

He found his keys in the drawer, but for some reason, he didn’t rush to leave, still sitting in place.

After about half a minute, Wen Yifan also entered the classroom. She was wearing her dance practice clothes with a jacket over them. She returned to her seat, seemingly just back to get her meal card, and was about to leave quickly.

At this moment, Sang Yan suddenly called out to her: “Hey, junior.”

Their seats were close, separated only by an aisle.

Wen Yifan turned back, not minding his form of address, and responded: “What is it?”

Sang Yan asked casually: “Do you have a boyfriend?”

Not knowing why he asked this, Wen Yifan still answered honestly: “No.”

Sang Yan raised his eyes, implying: “Then why do you reject everyone?”

This matter had nothing to do with Sang Yan.

But Wen Yifan had a good nature and felt she had no reason not to answer. She wanted to say it was because of the ban on early dating but felt that would be too vague. After thinking for a moment, she simply said directly: “I haven’t met someone I like.”

The girl’s voice was clear, with a hint of gentleness.

Yet it powerfully, word by word, struck his heart.

Someone she liked.

Silence fell.

The classroom was empty except for the two of them, excessively quiet, with sunlight streaming in from outside. The air was filled with the scent of youth, and they could hear the sound of students running on the playground, as well as an unknown heartbeat.

In that instant, Sang Yan fully understood.

Why he had never noticed before, but now kept encountering these situations. Why the girl who had previously been no different from other casual classmates in his eyes suddenly appeared frequently in his vision.

Was it a coincidence?

It didn’t seem so.

He had simply.

Gone from not caring to caring.

The young man leaned back in his chair, looking up at her slightly. His hair tips were still damp with sweat, his eyes clear and bright. He tilted his head slightly, suddenly smiling, his words as arrogant as ever.

“Is that so?”

But this time, it carried an extremely obvious certainty.

“–Then you should have met him now.”
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Wen Yifan’s dance performance wasn’t long, only about three to four minutes. As the music stopped, her final pose also ended.

After holding the pose for a few seconds, Wen Yifan relaxed her posture and bowed to the audience. She could only spare the energy to look towards her table, instantly finding Sang Yan’s figure among the crowd.

Wen Yifan, breathing lightly, blinked.

After leaving the stage, Wen Yifan quickly returned to her seat.

Sang Yan turned his head to stare at her.

Wen Yifan’s face was made up, with small rhinestones adorning the corners of her eyes, making her look sparkling. After other colleagues said a few words of praise, she looked at Sang Yan and smiled, saying, “When did you arrive?”

“Just before your performance started.” Sang Yan pulled her jacket from the back of the chair and put it on her. “What’s with this outfit? Could the fabric be any less?”

“…” Wen Yifan couldn’t help but laugh, “It looks better this way.”

Sang Yan didn’t speak, helping her adjust the jacket, his movements neither too light nor too heavy.

Wen Yifan sat obediently, waiting for his next words, but after a long time, she didn’t hear him say anything more. Not knowing if he was choosing his words carefully, she waited a bit longer and then prompted, “Aren’t you going to comment on my performance?”

“Didn’t you tell me earlier that you couldn’t dance anymore?” Sang Yan poured her a new glass of water and placed it in her hand, his expression calm, his praise seeming somewhat perfunctory, “You danced quite well.”

“I practiced for a long time,” Wen Yifan said honestly, “but it’s still very amateur.”

“How is this amateur?” Sang Yan didn’t know what her standards were. He rested his elbow on the table edge, supporting his face, his gaze constantly on her. “Also, isn’t it cold to dance wearing so little in the middle of winter?”

Wen Yifan shook her head: “There’s heating.”

After that, Sang Yan didn’t mention her dancing again.

Wen Yifan suddenly felt this man was extremely cold-hearted.

She consoled herself, thinking that “danced quite well” should be considered a very good evaluation.

For the next period.

Wen Yifan could notice from the corner of her eye that Sang Yan’s gaze never left her. After many times, she turned to look at him, somewhat puzzled: “Aren’t you watching the performances?”

Sang Yan’s eyebrow slightly raised, and he gave a crisp “Mm.”

“…”

Feeling that he indeed wasn’t very interested in these things, Wen Yifan didn’t force him. But fearing he might be bored, she would watch the performances for a while, then take time to chat with him.

Sang Yan responded, absent-mindedly playing with her fingers.

Before the end of the party was the awards ceremony.

Wen Yifan’s performance won second place in the popularity award, with a prize of 3,000 yuan. Her main purpose had been to surprise Sang Yan, and she hadn’t expected to win an award with her skill level.

After going on stage to receive the red envelope, Wen Yifan directly handed it to Sang Yan when she returned.

Sang Yan looked at her: “Why are you giving it to me?”

“I originally wanted to dance for you to see,” Wen Yifan’s eyes curved downwards, seeming to contain dazzling light, very honest, “So the prize money should go to you too.”

“…” Sang Yan hadn’t expected that one day he would be pampered by this girl. After a long pause, he suddenly smiled, “Alright. I’ll keep it then.”

–

Before leaving the building, Wen Yifan had wanted to change out of her ballet dress before going home.

Unexpectedly, Sang Yan acted contrary to his usual behavior and didn’t let her change. He wrapped his long coat around her, covering every inch of her body thoroughly, then pulled her to the car.

Wen Yifan didn’t think much of it, assuming he was just bored from staying too long and wanted to go home early.

In the car.

Wen Yifan’s nose was slightly red from the cold. She smoothed her skirt and glanced in Sang Yan’s direction. Once they were alone, she again felt his reactions were too perfunctory.

I like an unfaithful scumbag.

Wen Yifan mentioned again: “This is the New Year’s gift I prepared for you in advance.”

Sang Yan spared her a glance, casually replying: “I know.”

Wen Yifan: “…”

But indeed, it probably didn’t require too big of a reaction.

After all, Sang Yan wasn’t someone who typically said nice things.

Having understood this again, Wen Yifan felt she shouldn’t be so petty, and her mood was no longer affected by this matter. Soon after, she remembered another thing and, calculating the time, asked, “By the way, when do you think would be a good time for us to move?”

Sang Yan had previously mentioned to her that after their current housing contract expired, they would move to his apartment which had been burned before.

At that time, Wen Yifan had only belatedly realized.

This apartment of his had been under renovation for two years, and Sang Yan had never mentioned moving.

Sang Yan casually replied: “When do you want to move?”

“If we move before March, then how about that period after the New Year?” Wen Yifan glanced at him, saying softly, “My schedule should be a bit freer then.”

“Okay.”

Thinking about having to contact moving companies and pack things, Wen Yifan felt it was a big project. At this moment, Sang Yan added: “Just pack your luggage, don’t worry about the rest.”

Hearing this, Wen Yifan paused, then smiled: “Alright.”

With this decision made, Wen Yifan remembered something from long ago. Back then, because of her sleepwalking behavior, Sang Yan had said he would stay until she repaid her debt to him.

But he had never specifically said how to repay it.

“By the way, about the debt you mentioned before–” But Wen Yifan wasn’t sure if he remembered, so she continued, “We haven’t resolved that yet, have we?”

After a moment of silence.

Sang Yan calmly made an “Ah” sound.

This reaction didn’t reveal much, and Wen Yifan felt he had long forgotten about it, so she didn’t pay much attention. Soon, the car arrived at the parking lot, and they got out and returned home.

Wen Yifan took off her coat, hung it on the nearby coat rack, and had just taken off her shoes, intending to take a shower.

Suddenly.

Sang Yan abruptly hugged her waist from behind, pressing his body against hers, pinning her entire person against the door. As if he had been holding back for a long time, his movements were forceful, his body tightly pressed against hers.

She was caught off guard and instinctively turned her head.

Sang Yan’s burning lips had already fallen on the back of her neck, moving downwards, wandering over her bare skin. His voice was low as if speaking in a whisper: “Didn’t you ask me to evaluate?”

“…”

As he spoke, Sang Yan’s other hand moved upwards, gently caressing with his fingertips. He bit her shoulder blade as if venting his desire, his force seeming rough.

The ballet dress was form-fitting, and with this movement, Wen Yifan’s neck tilted back slightly, clearly outlining her curves. She felt ticklish and slightly painful: “Why are you biting?”

Sang Yan ignored her, continuing these ambiguous and heavily passionate movements. After a long while, he straightened up, his nose lightly brushing against her hair, nibbling on her ear, and speaking close to her ear.

“…I want to hide you away.”

From the moment he saw her on stage.

He wanted to pull her back into his world, to hide all her radiance in his embrace, not letting anyone else see. Yet he also felt that this was how she should appear in everyone’s eyes.

Radiating brilliance.

Before Wen Yifan could react, her body melted at his actions. She felt Sang Yan’s hands kneading her body, pulling down her tights, and she gasped, “Don’t tear them…”

She looked at him again, meeting his dark eyes filled with hidden fire.

Sang Yan’s features were rugged, his eyes sharp and unrestrained, appearing indifferent and disdainful when not speaking. His lips were thin with a straight curve, now filled with emotion, a strange mix of coldness and desire.

“Why not?”

His movements became more unrestrained, touching every sensitive spot on her body.

“It’s all one piece,” Wen Yifan felt her body floating in mid-air, her eyes gradually misting over. She tried to keep her voice steady, holding back a whimper, “…it’ll break.”

Staring at her expression, Sang Yan uncontrollably kissed her lips, his tongue entering, intertwining with hers.

Accompanied by muffled words: “Then teach me.”

Amid passion, as if suddenly understanding why Sang Yan hadn’t let her change out of the dress, a fleeting thought crossed Wen Yifan’s mind, but she immediately pulled him back into their intimate moment.

Wen Yifan felt herself guiding him, willingly, gradually unveiling herself.

And then offering herself up.

Sang Yan’s body thrust in, filled with possessiveness, along with a very clear sentence.

“Time to repay the debt.”

……

This time, possibly considering her body, Sang Yan wasn’t as unrestrained as the previous night, but his force was stronger than all previous times. Afterward, he carried Wen Yifan to the bathroom to clean up.

Before falling asleep, Wen Yifan vaguely felt Sang Yan place a kiss on her forehead.

Whether she misheard or for some other reason, he seemed to have uttered:

“–Dance for me at our wedding too.”

–

This year, Wen Yifan’s New Year holiday was still from the first to the third day of the lunar new year. On New Year’s Eve, after work, she was picked up by Sang Yan and brought home, where he urged her to pack some clothes and luggage.

Sang Yan watched her pack and mentioned: “We’ll stay for three nights.”

Wen Yifan nodded.

“I haven’t told my parents you’re staying over yet,” Sang Yan rubbed her head forcefully, casually saying, “If you’re uncomfortable, just tell me. We can come back to sleep after the New Year’s Eve dinner.”

Wen Yifan pulled his hand away: “You’ve messed up my hair.”

“Listen to me properly,” Sang Yan was particularly mischievous, putting his hand back to continue messing up her hair, “Why are you only paying attention to your hairstyle, have you no conscience?”

Wen Yifan looked up, also standing on tiptoe to forcefully mess up his hair.

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow.

Wen Yifan muttered: “You’re so childish.”

Doing exactly what she told him not to do.

As soon as she acted, Sang Yan stopped. He helped fix her hair instead, finding it amusing: “Who’s childish?”

Wen Yifan also slowly stopped. Thinking about her previous words, she pondered for a moment and asked: “So if I stay at your house, where will I sleep?”

Sang Yan glanced at her: “In the same room as my sister.”

Wen Yifan immediately nodded: “That’s fine.”

“…” This time she agreed so quickly, that Sang Yan inexplicably began to feel displeased again, “No, do you have something to say to that brat? You’re not happy sharing a room with me?”

“I do,” Wen Yifan’s voice was gentle, directly ignoring the question of whether she was “happy” or not, and began to worry, “But–“

“What?”

“I’m a bit afraid I might sleepwalk,” Wen Yifan said, “What if I scare Zhizhi?”

“…” Sang Yan stared at her, feeling like this girl was acting like a scumbag, and abruptly said, “We’ve lived together for so long, how come I never saw you worry about scaring me?”

Wen Yifan looked at him too.

They stared at each other for three seconds.

Wen Yifan looked away, continuing to pack clothes into the bag: “Well, I can’t help that.”

“…”

Afraid of keeping Sang Yan’s parents waiting too long, Wen Yifan didn’t spend much time packing and quickly got ready. After leaving, sitting in Sang Yan’s car, she belatedly felt nervous, fidgeting the entire way.

Probably sensing her emotions, Sang Yan said casually: “Relax.”

Wen Yifan: “Huh?”

“My parents will only thank you,” Sang Yan said, “for letting me find a partner.”

“…”

Because Sang Yan had mentioned similar things many times, this time Wen Yifan couldn’t help but ask: “Why are Uncle and Auntie so eager to find you a partner? You’re only 26, not that old, I feel it’s quite early.”

She felt that getting married before 35 wasn’t considered late.

“The better the conditions, the harder to find,” Sang Yan’s appearance was arrogant, his tone overbearing and wild, “Understand?”

“…”

Wen Yifan was used to his demeanor and didn’t say more, thinking about what to say when they arrived. She was very afraid of leaving a bad impression and started taking out her notepad, and typing various phrases as if writing a script.

At a red light, Sang Yan looked in her direction.

Noticing the content on her screen, he curved his lips slightly, not interrupting her actions.

Soon they arrived at the building where Sang Yan’s family lived.

Wen Yifan took the gifts she had bought from the trunk, silently reciting the script she had just written in the car. Her expression was normal, trying to appear as composed and calm as usual.

Leave a good impression on Sang Yan’s parents.

Sang Yan watched her with interest.

The two took the elevator up.

Sang Yan took out his keys from his pocket. Noticing her tightly pressed lips, he squeezed her fingertips, comforting her: “Alright, don’t be nervous. I’m here to make you look good by comparison.”

“…” Wen Yifan didn’t understand what he meant.

Opening the door, Wen Yifan followed Sang Yan inside.

The interior was spacious and bright. As soon as they entered the foyer, Wen Yifan could see Sang Zhi sitting on the sofa watching TV. Hearing the movement, she turned her head, immediately smiling, revealing the two dimples at the corners of her lips.

Sang Zhi obediently called out: “Sister Yifan.”

Wen Yifan also smiled and greeted her.

Sang Yan looked at her, coolly saying: “Didn’t see me?”

Sang Zhi pretended not to hear, patting the space beside her, enthusiastically saying to Wen Yifan: “Sister Yifan, sit here.”

“…”

The next moment, Sang Yan’s parents also came out from the kitchen.

Wen Yifan had met Sang Yan’s mother, Li Ping, not only on the night of the fireworks show but also the two times they were called in for suspected early dating. Sang Yan’s side was always represented by Li Ping.

But Wen Yifan didn’t know if she still remembered her.

Perhaps Sang Yan had mentioned it to them beforehand, Li Ping smiled and called out: “It’s Yifan, right?”

Wen Yifan hurriedly nodded: “Yes, Uncle and Auntie, Happy New Year.” As she spoke, she handed over the gifts she had brought: “These are New Year gifts I prepared for you.”

Li Ping wiped her hands on her apron and accepted them, her expression extremely gentle: “Next time just come over, no need to bring gifts. Sit for a while, your uncle and I will be done soon, then we can eat.”

Wen Yifan offered: “Let me help you.”

Sang Yan’s father, Sang Rong, said: “No need, we’re almost done. You watch some TV with Zhizhi first.”

The biological son Sang Yan, who had been ignored throughout the process, seemed unconcerned and lazily spoke up to assert his presence, breaking their warm atmosphere: “Then can I watch TV too?”

As soon as Sang Yan spoke, the atmosphere cooled.

The two elders stopped talking.

Sang Zhi watched like a spectator, enjoying the show.

Not knowing why the atmosphere had changed like this.

Wen Yifan inexplicably thought of how Sang Yan was always scolded harshly every time he called home. Especially during the time he was injured, she even heard Li Ping say extremely angrily on the phone: “If you don’t come back, your father and I will have another child.”

Sang Yan had cheekily replied: “Fine, I’d quite like to have a little brother.”

“…”

Wen Yifan instinctively glanced toward Sang Yan, then looked back at Mr. and Mrs. Sang.

Just as she was thinking about whether to say something.

Li Ping’s smile faded a bit as she looked Sang Yan up and down: “You can.”

As if having long-suppressed opinions about him, Sang Rong seemed to have coordinated with Li Ping beforehand. He walked over, put his hand on Sang Yan’s shoulder, and opened the front door: “Go back to your place to watch.”

“…”

Nan Hong – Chapter 84
Wei Yifan was a bit bewildered by the situation, unsure how to react for a moment. She turned her head to stare at the half-open door, feeling as if Sang Yan had come to deliver a package.

“Dad, it’s Chinese New Year. Where do you want me to go?” Sang Yan looked at Li Ping, his tone irreverent. “Mom already said it’s fine, didn’t she? She’s happy to let me watch some TV. Why are you trying to drive your son away? Aren’t you being quite rebellious?”

“…”

Li Ping was both amused and irritated by his impudence. She didn’t argue further, instead grabbing his arm and walking towards the kitchen. “What TV? Aren’t you ashamed, a grown man coming home and doing nothing?”

Then, she turned back to Wei Yifan and said, “Yifan, have a seat for now.”

Wei Yifan instinctively responded, “Alright.”

Sang Yan allowed Li Ping to pull him along, turning his head to glance at Wei Yifan. Sang Rong chatted with Wei Yifan for a few moments, then also entered the kitchen. “Zhizhi, don’t just sit there. Pour Yifan a glass of water.”

“I know,” Sang Zhi waved at her. “Sister Yifan, come sit over here.”

Wei Yifan walked over and sat down, accepting the glass of water. She asked in a low voice, “Did your brother do something to upset Uncle and Auntie?”

Sang Zhi smiled sweetly, “Yes. Before you arrived, I’d already heard them nagging my brother for almost four hours.”

“…”

“They started scolding him as soon as they began preparing the New Year’s Eve dinner,” Sang Zhi counted on her fingers, listing each of the issues her parents had pointed out about Sang Yan. “Not coming home, not calling, not messaging, not sharing recent news, having to beg him to come for a meal, standing up every girl they set him up with for blind dates—”

Feeling something wasn’t quite right, Sang Zhi hurriedly added, “But my mom hasn’t set my brother up on blind dates for a long time now.”

Bringing this up, Wei Yifan asked again, “Why does Auntie always try to set up blind dates for Sang Yan?”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Sang Zhi replied matter-of-factly, “Who could put up with my brother’s terrible personality? Of course, they need to look early.”

“…”

“But my brother must like you,” Sang Zhi’s round eyes curved slightly as if finding it somewhat miraculous. “I’ve never seen my brother in a relationship before, but this is the first time I’ve seen him so timid.”

Wei Yifan: “Hm? What do you mean by timid?”

Sang Zhi: “You know, that ‘cheating’ thing. He was so worried you’d misunderstand.”

As the two sat in the living room, they could hear intermittent noises coming from the kitchen.

Most of it was Li Ping and Sang Rong ganging up on Sang Yan.

Li Ping: “Take off your jacket. Aren’t you stuffy wearing so much indoors?”

Sang Yan: “No, I’m cold.”

Sang Rong: “Cold? We have the heating on, don’t we?”

“Can’t you roll up your sleeves? They’ll get wet in a moment. And what’s wrong with your complexion? Have you been staying up late and not eating properly again?” Li Ping grew increasingly agitated as she spoke. “When I ask you to come home so I can make you some soup to boost your health, you refuse. People will think your mother is trying to harm you.”

Sang Yan laughed, “What’s there to boost at my age?”

A moment later.

Li Ping suddenly said, “What’s this scar on your hand?”

Sang Rong also asked, “When did you get stitches?”

Sang Zhi, who had been chatting with Wei Yifan, stopped mid-sentence upon hearing this. She said, “Sister Yifan, wait a moment,” and then ran towards the kitchen. “What stitches?”

Soon after, she seemed to have seen the scar on Sang Yan’s hand, and her tone exploded, “Who did this?”

“It’s none of your business,” Sang Yan said lazily. “Go watch your cartoons.”

“You little brat, tell me quickly, what happened?” Li Ping was both angry and worried. “Can’t you give me one day of peace? Can’t you hope for your mother to live a bit longer?”

“Why are you making it sound so serious? As if I’m about to die the next second.” Sang Yan’s tone carried his usual impatience, but he did explain properly, “I was being a good Samaritan and accidentally got a small cut.”

…

A few minutes later, Sang Zhi returned to her seat. Her mood seemed to have worsened considerably, and she asked Wei Yifan in a low voice, “Sister Yifan, do you know what happened?”

Wei Yifan clutched her cup: “You mean Sang Yan’s hand injury?”

“Yes, when I came back during the National Day holiday, I didn’t see any injury on his hand,” Sang Zhi looked at the scar, guessing that the injury must have been quite severe at the time. She speculated, “Did someone cause trouble at his bar? I think his personality easily attracts enemies…”

“…”

“Will something more serious happen in the future?”

“No, Sang Yan encountered a relative from my eldest aunt’s side,” Wei Yifan found it a bit difficult to explain but still didn’t hide the truth. “He happened to be a wanted criminal, and Sang Yan got injured in the process of catching him.”

Sang Zhi was stunned.

Wei Yifan didn’t know what else to say.

After a moment, Sang Zhi sighed in relief: “So he was being a good Samaritan? I thought my brother was making it up. That’s doing a good deed. It’s great that nothing serious happened.” She began to mutter, “I don’t know how my brother grew up, but he’s particularly good at fighting.”

Wei Yifan let out an “Ah.”

Sang Zhi tattled: “He beat up my boyfriend once. His face was all bruised. There wasn’t a spot on his body that wasn’t hurt.”

The topic shifted so quickly that Wei Yifan paused briefly before continuing the conversation: “Why did Sang Yan beat up your boyfriend?”

“Because they were college classmates, and my brother thought he was taking advantage of his age to deceive me emotionally, and then he kept being fooled…” Sang Zhi sighed, “Anyway, he hits hard.”

“…”

“But my boyfriend also hit my brother,” Sang Zhi puffed out her cheeks and complained, “After they fought, I was furious and scolded my brother. But then they became all lovey-dovey, making me feel like I was the odd one out. My brother even said he didn’t come to Nan Wu to see me, but to see his brother.”

Wei Yifan couldn’t help but laugh.

Perhaps worried that she might be nervous, Sang Zhi talked more than usual, chattering non-stop. Finally, she suddenly returned to the previous topic: “Sister Yifan, besides his arm, was my brother injured anywhere else?”

Wei Yifan: “He also had an injury on his waist, but it wasn’t as severe as the one on his arm. They’ve all healed now, don’t worry.”

“That’s good. Have you been taking care of him all this time?” Sang Zhi said, “I see that my parents don’t know about this.”

Wei Yifan nodded and said gently, “But I didn’t help much.”

Sang Zhi: “I think his wound has healed quite well, and it’s only been a few months.”

Wei Yifan wanted to say that Sang Yan went to catch Che Xingde because of her, otherwise he wouldn’t have been injured.

But she couldn’t quite say it.

“My brother did a good thing,” as if sensing her mood, the young girl’s eyes were clear and sincere as she said earnestly, “His luck will surely improve from now on.”

–

Soon after, they were called by Li Ping to eat.

The New Year’s Eve dinner was extremely sumptuous, with dishes of every flavor filling the entire table. Thinking of Sang Zhi’s comforting words earlier, Wei Yifan became a bit absent-minded. At the same time, Sang Yan grasped her hand under the table and gave it a gentle squeeze.

She turned her head to look at him.

Sang Yan was also looking at her as if asking with his eyes, “Are you still nervous?”

Wei Yifan curved her lips and shook her head.

After chatting for a while at the dinner table, Li Ping gradually realized something. She stared at Wei Yifan’s face, finding it increasingly familiar, and asked, “Yifan, have we met before?”

Wei Yifan hadn’t expected her to remember and quickly said, “Yes. I met you at school when I was in high school.”

“…”

Li Ping now remembered and exclaimed in surprise, “Oh, you’re that little girl who was in puppy love with Yan in high school?”

At these words, the gazes of the others also fell on Wei Yifan. She slowly swallowed the soup in her mouth and explained, “Yes, but we weren’t in puppy love then. We only got together last year.”

“But this brat liked you back then, and he didn’t hide it from us,” Thinking of this, Li Ping found it amusing. “After coming back from school, I talked to Yan several times, telling him to focus on his studies for now and not consider these things.”

Wei Yifan: “Yes, we were indeed quite young at that time.”

“He didn’t listen to me at all, rebellious from childhood to adulthood.” Li Ping cast a light glance at Sang Yan. “But later, for some reason, he suddenly started studying like crazy, and then for several years after graduating from university, he didn’t find a single partner.”

Sang Rong also laughed: “We were so scared, thinking this kid was influenced by our words.”

Sang Yan, the person in question, remained silent.

Sang Zhi, chewing her food, said indistinctly, “Is it possible that he was secretly dating someone?”

Li Ping: “I asked Hao’an and Qian Fei. They both knew nothing about it, which made me worry that Yan might have some psychological issues, so I kept trying to set him up on blind dates.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan seemed to think of something. His chopsticks stopped, and he said with a lazy expression, half-smiling, “Later, you even set me up on a blind date with a man.”

“…” Li Ping choked, saying irritably, “Wasn’t that because you refused to go on any dates with girls? How could I not think in that direction? Your mother has already compromised to such an extent for you.”

Sang Rong and Sang Zhi burst into laughter simultaneously.

Wei Yifan lowered her head, inexplicably also starting to laugh.

…

After dinner, the family sat on the sofa to watch the Spring Festival Gala, but most of the time was spent in casual conversation. After staying up until the end of the New Year’s Eve celebration, the two elders gave red envelopes to the three younger ones and then retired to their room to sleep.

Back in Sang Zhi’s room, after chatting for a while, Sang Zhi’s phone rang.

The caller seemed to be Duan Jiaxu.

Seeing this, Wei Yifan wanted to give Sang Zhi some privacy, so she got up and left the room. She walked to Sang Yan’s door and knocked lightly. A voice quickly came from inside: “The door’s not locked.”

Wei Yifan turned the doorknob and walked in.

At this moment, Sang Yan was sitting on the sofa in the room, holding a game controller, and playing a game casually. He raised his eyes to look at her: “Not sleeping yet?”

Wei Yifan closed the door: “I’ll sleep in a bit.”

“Want to come sleep with me?”

“No.”

Sang Yan raised his chin, saying arrogantly: “Then go back now.”

“…”

Pretending not to hear, Wei Yifan sat down next to him of her own accord: “What are you playing?”

Sang Yan handed her the controller, wrapped his arm around her waist, tightened his grip, and pulled her onto his lap. He seemed a bit tired too, resting his chin on her shoulder, his palm covering her hand: “I’ll teach you.”

They played together for a while.

Although her hands were moving, it was Sang Yan controlling everything. Wei Yifan watched as the health bar of her character remained untouched while the opponent’s health bar kept decreasing until there was nothing left.

In this situation, Wei Yifan also had the illusion that she was very skilled. She became interested and turned her head to say, “Let me try a round on my own.”

Sang Yan behind her obediently let go of her hands and watched her play.

She thought the result would be similar to before.

But the difference between playing on her own and playing with Sang Yan’s guidance was vast. In less than a minute, Wei Yifan’s character was utterly defeated, without even scratching the opponent’s health.

Sang Yan chuckled softly, his chest vibrating slightly as he commented: “Noob.”

Wei Yifan looked at him: “Can we play in two-player mode?”

“We can,” Sang Yan drawled, “but I’m even more formidable than the computer.”

“…”

At Wei Yifan’s insistence, Sang Yan switched to two-player mode and picked up another controller. He showed no intention of going easy on Wei Yifan, his movements seeming casual but each hit taking away nearly half of her health bar.

After being mercilessly killed three times, Wei Yifan put down the controller, feeling it was about time and having no desire to stay longer.

“I’m going back to sleep.”

“What are you doing?” Sang Yan pulled her back, holding back his laughter. “Didn’t I say I’d teach you? Do you want to graduate after such a short lesson? I need to teach you a lesson.”

Wei Yifan thought for a moment and felt he had a point: “Then continue teaching me.”

As they played the game, they chatted intermittently.

Sang Yan asked: “Are you staying here tomorrow?”

Wei Yifan nodded: “Yes, I like your home.”

When she first got to know Sang Yan, Wei Yifan knew that he must have grown up in a very happy and harmonious family. Otherwise, it would be impossible to raise someone with his personality.

Proud, confident, and passionate.

Like light itself.

Thinking of how Sang Yan’s family members addressed him.

A-Yan.

It was just the first character that changed.

But it seemed to have become gentler.

Wei Yifan licked her lips and suddenly called out to him: “Sang Yan.”

Sang Yan: “Hm?”

“Your sister has a nickname called Zhizhi, do you have one?” Without waiting for his answer, Wei Yifan continued, “Is it also changed to the first tone, called ‘Yan Yan’?”

“…” Sang Yan pinched her face, somewhat speechless, “No.”

“Then is it still in the second tone?” Wei Yifan said again, “Called ‘Yan Yan’?”

“Are you sleepy?” Sang Yan stared at her, suddenly smiling, “What nonsense are you talking?”

“Oh, then it is.” Wei Yifan paused for two seconds, then spoke, “A-Yan.”

“…”

Seeing his slightly stunned expression, Wei Yifan leaned in to kiss his lips, then climbed up, pretending to be casual: “I’m going to sleep now.”

Sang Yan quickly pulled her back: “What did you call me?”

Wei Yifan half-lay on top of him, no longer shy, her lips curving: “A-Yan.”

Sang Yan’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he lightly kissed the corner of her lips.

“Mm, call me that from now on.”

–

This meeting with Sang Yan’s parents added a new routine to Wei Yifan’s weekly life. She liked the atmosphere in Sang Yan’s home, so whenever she had time, she would drag Sang Yan back to his house for meals.

The number of times Sang Yan went home during this period could rival the entire second half of last year.

They set the moving date for the 28th.

They started packing things up bit by bit a week in advance. The night before moving, Wei Yifan continued with the final preparations. Her room had already been mostly organized, with only some miscellaneous items left to sort out.

Wei Yifan had been tidying for a while when there was a knock on the door from outside.

She casually said, “Just come in.”

Sang Yan pushed the door open and entered, scanning around her direction with a frown: “Don’t sit on the floor, aren’t you still on your period?”

Wei Yifan had no choice but to stand up.

Sang Yan: “Need my help?”

Wei Yifan pointed towards the desk: “Then help me pack the things over there, I’ve already sorted them and put them on the table.”

“Alright.”

After saying this, Sang Yan picked up the documents on the table and started stuffing them into the box stack by stack. When he got to the last stack, he seemed to notice something. His movements paused, and he slowly picked it up to take a look.

It was a small notebook.

At that moment, it was placed upside down, revealing the back of the notebook. There was a huge name signed with a water-based pen, occupying the entire back page, looking messy, and difficult to recognize what characters it corresponded to.

Wei Yifan, who was nearby, was still talking: “How’s the packing in your room going?”

Sang Yan didn’t respond.

Wei Yifan spoke again: “I’ll come to help you in a bit, okay?”

Sang Yan remained silent.

Wei Yifan found it strange and looked over.

She saw Sang Yan holding a notebook, his expression indecipherable. On the notebook was a name signed by Mu Chengyun a long time ago.

“…”

Wei Yifan paused, feeling a chill down her spine, but she also thought he probably couldn’t recognize what character it was. She lowered her eyes again, pretending to be normal as she continued to pack: “We should be able to finish packing before eleven—”

“Wen Shuangjian,” Sang Yan interrupted her, “you’re quite bold.”

“…”

“Why don’t you explain to me why you’re so preciously keeping the signature of your pursu— oh,” Sang Yan emphasized his words, very deliberately correcting himself, “former colleague?”

Wei Yifan didn’t know how he recognized it, so she told the truth: “I just left it there, I’m not preciously keeping it.”

“Who is this guy?”

“He’s the ghost from ‘See Ghost When Dream Wakes’.” Remembering what Su Tian had mentioned before, Wei Yifan added, “I heard he’s participating in some talent show now, and he’s quite popular.”

Sang Yan had only watched this film. After thinking for a moment, he said expressionlessly: “I quite like it.”

Wei Yifan: “?”

Sang Yan: “Fine, give it to me then.”

“…”

Wei Yifan found his behavior a bit amusing: “If you like it, take it.”

…

After finishing packing the remaining items, Wei Yifan felt it was about done: “That’s it, we’ll deal with the rest tomorrow morning. Let’s go pack your room now, there are still some things in the living room and kitchen that need to be sorted.”

Sang Yan made a sound of agreement, holding the small notebook with Mu Chengyun’s signature as he followed behind her.

After entering the room, Sang Yan casually placed the notebook on the desk. It happened to touch the mouse, and the screen lit up. Wei Yifan instinctively glanced at it and suddenly noticed a familiar game icon on his desktop.

Wei Yifan stared at it for a few seconds, then pointed: “Do you play this game too?”

Sang Yan glanced lightly: “Mm.”

Wei Yifan shared with him: “I played this game in college too, but I haven’t played for a long time.”

Sang Yan smiled: “Is that so.”

After that, Wei Yifan didn’t pay any more attention to it, scanning the room. Compared to her room, Sang Yan’s room was neat, with various items packed into cardboard boxes and placed to one side.

It looked like there wasn’t much left to pack.

“Sit down, there’s nothing much to pack,” Sang Yan remembered something and walked towards the door again, “I just made some brown sugar water for you, let me check how it’s doing.”

Wei Yifan nodded, but still helped him check if anything was missed. She glanced at the bookshelf, which was empty. She turned around, opened the wardrobe, and saw only a few scattered coats left inside.

Her gaze moved from top to bottom.

Wei Yifan suddenly noticed a medium-sized storage box in the corner at the bottom of the wardrobe. Thinking it might be something he had forgotten, she reached out to pull it out. The box was heavy, and she didn’t know what was inside.

The weight didn’t feel like clothes, more like books.

Wei Yifan casually opened it.

The first thing she saw was a yellowed newspaper.

Wei Yifan paused, then continued to flip through, finding that they were all newspapers. She didn’t know why Sang Yan would keep so many old newspapers here, so she curiously picked up the topmost one to look at.

She stared at the words on the main page.

Yihe Daily.

July 27, 2013, Saturday.

Yihe’s newspaper?

Why would it appear here?

Wei Yifan was stunned, and a thought suddenly flashed through her mind. She couldn’t believe it and quickly scanned the various bylines on the page. Then, she turned it over, her gaze fixed.

In one of the sections, she saw her name.

— Yihe Daily reporter Wei Yifan

“…”

Wei Yifan’s expression froze as she continued flipping.

Next.

And next.

September 5, 2012, Wednesday.

…

April 22, 2012, Sunday.

…

March 11, 2011, Friday.

Until she reached the bottom one.

December 13, 2010, Tuesday.

Wei Yifan remembered this day quite clearly.

It was the day her first article was published after she started her internship at Yihe Daily.

Underneath this were countless plane tickets between Nan Wu and Yihe, various unidentified small receipts, and a photograph.

Wei Yifan held her breath, wiping her sweaty palms on her clothes. After a long while, she reached out to pick up the photograph.

In the photo stood a large group of students, all wearing black graduation gowns. In the middle was a girl with particularly striking features. She seemed to have heard something and, unlike the others, was looking towards the camera.

Her eyes were filled with confusion, without any focus.

She had no idea who the person taking the photo was.

It was a scene Wei Yifan once thought was just a dream.

Wei Yifan’s throat tightened.

She clenched her fist and turned the photo over, immediately seeing the man’s handwriting that had pressed through the paper.

Unlike his usual unrestrained and arrogant style, these characters were written neatly and meticulously. As if done with utmost seriousness.

Only four characters.

— Happy Graduation.
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At that moment, all her memories flowed backward from the present.

On her birthday night, he carried her on his back and whispered, “Wen Shuangjing, make another wish.”

When she flew to Yihe to find him, after listening to her explain everything in the hotel room, he said with a solemn yet casual air, “I forgive you.”

Seeing the wound Che Xingde had inflicted on her, Sang Yan’s expression was heavy and helpless: “Can you consider my feelings?”

Further back.

The day they got together, Sang Yan suddenly appeared in the noodle shop. Under the grand curtain of rain, he looked at her with downcast eyes, his expression full of youthful sentiment: “After all these years, I still only like you.”

After Xiang Lang returned to the country, they played Truth or Dare after dinner. He drew a “truth” about “the city you last flew to,” and said “Yihe” without much emotion.

Earlier still.

Due to various accidents, Sang Yan inexplicably became her new roommate, which led to an argument between them. He stared at her, his tone devoid of warmth: “I didn’t expect you to think of me as such a devoted person.”

Until.

The day they first met at “Overtime” after their reunion. His expression was indifferent as he tossed a coat at her, yet introduced himself as if to a stranger: “I’m the owner of this bar, surname Sang.”

…

Meanwhile, Sang Yan entered the room carrying a bowl. Noticing the newspapers and miscellaneous items on the floor, as well as the photo in Wen Yifan’s hand, his expression froze slightly, but he showed no emotion about having his secrets pried into, only saying, “Why are you sitting on the floor again?”

Wen Yifan looked up at him.

Sang Yan walked to her side and extended his hand: “Get up quickly.”

Wen Yifan didn’t move, her voice barely audible: “Have you always been coming to Yihe to find me?”

“Mm,” Sang Yan admitted, “I told you before, didn’t I?”

“What?”

Sang Yan didn’t continue, instead taking a cushion from nearby and giving it to her: “Use this.” Then he handed her the bowl of brown sugar water, taking the photo from her hand: “Drink this first, it’ll get cold soon.”

Wen Yifan obediently accepted, holding the bowl with both hands and lowering her eyes, her eyelids gradually reddening. An intense sense of guilt and helplessness slowly pressed down on her, leaving her without the courage to even look at Sang Yan’s expression.

She wanted to ask, why didn’t you tell me when you came?

But then she remembered the words she had said.

Wen Yifan kept her head down, slowly saying, “Why did you come to find me…”

She had said such terrible things.

So many cruel words.

Sang Yan’s lips curved into a smile, his manner casual: “Didn’t I say, I told you before?”

Then he added: “Think about it yourself.”

Wen Yifan stared at the brown sugar water in the bowl, her mind gradually recalling what Sang Yan had said to her at the bus stop on the day Wen Liangzhe passed away.

— “I’m not very good with words, but no matter what, I’ll always be by your side.”

I’ll always be by your side.

Whether you know it or not.

Even if I’ve already said I won’t bother you anymore.

I’ll still keep my promise.

In places you can’t see.

Wen Yifan’s grip on the bowl gradually tightened, and she numbly took a sip of the brown sugar water. As she swallowed, tears also fell, splashing into the bowl. She bit her lip hard and took another sip.

Noticing her state, Sang Yan turned his head away, half-jokingly saying, “What, is it that hard to drink?”

“…”

“Wen Shuangjing, don’t cry, you hear me? What’s there to cry about?” Sang Yan no longer avoided the topic, reaching out to wipe her tears, “You didn’t cry even when big things happened before we got together, and now how many times have you cried? What does this make me?”

Wen Yifan remained silent, crying while drinking the brown sugar water.

Watching her like this, Sang Yan felt a mixture of heartache and an inexplicable urge to laugh: “Why do you look so aggrieved? If you don’t want to drink it, then don’t. Is it worth crying while drinking?”

Wen Yifan stopped, choking out: “I… I think I saw you at the graduation ceremony, but I thought you wouldn’t come… so I thought I was mistaken…”

“That’s pretty good,” Sang Yan said lightly, “If you had recognized me, I would have lost face.”

Wen Yifan’s tears fell one by one into the bowl, creating small splashes: “…I should have run over.”

Even if there was only the slightest possibility. She shouldn’t have ignored it.

While she was laughing and taking photos with her classmates, chatting happily, what kind of feelings must Sang Yan have had, standing far away on the other side of the crowd, then leaving alone?

Coming on his own, seeing her on his own, then leaving on his own.

Wen Yifan felt as if a heavy stone was pressing on her chest: “Why have I done so many bad things to you?”

“What are you talking about? Haven’t we already made up about this? It’s all in the past,” Sang Yan took the bowl from her hands and casually placed it on the ground, “Or have you done something else to wrong me?”

“…”

Wen Yifan sniffled and thought about it seriously, but couldn’t think of anything else. She looked up at him, suddenly remembering something, and confessed: “I took advantage of you once.”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow: “Doesn’t that happen every day?”

“…” Wen Yifan had been feeling quite negative, but now she felt like laughing a bit. She stared at him, unable to resist moving closer to hug him, “It was before we were together.”

Sang Yan raised his hand to hold her waist: “Hm?”

“I pretended to sleepwalk,” Wen Yifan said sincerely, “I hugged you once.”

“…”

“When was this?” Sang Yan’s expression froze for a moment, seeming incredulous. After a few seconds, he laughed, “Wait, you did something like that?”

Wen Yifan didn’t feel guilty at all, her voice still nasal: “Let’s just say I was using my rights in advance.”

“Weren’t you always acting so upright back then?” Sang Yan simply let her sit on his lap, saying slowly, “So behind the scenes, you had these kinds of thoughts.”

“…” Wen Yifan stared at him, very frankly, “Yes.”

Sang Yan chuckled softly, seeming to be in a very good mood, and leaned down to kiss her. He turned his head to look at the newspapers scattered on the floor and reminded her: “Go clean up, you’ve turned everything upside down, it’s a mess.”

Wen Yifan nodded but showed no intention of moving.

They stayed in that position quietly for a while.

Suddenly, Wen Yifan called out to him: “A’Yan.”

Sang Yan: “Hm?”

“I want to live six years longer than you.”

Sang Yan’s brow furrowed slightly: “Why?”

Wen Yifan’s eyes were still red as she said solemnly: “This way, I can love you for six more years.”

Then we’ll be even.

“…”

Sang Yan immediately understood and laughed, lowering his head: “Forget it, I still want to live a few more years.” After saying this, he pulled her body closer to him, meeting her gaze: “Let’s save it for the next life.”

Next life.

You can like me for six years first.

Then.

I’ll also make you, just like I am now.

Get your wish fulfilled.

–

The next day was Sunday.

Sang Yan didn’t have to work, and Wen Yifan happened to have a day off as well.

They woke up early, and the moving company arrived on time. After cleaning the house thoroughly and checking for any forgotten items, Wen Yifan left the keys on the shoe cabinet.

They left the shared apartment where they had lived together for two years.

Noticing her expression, Sang Yan asked, “What’s wrong?”

Wen Yifan answered honestly: “I’m a bit reluctant to leave.”

“What’s there to be reluctant about? Aren’t you still living with me?” Sang Yan ruffled her hair forcefully, saying lazily, “If you like it, we can decorate our future house the same way, can’t we?”

Wen Yifan’s slight melancholy dissipated, and she smiled, saying: “Then wouldn’t it be like we’re still sleeping in separate rooms now?”

“…” Sang Yan’s expression changed, and he moved his hand to pinch her cheek instead, “I shouldn’t have tried to comfort you.”

Sang Yan drove the car into the underground parking lot of Zhongnan Century City.

They arrived a bit earlier than the moving company.

After getting out of the car, Wen Yifan didn’t know the way, so Sang Yan held her hand the whole time. They entered the elevator and went up to the ninth floor. There were only two units on each floor of this building. He walked to Unit B and entered his fingerprint to open the door.

Sang Yan didn’t rush to go in, stopping in place and holding her hand, leisurely recording her fingerprint as well. Then he casually mentioned: “No one but us can enter.”

Wen Yifan nodded absent-mindedly, her gaze looking inside.

This apartment was slightly larger than their previous shared apartment. There was a small entrance garden just inside the door, then the kitchen, with the dining room opposite, and the living room further in.

The decoration style was modern, with warm tones, giving it a cozy feel.

Before she could finish looking around, Sang Yan interrupted her attention, leading her inside: “I’ll send you the door password on WeChat later. Just live here like before, we’ve just moved to a new place, nothing else has changed.”

Wen Yifan responded, continuing to observe the interior environment.

All the necessary furniture was already there, but overall it still felt empty, with bare tabletops and cabinets. There was also a musty smell from long disuse, though it seemed someone had come to clean, as everything looked tidy.

They sat down on the sofa.

Wen Yifan asked casually: “Which room will I sleep in?”

Sang Yan leaned back in his chair, speaking slowly: “Sleep wherever you want.”

Wen Yifan looked at him.

“You can sleep in the bathroom or kitchen if you like. I’m not picky. No matter where,” Sang Yan tilted his head, his words full of implication, “I’ll keep you company.”

“…”

Wen Yifan felt she still had some principles: “Doesn’t this count as living together before marriage?”

“So what?” Sang Yan’s expression was arrogant as he mimicked her words from last night, “It’s going to happen sooner or later anyway, why can’t I use my rights in advance?”

“…”

Just then, the moving company arrived.

Sang Yan went to open the door and let them in, while Wen Yifan also stood up, intending to take a look at the master bedroom. She felt there was no need to dwell on this issue anymore, and it felt like protesting too much.

The master bedroom was the innermost room.

Wen Yifan opened the door and went in.

The decor leaned towards a girlish style, with light pink walls, a white bed, and a small dressing table beside it. By the window was a desk for her to work at, with a bookshelf next to it.

The floor was covered with a light-colored carpet.

This was Sang Yan’s house.

Yet the master bedroom was decorated in a girl’s style.

Soon after, Sang Yan followed her in.

Wen Yifan turned her head: “When did you finish decorating this house?”

“The year before last,” Sang Yan said casually, “But this room was redecorated recently.”

Wen Yifan looked around the room again: “Then why is it pink?”

“It’s for you,” Sang Yan said, “Just in case you didn’t want to sleep with me.”

“So are you going to sleep in this room with me?” Wen Yifan’s lips curved up, holding back a laugh as she said, “Then you’d be a big man with a very girlish heart.”

“…”

Outside, the sounds of workers moving luggage could be heard.

Sang Yan went out again to communicate with them.

Wen Yifan stayed in the room for a while, then walked to the window to open it for ventilation. After some time, just as she was about to go to the living room to check, her phone in her pocket rang.

She took out her phone and looked down at the lit screen.

Sang Yan: [Password 150102]

Wen Yifan looked at it for a moment, pretending not to understand: [Do the numbers have any meaning?]

After a few seconds.

Sang Yan: [?]

Sang Yan: [Your boyfriend’s birthday.]

Wen Yifan: [Is that all?]

The two continued to communicate via WeChat, one in the living room and one in the bedroom.

Sang Yan sent a voice message: “Think about it carefully.”

In the room, Wen Yifan could hear his displeased tone from outside.

Wen Yifan’s eyes curved downwards, immediately soothing him: [Oh, it’s the day we got together.]

Indeed, she thought again.

The day luck descended upon her.

–

The first-instance judgment in Che Xingde’s case came down in September. For the crimes of intentional homicide and rape, he was sentenced to death with multiple convictions. Che Yanqin was sentenced to three years in prison for helping Che Xingde destroy evidence.

The follow-up report on this case, which Wen Yifan was responsible for, also came to a complete end here.

And from this moment on, these two people completely disappeared from her life.

September 22nd this year was the centennial celebration of Nanwu No.1 High School.

Two weeks in advance, Wen Yifan learned about this from Zhong Siqiao. But she wasn’t very interested and didn’t know if she could make time to attend, so she gave an ambiguous answer.

Unexpectedly, Zhong Siqiao was particularly insistent that she must come together.

She even asked her to bring Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan had no choice but to apply for leave from her supervisor in advance and mentioned this to Sang Yan. He asked what it was about, didn’t say much else, and quickly agreed.

On the day of the school celebration.

They set off for Nanwu No.1 High School in the afternoon, meeting Zhong Siqiao and other high school classmates at the entrance. Wen Yifan couldn’t remember many people, only finding them vaguely familiar, but unable to recall their names.

Seeing the two of them together, many people’s first reaction was that they had been dating since high school until now.

Wen Yifan heard this but didn’t refute it.

Nanwu No.1 High School’s celebration was on a large scale, and the campus was crowded at this time. Walking along, there were various exhibitions everywhere, introducing the school’s history and various notable figures.

After wandering around for a while.

Wen Yifan and Sang Yan inadvertently became separated from the others.

The summer temperature was high, and the sunlight was intense, like a giant steamer. With the dense crowd, it seemed to amplify the sultriness, becoming unbearable after a while.

Possibly noticing her condition, Sang Yan glanced at the teaching building not far away: “Let’s go back to the classroom and take a look.”

Wen Yifan nodded.

The two entered the teaching building and went up the stairs.

It had been a long time since they’d been back, but it seemed not much had changed from before, only some places had been renovated. Wen Yifan didn’t talk to Sang Yan, just observed the surroundings, as if aligning them with her memories one by one.

The crowd gradually thinned out, looking empty, like the campus after school.

Neither Wen Yifan nor Sang Yan mentioned it, but they tacitly stopped on the fourth floor. Walking forward, through the corridor in front, turning left, towards the inner area.

She saw the familiar school water dispenser.

It was where Wen Yifan first met Sang Yan.

Wen Yifan suddenly felt this feeling was quite magical and turned to look at him: “Senior.”

Sang Yan turned his head, eyebrows slightly raised.

Wen Yifan smiled: “Do you know how to get to Class 17 of the first year?”

“I do, junior,” Sang Yan played along, drawing his words in an annoying tone, “Go straight ahead and turn right.”

This time, unlike when the two of them went to the classroom one after another in the past.

Wen Yifan continued to hold his hand, walking side by side. Following her memory, she turned right and walked to the innermost classroom. Amazingly, after all this time, the class sign still read “Class 17, First Year.”

The classroom door was open, with desks neatly arranged inside, their surfaces bare of anything.

Like an old classroom that had just been emptied.

Wen Yifan walked in and sat in the position where they had been desk mates, front and back. Sang Yan also sat behind her. For a moment, it was as if time had returned to that summer eleven years ago.

As soon as she sat down, Wen Yifan noticed something in her peripheral vision, and her eyes immediately lowered.

She saw that the entire drawer was filled with roses.

Her gaze froze.

A guess gradually formed in her mind.

Wen Yifan held her breath and reached in to pull out a rose.

At this moment, Wen Yifan felt Sang Yan’s leg move forward, hooking under her chair, giving it a light bump. The gesture was mischievous and bold, just like any time in the past.

She turned her head.

She saw Sang Yan leaning back in his chair, his expression spirited, just like years ago. He tilted his chin up slightly, the corner of his mouth pulling into a smile, revealing the shallow dimple on his right cheek, and suddenly said: “Wen Shuangjing, I’ll give you a promise.”

Wen Yifan stammered: “Huh?”

“After being with me,” Sang Yan’s eyes were dark, his Adam’s apple bobbing slightly, “all your wishes will come true.”

“…”

Wen Yifan’s gaze dropped, only now noticing the ring box on the desk. She stared blankly at the silver ring inside, feeling that although this was something they had mentioned before when it happened, it still felt surprising.

She held a rose in one hand, raising the other as if wanting to touch the ring.

In the next moment, Sang Yan grabbed her hand, holding it steady.

“Wen Shuangjing, will you marry me?”

Wen Yifan met his gaze, her eyes inexplicably starting to sting. She stared at his rare nervous expression, gradually overlapping with the young man from the past, and couldn’t help but smile.

“Yes, I only want to marry you.”

Sang Yan smiled along with her, slowly sliding the ring onto her ring finger, and pushing it up.

As if to tie her entire life to him from this moment on.

— “After being with me, all your wishes will come true.”

Yes.

You’ve fulfilled another one of my wishes.

Outside, the sunlight was dazzling, pouring in generously. The classroom was quiet and empty, cicadas calling loudly, bringing a thick summer atmosphere tinged with the flavor of youth.

The man before her seemed unchanged from beginning to end.

Wen Yifan inexplicably recalled a scene from long ago.

She couldn’t remember which afternoon it was.

That day was also clear and bright like today, the air sultry and long. Wen Yifan sat in her seat, flipping through Jeanette Winterson’s “Oranges Are Not the Only Fruit,” when a sentence moved her heart.

She felt that she also hoped to meet such a person.

Wen Yifan took out her notebook from the drawer, opened the pen cap, and carefully wrote: “I long for someone to love me fiercely till death, understanding that love is as strong as death–“

Before she could finish writing, Wen Yifan’s body was suddenly bumped from the side. Caught off guard, the pen tip dragged heavily across the notebook, then pulled back, smudging onto the arm of the person beside her.

The apology hadn’t left Wen Yifan’s lips before she instinctively looked up.

At that moment.

She met Sang Yan’s gaze.

— End of Main Text —

Nan Hong – Extra Chapter 1
1.

Before the end of the National Day holiday, Su Hao’an, as the organizer, hosted a high school classmate reunion.

The invitation list mainly consisted of their classmates from the third year of high school. Wen Yifan, who had transferred schools during their second year, wasn’t initially included. However, Su Hao’an invited her anyway, and both Sang Yan and Zhong Siqiao also asked if she wanted to join.

Wen Yifan agreed quickly, but as work got busy, she forgot about it on the day of the gathering. It happened to be her day off, and she fell asleep while playing with her phone in bed.

In her drowsy state, she heard Sang Yan getting up and changing clothes.

A few minutes later, Sang Yan called out to her, “Wen Shuangjiang, get up.”

Wen Yifan responded perfunctorily, “Mm.”

After a while, Sang Yan glanced at her, “You’ll be late if you don’t get up now.”

Wen Yifan finally pulled down the covers, her eyes half-open, slowly processing the situation. Soon, she remembered and replied with a hint of irritation at being disturbed, “It’s my day off today.”

Sang Yan responded concisely, “Gathering.”

Wen Yifan seemed to finally recall, glanced at the time, and then sat up. She didn’t dawdle anymore and went to the bathroom to freshen up.

When Wen Yifan came out, she saw that Sang Yan had already gotten ready and was now sitting on the sofa in the master bedroom, playing with his phone. She casually picked out an outfit and started changing while talking to him, “Can I not go?”

Sang Yan looked up, “Why?”

Wen Yifan: “Tired.”

Sang Yan put his phone aside and leaned back lazily against the chair, “How can you sleep so much? It’s like I’m abusing you or something.”

Wen Yifan walked over and flopped onto him, her clothes half rolled up as she reached back to fasten her bra. Still looking drowsy, she nodded in agreement, “You don’t let me sleep.”

“Can you be a bit reasonable? What do you mean I don’t let you sleep,” Sang Yan raised his eyebrows, reaching out to pull her clothes down, “That’s called you actively inviting me to stay up late, understand?”

“…”

A few seconds of silence.

Sang Yan stared at her eyes, his fingertips sliding up her back, his tone both flirtatious and provocative, “Are we going out or not? If we don’t go down soon, I’ll undo whatever you’ve fastened, just the way you did it.”

Wen Yifan looked at him too, let out an “Oh,” and after a few seconds, turned her back to him, “I haven’t fastened it yet.”

“…”

She yawned, “Help me fasten it.”

“…”

After changing clothes, Wen Yifan sat at the dressing table and started applying makeup. Sang Yan remained in his original position, looking at her casually, “When are you going to fix that morning temper of yours?”

Wen Yifan turned back, “Hm?”

“You turn into a different person when you haven’t slept enough.” Sang Yan’s expression was superior, clicking his tongue. His words sounded like a reprimand, “When I wake you up, I barely dare to say a word.”

“Then just,” Wen Yifan thought for a moment, not believing he didn’t dare, “don’t wake me up?”

“…”

After all this commotion, Wen Yifan was much more awake. She decided to reason with him a bit, her voice returning to its usual gentleness, “Besides, you not only have a morning temper, but your general temper isn’t great either.”

Sang Yan’s brow twitched slightly.

Wen Yifan continued applying her eyeshadow, “So let’s be considerate of each other, okay?”

“…” Sang Yan tugged at the corner of his mouth, thinking about how shamelessly she woke him up every time, feeling that this girl’s skin had gotten thicker recently. He tilted his head, not bothering to argue with her, “Fine.”

…

The gathering was at a restaurant in the city center.

The two entered the elevator, and Wen Yifan pressed the button for the third floor. She looked at Sang Yan idly. He seemed tired too, his eyelids half-lowered, his lips in a straight line, always giving off an air of aloofness.

Noticing her gaze, Sang Yan looked back, “What?”

Wen Yifan smiled, casually saying, “You’re quite handsome.”

“Oh, but there are cameras here,” Sang Yan’s voice suddenly changed, as if he had been pulled from a pedestal into an animal world, implying something, “Say that when we get home.”

“…”

What was he saying now?

What! What was he saying? Now!!!

Wen Yifan had never met someone like this. She maintained a calm exterior, saying coolly, “You’re quite timid then.”

Before Sang Yan could respond, the elevator reached the third floor. Wen Yifan led him out, changing the subject, “Which private room did Su Hao’an say we were in again?”

Sang Yan spoke lazily, his tone meaningful, “Be a bit bolder.”

“…”

The next moment.

In the bustling corridor, Sang Yan suddenly pressed against her lower back, pulling her towards him. Then, he lowered his head and bit her lower lip, his tongue pushing in, tasting her.

The whole process took about three seconds.

Wen Yifan’s body froze in place, completely unprepared for his action.

Sang Yan pulled away, licking off the lipstick stain at the corner of his mouth, his eyes arrogant yet with a hint of flirtation, “Wen Shuangjiang, in all my life, no one has ever won by provoking me.”

“…”

“Since you want it, of course, I can give it to you. How about it,” Sang Yan raised his hand, gently rubbing her lip with his fingertip, his tone both cocky and impressive, “Want more?”

Wen Yifan was truly shocked by Sang Yan’s shamelessness.

For the rest of the time, Wen Yifan finally began to reflect on herself, feeling that she needed to turn over a new leaf and not speak her mind as freely as before.

She only now realized that it wasn’t that Sang Yan didn’t dare.

It was that he had been pretending not to dare before, just to give her some face.

When the two entered the private room, it was already full of people. There were two large round tables on the left and right, with two empty seats next to Zhong Siqiao, seemingly reserved for them.

After greeting everyone, Wen Yifan looked around and found that she recognized most of the people present. She had seen some of them recently at the school anniversary, but for most, she could no longer recall their names.

The group chatted while eating, and after the meal, they didn’t rush to leave, instead starting to play games in the private room. With so many people, Su Hao’an suggested playing Werewolf, dividing into two tables.

Both Wen Yifan and Sang Yan were quite skilled at this game.

But their skills differed.

One was because her emotions rarely fluctuated, always calm and gentle, making it hard for others to tell if she was telling the truth or lying;

The other was because he could talk so much, lazily analyzing the situation on the field, making others think his words were extremely reasonable, and leading the entire game.

As the game progressed, Wen Yifan and Sang Yan seemed to be isolated.

Everyone voted them out at the beginning, which also led to them receiving more punishments.

The punishments were still “Truth or Dare.”

At the end of a new round, the villagers won. Both Wen Yifan and Sang Yan’s identity cards were werewolves.

They both had to be punished.

Wen Yifan drew “Dare,” while Sang Yan drew “Truth.”

Xiang Lang looked at Sang Yan and casually asked, “Who was your first love?”

The others felt his question was pointless and let out a disappointed sigh. Sang Yan slightly raised his chin, turned his head to look at Wen Yifan, and said straightforwardly, “Wen Yifan.”

“…”

On the other side, Su Hao’an, who had a low alcohol tolerance, stood up with his face flushed red from drinking. Looking to stir up some excitement, he said, “Wen Yifan, why don’t you give your first love a call?” The table fell silent, instantly understanding the reason behind Xiang Lang’s earlier question.

It was a set-up to give Sang Yan a hard time.

Sang Yan looked up at Su Hao’an, his lips gradually forming a straight line, “Having fun?”

Wen Yifan, watching him put on an act, paused for two seconds and played along, “But my first love recently got engaged. It’s so late, I’m worried calling might cause some problems.”

Seeing Sang Yan’s expression, the tipsy Su Hao’an became a bit scared, “Alright then, no call. Just describe him a bit.”

“Okay.” Wen Yifan looked at Sang Yan, staring at his features, and slowly described, “Short black hair, thick eyebrows, very black eyes, inner double eyelids, high nose bridge, thin lips—” Su Hao’an listened with great interest. Wen Yifan paused, then continued, “He has a dimple on the right side of his lips when he smiles.”

The others present immediately realized who she was talking about.

Looking at Sang Yan’s calm demeanor, they became even more certain of their thoughts.

“Impressive.” But Su Hao’an didn’t think of Sang Yan at all, only feeling it was an incredible coincidence, “A grown man having such a girly thing as a dimple, apart from that dog Sang Yan, I’ve never seen anyone else with one.”

“…”

Not long after, Su Hao’an seemed to realize something and suddenly fell silent. The topic passed, and a new round of the game began, bringing back the lively atmosphere.

After this round, a male student who drew “Dare” was told to go outside and ask for a girl’s WeChat. Many people followed him out.

Su Hao’an, usually the most enthusiastic about such things, continued drinking this time, his rationality completely gone at some point. He suddenly stopped, stood up, and went to Sang Yan’s side, “Brother.”

Sang Yan looked up, “What is it?”

Su Hao’an stared at him, “I’ve wronged you.”

Sang Yan: “?”

Wen Yifan, sitting next to Sang Yan, was also a bit confused by Su Hao’an’s sudden behavior.

“I…” Su Hao’an’s voice was thick with the overwhelming smell of alcohol. This grown man started to choke up as he spoke, “It’s all my fault for stirring things up…”

Hearing the commotion, people at the other table also stopped their game and looked over.

Seeing a grown man cry in front of him, Sang Yan was about to get goosebumps. He frowned and said, “What’s wrong with you?”

“You’re already engaged, finally about to marry the goddess you’ve been dreaming of day and night… It’s all my fault! Today I made you face the truth!” Su Hao’an’s voice was very loud, as if afraid the whole world couldn’t hear, “You’re just a substitute!”

“…”

“A dimple substitute!”

“…”
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The people at the neighboring table, unaware of the situation, only heard the word “substitute.” Knowing about Sang Yan’s previous unsuccessful pursuit of Wen Yifan, they couldn’t help but look at him with sympathy.

Sang Yan’s temple twitched as he raised his head and stared at them expressionlessly.

At this moment, Su Hao’an turned to Wen Yifan, like an overprotective mother: “Wen Yifan… although I understand that Sang Yan’s personality is hard for normal people to handle—”

Wen Yifan listened in bewilderment.

“And his looks might not be to everyone’s taste,” Su Hao’an continued, “It’s just his luck that he has a dimple that caught your eye… But you can’t treat him as—”

Sang Yan couldn’t bear to listen anymore. He stood up, grabbing Su Hao’an. Looking at Wen Yifan, he said matter-of-factly, “I’ll take him to sober up,” before dragging Su Hao’an out, clicking his tongue, “Come on, stop making a fool of yourself.”

After they left, the private room didn’t return to its previous liveliness, remaining quiet for a moment.

Wen Yifan thought for a bit, then asked, “Could you tell that the first love I mentioned earlier was Sang Yan?”

A girl replied, “We could guess.”

Several others chimed in with affirmative answers.

Wen Yifan felt relieved and, noticing that the other table was still paying attention, added with a smile, “That’s good. I pursued Sang Yan for a long time before, but I was too embarrassed to say it. Sang Yan was considerate of my feelings and didn’t tell his friends about it.”

The others smiled and nodded in response.

The topic smoothly transitioned.

After a while, Xiang Lang turned to Wen Yifan, seemingly finding something amusing: “It’s you who’s being considerate of Sang Yan’s feelings, right? I heard from Su Hao’an that Sang Yan has been bragging about you pursuing him, but no one believed it.”

“…”

Meanwhile, in another location.

Su Hao’an, after being forced by Sang Yan to wash his face, managed to break free, his mind now much clearer: “Damn it, are you trying to murder me? How was I supposed to know that Wen Yifan’s ‘moonlight’ also had a dimple!”

“…” Sang Yan released his grip, looking at him with a mix of exasperation and amusement. “Is there something wrong with you?”

Su Hao’an: “?”

The term ‘moonlight,’ however, pleased Sang Yan. He smirked, no longer bothering to argue with the idiot before him: “If you can’t drink, don’t. Stop acting like a brain-dead fool all the time.”

Su Hao’an leaned on the sink, spitting out the water in his mouth: “My alcohol tolerance is just fine.”

Sang Yan took out a pack of cigarettes from his pocket.

“Why aren’t you bringing up that issue anymore? Don’t hold back, there’s no need to pretend in front of me,” Su Hao’an sighed, patting Sang Yan’s arm. “Think about it again. You can’t spend your whole life being cuckolded like this.”

Sang Yan tilted his head, his voice cool: “Did it ever occur to you that I might be that ‘moonlight’?”

Su Hao’an fell silent, then patted his shoulder again: “Don’t dream.”

“…”

The two men went out to the corridor, smoking by the window at the end.

Su Hao’an took out his lighter, lit the cigarette, and gradually understood the situation: “Was that first love Wen Yifan mentioned to you?”

Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, neither confirming nor denying, but his meaning was abundantly clear.

“I give up,” seeing his arrogant demeanor, Su Hao’an felt like all his previous guilt had been wasted. “Just tell me straight, have you two been secretly dating all these years?”

“…”

Su Hao’an clapped sarcastically: “Impressive. And to think I got angry at you when I suggested you and Wen Yifan should be roommates.”

“I,” Sang Yan said with the cigarette between his teeth, his voice slightly muffled, “don’t stoop to such underhanded tactics.”

“…”

“But since you delivered my wife to my doorstep,” Sang Yan blew out a smoke ring, his appearance somewhat surreal in the swirling smoke, speaking slowly and deliberately, “of course, I had no reason to refuse.”

Su Hao’an wanted to punch that smug look off his face, but hearing the word “wife” made him a bit melancholic: “Sigh, Fatty’s married. I thought you’d have to wait ten or twenty years, but now you’re getting married too.”

Sang Yan glanced at him.

Su Hao’an felt increasingly dejected: “Even Duan Jiaxu managed to get your sister.”

“…”

“And I, I fucking got dumped again—” As he said this, Su Hao’an stopped, his voice turning bitter as he corrected himself, “broke up again.”

“What was the reason this time?”

“She thought I was too stupid, completely lacking in emotional intelligence.” Su Hao’an rested his arm on the railing, sneering disdainfully, “She can say whatever she wants about me, but calling me stupid? Lacking emotional intelligence? How could I have dated so many girls if that were true?”

Sang Yan casually remarked: “So you’ve always been the one getting dumped?”

Su Hao’an stared at him, his emotions unaffected by Sang Yan’s words. After a few seconds, his expression showed a hint of resignation: “Well, even if a handsome guy has nothing else going for him, he’s still popular.”

“…”

After the gathering ended, the two returned home.

Thinking about Su Hao’an’s words and Sang Yan’s longstanding dislike of his dimple, Wen Yifan belatedly guessed something and called out with a smile: “A-Yan.”

Sang Yan turned on the living room air conditioner: “Hmm?”

Wen Yifan moved closer to look at the corner of his lips: “Has Su Hao’an always said your dimple makes you look like a little girl?”

“He was crying his eyes out tonight, and he has the nerve to say I look like a little girl?” Sang Yan pulled her into his arms, sounding drowsy, “But yeah, that’s possible.”

“Ah?”

“After all, didn’t he try to hit on me before?”

“…”

Wen Yifan, held in his embrace, smelled the mixture of cigarettes, alcohol, and sandalwood on him. She moved even closer, staring at his overly confident expression, and laughed: “I like your dimple.”

Sang Yan lowered his eyelashes: “Mm, you’ve said that before.”

After thinking for a moment, Wen Yifan modified Su Hao’an’s words: “Top-tier dimple.”

“…”

Wen Yifan wanted to dispel any insecurities caused by others’ comments: “Your dimple is quite manly.”

Sang Yan replied arrogantly: “How could it not be manly on my face? Look at how it turns out on that kid’s face.”

“…” Wen Yifan thought of the two dimples on Sang Zhi’s face when she smiled, feeling a bit envious, “Is your dimple hereditary? Can you make sure our future child has a pair too?”

Sang Yan stared at her, speaking in a lazy drawl: “Are you asking for my help?”

Wen Yifan felt his words weren’t quite accurate: “It would be your child too.”

The next moment, Sang Yan pressed the back of her neck, pushing her down, while his other hand grabbed her wrist. His lips touched her collarbone, biting lightly, as he issued an invitation: “Then shall we pull an all-nighter?”

Wen Yifan immediately backed away, tugging at his hair.

“No all-nighters, it’s time to sleep.”

“I’ll ask for your help in a couple of years, it’s a bit early now,” Wen Yifan said in a gentle voice, negotiating with him, “Take care of your body, live a healthier lifestyle. No smoking or drinking, early to bed and early to rise, and when the time comes, I’ll naturally—”

Before she could finish, Sang Yan picked her up. He glanced at the clock on the wall, which showed just after ten.

“What time counts as staying up late?”

Wen Yifan was taken aback and answered casually: “Midnight?”

Sang Yan’s eyes were like drops of ink. He kissed her while walking towards the bedroom, compromising understandingly.

“Alright, then we’ll sleep early today.”

2.

During this National Day long holiday, Sang Zhi also came back from school. The day before she was to return to school, Li Ping called and asked everyone free to come back for a meal and a chat.

Both Wen Yifan and Sang Yan were still on their rest days, so they returned to the Sang family home at noon that day.

Everyone else was there, except for Duan Jiaxu, who still had to work and could only come over for dinner. The family chatted casually, and as mealtime approached, Sang Rong and Li Ping were suddenly called away by some old friends for a meal.

They left the four of them behind without any guilt.

There weren’t many ingredients at home, but when they talked about going out to eat, they couldn’t decide which restaurant to go to. In the end, after a discussion between Wen Yifan and Sang Zhi, they decided to buy some ingredients and come back to have a hotpot.

Just as they walked out of the building’s main entrance, Duan Jiaxu’s car arrived.

The three of them got into the car.

Not long after the New Year, Duan Jiaxu returned to Nanwu from Yihe and started a game studio there.

Duan Jiaxu was wearing a white shirt, his phoenix eyes slightly lowered, showing no signs of fatigue despite working all day. His voice was clear and gentle, speaking unhurriedly: “What do you want to eat?”

Sang Yan leaned back in his seat like a boss, lazily ordering: “Drive to the supermarket next door.”

At this time, Sang Zhi was sitting in the front passenger seat, not having fastened her seatbelt yet. Hearing this, she turned back to look at Sang Yan, held back for a moment, and then said to Duan Jiaxu: “You should charge him the starting fare, but at this hour it should be doubled.”

Duan Jiaxu chuckled softly, leaning over to help her fasten her seatbelt.

Sang Zhi made an outrageous demand: “Charge him a thousand.”

“Fine,” Sang Yan said leisurely, “It’ll be deducted from your next month’s allowance.”

“…”

Wen Yifan sat quietly beside them, not wanting to get involved in the siblings’ fight, just hoping to be a free passenger.

Duan Jiaxu, however, spoke up at this moment, gently ruffling Sang Zhi’s hair, his phoenix eyes slightly lowered: “It’s okay, let it be deducted. I’ll make it up to you.”

Sang Zhi, having her feathers smoothed, lost her momentum: “Oh.”

The car started.

Sang Zhi pondered the flow of this thousand yuan for a moment, and quickly realized something wasn’t right: “Then it seems like you’re the one losing out.”

“…”

Calculating it this way.

Wouldn’t it just mean Duan Jiaxu was giving Sang Yan a thousand yuan for free?

She turned back: “Brother, you don’t need to pay.”

Sang Yan drawled, sounding quite provocative: “That doesn’t seem appropriate, does it?”

Sang Zhi: “It’s appropriate. You two are so close, it’s not appropriate to count money between you.”

“Clear accounts make good brothers, otherwise it hurts the relationship,” Sang Yan played with his phone, putting on a businesslike manner, “I’ve brought two family members with me. Brother, shall we make it three thousand then?”

“…” Sang Zhi felt like she had shot herself in the foot, and said with suppressed anger, “Don’t count me in, I’m riding in my boyfriend’s car. No charge.”

“Brother, am I not your family member too?” Duan Jiaxu laughed, “You’re not counting me in?”

No matter how many times he heard it, Sang Yan felt it was hell on earth to hear a grown man call him that. He let out a cold laugh, his voice devoid of emotion: “Is there something wrong with you?”

Wen Yifan’s attention was also drawn. She lightly pursed her lips, looking at Sang Yan’s expression, which she couldn’t tell was displeased or embarrassed. She had a feeling that he was flirting with his little lover in front of her.

Seeing that Sang Yan was finally uncomfortable, Sang Zhi became cheerful: “Brother, no personal attacks.”

“…”

They were like playing a word game, one after another.

Wen Yifan felt a bit out of place being so quiet all this time. Plus, her former love rival had called Sang Yan such an intimate term. She hesitated for a moment, feeling she couldn’t lose the battle, and couldn’t help but lean closer to Sang Yan.

Noticing her state, Sang Yan also turned towards her, using his eyes to ask “What’s wrong?”

Wen Yifan leaned close to his ear and whispered.

“Brother.”

“…”
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The whisper was soft, brushing against his ear with a gentle breath.

Sang Yan’s expression froze slightly as if he hadn’t heard clearly. His eyelashes fluttered lightly. He looked directly at her, his prominent Adam’s apple moving slowly, his face unreadable. “Hm?”

Their eyes met.

Staring at Sang Yan’s expression, Wen Yifan finally felt a sense of participation. Although she couldn’t quite discern his reaction, it seemed much better than his attitude towards Duan Jiaxu. She didn’t repeat herself, sitting back contentedly.

But the next moment, Sang Yan grabbed her wrist and raised an eyebrow, saying, “Say it again.”

Hearing this, Sang Zhi in the front turned her head and asked, “What?”

Duan Jiaxu spared a glance in Sang Zhi’s direction.

Seeing that Sang Yan had no intention of responding to her, Sang Zhi’s eyes darted around, and she suddenly said to Duan Jiaxu, “Duan Jiaxu, my brother is talking to you.”

The implication was clear.

You, say it again, Brother.

“…” Duan Jiaxu looked at Sang Zhi again.

As if holding a grudge against Sang Yan’s earlier behavior, Sang Zhi was still trying her best to make things difficult for him, pinning her hopes on Duan Jiaxu. Finding it amusing, Duan Jiaxu obligingly compromised, “Brother, what’s the matter?”

The brief romantic atmosphere was instantly shattered.

Sang Yan’s brow twitched, and he stiffly looked up, momentarily feeling the urge to pull Wen Yifan out of the car and leave. He leaned back against the seat, his grip on Wen Yifan’s wrist tightening, “Nothing.”

His reaction this time wasn’t as big as before, which made Sang Zhi turn her head again.

Sang Yan’s voice was light, “Just thinking about how to murder without consequences.”

“…”

Duan Jiaxu parked the car in the supermarket parking lot.

Although they had been dating for quite a while, Sang Zhi still felt uncomfortable displaying affection with Duan Jiaxu in front of the other two. It always felt like being lovey-dovey with her partner in front of elders.

After entering the supermarket, she immediately pulled Duan Jiaxu to another area.

Wen Yifan pushed a shopping cart from the entrance, which Sang Yan pulled over. Thinking about the conversation in the car earlier, she didn’t know exactly what she was fussing about, but she couldn’t help but confront him, “I feel like you’re quite different in front of Duan Jiaxu—”

Sang Yan turned his head.

Wen Yifan’s face remained calm as she slowly picked up a product nearby, saying, “It’s quite different.”

“…”

“But it’s good too,” Wen Yifan put the product back, a faint smile curving her lips, her voice gentle, “Thanks to him, I can see different sides of you.”

Sang Yan rested his elbow on the shopping cart, his back slightly bent, looking at her, “How is it different?”

Wen Yifan couldn’t quite put it into words.

“Wen Shuangjiang, your behavior is also fresh. Being with me for such a long time, every time you get jealous,” Sang Yan stood still, his expression lazy, “it’s always because of some uncouth guy.”

“…”

“Deliberately picking on me?”

As these words fell, Wen Yifan reflected and realized it was indeed so. After all, in all this time, she hadn’t seen any female friends around him. She didn’t want to admit that her behavior was picking on him, and said seriously, “Then next time when Duan Jiaxu calls you ‘Brother’, can you accept it more naturally?”

Sang Yan: “?”

Wen Yifan added, “Otherwise, you two look like you’re flirting.”

“Do you know what flirting means?” Sang Yan leaned forward, raising his hand to press against her forehead, laughing, “Or are you complaining that I haven’t let you experience flirting?”

Wen Yifan looked up.

“That beast calling me that way is to disgust me. When you call me, that’s flirting.” Sang Yan rubbed her head forcefully, bringing the topic back, “What did you call me in the car just now?”

Wen Yifan was too embarrassed to repeat it, so she changed her words, “Little brother.”

“Oh.” Sang Yan accepted it, speaking slowly, “Does big sister like younger ones?”

“…”

Hearing him call her this way for the first time, Wen Yifan paused, feeling her face heat up for some reason. She lightly pursed her lips, walking forward on her own, not continuing this topic, pretending to be calm and composed.

Sang Yan followed behind her, his demeanor lazy and relaxed, calling out again, “Big sister.”

Wen Yifan turned back, “Don’t call me that.”

“Why?” Sang Yan raised an eyebrow, his voice carrying a hint of challenge, “Don’t I look young enough?”

“…”

On the other side.

Sang Zhi was wandering in the supermarket with Duan Jiaxu, grumbling, “My brother is so annoying, always threatening me with living expenses. It’s not that I care about the money, but he’s being so childish…”

Duan Jiaxu smiled, “I’ll give you his share in the future.”

Sang Zhi immediately looked at him, grasping the key point, “Why are you helping him give it?”

“…”

“Although I was quite happy to see you annoy my brother earlier.” Sang Zhi held back for a few seconds but still chose to burn the bridge after crossing, “But the more I think about it, the more I feel it’s not right. Don’t always tease my brother like that. Even I feel like you two are a couple.”

“…”

Finding it absurd, Duan Jiaxu laughed wordlessly, “What?”

Sang Zhi stared at his eyes which seemed to be constantly emitting electricity, muttering, “Anyway, be more careful in the future. I’m going back to school tomorrow, so I won’t be able to see the situation here. Otherwise, you should just meet my brother less.”

Duan Jiaxu turned his head to look at her.

“But I saw you talking to Brother Qian Fei the other day, and Brother Hao’an too.” Sang Zhi felt that every word and action of the man in front of her seemed to be bewitching people, and she unreasonably started to bring up old accounts, “It all seemed quite ambiguous.”

Duan Jiaxu’s appearance was refined and calm as he slowly said, “Don’t worry, brother only likes young ones.”

“…”

As he spoke, Duan Jiaxu curved his lips and pinched her face, his words carrying a faint reproach.

“Little white-eyed wolf.”

Sang Zhi pretended not to hear, pulling him to continue walking forward, while changing the topic, “My brother said we’re having hotpot tonight, so let’s go look at the vegetables. By the way, even if you work overtime later, remember to eat dinner. Don’t always eat takeout. If you don’t want to cook, you can come to my house to eat.”

Duan Jiaxu drawled out an “Ah”: “Wouldn’t I see your brother then?”

“…Well.” Sang Zhi turned back, feeling inexplicably guilty, “Then you just don’t talk to him…”

Passing through this row of shelves and going straight ahead, the two walked to the fresh produce area.

Sang Zhi immediately saw Sang Yan and Wen Yifan standing there. She held Duan Jiaxu’s hand and instinctively walked towards them. Just as they reached behind Sang Yan, a familiar voice suddenly called out to her from the other end.

“Sang Zhi.”

She turned towards the voice, instantly meeting the face of her junior high and high school classmate, Fu Zhengchu.

The other three also looked over.

Fu Zhengchu’s expression was bright as he smiled, “What a coincidence, we met again.”

Duan Jiaxu’s eyebrows raised slightly.

Noticing Duan Jiaxu behind Sang Zhi, and their clasped hands, Fu Zhengchu’s expression froze slightly, and he blurted out, “This isn’t your brother?”

When Sang Zhi had just started junior high, she had angered a teacher in class, so she secretly asked Duan Jiaxu to help her meet the teacher. Fu Zhengchu was also present at the time, and because of this, he always thought Duan Jiaxu was her real brother.

A few days ago, when Sang Zhi came back for the National Day holiday, it was Duan Jiaxu who picked her up at Nanwu Airport. The two happened to meet Fu Zhengchu, who was also at the airport to pick someone up.

That day, noticing the intimate gestures between the two, Fu Zhengchu found it extremely hard to accept, as if his worldview had been overturned. He later sent a WeChat message, tactfully advising her, trying to make her turn back from the wrong path.

Sang Zhi found it annoying and pointed at Sang Yan, “This is my real brother.”

Sang Yan stood with his hands in his pockets, his demeanor aloof.

“Oh, oh, hello, brother and sister. Sang Zhi, don’t take what I said before to heart, it was my misunderstanding.” Fu Zhengchu scratched his head and also explained, “Well, I’ll go first. I came out with my uncle to buy…”

Before he could finish, someone suddenly threw a few bags of chocolate milk into the shopping cart in front of him.

It made several plop sounds.

Following this action, everyone looked over.

The newcomer was a tall, thin man wearing a dark shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. His skin was pale to the point of being sickly, with bangs slightly covering his brows and eyes. The corners of his eyes were slightly upturned, sharp, and cold.

The man’s face bore no expression, his gaze sweeping over them, his eyes so indifferent it was as if he was looking at a pile of dead objects.

His features were extremely good-looking, yet entirely different from the aura of Sang Yan and Duan Jiaxu.

Like an untouchable highland poppy.

Wen Yifan and Sang Zhi couldn’t help but look a few more times.

Fu Zhengchu stared at the items he had thrown in and casually asked, “Uncle, since when did you start drinking chocolate milk?”

The man didn’t respond, lifting his foot to walk to another area.

At this moment, Sang Yan lazily spoke up, “Fu Shize?”

Fu Shize stopped in his tracks, turned his head, and glanced indifferently in Sang Yan’s direction, still showing no intention of speaking. Beside him, Fu Zhengchu felt the awkward atmosphere and immediately tried to ease the tension, “Brother, you know my uncle?”

Sang Yan slightly raised his chin, not saying a word.

Seeing this, Fu Zhengchu looked at Fu Shize, using his eyes to signal him to say a few words.

Fu Shize looked Sang Yan up and down, his emotions unchanging. He nodded imperceptibly, coldly withdrew his gaze, and continued walking forward. It looked as if he looked down on this kind of attempt at familiarity.

“…”

This was the first time Wen Yifan had seen someone treat Sang Yan with such disdain.

She found it curious and continued to stare in Fu Shize’s direction.

Fu Zhengchu felt extremely awkward and forced out an explanation, “My uncle’s throat hasn’t been feeling well recently, brother, please don’t mind.” Then, he said goodbye to the others and immediately pushed the shopping cart to catch up with Fu Shize.

Sang Zhi pointed out this matter again, “Brother, it seems like he doesn’t know you.”

Sang Yan indifferently let out an “Ah.”

Wen Yifan’s gaze was still on Fu Shize’s back as she also asked, “Do you know him?”

“Mm.” Sang Yan looked at her, calmly explaining, “He was also at No.1 High School before, a year below us.”

Wen Yifan nodded, her gaze still not moving.

The surroundings suddenly fell silent.

After a while, Wen Yifan suddenly noticed something was off and turned to look at Sang Yan.

At the same time, Sang Yan spoke up, his face expressionless, “Good-looking?”

“…”

These words misunderstood her behavior.

Wen Yifan was about to explain.

Sang Yan’s eyes were pitch black as he gripped her chin, enunciating each word, “Why don’t you just let your eyes grow on his body?”

“…”

In the car on the way back.

As they chatted, the conversation inadvertently returned to what had happened earlier. Thinking about it, Sang Zhi felt something strange and couldn’t help but ask, “Brother, when my classmate mistook Duan Jiaxu for my brother, why didn’t you find it odd?”

“What’s odd about it?” Sang Yan said leisurely, “I used to think you treated him like a real brother too.”

“…”

Anyway, it had been several years since this incident, so Sang Zhi no longer hid it. Like a pig unafraid of boiling water, she confessed, “When I was in junior high, I asked Duan Jiaxu to pretend to be you to help me meet the teacher.”

Sang Yan looked up, “I know.”

Sang Zhi: “?”

“Your old boyfriend got my permission before he went. What, you didn’t know?” Sang Yan spoke as if watching a show, his tone quite provocative, “Oh, so you still thought it was a little secret between you two.”

“…” Sang Zhi’s face stiffened.

“Fine.” Sang Yan said readily, “Then pretend I didn’t just say that.”

Sang Zhi looked towards Duan Jiaxu, truly noticing that he was holding back laughter at this moment. Her mood became even more upset, “What are you laughing at?”

“I’m thinking about how forward you were back then. At such a young age, you were already threatening me, saying if I didn’t agree, you’d tell Auntie that your brother and I were—” Duan Jiaxu recalled, his brows and eyes relaxed, “Male-male mixed doubles?”

“…”

This remark reminded Sang Zhi of her embarrassing past. Feeling stifled, she didn’t want to talk to these two old fools anymore and turned to speak to Wen Yifan: “Sister Yifan.”

Wen Yifan, who was looking at her phone, looked up: “Hmm? What is it?”

Sang Yan interrupted their conversation: “Don’t you know to call her Sister-in-law?”

Sang Zhi couldn’t be bothered with him and, as if to oppose him, repeated: “Sister Yifan, don’t you think my classmate’s uncle is very handsome?”

This comment made the car fall silent for a moment.

Duan Jiaxu glanced at her.

Sang Yan also looked at Wen Yifan, his gaze seeming to tell her to be careful with her answer.

Sang Zhi deliberately added: “I feel like he could outshine all the men in this car.”

“Kid, your feeling is wrong. Comparing him to me is like a scam,” Sang Yan’s gaze remained on Wen Yifan, his fingertips lightly tapping on the back of her hand, his tone arrogant, “Outshining the driver’s seat, though, that’s more than enough.”

“…” Sang Zhi’s expression was hard to describe as she continued to wait for Wen Yifan’s answer.

Thinking that she had already annoyed Sang Yan a bit in the supermarket, but also acknowledging that Fu Shize was indeed quite handsome, Wen Yifan thought carefully, ignoring Sang Zhi’s “outshine” comment, and answered conventionally: “He is quite handsome.”

But this answer lowered Sang Yan’s mood, and he gripped her hand a bit tighter.

Just then, they hit a red light and the car stopped.

In the front, Sang Zhi suddenly withdrew her gaze and looked towards Duan Jiaxu, briefly asking “What?” before falling silent again. The two looked at each other without making much noise.

Wen Yifan didn’t have the energy to pay attention to the front at this moment, looking at Sang Yan’s stiff expression. She thought about how to appease him, sighed, and lowered her voice to suggest: “Forget it, little brother is a bit immature.”

“?”

“Let’s not have a sister-brother romance,” Wen Yifan smiled, changing her tone, “Okay? Brother.”

At this moment, in the front.

Sitting in the driver’s seat, Duan Jiaxu turned his head, staring straight at Sang Zhi. His eyes were bright and clear, his mouth opening and closing, but no sound came out.

Sang Zhi didn’t quite understand and moved her head closer: “What?”

Duan Jiaxu lowered his head, his lips against her ear, saying leisurely: “Brother plans to compete for some affection.”

Sang Zhi was confused: “Huh?”

After a few seconds of silence.

She heard the man’s voice get even lower, almost a whisper, as he flirted with her.

“I’ll show you something nice when we get back.”

…

They drove the car back to the Sang family home.

Wen Yifan was pulled by Sang Zhi to walk towards the main door first.

Sang Yan and Duan Jiaxu walked to the trunk of the car to take out the bags they had just bought. With both hands full of bags, Sang Yan lifted his long leg to kick the trunk lid down: “Can you keep that kid in check?”

Duan Jiaxu smiled: “What’s wrong?”

“Tell her to be careful. When she wants to give you a hard time, she should focus on just that,” Sang Yan tilted his head, speaking directly, “Don’t drag my wife into it.”

“You should talk to her directly,” Duan Jiaxu said politely, “I don’t control her, usually she controls me.”

“…”

Sang Yan couldn’t stand his lovey-dovey behavior and clicked his tongue.

The two men walked into the building to wait for the elevator, chatting casually.

Wen Yifan and Sang Zhi had already gone up.

“Su Hao’an has called me several times recently about your wedding,” Duan Jiaxu chuckled softly, “Each time he asks when I’m getting married, saying he wants to do it before me.”

Sang Yan spoke lazily: “He’s got too much time on his hands.”

Duan Jiaxu’s eyes curved slightly, very respectfully asking for the opinion of the family member in question: “When do you think would be good?”

Sang Yan sneered: “What’s it got to do with me?”

Duan Jiaxu: “Can your sister get married in her sophomore year?”

The elevator just arrived at the first floor with a “ding”.

The scene froze.

Sang Yan stared at him steadily, suddenly turned his neck, and threw the bags on the ground. Then, he raised his hand to grip Duan Jiaxu’s neck, pressing down, feeling like this beast was refreshing his worldview every day.

“Impressive, dating has even changed your species.”

Due to this force, Duan Jiaxu’s body leaned forward, involuntarily coughing. He raised his head good-naturedly, his expression calm and composed as if he didn’t think there was anything wrong with what he said: “What do you mean?”

“Can you show me what you were like when you were human?” Sang Yan gave up, “I can’t remember at all.”

“Watch yourself,” Sang Yan released his hand and picked up the things on the ground again, “My family doesn’t take in beasts.”

“…”

3.

The night before Wen Yifan’s birthday.

Not knowing where Sang Yan had put the scissors, Wen Yifan searched in the living room for a long time. Suddenly, in one of the cabinets, she found several of Sang Yan’s old phones.

One of them was an old-style button phone.

The edges had been burned and deformed, looking completely unusable. She wondered why he was still keeping it.

This mark immediately reminded Wen Yifan of what Sang Yan had said when Qian Weihua interviewed him on the day this house was burned.

— “Apart from the house and furniture, only a phone was burned, but it was already unusable anyway.”

Looking at it this way, it seemed this was the one that was burned.

Wen Yifan stared at it for a while.

Just at this moment, there was the sound of the door opening and closing at the entrance. She turned her head and met Sang Yan’s eyes as he just come in. He was changing his shoes and asked, “What are you doing?”

Wen Yifan made a sound of realization: “Looking for scissors.”

Sang Yan: “I put them in the kitchen.”

“Okay.” Wen Yifan put the phone back in its place and stood up to walk to the kitchen. Her thoughts were a bit scattered, still thinking about that phone. Seeing Sang Yan follow her in from the corner of her eye, she voluntarily admitted, “I just saw your old phone.”

Sang Yan casually responded: “Mm, what do you need the scissors for?”

Wen Yifan: “I want to open a face mask, can’t tear it open.”

Realizing he had diverted the topic, Wen Yifan brought it back: “Is there anything in that phone? Why are you still keeping it? It’s burned like that.”

Sang Yan was concise: “Our grades.”

This was equivalent to saying.

That phone contained their text messages from the second year of high school until after the college entrance exam.

Scattered conversations, occasional greetings, and the unwavering exchange of grades.

Thinking carefully, Wen Yifan could vaguely recall what they were saying to each other every day back then. Without any ambiguity, the conversations were normal and without other meanings, yet they seemed to carry an inherent sweetness.

…

Sang Yan: [It’s your birthday tomorrow, should I bring you a gift next time I come over?]

Wen Yifan: [When is your birthday?]

Sang Yan: [The day after New Year’s. Why?]

Wen Yifan: [Return gift.]

…

Sang Yan: [Did poorly on the test, comfort me a bit?]

Wen Yifan: [Can it wait? I did pretty well, I want to be happy for a while longer.]

…

Wen Yifan: [On my way home today, I saw a boy in the convenience store who looked quite like you. I thought you had come.]

Sang Yan: [Next Saturday, okay?]

Wen Yifan: [What?]

Sang Yan: [To show you the real deal.]

Wen Yifan’s reminiscence was interrupted by the sound of Sang Yan turning on the faucet. She came back to her senses and stared at his profile. Recalling how he pretended not to know her after their reunion, she asked, “Why did you pretend not to know me before?”

“It had been so long since we’d seen each other,” Sang Yan grabbed a paper towel to dry his hands, speaking casually, “I was afraid you’d ask to borrow money.”

“…”

Seeing her expression, Sang Yan’s look was not very serious. He laughed and habitually pinched her face: “What’s with that look? Can’t I save some face for myself?”

Wen Yifan said softly: “Then you could have just let Yu Zhuo talk to me.”

“I wanted to save some face for myself,” Sang Yan didn’t know if it was her thinking that was problematic or his logic, “It doesn’t mean I didn’t want to talk to you, understand?”

“…” Wen Yifan paused for a few seconds, inexplicably smiling, “So you pretended not to know me to talk to me.”

Sang Yan didn’t seem to mind her knowing these things, just looking at her smile and smiling along. He straightened up, intending to pick up the scissors nearby: “Didn’t you need the scissors?”

Before he could pick them up, Wen Yifan had already burrowed into his embrace, reaching out to hug him.

Sang Yan stopped his movement: “What is it?”

“Nothing,” Wen Yifan didn’t care if he could understand, speaking softly to herself, “Just hugging the real deal.”

The kitchen was bright and quiet.

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s expression froze slightly, and then, as if remembering something, the corners of his lips turned up. After a long while, he lowered his head to kiss her head, calling her: “Wen Shuangjiang.”

Wen Yifan looked up, meeting his eyes.

“Hmm?”

The man’s bangs fell on his forehead, casting delicate shadows on his face. His tall and broad figure embraced her, giving an extremely strong sense of security. He gently nuzzled her nose with his and said very naturally: “Let’s go get our marriage license tomorrow.”

“…”

This came out of nowhere.

It seemed like a spur-of-the-moment decision after the mood was set, yet also like words spoken after deep consideration.

But regardless of which emotion it was.

It was telling her.

He had already decided on her for the rest of his life.

Wen Yifan inexplicably felt her eyes getting a bit wet. She blinked hard, half-jokingly: “Aren’t we going to pick an auspicious date?”

Sang Yan raised his hand, gently caressing the corner of her eye.

“Tomorrow is the auspicious date.”

“Tomorrow?” Wen Yifan thought for a moment, “I think tomorrow is my birthday.”

“Mm.”

In an instant, Wen Yifan understood the meaning behind his words.

The day you were born.

For me, it’s the most auspicious day of the year.

Nan Hong – Extra Chapter 4
In 2007, after the college entrance exam, Sang Yan welcomed the longest summer vacation of his life. After returning from Beiyu, for a long time, he didn’t hear anyone mention Wen Yifan again.

He had achieved good results and received an admission letter from a top-ranking domestic university.

His parents were happy and proud, relatives occasionally brought him out for praise, and everything around him was immersed in joy.

Free from the heavy pressure of studying, Sang Yan’s time became more flexible, and his life became rich and fulfilling.

Sang Yan didn’t mention to anyone his relationship with Wen Yifan, which he thought could see the dawn but ended abruptly. He continued to go out to play ball and games with friends as usual, continued to impatiently take care of his sister under his parents’ admonitions, and continued to stay up late and sleep until the sun was high.

He continued living his own life.

This seemed particularly simple.

Leaving that city, as long as he didn’t actively seek information, was equivalent to cutting off the intersection between the two of them. Without intentional effort, he could completely separate himself from her world.

Effortlessly.

Sang Yan never deliberately recalled Wen Yifan as a person.

He felt it was just a matter of good luck and not-so-good luck.

Good luck, meeting someone he liked.

Bad luck, she didn’t like him.

Extremely ordinary.

So ordinary that he felt it would be overly sentimental to say one more word, to be sad for one more second, to think of her one more time.

…

The next time he thought of Wen Yifan was on the day he reported to Nanwu University.

Sang Yan met his roommate Duan Jiaxu and learned that he wasn’t a local from Nanwu, but came from Yihe. Upon hearing this, he almost blurted out, “How’s Yihe?”

“It’s quite nice, you can go there for fun when you have time,” Duan Jiaxu smiled, “It’s just that the climate is quite different from here, so I’m still not quite used to Nanwu.”

At that time, one of the other two roommates was on the phone with family, and the other was taking a shower.

The two young men leaned against the balcony railing, feeling the summer evening breeze. Hearing this, Sang Yan lowered his eyes and fumbled for a cigarette box from his pocket, biting a cigarette into his mouth without a word.

He silently offered the cigarette box to Duan Jiaxu.

Duan Jiaxu took it but only played with it in his hand, without any further action.

Sang Yan took out a lighter, watching the flame lick the cigarette tip, emitting a crimson light. As he blew smoke rings, he looked somewhat absent-minded, inexplicably remembering that Wen Yifan seemed to dislike smoking.

Every time they encountered someone smoking on the street, she would pull his arm and quickly pass by.

Sang Yan couldn’t quite remember when he started smoking.

From when did he willingly become the type of person she disliked?

“What’s wrong?” Seeing him not speaking for a long time, Duan Jiaxu casually asked, “Do you have a friend who got admitted there?”

“No,” Sang Yan turned his head, his expression idle, “I originally wanted to apply there.”

“Then why didn’t you?”

In the quiet night, the wind carried the fragrance of osmanthus, bringing a surge of heat.

Sang Yan wore a black T-shirt, his eyes as dark as ink, his elbow resting on the railing, listening to the laughter coming from somewhere outside. He remained silent, not answering, finishing the cigarette in his hand.

After an unknown period.

When Duan Jiaxu thought he wouldn’t answer.

Sang Yan suddenly let out a faint laugh, calmly saying, “It was too late to change my application.”

Days passed according to routine.

Sang Yan finished military training, got tanned a shade darker, and started his three-point university life. During this time, he received numerous pursuits and confessions from girls, but he had no interest in this aspect.

He only felt it troublesome and tiring, to the point where he was too lazy to even reject, giving no chance for anyone to get close.

He lived an extremely ascetic life.

Sang Yan didn’t feel like he was deliberately waiting for someone.

He just didn’t want to compromise or settle.

He would never do something like feeling that he had reached a certain age, or thinking he had met someone suitable, and hastily decide to casually find someone to date.

He never thought that a person’s life must have a significant other.

If lucky enough to meet one, that would be great.

But if not.

Living life just like this wasn’t a big deal either.

In the early hours of Frost’s Descent, Sang Yan inexplicably dreamed of the time not long after starting high school, dreaming of Wen Yifan, who wasn’t particularly popular in class back then. The “Wen Vase” who was gossiped about behind her back, nicknamed, yet still maintained a good temper.

When he woke up, he squinted at the time.

It was just past 2:10 in the morning.

It was already the 24th.

Sang Yan sat on the bed, clearing his head for a while. Perhaps due to the fermentation of emotions at night, at that moment, he completely lost control of his emotions and impulses. He took his phone, got out of bed, and walked to the balcony.

He skillfully typed Wen Yifan’s number on the dial pad.

In the second before dialing, countless thoughts flashed through Sang Yan’s mind.

What would her reaction be upon hearing his voice?

She must be asleep at this hour, would she be angry if woken up?

Would she not answer if she saw it was him?

After saying such things, was it appropriate to make this call?

But he wanted to know if she had adapted to the new environment.

Would she be bullied?

However, all these thoughts were cut short by the mechanical female voice from the other end of the phone.

“Sorry, the number you have dialed is not in service.”

That was the first time Sang Yan felt.

He had truly, completely been abandoned by Wen Yifan.

As if the accumulated emotions exploded in an instant, Sang Yan lowered his head in disarray, his Adam’s apple moving up and down. He put the phone down from his ear, redialed, listening to the same words repeated over and over again on the other end.

Until it automatically hung up, he continued to repeat.

Obstinately, countless times.

In the night so quiet that no sound could be heard, the young man stood leaning against the railing, continuously doing the same meaningless action. It wasn’t until the phone ran out of battery and shut down that he slowly put down the phone and stayed alone on the balcony for a long time.

Seeing the sky gradually brighten, he finally returned to the dormitory.

Sang Yan always seemed to have words he couldn’t express.

Like that time he went to see her in Beiyu.

The words he had thought about for a long time and practiced many times, he didn’t get the chance to tell her.

And this time.

This “happy birthday” seemed to be the same.

It would probably become.

Words he could never say to her again in this lifetime.

During the winter break of his freshman year, Sang Yan was dragged by Su Hao’an to have a meal with their high school classmates. It was also at that time, after half a year, that he first heard the news of Wen Yifan from Zhong Siqiao’s mouth.

At that time, Sang Yan felt the private room was too stuffy and went out to the corridor to smoke.

Not long after, Zhong Siqiao also came out to answer a phone call. Due to the dim light, she didn’t notice Sang Yan on the other side: “You’re not coming back for the winter break? I was thinking of either you coming to Nanwu or me going to Beiyu to hang out with you for a few days.”

Hearing this, Sang Yan’s movement paused.

Zhong Siqiao: “Why aren’t you coming back? Are you in a relationship?”

Sang Yan looked over.

“If not, why aren’t you coming back? It must be miserable for you to be there alone…” Zhong Siqiao said, “Alright then, take care of yourself over there. Oh, by the way, I’ve downloaded that online game you mentioned before, I’ll play it tonight when I get back. I forgot which server you said it was, was it Server 2?”

“Then I didn’t remember wrong. But how come you started playing games? I’m quite surprised.” Zhong Siqiao said, “What’s your game name? I’ll create a matching name with you!”

“Mild Boiling Water?” Zhong Siqiao laughed for a while, “What kind of name is that? Okay, then I’ll create one called Fierce Ice Water.”

…

Later, Sang Yan learned the name of that online game from Su Hao’an. On a certain night before New Year’s Eve, he was lying in bed when he suddenly got up and turned on the computer.

Staring at the screen for a while, he opened the web page and downloaded that online game.

Sang Yan instinctively wanted to register a male character, but when he thought of Wen Yifan, he hesitated, moved the mouse, and changed to register a female character. He stared at the screen, pausing for a few seconds on the interface to enter the game ID.

Then, he slowly typed two characters.

— Bai Xiang.

He had surrendered.

He simply couldn’t let go.

Sang Yan played for a few days until he reached a level similar to Wen Yifan’s before he typed “Mild Boiling Water” in the add friend window.

This online game allowed random friend additions, and one of the level tasks was to add 50 friends.

Soon after, Wen Yifan’s side accepted.

Through the game’s positioning, Sang Yan found her location. He controlled the character in the game, walking to her side. Watching her fighting monsters alone, he did the same.

After a while, Sang Yan stopped his actions and started typing.

[Bai Xiang]: Want to team up?

At the same time, the character controlled by Wen Yifan also stopped moving. Soon after, a small bubble popped up above her head.

[Mild Boiling Water]: Okay.

In that instant, Sang Yan completely resigned himself to fate, feeling extremely relaxed for the first time in half a year. He tugged at his lip, remembering the last words he said to her during their final meeting.

“I won’t bother you anymore.”

It was like a promise.

Just as he had once told her, “I will always be by your side.”

Since he had made this promise to her, he had to keep it.

But he couldn’t.

So the only option was to return to her side under a different identity.

Wen Yifan wasn’t online frequently, with the most active period being the second semester of her freshman year. During this time, they gradually became more familiar with each other, occasionally discussing real-life matters.

He learned that the place she frequented most on campus was the library.

He learned that she worked part-time at a milk tea shop off-campus.

He learned that she still hadn’t taken a boyfriend.

…

Sang Yan cautiously and unobtrusively used this method to explore her life.

Later, perhaps due to the busyness of real life, Wen Yifan’s game logins became less frequent. This cycle gradually extended from a few days to a week, then to several weeks or months. But throughout these four years, she never completely abandoned the game.

Their conversations were all about trivial matters.

[Mild Boiling Water]: Your username is quite inauspicious.

[Mild Boiling Water]: Defeat and surrender?

[Mild Boiling Water]: Wait, is your name pronounced as “Xiang” or “jiang”?

[Defeated Surrender]: Jiang.

[Mild Boiling Water]: Then you made a typo? Shouldn’t it be “Jiang” as in “general”?

[Defeated Surrender]: That username was already taken.

[Mild Boiling Water]: I’ve been too busy with my studies lately, so I probably won’t be playing much.

[Defeated Surrender]: Okay.

[Mild Boiling Water]: We’ve always teamed up together, and though I don’t know if you’ve been waiting, I still worry that you might sometimes wait for me. So I thought I should let you know.

[Defeated Surrender]: I have been waiting.

[Defeated Surrender]: But I’m about to start an internship, so I’ll be logging in rarely too.

[Defeated Surrender]: Let’s keep in touch when we’re free.

Their only means of communication thus diminished.

Sang Yan continued to visit Yihe regularly, occasionally missing her, but most of the time able to see how she was doing. He saw that she had lost some weight, made a new friend, cut her hair short, and seemed to have become more cheerful.

Later, WeChat, the messaging app, came online.

One evening, Sang Yan noticed a red dot in the “New Friends” section. He clicked to open it and saw that the person’s name was simply “Wen”, with the WeChat ID wenyifan1024.

— Added via phone contacts.

Sang Yan stared at it for a few seconds before accepting the request.

She didn’t initiate any conversation with him.

It seemed that adding him was just an accidental action.

Some time passed.

Sang Yan saw her post her first Moments update. The picture showed a large stack of newspapers on an office desk, with the caption: [After a week of reading newspapers, I’ll start memorizing them tomorrow if I have nothing else to do.]

Zhong Siqiao mocked her in the comments: [Hahaha, not bad finding an internship!]

From the text in the image, Sang Yan recognized it as the Yihe Daily.

On his next visit to Yihe, Sang Yan’s footsteps paused as he passed a newspaper stand. He walked over, took out a few hundred yuan notes from his wallet, handed them to the aunt at the stand, and said softly, “Auntie, could you save a copy of the Yihe Daily for me every day?”

“Huh? Save a copy?”

“Yes, I’ll come to collect them once every three months.”

…

On the day of Wen Yifan’s graduation ceremony, Sang Yan entered the auditorium and sat in the back row, watching her go on stage to receive her diploma. He watched as her friends pulled her out to take photos after the ceremony ended.

In his eyes, she always stood out the most in the crowd.

She was always the one he could spot at first glance.

At one moment, Sang Yan took out his phone from his pocket. He stared at Wen Yifan in the distance, engulfed by the sea of people as if separated from him by an invisible barrier.

So many times.

Not once did she notice his presence.

From beginning to end.

It seemed she could never see him.

Sang Yan was dressed in a formal white shirt and suit pants, though he wasn’t accustomed to such attire. He raised his phone and, after four years, called out her name in front of her: “Wen Yifan.”

Following the sound, Wen Yifan looked over bewilderedly.

It was the first time Sang Yan appeared before her without a mask and cap.

He felt utterly conflicted.

Longing to be discovered by her, yet not wanting to be found.

In the instant, Wen Yifan’s gaze fully landed on his face.

Sang Yan turned his head and walked in the opposite direction. He looked down at Wen Yifan on his phone screen, her face still bearing a faint smile, seemingly still immersed in the joy of graduation.

As it should be.

This was a day for her to be happy.

Not suitable for seeing someone she shouldn’t see.

He curved his lips slightly and stepped away from the bustling crowd, one step at a time.

Just like every time before.

He came alone and left alone.

As if repeating, over and over, a lonely journey without end.

After graduation, Sang Yan partnered with a few friends to open a bar. He stayed at the company where he had interned during his senior year. Busy with work, his visits to Yihe became less frequent.

Through Wen Yifan’s Moments updates, Sang Yan learned that she had changed jobs and joined the news program team at Yihe Radio and Television.

Beyond that, he knew nothing.

When he had time, Sang Yan would log into the online game.

After several years, the game gradually declined, with far fewer players than before. His friends list was entirely grayed out. Walking through the map, he could only occasionally see a few leveling workshops.

On a summer night in 2013.

Sang Yan logged into the game out of habit before bed but unexpectedly saw Wen Yifan, who hadn’t logged in for over a year. He looked for several seconds to make sure he wasn’t mistaken, then immediately flew to her location.

[Defeated Surrender]: Did your account get hacked?

[Mild Boiling Water]: … You’re still playing?

[Mild Boiling Water]: I was clearing software on my computer and suddenly realized I hadn’t uninstalled this game, so I logged in to take a look.

[Defeated Surrender]: Mm.

[Defeated Surrender]: How have you been?

After a long silence.

[Mild Boiling Water]: Not too good.

[Mild Boiling Water]: There’s not much happiness in life, but we can only keep living like this.

Sang Yan was stunned.

It was the first time she had expressed negativity about life in front of him.

After some more idle chat.

[Mild Boiling Water]: I have something to do, logging off now.

Then, Wen Yifan went offline.

Sang Yan stared at the screen for a long time before booking a flight to Yihe for the next day at noon.

It was already evening when he arrived in Yihe.

Sang Yan took a taxi to the entrance of Yihe Radio and Television. Before he could get out of the car, he saw Wen Yifan walking out. She was carrying a bag, walking slowly forward, her expression somewhat vacant.

He got out of the car and silently followed behind her.

Wen Yifan walked straight ahead, crossing a street and turning a corner. When passing a cake shop, she stopped for three seconds, staring at the strawberry cake in the window display.

As if thinking the price was too high, she quickly averted her gaze and continued forward.

Wen Yifan sat down on a bench by the street, staring blankly at the ground.

She didn’t cry, didn’t play with her phone, didn’t make any calls.

She didn’t do anything.

It was unclear what had happened.

Sang Yan stood in the corner, watching her for a long time. His eyelashes quivered slightly as he turned and entered the cake shop, buying the strawberry cake. He paid but didn’t take the packaged cake box from the clerk’s hands.

He pointed outside and made a request: “Could you help me give this cake to the woman sitting on the bench?”

Clerk: “Huh?”

“Just say it’s a new product from your shop,” Sang Yan came up with a flimsy excuse. “Tell her if she posts about it on social media, she can have it for free.”

…

For three months after returning to Nanwu, Sang Yan couldn’t stop thinking about Wen Yifan sitting silently alone on that bench. At a certain moment, he finally figured it out and got up to write his resignation letter on the computer.

If she wasn’t doing well.

It seemed he had nothing left to hesitate about.

Sang Yan remembered the message he hadn’t managed to send in the game.

— Do you want to try developing somewhere else?

But after he sent it successfully, she had already logged off.

She never logged in again after that.

She still hadn’t received his message.

But this seemed like an easily solvable matter too.

If you won’t come.

Then, I’ll go to see you.

On the evening of his formal resignation, Sang Yan was called by Su Hao’an to “work overtime” for drinks. As soon as he entered, he immediately saw Wen Yifan sitting at one of the scattered tables.

She was wearing a light-colored sweater, her skin as white as paper, but her lips red, smiling as she chatted with Zhong Siqiao across from her.

Just like every moment from before.

At that moment, Sang Yan felt a brief sense of bewilderment.

As if he had entered an illusion.

Instead of going straight upstairs as usual, Sang Yan walked to the bar and started talking with He Mingbo. He Mingbo was a bit puzzled and asked, “Bro, why aren’t you going up?”

He responded absent-mindedly, “Ah, in a bit.”

He Mingbo: “Want me to mix you a drink?”

“No need.”

They chatted casually for a while.

At this moment, a commotion erupted from Wen Yifan’s table. He glanced over to see Yu Zhuo’s drink spilled, completely drenching her, as he apologized with a pale face.

She was chilled by the alcohol and immediately stood up.

After a brief exchange, Wen Yifan seemed to be heading to the restroom. She lifted her eyes and met his gaze. Whether she didn’t recognize him or had long noticed his presence, her eyes were calm. She quickly averted her gaze.

He Mingbo beside him was saying, “Hey, she looks pretty easy to talk to. I’ll have Yu Zhuo handle it–“

Sang Yan stood up straight, watching Wen Yifan’s retreating figure, interrupting his words.

“I’ll go.”

Indeed.

He still couldn’t bear this feeling of being shut out of her world.

He wanted to see her, so he should go see her.

Since he could no longer fall in love with anyone else.

Then he would spend his entire life.

Loving that person, whom he still wanted to possess even if it took a lifetime of persistence.

— Side Story End —
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