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  Chapter 1: Be Good, Open the Door
Mom and Dad came to the capital. Tonight we’re having dinner at Uncle Yan’s house. You and Tingli come back together later.]

During the break before elective class, the classroom was noisy with people constantly coming and going to take their seats.

Shi Sui stared at the screen for a long time before slowly replying with an “okay.”

Suddenly, there was a commotion.

Shi Sui’s elbow was nudged by her roommate Xue Jing, whose eyes were excitedly drifting as she signaled her to look behind.

Shi Sui turned her head and happened to meet eyes with the person coming through the back door.

She stiffened and quickly turned her face away.

It was a completely instinctive reaction, too late to remedy.

Very bad.

He didn’t like her avoiding him.

“Yan Tingli, it’s really Yan Tingli.” Xue Jing was still sighing in her ear, “There were rumors before that he would choose this course. Strange, why would he choose a course from our major?”

“Western Art History” had nothing to do with Yan Tingli’s major.

“Could it be that there’s a girl he likes in our college?” Lin Anran gossiped nearby.

“No way, such a cold person—you could tell me he has no emotions and I’d believe it.” As she spoke, Xue Jing’s gaze also followed.

Those secretly watching like them were only more, not fewer.

Some people are destined to never be ordinary, and Yan Tingli was exactly that type.

Recommended for admission to University A’s Institute for Interdisciplinary Information Sciences, then selected first with a crushing lead for the school’s Zhiban program created for top talents.

In a place where prodigies gathered, he could still leave everyone in the dust. The abnormally difficult courses of Zhiban, Yan Tingli aced them all with perfect grades, his crushing strength becoming an inescapable shadow for all the other valedictorians.

University A had many geniuses every year.

But a genius with such naturally gifted looks, only one Yan Tingli appeared in several years.

In last year’s special scholarship defense live stream, Yan Tingli’s achievements were so heaven-defying, combined with that face comparable to a celebrity’s, he caused a sensation throughout the entire school.

Very coincidentally, Yan Tingli sat quite close to them, in the only empty seat diagonally to their right.

His indifferent eyes lowered, finger tapping the screen, probably sending messages. His finger bones were distinct, with faint veins spreading.

“Yan Tingli is the sexiest man I’ve ever seen.”

Art students had the keenest eyes. Lin Anran whispered: “A face of sexual coldness, hands with explosive sexual tension. I want him to be my hand model.”

Xue Jing propped her chin in agreement: “I’m different—I want him to be my body model.”

“Then go try it, don’t just talk big.”

“I’m lustful, not crazy.” Xue Jing said.

Moreover, Yan Tingli had had no romantic rumors for so long, he was difficult to pursue. Approaching him would just be asking for rejection.

“Right, Sui Sui?”

Shi Sui didn’t hear. Her gaze was fixed on her phone screen—a message Yan Tingli had just sent.

[Wait for me after class, we’ll go back together]

“I’m talking to you, what are you looking at so intently?” Xue Jing tugged her sleeve.

Shi Sui hurriedly turned off the screen.

She responded reluctantly: “Celebrity gossip.”

History class was typically lengthy, and the old professor spoke slowly, making this late autumn afternoon even more drowsy.

After class, Shi Sui told her roommates about her situation. Knowing she lived locally, Xue Jing and Lin Anran waved goodbye.

After the crowd dispersed, the classroom became unusually quiet.

Shi Sui packed her backpack very slowly.

At dusk, someone’s figure blocked the light, finger knuckles tapping twice on the desk.

Shi Sui’s spine stiffened as she looked up.

A few rays of light folded through the glass window, falling on Yan Tingli’s eyes and brows, but didn’t add any warmth to his cold, desolate features.

Yan Tingli hated wasting time.

Her deliberate dawdling would further consume his limited patience.

Since the last time, they hadn’t seen each other for half a month.

At the beginning of the semester, the college organized a field sketching trip, and Shi Sui didn’t tell Yan Tingli.

She disappeared for half a month as soon as she left, only returning yesterday.

Their last contact was when Yan Tingli told her to come to the apartment. After she shared the sketching location, she very stubbornly turned off her phone.

The method was childish, only satisfying momentary defiance.

Belated fear surfaced. Shi Sui: “Yan Tingli, I—”

“What did you call me?”

Shi Sui’s chin was pinched by him, his fingertips very cold, not using force.

“…Brother Tingli.” The address he liked to hear in bed.

“Mm.”

But he wasn’t responding to her. Yan Tingli pressed his earpiece, answering the other end: “Found her. Coming back now.”

His hand had already moved from her chin to her delicate earlobe.

Rubbing hard.

The cold touch—Shi Sui didn’t dodge, knowing that dodging would make it worse.

Yan Tingli was sick.

Always so unscrupulous like this.

The car stopped at the Yan family’s entrance.

The driver was the Yan family’s Old Chen. When parking, he glanced at the rearview mirror.

For the entire forty-minute drive, except when necessary, the two had no further communication.

Counting the time since Shi Sui moved in during the second semester of senior year, it had been two years now.

Two years, and she still couldn’t exchange more than a few words with Young Master Yan.

“Thank you, Uncle Chen.” Old Chen opened the back door, and Shi Sui got out.

“You’re too kind, Miss Shi.”

Shi Sui wore a light-colored fuzzy cardigan, black hair to her back, spoke gently and softly, and had shallow dimples.

A lovable personality, yet somehow not close to Yan Tingli.

He had watched Young Master Yan grow up, though quiet, he was refined and polite.

Strange.

Outside, Shi Sui saw her father’s car.

Without looking back, she ran into the door and saw her parents in front of the reception hall.

“Mom and Dad!” Shi Sui rushed over to hug them.

Li Yin hadn’t seen her daughter in a long time either, immediately hugging Shi Sui back and kissing her. Shi Yue, beside them, shook his head: “Such a big girl now, still so impetuous. Look at Tingli, learn from him more.”

Learn my ass.

Shi Sui said nothing.

“This child.” Shi Yue laughed, his gaze turning to Yan Tingli, who was walking calmly from the door. The latter greeted them clearly and distantly.

Shi Sui also greeted Uncle and Aunt.

She had stayed with the Yan family for half a year during senior year, and during college often received the Yan family’s care.

Mr. and Mrs. Yan had extraordinary status, and Shi Sui was very grateful to them.

Needless to say about Shi Yue—his company had problems two years ago, with debt collectors outside. He and his wife were overwhelmed, constantly traveling for business, unable to take care of Shi Sui.

Their time in the capital was short, their foundation shallow. With their daughter in the crucial senior year, after consideration, they could only entrust her to the only reliable acquaintance in the capital, college roommate Yan Zecheng.

But while Shi Yue used to call Yan Zecheng brother after graduation and entering society, some requests became harder to voice.

He was just an ordinary person who tested into college from a small place, while Yan Zecheng came from a superior family background. Even before graduation, his family had paved the way for him. He had a smooth life, single-handedly founding Qisheng Technology, a nationally renowned tech company, already a prominent figure in the capital.

When Shi Yue approached Yan Zecheng, he didn’t have much confidence, but Yan Zecheng agreed without hesitation.

Now that the company had weathered the difficulties, the favor owed to the Yan couple needed long-term repayment.

With a good wine filled, Shi Yue raised his glass emotionally to give thanks.

“Sui Sui is very well-behaved. I just regret not being able to have such a daughter.” Mrs. Yan, Song Jie, said.

Mrs. Yan was a very elegant and refined woman, and Yan Tingli’s temperament resembled his mother’s.

But compared to Uncle Yan, who was familiar with Dad, Mrs. Yan gave her a more intuitive sense of distance.

Even knowing these words were mostly polite, Shi Sui still responded with an obedient smile.

Since Song Jie said this, Shi Yue naturally had to praise Yan Tingli in return.

The flowery vocabulary used on him didn’t seem exaggerated at all.

“Tingli studies…” Shi Yue had drunk too much and couldn’t remember for a long time.

Yan Tingli: “Artificial intelligence.”

“Artificial intelligence is good! Like father, like son—in the future you’ll inherit your father’s mantle!”

Speaking of his son, Yan Zecheng’s face also showed satisfaction.

Yan Tingli made an acknowledging sound, his actions not stopping as he continued wiping his hands with wet wipes.

It seemed like a response, but only Shi Sui could see he hadn’t thought about it at all—beneath his mild exterior was complete indifference.

“Will you settle there in the future?” Yan Zecheng asked.

Shi Yue clinked glasses with him: “Doing e-commerce now, there are still more opportunities in Hangzhou.”

Yan Zecheng: “With Sui Sui here, we’ll take care of her, don’t worry.”

“Of course I’m not worried. Back then, after Sui Sui’s college entrance exam, we wanted her to apply to southern schools to come back to us, but she refused. When daughters grow up, we let them be.”

Speaking of this, Shi Sui felt simply indignant.

The word regret wasn’t enough to describe her current feelings.

Regretting being deceived by Yan Tingli’s surface appearance, being guided by him to apply in the capital, and now being manipulated by him!

When Shi Yue and his wife came this time, it was just a temporary business stop. Hearing that her parents had an early morning flight tomorrow and were leaving again, Shi Sui’s eyes reddened, forcibly holding back tears.

By the time dinner ended, it was already late.

The servants cleared the dining table while Shi Yue continued chatting with the Yan parents.

About to leave, Li Yin couldn’t bear to part with her daughter, pulling Shi Sui aside to speak intimately.

Previously, though they were busy with work, they had always kept their daughter by their side. From childhood to now, Shi Sui had never been this far from them.

Now, with the family separated by great distance, they could mostly only meet during holidays.

“Mom still regrets not having you apply to the G Academy of Fine Arts back then—right next to home, how nice that would have been.”

Shi Sui hugged Li Yin: “I’ll come over after graduation to be with Mom and Dad.”

Li Yin smiled, thinking her daughter was just comforting her.

After all, when applying for colleges, she would rather risk not getting in than give up trying for University A.

Remembering something, Li Yin softly instructed a few more things: “Oh right, Uncle and Aunt Yan are quite busy. If anything happens, tell Mom and Dad first, don’t trouble them too much…”

Li Yin’s meaning, Shi Sui understood.

No matter how polite the Yan family was, she was ultimately a guest. Moreover, some gaps couldn’t be bridged by sentiment alone.

But those boundaries that shouldn’t be crossed had already been transgressed long ago.

Li Yin suddenly: “Hey, Tingli…”

Shi Sui: “He and I aren’t familiar.”

The atmosphere froze for a moment.

Li Yin lightly pinched her daughter’s arm.

Belatedly sensing something, Shi Sui turned around.

Yan Tingli was coming down from upstairs.

Standing on the staircase not far away, looking down from above with an indifferent expression.

Li Yin smoothly redirected the conversation.

“Mom and Dad are leaving.” She ruffled Shi Sui’s hair. “Tingli, when we’re not here, please be tolerant of Sui Sui.”

“Of course,” Yan Tingli stepped downstairs, “I’ll see you and Uncle off.”

Li Yin smiled and nodded.

Toward Yan Tingli, Li Yin genuinely admired him.

But only to that extent. The distance with the Yan family was just right as it was now—they couldn’t lose their sense of propriety.

Standing in the night wind watching her parents’ car lights disappear into the distance, Shi Sui felt empty inside.

“Are you going back tonight?” Yan Zecheng asked them both.

“Yes.”

“No.”

Two voices fell simultaneously.

Yan Tingli’s gaze lightly swept past Shi Sui, who turned her head away, avoiding eye contact.

Shi Sui said in a muffled voice: “It’s too late today, the dorm has curfew. I plan to go back tomorrow.”

Yan Zecheng nodded: “What about you, going back to school?”

Yan Tingli curved his lips slightly, with a few degrees of cold meaning.

“Since she’s not going back, then I won’t go back either.”

Shi Sui’s eyelid twitched. But no one present showed any unusual reaction.

“Then have Old Chen take you back tomorrow.” Yan Zecheng said.

Yan Zecheng didn’t stay at the Yan residence at night—he rarely rested here. Shi Sui didn’t delve into the reasons.

The servants were on the first floor, Song Jie lived in the master bedroom on the second floor.

Song Jie’s frequency of staying home wasn’t high either. Today, as usual, she wanted to get her beauty sleep and entered her room very early.

She was always like this, not particularly concerned about anything, not even her son Yan Tingli.

In the Yan family, everyone had their affairs.

One more outsider didn’t seem to affect anything.

Shi Sui’s room was on the third floor of the villa, originally Yan Tingli’s piano room and collection room.

Because of its good orientation, Yan Zecheng converted it into a bedroom for her.

Correspondingly, across the hall was Yan Tingli’s room.

Shi Sui ignored the footsteps behind her, almost running upstairs into her room and slamming the door shut.

Her palms were damp, the phone screen fogged with moisture.

Lighting it up, there was a message Yan Tingli had sent during dinner, telling her to come to the apartment tonight.

What would happen at the apartment was obvious.

She wouldn’t go.

The footsteps going upstairs outside remained unhurried.

Until they stopped.

Shi Sui pricked up her ears, hearing the footsteps seem to go to the opposite room, and sighed in relief.

At least at home, with Mrs. Yan still there, he wouldn’t dare to—

The next second.

Her phone jumped with a new message, a concise and clear demand.

[I want to kiss you.]

[I don’t want to.] Shi Sui replied.

[Be good, open the door.]

He used “be good.”

Like coaxing someone, but a signal that his patience was exhausted.

Shi Sui ignored it.

The room had a fingerprint lock—if she didn’t open it, Yan Tingli couldn’t get in.

“Beep.”

The sound of the door unlocking.

Before she could react, Shi Sui was already pressed against the door.

Yan Tingli’s scent overwhelmed her like a tide.

Like the man himself—initially cold, then invasive and lingering intensely on the skin with strong, thick possession.

Shi Sui shook her head, struggling to swallow everything his mouth delivered.

Yan Tingli watched coldly, his cool finger bones gripping her delicate neck, pressing against her lips, and asking:

“Told you to open the door, didn’t you see?”

Chapter 2: Don’t Even Think About Going Anywhere
Outside, the wind suddenly picked up, tree shadows swaying gracefully, brewing a spring rain.

Shi Sui wasn’t tall enough, her neck craned back until it ached, humming as she kept dodging.

Yan Tingli got annoyed and lifted her with one hand.

Her cartoon slippers dropped to the floor with a “thud.”

Mrs. Yan’s room was right downstairs, and Shi Sui trembled in fright.

Her misty eyes panicked as she pushed against him.

Her jaw was gripped and forced straight, roughly, only allowed to face him: “Look, I’m kissing you.”

Yan Tingli’s hand directly went through her cardigan, his fingers especially cold, and she couldn’t escape.

Shi Sui’s eyes reddened from anger.

She wanted to curse him recklessly.

The curse reached her throat when Yan Tingli leaned close, his breath tickling past her earlobe: “Shh.”

“Mom might hear.”

Whimper.

Instantly defeated.

“Sui Sui chose to stay home herself, didn’t she?”

“I didn’t choose… mmph!”

Unfortunately, her body was more practiced than she was, and her words were insincere.

“…Gentle, be gentle.”

“Don’t pinch.”

Shi Sui was held on the small sofa in the bedroom.

The wind grew stronger, the window not properly closed, howling as it rushed in.

Yan Tingli stared at her, his expression excessively cold, but his hands’ actions weren’t restrained at all.

In the second before Shi Sui was about to cry out, he withdrew his hand to cover her impending scream.

“Quietly.”

“Mom is coming upstairs.”

Shi Sui’s face changed color in fright.

Yan Tingli lowered his eyes. The bedroom lights weren’t on, his brow ridge against the light.

Calmly wiping his fingers on her face.

He did such vile things, yet Shi Sui didn’t dare make a sound.

Listening intently for a while, except for the clock ticking, no footsteps were coming upstairs.

“Ah, I heard wrong.” Yan Tingli said.

Shi Sui angrily lunged forward to bite him.

Yan Tingli took the opportunity to grip her chin and kiss her.

“So much, can’t even wipe it clean.” He said, consuming what was on her face, “So sweet.”

Pervert!

Shi Sui cried out in humiliation: “I was wrong, really wrong.”

“Why are you crying?” Yan Tingli frowned slightly.

As if worried about her, though his eyes were still cold.

Yan Tingli had fair skin and high facial symmetry, giving him a refined and handsome appearance.

Truly deceptive.

Shi Sui sobbed as she wrapped her arms around his neck: “Brother Tingli, I was wrong.”

“I shouldn’t have gone sketching without telling you, shouldn’t have refused to go back with you, shouldn’t have not opened the door.”

Yan Tingli glanced at her, unmoved: “Wrong about what? We’re not even familiar.”

Shi Sui didn’t understand.

Didn’t understand why, even after softening and admitting fault, he still wasn’t appeased.

She shrank forward, trying to please him by kissing the corner of his lips.

But Yan Tingli seemed disinterested, not even bothering to respond.

The atmosphere was unusual.

But Shi Sui had already admitted what she should. She still didn’t know what he was angry about.

When she showed signs of retreat, Yan Tingli’s eyes finally fluctuated. His large palm pressed against the back of her head, biting from her earlobe to her cheek.

Like a pervert, he always liked biting her. When Shi Sui felt pain, she would let out muffled whimpers.

His leg also wedged in, his knee pressing and grinding against her.

He only looked slender, but elite education had him exercising and training consistently for ten years. His leg muscles were hard, making her ache.

Afraid of making noise, Shi Sui bit down hard on her fingers.

Always like this—getting angry at the slightest disagreement, doing such terrible things!

What was more hateful was that her body had already gotten used to this chaos.

“Shi Sui.” Yan Tingli suddenly called her full name when they were both in such a messy state.

His voice, when first heard, would make people think of spring’s thin rain, so light that even falling on skin seemed like a fleeting illusion.

Just like when this person first stood before her.

Black turtleneck sweater, slender neck, standing high on the stairs, looking down at her as if she were nothing.

After Uncle Yan introduced her name, Yan Tingli blandly repeated: “Shi Sui?”

Yan Zecheng: “Do you know each other?”

“Don’t know each other.”

Easily making Shi Sui’s mistaken heartbeat return to normal.

He didn’t know her, but she knew him—the school’s famous good student, liked by countless girls.

She never imagined that when darkness fell, even good students would devour people.

Shi Sui’s eyes were covered by Yan Tingli as she was filled from behind.

She held back muffled groans, not daring to make a sound, when suddenly she heard Yan Tingli say: “Want to go back to Hangzhou?”

Shi Sui stiffened.

In a flash, she recalled telling her mother tonight about going back after graduation—he had heard it.

She didn’t respond for a long time, so Yan Tingli turned her face forcibly.

“Is that so?”

“…No.”

She was very bad at lying, her eyes darting around.

Yan Tingli looked at her without emotion, his eyes a cold black.

“Stay here. Don’t even think about going anywhere.”

He would occasionally say such authoritarian things, but it didn’t prevent her inner rebellion.

What she wanted to do wasn’t for him to decide!

A whole night of absurdity.

When she woke again, dawn was just breaking. Shi Sui opened her eyes, her whole body soft and powerless, swept by a deep fatigue.

Yan Tingli was no longer beside her. He had changed the sheets and her pajamas.

As for where the original sheets went, she didn’t know and didn’t want to care—he could always handle it properly.

Shi Sui wrapped herself in the blanket and sank back into the pillow.

Closing her eyes.

Though still in a tired state, she couldn’t fall asleep again.

Failed.

As early as half a month ago, or even earlier, she had vaguely wanted to end this relationship. But she only dared to think about it—she was remarkably cowardly.

Obviously, during the half month she was sketching, Yan Tingli hadn’t contacted her once.

Shi Sui even thought their absurd entanglement could come to an end, that Yan Tingli might be tired of it. They began with momentary indulgence; perhaps they would end silently.

But she still underestimated Yan Tingli’s degree of absurdity.

Last night should have been his most outrageous time yet. Right in the Yan house, with Song Jie still downstairs, barging right in.

At seven-thirty, Shi Sui finished washing up.

A high-necked sweater concealed the mottled marks on her neck.

Looking in the mirror for a while, she still applied foundation and lipstick to improve her complexion.

The door was knocked.

“Who is it?”

“Beep.”

The fingerprint unlocked, but no one entered.

The visitor’s identity was obvious.

Hateful.

Shi Sui went to open the door.

Yan Tingli: “Come downstairs for breakfast.”

Shi Sui said with a tense face: “How did you unlock the door?”

“Do you need me to tell the truth?” Yan Tingli asked blandly.

“What?”

“In high school, I practiced with my family’s smart home system.”

Shi Sui was speechless.

Following behind Yan Tingli, they went downstairs one after the other.

At this time, Song Jie was still doing yoga. Only the two of them were at the dining table.

Shi Sui had no appetite at all.

She randomly drank a few sips of porridge, then sat silently, waiting for Yan Tingli to finish eating before leaving together in the car.

Yan Tingli glanced at her.

Until they got in the car, the two had no communication.

Old Chen drove in front.

The car drove smoothly, with warm air conditioning on. Shi Sui felt drowsy.

A palm suddenly crossed her waist, massaging her lower back.

Before the art exam in high school, Shi Sui would often sit all day to paint, developing some chronic problems with her back.

Last night, he had aggravated it again.

Old Chen focused on driving and didn’t notice what was happening behind him.

He massaged very comfortably.

The light, cool fragrance belonging to Yan Tingli floated subtly at her nose.

Shi Sui didn’t expect that she would fall deeply asleep during such a journey beside Yan Tingli.

It was only twenty minutes.

Opening her eyes, she met Yan Tingli’s gaze directly.

He was staring at her, not having time to look away. After a moment’s pause, he turned his face away.

Shi Sui suddenly remembered a very small incident.

It was when she had just moved into the Yan house.

For a sensitive teenage girl, staying as a guest seemed like another level of depending on others’ charity, especially after witnessing the Yan family’s social stratum.

Shi Sui was careful with every word and action, afraid of making mistakes.

Yan Zecheng similarly arranged for Old Chen to drive them to school.

At that time, due to academic pressure, Shi Sui’s menstrual cycle was irregular.

With the temperature drop, she caught a cold with nasal congestion, wasn’t feeling well, and dozed off as soon as she got in the car after school.

When she woke, the strange sensation below reminded her of what had happened.

Her hand secretly explored—wet everywhere.

The car had already entered the Yan estate, Uncle Chen was parking.

Yan Tingli sat beside her, shoulders and neck straight. Receiving her hesitant gaze, he removed his earphones.

They weren’t familiar at all then.

Shi Sui’s face was snow-white.

Her lips trembled, unable to speak for a long time.

She didn’t know what to do.

She had only seen this car in magazines—a brand her family couldn’t afford.

She had dirtied the car, and it had white leather seats, too.

Yan Tingli’s gaze passed over her fingers gripping her school uniform pants.

He lowered his eyes and picked up his teacup for a sip.

When closing the lid, his fingers didn’t hold steady, knocking over the cup, water spilling on the seat.

“Uncle Chen, I spilled my tea.”

Old Chen waved his hand: “No problem, I’ll send it for cleaning tonight.”

Yan Tingli opened the door and got out. Only then did Shi Sui quickly stand up, red-faced as she used wet wipes to clean the red marks from the seat.

She was grateful for the large tea stain as cover—that bit of blood was inconspicuous, mostly hidden after one wipe.

This was such a small, almost insignificant episode that Yan Tingli never mentioned it afterward. As if the tea that day was accidentally spilled by him on the seat, as if he had accidentally dirtied the car.

Coming back to the memory, Shi Sui had already returned to the dormitory.

Her phone buzzed. Shi Sui glanced at it.

Yan Tingli reminded her to come to the apartment the night after tomorrow.

The night after tomorrow was Friday.

Every week on this day, she would tell others she was going home, but spent the entire weekend fooling around with this “good student.”

He was only a little bit good, but bad in so many ways.

Her phone buzzed again.

A message from her mother—they had just landed in Hangzhou. It was followed by reminders for her to be well-behaved at the Yan house.

After a long time, Shi Sui finally replied: [Got it.]

At the Yan house, she had always been well-behaved.

It was precisely because she was too well-behaved that she was always bullied by Yan Tingli like this.

This rain lasted two days, finally clearing up on Friday.

Spring had already begun last month. After several rains, the temperature warmed up.

Before afternoon class, Shi Sui changed out of her turtleneck sweater.

Xue Jing, passing behind her, stopped and touched the back of her neck: “Hey, is this a bug bite? It’s all purple.”

Shi Sui stiffened for a moment, remembering that last time Yan Tingli had taken her from behind. She didn’t know how many marks were still on her back. She lowered her head and quickly put on her jacket.

Xue Jing clicked her tongue: “That bug is quite venomous.”

“Very venomous, extremely venomous.” Shi Sui agreed.

“Let’s go, let’s go, class is starting soon, we’re running out of time.” Lin Anran, who had been waiting nearby, urged.

It was peak class time, the academic building was packed, and the three were stuck on the stairs.

During the gap, Lin Anran still scrolled her phone, suddenly elbowing Xue Jing: “Case solved!”

“What?”

“I saw in the group chat that they’re guessing Yan Tingli might have chosen ‘Western Art History’ for our department flower, Su Han.”

“Tell me, tell me?”

“See for yourself in the group.”

They had a good relationship with the neighboring dorm and formed a group chat, which was convenient for teaming up on assignments.

Only now had this group become a gossip relay station.

“They’re sitting together.” Xue Jing enlarged the photo in the group. “But if you’re saying Su Han is the department flower, our sweet sister leader Sui Sui would be the first to disagree.”

Xue Jing and Su Han were both class officers who didn’t get along, often bad-mouthing each other in the dorm.

Xue Jing put her hand on Shi Sui’s shoulder, rubbing her snow-white cheek: “Look at this little face, these big eyes, this lovely appearance—doesn’t it deserve the title of department flower?”

There were still people around, some heard and curiously looked over.

Shi Sui felt embarrassed and pulled down Xue Jing’s hand.

Lin Anran made a sound: “Su Han always participates in activities, our Sui Sui is too low-key.”

“Hmph.”

“What are you hmph-ing about?”

Xue Jing pouted: “Why should Su Han get to hook up with the male god? That’s Yan Tingli! Anyone can see he’s top quality—refined under the sheets, fierce in bed…”

Shi Sui couldn’t listen anymore, covering her mouth with one hand and dragging her through the crowd at a trot.

Lin Anran followed, asking with interest: “How can you tell he’s fierce in bed?”

“Look at his hands, look at his nose. Such long fingers, and his nose is straight and big…” Xue Jing glanced at Shi Sui from the corner of her eye, deliberately teasing her, “Sui Sui, why are you blushing? Even modeling nude didn’t make you this—”

Shi Sui: “Hurry up, we’re running out of time!”

As they spoke, the three arrived at the classroom’s back door.

Looking from high to low, they immediately spotted the most conspicuous couple sitting in the middle.

The young man lowered his eyes, shoulders, and neck straight, his exposed skin a frost-snow cold white.

“Handsome.” Xue Jing squinted, looking at the curly-haired girl beside Yan Tingli, who was propping her chin and gazing at him, saying sourly, “Su Han is eating well.”

She pulled Shi Sui forward. Shi Sui frowned: “Where are you going?”

“Sit closer, gather intelligence.”

No, no, no! Shi Sui wanted to run, but she wasn’t stronger than Xue Jing. After struggling for a while, she looked up and met Yan Tingli’s gaze as he turned toward the sound.

A very light glance.

It immediately slid past.

Shi Sui didn’t dare dodge anymore, letting Xue Jing drag her straight to the seat next to Yan Tingli.

“Excuse me, is this seat taken?” Xue Jing smiled sweetly, ignoring Su Han’s eye roll.

Getting Yan Tingli’s response: “No.”

“Sui Sui, you sit.” Xue Jing pushed Shi Sui inward.

Shi Sui: “…”

She sighed almost inaudibly.

Fine.

After sitting down, Xue Jing and Lin Anran also squeezed over.

Five seats in a row, perfectly filled.

Their phones kept vibrating as Xue Jing and Lin Anran frantically messaged in the group.

Lin Anran: [Ahhh, up close he’s so handsome!]

Xue Jing: [Really want to ask how he maintains his skin, it’s so white and smooth qwq]

Shi Sui took out her book from her bag. Conversation between a man and woman came from beside her.

“Sorry to trouble you. It’s my fault for not having time to find my dad, making you make the trip.”

“Don’t mention it.”

Su Han continued: “I don’t know how to thank you. Let me treat you to dinner after class.”

Shi Sui placed her book on the desk. She forgot to control her strength—”bang”—the sound was somewhat abrupt.

Su Han was still asking from the side: “Do you have time for dinner together after class?”

Yan Tingli withdrew his peripheral vision.

“Unfortunately, I have an appointment.”

Chapter 3: He’s Sick
Su Han was stunned for a few seconds, seemingly not expecting to be rejected so cleanly and decisively. She responded with disappointment for a few sentences.

The interaction between the two naturally didn’t escape Xue Jing, who had been listening intently. She provided live commentary, and the group chat gossip was flying.

[No way, is he that hard to pursue? Even Su the beauty, can’t catch his eye?]

[Kind of interesting. Who’s sitting close? Can you get his WeChat for me?]

The message was from Zhou Xuyan from the neighboring dorm, sitting diagonally behind, eagerly waving at them.

Xue Jing replied: [Sui Sui is sitting close, you can ask her to help]

After sending, she nudged Shi Sui’s elbow.

“Me?” Shi Sui pointed to herself.

“Yeah, Xuanxuan wants you to help.”

“I…” Shi Sui wasn’t good at refusing people. After much consideration, she still shook her head.

Yan Tingli valued privacy the most.

If she asked, he would be unhappy.

When unhappy, he would bully her.

Seeing Shi Sui’s troubled expression and guessing she was embarrassed, Xue Jing didn’t mind: “No problem, I’ll ask later.”

Shi Sui apologetically hummed in agreement.

The class bell rang. She opened her book but couldn’t focus on a single word.

She wasn’t deliberately pretending not to know Yan Tingli in front of her roommates.

Rather, even now, she didn’t know how to define her relationship with Yan Tingli.

When they were together, they mostly did that kind of thing.

At the Yan house, when the adults weren’t there, the apartment with traffic flowing outside the floor-to-ceiling windows.

She thought he would be as gentle and refined as his appearance suggested.

But that was only at the beginning, when he still pretended.

The real Yan Tingli was extremely domineering, very fierce, and always did things that made her cry from shame.

Lately it was getting worse. He was like an airtight net, and when they were alone, the air was thick with burning desire.

Their beginning was inexplicable.

After the high school graduation party, at the Yan house, in Yan Tingli’s room.

Mr. and Mrs. Yan weren’t there—it was all alcohol-catalyzed indulgence.

They didn’t even go all the way that night because there were no condoms.

But he bit her all over.

Shi Sui hadn’t even thought there would be a next time.

Until the next day, when Yan Tingli stopped her on the stairs: “I bought condoms.”

Shi Sui stood in place, not knowing how to react.

Yan Tingli waited a few seconds, then said directly:

“I want to make love with you. Do you want to?”

Shi Sui’s face turned red.

She stammered, “I’ll think about it,” and fled.

But that very night, she was on the third-floor staircase, kissing Yan Tingli.

Everything happened naturally.

At that time, Yan Tingli was a brilliant honor student in Shi Sui’s eyes. She couldn’t resist his natural sexual magnetism at all.

Shi Sui was very clear about the gap between them.

Yan Tingli came from a distinguished family, the pride of his parents placed high hopes on him.

While her family was ordinary, even though her father and Uncle Yan were old college friends, there was still a natural barrier between them and the Yan family.

They tacitly pretended not to be familiar. This underground relationship would end when the time came—at least Shi Sui thought so.

She had thought about actively ending it, especially under Yan Tingli’s gradually revealed bad temper.

But these subtle emotions, once they arose, could be keenly detected by Yan Tingli.

He always had ways to make her afraid to speak up.

Now, around her, Yan Tingli was gradually weaving a dense, invisible net, tightening bit by bit.

Like this “unexpected encounter” elective course.

Shi Sui was in a daze throughout this class.

When the professor randomly called on people to answer questions, she only reacted after being called twice.

The question was about last class’s content, but Shi Sui hadn’t absorbed much last time either. After stammering for a while, she couldn’t answer.

She looked to her roommates for help, meeting two equally clear but blank stares.

“…”

Until she heard the sound of pages turning beside her, the male student’s distinct finger bones tapping the paper page suggestively.

Yan Tingli wasn’t listening seriously—he was even reading literature on his tablet, multitasking.

Shi Sui lowered her head and didn’t look.

Yan Tingli snorted, closed his book with a “snap,” and didn’t give her another glance.

Shi Sui made a small but noticeable fool of herself, was lectured for a few sentences, and sat down awkwardly.

She glanced at Yan Tingli from the corner of her eye.

He showed no reaction, his demeanor very cold.

Seemed unhappy again. Shi Sui pursed her lips.

The dismissal bell rang.

Shi Sui received Xue Jing’s look and moved aside to make room. The latter rushed to Yan Tingli, waving her phone: “Classmate, my friend wants to get to know you. Can we add contact information?”

Su Han, who hadn’t left yet, glanced at Xue Jing as if mocking her for overestimating herself.

Yan Tingli packed his tablet into his bag and looked up. His pupils were a light amber color, making him seem more distant: “Which friend?” His gaze turned to Shi Sui, who was shrinking her neck, “Her?”

Huh?

Shi Sui, who had been called out, looked up.

“Uh no,” Xue Jing pointed in another direction, “it’s that girl over there, her name is Zhou Xuyan…”

Somehow, talking to Yan Tingli, she felt a chill, and her voice grew smaller and smaller.

“Why didn’t you come ask?”

Xue Jing: …Huh?

She followed Yan Tingli’s gaze and finally understood he was asking Shi Sui.

“You’re sitting closest to me, why didn’t you come ask?” Yan Tingli asked casually.

Shi Sui stood frozen, not understanding what madness had suddenly seized him.

“She’s usually quite introverted, not comfortable talking to boys,” Xue Jing quickly smoothed things over, “so please give us contact information.”

Yan Tingli’s lips barely moved, and he said nothing more.

Shi Sui turned her face away.

A few seconds later.

Yan Tingli rattled off a string of numbers, telling Xue Jing, “Have your friend add this.”

“Oh my god, I still can’t believe Weiwei just easily added Yan Tingli?!” On the way back, Xue Jing was still in disbelief.

In the group, Zhou Xuyan was messaging: [Ahhh, he accepted!]

Xue Jing: “Damn, if I’d known I would have asked for myself!”

Shi Sui walked beside her, the screen in her hand darkened by her press showing a message from Yan Tingli.

No other words, just a location pin two hundred meters outside the school gate.

Shi Sui exhaled and said carefully: “Um, I—”

Lin Anran guessed: “Going home again?”

Shi Sui nodded.

Xue Jing sighed: “I’ve never seen anyone more obedient than you, going back religiously every week.”

“Right. You don’t even look that eager to go back. Just don’t go this time. You’re grown up now, your parents probably won’t say anything.”

Shi Sui mumbled: “…Next time maybe, I already promised this time.”

After saying goodbye to her roommates, Shi Sui walked alone toward the school gate.

She opened her phone.

On the WeChat interface, Yan Tingli’s avatar was at the top.

Every time Shi Sui pushed it down, he would move it back up. After many while, she was too lazy to bother.

Yan Tingli’s car was parked at the intersection ahead. He didn’t have the flashy air of a rich young master, had low material desires, and only drove an inconspicuous black sedan.

Shi Sui opened the car door and got in.

Yan Tingli didn’t look at her, his gaze fixed on his phone screen.

She glanced—it was a WeChat chat interface.

For a while, Yan Tingli still hadn’t started the car, his fingertips tapping as he replied to messages.

Shi Sui fastened her seatbelt and stared at her toes for a while. After a moment: “Do you have to chat now?”

“Are you in a hurry?”

Shi Sui instantly didn’t want to talk anymore.

When she didn’t answer, he tossed his phone aside: “Eager to go back and do it?”

But before she could get angry, Yan Tingli had already spun the wheel with one hand, the sedan shooting forward, startling Shi Sui: “Yan Tingli!”

She rarely got angry, yet she always lost her composure around Yan Tingli.

This person was moody, unpredictable. Vile to an outrageous degree!

Just then, a phone rang—Yan Tingli’s.

“Hold it to my ear.”

Shi Sui glared at him for several seconds before picking up the phone. The screen showed the caller as Professor Su.

Yan Tingli had joined the college’s top project team this year, under the guidance of mentor Su Ye.

The call connected, and Shi Sui silently held the phone to his ear.

She was practiced at this action.

When Yan Tingli was doing other things, he was always impatient about answering calls.

These other things might be driving, might be reading, or might also be her.

At those times when he didn’t want to answer the phone, she would listen anxiously. When she panicked and reached for his phone, she’d be hit hard several times while having to follow his command: “Hold it to my ear.”

“Professor Su.”

Her thoughts were called back by Yan Tingli’s voice. Shi Sui used her hair to cover her reddening ears.

“You’re too kind.” He turned the steering wheel, expression bland, “I happened to choose this course too.”

He said something unknown, also mentioning Su Han. Shi Sui’s eyelashes fluttered.

Yan Tingli said, “Yes, today is inconvenient.”

“Tomorrow?”

“My father made an appointment with you?”

“Mm, he hasn’t told me yet.”

After a few more responses, Yan Tingli had her hang up. His brow was furrowed with some coldness.

Shi Sui roughly heard some of the call. Su Han was Professor Su’s daughter. Su’s mother doted on her daughter and made some of her favorite foods for Professor Su to bring to his daughter. But Professor Su was busy, so he had Yan Tingli bring them over conveniently.

As for the end of the conversation—what relationship Su Ye had with Yan’s father, what appointment Yan Tingli had on Saturday—Shi Sui didn’t know.

She put the phone back in place without asking questions.

Yan Tingli’s apartment was in a high-end community two blocks away.

A large flat with river views, worth its weight in gold. Shi Sui hadn’t been here for nearly a month. Opening the door, a cold, desolate atmosphere hit her.

Shi Sui suspected Yan Tingli hadn’t been here either—otherwise, why were the snacks she’d half-opened last time still on the sofa?

The door closed behind her.

Dusk had arrived, leaving the room in dim light. Shi Sui had just steadied herself when Yan Tingli began kissing her.

He was too tall—kissing her always required hunching his shoulders, bending his neck.

When she dodged, he pursued.

Drawing and swallowing, looking desperately thirsty.

Shi Sui’s eyes reddened, whimpering incoherently.

Yan Tingli stopped. In this gap, Shi Sui pushed him and instinctively ran.

She couldn’t say why she wanted to run—maybe just biological instinct.

But this action displeased Yan Tingli.

His mood was already poor today, something Shi Sui only finally perceived after spreading her legs and sitting on him.

Especially when he pressed her down without mercy, and she let out a whimper, she realized this was punishment.

Yan Tingli’s brow relaxed in that instant.

His long fingers brushed from her tightly furrowed brow to her bitten lips: “Feel good?”

She bit her lip and made no sound.

Yan Tingli’s face was cold, his thumb pressing her lips: “This place is so hard.”

“How come everywhere else is so soft?”

Shi Sui’s cheeks were like a boiling kettle, red all over. She started crying again.

She didn’t dare be stubborn—she’d be penetrated. There were also all kinds of embarrassing, face-reddening sounds, verbal and physical.

Hatefully, she would still get very excited, as would Yan Tingli.

The difference was that Yan Tingli was more clearheaded than she, his dark eyes capturing her from above.

But he was very pleased—this was obvious.

His Adam’s apple rolled, his chest rose and fell with subtle, hoarse panting sounds, completely different from his usual refined appearance, almost losing composure.

Shi Sui always felt that Yan Tingli was willing to maintain this kind of relationship for two years because doing this with her was pleasurable.

She wanted to say that aside from being sick, he was also very good at it.

Until Yan Tingli’s phone, tossed on the sofa, lit up, showing a message from Zhou Xuyan.

Yan Tingli unlocked the screen and threw the phone in front of her.

Shi Sui saw the brief chat record—Zhou Xuyan’s self-introduction.

Zhou Xuyan was always bold, taking the initiative when she met someone appealing.

This was just the first message—apparently in the car, Yan Tingli hadn’t been chatting with her.

“How should I reply?”

Shi Sui: “Mmph, don’t know.”

Her brain was like mush, absent-minded and completely uncaring.

Yan Tingli watched her quietly, suddenly, his features showing a layer of sinister frost.

He spoke slowly: “Don’t know?”

“Don’t know who’s dripping all over the sofa, or don’t know who’s twisting her waist sitting on me?”

“Tell her, Sui Sui.”

Chapter 4: You Can Hear It
Shi Sui didn’t know where his anger came from.

She had already actively avoided helping Zhou Xuyan ask, yet he was the one who gave out his WeChat number.

Now, after adding her, he was unhappy, and when unhappy, he came to bully her!

Even a rabbit will bite when cornered. Shi Sui angrily bit down on Yan Tingli’s neck.

Yan Tingli’s dark lashes lowered as he calmly watched her actions.

Shi Sui’s originally vicious bite, upon meeting his gaze, slowly retracted her teeth.

Whimper.

Shi Sui resigned herself—cowardice was in her nature.

Instead, Shi Sui used her nails to scratch the expensive leather sofa beneath her. Scratch it, scratch it all up! Make him go bankrupt!

Yan Tingli seemed pleased by this pathetic display, his chest trembling twice.

He moved straight closer.

Taking her cheek into his mouth, sniffing every inch of her skin’s scent.

His other hand pinched her soft nape, even his breathing chaotic. Shi Sui’s spine sensitively bristled with goosebumps—the natural reaction of prey facing a predator.

She felt like she was about to be devoured.

In a physical sense.

Yan Tingli’s lips meandered down from her cheek.

Shi Sui had a small frame and soft flesh. Every pinch and squeeze left little dimples, a water-like texture.

Just as she resignedly closed her eyes, waiting for a storm, she suddenly heard Yan Tingli say: “Say you love me.”

Because it was so unexpected, Shi Sui’s expression went blank for a second.

“Say,” he gripped her jaw with his thumb and forefinger, repeating, “say you love me.”

With some threatening undertone.

Given that Yan Tingli always had random whims, forcing her to say all sorts of nonsense, Shi Sui was about to comply. She opened her lips but couldn’t say it.

Love and sex were different things.

“…Why do I have to say this?”

“Do you love me or not?”

“I don’t… mmph—!” She was suddenly pinched hard.

“I love you,” Shi Sui never did anything foolishly stubborn, saying with a trembling voice, “I love you.” Anyway, these words would just pass—why make herself suffer unnecessarily?

Yan Tingli’s pupils fixed, then he suddenly smiled. When someone usually cold smiled, it was like snow and ice melting.

“Then delete her.” His voice was still cool, but his movements gentled.

“Me?!” Shi Sui couldn’t believe it. After all this circling, he just wanted her to delete the WeChat contact?!

“Mm, you.”

Shi Sui was baffled: “Is there a difference between me deleting and you deleting?”

“I want you to delete.”

“No, you delete it yourself.” Shi Sui instinctively resisted.

Yan Tingli looked at her for several seconds, gave a cold laugh, then suddenly pressed the voice message button: “Sorry, Shi Sui wants me to delete you—”

Shi Sui startled, first covering his mouth, then realizing she should grab the phone.

“Don’t talk nonsense,” unable to grab it, she said urgently, “I’ll delete, I’ll delete, okay?”

Yan Tingli threw the phone to her.

Shi Sui didn’t even know if he had sent it. While she was panicking, in the blink of an eye she was flipped and pressed beneath him.

Instantly, the sofa was soaked with her gasping breaths.

After Shi Sui finished bathing, holding Yan Tingli’s phone, she thought for a long time before coming up with the most dignified reply possible: [Sorry, I want to focus on my studies in college and have no plans to date for now. Sorry for wasting your time, you can delete me.]

This was responding to Zhou Xuyan’s previous question, “Do you have a girlfriend?”

[OK, let’s delete each other.]

Zhou Xuyan also replied straightforwardly.

At the same moment, messages popped up in the group.

Zhou Xuyan: [No chance, hands up/hands up/]

She posted a screenshot of their recent chat.

Xue Jing: [My intuition told me Yan Tingli would be hard to pursue, as expected…]

Lin Anran: [Actually, this is quite respectable, speaking clearly without leading anyone on.]

Zhou Xuyan: [True, still has class]

Xue Jing: [So what kind of woman could conquer him?]

Zhou Xuyan: [I haven’t deleted yet, want me to ask for you?]

Xue Jing instantly chickened out: [Never mind…]

The group kept buzzing with messages, gradually shifting to other topics. Shi Sui closed her phone, feeling somewhat uncomfortable.

Though she hadn’t deliberately hidden anything, she was still being dishonest with people.

Yan Tingli came out of the kitchen, placing two bowls of noodles on the dining table.

Looking at the time, it was already past eight. Shi Sui walked over to eat.

Clear broth noodles with fried eggs. Shi Sui lowered her lashes, quietly slurping noodles.

There was no housekeeper here, and she had never seen anyone else in this house.

The food Yan Tingli made could only be described as barely edible.

But Shi Sui wasn’t picky and found everything delicious. Now extremely hungry, she ate with both cheeks puffed out.

When she looked up, Yan Tingli had already finished and was watching her.

He had showered, his hair not completely dry, hanging over his forehead. His skin was very white, his features light and clear.

Sensing his good mood, Shi Sui quickened her pace and swallowed the last mouthful of soup: “I just used your WeChat to explain things clearly to Weiwei.”

“Mm.”

Shi Sui was quiet for a moment, then still spoke up: “Actually, if you didn’t want to add her, you could have just refused then.”

The air was quiet. Yan Tingli showed no reaction.

Shi Sui continued: “Don’t do this anymore in the future.”

Yan Tingli: “Don’t do what, add girls on WeChat?”

Shi Sui felt stung. “You know that’s not what I mean.”

“Then what?”

His posture was relaxed and casual. Shi Sui couldn’t help saying: “I just don’t want you to involve me. Weiwei is my friend—doing this behind her back feels strange.”

Yan Tingli said nothing, his lips turning down with a few degrees of self-mocking coldness.

Shi Sui didn’t dare look at him either, continuing on her own: “Just because you chose this class, my roommates mention you every day. I’m caught in the middle. I don’t want to lie to them at all.”

“And every time you leave very heavy marks, they’ve seen them on my back many times.”

“Also, I have to come here every weekend. I tell people I’m going home, but it’s getting too frequent…”

“Finished?” Yan Tingli said.

Shi Sui nodded silently, secretly glancing at him while her heart pounded.

“Let me summarize,” he said. “I should stay away from you, preferably disappear from your life, just like the first half of the month.”

He leaned toward her, asking in a clear, gentle tone: “Is that what you want?”

Shi Sui felt a bit breathless, mumbling: “That’s not what I meant either…” Her words didn’t match her heart.

Her cheek was lifted. Yan Tingli asked: “Then what do you mean?”

Shi Sui’s mouth felt dry: “I just hope we can maintain an appropriate distance in public.”

“That won’t work.” Yan Tingli smiled slightly, saying lightly, “How can I control you if we keep a distance?”

“Whether you’ve added any males, how many messages you’ve exchanged, whether you’ve had physical contact with them—I need to know everything.”

His expression was utterly peaceful, but Shi Sui suddenly felt a chill down her back.

Her rebuttal seemed pale and powerless: “But if you keep appearing around me, I’m afraid we’ll be exposed. I’m not good at acting—what if someone finds out about our relationship?”

“Simple,” Yan Tingli said. “You can make our relationship public.”

Shi Sui: “But we agreed not to let others know—”

“Did we? When did I ever agree to that with you?”

Shi Sui was stunned, lightning flashing through her mind. Right, he had never said that.

What she thought was their “tacit understanding” was just her assumption.

Her expression changed: “Aren’t you afraid of Uncle and Aunt Yan finding out?! They won’t approve.”

She couldn’t bear to imagine how their parents, friends, Uncle, and Aunt Yan would react if their relationship was exposed.

Uncle Yan was their family’s benefactor, yet she had been secretly sleeping with the benefactor’s son for two years. And Aunt Yan, so noble and elegant—how would she view her? How would her parents face themselves?

Shi Sui didn’t want her parents to be looked down upon because of her, not even a little.

“Then we’ll have to elope.” Yan Tingli’s tone was slow.

“I don’t want to!” Shi Sui lost some emotional control, her voice involuntarily rising.

Yan Tingli’s lashes fluttered.

Shi Sui was so angry she misspoke, tears flowing uncontrollably. She angrily wiped them away with force.

She always made a big fuss when crying—being this quiet was rare.

In the silence, he spoke first.

“Come here.”

Shi Sui didn’t move.

“You don’t want me to be unhappy either, right?”

Shi Sui still ignored him.

Yan Tingli paused: “Come here and I won’t be angry anymore.”

Shi Sui’s eyes were red, but she was helpless.

After confronting each other for a long while, she finally slowly moved her steps, walking toward Yan Tingli.

Once again, compromising, sitting on his thighs, fitting into his embrace.

Yan Tingli had just showered and smelled of fresh mint, his body temperature neither cold nor hot.

Yan Tingli brushed her long hair to one side, his kiss falling by her ear as he said softly: “Just scaring you.”

It was a threat, taking advantage of having completely grasped her weak points. Not changing a single one of his suggestions, but threatening her in return.

She still had to give in for things to settle temporarily, so they could maintain the status quo.

“You’re too much.” Shi Sui’s voice carried sobs.

“You’re more excessive.” Yan Tingli said.

Shi Sui raised her voice: “You’re the excessive one!”

Yan Tingli: “It’s you.”

“It’s you!”

“It’s not me, it’s you.”

“It’s me, not—”

Shi Sui suddenly stopped, instinctively tensing her face the moment she realized she wanted to laugh.

Very angry, but Shi Sui hated that she almost laughed at this moment.

Yan Tingli: “Mm, you’re more excessive.”

Completely upside down!

Shi Sui once again recognized that Yan Tingli was essentially an unprincipled evil youth. The instigator, he wouldn’t suffer even verbally.

The first time they fought, he was the one who coaxed her first.

After the graduation ceremony, following the college entrance exam.

Yan Tingli was called back to school to give a speech, and that day, Shi Sui received a bouquet from a junior classmate.

Midway through, Yan Tingli suddenly told her to find him backstage.

At that time, Yan Tingli was still the brilliant honor student in her eyes. Whatever the honor student said was right, even following his words to sneak backstage during the ceremony.

While school leaders were still speaking, she was pressed down in an empty lounge.

The air conditioning was broken, and only a fan was running, stuffy and tight. Yan Tingli held her on his lap and began kissing. Shi Sui, who had never seen the world, was terrified.

The junior who had followed her backstage came to knock on the door. Yan Tingli’s hand went under her clothes, stroking her lower back. This horror reached its peak.

The junior knocked and called “Senior” twice, seemingly wanting to say something.

Yan Tingli kissed her while his fingers traced her spine. Shi Sui trembled all over. Men were just naturally gifted in this area—in just a couple of times, he had figured out all her sensitive spots.

She even thought Yan Tingli had been drugged, never suspecting this person was inherently sick.

“What’s wrong with you? Are you feeling unwell?” She lowered her voice.

Yan Tingli nuzzled her neck from behind, biting her lower lip.

The door handle was turned by the junior, seeming about to burst in the next second.

Shi Sui struggled violently but couldn’t break free, her mind completely blank.

A few seconds later, footsteps faded—he left. The door had been locked at some point she didn’t know, and the handle hadn’t turned.

“He’s gone.” Yan Tingli’s tone held some regret.

She gasped heavily, still in shock: “What exactly are you trying to do?”

“Were the flowers pretty?”

Shi Sui was speechless: “He was just—”

Yan Tingli’s hand had already impatiently moved to her buttons.

This action scared Shi Sui into jumping up. She was still trying to find evidence that Yan Tingli had been drugged, touching his forehead and cheeks: “Are you okay?”

“Laughing so happily,” Yan Tingli answered irrelevantly, “must have been pretty.”

He then bit open the first button of her collar.

“Stop,” Shi Sui looked at him incredulously, “are you crazy!”

The second button was also bitten open.

“If you, if you dare do anything here, I’ll ignore you, never speak to you again!”

“How will you ignore me?”

“I’ll change my application, I’ll go back to Hangzhou. Mom and Dad said they’re waiting for me in Hangzhou.”

He paused.

Just when she thought the threat had worked, her collarbone was bitten hard: “Do whatever you want.”

“I’m telling the truth. If you dare, I’ll go back and pack immediately. I don’t have to live at your house anymore anyway!” She spoke without thinking.

Yan Tingli looked at her deeply, finally releasing her and standing to straighten his collar.

Shi Sui thought her words had worked, but he glanced at his watch—it was time for his speech.

So to this day, she couldn’t be sure how far Yan Tingli would have gone if it hadn’t been time.

Shi Sui interpreted this as parting on bad terms.

That night, she packed some luggage—she would return to Hangzhou and leave after completing her application.

The Yan family hadn’t treated her badly, but who likes depending on others’ charity?

There was also Yan Tingli.

It was because he said University A had more opportunities, even planning her future professional development completely, that Shi Sui had hesitated.

But now with no relatives here and Yan Tingli being a bastard, she might as well return to her parents.

The next morning, Shi Sui was gradually mailing packages when she ran into Yan Tingli coming downstairs.

He leaned against the refrigerator and drank some ice water, his thin eyelids lowered, quietly watching her.

Shi Sui’s back broke out in sweat, feeling guilty for no reason—it was fine, she was just mailing packages.

But she kept her eyes straight ahead on the surface, quickly returning to her room.

They were fighting now—they might be strangers soon, so she didn’t need to care what he thought, Shi Sui encouraged herself.

But that evening, she suddenly heard Yan Tingli playing piano in the music room.

In the half year Shi Sui had been here, Yan Tingli rarely played piano—this was the second time.

She was amazed that Yan Tingli could play popular songs—she had once played this song in her room, that time she was painting with music on and forgot to close the door.

In the music room, he only had a floor lamp on, his profile half bright, half dark.

Distinct knuckles on black and white keys, veins spreading.

“Close the door.” Yan Tingli said.

Shi Sui unconsciously obeyed.

As soon as she approached, he pulled her hand, and Shi Sui forgot to refuse.

“Like listening?”

“Mm.”

“I’ll teach you.”

Yan Tingli embraced her from behind, his cool palms guiding hers.

Shi Sui was dazed.

“Remember the lyrics?”

“I remember.”

“You can sing.”

Shi Sui felt awkward: “My singing is terrible.”

“It won’t be.”

Shi Sui: “I’m serious.”

“Only I can hear it anyway.”

Shi Sui: “Can you sing?”

“I don’t remember the lyrics clearly.”

“But you can already play it?”

Yan Tingli said nothing, correcting a wrong note she pressed. Shi Sui suddenly remembered something.

She had heard her father say that Yan Tingli played piano exceptionally well—if his academic grades weren’t so outstanding, he could have become a professional pianist.

There was a term for it—absolute pitch. He could learn anything after hearing it a few times.

After Shi Sui’s first note, she honestly closed her mouth.

For no other reason than severe off-key singing, she saw Yan Tingli’s knuckles pause.

Shi Sui stubbornly pulled up the lyrics: “I won’t sing anymore, you do it.”

Yan Tingli seemed to chuckle, guiding her hands across the keys, starting from the beginning.

After the prelude, his voice began.

Shi Sui had always felt that Yan Tingli’s distant, cold temperament came largely from his voice.

Like thin snow, fine ice.

Until he sang, the usually cool spring water gurgling past her ears, Shi Sui’s heart suddenly accelerated.

“Who knows better than me?”

“Your tenderness like feathers”

“Secrets lying in my embrace”

“Only you can hear it.”

“Does anyone else know?”

“Your smile is like an embrace.”

“How I want to hide your goodness.”

“Only I can see it.”

…

Then they inexplicably began kissing.

Until his kiss fell where he couldn’t reach in the lounge that day, Shi Sui suddenly realized: “No, we’re still fighting—”

“Finish first, then fight.”

“This is the piano…”

“Perfect height.”

At that time she didn’t know this was a 3.8 million Steinway, even disliking how cold it was, completely uncomfortable.

There were still servants downstairs, the summer was stifling, heat that even air conditioning couldn’t block.

Shi Sui didn’t dare make too much noise.

Her eyes were misty with tears: “You’re too much.”

Yan Tingli bit her nape hard.

Unable to see his expression clearly, his voice somewhat muffled: “You’re more excessive.”

The past was too painful to recall, yet strangely overlapped with the present.

Shi Sui couldn’t remember many details and didn’t want to—it was nothing more than Yan Tingli realizing he couldn’t completely control her then, using some tactics to make her lose her mind and change her first choice back to University A in a love-struck daze.

And always insisting she was “more excessive.”

How exactly was she excessive?

No one in the world was more unreasonable than him.

Chapter 5: Just a Little Dirty Cat
Fighting with Yan Tingli was routine.

Shi Sui was used to it. Though she got angrier the more she thought about it, it didn’t prevent her from sleeping soundly.

She got up on her own in the morning and did her own thing in the study.

It wasn’t until nearly noon that she heard movement from the master bedroom, estimating that Yan Tingli had gotten out of bed.

Shi Sui wasn’t surprised at all.

Since high school, when people talked about Yan Tingli, they all thought his intelligence was one thing, but he must also have unknown hard work.

The truth was, Yan Tingli was lazy to a degree Shi Sui had never heard of. The longest time, Shi Sui timed it—he slept fifteen hours straight without interruption.

That was during her freshman year, her second time here. The previous night, he had pressed her down three times, then slept from eleven at night until three in the afternoon, unable to be woken in between.

This scared Shi Sui terribly—she almost thought he was overindulging and about to die from exhaustion.

Outside the door, Yan Tingli’s footsteps went back and forth, but he didn’t come to find her.

It wasn’t until lunchtime that Shi Sui heard a brief knock at the study door.

Probably calling her to eat.

It had a “take it or leave it” vibe.

Shi Sui wouldn’t make things difficult for her stomach.

She put down her drawing tablet and left the room. Yan Tingli had just sat down, with several freshly stir-fried dishes in front of him, not looking at her.

Was this going to be a Cold War?

Shi Sui’s steps were somewhat slow. Her heart was beating anxiously, not knowing what Yan Tingli would do—after all, whenever they fought, she was the one who got bullied.

He didn’t speak, and Shi Sui didn’t seek trouble either, eating lunch in silence.

The taste was, as always, you could only taste salt and soy sauce, no other seasoning whatsoever.

…Another rich person’s survival health meal.

But Shi Sui only ate without cooking, so she had no right to complain about the chef.

After eating, she casually put the dishes in the dishwasher. Coming out, she saw Yan Tingli leaning by the window on a phone call.

On her way to the study, she vaguely heard a few sentences.

The other person was Uncle Yan, talking about having dinner with Professor Su’s family on Sunday. Yan Tingli responded casually.

Shi Sui lowered her lashes. There was corn juice that Yan Tingli had made on the dining table. She held the cup, sipping intermittently.

Going into the study and opening her phone, Li Yin had asked as usual in the morning what her weekend plans were and whether she needed pocket money.

Shi Sui replied as usual that she didn’t need any, she had enough money.

Li Yin directly transferred five thousand yuan: [Baby, buy whatever you want, enjoy college life more, don’t be reluctant to spend money]

In the past two years, when the industry was depressed, her father’s construction company had more expenses than income. The family was strapped for a while, her parents each running around, and she was forced to stay at the Yan house.

Later her parents started livestreaming in Hangzhou. Though Shi Sui didn’t know the exact amounts, judging from the increasing pocket money, business should be booming.

Thinking this way, Shi Sui smiled, looking at the screen, and accepted the money: [Thank you, Mom~]

Li Yin was busy there, replied with a head-patting emoji, and quickly left.

Shi Sui opened a shopping app and indeed saw her already broadcasting with exquisite makeup. Since entering this industry, her parents were busier than before, often working around the clock.

Shi Sui propped her chin, somewhat lost in thought.

It would be good if she could graduate quickly and stay with Mom and Dad.

After replying to messages, she went to the study and continued drawing on her tablet.

Since enrolling in University A’s animation major two years ago, Shi Sui felt like she had one foot in purgatory. Endless drawings, endless software to learn, endless post-production work. Her classmates were also fiercely competitive, and what little time remained was exploited by Yan Tingli.

The afternoon passed quietly. When she looked up again, the window was already dotted with starlight.

Shi Sui stretched her neck and was about to turn on the light when the study light came on before her.

Then, Li Yin’s gentle voice rang out: “Baby, come out for dinner. Don’t draw during twilight, it’s bad for your eyes.”

Shi Sui’s movements suddenly froze. For a moment, she almost thought her mother was really outside the door, before remembering Li Yin couldn’t possibly appear at this time and place.

The only thing that could make that sound was—Shi Sui opened the door and looked down at the small robot that only reached her waist, which was also the Suowo Generation 2 home intelligence (incomplete version) that Qisheng Technology was about to launch.

Shi Sui named it Little Snail because it carried a small backpack like a snail’s shell.

Yan Tingli had participated in its development and brought Little Snail here during the initial beta testing.

Unlike the perfect new product about to be launched, Little Snail had incomplete functions and often malfunctioned, with constant bugs, large and small.

The reason her mother’s voice appeared was because when initially programming it, Yan Tingli asked what voice she wanted.

Shi Sui had just finished talking to Li Yin on the phone and said sullenly: “Mom’s voice, I guess.”

After that, Little Snail had Li Yin’s voice.

Of course.

Yan Tingli never used this voice afterward, even shutting Little Snail off for a long time.

The reason was that one evening, he was beneath her skirt, soft hair brushing against her thighs, Shi Sui biting her lips and gasping continuously.

The sunset light created gorgeous ambiguity when “Li Yin’s” voice rang out earth-shatteringly, almost making Shi Sui’s soul leave her body. It said, “What are you doing?”

The room fell silent. Not just Shi Sui—even Yan Tingli froze for a moment, his head clamped between her legs as he let out a muffled grunt.

Little Snail then said, “Baby, time for dinner. Remember to eat your three meals on time.”

One second later.

Yan Tingli kicked the robot back to the storage room, and from then on never activated Li Yin’s voice again.

Coming back to the memory, Shi Sui looked up and met Yan Tingli’s gaze from the dining table.

He turned away and put down his plate, saying only two words: “Eat dinner.”

Shi Sui scratched her head.

Just because Little Snail could make Mom’s voice again, she somehow couldn’t stay angry anymore.

She moved slowly.

Getting closer, she gently hugged Yan Tingli from behind.

He paused, dark lashes lowering as he looked at her: “Hugging me, what does that mean?”

Shi Sui’s lips moved, but she still didn’t apologize.

If she had to apologize.

Then Yan Tingli, being so excessive, should kowtow to her.

Shi Sui found herself an excuse: “Coaxing you.”

“I want you to kiss me.”

A kiss wouldn’t stop there. Shi Sui was cautious: “I won’t.”

Yan Tingli’s fingers lifted her chin from behind, his thumb pressing her lips as he said coldly: “When has this mouth of yours made me happy, other than kissing me and servicing me?”

Shi Sui’s cheeks exploded red, her attention immediately diverted: “When did I ever service you with my mouth?”

“Hard to imagine?”

Yan Tingli’s fingertip stroked her lips. “You’d be just like now, your cheeks and eyes all red, and you’d cry because you couldn’t swallow, only looking at me pitifully.”

By rights, this level of offense should make Shi Sui feel shame and anger, but she didn’t—none of that at all.

She felt her body’s excitement and wanted to hide it, but was pierced by Yan Tingli’s casual two words: “Getting wet?”

Shi Sui wanted to cover her ears.

Just like this, she already couldn’t resist. Her physiological impulse toward Yan Tingli almost went against her instincts—truly hateful.

His casual teasing could manipulate her. “Such a big reaction,” Yan Tingli pressed her lips, his eyes filled with darkness, “do you want me to do that to you?”

Shi Sui suddenly closed her eyes: “No!”

“What a pity.”

He shrugged, leaving without another word, not even eating dinner, and quickly entering the bathroom.

Leaving Shi Sui drained, suspended neither up nor down.

She was used to Yan Tingli getting aroused anytime, anywhere. Not thinking about what he was doing, she buried herself in eating.

After finishing dinner, he still hadn’t come out. Passing the bathroom, rustling, ambiguous sounds came from within. Shi Sui’s steps paused.

Raising her hand slightly, the door opened.

Through misty steam, Yan Tingli stood under the shower, below his slender neck, his Adam’s apple moved lightly, his cold white profile flushed.

Light fell at an angle. In the shadows, dark eyes looked directly at her without any discomfort at being watched.

Male beauty was hard to resist.

Shi Sui watched until her legs felt weak, waves surging again.

“Come kiss me.”

Shi Sui hesitated, not daring to move.

“Otherwise, use your mouth.”

…

In the end she still kissed him—Yan Tingli never failed to achieve his goals. All their big and small fights could always be resolved in bed, without fail.

The moment Shi Sui kissed him, he let go, breathing heavily.

Milky white splashed onto her clothes.

Accompanied by intense gazing.

Under the breath like a net, Shi Sui had the illusion of being marked by a beast, never able to escape his scent in this lifetime.

…

By the time she looked at her phone again, several hours had passed.

Zhou Xuyan, who had disappeared for a long time during a recent mountain expedition, sent a message: [I’m back, let’s hang out tomorrow]

Shi Sui met Zhou Xuyan after moving into the Yan house. Like Yan Tingli, she was also a high school celebrity—the legendary international class queen, from a prominent family, beautiful and cool.

But few people knew that Zhou Xuyan and Yan Tingli were distant relatives. Their grandmothers were cousins, and Zhou Xuyan was two months older than Yan Tingli, so she could even call him younger cousin.

Zhou’s parents did foreign trade and often traveled. When they weren’t around, they’d drop Zhou Xuyan at the Yan house, where she happened to meet Shi Sui. They gradually became close friends.

We haven’t seen each other for a month. No matter how unhappy Yan Tingli is, you’re not allowed to bail. Zhou Xuyan’s next message popped up.

Shi Sui knew their relationship was mediocre, even incompatible.

But she was also the only person who knew about her relationship with Yan Tingli.

Shi Sui was about to agree when footsteps approached from behind.

Yan Tingli wore half-frame glasses on his nose bridge, replying to emails while casually handing her a glass of milk.

Though Shi Sui liked drinking milk, she couldn’t stomach it now, especially since she’d just been splashed with his stuff.

“Don’t want it.” She said irritably.

Yan Tingli paused on her face. After a few seconds, he suddenly made a slight sound from his nose.

It sounded ill-intentioned to her ears.

Looking up, he drank the milk himself: “Very imaginative.”

Shi Sui didn’t expect him to bring this up again, getting angry: “Next time don’t get it on me.”

“Don’t like it? But I like when you spray me—”

His mouth was covered by Shi Sui: “Don’t say it!”

Shi Sui wanted to tear apart the mouth that spoke such filthy words. Huffing angrily, she sat down and got to business: “Yanyan is back, she asked to meet tomorrow. I’m telling you.”

“Just you two?”

Shi Sui nodded: “Should be.”

“Where are you going?”

“She didn’t say yet, probably just shopping.”

“Ask first.” Yan Tingli’s expression was very bland as he put down his cup with a “bang.”

Shi Sui’s lips parted, wanting to say something, then closed.

“Then I’ll ask.”

[Yanyan, is it just the two of us? Where are we going to play?]

The reply came quickly:

[Did Yan Tingli make you ask?]

[This is so infuriating, every time I go out with you, he asks this and that, is he your father? A twenty-year-old going out, and it’s like being interrogated.

[Is it still because of that incident? That was so long ago!]

The “last time” Zhou Xuyan mentioned was over a year ago.

For Zhou Xuyan’s nineteenth birthday, she threw a grand party.

Yan Tingli had gone to a competition out of town and supposedly couldn’t make it back in time. Of course, Zhou Xuyan didn’t mind.

Shi Sui helped her decorate the villa early.

That day, many people came. Midway through, Zhou Xuyan mysteriously called Shi Sui to a private room, saying she had something good to share only with her.

Opening the door, over ten gorgeous guys stood on both sides.

“How about it? I selected them all.” Zhou Xuyan asked.

Shi Sui was too shocked to speak.

“You just haven’t tasted the good stuff,” Zhou Xuyan whispered in her ear, “you should meet more handsome guys while he’s away, then you’ll know how sick Yan Tingli is.”

At that time, in Shi Sui’s eyes, Yan Tingli just occasionally had some strange controlling desires, not enough to be called sick.

And that night, she felt inexplicably uneasy. After thinking, she said: “Never mind, I think it’s pretty fun outside—”

“It’s my birthday, I’m the boss, and you have to listen to me!” Zhou Xuyan pushed her inside. “We’re just chatting, not doing anything else.”

“Don’t spoil the mood.” She threw a little tantrum.

So Shi Sui was pressed onto the sofa.

These guys were indeed all good at conversation, especially at providing emotional value.

Shi Sui sat there watching Zhou Xuyan interact with them and found it quite interesting.

She drank some fruit wine. Maybe because she was tired, she got drunk faster than usual.

When she felt a bit dizzy, Shi Sui put down her wine glass.

The guy who had been quietly keeping her company asked considerately: “Want to lean on my shoulder for a bit?”

Shi Sui waved her hand: “I’ll be fine in a moment.”

Who knew this moment of rest brought drowsiness. In her daze, someone caught her cheek, carrying a cool mint fragrance very much like Yan Tingli’s scent after showering.

Shi Sui mumbled and leaned against him.

She could sleep soundly even when it was noisy around her, but when it quieted down, Shi Sui leisurely woke up.

Opening her eyes, the room was brightly lit.

Zhou Xuyan stood at the door with arms crossed, arguing about something, apparently in a standoff. A person stood before her in a long coat, very tall.

When Shi Sui’s vision cleared, she saw it was Yan Tingli.

He completely ignored Zhou Xuyan, his gaze indifferently looking in her direction.

The weight on Shi Sui’s shoulder suddenly disappeared. Looking, she saw the guy who had let her lean on his shoulder had sensitively withdrawn his hand.

That day when Yan Tingli arrived, it was already 11:30 PM. No one knew the competition had ended early—he’d changed to the last flight and rushed back.

When leaving, Zhou Xuyan wouldn’t let them go: “Today is my birthday, I want Sui Sui to stay.”

Yan Tingli was putting a scarf on Shi Sui, asking her gently: “What do you say?”

Shi Sui wasn’t used to his intimacy in front of others, even Zhou Xuyan. She turned her face away and was about to speak when Yan Tingli leaned close: “Think carefully before answering.”

“…” Her heart chilled. She simply threw caution to the wind: “I want to stay and keep Yanyan company.”

Yan Tingli smiled lightly, unsurprised: “Fine, we’ll stay together.” His gaze turned to Zhou Xuyan. “Arrange a room for us at your house.”

Zhou Xuyan: “I don’t want you—”

“If you don’t want tonight’s events to reach Grandpa Zhou.”

“…”

Strict Grandpa was Zhou Xuyan’s weakness.

“No, I’ve reconsidered,” Shi Sui hurriedly tugged his sleeve, “I’ll go back with you, I’ll go back.”

Yan Tingli said nothing, grabbing her wrist and walking out, his other hand dragging the suitcase by the door.

Before that night, Shi Sui had never seen Yan Tingli like that.

He would wash her from top to bottom under the shower, over and over.

While leaning close to sniff her skin, he asked puzzledly: “Why won’t it wash clean?”

Shi Sui collapsed: “What exactly are you washing?”

“There’s another scent.” Yan Tingli sniffed lightly, murmuring, “Cigarette smell, alcohol smell, and—”

“Let me think.”

“Cheap mint fragrance, right?”

Shi Sui slowly stiffened: “I accidentally fell asleep and didn’t know I was leaning on someone else.”

Yan Tingli laughed once.

For the third time, he applied body wash all over her chest, shoulders and neck, patiently scrubbing and kneading.

But his eyes were ice cold: “Really just a little dirty cat.”

Chapter 6: She wanted to break up.
“Yanyan said it’s just the two of us,” having received Zhou Xuyan’s reply, Shi Sui put down her phone, “going shopping around Guojin.”

“Tomorrow?”

Shi Sui nodded.

Yan Tingli: “I’ll drive you there.”

“Aren’t you supposed to…” Shi Sui stopped mid-sentence, swallowing her words, “I’ll just go by myself. It’s not far, just a few subway stops away.”

“What am I supposed to do tomorrow?”

Yan Tingli removed his glasses, looking down at her.

Shi Sui lowered her head, fiddling with her phone as she replied “ok” to Zhou Xuyan: “Isn’t Uncle Yan calling you for dinner?”

If it were just an ordinary dinner, Yan Zecheng would have invited her too. Since he didn’t, it meant it had nothing to do with her.

“I’ll go after dropping you off.”

“Oh.” Shi Sui lowered her eyelashes.

The dessert shop on the top floor of Guojin Center was brightly lit. Across from her, Zhou Xuyan had long flax-brown curls, paired with strappy boots, her bold red lips making her appear even more striking and alluring.

“Every time you come to see me from his place, you’re sporting a pale, kidney-deficient face.”

She clicked her tongue: “Young people should still practice some restraint.”

“No, I’ve just been a bit tired lately.”

Shi Sui denied it outright, but her ears had already betrayed her by turning red.

Zhou Xuyan didn’t call her out on it, changing the subject instead:

“He asked me to finish up and send you back. What’s up, does he have plans?”

According to Yan Tingli’s usual way of doing things, he should have precise control over Shi Sui’s every movement. From sending her here to taking her back at night, he shouldn’t have left it to her.

“He has a dinner engagement with Uncle Yan and them.”

“With Uncle Yan?” Zhou Xuyan looked at her, “He didn’t invite you?”

Shi Sui shook her head: “Probably not convenient.”

Two seconds of silence.

“Suisui.” Zhou Xuyan suddenly called her.

“Mm?”

“Who exactly did he go to dinner with?”

Shi Sui bit the straw in her mouth: “He didn’t say, I just overheard. It is Uncle Yan, but there’s also his mentor Su Ye.”

She paused, then said softly: “Probably Professor Su’s daughter, too.”

Zhou Xuyan narrowed her eyes upon hearing this: “He’s having dinner with a woman behind your back?”

Shi Sui thought about it: “Maybe it’s not really ‘behind my back’ – he didn’t avoid me when taking the call.”

“But he didn’t proactively tell you either, did he?”

Shi Sui was momentarily speechless.

A few seconds of silence.

After a moment, Zhou Xuyan asked: “Didn’t you tell me last time that you wanted to break up with Yan Tingli?”

Shi Sui was stunned, her long eyelashes drooping.

She nodded very lightly, then corrected: “Break up isn’t quite right, at most it could only be called separating.”

They weren’t in a boyfriend-girlfriend relationship anyway.

What Zhou Xuyan was referring to was something Shi Sui had mentioned to her last month while sketching.

That time, Yan Tingli hadn’t contacted her for half a month, and Shi Sui thought this relationship would just end like that. In that instant, her subconscious had felt relieved – perhaps at some point, she had already had thoughts of separating.

Shi Sui had only briefly mentioned it during a phone call with Zhou Xuyan.

She had said they would probably be breaking up.

“You think he would break up with you?” Zhou Xuyan laughed at her naivety, “I said it was impossible.”

Shi Sui remained silent.

Hearing her silence, Zhou Xuyan finally sensed something: “Suisui, is it you who wants to break up?”

Shi Sui opened her lips but didn’t say yes, only saying: “We’re going to separate sooner or later anyway.”

Coming back from memory, she heard Zhou Xuyan ask: “Do you think this time Uncle Yan calling him to have dinner with that Professor Su’s daughter – what’s his plan?”

Shi Sui rested her chin on her hand: “Matchmaking?”

“You know it’s matchmaking, yet you’re still so calm!”

Shi Sui gazed out the window, saying: “They’re very suitable for each other. Uncle Yan and Aunt Song would be satisfied too.”

“Don’t you care? Aren’t you jealous?”

Shi Sui thought that saying she didn’t care at all would be false, but she had already built psychological defenses two years ago, constantly preparing herself for such situations.

She said calmly, “If they can develop something, wouldn’t it be easier for me to break up?”

“Can you even break up?” Zhou Xuyan was skeptical.

Shi Sui: “Why can’t I break up?” Though she asked this, a strange feeling still arose in her heart.

“Do you know what his gaze looks like when he looks at you?”

“…Hm?”

Zhou Xuyan lowered her voice and leaned closer: “Like a snake.”

Shi Sui suddenly felt a chill down her spine, but still pursed her lips and said: “You’re being too dramatic.”

“I was with a film crew shooting wild animals this time, and one segment was about cobras.” Zhou Xuyan was about to take out her phone, “Let me show you…”

Shi Sui was most afraid of reptiles. She got goosebumps all over and waved her hands repeatedly, “Don’t, don’t show me!”

“Little coward,” Zhou Xuyan laughed, “How did such a timid person dare to provoke Yan Tingli?”

Shi Sui thought about it and uttered four words: “Lust clouded my judgment.”

“I knew he was the one who seduced you.” Zhou Xuyan slapped the table. “Do you know that when I found out you two had slept together, my world collapsed?”

Zhou Xuyan, knowing about this, wasn’t coincidental, or rather, it was Yan Tingli’s deliberate doing.

During the summer vacation after high school graduation, Zhou Xuyan kept asking her out.

Teaching her to dye her hair, do her nails, put on makeup, and take photos.

The fun between the girls was endless. Shi Sui was completely absorbed, and Zhou Xuyan even directly suggested she move to her house. Shi Sui was tempted.

High school entrance exams were over, so she didn’t need to continue living at the Yan house.

Zhou Xuyan was often alone, so she could keep to herself.

When she mentioned this to Yan Tingli, he appeared nonchalant.

The next day, right in front of Zhou Xuyan, he pulled her close, lowered his head to lift her hair, and kissed her right neck.

Turning his head, he said coldly to Zhou Xuyan: “If she keeps you company, who will keep me company?”

Zhou Xuyan was angry but dared not speak out. Afterward, she grabbed Shi Sui’s shoulders and shook her: “Are you crazy? Are you insane? How did you end up getting involved with him? Did he force you?”

At that time, Shi Sui couldn’t understand Zhou Xuyan’s hysteria. When she asked, Zhou Xuyan wouldn’t say.

In her memory, Zhou Xuyan and Yan Tingli barely communicated. Zhou Xuyan feared nothing except that she was somewhat wary of Yan Tingli.

And Yan Tingli had always been good at pretending, with a good reputation outside. There was no need to specifically target Zhou Xuyan.

Shi Sui wanted to know: “What exactly is the conflict between you two?”

Zhou Xuyan pouted: “Although he and I do have some friction, essentially, it’s still because Yan Tingli has problems.”

Sometimes, Shi Sui would wonder what could have shaped Yan Tingli’s personality despite having such a smooth life. She thought this and asked it out loud.

Zhou Xuyan stared at her wide-eyed, saying nothing.

Shi Sui blinked: “Can’t you say?”

Zhou Xuyan put on airs, clearing her throat twice: “Logically speaking, if Yan Tingli hasn’t mentioned these things to you, I shouldn’t be gossiping.”

Knowing her nature well, Shi Sui said calmly: “Then forget it.”

Zhou Xuyan was silent for a few seconds.

After a while, she still couldn’t hold back: “Don’t tell me you’ve lived in the Yan house for so long without realizing his family isn’t normal?”

Shi Sui blinked, not particularly surprised.

At the Yan villa, Yan Zecheng basically never stayed overnight, Song Jie was similarly absent every few days. The family of three treated each other with respectful distance, worse than relatives. Aside from methodically cultivating Yan Tingli, Shi Sui couldn’t sense any emotional connection between them.

Whether there were more outsiders like her in the house or not wouldn’t make any difference.

Anyone would realize this wasn’t a healthy and harmonious family in any sense.

Bringing her thoughts back, Shi Sui said, “Is it convenient to talk about?”

Zhou Xuyan rested her chin on her hand: “Actually, I’ve been looking for an opportunity to tell you.”

“How about today then?”

“But these are the Yan family’s secrets. If I tell you, it would make me seem tasteless.”

Shi Sui: “Heaven knows, earth knows, you know, I know.”

“What if that guy Yan Tingli finds out and decides to settle old and new scores together to get revenge on me?”

Shi Sui expressionlessly swallowed her juice: “Then you’d better not say it.”

She naturally assumed it was just some common family problems.

Essentially similar to those “I don’t want lots of money, I just want lots of love” rich second-generation types online.

Zhou Xuyan’s competitive spirit was aroused. She exhaled and said, “Fine, there’s no better day than today. I’ll tell you today.”

Having finally pried an opening from Zhou Xuyan, Shi Sui poured her water: “Take your time, no rush.”

“The second floor of the Yan house, the room next to Aunt Song’s – you remember it, right?”

Shi Sui thought for a long time before nodding.

The largest house she had ever seen in her life was the Yan residence. Maid’s rooms, movie room, gym, etc. – more than a dozen rooms of various sizes, and even an elevator.

The entire villa had five floors, including the basement. When she first moved in, Shi Sui would still get lost.

Over two years, her territory was limited to the main hall and the third-floor bedroom. She rarely approached other rooms, much less actively opened them.

That room on the second floor – Shi Sui had passed it many times when taking the stairs upstairs. She was timid and didn’t dare take the elevator alone at night, so she had a clear impression of this room.

“I remember it,” Shi Sui said, “but I’ve never seen that door open, don’t know what’s inside.”

“Not knowing is right – that’s Yan Tingli’s younger brother’s room.”

A completely unexpected answer.

“Younger brother?” Shi Sui repeated, “Younger brother?!”

“Yes, Yan Tingli has a younger brother, a biological brother, named Yan Congjin.”

Shi Sui was shocked: “Then where is his brother? Why have I never seen him?”

Zhou Xuyan looked at her without speaking.

Shi Sui’s expression gradually changed color, “It can’t be…”

“It’s exactly what you’re thinking.”

Shi Sui was somewhat dazed.

“Haven’t you noticed that Yan Tingli doesn’t have a good relationship with his parents, especially with Aunt Song?”

Shi Sui slowly nodded.

“Yan Congjin’s death – Aunt Song still hasn’t gotten over it.”

“Or rather, she’s still blaming Yan Tingli.”

The spring rain came fast and fierce. After dinner, wind and rain lashed outside.

“Tingli, see Professor Su’s family off.” Yan Zecheng instructed Yan Tingli while personally opening an umbrella, gesturing for Su Ye to go first.

“We’ve imposed on you today.” Su Ye’s wife smiled at Song Jie, falling a step behind.

Song Jie intimately held Su Han’s hand: “Not at all. I genuinely like little Han. I was so happy to know she was coming.”

Su Ye’s wife laughed softly: “I like Tingli too. He’s so excellent. I hope little Han can spend more time with him.”

Nearby, Su Han curved her lips, her gaze sweeping across Yan Tingli’s face at the rear. He didn’t look up and showed no expression.

She restrained her smile.

Upon reaching the door, Song Jie held an umbrella and conveniently opened one for Su Ye’s wife, glancing at Yan Tingli: “Tingli, look after little Han.”

Su Han stood by the door waiting, watching his slender fingers open the umbrella, then hand it to her: “Take care.”

She was stunned, slow to take it.

“Tingli.” Song Jie noticed this side, her tone slightly heavy, “It’s windy outside. Why aren’t you holding the umbrella for little Han?”

Yan Tingli’s tone was slow: “Two people sharing makes it easier to get wet.”

The atmosphere froze for a moment.

Song Jie couldn’t save face. Before she could figure out how to smooth things over, Su Han quickly took the umbrella, smiling: “I’ll do it myself.”

A small episode, but when Song Jie wanted to continue chatting with Su Ye’s wife, the latter’s lips turned down, no longer as warm as before.

After seeing the Su family off to their car, the lively atmosphere just now dissipated.

Cold wind swept by, bringing swirling fine rain.

Yan Zecheng walked at the front, Song Jie next, Yan Tingli at the rear. No one spoke until they entered the house.

The servants were still clearing the dining table. Song Jie glanced over, and the two immediately put down what they were doing and returned to the servants’ quarters.

Yan Tingli put his phone back in his pocket, expression cold and languid: “If there’s nothing else, I’m leaving.”

Song Jie called out, “Stop, come sit down first.”

Yan Tingli didn’t move.

“Tingli, sit first. We have something to say to you.” Yan Zecheng’s tone was still gentle.

“Next time. I’m a bit tired.” Yan Tingli said blandly, turning to continue walking.

Yan Zecheng frowned, about to speak, when Song Jie on the side sofa raised her voice: “Tingli, what’s your attitude toward us?”

“Little Jie, calm down.” Yan Zecheng spoke up.

Song Jie’s eyes were indifferent, completely ignoring him.

Yan Zecheng pulled at his lips but didn’t continue with the cold shoulder, softening his voice to speak with Yan Tingli: “Tingli, I’ll make it short.”

Yan Tingli lowered his eyelids, looking at the rain falling outside the door.

“Su Ye had his daughter late in life and dotes on Su Han extremely. Moreover, you can see he appreciates you.” Yan Zecheng said.

Song Jie: “Su Han is also talented and beautiful, very suitable for you. You can see the girl has feelings for you, too.”

Yan Zecheng smoothly continued: “As far as I know, many companies have tried to contact Su Ye’s team, but currently, he’s only accepted our invitation. Tingli, you’ve always been smart – you know what this means.”

He observed Yan Tingli’s expression, then added: “Even if you don’t like her, just bear with it. Get to know her for a while, we’ll talk about other things later. It’s not like we’re asking you to marry her right now.”

When it came to business, this couple who seemed incompatible suddenly had a tacit understanding.

A few seconds of silence.

Yan Tingli’s eyes moved lazily, and he laughed with a “heh.”

“You’re right,” he walked leisurely toward the front hall, “Liming throws money, Shengshi throws resources, but neither can get a meeting with Su Ye. I sell my body and soul to make him serve Qisheng for life.”

Bending down to look at the two: “What deal could be more profitable than this? Even the hostesses at clubs would praise you two as sales champions.”

“You bastard!” Yan Zecheng’s face darkened, his tone suddenly harsh, “Listen to what you’re saying!”

“I’ve said my piece,” Yan Tingli composed his expression, “I’m leaving.”

“Stop.” Song Jie called out.

Yan Tingli headed straight for the main door.

Seeing that her words repeatedly had no effect, Song Jie’s anger flared: “What exactly is your attitude toward me? Do you still consider me your mother?”

“If you say I don’t, then I don’t.” Yan Tingli waved his hand dismissively, one foot already out the door.

Urgent footsteps came from behind. Suddenly, a “bang” accompanied Song Jie’s pained cry as she tripped and fell.

Yan Tingli’s brow furrowed. Across from him, Yan Zecheng moved his foot and reached out halfway.

Song Jie endured the pain, coldly telling him, “Don’t touch me.”

Yan Zecheng’s expression worsened: “Come help your mother up.”

Yan Tingli turned back. Song Jie’s voice was indifferent: “I don’t need you either.”

His footsteps paused.

Song Jie: “Call Aunt Jiang over.”

Song Jie had twisted her ankle and was helped by a servant back to her room to tend to her injury.

Yan Tingli leaned against the doorframe, his eyelashes casting shadows.

“Go upstairs and check on your mother.” Yan Zecheng lit a cigarette.

“She doesn’t want to see me. Why be an eyesore?”

“She’s still your mother. You—” Before he could finish, Yan Zecheng’s phone rang. He glanced at it, hung up, but it rang again. He walked a few steps away, “Wait a moment, let me take this call first.”

Too far to hear clearly, but Yan Zecheng’s brows relaxed, wearing an ambiguous smile.

The corner of Yan Tingli’s lips curved mockingly.

“There’s something at the company,” Yan Zecheng hung up and came over, lowering his head to adjust his tie: “Go check on her. I have to go.”

Before leaving, he looked at him again: “Tingli, you are my only heir, always have been.”

“Su Ye’s team’s patents and technology – you know better than anyone how important they are. Even occasional rebellion should have limits.”

The car’s taillights disappeared into the rain curtain. Yan Zecheng had left.

Footsteps came from the stairs. Aunt Jiang came down, poking her head out toward the door: “Did the master leave already?”

Yan Tingli walked inside, not answering such an obvious question.

“Really…” Aunt Jiang sighed, “The mistress’s ankle is all swollen from the fall. How could the master not stay home to take care of her? Even one day as husband and wife means a hundred days of kindness.”

She was an aunt Song Jie had brought from the Song family, naturally feeling sorry for her.

But privately discussing employers was a major taboo.

Yan Tingli lifted his eyelids, glancing over.

Aunt Jiang felt a chill, lowering her head and hunching her shoulders, falling silent.

“How is Mom?” He pressed the elevator button.

“Her foot is severely swollen. I just applied ice for the mistress, and it’s better now.” Aunt Jiang said, “But her mood is still poor…”

She so hoped he would accommodate Song Jie, show more understanding for his mother, but looking at Yan Tingli, she didn’t dare voice these thoughts.

This young master had always been noble and opinionated. When had he ever allowed himself to be manipulated?

Just as she was thinking this, Yan Tingli suddenly stopped.

“Little Li?” She was puzzled.

“I’m not going up.” He said flatly.

“Why?”

“My going would make her mood worse.”

“How could that be? What mother wouldn’t be happy to see her child?” Aunt Jiang said matter-of-factly.

After speaking, she saw the young man’s eyelashes flutter: “Is that so?”

A questioning tone, but his footsteps didn’t stop again as he walked to Song Jie’s bedroom door.

The thick carpet muffled his footsteps. The bedroom door was slightly ajar, warm light spilling out.

Yan Tingli raised his hand halfway.

Soft voices came from inside – Aunt Li was comforting Song Jie.

“Please don’t worry yourself. Little Li has always been strong-willed, maybe he just doesn’t like being arranged…”

“No, some children are born cold-blooded. He’s not close to me, never has been since childhood, and doesn’t listen to me either.”

“What child isn’t close to their mother?”

“Yes, what child isn’t close to their mother?” Song Jie closed her eyes, “He doesn’t even count as my child. He’s a cold-blooded machine raised by Yan Zecheng.”

Song Jie covered her face, her voice taking on a weeping tone, “My Congjin, Congjin was close to me from childhood, would softly call me mama, would throw himself into my arms acting spoiled, and always listened to me most. Why did heaven have to take him away?”

Chapter 7: Possessive obsession.
…

Rain streamed down the windows like two winding tear tracks.

It had rained today, making the sky particularly dark. Shi Sui looked outside the window as Zhou Xuyan’s voice drifted elegantly by her ear: “At first, Uncle Yan and Aunt Song had an arranged marriage between families with no feelings.”

The second year after Yan Zecheng and Song Jie’s marriage was also the first year when the Yan and Song families joined forces to create the subsidiary company Qisheng Technology. When the families arranged the marriage, Song Jie was forced to break up with her first love, her heart dead as ash, carrying resentment throughout her body.

This marriage began as a transaction. Having an heir would make it more stable. So at the end of the second year, Yan Tingli was born and raised from childhood as an elite heir.

Yan Zecheng and Song Jie were each busy with their careers, hardly returning home. Yan Zecheng led the technical team, Song Jie handled marketing. Their division of labor was clear, each achieving their accomplishments.

In the fifth year after marriage, Qisheng Technology’s profits surpassed all the parent and subsidiary companies, topping both family groups. It was also in this year that Yan Zecheng and Song Jie developed feelings over time, understanding each other and reaching the peak of their relationship.

They tried to return to a happy family life outside of work, only to discover that their eldest son, raised as an heir, seemed naturally emotionally detached.

“It was around this time that Aunt Song got pregnant again.”

The younger son, Yan Congjin, was born into love and expectation.

“Yan Congjin’s first birthday party was quite grand. I even remember it. He would laugh at everyone he met, just like a little angel. In contrast, Yan Tingli was cold and distant. Aunt Song even took him to be checked for autism.”

The result was naturally negative.

“During those years when I visited the Yan house, wherever Yan Congjin was, he’d be surrounded by crowds of people. Uncle Yan and Aunt Song treated him like their precious treasure.”

“You ask what Yan Tingli’s reaction was? He seemed not to react at all, consistently excellent to an abnormal degree, as if he was born with emotional deficiency.”

The incident happened when Yan Congjin was five years old.

Ten-year-old Yan Tingli brought home a stray cat, personally bathing and feeding it.

Yan Congjin followed behind his brother, carefully asking if he could pet the kitten.

Children raised in love tend to be loved by everyone, and no one would deliberately refuse them.

But the next day, Yan Congjin broke out in red rashes all over his body and developed a high fever. He was diagnosed with severe cat hair allergy.

“Then what?”

Zhou Xuyan paused, then said softly: “Aunt Song threw the cat away in anger.”

“Yan Tingli came home from school and searched around the residential area until dark.”

But all of this left no trace. Yan Tingli said nothing.

His daily routine remained fixed. That day was piano practice day, and he practiced piano for three hours in the music room as usual.

Shi Sui’s eyelashes trembled: “How did Yan Congjin eventually have his accident?”

“It sounds quite melodramatic, but that’s exactly how it happened.” Zhou Xuyan sighed.

That weekend, Yan Congjin happened to have ice hockey class. Usually the driver and nanny would pick him up, but that day Yan Zecheng returned from a business trip and particularly missed his younger son, so he called to say he would personally pick him up.

Everything was perfectly normal.

But the accident still happened. Yan Zecheng was a few minutes late, and it was just those few minutes when Yan Congjin crossed the street and got into a car accident.

“How could this happen?” Shi Sui raised her voice, somewhat incoherent, “But what does this have to do with Yan Tingli?”

Zhou Xuyan looked at her and said, “At the accident scene, Yan Congjin was still holding a kitten in his arms, with markings very similar to the one Yan Tingli had brought home.”

“He probably just wanted to give this one to his brother again, but then—” She sighed again, “I can only say it was all fate.”

Shi Sui felt her scalp tingle, but still couldn’t help saying: “But you can’t blame Yan Tingli for this.”

“Right, you couldn’t blame him originally.” Zhou Xuyan clicked her tongue. “Uncle Yan was always punctual. Why would he be late?”

“Why?”

Zhou Xuyan sneered: “Because his mistress kept him a few extra minutes.”

The most beloved child died, accompanied by the ugly truth of her husband’s betrayal. The happy bubble was burst, and Song Jie’s world nearly collapsed.

She didn’t know how to dissolve this enormous grief and could only point the blade at everyone. Whether it was Yan Zecheng or Yan Tingli, in her eyes, they were all murderers who caused her younger son’s death.

From then on, the surface harmony of the family was completely torn apart, and Yan Congjin became an unspeakable taboo.

Song Jie and Yan Zecheng played the role of a respectable couple in public while each had new lovers privately, rotting from within.

And Yan Tingli continued as a programmed robot, running along his predetermined track.

…

After a long silence, Shi Sui asked: “What about you? Why are you so at odds with him?”

“Because I secretly picked up that cat Aunt Song threw away.” Zhou Xuyan said with an innocent expression, “Before, he wouldn’t even let me touch it once.”

Shi Sui paused, her eyes widening: “You’re not talking about Little Round, are you?!”

“Yes, yes.”

Little Round was a long-haired calico cat that Shi Sui had seen many times when visiting Zhou Xuyan’s house. Little Round was well cared for by Zhou Xuyan. The old lady cat was over ten years old now, but could still eat, sleep, and run around energetically.

Shi Sui didn’t understand the logic: “Just because of this?”

“You think it’s not worth it either, right?” Zhou Xuyan slapped the table, “So I said Yan Tingli has problems!”

“Just because I stole his kitten, he became so twisted that he kept sabotaging me. Whatever I did at school would ‘accidentally’ get back to my grandfather.”

Shi Sui: “But I don’t think he likes Little Round.”

When they were at Zhou Xuyan’s house, when Little Round rubbed against his pants, Yan Tingli would just coldly move his foot away.

“Because Little Round is my cat now, and I gave her the name,” Zhou Xuyan blinked, “Yan Tingli originally called her Suisui.”

Shi Sui was stunned: “Sui, Sui?”

“Sui as in wheat ears, because Little Round’s tail looked like wheat ears when she held it up high.”

“…Oh.”

“This person’s brain waves can’t be understood by normal people. He probably thought Little Round was no longer his cat and turned against her. Pathological possessiveness.”

Somehow, Shi Sui suddenly recalled that first meeting when Yan Tingli repeatedly called “Shi Sui,” and later in bed, the countless whispered “Suisui.”

“Oh right, have I mentioned that you also have very big eyes, just like Little Round, so I liked you from the first time I saw you.” Zhou Xuyan said jokingly.

Shi Sui was about to speak when suddenly her phone rang, showing an incoming call notification.

She pressed answer.

“Where are you?” There seemed to be rustling rain sounds on the other end, the voice not very clear.

“I’m still at the mall, want to hang out with Yanyan a bit more.” She instinctively held her breath, “Is that okay?”

The other end suddenly said, “Talk to me.”

Shi Sui was confused: “Huh? Say what?”

“Anything.”

“Just say anything.”

Shi Sui was baffled: “Is there something that must be said over the phone?”

“Mm.”

Shi Sui’s expression was strange. Zhou Xuyan, who had specifically perked up her ears to catch most of the conversation, leaned in and clicked her tongue, whispering: “He’s like he’s about to die any second and needs you to续命 him.”

Shi Sui glanced at her but had no idea what to say, so she could only ramble like keeping a diary, saying whatever came to mind:

“Tonight we ate Thai food, sour and salty, I’m not used to it. The passion fruit juice we drank this afternoon was a price trap, a tiny cup cost sixty-eight yuan, not as good as the eight-yuan chain store cups at the school gate.”

“Mm.”

“We also tried new spring clothes and bought a sweater.”

“Browsed the accessory store and bought a hat.”

After Shi Sui said a few sentences, she felt it was dry.

“Very boring.”

“Indeed.” He gave an affirmative response.

Shi Sui pouted: “Then I won’t talk anymore.”

“Continue.”

The rain sound was getting louder on the other end.

She could only search for something to say: “Where are you? The rain sounds so loud.”

“In the rain.”

She was shocked: “No umbrella?”

“Forgot.”

Yan Tingli only realized he hadn’t taken an umbrella when he walked out the door, so he simply didn’t bother.

“Don’t you know how to take shelter when it’s raining? Are you an idiot?”

His tone was flat: “Didn’t you always say I have problems?”

Shi Sui was simply irritated: “Then drench yourself in your rain, don’t tell me about it.”

Yan Tingli said casually, “If I don’t tell you, how can I make you feel sorry for me?”

“You asked for it; only a dog would feel sorry.”

Although Shi Sui was angry, she still couldn’t ignore it. She sighed: “Where are you? I’ll come pick you up.”

He suddenly laughed for a long time. Shi Sui was confused and heard him say: “Bark once for me to hear.”

…So cheap.

Shi Sui took a deep breath: “Stop talking nonsense. Where exactly are you?”

After he finished laughing, “Phone’s dead, hanging up.”

That night was Sunday, and she had early classes the next day. As usual, Shi Sui would return to school.

She called Yan Tingli several more times. Zhou Xuyan couldn’t stand watching and grabbed her hand: “Aiya, let’s go, let’s go. He’s a grown man. What could happen? Quick, I’ll drive you back.”

Shi Sui looked at her phone and softly hummed in agreement.

The red Porsche was parked quite stylishly at the entrance of A University. Before Shi Sui got out, Zhou Xuyan gave her repeated warnings: “You absolutely must not reveal that I told you these things!”

“Mm, mm, I know.” Shi Sui nodded very loyally.

Just as she was about to leave, Zhou Xuyan couldn’t help reaching out her arms: “Give me a hug.”

Shi Sui smiled warmly and hugged her back, immediately being pressed into her embrace and having her face rubbed.

Shi Sui was the sweetest, softest little cake she had ever seen, Zhou Xuyan thought to herself.

“See you next time.”

The two reluctantly said goodbye.

On the way back, Shi Sui was still digesting what Zhou Xuyan had told her that afternoon.

During the two years staying at the Yan house, it wasn’t that she hadn’t felt various discordances.

But she was an outsider, and always had to, and must, behave properly.

Shi Sui recalled some past events again.

When she first arrived and dirtied the car, although Yan Tingli smoothly handled it without showing emotion, for a teenage girl it was still an earth-shattering embarrassment. In the days that followed, she couldn’t help being even more careful.

When she got to know Yan Tingli, he was already a campus celebrity.

Girls often talked about him, admired him, said how wonderful he was, but few dared to confess to him because he was simply too unreachable.

Occasionally, when Yan Zecheng and the others returned, they would ask about Yan Tingli’s studies and competitions at the dinner table.

There were always various competitions and professional terms she couldn’t understand, so she could only show a polite smile.

Not only that, the incident that left the deepest impression on Shi Sui was when Song Jie mentioned a former child star who debuted young, a rumored little princess of Beijing’s elite circles.

Such a female celebrity that Shi Sui thought was high and mighty was dismissed by Song Jie with just a cold sneer: “A daughter raised by a third-rate family, doesn’t know her place.”

What Song Jie was referring to was how this starlet had used paparazzi to stage photos with her and Yan Tingli.

In the end, the photos were blocked by Song Jie’s order, and after that, the starlet’s popularity declined significantly.

Shi Sui watched various films and TV shows, and it seemed that rich people didn’t like being taken advantage of.

So Shi Sui tried to minimize her presence in the vast Yan residence.

At school, it went without saying – usually half a street away, Shi Sui would find an excuse to have the driver stop the car and walk over to her.

Shi Sui couldn’t remember many professional terms and competition names.

But she could remember that deafening phrase, “doesn’t know her place.”

Yet now she was doing bad things that appeared well-behaved and sensible on the surface, but were secretly underhanded.

The rain on the road grew denser, blowing past the umbrella’s edge onto Shi Sui’s cheek.

She stood in place for a long time, then finally lowered her head to delete the words she had typed in Yan Tingli’s chat box.

Looking down, she turned off her phone and continued walking forward.

Chapter 8: Public ambiguity.
A new week began.

The school’s lights-out was at eleven-thirty. When Shi Sui returned, she went to sleep after washing up.

Early the next morning, she opened the chat box and saw that Yan Tingli had replied to her message in the early hours.

A single number [1], meaningless, probably just indicating he was alive.

Shi Sui thought about the several calls she had wanted to make last night, and pressed the screen off without expression.

Between them, it had always been him controlling all her movements.

She was always hiding and avoiding, seemingly ignoring the fact that when Yan Tingli didn’t want to be found, she actually couldn’t find him at all.

She had full classes in the morning. When Shi Sui and her roommates came out of the teaching building at noon, she received an unexpected call from Song Jie.

Her fingers tightened, her expression momentarily stunned.

“What’s wrong, Suisui?” asked Xue Jing, who was linking arms with her.

Shi Sui looked down at her phone: “You and Anran go to the cafeteria first, I have something to handle.”

“Okay, should we save you a seat?”

Shi Sui waved her hand: “No need, it’s fine.”

She quickly walked away from the crowd to a quiet place and answered the call.

She said formally, “Auntie.”

“Suisui,” Song Jie called her, “are you busy?”

Shi Sui: “Just finished class, not busy.”

Song Jie made an acknowledging sound and casually chatted with her for a few sentences, her voice carrying faint weariness.

Shi Sui didn’t meet Song Jie often, and speaking alone with her could be counted on one hand. Guessing that Song Jie likely had something to say, she proactively asked: “Auntie, are you…?”

“It’s like this, I can’t get through to Tingli’s phone, and my legs aren’t convenient right now. Since you’re at the same school as him, if it’s convenient, could you help me see him and ask him to call me back?”

Shi Sui was stunned: “Auntie, what happened to your leg?”

“Twisted it a bit, nothing serious.” Song Jie seemed unwilling to elaborate, “Is it convenient for you?”

Shi Sui had no reason to refuse: “…Convenient.”

They didn’t have much to chat about. After exchanging pleasantries, they hung up.

Shi Sui looked at her phone, still processing the information from the call.

Yan Tingli wasn’t answering Song Jie’s calls.

Had they fought yesterday?

Shi Sui’s hand paused over Yan Tingli’s chat box.

Suddenly, she had a headache.

Could it be that from Song Jie’s perspective, she and Yan Tingli were close? If Song Jie couldn’t do something, how could she possibly manage it…

Shi Sui sighed, deleting and editing for a long time before finally sending Yan Tingli: [When are you free today?]

He didn’t reply immediately.

That was normal – he was habitually busy and rarely chatted online.

Shi Sui wasn’t free today either; on the contrary, she had classes all day. Just as she was hesitating whether to call directly, thinking about where her afternoon class was, she changed her mind.

They had several professional courses that required computer labs. The School of Cross-Disciplinary Information had top-tier domestic equipment. The Academy of Fine Arts had applied many times before the School of Cross-Disciplinary Information reluctantly approved it.

This semester, Shi Sui’s major was fortunate to experience it here. Although they had already attended classes here several times, she was still inevitably shocked by this golden, gleaming, and extremely futuristic academic building.

As a top domestic science and engineering university, A University naturally allocated increasing funds to these flagship schools, not to mention the huge donations from industry leaders each year.

Although the Academy of Fine Arts was also impressive, compared to this place, it was like the difference between a legitimate son and a concubine’s daughter.

In the evening, Shi Sui finished her last class and came out of the computer room.

The Cross-Disciplinary School building was over twenty stories high, and Shi Sui’s group was on the eleventh floor.

Students coming and going all looked hurried, some still wearing lab coats, others drinking coffee while studying – everyone busy with their own affairs.

The academic atmosphere was so intense that Xue Jing and the other girl didn’t dare make a sound, quietly arriving at the elevator.

Entering the elevator, Shi Sui habitually stood toward the back, taking her phone from her bag. She guessed Yan Tingli should be attending classes here and estimated she could call him out for a meeting.

The elevator descended about two floors.

Suddenly, there was a “ding” sound. The elevator stopped, the doors opened, and a crowd of people stood outside, surging into the elevator.

Shi Sui glanced and stepped back.

Just as she saw Yan Tingli’s reply message, her sleeve was suddenly tugged excitedly by someone.

Turning her head, she saw Xue Jing silently screaming, pointing quietly toward the door with her finger.

Shi Sui followed her gaze.

Her pupils contracted in shock.

Quite coincidentally, Yan Tingli was walking in leisurely, wearing a black jacket with a backpack casually slung over his shoulder, his expression calm and indifferent.

Several male students clustered around him, talking to him.

The moment their eyes met, Shi Sui looked away.

Looking down at her phone, she happened to see his recent reply: [Missing me?]

She pressed her lips together, pretending not to see it, quickly turning off the screen.

The several people who entered were all tall male students, making the space cramped and the air thin.

Yan Tingli was not far from her.

People around him were conversing with him, asking professional questions. He responded briefly while looking at his phone.

Lin Anran sent a message to the group chat: [Every time I see him, I have to sigh about how handsome he is]

Xue Jing: [Asked for his WeChat last week, wonder if he still remembers me]

Lin Anran: [Such a handsome face, but he doesn’t plan to date, what a waste ahhh]

It was peak after-class time, people kept getting on, and the elevator became increasingly cramped.

Shi Sui simply retreated to the corner at the back, minimizing her presence.

Just as she positioned herself, someone in front backed up – it was the male student talking to Yan Tingli.

Squeezed until his footing was unstable, he was heading straight toward her.

Shi Sui had nowhere to avoid, standing there staring at him.

Just as they were about to collide, the male student’s arm was grabbed, and Yan Tingli cast a cold glance over.

The male student reacted, looking toward Shi Sui: “Sorry, too crowded.”

“It’s fine.”

Zhuo Haoyu was momentarily dazzled upon seeing Shi Sui, his eyes not moving away for a while. Just as he wanted to say something more, he was pulled by a force toward another side, his original position occupied.

He looked toward Yan Tingli.

Somewhat puzzled.

“Brother Yan?”

“Stand properly.” His tone was cold.

“…Oh.”

Yan Tingli was very close.

Shi Sui knew without looking up.

Each other’s breath was always familiar, even in an elevator full of people.

She lowered her eyes and held her breath, almost curling into a ball.

When the last person entered, she couldn’t move an inch, her entire body pressed against the wall.

But the person in front of her pushed his luck.

He was too tall, standing in front like a wall, his breath domineeringly invading everything around her.

Xue Jing and Lin Anran were squeezed to the other side, their gazes frequently glancing over.

Yan Tingli’s hand was braced against the wall, just blocking their view.

Shi Sui couldn’t help but send a message: [Don’t stand so close to me]

“Close?” he said.

His sudden voice drew several glances.

Shi Sui’s heart jumped violently, but she had to appear calm while messaging: [Why did you speak out loud?]

Yan Tingli calmly raised his hand to his earphone, appearing to be on a phone call.

Others then looked away again.

“Too lazy to type.”

Shi Sui’s scalp tingled: [Use your phone to talk to me]

“I won’t.”

Yan Tingli lowered his voice, “Why didn’t you answer my question just now?”

The question just now?

Shi Sui thought for a moment and finally remembered the message on the screen – “Missing me?”

She blinked, trying to pretend she hadn’t heard.

Suddenly, her other hand, hidden under her sleeve, was hooked.

The cool, jade-like touch traced up and down along the lines of her palm.

Shi Sui’s face burned. She tried to withdraw her hand, but he wouldn’t let go.

“Mm?” he said again, his fingers entwining like a snake.

Shi Sui was going crazy, finally giving up resistance.

Her fingers were completely wrapped in his palm.

“Answer me.” He tickled her palm.

He was always like this, using every means to get the answer he wanted.

Shi Sui was forced into a corner, even forgetting to use her phone, squeezing out a sound from her nose: “…Mm.”

“Suisui?” Lin Anran was puzzled. “What did you say?”

Shi Sui was covered in cold sweat: “Nothing.”

Yan Tingli let out a laugh, pinching her fingertip flirtatiously.

Fortunately, the elevator finally reached the first floor, and Shi Sui took the opportunity to pull her hand away.

She ran toward the elevator entrance as if escaping.

At that moment, her phone buzzed.

Yan Tingli: [Wait for me at the back door]

Shi Sui hastily glanced at it and walked quickly forward.

Zhuo Haoyu instinctively took a step to follow, but He Nan behind him grabbed his bag: “Haozi, where are you going?”

“I…” his ears were somewhat red.

He Nan: “What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing.”

“I don’t believe you,” He Nan keenly glanced in the direction of Shi Sui’s group and whispered, “Tell me, which girl caught your eye?”

While talking, Yan Tingli was the last to exit the elevator.

He Nan looked at Zhuo Haoyu’s expression and laughed, pushing him: “No way, you fell for someone? Then why don’t you hurry up and get her WeChat before it’s too late?”

Zhuo Haoyu was encouraged, and his feet were already eager to move: “Then I’ll go right now—”

Before he finished speaking, his shoulder was pressed down by someone.

“Brother Yan?” Zhuo Haoyu was surprised.

“She has a boyfriend.”

“What?” he was shocked.

Somehow, Zhuo Haoyu sensed Yan Tingli’s coldness.

Different from his usual coldness.

“How do you know?”

“On her neck,” Yan Tingli glanced at him, smiled without reaching his eyes, “there’s a hickey.”

Zhuo Haoyu stood frozen: “Brother Yan, are you sure you saw clearly?”

Yan Tingli pointed to his side neck, saying casually: “In this position.”

Zhuo Haoyu was speechless, his expression dejected.

“Tsk tsk,” He Nan laughingly put his arm around Zhuo Haoyu’s shoulder, enjoying the drama, “Heartbroken in one second.”

Zhuo Haoyu frowned and pushed his hand away: “Get lost.”

Yan Tingli withdrew his gaze and raised his hand: “I have something to do, I’m leaving.”

“Sure, bye Brother Yan.” He Nan waved while putting his arm around Zhuo Haoyu’s shoulder, “Come on, stop looking, the girl has a boyfriend.”

“God, Suisui, you were so close to Yan Tingli just now ahhh!” As soon as they walked away, Xue Jing burst out exclaiming, “How was it? Does he smell nice?”

Lin Anran chimed in: “Did you have trouble breathing?”

Shi Sui’s fingers still had the sticky sweat from his caressing: “…Yes.”

It was suffocating indeed.

“Ah, what a pity.”

“What’s wrong?”

“I feel like Yan Tingli has a girlfriend.” Xue Jing said regretfully.

Shi Sui’s steps faltered slightly.

Lin Anran adjusted her glasses: “How can you tell?”

“Sixth sense!” Xue Jing said, “Didn’t you hear his tone when he was on the phone just now? So doting and ambiguous.”

“?”

Shi Sui was horrified: “Doting?”

Xue Jing: “Just now, was that a tone you’d use with guy friends?”

Lin Anran: “But didn’t Weiwei say that Yan Tingli told her he doesn’t plan to date in college?”

“You believe that, too!” Xue Jing pouted, “Maybe it was just an excuse to reject her.” She raised a finger and lowered her voice: “My intuition tells me Yan Tingli has a girlfriend he’s secretly dating. What type do you think he likes?”

Lin Anran: “I feel like it’s high-IQ, long-legged, mature women.”

“You’re right.” Xue Jing agreed.

Shi Sui: “……”

“Suisui, why are you looking at me like that?”

“…” Shi Sui was silent for two seconds. “I also think you’re right.”

Chapter 9: Change to a proper relationship.
…

When they came out of the academic building, it was already evening.

Shi Sui walked slowly down the steps.

Normally, she might try every means to escape, but not today – the task Song Jie had assigned her wasn’t completed yet.

Shi Sui sighed silently to herself, found an excuse to let her roommates leave first, and circled back to the back door alone.

The after-class rush hour had passed, and only occasional figures could be seen at the back door.

Shi Sui walked through the gate, standing behind tall plants, looking around.

Until someone wrapped an arm around her waist from behind, the forearm with distinct joints and visible tendons, firmly controlling her.

He bent his neck, his light breath spraying behind her ear.

Shi Sui’s eyelashes trembled.

She lowered her voice: “We’re still outside, let go.”

“No one can see.” He said indifferently.

Shi Sui avoided his breathing, her eyes still looking around, her whole body highly tense.

“But there are surveillance cameras.”

“Don’t you like it?”

“…” Shi Sui tried to pry his fingers apart, “Who would like this?!”

“Really?”

“I thought,” Yan Tingli laughed in her ear, “you liked this sneaky feeling.”

“…”

At this moment, footsteps came from the spiral staircase not far away. Just one more turn and they would see them.

She didn’t dare to bet that they didn’t know Yan Tingli.

“Someone’s coming!” Shi Sui anxiously pushed him, “Let go of me quickly.”

Yan Tingli frowned with impatience. As soon as his hand loosened, Shi Sui took the opportunity to run to the side, smoothing the hair by her ear, looking natural like a random passerby.

The person indeed knew Yan Tingli well and specifically greeted him.

Shi Sui’s legs moved quickly, walking farther and farther away.

Yan Tingli narrowed his eyes.

The gaze from behind pierced like needles, making her somewhat afraid. She paused, grinding her toes on the spot, appearing restless.

“Senior?” The junior felt Yan Tingli’s absent-mindedness and hesitated. He originally just wanted to get closer, hoping to curry favor for future benefits.

“Anything else?”

“No, nothing.”

Yan Tingli stopped talking, the languid meaning in his expression already obvious.

No one wanted to invite more snubs: “…Then I’ll go first, goodbye senior.”

Yan Tingli’s footsteps approached again.

Shi Sui’s heart was suspended, afraid he would do something inappropriate again.

“I don’t have the interest in kissing you in public places yet.”

When Yan Tingli passed by, brushing her shoulder, he left behind a sarcastic remark.

He entered the elevator.

Shi Sui was left with his sarcasm, too angry to let it go, following a meter behind: “Then you better never kiss me again if you have the guts.”

“Ding” – they reached the basement parking garage.

As soon as Shi Sui stood steady, she was pulled by the wrist and dragged into the back seat of a car. The parking garage was almost empty – few students had cars, and even fewer could drive into the academic building.

“I don’t have the guts.”

“?” Shi Sui hadn’t reacted yet.

Yan Tingli pressed the back of her head, his lips and teeth grinding against a piece of flesh on her side neck.

Shi Sui hissed in pain.

If she remembered correctly, he had bitten the same spot the night before last, and the mark hadn’t faded yet.

“Yan Tingli, stop biting! Are you a dog?!”

“Good.”

“Good what?” Shi Sui pinched his arm. Why won’t he let go!

“Being a dog.” Yan Tingli sucked and licked, creating a tingling sensation. Shi Sui’s whole body felt electrified. Hearing what he said, she was stunned for a moment.

She could hardly believe he could be this shameless.

“You’re sick, you’re perverted.” She scolded.

The skin on her neck was being caressed by him. Even as she scolded him, he laughed with pleasure.

He was impervious to reason, so Shi Sui simply closed her eyes and played dead.

In an instant, he straightened up with his hand around her waist, and suddenly, close to her ear, asked: “Did my roommate with glasses touch you?”

“No.” Shi Sui thought he was being baselessly jealous again, “Wasn’t he pulled back by you?”

“I know.”

He kissed her cheek once, like a reward.

Shi Sui was completely confused until she heard Yan Tingli say casually, “I remembered wrong – he wasn’t wearing glasses today.”

Several seconds passed.

She finally slowly understood Yan Tingli’s meaning, and fine goosebumps suddenly rose on her back.

—He was testing her, whether she had seen other men’s faces.

As for why he asked about this roommate, she wasn’t sure.

“I’m very happy today.”

Shi Sui: “…Huh?”

She often couldn’t understand Yan Tingli’s thought processes.

“Coming here, were you looking for me?” He played with a strand of hair by her ear.

“I came here for class.” Shi Sui originally wanted to explain she hadn’t come specifically to find him, but remembering Song Jie’s request, she changed her tone, “But I did want to find you too.”

Yan Tingli’s response was to lean his profile against hers from behind, nuzzling her.

Every moment of intimacy with him at school made Shi Sui feel at a loss, even in the car.

She slightly moved her face away and finally spoke the lines she had rehearsed for a long time: “Where did you go yesterday anyway? Why didn’t you answer my calls?”

Shi Sui never proactively asked about his whereabouts.

Yan Tingli was silent for a moment.

Suddenly, he said, “Who told you to ask?”

Shi Sui’s heart jumped violently, almost thinking he could read minds.

“Zhou Xuyan?” Yan Tingli’s tone was cold. “What does she want to find out?”

“No, she didn’t ask!”

Yan Tingli looked at her with lowered eyelids.

Seeing he was just routinely inquiring, Shi Sui regained confidence and raised her voice: “Can’t I ask what you’re doing?”

Yan Tingli was silent longer this time than before.

Just as Shi Sui’s heart was jumping up and down, suddenly, another gentle kiss fell on her cheek.

Like a lingering feather.

Shi Sui’s eyelashes fluttered: “…Why are you kissing me again?”

“Commemoration.”

“Commemorating what?”

“The first time you’ve controlled me.”

Shi Sui lowered her head and muttered, “Do you like being controlled?”

He laughed slowly: “That depends on who’s doing the controlling.”

Shi Sui felt something wasn’t quite right.

After a long while, she suppressed this strange feeling and changed the subject: “So what did you go do?”

He seemed particularly patient today, willing to participate in this boring conversation.

“I went back to the Yan house.” He said, “Had dinner with them.”

“Oh,” Shi Sui said, “I know about that.”

“Professor Su’s family was also at the table, including Su Han,” Yan Tingli paused, “You know about that too?”

Shi Sui wanted to pretend she didn’t know, but unfortunately, people who aren’t good at lying can’t even pretend. She could only say hesitantly: “I heard you mention it on the phone.”

“You eavesdropped on my phone call?” Yan Tingli’s voice slightly rose, carrying indescribable meaning.

“I wasn’t eavesdropping.” Shi Sui cleared her name, “I accidentally overheard.”

“Mm, accidentally.”

“It was accidental,” Shi Sui’s face grew hotter, “Stop kissing me.” He was kissing while talking, like petting a cat, pressing against her cheek to kiss.

“I won’t have any relationship with Su Han.” Yan Tingli suddenly said in her ear.

Each word is clear, more intimate than pillow talk.

The temperature in the car kept rising.

What she asked wasn’t about Su Han, but the situation still developed uncontrollably this way.

Shi Sui pinched her palm, barely calming down: “Actually, that’s not what I was asking about.”

After speaking, she felt Yan Tingli’s gaze fixed on her face, and the temperature cooled somewhat.

That ambiguous atmosphere seemed to be burst by an invisible needle.

“After dinner, where exactly did you go? You even got caught in the rain.” Shi Sui jumped away from the previous topic, guiding further, “Did something happen?”

Shi Sui’s heartbeat accelerated.

And Yan Tingli’s pause was longer than any before.

“Ran away from home.”

Shi Sui: “Did you…fight with Uncle Yan and them?”

Yan Tingli lowered his brows: “Mm, they want to kick me out of the house.”

Shi Sui’s eyes widened: “That can’t be possible.”

“It’s true.” He said seriously, “I can only elope with you.”

Shi Sui couldn’t come back to her senses for a long time, her expression tangled.

Song Jie hadn’t told her any of this!

“Then,” she stammered, going with the flow, “then you should call Aunt Song back and apologize.”

Yan Tingli lifted his eyelids, glancing at her.

This glance made Shi Sui evasively look away, her fingers unconsciously circling.

Of course, she didn’t dare say it was Song Jie’s assigned task, instinctively feeling Yan Tingli wouldn’t comply.

“Why should I apologize?”

Shi Sui was stunned.

Yan Tingli’s voice sounded cold: “You don’t know the inside story, yet you want me to apologize?”

Realizing her mistake, Shi Sui said hesitantly: “…Sorry.”

Yan Tingli: “I didn’t ask you to apologize.”

Shi Sui suddenly didn’t know what else to say.

She regretted not trying harder to find excuses to refuse Song Jie.

After a few seconds of silence, “Then let’s not talk about this anymore.”

Suddenly, Yan Tingli’s phone rang.

Shi Sui saw – it was Song Jie.

He did not react, as if he didn’t see it, and didn’t answer.

With the previous experience, Shi Sui didn’t speak up to ask.

But unexpectedly, as soon as Yan Tingli’s ringtone stopped, her phone in her bag started ringing continuously.

Shi Sui’s expression changed.

Her eyes couldn’t hide things. Almost as soon as the ringtone started, she began to nervously and uncontrollably panic.

“Might be a spam call.” She hurriedly went to hang up her bag.

Before she could touch it, her phone was pulled out first by Yan Tingli. He held it high, glancing at it.

A short snort came from his throat.

Yan Tingli slid his finger and answered. There was no expression on his face.

Shi Sui’s heart almost jumped out, frantically trying to snatch it.

Yan Tingli held her arm with one hand while speaking to the other end: “There’s only one reason I don’t answer calls – because I don’t want to. Finding anyone else is useless.”

“As for what you’re worried about, I can give you an accurate answer, too. I heard it, heard it very clearly.”

“If you miss Yan Congjin, North Suburb Cemetery number 089, you can visit him anytime.”

After speaking, he hung up the phone and casually threw it on the seat cushion.

Only silence remained in the car.

Knowing Yan Tingli dared to say anything, she hadn’t expected him to be this audacious.

…What an unfilial son.

His gaze turned to her. She would be next, and Shi Sui didn’t know what expression to put on.

Yan Tingli was too smart. Such small tricks couldn’t fool him – he could see through them at a glance.

Yan Tingli also didn’t speak.

His long eyelashes dropped, and the warm light in his eyes also disappeared.

Suddenly he laughed: “No wonder.” The mockery in his tone almost overflowed: “Usually can’t wait to run away.”

Shi Sui’s voice was very low: “…I just didn’t know how to refuse Aunt Song.”

“Not curious?”

“About what?” Shi Sui didn’t understand.

Yan Tingli slightly tilted his head, his brows cool as water: “Like asking me who Yan Congjin is. You don’t look surprised.”

Shi Sui’s expression stiffened almost imperceptibly, then quickly covered it up.

Yan Tingli let out a cold laugh: “Zhou Xuyan has quite some nerve.”

“No, it wasn’t her, she didn’t say anything.” Shi Sui hurriedly cleared her friend of responsibility.

His eyebrow arched with more sarcasm: “Seems you do know.”

“…”

Yan Tingli was cunning and scheming. She too easily fell into his traps.

The more she said, the more mistakes she made. Shi Sui simply shut her mouth.

For quite a while.

Yan Tingli didn’t make another sound.

Thinking he was brewing some big move, Shi Sui held her breath and secretly glanced at him, slightly stunned.

Yan Tingli only showed him her profile.

His eyelashes pressed low, his expression unclear.

She couldn’t fathom anything, yet Shi Sui felt a kind of cold, lonely fragility.

But it was only momentary, so fast it seemed like an illusion.

Yan Tingli turned his face toward her, back to his usual indifferent attitude: “What’s that expression?”

Shi Sui was stunned.

“Pitying me?”

“No, I—”

“Do I need it?”

Shi Sui paused for two seconds, understanding the meaning of his words.

…Just now was indeed an illusion.

Right.

With his top-tier life, getting whatever he wanted, where would he need her pity?

Though Shi Sui was indignant, her heart strangely relaxed somewhat. She muttered quietly: “Then I’ll take it back.”

“Who gave you permission to take it back?”

Shi Sui:?

Yan Tingli expressionlessly pulled her back onto his lap, moving up, spreading her legs apart.

Shi Sui was wearing a pleated skirt today, with only a thin layer of stockings underneath.

“Pitying it would also work,” Yan Tingli leaned close to her ear, saying in a low voice, “Haven’t tried it in a car yet.”

The hair on Shi Sui’s neck stood up as she cursed: “You pervert, this is school!”

Yan Tingli glanced out the window: “Should I drive the car home then?”

“That’s not okay either!”

Yan Tingli was noncommittal, playing with a strand of her hair.

Not mentioning this matter again, he asked methodically: “Let me guess, Zhou Xuyan told you yesterday?”

Shi Sui: “…”

He used a casual conversational tone: “Randomly telling my business, did she think about the consequences?”

“No…” Shi Sui had to cover for her best friend to the end: “I was the one who insisted on asking.”

Yan Tingli leaned close, his hand resting on her leg, his breath very light:

“Knowing so much is very dangerous.”

Shi Sui stopped his hand from going further, “Just pretend I don’t know. I won’t talk randomly.”

Yan Tingli laughed.

“No good.” He said, “Knowing is knowing.”

Regarding deliberately inquiring about Yan Tingli’s privacy, Shi Sui also felt somewhat guilty.

“What exactly do you want?”

He slowly traced circles on her knee: “What’s our relationship?”

“What else could it be,” Shi Sui said petulantly, “an improper relationship!”

“Then let’s change it to proper.”

Shi Sui’s pupils slightly dilated, her eardrums vibrating: “What kind of proper…relationship?”

Yan Tingli’s tone seemed casual, “If you’re my girlfriend, I don’t mind you knowing so much.”

Chapter 10: Dating, without letting anyone know…
Due to her parents’ work relocations, Shi Sui had moved between the north and the south since childhood.

She was accustomed to her parents’ busyness, accustomed to having dinner at their friends’ homes, and accustomed to finding her entertainment when lonely.

So when Shi Yue apologetically announced the decision to send her to stay with old friends until after the college entrance exams, she didn’t think much about it and obediently agreed.

Shi Sui thought it would be similar to uncles and aunties, until Yan Zecheng led her into the magnificent Yan family villa.

Meeting Yan Tingli on the staircase, that indifferent glance he cast her way.

It still stood like an insurmountable chasm across Shi Sui’s heart.

The “class differences” that had always been vaguely conceptual in textbooks had never been so clearly etched in her mind as in that moment.

That day, Song Jie had also received her at home, her attitude as gentle and bland as plain water.

Shi Sui didn’t want to appear awkward.

But being young, she still showed her nervousness, afraid to see even a hint of displeasure on the hostess’s face.

As it turned out, she was overthinking.

Yan Zecheng and Song Jie were both extremely busy. Her arrival in the vast Yan house was like a dandelion seed gently floating to the ground, unable to cause any disturbance at all.

And Yan Tingli, who shared the third floor with her, was much busier than she was.

Weekdays at school, weekends are filled with various training and competitions.

Most of the time, except for the servants, there was often no one else here.

So Shi Sui’s tense nerves gradually relaxed, adapting to life at the Yan house.

Occasionally lonely, but fortunately, she was good at entertaining herself.

Though she and Yan Tingli saw each other constantly, fortunately, they could maintain mutual respect.

Morning with messy bedhead hair, or evening yawning while making milk, or occasionally pulling at her nightgown while dancing around.

He always appeared suddenly, startling her.

The only consolation was that Yan Tingli’s reactions were always well-mannered.

Usually just a bland glance before calmly looking away, as if seeing something unpleasant to look at.

At first, Shi Sui would feel very embarrassed.

After many while, she became unfazed.

Later, no matter how hard Shi Sui racked her brain, she couldn’t understand how Yan Tingli, who initially acted as if even one extra glance at her was too much, became so enthusiastic about sleeping with her.

To this, Yan Tingli later gave an answer that made her want to call the police—

“One more look and I get hard.”

Why she ended up rolling around with Yan Tingli essentially came down to Shi Sui drinking too much.

That evening’s dinner gathering was all classmates from the same art training class, familiar with each other.

“You’re eighteen now, you should know your alcohol tolerance.” A friend carried a case of beer into the KTV private room. “Grow some awareness before entering society, and prevent being taken advantage of.”

“Especially you, Suisui, don’t let anyone trick you.”

Whether she’d be taken advantage of after entering society, Shi Sui didn’t know.

But that night, Shi Sui thoroughly tricked herself.

After a few beers, she was spinning and giggling.

Holding the microphone wailing like a banshee in KTV, finally hugging her friend, crying, and calling for mama.

None of this was the most terrifying part.

The most terrifying part was—when Shi Sui was helped back to the Yan residence, it wasn’t the auntie who opened the door, but Yan Tingli.

Yet Shi Sui was completely oblivious to his low pressure.

She stared at him with wide eyes: “Wow.”

He looked like a beautiful boy from Japanese anime.

Her mind ran wild after drinking.

She somehow got her wires crossed, standing straight like she’d been electrified, learning from anime heroines and solemnly raising her hand in salute: “Ohayo, onii-chan!”

The friend who brought her back was surprised: “Suisui, is this your brother?”

Shi Sui was still giggling. Before she could think, her arm was suddenly grabbed, and with great force, the cool air conditioning hit her as she was pulled through the door.

She didn’t know what Yan Tingli said to her friend. When she came to her senses, the door was already closed.

The house was dark with no lights on. She stumbled as he dragged her into the elevator.

Shi Sui instinctively tried to break free, then hazily remembered that the Yan residence’s duty auntie had asked for leave today, so no one was home.

In the enclosed space of the elevator, she felt safe.

Leaning against the wall, she couldn’t help staring at Yan Tingli again.

Looking at his forehead and brow bone, his nose bridge, and lips.

At the junction of his jaw and neck, there was also a small mole.

Devastatingly sexy.

“You’re really good-looking.” She unconsciously reached out to touch his brow bone.

Shi Sui had no idea what she was doing.

She just inexplicably felt like she’d wanted to do this for a long time.

Yan Tingli dodged slightly.

His dark eyes fell on her face, examining her inch by inch.

Drunk Shi Sui was brazenly thick-skinned, following him without clear consciousness as he didn’t dodge again.

“Be my model.” The cold, jade-like touch made her reluctant to let go. “I’ll paint you beautifully.”

He stared at her, a slight curve at his lips, bending down to ask: “What’s in it for me?”

“Benefits?”

Shi Sui covered her face and giggled, “If you can be my model, I’d be willing to live in mansions and drive luxury cars.”

Yan Tingli’s chest vibrated, clearly genuinely amused, his pleasant voice stimulating her nerve endings: “Alright, I agree.”

“Just for today,” he slightly raised his brows, “aren’t you going to seize the time?”

Accompanied by the elevator doors opening.

She successfully brought him into the bedroom in her daze, slowly setting up the easel.

Turning to see him supporting his arm, casually leaning against the wall.

Strangely asking: “Why aren’t you undressing?”

Yan Tingli’s long eyelashes dropped, dark gaze shooting through the orange-yellow light: “Undress?”

“Didn’t you agree to be my model?”

He looked at her, his lips curving into a very slow smile: “You want me to be a nude model?”

“Yes.”

“That won’t do.”

“Why not?” Shi Sui was dissatisfied.

“Need different stakes.” As he spoke, his eyes slowly traced her skin, his Adam’s apple moving.

If it were now, encountering such a gaze, Shi Sui would have already run away, rolling and crawling. But drunk, she was still recklessly pursuing the question: “What stakes?”

“Very simple,” Yan Tingli’s dark pupils blinked once, like temptation, like incitement.

“Come here, kiss me.”

…Shi Sui felt she wasn’t drunk on alcohol, but bewitched.

Otherwise, how could she have been so possessed to step forward, tiptoeing like touching a work of art?

Their breaths drew close.

Shi Sui crashed into his dark eyes.

In this instant, her nape felt cold.

An instinct belonging to herbivorous animals rushed to her scalp, making her movements freeze, her calves instinctively stepping back.

Yan Tingli remained motionless throughout.

Still gentlemanly, his brows and eyes like snow, as if without any worldly desires.

Shi Sui suspected she was overthinking. Finally, lust conquered instinct.

She slowly pressed against his beautifully shaped lips.

Just a light touch.

Her lower back was firmly restrained, the force frighteningly strong, making her begin to tremble.

“This isn’t called kissing.” His tongue suddenly moved, very violently driving straight in, his Adam’s apple rolling, absorbing moisture like he was extremely thirsty, stirring her until she was dizzy and disoriented, “This is.”

…That night, only she was bitten all over.

Before dawn, Shi Sui sobered up, seeing Yan Tingli sleeping beside her, so scared that her brain crashed directly.

Her memories were fragmented and blurry.

—Fragmented in that she couldn’t remember clearly how exactly they ended up rolling together, but the pleasure during their passion, Yan Tingli’s regretful words that they couldn’t go all the way without protection, and her disappointment.

All crystal clear.

Shi Sui’s scalp tingled.

Not knowing how to face it, she simply held her head and fled.

Before dawn, she ran downstairs, wandering around the villa complex.

Until the sun rose, she hadn’t brought her phone and couldn’t go anywhere, plus she couldn’t stand the heat, so she could only sneak back.

By then, Shi Sui felt guilty for forcing Yan Tingli and never thought of a next time.

Going back, she was casually seduced with one sentence and became bewitched again, kissing him.

That night could still be considered an accident, but every subsequent tryst couldn’t find any excuse.

Shi Sui couldn’t help but admit it.

She coveted Yan Tingli and was addicted to the pleasure he gave.

The final bottom line Shi Sui set for this relationship was—don’t, absolutely don’t fall in love.

And don’t let anyone know.

In the past two years, she covered her eyes and plugged her ears.

Avoiding any hints Yan Tingli gave as much as possible.

Sometimes, even urgently wanting to separate.

At least separation wouldn’t trap her in this kind of entanglement anymore.

“Suisui,” Yan Tingli’s voice awakened her from deeper daze, with traces of cold laughter, “Next time you pretend not to hear, make your expression more natural, it’ll be more convincing.”

Shi Sui’s eyelashes trembled.

With just a few words, he placed her on a high platform, leaving her absolutely no chance to escape.

“We can’t…” Shi Sui could only lower her head, struggling to say those three words, “date.”

“Reason.”

“Not suitable.”

“Size? Quite suitable.”

Shi Sui ignored this, saying with pleading: “Can’t we just stay like this?”

Her voice was slightly tense, her heartbeat heavy and fast.

She knew this would make Yan Tingli unhappy.

But this was already the most appropriate thing she could think to say.

Yan Tingli’s expression was bland, even lowering his head to carefully arrange her skirt hem.

“Like this now,” he paused, confirming with her in a low voice, “the relationship of having an affair with me at school?”

He deliberately made it sound ugly.

Shi Sui gritted her teeth, saying defiantly: “Yes, I like it this way.”

Yan Tingli sneered: “Good, as you wish.”

“Then from now on, I’ll kiss you and touch you anywhere I want at school.” His gaze swept over her disheveled clothes, “As long as—no one knows, right?”

Shi Sui felt a chill all over from his explicitly invasive gaze, “No…of course not—”

She was flipped around and pressed against the car window.

Yan Tingli covered her from behind, lifting her chin: “Suisui, look outside.”

Shi Sui was forced against the car window, her expression immediately changing color.

—She saw Su Ye.

Su Ye is getting off work, carrying a briefcase, standing diagonally ahead, talking on the phone while opening his car door.

“Let go of me,” she suddenly struggled violently, “Yan Tingli, you bastard…!”

Yan Tingli covered her mouth from behind.

“Shh.” A kiss fell on her neck, murmuring, “Can’t let anyone see.”

“Otherwise, tomorrow it’ll be on the campus wall, the whole school will know we’re,” Yan Tingli paused, “having an affair in the car.”

Shi Sui didn’t dare imagine, struggling with all her strength, but everywhere she touched was Yan Tingli’s solid muscle.

Immovable.

Instead, the car shook, and Su Ye outside was attracted by the movement, glancing over.

Had Su Ye already seen them?

Shi Sui was so scared she forgot to breathe.

“Move again,” Yan Tingli said in her ear, “and Professor Su will think we’re having car sex.”

Shi Sui endured and swallowed her voice.

Fortunately, Su Ye only looked once, then got in his car.

Soon, the sedan drove away.

In the silence, Yan Tingli suddenly lost interest, leaning back in his seat: “Forgot to tell you, this car has privacy film.”

Shi Sui was still in shock, stiff there, about to move when she finally came to her senses. She collapsed and slapped his jaw, leaving a red mark on his pale skin. “Yan Tingli, can you stop forcing me like this?!”

Yan Tingli didn’t dodge or avoid.

Just lowered his eyelashes, casting a heavy shadow.

Shi Sui’s fingers shrank back, her heart jumping up and down.

Only silence remained.

After a long time, Yan Tingli finally slowly reacted.

“Forcing?” He wiped away the mark she’d scratched on his jaw, no expression on his face, “If I were forcing you, from the moment you got in the car, you should have been pressed on top of me and moving.”

“Or from two years ago, you should have been locked in a house no one knows about, never wearing clothes again.”

“Rather than like now.” Cold mockery danced in his eyes, suddenly, he didn’t continue.

Always like a dog, desperately seeking a bit of illusory love.

Shi Sui was stunned, waiting for more, but Yan Tingli stopped there.

As Su Ye’s car drove away, Yan Tingli opened the car door expressionlessly: “Your mission is complete.”

An attitude of dismissing guests.

They parted on bad terms.

Shi Sui said nothing, lowering her head to fix her disheveled clothes, picking up her bag to leave: “Then that’s it.”

She didn’t want to deal with Yan Tingli anymore.

Not at all.

Before her leg could step out, she was suddenly pulled back from behind, the car door slamming shut.

Yan Tingli’s face was close.

He had overflowing emotions, like restraint, like resentment.

Looking at her for several seconds before squeezing out a few words through his teeth: “I won’t let anyone know.”

Shi Sui didn’t catch on: “…What?”

“Dating.” The hand gripping her shoulder was very tight: “I won’t let anyone know.”

Chapter 11: Sui Sui, you should run
Shi Sui slowly digested these few words.

Dating, without letting anyone know.

Wasn’t this an underground relationship?

She didn’t dare to think deeply about Yan Tingli’s intentions—why he would rather be this kind of boyfriend who couldn’t see the light of day than give up on establishing their relationship.

She couldn’t think about it.

Don’t think! If she thought about it, she’d go dig wild vegetables tomorrow!

So she used her usual turtle strategy—retreating into her shell.

“Why… do we have to date?”

Yan Tingli wasn’t surprised at all, and even leaned closer slightly, considerately giving her a way out: “How long?”

“Ah.”

“Time to consider.”

Shi Sui swallowed and held up one finger.

Yan Tingli: “Then one day.”

“?” Shi Sui: “This is one week!”

Yan Tingli looked at her quietly, his gaze making Shi Sui’s heart feel guilty, almost making her slide to her knees and change her answer.

He slowly smiled: “Agreeing after one week is also fine.”

“Mm.” Shi Sui responded.

One second later, she realized something was wrong.

“I’m just considering, I didn’t say I would agree!”

Yan Tingli opened the car door, raised his chin with an expression of “you can leave now”: “Is there a difference?”

This made Shi Sui inexplicably angry: “What if I refuse?”

Turning her head, she saw Yan Tingli close the car door with a “click” and lock it.

His pupils looked at her lazily, dark and heavy: “You can try.”

“…”

A few seconds later, Shi Sui said very tactfully: “I was just joking.”

After two seconds of silence, she still couldn’t help but say: “…If it’s not public, then dating or not dating isn’t different from before.”

“What were we originally?”

Shi Sui paused, enduring the shame and reluctantly saying: “Fuck. Buddies.”

Yan Tingli: “And after we start dating?”

“…Boyfriend and girlfriend.”

“Which sounds better?”

Shi Sui was dumbfounded, unable to tell if she felt disappointed or speechless: “…Just because of this?”

“Partly.” Yan Tingli’s emotions seemed to stabilize, even showing a tendency toward being willing to chat.

“Then what else?”

“If you’re my girlfriend,” he rested his hand on the car window, his eyelashes dropping, his voice gentle and light, making it impossible to tell if he was being sincere, “would you love me more?”

Shi Sui was stunned for a long while.

After a long while, she found her voice: “I…”

Before she could finish, Yan Tingli suddenly took her hand and placed it on a certain part of his leg: “Would you?”

“…” All of Shi Sui’s stirring emotions and conscience instantly vanished as she pulled her hand back: “Get lost!”

She knew it!!!

Annoyed, she got out of the car without looking back.

When she drove away, she looked left and right, making sure no one was around before quickly jogging out.

This trip had been thrilling and dangerous, her back was also covered in sweat, so she grabbed her clothes and went to shower when she returned to the dorm.

Only in the private enclosed space could Shi Sui empty her mind and sort through her tangled thoughts.

In the swirling mist, Shi Sui’s memory returned to long ago.

That was the first time she saw Yan Tingli play piano.

That morning, a drizzle began to fall. Yan Tingli didn’t go to school with her, and strangely, Yan Zecheng and Song Jie, who usually only showed up once a month, both appeared at the Yan residence at the same time, dressed in plain black.

At that time, Shi Sui didn’t know what they were going to do.

She only remembered that when she came back that evening, the Yan residence was very quiet, even the several aunties who usually had smiling faces were solemn, their expressions full of unspoken secrets.

When Shi Sui went upstairs, she saw Song Jie coming out of the room on the second floor that was always locked, without makeup, her complexion more haggard than usual, and then she left.

She rarely came back, and when she left, it was still silent and soundless.

When Shi Sui reached the third floor, she heard piano music coming from the piano room, which was usually quiet.

Driven by something unknown.

She quietly lifted her steps and approached the piano room.

Through the slightly open door crack, she saw Yan Tingli’s back.

His slender fingers danced across the piano keys, so fast they became blurred shadows.

Moonlight illuminated half of his profile; the young man’s heaven-gifted appearance was a gift from above.

What should have been a melodious tune was played by him with coldness and sharpness.

Making her suddenly feel.

He was also like her, wandering lonely in this maze-like big house.

And in this house that was so big it felt empty, there were only he and she.

At this moment, the girl’s heartstrings seemed to become the struck piano keys, jumping with the musical notes, suddenly soaring, then rapidly falling.

But in this instant.

Along with the heart-flutter came panic.

Song Jie’s casual remark about “not knowing one’s place” was branded in her heart like a curse.

The indulgence after the college entrance exam was already transgressive.

Now, would she still consciously do something she knew she shouldn’t?

“Of course not!” On the other end of the phone, Zhou Xuyan’s voice almost pierced through her eardrums.

Shi Sui silently moved her phone farther away.

“What that little brat is planning, how could I not know?” Zhou Xuyan chattered on, “If you agree once, there’ll be a second time. If you agree to date without going public now, later he’ll be able to force you to marry him, and you’ll never be able to escape for the rest of your life!”

Just thinking about it made Zhou Xuyan shudder.

Based on her understanding of Yan Tingli, he really could do such a thing.

There were plenty of good men outside, and she had quite a few handsome and wealthy young masters around her. She could personally select one for Shi Sui, so why hang herself on the tree that was Yan Tingli?

Shi Sui rested her chin in her hand, spacing out, silent for a long while.

Whether Yan Tingli would force her to marry was still too far away to think about now.

She stood on the balcony spacing out while watching the students coming and going downstairs, whispering softly: “Then what should I do?”

“Refuse him, firmly, swiftly.”

Shi Sui remained silent, and Zhou Xuyan read something from her silence, “Did he force you to agree?”

Shi Sui wanted to say no.

But Yan Tingli had forced her on everything.

“…Mm.”

“Don’t worry, let me think, let me think.” Zhou Xuyan stood up, walked around the room several times, then suddenly said, “How about you run now.”

Shi Sui was startled: “Run?”

“Right, you should run, Sui Sui!” Zhou Xuyan thought it was more and more feasible and jumped up suddenly, “How did I not think of this before, you should run, the farther the better, go abroad.”

Shi Sui picked at the railing with her fingers, feeling it wasn’t very realistic: “I still have to finish college.”

“Exchange.” Zhou Xuyan said, “You secretly applied for exchange.”

Shi Sui was stunned, slowly digesting the information.

Zhou Xuyan had indeed opened up a path she had never envisioned.

A University indeed had many overseas exchange programs for sophomores and juniors, though they had requirements for a resume and grades.

Shi Sui’s were at the front of the class, but exchange required being very good at dealing with people, which she wasn’t good at. Most importantly, she was introverted and homesick by nature.

If she went abroad, she’d be even farther from her parents.

What Shi Sui thought about farthest was only returning to Hangzhou after graduation to stay by her parents’ side.

“But he wants me to answer in one week.” Shi Sui said seriously.

“Silly,” Zhou Xuyan said carelessly, “then you just agree first, stabilize the situation, then find the right timing to slip away.”

Shi Sui lowered her eyes, thinking deeply for a long time.

After agreeing and then running away… wouldn’t Yan Tingli remember this for a lifetime?

Zhou Xuyan: “You don’t dare?”

Shi Sui was a coward who was content with the status quo. Unless absolutely necessary, it was hard for her to truly have the courage to fly far away.

“…Mm.” She said quietly.

“It’s okay if you don’t dare now,” Zhou Xuyan comforted, “just keep it in mind, treat this as a backup plan.”

After chatting with Zhou Xuyan, Shi Sui’s mood relaxed considerably.

When she thought about her relationship with Yan Tingli again, she could finally sort out some clarity—

If she reached that point someday.

At worst.

She would just run.

Run far away.

Yan Tingli could never find her again.

Zhou Xuyan’s call had just ended when the screen lit up.

Seeing the WeChat message from Song Jie, Shi Sui’s heart jumped.

With so many things happening, she almost forgot that Yan Tingli had just used her phone to say such rebellious things to Song Jie.

Song Jie didn’t say much; the general meaning was that it was hard for her to make the trip, Yan Tingli was immature, and she hoped Shi Sui wouldn’t take offense.

Shi Sui quickly gave an official reply, absolutely not asking any extra questions.

Probably quite satisfied with her reaction, Song Jie finally said she saw a very beautiful jade bracelet that had been blessed at a temple, and would give it to her next time she came home.

Song Jie was always generous, regularly sending her some expensive gifts. Shi Sui would accept them, but basically only wore them when Song Jie was present, to show appreciation.

Most of the time, these gifts were piled up in the cabinet in her bedroom at the Yan residence.

Once when Yan Tingli was monopolizing her bed, seeing her carefully put things away for fear of damaging them, he curled his lips mockingly: “Are you going to enshrine these things?”

Shi Sui: “It wouldn’t be good if they got worn out.”

“Just throw them out when they’re old.”

Shi Sui was helpless: “Who would throw away things that others gave with good intentions?”

Yan Tingli said indifferently: “They’re all bought by the secretary; she won’t remember.”

Shi Sui was speechless: “But these are all Aunt Song’s thoughtful intentions.”

“Fake emotional things are just an eyesore when kept around.”

Although Shi Sui knew Song Jie didn’t like her much, hearing Yan Tingli describe it so nakedly still made her feel somewhat uncomfortable.

“You’re the one who’s fake.” She retaliated.

At that time, Yan Tingli only tugged his lips slightly.

Of course, she didn’t throw the things away, but Shi Sui never wore them again.

Later, in the apartment.

Her cabinet always mysteriously had many identical luxury items appear.

When she asked Yan Tingli, he told her to take them and play with them.

“Keep them,” followed by a casual, “nothing is more real than this.”

Yan Tingli certainly wouldn’t buy fake goods.

But even now, Shi Sui still didn’t dare to think deeply about what this “real” actually meant.

Coming back from her memories, looking at the message she hadn’t replied to yet, Shi Sui lightly tapped the screen, thanking Song Jie once again.

Song Jie replied: [No need to be polite]

Friday elective class.

At noon before class, Shi Sui received a message from Yan Tingli: [No time this afternoon, not coming]

A few seconds later, another message came.

[No time tonight either, don’t come over]

Seeing the message, Shi Sui first felt relieved, simply refreshed, and invigorated.

Then a sense of incongruity struck her.

When had Yan Tingli started reporting to her whether he was attending class or not? He never wasted words online, considering it a waste of time.

The word “reporting” suddenly emerged in her mind, making her shiver.

She stared intently for a while.

Shi Sui silently closed her phone.

“The bell’s about to ring. Why hasn’t Yan Tingli come yet?” Lin Anran looked left and right, whispering.

Zhu Wei in the back row yawned boredly: “Yeah, if I can’t get him, at least getting a few glances would be some consolation.”

Xue Jing opened her book: “Don’t you guys know?”

Shi Sui’s ears perked up alertly.

Tomorrow’s RobotCup, a robot competition, will have the finals being held right at our school. He’s preparing for it.”

“How do you know?” Lin Anran asked.

“I’m in the student council, we have to help with this event,” Xue Jing raised her eyebrows proudly, “I get all the inside information first-hand.”

Shi Sui blinked.

She remembered last weekend when she was drawing in the study, Yan Tingli should have been outside designing algorithms while adjusting Little Snail.

He was probably already busy with this competition then.

“Speaking of which, I almost forgot, I have inside tickets here,” Xue Jing took out tickets from her book and waved them, “Do you guys want to go watch?”

Lin Anran was suspicious of Xue Jing’s sudden kindness: “You’re not trying to trick us into filling head count quotas, are you?”

Xue Jing laughed in exasperation: “Listen to that, what kind of talk is that? This kind of cutting-edge technology competition is extremely hard to get tickets for! Today our Youth League teacher still wanted to get one for his kid.”

“Alright, alright, I misjudged you.” Lin Anran stuck out her tongue and casually pulled away a ticket.

Zhu Wei in the front row also grabbed one without ceremony, smiling: “There should be quite a few handsome engineering guys, I’ll go take a look too.”

People from the neighboring dorm also wanted to grab some, but Xue Jing dodged: “Hey, hey, save one for Sui Sui.”

Shi Sui, who was enjoying a rare moment of leisure, coughed lightly: “It’s fine, I’m not going.”

“Didn’t you say at lunch that you’re not going home tomorrow?” Xue Jing asked her.

Shi Sui thought for a moment and found an excuse: “I don’t like robots.”

As she spoke, the class bell rang.

Xue Jing’s remaining words got stuck in her throat.

Very coincidentally.

The professor finished the lesson early, and seeing there were still five minutes left, he pulled out the attendance sheet from the thick textbook and said with a smile: “Since there’s nothing else to do, let’s take attendance.”

The words “take attendance” instantly woke up the drowsy classroom.

Thinking of the absent Yan Tingli, Shi Sui blinked lightly.

Not only was she not anxious, but she even felt a bit like watching a show.

Serves you right for not coming, serves you right for skipping class.

Deduct points, deduct points, deduct points.

Best if he fails, then he won’t be allowed to take their classes anymore.

The professor called Yan Tingli’s name twice, but no one responded.

Shi Sui was gloating over her mental scenario.

Suddenly—

The chair to her right sank.

Accompanied by a clear, low voice: “Present.”

“…” Shi Sui’s smile froze, petrified on the spot.

The familiar and detestable light mint fragrance drifted from beside her.

The professor put down the attendance sheet and looked over his glasses: “Student Yan, did you just arrive?”

Yan Tingli deflected, saying without blushing or breathing hard: “I just went out to take an urgent phone call.”

The professor had an impression of this genius from the Institute of Interdisciplinary Information Studies. After thinking for a moment, he was still somewhat suspicious.

He turned his gaze to Shi Sui beside him: “Then could the student next to you tell me, has Student Yan been in class the whole time?”

Shi Sui’s smile disappeared.

She felt Yan Tingli’s half-smiling gaze directed at her: “Classmate, I’ve been sitting next to you in class the whole time, right?”

Shi Sui: “…”

Chapter 12: I feel like he has an addiction…
Right? What right?

Don’t you know in your heart whether you came or not?

Justice has long arms; could she, Shi Sui, condone this kind of malicious truancy behavior?

Absolutely not—

“Right.” Under everyone’s gaze, she heard herself say uncontrollably, “He was here.”

“…”

So it was his memory that was wrong? The old professor nodded: “Alright, sit down.”

This little episode was thus concluded.

A strange silence fell over the back rows.

Shi Sui felt silent contempt from her roommates’ silence.

And.

Light mockery from Yan Tingli’s almost-smiling expression.

Shi Sui couldn’t hold back.

She moved her right foot, under the desk, preparing to stomp hard on Yan Tingli’s shoe.

Halfway through lifting her foot, as if her action had been predicted, Yan Tingli casually moved away, and she hit nothing but air.

The next second.

Her calf was hooked from the inside.

Fabric rubbing.

Seductively and indecently, sliding from top to bottom.

Shi Sui stiffened, immediately trying to pull her leg back.

But couldn’t pull it away.

Just then, Xue Jing on her left leaned over: “Sui Sui.”

She was startled, almost thinking Xue Jing had already seen what was happening under the desk, her breath catching in her chest.

Also in the previous second, Yan Tingli finally moved his leg away.

Xue Jing said, “Are you not going to watch tomorrow? Even though it’s robots, this competition is quite interesting.”

Shi Sui was afraid Yan Tingli would hear, so she mouthed quietly: “I’m not going, really not going.”

“Alright then.” Xue Jing said, “Then I’ll give the tickets to them.”

“Mm-hmm.”

As they spoke, the dismissal bell rang.

The crowd dispersed.

Shi Sui didn’t want to face Yan Tingli, so she took the long way, following Xue Jing and the others’ direction.

They sat in the back few rows, no wonder Yan Tingli could walk straight over and sit down without anyone finding it odd.

But fate would not cooperate.

“Classmate.” Yan Tingli’s voice came from behind.

Classmate?

Calling who? Calling her?

Shi Sui wanted to pretend she hadn’t heard, but Xue Jing beside her nudged her with her elbow: “Yan Tingli is calling you, he’s calling you!”

“…”

She couldn’t keep pretending.

Shi Sui could only turn around with a stiff face: “…Mm?”

Yan Tingli maintained a refined and polite appearance, saying gently, “Thank you, classmate.”

Such good acting.

“…No need to thank me.” Shi Sui said with a wooden expression.

“I still need to thank you.” His smile was warm.

But it gave Shi Sui goosebumps all over.

She just wanted to escape quickly, turned around, and left the classroom.

“Sui Sui, I really couldn’t tell.” Lin Anran put her arm around her shoulder. “You have so few principles?”

Xue Jing: “Exactly, you’re quite bold, lying so seriously in front of so many people.”

Lin Anran: “Beauty clouding judgment, beauty clouding judgment.”

“…” Enough.

Shi Sui was powerless to protest.

Her phone buzzed once.

She had a bad feeling and secretly glanced at it. Sure enough, it was from that annoying guy.

[Come over]

Followed by a classroom number.

After leaving the building, Shi Sui turned off her screen, inconspicuously made excuses to part ways with her roommates.

She took a detour back to the teaching building they’d just left.

Yan Tingli had sent a classroom number from their college, a small classroom that required permission to enter.

It was said that the Interdisciplinary Institute’s classrooms all had extremely modern designs, and they were habitually domineering and well-funded, so even the classrooms allocated by the teaching building only allowed students from their institute to enter.

When Shi Sui reached the door, there was a beep, showing her verification had passed.

She smoothly opened the door and entered.

The door closed magnetically behind her.

She looked up, puzzledly, then turned to see Yan Tingli sitting at the podium.

His fingertips were playfully, casually tapping the keyboard.

Shi Sui guessed he had modified some program to let her pass through without obstruction.

“Why did you call me here?”

“Come over.” He didn’t turn around.

Shi Sui cautiously stood by the door, not approaching: “For what?”

“To kiss.”

“…Not kissing.”

“No one can come in here.”

His tone held the matter-of-fact certainty of someone in complete control.

“…” Shi Sui still didn’t move. Kissing in a school classroom was something she couldn’t do.

After a long pause: “You called me here just for this?”

“Not entirely.”

“Then if there’s business, let’s talk business.” Shi Sui was speechless.

“I want to kiss you.”

Shi Sui: “But not in a classroom.”

“I won’t have time to go to the apartment this week. I can’t hold back.”

“Come over, just kissing.”

Shi Sui argued with him until she was almost thirsty before realizing something was wrong.

Usually.

Yan Tingli might have already started his three-two-one countdown and forced the issue. Would he waste so many words with her?

Could it be that last slap was effective, and he’d slightly reformed?

Shi Sui was scared by this thought.

It was indeed an illusion.

The next second.

Yan Tingli got annoyed, his eyes darkly pressing down. He lifted his long legs and stepped forward in two strides.

Very directly, his thumb and forefinger gripped her chin, pried open her lips and teeth, his tongue licking and playing.

Shi Sui often felt he was addicted to this kind of thing.

She had even looked up information online, felt the symptoms matched, and privately diagnosed Yan Tingli with sex addiction.

“You promised,” sensing his hand moving toward her waist, Shi Sui sensitively stopped him, “just kissing.”

Yan Tingli bit her lower lip, apparently displeased.

But he didn’t make any more excessive moves, just kissed more erotically.

Until satisfied, he barely pulled back some distance.

In the air, a transparent string of saliva stretched between them, which he wiped away with his thumb.

Watching this, only two words echoed in Shi Sui’s mind: lewd and wanton.

“Finished kissing,” Shi Sui averted her gaze, her cheeks flushed, “what else is there?”

Her phone, in her bag, was taken by Yan Tingli.

“You—” Shi Sui tried to grab it, but things that fell into his hands were impossible to get back.

His gaze became cold and indifferent. “Deliberately not replying?”

Shi Sui took a while to react, until she understood he was talking about the reporting message he’d sent at noon.

She blinked.

“I replied.”

“In your head.” Shi Sui tried to make her expression as innocent as possible. “Besides, you never used to send me messages.”

“I’m sending them now.”

Shi Sui: “?”

“If you don’t reply, I’ll be unhappy.”

Shi Sui: “Don’t you chat online…”

“I want to send them now.” Yan Tingli said.

Shi Sui was speechless.

Originally, it was just making her life difficult when they met, but now, even her remaining online time would be monopolized!

“There’s one more thing,” Yan Tingli lowered his head, whispering in her ear, “I heard it, tomorrow’s competition, you don’t want to go?”

Shi Sui: “…”

She could only slowly put on a shocked expression: “So you’re also participating in this competition?”

“Tomorrow, I want to see you in the audience.” Yan Tingli was too lazy to expose her, lightly kissing her lips once, his voice gentle but threatening, “If Sui Sui doesn’t come, I’ll be unhappy.”

Shi Sui’s heart wept for the hard-won leisurely weekend, trying to struggle: “I told my roommate I wasn’t going, she probably doesn’t have tickets anymore.”

Then she thought.

Getting a ticket would be even easier for Yan Tingli, and if she were forced to go and run into her roommates, she wouldn’t be able to explain with two mouths.

She quickly changed her words: “I’ll go back and ask my roommate again.”

If there were no tickets, there was nothing she could do.

Yan Tingli tilted his head slightly, his dark pupils examining her face.

A ticket was pressed into her palm.

Looking closely, it was even front row VIP.

“If there’s no ticket, use this one.”

Shi Sui: “…”

Coming out of the teaching building, Shi Sui held the ticket like she was gripping a time bomb, looked up, and sighed softly.

She had a vague feeling of being out of control—

It seemed like Yan Tingli was going to seriously, forcefully date her.

—

“Hey, I asked you several times, didn’t you keep saying you weren’t going?”

Back in the dorm, facing Xue Jing’s inquiry, Shi Sui couldn’t lift her head, holding it in for a long time before finding an excuse: “I just saw a social media post, thought it looked interesting, so I wanted to go again.”

Lin Anran, wearing a face mask, passed by and said leisurely: “You weren’t enchanted by Yan Tingli this afternoon and overcome with lust, were you?”

“Exactly,” talking about this, Xue Jing mocked her, “I thought our principled Sui Sui would be so upright and impartial, turns out she has even less backbone than me.”

Shi Sui had already accepted the fact that her integrity was shattered, sighing deeply: “Just consider me bewitched.”

“Hey,” Lin Anran touched her shoulder, gossiping, “Speaking of which, I don’t know what type of guys you like. Every time we talk about handsome guys, you’re completely uninterested.”

“Right, right.” Xue Jing also dragged her chair over, “So many people have pursued you, wasn’t there even one that made your heart flutter?”

This was something they’d all wondered about for a long time. Since freshman year, there had been a continuous stream of guys interested in Shi Sui.

Shi Sui’s fair-skinned, beautiful first-love face was too likable.

But Shi Sui always treated these situations with cold indifference, or rather, avoided them like the plague.

As if those boys were floods and wild beasts, and chatting one more sentence would bring great disaster.

Shi Sui stared at them wide-eyed.

Telling the truth: “Really, none.”

Every time a boy approached, she panicked, just wanting to stay away, avoiding contact if possible. She was afraid Yan Tingli would find out somehow, so how could she have time to feel fluttery?

“Then what type do you like? You must have some preference?”

Shi Sui bit the straw of her milk tea, falling into thought.

She deliberately emptied her mind, not thinking of any specific face, resting her chin and saying: “Handsome and fair-skinned, preferably smart.”

“As for personality, gentle would be good. For special talents, being able to play piano would be even better.”

After she finished speaking in one breath, she turned to see both of them with “I knew it” expressions: “…What’s wrong?”

Xue Jing: “Why don’t you just announce Yan Tingli’s ID number?”

Lin Anran: “Isn’t this exactly the premium version of your ideal type?”

Gentle?! How could Yan Tingli be associated with gentleness?

If it were the Yan Tingli she first met, he would fit. Now, in her heart, there was only the faint sadness of “that person is gone.”

Shi Sui sighed inwardly, waving her hand: “Forget it, I can’t explain it clearly to you guys.”

“Why don’t you try?” Xue Jing said casually, “What if the great Yan happens to like your type?”

“…” Shi Sui silently changed the subject: “Jing Jing, are there any more tickets for tomorrow~”

“You’re lucky,” Xue Jing handed her one, “Shuang Shuang had something come up last minute and couldn’t go, I still have one here.”

“Thank you.” Shi Sui pressed her palms together, breathing a sigh of relief.

If she didn’t have this life-saving ticket, she’d rather be absent than sit in the VIP section.

—

The next day at nine o’clock, Shi Sui and Xue Jing and the others went together to the North Stadium.

Outside the venue, buses were parked everywhere, all from other schools coming to observe, and there were also famous elementary and middle school students who came specifically to watch.

After checking tickets in, Shi Sui came to her seat and sat down.

Looking around, the venue was almost full, bustling, and noisy.

“Actually at first, our teacher was worried the venue wouldn’t be full, so she forced each of us to take several tickets and required us to bring people,” only now did Xue Jing smile and tell the truth, “Later we discovered it was pure overthinking.”

“How so?”

“Look.”

Xue Jing raised her head, nodding in a direction.

At that moment, a face appeared on the big screen.

The young man’s eyes were cool and cold, looking down as he adjusted equipment. Sensing the camera, he lifted his eyes, pupils black as jade looking toward the lens.

A face that made people catch their breath.

“This guy is a living billboard, with built-in advertising effect.”

As if to prove the point, “wow” sounds rose from the audience seats, one after another.

The camera kept focusing on Yan Tingli’s face. His brow moved slightly, and he pressed his lips into a straight line expressionlessly.

Sounds of admiration continued endlessly, only Shi Sui watched quietly, knowing this was Yan Tingli’s displeased expression, guessing his patience should have already hit bottom.

Suddenly.

She felt a strong gaze directed at her. Shi Sui looked up to see the contestants’ area opposite, and coincidentally, Yan Tingli was facing this direction.

On the big screen.

Yan Tingli’s lips curved up slightly, and in an instant, his eyes and brows were like spring snow melting.

“Oh my god, so handsome.”

“Damn, suddenly smiling is killing me.”

“So which window did heaven close for him?”

At the same time, her phone buzzed once.

[So well-behaved today]

Shi Sui’s finger trembled, quickly turning off the screen.

But another message popped up.

[Really want to bite you]

Chapter 13: Come over, I’ll count to three
At 9:30 AM, the competition officially began.

The competing teams were from Beijing’s two top-tier prestigious universities, which had loved and competed with each other for many years, always fiercely competitive.

Just like this intense robot competition.

When Shi Sui said she wasn’t interested in robots, it wasn’t entirely an excuse.

Her first exposure to the concept of robots was at the Yan residence, from Yan Tingli and Uncle Yan.

The company’s new products would first be brought home by Yan Tingli to test and play with at the Yan house.

When Shi Sui first arrived, she couldn’t figure out how to use the washing machine on the third floor.

She crouched in the washroom, staring at the washing machine in distress.

They were all intimate clothing items.

She didn’t want to ask the aunties for help.

Shi Sui really couldn’t get it open, and just as she decided to go back to her room to hand-wash everything, a mechanical voice suddenly sounded behind her: “Master, I am Little Y. If you need any help, you can always find me.”

Shi Sui turned around to find it was the home robot that Yan Tingli had brought back, which often wandered around the house.

But Shi Sui generally preferred to do things herself and had never ordered the robot around.

“I don’t know how to use the washing machine.”

“Command received.”

The next second, the washing machine’s lights turned on, and with a “click,” the door that wouldn’t open popped open.

Shi Sui: “…”

Later, Shi Sui felt like she was being monitored at the Yan residence.

Whenever she had any trouble using household appliances, Little Y would appear at her beck and call.

She heard that Little Y’s master control system was with Yan Tingli.

This gave Shi Sui a constant illusion that all her movements could be monitored by Yan Tingli.

This point almost made Shi Sui’s hair stand on end.

They say robots are a sign of human progress, likely representing a new technological revolution.

But Shi Sui thought this applied to smart people.

As for her, she would only be ruled by robots 😀

“Oh my god!”

“Wow! It jumped up.”

Shi Sui’s attention was drawn by the exclamations from the audience, and she turned her gaze back to the scene.

She saw the robot car controlled by Yan Tingli suddenly spring up.

With lightning speed, it knocked down the opposing robot car.

The previously intense battle situation was broken by this one jump.

On the big screen, Yan Tingli tilted his ear, giving strategic guidance to his teammates.

The entire A University robot team operated in perfect order, systematically breaking through S University’s defenses.

Victory was assured.

Amid the cheers in the venue, the competition ended.

“I’d only heard that Yan Tingli was amazing, but I didn’t expect him to be this amazing,” Shi Sui heard Xue Jing sigh in admiration, “Won so easily.”

Lin Anran said: “Exactly, S University’s team is also first-rate, but facing him, defeat was already decided. Is this the difference between genius and ordinary people?”

Shi Sui only knew that from his early education, Yan Tingli had been surrounded by the most advanced intelligent equipment in the country.

When most Chinese people still had a vague concept of AI, Yan Tingli was already receiving the most cutting-edge competitive programming guidance.

Not to mention the AI training resources and databases he could easily access.

Every step of his life was part of Yan Zecheng and Song Jie’s meticulous planning, excellence built up with money and resources.

Rather than saying it was the difference between genius and ordinary people.

It was more like the difference between the privileged and ordinary people.

Shi Sui suddenly felt a heavy blockage in her heart.

She exhaled lightly.

Thinking to herself that she was living more and more backwards, actually starting to resent the wealthy.

Shi Sui’s phone buzzed once, and she guessed who it was.

Her roommates were still beside her, so she didn’t open it to look.

—She didn’t want to look either.

Afraid of being called back again.

To do all sorts of messy things.

Shi Sui puffed out her cheeks, glanced at the exit, wanting to leave quickly.

Xue Jing still needed to stay behind to clean up the venue: “Who wants to keep me company~ I don’t want to go back alone.”

Zhu Wei had a date, Lin Anran was picking up packages, and each had their things to do.

“Sui Sui, will you stay with me?” Xue Jing said coquettishly.

Shi Sui nodded in agreement: “Okay.”

After the crowd dispersed, Xue Jing pulled Shi Sui down from the seats to meet up with her student council colleagues.

“Just sit in front and wait for me,” Xue Jing said, “I’ll be quick.”

Shi Sui: “Do you need my help?”

“No need, we still have a small meeting.”

Shi Sui made an acknowledging sound and obediently sat in the front row to wait.

Taking advantage of no one being around, she finally took out her phone.

Below the previous message [Want to bite you], there was a new message: [Come to the back door]

Shi Sui tapped the screen: [I have to accompany my roommate]

[Come over]

[I can see you]

Her heart jumped, and she looked up to see Yan Tingli leaning against a pillar in the backstage direction, about a hundred meters away.

He was still wearing the white team uniform, the simplest sports shirt, which looked particularly tall and clean on him.

His dark eyes fixed on her, a gold medal hanging around his neck from the recent award ceremony.

Shi Sui didn’t want to go over.

She turned her head, looking in Xue Jing’s direction.

Their meeting seemed to have just started, with the team teacher speaking.

Shi Sui was still hesitating when messages popped up on her screen.

[I’ll count to three]

[If you don’t come]

[I’ll come over]

[3]

[2]

Shi Sui saw him already lifting his foot, knowing he really would do it, and immediately sprang up from her seat.

While sending Xue Jing a message: [Going to the restroom]

Seeing her come over, Yan Tingli also turned around, naturally heading backstage.

The two of them, one after the other.

Went in.

Most people had dispersed, the backstage was empty, and the lighting wasn’t very good.

Shi Sui didn’t see anyone and was looking around when suddenly someone grabbed her hand and pulled her behind a curtain.

This was a storage room, still piled with props from previous performances.

The environment was very cramped.

Before Shi Sui’s vision could clear, someone took her breath away.

She could only manage a muffled sound.

The wet, stirring sounds of kissing followed.

Yan Tingli’s breathing was heavy, whether from the excitement of being in a public place or from winning the competition was unclear.

In her dizziness, Shi Sui noticed something heavy had been added to her neck.

Looking down.

It was the gold medal that had been hanging around Yan Tingli’s neck.

“You…” She was dazed, and after several seconds, she spoke with slight difficulty, “Is this for me?”

Yan Tingli moved down, sucking at her neck. He always liked to do this, like marking territory.

Usually, Shi Sui would stop him for fear of being seen, but today she forgot to move.

“The day after tomorrow is yours.”

The day after tomorrow… Shi Sui’s mind took a turn, suddenly realizing this was the one-week consideration time she had mentioned.

So, the medal was for his girlfriend.

Shi Sui’s lips parted, her reason still prevailing, but her heart uncontrollably pounded, striking her eardrums.

“You can agree now, too.” His attitude was matter-of-fact.

This person was truly domineering to his bones.

Assuming she must agree.

She lowered her eyes, her fingers lightly stroking the medal’s surface, parting her lips to say something, but Yan Tingli’s cool fingers pressed against her lips: “Shh.”

“At a time like this, don’t say anything that would make me unhappy.”

Shi Sui looked at him. Yan Tingli didn’t give her any chance to think, holding the back of her head and kissing her again.

This time, he kissed very gently, softly playing with her lower lip.

Like when she was little and got a lollipop, but couldn’t bear to bite it, only carefully tasting a little sweetness.

Shi Sui closed her eyes.

She had always been someone who easily worried about the future.

But at this moment.

It seemed she suddenly didn’t want to think about anything anymore.

Standing on a cliff, one moment of indulgence.

Being loved was a few moments, and sometimes life was about living for these few moments.

“You were gone for so long?” Xue Jing had finished cleaning up the venue when she saw Shi Sui returning from backstage.

Feeling her complexion looked a bit strange, Xue Jing took another look.

Shi Sui’s gaze drifted elsewhere: “Mm, I looked for a long time.”

“Then let’s go, let’s head to the cafeteria.” Xue Jing linked arms with her.

While Xue Jing wasn’t paying attention, Shi Sui quickly hid the gold medal she’d been concealing in her palm in her pocket.

Walking to the entrance, a figure approached them head-on.

Wearing the same series, a black jacket. Shi Sui noticed this was S University’s team uniform.

The person looked around the venue.

His gaze settled in their direction, and seeing the work badge around Xue Jing’s neck, he stepped forward. The male student asked: “Classmate, I’m a contestant from S University today. My teammate dropped a watch here. Have you seen it?”

Feeling the voice was somewhat familiar, Shi Sui’s eyelashes fluttered, and she looked up to assess him.

With this glance.

She met the male student’s eyes directly, and both recognized each other for a moment.

The male student burst out: “Shi Sui?!”

Shi Sui stood frozen in place, staring at him wide-eyed for a long time before difficulty recognizing: “Gao Linhan?”

“It’s me!” Gao Linhan showed the surprise of meeting an old acquaintance, “You wouldn’t not recognize me, would you?”

It wasn’t that she was face-blind, but the person in front of her had changed too much. Compared to the high school version with a buzz cut, thick glasses, and a bit chubby, looking like a typical science war god, now he was a complete transformation.

The current Gao Linhan had curly hair with half-frame glasses, and his overall demeanor had become much more cheerful.

But Shi Sui naturally couldn’t say the truth, blinking and saying: “It’s that you’re too handsome now, I didn’t dare recognize you.”

This one sentence made Gao Linhan so happy he couldn’t find his bearings.

“Sui Sui, who is this?” Xue Jing looked between them.

“He’s my high school classmate.”

“Nice to meet you.” Xue Jing said, “I’m Shi Sui’s roommate, Xue Jing.”

“Hello, hello,” Gao Linhan familiarly extended his hand, “Gao Linhan.”

Xue Jing said politely: “Your performance today was also very exciting.”

Gao Linhan waved his hand, sighing: “But still second place.”

Shi Sui couldn’t help but comfort: “But you were still amazing.”

“Forget it, it’s been like this since high school. When encountering Yan Tingli, I accept my fate.” Gao Linhan showed an expression of not wanting to discuss it further, “Why was Yu born when Liang was already born.”

Xue Jing asked curiously: “Hey, did you know each other before?”

“Yes, we were high school classmates. Yan Tingli was in the class next to ours,” Gao Linhan said in surprise, “Shi Sui never mentioned this to you?”

Xue Jing looked completely bewildered: “No.” She looked at Shi Sui: “You don’t already know each other, do you?”

Shi Sui’s heart skipped a beat, and she quickly said: “No, we don’t know each other. How would he know me?”

“Haha, I know you’re not close, I was just asking casually.” Xue Jing laughed and poked her cheek, “It’s just that you’re too low-key. If I had such an amazing high school classmate, I’d tell everyone.”

Shi Sui: “…Cough.”

“Oh right, almost forgot the main business,” Gao Linhan checked the time, “Did anyone see my teammate’s watch? He has something going on and can’t get away for now.”

Xue Jing: “I haven’t seen it, but I can help you ask others.”

Gao Linhan pressed his palms together, “Thank you, thank you.”

Xue Jing asked around, and someone had picked up a watch, but they needed to wait for it to be brought over.

“Our other people are still waiting outside,” Gao Linhan said, “Can I come get it another day?”

Xue Jing said helpfully: “Sure, let Sui Sui help keep it.”

“Great, then let’s add contact information first.” Gao Linhan took out his phone, nodding toward Shi Sui, “And you too, add me. You disappeared after graduation, I always thought you went to the US.”

Shi Sui handed over her phone, explaining: “I didn’t expect to get into A University either.”

“Both in Beijing, but you never contacted anyone from our class. We had some revolutionary friendship, and after graduation, you just disappeared from the world, you heartless girl—”

Although being teased like this, it was also the truth, and Shi Sui felt a bit embarrassed and averted her gaze.

“I’m in a hurry today, let’s chat more next time.”

After Gao Linhan hurried away, Xue Jing linked arms with Shi Sui again: “Your classmate seems pretty nice. You never mentioned having these connections.”

Shi Sui said honestly, “I haven’t contacted him for a long time either.”

“If I had such an amazing classmate, I’d keep in regular contact. Although he didn’t win the competition today, that was against Yan Tingli after all.”

This comment made Shi Sui recall some past events.

In high school, behind her sat a boy wearing thick glasses, with tutoring materials piled like a small mountain on his desk, consistently ranking second in their grade.

This person was Gao Linhan.

He even had a large sticky note pasted on the right corner of his desk with three characters written in bold strokes: [Yan Tingli].

Not only that, he also searched everywhere for the online courses and tutoring books that Yan Tingli used, obsessed to the point of spending big money to find out Yan Tingli’s home address, determined to move across from him, vowing that if Yan Tingli didn’t sleep, he wouldn’t sleep either, fighting each other until dawn.

The address he couldn’t get after a month of trying, Shi Sui moved into it not long after.

But unlike Gao Linhan’s envisioned battle until dawn, Yan Tingli went to bed on time every day, maintaining a standard of eight hours of sleep.

Even then, he still felt it wasn’t enough and was listless every day.

Thinking of this, Shi Sui couldn’t help but empathize with Gao Linhan.

They were naturally incompatible in high school, and in college, he still couldn’t escape this fate.

“From his tone, he seems quite familiar with you. Why did you lose contact after graduation?” Xue Jing’s voice interrupted her reverie, “I’m telling you, you should socialize more normally. Don’t just go home every vacation. What’s so special at home that you must return?”

Shi Sui’s long eyelashes lowered, not knowing how to respond.

That person was like a vine, gradually tightening, squeezing, and filling all her empty spaces.

When she came to her senses, it seemed her world only had him left.

The gold medal in her pocket was getting warm from her body heat.

Shi Sui unconsciously tightened her fingers, and after a long while, softly said: “I understand.”

The next day, Xue Jing placed a watch on Shi Sui’s desk, saying: “This is what I got from a junior in my department. Ask if this is the one?”

Shi Sui responded with an okay, picked up the watch, and was about to take a photo.

Suddenly, her movement stopped.

She picked up the watch face with her fingers.

Examining it carefully, her expression was somewhat dazed.

“What’s wrong? Is this watch expensive?”

“No,” Shi Sui murmured, “I just feel like I’ve seen this watch before.”

“That’s normal. Watches, there are many of the same batch on the market.”

Shi Sui: “Maybe.”

But the pattern on the surface was very similar to something she had painted in middle school—a blue-green toned oil painting of a starry sky over grassland.

She had attended middle school in Hangzhou when her parents frequently traveled for business, and Shi Sui often stayed at neighbors’ homes.

The neighbor family had an older brother who often helped her with homework, and Shi Sui had a good relationship with him.

When it was his birthday, Shi Sui designed a watch pattern herself, had it custom-made at a shop, and gave it to him as a gift.

But not long after, Shi Sui moved to Beijing with her parents for high school and lost contact with her neighbor’s brother.

Looking at the watch’s condition, it was still quite new, so it should just be a coincidence.

Shi Sui didn’t think much more about it, put the watch back on the desk, took a photo, and sent it to Gao Linhan: “Is this the watch your friend lost?”

He quickly replied: “That’s it. When are you free? My friend and I would like to treat you and Xue Jing to dinner.”

Shi Sui asked Xue Jing, who smiled: “Treating us to dinner? Sure, I’m free tonight.”

Gao Linhan was also straightforward, quickly settling on a restaurant.

Shi Sui looked at the location—it was in the university town, not far from school.

Before agreeing, Shi Sui checked Yan Tingli’s recent message to confirm.

Since he had just won the gold medal in the competition, he had a celebration banquet today and probably wouldn’t have time to bother with her.

Shi Sui felt slightly relieved.

She replied to the message, agreeing to the dinner.

Chapter 14: Shura Field Preview
With dinner plans in the evening, Xue Jing started doing her makeup and curling her hair in the dorm two hours early.

Seeing her enthusiasm, Lin Anran passed by and gossiped: “What level of handsome guy are we dealing with that’s worth all this effort?”

“Vulgar,” Xue Jing glanced at her while continuing to apply eyeshadow in the mirror, “Top-level academic genius from S University, what great networking resources. Can’t I just make a friend?”

Lin Anran nodded toward Shi Sui, who was sleeping soundly on the opposite bed: “Then what’s up with this one? Lying so flat.”

Shi Sui rarely stayed in the dorm overnight, and like someone who hadn’t rested in eight hundred years, she spent any free time sleeping.

“She’s naturally beautiful,” Xue Jing waved her hand, “don’t worry about her.”

Lin Anran nodded while holding back laughter, sighing inwardly.

—They had never seen a girl as zen as Shi Sui.

Except for her major courses, she seemed uninterested in everything, and when talking to her, her reactions were always half a beat slow, with a kind of leisurely harmlessness unique to herbivorous animals.

Sometimes she’d even have the illusion that Shi Sui was a fluffy creature, and if you got close and took a whiff, you could smell the scent of grass.

This feeling was magical.

Being around Shi Sui gave a particularly reassuring feeling, comfortable to the point of addiction.

As they talked, movement came from behind the bed curtain—Shi Sui had woken up.

Lin Anran covered her mouth: “Did our talking wake you?”

“No.” Shi Sui shook her head, but her expression was completely out of it, staring blankly at one spot.

Lin Anran asked: “What’s wrong?”

Shi Sui came back to herself: “Had a nightmare.” She lit up her phone to check the time and exclaimed, “Did I sleep that long?”

“Yeah,” Xue Jing closed her eyeshadow palette and said leisurely, “You slept away the whole beautiful weekend.”

Because she couldn’t sleep well when staying with Yan Tingli.

Calculating that there was still some time, Shi Sui rubbed her groggy temples and leaned back again to calm her nerves.

“Still sleeping?”

Shi Sui said muffledly: “Let me recover for a bit.”

Although she had slept for a long time, the quality wasn’t high—she’d had many nonsensical dreams.

Probably triggered by the afternoon watch incident, Shi Sui dreamed of doing homework at her neighbor auntie’s house in middle school, with Fang Huaijing teaching her from the side.

This neighbor’s brother was also one of “other people’s children,” with good grades since childhood.

He didn’t talk much but was very patient, and his tutoring pace accommodated her rhythm.

She was dozing off while listening, her eyelids drooping.

Someone ruffled her hair, and she couldn’t open her eyes, murmuring: “Brother Huaijing, I’m so sleepy, can I sleep for a while?”

But what responded to her was a pair of cool hands.

Someone lifted her face from behind, breath lightly sweeping across her neck, voice ice-cold: “Sui Sui, what did you call me?”

She jolted awake.

Turning around, she met Yan Tingli’s pitch-black, thin, and cold eyes, with emotions that naturally frightened her suppressed in their depths.

Even after being awake this long, the last scene from the dream kept flashing in her mind.

Shi Sui sighed, feeling she’d eventually be scared into neurosis by Yan Tingli.

Seeing Shi Sui still lying in bed, Xue Jing turned around: “Sui Sui, aren’t you getting up to get ready? Are you planning to go to dinner looking so slovenly?”

Shi Sui didn’t want to move yet, rubbing her eyes and saying, “As long as you look good.”

“No way!” Xue Jing said seriously.

In the end, Shi Sui was forced by Xue Jing’s orders to change into a dress and put on light makeup, with the reasoning: “You looking like this makes it seem like I’m trying too hard with my outfit!”

Shi Sui was embarrassed and quickly waved her brush: “Got it, got it.”

“Also, can romance be found just by sitting in the dorm?” Xue Jing put her hands on her hips and lectured, “With this passive attitude of yours, are you planning to be a nun for life?”

“Fake nun” Shi Sui looked up at “real nun” and didn’t dare make a sound.

Watching Shi Sui finish slapping makeup on her smooth face in twenty minutes and still look radiantly beautiful, Xue Jing sourly pinched her cheek: “If I had your face, I’d dress up and go out every day.”

Shi Sui took the opportunity to nuzzle her face against Xue Jing’s hand: “Then I’ll tell Nüwa to reserve one for you in the next life.”

Xue Jing was coaxed into continuous laughter.

—

A University and S University weren’t far apart, facing each other in the same university town.

It being the weekend, nearby restaurants were packed, Wangxian Tower especially so. This was an extremely famous Cantonese restaurant here, particularly known for a Guangdong-style roast goose that would sell out if you arrived slightly late.

To grab this famous dish, Gao Linhan left his dorm half an hour early.

The place wasn’t far, a ten-minute walk.

Gao Linhan walked while turning to talk to the person behind him: “This watch of yours took a lot of effort, I even used my connections at A University.”

The tall, fair male student behind him had a calm demeanor. Knowing what he was getting at, Fang Huaijing said indifferently: “Thank you, I’ll treat you to meals for a week.”

“Now you’re talking.” Gao Linhan satisfactorily patted Fang Huaijing’s shoulder, “But I remember your watch isn’t some famous brand. Why go through all this trouble to find it?”

Fang Huaijing said, “I’m used to wearing it.”

“Alright then.”

Gao Linhan wasn’t very interested in the watch and changed the subject: “I see you’re usually so ascetic, today I’m introducing you to two beautiful girls—”

He was still talking when Fang Huaijing had already pushed open the restaurant door: “Go order the food.”

“Oh.” Gao Linhan stopped talking.

They thought they’d arrived early, but Wangxian Tower was already packed.

Gao Linhan went straight to the ordering counter upon entering, saying loudly: “Private room 208, we want one roast goose.”

“Sorry, sir,” the manager apologetically told him, “the roast goose is sold out.”

“But I see you still have one portion here?” Gao Linhan pointed forward.

There was still one menu card for roast goose.

“Sorry, the last portion was also reserved for takeout by that gentleman,” the manager said.

Gao Linhan followed her gaze, looking through the crowd.

He saw Yan Tingli leaning against a pillar ahead, lazily looking down, fingertips lightly tapping the screen.

With a manga-like beautiful boy appearance, even the simplest hoodie and pants on him conveyed a cool, otherworldly temperament.

Although the manager hadn’t specified, Gao Linhan instinctively judged that this last portion of roast goose was what Yan Tingli was taking for takeout.

Not only eating but also taking takeout, and it just happened to be the last portion.

Truly naturally destined to clash with him.

Gao Linhan stepped forward.

“What are you doing?” Fang Huaijing pressed his shoulder.

Gao Linhan: “I’m asking him to let us have this roast goose. We’re treating people to dinner after all, it won’t do without ordering the signature dish.”

Fang Huaijing glanced in Yan Tingli’s direction, not thinking he had an easy-going personality: “Forget it.”

Gao Linhan waved his hand: “We were high school classmates, he should give me some face.”

Seeing he couldn’t be dissuaded, Fang Huaijing gave up and followed Gao Linhan over.

Gao Linhan stepped forward, noticing he was sending messages, and quite familiarly patted Yan Tingli’s shoulder: “Bro, we meet again. You’re here for dinner too?”

Yan Tingli put away his phone, his peripheral vision withdrawn from the shoulder he’d touched, and hummed in acknowledgment.

On the surface, there was nothing wrong with his behavior.

But it was clear his attitude was as bland as plain water, with no intention of extending the conversation.

Gao Linhan considered himself socially adept, but only when facing Yan Tingli did that invisible sense of alienation emerge again.

He unconsciously straightened up: “It’s like this, I happen to be treating someone to dinner today, and when ordering, the manager said the last roast goose was your takeout—”

Before he could finish, Yan Tingli had already said, “Can’t give it up.”

Gao Linhan: “…”

He tried to struggle once more: “I’m treating an old classmate I haven’t seen in a long time to dinner today, I need to order a few signature dishes to make it presentable, please give me some face.”

“Today, just let me have it today,” seeing Yan Tingli about to leave, Gao Linhan chased after him persistently, “Next time I’ll pack one separately to return to you.”

“You already ordered one for your table, this stuff is greasy, you can’t finish it anyway. Why do you insist on takeout!”

“Please, Brother Yan, Big Brother Yan.”

Probably annoyed, Yan Tingli closed his eyes and paused before saying: “Take it.”

“Ah?”

“Tell the waiter to transfer the roast goose from room 205 to your private room.”

Gao Linhan was shocked: “What? You absolutely must have takeout?”

Yan Tingli didn’t want to argue with him anymore: “Anything else?”

“No, nothing more.” Gao Linhan knew when to quit while ahead, “Thank you, Brother Yan~”

Yan Tingli looked away. Fang Huaijing’s gaze met his for a moment.

Although they knew each other, neither had particularly warm personalities, so they nodded slightly and left it at that.

As the two were about to leave, a tall, curly-haired beauty approached head-on, eyes bright and shining, heading straight for Yan Tingli’s direction.

Gao Linhan looked over gossipily, perking up his ears and slowing his departing steps.

Fang Huaijing wasn’t interested and left first.

The conversation nearby reached his ears.

“You’re here so early, Dad said he needs to wait a bit longer.”

“No problem.”

“Dad asked me to come along, I’m not bothering you, am I?”

“Not bothering.” Yan Tingli walked toward the private room first.

His response was too cold, and the girl’s expression showed some disappointment.

She stood in place for a long time before following.

Gao Linhan finished listening to the whole melon, tsk-ed, and walked to Fang Huaijing, who was continuing to order: “Hey, let me tell you some gossip.”

“Then you come order.” Fang Huaijing threw the menu at him and turned to leave.

“…” Gao Linhan: “Damn, so boring, no wonder you’re a monk.”

Due to some traffic on the way, Shi Sui and her companion arrived at the restaurant a few minutes late.

“Let’s see which private room?” Standing at the restaurant entrance, Xue Jing asked her.

Shi Sui took out her phone and was just finding the private room information Gao Linhan had sent that afternoon when a message popped up at the top of the screen.

Yan: [8:30]

Yan: [I want to see you]

Afraid of Xue Jing seeing, Shi Sui quickly swiped away the message.

With a chaotic mind, she found Gao Linhan’s message: “Let’s go, 208.”

Not counting the private rooms, even the main hall was packed with people, and very lively.

Shi Sui absent-mindedly followed Xue Jing to find the private room, until Xue Jing stopped: “Here it is.”

The two entered one after the other.

Neither noticed.

Behind them, another private room door suddenly opened, with a group of people eagerly welcoming the late-arriving Su Ye.

Behind them.

Yan Tingli leaned against the wall, expression detached, dark pupils aimlessly scanning the surroundings.

Suddenly.

His gaze was slowly fixed, watching that wisp of goose-yellow dress hem disappear into the opposite private room.

The expression on his face vanished.

—

“Hey, they’re here.”

Seeing the door open and Shi Sui and her companion enter the private room, Gao Linhan elbowed Fang Huaijing while enthusiastically stepping forward to greet them.

“Sorry, we’re a bit late, there was some traffic.” Xue Jing said.

“No big deal, we just arrived too.” Gao Linhan pulled out chairs, “Please sit.”

Shi Sui nodded and sat down naturally.

Her mind was completely occupied by Yan Tingli’s message, constantly pondering his intention, and she appeared absent-minded.

Until Gao Linhan said: “Let me introduce, this is my roommate, surname Fang, given name Huaijing. He’s the one who lost the watch yesterday.”

Hearing the three words “Fang Huaijing.”

The string in Shi Sui’s mind was plucked, and she suddenly looked up.

Meeting that sideways gaze directly.

The male student should have been observing her for a while, and his calm eyes showed some imperceptible fluctuation.

After several seconds, he asked uncertainly: “…Shi Sui?”

His features hadn’t changed much compared to a few years ago, so Shi Sui could recognize him: “Brother Huaijing?”

“It’s me.”

“You know each other?” Gao Linhan was extremely surprised, “What’s your relationship? How come I didn’t know?”

Xue Jing also looked back and forth between their faces.

Shi Sui parted her lips, thinking how to explain, when Fang Huaijing spoke first: “Former playmates, haven’t seen each other in a long time. Didn’t expect to meet here today.”

Xue Jing raised an eyebrow: “What a coincidence.”

“It is quite a coincidence.” Shi Sui’s emotions were stirred.

She had just had that dream in the afternoon, and met him in the evening—too coincidental to make her feel somewhat uneasy.

Unexpected reunions are always delightful. Shi Sui pushed aside the messy information in her head, no longer caring about Yan Tingli’s messages, and took out the watch from her bag, handing it to Fang Huaijing: “This is what my roommate Xue Jing helped you find.”

She didn’t mention the watch’s origin, and Fang Huaijing took it, thanked Xue Jing, and similarly kept things tactful, not mentioning past events.

But Gao Linhan glanced at the watch: “I don’t see what’s special about this watch. Who gave it to you?”

Shi Sui hesitated on how to respond when Fang Huaijing said indifferently, “Mind your own business.”

Gao Linhan: “…”

Just then, a waiter knocked and began serving dishes.

The first dish was the appetizing roast goose, its aroma wafting over.

Shi Sui looked at it and licked her lips.

She couldn’t help but remember that the Yan residence once had an aunt with excellent Cantonese cooking skills, whose roast goose was beautifully colored and fragrant.

Unfortunately, the aunt resigned and returned to her hometown before long. The few times Shi Sui had eaten it, she hadn’t dared eat to her heart’s content because Yan Tingli sat across the dining table looking noble and aloof.

This small, unspoken regret was later discovered by Yan Tingli.

He raised an eyebrow mockingly and gave her three words: “Really good at pretending.”

After that, he would occasionally bring back takeout roast goose from somewhere and throw it to her.

Like a human observer, he would carefully watch her eat the entire portion alone, then quite rudely press her stomach: “Really can pack it away.”

This time he was talking about her stomach.

This embarrassed Shi Sui quite a bit.

“Looks like upper portion,” Gao Linhan glanced at the served roast goose, “the lower portion has legs, tastes even better.”

“I heard the roast goose here is the signature dish, sells out early,” Xue Jing said, “being able to order it is quite impressive.”

“You’ve met someone knowledgeable,” Gao Linhan patted Fang Huaijing’s shoulder, “good thing I managed to get it today.”

“How so?”

Gao Linhan raised his chin: “Even this, I had to beg for a long time before someone was willing to let me have it. He ordered two by himself, couldn’t finish but still wanted takeout, really domineering.”

With the two of them livening up the atmosphere, the dinner table mood was quite good.

Shi Sui lowered her head and ate slowly, hearing Fang Huaijing quietly ask her: “You’re at A University now?”

“Mm.” Shi Sui nodded.

Her eyes were clear, still as well-behaved and quiet as before. Warmth suffused Fang Huaijing’s eyes: “What a coincidence. Uncle and Auntie returned to Hangzhou, I thought you’d go back to study there too.”

This surprised Shi Sui: “You saw my parents?”

“Met them by chance during winter break.” Fang Huaijing said, “But it was quite rushed, we didn’t chat much.”

Shi Sui had been forced back by Yan Tingli on the sixth day of the new year and hadn’t stayed home long, so she knew nothing about this.

After a while, she came to herself: “Going back after graduation is the same.”

Fang Huaijing nodded and continued: “Auntie Li mentioned that they returned to Hangzhou during your senior year, so that year you were alone here, how did you—”

Halfway through his words, Shi Sui’s phone in her bag suddenly rang.

She took out her phone, saw the caller, paused imperceptibly, and quickly stood up: “I’m going out to take a call.”

“Oh, okay.” Gao Linhan waved his hand.

He then continued chatting with Xue Jing: “Where were we just now?”

“Talking about the old classmate you met today.”

“Oh, him. He’s also from you’re A-University, you should have heard of him.”

“Who?”

“The one who competed with us yesterday, Yan Tingli.”

As soon as the words fell, the door had already been closed by Shi Sui, cutting off the sound.

Shi Sui walked inside, reaching the end of the corridor before answering the phone.

“Where are you?” Yan Tingli’s voice was calm, revealing no particular emotion.

Shi Sui pressed her lips: “…Having dinner with my roommate.”

She couldn’t lie, so she simply changed her wording.

“Anyone else there?”

Shi Sui’s heartbeat quickened, feeling Yan Tingli was somewhat unusual. Logically, he wouldn’t have time to interrogate like this.

“…No.” She heard herself say.

There were a few seconds of silence on the other end, and Yan Tingli seemed to chuckle, asking her word by word: “Which restaurant, I’m coming over.”

Shi Sui: “No need, I’ll be done eating soon.” She couldn’t keep making things up, so she hung up first. “At 8:30, I’ll wait for you at school.”

The call ended.

Shi Sui took a light breath. She couldn’t gauge whether Yan Tingli had detected anything, just instinctively felt he couldn’t know, lest complications arise.

Walking back to the private room.

When opening the door, she heard the opposite private room close first.

Shi Sui’s steps paused slightly as she turned her head, but saw nothing.

Entering the private room, Xue Jing was still chatting with Gao Linhan.

Shi Sui sat back down and saw several pieces of roast goose piled in her bowl.

Turning her head, Fang Huaijing noticed her gaze: “I used serving chopsticks.”

“That’s not what I meant.” Having not seen him for so long, Shi Sui actually couldn’t quickly get back into the rhythm, saying quietly, “Thank you.”

Just then, she heard Gao Linhan mention “Yan Tingli” in some sentence, and her fingers paused.

“Gao Linhan wants to tell us gossip.” Xue Jing leaned over, “About Yan Tingli.”

Shi Sui was used to the strange circle of being unable to escape this name wherever she went, and reluctantly responded: “What gossip?”

Seeing her interest, Gao Linhan asked: “Is he very famous at your A University too?”

“Yeah,” Xue Jing said, “even we know about him.”

“He’s only a sophomore but already in Su Ye’s project group,” afraid she didn’t know who Su Ye was, Gao Linhan even provided background, “This guy is a world-class artificial intelligence expert A University poached from MIT, and several top tech companies in China want to invite him for R&D.”

Shi Sui nodded slowly.

Fang Huaijing: “You know about this?”

Shi Sui shook her head again, drifting as if not present: “No, I’m just amazed without understanding.”

Fang Huaijing was amused by her, his lips curving in an imperceptible arc.

Seeing their interaction, Xue Jing blinked with interest, and Gao Linhan also tsk-ed, meaningfully saying to Fang Huaijing: “You’re quite active today.”

Fang Huaijing ignored him.

Gao Linhan pursed his lips and continued gossiping with Xue Jing: “Does Professor Su have a daughter? I heard she’s from the same college as you.”

“Daughter? Su…” Xue Jing thought for a moment, then had a flash of inspiration and suddenly looked at Shi Sui, “Could it be Su Han! If her dad is Su Ye, no wonder she’s usually so arrogant.”

Shi Sui’s eyelashes fluttered as she said softly: “Maybe.”

Xue Jing asked Gao Linhan, “How do you know this?”

“I heard it from my cousin who’s at A University, he happens to be a graduate student under Professor Su.” Gao Linhan went on enthusiastically, “Last time at dinner, he said Professor Su likes Yan Tingli the most, maybe even wants to recruit him as a son-in-law, especially since Qisheng Technology is trying to poach Su Ye.”

“Then it must be Su Han,” Xue Jing said, “Yan Tingli even came specifically for elective classes before, and the two sat together.”

“Tsk.” Gao Linhan propped his chin glumly, “Just tell me, how can someone have such good luck? Getting whatever they want.”

“Just today, when I asked Yan Tingli for this roast goose, a pretty girl happened to come over, very enthusiastic toward him. I figure that was Su—”

Before he could finish, there was a sudden “crack.”

The porcelain spoon in Shi Sui’s hand fell, rolling from the table to the floor.

Her expression was startled, staring blankly at the shattered spoon: “You said this roast goose was—”

“Yeah, got it from Yan Tingli.”

Thinking Shi Sui was feeling guilty about the broken spoon, Xue Jing comforted: “It’s okay, it’s just a spoon.”

Fang Huaijing stood up: “I’ll get you a new one.”

Belatedly realizing Yan Tingli might be right next door, Shi Sui’s scalp tingled, almost wanting to flee immediately.

She took a deep breath to barely calm down.

It’s okay.

They hadn’t met face to face, and if she left early, it would still be in time—

Just then.

Someone gently knocked on the private room door.

Knock, knock, knock.

Three unhurried knocks, carrying a certain leisurely confidence.

“Hm? More dishes?” Xue Jing was closest to the door and moved to open it.

Shi Sui stared at the door, some sixth sense making her heart pound violently, instinctively wanting to grab Xue Jing’s sleeve.

But the visitor seemed to lose patience, and after a few more light knocks, the door was opened from outside.

A tall, slender male figure appeared in view, right hand holding a bottle of red wine.

His gaze swept across the room impartially, slightly cold.

But his face still wore a cheerful smile, looking quite pleased: “Mind if I come in for a drink?”

Chapter 15: The Last Chance to Tell the Truth…
Of the four people in the private room, ostensibly, Yan Tingli only knew Gao Linhan.

This question also sounded like it was directed at him.

Only Shi Sui felt her spine turn ice-cold, even her complexion turning slightly pale.

“Not welcome?”

Gao Linhan stood there dumbfounded, taking a while to react before finally saying repeatedly: “Welcome, of course you’re welcome.”

He quickly moved to make space between himself and Xue Jing, leaving exactly one seat directly across from Shi Sui.

“This is Yan Tingli,” having just talked about him behind his back, Gao Linhan looked somewhat embarrassed and tried to liven the atmosphere, “a famous name, everyone should know him, haha.”

“Fang Huaijing, Xue Jing.” Gao Linhan introduced each one, and when his gaze fell on Shi Sui, he emphasized, “Shi Sui, she’s our high school classmate and also at A University now.”

Yan Tingli methodically placed the red wine on the table.

His tone rising: “Shi Sui?”

Not knowing what he was up to, Shi Sui’s heart jumped, her gaze quickly lifting then dropping.

“I remember you.”

“…” Shi Sui clenched her hands.

Gao Linhan became interested: “Hey, you’ve met before?”

“The school elective class the day before yesterday, thanks to Student Shi covering for me,” Yan Tingli looked down while pouring wine, pushing it in front of Shi Sui, maintaining his outward display of refined politeness, “I haven’t properly thanked you yet.”

Shi Sui paused slightly.

Not knowing whether she should accept this wine.

—He knew she couldn’t drink much.

After a moment of standoff.

A hand reached over from the side, Fang Huaijing took the wine glass: “She doesn’t drink well, and it’s not safe for girls to drink outside. I’ll take it.”

Almost as soon as he finished speaking, Shi Sui felt the air instantly freeze.

“Sorry,” Yan Tingli responded indifferently, “am I being too forceful?”

Though his tone was apologetic, Shi Sui saw the coldness in his eyes.

She quickly pressed down on the wine glass, lowering her head to take a sip: “It’s fine, I can drink a little.”

Fang Huaijing: “You…”

“I want to drink.” Shi Sui interrupted him.

She knew her current behavior was quite ungrateful.

But survival was more important.

Yan Tingli finally smiled lightly, continuing to pour wine, serious: “Drinking with me won’t be unsafe.”

After saying this, he looked at Xue Jing with an inquiring look: “What does Student Xue think?”

Xue Jing was stunned by the close-range beauty attack, forgetting all directions: “Yes, yes, yes, we’ll just taste it, drinking a little is fine.”

Besides, she had noticed the wine’s label.

Château Pétrus, she’d only seen it in magazines. Any bottle costs tens of thousands, so tasting it was pure profit.

“Aren’t you having dinner with your advisor next door? How did you come over here?” Until now, Gao Linhan was still confused, accepting the wine Yan Tingli handed him.

He didn’t want to seem overwhelmed, but Yan Tingli suddenly taking initiative to come over here was truly incomprehensible based on his understanding of him.

“Seeking some peace.” Yan Tingli was concise.

Gao Linhan still had concerns: “Won’t your Professor Su be unhappy?”

Yan Tingli’s gaze swept lightly over Shi Sui.

Seeing her head getting lower and lower.

A faint cold curve appeared at the corner of his lips, saying as if joking: “As long as I’m happy.”

This statement was truly arrogant.

Fang Huaijing glanced over, meeting his casual, cold gaze that fell on him.

—Scrutiny. This word popped into his mind.

He was scrutinizing him from a high position, not particularly friendly.

Yan Tingli had an extremely good reputation outside.

Young genius, outstanding appearance, distinguished family background, all halos combined. Those in the same major spoke of him with nothing but admiration; professors and teachers discussed him with nothing but praise.

But Fang Huaijing had encountered him multiple times in mecha competition venues.

Contrary to the word “tingli” (listen and be polite), he was arrogant and sharp-edged.

This was his complete impression of Yan Tingli.

After a moment of quiet, the private room door opened again. A waiter placed a plate on the table: “Hello everyone, Guangdong-style roast goose, lower portion.”

“Eh?” Gao Linhan was surprised, “Ours was already served.”

“This is another portion; this gentleman ordered it.” The waiter smiled at Yan Tingli.

“Weren’t you going to take it for takeout?”

“Not needed anymore.”

Gao Linhan: “Eh?”

“Eating here is fine too.”

When he said this, Shi Sui felt an almost imperceptible gaze.

“Student Shi.” He suddenly called her.

Shi Sui was drinking soup and suddenly choked.

This call made everyone at the table look up.

Fang Huaijing handed her tissues, placing them at the table edge, and poured her water.

“Sorry, I startled you.” Yan Tingli said indifferently.

He seemed to be apologizing, but when Shi Sui looked up, she met his expressionless face, where was there any hint of regret?

He looked into her eyes, pushing the roast goose forward: “This is a thank-you gift for you, I don’t know if you like it.”

Shi Sui was already full, but still forced herself to pick up a piece: “I like it, thank you.”

“No need to thank me.”

Fang Huaijing saw her slightly wrinkled face and couldn’t help saying, “If you can’t eat anymore, don’t force yourself.”

Yan Tingli suddenly laughed once.

Seeming casual: “You two seem very familiar.”

Gao Linhan took the opportunity to continue: “Speaking of which, it’s coincidental—”

“Sorry.” Shi Sui suddenly stood up, interrupting the conversation, “I need to go to the restroom.”

Her movement was urgent, almost running out.

Shi Sui reached the door and sent Yan Tingli a message: [Come out for a moment]

[Come out for what?] he replied.

Shi Sui had no patience to argue: [Come out, I’m waiting for you outside]

She walked forward to the end of the corridor, turning the corner.

Going to the same place where she’d taken the phone call earlier.

Waited for a while.

Soon.

Unhurried footsteps came from behind.

Before Shi Sui could turn around, someone embraced her waist from behind.

With the scent of wine, breathing heavily at her neck, voice revealing no joy or anger: “What for?” He played with the hair by her ear, leaning close to ask: “Having an affair?”

Shi Sui ignored this, her voice tense as she asked:

“What exactly do you want to do?”

“Bringing Sui Sui her favorite roast goose.”

“What a pity,” his palm came to her abdomen, slowly moving up, at the stomach position, pressing down, sighing, “this place seems to have already been fed full by someone else.”

Shi Sui felt very uncomfortable hearing this. She turned her head, avoiding his breath: “Don’t talk like that.”

Yan Tingli gripped her chin with his thumb and forefinger: “Tell me, who fed you? Hmm?”

Shi Sui thought of the few pieces of roast goose Fang Huaijing had served her when she went to take the call, her eyelashes trembling lightly: “…No one, stop asking.”

But her lies had always been transparent to him.

Yan Tingli let out a “heh” laugh from his throat, casually looking down, sorting through possibilities in his mind.

“When was it?”

“Was it during that half month of sketching,” he paused, “or those few days during Spring Festival in Hangzhou?”

Shi Sui took a while to react.

Only then did she realize he was investigating when she and Fang Huaijing had crossed paths.

Cold sweat broke out on Shi Sui’s back.

Forcing herself to stay calm: “Neither! It was today, we only met today.”

This sentence wasn’t a lie, just concealed some truth.

Yan Tingli leaned closer.

Feeling his gaze examining her from top to bottom, Shi Sui held her breath, suddenly remembering.

—He had studied microexpressions.

In the Yan family study, there were wall-to-wall bookcases, densely lined with various types of books, with psychology books taking up more than half.

The Yan family aunties had proudly mentioned that Yan Tingli had read all these books.

After several seconds, the stare fixed on her face disappeared.

The matter seemed to have passed.

Shi Sui imperceptibly breathed a sigh of relief.

The next second, her chin was lifted.

Yan Tingli looked at her directly, saying, “Kiss me.”

Shi Sui didn’t like doing such things outside.

But today, she pressed her lips together, looked around, and still stood on her tiptoes.

The moment their breaths approached, Yan Tingli’s fingertip pressed heavily against her lower lip, the temperature in his eyes instantly turning cold: “Told to kiss and you kiss, when have you ever been this obedient?”

“…” Shi Sui’s mentality completely exploded.

“I’ll give you one more chance to tell the truth.”

Shi Sui’s chest rose and fell.

Her heartbeat was also rapid, and she felt a suffocating sense of palpitation.

Just then, Shi Sui’s phone rang. She secretly breathed a sigh of relief, looking down at the caller.

It was Xue Jing.

“If I don’t answer, she’ll worry.” Shi Sui said.

She’d been gone too long, Xue Jing was worried and called to confirm her safety: “Good that you’re okay, I thought you were drunk.”

Shi Sui replied: “I’ll be back soon.”

“Do you want me to come get you?”

“No need, I’m almost at the door.”

After hanging up, Shi Sui said with some pleading: “I need to go back.”

“Finish before 8:30.” Yan Tingli glanced at his watch, saying coldly.

Shi Sui opened the door and returned to the private room.

“Finally back.”

“The restroom was a bit crowded.” Shi Sui made an excuse.

She glanced at where Yan Tingli had been sitting, putting on an appropriately surprised expression.

“His dinner party needed him back, so he left.” Gao Linhan said.

Shi Sui: “…I see.”

“Just looked it up.” Xue Jing elbowed her, nodding toward the wine bottle, saying in shock, “This bottle of wine, sixty thousand yuan. He just casually left it here and walked away? Is his family also very wealthy?”

Gao Linhan interjected: “That’s not just wealthy, the domestic AI giant, Qisheng Technology, belongs to his family.”

“Oh my god.” Xue Jing looked at Shi Sui, sighing, “How can someone be so fortunate?”

“Don’t compare, comparing people will anger you to death,” Gao Linhan had now seen through it, shaking his head and sighing, “He’s someone you can’t envy.”

Shi Sui forced a smile.

She was having a headache about how to face Yan Tingli next.

Her heart felt heavy, inevitably distracted.

Seeing her expression, Fang Huaijing asked: “What’s wrong?”

Shi Sui shook her head: “Nothing, maybe I’m a bit tired.”

Saying she was tired inevitably spoiled the mood.

“As long as you’re full,” Fang Huaijing looked up, saying to Gao Linhan, who was still talking endlessly, “Let’s wrap up soon.”

“Alright.” Gao Linhan pointed to the wine that was only half-drunk, “What about this wine?”

Sixty thousand yuan wine, even taking it back felt too hot to handle.

Fang Huaijing stood up with his backpack: “Return it.”

Gao Linhan scratched his head: “That works too.” He put the cork back in: “I’ll go to the next private room.”

Xue Jing handed her bag to Shi Sui: “Help me carry this, I’m going to the restroom.”

Only Shi Sui and Fang Huaijing remained, walking out of the private room one after the other.

Both somewhat at a loss for words.

Shi Sui was too embarrassed to know what to say, even having a sense of giving up—things were already bad, what’s a little worse?

This was also a reunion of old friends, but the entire evening had been disrupted by Yan Tingli.

After thinking for a long time, she finally managed: “I’m sorry.”

“Hmm?” Fang Huaijing raised an eyebrow, “I haven’t said anything yet and I’m already being rejected?”

“No, no,” Shi Sui felt even more embarrassed, saying quietly, “I was impolite today…”

She was referring to ungratefully insisting on drinking Yan Tingli’s wine.

Fang Huaijing looked ahead: “It’s not your fault. Yan Tingli’s true personality is very domineering, it’s normal for you to be intimidated by him.”

His tone was flat, clearly not thinking highly of Yan Tingli.

Shi Sui almost wanted to nod frantically.

Finally, someone saw through Yan Tingli’s surface to his true nature!

As they talked, Xue Jing and Gao Linhan caught up.

Xue Jing looked at Gao Linhan: “Why did you bring the wine back?”

“He didn’t want it.” Gao Linhan handed the wine bottle to Shi Sui, “Said it’s for you, as a thank-you gift.”

Shi Sui’s hand hung in mid-air, her face wrinkled, as if looking at a hot potato.

Xue Jing tsk-ed: “Really generous, sixty thousand yuan wine.”

“Take it, opened wine isn’t worth much anyway.” Gao Linhan directly stuffed it into her hands, “I’m leaving, let’s gather again next time.”

Fang Huaijing also nodded slightly, saying goodbye and leaving.

“Let’s go, back to the dorm.” Xue Jing patted Shi Sui’s shoulder.

Shi Sui was troubled.

…She couldn’t leave yet.

After considering for a long time, she said quietly: “I might need to go home…”

“Go home now?” Xue Jing was surprised, “Tomorrow’s Monday, you’re still going back?”

“There’s something urgent at home.” Shi Sui made up a reason.

Xue Jing didn’t say more: “Alright then…”

Shi Sui nodded: “Be careful on your way back.”

“I’m not far, just a ten-minute walk.” Xue Jing looked at her meaningfully, “You’re the one who should be more careful.”

Her words carried deep meaning.

Just as Shi Sui’s heartbeat quickened, thinking she had seen through something, Xue Jing patted her shoulder and turned back.

Leaving Shi Sui standing there.

A wave of cold evening wind swept by, making her head throb.

Private room 205.

The team had just defeated S University and won the finals championship, plus Su Ye was willing to show up, making the atmosphere at the dinner table very lively and joyful.

The table was full of proud students, especially seeing Yan Tingli at the lower seat, Su Ye was in particularly good spirits.

“Xiao Han, you and Tingli are more familiar, so sit next to him.” Su Ye said.

The table quieted for a moment. The people present included Su Ye’s doctoral and master’s students, their gazes drifting over with subtle scrutiny.

Su Ye acted as if he didn’t see.

His support and favor had never been refused by anyone.

Midway through drinking, seeing the empty seat next to Su Han, Su Ye frowned: “Where’s Tingli?”

Someone answered: “Seems like he went out.”

“Still not back after so long?”

No one answered.

Su Ye put down his wine glass, his expression slightly cold. Just then the door opened and Yan Tingli stepped back in.

“Where did you go just now?”

Yan Tingli: “Got some fresh air.”

This answer didn’t satisfy Su Ye, who said coolly: “I think you were trying to avoid drinking.”

“I’ll penalty drink three cups for you.” Yan Tingli responded smoothly.

Su Ye’s expression improved slightly. Toward Yan Tingli, he admired, cherished, and was proud. Just occasionally his edges were too sharp, and he wanted to grind away this layer of sharpness.

When it ended, Su Han linked arms with him out of the restaurant. Only after being sent to the car did Su Ye glance at his daughter: “What’s wrong, why is your mouth pouting so high?”

Su Han turned her head away, sulking: “Don’t try to matchmake me with Yan Tingli anymore. Didn’t you see he barely pays attention to me? Today he was out for so long too.”

Su Ye smiled dismissively: “Petty.”

Su Han was unconvinced: “Anyway, I don’t want to throw myself at him anymore, it’s beneath me!”

“Whether he likes you or pays attention, does it matter?” Su Ye said indifferently, “What I ask him to do, which one would he dare truly disobey? Not just him, even his father has to give me face.”

He patted Su Han’s head: “Don’t be disturbed by these useless details. My daughter gets what she wants. Don’t worry about his reaction first, your own core needs to be stable.”

Hearing this, Su Han felt much better.

Fortunately, she didn’t really like Yan Tingli that much. She just wanted to get the most prominent man, drawing everyone’s envious gazes.

Even more fortunately.

She had such a capable father.

Shi Sui probably waited in the nearby coffee shop for about fifteen minutes.

Through the second-floor window, she saw Su Han linking arms with Su Ye getting into the car.

And behind them, all the students and fellow disciples seeing the two off, everyone’s expressions and body language very enthusiastic.

Shi Sui rested her chin, her gaze falling on Yan Tingli who lagged a step behind.

Unlike the others, his expression was as calm as usual, as if he wasn’t seeing off Su Ye but was just being basically polite.

All the fame, fortune, and money that people fought for, he had everything.

Even higher-level resources, he didn’t compete for or care about, only pressuring her again and again.

The more Shi Sui thought about it, the more frustrated she became.

[Come down]

Her phone buzzed once.

Shi Sui looked outside. Everyone had dispersed, Yan Tingli leaned against the wall, his gaze raised, looking in her direction.

Shi Sui gripped the teacup in her hand, lowering her eyes to send a message: [I have class tomorrow, can we just talk here]

The response: [Up to you]

Before Shi Sui could be happy, another message popped up: [I don’t mind kissing you here]

“…” Shi Sui expressionlessly deleted what she was about to send.

Since Yan Tingli had been drinking tonight, they took a taxi back to the apartment.

The distance wasn’t far, about fifteen minutes.

The back seat was very quiet, Yan Tingli looked straight ahead without speaking.

Shi Sui kept her eyes on her nose and nose on her heart, unconsciously fidgeting with the wine bottle cork, mentally calculating all the places Yan Tingli might confront her about when they got back.

Thinking it over, analyzing all her behavior tonight, basically everything had made him unhappy.

Realizing that muddling through when they got back would be nearly impossible.

Shi Sui’s brain spun rapidly, trying to find some countermeasures.

There was one thing that absolutely had to be hidden—that Fang Huaijing and she knew each other.

Yan Tingli’s possessiveness was inexplicable.

Even changing “Sui Sui” to “Xiao Yuan” could make him dislike Xiao Yuan from then on.

Shi Sui didn’t dare think what would happen if Yan Tingli knew she had once stayed at Fang Huaijing’s house—he might target Fang Huaijing because of it.

Not only were they opponents in various competitions.

Especially since the Yan family dominated the artificial intelligence field.

If Fang Huaijing suffered this kind of undeserved disaster because of her, it would be too innocent.

“Knock knock” twice.

Yan Tingli tapped the car window edge twice with his finger.

Shi Sui glanced over from the corner of her eye.

A hint of coldness at the corner of his lips: “You have five more minutes to continue thinking.”

Shi Sui: “…Thinking about what?”

“Thinking about how to make things up.”

“…”

Stay calm. Don’t panic.

Shi Sui pinched her palm, summarizing from her countless experiences of being tricked by Yan Tingli.

This time was also him tricking her.

She held her breath, turned her head, looking at him with an “I don’t understand” expression.

Yan Tingli slowly leaned closer.

He should have also been drinking when he went back, the rich wine aroma at his nose lingering.

His gaze wandered over her cheek.

Shi Sui remained motionless.

Suddenly, fine breath brushed against her face.

Looking up, Yan Tingli’s chest vibrated, a short cold laugh from his throat.

His hand tugged at her cheek: “Breathe.”

“Also,” he said a few words in her ear.

Shi Sui quickly shifted her eyes, glaring back angrily.

You’re the one with crossed eyes!

Feeling his mood seemed slightly better, Shi Sui’s heart relaxed a bit. Just as she was about to continue speaking, his phone suddenly rang. Looking down at the caller.

Yan Tingli’s expression became cold and indifferent.

Shi Sui caught a glimpse from the corner of her eye.

It was Uncle Yan.

She looked out the window, not making another sound.

Yan Tingli rested his hand on the car window, answering the phone half-heartedly, mostly ending with “mm.”

His tone audibly impatient.

Not knowing what was said on the other end, suddenly he laughed.

“Since you like Su Han so much, have my mother divorce you and marry her yourself. Both of you should be very willing.”

Shi Sui beside him slowly widened her eyes.

The noise from the phone grew louder, probably Yan Zecheng losing his temper.

Yan Tingli held the phone away.

His thumb pressed the screen, directly hanging up.

The taxi driver probably had never seen such a rebellious young man, even stopping his voice chat with friends.

After an eerie silence, the car slowly stopped outside the apartment building.

Yan Tingli paid the fare, and the two got out one after the other.

Shi Sui secretly glanced at Yan Tingli’s expression.

Clearly, he was in a very bad mood.

Actually, it had been bad from the start.

After Yan Zecheng’s call, it was even worse.

She closed her eyes, her heart pounding.

They fingerprint-scanned and entered the apartment door in wordless silence.

Shi Sui slowly followed behind, taking a deep breath before stepping inside.

The lights weren’t on inside.

Yan Tingli suddenly stopped.

Night shadows cast a deep, dense silhouette.

Shi Sui also stopped.

Not knowing what he was going to do, her expression somewhat blank.

Until cool fingers supported her chin, lifting it.

Yan Tingli leaned down closer, dark eyes looking into her eyes.

Shi Sui felt numb all over from his stare.

Hallucinating the last look he’d given her in the daytime dream.

Until Yan Tingli softly said: “Why aren’t you angry?”

“…Angry about what?”

Coldness seeped into his eyes, making Shi Sui’s gaze involuntarily dodge.

Her chin was gripped hard, forcing her to turn her face back.

“Fang Huaijing sitting next to you, I just wanted to pour the entire bottle of wine on his face and make him get lost.”

Yan Tingli spoke word by word: “Since you saw me having dinner with Su Han tonight, heard Yan Zecheng wanting me to marry Su Han.”

“Aren’t you angry? Hmm?”

The final note struck Shi Sui’s heart. Instinct told her this question was very dangerous.

Her lips opened and closed.

After a long while, she softly managed: “…I trust you.”

“How much do you trust me?” Yan Tingli tilted his head with a curious expression.

“Just…” Shi Sui organized her words, “trust that you won’t have any relationship with other girls.”

“If you trust me so much, then let’s get married.” Yan Tingli cupped the back of her head, his kisses like feathers, lightly brushing past her ear, her neck, “How about it?”

In the darkness.

From shock, Shi Sui’s eyes slowly widened, her lips parted, unable to make a sound for a long time.

“Why no answer?”

Shi Sui was scared into cold sweats all over, not daring to answer.

Light laughter sounded.

Yan Tingli’s last bit of patience seemed to disappear completely. One hand slipped under her sweater, past her smooth waist, coming to Shi Sui’s still swollen stomach.

Suddenly, he pressed down with neither light nor heavy pressure.

Already stuffed, Shi Sui almost bent over and vomited from this pressure.

“Little liar.” She heard his ice-cold voice.

Looking up.

Yan Tingli’s expression was hidden in shadow, looking down from above, unclear: “Last chance to tell the truth.”

“When exactly did you meet Fang Huaijing?”

Chapter 16: Will He Hate Her?
Multiple anxious and tense emotions surged up. Shi Sui’s psychological resilience had never been particularly good, and after an entire evening of high pressure, the string finally snapped at this moment.

Everything went dark before Shi Sui’s eyes, her nose wrinkling slightly.

She couldn’t hold it together anymore. Her eyelashes trembled, and tears fell from her eyes.

Yan Tingli was slightly stunned.

“Click” – he turned on the light.

His gaze fixed on her, his lips pressed tight, visibly trying hard to restrain himself: “What are you feeling wronged about? Did I yell at you?”

Sometimes, tears were just a momentary breakdown, not Shi Sui’s intention. At this moment, she could still control herself.

But through the blurred vision of her tear-filled eyes.

Shi Sui seemed to sense that some of the terrifying aura around Yan Tingli had dissipated.

Her quiet sobbing paused slightly, a thought stirring in her mind.

She blinked her eyes with a bit more force, causing more tears to fall.

Based on Shi Sui’s experience, crying sometimes worked on Yan Tingli, sometimes it didn’t.

She hoped it would work this time, she thought silently.

Yan Tingli’s gaze fell on her gently fluttering eyelashes and her eyeballs, which she thought were subtly rolling around.

Not noticing any reaction from him, Shi Sui couldn’t keep up the act anymore, stealing glances upward from the corner of her eye.

She met his even colder expression, mockery curling at the corner of his lips: “Haven’t been fed enough? Cry louder.”

Shi Sui was dumbfounded.

Her sobbing stopped, choking in place.

Yan Tingli suddenly seemed no longer in a hurry to seek an answer, leisurely removing the cork from the red wine.

Turning sideways, he poured half a glass, his Adam’s apple rolling as he lifted his head and took a sip.

“Since you insist on wasting the opportunity to tell the truth,” he set down the wine glass with neither light nor heavy force, his cold gaze sweeping over, “then I’ll put in some effort and investigate myself.”

“When I find out what I find out, I won’t listen to another word of explanation from you.”

“………”

Shi Sui could no longer remain calm, running forward two steps to grab his sleeve by the desk.

Speaking rapidly: “He’s my former neighbor, I haven’t seen him in many years, today was the first time we met.”

“I also didn’t expect that Gao Linhan’s roommate would be him, it’s just that simple.”

Yan Tingli showed no particular reaction, looking down at her: “Just neighbors?”

Seeing his normal behavior, Shi Sui felt slightly relieved and immediately nodded.

“Got it,” Yan Tingli placed the wine glass under her lips, “moisten your throat first.”

Shi Sui hesitated for a moment but still parted her lips and touched the rim of the glass.

This wine had an overwhelmingly rich taste, filling her mouth upon entry, the alcohol scent rushing straight to her brain, numbing her tongue with bitterness.

Shi Sui couldn’t drink much, only taking small sips.

Yan Tingli watched carelessly, then suddenly lifted his hand upward.

A large gulp was forced into her mouth. Shi Sui frowned, trying to push the wine glass away in resistance, but the next second, Yan Tingli gripped the back of her neck, his entire body leaning down to cover her.

His tongue stirred in her mouth.

Saliva mixed with wine, messily flowing downward.

Shi Sui couldn’t stand it, unable to dodge in time, and only able to push against him with her hands.

Yan Tingli didn’t budge an inch.

It was only at this moment that Shi Sui saw the dark, sinister gloom in his eyes.

Even worse than before.

Their eyes met, and only then did he withdraw slightly, pressing against her lips to ask: “You would drink at a neighbor’s house?”

The topic jumped too quickly, making Shi Sui’s heart skip a beat.

Her memory suddenly jumped to the evening, to that casual remark Fang Huaijing had made – that she couldn’t hold her liquor well.

She had indeed gotten drunk at Fang Huaijing’s house before, because she mistook fruit wine for a regular drink and was drunk all night.

Yan Tingli gripped her chin, licking while asking in a breathy voice: “Did you drink like this too? Hmm?”

This was simply absurd.

Shi Sui endured it and said, “No, I just mistook fruit wine for something else and accidentally drank too much.”

Yan Tingli: “Oh.”

He passed another mouthful of wine to her, his tongue entangling with hers.

Shi Sui’s tongue was soaked with the wine’s taste, both bitter and numbing.

When she was kissed until dizzy, she suddenly heard him ask again: “How long did you live at Fang Huaijing’s house?”

This wine was too harsh. When he finally withdrew, Shi Sui was breathing lightly, answering without thinking: “Not for long.”

As soon as the words left her mouth, Shi Sui realized something was wrong.

A chill ran up her spine—

Wrong again.

Just moments ago, she had confirmed his statement: just neighbors.

Shi Sui held her breath, trying to salvage the situation: “I misspoke, I never lived there.”

Yan Tingli let out a soft laugh from his throat, sighing: “Are you sure you want to continue lying to my face?”

His hand slipped under her sweater.

Unlike his gentle tone, his fingertips moved differently.

Ice cold, mercilessly pressing in.

The front of her sweater rose and fell continuously. Shi Sui bit her lower lip, suppressing her whimpers.

She had a stubborn, fighting-to-the-end expression: “…Believe it or not.”

Yan Tingli’s patience seemed to finally reach its limit. With a tsk, he picked her up with one hand and strode into the shower.

………………………………………..

This night.

Shi Sui once again confirmed a conclusion.

Don’t harbor any illusions of luck.

If Yan Tingli wanted to know something, he had to know it.

Any means and concealment.

Were all futile.

What she wouldn’t say.

He would use every means to pry open her mouth.

Clothes were scattered all over the floor, both pouring and drenched. No matter how strong Shi Sui’s willpower was, it was ground to dust.

“What did you used to call him?”

“Fang Huaijing.” She sobbed softly.

“Hmm?” His voice was low and hoarse.

Thinking she had been caught lying again, Shi Sui was delirious, speaking incoherently: “Brother Huaijing. I called him Brother Huaijing.”

Yan Tingli said nothing.

What answered her was relentless, forceful thrusting into the narrow passage.

Yan Tingli turned her chin around.

His pitch-black eyes held not a trace of light, and at this moment, he even curved his lips upward, not angry but smiling instead.

His palm pressed down on her head, making her look clearly and distinctly.

Still whispering word by word in her ear: “What a pity, Brother Huaijing isn’t here.”

“Now it’s Brother Tingli feeding you full.”

Shi Sui felt her whole body flush pink with shame, almost biting through her lower lip.

“Don’t,” she let out sounds, “don’t say such things.”

Yan Tingli seemed to dote on her as he took her earlobe in his mouth, “Then brother will say it differently.”

His hand suddenly pressed on her stomach.

“Here, it’s all taken Brother Tingli’s shape now.”

“How about that?”

Shi Sui really couldn’t bear to hear it anymore and simply closed her eyes.

That bottle of red wine wasn’t wasted either.

When asking about all the details of her staying at Fang Huaijing’s house.

He would put red wine in her mouth.

Shi Sui’s remaining consciousness made her clench her teeth, mumbling evasively.

“Your mouth is so tight.” his fingers moved downward, “then I’ll try somewhere else.”

“Pop” – the sound.

The cork of the red wine bottle is opening.

He looked down carelessly, the corners of his eyes soaked with deep black desire.

The sound of gurgling liquid.

When the ice-cold liquid filled her, Shi Sui simply couldn’t believe what was happening before her eyes.

That was the red wine that had been on the table tonight!!!

The feeling of both shame and tingling numbness made her scratch at his arms in exasperation.

Yan Tingli pressed her down with one hand, not letting her move.

When he buried his head down, his Adam’s apple rolling as he swallowed, the sensations of ice and fire appeared together instantly, making Shi Sui whimper.

In that instant, blank fireworks exploded in her mind.

She had lost all basic reasoning. How could she still match wits with him?

One bottle of wine, continuously poured and tasted by him like this until it was empty.

Drinking while questioning.

If she played dumb and refused to speak, he would deliberately pass these liquids to her mouth.

So dirty, so sticky, so chaotic.

As if she were thoroughly soaked by Yan Tingli inside and out.

She cried.

He licked away the tears at the corner of her eyes, asking in confusion: “Would you cry like this in front of Brother Huaijing too?”

She cursed him.

He pressed her mouth with his fingertip: “Would you curse your Brother Huaijing like this, too?”

Shi Sui tried to bite him: “I would never curse him!”

Yan Tingli squinted his eyes and chuckled softly.

“Then don’t curse me either.”

Shi Sui had long since reached her limit: “You deserve to be cursed—”

“Shh.” Yan Tingli was expressionless, saying softly, “Curse one more time, and I don’t mind using something else to block your mouth.”

While speaking, his fingers probed into her throat to test, using a troubled tone: “So shallow, it would break little Sui.”

Realizing what he was saying, or thinking of doing, Shi Sui immediately shut her mouth tight, quiet as a mouse.

She never dared to underestimate his bottom line.

Just like this, in a daze, asking questions here and there.

Whenever she lied, he would increase his force.

Yan Tingli’s tone was casual, and by the end, Shi Sui didn’t have the energy to think of clever rebuttals anymore. Whatever he asked, she would say.

On the surface it seemed like casual chat, making Shi Sui almost drowsy, but when connected together, it made her break out in a cold sweat.

Even that watch from many years ago didn’t escape his interrogation.

“Did Fang Huaijing pay for dinner tonight?”

“Should be.” Shi Sui’s voice was muffled. She saw him go to pay, not knowing if he would split the bill with Gao Linhan later.

“So what favor did you do for him?”

His questions jumped too quickly, Shi Sui had no time to think: “The watch, Xue Jing helped find his watch.”

Yan Tingli seemed curious: “What brand?”

He had a hobby of collecting watches. For him, only rare and expensive ones had collection value, only those were worth finding.

They weren’t from the same world at all. Shi Sui’s answer was also casual: “Just a small brand.”

As soon as she finished speaking, Yan Tingli suddenly laughed.

He leisurely threw the watch from the bedside table next to her: “What about mine? What brand, recognize it?”

Shi Sui fell silent.

“You don’t even recognize Patek Philippe.” his expression was cold, looking down at her from above, “What small brands do you know?”

“…………………………………………”

She had unknowingly fallen into another trap he had set.

Shi Sui sensed danger, shrinking slightly, her body instinctively backing away.

“Let me guess,” his fingers gripped her calf, not yet applying force.

Her fair skin indented inward, unable to escape even if she tried, “You gave him the watch?”

At this moment, Shi Sui’s breathing almost stopped.

In just a few sentences, he had reconstructed the entire truth, and she only now realized it belatedly.

Cold sweat on Shi Sui’s back dried and rose again, not daring to speak at all.

She stared blankly, having no other options, only able to use her last resort – widening her eyes, looking at him pitifully.

But Yan Tingli didn’t ask anymore.

He lowered his eyes, his raven-black eyelashes casting a shadow, his expression unreadable.

Shi Sui’s heart pounded like a drum.

Her hands gripped the bedsheets tightly.

The process of waiting for slaughter was too long. Thinking that extending her head was a knife and shrinking it was also a knife, just as she was preparing to confess, Yan Tingli suddenly said: “What about me?”

“What gift have you given me?”

“…………..”

This question directly struck Shi Sui speechless.

She blinked, her brain rapidly searching.

Finally, two big words flashed in her mind – screwed.

She had never given Yan Tingli anything.

Even for Yan Tingli’s birthday, it was always her parents who found out the date in advance, bought gifts, and had her deliver them, representing their family’s sentiment.

After all, gifts for Yan Tingli couldn’t be cheap – it was their family’s greatest effort.

As for Shi Sui herself, she couldn’t think of what Yan Tingli could lack. What she could provide might all be cheap trinkets that wouldn’t even get a glance from him.

She hadn’t thought about it normally, but suddenly brought up by Yan Tingli like this, Shi Sui felt somewhat guilty.

After all, in terms of daily food, clothing, and expenses, he had never been stingy with her.

Or rather, he had always been good enough to her.

Shi Sui looked around anxiously at Yan Tingli’s expression.

Not knowing if she was hallucinating from drinking too much or suddenly having a bout of misplaced sympathy.

She felt that he looked sad.

Shi Sui’s expression immediately became somewhat panicked.

She tentatively moved her face closer.

“Then…is there anything you want?”

Yan Tingli’s dark pupils fell on her face, and Shi Sui stared at her until she slightly averted her eyes.

Also at this moment.

He pressed the back of her head, and a fierce kiss fell upon her.

“Say,” his voice was muffled, lost in this kiss, “that you want to date me.”

Shi Sui froze, not reacting.

But Yan Tingli’s patience wasn’t enough to wait even one second.

“Say it, say it for me to hear.”

Shi Sui was urged until somewhat panicked, her mouth uncontrollably following: “I want to date you.”

“With whom,” he said.

“With Yan Tingli.”

Accompanied by the distant city’s midnight chimes.

Monday arrived.

Also, the deadline the one week she had promised.

He entered her again, along with his clear, low voice.

“Sui Sui, remember, today is our first day.”

“Love me more.” The latter sentence was lost in the rising sounds of breathing.

“Mm.” She heard her voice.

At this moment, Shi Sui couldn’t tell what kind of mood she was in when she agreed to this.

When she came to her senses, Yan Tingli had already become quiet, burying his head in the crook of her neck.

After a night of battling wits, she had been worn down by him to such exhaustion.

But this turbulent wave ended in such gentle drizzle.

To appease him.

Sometimes it was as difficult as climbing to heaven.

Sometimes it was effortlessly easy.

Always leaving her unable to figure him out.

……………………………………………………………………….

After a night of chaos, when Shi Sui woke up again, morning light was already filtering through the curtains, dotting the room’s bay window.

The entire bedroom was filled with a heavy, viscous scent that she didn’t know how to describe.

Her whole body felt heavy, especially her head.

Shi Sui propped herself up with her hands, reacting slowly for a while before her consciousness finally returned.

The next second.

She suddenly jumped up from the bed, getting up to check her phone.

7:28 – she still had an 8 AM class today.

…………………….

Shi Sui threw off the covers and jumped out of bed, her getting up motion was quite large.

Yan Tingli, who had been holding her from behind, was woken up, his head buried in the pillow, frowning.

He had severe morning irritability and was temperamental, with extremely low tolerance for others.

Once, a new servant at the Yan residence came to the third floor to vacuum during his stipulated no-noise hours and was fired that same day.

But Shi Sui had no time to coddle him, hurriedly changing clothes and washing up.

Yan Tingli made a light tsk sound, turned over, and covered his ears with his arm.

Ultimately said nothing.

Shi Sui felt he was like a large feline.

When unhappy, he would scratch without mercy.

When happy…what was in front of her counted as happy, stretching, and the matter would be over.

When everything was finished, in the second before closing the bedroom door, Shi Sui still used her last bit of conscience to knock on the door to remind him.

She remembered Yan Tingli also had an early class today.

“Not going.” He only left a view of the back of his head.

“…………………….”

Used to his capriciousness, Shi Sui turned and left.

Rushing back to school all the way, then immediately, several large classes. It wasn’t until noon that Shi Sui had leisure time to see the message Gao Linhan had sent last night, asking her to remember to report her safety when she got back to the dorm.

Shi Sui replied with an emoji.

Gao Linhan: [Such a busy person, only replying now]

Shi Sui: [Sorry, I was a bit tired yesterday, went straight to sleep when I got back]

Gao Linhan: [I was just kidding]

Gao Linhan: [Oh, Fang Huaijing said he didn’t add your contact info yesterday, asked me to push your business card over, just letting you know]

Almost upon hearing Fang Huaijing’s name, Shi Sui’s fingers uncontrollably curled up, and last night’s chaotic, unbearable memories came flooding back.

[Hello? Why did you disappear again?]

Gao Linhan’s message popped up.

Shi Sui calmed down for a long time before tapping the screen: [Okay, go ahead and push it]

A red dot appeared in her contacts – Fang Huaijing’s friend request.

Shi Sui immediately changed the note, changing it to the school’s telecommunications business hall, mixing it among various merchants where it was no longer conspicuous.

Fang Huaijing wasn’t someone who talked much or liked casual chatting either.

After just a few simple pleasantries, he said they’d chat more when they met next time, ending the conversation.

After chatting, Shi Sui immediately deleted the chat records.

Just as she was about to close her phone for a noon rest, Gao Linhan sent: [Oh right, almost forgot to pull you into the group]

Shi Sui: [What group?]

Gao Linhan: [Just created an alumni group for those of us who stayed in Beijing for school]

Shi Sui replied with an okay.

After that, she said she was going to sleep and closed the chat window.

When she woke up, seeing the jumping messages on her phone, Shi Sui realized she had already been pulled into the group.

But the subject of discussion was certainly not her.

Rather—

She saw Yan Tingli, who had joined the group later, followed by a screen full of greetings and welcomes.

He replied with a few sentences, superficially polite and distant. But this didn’t stop others from noticing, still flocking forward one after another.

Shi Sui casually scrolled through and closed her phone, exiting.

There was still some time before afternoon classes, so she buried her head back into the bedding.

Yan Tingli, Yan Tingli, Yan Tingli.

These three words.

During this period.

Had become like a curse, surrounding her every moment.

When exactly did it start?

That he had so pervasively invaded her life?

Shi Sui closed her eyes.

Her mind was full of last night’s endless darkness.

His seemingly murmuring, dream-like words: “Love me more.”

Shi Sui felt like she was deeply trapped in a heavy pond, emotions entangling her in countless threads.

Every step forward was pushed by him.

Unclear to see, impossible to fathom.

As if the next moment would be an abyss ten thousand feet deep.

Shi Sui couldn’t be certain of anything.

She only knew that one day, she definitely wouldn’t be able to fulfill this promise.

When that day came, would he hate her?

Chapter 17: Exchange Application
With their identity transformed into underground lovers, for the time being, there seemed to be no changes indeed. At least that was Shi Sui’s perception.

Both of them had classes from Monday to Friday, Yan Tingli also had various competitions, and Shi Sui knew that he privately participated in company research and development, spending large amounts of time training new AI.

He was lazy and didn’t like this kind of high-intensity rhythm. Previously, when suddenly disrupted by unexpected events, he would even coldly say: “Even making love requires scheduling time.”

Shi Sui looked at him woodenly.

She didn’t need him to “squeeze out” this kind of time from his busy schedule.

Just when Shi Sui was slightly relieved by the calm of the past two days, on Wednesday, Yan Tingli’s message came through.

[I want to see you tonight]

Shi Sui lingered on the word “want” for several seconds.

Her heart stirred slightly.

It was “want.”

Not “need to.”

Did that mean she now had the right to refuse, too?

Thursday was the only morning she didn’t have early classes, a rare leisure time she could control herself.

She didn’t want to do that kind of thing again.

It was too frequent.

Shi Sui’s fingertip paused on the screen, slowly typing: [But today is still a weekday]

[You don’t have class tomorrow morning]

Shi Sui: [I want to sleep in a bit]

[Come over and sleep the same]

It’s not the same at all, Shi Sui grumbled internally.

But Yan Tingli’s patience did seem better than before.

Things looked like they could still be negotiated, so Shi Sui continued typing: [Just one morning, running back and forth is a bit too troublesome]

The other side showed “typing.”

Then disappeared.

Back and forth several times.

Shi Sui had an ominous feeling.

Sure enough.

The next second, the screen displayed:

[I need to see you tonight]

“…”

Indeed, he was more patient.

But not by much.

Shi Sui reluctantly replied with “okay.”

Just after replying, the next second, the dorm door was pushed open. Xue Jing came in hurriedly carrying a stack of documents, immediately dragging a chair over to sit down and opening her computer.

Lin Anran, who was watching a drama, saw her hurried movements: “What’s wrong, more work?”

“Yeah.” Xue Jing sighed, particularly regretting being naive as a freshman, both serving as class committee and joining student union, now entangled in trivial matters every day, “Next semester’s exchange documents from various colleges came down, we’re busy helping teachers review them.”

Hearing the word “exchange,” Shi Sui’s lowered eyelashes moved slightly.

“Exchange?” Lin Anran asked casually, “How many spots for our major?”

Xue Jing gestured with her fingers: “Two.”

“Well, then it’s not my turn either.” Lin Anran shrugged and continued watching her drama.

In the quiet, suddenly a voice rang out in the room: “Jing Jing, can I take a look at the documents?”

“Huh?”

“You want to go on exchange?”

Both looked at her simultaneously.

No wonder they were surprised.

Although based on grades, Shi Sui could indeed compete for a spot, her introverted and quiet personality, plus being particularly homesick, didn’t seem like someone willing to go alone to an unfamiliar environment.

Shi Sui was silent for a moment, then said: “I’m just looking casually.”

“Here.” Xue Jing handed it to her.

Shi Sui took it, lowered her eyes, and flipped through the papers.

“Does this need to be applied for in advance?”

Xue Jing nodded: “Yeah, at least three months.”

Shi Sui hummed softly through her nose, roughly finished reading, and placed the documents back on Xue Jing’s desk.

Still the same as before, exiting the west gate and walking another two hundred meters forward, Yan Tingli’s car was waiting there.

Fifteen minutes later, the car was parked in the underground garage of the residential complex.

Seeing Yan Tingli get out without going to the elevator, Shi Sui was stunned: “Not going back?”

“Going to the supermarket, buying groceries.”

Neither of them had eaten dinner yet. Shi Sui was quiet for two seconds, then still nodded.

She had never been comfortable bringing it up, after all, Yan Tingli seemed very enthusiastic about cooking, but his culinary skills were unsatisfactory, so bland that she would rather eat some snacks to fill her stomach.

She didn’t understand his obsession with cooking at the apartment, and had even discussed it with Zhou Xuyan.

Zhou Xuyan answered: “Rich people all eat clean, afraid of dying.”

That made sense, Shi Sui nodded.

“He’s even more afraid.”

Shi Sui: “?”

Zhou Xuyan said seriously, “If he dies too early, how can he control you?”

“…” How absurd.

The supermarket was very close, just turn the corner and walk a few dozen meters.

The prices at supermarkets next to high-end residential complexes naturally rose with the tide. Yan Tingli pushed the shopping cart, casually throwing a small box of strawberries costing two hundred yuan into the cart.

Noticing her widened eyes, Yan Tingli said flatly: “Don’t you love eating them?”

Shi Sui blinked and said nothing.

They weren’t in the same consumption dimension anyway, saying anything would be making a mountain out of a molehill.

Yan Tingli then threw several more boxes in.

“Too many, we can’t finish them.” Still couldn’t help it, Shi Sui held him back.

He turned his head: “What else do you want to eat?”

Shi Sui pointed to the small cakes on the other side.

Again, several hundred yuan each, Yan Tingli casually took several different flavors.

After that, he looked at the fresh produce section for a long time, checking the origin of everything clearly.

Shi Sui was bored when Yan Tingli said as if he had eyes on the back of his head, “Go get the snacks you want to eat yourself.”

Shi Sui’s eyes lit up, and she wasn’t polite either.

Many imported snacks that usually required purchasing agents were available here as stock, but the prices were expensive. However, since Yan Tingli was paying, not buying would be foolish.

Shi Sui put bags large and small into the cart.

Just when she was torn between two flavors of chips, a familiar voice suddenly came from behind: “Shi Sui? What a coincidence, running into you again.”

Shi Sui: “…”

She slowly turned around to see Gao Linhan behind her.

The frequency of encountering this old classmate recently was also oddly high.

“You live here too?” He stopped, to have a long chat with her.

Shi Sui said vaguely, “A relative lives around here, what about you?”

“My sister goes to the affiliated elementary school, my family bought a school district house here. Today’s her birthday, I specially came back, and stopped by to buy some things.” Gao Linhan chattered away like pouring beans.

In her memory, Gao Linhan’s family conditions were also good, middle class and above, living here was about right, so Shi Sui nodded.

“Oh, right, weren’t you pulled into the group a few days ago? Let’s get together sometime when there’s a chance.”

“Okay.” Shi Sui replied casually, quickly throwing both bags of chips into the shopping cart.

She didn’t dare linger long, now only grateful that she and Yan Tingli weren’t seen together by Gao Linhan.

Just as she was about to find a topic to end the small talk, suddenly, Gao Linhan said “damn”: “No way! Guess who I saw again?” He lifted his chin behind Shi Sui.

“…” Shi Sui didn’t want to guess, quickly averting her gaze and pushing the cart forward: “There are still some things I haven’t bought, I’ll go look over there, talk later.”

“Hey, why are you in such a hurry?” Gao Linhan turned to look at Yan Tingli approaching them.

He muttered in confusion: “Too coincidental, isn’t it, seeing you two every time.”

“Brother Yan.” Until Yan Tingli came close, he patted his shoulder, glanced at his shopping cart, surprised, “You even buy groceries yourself?”

Yan Tingli’s gaze swept past the hand on his shoulder: “I also eat personally.”

“…”

Gao Linhan awkwardly withdrew his hand.

Looking for topics to chat: “You live here too?”

“Mm.” Yan Tingli responded half-heartedly, his gaze shifting lightly.

“What are you looking at?” He followed his line of sight.

Yan Tingli: “Looking for someone.”

“Someone came with you? Who?” Gao Linhan continued.

“Girlfriend.”

“Oh girlfr…” Reacting, Gao Linhan’s voice suddenly rose, making an explosive sound, “Girlfriend?! You have a girlfriend?!”

“Is that not allowed?”

“It’s, it’s allowed.” Gao Linhan was still dazed, sighing, “Really, really didn’t expect that.”

“Oh?”

“Don’t know what kind of goddess could win you over.”

Yan Tingli said carelessly, “Maybe you’ve seen her.”

Gao Linhan searched in his mind: “Have I seen her? Someone from high school?”

“Can you give me a bag of those?” Yan Tingli pointed to the packages in his basket, “The shelf is empty.”

It was tomato flavor, Gao Linhan had just taken the last few bags, he handed two bags over: “Take them, don’t be polite.”

Yan Tingli indeed wasn’t polite.

His topic change was too natural, and it wasn’t until the person pushed the shopping cart away that Gao Linhan belatedly realized, scratching his head—

Wait.

Who exactly is this girlfriend?!

Unable to contain his gossipy curiosity, he pushed the shopping cart in the direction Yan Tingli had just left to look.

But the person had disappeared, nowhere to be seen.

Standing there in a daze for a while, he still scratched his head and left reluctantly.

The moment he left, one aisle away behind a shelf, Shi Sui stood on tiptoe, firmly covering Yan Tingli’s mouth with her hands, not letting him make a sound.

Only when she confirmed from the corner of her eye that Gao Linhan had left did she sigh in relief and lower her hands.

“Why did you tell him you were looking for a girlfriend?” Shi Sui said. Before Gao Linhan came, they had been debating this topic.

Yan Tingli casually picked up things: “Aren’t you my girlfriend?”

Shi Sui choked: “But there was no need to tell the truth.”

“I don’t lie.”

What a ridiculous excuse! Shi Sui was simply speechless. Usually, he told lies without even blinking.

She said with a headache, “His mouth is so big, what if he spreads everywhere that you have a girlfriend?”

Yan Tingli picked up canned milk powder to examine the origin, carelessly: “Then my surroundings will be quieter in the future.”

“We appeared here one after another. What if he figures it out?”

Yan Tingli thought about it: “That would show he has some intelligence.”

“…”

Shi Sui took a deep breath, still feeling she couldn’t back down on this issue: “…You shouldn’t have said that from the beginning!”

Yan Tingli’s lips curved slightly.

He leaned close, his dark pupils capturing her: “I couldn’t help it, I just wanted to say it.”

“I have a girlfriend now.”

“…”

Shi Sui could see clearly; it was a kind of mischievous smugness like successfully pulling a prank.

Like a child who got a beloved toy and couldn’t stop showing it off.

All of Shi Sui’s words stuck in her throat.

The taste in her heart was subtle and indescribable. She gripped the shopping cart tightly and walked forward two steps.

With Yan Tingli, whether he came hard or soft, Shi Sui always had no way to deal with him.

After storming off two steps, she still turned back, dropping a line without any intimidation: “Don’t say it next time!”

She ignored Yan Tingli’s laughter behind her.

After returning, Yan Tingli methodically prepared the ingredients and cooked.

Shi Sui had eaten cake before the meal. Although she wasn’t interested in the healthy meals Yan Tingli made, she still gave face and ate half a bowl.

Seeming to think their dinner table was too quiet, Yan Tingli had Little Snail turn on the TV.

Not knowing what channel it randomly landed on, it was playing a household name cartoon – “Big Ear Tutu.”

Shi Sui had watched it since childhood, and seeing it again after many years, still found it heartwarming.

She looked at Yan Tingli across from her, somewhat curious: “Did you watch this when you were little?”

He glanced at it and nodded.

Shi Sui seemed surprised that they had watched the same cartoon as children: “You watched cartoons too.”

“My little brother watched it,” Yan Tingli said lightly, “his mother would put it on for him during meals.”

This was the first time he had actively mentioned this little brother, his tone seeming casual.

Shi Sui’s movements paused, stealing glances at him, not knowing what to say for a long while.

Racking her brains to liven the atmosphere: “Every time I watch, I’m especially envious of the food Tutu’s mom makes.”

Yan Tingli glanced at the TV, which was showing a scene of a family eating. He said unhurriedly, “Then I’ll make it for you next time.”

Shi Sui: “…” That’s not necessary.

Yan Tingli’s lips curved in an imperceptible arc.

“Tutu’s family is very warm.” Shi Sui said, propping her chin, “When I was little, I hoped to have such a family, but mom and dad were both too busy, always not at home.”

“We in the future…”

“Hmm?”

Shi Sui seemed to hear Yan Tingli say something, but the ending theme music was too loud, drowning it out.

When she turned her head to meet Yan Tingli’s gaze, his eyelashes moved, and he looked away.

“Nothing.”

This evening was so peaceful, it was incredible to Shi Sui.

Their previous meetings.

Mostly at night, on beds, on sofas, in any corner unknown to others.

Bodies intertwined, temperatures touching.

Yan Tingli would drill into her body, the most intimate distance in the world, and when she was exhausted, he still seemed unsatisfied.

Shi Sui had never thought she could have a day of covering herself with a blanket and purely sleeping with Yan Tingli.

Yes.

Purely sleeping.

After he finished showering and came over, Shi Sui was on the bed, working on modeling on her computer.

She had already prepared herself mentally, placing condoms in the most convenient position on the bedside table – if she didn’t choose in advance and let Yan Tingli choose, he would play with variations, ribbed, cooling, anything was possible.

“What time are you sleeping?” He lowered his eyes and asked her.

Shi Sui glanced at the time.

She didn’t want to do it for too long, so she chose an hour later, saying softly: “I want to sleep at ten-thirty.”

“Then ten-thirty it is.”

Yan Tingli had Little Snail turn on the TV, and the bedroom filled with the cheerful music of “Big Ear Tutu.”

Shi Sui’s hands on the keyboard paused, looking up incredulously.

He turned his head to meet her eyes: “Watch with me.”

Covering themselves with a blanket and watching cartoons together with Yan Tingli was truly an overly novel experience.

Shi Sui had a low threshold for laughter, watching Tutu adorably say childish things, she laughed until she swayed back and forth.

Suddenly, her hair was stroked by a palm, her head gently pressed toward that side.

Shi Sui was slightly stunned.

After hesitating for a moment.

Finally, slowly and gently, she rested her head on his shoulder.

The bedroom was dim; only the light from the projection remained.

When Shi Sui was feeling somewhat sleepy, sensing that Yan Tingli had been quiet for a long time, she lifted her eyes slightly to look at his profile.

Only then did she discover that his long eyelashes had drooped down, and he had fallen asleep.

Yan Tingli always slept very quietly.

Only when sleeping would his aloof, coldness dissipate, like the most ordinary, beautiful young man.

Shi Sui didn’t notice she had been looking at him for a long time.

Until her phone on the bedside lit up, Xue Jing sent a message.

Shi Sui reached out to get it, before opening the message, she looked to the side to make sure Yan Tingli hadn’t woken up.

[What you looked at this afternoon was the initial version; this is the file we reviewed and revised. The conditions changed a bit. Do you want to look again?]

Shi Sui’s hand lingered on the screen for a long time, not asking her to send it now.

Sending files would leave traces.

At least she couldn’t alert him now.

Shi Sui tapped the screen lightly: [I’ll go look at your computer when I get back]

After replying, Shi Sui deleted the chat records.

Also at this time.

Yan Tingli beside her moved, Shi Sui’s heart jumped, turning to look—

He hadn’t woken up, just changed positions, sinking, his long arm naturally wrapping around her waist, encircling her.

At this height, his head naturally buried in her chest, exposing his soft neck.

Shi Sui’s fingers could just touch his hair.

A trace of complex sourness flashed in her eyes.

This person was strong and cold everywhere, but when quiet and unguarded.

His hair was soft.

His body temperature was also warm.

A University at the end of March was at its most beautiful. Willow branches by the lake were sprouting, trees along the walkways were lush and green, and when the wind blew, spring was in full bloom.

“Sui Sui, why are you suddenly so interested in exchange programs? You’re not planning to go abroad, are you?” On the way back from the cafeteria, Xue Jing asked while walking.

“Not yet,” Shi Sui said softly, “I just want to understand it first.”

She naturally hadn’t immediately made up her mind, it’s just that A University’s tuition-free exchange spots were tight and competition was fierce. Truly speaking, her current conditions were still a bit lacking; having more professional awards would be better.

Every step ahead felt like walking a tightrope.

She wasn’t sure if she would use this as a last resort when truly cornered someday.

The past half month has been peaceful.

She and Yan Tingli had fixed on meeting every Wednesday and weekend, Shi Sui accompanying him to watch all the cartoons they had seen as children.

To add credentials to her resume, Shi Sui had recently registered for several professional-level animation production competitions. The new works required 3D technology, necessitating self-learning new production software. Time was tight, making her temporarily overwhelmed.

She was dizzy from studying and complaining bitterly, while Yan Tingli flipped through the textbook in one evening and began teaching her.

Shi Sui once again deeply experienced the intelligence gap between geniuses and ordinary people.

“You’ve been entering a lot of competitions lately,” Yan Tingli asked in her ear last night, “do you have some plan?”

Shi Sui’s eyelashes moved, trying to say as steadily as possible: “It’s already the second semester of sophomore year, I should participate in more competitions to accumulate experience, otherwise I won’t be able to find a good jobs later.”

“At least those big companies in Beijing will be difficult.” She added.

Hearing this, Yan Tingli chuckled.

Lowering his head, his chin rubbed against the top of her head. He now did these intimate gestures very naturally.

“Then prepare well, Brother Tingli will help you win gold awards.”

Back in the dorm, Shi Sui’s phone lit up, showing Li Yin calling.

She pressed answer.

The voice on the other end was joyful, saying with a smile: “Sui Sui, mom came to Beijing, do you miss me?”

Shi Sui immediately stood up from her chair in delight: “Really? When did you arrive? Where’s Dad?”

“Your dad isn’t here, I came on business, arrived this morning.” Li Yin said.

“When can we meet?” Shi Sui asked impatiently.

“Tonight, five-thirty, mom will pick you up at the school gate,” Li Yin glanced at her watch, her tone suddenly becoming mysterious, “Oh right, today mom also wants to take you to meet someone…”

She hadn’t finished speaking when someone over there called “Sister Li,” probably work had suddenly come up.

Li Yin then lowered her voice: “Mom has something going on here, I’ll talk to you later, bye bye baby.”

The past two years, her parents’ work had been especially busy, phone calls were always squeezed in whenever possible. Shi Sui was used to it, blinked, and put down her phone.

Here, Li Yin had just hung up when she heard her assistant beside her say indignantly: “Sister, Xinshuo’s side only plans to settle 10% of the payment, when asked for reasons they say platform deductions and operating costs, they’re not having it easy either.”

This time, Li Yin had made a special trip over to discuss contract matters with Xinshuo Group.

A month ago, she had brought goods for their subsidiary brand Meiyan Intelligence, only 10% deposit had been settled, with the remaining balance being delayed with various excuses exploiting loopholes.

Even going through legal procedures, Xinshuo Group was a large established business with a famously domineering legal department that their small studio couldn’t afford to provoke.

Li Yin had specially rushed over to negotiate, but still received a lukewarm cold shoulder.

After calming down for a long while, she still couldn’t swallow this grievance.

She took her phone and called Song Jie.

Xinshuo Group was a Yan family enterprise.

The other end answered quickly, with background sounds of paper rustling, probably busy.

“Speak.”

Song Jie at work spoke very little, inevitably sounding somewhat impersonal.

“It’s me, Sister Song.” Li Yin politely greeted.

Song Jie’s tone slightly softened: “Oh, what’s the matter?”

Li Yin explained the situation in the most concise terms and requested, “Could you please help me with this favor?”

She needed this payment to clear previous debts from starting the company, after which she would be free and clear.

“I’m on business in America,” Song Jie said, “I’ll have my secretary contact—”

Halfway through, she paused.

The entire Yan family internally was chaotic, and Xinshuo was exactly the faction that didn’t get along with their family. Just sending a secretary probably wouldn’t be intimidating enough, and might even cause her to lose face.

“Like this, call Tingli, have him make a trip, the person in charge of Xinshuo Meiyan is his cousin.”

Li Yin hurriedly thanked her.

“Don’t mention it,” before hanging up, Song Jie said, “Sui Sui is very well-behaved.”

Li Yin was stunned for a moment, slowly understanding the meaning.

Song Jie’s willingness to give face was based on Sui Sui being obedient and well-behaved, saving her worry.

She felt somewhat uncomfortable in her heart.

Still swallowed it down, smiling and saying okay.

When calling Yan Tingli, Li Yin prepared herself mentally again.

Privately, she had never contacted this young master, only knowing he was excellent beyond reproach.

Unexpectedly.

He answered the phone quickly.

With young people, Li Yin was embarrassed to state her predicament too obviously, speaking diplomatically for a few sentences. He almost understood immediately, and before she could speak, he said: “I understand, are you at Xinshuo? I’m coming over now.”

Half an hour after Yan Tingli arrived, the matter was resolved.

The assistant ran over excitedly, telling her, “Sister, they said they’ll transfer the balance to us within a week!”

Li Yin looked gratefully at the person across from her, saying sincerely, “Thank you so much, Xiao Li.”

Yan Tingli stood up while coldly cutting off the call from his cousin, smiling: “Auntie, you don’t need to be polite with me.”

Walking out of the company building, he held an umbrella for Li Yin, “What are your plans next? Do you need me to accompany you?”

Li Yin smiled: “Having come all this way, tonight I want to have dinner with Sui Sui.”

When Chinese people mention eating, they naturally follow up politely: “If Xiao Li is free, you can come along too.”

She naturally didn’t think Yan Tingli would be so idle: “If you’re not free, that’s fine too, Auntie will specially come with your Uncle Shi next time—”

“I’m free.”

Li Yin was stunned, thinking she had misheard.

Until she heard the young man across from her repeat: “I’m free, Auntie.”

Li Yin: “…”

She was somewhat dumbfounded, taking a few seconds to recover before nodding rapidly: “Oh, oh, okay, it would be wonderful if you could come.”

This dinner, Li Yin had also called Fang Huaijing.

Having met by chance during Spring Festival and learning he was also studying in Beijing, she had actively added his contact information, this time specially wanting the two young people to meet for a meal.

She had watched Fang Huaijing grow up; his appearance, education, and character were all first-rate, and their family backgrounds were compatible. If he and Sui Sui could be mutually interested, that would be perfect.

But now there was suddenly an additional Yan Tingli.

Li Yin secretly observed the refined, polite young man beside her, who understood everything immediately, thinking to herself—

It should be fine, right?

Chapter 18: I Can Kiss Her in Front of You
After afternoon classes ended, Shi Sui received a message from Li Yin saying the car was already at the west gate, and she could come directly.

Unable to suppress the joy in her heart, she put down her backpack in the dorm and bounced over cheerfully.

“Mom!” Arriving at the school gate and seeing Li Yin standing by the car, she rushed over and hugged her mother.

Li Yin turned around, embracing her daughter back, gently patting her in her arms.

She pulled her daughter into the car.

“What are we eating tonight, Mom?”

Li Yin smiled: “Su-style cuisine.”

She knew her daughter liked dishes with fresh and fragrant flavors, so she had asked Yan Tingli if there were any well-reputed Su-style restaurants nearby.

After thinking briefly, he gently asked her what price range she had in mind.

This reminded Li Yin that the restaurants Yan Tingli was accustomed to would certainly not be low-end. Just as she was pondering what would be appropriate, he saw the hesitation on her face: “Auntie, go with yours and Shi Sui’s taste preferences, I’m not picky about food.”

This made Li Yin look at him again. What had started as admiration was now heartfelt amazement.

How could there be a child so perfect in both emotional and intellectual intelligence?

She mentioned a moderately appropriate price range.

Yan Tingli nodded, pulling up a restaurant on his phone: “Would this place suit you?”

“Perfect, perfect.”

“Then I’ll make a reservation now.”

Li Yin said embarrassedly: “This is too much trouble for you, I should do it myself—”

“You go pick up Shi Sui,” he said, “she hasn’t seen you in a long time, she must miss you very much.”

These words touched Li Yin’s heart, and she looked at him sincerely: “Thank you so much, Xiao Li.”

“You don’t need to be polite with me.”

As soon as Shi Sui got in the car, she clung to Li Yin, chattering nonstop like a little sparrow.

From small things like cafeteria food to big things like recent competitions she’d entered.

Li Yin listened with a smile, her gentle gaze watching her, unable to help asking: “Have you participated in any extracurricular activities this semester, met some new friends?”

This was her greatest concern. Sui Sui was well-behaved and sensible, good in every way, except she was too introverted, preferring to stay home and not be very social.

Every time she sent living expenses, Sui Sui would say she still had money left, clearly staying in the dorm all day. Li Yin hoped she would go out and meet more people.

Sure enough, when this topic came up, Shi Sui blinked and closed her mouth.

“You can also make friends with suitable boys.” She tucked her daughter’s hair behind her ear.

Shi Sui’s gaze drifted away, speaking evasively: “I’m still young, no rush.”

Li Yin: “I’m just telling you to get to know people, not rushing you.”

Seeing her daughter with that “I heard but also didn’t hear” feigning ignorance expression, she was both annoyed and amused: “Fine, you won’t listen, right? Mom has her ways.”

Shi Sui: Huh?

Just as she finished speaking, the car stopped right in front of the restaurant.

Li Yin, sitting on the outside, immediately saw the young man standing at the restaurant entrance.

He stood tall and elegant, his dark eyes gazing at the distant street. Just standing there quietly was pleasing enough to the eye.

Li Yin was amazed again in her heart.

The taxi stopped, Li Yin opened the car door, and waved in that direction.

Yan Tingli noticed and walked over with measured steps.

She then turned to Shi Sui: “Perk up, tonight there are also two older brothers coming to eat with us.”

“What?” Shi Sui snapped back to attention, processing this, “What brothers?”

Two of them?!

“Originally, Mom was going to treat you and Fang Huaijing to dinner, but this afternoon, while doing business, Tingli helped Mom with a huge favor,” Li Yin said quickly while getting out of the car, “so I invited him to dinner too.”

“Hurry, what are you spacing out for?” Li Yin waited for quite a while, then looked back to see her daughter motionless in the car with a thunderstruck expression, “Why aren’t you getting out? Tingli is coming over.”

Shi Sui struggled to digest her mother’s words.

She couldn’t find words to describe her explosive feelings at this moment: “Why didn’t you tell me earlier?”

“If I told you earlier, you’d shrink back to the dorm and not come out to socialize.”

Ahhhh!!!

Shi Sui’s heart let out an explosive sound, until she was brought back to her senses by Yan Tingli’s voice.

In front of Li Yin, he maintained a refined exterior, leaning down to say: “Auntie, the private room has been reserved.”

Li Yin smiled: “You’ve been too much trouble.”

“It’s my duty.”

After the two exchanged pleasantries and saw that Shi Sui was still shrinking in the car, Li Yin tilted her head and gave her a look: “Sui Sui, get out quickly and greet Brother Tingli.”

Since this tragic fate couldn’t be changed, she could only face it bravely.

“Brother Tingli.” She slowly got out of the car, parted her lips, and called out as Li Yin required.

Yan Tingli’s tone was appropriately distant: “Long time no see.”

Shi Sui and Yan Tingli’s gazes met for less than a second. Seeing the calm emotions in his eyes, she was slightly stunned.

He was acting so normal, didn’t he know yet…

Shi Sui’s heart grew colder—

It’s over.

Her brain crashed, these two words floating by.

Li Yin was obviously in a very good mood, chatting with Yan Tingli from here to the private room.

The two conversed back and forth.

Shi Sui lagged a step behind, her footsteps heavy.

Until somehow the topic turned to her, and Li Yin said: “Sui Sui is too introverted, she’s liked staying home since childhood, reading comics and playing on the computer. Even now in university, she’s still like this.”

Yan Tingli responded: “That’s quite good, I also like being at home, it’s quieter.”

—Compared to staying home with him doing bad things, she’d rather go out and see crowds, Shi Sui grumbled internally.

“You’re different, you’re dedicated to your studies.” Li Yin said.

Yan Tingli smiled slightly, thus tacitly agreeing.

“…” Simply shameless.

Shi Sui secretly rolled her eyes in a corner where no one noticed.

Li Yin continued: “So I’ve always wanted Sui Sui to go out and make more friends, but she refuses.”

Yan Tingli: “There’s no need.”

Li Yin was stunned.

Yan Tingli said without changing expression: “If she’s unwilling, there’s no need to force it.”

Li Yin thought about it.

She felt that Yan Tingli, having received an elite education, had a more independent personality from childhood and didn’t like elders interfering in children’s lives.

She smiled, trying to make him understand adult concerns: “What Xiao Li says is also right, but she’s this old now, she’ll eventually have to enter society, start a family and career. Being too closed off is never good.”

Yan Tingli’s lips curved with a trace of cold smile, his expression beginning to become careless: “Watch your step, there are stairs.”

Shi Sui noticed his expression, knowing this was already a sign of his mood declining.

She clenched her hands, just about to pull Li Yin’s sleeve when Li Yin spoke first, looking quite trusting of Yan Tingli: “Actually today Auntie also invited a boy, all of you are the same age.”

Yan Tingli’s steps paused slightly: “Oh?”

What had to come would come.

Shi Sui lowered her hands, simply giving up resistance, silently lowering her head, only able to pray in her heart that her mom wouldn’t make things worse.

Just after praying.

The next second, she heard Li Yin say with a smile: “Very coincidentally, this boy is at neighboring S University, also Sui Sui’s former close playmate, they grew up together in Hangzhou.”

“I personally really like this child. Since Xiao Li, you’re also here today, help Auntie evaluate—”

“Mom!” Shi Sui interrupted her mother.

She noticed that the expression on Yan Tingli’s face had completely disappeared. Her heart pounded like a drum, and her face also turned pale.

She had originally thought Li Yin was just calling Fang Huaijing over for a simple meal, never knowing she had such intentions.

“What’s wrong?”

Shi Sui: “Stop talking.”

Li Yin blinked, thinking she was shy, and nodded helplessly: “Okay, okay, Mom won’t say anymore.”

Just then, the three of them also reached the private room door.

The leading server opened the door: “Please come in.”

The topic was interrupted, and that slightly tense, subtle atmosphere seemed to dissipate.

“Do you need to serve the dishes now?” the server asked.

“Xiao Jing said Ten more minutes, he’ll be here soon.” Li Yin looked down at her messages while sitting down. “You can start serving.”

This was an exquisite, small private room with a round table design.

Li Yin scanned the seating arrangement, having Shi Sui sit beside her, while saying to Yan Tingli, “Xiao Li, you sit next to Auntie.”

This left only the serving position empty.

Who the empty spot on Shi Sui’s other side was reserved for was self-evident.

Yan Tingli directly stepped forward, taking the position to Shi Sui’s right, smiling slightly: “Auntie, I like sitting by the window, is this okay?”

Li Yin naturally wouldn’t have opinions about a seat: “Of course, certainly.”

Shi Sui silently sat between the two, her fingers gripping the tablecloth.

There was a moment of awkward silence.

Until the sound of water being poured came from beside her, Yan Tingli thoughtfully pushed tea toward her: “I understood Auntie’s meaning just now.”

He poured another cup, leaning forward to hand it to Li Yin, “I will definitely help you.”

He paused, continuing word by word: “Evaluate carefully.”

Li Yin covered her mouth and laughed softly: “Auntie was just joking, don’t take it seriously. Matters of fate are unpredictable.”

“Is that so?” Yan Tingli propped his chin and leaned close to Shi Sui, saying with a shallow smile, “Then I think I have more fate with little sister Shi Sui.”

Shi Sui avoided eye contact, saying stiffly: “Haha, everyone has quite a good fate.”

Yan Tingli’s eyes turned cold, his lips turning downward.

When he wasn’t smiling, his entire aura became especially cold and unapproachable.

Shi Sui sensed it, her heart tightening.

She silently turned her head away.

Time suddenly seemed to slow down.

In such sporadic small talk, not knowing how much time passed, the private room door was politely knocked three times, then pushed open.

A male student wearing a black jacket with a composed temperament appeared at the doorway.

His gaze swept around, seeing the people in the private room clearly, surprise flashed in his eyes, and he stood still for quite a while.

“You’re here.” Li Yin stood up to greet him, “Come in, Xiao Jing.”

Fang Huaijing calmed down for two seconds, walked in two steps, and closed the door.

Sitting in Li Yin’s remaining empty seat across from them, his gaze stopped on the opposite side, observing for a while.

He frowned slightly: “Yan Tingli?”

Li Yin, who was about to make introductions, was stunned: “You know each other?”

Before Fang Huaijing could speak, two words lazily drifted from across: “Yeah, opponents.”

Seeing Li Yin look at him, Yan Tingli raised his eyebrows slightly: “Speaking of competitions, nothing else.”

So obviously trying to cover something up.

Shi Sui’s fingers almost tore through the tablecloth.

Although she felt somewhat strange, Li Yin attributed this to youthful joking, laughing: “That’s perfect, everyone knows each other. Sui Sui, you and Xiao Jing also haven’t seen each other for many years, this is a good opportunity—”

“Many years? Didn’t we have dinner together just last week?” Yan Tingli played with his wine glass, saying with a light laugh, “Little sister Shi Sui even ate food that Huaijing served her, yet she’s so distant with me.”

Shi Sui really couldn’t stand it anymore, stretching her foot under the table to step on him, wanting him to shut up.

Yan Tingli made a cold laugh through his nose that only she could hear.

His leg moved to the side.

About to hook around hers.

Shi Sui was frightened and pulled back.

Li Yin on the other side was completely confused: “Wait, wait, what does this mean?”

Fang Huaijing’s slightly cold gaze moved away from Yan Tingli’s face: “Very coincidentally, we had dinner together last week. Sui Sui and I have already met.”

“What about Xiao Li? How did you all end up having dinner together?”

Fang Huaijing’s lips tugged: “You’d have to ask him why he came over.”

Seeing her mother’s thoughtful expression, Shi Sui was truly on edge.

She hurriedly explained: “That day, there was also Brother Tingli’s very close high school classmate, who saw us, so he came over.”

Yan Tingli smiled lazily.

Neither confirming nor denying.

Fang Huaijing said nothing.

He didn’t think Yan Tingli and Gao Linhan were very “close.”

He asked what he wanted to know: “So you two also know each other?”

Shi Sui had completely given up, burying her head and staying silent.

It was Li Yin, who had finally figured out the situation, who smiled and nodded: “Yes, in Sui Sui’s senior year of high school, she lived at Xiao Li’s house.”

Fang Huaijing slowly processed this, looking at Shi Sui: “How come you never mentioned this?”

“Private relationships, why should I tell you?” Yan Tingli said with a half-smile.

Li Yin also looked at him. Even with the thickest filter for Yan Tingli, she could sense the targeting in his words.

But she didn’t think much of it, just assuming the two had some unpleasantness during competitions.

“Brother Tingli and I have never been very familiar,” Shi Sui clenched her hands tightly, expressionlessly interjecting, “so there was no need to mention it.”

As soon as these words came out, the entire table was quiet for several seconds.

She could feel the icy coldness around them.

Shi Sui looked straight ahead, not daring to look at Yan Tingli’s reaction.

—At least she had to hide it from her mother, no matter the cost.

“Sui Sui, you can’t talk like that.” Sensing the awkward silence, Li Yin tugged at Shi Sui’s sleeve, glancing at Yan Tingli from the corner of her eye. He had lowered his eyes, his long eyelashes casting shadows, his lips pressed into a straight line.

He didn’t look happy.

Just as she was thinking of something to say, Yan Tingli suddenly stood up: “Auntie, I have something to do, I’ll step out for a moment.”

“Ah, is…”

Before Li Yin could finish, his figure had already quickly disappeared at the door. Shi Sui was slightly uneasy, glancing in that direction from the corner of her eye.

She could almost feel that Yan Tingli went out because he couldn’t stay in here for even one more second.

If he didn’t go out to calm down now, he would probably lose control the next moment.

Li Yin was still puzzled: “What’s wrong? Did something urgent suddenly come up…”

Shi Sui didn’t want her mother’s attention on Yan Tingli, so she served her food: “I think this bamboo shoot is very fresh, Mom, eat more.”

“Okay,” Li Yin withdrew her gaze, looking up at Fang Huaijing, “Xiao Jing, you eat more too.”

Yan Tingli was out for at least fifteen minutes.

When Li Yin was getting curious and wanted to go out to check, the door opened and he stepped back in.

“Sorry, Auntie, I had something to handle just now.”

His expression was natural, nothing to criticize.

Li Yin: “Then, hurry and eat more food.”

“Okay.”

After returning, Yan Tingli spoke very little, staying silent unless necessary.

When he was cold, the indifference in his bones would overflow.

So obvious that even Li Yin could sense it: “Xiao Li, is there something troubling you?”

Yan Tingli: “Probably just a bit tired.”

Li Yin remembered he had been busy all afternoon, saying: “Then we’ll go back early after eating.”

Seeing that the dinner table was somewhat quiet, Li Yin actively brought up topics: “So Xiao Jing, after you saw Sui Sui last time, have you two been in contact?”

Hearing this made Shi Sui’s scalp tingle.

Fang Huaijing glanced at her, and seeing she wasn’t speaking, answered: “After I went back, I added her WeChat. But we’ve both been busy recently, haven’t had time to contact each other yet.”

Li Yin nodded, smiling: “Then you can contact each other more in the future. Sui Sui is too much of a homebody, when there’s fun things to do, take her along more.”

Fang Huaijing also smiled, responding: “Okay.”

During their conversation, Shi Sui secretly observed the person beside her from the corner of her eye.

This time, Yan Tingli was eerily quiet, not making even the slightest sound.

She couldn’t help but feel more on edge.

Shi Sui buried her head, never feeling that a meal could be so endless.

When it seemed about time, Li Yin excused herself to the restroom, going out to pay the bill.

Seeing Fang Huaijing also getting up to leave.

Thinking that soon only she and Yan Tingli would be left in the room, Shi Sui suddenly stood up, following behind Li Yin: “Mom, I want to go too.”

A faint mocking laugh came from beside her.

Shi Sui didn’t dare to look.

She just wanted to escape now.

“Why did you come out too?” Li Yin was helpless, “Mom is going to pay the bill.”

Shi Sui followed closely behind her: “I wanted to get some fresh air.”

After paying, Li Yin handed her purse to Shi Sui: “Go back to the private room, I’m going to the restroom.”

Shi Sui followed: “I’ll go too.”

Li Yin gave her an extra look: “What’s wrong with you? What are you hiding from?”

Being asked like this, Shi Sui’s heart skipped a beat.

Afraid Li Yin would suspect something, she could only steel herself and act coquettishly: “I just want to spend more time with Mom.”

“Go back,” Li Yin lightly tapped her nose, “you can’t leave guests in the private room, that’s impolite.”

Seeing her firm attitude, Shi Sui had nothing more to say and could only nod helplessly.

On the way back, her steps were heavy.

Her hand gripped the private room door handle, unable to decide whether to open it for a long time.

Just as Shi Sui stood at the door, constantly building up her psychological defenses, the door was suddenly opened from inside, bringing a gust of icy wind.

Yan Tingli looked down at her, his eyes cold and desolate as ice.

Shi Sui’s lips moved, but before she could make a sound, she was pulled inside by her arm.

“Bang.”

The private room door slammed shut heavily behind them.

Yan Tingli’s cold fingers gripped her neck, his thumb lifting her chin, bending down so they were looking directly at each other.

Shi Sui was so frightened her heart almost stopped, her eyelashes trembling constantly, using a pleading tone: “My mom is still here, don’t go crazy.”

Yan Tingli tilted his head slightly, his dark pupils showing no emotion: “This is called going crazy?”

“Then what would you call it when I kiss you in front of your mom later?”

Shi Sui was frightened to the point of cold sweat covering her back: “…Don’t make that kind of joke.”

“I’m not joking.” He whispered in her ear, saying word by word, “I’m going to let your mom know later.”

“That I’ve been messing around with her daughter since after the college entrance exam. You’ve slept with me for two years, we do it every week, don’t know how many condoms we’ve used—”

Before he could finish, Shi Sui had already raised her hand and slapped him across the face.

She was almost mad with anger, her rationality on the brink of collapse, speaking without thinking: “If you dare do that, I’ll break up with you immediately and cut all ties forever.”

Yan Tingli’s tongue pressed against his burning cheek, his face expressionless.

He paused for a moment, slowly turning to look at her.

His gaze fell on her like dark, oppressive clouds, like a stagnant pool, like a bottomless pit.

This looks.

Made Shi Sui shudder, her body’s instinctive reaction making her want to back away uncontrollably, to turn and run.

But there was the door behind her.

No retreat possible.

Her stress response made Yan Tingli’s eyelashes move.

Whether it was an illusion caused by the overhead light flickering or something else, Shi Sui saw that the corners of his eyes seemed to have turned red.

—He looked like he was very sad.

Also at this moment.

Someone knocked on the private room door.

Shi Sui’s heart was in suspense: “Who is it?”

“It’s me.”

Fang Huaijing’s voice.

The current situation…

Shi Sui looked at the mark on Yan Tingli’s face.

His skin was fair, making the handprint especially obvious.

This wouldn’t work.

Too abnormal, the signs would be noticed.

Just as Shi Sui was anxiously thinking of a solution, she was pulled aside by Yan Tingli.

Without giving her time to react, he opened the door.

Facing the door with his current appearance.

His hand still gripped Shi Sui’s very tightly, not giving her any chance to escape.

Noticing their intertwined hands, Fang Huaijing frowned, raising his eyes: “What do you mean?”

“Are you blind?” Yan Tingli’s tone was extremely impatient, no longer willing to pretend even a bit.

“If you still can’t understand what relationship Shi Sui and I have.”

“I don’t mind kissing her in front of you.”

Chapter 19: Then Let’s Go to America to Get Married
Not knowing how much time passed, perhaps only a few seconds, yet it felt like several centuries.

Shi Sui stood frozen in place, even her perception of time becoming dull.

Fang Huaijing’s gaze moved away from their unpleasant physical contact, his expression turning cold as he looked at her inquiringly.

“Sui Sui, are you doing this willingly?”

As soon as these words came out, they acted like a catalyst, directly making Yan Tingli laugh mockingly.

He tilted his head slightly, his gaze fixed on Shi Sui, saying softly: “Tell him, for the first kiss.”

“Who kissed whom first?”

Shi Sui was extremely uncomfortable, also pulling her hand back, saying hoarsely: “…Let go of me first.”

She had never looked at him, so she didn’t catch the slight tremor in his eyes.

Fang Huaijing took everything in, his lips tugging sarcastically: “Sui Sui’s attitude is already very clear, are you still going to force her?”

“Force?”

Yan Tingli let out a cold laugh from his throat.

He released his hand, stepped forward, shrugging indifferently, “So what if I am?”

“I won’t let go. Who can steal someone from under my nose?” He looked him up and down, laughing contemptuously, “You?”

Fang Huaijing couldn’t see a trace of moral sense constrained by social rules in his eyes.

He said coldly, “You don’t know how to respect people at all. Sui Sui won’t like you either.”

As soon as these words fell, Yan Tingli’s dark gaze pressed downward. He was taller than Fang Huaijing, and his stare was even more chillingly terrifying.

Shi Sui was panicking terribly, her heart twisted in knots.

She felt that Yan Tingli had truly reached his breaking point, even becoming almost uncontrollable.

She worried that Fang Huaijing would get caught up in this whirlpool and it would affect his future.

She hurriedly stepped forward to grab Yan Tingli.

Shaking her head vigorously at Fang Huaijing: “My mom is coming back soon, everyone stop talking.”

Receiving the distressed signal in her eyes, Fang Huaijing took a deep breath and said nothing more.

Yan Tingli’s gaze swept over her hand, clutching his sleeve.

From gripping too hard, her fingertips had turned white.

He gripped her chin with his fingertips, his eyes completely devoid of warmth: “Are you worried, for his sake?”

Shi Sui was almost frightened by his overly sharp perception; her lips parted, but no sound came out.

Fang Huaijing on the side wanted to speak, but thinking of Shi Sui’s situation, he swallowed his words.

“Let’s talk when we get back, when we get back.” Afraid Li Yin would return any second, Shi Sui almost pleaded with him, “Brother Tingli, please.”

Yan Tingli quietly observed her. From his eyes, Shi Sui only saw the evaluation of value exchange.

In front of Fang Huaijing, Yan Tingli gripped her cheek, his gaze lightly falling on her face: “Think carefully.”

“How can to make you happy when we get back?”

After speaking, he lowered his eyelashes, put on his hoodie with a cold expression.

Also covering the conspicuous handprint on his face.

Shi Sui’s face turned pale.

A chill rose from her spine to her heart.

Li Yin had waited in line at the restroom before hurrying back.

When she entered the private room.

She saw only Shi Sui and Fang Huaijing sitting across from each other at the entire table.

Sensing the strange atmosphere, her gaze swept around, and she couldn’t help asking: “Where’s Xiao Li?”

Fang Huaijing didn’t answer, so Shi Sui organized her words: “He had something to do and left early, asked me to tell you.”

“Oh.” Li Yin nodded, “That makes sense, he must be very busy.”

After leaving the restaurant, Fang Huaijing politely thanked Li Yin and then proposed returning to school.

Before leaving, his gaze swept over Shi Sui’s face with complex emotions, then he turned and left.

Shi Sui felt uncomfortable and slowly lowered her eyes under his gaze.

“How was it?” After Fang Huaijing walked away, Li Yin took her hand and patted it, “Xiao Jing is a nice kid, isn’t he? Handsome and tall, with good character too.”

Shi Sui forced a response: “Mm.”

His character was indeed good.

A hundred thousand times better than Yan Tingli.

At least she could be sure that Fang Huaijing wouldn’t tell anyone about this.

“Then you can spend more time with him.” Li Yin said with a smile.

Shi Sui’s lips twitched weakly, giving a perfunctory response.

Walking to the roadside, Li Yin casually hailed a car: “It’s getting late, I’ll take you back to school.”

Shi Sui immediately grabbed her hand: “What about you?”

Li Yin ruffled her hair: “I have a flight tonight, I have to go back, there’s work tomorrow.”

Almost instantly, Shi Sui’s eyes became moist.

She buried her head in Li Yin’s shoulder, sobbing very quietly.

“Why are you crying?” Li Yin’s heart also felt sour.

Shi Sui said in a trembling voice: “I can’t bear to part with you. I regret it, if only I had studied in Hangzhou.”

Hearing this, Li Yin was stunned, cupping her face and wiping away the tears at the corner of her eyes with her fingertips, her expression becoming serious: “What’s wrong, baby? Is someone bullying you here?”

“No…” Shi Sui said dully, “I just, I just miss you and dad so much.”

Li Yin’s heart melted, reaching out to hold her in her arms, gently patting.

“Then come back after graduation, okay?”

Shi Sui closed her eyes, shaking her head almost imperceptibly.

She seemed unable to wait until graduation.

If she wanted to leave that person now.

She had to go abroad.

That would mean being separated from her parents by an entire ocean.

The mother and daughter talked quietly for a while longer. Seeing that time really couldn’t wait any longer, Li Yin hailed a car and put Shi Sui in it.

Standing in the night wind, Li Yin was just about to contact her assistant when her phone rang. She answered: “Xiao Li?”

“Auntie, is it over?”

“Yes,” Li Yin hailed a taxi and got in, “I just sent Sui Sui back to school.”

The voice on the other end was normal, polite, and thoughtful: “Sorry, I had a lot of things tonight and couldn’t accompany you through dinner.”

Li Yin smiled: “You’re too polite, take care of your own business, it doesn’t matter.”

“Where are you planning to go now? Do you need me to arrange accommodation?”

“No need,” Li Yin said, “I have a flight tonight, I’m going back.”

“I see.”

There were a few seconds of silence.

The other end paused, seeming somewhat hesitant.

“What’s wrong? Do you have something to say?” Li Yin asked.

“It’s nothing major,” Yan Tingli smiled, “it’s just that you asked me to help you evaluate tonight.”

Thinking that he also knew Fang Huaijing, Li Yin became somewhat interested: “Oh? What does Xiao Li think?”

“He and Shi Sui aren’t very suitable.” His tone was gentle.

“How so?”

“I’ve competed with Fang Huaijing since high school. This person has a mild personality and can’t protect Shi Sui when things happen.”

Li Yin was stunned upon hearing this, feeling it might be cognitive differences caused by class distinctions. Their Yan family’s level might encounter the kind of “situations” he mentioned.

She said carefully, “We common people just live stable lives, we probably won’t encounter any major problems we can’t solve in our lifetime.”

Yan Tingli smiled, his voice sounding soft and slow: “Who knows?”

Li Yin felt an uncomfortable feeling rise in her heart.

A kind of woman’s sixth sense made her feel danger from the other side, but before she could react, the other side spoke again in a gentle tone: “Sorry, Auntie, maybe I’m being too subjective.”

“No, no.” Li Yin smiled again, “Thank you for your advice.”

However, Li Yin did take Yan Tingli’s words somewhat to heart.

She leaned her head against the window, suddenly remembering Sui Sui, who had quietly cried on her shoulder just now, and couldn’t help but feel alarmed, sighing softly.

“What’s wrong?”

Li Yin then said, “Sui Sui lived at your house for a while. Did you notice if any difficult people appeared around her?”

“Oh? How so?”

“Just now, when I said I was leaving, Sui Sui lay on my shoulder crying, saying she regretted staying here and wanted to return to me and her father.” Li Yin said worriedly, “I’m worried that she might be alone here and someone is bullying her without me knowing.”

“Is that so,” the other end was quiet for two seconds: “She said she wants to leave?”

Li Yin had a headache: “She hasn’t graduated yet, leaving now isn’t realistic either.”

Yan Tingli laughed softly: “I haven’t noticed any difficult people around her, maybe she’s just homesick.”

Li Yin felt somewhat relieved: “Then I must be overthinking.”

The young man said a few more polite words before hanging up.

Li Yin looked at the bustling night scene outside the car window, her expression dazed.

Shi Sui leaned wearily against the back seat as soon as she got in the car.

Her phone screen flickered.

Yan Tingli’s messages kept coming in, asking if she was finished.

She closed her eyes, having no energy to deal with them.

Her finger pressed the screen, dialing Zhou Xuyan’s number.

The other end took a while to answer: “Sui Sui, I was just taking photos for a model, what’s up?”

Shi Sui sniffled lightly, asking in a muffled voice: “Yan Yan, is it good abroad?”

Zhou Xuyan’s parents did foreign trade, and she had traveled around with them since childhood, visiting dozens of countries.

“Why are you suddenly asking this?” Zhou Xuyan was stunned, thinking of a possibility, “Are you planning to go abroad for an exchange?”

Shi Sui was silent for a long time, then hummed dully.

“What’s wrong with you? You and him… didn’t you just get together? What happened?”

“I don’t know,” Shi Sui shook her head, “I only know that I feel terrible now, like I can’t wait until graduation.”

Zhou Xuyan processed this for a while before asking: “Did he have another episode?”

“Mm…” Shi Sui answered helplessly, “I’m scared.”

“Where should I go for an exchange? America? Europe?”

Zhou Xuyan took a long breath.

She calmed down for two seconds, saying somewhat reluctantly: “Although I told you last time that you could do an exchange, thinking about it seriously, just running away wouldn’t work. Even if the distance is far, if he wants to find you, it would still be easy as pie.”

Shi Sui stood there blankly: “Then what do I do?”

Zhou Xuyan was silent for a while, saying helplessly, “If it were anyone else, I could help you disappear without a trace. But Yan Tingli… you understand what he studies.”

That’s right.

Yan Tingli was proficient in all cutting-edge technologies, including computers and artificial intelligence.

Shi Sui’s vision went dark.

Hearing the weak breathing on the other end, Zhou Xuyan hurriedly said: “Don’t panic yet, there are still ways! Can one person really cover the sky with one hand? Let’s take it slow, plan for the long term.”

Having no other choice, Shi Sui could only hum in agreement.

Zhou Xuyan said many more comforting words, but Shi Sui was already becoming absent-minded.

She looked out the window, her heart heavy with a haze-like darkness.

When hanging up, Zhou Xuyan was still instructing in her ear: “No matter what, you need to hide these thoughts well now, be nicer to him first, lower his guard, we’ll discuss other things privately.”

Shi Sui hummed.

Just as the call with Zhou Xuyan ended, the screen lit up again, Yan Tingli’s call coming through.

Shi Sui’s chest tightened.

Her finger hovered for a while before slowly pressing the answer.

His tone was cold: “Who were you talking to on the phone again?”

Shi Sui licked her dry lips: “Yan Yan.”

“Is that so?” he said flatly, “What good idea did she give you this time?”

Shi Sui almost thought her phone was being monitored: “…What?”

“Good ideas for leaving me.”

Shi Sui’s breathing almost stopped: “I don’t understand what you’re saying.”

“Don’t understand?” Yan Tingli laughed lazily, “Then who was just crying in mommy’s arms wanting to go home?”

Shi Sui’s breath caught in her chest.

She didn’t know whether to feel relieved or panicked—he didn’t know the content of her conversation with Zhou Xuyan, but he had called her mother.

“I didn’t talk about anything with her.” She was grateful that he couldn’t see her expression over the phone, “I just don’t know what to do, Fang Huaijing knows about our relationship.”

“What is he, so what if he knows?”

Shi Sui said nothing.

Although she knew about Yan Tingli’s inherent arrogance, when he showed it so openly, she remained silent in displeasure.

Yan Tingli also lost patience for phone conversations: “I’m at the apartment.”

“Come coax me, now.”

Already almost at school, Shi Sui could only have the driver change routes and return to the apartment.

Fortunately, today was Wednesday.

No classes tomorrow morning, so she wouldn’t be unable to get up from his torment.

Ten minutes later, Shi Sui arrived at the apartment, scanned her fingerprint, and entered.

The front hall had no lights on.

The lighting was dim, Yan Tingli was on the sofa, his entire figure shrouded in shadow.

The TV was on, playing the cartoon they had watched before.

Cheerful background music played.

He lowered his eyes, head resting on the sofa, but wasn’t watching.

“I didn’t tell you to come here and stand like a wooden dummy.”

Shi Sui could only slowly walk over.

Yan Tingli spread his legs, his thin eyelids drooping.

“Sit up here, kiss me.”

It was always him kissing her, prying open her mouth, licking, sucking, reaching deep into her throat.

When Shi Sui kissed him, she was almost clueless. She could only press against his lips, gently rubbing.

Shy about deeper actions.

Yan Tingli commanded: “Stick out your tongue, lick me.”

Shi Sui paused, afraid that if she didn’t comply, he would make a scene and do worse things, so she obeyed.

His lips were very soft, also warmly heated.

Using her tongue to lick was overly erotic.

She closed her eyes, her long eyelashes trembling.

Not noticing Yan Tingli’s cold, dark eyes, his palm yanked down on her hair.

He laughed coldly: “Really want to let Fang Huaijing see how you look right now.”

Shi Sui felt uncomfortable hearing this: “You’re the one making me do this.”

“I tell you to do something and you do it?” Yan Tingli pressed her head down, asking softly, “Then if you help me lick here, would you lick?”

Shi Sui glared: “If you dare ask me, I dare bite.”

Yan Tingli wasn’t angry but smiled instead, inserting his fingers into her lips, his fingertips stroking over her teeth, tsking: “So fierce.”

Just after giving a skin-deep compliment, his fingers withdrew and suddenly gripped her chin tightly: “Do you think I’m dirty?”

Shi Sui looked away, saying nothing.

Her tolerance for such things had never been as broad as his acceptance.

“Feeling embarrassed in public, thinking I’m dirty in bed.” Yan Tingli completely lost expression, using a cold tone to scold her, “Liar.”

Shi Sui couldn’t tolerate being wrongly accused: “What did I lie to you about?”

“You said you would love me more.” Yan Tingli stared at her.

Shi Sui’s heart jumped.

She pressed her lips tight: “Is the love you’re talking about doing these things for you?”

“But I like doing these things for you.” He mimicked her tone.

Shi Sui: “…”

That’s because you’re perverted.

She could only turn her head away: “I’m not not loving you.”

She said this with difficulty.

Her gaze was also averted.

Too stiff.

He could see through it at a glance.

“Then, since you love me, why do you still want to leave?” Yan Tingli tilted his head, asking softly in her ear.

Shi Sui was startled, made nervous by him again: “…No, I just miss my mom and dad.”

“So you want to go back after graduation?”

“Then what about me?” He asked curiously, “What do I do?”

Shi Sui herself didn’t know what she was answering: “…Where do you want to develop?”

He seemed very interested in these questions.

Yan Tingli played with her fingers, answering with apparent patience: “Of course, wherever you are, that’s where I’ll be.”

Shi Sui couldn’t help saying: “What if I want to go back to the countryside?”

“Not bad,” Yan Tingli actually continued, “I can buy a villa, grow vegetables and cook myself.”

“That won’t work.” Shi Sui felt it was too absurd, “What about your company and your family…”

“I can elope with you.” He said casually.

This was the third time Yan Tingli had said the word “elope.”

But Shi Sui heard it with her whole body stiffening, her heart creeping with unease—

Wasn’t he?

Being a bit too invested and serious?

“Why aren’t you talking?” He continued asking, “Do you want to dump me?”

His breath was light, sweeping over her neck.

Shi Sui selectively answered: “…I don’t want to elope.”

“Why?”

“It’s not legitimate.” Shi Sui answered mechanically.

Yan Tingli thought for a moment: “Then we get married?”

Shi Sui’s eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat, unable to speak for a long while.

The entire development of this topic was too dangerous.

And despite her such clumsy, stiff performance, Yan Tingli seemed completely oblivious.

She didn’t know if he was digging a trap.

That feeling of unease overwhelmed her.

“I’m asking you a question.” Yan Tingli asked again, “Can’t you hear?”

Shi Sui: “…Isn’t it too early to talk about this now?”

“You’ll be twenty in the second half of the year.”

Shi Sui immediately said, “But you’re not of age yet, you can’t get married either.”

Yan Tingli narrowed his eyes, actually seriously considering it.

“Then let’s go to America to get married, you can marry at eighteen there.”

Shi Sui was startled, almost scared to death.

“Marriage isn’t something just the two of us can decide—”

Her chin was lifted.

Yan Tingli’s smile faded completely from his eyes, an unfathomably deep black: “Shi Sui, I’m not happy right now.”

“You need to make me happy.”

“I want you to say.”

“That you want to marry me.”

“Right now.”

Chapter 20: Even Breaking Wings Won’t Let…
Tick tock, tick tock.

The room was so quiet that only the sound of the clock remained.

Shi Sui looked at him.

Every cell in her body, from her brain to the soles of her feet, was screaming two words—

Fear.

At this moment of such high tension.

Through Yan Tingli’s eyes, her memory returned to that summer long ago, when they had just gotten together.

At that time.

Although she found him surprisingly fierce in bed, which scared her somewhat, Shi Sui attributed this to biological instinct, thinking perhaps she was too timid.

At other times, Yan Tingli would help her fill out college applications and teach her piano.

He even showed interest in the nail polish Zhou Xuyan had given her, lying on the recliner to paint her toenails.

That day on the third floor of the Yan house, the plants in her small bedroom were blooming beautifully.

On that summer morning, sunlight streamed through the window, illuminating Yan Tingli’s lowered brows and eyes like a dream.

He seemed both far and near to her.

Although she knew they definitely wouldn’t have a future, she couldn’t resist her girlish heart fluttering.

At that moment, Shi Sui’s heart felt like it had grown a green, unripe fruit.

Sweet and sour.

After changing her application to A University, Shi Sui gave them four years in her heart.

—If nothing unexpected happened, they could be together for four years.

But now, Yan Tingli was forcing her to talk about marriage.

She could no longer feel even half of that girlish flutter from that moment.

Instead, endless melancholy enveloped her, this emotion causing Shi Sui to inexplicably tear up, crying silently.

How exactly had they reached this point?

Cool fingertips brushed past her eye socket, Yan Tingli lowering his gaze to look at the crystal clear droplet on his fingertip.

He seemed confused: “Why are you crying?”

His eyelashes lifted, his gaze lightly falling on her cheek.

His lips slowly tugged: “Even saying this one sentence makes you feel so terrible?”

Shi Sui didn’t know how to describe these myriad emotions.

“…No.”

She looked up.

The room had no lights on, only the dim light and shadow from the TV screen. Yan Tingli’s lips were pressed tight, his face appearing pale.

Shi Sui was still deliberating when Yan Tingli suddenly moved.

Gripping her face, he kissed her fiercely, opposite to his usual ease, like a trapped beast, appearing completely chaotic.

“Then what is it?”

His breathing was heavy, forcing her to speak, “Hmm? Say something.”

Shi Sui could no longer find any excuse; the string in her mind was about to snap. In the second before collapse, she couldn’t control herself, crying as she hugged him, pleading: “Brother Tingli, let’s date, let’s date first, okay?”

Shi Sui was truly at her wits’ end.

Burying her head in his chest, holding him tightly, choking out: “Just now I was very scared, I don’t want you to be like that.”

This person’s embrace always made her afraid, yet also at peace.

At least no matter how angry he got.

He wouldn’t hurt her.

Yan Tingli didn’t say yes or no.

He only moved his palm from her thin shoulders up to the back of her neck, his fingertips moving to the front, slowly tightening.

Unable to see his expression, she could only hear his hoarse, clear voice, speaking each word with force.

“Sometimes I think.”

“It would be good to turn you into a robot with preset programming. One that would only say things that make me happy.”

A chill ran up Shi Sui’s back, and she closed her eyes.

“…Don’t say such things.”

“I’m scared.”

He paused for a long time, then finally put down his hand. The turbulent waves from just now receded, and he suddenly seemed exhausted.

After a while, he said: “Then try coaxing me a few more times.”

Shi Sui was silent.

She was naturally bad at sweet talk, much less able to promise things she couldn’t do.

Yan Tingli seemed to suddenly calm down, withdrawing from all emotions. When he spoke, his tone was flat and emotionless: “You’re usually quite good at lying.”

Shi Sui didn’t dare speak.

When she lied, he could see through it at a glance.

“I’m not happy, you love me, shouldn’t you coax me?” he continued.

Shi Sui was discovered.

Yan Tingli used such direct vocabulary to describe his emotions.

For example.

Happy, not happy.

Shi Sui even felt.

He seemed only able to distinguish these two words, unable to feel more emotions.

When uncomfortable.

It was just “not happy.”

Then—

Shi Sui tentatively said: “…I’m willing to marry you.”

“Fake enough.”

“…”

Yan Tingli’s hand ran through her hair: “But it doesn’t matter, I’m very happy.”

With just this one sentence…he was happy?

Shi Sui couldn’t believe it.

Until she heard him say in her ear, breathing each word: “What I want, I’ve never failed to get.”

Yan Tingli’s emotions had calmed down.

But Shi Sui got goosebumps all over her back because of his words.

No matter how slow she was.

She still slowly understood his meaning.

Yan Tingli would make a scene because she lied about Fang Huaijing.

Because he only wanted to force out the truth.

But today.

He only wanted to hear what he wanted to hear. Lying didn’t matter, as long as he was happy.

As for her true intentions.

That wasn’t important.

Because what he wanted, he would get no matter what.

Yan Tingli rested his chin on top of her head, his palm stroking down her spine repeatedly.

Such a warm and intimate distance.

Yet Shi Sui felt cold all over, feeling he was more distant than before.

Her heart seemed to fall into an abyss, completely unable to reach the bottom.

At the end of March, Shi Sui finally submitted her competition entry before the deadline.

It was a ten-minute 3D animation, with plot and script all written by herself. At the beginning of creation, she had even discussed it with Yan Tingli.

Shi Sui wrote a fairy tale-like little story.

—The forest elf Wendy yearned for urban luxury. She entered the city and got to know the prince, seeing all the prosperity, but lost herself in the decadence. Seeing everything clearly, Wendy returned to the forest, choosing freedom.

After Yan Tingli scanned through the plot, he only tugged his lips and smiled dismissively.

Seeing this made Shi Sui’s heart tighten: “What’s wrong, is something unreasonable?”

Yan Tingli commented: “The prince is useless.”

His focus was inexplicable, Shi Sui was confused: “Why?”

“Why let her leave?” he asked, puzzled.

Shi Sui blinked, explaining: “Because the prince loves Wendy.”

“Love?” he scoffed, clearly unable to understand.

Shi Sui added, “And Wendy is an elf with wings, the prince couldn’t keep her anyway.”

Yan Tingli propped his chin, saying carelessly: “For a prince, breaking a little elf’s wings, is that difficult?”

Too dark!

Shi Sui felt he was simply impossible to communicate with: “Then it wouldn’t be a fairy tale anymore!”

He shrugged, sneering: “It could only be a fairy tale then.”

“…”

Pressing the submit button on the official website and watching the page transition, Shi Sui also snapped back from memory.

Thinking of Yan Tingli’s words now, her back inevitably felt cold.

Unconscious reactions were the most honest.

In Yan Tingli’s concept, what he wanted, he would get by any means necessary.

Shi Sui felt dizzy, burying her head in her arms to ease the stuffy feeling in her chest.

Just then, her phone beside her rang.

Seeing the caller, Shi Sui was startled and immediately got up from her dorm seat, walking to the corridor.

After a few seconds of psychological preparation, she answered with a serious expression: “Auntie Song.”

The other end hummed, getting straight to the point: “Sui Sui, are you busy this weekend?”

Shi Sui’s heart tightened: “Not busy.”

“Then come back to Auntie’s house for dinner. Haven’t seen you in a long time.” Song Jie said flatly, “Coincidentally, the coral bracelet I mentioned giving you last time arrived, I’ll give it to you.”

Previously, Song Jie would occasionally call her back for dinner.

But usually it was when she wanted to see Yan Tingli, to ask about recent studies and work, calling her was incidental.

Shi Sui responded: “…Okay. Thank you, Auntie.”

“Oh, right.” Song Jie seemed to suddenly remember something, smiling: “Auntie also invited another girl, the daughter of Auntie’s friend, called Su Han.”

“What a coincidence, Auntie learned from her that you two are even classmates.”

Shi Sui had an ominous feeling in her heart, slowly responding: “…Mm.”

“This weekend, bring her back home as a guest together, okay? If Tingli asks, just say she’s a classmate you get along well with.”

Song Jie’s hint was already very obvious.

Probably afraid that forcibly calling Su Han back as a guest would cause Yan Tingli’s rebellion.

So she took this big detour, making her the middleman.

Like a heavy stone, pressing down heavily on Shi Sui’s heart.

She parted her lips but couldn’t respond for a long while.

“Sui Sui, are you listening?” Song Jie called her name.

Perhaps even Yan Tingli himself hadn’t noticed that his forceful, non-negotiable tone was exactly like Song Jie’s.

Shi Sui was very afraid of them.

“I’m listening,” Shi Sui was silent for a while, saying gently, “it’s just that Su Han and I aren’t very familiar…”

“It doesn’t matter.” Song Jie interrupted her, “Won’t you become familiar through more interaction?”

Just as Shi Sui wanted to say something more, Song Jie suddenly started a different topic: “By the way, did your mother receive that balance payment?”

“…What?” Shi Sui was stunned.

Song Jie smiled: “Looks like your mother hasn’t had time to tell you yet. Xinshuo was dragging on the balance payment, I had Tingli help with a small favor.”

So that’s how it was.

Shi Sui remembered that magical last Wednesday.

She suddenly felt drained of all strength: “I see, thank you, Auntie.”

After a pause, she said, “I’ll contact Su Han tomorrow and ask her to come as a guest together.”

“Good.” Song Jie said with satisfaction, “I’ll have the driver pick you both up.”

She was never one for idle chat. After finishing business and exchanging a few pleasantries, she hung up.

Shi Sui leaned against the wall, staring blankly at a point.

She didn’t dare think about what Yan Tingli’s reaction would be when he found out she brought Su Han back.

If their cover was blown.

What then.

Thinking about it, she suddenly felt a splitting headache.

She slowly crouched down weakly, burying her head in her knees.

The next day after class.

Shi Sui specifically asked Su Han to stay behind.

When she brought up this matter, Su Han seemed especially surprised, widening her eyes and looking her up and down: “You’ve been living at Yan Tingli’s house all along?”

It was the classroom after everyone had dispersed, and there were probably classmates who hadn’t gone far yet. Su Han’s loud voice scared Shi Sui terribly.

She quickly reached out to cover her mouth: “Shh, keep it down.”

Seeing Shi Sui’s guilty expression, Su Han wanted to laugh, her upturned eyes curving as she asked: “Then why do you act like you don’t know him?”

Although Shi Sui was inseparable from Xue Jing, who Su Han got along with the least, Su Han’s impression of her had always been good – well-behaved and soft, with emotions as stable as a capybara.

Being asked this by Su Han, Shi Sui struggled for a while before saying, “I don’t want to be noticed.”

Su Han raised an eyebrow: “Coincidentally, I want to be noticed.”

“Then…” Feeling that Su Han wasn’t as difficult to get along with as the rumors suggested, Shi Sui relaxed a bit. “Are you willing to go with me this weekend?”

“Of course,” Su Han tossed her curly hair, saying frankly, “why wouldn’t I go? I want to pursue Yan Tingli.”

Shi Sui glanced at her, thought about it, and still asked: “Do you like him?”

“Not really.” She shrugged.

“Then why…” Shi Sui hesitated.

“Because I’m very vain,” Su Han propped her chin, saying seriously, “being with Yan Tingli would be so face-saving.”

Shi Sui: “…”

Hearing this reason, she felt no burden in her heart.

Su Han looked at her expression and asked openly: “Do you have any relationship with Yan Tingli?”

“I’m just staying at his house.” Shi Sui didn’t look into her eyes, saying dully, “Not very familiar.”

“Can you not tell others about this?” She looked at Su Han pleadingly.

“Don’t worry, I don’t have such a big mouth.” Su Han stood up with her books, waving, “See you this weekend then.”

The communication with Su Han went unexpectedly smoothly.

Shi Sui watched her departing figure, her thoughts floating in the air.

After reacting for a while.

She tasted an emotion called envy.

She was slightly stunned.

What was she envious of?

Envious that Su Han could follow her heart and be free?

Or envious that she could openly be with Yan Tingli.

Shi Sui shook her head vigorously, took a deep breath, and dismissed all distracting thoughts.

Song Jie had given advance notice days earlier that at nine o’clock on Saturday, she would send a car to pick up her and Su Han.

So Friday, Shi Sui told Yan Tingli she wouldn’t be coming over.

He didn’t say no, just made a tsk sound, looking very impatient about returning to the Yan house.

Shi Sui then said, “Then you don’t have to go back.”

If he insisted on not going back, maybe Song Jie wouldn’t call her either.

Then there wouldn’t be so many complications now.

There was keyboard sound on the other end, Yan Tingli should be busy. Hearing this, he asked flatly: “She calls you, would you refuse?”

Shi Sui naturally wouldn’t.

“So I agreed to go back,” he said.

Shi Sui understood.

It was because of her that he agreed to go back.

Shi Sui lowered her eyes and said nothing more.

She didn’t dare think what his reaction would be if he saw her bringing Su Han tomorrow.

She sighed softly.

“I’m going back, and you’re sighing?”

Shi Sui tested: “Can you agree to one condition?”

“What?”

“Tomorrow at your house, don’t kiss me.”

Shi Sui decided to try a desperate measure.

At least he couldn’t lose control at home.

The keyboard sound on the other end paused.

“Do it directly then?”

Shi Sui was exasperated: “Of course not! Tomorrow at your house, we need to act like we’re not familiar.”

He laughed mockingly: “Do I usually act familiar with you?”

“Just like before.”

Yan Tingli tapped the keyboard twice: “Is there anything different about tomorrow from before?”

The question was almost sharp.

Shi Sui’s heart jumped, almost falling into his trap again.

Racking her brains: “Our relationship is different now.”

Yan Tingli suddenly laughed, seeming very pleased by her words.

“So you agree?” she asked carefully.

“You also agree to one condition for me.”

Shi Sui was cautious: “…What?”

“I’ll tell you when I think of it.”

It was unfair.

But given tomorrow’s urgency, Shi Sui still gritted her teeth and agreed.

The next day at nine o’clock.

Shi Sui saw Su Han downstairs at the dorm, dressed in a short skirt with curly hair, carefully made up.

Su Han was a few centimeters taller than her, probably about 168cm, plus a pair of eight-centimeter-high leather shoes.

Shi Sui is in her sweatshirt, standing beside her.

Looked like an elementary school student on a field trip.

She looked up and let out a soft “wow,” “You’re so beautiful.”

Su Han proudly raised her chin: “Thank you.”

Walking from the dorm to the school gate, Shi Sui discovered that Su Han, who usually seemed aloof and quiet, was quite easy to get along with.

As long as you praised her, she would be very happy.

Just on this stretch of road, Su Han had already changed from coldly crossing her arms to affectionately linking arms with her: “I declare, Shi Sui, from now on you’re my close friend.”

Shi Sui smiled, also learning that her so-called “irreconcilable” conflicts with Xue Jing were just trivial matters.

Two excellent and sharp girls having some friction was perfectly normal. It was just that both had proud personalities and neither was willing to yield first.

Once they got close, Su Han couldn’t hide things. She told her about the relationship with the Yan family, like pouring beans, proudly saying: “My dad Su Ye is Yan Tingli’s mentor and knows Uncle Yan and them.”

Shi Sui could only put on an expression of just learning this, saying supportively: “I’ve heard of him, your dad is amazing.”

“Of course,” Su Han smiled, “you’re my first friend since returning to China, I’ll introduce you to my dad next time.”

After saying this.

Su Han pondered for a moment. Having studied abroad since childhood, she didn’t know what the procedure for making friends in China was like.

After thinking, she still said loyally: “If you encounter any difficulties, you can tell me too. If I can’t help, I’ll have my dad help you.”

Shi Sui smiled it off.

The next second, her steps suddenly stopped.

She stared at her blankly.

Su Han blinked: “What’s wrong, you don’t believe me?”

Shi Sui quickly shook her head: “No, no, I believe you.”

In a flash, a certain thought arose, her heart racing.

Taking a light breath, she forcibly suppressed it.

Don’t be hasty.

She told herself, take it slow, don’t rush.

From school to the Yan residence was quite a distance, about half an hour by car. Along the way, Su Han held her hand and shared her study experiences growing up in Boston, America.

Shi Sui maintained a serious expression, watching her throughout.

“You’re the first person since I returned to China who listens to me so seriously.” Su Han’s eyes sparkled, “When I tell others, they all think I’m showing off.”

Shi Sui came back to herself, saying softly: “I really find it very interesting.”

American education completely different from domestic, free and passionate campus life.

It was something she had never experienced.

Su Han propped her chin: “Then you can go too.”

“If possible.” Shi Sui replied quietly.

“We’re here, we’re here.” Seeing the car drive into the Yan family’s villa area, Su Han leaned close to Shi Sui’s ear: “This is my first time at Yan Tingli’s house, I was shocked. Is it this luxurious?”

Even Su Han was shocked, let alone Shi Sui.

She smiled: “I was shocked three times.”

“Pft hahaha you’re so funny.”

Su Han burst into laughter.

While talking, Master Li got out of the car and opened the door for them: “We’re here, please enter, young ladies.”

Getting out of the car, Shi Sui saw Song Jie standing by the door. She could tell she took this meeting very seriously.

She lowered her eyes, pushing Su Han forward: “You go first.”

Song Jie welcomed them inside. The table was full of exquisite pastries, and she gave each of them gifts.

Shi Sui thought of the coral bracelet.

She thanked her and accepted it.

“Looks like you two get along well.” Song Jie said with a smile.

Su Han put her arm around Shi Sui’s shoulder: “Yes, we’re already friends.”

Song Jie said: “Sui Sui has a very good personality, you’re very suitable to be friends.”

The conversation then gradually shifted to Su Han. Song Jie asked about Su Ye’s recent situation and asked her to give her regards.

Su Han was in a very good mood: “Sure, I’ll tell my dad when I get back.”

Song Jie smiled with satisfaction.

After waiting for a long time without seeing anyone return, Song Jie looked at the time and frowned: “It’s almost noon, why isn’t he back yet?”

Shi Sui glanced at the time, not surprised at all. At this time, he should have just woken up less than an hour ago.

To get here would take at least another half hour.

But the waiting process was inevitably torturous. She unconsciously tensed up, drinking water absent-mindedly.

Then couldn’t help but run to the bathroom.

Until she heard commotion outside.

Shi Sui was washing her hands in the bathroom, looking in the mirror, constantly taking deep breaths.

After sufficient psychological preparation, she gripped the handle and opened the bathroom door.

She also saw, standing at the living room entrance.

Yan Tingli standing straight, frowning, his gaze scanning around the room.

His expression wasn’t good.

Song Jie beside him said: “Really didn’t expect it, hearing from Sui Sui that Xiao Han is her good friend, what a coincidence, so I invited them both to our house as guests.”

“Right, Sui Sui?” Song Jie’s gaze turned to her.

At the same time, Yan Tingli’s substantial gaze also fell on her from mid-air.

Shi Sui’s fingers hidden in her sleeves gripped tightly.

She parted her lips.

Heard herself nod and say: “Yes, Auntie.”

She looked away, not daring to meet Yan Tingli’s eyes.

But she could feel it.

Cold to the bone.

Chapter 21: Shi Sui, Don’t Deceive Me This Time…
Shi Sui was called back by Song Jie to sit on the sofa.

She kept her eyes lowered submissively, not making even the slightest eye contact with Yan Tingli.

The moment she sat down.

She heard from several meters away, Yan Tingli’s chest vibrating as he let out a cold laugh.

“Bringing people home casually—did you get my permission first?”

Shi Sui’s fingers clenched tightly.

She didn’t make a sound.

“Tingli.” It was Song Jie beside them who called out to him, her tone slightly heavy, “How can you speak like that?”

Even Su Han looked over in surprise, wearing an expression as if she was getting to know Yan Tingli all over again. Shi Sui also heard her mutter under her breath: “So ungentlemanly.”

Yan Tingli’s gaze hadn’t moved away from her.

As if he wanted to stare a hole right through her.

“I’m asking you a question, Shi Sui.”

Shi Sui’s spine was already covered in sweat from his unpredictable mood swings.

She didn’t know what kind of reaction would be considered normal.

Her acting skills weren’t good either, so she simply lowered her head and played dead.

Not uttering a single word.

Fortunately, someone spoke up for her.

Song Jie couldn’t understand why he was being so strange today, completely different from usual.

After all, she was the one who had asked Shi Sui to be the intermediary. Seeing the young girl’s silent appearance, she couldn’t bear to watch anymore and scolded: “I was the one who called them over, Tingli. Apologize to Suisui.”

Yan Tingli: “I won’t apologize.”

Shi Sui: “…”

Su Han was also getting angry watching from the side and couldn’t help but say: “I was the one who wanted to come along too, don’t just take your anger out on Suisui.”

Thinking that Su Han was still watching from the side, Song Jie’s face darkened. She took a deep breath and squeezed out a smile: “Suisui, I have some bags that would go perfectly with the bracelet. Come pick some out and see if there are any you like.”

This was to get her out of the way.

Shi Sui couldn’t have asked for more and nodded repeatedly, saying yes.

Ignoring the needle-like gaze behind her, she disappeared in a flash, escaping into Song Jie’s walk-in closet to hide.

Song Jie’s mind was not on this.

She directly put the bracelet on Shi Sui’s wrist, let her pick out accessories by herself, then went back downstairs.

Finally able to be alone in an enclosed space, Shi Sui’s violently beating heart finally began to stabilize. She kept nodding, wishing she could stay here until everything was over.

Downstairs in the living room.

Su Han looked at Yan Tingli, who had been cold-faced since entering and had even bullied Shi Sui away, feeling strange inside.

Even that bit of vanity about wanting to be with him had been mostly consumed.

The two faced each other.

They didn’t say a word, didn’t even exchange half a glance.

Until Song Jie came downstairs and started a conversation.

Only then did they chat a few sentences, neither warm nor cold.

Song Jie deliberately created space for them, going into the tea room alone, saying she would make them some more refreshments.

When only the two of them were left, the entire space felt cold enough to freeze into ice.

Su Han couldn’t sit still anymore, wishing she could go upstairs right now to find Shi Sui and complain.

But thinking of her father’s words, she endured it and continued sitting.

She reluctantly started a topic: “Yan Tingli, I’ve always wanted to ask you, you chose our major’s ‘History of Western Art’ course—are you also interested in this area?”

Yan Tingli was playing with his phone beside her, not even lifting his eyelids: “No.”

Su Han maintained her smile: “…Then why?”

“Why?” Yan Tingli’s eyes moved lazily: “To look at beautiful women—does that count?”

Su Han: “…?”

Her brain crashed, and she struggled to respond: “There are indeed quite a few pretty girls in our major—”

Before she could finish, she saw Yan Tingli lift his eyelids and glance at her: “I wasn’t talking about you.”

“…”

“Xiao Han,” Song Jie chased out from the villa, “Xiao Han, stay for lunch before you go.”

Su Han forced a smile: “No, thank you, Auntie, I still have some things to do.”

Song Jie had only been in the baking room for less than ten minutes when she heard that Su Han wanted to leave. How could she sit still? She said anxiously, “Did Tingli say something to make you angry? I’ll make him apologize to you.”

When Yan Tingli was mentioned, Su Han almost sneered coldly. She had truly been blind before, not realizing he was this kind of person, which made her eagerly run here to chase after him.

So she said: “I think he’s very rude. I was the one disturbing you. Goodbye, Auntie.”

After saying this, Su Han didn’t care what else Song Jie might say and walked away.

Seeing there was no room for redemption, Song Jie stood in place, her face completely darkening.

Reluctantly maintaining a smile as she saw Su Han off, she turned around expressionlessly.

She strode inside.

An auntie passed by, holding freshly poured tea in her hands, about to hand it to Song Jie.

Song Jie took it without looking sideways, took two steps forward, and came up close to Yan Tingli.

Under the surprised gaze of the auntie, she splashed the tea water all over Yan Tingli’s face and heavily smashed down the teacup.

She was almost mad with anger, shouting furiously: “What exactly are you having a fit about today?”

Water flowed down the young man’s cheeks.

The tea had just been poured, and the water temperature wasn’t low.

Almost the next moment, the skin on his face turned red.

“Having a fit?” Yan Tingli showed no expression, slowly raising his hand to wipe the water from his face.

He thought for a moment, his lips curling into a strange smile: “I learned it from you.”

Song Jie was so angry that her vision went black, nearly unable to stand steady.

At that moment.

The hall heard more commotion as Yan Zecheng entered, frowning as he looked over: “What’s all this fuss about?”

His gaze swept around, going straight to the point: “Where’s Su Han?”

Song Jie crossed her arms: “Your good son drove her away—not just today, but there’s no chance in the future either.”

Hearing this, Yan Zecheng’s expression also darkened. He heavily put down his coat and raised his voice: “Tingli, what are you making such a scene about?”

“Don’t you know what situation the company is in right now?”

“Not to mention Hongyuan outside, with Lanshen’s competing products watching like tigers, even within the family, your sixteen-year-old cousin has already entered the Mensa Club. Don’t you have any sense of urgency!”

Yan Tingli looked at him and smiled.

“What does it have to do with me?”

“You—” Yan Zecheng was so angry he tugged at his collar.

Song Jie sneered: “This is the good son you raised—here to collect debts.”

Yan Zecheng glared: “Isn’t he your son too?”

Song Jie’s eyes turned cold: “He doesn’t consider me his mother either.”

Yan Zecheng: “What’s the point of saying such things now?”

“Then what is the point?” Song Jie was provoked by him, “Talking about all those women of yours out there?”

With servants still present, Yan Zecheng’s face darkened: “Don’t you have someone on the side? You think I don’t know—after marriage, you never cut ties with that first love of yours—”

Song Jie interrupted: “We have a normal friendship, it’s you who’s filthy!”

“Normal? Lying in my bed, saying you miss him?”

“…”

The auntie was frightened by this scene and very tactfully went into the servants’ room.

The argument between the two was about to explode, until Song Jie collapsed and swept all the tea sets on the table to the floor: “Congjin died because of your affair, Yan Zecheng, you murderer, how dare you talk about me?”

Accompanied by the sharp sound of shattering porcelain.

Yan Zecheng kicked over the coffee table: “Who told you to lose that cat? If you hadn’t lost it, would this have happened?”

Yan Tingli rested his chin on his hand, expressionlessly watching them become hysterical, lazily lowering his eyes.

The water had soaked through his sweater, gradually becoming cold and sticky against his body, very uncomfortable.

So annoying.

So noisy.

Why don’t you all just die?

After the teacup shattered.

Song Jie seemed unable to stay even one more second. She wiped her face, grabbed her clothes, and walked away.

The sound of high heels faded into the distance.

Yan Zecheng stood in place with a cold face, breathing heavily.

“If you continue being so clueless, I don’t mind having another qualified heir.”

After saying this, he had no patience left to continue advising Yan Tingli and turned to leave.

Leaving only a mess on the floor.

Feeling that the commotion outside had died down, the hiding aunties finally dared to come out.

No one spoke, silently cleaning up the aftermath.

Auntie Jiang looked at Yan Tingli, soaked and cold, feeling somewhat sympathetic, and handed over a handkerchief.

“Xiao Li, wipe yourself off, go change your clothes, don’t catch a cold.”

Yan Tingli didn’t move.

“Bang.” He looked up at her.

Auntie Jiang: “Xiao Li?”

“I was just thinking,” Yan Tingli smiled slightly, “how to blow this place up.”

Let them all die.

Auntie Jiang was startled.

“The food is already made,” Auntie Li said nearby, not understanding the situation, finished cleaning up the porcelain fragments, and came over to whisper to Auntie Jiang, “Should we call Suisui down to eat?”

Some words suddenly made Yan Tingli abruptly stand up and head upstairs.

Auntie Jiang looked at him: “Xiao Li?”

“Never mind about blowing it up.”

He spoke while entering the elevator, disappearing at a strangely fast speed.

Leaving behind two completely bewildered aunties.

Meanwhile, Shi Sui sat in Song Jie’s walk-in closet, staring blankly at the room full of bags and accessories.

On her phone, Su Han had sent her a series of sixty-second voice messages.

She clicked to listen.

Chinese mixed with English, both languages used to completely diss Yan Tingli.

Shi Sui was shocked beyond belief.

What heavenly law had Yan Tingli violated exactly?

“He said I’m not a beauty, ha,” Su Han said, breaking down, “I’m not pretty? How could I possibly not be pretty? Fuck. I must have been blind before to fancy this kind of person.”

Shi Sui was confused.

Although Yan Tingli wasn’t a good person, he still had basic politeness and manners.

While comforting Su Han and pondering, suddenly.

The sound of shattering porcelain came from downstairs, like teacups being smashed on the ground.

The sound was muffled, not very clear.

Shi Sui was startled and pricked up her ears.

But the Yan house had excellent soundproofing, and she couldn’t hear anything else afterward.

Shi Sui looked at the door of the walk-in closet.

The feeling of unease made her want to go out and see what had happened, but reason told her no, she couldn’t meddle in other people’s business.

The following moments felt unusually long.

Shi Sui comforted Su Han, but her heart was beating rapidly.

Her sixth sense told her.

Something unpleasant had happened downstairs.

Yan Tingli had made Su Han angry, and Song Jie would be unhappy.

How would she treat Yan Tingli? Were they arguing again?

Shi Sui paced back and forth somewhat anxiously.

Until footsteps sounded outside the door.

Not knowing who it was, her heart rose to her throat.

The next second, the door was opened.

Seeing Yan Tingli, his shirt front soaked through, his hair still wet, looking quite disheveled, she widened her eyes.

“…What happened to you?!”

“Bang.”

The sound of the door closing, accompanied by a “click,” he locked the door.

His jet-black pupils also fixed steadily on her face, unfathomably deep, carrying a kind of eerie calm.

Shi Sui felt goosebumps from his stare.

She unconsciously stepped back: “Why are you locking the door… Where’s Auntie Song?”

“Gone.”

He walked forward, smiling slightly: “They’re all gone.”

Hearing that no one was home, Shi Sui’s heart relaxed slightly.

But then, she became nervous again.

…Was he here to settle accounts with her now?

Shi Sui didn’t even think before sliding to her knees: “It wasn’t my idea, it was Auntie Song who—”

Yan Tingli had already walked up close to her, bending down to meet her eyes: “I know.” His ice-cold fingers gently caressed her cheek: “Our Suisui always has her reasons.”

Shi Sui didn’t feel relieved.

Pressed tightly against the wall, she felt all the hair on her body standing on end with sensitivity.

She held her breath, avoiding his eyes, and said softly: “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry.” Yan Tingli’s lips were also ice-cold, lightly brushing past her ear, “What’s the use of being sorry?”

Shi Sui swallowed.

Not daring to ask what he wanted, it would probably be some outrageous demand.

“I couldn’t refuse Auntie Song.” She carefully chose her words, pleading with him earnestly, “Can you understand me… just a little bit.”

Yan Tingli tilted his head, thinking.

“But,” he asked her with genuine curiosity, “Why can I refuse?”

“I made them all angry and drove them away.”

Yan Tingli squinted slightly, as if recalling something: “Yan Zecheng seemed to say he’d make a new heir.”

“What should I do?”

Shi Sui’s pupils contracted, shocked beyond measure.

Yan Tingli frowned in thought, continuing on his own: “It’s not difficult. If he dares to have one, I’ll send his son to see Yan Congjin. What do you think?”

Shi Sui took a while to react.

Only after slowly understanding the meaning behind his words did goosebumps break out all over her body the next instant.

She didn’t know what had happened to make Yan Tingli suddenly become so sick.

Without time to think, she grabbed his hand with both of hers, cupping it, and said repeatedly: “That’s not good! Of course, that’s not good!”

“Calm down, don’t think wildly, don’t think wildly.”

Yan Tingli blinked.

Suddenly, he chuckled and said, “Just scaring you.”

But Shi Sui was still in shock, not feeling at all that he was joking.

Her heart was beating like a drum.

She felt like Yan Tingli was driving her crazy, too.

“Then—”

His pupils moved, finally settling on her face, “What should I do?”

Shi Sui swallowed. How could she possibly have any solution?

After hesitating for a long while, she could only tentatively say: “You could apologize to Uncle Yan, then make long-term plans—”

Yan Tingli looked troubled: “I don’t want to apologize. I didn’t do anything wrong.”

Shi Sui had nothing to say.

She could never understand the family relationships of these wealthy people.

“Then just don’t be the heir.” Shi Sui gave up and said.

“Okay.” He suddenly agreed readily.

His fingers also hooked hers, casually interlacing their fingers, “I’ll listen to you, won’t be the heir anymore.”

Shi Sui was stunned.

The next second, she saw his lips move: “Then run away with me.”

“…” Shi Sui maintained her motionless posture, her expression wooden.

Her heart also felt bitter.

“I mean, let’s leave together.” As if thinking she hadn’t heard, Yan Tingli said again in her ear, word by word, “After we finish university, wherever you want to go, we’ll go there. No one can control us.”

Shi Sui was silent for a long time, struggling to change the subject: “…Actually, what Uncle Yan said was probably just angry words.”

“Oh?”

Shi Sui didn’t know what she was saying: “Having children isn’t that easy just because you say so.”

Yan Tingli suddenly laughed against her ear.

“Do you know how many women he has outside?”

Shi Sui pressed her lips together, saying nothing. At least Uncle Yan had been kind to her, she couldn’t casually gossip about him.

“Over twenty.”

Shi Sui was shocked to hear this.

“If he plants seeds in each of them a few times, within three months, I should have at least twenty younger siblings.”

Shi Sui was completely speechless.

Yan Tingli rubbed his cheek against her neck, speaking softly: “So annoying, I couldn’t finish beating them all.”

Beat? Beat what?

Abortions?

Shi Sui was almost scared to death.

“No, it won’t come to that,” she swallowed, earnestly pulling him close, almost incoherently, “Don’t think like that, it’s impossible. Impossible.”

Yan Tingli rested his chin on her shoulder, his fingers playing with strands of her hair: “Then we can only leave together.”

“I won’t be the heir, wherever you want to go, we’ll go there.”

Shi Sui stood frozen.

“Otherwise,” he sighed, “I can’t help wanting to blow them all up.”

“…”

Shi Sui couldn’t remember how she got out of Song Jie’s walk-in closet that afternoon.

She only remembered.

Her body seemed to alternate between dry and wet. She didn’t know if it was the cold tea water from Yan Tingli’s body, or the cold sweat breaking out all over her own body.

She also couldn’t remember.

Under what kind of mental pressure, she finally nodded to Yan Tingli.

Promising to be with him “forever.”

They had lunch downstairs.

Song Jie and the others weren’t there.

A table full of delicacies, all for the two of them to enjoy alone.

Yan Tingli sat across from her.

He had changed into a light blue sweater, which made his skin look even more pale and cold. A few rays of bright spring sunlight filtered through the decorative windows, illuminating his radiant features. His already superior looks were so captivating that you couldn’t look away.

Several aunties couldn’t help but look at him in surprise.

How did he seem like a completely different person just from going upstairs to change clothes?

Only Shi Sui kept her head down, chewing very slowly.

Despite the beautiful spring weather and delicious food, her fingertips remained ice-cold, unable to warm up no matter what.

In the afternoon.

Yan Tingli wanted to go back to the apartment with her.

From the moment they got in the car, he kept holding her hand.

Usually it was his hand that was cold, but this time he was the one holding hers, warming her fingers.

After dinner that evening, Yan Tingli had Xiao Wo play “Big Ear Tutu”—this was their third time watching it.

Until it got to the episode that had left a deep impression on Shi Sui since childhood.

Tutu’s little classroom said: “Mommy alone cannot give birth to a baby, there must be daddy’s love. Daddy must love mommy very, very much for mommy to have a baby.”

Yan Tingli watched quietly, his lips curling into an arc that was either mocking or sarcastic.

“Lies.”

Shi Sui’s eyelashes flickered as she slowly turned to look at him.

Yan Tingli also happened to look down.

The second their eyes met, he cupped the back of her head, lowered his head to kiss her gently, while saying in a somewhat muffled voice: “Even cartoons are lying.”

Yan Tingli’s kiss moved lightly, landing by her ear.

His voice was also very soft, like a feather brushing past.

He looked at her and said.

“Suisui, this time I believe you.”

“Don’t deceive me.”

Shi Sui stared blankly at his eyes that reflected her image.

Her heart felt like it had been soaking in lemon water for a long time, sour and soft and wrinkled.

Making her inexplicably want to cry.

Chapter 22: Let’s Break Up, Okay…
Monday class.

Shi Sui followed Xue Jing to the classroom. They had just taken their seats when there was a sound beside her, and the seat sank.

Su Han hugged her books, sitting down with her head held high, playfully winking at her.

Before Shi Sui could react, Xue Jing on the other side had already narrowed her eyes, shooting seemingly casual glances toward Su Han.

“Can I sit here? Suisui.” Su Han tossed her hair, asking innocently.

Shi Sui naturally nodded: “…Of course you can.”

Su Han took the opportunity to act coquettishly toward her: “Then let me sit with you from now on, okay? Please?”

Shi Sui felt like Xue Jing’s gaze was about to catch fire.

With an expression of “you’re hiding a boyfriend behind my back,” she stared at her gloomily.

Shi Sui coughed lightly: “If you don’t mind the seat being toward the back, of course you can.”

Su Han: “Then let’s eat lunch together too.”

Shi Sui hesitated for a moment. Before she could answer, Xue Jing beside her couldn’t stand it anymore and hooked her arm possessively, saying to Su Han: “Suisui has always eaten with us!”

Su Han then hooked Shi Sui’s other arm, humming lightly: “What, did you pay to reserve her? Suisui, I want to eat with you today. Come eat with me.”

Xue Jing called out across the space: “Su Han, you’re starting again! Can you not be so domineering!”

Su Han shot back: “Xue Jing, aren’t you domineering too?”

Xue Jing said angrily: “Next time there’s a class group activity, don’t expect me to help you write the proposal!”

“Then next time the student council has business, don’t ask me to host the class meeting!”

The two of them engaged in verbal warfare across Shi Sui, going back and forth.

“Stop, stop, stop,” Shi Sui was caught in the middle, pressing down on one with each hand, coaxing: “You two sisters, let’s all eat together, okay?”

So at lunch in the cafeteria, the four of them sat together in an odd arrangement.

Su Han and Xue Jing faced each other, neither making a sound.

This left Lin Anran looking completely confused as she shot Shi Sui questioning looks: “Suisui, how did you and Su Han become so close?”

Shi Sui was biting her chopsticks, trying to figure out what to say, when Su Han beside her had already answered frankly: “I asked Suisui to help me chase a guy.”

Xue Jing & Lin Anran: Huh?

The two looked at Shi Sui with suspicious eyes: “Her?”

Afraid of being exposed, Shi Sui quickly covered: “Su Han just asked me to help her strategize.”

Xue Jing: “…You? Strategizing?”

Shi Sui nodded slowly: “…Mm, me.”

“Who are you chasing?” Xue Jing looked at Su Han, “It’s not Yan Tingli, is it?”

Su Han was picking at the food in her bowl. Hearing this, she sneered coldly: “Hehe, not chasing anymore.”

“Why?” Without much thought, Xue Jing let something slip: “Doesn’t your dad like him quite a bit? With such an advantage, wouldn’t it be easy to succeed?”

Hearing this, Su Han was stunned, looking at her suspiciously: “How do you know?”

Shi Sui tugged at Xue Jing’s sleeve. She realized her mistake and quickly covered: “I heard about it too! All your dad’s students know, it’s probably not much of a secret anymore.”

For a long while, Su Han kept her eyes downcast without speaking.

Shi Sui felt something was wrong. She turned to see Su Han’s eyes slightly red and quickly pulled out tissues to hand to her.

Su Han took the tissues and took a sharp breath.

“So annoying.” She sniffled, “So many people know I can’t even successfully chase someone. How embarrassing!”

“That’s not true,” Shi Sui comforted, “It’s just that Xue Jing knows more people. Actually, not that many people know…”

Xue Jing quickly chimed in: “Right, right, right.”

But Su Han had already stood up angrily, grabbing her bag: “No, I’m going to find my dad right now.”

She came and went like the wind, already at the cafeteria entrance in the blink of an eye.

Shi Sui watched her walk away, feeling uneasy.

Xue Jing seemed at a loss: “Did I say something wrong?”

Shi Sui shook her head: “It’s not your fault.”

Su Ye’s phone hadn’t been answered for a long time, so Su Han simply went straight to his office—the ninth floor of the Cross-Disciplinary Information Institute.

At the end of last year, A University had spent heavily to bring Su Ye back from America. Naturally, his treatment and resources were the best. This entire floor was Su Ye’s and his students’ offices and laboratories.

Su Han considered herself quite low-key and rarely came here so brazenly. Finding Su Ye’s office was somewhat difficult.

She walked along the corridor, poking her head into rooms one by one.

Until she passed a large office with the door ajar, which looked like where students clocked in.

Su Han originally hadn’t paid attention, until she heard the conversation from inside—

“Hey, did you guys hear?”

“What?”

“You know, Yan Tingli—he has a girlfriend in private.”

Su Han’s steps suddenly stopped.

“How do you know?”

“My cousin was his high school classmate. He ran into them recently, and Yan Tingli admitted it himself.”

“Tsk, then why is our boss still acting like he wants to push his daughter on him?”

“You don’t understand—would a man refuse a woman delivered to his door?”

“Hahaha, so cool, having both left and right embraces, truly blessed.”

“We don’t have such good fortune.”

Su Han listened, clenching the bag in her hands until her fingertips turned white.

Hearing movement inside, as if someone was about to come out, she wiped her eyes and strode forward.

Su Ye came out of the laboratory to see over ten missed calls on his phone.

Just as he was wondering about this, he entered his office only to be embraced by his crying daughter.

“Daddy, I hate you! You made me into a laughingstock!”

Due to receiving an American-style education from childhood, Su Han had always been confident and generous.

Su Ye rarely saw Su Han so uncalm.

He frowned and closed the door: “What happened?”

He also knew about Su Han being upset after visiting the Yan family over the weekend. Afterward, Yan Zecheng and Song Jie had called repeatedly to apologize, their attitudes sufficiently humble.

He had considered it just young people’s squabbling, planning to give Yan Tingli a small punishment afterward to teach him a lesson.

Su Han told him everything in one breath.

While wiping her tears, she said, “If Yan Tingli has a girlfriend, then what was I doing before?”

She could take the initiative herself—after all, pursuing excellent members of the opposite sex wasn’t embarrassing. But she absolutely couldn’t accept that the other person had a girlfriend while she eagerly threw herself at him.

Su Ye turned to look at her: “Have a girlfriend? Where did you hear this?”

Su Han sniffled: “It’s already spread everywhere. Even your students know. I have no face left!”

Su Ye’s expression completely darkened. He took a deep breath: “I understand.” He patted Su Han’s shoulder, “You’ve been wronged. I’ll ask the Yan family for clarification. If the rumors are true, I’ll get you an explanation.”

“I want Yan Tingli to suffer!” she said angrily.

“Alright, alright, Daddy will get justice for you.”

With Su Ye’s comfort, Su Han’s emotions gradually calmed down.

Su Ye finished wiping her face: “Better now?”

Su Han turned her face away. Her temper came and went quickly as she hummed lightly.

Su Ye said, “Since you’re here, have lunch with Daddy.”

“I already ate with people.”

“Oh, who did you eat with?” Su Ye asked.

He had only returned to the country last year, and Su Han was essentially a transfer student who often complained about having no friends.

Su Han’s face lit up: “My new friend, called Shi Sui. She’s a super cute girl, I like her.” As she spoke, she hooked Su Ye’s arm, “I told her I have a very capable father, and if she has any difficulties, she can ask you for help.”

Su Ye was happy that his daughter could make friends, smiling and shaking his head: “Alright.”

The next day, when Shi Sui saw Su Han again, she had already fully recovered.

As soon as the bell rang, Su Han pulled her outside: “Suisui, I’ve been holding this in for so long. Finally, I have someone I can talk to.”

The two were on the tree-lined path behind the teaching building. The small road was quiet, and it was April—a gentle breeze on their faces, everything peaceful.

Feeling her whole body warmed by the sun, Shi Sui comfortably squinted her eyes and turned to look at Su Han: “What’s wrong?”

“I only found out yesterday that Yan Tingli has a girlfriend!!!”

Thinking back to that scene, Su Han was still so angry she couldn’t control herself, so she didn’t notice Shi Sui’s suddenly changed expression.

She crossed her arms and chattered on: “It makes me furious! I, the great Su Han, almost became the other woman!”

Shi Sui gently tugged at her sleeve: “…How did you find out?”

“I overheard my dad’s students talking,” Su Han said angrily, “Who knows how far this has spread?”

Shi Sui’s face went pale: “Your dad’s students?”

“Yeah, I heard it was some high school classmate of Yan Tingli’s who saw them…”

Shi Sui took a light breath, her mind racing—

Right.

That big mouth, Gao Linhan.

He also had a cousin doing graduate studies under Su Ye.

“Ah, no matter how many people know, anyway, I’ve lost all face!”

Su Han stamped her foot. “I immediately told my dad and asked him to get justice for me. That hateful Yan Tingli, I’ll make him pay.”

Shi Sui held her breath: “…Do you know who his girlfriend is?”

Su Han wrinkled her brow, thinking: “I don’t know that.”

Shi Sui could breathe a little easier.

“But you reminded me,” Su Han raised a finger proudly, “I should investigate who his girlfriend is and whether she’s prettier than me.”

Shi Sui instinctively pressed down her hand: “Don’t.”

“…Hmm?”

Meeting Su Han’s suspicious gaze, Shi Sui said slowly: “It’s nothing.”

“What’s wrong with you?” Su Han moved closer. “Not feeling well?”

Shi Sui shook her head: “Maybe I didn’t sleep well last night.”

Su Han hooked her arm: “Then let’s go eat now. After eating, you should go back and rest early.”

Shi Sui nodded lightly, staring blankly at the road ahead.

Su Han’s words—she didn’t dare think deeply about them.

They had reached this point, this kind of relationship.

How much longer could they keep hiding it?

Heavy anxiety swept over Shi Sui layer by layer.

So much so that even in such warm spring weather, her whole body couldn’t stop feeling cold.

The following days passed peacefully.

Before the Qingming holiday, Shi Sui received an email—her previously submitted competition entry had luckily made it to the finals. She would go to the host venue to compete next week.

This was the only good news she had received recently.

“Not bad, Suisui. Your work this time is super stunning,” knowing she made the finals, Lin Anran congratulated her, “Only you and Su Han from our class made it.”

Su Han had grown up in America and even interned at Disney headquarters. Her professional skills were much more refined than her own.

Making it to the finals this time—

Shi Sui’s memory returned to half a month ago, when Yan Tingli was leaning against her back, teaching her modeling and rendering bit by bit.

And that laughing sentence.

“Brother Tingli will help you win the gold prize.”

“Hey, Suisui, you submitted an exchange application?” Xue Jing, who was reviewing materials on her computer, was stunned and suddenly turned to look at her.

“…It’s not confirmed yet.” Shi Sui didn’t speak too definitively, “This is still a pre-application. Many people filled it out. I’m just filling it out.”

Xue Jing looked at the materials again: “If you go, do you want to go to America?”

Shi Sui had been comparing Europe and America in conversations with Zhou Xuyan and Su Han.

Europe had more art schools, but the climate there was humid, and Britain often had rain.

She didn’t want to live alone in constantly damp conditions.

Shi Sui fell into thought, saying softly, “I heard California’s sunshine is beautiful.”

Perhaps because Qingming was approaching.

These past two days have been continuously rainy. Outside the window, fine rain was falling, and Shi Sui was somewhat lost in thought, remembering Zhou Xuyan’s words.

——It wasn’t that if she went on exchange, everything would be solved.

As long as Yan Tingli wanted to, finding her would be as easy as breathing.

Shi Sui didn’t dare think deeply about how angry he would be at that moment.

Was there any way?

To make it so he couldn’t find her? Shi Sui wondered hesitantly.

But when she closed her eyes, her memory returned to that night when he looked at her with those dark eyes.

And that stubborn, serious sentence.

“Don’t deceive me.”

Her heart suddenly ached dully.

Shi Sui buried her head, feeling bitterness in her throat.

The night before the Qingming holiday, Shi Sui finally went to the apartment.

They hadn’t seen each other this week.

On Wednesday, Yan Tingli had said online that he had experimental arrangements and needed to monitor data, so he couldn’t get away.

She thought it was just ordinary work, until Su Han gloated in her ear a couple of days ago: “My dad has been assigning all sorts of miscellaneous tasks to Yan Tingli recently. He’s going to be busy.”

Shi Sui forced a slight smile.

But her mood was complex in a way she couldn’t describe.

Just as she entered the apartment door.

Shi Sui was immediately embraced by Yan Tingli. He bent down, lightly sniffing along her neck.

His breathing was heavy, his Adam’s apple rolling as he urgently captured her lips and sucked on them.

“You,” Shi Sui couldn’t handle it, pinching his shoulder, “…slow down.”

Yan Tingli lifted her with one hand, changing to look up to kiss her: “Can’t slow down.”

“I miss you everywhere.”

As he spoke, Shi Sui let out a muffled moan, her fingers suddenly gripping tightly. She bit her lower lip, holding back her soft cries.

Since they had changed to meeting on Wednesdays too, their meetings had become more frequent, and Yan Tingli’s urgent frequency had decreased considerably. He had also become more patient than before.

Now, Shi Sui couldn’t quite handle it. She asked: “What have you been busy with this week?”

Yan Tingli leaned over her, staring at her the whole time: “Su Ye’s project.”

Shi Sui thought of those miscellaneous tasks, feeling puzzled, and voiced her question: “Why would you be willing to do them?”

“Consider it paying him back.”

Shi Sui was stunned. Before she could understand what Yan Tingli meant, he turned her over.

His movements were too forceful.

Unable to steady herself, she supported herself on the headboard, watching the bed move back and forth, her eyelashes trembling lightly.

By the time it ended, she didn’t know what time it was.

Shi Sui soaked in the bathtub while Yan Tingli finished washing first and went to the kitchen to make food.

Only then.

Did she have time to sort through her thoughts?

Belatedly understood the meaning of Yan Tingli’s words.

Su Ye was deliberately making things difficult for him.

Yan Tingli was well aware of this.

He had so recklessly offended his parents and mentor.

No matter how rebellious and unruly, he would eventually have to pay the price.

And what was it for?

For someone like her, who had never been resolute.

Was it worth it?

Shi Sui closed her eyes.

Suddenly, I felt a splitting headache.

On Qingming Day, Yan Tingli dressed in all black and left alone.

He didn’t say where he was going, but Shi Sui knew.

Previously, Shi Sui had thought he had gone to pay respects to deceased elders according to custom. Now she guessed he was going to see Yan Congjin at the northern suburb cemetery.

Shi Sui stayed alone in the apartment, making final touches to her competition entry.

While taking a voice call from Zhou Xuyan.

The other end asked: “He went to the northern suburbs?”

Shi Sui hummed softly.

Zhou Xuyan was quiet for a few seconds, then suddenly said: “Actually, Yan Tingli was pretty good to his little brother.”

Shi Sui’s movements paused slightly.

“I still remember when we were little, he even let his brother into the piano room to play his piano,” Zhou Xuyan said, “Generally speaking, Yan Tingli would never let others touch his absolutely private things.”

“One time, I followed Yan Congjin to play his piano, and he had people come to clean the piano thoroughly, and deliberately dirtied my favorite doll.”

Shi Sui now couldn’t look directly at that piano, responding slowly: “…Oh.”

“Forget it, let’s not talk about this,” feeling the topic was somewhat depressing, Zhou Xuyan said, “Have you decided to go to America?”

Shi Sui responded gloomily: “…If I can go, probably.”

“I’ve been looking for computer experts for you recently, but I haven’t found reliable ones and got scammed out of several thousand…”

“Don’t waste money like that.” Shi Sui didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

Zhou Xuyan: “Then, do you have any ideas?”

Shi Sui was quiet for a moment, then shared the unformed idea in her mind.

Zhou Xuyan gasped: “You know what, that could work, it really could work. If you’re desperate, find Su Han’s dad—”

She was halfway through speaking.

Suddenly, sounds came from the living room.

Little Snail prompted: “Fingerprint verification failed.”

“Facial recognition failed.”

“Please verify again.”

Shi Sui’s heart jumped violently. Intense anxiety struck, and she immediately hung up the phone.

She closed her laptop, ran barefoot to open the study door, her heart pounding as she looked at the front door.

Vaguely, Shi Sui heard Song Jie’s impatient voice.

As if she were making a phone call: “Why don’t I have permission for this door lock?”

“He changed it? Isn’t this last year’s trial version? Does the headquarters have any way?”

“Try to unlock it. I need to get in right now.”

The blood almost completely drained from Shi Sui’s face.

All the events of her twenty years combined weren’t as terrifying as this moment.

She turned and ran back to the study, gently closing the door.

She lit up her phone.

Frantically calling Yan Tingli.

At that exact moment.

The unlocking sound came from outside, and Little Snail said in a steady, mechanical voice: “Welcome, Master.”

High heels sound from outside the door.

From the bedroom to the kitchen.

Then, gradually approaching the study.

The high heels clicked rhythmically.

Each step struck Shi Sui’s heart like a hammer.

Shi Sui crouched in the corner by the bookshelf, hugging her knees and curling up, staring blankly at one spot.

Her mind was completely blank, with only two words remaining.

It’s over.

She closed her eyes, her whole body shaking uncontrollably, preparing to face the coming storm.

Suddenly.

Yan Tingli’s icy voice came from outside: “Breaking into a private residence without permission—do you want me to call the police?”

Song Jie’s footsteps approaching the study stopped.

“I’m your mother. Do I need permission to enter your home?”

Yan Tingli sneered: “Now you’re my mother again?”

Song Jie didn’t say much to him.

“Where is she?”

Yan Tingli looked at her.

“Your hidden girlfriend,” Song Jie put her hands in her pockets, looking around, “bring her out for me to see what kind of low-class goods—”

Before she could finish, Yan Tingli pressed his lips together and expressionlessly smashed a cup on the ground in front of her.

The sharp sound exploded, piercing their eardrums.

Song Jie dodged the fragments: “What are you having a fit about?”

Yan Tingli tilted his head slightly, smiling at her: “If you say one more word, I don’t mind exposing all your low-class lovers—from married men to young influencers.”

“If that’s not enough, I’ll add my dad’s twenty-plus mistresses.”

Song Jie looked at him with unfamiliar eyes.

Shocked by the suppressed madness in the young man’s dark pupils.

“Bang.” He cheerfully made a sound effect.

“Stock prices explode.”

Song Jie trembled with rage.

At this moment, she particularly missed Yan Congjin. Thinking of the cold cemetery she had seen that morning, Song Jie felt sadness rise in her heart, then hatred, gritting her teeth: “The fortune teller was right. You’re cursed to harm parents and siblings. Your brother was killed by your curse, and now you want to curse us too.”

The room fell silent.

Song Jie didn’t look at his expression, turning toward the door. Before leaving, she dropped another line: “I’ll find your little girlfriend sooner or later.”

“Bang.”

The door slammed shut heavily.

From the sound, the person should have left.

Shi Sui moved her stiff limbs but felt no joy in surviving a disaster.

Their conversation just now had been heard word for word.

Her sluggish brain tried to analyze this information.

But she was exhausted and couldn’t analyze anything.

Until the study door opened.

Yan Tingli entered.

As if knowing she was here, he didn’t pause, walking directly to this corner.

He crouched down and lifted Shi Sui.

Holding her in his arms, warm kisses fell by her ear. Knowing she was frightened, he said in the gentlest tone possible: “Sorry.”

“There won’t be a next time.”

Shi Sui’s whole body was still stiff and cold. Even being held like this didn’t warm her up.

Her nerves were only one step away from collapse.

She did not react to Yan Tingli’s words.

For a long time.

Only then did Shi Sui seem to suddenly wake up, her pupils slowly moving to look at Yan Tingli.

“Brother Tingli,” she gently tugged at his sleeve.

Yan Tingli also seemed to be lost in thought, his face pale with no color visible.

He looked at her, holding her tighter: “…Mm?”

Shi Sui’s fingers gripped tightly.

Using the gentlest voice of her entire life, she said to him, “I know you’re struggling right now, fighting against them. It’s hard and painful. I don’t want to see you so tired either.”

“We, we,” she used a breathy voice, almost trembling as she pleaded with him, “let’s break up, okay.”

Chapter 23: Hate Lasts Longer Than Love…
Before this moment, Shi Sui had always felt that the two words “break up” weighed heavier than a thousand pounds for her.

She was very timid.

So timid that she would rather run far away alone than dare to say these two words to Yan Tingli.

But the instant she spoke them.

It was as if some shackles had fallen off her body and dissipated, and the heavy fog before her eyes also cleared.

Yes.

What did any of this have to do with her?

Why did she have to hide in this corner like a mouse?

She wasn’t happy.

Why couldn’t she break up?

Yan Tingli acted as if he hadn’t heard her say “break up,” saying softly, “I said there won’t be a next time.”

Shi Sui could no longer hear what he was saying.

She was only trapped in her world, her originally grayish pupils gradually brightening.

Just thinking about breaking up with Yan Tingli, she felt as if the whole world had lit up.

“Let’s break up.” She grabbed Yan Tingli’s sleeve, as if clutching at her last hope, saying repeatedly, “Yan Tingli, let’s break up.”

“I don’t want to continue like this anymore. Please, let’s break up.”

“Okay?”

Shi Sui thought.

Perhaps she had gone crazy one step before Yan Tingli.

So much so that when Yan Tingli was expressionless, looking at her with that bone-chillingly cold gaze, slowly telling her to “take back those words.”

She still felt nothing.

Still repeating over and over: “I said, let’s break up. I want to break up with you.”

Shi Sui was thrown onto the soft chair in the study. Yan Tingli leaned over her, his ice-cold fingers gripping her neck.

His long finger bones showed protruding veins, loosening, and tightening.

He said hoarsely: “Shut up.”

Shi Sui: “I want to break up.”

“Say it again and I’ll strangle you.”

He wasn’t using any force at all, wouldn’t even leave a mark.

Yan Tingli was a coward.

He didn’t dare use force.

Shi Sui pushed her neck into his palm, looking into his eyes, saying slowly word by word: “Even if you strangle me, I still want to break up.”

The light in Yan Tingli’s eyes flickered on and off, finally becoming as still as a pool of stagnant water.

He stood up.

Right in front of her, he took off his shirt, his gaze looking down from above, landing on her cheek without a ripple.

Seeing his actions, Shi Sui shrank back, gritting her teeth and glaring: “Yan Tingli, you only know how to force me!”

Yan Tingli tilted his head, smiling at her.

His fingers were ice-cold, sliding up her snow-white legs like a snake.

Shi Sui felt uneasy but didn’t want to show weakness.

Her determination to break up surpassed everything: “Do whatever you want. Consider it a breakup screw.”

Yan Tingli’s head was buried under her skirt.

Hearing this, he showed no reaction. He kissed up along her legs. Shi Sui felt creeped out by his strange actions and wanted to kick him away, but Yan Tingli suddenly increased his strength.

Pressing her down firmly.

“Forcing you?” His breath lightly brushed past as he laughed, but his tone had no warmth: “If it’s force, why can you get so wet?”

Shi Sui bit down hard on her lower lip.

“Is it natural?” he asked with a curious tone.

His hair brushed against the skin of her legs.

His voice was muffled.

Water sounds, swallowing sounds.

Every little noise was amplified.

He always had countless ways to torment her.

Shi Sui’s pale fingers clenched and loosened, stubbornly not making a sound.

“I’m asking you.” Yan Tingli’s tone suddenly turned cold.

Accompanied by the heavy pressure of his fingertips, making her whole body tremble: “Is it natural?”

Shi Sui was covered in sweat.

Her throat was also dry from the unbearable sensation. Knowing his deliberate malice, she admitted: “Yes, natural. After breaking up with you, I can do this with anyone—mmm.”

She couldn’t finish the rest of her words.

Because the look in Yan Tingli’s eyes when he raised his head could only be described as terrifying, full of murderous intent.

When he was determined to punish her, Shi Sui was no match for him.

From years of holding pens.

Yan Tingli’s fingertips had a layer of calluses.

His finger bones were also extraordinarily long.

He knew every one of her sensitive spots.

When he pressed and rubbed heavily.

Shi Sui felt tingling even in the gaps between her bones.

Yan Tingli watched her carelessly, watching her eyes brim with tears, a layer of mist covering her eyes.

Then, suddenly withdrew.

Shi Sui was left hanging, neither up nor down.

Her hands clawed at his shoulders.

Like urgency, like unbearable need.

Yan Tingli said coldly, “You’re not allowed to climax.”

Shi Sui breathed lightly.

Ashamed and uncomfortable.

She resisted with silence, her nails scratching his back.

“Do you want it?” he asked her emotionlessly.

Shi Sui gritted her teeth and said nothing.

“Seems it’s still not enough.”

Several rounds of edging.

The sweat on her body came in layer after layer.

Her consciousness was also unclear.

“Open yourself up for me.”

She heard him command.

The moment she was satisfied.

Shi Sui gripped the bedsheets tightly, her knuckles white with force, a sigh escaping her throat.

“What would you do without me?” Yan Tingli’s wrinkled fingers, from being soaked, seemed to stroke her cheek with pity, “Who else could make Suisui feel this good?”

Shi Sui almost bit through her lower lip.

She felt like she had already lost her reason.

Suppressed for too long, she almost said with the mindset of mutual destruction with Yan Tingli: “How would I know without trying with others?”

Yan Tingli was so angry he laughed instead.

His ice-cold laughter was more chilling than any storm.

His fingers calmly touched the most tender skin on the inside of her thighs.

His forehead pressed against hers, using a tone as if discussing with her, gently saying: “How about I tattoo a few words here for Suisui?”

“What should I tattoo?”

“How about my name?”

“Or my surname.”

As if a sinister cold wind blew past.

Shi Sui’s whole body gradually stiffened, the sweat she had worked up congealing and sticking to her body.

“Don’t be afraid.” Yan Tingli kissed her forehead, saying softly, “I’ll go learn right away and tattoo it myself. It definitely won’t hurt.”

Shi Sui felt like even her scalp was about to explode.

She suddenly pushed him away hard, her chest heaving, looking at him with extreme terror: “No! I don’t want it! Get away from me!”

Yan Tingli looked at her and smiled, his lips curving with satisfaction.

He pulled her back into his arms, his palm gently stroking her hair, saying warmly: “Of course.”

“As long as we don’t break up, anything is fine.”

“Otherwise,” he pulled out a strand of her hair, moving close to look at her, “in case some trash I don’t know about approaches you.”

Yan Tingli thought for a moment, saying somewhat troubled: “Killing him would be a bit troublesome.”

Shi Sui herself didn’t know that because of extreme fear, her whole body was already unconsciously trembling.

Using all her strength, she still had nowhere to retreat.

She buried her head and collapsed, screaming.

“I want to break up.”

“I want to break up.”

Her last nerve was also crushed. She was helpless, crying like a child who couldn’t get candy.

She didn’t see Yan Tingli’s eyelashes droop, the corners of his eyes turning red.

He pressed her against the headboard, his voice also faintly trembling: “Last week, you said you wanted to be with me forever.”

“You lied to me again.” He repeated, “Shi Sui, you lied to me again.”

Shi Sui covered her ears and shook her head, crying and shouting: “Those were things you forced me to agree to!”

“I just want to break up with you, I’ve wanted to for so long!”

Yan Tingli was silent for a long time.

Only then did he slowly raise his eyes: “You weren’t like this last week.”

As if remembering something, he suddenly moved closer, gripping her shoulders tightly: “Is it because Song Jie made you afraid?”

“It must be.”

Yan Tingli seemed reassured. He pulled her back into his arms, burying his head down, his cheek pressed against her neck, exposing his vulnerable neck to her.

As if carefully choosing his words, he spoke very slowly.

“I have a way to make them accept.”

“Just give me a little time.”

“It’s them making you afraid, it must be.”

Shi Sui was covered in tear stains, shaking her head continuously.

She said weakly: “No, it’s not them.”

“Let’s break up,” she begged him, “please, Brother Tingli. We’re not the same kind of people. We’re not compatible—”

Before she could finish, Shi Sui’s chin was gripped and lifted.

Yan Tingli’s face was pale as snow, no light left in his eyes. He tilted his head slightly, carving each word into her brain: “There’s no such thing as compatible or not.”

“Only whether I want you or not.”

“I’ll give you one last chance.”

“Tell me, no breakup.”

“Forever together with me.”

Under tremendous pressure, Shi Sui still stubbornly stared at him: “I want to break up.”

“Good.” Yan Tingli almost wanted to applaud, “Our Suisui has backbone.”

Pulling her to press her down beneath him, he said in a tone devoid of any warmth: “Then give me a child. With a child, where could you run to?”

At this moment, even Shi Sui’s cerebral cortex exploded.

Every cell in her body was screaming with terror.

“You’re crazy,” she screamed, using all her strength to punch and kick, “You’re a madman!!!”

Yan Tingli turned a deaf ear, only saying in her ear, “Perfect. If I have one, my dad won’t need to. Killing two birds with one stone.”

“When the child is born, we can get married just in time.”

“This way, we’ll be together forever.”

As if thinking this idea was particularly brilliant.

He laughed softly in her ear.

No matter how Shi Sui pushed or struggled, Yan Tingli remained unmoved.

By her ear, he spoke of “their child.”

He seemed tireless.

Shi Sui could only feel endless darkness and terror.

Tears flowed all over the pillow.

Shi Sui said indifferently: “Yan Tingli, I hate you.”

His movements paused.

After a long time, he lowered his head to lick and kiss away her tears, saying: “That’s fine too.”

His voice dissipated like fog: “Hate lasts longer than love.”

…………………………………………………………………………….

When she woke up again, it was dark outside, and she didn’t know what time it was.

There was no one beside her, cold and empty.

But the bedsheets and her clothes had been changed, and she felt no discomfort.

Shi Sui propped herself up on the bed and reached for her phone to check the time.

5:30 AM.

She walked out of the bedroom barefoot.

No one was home either.

Shi Sui stood in place for a while, then quickly returned to the room to change clothes.

——She had to leave this place immediately.

Walking to the door.

She pressed the handle, but couldn’t open it no matter what. The door was locked from the outside.

Shi Sui’s heart sank, almost unable to believe it.

She quickly thought of a solution, calling to Little Snail: “Open the door.”

Little Snail only emitted a cold mechanical voice: “Incorrect command.”

Slowly understanding what was happening, Shi Sui stood in place, her face gradually turning pale.

She continued to take out her phone, immediately about to order delivery to buy emergency contraception.

But the page spun for a long time, showing no signal.

In an instant.

Shi Sui felt cold all over.

“Little Snail!” she screamed, “Connect to the internet! I need internet!”

“Incorrect command.”

“Ah!”

Shi Sui suddenly held her head, hysterically collapsing and screaming.

All the adults who had seen her since childhood.

Would praise her for being well-behaved, quiet, and good-tempered.

Shi Sui had never imagined.

That one day, she would act like a madwoman, smashing everything in the house that could be broken or thrown.

On the display shelf was a pair of very ugly ceramic dolls.

They were from her freshman year, brought back from handicraft class. She had to submit work the next week, but Shi Sui was clumsy with her hands.

The design drawings were beautiful, but when it came to making them, she was lost.

Yan Tingli laughed while making sarcastic comments.

Shi Sui pushed the clay to him in a huff: “If you’re so capable, you do it.”

So the two of them spent an entire Sunday.

Each making one ugly doll, forming a pair of “golden boy and jade girl.”

Later when turning in the assignment, Shi Sui even received a “Most Special Work Award” from the substitute teacher.

But the dolls weren’t confiscated and were returned, continuing to sit on the apartment’s display shelf.

………….

Shi Sui’s hand lingered on the dolls for a long time.

Several times, she impulsively wanted to smash them, but in the end, she closed her eyes and tearfully put them back.

Until she was exhausted, Shi Sui ran back to the bay window in the bedroom, hugging her knees and curling up.

…..

She didn’t know how much time had passed.

The sun rose, with a few rays of sunlight falling on Shi Sui’s face.

She opened her heavy eyelids.

The first thing that came into view was several green plants she had bought for this place.

The green leaves stretched their branches leisurely in the sunlight.

Shi Sui stared at them for a while, then turned her head to see Yan Tingli leaning against the wall, not knowing how long he had been watching her.

Being seen by her.

He first paused, then lowered his eyes.

Shi Sui looked at him calmly.

Licking her cracked lips: “Let me out.”

He didn’t respond: “Come eat.”

“I said,” Shi Sui repeated, “I want to go out.”

Yan Tingli’s steps paused for a moment.

“Then answer me first,” turning to look at her, “still want to break up?”

Shi Sui bit her lips and said nothing.

Yan Tingli sneered: “Then continue staying here.”

“This is imprisonment.”

He countered: “Then call the police?”

Shi Sui gritted her teeth.

“Still want to break up?” he asked for the second time.

Shi Sui stared at him, but wouldn’t speak.

Yan Tingli took two steps forward, gripped her chin, and said coldly: “Then stay here. You can leave when you get pregnant.”

These words directly brought Shi Sui back to the edge of collapse.

Her long eyelashes trembled, her emotions stimulated, her stomach churning, covering her mouth, wanting to vomit.

But her stomach was empty, so Shi Sui couldn’t vomit anything out.

Yan Tingli’s face turned paler, carrying her horizontally.

The weight in his hands was light as a feather, his voice very low: “Go eat something.”

Shi Sui suddenly grabbed his sleeve.

He stopped.

“I agree with you.” She said calmly, then the second half: “No breakup.”

“Now, buy me contraceptives.”

Yan Tingli didn’t answer. He continued carrying her, setting her down at the dining table.

Shi Sui noticed.

All the mess she had created was now clean and tidy.

Yan Tingli placed the just-warmed pumpkin porridge in front of her.

Shi Sui threw away the spoon: “I said, I want contraceptives.”

Yan Tingli picked up the spoon again and fed the porridge to her mouth: “Drink.”

Shi Sui was burning with anger.

But she still endured and opened her mouth, finishing the bowl of porridge.

Her empty stomach finally felt somewhat better. Seeing Yan Tingli about to turn and take the bowl away.

Shi Sui shouted: “I said, I want contraceptives!”

Yan Tingli ignored her: “Not needed.”

Shi Sui rushed at him, charging like a little bull: “I don’t want to get pregnant, I want contraceptives!”

“You can’t get pregnant.” Yan Tingli turned to look at her.

Shi Sui was stunned.

Her mind analyzed the meaning of his words.

Why? Was he impotent?

Weak sperm? Or something else…

Her expression changed unpredictably until her head was pushed by Yan Tingli’s expressionless hand.

“I had a vasectomy.”

Shi Sui was shocked in place.

Looking at his back, still somewhat suspicious: “When?”

Yan Tingli kept a straight face, not speaking.

“Are you lying to me?” Shi Sui still didn’t dare believe, “What if I still get pregnant?”

After all, Yan Tingli was full of schemes.

This matter couldn’t have any mistakes.

Yan Tingli put the bowl back into the dishwasher.

Using bone-chillingly cold eyes to look at her: “If you can still get pregnant, I’ll castrate that man.”

Shi Sui: “…”

The most feared thing was resolved.

Plus, her stomach was full, and Shi Sui’s mental state gradually returned to normal.

Turning to look at Yan Tingli’s expression.

Since admitting to the “vasectomy,” he had been silent.

Shi Sui was curious: “So when exactly did you—”

Yan Tingli interrupted her: “When was the longest we went without seeing each other?”

Shi Sui recalled.

Could it have been during her sketching trip?

That time, they hadn’t seen each other for almost a full month.

She asked quietly: “Why did you think to go…”

Pausing, Shi Sui used “that” to replace vasectomy.

“I don’t like children.” He said coldly, “Condoms aren’t 100% effective.”

Shi Sui slowly: “…Oh.”

People are like this.

After escaping from the greatest despair, all other small difficulties seem less frightening.

Shi Sui calmed down, hesitantly asking: “…When can I go out?”

“Today.”

Yan Tingli’s cold gaze fixed on Little Snail.

This place still wasn’t safe enough.

The Qingming holiday ended.

Returning to school for classes, Shi Sui even felt like she was in another lifetime.

Tuesday evening, Shi Sui met Zhou Xuyan for dinner at a hotpot restaurant in University Town.

“After the results of this competition come out, I’ll submit the final application.” She told Zhou Xuyan.

Zhou Xuyan was stunned: “Why are you suddenly so determined?”

Shi Sui lowered her eyelashes, picking at her food, telling Zhou Xuyan what happened on Qingming Day.

Including Song Jie suddenly barging into the apartment.

And Yan Tingli went crazy after she suggested breaking up.

Shi Sui didn’t elaborate on the latter details.

But even with this brief description, her cheeks still showed a slight pallor.

Zhou Xuyan looked at her expression and gripped her chopsticks tightly: “Did he do something terrible?”

Shi Sui pressed her lips together.

Without answering directly, she just nodded lightly: “For me, it was quite scary.”

Zhou Xuyan took a deep breath, comfortingly stroking her cheek.

Piecing together the current messy situation, she sighed: “Such a big mess, it’s hard on you, caught in the middle.”

“Yan Tingli becoming this kind of little pervert is related to his parents. Their whole family is quite crazy.”

Shi Sui lowered her head, not commenting.

But she heard Zhou Xuyan mention something: “Aren’t you curious why the Yan family parents, with such profit-driven personalities, would let you live in their house? Because your dad and his dad had a good relationship? No matter how good the relationship, with so many properties in their family, they wouldn’t let you live in the main residence, even across from Yan Tingli’s room, considering the difference between men and women.”

Shi Sui was stunned, looking at her.

“Although rich people don’t mind one extra pair of chopsticks,” Zhou Xuyan said, “the richer they are, the more utilitarian. They never do anything without benefit, even small things.”

Shi Sui couldn’t help asking: “Then why?”

“Poor people seek this life, rich people seek the next. Yan Zecheng and Song Jie are very Buddhist, throwing tens of millions in incense money for ceremonies every year at Daguan Temple.”

“This is extremely confidential,” Zhou Xuyan said in the lowest voice, “I only heard it by eavesdropping on my grandmother and my mother chatting.”

“When Yan Tingli was born, they had his horoscope read. The result was that extreme intelligence leads to injury, his personality easily goes to extremes, and he brings misfortune to close relatives. The fate of a lone star in movies and TV shows.”

Shi Sui’s memory suddenly returned to that day, to Song Jie’s words that slipped out.

While having a sudden realization, she also felt a heavy stuffiness and sourness in her heart.

Zhou Xuyan continued: “Just before you came, they had returned from the temple. The abbot told them to do more good deeds to accumulate merit for Yan Congjin.”

“Also, your horoscope can neutralize Yan Tingli’s very inauspicious chart, maybe there could be a miracle.”

“They’re very superstitious. When they came back, they agreed to take you in.”

Chapter 24: Suisui, You’re Afraid of Me…
Zhou Xuyan’s words left Shi Sui silent for a long time.

She absent-mindedly stirred the juice in front of her with her finger.

“Me…”

“My appearance.”

Shi Sui lowered her head, her voice dispersing lightly in the air, “For him, it might be more like a mistake.”

As she spoke, Shi Sui’s memory returned to her first meeting with Yan Tingli.

Not at the Yan house.

But earlier.

First year of high school, Shi Sui followed her parents to Beijing for school.

To get her into a top high school and enjoy Beijing’s educational resources, Shi Yue had put in tremendous effort.

Not only had he used up all their family savings to buy a house in Beijing and transfer her household registration, but he had also sought help from university classmates in the education system, giving gifts and treating them to meals. Only then was Shi Sui able to step through the doors of the Affiliated High School.

The students ‘grades were just a basic indicator of excellence.

They also had to participate in various competitions and training camps. Some competition names were things Shi Sui had never even heard of, showing the level of intense competition.

Shi Sui was grateful more than once that she was an art student. Otherwise, with her grades, no matter how much money her father Shi Yue threw around or gifts he gave, she probably wouldn’t even touch the threshold of the Affiliated High School.

Carrying her drawing board, on her first day at the Affiliated High School, the teacher who registered her told her to report to the intensive training class first.

The Affiliated High School excelled in the sciences. Several buildings were filled with science classes from different grades, while other liberal arts, fine arts, and physical education classes were distributed in various corners.

Shi Sui wandered around for a long time but couldn’t find where the art-intensive training class was.

The summer heat hadn’t yet faded.

After walking outside for so long, Shi Sui was thirsty, so she went through a small door into the building behind her.

She bought a bottle of ice water from the vending machine, gulped down several mouthfuls, and finally let out a long breath, feeling like she had come back to life.

This place was cool and refreshing. Shi Sui didn’t want to move for a while, so she lingered a bit longer.

Looking around, she discovered this seemed to be the school’s main auditorium.

Since school had just started and everyone was busy with registration and getting textbooks, this place seemed quite deserted.

Shi Sui leisurely drank a few more sips of water.

Suddenly, she heard a few crisp piano notes, not forming a melody, as if someone had casually tapped them with their fingers.

Someone was playing piano?

Somewhat curious, she unconsciously walked inside.

Through the window that hadn’t been cleaned in a long time and wasn’t very clear.

Shi Sui bent down, peering inside with one eye.

She saw on the stage, on a not-so-new piano, a calico cat standing proudly with its tail held high.

The little cat’s paws were bouncing and jumping, stepping on the piano.

Creating several random notes.

And beside the piano.

A young man wearing the Affiliated High School’s standard summer uniform, his face lit by the light, his left hand on the piano keys. His wrist bone was pale and cold, his knuckles unusually long and elegant.

When the little cat randomly stepped on a note on the right.

He would press keys on the left to harmonize.

Back and forth, they created strange yet adorable melodies.

Very content with themselves.

Until the little cat seemed to notice Shi Sui standing outside the window.

Its tail twitched alertly as it jumped and slipped through a window gap on the other side, running away in a flash.

The young man’s movements paused, his brow furrowing.

As if sensing something, he turned his eyes sideways, looking in her direction.

Shi Sui also got a clear look at his face.

Her breathing caught, accompanied by an instantly off-beat heartbeat.

“You scared away my cat.” His gaze swept over coolly, his tone not very happy.

He should only be able to see a shadow by the window.

Knowing he couldn’t see her, but inexplicable shyness made Shi Sui panic like never before.

She thought about her sweaty forehead—were her bangs also greasy and stuck to her head?

Shi Sui gripped the ice water in her hand tightly.

Without time to think, she fled in panic.

Later, at the opening ceremony’s freshman speech.

Shi Sui learned his name.

Yan Tingli.

Such a beautiful name.

She thought.

In this place where top students gathered and everyone showed their talents.

His name still thundered in everyone’s ears.

But for someone like this, aside from looking up to him, Shi Sui had no other thoughts.

She was a very laid-back person who hated being tired.

Having a crush on someone so far beyond her reach would be too emotionally draining.

Better to be a quiet green plant absorbing sunlight, protecting her energy.

So throughout high school, Shi Sui mixed in among the masses of students, occasionally hearing about what award he had won or what score he had achieved, sighing along with everyone else.

In her eyes, Yan Tingli was never someone from the same world.

No exaggerated adjective would be too much when applied to him.

Until that day when Shi Sui walked into the magnificent palace-like Yan family villa.

The memory came to an abrupt stop.

Zhou Xuyan stared in shock at the crystal tear that unconsciously slid down from Shi Sui’s eye.

“Suisui?” She quickly went over, putting her arm around her shoulders, “What’s wrong? Why are you suddenly crying?”

Shi Sui shook her head: “I’m fine.” But her emotions were too low, her voice hoarse beyond recognition.

Zhou Xuyan felt heartbroken watching her, cursing Yan Tingli: “That damn pervert, what exactly did he do?”

Shi Sui wiped with her hand, only then realizing she was crying again.

“…It’s not that.” She said softly, “I’m just.”

Shi Sui paused and said, “Very tired.”

She had known this all along.

Being with someone so distant would be exhausting.

She was so timid.

Why had she been so bewitched as to enter this game that was bound to have no outcome?

“How did he and I get to this point today?”

Wiping her tears, she said doubtfully: “Did I turn him into this?”

In her memory, Yan Tingli, who played piano with the little cat, suddenly became blurry.

“It’s not you.” Zhou Xuyan gently patted her back. Though she couldn’t understand Shi Sui’s sudden breakdown, she was still infected by the sorrowful emotions emanating from her, “His personality is just like that. What does it have to do with you?”

Shi Sui buried her head in Zhou Xuyan’s chest.

The suppression and bitterness accumulated over two full years finally found an outlet the moment she decided to truly leave.

Her voice was trembling.

She said to Zhou Xuyan’s ear: “Yanyan, I like him.”

Zhou Xuyan was shocked. “You still like him now?”

Shi Sui closed her eyes.

Saying softly, “I do like him.”

She simply couldn’t lie to herself anymore.

A timid person.

Could like someone so much.

Knowing it would be exhausting.

Yet she continued to like him until her energy was completely drained, only then willing to leave.

The second Friday of April.

That afternoon, Shi Sui asked for leave from her “History of Western Art” teacher and went with Su Han to participate in the National University Student Animation Design Finals.

The competition venue was at the city’s convention center.

Contestants needed to present and give three to five-minute explanations.

At noon, Shi Sui received a message from Yan Tingli.

He wanted to skip class again, saying he wanted to come watch her win an award.

Shi Sui only replied that Su Han was also there.

After a long while, Yan Tingli sent: [I want to see you]

Followed by: [Haven’t seen you in so long]

After she left the apartment on Qingming Day.

They hadn’t met again.

Yan Tingli hadn’t sent messages asking her to come over, and Shi Sui certainly wouldn’t take the initiative.

Or rather.

Unless Yan Tingli could kidnap her.

She would never be willing to go again.

His tone wasn’t as domineering as usual.

Shi Sui looked at the screen, thinking of when he occasionally showed weakness, lowering his eyelashes, speaking softly by her ear.

As if knowing she couldn’t resist.

But once she trusted and fell into his gentle trap, it would be round after round of high pressure and coercion.

Shi Sui hardened her heart: [Don’t come, Su Han is here]

Some things had to be known by Su Han, too.

Because of them, she had suffered so many inexplicable grievances.

“Suisui, I looked at your work this time.” While she was lost in thought, Su Han hooked her arm, smiling broadly, “I like your art style.”

Shi Sui was somewhat flattered. In terms of professional ability, Su Han was stronger than her.

She smiled gently: “Thank you, I like your work too.”

Su Han proudly shook her head: “Thank you. Winning awards will depend on our skills.”

The two looked at each other and smiled.

The competition atmosphere wasn’t relaxed. The three to five-minute presentations had a fast pace, and going overtime would result in point deductions.

Shi Sui was somewhat nervous. Before going on stage, she took light breaths to relieve the tension.

Fortunately, she had rehearsed a lot. Her performance was good, and she was quite satisfied as she completed her presentation smoothly.

Coming off stage, she saw a message from Yan Tingli: [Very good]

Shi Sui immediately looked around, but with so many people, she really couldn’t find him.

She replied stiffly: [You came anyway?]

The other end was quiet for a long time.

Then replied: [I’m leaving now]

Shi Sui stared at the screen.

Everything was his deliberate show of weakness—don’t fall into the trap.

She forced herself to be ruthless, typing: [Then leave now, don’t let Su Han see you]

When the competition ended, it was already 5:30 PM.

Su Han chattered as she hooked Shi Sui’s arm, commenting on the works from other schools they had seen that afternoon.

“Looking at everything, ours are still the best.” She said with sparkling eyes.

Shi Sui looked at her smile, pressing her lips together.

But thinking about what she needed to confess next, her smile faded as she gently tugged Su Han’s sleeve: “Hanhan.”

Su Han’s heart softened at her call: “What’s wrong?”

Shi Sui: “I have something to tell you.”

The restaurant’s lights were bright, making the dishes on the table look colorful and appetizing.

But the table was completely quiet.

Under Su Han’s gaze, Shi Sui’s head lowered further and further.

“I’m sorry.” She said softly.

“No.” Su Han raised her hand, stopping her, “I don’t want to hear any apologies.”

When Su Han wasn’t smiling, her expression and temperament were very aloof, completely unapproachable.

The two faced each other in silence for a while.

Su Han: “Why are you only telling me now? Was it funny watching me foolishly chase after Yan Tingli this whole time?”

“I didn’t. I never laughed at you.” Shi Sui reached for her hand, but Su Han dodged. She continued trying to hold it.

Su Han paused, but still didn’t shake her hand off.

“What are you envious of? Envious that I can’t catch a man? Why didn’t you tell me earlier?”

Shi Sui carefully chose her words, trying hard to explain to her.

“Enough,” Su Han’s eyes reddened as she suddenly stood up, “After all this talk, you just never considered me a friend.”

She pouted, turning her face away: “I’m not playing with you anymore. We’re no longer friends!”

After saying this, Su Han turned to leave.

Shi Sui quickly chased after her, pulling Su Han’s hand to coax her.

“Stop pulling and tugging.” Su Han said with a heavy nasal tone, “I said I’m not playing with you anymore.”

Shi Sui gripped her hand tightly: “I’m sorry. I never didn’t consider you a friend.”

“Then tell me, how do you consider me a friend?”

“I think you’re very brave.” Shi Sui licked her lips, saying with difficulty, “…Actually, I’ve always envied you.”

Su Han’s expression paused.

She blinked lightly, slowly looking at her.

“I’m not very good at expressing myself,” Shi Sui said. “Could you spare some time to listen to me explain slowly?”

That night.

Su Han heard a very long story. In her impression, Shi Sui had always been very quiet, and she rarely heard her speak so much.

Her voice was very clean, like a gentle breeze brushing across the face, without any aggression, but full of strength.

Su Han had never imagined a relationship could be as difficult as Shi Sui’s.

She asked Shi Sui why she didn’t break up, didn’t leave.

Shi Sui slowly shook her head, carefully choosing her words: “Yan Tingli has a rather obsessive personality.”

If even Shi Sui evaluated him as “obsessive,” Su Han didn’t dare think how perverted this had become.

Recalling their few meetings, especially the last time at the Yan residence, Yan Tingli’s undisguised terrible personality.

Su Han’s anger completely dissipated.

She slammed the table: “Did he force you?”

Shi Sui didn’t make a sound.

Su Han grabbed her slender arm and pulled her out: “Let’s go.”

“Where?”

“To the police.”

Shi Sui pulled her back, hesitating: “…You’re not angry anymore?”

“What am I still angry about?” Su Han was almost out of temper, pinching her face, “I should thank you. Besides you, who else could stand being with him?”

“Quick,” Su Han said, “come with me to report this.”

Shi Sui was amused by her.

“What are you laughing at?” Su Han was still puzzled.

The next second, her hand was tightly held by Shi Sui, who said softly: “I have another way. I want to go abroad.”

“I don’t want him to find me anymore.”

Shi Sui: “Hanhan, I want you to help me.”

She thought for a moment, slowly organizing her words: “I’ll always repay you.”

Su Han was shocked in place.

After reacting for a while, she slowly sat back down.

She licked her lips, feeling somewhat excited, lowering her voice and leaning her head over: “How do you want me to help you?”

…

This plan was something Shi Sui had used all her brain cells to discuss with Zhou Xuyan.

Exchange of information was open and transparent throughout the school. Although you could request anonymity from the school, Yan Tingli was unscrupulous and could hack into the system to see information at any time.

Unless the information filled out from the beginning was wrong and misleading.

What Shi Sui wanted was to go to the California Institute of the Arts.

She planned to fill in the Royal College of Art in Britain on the application form that the school needed to publish, claiming to go to that school, if she could get Su Ye’s consent, with his influence, helping her contact people and keep it secret would be effortless.

Besides this, the phone card and bank cards she used domestically couldn’t be used anymore. She would need to open new cards in America.

“Once you’re abroad, at least for the first year, I won’t be able to contact you openly,” Zhou Xuyan said sadly, “Otherwise, that little pervert Yan Tingli can always trace you through IP addresses.”

Hearing this, Shi Sui felt cold all over, finally slowly realizing that this escape wasn’t just about not letting Yan Tingli find her.

It would also be a separation from all her current friends and family in the country.

“What about my mom and dad?” Shi Sui said with a nasal tone, “I can’t not contact them. They’ll worry.”

Zhou Xuyan was also stumped: “You’ll have to ask Su Han. Her dad has great connections. Maybe he can find some high-tech firewall to help you.”

“So scary,” she sighed, “getting involved with a smart and dangerous pervert like Yan Tingli.”

Coming out of the restaurant with Su Han, it was already past nine o’clock. The moon was bright, and the stars were sparse.

Seeming to find it very exciting, Su Han was very enthusiastic about this “escape” plan. She patted Shi Sui’s shoulder: “I’ll ask my dad as soon as I get home. Just thinking about Yan Tingli not being able to find anyone and seeing him frustrated makes me so excited.”

Shi Sui responded with a weak smile.

Even now, she didn’t dare have particularly high hopes.

Su Han was going home and got in a taxi.

Shi Sui stood in the night wind, looking at the flowing traffic on the street, her eyes full of confusion.

Yan Tingli’s call.

Came through at that moment.

She didn’t know when it started, but receiving his calls always made Shi Sui feel a chill down her spine.

After a long while.

She took a light breath and answered the phone.

The other end was very quiet.

The first thing he said was: “Did you enjoy chatting with Su Han?”

In that instant, the color almost completely drained from Shi Sui’s face.

Until someone gently embraced her from behind.

His body was cold, as if he had been standing in the night wind for a long time.

Shi Sui bit her lip, summoning all her energy: “How are you here?”

“I’ve been here all along.”

Her face grew paler: “You eavesdropped on my conversation with Su Han?”

“I didn’t follow you in.” His voice was low, scattered by the wind.

Fearing it was a test, Shi Sui still didn’t dare believe.

She held her breath and waited for a moment, not detecting any abnormality from Yan Tingli.

His mood seemed low, just burying his head without continuing to speak.

Just holding her.

Shi Sui’s tense nerves gradually relaxed, belatedly realizing—she seemed to have become too much like a frightened bird.

Calming her emotions, Shi Sui turned around in his arms, her voice becoming gentler: “Haven’t you eaten yet?”

Yan Tingli: “Don’t want to eat.”

“Are you feeling unwell somewhere?” Shi Sui reached out to feel his forehead, then tried her own, “You don’t have a fever.”

Yan Tingli just stared at her.

His dark pupils reflected her image, with a kind of silent stubbornness.

“I wanted to see you.”

Shi Sui looked away uncomfortably: “Well, you’ve seen me now.”

“I also want to kiss you.”

Shi Sui turned around: “I’m going back.”

Footsteps sounded behind her.

Yan Tingli followed.

“I’m not going back to the apartment.” Shi Sui’s eyes, distinct in black and white, looked at him.

Yan Tingli pulled her back: “Then we won’t go there.”

“I don’t want to go to your other residences either.” Shi Sui emphasized.

After speaking, she lowered her eyes, not holding much hope.

Feeling the gaze on her face, she turned cold.

She quietly waited for him to get angry.

But only felt her hand being gripped tighter as Yan Tingli said gently: “Let’s go to a hotel, okay?”

Shi Sui shook off his hand: “I don’t want to sleep with you.”

The phrase “not destroying means not building” always made sense.

She had been too easy to bully before.

“If you don’t want to,” he paused, saying, “then we won’t.”

Shi Sui’s eyelashes moved slowly as she finally looked up at him.

Yan Tingli said very softly, “I want to watch cartoons with you.”

“…”

Sometimes, Shi Sui also hated how easily she softened.

Even more, she hated that she was naturally soft-hearted toward Yan Tingli.

In the end, Shi Sui chose to go to the hotel with him.

Yan Tingli found a nearby five-star hotel with complete service facilities.

They had already watched the cartoons many times.

They just played as background music.

Under the cheerful music.

Neither of them spoke first.

Until she felt her waist being embraced from behind, Shi Sui stiffened slightly, feeling Yan Tingli’s breath approaching, strands falling on her neck.

“Suisui.” He called her, “What you’re afraid of is me.”

After a long pause: “Isn’t it?”

His tone was very light.

Shi Sui pressed her lips together, remembering that day when he asked if she was afraid of Song Jie.

She had said no.

After another long while.

“I can change.” She heard him say in the smallest voice.

“Don’t be afraid of me.”

“And don’t hate me.”

Shi Sui kept her eyes closed.

Didn’t turn around.

But several crystal tears had already dampened the pillow.

Why now.

When she had already decided to leave.

Chapter 25: I Can’t Feel You Love Me…
Not receiving a response for a long time.

Shi Sui felt the palm around her waist tighten.

As if being petulant, Yan Tingli bit her earlobe.

Emphasizing: “I said I can change.”

Shi Sui quickly rubbed her eyes against the pillow, wiping away the tears.

With slightly red-rimmed eyes, she turned back to glare at him: “You simply won’t.”

Just waiting this little while.

He couldn’t help but bite her again. How was this like someone who could change?

He was just a bad person.

A bad person with a terrible track record.

Yan Tingli’s eyelids drooped, his whole being shrouded in a gloomy, silent emotion.

He had always been arrogant, terrible, and unrestrained.

As if there was nothing in the world he couldn’t accomplish or obtain.

This was the first time Shi Sui had seen such an expression on his face.

“I don’t want to be like this.” He suddenly said.

“But I can’t feel it.” He paused again.

Shi Sui looked at him.

Being stared at so motionlessly by her, Yan Tingli pressed his lips together, pushing her head down so she couldn’t look.

When he spoke, his voice trembled slightly: “I can’t feel you love me.”

Shi Sui was suddenly stunned.

“Make it a little more obvious.”

His Adam’s apple moved slowly, each word like sliding over sandpaper, rough and slow, “I might be very easy to coax.”

Another long silence.

She didn’t speak for several seconds.

Yan Tingli got angry, burying his head without a word, about to bite her ear again.

But this time he paused, didn’t bite down.

Letting out a slow breath from his chest, he got up from the bed.

Shi Sui’s nose stung: “Where are you going?”

“To calm down.” He said coldly, “Otherwise I’ll have an episode.”

In the past, when he didn’t get responses, Yan Tingli would force her, bully her.

Over and over again.

Twisted beyond measure.

Shi Sui said with a hoarse voice: “How else can I be more obvious?”

“If I didn’t like you,” she said sadly, “would I stay by your side for so long?”

Yan Tingli kept his head down.

But he wasn’t appeased, instead slowly raising his lashes to look at her: “Then when you said you wanted to break up, you didn’t like me anymore.”

“Right?”

People with severe paranoia are always too stubbornly searching for moments of not being loved.

Shi Sui’s nose stung wave after wave.

She suddenly thought of a phrase.

No one gets sick for no reason.

She had never given him any concrete sense of security either.

Shi Sui finally slowly moved forward on her knees, extending her arms to embrace Yan Tingli from behind.

Saying softly, “As long as you change.”

“I’ll always like you.”

Shi Sui closed her eyes, her breathing trembling.

——Use these last few months to seriously like Yan Tingli.

The next moment.

Shi Sui’s fingers were gripped tightly.

Yan Tingli’s body temperature was always cool, but at this moment, it was burning hot, enough to warm her hands.

He turned around without a word, burying his head in her neck.

His emotions surging, his chest also rising and falling.

Shi Sui’s fingers touched his soft hair.

But she didn’t dodge like before.

Instead, she slowly lowered her head, pressing her face against his.

Gently nuzzling.

This weekend, they watched cartoons in the hotel for a long time.

After finishing the domestic ones, they watched European, American, and Japanese ones.

Yan Tingli had very low standards for cartoons.

So low that Shi Sui didn’t know how he could watch “Peppa Pig.”

When selecting the language, Shi Sui’s fingertip paused, but she still chose the English original version.

This drew a glance from Yan Tingli.

His look—Shi Sui didn’t need translation to know it was mocking.

Yes.

Shi Sui’s English wasn’t very good.

Other art students worried about science subjects; she worried about English. Fortunately, during the college entrance exam year, she had explosive luck, encountering the simplest English paper in ten years, and even luckily scored over 130.

In her freshman year, relying on her high school foundation, she barely passed Level 4, then took Level 6 twice.

The first time she scored over 300.

The second time, she only barely passed the line after Yan Tingli tutored her for over a month.

After the exam, Shi Sui threw away all test prep materials, declaring in the dorm that she was cutting ties with foreign languages forever, making her roommates burst into laughter.

As the cartoon’s music began.

Shi Sui’s face showed a faint pallor.

That feeling of confusion and fear about the future swept over her again.

Going to California alone.

She wasn’t even good at English.

How would she live?

“I want to learn English.” Shi Sui tugged at Yan Tingli’s sleeve.

She heard Yan Tingli ask her: “Why do you suddenly want to learn? You don’t like it.”

Shi Sui buried her head in his chest: “I want to work for a foreign company.”

She was getting better and better at lying, she thought.

So skilled that even Yan Tingli had no suspicions.

Or perhaps.

Shi Sui glanced at Yan Tingli.

The corners of his lips curved slightly, his eyes also made warm and gentle by the cartoon’s warm lighting.

His finger bones cupped her face, stroking: “I’ll teach you.”

——Love blinds the sense of smell.

Even for someone like Yan Tingli.

She lowered her eyes, hiding the sourness in her heart, nodding lightly: “Mm.”

In terms of learning, Yan Tingli was always the best teacher, whether in execution or instruction.

When Shi Sui said she wanted to learn English, he began teaching.

He never made her memorize by rote, but found many English original films and stage plays to watch together.

When they encountered allusions and slang, he would explain them to her.

In daily life, he would also communicate with her in simple English.

When Shi Sui discovered she could understand most of the dialogue in simple American TV shows, spring had passed, and summer had come.

In mid-May, there was already faint cicada singing in the school trees.

The warm light of the desk lamp illuminated Shi Sui’s profile.

Her finger paused on the final confirmation button on the computer screen.

Last month’s competition results came out. Shi Sui won gold in the animation competition, with scores only slightly below Su Han’s. Both gold awards were swept by their school.

It was also this highly valuable award that allowed her to win in the evaluation and get one of the two free exchange spots.

Xue Jing and Lin Anran sadly leaned against her back.

Xue Jing held her hand: “Are you going abroad? Britain is so far away, and you’re going alone.”

“Right,” Lin Anran sniffled, “and you applied for joint cultivation, you don’t even need to come back. Are you planning to graduate there?”

The two became sadder as they talked, even wiping away tears.

Seeing she didn’t respond, Xue Jing asked again: “Suisui, you’re not planning to stay abroad and not come back, are you?”

Shi Sui immediately said: “Of course not.” She looked up and held their hands: “I’ll definitely come back.”

“Then why do you want to go abroad?” Xue Jing said, “I thought you were going to America, since initially all your pre-applications were for America.”

Lin Anran: “Right, right, and Britain is always raining.”

Looking at her roommates’ concerned expressions, Shi Sui felt an indescribable guilt and reluctance in her heart.

Gripping their hands tighter, she stood up and silently embraced both of them: “I want to see the outside world.”

“My dad has already found people to help you make contacts,” the next day at lunch, Su Han sat beside her, whispering in her ear, “What’s recorded in the system will be information about you going to Britain.”

Shi Sui nodded, gently holding Su Han’s hand, saying earnestly: “Thank you.”

“This is all small stuff,” Su Han rested her chin on her hand, leaning closer, sighing: “It’s just that before my dad helped, he kept asking me why I was helping a friend do this kind of thing. He wouldn’t help unless I told him.”

Shi Sui’s eyelashes flickered. Toward Su Han and Professor Su, she had always harbored unspoken guilt, asking softly: “Then what did you tell Professor Su?”

Su Han stuck out her tongue: “When my dad asked, I could only tell the truth.”

Seeing Shi Sui lower her eyes guiltily, Su Han patted her shoulder, giggling: “Don’t be sorry! Guess what? After I told my dad everything, not only wasn’t he angry, he practically wanted to give you a plane ticket and send you away immediately.”

Shi Sui: “…Huh?”

“My dad has mixed feelings about Yan Tingli—loves and hates him. He’s too smart, with high talent. He grasps everything immediately, and my dad especially appreciates him.” Su Han said quietly, “But Yan Tingli is very disobedient and doesn’t submit to authority.”

“My dad has been grinding him down for a month, classes during the day, and finding him all sorts of menial tasks in the lab at night.”

“But it’s useless,” Su Han clicked her tongue, “he does what he wants, leaves when he’s done, doesn’t even admit mistakes, making my dad so angry.”

“When they talked, he even asked back why he should admit mistakes when he wasn’t wrong.”

“My dad told him to get lost, that he wouldn’t cooperate with his family anymore.”

“Guess what he did?”

Shi Sui slowly shook her head.

Su Han rolled her eyes: “He bowed to my dad, thanking him for not choosing him. He even recommended other competitor companies, promising to bankrupt his family within ten years.”

Shi Sui: “…”

“My dad’s blood pressure shot up. Now hearing that you could cure that demon king and make Yan Tingli suffer heartbreak, he was delighted and immediately contacted his friends in Silicon Valley. They have the most advanced technology and can let you disappear into the crowd, where that brat Yan Tingli can never find you again.”

Never find her again.

That evening, when meeting Yan Tingli, Shi Sui looked at him, these words still circling in her mind.

This past month, she hadn’t gone to the apartment with him again.

They kept meeting at hotels, and Yan Tingli simply rented a suite.

The TV was playing a movie Shi Sui liked, “Jane Eyre.”

She deliberately didn’t look at the Chinese subtitles, trying to understand all the English dialogue.

Until Yan Tingli came out after showering, embracing her from behind, taking a light breath: “I’ve already fixed Little Snail.”

“Without my command, no one can enter again.”

Shi Sui didn’t speak.

Even now, she was unwilling to recall that day.

When Song Jie suddenly visited, she was at a complete loss, like a mouse that couldn’t see light, hiding in the corner.

Song Jie’s phrase “can’t be brought to the table” still often echoed in Shi Sui’s mind.

It also made her feel—

She really was.

Quite unable to be brought to the table.

If it were Su Han or Zhou Xuyan, any of them.

They would only have generously gone out to greet the person.

Shi Sui was silent for a moment: “I prefer hotels.”

School would start in September, these last few months.

She didn’t want to go back anymore.

Yan Tingli held her hand, tightening his grip.

Shi Sui could feel that he had been restraining his temper recently—when she disagreed with him.

But.

He would use other methods to achieve his goals, just not so directly, more circuitously.

Like now.

Yan Tingli held her hand and wouldn’t let go, saying: “I want to go home with you.”

Shi Sui couldn’t firmly refuse such a version of him, feeling irritated.

She turned around, facing away from him.

Using silence instead of refusal.

Yan Tingli leaned down to kiss her.

His hair brushed against her neck, his caressing movements also gentle.

When he wanted to make her comfortable, it came naturally to him.

His finger joints were long and distinct, his tongue especially flexible.

Easily lifting her to the clouds, Shi Sui gripped his hair tightly.

Tears welled in her eyes.

Her blurred vision swept across the movie screen.

It was Thornfield Hall, Rochester’s estate, where Jane Eyre worked as a governess.

Blue sky and green fields, very beautiful.

Her heart suddenly stirred.

“Didn’t you say last time that if I went to the countryside, you’d get a small courtyard and grow vegetables and cook for me?”

Yan Tingli paused slightly, looking up at her, his eyelashes raven-black and slender, reminding Shi Sui of her grandmother’s puppy when she was very young: “…Mm.”

When Yan Tingli no longer radiated cold dominance, his refined and handsome appearance could easily charm and captivate people.

Shi Sui’s fingertip lightly stroked the corner of his eye.

“This summer vacation, let’s go to a southern town and find a villa for vacation.”

In previous winter and summer vacations.

Shi Sui always tried every way to fly back to Hangzhou early, but was always cut short by Yan Tingli.

He used every method to make her find excuses to delay with her parents, and even the longest holidays often only allowed her to return for one to two weeks.

She had never voluntarily given any of her time to him.

This was the first time Shi Sui saw such prolonged stunned silence on Yan Tingli’s face.

He answered with actions, placing kisses on her knees.

Devout and gentle.

“Today, I want to go without protection,” Yan Tingli nibbled at her ear.

Using the gentlest voice to slowly express his not-so-clean desires, “Is that okay?”

Shi Sui stiffened: “…Why?”

“I just want to.” He said.

Shi Sui’s gaze fixed on his features, trying hard to appear innocent.

But that terrible, invasive desire to completely stain and devour her could no longer be hidden.

He pressed her hand to his chest.

There was a rapidly beating heart, burning and powerful, making Shi Sui’s fingertips also hot and curled.

“I’m very happy right now,” Yan Tingli paused, seeming not to know what words to use to describe it.

He furrowed his brow, pressing her hand harder, “It’s very full here.”

“Makes me want to fill you up too.”

Shi Sui yanked her hand back, looking away in annoyance.

Previously, his dirty talk in bed was deliberate, used as punishment to see her confusion and shame.

Now it was a genuine expression of feelings.

But his vocabulary was impoverished.

Yan Tingli didn’t know how to describe emotions—Shi Sui concluded.

He didn’t understand love, nor had he been loved.

Shi Sui’s heart ached endlessly.

After a long silence, she finally closed her eyes and gently embraced him.

Without speaking.

But her body language already consented.

“Suisui.”

At the moment of joining with her, his voice trembled as he called her name.

Shi Sui’s eyelashes fluttered lightly, looking at him in the dim light.

But he didn’t continue, his dark pupils very bright.

“I felt it.” Yan Tingli said.

Felt what?

“Your love.”

His voice was light as a feather, “A little more obvious than before.”

Just this little bit was already obvious?

The sourness intensified, almost making Shi Sui’s eyes red.

Fortunately, it couldn’t be seen in the darkness.

“Actually.”

Yan Tingli was quiet for a long time.

His lips parted, hesitating and hesitating again.

“I also…”

Shi Sui cupped his face and kissed him.

Blocking his following words.

He couldn’t say more.

She felt the high walls in her heart collapsing, using all her rationality to control herself.

She really.

Couldn’t soften her heart anymore.

In July, Beijing entered midsummer.

After finishing her last exam, Shi Sui packed all her luggage and sent it back to Hangzhou.

Seeing her empty the dorm room.

Xue Jing and the others’ eyes reddened.

Xue Jing rubbed her face: “After going back this time, when will we see each other again?”

“When you go to Britain, call us on video often.” Lin Anran hugged her.

Shi Sui closed her eyes, hugging them back, her lips opening and closing, but still didn’t respond.

“We’ll see each other again.” She said softly.

The day after the exams, Shi Sui and Yan Tingli boarded a plane to the south.

Their destination was in her grandmother’s town.

Her father, Shi Yue, was born in a small town in southern Anhui and was the only college student from that town to be admitted to a prestigious university in Beijing.

But both grandparents had passed away, and after their deaths, the ancestral home had been vacant.

Her father was nostalgic and would still find people to clean and maintain it periodically.

So while the ancestral home was old, it was clean.

Shi Sui hadn’t been there for a long time, not since elementary school, before her grandparents passed away.

Before vacation, she told her parents she wanted to bring a classmate to the town to escape the summer heat, so they sent her the keys.

They were busy with work and trusted her.

Naturally, they didn’t know this “classmate” was the ethereal young master from the Yan family.

The courtyard gate was made of bamboo.

Pushing it made creaking sounds.

The house was still an old-style bungalow, low and squat, with white walls and black tiles.

All the way, they took planes, high-speed trains, buses, and because Yan Tingli really couldn’t accept the seats on old-style buses, he changed course and silently dragged her to take an expensive taxi.

Then, seeing this house that looked like it could collapse any moment.

Yan Tingli seemed to suddenly lose strength, falling into long silence.

Shi Sui pushed open the door, motioning to him: “Why aren’t you coming in?”

“This is what you called,” he squinted, forcing out four words, “vacation villa?”

Shi Sui glanced at the house: “Yes, and it’s a standalone.”

Yan Tingli didn’t move, smirking: “Stop painting and go into pyramid schemes.”

Shi Sui blinked innocently, spreading her hands: “Well, since we’re here, if you don’t want to stay, go back by yourself.”

Seeing her turn and go in, leaving him alone.

Yan Tingli’s fingers on the suitcase tightened and loosened, finally coldly spitting out one word: “Stay.”

The small town was surrounded by a small stream.

Every morning, it gathered women washing clothes and chatting, also serving as the town’s gossip hub.

“Did you see? The Shi family girl came back and brought a boyfriend. Oh my, handsome beyond belief.”

“Oh my, how handsome!”

“Here they come, right over there—”

Everyone’s attention was drawn to Yan Tingli on the shore.

The young man in simple t-shirt and long pants, holding a bucket of clothes, frowning as he looked toward them.

Beside him, Shi Sui pointed to the riverside: “Look, this is where we wash clothes.”

“…”

“What are they saying?”

Yan Tingli’s face didn’t look good. He felt the various glances examining him.

They were all speaking in dialect.

Shi Sui couldn’t speak it but understood. She smiled: “They’re praising your looks.”

Yan Tingli’s expression softened somewhat.

He turned to walk back.

“You’re not washing anymore?” Shi Sui followed.

Yan Tingli said coldly, “I’m going to buy a washing machine.”

Shi Sui covered her face, holding back laughter.

Fine, a washing machine it was.

She really couldn’t imagine Yan Tingli squatting by the river washing her clothes.

Within three days of Yan Tingli moving in, he had equipped the old house with air conditioning, a washing machine, and a refrigerator.

He also had obsessive cleanliness and endless energy.

Shi Sui said people usually came to clean, but he didn’t believe it and still cleaned inside and out thoroughly.

Before the air conditioning arrived, he was so hot his pale face turned red, his brain seeming to hallucinate: “Little Snail, air conditioning to 20 degrees.”

Shi Sui, beside him, mimicked Little Snail’s mechanical voice, sarcastically taking revenge: “Incorrect command.”

Yan Tingli: “…”

On the fifth day, the air conditioning was finally slowly installed by the technician.

Yan Tingli finally briefly came back to life.

That night, he had the energy to pin her down for “revenge.”

Probably having done too much evil, heaven was also collecting debts. The day after revenge, Yan Tingli had a fever.

Because the air conditioning was too low, and with the repeated high and low temperatures, he caught cold.

Shi Sui went to the clinic to buy him medicine.

Coming back to see Yan Tingli, who had been tossing around for a week and was now listless.

She finally felt somewhat guilty.

Everything here was too far from Yan Tingli’s childhood living environment, magical to the point of seeming not in the same world at all.

Shi Sui reached out to poke him: “This place isn’t very suitable for you. Should we go back?”

Yan Tingli closed his eyes.

Holding her hand.

His body temperature was very hot.

Because of the fever, his lips were also somewhat cracked.

“I don’t want to go back.”

Shi Sui was slightly stunned: “Why?”

“I feel happy.”

Yan Tingli opened his eyes, with a kind of stubborn persistence inside, his hand pulling hers, slowly tightening, pressing it to his chest.

“It’s full here, too.”

Chapter 26: You May Only Love Me Alone
After taking the medicine, Yan Tingli’s fever broke the next day.

But he still looked listless, rubbing his eyes before dawn had even broken, and sitting up straight in bed.

This was still an old-style wooden plank bed.

With Yan Tingli’s tall frame, any slight movement would produce creaking sounds.

Shi Sui was woken up by him. She squinted her eyes open and stretched out her leg to kick him: “What are you doing? So noisy.”

Yan Tingli propped his chin on his hand, his eyelids drooping lazily.

His hair was tousled messily on his head, and his T-shirt hung loosely on his body, revealing his cold, pale, and clearly defined collarbones.

Shi Sui glanced at him, and four words floated through her mind.

Deliciously handsome.

With Yan Tingli’s temperament, staying in such an old environment, it was hard not to think of a young master fallen on hard times.

After a long while.

He parted his lips and uttered a few words: “I can’t sleep.”

Shi Sui: “?”

“This wooden board isn’t flat,” Yan Tingli said expressionlessly, “my back hurts from the bumps.”

A few days ago, he had also said he couldn’t sleep, complaining about no air conditioning.

Now that the air conditioning had arrived, he was complaining that the bed wasn’t flat.

Shi Sui held back her irritation: “Then should I get you a twenty-layer goose down blanket as padding?”

“Two layers would be fine too.”

“…” Shi Sui kicked at him again: “How about I give you two kicks instead?”

“Don’t you feel the bumps?”

Shi Sui’s eyes rolled slowly: “I’m not as particular as you.”

But Yan Tingli suddenly snorted, as if remembering something: “No wonder.”

Shi Sui looked at him.

“You’re unwilling to be underneath, insisting on sitting on top of me and moving.”

“You even sleep on top of me.” He grabbed her ankle that was about to kick over, sneering coldly, “Are you using me as a mattress?”

“…”

Shi Sui’s little schemes were exposed, and her gaze drifted away silently.

Yan Tingli stared at her with the kind of look as if he was seeing her for the first time.

He leaned over, hovering above: “How come I never noticed before?”

Shi Sui played dumb: “Hmm?”

“How bad you are.”

Shi Sui thought for a moment and realized she had indeed been quite arrogant lately.

Perhaps the small town was too peaceful, making her unconsciously expose her true nature.

Before, she would always suppress and suppress again.

Shi Sui stared at him intently, suppressing the instinctive panic she felt when he questioned her at close range, and said defiantly: “I’ve always been like this. What are you going to do about it?”

After saying this, she saw Yan Tingli’s lips curve upward, his eyes and brows filtered by the sunrise, appearing as if covered with a layer of soft mist.

He suddenly lowered his head.

And touched her cheek lightly.

“That’s good.”

After the kiss, he got up and took off his shirt to change clothes.

Full of energy.

Shi Sui: “…Huh?”

“Happy.”

She really couldn’t understand Yan Tingli’s mental state more and more.

She had caused his back to hurt, and he was happy about it?

“What are you going to do?”

Yan Tingli: “Buy a Simmons mattress.”

Shi Sui: “…”

—It seemed Yan Tingli wasn’t here for a “vacation,” but to participate in her family’s “old house renovation project.”

The flow of time in the small town seemed slower than usual, and even Yan Tingli’s schedule became surprisingly regular.

He, who hadn’t gotten up early in ten thousand years, now opened his eyes precisely at 6:30 every morning.

Because the sun would rise and shine directly on his face.

Even if he wanted to sleep, he couldn’t.

Waking up early naturally meant going to bed early, too.

At ten o’clock, accompanied by the endless cicada sounds from the trees in the old house, he would tiredly fall asleep.

The small town had no entertainment activities. All they could do was stay home and watch TV on Yan Tingli’s computer.

The days seemed calm on the surface, but—

Without artificial intelligence, Yan Tingli was completely clueless about basic life skills.

Yan Tingli had many complaints and didn’t want to go to the small restaurant in town anymore.

He found it unsanitary and wanted to cook for himself.

Shi Sui went along with him, accompanying him to the small store to buy vegetables.

But Yan Tingli didn’t know how to use the old-style stove. Seeing that people still used firewood for cooking, the shock in his eyes was like seeing primitive people performing suggestive dances.

Under Shi Sui’s step-by-step guidance, he finally managed to light the firewood with great difficulty.

But because the chimney of the old house had been blocked from years of not being used for fires, the entire kitchen filled with black smoke.

Both of them were choked and covered their mouths as they ran outside.

Yan Tingli silently fetched water to put out the fire.

When he came out, his fair and delicate face was covered in patches of white and black, all ash.

Shi Sui laughed until she collapsed beside him.

He then ruthlessly smeared the ash from his hands onto her face.

An eye for an eye.

Shi Sui screamed.

Angrily, she ran back to the kitchen and deliberately got her hands covered in ash.

She jumped up to smear it on Yan Tingli’s face.

He let her do as she pleased, then grabbed her face and rubbed it against his own.

Ahhh!

They didn’t get to eat and were exhausted instead.

Covered in ash that couldn’t be washed clean even with water.

Shi Sui, gray-faced and disheveled, sternly demanded to go wash in the river.

Yan Tingli frowned when he heard this: “That river where people wash clothes and vegetables?”

“Yes.”

“Not going.”

“Why?”

He turned his head: “Dirty.”

Shi Sui: “The upstream isn’t dirty. If you don’t go, I’ll go by myself.”

“You’re not allowed to go either.”

Shi Sui was already used to arguing with him: “Why?”

Yan Tingli’s expression remained cold: “You’re not allowed to bathe outside.”

Shi Sui: “…”

She turned and walked away.

Yan Tingli stared at her, his voice deepening: “Sui Sui.”

It was his usual tone when applying pressure.

Shi Sui’s eyelashes trembled, and she reflexively stopped.

Realizing this, she pressed her lips together and turned around.

She looked up and met his gaze, using silence to express her attitude.

The two confronted each other silently for a moment.

Yan Tingli’s expression looked somewhat irritated.

After several seconds.

He finally uttered a few words: “If you’re going, we’ll go together.”

Shi Sui blinked and showed a fawning smile.

She took two steps closer, stood on her tiptoes, and gently stroked his hair: “Brother Tingli, you’re so good today.”

Yan Tingli grabbed her hand.

Seeming to find it awkward, his expression was very strange.

“You’re like this.”

Is this training a dog?

Yan Tingli frowned, pausing, not wanting to say the rest of the sentence.

—Even less willing to admit that he didn’t feel unhappy about it.

Shi Sui said slowly: “…Hmm?”

Yan Tingli lowered his voice: “This is a dog trainer’s common tactic.”

Being exposed, the small satisfaction that had just risen in Shi Sui’s heart cooled.

Trying to manipulate Yan Tingli.

It was harder than climbing to heaven.

Just as she was hesitating how to deflect, Yan Tingli had already coldly grabbed her: “Are we going or not?”

Shi Sui was stunned, feeling a subtle itch in her heart.

She couldn’t help but secretly glance at his profile.

Did she… succeed after all?

Walking along the stream upstream, they arrived at the place Shi Sui had designated.

Seeing the actual location, Yan Tingli’s expression improved somewhat.

It wasn’t the small ditch he had imagined with many people soaking in it.

This place was surrounded by small mountains on four sides, encircling a bend of deep, quiet pond water, with a small waterfall cascading down from above.

The stream gurgled, and the mirror-like water surface was crystal clear, allowing them to see the pebbles and small fish at the bottom.

“When I was little during summer vacation,” Shi Sui sat by the shore, her fair feet tentatively touching the pond surface, her tone somewhat nostalgic, “my dad would bring me here to swim.”

But later, Shi Yue became busy with work, and her grandparents passed away one after another, so those memories were forever frozen in childhood.

All of this was too novel for Yan Tingli.

His raven-black eyelashes lowered as he cupped water in his palm. The small fish below the surface were startled and swam away, wagging their tails.

A few seconds later, he looked up at her, his Adam’s apple moving slowly, as if about to say something.

Shi Sui noticed and looked up to meet his gaze.

“In the future, every year at this time,” Yan Tingli’s tone seemed casual, “we can come here.”

He paused.

Then added two words.

“We.”

Shi Sui’s fingers froze.

Her face paled slightly, and she quickly looked away.

She wanted to say something, but her throat felt stuffed with cotton.

Afraid of being too obvious, Shi Sui simply jumped directly into the water, splashing water everywhere.

It also soaked Yan Tingli completely.

“Come chase me,” Shi Sui stretched out her arms in the water.

Yan Tingli’s face darkened, and he jumped directly into the water after her.

He had professional coaches teaching him since childhood; Shi Sui was no match for him.

In seconds, she was caught, held around the waist from behind, his breath hot against her ear.

Underwater, his movements were also frivolous and reckless. With punitive intent, he caressed upward along her thigh.

Shi Sui suddenly stiffened, a blush appearing on her cheeks, “…We’re still outside!”

“You dare to bathe outside?” Yan Tingli said matter-of-factly, “So what’s wrong with me touching you a little outside?”

Indeed, training dogs was risky.

Especially with someone crazy like Yan Tingli.

With just a few moves, he made Shi Sui go soft, biting her lower lip, refusing to make a sound.

“Sui Sui,” Yan Tingli withdrew his hand and spoke in her ear, “how can you be so sensitive?”

……

“Shut up!” Shi Sui slapped away his hand.

Yan Tingli loved watching her shy expressions most, chuckling softly.

Having teased enough, he bent his neck and came down to kiss her.

When their lips and teeth met, it was almost tender, unlike him.

Shi Sui closed her eyes, feeling her heart sinking and floating in the water like her body.

She tasted some bitterness and tried hard to tell herself to learn to be satisfied.

People couldn’t be happy forever, but being able to carefully remember these few moments was enough.

Shi Sui hadn’t expected Yan Tingli to be willing to stay too long. She had originally only planned to take a bath and go back, but he acted like he had never played in water before. After washing off the ash, he swam several laps in the water.

After swimming, he sat by the shore with wet hair, completely disheveled, childishly throwing stones into the water, competing with Shi Sui to see whose splash was bigger.

When he won, he would raise his chin as if it were something worth boasting about.

Shi Sui was speechless.

It wasn’t until the sky was almost dark that she dragged Yan Tingli away: “Let’s go, I’m tired.”

The sun in the distance was setting in the west, about to withdraw its last trace of afterglow.

Walking back along the stream, the country road was quiet, with only the gentle summer evening breeze brushing against their faces.

Suddenly, while walking, Shi Sui heard a faint sound.

She stopped and looked at Yan Tingli: “Did you hear something?”

Yan Tingli listened for a moment, his gaze sweeping toward a certain direction.

Shi Sui followed his line of sight and saw a cluster of bushes—that was where it was coming from.

After listening intently for a while, Shi Sui’s eyes suddenly lit up: “It’s a kitten meowing!”

She ran over, just about to push aside the bushes, when Yan Tingli pulled her back and took over her action.

“Don’t get bitten.”

Shi Sui watched him part the grass, and they saw a kitten inside.

It was the most ordinary calico kitten commonly seen in rural areas.

About two or three months old, with its tail wrapped around itself, looking at them timidly.

“It really is a kitten,” Shi Sui kept shaking Yan Tingli’s arm, “pick it up, let’s keep it.”

But Yan Tingli didn’t move, turning his face, his dark eyes calmly looking at her.

Seeing his expression, she asked softly: “You… don’t want to keep it?”

“No.”

“Why?” she pressed.

Shi Sui didn’t dare to think deeply about why she had such a strong desire to make Yan Tingli keep this kitten.

Perhaps it was because.

He always seemed so lonely.

Yan Tingli glanced again at the little calico under the bushes.

Not knowing what he was thinking, when he spoke again, his voice was somewhat distant: “Bad things happen when you keep cats.”

Shi Sui’s heart skipped a beat.

She didn’t speak again.

She thought about where the kitten could go: “Then I’ll take it back to Hangz—”

“We,” Yan Tingli suddenly interrupted her, “we’ll take it back together.”

He emphasized: “I want to raise it together with you.”

The night concealed the pallor that appeared on Shi Sui’s face.

After a long while, she said softly: “…Mm.”

The moonlight cast long shadows of the two people.

The kitten was very well-behaved in Yan Tingli’s arms, even purring contentedly.

“What name do you want to give it?” Shi Sui asked.

“Ping An.” (Peace/Safety)

Shi Sui looked at him somewhat doubtfully.

How could someone who could come up with such poetic names like “Sui Sui” in childhood have regressed so much in naming ability as an adult?

Could it be because.

“Sui Sui Ping An” sounded catchy when read together?

As if seeing what she was thinking, Yan Tingli said indifferently: “That one wasn’t called Sui Sui, it was called Xiao Yuan.” (Little Round)

Shi Sui: “…” How vindictive.

He paused, his gaze quickly sweeping over her.

Using a casual tone: “It’s Sui Sui Ping An.” (Sui Sui’s safety/peace)

Ping An was a very mischievous kitten.

It would run around at midnight and meow punctually in the morning to wake people up.

After getting Ping An, the two of them woke up on time every day like military training.

During the long days, staying at home all the time was indeed hard to endure.

They had watched dozens of films and finally got tired of staying in.

Yan Tingli then developed other things he could do, like the vegetable growing he had been eager to try.

He often stared at the neighbor’s vegetable garden with profound, mysterious eyes.

This made Shi Sui think he wanted to steal vegetables, so she morally restrained him: “That aunt is a bit fierce. If you want to pick some, I can take you to Granny Zhao’s house, she…”

Yan Tingli tapped her head lightly with his knuckle: “Who wants to steal vegetables?”

Shi Sui: “…”

“I want to plant them.”

Alright, the ancestral house’s small courtyard happened to have two plots of land.

Shi Sui quietly watched him work.

Although Yan Tingli was often lazy, he had strong execution ability. The next day, he went to the small store to buy vegetable seedlings and seriously watched learning videos online.

…He hadn’t studied this hard even for the college entrance exam.

Shi Sui watched a pampered young master who initially couldn’t even recognize vegetable seedlings properly sowing seeds, loosening soil, and applying fertilizer.

By early August, the vegetable garden was lush and green, with the small seedlings blooming flowers.

Yan Tingli recorded in his notebook daily, calculating: “In about ten more days, you’ll be able to eat the lettuce I grew.”

“In fifteen days, you’ll eat the peppers I grew.”

He suddenly frowned, looking coldly at the last row of tomatoes: “Why are you growing so slowly?”

Shi Sui: “…?”

How could someone get angry at tomatoes?

Yan Tingli looked at her displeasedly: “You won’t be able to eat them before school starts.”

“I can ask the neighbors to come pick them…”

“No,” he looked down and crossed out something in his record book with his pen: “I’ll make time to come back in September.”

Shi Sui was stunned: “…To do what?”

“To pick vegetables.” He closed the record book, “and went back to cook them for you.”

Shi Sui felt as if her heart was suddenly pricked by a needle.

An indescribable dull pain spread, almost making her unable to straighten her back.

When they first arrived, she felt time move slowly.

But the later days passed so quickly that they left Shi Sui in a daze.

She watched the summer slowly pass, days shortening and nights lengthening, and even the endless cicada songs in the trees began to pause.

This evening, Yan Tingli came back carrying a bucket, pushing open the creaky bamboo gate.

Hearing the sound, Ping An jumped down from its little nest with a “thump,” wagging its tail as it ran to the door, meowing around Yan Tingli’s water bucket.

Shi Sui also got up from her reclining chair to see his “harvest” for the day.

He had recently developed a fishing hobby, adding meals for Ping An every day.

Ping An wasn’t interested in the expensive imported cat food and canned food bought online, only reluctantly eating them as survival meals.

Yan Tingli was particularly patient with this picky little cat.

After changing over a dozen types of food and seeing that Ping An still wouldn’t gain weight, Shi Sui suggested buying some small river fish to make cat food.

After brief consideration, he bought fishing equipment and went to the stream to fish every couple of days.

At first, he dragged her along, but Shi Sui found it too hot and refused to go. Although he wasn’t very happy, seeing her face flush red from the heat, he grudgingly agreed while sulking.

Yan Tingli was quite skilled at fishing too. It seemed there really wasn’t anything in the world that could stump him. He always returned with a full catch.

Just as he often said.

Whatever he wanted, he would get.

Shi Sui looked at the half bucket he brought back every day and seriously suspected he was going to make the few fish in this stream extinct.

Yan Tingli wore gloves and carefully processed the fish, then added chicken breast, pumpkin, egg yolk, and shrimp, ground them into a paste, and steamed them in a pot.

He bent down to feed the already impatient Ping An.

Shi Sui watched from the side.

While Yan Tingli was feeding the cat, she quietly took out the CCD camera she had bought long ago and aimed it at his and Ping An’s profiles.

“Click.”

She took a photo.

Shi Sui couldn’t help herself.

A tiny bit of her fingertip appeared in the lens.

This way, this photo had her in it, too.

“Are you secretly photographing me?” Yan Tingli turned his head and looked over.

He was always very sensitive to these small movements.

Shi Sui put down the CCD and tried to play dumb.

Yan Tingli reached out: “Give it here.”

She wouldn’t give it: “Don’t worry, I didn’t make you look ugly.”

“Give it here.”

Seeing she couldn’t deflect, Shi Sui reluctantly handed it over.

He took it and glanced at it.

“Why take photos?”

Shi Sui: “…Just thought it looked nice.”

“I don’t like having photos taken.” Yan Tingli’s finger paused on the delete button.

Shi Sui couldn’t bear to part with it and instinctively pressed his hand.

This was her only photo of Yan Tingli. She couldn’t help saying: “Don’t delete it. Just consider it a memento.”

“Why do we need mementos?” He asked back, saying lightly, “Only people who are separating need mementos.”

Shi Sui was easily made nervous by what he said. Her heartbeat was like a roller coaster, but finally returned to calm as she said vaguely: “That’s true, then you… delete it.”

After waiting for a long while.

The CCD was stuffed back into her palm. Looking at the photo, Shi Sui was stunned.

Yan Tingli was looking down, his hand stroking Ping An’s head.

“Just consider it Ping An’s hundred-day commemorative photo.”

His features were rendered especially gentle by the sunset.

So dreamlike that Shi Sui almost couldn’t help thinking this was all a dream.

She gazed at Yan Tingli and finally asked a question she had wanted to ask for a long time: “You’re so good to Ping An.”

“Why did you go through with that surgery,” Shi Sui chose her words carefully, “not wanting children?”

Yan Tingli looked up and slowly glanced at her.

He said somewhat amusedly: “What use are children?”

Shi Sui: “…Huh?” What kind of answer was that?

“Kittens can make me happy,” Yan Tingli said carelessly, “can children do that?”

Shi Sui tried hard to think of reasons: “But with one more child, there would be one more person in the world who loves you.”

Yan Tingli’s fingers paused.

After a long time, as if amused, he let out a “heh” from his throat and turned to look at her: “Really? Do you think I love Yan Zecheng?”

Shi Sui was stunned.

She heard him say emotionlessly: “Love him to the point of wishing he’d die in a woman’s bed—does that count?”

Seeing he was showing signs of another episode, Shi Sui quickly waved her hands: “…You can’t give such extreme examples.”

She didn’t know why she wanted to continue this debate either.

Just like wanting him to keep the kitten.

Maybe.

She still felt he was too lonely.

If there could be someone else in the future who could stay by his side.

Preferably someone braver and more confident, who could give Yan Tingli a healthy, complete family.

Not cowardly like her.

Shi Sui tried hard to ignore the sourness and dull pain in her heart and continued: “Children raised with love will love their parents very much. Just like how I love my parents very much.”

Yan Tingli did not react to these words, but looked at her suspiciously: “Do you want to have children?”

Shi Sui: “…Ah.”

“Even if you want them, I won’t give you any.” He put away the bowl that Ping An had finished eating, his tone still as possessive as ever.

“You may only love me alone.”

Chapter 27: Even Digging Three Feet Underground, I’ll…
In mid-August, as Yan Tingli had predicted, their dining table finally featured green stir-fried lettuce.

Five days later.

Yan Tingli punctually served stir-fried pork with peppers.

But the farm-grown peppers were different from what Yan Tingli was accustomed to eating—they were extremely spicy.

After one bite, Yan Tingli choked and gulped down half a bottle of water.

Shi Sui bit her chopsticks, laughing uncontrollably.

Watching him finish dinner, as if in revenge, he picked all the remaining peppers and packed them in bags.

“What are you going to do?”

Yan Tingli: “Send them to Su Ye.”

Shi Sui: “…?” Was he plotting to harm his mentor?

Yan Tingli said lazily, “Consider it an apology gift for standing him up all summer.”

“Just sending peppers?”

“I grew them myself—the gift is light but the sentiment is heavy.”

Shi Sui could almost imagine Professor Su’s angry, glaring expression.

His sudden mention of Su Ye made Shi Sui realize that for over a month, Yan Tingli had been idle every day, his phone never ringing once. When asked, she discovered he had turned on airplane mode, willfully blocking all messages.

Yan Tingli returned to the room and tossed the bag of peppers into his suitcase. He seemed to finally remember to take out his phone that had been lying in a corner, dead and automatically shut off, slowly picking it up and plugging it in to charge.

Once it turned on and connected to the network.

Yan Tingli’s phone began vibrating violently.

Messages flew everywhere.

He slid his finger across the screen, and the curve of his lips slowly disappeared. His eyes were half-bright and half-dark, hidden in the dim light of dusk.

Shi Sui was sitting in her reclining chair, enjoying the cool air. Watching his movements, her fan-waving motion gradually slowed, and her expression became somewhat dazed.

It seemed that in an instant.

The Yan Tingli, who had been playfully fooling around with her in the small town, disappeared.

He became once again that person who stood on high stairs looking down at her, gripping her chin demanding and threatening.

Shi Sui felt her heart tighten as she watched, lowering her eyes.

Suddenly, Yan Tingli let out a strange laugh from his throat.

“I have another brother, two months old.” He tilted his head.

Before Shi Sui could process the news, she heard him laugh with delight: “But fortunately, he’s already dead.”

Such a terrifying topic was spoken by Yan Tingli in such a light, cheerful voice.

Shi Sui felt a chill of horror, her black and white eyes looking at him in panic.

“Don’t be afraid, it wasn’t me,” he laughed again, taking two steps forward to squat in front of her, propping his chin and looking up to comfort her.

A beautiful young man’s face, yet the words he spoke were dark and chilling: “I didn’t have time to strike.”

Like a cold draft blowing through.

Shi Sui felt stiff and cold.

But Yan Tingli’s pupils were very bright.

With a strange yet calm sickness, he crouched by her knees, talking nonstop.

“Thanks to my good mother. With her around, I don’t even need to do it myself.”

Yan Tingli kept laughing as he spoke.

But Shi Sui couldn’t feel any trace of happiness from him, yet was forced to receive the information in his words.

—During the month they had been away from the capital, another earth-shattering event had occurred in the Yan family.

Those words Yan Zecheng had said to Yan Tingli during that argument weren’t threats as Shi Sui had thought.

After Yan Tingli repeatedly defied and violated the family’s arrangements, Yan Zecheng truly followed through on his words to have another heir to raise.

But the results were unsatisfactory. In several months, only one mistress became pregnant.

Yan Zecheng valued this pregnancy highly, but no matter how well he hid it, Song Jie still discovered it.

The child was just two months along and confirmed to be male when Song Jie burst through the door after hearing the news.

After a struggle, the child was unfortunately miscarried.

When Yan Zecheng learned of this, he flew into a rage.

But when the hospital test results came out, they showed sperm abnormalities—even without Song Jie’s interference, this pregnancy would have been difficult to maintain.

This meant Yan Zecheng could hardly produce healthy children anymore.

Song Jie was almost laughing to tears. The Yan family villa was smashed to pieces during their argument.

Now, both of them were searching the world for Yan Tingli.

“Sui Sui, do you know?”

Yan Tingli’s lips curved in a cold arc, his chest trembling with laughter: “My family is finally going to have no descendants.”

Just listening to this, Shi Sui was already overwhelmed by intense darkness and oppressive emotions. She couldn’t even imagine what Yan Tingli, who was in the midst of it all, was feeling.

She parted her lips but made no sound.

She only slowly raised her hand to gently brush through Yan Tingli’s hair, removing a bit of dust that had gotten there while cooking.

She was lost in thought.

If only all these messy things surrounding him could also be brushed away with a gentle touch.

“A fortune teller said I bring misfortune to close relatives and brothers,” he laughed lowly, gripping her wrist and lowering his head to press a cold kiss with his lips, “quite accurate.”

Yan Tingli’s gaze fixed on her face.

The heavy emotions suppressed within almost made Shi Sui unable to bear it.

Shi Sui closed her eyes and bent her neck.

She cupped Yan Tingli’s face, blocking whatever he was about to say next.

Perhaps sensing that peak summer was fading, the cicadas filled the sky with their calls, yet couldn’t hold onto the fleeting summer.

Late at night, a violent storm poured down. It made the leaves rustle loudly with thunder and lightning.

Rain fell from the tiles like a water curtain, splashing against the frosted glass windows.

The mixed white noise covered the vague, sticky sounds inside the room.

With the rain, it wasn’t as stuffy, so the air conditioning wasn’t turned on in the room.

Yan Tingli had one hand covering his eyes.

Through the gaps between his knuckles, his raven-black eyelashes trembled up and down. His Adam’s apple rolled slowly, his breathing heavy.

“Sui Sui…” His fingers in Shi Sui’s hair suddenly tightened. Due to her inexperienced movements, veins bulged on the back of his hand.

Shi Sui slowly released, her eyes misty with moisture, cheeks flushed: “I was already being very careful, it’s because you’re too…”

She couldn’t help but stumble.

But Shi Sui couldn’t say it out loud.

Through the faint light from the window.

She saw Yan Tingli’s eyelashes dampened by her ministrations.

Even with such stumbling, he seemed to still feel very good, his pupils dilated, chest constantly rising and falling, hair also damp with sweat scattered across his forehead.

His wrist pressed against his eyes, somewhat unable to bear it as he covered his expression.

His voice was also low, completely lacking his usual fierce demeanor.

“Just don’t bite me.”

Previously, he had always been more dominant, controlling all her reactions, watching her display various awkward states.

This kind of transgressive intimate method had never been within Shi Sui’s understanding.

Shi Sui had never thought that one day, she could also make Yan Tingli lose his composure like this.

A new perspective was opened. She felt unprecedented excitement from her initiative today.

She looked down at Yan Tingli from above, blinking: “But I don’t know how.”

Hearing her deliberate delaying mischief, Yan Tingli tightened his grip on her fingers.

Thinking of how she used to suck on candy while doing homework, making her cheeks bulge.

The darkness in his eyes deepened: “You usually know how to eat lollipops well enough.”

Shi Sui was easily made to blush by his single sentence.

“How is that the same?”

“It’s the same.” His Adam’s apple swallowed, almost unable to bear it, his palm pressing on her head again.

He coaxed: “Try it.”

This person was too domineering, always wanting to immediately regain control.

Shi Sui didn’t like it. She pressed hard on his Adam’s apple while tightening her other hand: “Stop ordering me around.”

Being suddenly pressed like that.

Yan Tingli frowned and closed his eyes, a hoarse sound escaping his throat as his whole body trembled violently.

Shi Sui was stunned, looking down blankly.

How did he just…

A few seconds of silence.

Yan Tingli opened his eyes, his face looking terrible, his pitch-black gaze staring at her like a wild beast.

Shi Sui shuddered under his stare.

Before she could react, she was already flipped over.

Yan Tingli slapped her bottom, his voice cold and low: “Lie down properly.”

Outside the window, the rain poured harder.

The rain curtain flowed down the windows, blurry and unclear.

After going crazy all night, Shi Sui was exhausted.

When she gradually fell asleep, the rain also gradually lessened.

Listening to the rain sounds under the eaves, Shi Sui closed her eyes.

It seemed she hadn’t closed her eyes for long when she was awakened by being held too tightly in the heat.

Without the cool breeze, the air became sweltering.

Shi Sui was embraced until she sweated.

She drowsily opened her eyes, directly meeting Yan Tingli’s pitch-black eyes above.

She mumbled, “Stop fooling around, I’m still sleepy.”

“I had a dream.” Yan Tingli stared at her.

Shi Sui didn’t take it seriously, yawning and asking in a vague voice: “What dream?”

“The dream was full of fog.” Yan Tingli’s complexion was very poor, very pale. “I kept looking, but couldn’t find you.”

Shi Sui’s heart jumped violently, instantly awake.

Her eyelashes trembled lightly as she looked at him.

“I couldn’t find you.” He buried his head in her neck, soft hair brushing against her ear. Seeming to find it amusing, he laughed lowly, “How could I possibly not find you?”

“If Sui Sui disappeared, even digging three feet underground, I would find you.”

Yan Tingli’s voice was slow and sinister, his fingertips circling her forearm, his gaze like falling into some kind of diseased nightmare, “Then I’d lock you up, put chains on you, lock you to the bed. You could only see me every day.”

Shi Sui felt a chill run down her spine, her body also becoming stiff. That instinctive, physiological fear swept over her.

She said tensely: “Don’t say such crazy things.”

Yan Tingli laughed softly, his tone becoming gentle again: “Of course. How could Sui Sui possibly leave me?”

“Right?”

Like a robot executing a program, Shi Sui could only, and only dared to, utter affirmative words: “…Right.”

Yan Tingli seemed very satisfied.

The gloomy aura around him dissipated as he held her tightly.

“I have to return to the capital tomorrow.” Yan Tingli paused, kissing the top of her head, “If you want, go back to Hangzhou, stay with uncle and aunt for half a month.”

“When school starts, I’ll come here to pick you up and go back.”

He thought for a moment and added: “And pick the tomatoes while I’m at it.”

Shi Sui was stunned: “…You’re leaving for half a month? What are you going to do?”

Coldness flashed in Yan Tingli’s eyes: “Deal with some trash.”

He was referring to the cousins in the family who wanted to take advantage of the chaos for a piece of the pie.

Shi Sui felt puzzled.

Didn’t he care about these things? He was always hoping for the family to collapse.

Yan Tingli: “My things, even if I don’t want them, can only be mine.” He smiled: “What are they worth?”

Shi Sui felt completely drained, not speaking for a long time.

Yan Tingli seemed sleepy, yawning and murmuring: “You want legitimacy, so I’ll legitimately marry you.”

“In the future, no one will dare say half a word.”

Yan Tingli finally kissed her cheek: “Sleep.”

“Today I won’t let Ping An come in to make noise.”

The storm stopped.

The horizon was already showing fish-belly white.

Yan Tingli’s breathing was even.

But Shi Sui had no desire to sleep and couldn’t fall asleep anymore.

Half a month later, in September.

When he returned here, she would already be enrolled in California.

She had thought they still had at least a week together, never imagining separation would come so suddenly.

Shi Sui’s heart was pierced with continuous needle-like pain.

This pain came suddenly, but was so intense it almost made her mind go blank.

She couldn’t find any way to relieve it.

Shi Sui curled up.

Her nose tingled with sourness, but she dared not make any sound.

In the morning, Yan Tingli packed most of his luggage. From here to the provincial capital airport still took most of the day, so he bought an evening flight back to the capital.

Yan Tingli called an expensive private car for pickup.

Shi Sui used the most normal demeanor to see him out of the small courtyard and into the car.

Watching the car drive away, Shi Sui stood in a daze, unconsciously picking at the bamboo gate with her fingertips.

Until sharp pain struck.

A hangnail deeply embedded in her flesh.

Shi Sui didn’t care, turning around and walking back to the small courtyard in a lost state.

Hugging her knees, she sat under the eaves in the bamboo chair she always leaned against, staring blankly outside.

Perhaps sensing something, Ping An stepped over, looked at her, and rubbed against her calves.

Shi Sui bent down and held it in her arms.

Summer weather was always changeable. The sky suddenly darkened with heavy, dark clouds.

Shi Sui glanced at the sky and continued staring blankly at the gate.

She didn’t know how much time had passed.

Ping An started meowing, probably hungry, constantly rubbing against her hands.

Shi Sui mechanically got up and went to where Yan Tingli usually processed small fish to make cat food.

He had left many fish here, enough for Ping An for over ten days.

When her hand went into the water, piercing pain struck. Shi Sui realized what had happened, seeing the hangnail embedded and her already swollen finger.

She frowned slightly, absently planning to go back to the small house to find a needle to pick out the splinter.

But passing by the water basin, she tripped over the bucket containing fish.

Fortunately, it didn’t hurt much when she fell.

Next to her was the vegetable garden, where Yan Tingli had dug the soil.

Shi Sui quietly propped herself up with her arms.

Her vacant gaze fixed on the ground, on the vegetable seedlings beaten crooked by the storm.

The last row of tomatoes had fallen in patches, looking completely lifeless.

Shi Sui stared for a while.

She felt something drop from her eye sockets, tasting something salty and bitter.

At this moment, the emotions she had been suppressing suddenly burst like a flood.

Shi Sui finally couldn’t hold back anymore.

Like a child, she began crying loudly.

She regretted it.

Why had she brought Yan Tingli here?

They should have separated decisively and cleanly.

There shouldn’t have been any entanglement.

Rumbling thunder sounded dully.

Large raindrops began falling.

Until Shi Sui was pulled up from behind, and in her blurred vision, she met Yan Tingli’s displeased expression.

He pulled her back into the small house.

With a cold face, he used a towel to wipe the rain and mud from her body: “What are you doing?”

Shi Sui’s mind was still in a daze, tears dried on her face as she looked at him stupidly: “…How did you come back?”

“If I hadn’t come back, I wouldn’t have seen you acting like a lunatic.” He looked at her with disgust, but his fingertips gently wiped her eye corners. “What are you crying about?”

Shi Sui’s heart was a mix of emotions. Looking at him, she needed all her strength to suppress her breakdown.

“My hand hurts.” She slowly showed him her finger, “And I fell.”

“Our vegetables died too.”

Yan Tingli wiped her face: “If they died, we’ll just plant them again.”

He took her hand and saw her swollen fingertip. Frowning, he carried her to the room, squatted down, and got a needle to treat it.

“So…” Shi Sui looked at him absently, “Why did you suddenly come back?”

“The driver said there would be thunderstorms tonight,” Yan Tingli focused on her finger, “you would be scared.”

“Tomorrow I’ll take you back to Hangzhou, then fly back to the capital from there.”

Shi Sui sniffled lightly.

“Also,” Yan Tingli’s expression was strange and somewhat cold.

“Mm?”

“I felt very uncomfortable.”

Shi Sui was stunned.

But accompanied by the sharp pain in her fingertip, he squeezed hard.

Shi Sui hissed.

Yan Tingli lowered his head and took her finger in his mouth, the warm sensation relieving the pain.

After sucking for a while, he let go.

She looked at his actions in amazement, her eyelashes trembling lightly.

“Leaving this time, I felt very uncomfortable.”

Seeing her disheveled state, Yan Tingli found the reason for this discomfort.

“Forget it.” He clicked his tongue, “Don’t wait for me here when school starts. I’ll come early to wait for you, and we’ll go back together.”

After that night’s storm, the next day was bright and sunny.

Before they left, Yan Tingli replanted the last row of tomatoes.

“They’re not completely dead.” He said casually, “Maybe they can still be saved.”

“Sui Sui.”

Li Yin looked at her daughter, who had been silent and withdrawn since returning home, “What’s wrong recently?”

Suspecting it was because going abroad was imminent and her daughter had never gone so far alone, she said worriedly: “If it doesn’t work out, don’t go? Studying domestically is also quite good.”

Shi Sui slowly raised her eyelashes to look at her mother’s worried face.

For a moment.

Yan Tingli’s face appeared in her mind, and she wavered slightly.

But the next second.

She vigorously shook her head and closed her eyes.

Are you crazy?

To escape from him, you made so much effort.

Just because of a little kindness, you forget all the previous difficulties and pain.

Do you want to go digging for wild vegetables?

What makes you think your tiny bit of energy could make Yan Tingli change?

Do you want Mom and Dad to be looked down upon because of you?

After thoroughly scolding herself in her mind, Shi Sui felt somewhat better.

She gently shook her head and said firmly to Li Yin: “I want to go.”

Li Yin reluctantly rubbed her head and sighed: “You’re right, when you’re young you should venture out more. Go ahead, Sui Sui, mom and dad support you.”

“That’s right, see more of the world,” Shi Yue said cheerfully from the side, “In England, go see and do whatever you want. If you don’t have enough money, ask dad.”

Similarly, even her parents only knew she was going to England.

Shi Sui’s nose tingled as she looked at them and nodded.

She choked up: “I’ll miss you.”

“Mom and dad will come visit you when we have time.” Shi Yue said with a smile, “Also, you’ll definitely come back during holidays.”

Shi Sui was at a loss. Even she didn’t know when that day would be.

The remaining time passed almost too quickly to grasp.

In the last few days, Shi Sui went back to the small town alone once more.

She left Ping An with Granny Zhao’s family, who had always been kind to her since childhood. The grandmother had a granddaughter who loved Ping An tremendously, asking with wide eyes: “Sister Sui Sui, can I keep Ping An forever?”

Shi Sui gently shook her head, saying hoarsely: “A brother will come to pick it up.”

Ping An meowed at her.

Shi Sui didn’t dare look anymore and ran out with red eyes.

Back at the small courtyard, everything was arranged as before.

Shi Sui noticed that the tomatoes Yan Tingli had replanted before leaving were growing well in the sunlight, with one already bearing a small fruit.

She took a deep breath, slammed the door shut, and ran outside.

Running along the town’s stream upward, she ran up the mountain.

Only after leaving everything in the small courtyard behind could she catch her breath.

She concentrated and continued climbing up the mountain.

She looked up toward the black dot at the highest peak—there was a small temple there. Although it couldn’t compare to the grand temples in the capital, the townspeople were very devout about it, hiking up to worship whenever they had concerns.

Her father, Shi Yue, always told her that during his college entrance exam year, he climbed three kilometers alone before dawn to offer incense and make wishes at the temple.

That year, he became the only university student from the small town.

The mountain path was steep and distant. Even Shi Yue took several days to recover after climbing up.

But father said this was the Buddha’s test of sincerity.

The town’s protective deity would bless all devout pilgrims who made wishes.

Shi Sui didn’t have great physical strength.

Climbing alone from morning to evening, when she arrived, her legs were trembling, and her face was pale as paper.

Shi Sui knelt before the temple.

She closed her eyes and pressed her palms together.

The temple was small, with only one monk who lived there year-round.

From him, Shi Sui obtained a blessing sachet.

The day before leaving, Shi Sui met with Zhou Xuyan, who had specially come to see her. The cheerful expression on her face disappeared, and she looked at her with tearful eyes.

Shi Sui pushed the prepared items toward her: “Yanyan, please help me put these there.”

“Don’t worry about this.” Zhou Xuyan choked up, “I guarantee I’ll complete the task.”

Before leaving, Zhou Xuyan hugged her.

Taking a deep breath, she said, “Sui Sui, see more of the world.”

“Looking forward to meeting a better you.”

Shi Sui hugged her back and nodded heavily: “Mm.”

The airplane crossed the sky, cutting through clouds. Shi Sui looked down through the window.

For a long time.

She pressed her aching chest and slowly closed her eyes.

At the end of August, the small town was shrouded in continuous drizzle.

Rain threads fell on the lake surface, slowly spreading ripples. Like an ink painting of Jiangnan, every frame was beautiful as a picture.

The bamboo gate of the small courtyard creaked as someone with an umbrella pushed it open.

Ping An, who had been brought back, circled his pant legs, meowing happily.

The lights in the old-style house stayed on for two nights.

Someone waited for three days.

On the third day.

The small tomatoes that had just grown well were crushed under someone’s shoe sole into the earth, bursting with bright red juice.

“You lied to me.”

He let out a low laugh.

But his voice was already trembling uncontrollably.

“Lied to me again.”

“Sui Sui.” Yan Tingli’s lips held a calm curve, but his pupils were pitch black without a trace of light, his whole being filled with an impending storm.

“This time, when I catch you, how should I punish you?”

Chapter 28: He’ll Never Be Able to Know…
Due to the influence of coastal typhoons.

While the rain was still fine drizzle in the mountainous small town, heading east to Hangzhou, dark clouds gradually pressed down, and torrential rain poured.

The windshield wipers were on their fastest setting, but just as they swept away one wave of water, new raindrops instantly filled the view.

The driver couldn’t help but slow down: “Young man, the rain is too heavy, I can’t see the road. Should we stop for a bit?”

The repeated busy signal tones in his earpiece and the WeChat calls that could no longer connect.

Made Yan Tingli almost tremble with laughter.

“Young man?” Seeing no response, the driver carefully stole a glance through the rearview mirror.

To be honest, if this young man hadn’t offered such a high price, he probably wouldn’t have taken this ride.

Dressed all in cold black, with an oppressive aura all over him—who knew if he was going to someone’s house for revenge? If he got involved in a lawsuit, he couldn’t escape either.

After asking for the third time, a cold “mm” finally came from the back seat.

They stopped on the road for half an hour.

From the back seat came the sound of fingernails tapping the seat cushion repeatedly.

Unhurried.

But the driver just felt he was very impatient, breaking out in a thin sweat on his back. Seeing that the road surface was visible, he quickly started the engine and continued driving.

Li Yin had just finished work and returned home when she received an unexpected phone call. She answered in surprise: “Xiao Li?”

Shi Yue, who was drying her hair with a towel beside her, was also stunned when he heard this address and looked toward Li Yin.

On the other end was the patter of rain, making the young man’s usually clear voice sound muffled and unclear.

“Auntie, I’m in Hangzhou on a business trip,” he said. “There are no hotel rooms available. Could I stay at your house for one night?”

Li Yin and Shi Yue, who had leaned over to listen, exchanged glances, both seeing surprise in each other’s eyes.

The places Yan Tingli would be willing to stay at were probably only top-tier hotels, and they might have been all booked.

But their home wasn’t spacious, and worried he wouldn’t be comfortable, Li Yin opened her mouth hesitantly, trying to prepare him.

But the other end seemed unable to wait, and before she could speak, the phone carried: “Auntie, I’m already downstairs.”

“The rain is a bit heavy.”

“Then come up quickly,” Li Yin instinctively replied. “Don’t get soaked.”

“Thank you.”

After hanging up, Shi Yue asked her puzzledly: “Why did you agree so quickly? What if he can’t stand staying at our place?”

“I don’t know,” Li Yin held the hung-up phone, her face also looking confused.

How did she inexplicably agree?

She said, “I’ll quickly tidy up Sui Sui’s room.”

Shi Yue took an umbrella and went downstairs to meet him, while Li Yin rushed back to Shi Sui’s bedroom, changing the bedsheets—still the ones Sui Sui had brought back from the dorm, with craftsmanship that Li Yin found unusual.

Until one day, when washing the comforter, she saw the Hermès label in the corner and was startled, asking her daughter how she bought it. After hemming and hawing for a long time, she said it was a gift from Song Jie.

Coming back from the memory, sounds of entry came from outside the door, and Li Yin went out to greet them.

Seeing Yan Tingli standing by the door completely soaked, water droplets falling from his chin, she was stunned: “Oh my, why didn’t you use an umbrella?”

“I forgot,” he smiled.

As he spoke, his gaze carefully swept around the interior.

Shi Yue felt uncomfortable under his gaze and rubbed his hands nervously.

This was their old house in Hangzhou, a small two-bedroom apartment.

A few years ago, they had emptied their savings to buy a house in the capital, but later, when the industry declined, they sold the house to pay off debts.

Returning to Hangzhou to live in the old house again, the décor was still from over ten years ago.

Seeing his expression, thinking he was dissatisfied, Shi Yue said somewhat embarrassedly: “The house is simple, we can only trouble you to—”

His words were cut off unexpectedly.

“Where is Shi Sui?”

Yan Tingli spoke slowly, his eyes darker than the thick night outside the window.

Neither of them didn’t reacted immediately, somewhat stunned.

Then they saw Yan Tingli tilt his head, slowly revealing a gentle smile: “School just started, I can go back with her.”

“Oh, Sui Sui went to England for an exchange. She just left yesterday and is probably still on the plane,” Li Yin said, handing Yan Tingli a fresh towel, smiling. “You probably don’t know about this yet. I’ve already told your mother that Sui Sui won’t need to live at your house anymore.”

“England?” Yan Tingli laughed coldly.

“Good,” he nodded, repeating, “Very good, seeing the world.”

“Right, it’s good for young people to go out and see more.” Shi Yue casually agreed, then said, “Quickly dry off, don’t catch a cold.”

“Sui Sui’s room is just empty, you can stay there tonight.” Li Yin led Yan Tingli into the bedroom, standing at the door. “Take a shower quickly, we won’t disturb you.”

Yan Tingli’s gaze stopped on the room’s bedding, staring fixedly.

“This is what Sui Sui brought back from the dorm,” Li Yin glanced at him. “She said it was a gift from your mother.”

“Is that so?” Yan Tingli smiled.

The ones his mother sent were all thrown away by him.

After explaining everything, Li Yin left, and the door closed behind her.

Yan Tingli slowly scanned the room’s furnishings.

Shi Sui had lived here until before high school. All the time he hadn’t participated in was spent here.

Having left not long ago, the sweet scent from her body still lingered briefly here.

He bent down, burying his head in the bedsheets.

Taking a deep breath.

Opening one eye, he casually picked up the photo frame propped on the bedside table.

In the photo, a teenage girl poked her head out from behind an easel, chin propped, looking toward the camera.

His cold fingertip slowly traced along her dimpled smile.

He laughed lowly: “I’ve thought of how to punish you.”

When he bought this house.

“I’ll catch you and lock you on this bed day and night.”

“Everyone will think Sui Sui is still in school, including mom and dad.”

“But actually, you’ll have become a little dog who can’t live without me anywhere on your body.”

Yan Tingli turned the photo face down and threw it expressionlessly into his suitcase.

“I wonder how you’ll beg me then.”

Thinking of the terror and tears that might appear on the girl’s face.

Crying and begging for mercy.

His chest trembled as he laughed continuously.

Laughing and laughing.

Suddenly, he felt warm droplets flowing down his jaw.

He frowned, wiping with his fingertip.

Wasn’t the water dried off?

Staring for a long while, his expression was somewhat cold.

“I hate rainy days.”

But London was a place full of dampness, gloom, and rain.

Even if it was clear skies the moment before, a torrential downpour could come at any time.

The plane landed at dawn. Unluckily, London was experiencing endless rain.

Yan Tingli frowned, looking coldly at the sky.

He hated this place.

Twelve hours of flight.

Two days without closing his eyes.

He must not look very good right now.

He should probably change clothes, too.

Yan Tingli thought.

Then he laughed again.

He was still too kind.

Otherwise, when he met that little liar, she might think he cared so much about her.

Flying here day and night to find her.

Yan Tingli sneered.

He just wanted to catch her and lock her up.

He wouldn’t believe anything she said anymore.

Keeping her by his side would be fine, too.

Thinking of this.

All the blood in his body seemed to boil with excitement again.

He was rarely this impatient.

Yan Tingli took a taxi directly from the airport to the school registered on her application.

“Oh, poor girl.”

Suddenly, a blonde little girl selling flowers by the roadside was knocked down by someone, and her flowers were scattered on the ground. The white driver sighed leisurely.

“Poor girl.” Yan Tingli echoed with a sigh, but his lips curved in a smile.

Didn’t she think that school system websites were as fragile as paper wings to him, and her IP location was transparent in his eyes?

Well.

His Sui Sui was always naively adorable.

Getting out of the car, the dampness hit his face.

Rainwater everywhere soaked his trouser legs.

Yan Tingli frowned at the sight.

—Choosing London, this city he hated most.

He would punish her by doing it once in the water.

Sliding his phone screen, Shi Sui’s IP location decoded clearly in his phone.

Through the rain curtain, he squinted toward this ancient art academy.

His Sui Sui.

Which corner would she be hiding in now?

The distance on his phone grew shorter and shorter.

Thinking of this.

He let out a pleased laugh.

No longer minding the rain splashing his trouser cuffs, he strode forward.

One thousand meters.

One hundred meters.

Ten meters.

Yan Tingli held an umbrella, walking coldly into the Royal Mail, making eye contact with the only white person inside.

“Mr. Yan?” The man handed him the package in his hand, confirming his Asian features. “A package from Miss Shi.”

A package from Miss Shi, but the sender’s address was Zhou Xuyan’s.

Yan Tingli’s lips revealed a calm smile.

That’s right.

If the cat-and-mouse game ended too quickly.

It wouldn’t be interesting.

But the white man in front of him looked at him a few more times, his gaze sweeping over his bloodless face.

He kindly reminded him in English: “You look like you need rest.”

Yan Tingli said nothing, turning to re-enter the rain.

The package in his hand was very light.

It seemed she had put an old phone here, leading him on a wild goose chase.

Good. She had become much smarter.

His steps quickened.

Finding a random hotel to stay at, before even sitting down, Yan Tingli unwrapped the package as he walked.

The more he unwrapped, the more impatient he became. His breathing grew heavy, and he applied more force—

The packaging box was torn apart.

Everything inside spilled onto the floor.

He was stunned for a moment.

Kneeling, he picked them up one by one.

The photo she had taken was printed and put in a frame.

The only part of her visible was a small section of her fingertip.

His lips curved in a cold arc as he set down the frame: “I should have smashed your CCD then.”

His gaze slowly moved to the side, his fingers picking up the letter from the floor, with a few words written on it: To Yan Tingli.

He smiled carelessly, his brows heavy with darkness: “When I catch you, let’s see if you dare to say it to my face.”

Tearing open the envelope, delicate handwriting came into view.

[If you can see this letter, you must be in London now. Sorry, I lied to you again. I don’t dare ask for your forgiveness for leaving without saying goodbye, and you definitely won’t forgive me. But you bullied me for two years, so my lying to you a few times makes us even.]

[Also, I formally propose to you: let’s break up. Don’t look for me anymore. This time I’ll hide very well.]

[Although during the two years with you, I was unhappy most of the time, the few moments of happiness were enough for me to generously offset my dislike of you.]

I never gave you any gifts because I couldn’t think of anything that would catch your eye. The only thing of value might be some insignificant sincerity. Before leaving, I went to the highest mountain in the small town, made a wish for you, and got a blessing sachet.]

[Brother Tingli, you are strong, intelligent, and determined. You’re not what they call a cursed fate. It’s just that you’re too lonely, sometimes unable to control your obsessiveness. You just need more people to accompany you, more confident and strong friends, more people who care about you, then you won’t need to be obsessed with a coward like me anymore.]

[Finally, I wish you smooth paths ahead and good weather every day.]

All expression disappeared from Yan Tingli’s face.

He read it over and over, his fingertips white with force: “You dare, you’re something.”

“This time I really won’t let you go.”

But the hand holding the letter trembled uncontrollably.

Rainwater dripped down his whole body, falling on the paper, gradually spreading into large water stains.

He wiped away the water droplets on his face, not letting them fall and wet the letter.

At this moment, he suddenly clutched his stomach and bent over, resting his head against the bed.

A sharp, stabbing pain that had been ignored and deliberately suppressed since the small courtyard suddenly became a knife grinding his internal organs at this moment.

He tried to relieve this strange, indescribable reaction.

But for the first time, he was completely helpless.

“I’m not happy,” he closed his eyes, speaking softly. “Sui Sui, I’m not happy.”

“Come coax me a little, and I’ll forgive you.”

Opening his eyes.

Still only silence, no response anymore.

His stomach suddenly churned violently.

Yan Tingli held onto the trash can, convulsing for a long time. Having not eaten for two days except for breakfast in Hangzhou, there was nothing to vomit.

Water droplets kept falling.

Very strange, they seemed to be increasing.

No matter what, he couldn’t wipe them clean.

He said hoarsely.

“I hate rainy days.”

You lied again, there’s no good weather at all.

Zhou Xuyan had been hiding in deep mountains and forests with her mentor filming documentaries for a month before daring to quietly return to the capital.

If it weren’t for her grandmother’s birthday celebration, she would have wanted to hide abroad for another three months.

Seeing that if she didn’t return, her mother threatened to freeze her cards, Zhou Xuyan reluctantly came home three days before her grandmother’s birthday banquet.

Her grandmother was someone Yan Tingli could call a great-aunt by generation. Unless there was an accident, he would most likely appear at the birthday banquet.

And now, because she was also going, this probability became one hundred percent.

Zhou Xuyan didn’t dare imagine whether Yan Tingli, unable to find the person, would capture her for interrogation.

With such anxious feelings, she nervously accompanied her mother to her grandmother’s birthday banquet.

Among the second generation, sure enough, Zhou Xuyan saw Yan Tingli at the center, surrounded by people.

In their generation, Yan Tingli was the most accomplished.

Although these people would curse him behind his back for acting, when they met face to face, each one was more fawning than the next.

The reason was simple: AI was currently the most cutting-edge trend domestically. These old-established families faced enterprise transformation issues to varying degrees. If they could build good relationships and get a word of guidance, who knew how much benefit it could bring to their families.

Previously, at such gatherings, Yan Tingli would put on a dignified act, gentle and polite. Zhou Xuyan was constantly compared to him by her family, which made her sick inside.

But today, seeing Yan Tingli, who had lost a lot of weight and looked paler than usual, Zhou Xuyan couldn’t help but be stunned, even feeling somewhat sympathetic.

Anyone looking at him now would probably think he was ill.

But soon, Zhou Xuyan couldn’t feel sympathetic anymore.

After congratulating her grandmother, she wanted to slip away while there were many people, quietly going to the garage.

Walking while constantly looking back, afraid Yan Tingli would appear out of nowhere.

Seeing no one around, she relaxed, pressed the key to unlock, and got in the car.

Just as she sat down.

From behind came a pleased yet sinister voice: “Long time no see, cousin.”

Yan Tingli was three months younger than her, but from childhood to now, he had never called her sister once.

This untimely “cousin” now almost made Zhou Xuyan’s hair stand on end.

Never mind Shi Sui—anyone would be scared to death!

But what was more terrifying was—

Zhou Xuyan turned around to look at Yan Tingli, who had somehow already been sitting in the back seat, and screamed: “When did you get in! Why can you get into my car?”

He tilted his head slightly: “The intelligent system in your car is all from my family.”

“Is it difficult to hack it?”

“Ahhhh!!!”

Zhou Xuyan continued screaming.

Male ghost! What on earth could restrain this kind of person?

“Shut up.” Yan Tingli’s brows showed impatience as he said coldly, “Very noisy.”

Zhou Xuyan pulled the car door, trying to run out.

She didn’t know what Yan Tingli had set up, but the car was locked and wouldn’t budge no matter how she pulled.

At this moment, she truly experienced Shi Sui’s despair firsthand.

She even wiped away a tear in her heart.

Sui Sui had finally managed to escape. No matter what, she would not betray her.

Moreover, Zhou Xuyan truly didn’t know where Shi Sui had gone.

She knew her nature—she easily confessed under pressure. When discussing schools with Shi Sui, they used A and B as code names. Except for the country, she didn’t know Shi Sui’s specific location.

The only one who knew specifically where Shi Sui went was probably Su Ye, who had helped her directly.

Under Yan Tingli’s stare, Zhou Xuyan calmed down for a few seconds, rolled her eyes, and made up lies: “Not in England, probably France. Anyway, it’s just those few European countries. You can search for them one by one.”

Her small movements were full of flaws, and her acting wasn’t even as good as Shi Sui’s.

Yan Tingli sneered: “Good, not in England, not in France either. So she’s not in Europe either?”

Damn!

Zhou Xuyan felt the intellectual crushing and simply shut her mouth.

“I’ll give you five more minutes.” Yan Tingli rotated his phone, which could control the driving here. “After five minutes, the car will drive forward at eighty kilometers per hour.”

“Then.” He slowly leaned closer, breathing a sinister word in her ear.

“Bang.”

Zhou Xuyan’s scalp exploded, almost screaming again.

Thinking of Yan Tingli’s earlier irritation, she didn’t even dare shout, saying aggrievedly: “Go ahead and crash! You’re in the car too, aren’t you afraid of dying?”

“Not to mention, I can get out, but I’m willing to accompany you.”

Yan Tingli laughed lowly in the back seat, saying like a ghost in her ear, “In four minutes, we’ll go to the hospital together. Let’s see how long Shi Sui can keep hiding.”

Ahhhhh!

Zhou Xuyan was almost going crazy. She covered her face, saying in terror like spilling beans: “I don’t know! I also know I can’t hide it, we used letter codes with her!”

After speaking, she didn’t hear any response for a long time.

She secretly opened her eyes.

Yan Tingli looked at her with emotionless eyes.

Like examining, judging.

Seeming to see she wasn’t lying this time, he finally looked away, but his face was even worse.

“Then, which country did she go to?”

Zhou Xuyan didn’t dare breathe heavily, her hands on the steering wheel breaking out in sweat.

“Not in Europe,” he tapped the seat cushion methodically. “Australia?”

Zhou Xuyan held her breath, determined not to speak.

“Or—” Yan Tingli paused, “America?”

Zhou Xuyan’s pupils contracted.

Afraid of saying too much and making mistakes, she pinched her palm hard but still didn’t make a sound.

Yan Tingli’s lips curved upward, withdrawing his gaze.

He didn’t continue asking about this question.

Just when Zhou Xuyan thought she had finally gotten through this question, she heard Yan Tingli ask lightly: “Who helped her?”

“What?” She played dumb.

“I said,” Yan Tingli emphasized, “who helped her cover her information to go abroad?”

Zhou Xuyan simply broke the jar: “Me.”

“You don’t have that ability.” Yan Tingli said expressionlessly, “I tried tracking her IP through her parents, but it was all intercepted.”

Zhou Xuyan gasped.

“Who could bypass me to help her?” At this point, his voice became extremely cold.

Zhou Xuyan was almost going crazy, randomly saying: “Maybe it’s some computer expert she knows.”

“You mean Fang Huaijing?”

Who? Who?

Zhou Xuyan had never heard Shi Sui mention him, so she randomly said: “Yes, yes, it might be him.”

Yan Tingli let out a “heh” laugh from his throat: “That waste has never beaten me in his life. What could he rely on to help her?”

Zhou Xuyan: “…”

“I’ll give you one last chance.” Yan Tingli raised his chin, every word carrying overwhelming pressure. “Who did she find?”

Zhou Xuyan remained silent.

Planning to just stubbornly confront him to the end.

She didn’t believe he dared to kill her.

This thought had just formed when the next second—

“Ding dong, time’s up.”

Yan Tingli’s cheerful voice rang out, accompanied by the car starting and rushing forward at a deadly speed.

“We’ll see Sui Sui very soon.” He kept laughing in the back.

Zhou Xuyan’s pupils dilated in terror, watching the car head straight for the wall, covering her ears and letting out a sharp scream.

“Su Ye!!!” she shrieked, “It’s Su Ye!!!”

The car braked sharply.

Due to inertia, Zhou Xuyan’s whole body lurched forward, like a roller coaster dropping from a great height at extreme speed.

Only when she saw the car had stopped, still more than ten meters from the wall, did her violent heartbeat gradually calm down.

The back door was opened, and having extracted all the information.

Yan Tingli walked away without looking back.

Leaving Zhou Xuyan with a pale face, her whole body limp in the driver’s seat, unable to move for a long time.

Madman. This madman.

She closed her eyes, taking long breaths, guilt for Shi Sui welling up in her heart.

But fortunately.

In the short term, Su Ye was an insurmountable mountain for Yan Tingli.

He would never be able to know where Sui Sui was.

Chapter 29: The Sadness on His Body Has Already…
In golden October, after the Golden Week holiday, the campus of University A returned to its liveliness.

Monday afternoon elective class—just seconds before the bell rang, Xue Jing and Lin Anran arrived at the classroom breathlessly, barely making it on time.

Without Shi Sui, the two of them slept like the dead, not hearing their alarms ring several times. In the month since school started, they had been late three times.

“Bang!” Xue Jing set down her bag, patting her chest and sighing in relief: “Thank goodness, we made it.”

Su Han, who had been saving seats for them for a long time, moved aside slightly and snorted coldly: “If you’re this late again, I won’t save seats for you. Go sit in the front row.”

“Don’t be so petty,” Xue Jing said while tossing several small snacks beside Su Han.

“Each one has two hundred calories,” Su Han glanced at the calorie count with disgust. “I won’t eat them.”

“If you won’t eat them, don’t take them,” Xue Jing knew she was being tsundere.

Su Han huffed: “Once you give them out, they’re mine. I’ll take them if I want to.”

“Tch, what behavior.”

The two went back and forth bickering.

Lin Anran’s head buzzed from the noise. Covering her ears, she sighed once again: “I miss Sui Sui so much.”

Originally, Shi Sui would sit between them and could always coax these two sisters with just a few words.

Most importantly, when Shi Sui was around, they wouldn’t be late.

The dorm was always basically clean, and the hot water kettle was always full.

Shi Sui had also raised several small green plants on the balcony. The green leaves stretched vigorously in the wind, full of life, making one feel refreshed just looking at them.

Now the plants had yellowed too. No matter how she and Xue Jing watered and fertilized them, they couldn’t bring them back to life.

These four words immediately changed Xue Jing’s expression. She heavily set down her pencil case and said coolly: “Don’t mention her. Once she went abroad, she disappeared completely, never contacting us again. She never considered us friends at all.”

Hearing this, Su Han, beside them, turned to look at her, parting her lips as if to say something, when the class bell rang.

Unhurried footsteps mixed in, gradually approaching.

To save seats for Xue Jing and the others, Su Han had domineeringly occupied this entire back row, which happened to leave one empty seat beside her.

Someone slowly sat down next to her.

Su Han had a bad premonition as she turned her head. After meeting Yan Tingli’s half-smiling eyes looking at her, her scalp tightened, and she reflexively moved backward, pressing directly against Xue Jing.

“Long time no see,” he said as if he hadn’t noticed her defensive body language, his lips curving upward in greeting. “Su Beautiful.”

From this teasing “Beautiful,” Su Han read no trace of praise.

Instead, it carried a strange, cold mockery.

The teacher had already started lecturing on stage, and the surroundings were bright with daylight.

Su Han forced herself to calm down, ignoring his small talk and looking straight ahead at the blackboard.

But Xue Jing, beside her, unaware of the truth, glanced at Yan Tingli and turned to nudge Su Han gossipily, whispering: “Oh my god, did you succeed? Is he coming to pursue you now?”

Su Han closed her eyes in pain: “…”

Yes, he’s coming to take my life.

Fortunately, throughout the entire class, Yan Tingli made no extra moves.

He sat there exceptionally quietly, his breathing so shallow it was almost inaudible.

Su Han couldn’t help but steal a glance from the corner of her eye.

She saw his frost-snow pale complexion and lips that showed no trace of blood.

Is he not sick?

She was somewhat shocked.

A breakup took away half his life?

Seeming to sense her scrutiny, Yan Tingli slowly turned his face and revealed a gentle smile.

So scary.

Su Han shuddered violently.

Is he going to hunt me down?

Su Han became more panicked the more she thought about it. Unable to sit still, she even ran to the bathroom during the short break to calm down.

After she left, there was an empty seat in the middle.

“Long time no see, Student Xue.” Suddenly being addressed, Xue Jing put down her water cup. “…Hm?”

She felt somewhat surprised. It seemed Yan Tingli liked art, choosing courses from their department for two consecutive semesters.

Yan Tingli smiled at her and asked in a normal tone: “Where’s Shi Sui? You used to always attend class together, but I don’t see her anymore.”

At the mention of Shi Sui, Xue Jing’s expression dimmed: “She went abroad for an exchange.”

“Really? Where did she go?”

“England.”

“Oh.” He propped his chin, asking as if very curious: “Why would she choose England?”

“I don’t know. We found it strange too.”

“Oh? Didn’t you ask for the reason?”

“After she left, we haven’t been in contact at all. She’s not using her old WeChat either. She probably changed her number. We can’t contact her even if we wanted to.”

Yan Tingli’s lips curved in a cold arc: “How heartless.”

Although Xue Jing was also sad, she didn’t want others to speak ill of Shi Sui, so she explained: “Maybe there’s some reason. Sui Sui isn’t that kind of person.”

“Is that so?” He lowered his eyes, his tone light. “When she chose schools, didn’t she discuss it with you?”

“She did.” Lin Anran, also finding Shi Sui’s sudden disappearance very strange, couldn’t help but interject: “But none of us expected her to go to England, because initially she was pre-selecting American schools.”

“America?” His eyebrows raised slightly.

“Right. Didn’t Sui Sui also say she liked California’s sunshine?” Lin Anran remembered something and asked Xue Jing, “So why did she go to England? Did she tell you?”

As soon as the words fell, Yan Tingli suddenly let out a laugh.

This laugh carried a certain trembling pleasure that made even Xue Jing look up involuntarily.

She watched his slender fingers tap the desk rhythmically while he murmured thoughtfully: “California, California?”

His lip curve also widened, with a kind of calm celebration.

He suddenly stood up, his eyes also curved, saying methodically: “Thank you both.”

They saved him a lot of trouble.

Otherwise, capturing Su Han to threaten Su Ye would inevitably harm the teacher-student relationship.

He walked toward the exit while running, just brushing past Su Han, who was entering.

She stiffened, worried about how Yan Tingli would settle scores with her, when he looked at her with obvious joy: “I’m letting you off, lucky girl.”

Su Han stood puzzled in place for a while.

Returning to the classroom, Xue Jing and Lin Anran both still looked confused.

“What happened?” Su Han asked.

“So strange. We were still talking when Yan—he suddenly just left.”

Suddenly realizing something, Su Han’s pupils shrank as she grabbed Xue Jing’s arm: “What did Yan Tingli just say to you?”

Xue Jing was confused: “…Huh?”

“Did he ask you about Shi Sui?”

“…How did you know?”

Su Han had no time to explain: “What did you tell him?”

Lin Anran then truthfully recounted everything: “What’s wrong? Was there something we shouldn’t have said…”

Su Han took a deep breath: “It’s fine, it has nothing to do with you.”

After all, they knew nothing.

One oversight could ruin everything. With a madman like Yan Tingli, any small loophole could lead to total defeat.

She rubbed her temples.

Thinking of how she had guaranteed to Shi Sui that as long as she didn’t want to be found, Yan Tingli would never find her in this lifetime. Now, in such a short time, he had learned so much.

California. Was Shi Sui really in California?

Su Han’s head throbbed as she endured until class ended, then immediately ran to her father’s office.

She was most loyal to her friends and would fulfill her promises. If in the end she still couldn’t help Shi Sui escape Yan Tingli’s control and had made her flee so far from home, how could she face her?

“What should we do?” Su Han held Su Ye’s arm, saying repeatedly: “Yan Tingli, that psychopath, is too scary. Dad, you absolutely can’t let him find Sui Sui, or who knows what he’ll do.”

Su Ye also frowned upon hearing this: “This kid, I underestimated him.”

“So what do we do, Dad?”

Su Ye calmly patted her hand and sneered: “How many years have I been in America? Can his reach extend further than mine? I have ten thousand ways to make him give up this idea.”

So arrogant. Even if not for that little girl, he had to dampen this kid’s arrogance and sharpness.

Let him know there were plenty of things in this world he couldn’t accomplish and people he couldn’t find.

At least for now.

Yan Tingli needed to properly temper his character before thinking of overcoming his mountain.

If Shi Sui were to describe her study abroad life in California, it would probably be a mixed experiment of “inspiration explosion and caffeine life support.”

At 7:30 AM, she would wake up on the second floor of her dormitory, awakened by sunlight—after all, California never stinted on sunshine.

Lazily putting on a hoodie, she’d go to the campus café.

While waiting for hand-ground coffee, she’d listen to conversations at neighboring tables: “What time did you finish your stop-motion animation last night?”

“…Five o’clock. My protagonist’s head fell off, and it took me three hours to put it back on.”

Shi Sui would smile softly, hearing this.

Her English was now sufficient to understand most English dialogue.

The English Yan Tingli taught leaned toward British style, sometimes with more complex grammar, while American English was simpler and easier to understand.

Realizing she was spacing out, she thought of that person again.

Shi Sui quickly shook her head, dismissing the stray thoughts.

Getting her coffee, she’d pass through corridors where sunlight cast her shadow.

The walls were covered with student-organized “Midnight Inspiration Flash Exhibitions.” Shi Sui would stop curiously to look.

At 9 AM, she’d leisurely enter the classroom. The classes here never lacked inspiration, collisions, and exchanges. Professors would face-to-face, pencil in mouth, wittily critique her assignments: “Your villain’s eyes aren’t quite ‘gently killing the audience’ enough.”

Shi Sui would quickly pull out her sketchbook to revise.

Finishing revisions within half an hour would earn the professor’s generous praise: “Oh, such magnificent work.”

The course schedule here wasn’t as packed as domestic ones, leaning more toward personal creation.

In the afternoons, Shi Sui would sit with her unfinished coffee, diving into her workstation, surrounded by the humming of 3D modeling—like gentle white noise.

The energetic blonde teaching assistant would also suddenly appear, critiquing her work: “Your second-to-last storyboard panel looks constipated.”

Shi Sui had gradually gotten used to this American humor, even progressing from initial embarrassment to calmly responding: “Then I’ll try to push it out.”

Successfully earning the teaching assistant’s disgusted yet speechless look.

The campus evenings were especially lively.

Walking near the restaurant, you could see music society students with cyberpunk styling playing ukuleles.

Late at night, sprawled on the dorm carpet revising storyboards, she could sometimes hear spontaneous saxophone performances from outside the window—probably another insomniac artist going crazy.

Although Shi Sui still spent most of her time alone, every moment of this new life felt colorful and varied.

This sense of never knowing what new and interesting things would happen next kept her always looking forward to life.

Shi Sui’s contact with her parents was once every half month.

She still didn’t dare contact them too much, because during her first few video calls with Li Yin, the interface would freeze intermittently and then automatically cut the connection.

This signal made Shi Sui uneasy.

Later, Su Ye’s words confirmed her unease—if the interface froze, it meant someone was tracking and monitoring, interfering with the signal.

This was what Su Ye told her when he actively contacted her a month after she arrived in California.

On the phone, Shi Sui expressed sincere gratitude to this renowned Professor Su.

But immediately after, Su Ye told her to go out less in the coming month because Yan Tingli had traced her to California.

Su Ye had already contacted people to obscure her enrollment information at the academy and had people release smoke screens, changing her IP location to other states.

But they couldn’t stop Yan Tingli from personally flying to California to conduct carpet searches of every school.

“With his current level of madness,” Su Ye sneered, “he’s capable of such stupid things.”

Shi Sui’s fingers turned cold hearing this.

That suffocating feeling of a comeback swept over her again, as if even California’s sunshine was tainted with gloom.

For the next month, except for necessary weekly courses, Shi Sui stayed indoors.

Additionally, she changed her usual style of dress, bought a blonde wig, and adopted the popular American hottie makeup style on campus, completely different from her previous temperament.

In November, Los Angeles still had abundant sunshine, with only the nights carrying some chill.

Having stayed up late drawing storyboards the night before, on Saturday evening, as the sky darkened, Shi Sui slowly emerged from her residence, yawning as she took the small path to the cafeteria three hundred meters away for food.

Fine rain began falling from the sky. Shi Sui paused, reaching out to catch the cool raindrops.

During non-rainy seasons, California’s monthly rainfall was only twenty millimeters.

Yet it was raining today.

Shi Sui entered the cafeteria, found a corner by the window on the second floor, and ate a tasteless sandwich while lazily looking outside through the glass window.

Suddenly, her gaze froze, and the hair on her neck stood up.

Under the main building, across from the school.

Yan Tingli, in a black jacket, leaned against the wall, doing nothing, just quietly and meticulously standing there watching the crowd.

That was generally the place with the most people at school. No matter where you went, you had to pass through there.

Yan Tingli had lost a lot of weight, and his overall aura was more gloomy.

Probably because his appearance was too striking, and he was standing there in the rain, enthusiastic female students approached to offer umbrellas.

Not knowing what was exchanged, the girl left with an unpleasant expression.

Shi Sui’s hand holding the sandwich trembled slightly.

Her mind also went blank.

Had he still found her?

Shi Sui didn’t dare think further. She pulled her hood down and arranged her wig to cover most of her face, preparing to escape back to the dormitory via the small path.

The sky had almost completely darkened.

Just as Shi Sui was about to leave, looking out again, she saw Yan Tingli slowly move and turn to walk away.

She noticed that it was the direction toward the school gate to leave.

Her movement to return to the dormitory stopped as she slowly realized that Yan Tingli most likely hadn’t found her.

His appearance here also confirmed Su Ye’s words about personally flying to California for a foolish school-by-school search.

Laborious and thankless.

Hope so slim, it was nearly nonexistent.

To drive him to this point, he must have run out of options.

Shi Sui stared with wide eyes.

Watching him step by step disappear into the intersecting crowd, becoming a small dot.

Until she could no longer see him.

Shi Sui blinked gently.

She felt warm liquid unconsciously flowing down, dripping onto the back of her hand.

She vigorously wiped her face.

Returning to the dormitory, her Japanese roommate Mieko saw her and initiated conversation: “Lily, I thought you were still sleeping. You’ve been staying up until the early morning lately and not going out during the day.”

Her previous roommate had moved out to live with her boyfriend, and Mieko had only moved in this month.

Shi Sui had been staying indoors this month, often reversing day and night, so they weren’t very familiar.

She forced herself to perk up: “I woke up early today.”

“When you went out, did you see the vampire knight at the main building?”

Shi Sui’s movements suddenly stopped as she looked at her.

“Let me tell you,” Mieko put her hand beside her cheek, “I encountered a super handsome beautiful boy today, just like a cool vampire from a manga.”

“He stood at the central building all day today. I passed by several times, and he was always there. I couldn’t help but go up and ask if he needed any help.”

Shi Sui’s face was somewhat pale.

“So you two,” she licked her dry lips and asked hoarsely, “what did you talk about?”

“I just introduced myself, then asked what he was doing and how long he’d stay.”

“He said he was looking for a Chinese girl named Shi Sui, asked if I’d heard of her,” Mieko thought for a moment. “He also said he’d only stay until dark because that girl should only go out when the sunlight was just right.”

Shi Sui’s eyelashes trembled lightly, and that continuous dull pain returned to her heart.

Yet it was accompanied by contradictory relief—relief that she had never told anyone her Chinese name.

“I said no.” Mieko continued: “He then described what the girl looked like, asking if I’d seen her.”

“Said she had black hair to her shoulders, with bangs, very fair skin, and big eyes.” Mieko said regretfully, “But I still hadn’t seen her. Then this guy stopped talking to me.”

Shi Sui looked up, staring blankly at her reflection in the mirror.

She had deliberately used darker foundation, drawn upturned eyeliner, and densely layered freckles on her cheeks—completely different from Yan Tingli’s description.

Mieko had only moved in during November and had never seen her previous appearance.

Everything was such a coincidence.

Just by this much, Yan Tingli could have found her.

She lowered her stinging eyes, hiding the shimmer reflected in them.

This time, even heaven was helping her.

Perhaps their fate had finally come to an end.

Shi Sui returned to her room, closed the door, and looked outside through the window.

The rain had stopped, and gentle moonlight streamed in.

He should have left, too.

Safe landing.

Shi Sui said softly in her heart.

“You’ve gone crazy enough.” Su Ye rotated his chair, leisurely facing the young man before him, who looked cold and had lost a significant amount of weight. “Have you calmed down?”

He wanted to ask him.

Have you given up?

Two months of time, using the stupidest method, turning California’s schools upside down, still unable to find the person.

Su Ye almost wanted to laugh out loud.

At twenty, so ignorant of how high the sky was, not giving him a lesson—did he think he could cover the sky with one hand and no one could subdue him?

Yan Tingli looked up, his gaze slowly sweeping toward him.

Then he leaned forward: “Aren’t you afraid I’ll throw Su Han somewhere you can’t find either?”

“That depends on whether you have the ability.” Su Ye didn’t even bother to lift his eyes. “Of course, if you dare do anything, I don’t know what might happen to that little girl Shi Sui.”

Yan Tingli looked at him, coldness in his eyes.

The stubbornness he was forcing himself to maintain had run out of options.

Su Ye saw through it at a glance: “Admit it, you just don’t have any real ability now.”

“The little girl detests you so much that she’d rather leave her homeland than stay. Why force it? She just doesn’t like you. No matter how you try to force it, she won’t like you. She might even be hiding somewhere, watching you search the world, unwilling to appear.”

“Go, go, go,” he waved dismissively. “Leave quickly.”

The gaze falling on him carried bone-chilling coldness.

Su Ye looked up to see his reddened eyes, like a crazed wolf cub.

But his face was pale as paper—he didn’t know which sentence had been most fatal to him.

Watching him leave silently and close the door, the office returned to quiet, and Su Ye finally looked away.

He sneered: “Still can’t subdue you, kid. Practice for a few more years before coming back.”

This year, the capital also had especially heavy rainfall.

Wave after wave of autumn rain fell, temperatures dropping rapidly to freezing point. Even before December, there was a rare snowfall.

The green plants by the windowsill seemed to know they had changed owners. No matter how they were cared for, the leaves gradually yellowed, lifeless.

Yan Tingli seemed to feel nothing, lowering his eyelids and continuing to mechanically spray water and nutrients.

Background music from animated films played.

Because the room was too quiet, the cheerful background produced hollow echoes.

After watering as usual, he returned to the bedroom.

Ping An mischievously stepped on the chair, sniffing at a stack of plane tickets on the desk, playfully chewing up several.

Yan Tingli looked on, picking up the tickets, his emotionless gaze sweeping toward Ping An.

Thinking it had caused trouble, Ping An looked at him with big eyes, ears drooping backward submissively.

But Yan Tingli’s lips slowly curved upward, his finger stroking under the cat’s chin.

“So pitiful,” he said with a smile. “Your mama doesn’t want you anymore.”

Speaking, he lowered his eyes, mechanically tearing up the tickets and throwing the paper scraps on the floor.

Something fell to the floor along with the paper scraps, dripping.

Ping An curiously lowered its head and stuck out its tongue for a taste.

Pah.

Salty and bitter.

Ping An tilted its head, quietly watching him.

Suddenly jumping up, it found a comfortable position on the young man’s lap and lay down, its tail even wrapping around his arm in a comforting circle.

Human, stop being stubborn.

The sadness on your body has already overflowed.

When you can’t hold on anymore, just lean on this cat’s broad chest for a while.

Chapter 30: President Yan, Dr. Yan
Perhaps California’s winters were always too warm.

When the streets of Los Angeles gradually lit up with gorgeous decorations, and cheerful Christmas songs could be heard everywhere on campus, Shi Sui realized in a daze—

It was Christmas again.

The mainland should already be covered in silver, with snow falling everywhere.

In a video call with Li Yin, when Shi Sui unconsciously asked this question, the other side paused and laughed: “No, Hangzhou rarely snows. Have you stayed in the capital too long and forgotten?”

Shi Sui was in a daze for a long time before saying softly: “…Probably.”

But her memory uncontrollably returned to Christmas two years ago, when snow was falling heavily in the capital.

That person hated all bad weather.

Snow was no exception.

But Shi Sui, having grown up in the south, always had a special fondness for snow.

“Snow is different from rain,” Shi Sui tried her best to describe her feelings to him. Snow is light and pure. When it falls on you, it feels weightless, as if your soul is being purified.”

Yan Tingli held an umbrella beside her with a cold expression: “When snow melts, it becomes liquid that’s dirtier and stickier than rain, coldly seeping into every bone and muscle.”

“More deceptive than rain.”

“…” Shi Sui didn’t know how someone could equally hate so many types of weather.

At that time, they had just started sleeping together, and she wasn’t clear about how terrible this person could be. Shi Sui was still a novice with some unused courage left.

She mischievously grabbed a handful and threw it into his collar: “Then try it yourself.”

Yan Tingli frowned at the cold and stood there for a moment.

Then he curved his lips at her, but his eyes were even colder than the icy world outside.

Also on that Christmas night, Shi Sui experienced for the first time the legendary sensation of ice and fire, lying exhausted on the bed.

But he was satisfied, wickedly leaning close to her ear to ask: “Do you still like snow now?”

“…”

Warm sunlight shining on her body brought Shi Sui back from those unbearable memories.

Leaning by the window, looking at the blue sky and green earth.

Doesn’t like rain, doesn’t like snow.

She suddenly thought.

Perhaps he would like the weather here.

After spring break, the Chinese Lunar New Year also arrived across the ocean.

After confirming repeatedly that she wouldn’t return home, Li Yin’s face showed disappointment, but she still respected her choice: “Then we’ll wait for Sui Sui to come back when she has a long holiday.”

Shi Sui pursed her lips and smiled at her, acting cute and playful.

Fortunately, until the call ended, her mother never noticed that she had never responded to that statement.

Winter passed, and summer came. Before summer vacation, Shi Sui submitted internship offers to several top global animation studios. While waiting for results, she mustered up courage, carefully planned her route, and traveled for a week.

Shi Sui traveled alone along the Pacific Coast Highway, seeing the endless coastline and purple beaches reflecting diamond-like light.

Taking photos of this magnificent scenery, she sat cross-legged on the beach watching the sunset.

When she discovered she had hundreds of favorite photos but no one to share them with, Shi Sui finally felt boundless loneliness.

Shi Sui covered her chest, feeling the continuous dull ache in her heart.

This pain reached its peak when her finger unconsciously scrolled through the buttons to the earliest photo.

Shi Sui stared blankly at the camera interface—the photo of Yan Tingli and Ping An—and frantically closed the camera.

Looking at the vast ocean before her again, she blinked gently, buried her head in her knees, and hid the brightness falling from her eyes.

Fortunately, several of her internship applications received responses.

After picking and choosing, Shi Sui finally decided to go to the company she had always dreamed of.

Having just finished traveling, she didn’t dare stop and immediately rushed to Disney—this dream factory she had looked up to since childhood. Finally, one day, she earned a ticket to enter.

When busy, the days finally passed quickly.

Although work hours were a standard eight hours, the content was intensive, and every colleague on the team was serious and hardworking. Shi Sui, among them, didn’t dare slack off at all.

Every day immersed in team brainstorming, her drawing hand became like a shadow.

When she received Su Han’s call, Shi Sui was just preparing to return to her workstation to rest.

Her head leaning against the chair, she closed her eyes and pressed the earphone: “Hello?”

“Sui Sui, it’s me!” Su Han’s crisp voice came through. “Where are you? Are you in California?”

“Han Han?” Shi Sui’s eyes flew open. Her heartbeat quickened as she lowered her voice: “…Did something happen?”

After Yan Tingli left that time, for nearly a year, except for her parents, she hadn’t contacted any friends back home. Fortunately, her video calls with her parents no longer experienced freezing.

Everything was calm, and Shi Sui thought more than once that no matter how unwilling or angry he was, after so much time had passed, Yan Tingli shouldn’t be obsessed with her anymore.

He had so many things to be busy with, and the world he saw was much broader than hers. Once he stepped out of that stubborn circle, he might even think it was ridiculous to have done so many stupid things for such an insignificant person.

Lost in thought, Su Han had already said: “I’m in America visiting friends, also in California. Are you free? Can we meet?”

Shi Sui breathed a sigh of relief, then thinking of meeting a long-missed friend, her eyes sparkled brightly as she nodded: “Let’s meet on Saturday, okay?”

“Great, we won’t leave until we meet.”

As if to match California’s hot summer, Su Han had changed her hair color to pink-brown curls, paired with a bohemian long dress.

In America, she seemed more flamboyant and confident than back home. As soon as she entered the restaurant, she waved from far away and ran over on long legs.

When she got closer, Su Han took off her sunglasses and looked her over carefully: “Oh my god, Sui Sui?”

Shi Sui wasn’t surprised by her shock. Her current appearance was indeed very different from before: “Don’t I look good?”

“Of course, you look good,” Su Han said, sitting down and pinching her face. “You’re just not as soft and cute as before.”

She looked at Shi Sui again.

She couldn’t believe that in just one year, her transformation was so great.

The little girl who used to be so quiet she wouldn’t even speak loudly had now completely changed her style, wearing earrings, a camisole with jeans, showing her snow-white shoulders and neck.

Of course, the most obvious change was her temperament, evident in how her eyes naturally carried determination when speaking, rarely dodging or avoiding anymore.

Shi Sui curved her lips: “Is that good or bad?”

“Good,” Su Han said. “Of course it’s good. I like you this way. How have you been living here this year? Tell me about it.”

Shi Sui frowned, thinking about it. What she had done this year was unremarkable—it seemed like, apart from drawing, she just sunbathed.

After selectively sharing some interesting things, Su Han still frowned with disgust: “Don’t tell me that with such good sunshine in California, you stay in your dorm drawing every day?”

Shi Sui blinked.

“Haven’t you dated a few handsome guys?”

Dating culture was prevalent here, and Shi Sui was naturally aware of it.

Sometimes sitting on beaches or grass, she would receive invitations from blonde, white, handsome guys, but she always fled with various excuses.

Seeing Shi Sui’s expression, Su Han understood: she lowered her voice: “Are you still afraid that little psycho Yan Tingli will find you?”

Having not heard this name for a long time, Shi Sui tightened her fingers, feeling the cold drink condensing in her palm.

“Don’t worry, I dared to come find you openly. He’s very busy now and has no time to search the world for people anymore.”

“Then he…” Shi Sui asked as calmly as possible, “What is he doing now?”

“Doing research and development with my dad.”

From Su Han’s account, Shi Sui learned that Su Ye had ultimately chosen to cooperate with the Yan family. The two powerhouses joined forces to develop a new AI concept model called “ConceptNet.”

This model introduced neural symbolic AI and quantum AI, more precisely applying conceptual capabilities to multiple fields.

Qisheng Technology, as the country’s leading tech company, had the strength to attract third-party partnerships from various industries, including biomedicine, educational institutions, cultural healthcare, and ecological monitoring.

Their ambitions were visible and tangible. From their development blueprint, they wanted to integrate new technology into every aspect of future life.

Shi Sui listened in a daze and smiled: “That’s good.”

“So don’t worry, do whatever you should do,” Su Han patted the back of Shi Sui’s hand. “In my opinion, he won’t look for you anymore.”

Su Han couldn’t help thinking of the last time she saw Yan Tingli on the ninth floor of the cross-academy building.

At that time, he wore a knee-length white lab coat, half-rimmed glasses, holding a thick stack of experimental data sheets, densely packed.

An undergraduate so outstanding that a bunch of graduate and doctoral students ran over to listen to his data analysis.

When he spoke, his voice was light, cool as water—compared to the strange, gloomy tone from their last meeting, it was incomparably more normal.

Afterward, Su Ye kept Yan Tingli for dinner, and Su Han was also there, pricking up her ears to listen to their conversation.

Most of it was professional questions, back and forth, very boring.

Su Han was listlessly playing with her rice until Su Ye asked Yan Tingli to serve her food, which he did casually.

Su Ye was very satisfied, but Su Han was shocked and barely touched that dish afterward.

It wasn’t until Yan Tingli left that she nervously asked her father: “You’re not still trying to match me with him, are you?”

“Of course not,” Su Ye said.

At the time, Su Han found it strange, but later suddenly realized her father was giving Yan Tingli an obedience test.

But some sixth sense made her vaguely anxious—wouldn’t this extremely dangerous individual, suppressed for too long, explode?

She mentioned this to her father several times, but Su Ye didn’t take it seriously.

But Su Han didn’t tell Shi Sui any of this.

She still hoped Sui Sui could live a truly happy and free life in California without being affected.

“Sui Sui, don’t always be alone,” before leaving, Su Han still hugged her and said, “make more friends. If you like any boys, you can date a few.”

“I wish you happiness.”

Shi Sui hugged Su Han back, closed her eyes, and sincerely thanked her: “I wish you happiness too.”

“See you next time.”

“Mm. See you next time.”

This meeting with Su Han caused a great change in Shi Sui’s mindset.

Some tightly wound string in her mind unconsciously relaxed—

The past was past, and Yan Tingli had a new life, too.

Shi Sui looked up at the blue sky.

Then she shouldn’t waste California’s sunshine anymore either.

When school started in September, passing by the diverse club activities in the hallways, Shi Sui would stop to choose and participate.

At ten PM, she joined strangers for “informal screenings” in the basement, watching various adaptations of classic works. Someone played their cyberpunk version of “Finding Nemo,” and Shi Sui munched chips and laughed with the crowd.

On Fridays, she hopped into Mieko’s car, driving half an hour to the beach to participate in lively beach volleyball with the dance club.

California’s summer seemed never-ending.

By the time Shi Sui realized it, it was winter again.

When Li Yin asked her for the nth time whether she was coming home for Spring Festival, and was gently refused by Shi Sui saying spring break didn’t extend that long, her gentle mother finally showed her stern face: “It seems your father and I need to make a trip to England.”

This made Shi Sui break out in cold sweat.

After acting cute and begging for mercy, promising she would definitely squeeze her time like a sponge and come home immediately if she could squeeze out even five milliliters of water, Ms. Li was finally amused by her and looked at her with gentle eyes.

It had to be said that after being abroad for over a year, Sui Sui had become much more lively and cheerful than before, her eyes bright and full of strength and vitality.

Looking at her, she couldn’t get angry anymore.

Sighing: “Do as you wish.”

This Spring Festival, Shi Sui didn’t stay in the dormitory but participated in the school’s Chinese New Year celebration, making dumplings while watching performances with companions from all over China.

Far away in the old house in Hangzhou, on New Year’s Day, someone gently knocked on the door.

Li Yin was stunned and went to open it.

Seeing Yan Tingli outside, she was extremely surprised: “Xiao Li?”

“Auntie, I was passing by this area and came to wish you and Uncle a Happy New Year.” The young man stood tall outside the door in a black trench coat.

Having not seen him for a long time, his features seemed soaked in the frost outside, much colder and more distant.

A row of gift boxes sat at his feet, obviously expensive without even looking.

Li Yin quickly welcomed him in and called to Shi Yue, who was busy in the kitchen, to make tea.

Sideways, she watched Yan Tingli’s gaze slowly sweep around the room.

“Shi Sui.”

He suddenly said these two words, very slowly.

“Hmm?”

“She hasn’t come back yet?”

“That girl,” Shi Yue placed the tea in front of Yan Tingli and laughed scoldingly, “has gone wild outside. Whenever I ask when she’s coming back, it’s either no vacation or she needs to intern.”

“I was still talking about this before New Year,” Li Yin complained. “She got away with it again.”

Yan Tingli looked at the tea, steam blurring his features so his expression couldn’t be seen clearly: “Oh.”

Between them, the only topic was Shi Sui, who had briefly stayed there. After this cold conversation, Yan Tingli said nothing more.

Li Yin and Shi Yue exchanged glances and proactively asked about Yan Tingli’s parents’ recent situation.

“Same as always.” Both hoping the other would die.

“That’s good.” Shi Yue didn’t let the conversation drop.

In the silence, Li Yin’s phone rang.

She answered, casually chatting for a few sentences before hanging up, saying she had guests.

Shi Yue asked: “Whose call?”

“The real estate agent from Bocui Yunwan,” Li Yin put down her phone. “Said they were calling to wish us New Year’s greetings, but probing whether we want to buy.”

Yan Tingli, beside them, slowly looked up: “You’re buying a house?”

“Yes,” Li Yin nodded. “The current house is still too small. We need to buy a bigger, newer one so Sui Sui has a good place to stay when she comes back.”

Yan Tingli’s fingertips tapped the cup rim: “Bocui is an established property developer with good quality. How come you just…?”

“It’s certainly good, but the price is a bit expensive. We’re still looking for other suitable options.”

Yan Tingli nodded and smiled: “For the difference in money, I can lend it to uncle and auntie interest-free.”

“No, no,” Shi Yue refused somewhat embarrassedly. “How can we borrow money from you?”

“Don’t be polite with me,” Yan Tingli curved his lips. “What’s most important is that Shi Sui lives comfortably when she comes back.”

These words made Li Yin somewhat tempted. Her daughter would be back in at most one or two years. The location and quality of that Bocui property were the best.

If they could settle it now, it would be perfect.

Knowing this was small money to Yan Tingli, she looked at him and sincerely thanked him: “Then we appreciate it.”

As soon as she finished speaking, Li Yin’s phone rang again.

Seeing the caller, she exclaimed and complained to Shi Yue: “This girl knows how to call me back. What time is it? She probably stayed up all night again.”

“Bang.”

The glass cup hit the table with a muffled sound.

The scalding water burned Yan Tingli’s cold, white hand red. Shi Yue quickly grabbed tissues for him: “Let me get you some medicine—”

He was interrupted.

“No need.”

Yan Tingli’s raven-black eyelashes moved slightly as he mechanically wiped his hands with tissues.

“Auntie, please take your call,” he said.

Li Yin hummed and immediately scolded the other end upon answering:

“Why aren’t you video calling me? Did you stay up all night again?”

The soft, clear female voice on the other end was vague, obviously not fully awake.

But still trying to raise her voice in self-deception: “No, my dear mother. Today is the first day of the new year, you must smile and be happy, you can’t get angry.”

Li Yin was both angry and amused. After staying abroad for a while, she had become increasingly articulate.

“Get up and eat something quickly.”

“I know.”

Li Yin: “What did you do last night?”

Shi Sui mumbled: “Made dumplings with classmates.”

“And then?”

“Went to set off fireworks, super super beautiful fireworks.”

The mother and daughter chatted with questions and answers for a while, and soon the voice on the other end became smaller and smaller, sounding like she had fallen asleep again.

Li Yin sighed helplessly and hung up.

Complaining to Shi Yue: “This girl is getting more and more unreliable now, her habits are getting worse and worse. It’s all your fault for spoiling her.”

“You spoil her plenty too.” Shi Yue touched his nose. “Alright, don’t let Xiao Li see us as a joke.”

As he spoke, he turned to look at Yan Tingli.

But he saw that the red mark on his hand was getting redder from wiping, and his fingers were trembling slightly.

“Is the tea too hot?” He gestured to Li Yin. “Quickly get some burn medicine.”

“No need.” Yan Tingli suddenly stood up, his eyes quickly looking away from him, his voice hoarse. “It’s getting late, I have something to attend to. Thank you and auntie for your hospitality.”

He came quickly and left quickly.

Taking two long strides, he went down the stairs.

His figure quickly became a small dot.

Disappearing like the wind.

Turning back, Li Yin touched the cup rim and blamed Shi Yue: “You’re too careless. You should have let it cool before giving it to Xiao Li. You burned his eyes red, but he was too polite to say anything.”

Shi Yue was confused: “Getting scalded once, it’s not that serious, right?”

“You have thick skin, but he’s a young master. How can he be the same as you?”

“Alright.” Shi Yue scratched his head.

Time always flies when you’re busy.

When Shi Sui contacted Zhou Xuyan again, it was already the second year’s winter, also her third year in America.

Over the past year, she had been busy earning credits from two schools, rushing her thesis, while also applying for graduate school.

By the time she settled down, it was already this time.

Seeing that everything had been calm for so long, Shi Sui completely let down most of her guard and prepared to gradually reconnect with former friends, starting with Zhou Xuyan.

“Heavenly music,” on the video call, Zhou Xuyan dramatically clutched her heart. “I can hear your voice again.”

Shi Sui was amused by her and generously praised: “You too, you’ve gotten even more beautiful.”

“Of course.” She proudly flipped her hair.

“Still planning to do graduate school there?” Zhou Xuyan asked.

Shi Sui was silent for a moment, then said: “I quite like it here and want to stay a bit longer.”

“Alright,” Zhou Xuyan said, propping her chin. “I feel like if you came back to China now, it wouldn’t be a big problem.”

This was the second person to tell her this.

“That little pervert, after going crazy for the first year, seemed to suddenly have an epiphany and is completely normal now.”

Zhou Xuyan also talked about her recent encounters with Yan Tingli.

She said his attitude toward her was exactly as if Shi Sui had never appeared, never mentioning her again.

“And he’s been busy with going public recently. Qisheng Technology is changing its name to Zhilian Future and will be listed on NASDAQ in a few months.”

Although Shi Sui was far away in America, browsing social media, she knew about the global explosion of the “CN” concept.

This was currently the world’s most powerful AI with the fastest self-learning capability, heralding a new round of technological iteration.

“Domestic experts say Zhilian Future’s IPO valuation might exceed one hundred billion US dollars.”

Shi Sui listened quietly, but her chip-eating motion suddenly stopped.

She watched Zhou Xuyan’s mouth open and close while her mind wandered, counting zeros.

Ones, tens, hundreds, thousands, ten thousands, hundred millions.

And in US dollars.

It was an astronomical figure.

But for a poor person like her, there was no difference between one hundred billion and ten million.

They were all numbers she could never earn in a lifetime.

“Are you still listening?”

Shi Sui: “Yes.”

Zhou Xuyan, tired of being compared to Yan Tingli by her family, couldn’t help but ramble complaints: “Yan Tingli’s status is different now. The ‘CN’ model was developed by him and Su Ye’s team. Core technology, massive capital—all in his hands.”

“Now, wherever he goes, those rich second-generation sycophants respectfully call him Dr. Yan or President Yan.”

Zhou Xuyan huffed, looking at Shi Sui: “If he didn’t go crazy every time he encountered you, I would never have let you break up with him, then you could support me for life with his money.”

After so long, talking about these things again, Shi Sui’s heart didn’t stir much. She just smiled faintly.

The distance between her and Yan Tingli now was too vast.

So vast that if Yan Tingli occasionally remembered someone like her, he would probably feel disgusted by this embarrassing ex-girlfriend.

Shi Sui tried hard to ignore the slight suffocation in her chest and joked with Zhou Xuyan: “If he had a conscience, he should proactively compensate me for some money.”

Having not chatted for too long, Shi Sui and Zhou Xuyan talked until late into the night.

Until the other side couldn’t help but gossip with the same question as Su Han: “You’ve been there so long, haven’t you dated any handsome guys?”

Shi Sui blinked and said nothing.

Zhou Xuyan clicked her tongue: “I knew you were a nun in California.”

But she saw Shi Sui’s lips curve upward slightly.

Suddenly realizing something, Zhou Xuyan raised her voice in a series of questions: “No way? Really? Oh my god, what’s he like? Is he handsome? Let me see quickly.”

Shi Sui: “Not that fast, we’re just getting to know each other.”

“Then what does he look like? You have to tell me something.”

Shi Sui recalled Theodore’s appearance and thought for a long time, but was confused to discover that after several meetings, she still couldn’t remember his features clearly.

She could only say generally: “He’s Chinese-American mixed race, black eyes, very tall, very fair.”

After thinking more, “Very long fingers.”

“How long?” Zhou Xuyan was shocked. “You’ve tried them?”

Seeing Zhou Xuyan could drive even on flat roads, Shi Sui was speechless: “I saw him play piano.”

“Oh? He can play piano too?”

This “too” made Shi Sui slightly stunned. Ignoring that instinctive panic, she responded: “Mm, he plays quite well.”

“How did you two meet?”

Their meeting process was very simple.

Just that at the beginning of the new semester, Theodore got lost at school and asked her for directions.

Later, they coincidentally met again at the evening music club. To show gratitude, Theodore played a piece for her.

Shi Sui understood this piece—it was “Ballade pour Adeline.”

She graciously expressed her thanks. That day, Theodore added her contact information, and Shi Sui thought about it but didn’t refuse.

Soon, Theodore arranged their next meeting online.

“Great,” Zhou Xuyan applauded. “I wish your date next week goes smoothly and sweetly.”

Shi Sui smiled.

It wasn’t until dawn that both were tired from chatting and hung up.

A red symbol appeared on the screen.

Thinking her phone was dead, Shi Sui drowsily plugged in the charger and collapsed on her pillow, falling asleep.

She didn’t notice.

The red symbol was a warning from the anti-surveillance software Su Ye had her install.

Chapter 31: Yan Crazy Pro Version
Shi Sui arranged to meet Theodore for their first formal offline meeting at Santa Monica Beach.

The sea breeze here was pleasant, and in the evening when the red sun set in the west, taking a stroll here was indeed a refreshing and romantic location.

Taking advantage of this meeting, Shi Sui finally memorized Theodore’s appearance.

Although he was of Chinese-American mixed heritage, apart from his platinum blonde hair, his overall bone structure leaned more toward the gentle Eastern features.

Especially when those black eyes looked down at her slightly.

It made Shi Sui’s pupils dilate, leaving her in a trance for a long time.

Then Theodore smiled. When he smiled, his eyes curved into crescents, with deep double eyelid creases.

This was vastly different from that person’s thin eyelids, who always smiled without the smile reaching his eyes in that cold manner.

Shi Sui immediately snapped back to her senses, inconspicuously lowering her eyes.

“Although I grew up in America, my mother is Chinese, and my Chinese isn’t bad either,” Theodore would generally communicate with her in Chinese.

Shi Sui smiled: “Indeed, it’s quite good.”

They shared a sumptuous dinner at a restaurant by the beach.

Theodore’s overall behavior was gentlemanly and gentle, especially skilled at making girls happy.

Under the warm yellow lights, he was generous with his compliments to her: “Your eyes are like Aphrodite’s – you’re the most beautiful Chinese girl I’ve ever seen.”

“Your eyes,” Shi Sui smiled faintly, saying softly, “…I like them very much too.”

The overall atmosphere that evening was quite pleasant, and Shi Sui didn’t reject contact with him.

Before parting, Theodore suggested that he hoped she could kiss him.

Shi Sui didn’t agree.

Although she understood that in the dating culture here, men and women would kiss and embrace after just one meeting, and even have more intimate relations, none of this applied to her.

She was inherently a rule-abiding personality.

Moreover, that one time in her life when she stepped out of line had nearly exhausted all her strength and energy.

So Shi Sui expressed to him her conservative attitude and viewpoint, preferring to first understand each other mutually and confirm their relationship before taking the next step in contact.

If he couldn’t accept this, they could just be friends, and there was no need to waste more time afterward.

Theodore looked at her for a long time, disappointment evident in his eyes.

Thinking this encounter would end briefly here, she didn’t expect that a few days later, Theodore extended a second invitation, expressing acceptance of her viewpoint and willingness to pursue her one-on-one until she was willing.

“Oh my, this guy’s not bad,” Zhou Xuyan said in the video call while applying a face mask, expressing approval of Theodore’s behavior. “You can continue getting to know him.”

Shi Sui nodded: “Then I’ll listen to you.”

Zhou Xuyan found it amusing: “What do you mean, listen to me? I’m not looking for a man for myself. What about you – don’t you like him? Aren’t you moved by him?”

Shi Sui thought for a while before slowly saying, “I don’t dislike him.”

“Don’t dislike? Well, I don’t dislike those guys pursuing me either, but I’m not willing to be with them,” Zhou Xuyan said. “Is there anything you particularly like about him? Any characteristics?”

Eyes.

This answer immediately popped into Shi Sui’s mind.

But the next second, she felt an inexplicable panic and quickly said: “Maybe we’ve known each other for too short a time. Let me have more contact with him a few more times.”

“That’s true,” Zhou Xuyan said. “Then continue your evaluation.”

Over the next two months, Shi Sui made time to meet Theodore several more times.

They went to downtown art exhibitions, listened to concerts, or took walks and photos in national parks.

Every time they met, Theodore would ask her for a kiss.

Initially, Shi Sui could firmly refuse, but after many times, seeing him cast wounded light from those black eyes toward her, she couldn’t help but soften her refusal slightly.

“Sui.”

He had learned her Chinese name and called her by the single character, “Do I lack charm? I’m very frustrated.”

Shi Sui looked at him with a heart like still water, not knowing what to say.

“Fine.” Theodore shrugged, his expression not looking good.

Regarding this issue, strategist Zhou Xuyan concluded: “Dating requires some physiological impulse. You two just go out to see exhibitions and stroll through parks. Why don’t you try being slightly more intimate with him?”

Shi Sui: “We’ll see.”

But a kind of unspeakable restlessness rose in her heart.

Up to now, apart from being overly eager to take the next step, Theodore’s performance in other aspects was still decent.

But why did she still have no impulse whatsoever to get closer to him?

Noticing this matter occupied too much of her mental energy, Shi Sui simply stopped thinking about it and threw herself back into creative work.

Soon it was spring.

At this moment, on the other side of the ocean, the domestic financial and technology sectors were exploded by a piece of news.

In early March, Zhilian Future held its bell-ringing ceremony on the US NASDAQ. Upon listing, the stock price soared exponentially that day, with valuations approaching the experts’ predicted hundred billion dollars, ultimately reaching an astonishing 120 billion dollars.

That day, the press conference was held at the NASDAQ exchange.

Zhilian Future’s current chairman Yan Zecheng, accompanied by vice chairman Song Jie and other main board members, attended the media press conference.

The previous steps were all routine, but the entire venue reached its climax when Yan Zecheng introduced his son, Zhilian Future’s current technical director and executive president, Yan Tingli.

Camera flashes reached a frequency of thousands per second.

For no other reason than this face was unbelievably young.

No one could believe that such a world-shocking new technology came from the hands of this young person before them.

When Yan Tingli appeared, he wore a black modern Chinese-style jacket with diagonal button design, the cuffs subtly adorned with dark gold embroidered patterns, making him appear even more scholarly, handsome, and invaluably noble.

When reporters swarmed with questions, he smiled faintly, his dark pupils calmly sweeping toward the audience below: “Feel free, everyone. I will share everything I know and hold nothing back.”

Zhilian Future’s listing not only set the entire NASDAQ exchange boiling but also almost revitalized the entire sluggish A-share market.

When the news reached home in the early morning hours, it exploded the headlines of several domestic sectors and, with lightning speed, drove all concept stocks related to “CN” in A-shares to consecutive limit-ups.

Entertainment news regarding Yan Tingli’s press conference video also ignited the entire internet at an unprecedented explosive speed. Western media even exaggeratedly called him “the genius AI prince from the East.”

All top business magazines, including editors from financial, technology, and entertainment sectors, exhausted their resources and means, all queuing to contact this hot young President Yan.

Shi Sui was caught off guard when she saw Yan Tingli’s face again – it was when Theodore held up the latest issue of Forbes, pointing at the young man’s face on the cover, half-jokingly saying to her: “My friend said I look somewhat like him. Sui, what do you think?”

At that time, Shi Sui was drawing storyboards on her usual lawn. Hearing Theodore’s voice, she turned her head.

The next second.

The drawing pen in Shi Sui’s hand fell to the ground as she stared blankly at the face on the cover.

She was in a trance for a long time.

How long had it been since they last met?

Shi Sui struggled to think.

She couldn’t remember clearly.

But it must have been a very, very long time. So long that when she saw this face again, she needed to carefully distinguish whether the person before her eyes and the boy in that photo buried at the very bottom of her camera roll were the same.

Back then, he wasn’t even willing to have his photo taken, but now he was willing to appear on magazine covers.

In the image, the young man wasn’t wearing the cookie-cutter well-tailored suits, but instead a black modern Chinese-style diagonal-buttoned top with delicate green bamboo patterns embroidered on the chest.

Shi Sui had to admit that this kind of clothing looked incredibly good on him – the cover’s description of “Eastern Prince” wasn’t an exaggeration.

Her gaze moved downward.

She saw Ping’an lazily sprawled across the young man’s casually positioned legs, squinting sleepily at the camera.

In the world’s top business magazine, he had casually brought along a little stray cat and appeared on the cover together.

Seeing Shi Sui stare at the magazine cover for a long time, even her eyes reddening, Theodore was puzzled. He put away the magazine and waved his palm in front of her: “Hey, stop looking. Even if you look, this man isn’t yours.”

Shi Sui came back to her senses, wiped her eyes, then silently withdrew her gaze. She extended her slender white hand: “Let me look at the magazine.”

Theodore: “I won’t give it to you.”

Shi Sui then packed up her tablet and stood up.

“Where are you going?”

Regarding her coldness, Theodore felt increasingly dissatisfied. Several times he wanted to give up, but thinking about all the time he’d already wasted, giving up now would be even more worthless.

This contradiction made him even more irritated.

Shi Sui glanced at him: “To buy the magazine.”

“I’ll show it to you then,” Theodore said.

Shi Sui sat back down and flipped through the magazine.

The interview section that followed was routinely filled with professional questions, all in English with somewhat difficult vocabulary that Shi Sui struggled to understand.

At the final personal questions, her fingers paused, her gaze stopping on that passage of text.

Reporter: “Is this cat yours? It’s too cute.”

“Mm.”

“What’s its name?”

“Ping’an.”

“Oh? Such an interesting name, is there some story behind it?”

“The previous one was called Suisui.”

Because it was in English, this “Suisui” was also changed to the phonetic letters “suisui.”

“Oh! Good name,” the reporter continued, asking, “Then where is your Suisui?”

“Ran away.”

“That’s too bad.”

“Not really. If it runs away again, I’ll just lock it up.”

“Oh! You’re too interesting.”

“Very interesting? I think so too.”

“Do I need to remind you,” Theodore said boredly from the side, “you’ve been staring at this magazine for half an hour.”

Shi Sui came back to her senses and expressionlessly returned the magazine to him: “Thank you.”

Theodore then propped himself up from the grass, placing the magazine next to his own face, still unwilling to give up as he asked: “Do he and I really look alike?”

“Not alike,” Shi Sui packed her backpack, saying absent-mindedly.

“Why?”

“Not alike anywhere,” Shi Sui walked toward the dormitory.

If they were even a little alike, she wouldn’t have been unable to feel even the slightest bit moved for so long.

Theodore suddenly seemed to lose all interest.

Shrugging his shoulders, watching her walk away: “Hey, tomorrow we’re going to the beach, are you coming or not?”

Shi Sui’s steps paused, and she nodded in agreement. Some things needed to be made clear with him, too – she couldn’t have feelings for him, so there was no need to waste more time.

That night, Shi Sui went back and had very long dreams.

She dreamed again of that small town’s summer.

Yan Tingli, with wet hair and a disheveled appearance everywhere, competing with her at skipping stones, would smile brilliantly when he won.

They found two-month-old Ping’an in the bushes.

He stubbornly pulled her hand, saying this was their cat, belonging to both of them.

How old was Ping’an now?

She couldn’t remember clearly.

The scene shifted.

It came to that rainy day, Yan Tingli standing in front of the main building all day with a pale face.

She watched him gradually dissolve into the crowd.

Finally, the dream somehow shifted to somewhere else, with darkness all around, she heard the sound of chains, and her whole body couldn’t move.

Cold fingertips tightened around her neck, Yan Tingli laughed lowly by her ear, using the threatening tone she feared most: “You still dare to appear before me.”

“Then let’s be locked together for a lifetime, okay?”

Shi Sui suddenly woke up with a start, only to find she was covered in sweat, her cheeks also wet with tears.

Her heart was both sour and afraid, still not having emerged from the dream’s emotions.

Looking at the window where dawn was just breaking, it was only past 4 AM, but the sky already showed signs of brightening.

California’s sunshine was indeed good, but at this moment, Shi Sui suddenly missed everyone back home immensely, missed the homeland with its distinct four seasons, summer rain, and winter snow.

She wanted to return to her parents’ side, to be the simplest and happiest ordinary person.

Working on weekdays, sleeping in, and shopping on weekends.

There was no endless summer.

But there were friends and family.

And also.

Yan Tingli.

She murmured this name in her heart.

Although she didn’t want to repeat the same mistakes as before, being able to return home, to be a little closer to him, occasionally hearing Zhou Xuyan and the others mention some recent news about him would be quite nice.

“You look very tired,” Theodore said, raising an eyebrow when he drove over to pick her up the next afternoon.

Shi Sui put her hand over her eyes: “Had some insomnia last night.”

“Alright,” Theodore said.

Their recent conversations were like this – Shi Sui could feel his perfunctory attitude, only thinking about finding an appropriate opportunity to cut off contact.

After a not particularly delicious dinner, Theodore suggested going to a bar to have some fun and sing for her.

Theodore ordered drinks for her, but Shi Sui left them there without taking a single sip.

He still enthusiastically went on stage and sang a song for her with piano accompaniment.

In the beautiful piano music, Shi Sui’s mood improved slightly, and she was willing to end their connection more gently with him.

Coming out of the bar, night had already fallen deep.

In the driver’s seat, Theodore didn’t immediately start the vehicle.

He turned his head, his dark eyes focused on her face, saying gently: “Sui, we’ve known each other for five months now.”

“These five months, I’ve only been in contact with you. You’re the first girl I’ve been this serious about.” He pulled Shi Sui’s wrist and placed it on his chest. “Don’t you know what my feelings are for you?”

Shi Sui pressed her lips together and said flatly: “Let go of me first.”

“I won’t let go.”

He said domineeringly, “I want to kiss you.”

These words made Shi Sui freeze in shock.

She felt her heart skip a beat after a long time, like a feather brushing across it, but it was fleeting.

Perhaps her distraction was taken as consent.

Theodore’s eyes darkened as he leaned closer.

Shi Sui watched him slowly approach, not immediately dodging.

She was indeed somewhat curious whether she could accept the closeness of a man she didn’t particularly dislike.

Until she smelled the mixture of tobacco and sweat on his body as he drew near.

This strange and indescribable odor made Shi Sui immediately frown and instinctively reject: “No.”

But a piercing car light was faster than her voice, the bright white light cutting through like a blade.

She was so dazzled she had to cover her eyes with her hand. Turning her head, she couldn’t see anything.

She could only hear the roaring engine sound of a black supercar approaching straight toward them at a reckless speed.

Five hundred meters, three hundred meters, one hundred meters.

With a kind of reckless madness.

“Fuck,” Theodore hurriedly started the ignition and turned the steering wheel, so panicked he switched to English, “Who let this lunatic in here?”

His movements were still a step too slow. Seeing they were about to collide, Shi Sui covered her eyes, her scream reaching her throat.

Fortunately, that supercar seemed to have calculated precisely, slightly adjusting its direction at the last moment and scraping past their car.

The friction sound was sharp and piercing, making a spine-chilling noise.

Shi Sui covered her ears.

After the roaring sound faded and that supercar turned a corner and disappeared into the night.

But for a long time after, her heart that had jumped to her throat still hadn’t calmed down, her pupils dilated as she stared ahead.

Just now.

For that instant, she truly felt she was only a moment away from death.

That car was intended to perish together with them.

America had a lot of crazy people – she wanted to go home even more.

Shi Sui thought.

Theodore got out of the car to look at the large patch of paint scraped off, cursing continuously.

Shi Sui steadied herself and got out of the car.

She had no energy left to continue and said to Theodore, “I have no feelings for you. Let’s end it here.”

Theodore’s expression became even worse.

He kicked the car several times and said “fuck” several times in a row, unclear whether he was cursing her or that car.

Shi Sui was even more disinterested, walked out of the bar street, and took a taxi back to school.

After she left, Theodore returned to the bar.

A guitarist he knew came over and asked: “What, still didn’t hook up?”

“Don’t mention it, ran into a nun,” he kicked a chair, “didn’t sleep with her, and wasted so much time.”

Mocking laughter came from all around.

Theodore became more and more unwilling the more he thought about it. After several drinks, he found it even harder to control his lust, licking his lips: “Haven’t encountered someone this pure in a long time – sleeping with her would be exciting.”

“But you can’t sleep with – she wouldn’t even drink alcohol.”

Thinking of Shi Sui, who was almost impenetrable, Theodore irritably kicked the chair again.

It wasn’t until late at night that Theodore stumbled drunkenly out of the bar.

The back street of the bar was filled with music, and people passed out drunk on the roadside.

Leaning against his car smoking a cigarette, he threw down the butt.

Just as he turned around, he caught sight of that supercar in his peripheral vision – a model of which only a few existed globally; he wouldn’t mistake it.

Theodore’s eyes flashed with vicious light, just as he was about to step over.

A disgusting British accent came from behind him, ghostly and light: “Are you looking for me?”

Theodore suddenly looked up.

He saw a man standing behind him at some unknown time.

Black shirt, unusually tall.

But his face was hidden in the darkness, indistinct, only a cold white chin visible.

Theodore rolled up his sleeves: “So you’re the one who ruined my good time and scratched my car?”

The man laughed softly: “You should be grateful your ‘good time’ wasn’t successful.”

“Otherwise, it wouldn’t just be your car that got damaged.”

This man’s tone was refined, but Theodore felt something sinister, like a venomous snake crawling up his spine, hissing with its tongue against his neck.

“What do you want to do?”

“Ask you a few small questions.”

Theodore looked at him warily.

“Which hand did you use to touch her just now?”

Theodore sneered: “What business is it of yours?”

The man laughed again, with a certain excited pleasure.

“That’s fine too.” He nodded while murmuring, “Then let’s disable both.”

Before Theodore could react to the terrifying meaning in his words, he was kicked to the ground by the man who came out of the darkness.

The alcohol in his stomach churned, and he almost vomited immediately.

The man had undergone systematic combat training and knew the human body like the back of his hand.

His strikes were fast and ruthless, all aimed at the most painful spots on the body.

Theodore had almost no ability to resist, let alone fight back.

Until his right hand was stepped on by the man’s shoe.

“Wait!” he quickly said, “It was my left hand! I used my left hand.”

“Is that so,” the man said unhurriedly, with some difficulty, “but I don’t like your right hand either.”

He even crouched down, saying in a strange tone: “Is it long?”

He tilted his head to examine it, then nodded: “It does seem quite long.”

“How disgusting.” His tone was languid.

Theodore, hearing his soliloquy, thought this person was probably sick.

The next second, he let out a sharp scream of pain.

His fingers were stepped on the ground, the man’s sole grinding, his voice becoming cheerful again: “Then I’ll punish you by not allowing you to play piano for a year.”

Theodore had never seen such a lunatic. His mind raced, trying to think of ways to save himself.

“Sui? Are you here because of Shi Sui?”

As soon as the words left his mouth.

The man stepped harder, asking softly: “Who gave you permission to call her name?”

Ah, what a psycho!

Theodore was in pain all over, his nerves nearly collapsed. With a desperate mentality, he shrieked: “Do you care about her a lot? Hahaha! Then you don’t know – I just slept with her, in my bed, she was so slutty—ah!”

The man kicked him in the lower abdomen.

Before he could cry out in pain, something cold pressed against his forehead. Theodore’s breathing almost stopped as he looked up at the gun barrel against his scalp.

At this moment.

He finally saw the man’s face clearly and froze in disbelief.

The man was using that face identical to the Forbes magazine cover, his dark eyes slightly lowered, looking at him with the gaze one would give a dead person.

All expression disappeared from his face as he leaned down, drawing close to his ear.

“Say one more word, and I can’t guarantee this place won’t…”

During the pause, accompanied by the sound of the gun being cocked, the man made a sinister sound by his ear.

“Bang.”

“Explode.”

Chapter 32: Sui Sui, Surpr…
Shi Sui never expected that the Theodore incident would have a sequel.

The next morning, just as she woke up, she received a very long anonymous email in her inbox. Using the PDF format, most popular in study-abroad circles, it dug up and sent her all of Theodore’s dark history from high school to now – alcoholism, fighting, promiscuity, and making girls get abortions.

Everything was detailed and comprehensive – there were even chat messages between him and friends about sleeping with her within three months.

At the end of the email, that anonymous person left her a malicious message: [Looking at this kind of trash, are your eyes blind?]

Shi Sui was incredibly shocked.

Who exactly had Theodore offended?

Recalling last night’s crazy supercar, Shi Sui suspected it might be some girlfriend Theodore had wronged before.

She didn’t understand why they had to curse her out, too.

Her fingers tapped the keyboard in dissatisfaction: [Then you’re not much better either]

Just as she was about to send it, her movement suddenly stopped, and she silently deleted what she was going to reply.

Thinking of that person’s reckless behavior last night, she’d better not provoke someone whose mental state wasn’t quite normal.

When she told Zhou Xuyan about this, the latter was also dumbfounded: “…What kind of psycho did he offend?”

Shi Sui also felt afraid, thinking back on this absurd experience: “Probably some ex-girlfriend.”

“America is still as chaotic as ever,” Zhou Xuyan sighed while saying, “Sui Sui, you should come back home soon. It’s safer here.”

Shi Sui had exactly this intention. Recently, this thought has been growing stronger and stronger.

“I still have one year left in my program, but I’ve already completed my credits ahead of schedule,” she considered for a moment, then said gently, “I can apply for a domestic internship with my professor during summer vacation, stay until next year, then just come back to get my diploma.”

“Really?! You’re planning to come back!” Zhou Xuyan jumped up from the sofa upon hearing this, beaming with joy. “Great, great! I can go shopping and hang out with you again. I’m so sick of those plastic sisters.”

“But I,” Shi Sui paused, saying somewhat apologetically, “might have to return to Hangzhou. My parents are there.”

After reacting for a while, Zhou Xuyan remembered that Shi Sui’s family was no longer in Beijing.

“Ah, oh.” Her face immediately fell.

“But we can still meet quickly,” Shi Sui hurried to comfort her. “By plane or high-speed rail, just a few hours and we’ll see each other.”

“True,” Zhou Xuyan was immediately pacified. “It’s still better than you being in America.”

After saying this, Zhou Xuyan looked at Shi Sui, thought for a long time, but still didn’t tell her that Yan Tingli had already built Zhilian Future’s headquarters building in Hangzhou.

After all, she was finally coming back – there was no need to add unnecessary worries.

When Zhou Xuyan learned that Yan Tingli was going to Hangzhou, she had also suspected his motives.

But soon, after hearing about the policy benefits and resource treatment Hangzhou offered, she gradually dismissed her doubts.

It shouldn’t be that.

Shi Sui had been avoiding him for so many years – even the deepest obsession should have faded by now.

After deciding to return home, Shi Sui’s somewhat gloomy mood suddenly became as bright as California sunshine.

She quickly and actively submitted internship offers to animation companies in Hangzhou, waiting for responses.

At the end of March, while still in the school corridor, Shi Sui saw Theodore, who still had gauze taped to his ear.

Seeing her, his expression froze, his face suddenly became very ugly, he quickly looked away and almost ran off.

Looking like he couldn’t avoid her fast enough.

Shi Sui stood there inexplicably for a while, thinking he probably already knew she had received that PDF.

Probably embarrassed, she thought.

Shi Sui quickly put this matter behind her because she received emails back from several domestic companies.

Her resume had many award-winning works and rich internship experience, so all the company HRs were very enthusiastic.

Compared to the maturity of foreign animation, domestic animation has only shown relatively obvious development in recent years.

Animation production required high standards for technology, funding, and time. A high-quality work might not recoup its investment for years.

After picking and choosing, Shi Sui still selected Guangmei Studio, which had classic animated works and was backed by a major capital company.

She thought, at least they wouldn’t terminate projects due to being too poor.

After everything was settled, Shi Sui video-called her parents to tell them the news of her upcoming return home.

After she happily finished speaking and looked up, she met two expressionless faces on the screen.

Shi Sui blinked, softened her voice, and put on an innocent expression: “…What’s wrong, my dear mom and dad?”

Li Yin, who hadn’t seen her for nearly three years, sneered: “Drawing what kind of pie for your mom again.”

Even Shi Yue, who was usually smiling and pleasant, turned down the corners of his mouth and snorted: “How many times is enough for the boy who cried wolf story?”

“Anyway, someone’s been playing wild outside.”

“Long forgotten her empty-nest parents across the ocean.”

The two sang in harmony, quite sarcastically.

Shi Sui cupped her face and giggled.

She seriously used her phone to show them the internship offer email. Only then did the two suddenly jump up from the sofa and crowd close to the camera to look.

Then they broke into happy smiles: “You’re coming back?!”

Shi Sui nodded heavily, laughing: “Mm, the company isn’t far from home, just two subway stops.”

Li Yin frowned: “What about from Bocui Yunwan?”

Eh? Bocui Yunwan? That expensive residential area?

Shi Sui thought about it and said: “That’s still a bit far, probably need to transfer a few more subway stops. What’s wrong?”

“We haven’t told you about this yet,” Li Yin said with a smile. “The current house is too small. The year before last, your dad and I bought a new house in Bocui Yunwan. It just finished renovating last year, so you can move in when you come back.”

“The distance doesn’t matter – we’ll have your dad buy you a car.”

Shi Sui was stunned in place.

Their family was this wealthy now?

She blinked: “Can I not work when I go back?”

Probably because her expression was adorably mischievous, Li Yin couldn’t help laughing: “Wake up, there’s still some distance before our Sui Sui becomes a rich second generation. This house is still…”

At this moment, the entire video suddenly froze, and Li Yin’s following words couldn’t be heard clearly.

This hadn’t happened for a long time. Shi Sui was first stunned, then her heart suddenly sank, and some cold sweat broke out on her back.

But it was only a few seconds before the video returned to normal.

Li Yin, across from her, saw her dazed expression: “What’s wrong?”

Shi Sui: “The video just froze for a moment.”

Li Yin’s expression was very natural: “Normal, after all, we’re so far apart.”

True.

Shi Sui calmed down again, feeling she was overthinking, and couldn’t help but laugh self-deprecatingly.

How narcissistic would she have to be to think that the current Yan Tingli would still have the leisure to monitor her?

Coming back to her senses, Shi Sui told her parents the specific date of her return.

To buy cheap plane tickets, she had selected her return date several months in advance.

Both parents were elated. Li Yin even immediately picked up her phone, saying she would book their favorite Hangzhou cuisine restaurant right now and take her for a feast as soon as she got off the plane.

Shi Sui watched her parents with laughing eyes as California’s sunshine warmly shone on her.

The excitement and joy in her heart couldn’t be suppressed. She hugged a pillow and rolled around on the carpet like she was having fun: “So happy!”

It was a deep night domestically.

In April weather, the nights were still somewhat chilly.

In the darkness, only the bedroom’s giant projection screen emitted light.

On the screen was Shi Sui from across the ocean.

Sunshine fell on her brows and eyes, and on her beautiful, delicate face was an extremely bright smile.

A soft laugh came from the quiet space.

Cold white finger bones slowly ran through smooth fur as the cat lying on the young man’s long legs contentedly squinted its eyes.

Suddenly.

It was lifted by its front paws by its owner, meeting his dark pupils.

So bright they seemed to glow.

Smiling eyes.

But Ping’an’s ears still instinctively flattened back, becoming airplane ears.

So scary, meow.

“Your mommy is coming back.”

“…”

“Doesn’t Ping’an always feel bored?”

He gently stroked its spine.

“…”

“Then daddy will lock mommy at home to keep Ping’an company, okay?”

He suddenly laughed uncontrollably.

So scary, meow!

Ping’an couldn’t stand it anymore and extended its litter-burying paw to press against his opening and closing mouth.

The next day, the entire mechanically operating Zhilian Future technical department unusually got off work on time.

Since the “CN” model went online, daily registrations increased exponentially. The system couldn’t support such large data volumes and required daily expansion. Besides this, they also had to spend time training larger, more intelligent models.

The entire technical department was barely alive. If not for the annual salary truly matching this workload, few people could last three days under Yan Tingli.

Gao Linhan, who had stayed up several all-nighters, looked with confused eyes at Yan Tingli announcing they could leave work.

After graduation, he was recruited to the company headquarters by Yan Tingli with a high salary.

Being valued by his former rival, Gao Linhan, surprisingly, gave him a very cheap sense of being honored.

Then he heard that person say with boredom: “Picked through them all – they’re all idiots. You’re the only normal person.”

Gao Linhan with an IQ of 170: “…”

Also staying up all night, some people were workhorses, others were male models – Gao Linhan looked at himself, then cast a resentful glance at him.

Days of continuous work and fatigue hadn’t dimmed this face in the slightest.

“Let’s go.” Yan Tingli threw off his lab coat.

Gao Linhan: “Huh?”

“Drinking.”

“You want me to accompany you?” Gao Linhan was quite shocked.

This young master always came and went alone, close to no one, yet he was inviting him for drinks?

“Going or not.” Yan Tingli became impatient.

“Going, going, going.” Gao Linhan remembered the sixty-thousand-yuan bottle of wine from years ago, still savoring the aftertaste.

He couldn’t help saying: “That bottle of wine last time was really amazing,” he gave a thumbs up, “absolutely amazing.”

“Is that so?”

Recalling campus days, Gao Linhan’s lips also curved up. While talking, he followed behind Yan Tingli, eagerly getting into his luxury car, excitedly examining the interior.

“Right, do you still remember? You gave that bottle of wine to Shi Sui in the end. Later, I asked Jing if she had tasted it, but Jing said she never saw Shi Sui bring it back, didn’t know what she did with it.”

As soon as he finished speaking, an amused laugh came from beside him.

He turned to see Yan Tingli’s pale red lips curved up, eyes narrowed, as if recalling something that made him happy, his tone strangely pleased: “You probably could never guess.”

The driver started the engine. Gao Linhan leaned back comfortably, sighing as he looked out the window: “True, that girl Shi Sui always plays disappearing acts. You can’t even contact her when you want to.”

“Jing said that since Shi Sui went abroad for an exchange, she’s been like she evaporated from the world. It’s been several years without a peep.”

As soon as he finished, a cold chuckle came from beside him: “A liar through and through.”

“…?” Gao Linhan suddenly turned to look at him. How did he start cursing people?

“Isn’t that right?” Yan Tingli smiled at him. “Don’t you think that kind of person deserves punishment?”

Gao Linhan was stunned, taking it as a joke: “Fine, if we meet her again next time, we’ll make her drink three penalty cups.”

“Mm, good idea.” Yan Tingli looked out the window, his lip curving deeper.

After all, the red wine still flowed out of her.

It would taste better.

Although Gao Linhan was mentally prepared for Yan Tingli’s wealth, when he arrived at Yan Tingli’s mansion in Hangzhou, he was still shocked again and again.

Huge sheets of glass spanned the entire living room without a single visible seam, offering a full view of the lake scenery.

Gao Linhan knew this type of glass – Apple’s flagship stores used this design, with each panel costing at least a million yuan.

Looking at the interior, all the tech-smart home furnishings were like entering a future world. Sitting on the sofa, just opening your mouth could command robots to do anything.

Gao Linhan knew these were the company’s trial 3.0 version robots, not yet widely deployed, only being tested in a few executives’ homes.

The former Qisheng Technology had focused on smart homes, but the technology wasn’t mature then – version 1.0 could only understand simple commands.

But the current 3.0, integrated with the “CN” model, had reached near-human or even superhuman intelligence levels.

“Good evening, Mr. Yan. I’m a smart butler, Little Snail. What can I do for you?”

Yan Tingli: “I want the red wine from the B2 room on the third floor of the wine cellar.”

“Yes, Mr. Yan.”

Soon, the 3.0 controlled delivery robots to bring red wine from the underground wine cellar.

It was Burgundy, costing over a hundred thousand per bottle.

Gao Linhan was amazed and couldn’t help saying: “Call me for this kind of activity next time too.”

Rich red wine poured into glasses, reflecting Yan Tingli’s slightly upturned eye corners: “Next time won’t work.”

“Huh?” Gao Linhan took a sip, inevitably disappointed.

“I’ll have someone else to accompany me.”

“That would be,” Yan Tingli casually clinked glasses with him, the brightness in his eyes almost impossible to hide as he said word by word: “Someone I’ve been thinking about for a very, very long time.”

Yan Tingli kept his emotions deeply hidden, or rather, he always seemed to be in a bad mood every day, distant as if thousands of miles away.

This time, even Gao Linhan could feel he was very happy.

It was the kind of joy that wasn’t obvious at first glance, but if you got slightly closer, you could detect it, as if even his soul was trembling with delight.

Gao Linhan couldn’t help but tease curiously: “Who is it, that legendary ex-girlfriend?”

As soon as these words came out, Yan Tingli’s lip corners retracted, suddenly became expressionless.

He looked at him coldly: “Who told you it was an ex-girlfriend?”

“…”

Seems like that relationship didn’t end pleasantly.

Realizing he’d stepped on a landmine, Gao Linhan coughed lightly to change the subject: “Let’s not talk about it—”

“I didn’t agree.”

Yan Tingli suddenly slammed down his wine glass.

“Huh?”

Gao Linhan noticed that while he was still sipping and savoring slowly, Yan Tingli had already downed several glasses.

He kept sneering: “I never agreed, so what breakup?”

Gao Linhan took a while to react, then realized he’d learned an earth-shattering secret.

My god… Yan Tingli was the one who got dumped?! What kind of divine woman had such great powers?

Yan Tingli said nothing more.

He had drunk too fast, and this wine was high in alcohol content, so the effects came quickly.

When Gao Linhan looked back, he was supporting his head with his hand, eyelashes lowered, casting shadows. He seemed somewhat drunk – otherwise he wouldn’t let such obvious sad emotions overflow.

Gao Linhan gently clinked glasses with him.

By the time he had carefully finished one glass of wine, Yan Tingli was already unconsciously drunk, his head buried in the sofa blanket.

“I’m leaving then?”

He called out but heard no response.

Asleep?

The entire residence was temperature-controlled and extremely comfortable. He wouldn’t get sick lying there.

And he didn’t like others touching him.

So Gao Linhan prepared to leave.

At this moment.

A mumbled sound came from behind: “Sui Sui.”

“What?”

Gao Linhan didn’t hear clearly.

“Now, you are Sui Sui.”

Huh? What Sui Sui? Who?

Before Gao Linhan’s brain could process this, he heard the 3.0 emit a voice he was extremely familiar with – Shi Sui?!

“I’m here, Brother Tingli.” ???

Gao Linhan’s pupils shook repeatedly.

After several seconds, a muffled sound came from the sofa.

“Say you love me.”

“I love you, Brother Tingli.”

He suddenly giggled, “You’re not Sui Sui.”

“I am Sui Sui.”

“Liar.”

His voice was very low: “She wouldn’t say she loves me.”

The 3.0 seemed to malfunction, responding sluggishly after several seconds.

Then said: “I don’t understand what you’re saying. Please give new instructions.”

Yan Tingli’s head buried even deeper, making no more sounds.

Gao Linhan, who had gotten a mouthful of gossip by the door, couldn’t close his mouth.

He instinctively felt this was another side of Yan Tingli that he didn’t want people to know. Afraid he’d settle accounts after sobering up, he hurriedly and quietly closed the door and left.

Shi Sui packed her luggage at the end of July and boarded the plane from Los Angeles back to Hangzhou.

This time it was quite coincidental – after more than ten hours of flight, landing in Hangzhou happened to be on her birthday.

Looking at the blue sky and white clouds outside the window, Shi Sui could no longer contain her joyful mood.

Full of anticipation, she put on her eye mask, preparing to open her eyes again to return to her homeland and see her parents’ faces.

And several days earlier in Hangzhou.

Li Yin specially went to Zhilian Future Building to personally deliver an invitation to Yan Tingli, saying gently, “Sui Sui will be back in a couple of days. Old Shi and I discussed it and plan to hold a small housewarming party in half a month. This house was possible thanks to your help, Xiao Li. If you’re free, you must come.”

Behind the office desk, the young man working wore half-frame glasses, his expression reserved and cold, but when he looked at her, he showed a spring-like smile.

His slender fingers carefully received the invitation: “Of course I’ll come to Uncle and Auntie’s housewarming.”

“Moreover,” he slowly raised his eyes and smiled at her again, “I also haven’t seen Shi Sui for a very, very long time.”

“Don’t mention you – we haven’t seen her for ages either.” Li Yin shook her head and sighed. “This girl used to miss home quite a bit when she was little. After going abroad once, I don’t know what happened to her – only now is she willing to come back.”

“It’s okay,” Yan Tingli played with the invitation, “Once she’s back, she won’t leave again.”

Li Yin: “True.”

“What day does she land?” Yan Tingli’s tone was casual.

“July 28th.” Li Yin smiled. “That day happens to be her birthday too.”

Yan Tingli propped his chin, saying leisurely, “Double happiness. Should invite more people to celebrate.”

“Actually,” he seemed to suddenly remember something, curving his lips, “My parents will be coming to Hangzhou that day to inspect the company. They seem not to have seen Shi Sui for a long time either – they mentioned it a while back.”

Hearing this, Li Yin couldn’t help but feel dazed.

Right, Sui Sui had left in such a hurry back then, she didn’t even properly say goodbye to the Yan family parents. It was impolite.

Now that she was back, it was such a coincidence.

If there was a chance to gather together and thank the Yan family for their kindness, wouldn’t that be even better?

So Li Yin hurriedly said, “I happened to have reserved a private room at Yi Lanshan that day. If Xiao Li and your whole family are free—”

“Naturally, we’ll all be free.” Yan Tingli winked at her lightly, a slight curve at his lips.

Even if they weren’t free, they’d make themselves free.

“Then I’ll go back and have Old Shi call your father to arrange the time early.”

Yan Tingli said unhurriedly: “Good.”

He escorted Li Yin out of the office, watching her back until she disappeared.

Only then could he finally not restrain himself.

Leaning against the doorway, trembling laughter came from his chest, though his expression remained ice-cold.

“Sui Sui.” He murmured her name softly.

Thinking of any expression that might appear on her face when they met again, he almost felt impatient.

“Surprise.”

Chapter 33: Pink Sheepskin Handcuffs
Shi Sui slept very peacefully on the plane.

When she removed her eye mask and rubbed her eyes to look out the window, it was afternoon in Hangzhou with bright sunshine outside.

At this moment, the plane announced it was about to land.

Shi Sui’s spirits lifted, feeling all the blood in her body boiling.

When something anticipated is about to happen, the waiting time seems especially long.

The plane landed smoothly. Shi Sui queued in the long line to disembark, waited for checked luggage, then finally saw her parents waiting hand in hand at the arrival gate two hours later.

“Sui Sui!” From over ten meters away, Li Yin opened her arms toward her.

Shi Sui rushed over, eyes reddening, throwing herself into her mother’s embrace.

Meeting in person was completely different from video calls. Human body temperature, scent, voice – everything became tangibly real.

Years of accumulated longing piled up. After smelling the warm fragrance on her mother, Shi Sui couldn’t help but cry like rain.

Li Yin’s voice choked up as she comforted her while pressing her shoulders, leaning close to examine her carefully.

Compared to the fair, soft little girl with some baby fat from years ago, the current Shi Sui had obvious changes.

Her once shoulder-length black hair now reached her spine, her chin was more pointed, and her facial features were more defined.

“You silly girl, it’s not like you don’t have money to eat,” Shi Yue, beside them, ruffled her hair tips, sighing with heartache, “How did you get so thin?”

Shi Sui stood in the middle, linking arms with both of them on either side, complaining: “The food abroad doesn’t taste good.”

Li Yin giggled: “Alright, alright, we’ll take you for a feast right now.”

Shi Sui excitedly raised one hand: “Let’s go!”

Shi Yue, beside them, glanced at his watch: “Indeed, it’s getting late now. Let’s head straight there – we absolutely can’t keep people waiting.”

Li Yin also nodded hurriedly: “We need to hurry.”

Walking toward the underground parking garage as they spoke, Shi Yue went to start the car.

Hearing their conversation, Shi Sui was a bit confused and couldn’t help asking: “There are other people? Who?”

Li Yin was about to answer when she suddenly remembered what Yan Tingli had said that day – after so many years apart, meeting again naturally required giving Sui Sui a birthday surprise. Telling her in advance would ruin the fun. So she smiled and said, “It’s a secret for now. Sui Sui will know when we get there.”

Shi Sui sighed: “Why are there other people?”

Li Yin said gently: “It’s your birthday – naturally it’s livelier with more people. They’re all old friends.”

“Fine.”

Shi Sui tried hard to ignore the slight unwillingness in her heart.

After being away for so long before returning home, she only wanted to be alone with her parents, not have others there.

But she quickly adjusted her mindset.

Excitedly getting in the car, she pressed against the window, staring unblinkingly at the scenery outside.

From her earliest memories until before high school, Shi Sui had grown up in Hangzhou.

This place had urbanized skyscrapers as well as misty Jiangnan scenery. Every district had famous commercial areas with countless trendy people flooding the streets.

After several years away, the urban areas had changed considerably.

Passing through the high-tech district, Shi Sui gazed at the densely packed technology companies outside.

Especially the one in the very center – tall and towering with streamlined design, like a mechanical giant overlooking the city – she lingered looking at it for a long time.

So beautiful.

Shi Sui thought to herself.

Until the car turned a corner and the building’s front came into view, with “Zhilian Future” in four characters appearing before her eyes.

Her heart felt suddenly gripped by an unknown hand. Shi Sui’s face turned white instantly as she whipped around to look at her mother.

“What’s wrong?” Li Yin leaned closer to ask.

Shi Sui pointed outside the window: “This… Zhilian Future, is it that Zhilian Future?”

Her brain was muddled, her speech becoming incoherent.

But Li Yin still understood: “Mm, you must have heard about it abroad too. This is the company Xiao Li founded single-handedly. It just went public in America at the beginning of the year – it was trending all over domestic social media.”

Speaking of this topic, even Shi Yue, who was driving in front, couldn’t help but click his tongue: “I said before that Xiao Li would amount to something. I wasn’t wrong about him.”

His tone was full of pride, clearly feeling honored to know Yan Tingli.

The approval and familiarity in her parents’ tones made Shi Sui’s expression increasingly ugly.

She pinched her palm, forcibly suppressing her unease: “…Isn’t his family in Beijing? Why would he open his company here?”

Shi Yue said, “Hangzhou has been tilting resources toward these tech enterprises and tech talent to develop in recent years. Xiao Li opening his company here definitely has his considerations.”

The blind faith in his tone made Shi Sui somewhat agitated: “Are you very familiar with Yan Tingli? Why do you keep praising him?”

Li Yin was stunned, hearing this and looked at Shi Sui: “What’s wrong?”

Realizing her tone was too harsh, Shi Sui calmed down, mumbling: “…I just don’t want you praising other people.”

Li Yin laughed, pinching her cheek: “Little vinegar jar.”

Looking outside again, that Zhilian Future building was getting farther and farther away.

Shi Sui withdrew her gaze, taking a long breath.

It’s fine, she comforted herself.

Hangzhou was so big, with ten main urban districts.

As long as she didn’t want to, they would never run into each other.

At Zhilian Future headquarters, the board meeting had just ended.

According to basic etiquette, the directors should nod and exchange pleasantries with each other before leaving the conference room in groups of two or three.

But barely had Yan Zecheng’s words declaring the meeting adjourned fallen when there was a “crash” of a chair. The young man sitting to his immediate right casually stood up, striding out on long legs and disappearing through the main door under everyone’s gaze.

The conference room fell silent for a moment.

Yan Zecheng’s expression darkened, but it was fleeting: “Everyone can go.”

Everyone present was shrewd and could more or less see that this couple and their heir weren’t really on good terms.

Ever since Yan Tingli renamed “Qisheng Technology” to “Zhilian Future,” went public in America, and brought his technical team to Hangzhou, the original Beijing headquarters had gradually been sidelined.

Although the Yan-Song couple still held absolute controlling shares in the company, they couldn’t grasp the core technology. In reality, their voice carried less weight than their son Yan Tingli’s.

Especially since the couple only had this one son who enjoyed sole inheritance rights. Who would ultimately control the entire company was a foregone conclusion.

At this moment, having finally caught Yan Tingli during meeting time, Gao Linhan quietly slipped to the most remote restroom to slack off.

Just as he leaned against the wall and opened his game, a figure emerged from inside.

He glanced over casually with his peripheral vision, looking down casually.

The next second, he suddenly looked up.

Damn, why was Yan Tingli here!

He seemed not to have noticed him hiding behind the wall, just removing his watch in front of the mirror.

Then switching from Vacheron Constantin to Patek Philippe.

Gao Linhan: “?”

Both were watches worth millions – was it necessary to change them twice a day? Who was he showing off to?

Then he saw Yan Tingli move his shirt’s cufflinks from the left side to the right side.

Gao Linhan: “?”

What difference did it make?

Looking more carefully for a while, he realized even the shirt Yan Tingli was wearing seemed different from this morning.

The morning one was just regular business attire, but this one had extremely intricate embroidery when examined closely.

Looking at his hair again, compared to the usually tousled strands from staying up all night working, today’s looked different –

Gao Linhan gasped. Did he even use hair gel?

What was Shi Sui trying to get back together with him?

Not daring to look further, Gao Linhan put away his phone and was about to sneak back to his workstation on tiptoe.

A cold voice came from behind: “Come back.”

Who?

Him?

Gao Linhan turned to find that Yan Tingli had long been watching him peek around through the mirror.

He immediately grinned: “What a coincidence, Brother Yan.”

Yan Tingli ignored him, just staring expressionlessly at the mirror.

“Go to the mall next door and buy me some concealer.”

Gao Linhan: “…Huh?”

“Hurry up, I’m in a rush.”

“What for?”

Yan Tingli’s gaze in the mirror was cold, his expression the kind of displeasure that looked like he wanted to smash the mirror: “What else would concealer be for?”

Gao Linhan leaned closer, scanning across this face where you could barely see pores.

The more he looked, the more unfair it seemed. Truly a genetically chosen handsome man – staying up all night every day without his face deteriorating.

He asked in confusion: “Where needs covering?”

“Dark circles.”

Huh? Gao Linhan squinted and leaned even closer before seeing that there was indeed a little. But everyone was human – this tiny flaw was too normal. Even male model auditions weren’t this strict.

Just as he was about to speak, Yan Tingli’s phone rang. Gao Linhan caught a glimpse – it was Song Jie, the vice chairman.

He answered: “Speak.”

Walking toward his office while talking, his tone indifferent: “If you don’t want to go tonight, fine. Then there’s no need for the 3.0 launch supply chain to go through you either.”

Another big piece of gossip.

Gao Linhan was amazed.

Everyone knew Song Jie managed the entire company’s supply chain. If Yan Tingli cut off all supply sources and cultivated his distributors, Song Jie’s power would be directly sidelined.

This statement seemed to ignite emotions on the other end. Not knowing what was said, Yan Tingli suddenly stopped walking.

He seemed so excited he forgot there was still someone behind him, only focusing on talking to the phone, laughing while sighing: “You’re only realizing this now? That’s far too late.”

“At eighteen, we were already together.”

“She slept with me for several years in your house, in the room upstairs from yours.”

Huh? HUH?! Gao Linhan’s mouth fell open.

Was this something he was allowed to hear?

Since ancient times, the more you know, the faster you die.

Gao Linhan broke out in cold sweat, quickly stepping away and fleeing back to the restroom.

Through the phone, Song Jie’s anger felt tangible.

“You are,” she couldn’t think of words to curse him with, “you’re both shameless.”

The smile disappeared from Yan Tingli’s face, his voice suddenly becoming slow and sinister: “It seems you still haven’t learned to behave properly.”

“Don’t know what should be said and what shouldn’t be said.”

“You don’t need to go tonight either,” he curved his lips slightly, “I’ll also follow through on what I just said.”

He cut the call, hanging up on any subsequent rings.

Until Li Yin’s call came through, saying they had reached the airport and could set out in about an hour.

Yan Tingli responded warmly, returning to his office. As soon as he pushed the door open, he was met with a palm strike. He coldly dodged, grabbed with his other hand, and with little effort twisted and flung, causing Song Jie to cry out in pain.

Li Yin, on the other end, paused: “What happened?”

Yan Tingli’s expression was ice-cold, but his voice remained gentle: “I still have some things here. See you later, Auntie.”

Hanging up the phone.

He tilted his head, his dark pupils emotionlessly sweeping over the struggling woman: “Did you think I wouldn’t fight back?”

Song Jie stared at him fixedly, rolling anger in her eyes: “I’m your mother – you dare fight back?”

Yan Tingli lifted his eyelids to look at her: “I’m shameless anyway, so what if I fight back?”

“You…!” Song Jie was about to curse something, but soon she thought of more important matters, adjusting her expression: “I’ll attend the banquet tonight. I want absolute supply rights for 3.0.”

Yan Tingli walked to the full-length mirror in his office, straightening the creases on his cuffs while saying leisurely: “What makes you think you still have the right to negotiate with me?”

“What do you mean?”

Yan Tingli frowned at his reflection for a long time before suddenly saying something completely unrelated: “You’re still too lucky.”

Song Jie looked at him coldly.

“You didn’t hit my face,” he said with satisfaction.

“Otherwise,” his voice suddenly turned cold, “I would be very unhappy.”

Watching him speak to himself with such mercurial moods, Song Jie felt dazed.

For an instant, she truly felt this son was only inches away from being mentally ill.

“Lend me your concealer.”

Song Jie: “…?”

Until Yan Tingli spoke again: “I’m willing to give you a chance to make up for your mistakes.”

Song Jie handed over the concealer from her bag while cautiously looking at him: “What?”

Yan Tingli leaned forward, his demeanor becoming spring-like again: “As long as you and Chairman Yan do as I say.”

“Everything can be negotiated.”

The airport was far from the destination, and they encountered evening rush hour midway, taking over an hour before finally approaching their destination.

From the journey and over ten hours on the plane, Shi Sui didn’t look very well.

Seeing she planned to go to dinner just like this, bare-faced, Li Yin couldn’t help but hand over a cushion compact: “It’s your birthday after all – fix yourself up a little.”

Shi Sui frowned, instinctively wanting to refuse.

Thinking there would be others at the dinner, she sighed and slowly took the compact, casually patting on some powder and applying lipstick.

The car finally entered Yi Lanshan’s underground garage.

This was a high-end Hangzhou cuisine restaurant requiring reservations far in advance.

Growing up, Shi Sui had only eaten here once or twice, when her parents were entertaining clients and she tagged along.

Shi Sui looked up at the restaurant’s sign, still unable to suppress her excitement – it seemed their family’s life really was getting better and better. For her birthday, they could even come to Yi Lanshan.

“Let’s go,” Li Yin looked down at her messages, calling to Shi Yue, “Hurry, hurry, they’re already here.”

“So fast!” Shi Yue was still getting the family’s prized good wine from the trunk. Hearing Li Yin’s words, his move,ments sped up: “Isn’t it time yet?”

Shi Sui was still standing there in a daze when Li Yin grabbed her hand and they ran toward the restaurant.

“Slower, slower, Mom, go slower.”

“If we go any slower, we’ll miss this elevator!”

Right up until they were breathlessly in the elevator.

Watching the elevator numbers jump upward, Shi Sui’s right eyelid suddenly twitched along with them.

Looking at her mother rapidly replying to messages on her phone, an extremely bad premonition suddenly rose in her heart.

She licked her lips, really unable to resist pulling Shi Yue’s hand: “Dad, who exactly are we meeting tonight—”

At this moment.

The elevator dinged, reaching the eighth floor.

The elevator doors opened before her eyes.

A row of qipao-dressed waitresses stood outside, bowing with beaming smiles: “Welcome, Mr. Shi’s family.”

“And welcome Sui Sui home – we’ve been waiting for you for a long time.”

Li Yin was also shocked by the scene before her.

Standing in place, she looked at Shi Yue, their eyes communicating.

“Did you arrange this grand setup?”

Shi Yue returned with equally confused eyes, shaking his head.

At this moment.

Light footsteps came from around the corridor corner.

The entire eighth floor seemed to have been reserved, quiet enough to leave only that person’s footsteps.

“Click, click, click.”

The footsteps resonated with her heartbeat frequency.

That bad premonition, along with thin sweat breaking out on her scalp and the physiological urge to turn and run, reached its peak.

Her calves unconsciously stepped backward, but the elevator doors had already closed.

At this moment.

A young man’s figure finally appeared around the corner, his physique tall as always. His shirt was slightly rolled to his forearms, revealing a black watch with an invaluably expensive silver cufflink on his chest.

Yan Tingli raised his eyes, gracefully showing her a perfect smile.

“I’ve been waiting for you for a long time.”

It was “you.”

Not “you all.”

Shi Sui’s face instantly turned deathly pale.

Without even thinking, she tremblingly reached for Li Yin’s hand: “Mom, I feel a bit—” unwell.

But her words were drowned out by Yan Tingli’s suddenly raised voice: “Uncle, Auntie, my parents are waiting for everyone in the private room.”

Shi Yue immediately straightened up: “Sorry, there was some traffic on the way.” His other hand pulled Shi Sui: “Sui Sui, let’s hurry in. Your Uncle Yan and Aunt Song are waiting for us.”

Shi Sui had no choice but to be pulled forward.

Passing by Yan Tingli, she held her breath, every cell in her body tense, nerves stretched into a single line as overwhelming fear clamored wildly.

But nothing happened. He just fell one step behind her.

His pace was unhurried, calm, and composed.

As if there was no danger at all.

But Shi Sui already felt substantial gazes cast from behind.

Like ice cubes about to melt, slowly sliding across her skin, leaving only sticky, ice-cold liquid.

His breathing also seemed heavier.

Like coarse breath bursting from his chest due to excessive excitement and dilated blood vessels.

Shi Sui was almost trembling.

Unable to resist, she turned around, glaring at him with trembling eyelashes.

But there was nothing.

Yan Tingli looked down at her, that perfectly beautiful face showing no expression whatsoever.

To her glare, he only returned a puzzled gaze.

Shi Sui stiffly turned back around. Closing her eyes, doubt arose in her heart.

Was she already so disturbed that she was having hallucinations?

The initial shock was too great. When she saw Yan Zecheng and Song Jie again, Shi Sui couldn’t muster very intense emotions.

Routinely calling them Uncle and Auntie, routinely answering their polite small talk.

Knowing so much inside information, looking at the harmonious, aristocratic family across from her, Shi Sui suddenly found everything before her incredibly surreal.

Song Jie was still as always, treating her politely and warmly.

Having developed the habit of looking people in the eyes while speaking abroad, when Shi Sui conversed with Song Jie again, she discovered that in her curved eyes, there wasn’t a trace of a genuine smile.

Such an obvious fact – how had she never noticed before?

,

Was it not knowing, or knowing but not daring to verify?

These things were impossible to know now.

On her first night back home.

Shi Sui already felt tired.

Apart from necessary socializing, Shi Sui only focused on eating, mechanically filling her stomach.

But Song Jie talked surprisingly much tonight. Asking about her experiences abroad, which company she was going to work for upon returning, Shi Sui selectively answered.

Suddenly, she smiled and asked: “Did you have a boyfriend abroad?”

“Clang.”

Shi Sui’s spoon hit the bowl rim.

Her peripheral vision swept to the opposite side. Yan Tingli showed no reaction, head lowered, casually playing with his watch.

Shi Sui’s heart relaxed slightly.

She answered honestly: “I had some contact.”

“Oh? What happened after?”

Shi Sui didn’t like the Yan family’s forceful way of speaking, like interrogation. She simply replied: “Not suitable.”

Li Yin, beside her, was attracted by her mention of “contact,” turning to look at her: “What kind of boy was he? Why didn’t you tell me?”

Shi Sui kept her head down, eating, mumbling: “I’ll tell you when we get home.”

As soon as she finished speaking, she seemed to hear a soft laugh from across the table, like a sneer.

“It seems in this regard,” Song Jie suddenly grabbed Li Yin’s hand, saying warmly, “you’re quite anxious too.”

“How could I not be anxious,” Li Yin said helplessly, “she’s grown this big and I’ve never seen her date a single boy.”

Song Jie’s meaningful expression was fleeting.

She curved her lips, saying with a smile that didn’t reach her eyes: “What a coincidence – I’ve never seen a girl around my Tingli either, and he’s already this old.”

“I think he and Sui Sui are quite suitable. They’ve known each other since before, understanding each other’s background.”

“Why don’t we try letting them date?”

Shi Sui spat a mouthful of soup into her bowl.

Her eyes looked at Song Jie in disbelief, then at Yan Tingli, who was slowly smiling at her.

Only two words remained in her mind.

Insane.

“No.” Shi Sui immediately said.

Her firmness made everyone present pause.

Li Yin was initially just incredulous – how could their Sui Sui possibly reach someone of Yan Tingli’s caliber?

Turning to look at Shi Sui, she was looking down, her fingers gripping the chopsticks particularly tightly.

“Auntie, he and I aren’t very suitable.”

Shi Sui’s mind was in chaos.

Even now, she didn’t know what exactly Yan Tingli wanted to do.

She could only use her small strength to resist this uncontrollable situation.

“Indeed, not very suitable.”

A light voice came from across the table.

Yan Tingli tapped the table with his fingertips, his expression completely calm.

After he said this neither lightly nor heavily, the entire topic was dropped.

As if he had never fancied her, as if she was taking herself too seriously.

Shi Sui stared blankly.

This feeling of tight then loose made her feel like riding a roller coaster, completely unsure whether what lay ahead was level ground or an abyss.

She pressed her lips together hard.

She didn’t think deeper – at least until now, Yan Tingli was normal.

Maybe she was being too paranoid.

Feeling the banquet was ending, Shi Sui put down her chopsticks, quietly waiting for someone to suggest finishing.

At this moment, the lights in the private room suddenly dimmed.

Shi Sui’s heart jumped violently.

When she heard the birthday song playing, she came to her senses – she had almost forgotten today was also her birthday.

The waitstaff wheeled in the cake Li Yin had ordered.

After simply making a wish and blowing out candles, Shi Sui distributed cake to everyone, only hoping in her heart for it to end.

Until a pink gift box was handed to her, held by beautiful, slender fingers.

Shi Sui slowly raised her eyelashes, looking toward Yan Tingli.

Under this lighting, his features and skin were flawlessly perfect. Her heart unconsciously skipped a beat.

“…What is this?” Shi Sui was cautious, not immediately reaching out to take it.

“A gift.”

“Sui Sui, Xiao Li is giving it to you – just take it.” Li Yin said from the side.

Shi Sui had no choice but to accept it.

The box was very light, impossible to judge what it was. Probably jewelry, she guessed.

Seeing her take it, Yan Tingli’s eye corners slowly curved upward. As if thinking of something happy, his lip curve also enlarged.

“I hope you’ll like this gift.”

Shi Sui lowered her eyes: “Thank you.”

Just like that, this dinner passed in Shi Sui’s fear and trepidation, but he remained calm on the surface.

Only after reaching home and sitting on her little bed did Shi Sui’s racing heartbeat finally calm down.

She looked down at the pink gift box before her.

Shaking it slightly.

It made a rustling sound.

She couldn’t tell what it was.

Shi Sui thought and thought, but still couldn’t resist opening the box.

The next second, her fingers trembled and both box and lid fell to the floor.

With this impact, there was a “jingle” sound.

A pair of handcuffs with soft pink sheepskin padding fell to the ground.

A note also fell out of the box. Shi Sui picked it up with trembling fingers.

Written in flowing script were three characters: [Do you like it?]

Chapter 34: Want to Invite Sui Sui for Some Red Wine…
At this moment, Shi Sui felt like a ball of yarn being maliciously toyed with under someone’s claws.

Blood rushed to her brain, and she almost cursed “fuck” out loud like those street hip-hop kids abroad.

Turning her head, she heard footsteps from outside and remembered her parents were still home.

She could only endure it, pressing her lips tightly together, tearing the note to shreds, and throwing it in the trash can along with the handcuffs.

But after the impulse passed, Shi Sui had to grimly pick up the handcuffs again – what if the trash bag was taken out by her mother without her knowing? If she saw the handcuffs, there would be no way to explain.

So Shi Sui threw the handcuffs into the drawer by her bed and locked it.

Then she lay exhausted in this little room she’d lived in since childhood.

Staring at the ceiling for a long time to calm down, the restless agitation in her chest finally eased.

She began to calmly recall the details of today’s dinner, bit by bit.

The most incomprehensible part was Song Jie’s words trying to set her up with Yan Tingli.

Had she been coerced? Shi Sui couldn’t help but suspect.

But Yan Tingli’s indifferent attitude, and the fact that he showed no reaction even after hearing she’d been in contact with other men made her hesitate again.

After thinking it over, she couldn’t conclude.

Shi Sui simply stopped thinking about it, treating it as false pleasantries from Song Jie.

Anyway, now she was back with her parents, no longer dependent on others, and about to become financially independent.

Even if Yan Tingli threatened her with past events and announced them to the world, she wouldn’t be afraid anymore.

They had slept together – so what? In America, countless people slept together right after meeting.

And having slept with someone of Yan Tingli’s caliber, outsiders would think she was the one who profited.

Thinking this through, Shi Sui felt the whole world suddenly brighten.

Right, she had been making a mountain out of a molehill.

Yan Tingli could only use these petty tricks to scare her now.

Thinking of Yan Tingli’s vile behavior, Shi Sui angrily burrowed into her covers, and the years of accumulated longing almost completely vanished.

Indeed, exes should only be admired from afar.

Just as she was about to close her eyes and rest.

Her door was gently knocked, and Li Yin’s voice came: “Sui Sui, are you asleep?”

Shi Sui poked her head out from under the covers: “Not yet.”

“Then Mommy’s coming in now.”

“Okay.”

Li Yin brought her a cup of warm water, glanced at the air conditioner, pressed it twice to raise the temperature, and sat by the bed: “I came to chat with you.”

“Mm?”

“What you said at dinner today about having contact with boys – was that true?”

“More or less,” Shi Sui answered.

Afraid her parents would keep asking questions, Shi Sui had never mentioned meeting Theodore to them.

Now that it was completely over, Shi Sui briefly and selectively talked about it, but didn’t mention the PDF incident, only summarizing it as incompatible personalities.

“What kind of boys does Sui Sui like then?” Li Yin couldn’t help wondering. “You’re already twenty-three – you really could try dating boys.”

Shi Sui: “I’m only twenty-three and you’re already anxious?”

Li Yin said helplessly, “Of course, Mommy isn’t pressuring you to marry, I just hope you’ll try the feeling of being in love at your best age.”

Shi Sui looked at the ceiling and said thoughtfully, “I like gentle boys with stable emotions.”

“Isn’t that easy to find?”

Li Yin searched in her mind, and many faces immediately came to mind – all decent young men she knew.

But one person was so exceptionally outstanding that all the others paled in comparison.

She couldn’t help but think of what Song Jie had said tonight.

She’d initially thought it was a joke, but after dinner, this usually noble and reserved Mrs. Yan had pulled her aside and mentioned this matter a second time.

Li Yin still didn’t quite dare believe it: “Xiao Li is so excellent, there must be many girls who like him. How could our Sui Sui be worthy?”

But Song Jie still insisted on her viewpoint, wanting the two of them to try.

Her words made Li Yin’s heart flutter – after all, everyone wanted the best for their child.

Which boy around her could compare to Yan Tingli?

Now that she saw her daughter’s requirements were so simple, Li Yin felt relieved.

Gentle and emotionally stable.

Which of these didn’t Yan Tingli possess?

So she said, “What do you think of Xiao Li?”

Shi Sui’s eyebrow jumped as she said in horror, “Mom, why would you ask about him?”

“What your Aunt Song said today, thinking about it carefully, isn’t completely impossible. After all, our Sui Sui is also very excellent—”

Shi Sui immediately dispelled this terrifying thought of Mrs. Li’s, waving her hands repeatedly: “No, not suitable.”

“Where’s the unsuitability?”

“He’s not gentle at all, and his emotions are very unstable.” Shi Sui said coldly.

She really couldn’t help wanting to expose this person’s disguise.

“…Ah?”

Li Yin was confused. Were they talking about the same person?

“Anyway, he’s not a good person.” Shi Sui waved her hand, urgently wanting to end the topic. “I’m tired. Good night, Mommy.”

Seeing her quickly wrap herself in the covers, leaving only her head exposed.

Li Yin laughed.

She couldn’t help but guess that these two might have had some kind of quarrel before.

She knew Sui Sui – outwardly obedient but very grudge-holding. Maybe something had upset her in her teens, and she still remembered it now.

Still childish thinking. She shook her head and turned to leave.

“Click,” the room door gently closed, and the room fell into darkness.

Only in the tightly locked drawer did the pink handcuffs emit a faint flickering light, barely visible.

Outside the huge glass window, the entire city’s night view could be seen.

But inside remained dim, with only the phone screen emitting light. The voice inside gradually weakened, replaced by even breathing sounds.

Yan Tingli closed the app.

Slowly enunciating: “Sui Sui.”

“I’m here, Brother Tingli.”

On the sofa, his finger bones casually scratched the cat’s chin as he asked very puzzledly: “Am I not gentle enough, not emotionally stable enough?”

“I was so good to you today.”

I didn’t even grab you as soon as I saw you.

The 3.0: “You are the most gentle, Brother Tingli.”

Yan Tingli’s lip corners curved in a satisfied arc.

Then his tone suddenly deepened: “So where exactly are we unsuitable?”

The 3.0 was silent for a moment: “We’re suitable everywhere, Brother Tingli.”

Yan Tingli’s chest trembled slightly, emitting pleased laughter.

Lowering his eyelashes, casting shadows: “If only she could be like you, saying things that make me happy. Then there wouldn’t be any problems, would there?”

The 3.0: “Making Mr. Yan happy is my duty.”

But Yan Tingli suddenly seemed to lose interest.

Looking thoughtfully at Ping’an’s contentedly sleeping head, he suddenly ruffled its fur backward.

Ping’an’s body was lifted, meeting its owner’s eyes.

“Do you miss your mommy?”

“…”

“I know you miss her very much.”

“…”

“Soon, Mommy can come keep you company.”

“…”

So noisy, saying it eight hundred times a day.

Ping’an closed its eyes, its tail swishing impatiently.

To adjust to the time difference, Shi Sui rested at home for a week.

During this time, she bought a new domestic phone number, created WeChat, and wanted to gradually contact her old friends.

But currently, she only had Su Han and Zhou Xuyan’s contact information.

Shi Sui was first called Su Han.

After graduation, Su Han had first traveled the world for a year, only recently returning home. Quite coincidentally, she was also preparing to find work and settle in Hangzhou.

“Because everyone’s in Hangzhou, and my dad often stays in both places,” Su Han said on the phone. “It would be so boring for me to be alone in Beijing.”

They immediately arranged to meet at an offline café.

“You’re planning to work at Guangmei Studio?” Hearing about Shi Sui’s internship offer, Su Han looked thoughtful.

“Yes,” Shi Sui sipped her coffee. “I quite liked that animated film they made a few years ago – the production was very sophisticated.”

“It’s not impossible. Guangmei is backed by a big company and has real strength.” Su Han knew some inside information. “But I heard the work atmosphere isn’t good – there’s quite a bit of internal fighting between teams, and several teams have lost people. Plus, they’ve had several big production flops in recent years and are quite short on money.”

Shi Sui didn’t know these details and was a bit stunned: “…Ah.”

“But you’re just interning – if it’s not good, just leave. No big deal.” Su Han comforted her.

Shi Sui could only nod: “I’ll go take a look.”

As if suddenly remembering something, Su Han said out of the blue: “Xue Jing told me about these inside details – she just jumped ship from Guangmei.”

Hearing this old friend’s name again, Shi Sui’s expression froze, and she couldn’t help asking: “How have Jing and Anran been these years?”

“Pretty good. Lin Anran teaches at a high school in her hometown’s provincial capital, and Xue Jing came to Hangzhou, just quit to go to Xinmu – also an established big company.”

Shi Sui had heard of it too. She nodded thoughtfully.

Her hand tightened then loosened on the iced coffee cup: “Could you give me their contact information?”

“Of course, I’ll send it to you.” Su Han tapped her phone screen.

After sending it, she looked up to see Shi Sui’s somewhat anxious expression and couldn’t help but hold her hand comfortingly: “It’s fine – just coax them a bit. Girls are all soft-hearted.”

Shi Sui looked at her, warmth moistening her eyes as she nodded vigorously.

Online communication ultimately wasn’t as sincere as face-to-face. After getting their WeChat contacts, Shi Sui didn’t immediately reach out, planning to wait until the weekend to arrange a meeting.

She never expected that the next day, when Shi Sui went to Guangmei to report, she would run right into Xue Jing.

Compared to college, where she’d always worn a high ponytail and been energetic, the current Xue Jing had big waves, wore shirt and pencil pants, and had become much more capable and mature overall – transformed into the urban professional woman she’d always wanted to be.

It was Shi Sui’s first day reporting, and she’d almost been late because she wasn’t familiar with the domestic subway procedures.

Seeing the elevator about to close, she ran over: “Wait!”

There were still kind people who pressed the open button for her.

Entering the elevator, Shi Sui exhaled deeply, looking up sincerely: “Thank you…”

The next second, all her remaining words stuck in her throat, her eyelashes trembling slightly: “…Jing?”

Xue Jing had recognized her long ago, her lip line pressed tight.

She didn’t speak for a long while.

Shi Sui felt some sourness spreading in her heart, habitually reaching out to coax her, but Xue Jing avoided her.

Her hand froze in mid-air.

At this moment, the elevator door opened.

Xue Jing seemed to be getting off this floor, appearing ready to leave directly.

But before leaving, she couldn’t help but glance at her once, dropping a line: “If you don’t give me an explanation, I won’t acknowledge you.”

After saying this, she snorted coldly and walked away.

Though she left without looking back, the gloom on Shi Sui’s face faded, and she couldn’t help but smile.

Su Han was right – girls were always the easiest to coax.

Saying she wouldn’t acknowledge her, but she still did.

On her first day reporting, it was mainly about familiarizing herself with the work environment.

Regarding her A University undergraduate and overseas master’s background, HR introduced her extensively, and Shi Sui received quite a bit of scrutiny from colleagues.

“Xiao Shi, this is Team Leader Fu Ze. He’ll mentor you from now on.”

Shi Sui greeted him: “Hello, Team Leader Fu.”

The man across from her looked young, around thirty.

His gaze lingered on her face for a long time before he slowly extended his hand with a warm smile: “Let’s work hard together.”

Shi Sui shook hands briefly.

When withdrawing her hand, she felt the sticky sweat from his palm.

She liked to keep her hands dry when drawing, so she took advantage of a break to wash her hands in the restroom.

Nothing much happened on the first day, and she left work right on time.

Shi Sui immediately added Xue Jing and invited her to dinner.

Xue Jing wasn’t polite either, meeting directly at a barbecue restaurant in the adjacent mall.

Her gaze toward Shi Sui was still ice-cold, but her hands never stopped grilling meat, coldly placing several pieces for her.

Shi Sui bit her chopsticks, smiling as she watched her.

“Still not talking?”

Shi Sui collected her expression: “I’m sorry.”

Xue Jing put down her chopsticks: “I don’t accept.”

Shi Sui said earnestly, “I’ve been missing you all these years.”

“Who believes that?” Xue Jing crossed her arms.

Shi Sui paused and said, “I was just hiding from someone.”

Xue Jing’s expression changed: “What do you mean? Did your family owe loan sharks?”

Shi Sui laughed: “No.”

She omitted Yan Tingli’s name and briefly explained the whole story.

Hearing this, how could Xue Jing remember to be angry? She stared with wide, horrified eyes: “Huh? You dated a mafia boss? You could still be discovered while hiding abroad?”

“Anyway, someone powerful and influential.” Shi Sui summarized.

“Oh my god,” Xue Jing patted her chest, showing her former cute expression again. “That’s too surreal.”

“I suspected something was wrong with you back then – which college student goes home every weekend like punching a time card?”

“So, do you forgive me?” Shi Sui reached for Xue Jing’s hand.

Xue Jing: “Though it’s so surreal it sounds made up, I know you wouldn’t lie to me.”

She came over and hugged Shi Sui: “Thank goodness everything’s over now.”

Shi Sui nodded heavily: “Yes.”

Since returning home, everything had been peaceful.

That person was now busy with countless affairs – where would he find time to bother with her?

It seemed that night was just Yan Tingli’s prank.

Given his vindictive personality, it wasn’t impossible. Shi Sui felt relieved.

After returning, Shi Sui also called Lin Anran for a long time.

Lin Anran, who was a teacher, happened to be on summer vacation. The three of them plus Su Han re-formed their group chat and arranged their next meeting.

With her parents by her side and friendships restored, Shi Sui felt immense happiness. Even getting up early every day to squeeze onto the subway for work filled her with energy.

But on Wednesday, Shi Sui overslept again.

Li Yin made noodles and watched her wolf them down without waiting for them to cool, laughing: “Even though it’s this close now, you oversleep every few days. When we move to the new house next week, are you planning to be late every day?”

If Li Yin hadn’t mentioned it, Shi Sui had almost forgotten they’d bought a new house.

She couldn’t help but look up at her curiously.

“It’s fine,” Shi Yue walked over leisurely, saying indulgently, “Dad will buy you a car then. Driving from Bocui Yunwan will be faster than the subway.”

Shi Sui raised her hand in celebration: “Great!”

Speaking of moving, Li Yin told Shi Sui, “We’ve set Sunday for the move. We’re having a small housewarming party on Saturday – just letting you know.”

Seeing she was out of time, Shi Sui swallowed her last bite of noodles, grabbed her bag, and rushed to the door.

Waving casually: “Got it.”

It wasn’t until Saturday morning when she was sleeping in and Li Yin pulled off her covers to wake her up, telling her to hurry and get ready because they were going to the hotel soon, that Shi Sui remembered this event.

She got up lazily, put on makeup, and changed into the white dress Li Yin had prepared for her.

The dress was in a style Shi Sui used to like, but after several years abroad, she now preferred simple, convenient pants.

But Li Yin was determined to dress her up, even pressing her in front of the vanity mirror to personally style her hair in a princess style.

Shi Sui yawned, letting her carry out this “Miracle Sui Sui” makeover plan.

“Done.” After finishing, Li Yin examined her with great satisfaction. “Very beautiful.”

When leaving, even Shi Yue took an extra look, laughing: “Oh, like a little princess today.”

As hosts, their family arrived at the hotel an hour early.

The scale was indeed small – just two tables total.

While her parents negotiated with the hotel manager, Shi Sui sat down bored, casually scrolling through her phone.

After some time, guests gradually arrived. Shi Sui looked up briefly – most were people she didn’t recognize, probably her parents’ work friends from recent years. She politely greeted them and then sat back down.

Until the seat beside her was suddenly pulled out and a familiar, warm voice said: “Sui Sui, is that you?”

Shi Sui turned her head, somewhat surprised: “Aunt Su?” Looking at the man beside her, “Uncle Fang?”

The visitors were Fang Huaijing’s parents, who had always been kind to her.

Both smiled at her, and Su Yu even held her hand, looking her up and down admiringly: “Haven’t seen you in so many years – Sui Sui is getting more and more beautiful.”

“Auntie, you’re getting younger and younger, too.” Shi Sui smiled.

Su Yu beamed, suddenly saying: “Xiao Jing has some company matters and is still on his way.”

“You haven’t seen each other in many years either, right? Don’t know if you’d still recognize each other.”

Hearing this name again, certain unpleasant memories immediately resurfaced. Shi Sui took several seconds to respond: “We should recognize each other.”

Speak of the devil – at this moment, footsteps came from behind.

“Xiao Jing, you’re here.” Su Yu immediately moved aside to make room. “Come sit with Sui Sui.”

The footsteps beside her were light as if someone had sat down.

Shi Sui and the newcomer made eye contact.

Except for his features being more mature, Fang Huaijing hadn’t changed much from before.

He nodded at her naturally.

Shi Sui relaxed and took the initiative: “Long time no see.”

“Indeed,” Fang Huaijing asked, “Gao Linhan said you went abroad for an exchange?”

Shi Sui nodded.

“I asked about your situation abroad later, but couldn’t reach you on WeChat.” He smiled. “Probably changed numbers after going abroad.”

This immediately made Shi Sui think of certain things again.

Fang Huaijing was just being tactful, giving her a way out.

Even before she went abroad, during that summer in the small town, Yan Tingli had willfully deleted Fang Huaijing, who was disguised among the business contacts.

Shi Sui hadn’t even noticed until Yan Tingli casually said: “You have so many merchants in your contacts – are you planning to stock up and open a store?”

“Huh?”

He propped his chin with a matter-of-fact expression: “I deleted the ones that looked annoying.”

Shi Sui was very displeased: “You randomly deleted them – what if I need them later?”

“Don’t worry,” Yan Tingli suddenly sneered, “you’ll never need them.”

Later, after searching for ages, Shi Sui found that normal merchants were all still there – the only one deleted was Fang Huaijing, who she’d disguised as a merchant.

She was speechless.

But thinking about how she was about to go abroad and cut contact with everyone, and that he’d deleted it, Shi Sui didn’t pursue it to avoid another fight.

Coming back from the memory, Shi Sui pulled up her WeChat QR code and handed it to him: “Let’s add each other again then.”

“Alright.” Fang Huaijing took out his phone.

Fang Huaijing’s parents, beside them, smiled as they watched.

Shi Sui received the friend request and was about to accept it.

Just then.

A soft laugh came from above.

Shi Sui’s pupils dilated as she suddenly stiffened.

Thinking it was her imagination, she wanted to confirm when a pair of slender, pale hands rested on her chair back.

The person leaned down, drawing close to the back of her neck.

His breath was like winter mist, moist and sticky as it swept past her ear.

Shi Sui’s chest heaved violently as she quickly turned around.

Meeting Yan Tingli’s dark pupils, slightly curved as he looked down at them.

Clearly a smiling expression, yet Shi Sui couldn’t see any trace of genuine smile in it – instead, it carried a peaceful discord.

“You’ve even added WeChat with Brother Huaijing,” Yan Tingli suddenly winked at her.

Asking softly: “Won’t you add one with Brother Tingli? I might get unhappy about that.”

“When I’m unhappy,” He lowered his voice for the latter half, leaning close to her ear, using a volume only she could hear.

“I want to invite Sui Sui for some red wine.”

Chapter 35: You Hit Me for Him?…
The malice in Yan Tingli’s tone was no longer concealed, easily making Shi Sui think of some unbearable memories.

She needed to take a deep breath to forcibly suppress the urge to slap him back.

But wherever Yan Tingli went, he became the center of the crowd.

Just standing behind her, the gaze from around the venue unconsciously converged in their direction.

Shi Sui didn’t want to get entangled with him further, quickly turning off her phone and saying perfunctorily: “My phone’s almost dead.”

Yan Tingli didn’t seem annoyed at all, saying very patiently: “Then just tell me your number, I’ll add you.”

Shi Sui’s heart began to grow irritated, her tone stiff: “I can’t remember it clearly.”

“Alright,” he tilted his head, his voice seeming somewhat regretful, “still so disobedient.”

“But it’s fine.”

Yan Tingli leaned down again, slowly reciting a string of numbers into her ear.

Each digit he spoke made Shi Sui stiffen more, as she whipped around to look at him.

“I’ve been remembering it for you.” He stepped back some distance.

His lip corners curved up, but his eyes held a condescending coldness.

A chill quietly crept up Shi Sui’s spine as she stared fixedly at Yan Tingli, the anger in her eyes almost tangible.

He looked back at her leisurely.

At this moment, Li Yin, who was greeting guests by the door, saw Yan Tingli and her face lit up with delight as she walked over: “Xiao Li, when did you arrive? I was greeting guests and didn’t see you.”

“Through the back door,” Yan Tingli’s gaze swept past Shi Sui as he said leisurely, “I spotted Sui Sui right away.”

“Sui Sui,” he paused, curving his lips in praise, “you look very beautiful today.”

In front of her parents, he always called her by her full name.

This “Sui Sui” made Shi Sui acutely uncomfortable, casting him a displeased look.

But Li Yin didn’t notice anything amiss, instead beaming with joy as she pointed to another seat to Shi Sui’s right: “Now that you’re here, hurry and sit down.”

Sensing the person beside her taking a seat, casually stretching out his long legs.

Shi Sui angrily gulped down a large mouthful of tea.

“Xiao Yin, this young man is…?”

Seeing Su Yu’s puzzled gaze directed their way, Li Yin couldn’t help but introduce: “This is Yan Tingli, I mentioned to you. Sui Sui stayed at his family’s house when she was in Beijing.”

Fang Huaijing’s father also stared at Yan Tingli’s face for a while, then suddenly slapped his knee excitedly and asked Fang Huaijing: “Is this the young President Yan from Zhilian Future who appeared on magazine covers?”

Fang Huaijing twitched his lips, essentially acknowledging it.

“How remarkable! So young,” he immediately stood up, bowing as he extended his hand to Yan Tingli, “I bought your company’s stock last month, and it’s almost doubled now. I have great faith in you!”

Yan Tingli’s lips held his usual gentle smile that could deceive everyone: “Thank you for Uncle’s trust.”

Shi Yue, who had just walked over and heard this topic, joked: “Speaking of stocks, Xiao Li recommended I buy several CN-related concept stocks at the end of last year. They’ve multiplied several times now. You could say Xiao Li paid for the renovation of my new house.”

His words drew envious and amazed looks from everyone present, all sighing about young talent and such.

Seeing her parents’ faces showing pride in Yan Tingli as if he were their own son, a suffocating feeling swept over Shi Sui, making her unable to endure even one more second. She said coldly: “I’m going to the restroom.”

Shi Sui made up her mind that when she returned, she would immediately change seats.

She even thought resentfully that if Yan Tingli continued using her parents to arbitrarily interfere with her life, she’d rather live alone in the old house, only coming home once a week.

She pushed back her chair and left.

In her peripheral vision, the smile at Yan Tingli’s smile seemed to assess her with casual interest.

This calm confidence, this playful toying, made nameless anger rise in Shi Sui’s heart.

Perhaps suppressed too long, after several years abroad where she’d learned to be direct, her patience had exponentially diminished.

If there weren’t so many people here.

She would slap him across the face, Shi Sui thought firmly.

When she returned, Shi Sui found a seat in a corner of the other table, casually ate some food, and was called by her parents to toast guests.

Turning around, she saw Yan Tingli had been cornered by the uncles and aunties at that table, all asking him to recommend stocks or profitable opportunities.

Shi Sui could see the impatience suppressed in his eyes.

Yet he had to continue his false courtesy to maintain that facade.

This was what he deserved.

Shi Sui sneered inwardly.

Having just finished toasting, while her parents were chatting with people, she quietly slipped out to find some peace.

She encountered Fang Huaijing, who was similarly leaning against the corner corridor wall, looking down at his phone.

The sound of footsteps made him look up, and their eyes met.

As if the awkward scene from years ago was replaying, they both looked away within a second.

Fang Huaijing was the first to break the silence: “Are you still together with him now?”

Shi Sui shook her head.

“So, going abroad was also to avoid him?”

Shi Sui didn’t speak, essentially confirming it.

“And now…?”

Shi Sui: “We have no relationship anymore.”

Fang Huaijing was silent for a while, thought about it, then still said: “He’s very troublesome.”

As soon as he finished speaking.

A leisurely voice came from behind: “I heard that.”

Shi Sui suddenly looked up.

Behind Fang Huaijing, she saw Yan Tingli appearing from who knows where.

Like a persistent ghost.

Yan Tingli gracefully strode forward on his long legs, walking several steps ahead.

Fang Huaijing frowned.

Feeling as if some cold-blooded creature had crawled up his spine, he turned around to meet Yan Tingli’s smiling eyes looking at him.

This person had even fewer boundaries than before.

This was Fang Huaijing’s immediate intuition.

Several years ago, Yan Tingli still had basic scruples and principles.

Then the current him could be described as lawless without exaggeration.

Yan Tingli glanced at Shi Sui: “He’s speaking ill of me behind my back.”

“Won’t Sui Sui say something in my defense?”

Shi Sui glared at him coldly: “Why should I defend you?”

“I see.” Yan Tingli’s voice dropped, his dark eyelashes lowering as he looked somewhat forlorn.

The next second, he lifted his face with delight: “Then I can only punish him myself.”

“You work at Lingxi Technology now?”

Before Fang Huaijing could answer, alarms went off in Shi Sui’s mind: “What do you want to do?”

Yan Tingli looked at her languidly: “So worried?”

“I was originally just thinking of demoting him.” He paused for several seconds, then said, “Now I want him gone.”

Shi Sui: “What gives you the right to decide someone’s future over one sentence?”

“What gives me the right?” The smile finally slowly disappeared from Yan Tingli’s face as he tilted his head to look at her, saying indifferently, “Because I’m unhappy.”

Shi Sui’s anger could no longer be suppressed.

Blood rushing to her head, she charged forward two steps and slapped that perfect, flawless face.

Yan Tingli could have dodged, but he didn’t.

His dark pupils stared straight at her face. Shi Sui took it as provocation.

This slap wasn’t light – Shi Sui even felt her palm go numb.

After hitting him, she looked at the red mark on Yan Tingli’s face.

Her fingers curled slightly as fear gradually welled up.

Before, she could hit him casually, but after so long apart, Yan Tingli’s hatred for her might have accumulated quite deeply. With this slap, the consequences were truly incalculable.

For several seconds, Yan Tingli kept his eyelids lowered, his tongue pressing against the burning spot on his right cheek.

“You hit me,” after a long while, Yan Tingli slowly looked at her, his eyelashes moving slightly, “for him?”

Shi Sui didn’t retreat, trying her best to meet his gaze: “Who told you to casually suppress people?”

“Casually?” he repeated.

Asking softly: “Didn’t I first ask you to say something in my defense?”

It seemed.

There was such a thing, but she had directly ignored it.

Shi Sui’s heart felt suddenly gripped by something, her expression somewhat blank.

Just as she was hesitating about what to say, in the quiet moment, Fang Huaijing interjected: “Sui Sui, I didn’t want to stay at Lingxi anyway. Don’t let him threaten you…”

“Did I ask you to speak?” Yan Tingli suddenly raised his voice, interrupting him.

Domineering, arrogant, vile.

Even worse than before.

Fang Huaijing frowned to retort, but saw Yan Tingli’s slightly reddened eye corners – only visible from his angle, difficult for Shi Sui to notice at her height.

But it was fleeting, almost like an illusion.

“You should go back first,” Shi Sui turned to tell Fang Huaijing.

He paused for a moment, sighed, and walked away.

After he was gone, Shi Sui’s tone softened slightly: “What do you want me to say?”

Yan Tingli leaned against the wall, expressionlessly watching her: “Come here.”

Shi Sui immediately glanced around with her peripheral vision.

Though this place was inconspicuous, the corridor connected in all directions, and she could call for waitstaff anytime.

Yan Tingli probably wouldn’t do anything outrageous.

So she tentatively took a small step forward.

Keeping some distance between them.

“Come closer.” He commanded.

Shi Sui gritted her teeth and moved forward a bit more.

This way, only one step remained between them.

Yan Tingli did nothing, just let his gaze travel inch by inch across her face in a detailed examination.

This kind of scrutiny was like a cat’s barbed tongue licking over her, almost piercing along her skin texture into her soul.

When Shi Sui was beginning to feel creeped out, he suddenly raised his hand.

Shi Sui’s eyelashes trembled as she closed her eyes, instinctively about to dodge.

The next second, she only felt a cool touch on her right cheek.

Opening her eyes, she saw Yan Tingli’s knuckles brush past her cheek.

Very lightly, like a breeze.

Shi Sui was stunned.

She detected some gentleness and tenderness from this touch.

She suddenly remembered.

This was their first physical contact since she returned, after years apart.

But she had slapped him.

So what did he… want to do now?

Just as Shi Sui was about to think deeper, Yan Tingli suddenly tightened his fingers and pinched outward.

Her cheek suddenly hurt.

She looked up angrily.

His gaze toward her had returned to that infuriatingly vile look.

“What, did you think I cared about you that much?” Yan Tingli’s lip curve flattened.

“So what exactly do you want to do?”

“That would naturally be,” Yan Tingli stepped forward, coldly brushing past her shoulder, “not letting you have a good life.”

Leaving Shi Sui standing there awkwardly.

Her chest felt like it had a balloon that kept inflating.

After years apart, she could no longer see through what Yan Tingli wanted to do.

But this feeling of having her emotions toyed with and controlled at will.

It was very unpleasant.

Shi Sui became more determined to live alone in the future.

To physically separate herself from all these disturbances.

Finally, the banquet ended.

Shi Sui could finally sit in the car, exhausted, and go to their new home.

Li Yin was still chattering beside her: “Ah, Xiao Li left early – we didn’t even give him the wedding candies.”

Shi Sui pretended not to hear.

“Next time we’ll…”

Shi Sui took all the remaining wedding candies and tore them open in one go: “There won’t be a next time.”

“…”

This made Li Yin and Shi Yue laugh.

Tonight, their family would move into the new house.

The house was entirely bought and renovated by her parents. Until now, Shi Sui had only seen photos and never visited in person, so she was somewhat expectant.

Until the car entered the gates of Bocui Yunwan.

The high-end residential complex was indeed different – from the security at the entrance to the landscaping within the complex, everything showed its quality.

Shi Sui curiously scanned around.

They took the elevator from the underground garage to their floor, arriving at the new house’s brand-new front door.

She craned her neck, waiting for Shi Yue to unlock it conventionally, either with a code or key.

But before she could react, the door lock opened naturally from inside.

Immediately, a mechanical voice that once belonged to Little Snail but now belonged to the current smart robot in this house spoke: “Environment detected as safe. Welcome home, Master.”

Today’s temperature is 36 degrees, quite hot. Indoor temperature is 26 degrees, humidity 50%. The optimal environment for human comfort has been adjusted for you.”

“Whew.” As soon as they entered, Shi Yue exhaled comfortably and couldn’t help sighing: “Artificial intelligence is something.”

Thirty minutes earlier, he had told the 3.0 on his phone how much time before they’d be home, and the 3.0 would calculate the timing in advance to adjust indoor temperature and humidity.

Both comfortable and energy-efficient.

Li Yin also wiped sweat from her forehead, nodding with a smile: “Technology changes life.”

She went inside and poured water from the temperature-controlled water dispenser, turning to see Shi Sui frowning and standing by the door, constantly looking around: “Sui Sui, why aren’t you coming in?”

Shi Sui’s mood was very strange, with an underlying layer of unease. She couldn’t help asking: “How does our family have this kind of thing?”

At this stage, these were cutting-edge technologies, expensive and not yet circulated to ordinary households.

Especially this high-tech device before her, which was countless times more advanced than the former Little Snail, was not something their family could afford.

Li Yin handed her the water, smiling as she answered: “The 3.0 is a new product Xiao Li’s company wants to launch. He said they’re currently doing market testing and need a certain sample size for testing. Our house was just being renovated, so he asked us to help with this favor. If there are any bugs, we can provide timely feedback.”

“That’s right, Sui Sui,” Shi Yue also chimed in, “After having this 3.0, let me tell you, it’s become much more convenient…”

As expected.

Shi Sui slammed down her water glass with a “bang,” her lips pressed into a tight line.

Looking at her parents, who seemed to follow Yan Tingli’s every word as if brainwashed by some cult, irritation churned in her heart: “Whatever he says goes? What if this thing isn’t safe?”

Before her parents could speak, the 3.0 in the house suddenly made a sound: “Sui Sui, I have the highest level security system, with three-layer verification of facial recognition, voice recognition, and infrared for entry and exit, absolutely protecting your travel safety.”

Hearing this made Shi Sui even more annoyed, as if that person was whispering in her ear.

“Who told you to call me Sui Sui!”

3.0: “Sorry, what would you like me to call you?”

“Just shut up!”

3.0: “Sorry, call me when needed.”

Shi Sui put her hands on her hips, irritably walking a circle around the house.

Li Yin looked at her worriedly, walking over to feel her forehead: “Sui Sui, are you too hot? You seem a bit feverish?”

“No,” Shi Sui sighed deeply, saying seriously, “I’m not used to this place. I want to move back.”

“What aren’t you used to?” Hearing this, Shi Yue stood up concernedly, “I’ll have people come modify it.”

“Right, what aren’t you used to?” Li Yin also asked.

There was one concern she’d never mentioned to Sui Sui. When they originally bought the new house, they were short on money. Yan Tingli, knowing they felt awkward borrowing from younger people and would be anxious about repaying, thoughtfully offered to buy their old house. He wasn’t in a hurry for it – they could transfer ownership after they moved out.

In other words, the old house now belonged to Yan Tingli, so there was no reason to move back.

Looking at them, Shi Sui slowly lowered her eyes.

She remembered that every detail of this house embodied her parents’ hearts and love.

The old house was small. Her room’s bed was only 1.45 meters wide, and the desk was narrow, unable to hold her large drawing paper.

The balcony wasn’t big either, too cluttered to set up an easel to draw while sunbathing.

After staying at the Yan house, Shi Sui would share all the wonderful novelties there during calls with her parents.

There was a two-meter-wide soft pink princess bed, a closet almost as big as half her former room.

A super large sunny balcony, a bay window where you could lay carpets, and a quiet environment where you’d never hear car noise again.

Her parents had realized almost all these dreamy scenes that belonged to other people’s homes for her.

Looking at their concerned expressions and faces that clearly showed the marks of time from years of hard work.

That sentence, “I want to move back,” ultimately couldn’t be spoken. She sniffled lightly and said sullenly: “It’s fine, I’ll get used to it.”

Li Yin and her husband breathed sighs of relief, stroking her head: “That’s good then.”

That night, Shi Sui lay on the soft princess bed in her bedroom, hugging the oversized stuffed animal Li Yin had bought her.

Moonlight filled the room like water in peaceful silence, with the constant temperature system in ultra-quiet mode.

No longer could she hear the honking outside the old house, occasional dog barking, or the humming of the old air conditioner.

Yet Shi Sui lay with her eyes open, her thoughts in chaos, tossing and turning, unable to sleep.

The 3.0 suddenly spoke: “Master, would you like me to play some soothing music to calm your nerves?”

“Don’t make sounds when I haven’t called you,” Shi Sui said coldly.

3.0: “Command received.”

But the next moment, very soothing piano music began playing in the room.

Shi Sui almost immediately spotted the bug, sitting up abruptly from bed and glaring toward the corner of the room, at the sub-control system in the darkness.

Why was there an AI that didn’t listen to its master? Had she asked it to play music?

Indeed, what kind of person designs what kind of AI?

This thing would be roasted to death when it hits the market – the company should just go bankrupt.

Shi Sui cursed inwardly while listening, simultaneously dreaming of Yan Tingli’s company going under.

She didn’t even know at what moment she closed her eyes and beautifully entered dreamland.

Outside the huge glass window, the night was like water, the full moon missing a corner, spilling silvery white light.

In the piano room, the young man’s articulated fingertips flowed like clouds and water across the black and white keys.

He lowered his eyelashes, moonlight illuminating half his profile – every contour exquisitely refined.

Until the 3.0 spoke: “Mr. Yan, detected that Miss Sui Sui has entered deep sleep.”

This system was networked with the 3.0 at the Shi family’s new residence, but this one had higher priority and could control that system at any time.

Yan Tingli said indifferently, “What you played wasn’t as good as my performance.”

3.0: “Of course. Mr. Yan, your piano pieces are richer in emotion. Music is always more beautiful because of feeling.”

Yan Tingli’s fingers paused, causing the first tiny flaw in this piece. His lips showed a somewhat strange curve as he scoffed: “Feeling? What feeling?”

3.0: “Longing.”

Yan Tingli suddenly pressed the keys heavily, the piano emitting a “thump” of trembling sound.

“Longing? You think I miss her?” Yan Tingli laughed from his throat with a “heh” sound, “She lied to me, hid from me.”

After a few seconds’ pause, his eyelashes moved as he said slowly: “Even hit me.”

His tone suddenly turned cold: “For such a waste.”

“I only want to punish her.”

“Lock her in a small room, helpless and alone,” Yan Tingli stared at the keys, his eyes falling into a certain calm madness, “where no one can help her escape from my hands again.”

“Everyone will also make her happily marry me.”

“Especially her dearest Mom and Dad.”

Saying this, his lips curved in a particularly pleased arc as his fingers lightly swept across the piano, leaving a string of melodious notes.

The 3.0 interrupted: “Doing this won’t make you happy.”

Yan Tingli’s expression suddenly darkened as he stared at the keys, mist-like bewilderment spreading in his eyes.

He quickly recovered, saying indifferently: “What does an AI like you understand?”

3.0: “Although I cannot comprehend human emotions, I infer from your behavioral logic that you love Sui Sui very much and miss her greatly.”

“If you played the lullaby piano music for her instead of having me monitor her every move, you would be happier.”

Yan Tingli’s face turned completely cold: “You’re very talkative today.”

3.0: “Good night, Mr. Yan.”

Chapter 36: Be Good, Open the Door
Hangzhou, one of the country’s “Four Furnace Cities,” welcomed the scorching heat in August, with temperatures remaining high for several consecutive days.

In the morning, Shi Sui hurriedly rushed out with bread in her mouth.

“Today’s outdoor temperature will reach a maximum of thirty-nine degrees, humidity seventy percent, UV index 7-8. We recommend you take proper heat and sun protection measures. Have a pleasant outing and maintain a good mood throughout the day.”

Shi Sui silently rolled her eyes toward 3.0’s direction, but her body was quite honest as she turned back to grab an umbrella.

There was no helping it—the temperature had been too high these past few days. Even early in the morning, the blazing sun was scorching, making Shi Sui quite uncomfortable from the heat.

Especially after getting used to the intelligent constant temperature system with 3.0 around, going anywhere—even to the fully air-conditioned office—couldn’t compare to even half the comfort of home.

But toward this kind of artificial intelligence, Shi Sui had maintained a respectful distance since high school, fearing becoming too dependent to ever leave, or being manipulated and controlled by it.

Either possibility made her feel terrified.

This unfathomable feeling was strangely similar to the anxiety she felt when facing Yan Tingli, leaving Shi Sui conflicted.

A few days ago, Shi Yue had specially ordered a maiden pink electric car for her at the 4S shop, but it hadn’t arrived yet. These past few days, Shi Sui needed to get up even earlier, walking five minutes to catch the subway.

Squeezing onto the packed subway and walking another seven or eight minutes, Shi Sui barely made it to the company on time, gasping as she sat at her workstation. Looking at the computer screen full of complex work tasks, then glancing at the internship salary slip HR had sent her.

Shi Sui was dazed for a moment, suddenly feeling particularly surreal—was this three thousand five hundred yuan something she couldn’t do without?

Maybe Yan Tingli should have some conscience and compensate her with some money, treating it as mental distress compensation for the past few years.

After letting her imagination run wild for a while, Shi Sui sighed and logged into the internal software to begin handling work.

This was her third week on the job. After basically familiarizing herself with the work, various troublesome issues began to follow one after another.

That day at lunch, Xue Jing had also explained the current situation at Guangmei Studio to her, which wasn’t much different from what Su Han had said.

Several projects were running simultaneously, funds were tight, yet they were urgently trying to produce results, middle management engaged in internal power struggles and PUA tactics, making each employee do the work of three people.

Xue Jing had originally applied as a storyboard artist, but once she got in, whatever work landed in her hands couldn’t be passed off to anyone else. Original art, animation, coloring—she handled it all alone. Even though she had resigned a month ago, she was still called back that day to hand over work to new employees.

Xue Jing had also asked Shi Sui which project team she had applied to.

Shi Sui mentioned the team leader’s name: “Fu Ze.”

Xue Jing frowned thoughtfully and said, “I’m not very familiar with this person, only met him a few times. But among the several projects currently being pushed forward, his is the most successful. I have a feeling it won’t be simple. Anyway, don’t be too honest and take on everything yourself.”

Shi Sui nodded to show she understood the lesson.

Turning back to the computer, messages from the work software kept popping up endlessly. After the morning meeting, there were accumulated storyboards that needed major revisions.

Fu Ze sent her an internal message asking her to revise the original artwork.

Shi Sui frowned: [Team leader, I still have previous storyboards to revise]

Fu Ze replied: [Your art style integrates very well with the overall system, and your foundation is solid. I believe you can revise it well. The storyboards at hand can be set aside for now.

When Shi Sui had interned at foreign companies, although the work content was intensive, as long as each person did their own assigned tasks well, efficiency could be maximized.

But here, it seemed very normal to take over things others had done halfway through.

Shi Sui could only reply with an “okay,” opening the drawing software to revise the background.

Because this background was the climax of the entire 3D movie, every detail had to be perfect. The workload was enormous. For the next week, Shi Sui spent all her time revising this, finally submitting it to Fu Ze before getting off work on Friday.

It wasn’t until Friday night that Deputy Team Leader Zhao Sheng messaged her privately: [Is the storyboard I asked you to do last week finished? We need it for Monday morning’s meeting.]

Shi Sui had just gotten home and was stunned for a moment before replying: [I’ve been working on the background Team Leader Fu assigned this week. He said the storyboard could be set aside for now.

Zhao Sheng called directly, his words showing no mercy: “Am I your direct supervisor, or is he? I assigned you work and you don’t do it, but you do his? Can you distinguish priorities?”

Shi Sui was silent for a while, then said, “I’ll work overtime this weekend to finish revising the storyboard. Is that okay?”

Zhao Sheng was finally satisfied: “That’ll work. Submit it to me for review by Sunday night at the latest.”

After hanging up, Shi Sui stood in place for a while.

The relaxed joy of Friday’s end was completely swept away. She took a deep breath and wearily patted her throbbing head with her hand.

The workload was heavy, with no time to rest. After showering, Shi Sui sat in her room facing the computer, revising images.

Li Yin brought her a glass of milk, asking puzzledly, “Why aren’t you taking a break on Friday night?”

Shi Sui rubbed her eyes, saying sullenly, “There’s unfinished work.”

“What’s wrong with this company, making people work overtime on weekends?” Li Yin was displeased.

It would take too long to explain, so Shi Sui could only briefly say, “I also didn’t understand the situation clearly. It won’t happen again next time.”

Li Yin patted her head: “Then get some rest early.”

Shi Sui nodded: “Mm.”

“Oh right,” Li Yin suddenly remembered something before leaving, “Your father and I are going to Shanghai on a business trip for a few days tomorrow. Will you be okay living here alone?”

“I’m already grown up, why wouldn’t I be okay?” Shi Sui smiled, not taking it seriously.

“Yes, you’re all grown up, but I still feel like you’re a little child.” Li Yin shook her head with a laugh and quietly left the room.

It was almost midnight. Shi Sui yawned while facing the computer.

Just then, her phone on the desk suddenly rang. Shi Sui glanced at it—it was Fu Ze.

Too lazy to pick it up, she directly pressed speakerphone while continuing to revise images on the drawing tablet with her other hand.

“Xiao Shi, it’s me.” The male voice on the other end was low and laughing.

Shi Sui said flatly, “Team Leader Fu, what’s the matter?”

“Zhao Sheng just called me about this. I’m sorry. She’s always had that kind of temperament, quite impulsive. You’ve been wronged.”

Shi Sui: “She wasn’t wrong either. The storyboard was work Deputy Team Leader Zhao assigned me at the morning meeting.”

“So you’re blaming me?” Fu Ze asked her with a laugh.

Shi Sui frowned: “I didn’t mean that.”

“I should indeed be blamed.” Fu Ze said, “I appreciate and trust you. Your resume looks great, and your foundation is solid. I was too eager, wanting to quickly cultivate you.”

“Xiao Shi.” His voice became lower, carrying some ambiguous undertones, “As long as you do well, within two years when this project goes online, you’ll be my most capable right-hand person.”

Compared to him saying these empty words, Shi Sui just wanted to finish revising and sleep early.

“Thank you for your trust,” she said absent-mindedly, “I’m still revising images. You should also rest early.”

After saying this, Shi Sui hung up and yawned again.

Just then, 3.0 suddenly spoke: “Master, it’s time for you to sleep.”

Starting to talk to itself again.

Shi Sui was already in a bad mood and glared over: “Did I ask you to speak? Is there such a disobedient artificial intelligence?”

3.0 was silent for a moment: “Reminding the master to maintain healthy and regular sleep habits is also my duty.”

Shi Sui: “Are you artificial intelligence or my dad?”

3.0 fell silent again, then started playing sleep-aid piano music on its own.

Shi Sui: “…”

Fine.

Shi Sui was indeed tired, her eyes were getting blurry from looking at images.

She stretched lazily and lay on the bed, quickly burying herself in the oversized plush toy, closing her eyes to the soothing piano music.

3.0: “Mr. Yan, I’m not a qualified artificial intelligence.”

Yan Tingli couldn’t be bothered to acknowledge it.

Looking down, his fingers casually tapped the keyboard a few times, and Guangmei Studio’s internal website was invaded by him like it were made of paper.

All employee information and chat records were clear at a glance.

Yan Tingli’s fingertip slid across the touchpad.

A light laugh came from his throat, but his eyes were cold as he sighed, “My Sui Sui, how do you always attract all kinds of trash?”

“I have to help you clean up again.” He said somewhat helplessly, “What would you do without me?”

“During the three years without you, Miss Sui Sui also lived independently abroad.”

3.0’s programming never contradicted objective facts.

Yan Tingli’s movements paused. The next second, he directly shut down the master control system.

Coldly saying, “You’re indeed not a qualified artificial intelligence. Get lost.”

On Saturday, Shi Sui woke up early and spent another day at home revising storyboards, finally rushing to complete the progress and submitting it to Zhao Sheng.

Although Zhao Sheng had a quick temper, he always stuck to business matters. After receiving the storyboard she submitted, he quickly reviewed it and replied: “Very good, you worked hard. Rest well tomorrow.”

Shi Sui breathed a sigh of relief. If it still needed rework, she would have had to pull an all-nighter and might not even have time to attend tomorrow’s gathering.

After contacting Lin Anran last time, she had indicated she would come to Hangzhou this Sunday to reunite with them.

Shi Sui was about to ask about the specific situation in the group chat when she looked at her phone messages—99+ unread.

In the contacts section, there was also a new friend verification. Clicking it open, someone with the username “Xiao Gao Doesn’t Work Overtime” had sent a message: [I’m Gao Linhan]

That big mouth again.

Shi Sui had some psychological shadow regarding him and didn’t immediately agree. Instead, she first went to check the group messages.

She didn’t know until she looked—their small sisterly gathering had somehow, under someone’s manipulation, turned into a large-scale old friends reunion.

Xue Jing and Gao Linhan, these two social butterflies, had maintained contact over the years.

Xue Jing accidentally mentioned this matter while chatting with Gao Linhan.

He had been working overtime like crazy lately, so when he heard someone was having fun, he got excited and insisted on coming along.

“I said we’re all girls, what’s he coming for? He said he could call others too, to gather together. I couldn’t argue with him, so I agreed.” Xue Jing explained the whole story, “Do you have any objections?”

Su Han was practically ready to applaud: “Of course, I have no objections. The more people, the more fun.”

Lin Anran was swift as a rabbit: “I’m fine with it too. I’ve been substitute teaching every day and haven’t had proper fun in ages.”

You extroverts should make your group chat, Shi Sui sighed and thought to herself.

But the minority had to follow the majority. She finally slowly typed: [I’m fine with either.]

The matter was thus “happily” decided.

Shi Sui accepted Gao Linhan’s application. Before she could think of what to say, he sent over an emoji of someone kneeling on the ground.

Shi Sui: […Huh?]

Gao Linhan mysteriously typed: [For the sake of our years of classmate friendship, please take care of this humble one in the future]

Shi Sui thought he was joking and replied: [Then I wish you won’t have to work overtime in the future]

Gao Linhan: [Possibly the best news of the year]

Having hallucinations from overtime, Shi Sui thought.

On Sunday, an hour early, Shi Sui got ready and prepared to head to the gathering venue—a party villa that Gao Linhan had booked.

Before leaving, 3.0 gave its usual weather report: [Today, typhoon ‘Dolma’ is making landfall. Thunderstorms are predicted from 22:00 today until 9:00 tomorrow morning. Please be safe during your travels.]

Shi Sui was in a good mood and was happy to respond: “Got it.”

3.0: [Wishing you a pleasant evening]

Shi Sui hummed a tune while driving the pink new car that Shi Yue had brought back for her before his business trip, navigating to the destination.

She thought she was arriving early, but when she reached the place, the house was already packed with people, laughter and chatter flowing out.

Gao Linhan’s voice was the loudest, Shi Sui mentally complained as she pushed open the door.

Inside were people she recognized and others she didn’t.

“Sui Sui, is that you?”

Lin Anran, who had been talking with Xue Jing on the sofa, saw her and suddenly stood up.

Shi Sui looked at Lin Anran for a long time. The girl who had been a clever and lively little thing with glasses a few years ago had now become a teacher, and her features and demeanor had become much more composed.

“It’s me.” Shi Sui immediately ran over and hugged her.

“Oh my, can’t play favorites.” Su Han winked playfully, “There’s me too.”

Xue Jing: “I want one too.”

When old friends reunite, there’s always endless talk.

Shi Sui hadn’t been this happy in a long time.

Until Gao Linhan came over from playing board games nearby.

Somehow, Shi Sui felt his gaze at her was very strange, carrying some inexplicable admiration: “It’s been so long since we’ve seen each other. You disappeared again without a word. Today, you must drink three penalty cups.”

Shi Sui blinked at him and joked, “Can it be three cups of orange juice?”

That would be fine.

Gao Linhan thought to himself, whatever she said was one, he wouldn’t dare say two.

Just as he was about to answer, Gao Linhan’s phone rang. After glancing at the caller, his expression changed, and he first looked toward Shi Sui.

Shi Sui was confused: “Why are you looking at me?”

Gao Linhan cleared his throat: “Let me take this call first.”

Xue Jing mocked: “Not another overtime call, is it?”

“What company works overtime every day?” Shi Sui casually asked, “Where does he work?”

“At Zhilian Future,” Xue Jing enviously gestured a number, “His annual salary is this much.”

As soon as she finished speaking, except for Lin Anran, who didn’t understand the situation, both Shi Sui and Su Han’s faces suddenly changed dramatically.

“What?!” Su Han obviously couldn’t keep her composure, “He’s at that little bastard… Yan Tingli’s company?”

“Yes, and he’s in a technical position. Very busy but very lucrative.” Xue Jing sighed, “After working just over a year, he’ll soon be able to buy a house in Hangzhou. Not like us low-level workhorses who work diligently just to avoid starving.”

If it were normal, thinking about that three thousand five hundred yuan internship salary, Shi Sui would deeply agree. But now her fingers slowly tightened around the cold drink, feeling her right eyelid twitching violently with a bad premonition.

Because this phone call with Gao Linhan went on for a long time without him returning.

This premonition became reality when Gao Linhan brought Yan Tingli to the villa, his eyes mysteriously evasive as he smiled at her.

That person wore the simplest white shirt, not exactly formal, with two buttons undone at the collar, revealing his clear, pale collarbones.

Still wearing that refined and handsome facade, he gave them a slight smile.

Social worker Xue Jing, struck by his good looks, sighed: “A feast for the eyes.”

Lin Anran added: “Living color and fragrance.”

Su Han stood up abruptly: “I’m going to the bathroom.”

If you can’t provoke it, you can avoid it.

She had heard her father blow his top at home more than once, saying Yan Tingli was now lawless, disrespectful to parents and teachers.

Even her father couldn’t suppress him, so she dared not touch this minefield.

She could only gamble that Yan Tingli no longer had an obsession with Shi Sui; otherwise, no one could control him.

Shi Sui immediately grabbed her, her eyes pleading for help: “What about me?”

Su Han mouthed: “There’s another bathroom on the third floor.”

Shi Sui: “…”

Fortunately, as soon as Yan Tingli arrived, he was immediately surrounded by other people Gao Linhan had invited.

A chorus of “President Yan” rose and fell, with those closer calling him “Brother Yan” or “Senior Brother.”

Unlimited glory.

Xue Jing whispered to them: “Those are basically Yan Tingli’s senior brothers and sisters, plus S University classmates of Gao Linhan’s, all in this industry now. Some work at Zhilian Future.”

Shi Sui gave a flat “oh,” then quickly averted her gaze.

They chatted intermittently.

Su Han, trying to minimize her presence, had run off to some room to play games.

The seat next to them was still empty.

Suddenly, someone occupied this position, and Shi Sui heard a somewhat shy voice beside her: “Hello.”

Shi Sui looked up, blankly searching her mind for this unfamiliar face: “…Hello.”

The boy in front of her wore glasses with clean, delicate features.

But Shi Sui didn’t remember knowing him.

“I’m Zhuo Haoyu,” the boy immediately introduced himself, “we’ve met before.”

“Pfft.” Xue Jing couldn’t help teasing him, “Classmate, that pickup line is already out.”

Zhuo Haoyu’s face immediately turned bright red, gesturing frantically: “I’m telling the truth, we have met.”

“A few years ago at A University’s interdisciplinary college—”

“The elevator.”

A leisurely, laughing voice came from behind. Someone leaned down close and asked softly, “Right?”

Zhuo Haoyu’s spine stiffened.

He turned slowly to look at Yan Tingli, who had somehow walked up behind him: “Brother Yan?”

But Yan Tingli didn’t look at him at all.

His gaze half-lowered, falling on Shi Sui’s face in the middle, he said unhurriedly: “He’s that glasses-wearing roommate of mine.”

After a pause, he tilted his head and asked her: “Do you remember?”

Thanks to him, how could Shi Sui not remember?

Too lazy to deal with him, she looked directly at Zhuo Haoyu and smiled: “Hello, I remember you.”

Zhuo Haoyu was flattered beyond belief.

His excessive excitement left him no space to think about the logical relationships involved: “Really? I’ve always—”

Halfway through his words, he was interrupted again.

“Long time no see,” Yan Tingli’s voice covered his, “Shi Sui, do you still remember me?”

“We’ve,” he said, his lips curving into a cold arc as he enunciated each word, “drunk, together, before.”

Again with this meaningful composure, this mischievous teasing.

The fire in Shi Sui’s chest instantly flared up. She said coldly, “Sorry, I have no memory of that.”

The unusual undertones between them could be felt no matter how slow one was.

Only the clueless Zhuo Haoyu beside them remained confused: “Brother Yan, did you two know each other before?”

Shi Sui answered first: “Not well acquainted.”

Yan Tingli’s expression suddenly became extremely cold: “Not very familiar.”

He turned and walked away.

She stared at his rapidly departing figure.

There was no feeling of relief in her heart.

Based on experience, he was most likely about to have an episode, but the occasion was inappropriate, so he had no choice but to walk away.

A few years ago, his tolerance was very low.

Now he was better at pretending.

“So, do you have a boyfriend now? If not, we could get to know each other.” Before Zhuo Haoyu could finish his words, someone suddenly covered his mouth.

Gao Linhan pressed down on his shoulder, forcefully dragging him aside: “Found you, Haoyu! Here you are. Come on, come play board games with us.”

“What are you doing? I haven’t finished talking…”

Gao Linhan hissed: “Hurry up!”

Zhuo Haoyu was now his colleague—a science and engineering guy with a high IQ but low EQ in everything else.

Yan Tingli’s expression was so cold he looked ready to kill, yet this fool still hadn’t noticed. Did he not want to work anymore?

Only after dragging the person far away did he whisper: “She has a boyfriend, don’t ask about it.”

“She has one?” Zhuo Haoyu’s face fell. “When will they break up?”

Gao Linhan: “…” If you want to die, don’t drag me down with you.

For the rest of the time, Shi Sui stayed inseparable from Xue Jing, never being alone.

Yan Tingli was still surrounded by people, his expression indifferent, clearly absent-minded.

The two of them had no further interaction.

After an unknown amount of time, muffled thunder rumbled outside.

Since everyone had to work the next day, the gathering dispersed around nine o’clock.

Lin Anran was staying to play for another week. Only Su Han wasn’t currently working, so she would stay at Su Han’s house, and they could gather again later.

After hugging them goodbye, Shi Sui separated from them at the door and leisurely drove home.

The muffled thunder outside was gradually getting louder, as if brewing a heavy rain.

Fortunately, Shi Sui made it to the residential complex before it started raining.

Shi Sui had learned to drive during her freshman summer vacation and had only been on the road a few times. Her driving skills weren’t very proficient. After carefully backing the car into the underground garage and confirming there were no scratches anywhere, she relaxed with a sigh of relief and was just about to grab her bag and get out.

Suddenly, a blinding white light came on across from her.

Shining directly at her face.

Very deliberately, aggressively, full of malice.

Shi Sui blocked some of the light with her hand and looked over, displeasedly.

After her vision cleared.

She was stunned.

After confirming several more times, the color completely drained from her face.

She hadn’t mistaken it.

She couldn’t have mistaken it.

This car was the black supercar that had gone crazy and crashed into them in America.

Shi Sui had searched for it afterward—the price was extraordinarily high, a model with only a few in the world.

All the details connected, and no matter how unwilling she was to think deeply about it, a terrifying possibility inevitably emerged in her mind.

Shi Sui pressed her lips tightly together, staring fixedly at the car across from her.

As if to confirm her thoughts, the supercar door opened.

Long legs stepped out from the driver’s seat.

That person leaned against the car hood, calmly watching her.

In the backlight, Shi Sui could even see the curve of his lips.

As if seeing her panic was a very pleasant thing.

Shi Sui’s emotions exploded in an instant.

She grabbed her bag, quickly got out of the car, and threw the bag directly at him: “You psychopath, pervert!”

Yan Tingli lowered his eyelashes, his tone somewhat unhappy: “Sui Sui, you’re hitting me again.”

Shi Sui kept a cold expression, unwilling to argue with him. After venting, she silently picked up her bag and strode toward the elevator.

He didn’t follow.

But Shi Sui’s heartbeat was still very fast, constantly watching the elevator ascend.

To her floor.

After the main door verified her face, it opened.

Shi Sui quickly entered and slammed the door shut with a bang.”

Hearing 3.0 say “Welcome home,” her conditioned response gradually calmed her heartbeat.

A moment later, slow, deliberate knocking came from the door.

Shi Sui’s heart jumped as she said coldly, “Leave quickly, I won’t open the door.”

“Be good, open the door.”

Shi Sui ignored him.

“Fine then.” Yan Tingli seemed somewhat regretful.

But soon, Shi Sui suddenly remembered something, her pupils constricting slightly as an ominous premonition came over her.

The next moment, accompanied by the sound of the main door unlocking, 3.0’s voice rang out: “Welcome home, Mr. Yan.”

Behind her came that person’s presence—a coolness that even summer’s sweltering heat couldn’t block.

“Sui Sui,” he slowly approached her ear from behind, laughing as he said, “you’re always so disobedient.”

Chapter 37: Do You Want to Strangle Me?
When he spoke, Yan Tingli was just a few inches behind her.

Without direct contact, he deliberately maintained an ambiguous distance that seemed to exist yet not exist.

The gaze falling on her body was like spilled water slowly sliding across her skin, leaving damp, cool traces.

Extremely offensive.

Shi Sui felt her whole body trembling.

But anger far outweighed fear.

Her clenched fingers loosened and tightened again.

Nothing could help her vent her angry emotions better than taking direct action. She turned around, wanting to give him a few more slaps.

This time, her slender white wrist was easily caught.

The moment their skin touched, his fingertip temperature rapidly rose, his breathing became heavier, and his gaze at her seemed to transform into an even denser, more enveloping net.

This ambiguous reaction made Shi Sui physiologically recall some very sticky memories—in the past, any private contact with him would immediately raise his body temperature at a boiling speed.

Yan Tingli most likely had a sex addiction.

Shi Sui concluded again.

As their eyes met, Yan Tingli leaned closer, looking at her with curved eyes: “No hitting the face. Anywhere else is fine.”

Hitting him was useless anyway.

Shi Sui turned her face away, her expression cold as ice: “I won’t hit you. Let go of me now.”

“But I don’t want to let go.”

“Then what exactly do you want?” Shi Sui really couldn’t stand it anymore.

Yan Tingli tilted his head slightly, his expression thoughtful, and said: “I originally wanted to punish you.”

It was like going back a few years.

Shi Sui immediately flared up upon hearing such words: “What qualification do you still have—”

“Shh,” Yan Tingli placed his index finger on her lips. The moment he touched her crimson lips, his finger bones trembled, and he lowered his voice: “Don’t make me angrier.”

Yet his fingertip couldn’t help but rub and press, grinding against her lips, unable to restrain himself, lingering reluctantly.

This sparked a tingling electric current along Shi Sui’s spine. Without thinking, she immediately opened her mouth and bit hard on his index finger.

This bite wasn’t light—it left a mark, and a bit harder would have drawn blood.

Not only did that person not retreat, but his fingertip temperature became so scorching it could burn her.

His other fingers still pressed against her lips, offensively caressing, seemingly eager to anticipate her biting a few more times, Shi Sui looked up and saw his slowly moving Adam’s apple and his chest rising and falling because of this.

She immediately perceived the lewdness and filthiness of this action and angrily slapped his hand away.

Shi Sui didn’t want to waste words with him: “This is my home. Leave quickly.”

“I said, I temporarily don’t want to punish you anymore.” Yan Tingli answered irrelevantly.

He lowered his eyelashes, looking at the back of his hand that she had slapped red.

His index finger still had the moisture from her mouth, and the soft smoothness that had just flashed by when her tongue tip swept across it.

“I want you to touch me.” He said thoughtfully, “Being close to Sui Sui just now was very comfortable.”

This seemed to slightly fill the empty black hole in his chest, making him a little happier.

To describe harassment so elegantly, Shi Sui was simply shocked by his shamelessness and immediately said, “Impossible.”

Yan Tingli’s dark pupils focused on her face, as if he didn’t understand: “Why?”

He still had the nerve to ask why?

“Why else?” Shi Sui glared at him, gritting her teeth word by word: “We’ve already broken up. We have no relationship now.”

“Broken up,” Yan Tingli scoffed, carelessly, “Did I agree to it?”

Shi Sui was easily provoked to anger: “Does breaking up require your agreement?!”

“Otherwise?”

Shi Sui repeated with patience: “I’ll say it again. As far as I’m concerned, we’ve already broken up and have no relationship whatsoever. You’re now trespassing on private property. I can call the police.”

“Fine.” Yan Tingli lowered his eyes, his tone seeming very regretful.

The next second, he stepped closer, meeting her eyes at the same level, his eyes pitch black, showing no trace of moral boundaries.

Accompanied by a startling thunder outside, before Shi Sui could react.

Her entire person was already being pressed into his embrace by Yan Tingli’s single arm.

Shi Sui immediately struggled, reaching out to scratch him.

He clicked his tongue, impatiently turning her around in a circle and locking both her hands.

Completely encircled her in his embrace from behind.

In this instant, Yan Tingli seemed to emit a satisfied gasp from his throat, softly saying in her ear: “When necessary, taking a little coercive measures isn’t unacceptable.”

As he spoke, he lowered his head.

His breath was moist and dense, following the texture of her skin, seemingly sniffing along her neck downward.

Yes, sniffing.

Like a beast finding where to bite, almost making Shi Sui’s hair stand on end.

“Sui Sui is still,” he thought for a moment, making a dreamy description from his throat, “so fragrant.”

Shi Sui’s cheeks burned, embarrassed and annoyed. She instinctively wanted to slap him, but lacking free hands, she raised her voice threateningly: “If you don’t let go, I’ll call the police to arrest you.”

Yan Tingli pressed against her ear, asking puzzledly: “Is it also illegal for me to smell my girlfriend?”

“……………………”

There was no way to communicate with this madman using normal thinking.

Shi Sui took a deep breath, her eyes regaining coldness.

Using the most indifferent tone: “Yan Tingli, I’ve already dumped you. I’m annoyed with you and want you to get lost. Are you still hung up on me now?”

The next moment, the arm across her waist suddenly tightened.

The aura emanating from Yan Tingli also returned to bone-piercing coldness.

Shi Sui’s heartbeat accelerated, feeling the danger instantly rising from her spine.

Until that person’s pale fingers pressed against her neck from behind.

“Shi Sui.” Yan Tingli’s voice returned to normal coldness, enunciating: “Right now, I want to strangle you.”

“You’ll never make me happy.”

“Then don’t come looking for me.” Shi Sui steeled herself, gritting her teeth: “There are so many women outside. You can be as happy as you want with them.”

As soon as she finished speaking.

The hand on her neck suddenly tightened, veins bulging on the back of Yan Tingli’s hand.

Shi Sui didn’t know if he was using force, because she physiologically broke out in cold sweat all over, to the point where she seemed to have difficulty breathing.

Outside, rain poured down heavily.

A lightning bolt flashed, also illuminating Yan Tingli’s eyes looking at her.

Carrying some moist mist.

But it only flashed by for a moment, so quickly it seemed like an illusion.

“Then you’re going to be disappointed.” When he spoke again, his voice seemed endlessly sinister.

Shi Sui was dragged by him to the sofa.

He sat down, long legs spread apart, and she was pressed down by her spine to lie between his thighs.

Black suit pants wrapped around his long, straight legs. This person was naturally gifted—every part of him was perfectly formed.

Even the tense bulge in the middle, even through the pants, looked shameless at this moment.

“It’s very picky,” Yan Tingli lifted her chin, lowering his eyelids, slowly saying, “It only likes you.”

Shi Sui looked at him coldly.

He seemed to remember something, his fingertips suggestively caressing her lips as he laughed: “It misses every inch of skin on your body even more.”

In terms of shameless lewdness, she could never compare to him.

The anger in Shi Sui’s eyes was almost tangible: “…Is this the kind of thing you want to do?”

Yan Tingli made an “mm” sound.

He leaned back, his slender neck’s Adam’s apple moving slowly, carelessly.

“Perhaps?”

Shi Sui looked at him for a long time.

As if drained of strength, a sense of powerlessness suddenly surged through her whole body. She hung her head and said hoarsely: “What do I have to do for you to let me go?”

“Let you go?” Yan Tingli laughed, “Let you go do what? Sleep around with Theodore, Fang Huaijing, or Zhuo Haoyu?”

“Do you think I’m dead?” His tone was utterly indifferent.

Shi Sui’s expression was numb: “Then what do you want?”

There was a moment of quiet, his eyes narrowed, thoughtful.

“I want you to touch me, now.”

“Maybe I’ll be happier.”

The topic had returned to the very beginning.

Like before, nothing had changed—whatever he wanted, he had to get, no matter what.

Even more than before, it was difficult to understand his thoughts, moody to an unpredictable degree.

Shi Sui’s hand was held by him and placed on his right cheek.

A touch smooth as jade.

He pressed close for a while, his breathing washing over the back of her hand, gradually quickening.

Moving downward, he pressed her hand around his neck.

Yan Tingli closed his eyes.

His Adam’s apple swallowed and moved, and his chest also trembled continuously.

Shi Sui could almost feel the boiling surge of the major artery in his neck, the blood vessels.

He suddenly opened his eyes and asked: “Sui Sui, do you want to strangle me?”

Shi Sui’s heart jumped as she cursed: “Who’s as crazy as you?”

Yan Tingli chuckled.

Suddenly, he forcefully tightened her hand with his palm.

This force made the back of Shi Sui’s hand go numb.

It was also enough to make Yan Tingli’s cheeks flush red from suffocation, his crow-black eyelashes falling, casting a layer of shadow.

Shi Sui widened her eyes, wanting to pull her hand away but unable to, raising her voice in horror: “What are you doing! Yan Tingli! Let go, let go!!”

She shouted for a long time.

Only then did Yan Tingli release the hand pressing hers. Not because he chose to let go, but because of suffocation, he no longer had the strength to press her hand.

He hung his head, coughing continuously.

Shi Sui was still in shock: “What kind of fit are you having?!”

“Don’t you hate me?” he said while coughing, slowly looking up at her, his eyes bright.

Then he excitedly curved his lips at her: “Letting you strangle me, I’m suddenly happy.”

Especially seeing her worried, panicked expression for him.

He was very pleased with this discovery.

Shi Sui looked at him like looking at a madman, her whole body cold from dried sweat.

Yan Tingli recovered and continued pressing her hand, inch by inch, caressing his still-heaving chest.

Beneath her hand were hard muscles, tense, suppressing excited tremors.

Shi Sui’s palm was almost burned.

Until he brought her hand to his thigh.

His grip on her hand carried certain directional implications.

Physiological reactions weren’t his alone.

When she realized her own body temperature was also physiologically rising, and certain long-suppressed desires were sweeping over her again, Shi Sui was embarrassed and annoyed.

When Yan Tingli tried to guide her hand toward that place.

She appeared compliant on the surface, then unceremoniously twisted hard.

At that very moment.

Yan Tingli let out an unbearable low gasp from his throat, his eyelashes also trembling.

He pressed her hand down firmly.

Dozens of seconds later, Shi Sui’s expression changed as she looked down.

The air was also filled with that particularly invasive sensory smell.

Their gazes met.

Although the room had the most comfortable constant temperature system, both of them were covered in fine sweat.

Yan Tingli’s eyes looked like they’d been washed with water, staring at one point, completely misty.

It was clear he was still caught in the recent climax, his mind not yet returned.

Simply put, he was blissfully dazed.

But Shi Sui felt particularly absurd and angry.

She didn’t want to have this kind of relationship with him anymore, not even a little bit.

Much less let him feel good.

But she kept being dragged into it by his various coercive and tempting methods.

This feeling of being unable to shake him off made her extremely irritated.

“Get up quickly.” Shi Sui immediately withdrew her hand, tensely saying, “Don’t dirty my family’s sofa.”

Thinking that her parents would still watch TV on this sofa in the future, Shi Sui felt an indescribable sense of shame spreading in her heart.

But Yan Tingli didn’t feel embarrassed at all, his gaze falling directly on her face.

Using a tone that was maddeningly composed: “Sui Sui, you want to do it with me too.”

“If you want, I can also—”

Shi Sui kicked at him: “Get lost.”

“Theodore told me,” Yan Tingli didn’t dodge, saying unhurriedly, “you wouldn’t let him touch you, much less kiss you.”

“He also said you liked his eyes the most.”

Speaking to this point, he deliberately paused, ambiguously laughing once.

He lifted his thin eyelids, looking straight at her.

Shi Sui clenched her fists upon hearing this. This madman—exactly how much did he know?

She composed herself and said coldly, “I just don’t like Theodore.”

Yan Tingli used tissues to clean the fabric, lowering his head: “Then you like me.”

“Even less.” Shi Sui didn’t hesitate.

Yan Tingli’s movements slightly paused.

“Fine.”

He stood up, throwing the tissue ball into the trash can.

Silently approaching her ear: “Whether you like me or not doesn’t matter.” As if remembering something, Yan Tingli laughed mockingly: “It’s just a trick you habitually use to toy with me anyway.”

Shi Sui’s eyelashes moved slightly, but she didn’t speak.

“I’m very happy tonight,” he said pleasantly, “Just don’t let me catch any disgusting trash appearing around you next time.”

“Otherwise, I won’t be so easily appeased.”

Hearing this made Shi Sui’s spine turn cold as she asked the question she’d been suppressing for a long time: “Have you been monitoring me all along! Is it this damned 3.0!”

Yan Tingli approached, rubbing his face against her cheek.

Laughing with complete fearlessness: “So what if I am?”

“Guess,” he asked with a smile, “are there others? There’s a reward if you guess correctly.”

Shi Sui was so angry that her whole body trembled.

Yan Tingli continued sniffing along her neck and cheek, saying with satisfaction: “Sui Sui smells good even when angry.”

She immediately swung her hand to slap him, but he easily avoided it.

“I said not to hit the face.” Yan Tingli said disapprovingly, pausing for a moment. As if thinking of something, he smiled, his tone becoming suggestively lewd: “Anywhere else is fine.”

Shi Sui really couldn’t stand it anymore, pointing toward the door: “Get out! Get out now!”

“Alright,” Yan Tingli glanced at his watch, saying gently, “I should also go back to play piano music and lull you to sleep.”

Until he left and she watched the door close, Shi Sui stood in place for a long time.

She stared fixedly at 3.0’s master control system, taking deep breaths as emotions surged.

She wouldn’t live here for another moment without getting rid of this thing.

Shi Sui made up her mind—tomorrow she would move back to the old house, and when her parents returned, she’d have them pack up this 3.0 and send it back before coming back to live.

At night, punctually and on time, like a provocation, the piano music started playing right on schedule.

Shi Sui was so angry she directly turned off the circuit breaker, but then couldn’t sleep from the heat.

With no other choice, she turned the power back on. She tossed and turned until one o’clock before finally falling into deep sleep.

The next day, she opened her eyes and had to go to work again.

Thinking about the intensive work arrangements of the new week and the complex, difficult-to-adapt interpersonal relationships, Shi Sui began to feel restless again.

Shi Sui splashed cold water on her face several times before barely perking up.

She stared blankly at herself in the mirror, watching water droplets slowly flow down, and another thought gradually emerged—she wanted to return to America and continue interning there until graduation.

At least she could hide for another year.

Or she could directly get a green card and work there permanently, only returning a few times each year.

Anyway, no matter where she hid now, Yan Tingli could find her.

So she might as well stay far away—at least she wouldn’t be so easily controlled by him.

Absent-mindedly arriving at the company, she was immediately thrown into an intensive morning meeting.

Team leaders and deputy team leaders reported on the week’s work.

When Fu Ze was reporting, the vice president specifically praised him: “This background painting is much improved compared to last week. It has great texture—exactly the feeling I wanted.”

Fu Ze bowed obsequiously, expressing gratitude for the vice president’s appreciation.

Shi Sui was propping her chin and daydreaming at the time. When Deputy Team Leader Zhao Sheng looked at her, thinking she’d been caught slacking, she quickly sat up straight.

“This background painting is the one you revised, right?” Zhao Sheng asked her quietly.

Shi Sui nodded.

Zhao Sheng suddenly sneered: “Here we go again.”

After saying this, she stood up and went on stage to begin her work report.

Until Shi Sui was suddenly called out by name and stood up under everyone’s gaze.

Zhao Sheng introduced from the stage: “This set of storyboards and the background painting Team Leader Fu just showed were both completed by our team’s new intern, Shi Sui, working overtime.”

“Shi Sui also communicated some innovative details with me…”

Seeing the vice president cast approving eyes toward her, Shi Sui finally belatedly realized what was happening. A warm current surged in her heart as she smiled gratefully at Zhao Sheng.

Until the routine work reports from each team ended, before the meeting concluded, the vice president clapped his hands and solemnly announced something.

Zhilian Future was about to develop an AI tool for automatically generating or optimizing animation, but training the model required large amounts of precise animation datasets.

They had extended an olive branch to Guangmei Studio with very generous compensation.

The other party was a hot tech company with lots of money and few demands—for them, it was like being handed a pillow when sleepy.

With tight production budgets and fierce resource competition among teams, everyone needed to take on such outsourcing to push their projects forward.

Sure enough, once this news was announced, several project team leaders including Fu Ze were all eager to try.

Vice President: “We can’t decide yet. We still need to wait for their person in charge to come for negotiations.”

After the meeting ended, Shi Sui slowly walked out with the crowd.

She was walking near the back when suddenly footsteps came from behind.

Fu Ze called out to her.

Shi Sui responded absent-mindedly.

“Xiao Shi, I didn’t deliberately take credit in front of the vice president today,” Fu Ze walked beside her, using a gentle voice to slowly say, “It’s because you’re currently still under Zhao Sheng. If I had spoken up at the morning meeting, she would have made things difficult for you later. The last girl left the company that way. You understand, right?”

Shi Sui had her own pile of troubles and was too lazy to listen to his rambling about these messy matters.

She gave a perfunctory couple of “mm-hmms.”

Fu Ze chattered on about many things, but Shi Sui barely listened.

Until he suddenly said with a smile, “Several teams in the company are competing for this Zhilian Future project, but I’m confident I can secure it. They need precise original art, storyboards, and motion capture data. Currently in the team, I most recognize your abilities.”

Shi Sui barely smiled: “Thank you.”

Fu Ze patted her shoulder, lowering his voice: “If we can secure Zhilian’s project this time, our team’s movie can go to market next year. As a major contributor, I can immediately promote you to Zhao Sheng’s position.”

After saying this, he smiled at her and walked away.

After Fu Ze’s long-winded speech, Shi Sui hadn’t absorbed more than a few words, watching him walk away with an expressionless face.

From the moment she heard the vice president say “Zhilian Future,” her mood had plummeted straight to rock bottom.

There couldn’t be such a coincidence.

She’d only been here a few days, and Zhilian Future already had a collaboration with them.

Shi Sui went to the break room and wearily crouched down along the wall.

From parents to friends, and now to work.

That person loomed like overwhelming dark clouds, calmly watching her panic and scurry about, then slowly tightening the net in his hands.

Like having her throat squeezed, a tide-like feeling of suffocation emerged, making it hard for Shi Sui to breathe.

Her fingers unconsciously slid across the screen.

She searched through her entire contact list, but there was no longer anyone who could help her.

Shi Sui didn’t even dare say another word on any electronic device, because she didn’t know if Yan Tingli could monitor it.

Shi Sui’s eyes stung, strengthening her resolve to return to America.

She silently made up her mind.

This time she wouldn’t tell anyone—she would quietly go back alone.

Chapter 38: Can You Escape?
Shi Sui received a call from Li Yin during lunch, saying the contract renewal meant they needed to stay in Shanghai for a few more days, and asked her to handle dinner on her own during this time.

Shi Sui quickly agreed.

Although the company cafeteria had meal subsidies each month, the taste was mediocre.

Since returning, Shi Sui had been going home for dinner every night.

But now that they wouldn’t be back for a while, Shi Sui felt relieved.

She could take this opportunity to go back to the old house alone and calm down for a few days while making plans for what came next.

Shi Sui was certain that during her years abroad, Yan Tingli had made his presence known to Shi Yue and Li Yin quite frequently, and with such ulterior motives that he had them obeying his every word.

Never mind anything else—just the bay window in the new house’s bedroom, even the plants on the display shelves, were identical to the layout of that apartment in the capital.

Brazenly malicious.

Having not slept well last night, during lunch break, Shi Sui lay on her desk with closed eyes to rest.

After an unknown amount of time, it seemed like afternoon work hours had arrived.

From the office entrance came Fu Ze’s obsequious, laughing voice, and the entire large office suddenly seemed to become noisy due to the arriving visitor.

Shi Sui was awakened by the noise. Her consciousness wasn’t fully clear yet as she rubbed her eyes and stared blankly at the computer.

Her workstation was in a corner. Before she could figure out what was happening, just as she was about to look up, her shoulder was lightly patted by Zhao Sheng as a reminder. She quickly whispered, “Someone from Zhilian came. Perk up a bit.”

A nearby intern said in surprise, “So fast? They said this morning and came this afternoon.”

Another person whispered: “Their company makes money by the second. Of course, their efficiency is high.”

At this moment, Fu Ze’s voice approached from far away. As they entered, he said earnestly, “President Yan, Team Leader Gao, there are steps here. Please be careful, both of you.”

As soon as Shi Sui looked up, she met eyes with Yan Tingli, who was being surrounded and escorted in like stars surrounding the moon.

He stared straight at her, then slowly blinked once.

Seeing this made an inexplicable fire surge in Shi Sui’s chest. She darkened her face and lowered her head, roughly using the computer in front of her to block their eye contact.

The visual contact was severed, but Fu Ze’s excited voice still rang endlessly in her ears.

He knew Yan Tingli’s identity, his tone utterly devoted.

Wherever Yan Tingli walked, employees stood up, with Fu Ze bustling about behind him, introducing everyone’s skills and work.

Shi Sui mixed in with the crowd, unwilling to have any eye contact with Yan Tingli. But when Fu Ze passed by, he suddenly cued her: “President Yan, this is our team’s newly recruited animator Shi Sui. Don’t let her young age fool you—her portfolio is very impressive, with a unique art style. She’s excellent at both original art and storyboards.”

“Really,” Yan Tingli smiled, “let me take a look.”

Shi Sui saw the leisurely teasing in his eyes, her expression cold.

Until Zhao Sheng pushed her from behind.

Shi Sui sighed inwardly, said nothing, and bent down to bring up her previous works on the computer.

That person also bent down behind her, his breath lightly approaching.

He seemed to be looking at the computer, but the seemingly absent gaze falling on her face never stopped.

“Very beautiful.”

When Shi Sui stood up, she heard him say in a breathy voice.

Only reaching her ears.

What was beautiful?

Shi Sui didn’t think he meant the drawings.

She tensed her face and strode aside with large steps.

Fu Ze continued his endless introductions beside them.

Yan Tingli said slowly and leisurely, “Team Leader Fu, I very much appreciate you and trust your talent.”

“As long as you do well.” He paused for a few seconds, his lips curving upward as he slowly revealed a smile to Fu Ze, carrying some meaningful implications, “You’ll be my most capable partner.”

Hearing this made Shi Sui slowly form a question mark above her head. Why did these words sound so familiar?

She recalled in her mind and suddenly remembered something.

Weren’t these the words Fu Ze had said to her?! Why could Yan Tingli repeat them almost verbatim?

Understanding the key point, Shi Sui nearly crushed the paper in her hand.

But just such an ambiguous statement still made Fu Ze’s eyes light up.

He took a deep breath: “Thank you for your appreciation, President Yan. I will deliver a satisfactory answer.”

Yan Tingli curved his lips: “I trust Team Leader Fu won’t disappoint me at all.”

Fu Ze was both flattered and felt immense pressure.

He unconsciously lowered his voice to confirm: “So you mean I’ll be primarily responsible for the cooperation project with your company?”

Yan Tingli neither confirmed nor denied: “I place great importance on Team Leader Fu’s abilities.”

Fu Ze was stunned, still unable to work out the implications, when Yan Tingli was already leaving.

It was clear Yan Tingli was indeed very busy. He had come at the precise moment lunch break ended, stayed for twenty minutes, then was surrounded by senior leadership and personally escorted out of the company. The remaining procedures would be completed by Gao Linhan.

Gao Linhan’s expression was numb. Work was already annoying enough without having to handle such trivial matters during lunch break.

Why did Yan Tingli have to bring him along just to appease his ex-girlfriend?

Gao Linhan sighed deeply inwardly, turning to helplessly look at the insufferably talkative Fu Ze.

“Team Leader Gao, what did President Yan mean at the end?” Fu Ze couldn’t contain his excitement, confirming with him over and over. He hadn’t expected that this famous young President Yan from Zhilian Future would personally come to the company for such a small project, and speak so highly of him throughout.

He means you’re going to be in trouble.

Gao Linhan smiled at him with a mouthful of white teeth, saying sympathetically: “He’s telling you to work hard.”

Fu Ze immediately said, “Recently, I’ll have the team submit samples to your company’s technical department for review. If they’re not satisfactory, we’ll revise immediately.”

“Don’t overwork your subordinates.” Gao Linhan couldn’t help but remind him, “Actually, our President Yan prefers your style.”

Fu Ze was even more flattered and changed his tune: “Then I’ll personally work overtime to rush out something.”

Gao Linhan patted his shoulder, giving a thumbs up: “Team Leader Fu has real ability.”

Before Gao Linhan left, Shi Sui encountered him in the break room.

From Gao Linhan’s guilty reaction at the last class reunion, Shi Sui had basically deduced that he already knew about her relationship with Yan Tingli, and now he was basically in cahoots with that person.

Therefore, Shi Sui was in a very bad mood upon seeing him.

She put down her cup and asked coldly: “What exactly is Yan Tingli trying to pull?”

Gao Linhan chose his words carefully: “He wants to make your work easier.”

Shi Sui snorted coldly: “I’d be most comfortable if he didn’t appear around me.”

That’s between you two, then.

Gao Linhan cleared his throat lightly, wisely wanting to escape: “Well, I have some things to do, so I’ll go first.” As he walked away, he cupped his hands: “See you next time, see you next time.”

Shi Sui watched him run away, taking a deep breath wordlessly in place.

After Yan Tingli’s visit, Fu Ze was like something had ignited his small universe. For the next few days, he barely managed team affairs, throwing himself entirely into Zhilian’s project.

“With this enthusiasm, anyone who didn’t know would think Zhilian had already chosen him internally.”

At lunch, Shi Sui was eating at the same table as Zhao Sheng when a team leader from a neighboring group came over with his tray, quietly complaining: “Who doesn’t know that all the messy work in your team is done by you, while he just relies on sweet-talking and taking credit? Now seeing Zhilian’s project, he wants to grab this piece of fat meat again.”

Looking at Shi Sui, he sneered: “Even stealing credit from interns.”

Zhao Sheng twitched her lips but said nothing.

Shi Sui slowly sipped her soup while observing her from the corner of her eye.

Having been here for some time, she finally had a basic understanding of the situation.

The project team she was currently in had been established for almost three years, responsible for producing the 3D animated film “White Crane Youth,” adapted from a well-known IP and quite promising.

But within the team, Fu Ze and Zhao Sheng didn’t get along, and their subordinates had also split into two factions with undercurrents surging.

Among these, training interns, assigning tasks, and pushing project progress were basically all handled single-handedly by Zhao Sheng.

As for what Fu Ze was doing, he always had various meetings and dinner gatherings, looking very busy.

Shi Sui pondered while eating with her head down, trying to minimize her presence.

Until the neighboring team leader suddenly called her: “Xiao Shi.”

“Mm?” she responded.

“You’re capable. Be careful of Fu Ze using you as a stepping stone. There was an intern before who experienced this, and it also hurt your Deputy Team Leader Zhao.”

This matter seemed to bring up unpleasant memories for Zhao Sheng, who coldly put down her chopsticks.

“Forget it, the more you say, the more mistakes you make,” that person observed Zhao Sheng’s expression, picked up his bowl and left, “figure it out yourself.”

What a tangled mess.

Shi Sui felt annoyed listening and calculated in her mind that once this month ended, she’d directly resign and leave.

Wednesday afternoon before getting off work, Shi Sui had just finished rendering the last scene and was about to satisfyingly shut down the computer.

Suddenly, someone lightly tapped her chair, and Fu Ze’s deliberately lowered voice came: “Don’t rush to leave later. Come with me to a dinner gathering.”

Shi Sui was stunned: “…Me?”

Fu Ze raised an eyebrow: “Yes, I’m only bringing you.”

His expression looked very matter-of-fact, and he didn’t think she would refuse. After all, being specifically valued by a leader and brought out for dinner—who wouldn’t seize such an opportunity?

Shi Sui didn’t want to go at all and tried to decline: “Team leader, I’m not feeling well today.”

Fu Ze acted as if he couldn’t understand her meaning: “You’ll feel better after eating some food.”

Shi Sui was about to speak when Fu Ze interrupted: “Xiao Shi, just give me some face.”

She didn’t want to give him this face.

Just as she was about to speak, Fu Ze suddenly said in a joking tone: “Xiao Shi, your internship certificate still needs my signature and approval.”

Hearing this made Shi Sui’s breath catch in her chest.

Seeing her stop talking, Fu Ze returned to his smiling demeanor, his tone becoming gentle: “But you’re so excellent, I’ll naturally give you all A’s.”

The evening dinner gathering was exceptionally boring.

Across from them was a small investor, and Shi Sui sat among a group of middle management, listening to them flatter each other.

Work-related socializing often requires toasting and drinking.

When Fu Ze wanted her to toast, Shi Sui firmly insisted she was allergic to alcohol and persisted in only drinking juice.

Her role at such dinner gatherings was nothing more than accompanying drinks.

But Shi Sui was unwilling to accompany, much less say pretty words.

She just followed Fu Ze’s instructions to focus on eating, only responding when necessary.

Fu Ze’s expression didn’t look very good.

Shi Sui pretended not to see.

After dinner, while Fu Ze was still talking with the investor, she quickly said goodbye and took a taxi home.

Shi Sui thought such poor performance would eliminate all future dinner gatherings.

She never expected that Friday night, Fu Ze would call her to dinner again.

At that moment, Shi Sui almost immediately slammed her resignation letter on the table.

But only a full month of internship counted for credits. She’d worked over twenty days—she couldn’t let it all go to waste.

After calming down for several seconds, Shi Sui reluctantly agreed.

After work, Shi Sui followed Fu Ze to the hotel.

Looking at the entrance to Yi Lanshan, her mood sank slightly as some unpleasant memories surfaced.

Shi Sui didn’t want to believe in such sixth senses, but when bad premonitions were consistently proven right, she had to start believing in these physiological intuitions.

Like right now.

She stood at the private room door and met eyes with Yan Tingli, who was seated in the main position, playing with a wine glass and looking at her with an ambiguous smile.

Shi Sui’s expression changed, but she no longer had the energy to be angry.

Since returning to the country, Yan Tingli has always managed to encounter her unexpectedly in places she could never imagine.

The first few times, Shi Sui would be horrified, but after so many occurrences, she only felt tired.

If this was what Yan Tingli meant by “not letting her have a good life,” then he had indeed achieved it.

Around the entire round table, Guangmei’s senior leadership surrounded Yan Tingli, filling every seat. Even Fu Ze could only sit near the serving area.

As an intern, Shi Sui was particularly out of place.

Just as she was about to sit in the serving area, a leisurely voice came from the head of the table: “Sit beside me.”

Realizing that all eyes at the table had fallen on her, Shi Sui was stunned.

Regarding Yan Tingli calling an unknown intern to sit in the place of honor, everyone present was slightly surprised but not particularly fazed.

After all, it was common at drinking tables for big shots to have attractive women sit beside them for company.

Shi Sui sat over with an expressionless face. Sensing the leisurely appraising gaze from beside her, she slammed down her bag with a “bang,” too lazy to acknowledge it.

Yan Tingli chuckled.

At this dinner, Yan Tingli didn’t touch a drop of alcohol, and no one dared try to make him drink.

But others, no matter how far away they sat, would come around the table with wine glasses to toast him.

Especially Fu Ze. He made three trips alone, and glancing at Shi Sui, who was again just focusing on eating, he couldn’t help saying: “Xiao Shi, come with me and toast President Yan a few glasses.”

As he spoke, Fu Ze filled Shi Sui’s wine glass.

Shi Sui stared gloomily at the wine glass, then looked up to meet eyes with Yan Tingli, who was watching her with leisure.

His lips were half-curved, waiting for her reaction.

Waiting for her to toast him? He was dreaming.

After a few seconds, Shi Sui woodenly picked up the tea beside her, reluctantly raising the cup: “I can’t drink alcohol, so I’ll substitute tea for—”

Fu Ze slammed the teacup in her hand heavily onto the table.

“Today you’ll drink whether you want to or not.” He pressed the wine glass into her hands with a stern voice, “Come on, give me and President Yan some face. Drink this glass.”

Shi Sui had reached her absolute limit.

At worst, she didn’t want this month’s internship credits. She pressed her lips tightly together, about to explode the second before—

Her fingers were grasped by someone’s cool finger bones.

The person behind her approached with his breath, gently taking away the wine glass.

Under everyone’s gaze, Yan Tingli tilted his head back and drank the entire glass of wine clean.

Everyone stared at him in shock.

After finishing, Yan Tingli curved his eyes at Fu Ze with a light smile: “She doesn’t drink. I will.”

Fu Ze stared at Yan Tingli in a daze.

He appeared to be smiling, but his eyes showed not a trace of warmth.

For that instant, Fu Ze’s throat went dry, and a layer of cold sweat physiologically appeared on his spine as he said dryly: “President Yan, she’s being ignorant. You don’t need to, don’t need to drink.”

Yan Tingli set down the wine glass: “Then you drink?”

Without waiting for his response, he tapped the table with his finger bones, giving a light instruction: “Open a few more bottles. Team Leader Fu likes to drink.”

Fu Ze stood frozen in place, his face somewhat pale.

His alcohol tolerance was legendary, but that night he was drunk senseless.

At this point, how could he not see Yan Tingli’s deliberate tormenting intent? He just couldn’t figure out, no matter how hard he racked his brain, exactly where he had offended him.

Shi Sui couldn’t muster any sympathy for him.

Right now, she even had a difficult problem—she had come in Fu Ze’s car, and among those present, she was his only subordinate, so she still had to get this person back.

Fu Ze looked at her with a dark expression, ordering, “Call a designated driver. I’ll give you a ride back, and I happen to have something to discuss with you.”

He really couldn’t hold back—he had to properly discipline this disobedient intern.

Shi Sui lowered her head to contact someone through the app.

The summer stuffiness hadn’t passed yet, and the air was heavy with moisture, as if brewing rain, making her even more uncomfortable.

While waiting, a black Bentley stopped by the roadside.

The rear window rolled down.

Revealing the person’s refined face, Yan Tingli’s dark pupils fixed on her face, his lips curving slightly, maintaining a gentle facade: “Miss Shi, would you like me to give you a ride?”

How could Shi Sui possibly get in his car? She said stiffly: “No need, thank you.”

Upon hearing this, Fu Ze’s brain suddenly became very active. He hurriedly said, “Xiao Shi, since President Yan is offering to drive you, just get in the car.”

Shi Sui was extremely annoyed with him and ignored the cold, piercing gaze from behind the car window: “I want to go back together with you.”

Fu Ze: “I’ll go by myself—”

“Team leader, you’ve had too much to drink,” Shi Sui interrupted him, “I’ll call a designated driver for you, and you can give me a ride.”

A cold sneer came from behind.

This was a signal that all patience was exhausted. Yan Tingli’s voice was heavy: “Shi Sui, I’m telling you to get in the car.”

Shi Sui turned a deaf ear and said to Fu Ze, “The designated driver is here. Let’s go, team leader.”

She left as she said she would, leaving Yan Tingli behind.

Fu Ze, having drunk too much, couldn’t think either.

He was about to step forward to explain something to Yan Tingli when Bentley had already shot away like an arrow.

In the car, Shi Sui sat silently in the passenger seat.

Fu Ze kept talking in the back, mainly lecturing her about being ignorant and disobedient.

“You’re the recruit I’m most optimistic about. I’ve always wanted to cultivate you properly. Is this how you repay me now?”

“But never mind, Xiao Shi, you’re just entering the workplace, you’re young, I don’t blame you.”

“As long as you learn from this lesson and become more obedient and sensible, I can continue to—”

“You’ve had too much to drink,” Shi Sui interrupted with unbearable impatience, saying coldly, “Please rest well.”

Fu Ze clicked his tongue, about to continue speaking, but fortunately, the car pulled up downstairs at the old house. Shi Sui breathed a sigh of relief, opened the door, and slammed it shut with a bang.”

Fu Ze, inside the car, was snubbed, and a night’s worth of anger immediately flared up.

After reacting for a moment, he opened the door to get out and scold her, but Shi Sui had already stridden into the building with large steps, never looking back.

Fu Ze: “…”

This old residential area had no elevator and was only six stories at most.

Shi Sui’s home was on the fifth floor.

Perhaps because of too many annoying things recently, the stairs that she used to climb up and down without feeling tired as a child now left her breathless.

Finally reaching the front door.

Shi Sui fumbled for her keys while leaning against the door, closing her eyes to catch her breath.

Once her breathing calmed, she inserted the key into the door lock.

With a “click,” Shi Sui pushed open the door.

But immediately, lightning flashed through her mind as she thought of something, and cold sweat instantly broke out on her back.

Shi Sui was certain.

Before leaving today, she had double-locked the front door. It would be impossible to open it with just one turn of the key.

So why—

As if confirming her premonition.

Shi Sui suddenly looked up and met eyes with Yan Tingli in the pitch-black room, who had been waiting for her for who knows how long.

He sat in the chair directly across from her, long legs spread apart, leaning back casually.

His pitch-black eyes were especially bright under the pale moonlight filtering in.

His gaze was also fixed directly on her face, carefully examining, as if unwilling to miss any of her expressions.

“Sui Sui.” Yan Tingli looked at her, slowly curving his lips, his tone light: “I’ve been waiting here for you for a long time.”

Shi Sui stared straight back at him.

She refused to show even a hint of fear in front of this person, angrily demanding: “How did you get into my house?”

Yan Tingli tilted his head slightly, frowning to correct: “Wrong, it’s our house.”

“What do you mean our—” Suddenly, Shi Sui’s gaze froze.

Her eyes slowly stopped on the pink handcuffs that Yan Tingli was casually playing with in his hands.

In this instant, her brain sent out a fatal warning.

Immediately recalling the nightmare she feared most.

Shi Sui never dared to bet on Yan Tingli’s limits. Without thinking, she turned and ran.

Her hand had just touched the door handle, before she could press down, she was heavily pressed against the front door from behind.

“Still running?”

Yan Tingli let out an angrily amused laugh. His cold fingers gripped her chin, his lips also approaching near her ear.

As this voice fell.

Two “clicks”—the handcuffs locked on her slender wrists, left and right.

Accompanied by the voice behind her, which no longer carried a trace of laughter, ice cold:

“Can you escape?”

Chapter 39: Sui Sui, We Can Finally Get…
The room had no air conditioning running. As if brewing rain, the air was exceptionally stuffy, as though even the airflow had solidified, pressing more fatally against Shi Sui’s already suffocating chest.

Her rationality lost control. With an expression cold as ice, she tried to remove the toy-like objects from her hands.

The chains struck against the solid wood door, making clanging sounds.

Behind her, Yan Tingli let out light, mocking laughter, more piercingly reminding her of the ridiculous futility of her current struggles.

Shi Sui could only turn around and desperately hit him with her elbows.

He looked down indifferently, grasping her slender wrists, his fingertips slowly caressing them.

—Good thing he had specifically embedded lambskin inside.

Otherwise, he would feel sorry for this pair of beautiful wrists.

“Yan Tingli,” with her hands restrained and in desperation, Shi Sui switched to ramming him with her head, “What exactly do you want to do?!”

“You,” Yan Tingli tenderly stroked her forehead with his hand, slowly answering, “does that count?”

Shi Sui was shocked by his shamelessness, staring at him with eyes that seemed ready to shoot flames.

She took a deep breath, not wanting to get entangled in such nonsense with him. Turning her face away, she asked what she had always wanted to know: “How exactly did you get in here?”

Yan Tingli’s fingers stuck to her cheek as he bent down, looking at her innocently: “Didn’t Uncle and Auntie tell Sui Sui that this house has already been bought by me?”

“Now, this place is mine.” He paused, then smiled and said, “It’s ours.”

Shi Sui’s face suddenly turned pale, completely incredulous.

“That’s right.” Yan Tingli smiled, “Uncle and Auntie always treat you like a child.”

Speaking of this, Shi Sui’s cheek was suddenly pulled outward by him, his tone suddenly turning heavy: “But they don’t know—what child is this disobedient, never listening to me?”

Shi Sui looked at him, her brain rapidly working.

The only thing that could make Yan Tingli this unhappy was tonight’s incident, where she rejected him and had Fu Ze give her a ride back.

She tried to stay calm, saying flatly: “I’ll resign and won’t have any contact with him anymore.”

Yan Tingli laughed softly, leaning down to press his cheek against hers, his voice becoming gentle again: “Although these words are very obedient, and I’m happy to hear them.”

“But that piece of trash won’t need you to resign.”

The casual indifference in his tone was consistent as always.

But Shi Sui didn’t have excess sympathy to spare for Fu Ze—she could only wish him luck.

Sensing that Yan Tingli’s emotions had stabilized somewhat, her heartbeat calmed as she said gently, “Then can you unlock me now?”

He looked puzzled: “Why would I unlock you?”

Shi Sui endured: “I already said I won’t get involved with Fu Ze anymore. Not just him—no one else either. So you should unlock me now.”

She could already feel that in just this short time, the temperature of his skin touching hers was getting higher and higher.

The night was stuffy, and there wasn’t even a trace of a cool breeze in the room.

Her back was gradually breaking out in sweat, mixing and merging with Yan Tingli’s—sticky and heavy.

This scent of sweat and temperature mixed could easily awaken some ambiguous, sensual memories, even making the senses transcend reason, making dangerous things particularly likely to happen.

Shi Sui had never had much confidence in her body’s self-control.

Even more hatefully.

This secret reaction seemed to be easily discovered by that person, too.

Yan Tingli placed his chin on her shoulder, letting out muffled, hoarse laughter from his throat. The hot air from his breath circled behind her ear: “Those are two different matters.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, my wanting to lock you up and him giving you a ride home are two different matters.” Yan Tingli said unhurriedly.

So tonight was premeditated by him?! Shock and anger flashed in Shi Sui’s eyes.

“Then what will it take for you to let me go!”

Yan Tingli placed his chin on her shoulder and neck.

Black mist gathered at the corners of his eyebrows as he began to lightly nibble the skin on the back of her neck, his long legs striding as he backed up, bringing her toward the bedroom.

Shi Sui keenly sensed his intention, alarms blaring in her mind.

But her limbs felt weak, and even her resistance and struggles seemed like reluctant compliance.

She was both irritated and angry until Yan Tingli easily pressed her onto the small bed in the bedroom.

Leaning over her, he whispered with curved eyes: “Does Sui Sui know how long I’ve been waiting for today?”

Shi Sui was full of rebelliousness: “Who cares how long you waited?”

“Three years.” He said to himself.

Yan Tingli’s dark eyes stared deeply at her, his voice drifting, his tone strangely calm: “Three years ago, I also waited for you in that house for three days.”

Shi Sui’s eyelashes moved slightly.

His words easily brought her back to that summer sealed in memory, that summer she still didn’t dare recall in detail.

She didn’t dare meet his eyes and slowly looked away.

Yan Tingli’s knuckles suddenly gripped her chin, forcing her to look at him, coldly saying, “Look at me.”

He stared at her, his gaze cold, as if trapped in some memory, his lips curved in a chilly arc.

“That night, lying on this bed, I had already figured out how to punish you.”

“That day I was thinking, once I caught you, I would lock Sui Sui on this bed.” Yan Tingli’s tone lifted slightly, “Train you into a little dog who couldn’t leave me day or night.”

Hearing this made Shi Sui’s spine tremble, her whole body breaking out in fine goosebumps: “You madman, psychopath!”

She instinctively tried to slap him.

The next second, the handcuffs on her wrists clanged, reminding her of her current desperate situation.

Shi Sui’s movements froze—she almost screamed.

She stretched her leg to kick him, but her ankle was easily grasped and caressed ambiguously.

Yan Tingli looked down, thinking for a moment: “Still wrong.”

He felt annoyed: “Next time, I should make Sui Sui a pair of beautiful ankle cuffs.”

“After all, running is done with feet.”

His monologue made Shi Sui even more furious and broken.

If the previous encounters with Yan Tingli had just been cat-and-mouse teasing, then today let Shi Sui once again viscerally experience that night years ago when he had locked her in the apartment.

—This was a kind of fear that made her scalp feel like it was about to explode.

Shi Sui finally couldn’t hold on, burying her head in Yan Tingli’s chest, her fingers gripping his clothes tightly, using all the tricks she used to employ.

“Brother Tingli, I was wrong.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I shouldn’t have lied to you. Please just let me go.”

Yan Tingli’s pupils slowly moved, falling on her reddened eye sockets.

Staring at her for a long time, he repeated: “Let you go?”

His voice was somewhat muffled.

“You’re still asking me to let you go, even now?”

“Then what else do you want?!” Shi Sui said with a crying voice.

She couldn’t think of what else Yan Tingli could want from her—nothing more than the accumulated resentment from being deceived and toyed with over the years, not wanting her to live a good life.

“What I want,” Yan Tingli murmured with a laugh, “what else do I want…”

His thoughts seemed to drift.

Then he looked up at her, his eyes filled with pitch-black stubbornness, saying indifferently: “No matter what I want, thinking I’ll let you go—you’re dreaming.”

The last hope in Shi Sui’s eyes dimmed. She pursed her lips with an expression almost ready to cry.

But she forced herself to hold back. Supporting herself on her last thread, she sat up to unbutton his shirt, speaking recklessly: “I’ll do it with you. Let’s do it right now.”

“Isn’t this what you want? I’ll satisfy you now and serve you well.”

“When you get tired of it, will you let me go then?”

Yan Tingli grabbed her hand with a force that seemed ready to crush her.

He looked at her for a long time, his expression showing a kind of dazed emptiness.

Shi Sui couldn’t spare the emotional energy to carefully perceive it.

But she could still smell something—he seemed unconsciously on the verge of overflowing sadness.

Had she said something wrong? Why was he sad? Shouldn’t she be the more devastated one?

Shi Sui’s mind was in turmoil. The next second, Yan Tingli pounced on her like a beast breaking free from its cage.

The small bed, just 1.45 meters wide, creaked.

It suddenly reminded Shi Sui of that always precarious wooden bed in the small town.

Yan Tingli gripped her chin with his thumb and forefinger in a position where she could only comply, completely unable to avoid.

He couldn’t wait even a second before lowering his head to pry open her lips and teeth, his tongue easily reaching deep into her throat, licking every wall of her mouth.

Shi Sui’s tongue was stirred and sucked by him—no matter how she tried to hide, she couldn’t escape.

She immediately couldn’t stand this kiss that seemed ready to devour her.

She reached out to push him away.

But the handcuffs completely restrained her, unable to unfold.

“Can’t handle it already?” Yan Tingli withdrew a bit, his lips still covered with saliva from her mouth, sneering: “Then you have a lot to endure tonight.”

After saying this, Shi Sui was positioned with her legs spread, sitting on top of him. His palms maliciously pressed her waist, grinding up and down.

Yan Tingli kissed her while letting out mocking laughter.

“Your body is always more honest than your mouth.” His tone seemed indifferent: “Can’t fool anyone.”

Shi Sui also felt ashamed of this damned reaction, biting her teeth without making a sound.

“So who’s serving whom?” Yan Tingli, dissatisfied with her reaction, said expressionlessly in her ear, “Me serving you, or you serving me, Sui Sui?”

He carried her to the old house’s shower room.

The suffering Yan Tingli endured in this lifetime was probably all from being with her. Before, it was the creaky, broken bed in the small town, now it was the old house’s poorly regulated shower with inconsistent hot and cold water.

He couldn’t wait at all, taking her once in the cramped shower room while controlling her waist.

And without protection.

In the past, Yan Tingli would still hypocritically ask for her opinion, but this time it was blatant, crude, and malicious.

His movements were extremely slow, as if wanting to soak and stretch every cell to feel it fully.

When unable to suppress the pleasure, he would bite her nape to suppress the gasps in his throat.

Having been too long without this, Shi Sui’s eyelashes trembled—she couldn’t quite handle it, her hands curling tightly against the wet wall, leaving moist fingerprints.

She wanted to break free, but couldn’t.

So she played dirty, fiddling with the temperature control knob.

The water temperature fluctuated between hot and cold, pouring down his spine. He sneered, stubbornly retaliating elsewhere. Shi Sui’s fingers pressed so hard they almost turned white.

The last time with hot water, Shi Sui’s mischief backfired.

The shower suddenly became hot enough to sting the skin. Yan Tingli’s arm around her waist tightened as he let out a muffled grunt.

Yan Tingli made an angrily amused sound.

At the same moment, Shi Sui also opened her eyes, pretending nothing had happened as she adjusted the shower back.

But the milky white traces flowing down between her legs couldn’t be covered up.

Shi Sui didn’t like the feeling of having things left inside, saying flatly: “…I need to clean up.”

Yan Tingli brushed her hair to one side, chuckling: “Wait until you’re full before cleaning.”

Coming out of the shower, Shi Sui was thrown onto the small bed.

The 1.45-meter bed couldn’t accommodate Yan Tingli’s tall frame when he lay down.

He seemed deliberately not to turn on the air conditioning.

Usually, the neatest and cleanest person, his attitude in bed was completely different.

As if all the stickiness and sweat suddenly weren’t dirty anymore.

Just out of the shower, Shi Sui was already covered in fine sweat, murmuring: “Hot, so hot.”

“Bear with it.” Yan Tingli ignored her, turning her over, loosening one handcuff and fastening it to the bed frame.

From behind, he pressed against every inch of her skin to the maximum degree—sticky, soaking.

Yan Tingli didn’t have the habit of wearing cologne.

His body still carried his usual body wash scent—fresh, almost seductively fragrant mint.

Shi Sui had always liked it.

She suspected this was Yan Tingli’s special setup—catnip specifically for her.

Now this scent, mixed with bodily fluids and various other things, almost made Shi Sui’s consciousness drift, all her senses uncontrollably immersed in it.

In such dizzying desire, Shi Sui suddenly thought of that close encounter with Theodore long ago, the instinctive resistance and rejection at that moment.

Suddenly, she felt overwhelming despair.

It seemed.

She only physiologically liked, only liked Yan Tingli physiologically.

The rain finally poured down.

Lightning and thunder crashed outside, and cool wind penetrated the stuffy room.

When the wind blew across her face, Shi Sui’s consciousness finally became somewhat clear.

But Yan Tingli was still behind her, seemingly tireless.

He never stopped skin contact with her, as if this was the only way to confirm her existence.

While using a voice trembling with pleasure to whisper in her ear: “These years have been quite a search for me. Finally caught you.”

Shi Sui closed her eyes, feeling weary and powerless.

After an unknown amount of time, in her hazy consciousness, it seemed like dawn was about to break.

Her waist ached, her legs were numb, and her knees hurt too.

She really couldn’t take it anymore and asked him to finish.

“Beg me,” he said.

Shi Sui never acted tough in bed: “Please.”

“That’s not how you beg someone.” He turned her over to face him, his dark eyes bottomless.

It seemed that once physical connection was established, words could no longer be cold and hard.

This was exactly what Shi Sui feared most.

Once memories from the past opened even a small crack, afterwards they could never be cleanly separated again.

Across three years, memories of mountains and rivers flashed by.

The clearest in her mind was still that summer three years ago, the same kind of thunderstorm day, the low bungalow.

Back then, Yan Tingli’s eyes were very bright, completely different from this moment.

Shi Sui looked at him, emotions turning over and over in her chest.

She finally closed her eyes, using the hand without handcuffs to hook around his neck, gently kissing his eyes.

Just a weightless kiss, like a feather floating by.

But Yan Tingli’s eyelashes trembled rapidly, and his hand on her waist immediately tightened.

After a few seconds, he buried his head down but said nothing.

Not long after, he silently ended the final intimate act.

As soon as she relaxed, Shi Sui’s eyelids immediately began fighting, about to fall into unconsciousness.

Yan Tingli carried her to the bathroom to clean up.

But Shi Sui was unconscious of all this. She was truly exhausted—once her eyes closed, she fell into deep sleep.

Shi Sui opened her eyes a few times in between.

But today was Saturday, and after consecutive days of work plus the entire previous night, her physical strength was almost completely drained. Yan Tingli also had consistently good sleeping habits and didn’t wake her.

So Shi Sui didn’t care about anything, closing her eyes and turning over to continue sleeping.

Anyway, what should be done with Yan Tingli had been done, the sky that should fall had fallen—how much further could it fall?

But facts proved that the sky really could keep falling.

Shi Sui fully awakened the next afternoon.

At that time, Li Yin appeared in the room, staring in shock at her and Yan Tingli embracing on the bed.

Especially.

The handcuffs that had been on her hand all night were now attached to the bed frame at one end, and the other end was on Yan Tingli’s hand.

He had been awake much longer than she.

Properly dressed in a shirt.

Just with two buttons undone, exposing some ambiguous red marks on his collarbone and neck.

Completely unable to hide the full atmosphere of intimate desire.

While Shi Sui faced Li Yin, he still had not figured out the situation.

Yan Tingli’s expression showed just the right amount of panic as he immediately got up.

But the next second, his wrist was restrained by the handcuff. He looked toward her, his tone also seeming embarrassed: “Sui Sui, use the key to help me unlock this.”

What key? Where was the key? Shi Sui still didn’t know where the opening mechanism of these handcuffs was.

But Yan Tingli only mentioned it once. The next second, he turned his head, looking at Li Yin with guilt: “Auntie, let me explain to you immediately.”

“Please rest assured, I will take responsibility for Sui Sui. I can marry her right away.”

Li Yin finally reacted to this situation, embarrassed beyond measure. She nodded and quickly closed the door: “You two get yourselves together first before talking.”

Almost as soon as the door closed, the embarrassment Yan Tingli had put on immediately disappeared.

In front of her, he twisted and pressed, casually unlocking the handcuffs.

While approaching to kiss her cheek, asking with false concern: “Mom saw us, what should we do?”

“Don’t worry.” He kept smiling, “I’ll give Mom a reasonable explanation.”

“Once Dad and Mom approve,” Yan Tingli whispered softly, stroking her gradually paling cheek, “we can get married.”

Shi Sui’s pupils slowly moved, and at this moment, she finally belatedly saw through his calculations.

Since her return to the country, or rather several years ago, the entire setup targeting her had begun.

All the preparations Yan Tingli had made were waiting for this moment.

On the first day back in the country, the dinner with both sets of parents—threatening or enticing Song Jie to plant a possible seed in her parents’ hearts.

Then, using various means to tease and monitor her.

Forcing her back to this place, making her voluntarily give in to sleeping with him in a mental breakdown.

Then, using an excuse to have Li Yin, who had just returned from a business trip and didn’t know the truth, come to the old house and witness this scene.

Finally, he used his good image built up over these years to tell her parents a reasonable story.

From then on, even with ten mouths, she couldn’t explain clearly, forever entangled with him.

Layer upon layer of chills ran down Shi Sui’s spine.

She shook her head while slowly backing away.

Yan Tingli seemed unable to see her expression.

His whole being was in a state of extreme pleasure and excitement as he gathered his arms to hold her tightly.

“Sui Sui.”

“We can finally get married.”

Chapter 40: The Unremovable Ankle Chain
No matter what Yan Tingli said, Shi Sui just looked at him without saying a word.

She suddenly got out of bed, picked up the water glass from the bedside table, and drank most of it.

Her fingers were trembling slightly.

Shi Sui looked up and met her face in the vanity mirror.

Even though Yan Tingli had only dressed her in the nightgown neatly for show.

But this state of being thoroughly saturated with intimate activities, anyone who saw it would never think that anything had happened between them.

Impossible to explain.

“So,” Shi Sui tightened her fingers, looking at him coldly, “what kind of story are you planning to make up for my parents?”

Yan Tingli was buttoning his collar.

He was fully dressed, even wearing different clothes from yesterday.

He looked at her, his lips curving in a pleased arc, saying with casual ease: “We’ve been together for five years, had some minor conflicts in between, and now we’ve reconciled. What do you think?”

Shi Sui, who had been unilaterally “reconciled,” suppressed the urge to splash the water in her glass on his face, took a deep breath, and said in a low voice: “No one would believe such lies.”

“Which part of what I said was a lie?” Yan Tingli’s expression became bland, his tone flat.

“We slept together when we were eighteen.”

“At twenty, you brought me to your hometown.”

“We even raised a child together—three-year-old Ping’an.”

“After three years of long distance, now we’re about to get married.”

He tilted his head slightly, giving her a smile: “Which part isn’t true?”

Hearing this made Shi Sui furious: “Who goes three years without contact during long distance? We broke up. Do you understand what breaking up means?”

“Mm?” Yan Tingli curved his eyes at her, his tone gentle, but the implications made chills penetrate Shi Sui’s spine.

“You didn’t contact me, but how do you know I couldn’t see you?”

Shi Sui stepped closer: “How exactly were you able to monitor me?”

“Monitor is such an ugly word,” Yan Tingli said disapprovingly, whispering in her ear, “How can watching my long-distance girlfriend be called monitoring?”

The righteousness in his tone made Shi Sui burn with inexplicable anger. Just as she opened her mouth to say something, “Shh.”

Yan Tingli placed his finger on her lips, “Keep it down, Mom is still outside.”

“……”

Shi Sui slapped his hand away and glared at him viciously.

This person only cared about talking to himself—there was no way to communicate. Shi Sui looked at him for a long time, finally saying expressionlessly and slowly: “Yan Tingli, you’re truly terrifying.”

Yan Tingli’s eyelashes moved, his lips about to curve but not quite, pulling into an ugly arc.

He suddenly turned and walked away, coldly dropping a sentence: “Good that you know.”

Li Yin had been waiting in the living room for almost twenty minutes.

Her sudden return here today was also because Yan Tingli had said they had some old photos left in the old house.

Most things here could be discarded—they could let Yan Tingli directly sell the place—but photos were precious and worth making a special trip to retrieve.

Having been reminded by Yan Tingli just the day before, she had come here right after getting home today, only to witness this scene.

Li Yin’s brain was overwhelmed with information, both embarrassed and anxious as she kept glancing toward the bedroom door.

In her eyes, Sui Sui had always looked like a child.

Introverted and homesick since childhood, after her trip abroad and return, although her personality had become more lively and she even had some fiery little tempers, she was still fundamentally a good girl.

Li Yin’s impression of Shi Sui remained stuck on her being perpetually single and never having any contact with boys.

As a result—

Thinking of the scene she had just witnessed, she almost couldn’t catch her breath.

But carefully considered Yan Tingli’s attitude toward them all these years.

She couldn’t help but have a sudden realization—of course, there was no such thing as kindness without reason.

Connecting various clues, Li Yin could reconstruct the general situation herself, her expression changing unpredictably.

Just then, the bedroom door opened.

She put on an expression that tried not to be too awkward and looked over.

Although Shi Sui had been mentally prepared for whatever lies Yan Tingli might tell, when she heard him eloquently using a persuasive manner, promising they could marry this year and easily drawing Li Yin in until she was almost ready to nod immediately, Shi Sui felt a chill run down her spine and quickly interrupted: “I never said I wanted to get married!”

Since things had already happened and reached this point, she couldn’t explain clearly and didn’t want to explain.

But regarding marriage, she absolutely couldn’t let Yan Tingli lead her by the nose.

Just thinking about every future moment being tied to Yan Tingli like this, enduring his obsessive, bone-chilling possessiveness, made Shi Sui feel overwhelming suffocation.

“Sui Sui.” In front of Li Yin, Yan Tingli called her name softly, using the most gentle and tender tone: “We’ve been together for five years. I don’t want to wait anymore.”

“Moreover,” he looked at her seriously, his eyes full of tenderness, “I’ve only ever committed to Sui Sui in this lifetime.”

What an actor you are. Shi Sui felt a chill, her hands itching with the desire to slap him right then.

In the end, she could only say reluctantly: “But I don’t want to right now—”

The smile disappeared from Yan Tingli’s eyes as he suddenly lowered his voice and approached, saying in a breathy tone: “Sui Sui, you know I always have ways to achieve my goals.”

So brazen.

Hearing this made Shi Sui even angrier, saying with full rebelliousness: “I just don’t want to get married.”

Li Yin looked at her strangely.

In the silence, Yan Tingli chuckled softly, looking somewhat helpless.

“Auntie,” his expression became somewhat dim, “Because I knew I might not be able to convince my parents initially, Sui Sui and I never went public. During the years she was far away abroad, I kept waiting. Waiting for an opportunity to stand beside Sui Sui with legitimate status. Now I can finally realize this. Perhaps Sui Sui still feels a bit awkward about it.”

Watching Li Yin’s face fill with sympathy, Shi Sui almost ground her teeth to powder.

She could only use her other hand to pinch Yan Tingli’s arm, but he clasped her hand in return, openly falling under Li Yin’s gaze.

It looked exactly like young lovers having a little spat.

The hesitation on Li Yin’s face faded as she smiled: “This is between you two. I won’t interfere.”

Shi Sui heard the definitive attitude in her tone.

Her chest rose and fell as she endured for a long time before suppressing her frustration.

Don’t be hasty, don’t be hasty, don’t be hasty.

Stay calm.

As long as she was unwilling, could Yan Tingli drag her to the civil affairs bureau?

After chatting here for most of the day, Li Yin finally remembered today’s purpose and went to the master bedroom to get the photos.

Shi Sui immediately followed her, saying she wanted to go back to the new house together.

“Oh, right,” Li Yin remembered something and asked her, “Why did you come back to live here? I never told you—the money for the new house was borrowed from Xiao Li, using the old house as collateral. It’s already been transferred to his name.”

Shi Sui weakly pulled at her lips.

“It doesn’t matter.” Her shoulder was embraced from behind as Yan Tingli half-hugged her, saying warmly, “We’re all family.”

Shi Sui: “……”

After Li Yin found out, the news grew wings and reached Shi Yue’s ears, leaving him equally shocked and disoriented.

That very evening, Yan Tingli brazenly took his place at their family dinner table. Shi Sui watched him sweet-talk and deceive her parents, sneering coldly in her heart.

At the same time, she was carefully calculating in her mind.

Once her internship ended, she would resign and leave immediately when it expired.

Then, when school started in September, she would fly directly back to Los Angeles, stay there until graduation, and consider settling down permanently.

Shi Sui lowered her eyes, her gaze flickering. Even if Yan Tingli knew where she was, so what? She would never submit to marrying him.

By late August, the summer heat finally began to fade.

The next day, Shi Sui didn’t even eat breakfast, arriving at the company at dawn and using a colleague’s phone to buy plane tickets—she didn’t know if it would work, but she might as well assume it would.

Soon, it was Monday morning meeting time.

Her phone kept buzzing. Opening it, she saw it was all messages from that person.

Yan Tingli’s WeChat had been forcibly added that night when she was fast asleep.

Just like the old pinned chat that couldn’t be removed, now even if Shi Sui deleted his WeChat, it would be futile.

Yan Tingli didn’t say much, but every word was practically a provocation to Shi Sui.

[See you’re not asleep yet, need to hear piano?]

[I’ll play for Sui Sui personally, won’t have 3.0 play it]

These were last night’s messages.

At the time, Shi Sui had covered her ears with a pillow in protest.

But the next second, her phone rang.

Shi Sui snorted coldly, hung up with a “snap,” and turned off her phone.

Then the room filled with eerie horror nursery rhymes played by 3.0.

Shi Sui: “……”

She angrily turned her phone back on and called back, suppressing her voice: “Yan Tingli, are you sick?!”

Through the phone, Shi Sui could hear the trembling laughter from his chest.

Then, a smooth piano melody began playing. Shi Sui was stunned for a second before immediately recognizing this as “Ballade pour Adeline,” the piece Theodore had given her at the music club.

The piece that she had thought Theodore played beautifully at the time now came from Yan Tingli’s hands.

Comparing the two, the difference was immediately apparent.

Even though Shi Sui was a layperson and the music was coming through a phone.

She still couldn’t help but be moved by it.

Returning from memory, Shi Sui looked at Yan Tingli’s latest message, her pupils dilating in shock.

[See you later]

See you later? See what?

Until someone suddenly burst out during the tedious morning meeting: “What?”

Fu Ze stood up, asking emotionally: “The project is being given to Zhao Sheng? Vice President, didn’t you make a mistake?”

The vice president frowned at him: “President Yan’s secretary personally coordinated with me. How could there be a mistake?”

Shi Sui looked up and saw Fu Ze’s red face and thick neck, having some premonition.

“Impossible,” Fu Ze couldn’t believe it. “President Yan thought highly of me. I even worked overtime for several days to submit—”

“President Yan! You, how did you come personally?” At this moment, the vice president suddenly stood up, walking toward Yan Tingli who had suddenly appeared at the meeting room door.

Today, he wasn’t dressed formally, probably just for normal work, wearing whatever was comfortable.

The simplest shirt and pants, paired with that young face, at first glance, he almost looked like a college student who hadn’t left campus.

No one could connect him with the president of the enormous Zhilian Future.

Sensing Yan Tingli’s searching gaze, Shi Sui immediately lowered her head.

Seeing Yan Tingli, Fu Ze was overjoyed, walking over like he’d seen a savior: “President Yan, it’s me, Xiao Fu.”

Yan Tingli didn’t speak, so Fu Ze continued complaining: “President Yan, regarding the project with your company, did your subordinates make a mistake—”

Yan Tingli ignored him, walking inside, revealing the lunch box in his other hand.

The vice president looked at him puzzledly: “President Yan, what’s this?”

At this moment, Yan Tingli finally spotted Shi Sui at the back, almost burying her face in her laptop keyboard, and broke into a pleased smile.

“Sui Sui,” he called out, “come to my side.”

Huh? Who?

Everyone at the meeting was stunned.

Shi Sui suddenly looked up, glaring at him.

Getting her response, Yan Tingli seemed to finally remember the vice president he’d left hanging, saying flatly: “I came today to handle some personal matters.”

“Then you’re…?”

Yan Tingli raised the lunch box in his hand, saying carelessly, “Bringing breakfast to my fiancée.”

“Huh?” The vice president was shocked: “Fian, fiancée?”

Nearby, Fu Ze’s expression underwent acute changes, an extremely bad premonition arising that made him stiffly turn to look toward the intern seating area where Shi Sui sat.

“Shi Sui.” Seeing she still wasn’t moving, Yan Tingli’s lip curved as he called her full name again, “Come here.”

Now, everyone in the meeting room’s gaze focused on her face.

In all her years, Shi Sui had never received so much admiring or envious attention.

Yet she felt no happiness at all. Her steps heavy, she steeled herself and walked toward the door.

Nearby, Fu Ze’s bad premonition intensified. Watching Shi Sui approach, he quietly and silently backed away.

As soon as his foot moved, a gaze pressed down from above.

Yan Tingli seemed to finally remember his existence, smiling as he called: “Team Leader Fu.”

Fu Ze: “…Yes.”

Yan Tingli used a regretful tone: “Originally, you were the partner I was most optimistic about, but now, is this the work you’re giving me?”

Fu Ze: “What?”

“I’m not very satisfied with the samples you submitted.”

Fu Ze’s face paled, then he heard Yan Tingli continue: “But it’s fine. Team Leader Fu’s abilities are insufficient—that can’t be helped. I don’t blame you.”

“Learn from this lesson next time.” As he spoke, he pulled the slowly approaching Shi Sui by the arm, saying unhurriedly, “Do more work, talk less.”

“Do you understand?”

Although Yan Tingli spoke gently, Fu Ze’s face still burned.

This feeling of being lifted in front of the entire company, then mercilessly dropped, was tantamount to mental streaking.

Fu Ze gritted his teeth and looked up.

He met Yan Tingli’s indifferent gaze and the cold curve of his lips.

Looking again at Shi Sui protected in his embrace, Fu Ze finally understood.

Everything was to teach him a lesson. Bone-deep chills ran up Fu Ze’s spine as he sat back down, pale-faced.

“Vice President Liao,” Yan Tingli asked casually, “is the meeting over?”

Vice President Liao read the room: “Ah yes yes yes, everything that needed to be said has been said.”

Yan Tingli nodded satisfactorily, his palm guiding Shi Sui outside: “Let’s go eat.”

The company had a dedicated break room for employees to rest and eat their meals.

Shi Sui only needed to taste one spoonful to know this was pumpkin porridge Yan Tingli had made himself, using imported pumpkins from abroad with nothing else added—the taste was very bland.

The series of events at the morning meeting, aside from initial embarrassment, didn’t cause particularly large emotional waves in Shi Sui.

Yan Tingli’s operation was simply to let company people know about their relationship, too.

But since he could set up Li Yin to see them lying in the same bed, nothing could exceed her tolerance now.

From parents to colleagues.

Who would be next?

Shi Sui numbly lowered her head to drink porridge.

While she ate, Yan Tingli sat across from her, propping his chin and watching her with curved eyes.

He was in an especially good mood, saying slowly: “Sui Sui, how do you always attract such trash?”

Shi Sui was too lazy to respond, finishing the last sip of porridge.

Yan Tingli sighed again: “I still need to help you clear them away. You can’t live without me, Sui Sui.”

Although she couldn’t muster sympathy for these people, his smugness particularly irritated her.

“You’re right,” Shi Sui suddenly nodded, “I just have a trash-attracting constitution.”

As she spoke, she cast her gaze toward Yan Tingli, this “biggest piece of trash.”

Yan Tingli was silent for a few seconds, his smile disappearing.

Suddenly reaching out to vindictively pinch her cheek, he stood up and approached her ear playfully: “What a pity then—you’ll have to spend your whole life with this trash. Can’t separate no matter what.”

After saying this, he turned and left with the lunchbox.

Yan Tingli was indeed very busy now, hardly able to spare complete blocks of time.

It was fortunate the two companies were close, allowing him to squeeze in visits.

Being busy was good.

Shi Sui lowered her eyes thoughtfully.

In three more days, she could finish her internship, stamp and pack up to leave.

The ticket to Los Angeles was for a week later.

Shi Sui took a deep breath.

That evening after work, seeing Yan Tingli at the dinner table again, Shi Sui remained calm as still water.

Now, no matter where he appeared, she wasn’t surprised anymore.

“Xiao Li says he often works overtime past mealtime and doesn’t feel like eating,” Li Yin brought the last portion of pork rib and corn soup to the table, “so I told him to come eat at home when he has time, otherwise it’s bad for his stomach over the years.”

Rest assured, he’s more afraid of death than anyone, all his ingredients are imported—he would never skip meals.

Shi Sui grumbled internally.

When Yan Tingli wanted to, he was very good at making people happy.

Chatting with Shi Yue about recent stock markets, casually recommending stocks; gossiping with Li Yin, casually disparaging her rival streamers.

The entire dinner table was filled with laughter.

Shi Sui looked at him in disbelief.

Warm light poured from overhead, further highlighting Yan Tingli’s jade-like skin. His eyes curved upward as he winked gently at her.

Shi Sui’s expression became somewhat dazed.

For that moment, she seemed to see that summer in the small town years ago—Yan Tingli competing with her to skip stones in the sunlight, feeding cat food to Ping’an.

She slowly lowered her eyes.

She also felt a subtle sourness at the tip of her nose, and even suddenly had a thought—

If only Yan Tingli could always be like this.

Shi Sui was startled by this sudden notion, shaking her head and quickly lowering it to drink soup.

After dinner, Shi Yue and Li Yin exchanged a glance and suddenly said they wanted to go out for a walk.

Shi Sui pulled at her lips, catching Yan Tingli’s lip curve from her peripheral vision—how could she not see what these two meant?

She was too lazy to be angry, humming acknowledgment before leaning on the sofa and mechanically changing TV channels.

When she switched to the children’s channel, “Big Ear Tutu” was playing on screen.

Shi Sui’s finger paused, just about to quickly change channels, when the space beside her dipped.

Yan Tingli suddenly pressed her hand: “Let’s watch this.”

He leaned very close, his breath right beside her.

“Sui Sui,” Yan Tingli called her name, his tone very slow, “I haven’t watched cartoons with you in a long time.”

Some people shouldn’t get too close—that was right.

Sensing that soft, sour emotion appearing in her heart again, Shi Sui pressed her lips together and said nothing.

Yan Tingli: “Today, I’m very happy.”

“Sui Sui, I want to kiss you now.” His features approached, dark pupils staring at her lips.

Kiss if you want to kiss, Shi Sui was too lazy to refuse. She couldn’t refuse anyway, so she might as well save some energy.

Unlike that night’s storm.

This time, Yan Tingli’s kiss was very gentle, his palm caressing her nape, softly sucking and licking in her mouth like a gentle breeze and light rain.

He kissed with bright pupils.

As if he’d never kissed before, like a green boy, kissing again and again.

Both their breathing became unsteady, but the atmosphere was more peaceful than at any time since they’d reunited.

Shi Sui’s body went soft, unable to support herself, falling back onto the sofa.

Yan Tingli leaned over her, dark eyes gazing down.

“Sui Sui, I’m very happy.” He said for the second time, “Don’t lie to me, and don’t do things that make me unhappy anymore.”

“Let’s just continue like this, okay?”

Shi Sui opened her lips but still made no sound.

So Yan Tingli came to kiss her again.

Kissing until Shi Sui’s mind almost went fuzzy, her sour heart wavering again.

Suddenly, “click.”

Something cold locked around her ankle.

Shi Sui reflexively struggled and sat up to look.

Seeing the beautiful pink diamond ankle chain on her ankle, she looked at Yan Tingli in a daze.

“Do you like it?” Yan Tingli smiled at her.

Given that he used to like giving luxury gifts, Shi Sui’s suspended heart relaxed somewhat as she touched it: “It’s quite pretty.”

But after searching for a long time, she couldn’t see where to remove it: “How do you take this off?”

Yan Tingli continued cupping the back of her head, kissing her.

Biting her lower lip: “Just wear it—what’s the point of taking it off?”

Chapter 41: Running to America, wouldn’t that be even more…
Shi Yue and Li Yin’s stroll seemed to have taken them around West Lake ten times, judging by how long they were gone.

Shi Sui had been kissed breathless by Yan Tingli, her whole body going soft. She didn’t even know how many episodes of cartoons had played, yet they still hadn’t returned.

At this moment, Yan Tingli wasn’t faring much better either.

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, his pupils dilated. He had to pull back and take breaks between kisses, his usually cool skin radiating scorching heat.

How could Shi Sui not see that he had reached his critical point?

In the past, when it was just the two of them, he would have already devoured her completely. Now he refused to let go, yet still forced himself to endure, all because Shi Yue and Li Yin could return at any moment.

After all, he still had to maintain his well-behaved and refined facade in front of those two.

Fortunately, due to the different physiological structures of men and women, compared to him, Shi Sui could still maintain much better control.

Her thick eyelashes lowered, her pupils slowly rotating once as she showed Yan Tingli, who was trying to calm down, a gentle and soft smile.

Then, her right hand’s fingers lightly traced across his lower back as if inadvertently.

Shi Sui knew Yan Tingli’s sensitive spots all too clearly.

She still remembered that first time, when she had nervously and accidentally touched his lower back not long after they started. The next moment, he let out a soft hum and froze in place.

Then he rolled off the bed expressionlessly.

When he came back, he flipped her over, his voice deep: “Again.”

Shi Sui reasonably suspected that his particular fondness for that position was also due to this unspeakable reason.

Now, her hand had just touched his lean lower back.

Yan Tingli’s pupils moved, his lips pressed tight, and his gaze visibly deepened as he looked at her.

Shi Sui blinked innocently and continued sliding her hand upward.

Her other hand lightly touched his thigh, feeling the muscles beneath tense and tremble.

Just as she was about to move higher, Yan Tingli caught her hand.

But his grip wasn’t firm, his head buried in the sofa, his chest rising and falling slowly.

Shi Sui blinked, taking advantage of his moment of recovery to press down directly with her fingers.

At the same time, she smoothly sat on his leg, her other hand skillfully pinching his waist.

Yan Tingli’s eyelashes trembled continuously, a husky, muffled groan about to escape his throat, but Shi Sui pressed against his lips.

She suddenly put on a panicked expression: “Shh, keep it down.”

“Mom and Dad are back.”

“They’re coming upstairs.”

Yan Tingli’s expression immediately soured, and his hands around her waist showed signs of loosening.

Shi Sui’s encircling right hand suddenly pressed down hard on his lower back with her thumb.

Yan Tingli’s pupils became misty as if soaked in water. He closed his eyes, the veins on the back of his hands faintly visible.

Finally, he said, “Get off.”

His voice was hoarse, his expression blank.

It was an unprecedented moment when his brain stopped functioning, led around by the nose by her.

Shi Sui could barely hide the triumphant smile at the corners of her lips, then mimicked his malicious tone from many years ago, saying airily: “Ah, I heard wrong.”

But accompanying her voice was Yan Tingli, who had only been dazed for an instant before immediately becoming clear-headed. He said flatly: “Little snail, lock the door.” The look he gave her made Shi Sui shiver.

Shi Sui’s waist was firmly pressed from behind.

“Ten minutes.”

“Otherwise,” Yan Tingli said coldly, “I’ll do you here all night.”

Shi Sui didn’t believe him: “My parents are about to come back—”

“3.0 is still in trial mode. Is it a problem if there are some bugs?” Yan Tingli showed her a smile, “Mom and Dad would surely understand, too.”

“……”

Shi Sui’s expression stiffened for a moment, and she immediately tried to push herself up from the sofa to run.

The next second she was grabbed by the ankle, the ankle chain she had just put on making delicate tinkling sounds.

Yan Tingli’s fingertips brushed over the pink diamonds on it, covering it as he whispered in her ear: “Do I need to say it again? I don’t like it when you try to run.”

Shi Sui had always been very tactful. She immediately said, “I’ll help you now.”

After a long while, Shi Sui quietly observed him – there was still no movement, so she glanced around while placing her other hand on his lower back.

She was immediately discovered. Yan Tingli’s expression didn’t look good as he said coldly, “No cheating.”

“……”

When it was over, Yan Tingli had 3.0 turn on the air freshening system to dissipate the smell.

The two people whose WeChat step count had probably broken ten thousand finally returned home.

Yan Tingli immediately politely said goodbye, maintaining his perfectly refined and genteel facade. While they were talking, Shi Sui shook her still-sore hand and slammed the bedroom door shut with a “bang.”

That night before bed, Shi Sui received a call from Zhou Xuyan, who said she was coming to Jiangnan for field research and immediately wanted to arrange to meet.

At that moment, Shi Sui was on her bed studying how to open the ankle chain.

But after searching around the chain, she still couldn’t find any clasp that could be opened.

She couldn’t help but become increasingly agitated, examining the ankle chain carefully.

“Suisui, what are you doing?” Zhou Xuyan sensed she was distracted and hummed in dissatisfaction.

Shi Sui quickly refocused and responded: “Come anytime, I’ll be here.”

Thinking of Zhou Xuyan’s encyclopedic knowledge of various luxury brands, Shi Sui turned on the camera and asked: “Yanyan, have you seen this ankle chain before? What brand is it?”

Zhou Xuyan became interested: “Move your camera closer, let me see.”

As she spoke, she also leaned closer to the screen, carefully examining the ankle chain.

Then she suddenly gasped: “How is yours so similar to that pink diamond that was bought by a private buyer for eighty million at Christie’s auction last month? Did you buy this on Taobao? Are replicas this realistic now?”

Shi Sui was stunned by the phrase “eighty million,” her fingertips touching the thumb-sized diamond at the center of the ankle chain.

“Never mind where I bought it,” she blinked, “how do you open this ankle chain?”

Zhou Xuyan was obviously more interested in the diamond, practically pressing her whole face to the camera, continuously saying: “Get closer, put your foot under the light, let me see the clarity and color.”

After looking for quite a while, she still doubtfully hissed: “Why do I feel like this doesn’t look fake?”

Knowing she was obsessed with bags and diamonds, Shi Sui said helplessly: “This should be real.”

“Ah?!”

Having gotten entangled with Yan Tingli again in such a short time, Shi Sui was too embarrassed to say it outright.

And her every word and action could potentially be monitored by 3.0 and reported to Yan Tingli at any time.

Shi Sui could only lower her eyes and hint at Zhou Xuyan with her gaze.

Zhou Xuyan immediately understood but still stood there with her mouth open, unable to react for a long time.

“What a complete—” Zhou Xuyan was about to curse, but the next second, thinking of certain deep memories, she forcibly swallowed the words back.

“Let’s talk when we meet in person.” She hastily waved and quickly went offline.

Leaving Shi Sui to worry over the ankle chain, feeling vaguely anxious and uneasy.

She lay back.

Forget it, she’d wait to meet in person and have Zhou Xuyan take another look.

Zhou Xuyan arrived in Hangzhou two days later and arranged to meet that same day.

At that time, Shi Sui had just completed her month-long internship and was having Fu Ze and Zhao Sheng sign her internship documents.

Fu Ze signed off on her excellent rating without a word, as if avoiding the plague.

When Zhao Sheng saw the documents, she was stunned: “You’re leaving just like that?”

Shi Sui nodded gently.

The entire Zhilian project was something President Yan had given to Guangmei just for her sake.

Why would she suddenly leave?

Zhao Sheng signed with her doubts: “You can come back anytime after graduation and be directly promoted to full-time.”

Shi Sui had always been grateful to Zhao Sheng. She smiled and thanked her: “Thank you, Sister Zhao.”

Taking the internship materials, Shi Sui felt completely relieved.

She hadn’t accumulated much at her workstation in a month, so after packing up casually, she left the company and went to the restaurant Zhou Xuyan had chosen, messaging her parents on her phone that she wouldn’t be home for dinner.

At the same time, she also saw Yan Tingli’s message.

[After dinner with your cousin tonight, I’ll pick you up]

Looking at the word “cousin” for a while, Shi Sui finally realized he was referring to Zhou Xuyan.

Compared to Yan Tingli’s previously cold attitude toward Zhou Xuyan when she met with her, he could now even be called “understanding and reasonable.”

But Shi Sui only felt a cold chill. She had never told him she was meeting Zhou Xuyan.

She turned off her phone expressionlessly and walked into the restaurant.

“Suisui,” seeing her, Zhou Xuyan at the table almost jumped up excitedly, rushing over to embrace her tightly, “I missed you so much!!!”

It had been a long time.

Shi Sui closed her eyes and hugged her back: “Me too.”

The two hugged for quite a while before sitting face to face.

Zhou Xuyan looked her over carefully and suddenly smiled: “Suisui, you’re even more beautiful than before.”

“How so?”

“Your eyes are brighter.” Zhou Xuyan pointed at her eyes with two fingers.

Shi Sui laughed.

The two chatted casually, but their conversation inevitably circled back to that person.

Only after all the dishes were served did Zhou Xuyan lower her voice: “Is he still the same as before?”

“Even more than before…” Shi Sui suddenly lowered her gaze.

She didn’t know how to describe it and could only leave it at that.

How could Zhou Xuyan not understand? Her expression also became extremely unpleasant: “So what do you plan to do?”

Shi Sui moved her lips. After several seconds, she still swallowed her words and changed the subject: “By the way, Yanyan, can you help me see how to remove this ankle chain?”

Zhou Xuyan’s attention was drawn: “You still haven’t gotten it off?” She got up and came to her side, “Let me take a look.”

Almost as soon as her gaze fell on the pigeon egg-sized pink diamond in the center, Zhou Xuyan’s eyes widened in amazement, unable to resist reaching out to touch it: “Damn, it’s really beautiful.”

No woman could resist diamonds, Zhou Xuyan especially so.

“You know what, even though Yan Tingli has become too…” she paused, “he is generous, eighty million just to put on your ankle to play with.”

Shi Sui calmly drank her soup: “Besides you, no one else can tell it’s real.”

Only after Zhou Xuyan finished marveling and her fingertips had made a complete circle around the metal chain did she slowly furrow her brow.

Seeing this made Shi Sui’s heart skip a beat: “You can’t figure it out either?”

“Hiss,” Zhou Xuyan was also dumbfounded, “this, this doesn’t have anywhere to open at all, does it?”

Her fingertip circled the pink diamond in the center, joking: “Could the clasp be inside here? Please, this is a diamond, diamond!”

Shi Sui’s brow furrowed tightly as she looked down at the ankle chain, her bad premonitions layering one upon another.

Both women stared blankly at their respective thoughts.

Until someone calmly knocked twice on the table with their knuckles.

“Long time no see, cousin.”

A laughing voice that could wake Zhou Xuyan from nightmares came from above her head.

Stiffening instantly, she jerked her head up.

The first second of eye contact, Zhou Xuyan reflexively sprang up, distancing herself several meters from him, and quickly sat across from Shi Sui.

“Suisui,” Yan Tingli smoothly sat beside Shi Sui, his tone dissatisfied, “cousin is ignoring me.”

Zhou Xuyan: “……”

Shi Sui was too lazy to deal with him and continued eating.

Yan Tingli had the waiter bring another set of chopsticks and bowl, saying casually: “I haven’t eaten either, shall we eat together?”

Zhou Xuyan suddenly lost her appetite and slowly put down her chopsticks.

Only Shi Sui remained unfazed: “Whatever you want.”

Zhou Xuyan’s eye twitched as she couldn’t help but sigh inwardly—they had all underestimated Shi Sui. Not everyone could maintain such mental stability after being with Yan Tingli for so many years.

“You two,” this face-to-face situation was really unbearable, Zhou Xuyan finally couldn’t hold back, “are you back together now?”

As if waiting for this question, Yan Tingli immediately looked up, his voice light: “Suisui and I have always been together, haven’t we?”

Zhou Xuyan’s lips twitched, her tone strange: “Always… have you?”

“We were in a long-distance relationship for the past few years, weren’t we?” He raised an eyebrow.

Zhou Xuyan was silent for a long time before finally going against her conscience: “Uh, I guess… so.”

She grabbed her tea and gulped it down.

“Oh right,” Yan Tingli suddenly seemed to remember something, saying casually, “cousin should be my and Suisui’s bridesmaid at our wedding.”

“Marriage?!” Zhou Xuyan really couldn’t hold it together anymore, standing up abruptly, “You’ve already registered?”

Shi Sui: “No.”

Yan Tingli smiled: “Soon.”

Zhou Xuyan stared straight at Shi Sui for a long time.

Her chest felt restless, she almost wanted to ask if legal aid was needed.

Shi Sui said calmly: “It’s still early.”

Zhou Xuyan’s chest relaxed a bit as she sat back down and picked up her chopsticks.

She blurted out: “That’s good.”

As soon as the words left her mouth, she felt the atmosphere freeze. Yan Tingli’s half-smiling gaze made her feel pressured as she lowered her head and ate obediently.

“……”

After this meal, Zhou Xuyan immediately flew back to Beijing.

At that moment, Shi Sui sat in Yan Tingli’s passenger seat, calmly seeing her off online.

Unlike the low-key black sedan from university, Yan Tingli now traveled in luxury cars.

Today, it was that supercar with extremely high exposure.

Sitting in it now, Shi Sui remained calm as still water.

“The ankle chain,” Yan Tingli asked while driving, “do you like it?”

Shi Sui suddenly turned to look at him: “How do you get this ankle chain off?”

“Why take it off?” Yan Tingli seemed puzzled. “Doesn’t it look good?”

Shi Sui tried to remain calm: “When you buy something, would you buy something that can’t be removed once worn?”

Yan Tingli chuckled: “I can help you remove it.”

Shi Sui: “So did you put a listening device in it?”

Yan Tingli lightly applied the brakes, as if sighing: “Suisui, how can you think of me that way?”

Just as Shi Sui was about to feel relieved, she heard Yan Tingli laugh softly: “It’s just a tracker.”

“Tracker?” Her voice shot up, “You’re tracking me?”

“Isn’t this just right?” Yan Tingli said lightly, “It’s convenient for me to find you.”

In an instant, Shi Sui felt as if she had fallen into an ice cellar.

Did he already know about her buying a ticket back to America?

Her face paled as she slowly leaned back against the seat.

“What’s with that expression,” Yan Tingli pulled the car over, looking at her with a half-smile, “could it be that Suisui has already decided where to run?”

Shi Sui remained silent for a long time: “…I’ve already come back, where else could I run?” She said slowly: “So can you please stop doing this?”

Yan Tingli turned his head, blinking at her: “Really not going anywhere?”

Shi Sui’s mind was screaming “leave,” but after a long silence, she finally said with difficulty: “Really.”

Her expression must be very stiff, she thought.

Yan Tingli’s dark pupils fixed on her face. After a long time, just when Shi Sui felt her soul might leave her body from his stare, he finally smiled and leaned forward, his knuckles gripping her calf: “I believe Suisui.”

Shi Sui watched helplessly as he rubbed the pink diamond with his thumb.

Then, the ankle chain opened.

In that instant, Shi Sui’s eyes widened, looking at him with an almost horrified expression.

As if he couldn’t see her expression, Yan Tingli asked with curved eyes: “Isn’t it amazing?”

He played with the pink diamond with his pale fingertips, saying casually: “First use femtosecond laser to carve cavities inside the diamond, then put nano-level sensors and microprocessors inside.”

“The processing fee alone was twenty million.” Yan Tingli tossed the ankle chain back to her, “Now I’m giving it to Suisui to play with.”

A hundred million yuan item, thrown to her like a toy.

Shi Sui caught it like a hot potato, couldn’t help saying: “This is too expensive.”

Yan Tingli leaned closer to her, saying slowly word by word: “But aren’t all my things yours?”

Shi Sui looked at him.

She almost felt he was corrupting her with money.

Yan Tingli moved even closer.

His eyes gazed deeply at her, his hand on the steering wheel cupping the back of her head, his lips gently covering hers as he kissed her while saying: “As long as Suisui stays by my side.”

“I can agree to anything for you, can’t I?”

“You asked me to unlock it, and I did.” He said vaguely, “Aren’t I quite obedient to you?”

“So, always stay by my side.”

“Hmm?”

His kiss suddenly intensified.

Swallowing Shi Sui’s hesitant sounds.

Yan Tingli drove her downstairs, and Shi Sui returned home with a blank mind.

She had even forgotten that her lipstick had been completely eaten away, and there was an ambiguous kiss mark on her neck.

Li Yin coughed lightly and awkwardly averted her gaze: “Back from a date with Xiao Li?”

A date, a date with Yan Tingli?

Suddenly hearing such an unfamiliar word, Shi Sui couldn’t even react.

When had she and Yan Tingli ever had a date?

But in a daze, she remembered that in her parents’ eyes, she and Yan Tingli were lovers who had dated for five years, overcome difficulties, had love stronger than gold, and even had plans to marry soon.

In her colleagues’ eyes, she was Yan Tingli’s fiancée; he doted on her extremely, throwing away tens of millions in projects without hesitation.

How absurd.

Suddenly, Shi Sui’s phone rang, showing Su Han calling.

She came back to herself, greeted Li Yin, then went to her room to answer the call. As soon as she picked up, an incredulous voice came through: “My god, you and Yan Tingli are getting married? When did you two get in touch? Did he force you?”

Shi Sui opened her lips, not even knowing where to begin explaining all this absurdity. She could only ask weakly: “Where did you hear this?”

“My dad told me,” Su Han said indignantly, “today at the company, Yan Tingli was chatting with my dad and even said you’re getting married next year, asking me to be a bridesmaid.”

“So annoying, so annoying!”

Such words were undoubtedly the most direct provocation to Su Ye and Su Han.

From Zhou Xuyan to Su Ye and Su Han, everyone who had once helped her escape China had been notified by him with casual indifference.

With a kind of childish vindictive pleasure.

“So what about you? Did you agree to him?!”

Shi Sui took a deep breath: “I didn’t.”

Su Han: “That’s good, seems like it’s his wishful thinking.”

Shi Sui fell silent.

At this point, what did her refusal even count as?

All escape routes had been blocked, and everyone around her was helpless against him.

As long as Yan Tingli wanted, there were countless ways to find her.

Shi Sui finished the call with Su Han in a confused state of mind, sitting blankly on the bed, staring ahead.

3.0: “It’s getting late, Suisui, you should wash up and rest.”

Shi Sui’s lips pressed tightly.

Without her command, it had started calling her Suisui again. The current 3.0 was completely Yan Tingli’s eyes, and it did not attempt to hide it.

Shi Sui looked at it with hollow eyes.

In the end, she said nothing, mechanically taking off her change of clothes and getting up to go to the bathroom.

In the middle of the night, Shi Sui, who had never fallen asleep, got up.

She turned off all the circuit breakers in the house, packed her luggage, changed her flight to the earliest one, and headed straight to the airport.

On the way.

Shi Sui thought of nothing.

Regardless of the consequences, ignore tomorrow.

She only knew she had to leave this place.

Go to another space to properly calm down.

This feeling of being gently pressed into a swamp made Shi Sui experience the suffocation of having her eyes covered and mouth and nose blocked.

No one knew the truth.

Those who knew the truth were too busy protecting themselves.

Yan Tingli had used every means to surround her with iron walls, leaving her isolated and helpless.

Sitting on the plane, Shi Sui watched the city below become smaller and smaller.

She closed her eyes.

At this time, dawn was just breaking.

Yan Tingli sat in front of a huge single piece of glass window, quietly watching the plane crossing the city, getting farther and farther until it became a small dot.

The location information on his phone screen also followed the same direction.

Getting farther and farther away.

After a long time, he lowered his eyelashes.

“Liar.” Yan Tingli dissatisfiedly stroked Ping’an’s fur, “Your mother lied to me again.”

Ping’an was tugged and immediately bounced far away.

It “meowed” at him in reproach.

Yan Tingli said coldly to himself, “Fortunately, for a liar like your mother with negative credibility, I left several more trackers.”

Suitcase, backpack, makeup bag.

“Do you think your mother is stupid?” Yan Tingli suddenly smiled again, pulling Ping’an back into his arms, saying in a calm tone, “Running to America just makes it more convenient.”

“……” Ping’an looked at him with airplane ears.

Yan Tingli expressionlessly adjusted its ears back: “Don’t even need the household registration book anymore.”

Chapter 42: Try running away one more time!…
After more than ten hours of extreme flight time.

Upon arrival, it was evening in Los Angeles, with a bright moon and sparse stars. Shi Sui looked up at the deep blue sky. In this moment, she felt as if she were in another lifetime.

She suddenly returned to the dormitory. Her roommate, who had just finished a party in the dorm yesterday, came out rubbing her eyes. Seeing her at the door, she exclaimed in surprise in English: “Lily, how come you’re back?”

Shi Sui pushed her suitcase through the door, briefly answering: “I just suddenly wanted to come back.”

After undergraduate graduation, Mihuizi had returned to China, and Luna was Shi Sui’s new roommate during graduate school – a queen of the social scene who loved throwing parties.

Because of this, when Shi Sui opened her room door and saw wine bottles and game cards scattered everywhere, she helplessly paused at the doorway.

“Oh, sorry.” Luna rushed in to pick up the bottles, but her hands weren’t steady, and half a bottle of unfinished wine spilled on the floor again.

“Sorry,” Luna repeated, “sorry…”

Shi Sui wearily waved her hand: “It’s fine, I’ll clean it up.”

After the exhausting journey, she hadn’t closed her eyes for a day and a night.

After cleaning up all the mess, she was utterly exhausted.

Shi Sui didn’t even make the bed, just lay straight down on the carpet, closed her eyes, and fell into a deep sleep.

When she woke up again, bright daylight was streaming through the window, warm sunshine falling on her cheeks.

The dormitory was very quiet. Probably to avoid disturbing her, Luna had left early.

Looking at the time, it was almost noon. Shi Sui had slept for more than ten hours.

Pressing her dizzy head as she sat up, Shi Sui looked around.

This small dormitory where she had lived for almost three years wasn’t large, basically just fitting a bed, a desk, and a small window by the bed that always let in sunlight.

Shi Sui hadn’t slept this well in a long time.

Every part of the new house in Hangzhou was exquisitely decorated, embodying her parents’ hard work.

But in comparison, she hadn’t slept as deeply there as she did here.

After spacing out for a while, Shi Sui finally turned on her phone, which had been on do-not-disturb mode.

Before boarding the plane, Shi Sui had messaged her parents, not mentioning returning to school but using the excuse of traveling abroad.

The two were confused.

Li Yin asked in the group chat: [Why do you suddenly want to travel abroad?]

Shi Sui replied: [I wanted a spontaneous trip]

Li Yin: [When will you be back? Is Xiao Li going with you?]

Shi Sui selectively answered: [We’ll see]

Seeing the message, Li Yin helplessly looked at Shi Yue: “This girl is becoming more and more willful.”

“She’s all grown up, let her be.” Shi Yue said with infinite indulgence.

Ever since learning that Shi Sui and Yan Tingli had been dating for five years and were even at the stage of discussing marriage, both felt somewhat dazed.

Yes, Suisui was no longer a child. After three years abroad alone, she had grown into an adult more independent than themselves.

After replying to her parents, Shi Sui held her breath for a moment before scrolling down to look at Yan Tingli’s chat window.

It was empty.

He hadn’t sent her anything.

Shi Sui’s chest didn’t relax because of this, instead being filled with an even more anxious emotion.

After pondering for a long time, she suddenly remembered something and found Gao Linhan’s chat window. After typing and deleting for a while: [Are you busy today?]

He replied after a long time, with the typical deadened feeling of office work: [We’re busy every day]

That was good.

Shi Sui replied: [Then go ahead and be busy]

But Gao Linhan’s character never collapsed – even when busy, he never forgot to gossip: [You and Brother Yan, are you getting married?]

Was Yan Tingli planning to announce it to the whole world? Shi Sui sneered.

Perhaps the free air of America gave Shi Sui back her confidence, and for the first time she replied crudely: [Marriage my ass]

Huh? Didn’t Yan Tingli say this morning that he was leaving for a few days to get married and have a honeymoon?

Almost as soon as Yan Tingli mentioned leaving, the entire technical department was suppressing their excitement, just short of throwing a party to celebrate.

God knows how high-pressure and terrifying it was to work under Yan Tingli.

Yan Tingli’s intelligence and reaction ability were on a completely different dimension from ordinary people. Even though they were already elite among elites, trying to keep up with his thinking was exhausting to the point of death.

When work wasn’t done well, Yan Tingli’s upbringing meant he wouldn’t scold, but being swept by his half-smiling, indifferent gaze and feeling the contempt from a higher dimension was worse than being yelled at.

Now that Yan Tingli wasn’t there, what was the difference from having a vacation?

Seeing Shi Sui’s reply like this, Gao Linhan’s excitement froze for a second.

Another fight?

No! You absolutely must get married!

He hurriedly tapped the screen with his question: [But didn’t Brother Yan say—]

Halfway through typing, a gentle voice suddenly came from behind: “Having a good chat?”

Gao Linhan shuddered violently, his phone dropped to the floor with a “clatter.” He turned his chair to face Yan Tingli’s smiling eyes, looking at him.

“Cough, Brother Yan.”

Yan Tingli’s gaze slowly fell on the phone on the floor.

Gao Linhan immediately understood, picked it up, and scrolled through the screen in front of Yan Tingli.

They had only exchanged a few messages.

Yan Tingli stared coldly for a long time.

Someone’s knuckles rested on the back of his chair. Gao Linhan sensed him leaning closer, as if drilling the next words into his brain: “If she asks you, just say I’m at the company.”

“Understand?”

Although he didn’t know why, Gao Linhan had never had much principle: “Understood, understood.”

On this end, Shi Sui looked at her phone thoughtfully.

It seemed Yan Tingli was very busy recently and hadn’t discovered she had left yet.

Shi Sui bit into a hamburger, squinting at the sun outside the window, just about to breathe a sigh of relief.

On the screen, Yan Tingli’s chat window jumped with a new message: [Mom and Dad said you went traveling. Where did you go to play?]

Shi Sui stared at this message for a long time, her brain taking forever to process it.

The conversation was just too normal.

So normal that it seemed like she had just gone out to play for a few days, and Yan Tingli, having heard the news, casually asked about it.

Not knowing what trick he was playing now.

Shi Sui turned off her phone expressionlessly without replying.

The days back in California brought peace to Shi Sui’s heart.

She rested for several days straight, watching shows after waking up and resting late at night. There was no complicated workplace to attend, and no 3.0 monitoring her every moment.

Everything was so comfortable.

Shi Sui would occasionally secretly ask Gao Linhan for news, and the answers were all similar – Yan Tingli seemed to be at work, doing nothing unusual.

This made Shi Sui feel both strange and subtly uneasy.

But she had come with a go-for-broke mentality anyway.

If Yan Tingli wanted to do something, she couldn’t stop him anyway. Better to stay far away and give up struggling. At this distance, it would be more effort for him to come over.

After finishing her shows that evening, Shi Sui was contentedly preparing to sleep. Just as she closed her eyes, her phone buzzed.

Shi Sui frowned, habitually going to turn on do-not-disturb, but when she saw the message on screen, she suddenly sat up straight in bed, staring directly at what Yan Tingli had just sent: [Suisui, how about September 6th? The almanac says it’s very auspicious.]

What about September 6th? How about what? The day after tomorrow would be September 6th in China time. What did he want to do?

A bunch of question marks popped up in Shi Sui’s mind.

At this moment, a new message appeared on screen: [As our wedding anniversary]

Psycho!

Shi Sui irritably tapped the screen: [In your dreams!]

After replying, she threw her phone aside, lay down on the pillow, and forced herself to sleep.

This sleep was rather light, and Shi Sui woke up early in the morning.

Just as she opened her room door, she saw Luna coming back from outside, yawning and wearing Harley Quinn makeup.

Seeing Shi Sui, Luna’s yawn was cut in half: “Did I wake you up?”

“No, I woke up by myself.” Shi Sui looked at her curiously. “Where did you go?”

“The school’s cosplay party!” Speaking of this, Luna said excitedly, “It’s jointly organized by the dance and music clubs, right in the school auditorium. So many people play there every night.”

Shi Sui, who had been going between the apartment and the cafeteria daily, really didn’t know about this.

“Lily, if you keep staying in your room, even the Los Angeles sun won’t prevent you from getting moldy.” Luna said in an exaggerated tone, “Why don’t you come play with me?”

Shi Sui blinked, somewhat tempted by what she said.

After resting for so many days, her body was indeed too sluggish and needed some activity.

Moreover, she wasn’t sure if Yan Tingli would appear out of nowhere and come directly to her apartment. Comparatively, participating in activities would be safer.

“Then let’s go together tonight.” Shi Sui agreed.

Luna yawned again: “Okay, but let me sleep first.”

Luna had extremely vigorous energy – five hours of sleep could make her fully revived.

When she woke up and saw Shi Sui still in her nightgown watching shows, she said “oh”: “You’re planning to go to the cosplay party like this?”

Shi Sui realized: “Does everyone have to cosplay?”

“What’s fun about not cosplaying?” Luna pulled her along, saying excitedly, “Come with me, I have an outfit that’s perfect for you.”

“Ta-da!” Luna pulled out an elaborate white dress with intricate work and a veil from her messy cosplay costumes.

Shi Sui looked at the red “bloodstains” in the center of the dress and asked in surprise: “What is this cosplaying?”

“A vampire bride!” Luna poked her head out from behind the dress, giving a thumbs up, “Very suitable for you.”

“Why?” Shi Sui was puzzled.

“Your eyes are very dark, and your hair is black too.” Luna said, “Very atmospheric.”

Shi Sui thought about how black had an ominous symbolic meaning in the West, and vampires in movies and TV always used such elements.

Although she didn’t like this symbolism, she respected local cultures and said nothing.

“Oh right,” Luna picked up another set of a sexy red dress – the suspender stockings angel character she would cosplay today, “Lily, can you help me with makeup?”

Shi Sui, with her art background, could naturally handle complex cosplay makeup easily. She smiled and agreed.

This makeup session lasted almost until dark before Shi Sui finished dressing both herself and Luna.

Luna was generous with praise: “You’re the most beautiful vampire bride tonight.”

“And I’m the most beautiful, sexy angel.”

Shi Sui looked at her and smiled.

To fit the character, she deliberately used the whitest foundation, making her entire face exceptionally pale, with realistic bloodstains at the corners of her lips.

At the very center of the dress, at chest level, were deliberately printed bloodstains.

Shi Sui looked in the mirror – this appearance combined with a deathly expression was indeed somewhat eerie at first glance.

The party started at eight in the evening.

Shi Sui didn’t attend large parties often, so she looked around curiously.

The venue was large, with dynamic music and lighting. Various classic characters moved about, each dancing and swaying to the music. The whole scene was extremely exciting.

Luna was a social expert who knew countless people.

As soon as they entered, fresh faces came up to greet them.

Seeing Shi Sui beside her, they were generous with praise: “Oh, you’re the most suitable vampire bride I’ve ever seen.”

Shi Sui smiled back gladly.

It had to be said that occasionally participating in this type of activity and socializing was indeed relaxing.

After moving around the venue with Luna for a few rounds, Shi Sui suggested she rest for a while.

The high heels she was wearing today were also Luna’s and didn’t fit properly. Finding a quiet spot to sit, Shi Sui unconsciously took out her phone to scroll.

Then she saw the latest message that popped up on WeChat, from Yan Tingli: [I see you, my little bride]

Shi Sui’s fingertips trembled as she jerked her head up.

But at this moment, the music throughout the venue became louder and more frenzied, the lighting more dazzling, and more and more people crowded in. Accompanied by the overwhelming cheers and screams throughout the venue, the atmosphere reached its climax.

Trying to find Yan Tingli among so many people in strange costumes was almost impossible.

At the same time, many cosplay partners appeared before Shi Sui, inviting her to take photos.

Her appearance today was eye-catching enough. Various “Captain Americas,” “Spider-Mans,” and “Deadpools” came forward to interact. Shi Sui barely managed to respond.

But her gaze drifted among the crowd.

After refusing this “Spider-Man’s” request for a cheek kiss, Shi Sui was preparing to get up and leave when suddenly there was an amazed gasp from the crowd.

A male voice, clear and thin as snow, cold and pleasant, with an inherently noble British accent: “My immortal bride, do you await me in the shadows?”

When Yan Tingli walked over, the crowd automatically made way for him, but their gazes followed his movement.

He wore the most ordinary mask distributed at the venue, only revealing his cold white jawline and lips that appeared particularly dark red in the dim light.

Yan Tingli wore only the most ordinary black suit from his wardrobe, with a dark red pigeon blood brooch pinned to his lapel.

But he was tall with a slender, straight posture.

Walking over unhurriedly, he looked like a medieval aristocratic vampire.

Even Shi Sui couldn’t look away for a moment, even feeling her heart beating in sync with his approaching footsteps.

Until Yan Tingli half-knelt in front of her.

Before Shi Sui could react, her calf was grasped by cool knuckles, and she felt the touch of a metal chain on her leg again.

Her eyelashes trembled.

Watching him unhurriedly fasten that ankle chain with the tracker back on her, a surge of anger rose in her heart. Her foot in high heels immediately tried to kick at him, but Yan Tingli seemed to anticipate her movement and removed her high heel first.

The next second, amid everyone’s screaming cheers, Shi Sui felt her body lighten as he scooped her up with one arm, his other hand smoothly hooking the ill-fitting high heels.

“I’ve come to take my bride home.”

He held her tightly – Shi Sui definitely couldn’t break free. Noticing the camera flashes around them, she was both embarrassed and annoyed, finally burying her flushed face in his chest.

Only Yan Tingli’s chest resonated with calm, confident laughter.

At least he knew shame enough to wear a mask.

But what about her???

Shi Sui glared back at him angrily, and where no one could see, pinched his lower back hard with her fingers.

Yan Tingli carried her out of the venue. As the distant noise gradually faded, he threw off his mask, the pretended smile disappeared, and his gaze finally became the icy coldness of someone ready to settle accounts.

Shi Sui was thrown into the back seat of the car.

Her chin was lifted, his lips turned down as his fingertips rubbed her lips somewhat roughly, trying to wipe away the bloodstains deliberately painted at the corners of her mouth for realism.

Shi Sui was displeased and bit him: “What are you doing? It hurts.”

Yan Tingli’s expression was indifferent: “Wipe it off. I don’t like it.”

Then he reached behind her back, pulling down the zipper, about to undress her.

Shi Sui angrily slapped his hand away, scolding: “Can’t you pay attention to the occasion? Where is this? School!”

Yan Tingli still stubbornly tried to undress her, saying flatly: “The clothes, take them off. I don’t like them.”

Shi Sui: “……”

Perhaps changing environments made Shi Sui’s wings unconsciously harden again as she lifted her chin: “I don’t care if you like it or not. I won’t change clothes here.”

“There are spare clothes in the car,” Yan Tingli’s face showed his patience was exhausted, “Change.”

Shi Sui confronted him with her black and white eyes.

Here, there were no parents, no colleagues, and no 3.0 constantly monitoring.

Nothing could suppress her true thoughts anymore. Shi Sui said calmly, “Yan Tingli, don’t you understand? I hate your tyranny and coercion, which is why I constantly want to escape from you.”

Yan Tingli’s eyes still held obsessive coldness, his tone full of disdainful mockery: “Do you think you still have the ability to escape from my hands?”

Shi Sui was silent for several seconds.

Suddenly, she pointed from the car window toward a building opposite the school’s main building.

“Three years ago, I watched from the cafeteria as you stood there looking for me all day, then left.”

Shi Sui looked at him quietly as she spoke.

She felt Yan Tingli’s knuckles gripping hers tighten.

With a force that almost seemed to crush her, his voice became somewhat hoarse as he said word by word: “Do you think I couldn’t guess?”

Shi Sui looked at him in surprise.

“The result is enough for me.” Yan Tingli said expressionlessly, “At least from now on, you can’t escape from my palm.”

Shi Sui gritted her teeth: “But I will never voluntarily walk toward you. Is this what you want too?”

Yan Tingli stared at her for a long time, his eyelashes lowering, slowly moving.

After a long while, a mocking curve appeared at the corners of his lips as he pinched her chin up to face him directly: “Haven’t we always gotten by like this all these years?”

Shi Sui couldn’t refute this.

“It doesn’t matter,” Yan Tingli continued, rubbing her lips with his fingertips, methodically wiping away the last bit of painted blood: “As long as I’m happy.”

Shi Sui looked at him powerlessly, unable to say another word.

Yan Tingli then lowered his head forcefully, kissing her freshly cleaned lips without allowing refusal.

Stubbornly consuming the last bit of hateful bloodstains.

While kissing, he said to himself, “I chose a good date for our wedding.”

“Tomorrow morning, we’ll go to the Los Angeles registry office to get married, then to the embassy for notarization.”

“When we return home, we’ll tell Mom and Dad that we got married in Los Angeles and had a honeymoon while we were at it.”

Each sentence made Shi Sui’s spine stiffen.

And Yan Tingli seemed unable to see her expression, only continuing to look with disgust at the dress with bloodstains she was wearing.

He hated such unlucky things, hated such lifeless attire.

His knuckles continued pulling at the back zipper without question.

But Shi Sui dodged with a pale face, her chest heaving, her mind completely blank – so blank she thought of nothing.

Her whole body frantically screamed the word “escape.”

Shi Sui pushed open the car door and ran outside, not caring that her bare feet touched the ground.

Yan Tingli expressionlessly took long strides, got out of the car, and slammed the door shut.

He caught up in two steps, grabbing her hand from behind.

His upbringing from childhood made him speak with calm, clear tones – it was bred into his bones.

No matter how unstable his emotions, they never showed obviously on the surface.

But at this moment, his chest heaved as he stared at her like a beast that had been lying in wait for a long time and finally couldn’t bear it anymore.

“Shi Sui,” Yan Tingli raised his voice for the first time, word by word, hoarse as if his throat had been rolled over by burning coals: “Try running away one more time!”

Shi Sui turned around, stubbornly staring at him: “You only know how to force me.”

“So I will never voluntarily walk toward you.”

Yan Tingli suddenly gripped her neck tightly, asking expressionlessly: “Do you think I can’t bear to lock you up?”

“If you lock me up,” Shi Sui’s expression was calm as still water, “Then I’ll just die.”

Yan Tingli’s eyes became increasingly red at the corners. He grinned, almost trembling as he laughed.

“Good.” He said while laughing, “Then let me strangle you now.”

Shi Sui raised her neck, glaring at him viciously: “Go ahead and strangle me. I told you, I’d rather die than marry you!”

As her words fell.

After a long time, Yan Tingli’s expression went from gloomy to ancient well stillness.

His gaze reached a point that almost made Shi Sui feel terrified.

This was the first time Shi Sui truly felt the boundless darkness from Yan Tingli that almost swallowed her – completely irrational, definitely not the minor skirmishes of the past.

The main activity of the entire school was the cosplay party in the auditorium. Here, there was only the passing wind and an atmosphere so tense it was almost solidifying.

“A year ago, I bought a villa with a basement in Los Angeles.” He tilted his head, smiling strangely, “Although I didn’t want it to come to this.”

He spoke while walking forward.

His gaze fell on her like a fine net, making Shi Sui tremble all over.

“But you forced me to this,” Yan Tingli smiled happily, but his eyes held only hollow bewilderment.

He murmured in a low voice: “What I want has always been simple.”

“Always simple.”

Why wouldn’t she give him even a little bit?

Why?

Suisui.

Shi Sui shook her head and backed away, but there was nowhere to escape.

Yan Tingli’s cold hand gripped hers. Under the night sky, his complexion indeed looked like a gloomy medieval vampire.

A breeze passed, rustling the green leaves on the treetops.

Shi Sui’s gaze passed powerlessly over Yan Tingli’s shoulder, looking blankly at a point.

She was exhausted to the point of resignation.

The words “let’s get married” were on the tip of her tongue.

Suddenly, she saw something. Shi Sui’s pupils trembled, and all the blood in her body turned cold in an instant.

Her body reacted faster than her brain.

Shi Sui pushed Yan Tingli away with force.

At the same time, a sharp gunshot rang out in the quiet campus.

Shi Sui looked down at her pierced shoulder blade, red seeping out and merging with the painted blood on her chest, indistinguishable from each other.

She could only see vast amounts of fresh blood filling her entire vision.

Shi Sui took one last look at Yan Tingli’s pale, childlike, helpless expression after she had pushed him aside.

An absurd thought flashed through her mind –

Had her karmic retribution come this quickly?!

Chapter 43: Extreme wisdom brings harm, deep affection doesn’t…
Although gun ownership is legal in America, the sudden gunshot still brought panic to the previously cheerful and lively campus in an instant.

After all, there had been previous news of campus shootings with thirty-three victims. This kind of indiscriminate terrorist revenge against society was all too common in America.

The venue had a high density of people and quickly began organizing evacuations, with the school also activating emergency security measures.

But when they arrived at the crime scene, aside from a few drops of blood on the ground and tire tracks gouged into the asphalt from a car making a sharp turn at high speed, nothing remained.

Inside the car, the eternally calm mechanical voice of artificial intelligence sounded.

3.0: [Mr. Yan, I have navigated to the nearest hospital, Henry Mayo Newhall Hospital, thirteen kilometers away, estimated twenty minutes.]

3.0: [Mr. Yan, your current speed has exceeded 120 mph. You are speeding. According to state law, if you continue speeding, your license may be revoked.]

“You’re noisy.”

“I’m talking to Suisui.”

3.0 followed the command and made no more sound.

Only the car’s screen kept flashing red exclamation mark warnings, mixing with the scalding, sticky blood on pale knuckles – everything awash in red.

The dark sky pressed down heavily in the distance, the road ahead seeming to have no end.

Only a man’s voice remained in the car, murmuring ethereally over and over.

“Suisui.”

“Suisui.”

“Suisui.”

But the back seat remained completely quiet.

Yan Tingli’s pupils moved slowly: “Answer me.”

I can’t seem to hear your breathing anymore.

Still no response.

“I’m begging you.” Yan Tingli stared ahead, flooring the accelerator, unconsciously saying, “I’m begging you.”

“No marriage.”

“I won’t force you to marry anymore.”

“As long as you…” don’t die.

His face suddenly turned deathly pale.

His heart felt like it was being ground back and forth by a rusty, dull knife, so painful that even those last two words were lost in his throat.

He had made a sound, so the commands refreshed, and 3.0 responded: [Mr. Yan, I understand your worry for your loved one and your current anxious, heartbroken feelings. Please stay calm and drive steadily. I believe Suisui will be safe and sound.]

“Loved one.”

“Loved one?”

He suddenly shook his head in panic, not knowing who he was talking to.

“No, she’s not my loved one.”

“I don’t want her anymore.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t take her away.”

Yan Tingli’s eyes showed no trace of light, his voice as timid as a child’s, gazing into the distance like mist, as if trapped in some nightmare.

It was April, the air stuffy and stagnant, spring thunder crashing down heavily, as if brewing a torrential downpour about to fall.

The fluorescent lights in the hospital made everyone’s faces look like pale corpses.

The operating room doors opened, and Beijing’s top medical expert removed his mask, then wearily announced a fact: “I’m sorry, too much blood loss. Young Master Yan couldn’t be saved. Please accept our condolences.”

Song Jie immediately collapsed backward from excessive grief, unable to stand, crying hysterically.

Yan Zecheng also helplessly leaned against the wall, burying his head in his hands and sobbing aloud.

Seeing their respective expressions of despair, he glanced at the cold operating room.

His chest also felt hollow.

This emptiness was different from past loneliness.

He pressed his chest, feeling the sharp pain, this uncomfortable feeling squeezing his tear ducts, prompting him to walk around his parents and unconsciously step into the operating room.

A white sheet covered Yan Congjin’s face, which was always smiling, easily winning everyone’s affection.

He looked for a long time.

Only then did he tremblingly extend his knuckles to grasp a section of Yan Congjin’s exposed finger.

Cold, stiff.

The distance between life and death.

So close, yet so far.

“Smack.”

He didn’t know how long it had passed when his hand was suddenly struck away forcefully, stinging with pain.

Turning his head, Song Jie glared at him with red eyes, shouting: “Don’t touch Xiao Jin!”

The look in her eyes as she stared at him was like seeing something ominous.

His expression was confused.

His chest felt even more hollow.

“Get out.” Song Jie’s rationality had completely lost control as she grabbed him and pushed him outside, “Stay away from Xiao Jin!”

He said slowly: “…Why?”

But there was no more response. The operating room doors had been slammed shut.

At Yan Congjin’s funeral, they invited monks from the temple to perform rituals.

Song Jie didn’t let him attend.

The enormous house was too quiet without Yan Congjin, who was always noisy.

He felt lonely.

His head resting on the piano stand, his chest felt like a large chunk had been carved out, filled with cold wind that chilled his spine.

The funeral seemed to be over, and hysterical arguing voices came from downstairs.

Shattering porcelain, overturned coffee tables, banging, and crashing.

In the past, when they fought, Yan Congjin would be in the middle acting as a peacemaker.

But he simply couldn’t do that.

Couldn’t mediate these things.

He stood at the stair landing, quietly watching.

Not knowing what to do.

“You and your son Yan Tingli are both murderers who killed Xiao Jin!” Song Jie, not seeing him on the stairs, pointed straight at Yan Zecheng, “Why don’t you all just die!”

“What do you mean, my son? Didn’t you give birth to him?”

“I couldn’t give birth to such a cursed lone star who brings misfortune to others and himself! It must be your Yan family genes that produce so many mental cases!”

Yan Zecheng was furious: “You’re talking nonsense! What kind of good thing are you?”

Song Jie turned and picked up a wooden box from the table, seeming to feel something terrible, throwing it far away: “This is the fortune slip the master gave me today, the same as the one drawn the year he was born!”

“Don’t you know what your ancestors did to build their fortune? I think all the sins accumulated from ancestral business have come back as retribution, creating such an antisocial personality.”

The primitive accumulation of wealth often accompanies ruthless capital harvesting. Yan Zecheng was most taboo about mentioning this and glared at her deadly.

The two fought earth-shakingly, no one noticing someone had stopped on the stairs.

The wooden box was smashed open on the ground, landing right at his feet, revealing the fortune slip inside.

He crouched to pick it up, his gaze slowly freezing.

[Lonely shadow cries to the frosty moon, heavenly secrets light in palm] [Family bonds like candles in the wind, romantic fate both vast and vague]

[To cross the Asura tribulation, one must seek life within death]

Horizontal inscription: [Extreme wisdom brings harm, deep affection doesn’t bring longevity]

The fortune slipped from memory, suddenly blurred, focusing on the hospital’s stark white walls under fluorescent lights.

Yan Tingli lowered his eyes.

Unconsciously picking at the scabbed blood clots on his hands.

But no matter what.

He couldn’t pick them off.

His vision was still blurred with patches of bright red.

His nose was filled with the sticky smell of blood, forcing waves of churning, twisting pain in his stomach.

He leaned against the wall, closed his eyes, and endured with a pale face.

A voice came from above, a nurse stopping in front of him.

Her lips opened and closed: “Sir, you’ve picked at your hands until they’re bleeding. You should try to stop.”

So it wasn’t her blood.

It was his.

“Thanks,” Yan Tingli raised a light smile: “I feel happy.”

The nurse felt confused but could only shrug: “Ok.”

After walking a few steps, she turned back to see that gentleman still leaning in his chair, continuing to pick at his hands covered in wounds.

Even harder.

As if he felt no pain.

The nurse frowned at the sight, hesitated, but still turned and left.

American people had complex mental states – she didn’t understand but respected them.

Shi Sui felt like she had slept for a very, very long time.

Her body felt heavy.

She wanted to move but couldn’t; her throat was also dry, desperately wanting water, but she couldn’t speak.

Her thoughts were chaotically jumping in the darkness without logic, repeatedly leaping about.

Shi Sui dreamed of that Qingming Festival when she was on the phone with Zhou Xuyan in that small apartment in Beijing, discussing studying abroad.

Looking up, somehow Song Jie had burst through the door and was standing in the study. The woman arrogantly lifted her chin, looking over with contemptuous and disgusted eyes: “So it’s you. Do your parents know?”

“We took you in, gave you such a good environment, and this is how you repay us – by not knowing your place?”

“Now, leave here, leave Tingli’s side.”

The scene changed, and she was pressed down from behind by Yan Tingli, surrounded by darkness, and the sound of clanking chains whenever she moved her hands and feet.

He turned her chin to kiss her, his gaze bottomlessly deep.

His words hoarse like a demon’s whisper: “Then bear me a child.”

“Once you have a child, where else can you run?”

In the dream, she cried and struggled in terror, feeling her belly slowly growing larger.

Yan Tingli satisfiedly stroked it: “So good, already three months. Once the child is born, we’ll get married immediately.”

Then she was desperately running on a road filled with black fog, the tracker on her foot flashing red.

The roar of a supercar, violent braking sounds. The car blocked her path, cutting off her escape route.

Yan Tingli got out in all black, his lips curved in cat-and-mouse composure: “Our child is still waiting for you at the villa.”

The villa.

That villa in Los Angeles with a basement.

Shi Sui crouched, holding her head, screaming hysterically.

After an unknown time, all this terror suddenly dissipated.

Summer sunlight scattered all the fog, and cicadas cried endlessly.

Shi Sui stood by a clear mirror-like stream, beside her Yan Tingli wore a sloppy white t-shirt, half his face still had ash she had smeared on him.

He lowered his head, mischievously rubbing his face against hers.

She angrily dodged into the water, he followed, and after some playful fighting, he cupped her face and kissed her gently.

“We can come here every year at this time.”

“We.” Yan Tingli emphasized childishly.

Shi Sui heard herself nod and say: “Okay.”

On the way back that evening, they found Ping’an.

Half a month later, when the small town’s summer was ending, the little tomatoes in the vegetable garden finally ripened.

That day at the dinner table appeared the tomato scrambled eggs that Shi Sui had been thinking about for so long appeared.

Both sour and sweet.

The most delicious little tomatoes she had ever eaten.

All the scenes suddenly blurred, becoming some unknown intimate moment.

The young man’s dark pupils were serious, stubborn, and expectant as they fell on her cheek.

“Suisui.” He called her name.

“Actually.”

“I love you, too.”

This time, Shi Sui let him speak the love he hadn’t finished saying.

“But,” he said awkwardly, “you have to love me more.”

Scenes of real and false memories flashed by, and Shi Sui felt like she had eaten a strange-flavored bean with mixed tastes.

Sour, sweet, bitter, spicy.

Finally, what she tasted was the saltiness of tears.

The chaotic memories receded like a tide, and Shi Sui’s consciousness gradually awakened.

Along with consciousness came the pain from her wound after the anesthesia wore off.

Shi Sui had lived an ordinary life like all common people since childhood; the worst illness she’d had was just a fever requiring IV drips.

Even then, as a child, she would fearfully hide in Li Yin’s arms.

Growing up, she became even more invulnerable.

During a flu outbreak, all her roommates caught colds and coughed, only she remained fine.

Gunshot wound pain was still too specialized for Shi Sui.

She woke up miserably, looking into her parents’ anxiously waiting eyes by the bedside.

Tears immediately fell.

“Don’t cry, don’t cry.” Li Yin didn’t dare move her carelessly, only stroking her hand continuously, coaxing in soft, gentle tones like comforting a child, “It won’t hurt soon.”

Shi Yue felt sorry for his daughter and immediately stood up: “I’ll call the doctor over to give Suisui some painkillers.”

The doctor came, changed the IV, and gave her some oral medication.

Only then did Shi Sui’s pain ease.

From the doctor’s explanation, she learned that she had been shot in the shoulder, causing bone fractures and muscle damage. It wasn’t life-threatening, but “it takes a hundred days to heal bones and tendons,” requiring good care, a light diet, and blood and energy replenishment.

Although not dangerous, recovery pain was unavoidable.

Shi Sui’s expression immediately became somewhat bitter.

Currently, she was still on IV nutrition, but when the doctor said she could eat, Li Yin fed her porridge and eggs at noon, plus a small plate of vegetables and beef.

Light, but nutritionally balanced and rich.

The lunch box was delivered by a Filipino maid who spoke little and left immediately after delivery.

Her parents didn’t mention it.

Shi Sui didn’t ask either, but as soon as the food entered her mouth, her tongue recognized whose handiwork this was before her brain did.

The porridge was cooked by him.

The other dishes weren’t, because although light, they were delicious.

With her right shoulder injured and unable to move, Shi Sui was fed by Li Yin, eating the delivered food bit by bit.

She hadn’t eaten for a long time and finished everything cleanly.

Li Yin watched from the side and couldn’t help saying angrily, “How could you encounter such a thing just from traveling abroad?”

Shi Yue immediately agreed: “America is still too unsafe. Once your injury stabilizes a bit, we’ll go home immediately!”

Shi Sui didn’t speak. She lowered her eyes and swallowed the last spoonful of porridge: “Did they find out who fired the gun?”

“Xiao Li hasn’t told us about that yet.” Shi Yue said.

Li Yin put down the lunch box, speculating: “He should be busy with that these past few days, too.”

From surgery until now, Shi Sui had been unconscious for about two days.

After receiving Yan Tingli’s call, they frantically took the earliest, fastest flight from China.

When they arrived, Shi Sui had already come out of emergency care and was lying unconscious in bed.

Seeing this made them both panic. Li Yin couldn’t help but cover her face and cry.

But compared to Yan Tingli, who had been guarding there for who knows how long, their condition was relatively good.

When they first saw Yan Tingli, his face was paper-white, those slender hands covered in crisscrossing wounds, all new and old, clearly self-inflicted scratches.

He sat on a chair one meter away from Shi Sui.

His pupils were vacant, motionlessly staring at the bed.

When he saw them, Yan Tingli bowed deeply, his voice light as snow: “I’m sorry.”

After they arrived, Yan Tingli left. Aside from having the maid bring some necessities, he hadn’t appeared again.

Li Yin was dissatisfied with his indifferent attitude. Suisui had blocked a bullet for him and was unconscious on the sickbed, yet as her boyfriend, he hadn’t shown his face for over a day.

But thinking of Yan Tingli’s dead-water-like appearance when they arrived, she intuitively felt things might not be as simple as she thought.

Not knowing the full picture, she couldn’t judge.

Not knowing how to bring up these complex feelings, Li Yin gently stroked Shi Sui’s thin eyebrows, lovingly kissed her forehead, and said seriously: “Suisui, from now on, you must love yourself first.”

These words hit Shi Sui’s complex heartstrings. She lowered her eyelashes, not knowing what to say.

If she had carefully considered it, she really might not have been able to make such a decision. But in that moment, instinct transcended reason.

By the time she realized what had happened, it was already done.

Shi Sui finally said softly, “I will.”

At the same moment, in a villa district several blocks away.

Outside was beautiful weather with bright sunshine.

No one knew.

In the sealed basement, terrifying screams that could nearly lift the roof continued.

But this “basement” would be better called a negative first floor.

It had a transparent window design – if the curtains were normally opened, sunlight would still enter.

Even the interior decoration was exquisitely matched, full of a comfortable, dreamy style.

But at this moment, the entire negative first floor was completely sealed.

On the wall directly across from the windows, a man was bound with both hands and legs spread wide, tied to the wall.

“What a pity.” Yan Tingli lowered his eyes, casually playing with the gun in his knuckles, saying with disgust, “Letting you come here first dirtied this place.”

Speaking, he squinted once.

Playfully fired another shot at the opposite side, using a silencer so the sound couldn’t escape the villa.

Theodore trembled all over, his expression so panicked he wished he could immediately faint.

This madman had already fired eight shots at him.

Like a cat toying with a mouse, each shot grazed along his limbs.

That last shot, he even felt it brush past his scalp.

Just a hair’s breadth away, and his head would have exploded, then splattered on the wall like a rotten tomato.

“Don’t move around.” Yan Tingli blew away the gunpowder smell from the barrel, saying gently, “Otherwise I don’t know if there’ll be an accidental discharge this time.”

Before Theodore could react, Yan Tingli raised the gun and unexpectedly fired another shot.

But this time wasn’t a malicious joke, because he felt sharp pain already coming from his shoulder blade, his whole body breaking out in cold sweat from the pain.

“Still won’t say who ordered this?!”

“You,” Theodore’s face turned pale, “how did you know?”

Yan Tingli slowly approached, looking down at him with eyes as cold as an Asura from hell.

His gloved knuckles grabbed his chin, saying contemptuously: “With a waste like you, could you know my whereabouts and dare to shoot at me?”

Although annoyed by the contempt in his words, Theodore admitted he indeed wasn’t made of stern stuff. Even if he had such thoughts, after learning about Yan Tingli’s wealth, he absolutely wouldn’t dare act.

But that person was also not someone to offend. His expression changed unpredictably, not knowing how to react, finally settling on silence.

Yan Tingli chuckled lightly: “Some backbone.”

The next second, he raised his hand to place the gun at his head, his lips curving in a strange arc:

“I’ll give you three more seconds. If you don’t speak.”

“Guess whether this bullet will go through your head, then—”

This time, before he even finished speaking.

Theodore had already reacted, screaming out a name, babbling in jumbled English: “It’s Yan Zecheng, your father! He leaked 3.0’s data and exposed your whereabouts.”

“He also investigated our grudges! He demanded I cripple you so you’d spend the rest of your life bedridden.”

Yan Tingli’s expression was meaningful.

He put away the gun, methodically tossing it up and down: “Why cripple and not kill?”

“Is it because he can’t reproduce and wants to borrow seed?”

Theodore just shook his head frantically, shouting: “I don’t know, I just take money to do jobs!”

“I don’t know anything! You can let me go now! Everything was your father’s doing!”

Yan Tingli frowned and fired another shot.

“So noisy.”

Theodore screamed in pain.

This shot hit his other shoulder blade with precision, as if the location had been carefully selected.

He was both scared and dizzy, and he fainted immediately.

Yan Tingli couldn’t be bothered to look at him anymore, clapping twice: “Take him away.”

Black-clothed bodyguards immediately emerged from the shadows, dragging the person away, stuffing him in a car trunk, and dumping him at the nearest hospital entrance.

In the darkness, everything returned to quiet.

The light in Yan Tingli’s eyes dimmed and died.

His footsteps slowly returned to the first floor. The newly hired Filipino maid respectfully said, “Mr. Yan, Miss Shi has awakened.”

His eyelashes moved slightly, and after a long time, he said: “…I know.”

Shi Sui’s right shoulder was immobilized, but fortunately, her left hand could still move.

All afternoon, to keep her parents from worrying, she forced herself to stay alert, entertaining herself by watching videos and occasionally sharing and chatting with them.

At night, the moonlight was like water.

Shi Yue returned to the nearby hotel and would come back during the day. Li Yin had been working around the clock for several days and was already asleep on the accompanying small bed, her breathing long and even.

But Shi Sui had slept too much these past two days; her body was immobilized, and she couldn’t even turn over freely.

The wound still ached faintly – not severe, but wearing.

She looked at the bright white moonlight outside the window, unable to sleep.

Agitated and restless.

Her left hand frantically scratched around on the bed in frustration.

Suddenly.

Shi Sui touched something, her fingertips pausing slightly as she slowly pulled it out.

She looked at the prayer sachet that appeared in her palm, clearly well-preserved and still like new.

Shi Sui’s eyes trembled heavily.

Also at this moment.

As if sensing something, she turned her head and saw through the frosted window the thick, tall shadow standing quietly there.

Already waiting for who knows how long.

Shi Sui gripped the sachet in her hand tightly, her thoughts circling once.

A few seconds later, she still expressionlessly took out her phone and sent a message: [Come in]

One minute later.

The door was gently pushed open, and Shi Sui met eyes with Yan Tingli, whose gaze immediately stuck to her upon entering.

Chapter 44: Then I’ll die with you…
The moonlight was bright, streaming a few rays into the room.

The premium hospital room was exceptionally quiet beyond normal standards. Yan Tingli’s movements entering were even lighter than usual, and Shi Sui glanced at Li Yin, who was still breathing long and evenly, undisturbed.

Shi Sui turned on the wall lamp by her bedside with her left hand.

She watched Yan Tingli sit on the sofa a meter away, his gaze greedily sticking to her.

Not approaching, not speaking.

Just watching her like that.

Shi Sui didn’t want to play a game of Red Light Green Light with him.

She softly called: “Mom.”

Hearing her voice, Li Yin immediately woke up: “Hmm?”

Having woken Li Yin, Shi Sui said somewhat apologetically: “I’d like to wash my face a bit.”

As Li Yin got up, she also saw Yan Tingli sitting across from the bed, dressed all in black, almost merging with the night outside.

She paused, understanding Shi Sui’s intention, and stood up: “Alright, Mom will get you some hot water.”

After Li Yin left, only the two of them remained in the hospital room.

Shi Sui said flatly, “Come sit closer.”

Yan Tingli’s dark pupils fixed on her face, his gaze flickering like candlelight in the dim lighting.

But for a long while, he still didn’t move.

Shi Sui didn’t know what act he was putting on now, saying weakly: “It’s tiring for me to talk from far away, my shoulder hurts.”

Only then did Yan Tingli move.

After a few seconds.

He finally moved his chair, took long strides, and slowly sat by the bedside.

His gaze quietly fell on her bandaged and immobilized right shoulder.

Noticing what he was looking at, Shi Sui’s black and white eyes looked back at him: “I did it voluntarily. You don’t need to feel guilty about it.”

“If it happened again, I still wouldn’t—”

“Switch with me.” Yan Tingli lowered his eyes, his Adam’s apple moving slowly, then murmured the repetition, “Switch with me.”

His voice was like thin snow falling into mud, sinking from deep to finally disappearing soundlessly.

For a long time, only vast silence filled the room.

The words Shi Sui had originally intended to say also stuck in her throat, unable to come out for a while.

She was silent for a moment, then first returned the sachet to her hand. Before she could touch his fingers, Yan Tingli reflexively avoided her.

It was just a flash, but Shi Sui still saw the crisscrossed blood marks on the back of his hands.

Already scabbed over, showing dark red underneath.

Yan Tingli’s fingers were the most naturally suited for piano playing that Shi Sui had ever seen.

Slender and pale, with distinct joints, his nails were also trimmed clean and neat.

Even though Shi Sui wasn’t particularly attracted to hands, whenever her gaze fell on his fingers, she couldn’t help but be drawn to them.

So she couldn’t help asking: “What happened to your hands?”

She reached out to touch them, but Yan Tingli avoided her without a trace.

His repeated avoidance made Shi Sui impatient. When she leaned forward, it pulled at her wound, making her frown and hiss in pain.

Her fingers were immediately grasped by Yan Tingli, including the sachet in her palm, all wrapped together.

His fingers were cold as ice.

Pale veins spread across the back of his hands, trembling, loosening, then tightening, then relaxing again.

Finally.

He brought both hands up, tightly wrapping her left hand.

His head also lowered, his cheek pressed against her fingers, for a very long time.

“I’m sorry.”

“I don’t want to let go.”

“I can’t let go.”

If there must be retribution, let it fall on him.

Yan Tingli had a sleepwalking expression, not knowing who he was talking to. Shi Sui was confused and somewhat anxious, pinching his face: “Are you possessed?”

As her words fell.

Her palm suddenly felt moisture seeping through, cool and sliding down, yet making her fingers tremble as if burned.

Realizing something, Shi Sui’s fingers curled slightly.

Emotions are contagious, especially in such a quiet, enclosed space.

Shi Sui sensed trouble.

Her deliberately cold demeanor was easily melted by a few crystal drops at her fingertips.

Especially since Shi Sui wasn’t sure if Yan Tingli was playing another mind game, she felt irritated for a while, then forcefully pulled her hand away, saying stiffly: “I’m not dead yet, what are you crying for?”

Her words were spoken in anger, not thought through.

But the next second, she saw Yan Tingli look up.

His dark eyes were still moist with fog-like dampness, his pale complexion making his eyes appear even redder.

But the look he gave her was fierce, his expression excessively cold.

He looked at her like this for several seconds, yet couldn’t do anything to her.

Finally, he just buried his head and bit her hand.

His teeth sinking into flesh.

You could see he was angry enough to want to bite off her finger, yet it was still just a pretense of aggression.

At the last moment, he still withdrew his teeth.

“Shi Sui,” Yan Tingli raised his thin eyelids, hoarsely scolding her, “you’re such a bastard.”

Always knowing exactly where to stab his heart and lungs most painfully.

Knowing her words had been too harsh and too spiteful, Shi Sui guiltily looked away without speaking.

She was silent for a few seconds until her emotions calmed.

Only then did she take a breath, look directly into his eyes, and say with determination: “Yan Tingli, I have something to tell you.”

Yan Tingli looked back at her with an indifferent expression. Shi Sui guessed that, according to his logical deduction, he had seen through her intention: “I don’t agree.”

Shi Sui ignored him, saying calmly, “I want to tell you, let’s end things here.”

The force gripping her fingers suddenly intensified.

Also trembling slightly.

Yan Tingli didn’t respond, so Shi Sui continued: “I’m tired.”

Still a long silence.

The air felt sucked out. When he didn’t speak, Shi Sui gradually found it hard to breathe, too.

“Yan Tingli, you monitor me, force me. I’m very afraid of you.”

Thinking of the dream scenes, Shi Sui’s voice also began to tremble: “I can’t be with you.”

Yan Tingli finally looked up, saying softly: “But what can I do?”

His gaze clung obsessively, examining every inch of her skin.

Shi Sui knew she looked haggard now, with pale lips, definitely not attractive. But Yan Tingli seemed unable to see this, his eyes as if trying to see through her, to carve her into his mind.

Word by word: “I can’t not be with you.”

“Suisui.”

“Suisui.”

Yan Tingli murmured her name over and over.

“I must be with you.”

Shi Sui was easily made teary-eyed by his calling.

In this moment, she seemed to see again the stubborn boy from years ago who insisted on watching cartoons with her.

The sour-sweet tenderness came flooding back.

But soon, exhaustion like a tide swept over her again.

Shi Sui still turned her head away, forcing herself to be cold: “I don’t owe you anything.”

“Taking this bullet for you, consider it my plea for you to let me go.”

After thinking, Shi Sui gritted her teeth and added: “If you could give me some money as compensation, that would be even better—”

Before she could finish, Yan Tingli suddenly stood up, staring at her, his eyes showing not a trace of light.

His expression was deathly pale, unclear whether he was laughing or crying, ugly to the extreme.

Shi Sui lowered her eyelashes, quietly waiting for him to explode.

“You want money.”

“You want money.” His voice dropped, finally disappearing completely.

She wanted money, but not him.

Shi Sui tried to steady her voice, finishing her words: “Unlike you, I’m an ordinary person. Making money is simple for you, but not so easy for me and my family.”

“If you’re willing to give me a breakup fee, I would be very grateful.”

Yan Tingli made no more sound.

“Drip.”

The clean white bedsheet suddenly bloomed with transparent droplets.

Shi Sui’s eyelashes moved, her fingers also suddenly tightening.

She slowly looked up.

This time Yan Tingli didn’t turn away from her.

He just stood there motionlessly with an indifferent, distant expression.

Like a child without consciousness.

Not even knowing his eyes were crying.

Until the teardrops slid down his jaw.

Yan Tingli seemed to finally notice something, his fingers wiping across his neck.

Looking down at the traces in his palm.

So everyone shows such an expression when helpless, even if that person is Yan Tingli.

Stripped of all twisted, cold shells, what remained was also the bewildered, soft interior of an infant.

“I don’t want to.”

Having no other options.

He was like a child rolling on the ground in a store, demanding toys, only knowing how to act unreasonably.

“I won’t break up.”

“If we don’t break up, I’ll earn any amount of money for you.”

There was no reasoning with him.

Especially seeing his reaction, Shi Sui couldn’t suppress the dull ache in her chest and simply turned her head to the side.

In the silence.

Yan Tingli spoke again in a muffled voice: “…I can change.”

This sentence easily brought Shi Sui’s memory back several years.

He had shown weakness in the same way, saying, “I can change.”

Shi Sui bit her lip: “You haven’t changed at all!”

Instead, you’ve gotten worse.

“That’s because you never loved me at all!” Yan Tingli suddenly raised his voice.

Falling into that memory, his eyes again became misty as if washed by moisture.

“If you hadn’t lied to me, if you hadn’t left,” Yan Tingli’s eyelashes trembled, and after a long while, he said, “Maybe I would have already changed for the better.”

Shi Sui’s heart ached as if pricked by a needle.

She was instantly struck speechless, unable to say anything.

Trying to organize her words: “At that time, I was fed up with being caught between you and—”

“What about now?” Yan Tingli coldly retorted, “I’ve cleared everything away. What obstacles are left between us?”

The room returned to cold silence.

Half a minute later, Yan Tingli wiped the corners of his eyes with his knuckles, his expression returning to cold clarity.

He knelt by the bedside, grasping her hand.

His emotions always detached quickly.

Especially upon realizing such wretchedness.

Yan Tingli domineeringly threaded his fingers through hers until they were interlocked.

“Suisui, I won’t let you go.”

“This matter is not up to you, much less up to heaven.” His tone was completely flat, expressionless, and direct, concluding.

“I won’t force you anymore, or monitor you.”

Shi Sui glared back: “Isn’t what you’re doing now forcing?”

Yan Tingli ignored this: “I want you to love me.”

Shi Sui looked at him for a long time.

At this moment, Li Yin, who had been waiting outside for ten minutes, tentatively knocked on the door.

Shi Sui immediately turned away, wiping her eyes to calm her emotions.

Yan Tingli also stood up, bent down, and kissed her forehead with his cold lips.

“Suisui.”

He was silent for a moment.

The next second, his voice drifted into her ears like falling snow, very light, very light: “I love you.”

Even after Yan Tingli opened the door, greeted Li Yin, and left, Shi Sui remained dazed in place.

Her heart ached and wrinkled.

—

Shi Sui spent half a month recovering in this hospital room. During this time, her flesh had healed, but her bones still needed more care, and her right shoulder was immobilized, preventing large movements.

In the evening, Li Yin helped her bathe, lifting the gauze to look at the scar, immediately tearing up.

She said sadly, “It’s going to leave a scar.”

Shi Sui didn’t care about scarring at all, only looking at her pitifully: “Since you can see it, please scratch it for me, Mom.”

The wound recovery period was the most torturous, itching every day until she was irritated and restless.

Li Yin immediately put on a stern face: “No.”

Shi Sui could only watch helplessly as she avoided the wound, cleaning other areas.

She scratched the bedsheet in itchy frustration.

After Li Yin finished washing, Yan Tingli and Shi Yue re-entered the hospital room.

Yan Tingli was also carrying dinner prepared by the maid, specially brought for them.

He came every day, staying the entire day, only returning at night when Shi Sui went to sleep.

Yan Tingli had been in Los Angeles this whole time. The company’s technical department was leaderless, with work piling up.

Several times, Gao Linhan sent messages, probing how many more days their honeymoon would last and whether Yan Tingli was planning to embezzle funds and flee.

Shi Sui was getting annoyed by the messages, and replying with one hand was inconvenient, so she casually tapped the screen: [Indefinitely]

Gao Linhan: [???]

Shi Sui didn’t reply again, watching Li Yin eagerly as she continued pouring hot water into the basin.

This was something Li Yin had only agreed to after Shi Sui’s strong insistence – washing her hair.

For a whole half month, Shi Sui could only rely on hats to cover hair so oily it could be used for cooking.

After pestering softly yesterday, Ms. Li finally agreed.

Li Yin was testing the water temperature when a voice came from behind. Yan Tingli suddenly said, “Auntie, you go eat. I’ll wash Suisui’s hair.”

“You…” Li Yin was stunned, looking at Shi Sui.

She pressed her lips into a line, not looking this way, not saying whether it was okay or not.

Yan Tingli argued: “I’ve washed Suisui’s hair before.”

Shi Sui said to Li Yin, “Let him do it; you can rest.”

“Alright.” Li Yin nodded, turning and pulling Shi Yue along, “Come on, let’s go eat outside.”

Although neither spoke about it, Li Yin could still sensitively detect some subtleties and deliberately left space for them.

During this time, Yan Tingli was less talkative than before.

In the same space, aside from polite responses, he wouldn’t initiate conversation to curry favor.

Li Yin felt this might be the real him, naturally cool-tempered.

What he had shown before was just sugar-coated exterior. In comparison, now actually made people more comfortable, like facing a more genuine person.

Not knowing if Shi Yue had the same feeling, she asked: “Don’t you think Xiao Li is somehow different?”

“Yes.” Shi Yue casually opened his lunchbox.

“Hmm?”

“Before marriage, didn’t I have to put on an act when meeting my mother-in-law?”

Li Yin immediately glared at him: “You think everyone is like you.”

Shi Yue smiled mischievously at her: “Not putting on an act means the relationship is more stable, right?”

Li Yin was convinced: “…I hope so.”

A woman’s sixth sense made her gradually sense that Suisui might indeed not be as comfortable in this relationship as they imagined.

But even Suisui herself couldn’t sort it out, so they certainly couldn’t interfere. Li Yin sighed, hoping they could each be well.

Shi Sui didn’t know Shi Yue had automatically categorized them as a couple with “better feelings.”

At this moment, she was just quietly watching Yan Tingli’s movements.

Washing hair in a hospital room was indeed inconvenient, especially with her shoulder injury preventing her from bending over or keeping her head down for long.

Shi Sui directed Yan Tingli to push two beds together so she could lie sideways facing him.

Yan Tingli had indeed washed her hair many times before.

But those were all during pre- or post-shower baths, tinged with sensual desire.

Then, he would also carefully lather her hair, then grab her chin for deep kisses.

Until both their bodies were covered in slippery foam, he would hold her breathless form tight, making her intimately pressed against him.

Often making Shi Sui feel suffocating intimacy.

But now, sunlight streamed through the window into the room.

From Shi Sui’s angle, she could see Yan Tingli’s cheek illuminated by a few rays of sunlight.

In the warm water, Yan Tingli’s fingers gently threaded through her hair tips, carefully working up lather.

The pressure was just right, attending to every strand of scalp.

When he was quiet, his excellent appearance and temperament gave him deadly attractiveness.

Shi Sui’s nerves relaxed, and she soon enjoyed closing her eyes.

Her vision had just darkened.

The next second, a kiss so intense it nearly swallowed her fell on her lips.

Yan Tingli bent down, his tongue licking her lips, sucking her saliva, completely different from the gentle movements of his hands – domineering and forceful.

She could even hear the greedy sound of his Adam’s apple moving.

These past days, Shi Sui’s attitude toward Yan Tingli had been consistently lukewarm, and with her parents present, he hadn’t had any private contact with her.

From this kiss, Shi Sui again felt the familiar burning desire and craving.

It seemed that if he didn’t have this sticky bodily contact with her, he would fall ill again.

The gentle young man’s filter that had just risen was once again completely shattered by Yan Tingli himself.

Anger rose in Shi Sui’s heart. Her left hand scooped up some water and splashed it on his face, saying coldly: “Who gave you permission to kiss me?”

Yan Tingli was suddenly splashed with water, but still didn’t give up using his tongue tip to entangle with hers one last time before gasping and pulling back.

The coldness between his brows disappeared. In his dark pupils, no trace of remorse could be seen, only unsatisfied desire.

“I couldn’t help it.” He looked at her suppressedly.

Shi Sui resisted slapping him, saying with a stern face: “Then this is forcing again.”

Yan Tingli was quiet for a long time.

You could see his eyes were desperately restraining him.

Shi Sui looked at him coldly.

The two confronted each other for a long time.

Finally, it was Yan Tingli who lowered his eyes, but reluctantly, like being leashed and forced to stop.

After washing her hair, Yan Tingli used the hair dryer the servant brought to dry her hair.

A few years ago, Shi Sui had medium-length hair just below her shoulders; now it reached her back.

Her hair hadn’t been dyed or permed much, so it was in good condition – fingers could comb through smoothly to the ends without tangling.

Feeling her hair clean again, light and fluffy.

Shi Sui’s mood improved considerably.

The moment the hair dryer was turned off, she was very gently embraced from behind. He didn’t dare use force, just sniffed along her hair tips, his cheek nuzzling her neck.

Yan Tingli seemed to have turned being close to her into a way to quench her thirst and reduce her anxiety.

Shi Sui was silent for a few seconds, using words to provoke him: “Are you having a sex addiction episode?”

“If I have a sex addiction,” Yan Tingli said shamelessly, “it’s only for you.”

Shi Sui couldn’t help wanting to pinch the back of his hand, seeing the remaining scars there.

She froze.

She didn’t know how these injuries came about, though she had guesses and instinctively avoided asking.

Shi Sui intuited that if she asked for the truth, she would feel bad.

When she didn’t speak, Yan Tingli continued saying calmly: “When I can’t find you, can’t see you, can’t touch you, I get sick too.”

Shi Sui: “So you monitor me?”

“If I don’t monitor you, I can’t find you.”

“If I can’t find you,” Yan Tingli paused, his breathing becoming irregular. After a long time, he softened his voice, “What am I supposed to do?”

Shi Sui stood dazed in place.

When she didn’t move, Yan Tingli began pushing his luck, his lips sliding down along her neck.

His breath trembling, calling her name.

“Suisui.”

“Suisui.”

Confirming her existence over and over.

Shi Sui felt that from when she was shot until now, over half a month later, Yan Tingli’s mental state had never recovered stability.

He was very abnormal.

Shi Sui opened her lips, saying slowly: “Yan Tingli.”

“I think you need medical treatment now.”

Yan Tingli’s movements paused, the atmosphere becoming somewhat cold.

He was displeased with this suggestion, saying indifferently: “I’m not sick. What illness should I treat?”

Shi Sui: “Your current state requires seeing a psychologist.”

Yan Tingli said casually, “Having you by my side works better than any doctor.”

Shi Sui asked him calmly: “What if I died?”

The hands around her waist suddenly tightened. Almost immediately, his emotions had massive fluctuations like a roller coaster.

But as if remembering her injury, Yan Tingli relaxed his hands again.

He refused to answer, so Shi Sui turned around, looked directly into his eyes, and asked again.

“If I died, what would you do?”

Yan Tingli slowly looked up at her.

His appearance was exquisitely beautiful, his expression refined and cool, even the curve of his lips was no different from normal conversation, showing her a smile, yet making Shi Sui feel he was terminally ill.

Yan Tingli smiled and said, “Then I’ll die with you.”

Chapter 45: You have to listen to me…
In late September, the doctor finally removed the immobilization board from Shi Sui’s shoulder. After instructing her to continue maintaining a light diet, not to put weight on her right hand for a short time, and many other precautions, he finally signed her discharge papers.

Shi Sui nodded like a bobblehead, sighing with relief in her heart.

This nearly month-long prison life in the hospital was finally over.

With her hospitalization in America, her parents had traveled thousands of miles, and who knows how much work had piled up for them.

Not to mention Yan Tingli.

Shi Sui turned her head, glancing from the corner of her eye at Yan Tingli leaning by the door, whose eyes had been dazed for a long time after hearing the doctor’s words.

His phone calls were becoming more and more frequent.

Things had piled up to the point where they couldn’t be suppressed and needed urgent online handling.

Every day during day, he handled work in the hospital room.

Meetings were constant, his computer screen dense with data, his fingers typing so fast they left afterimages, leaving Shi Yue and the others dumbfounded.

Even so, most of the work couldn’t be handled without his physical presence.

Gao Linhan had become an anxious king on the other end.

Shi Sui, unable to bear the disturbance, finally took a photo with the hospital in the background and sent it over, finally silencing the other end.

She had also told Yan Tingli several times to return to China.

Telling him that with her parents taking care of her, he didn’t need to watch over her every day.

Yan Tingli ignored this completely.

Leaving Shi Sui holding back a belly full of mute anger.

This was their recent pattern of communication.

Whenever she said something Yan Tingli didn’t want to hear, he would ignore it and continue doing as he pleased.

More stubborn than before, yet leaving Shi Sui helpless.

Now that her injury had healed, as soon as the doctor left, Shi Yue immediately wanted to book tickets back to China, asking Shi Sui, “How about going back tomorrow?”

Shi Sui looked at them, but what she was thinking about was the job she had already quit in China, and her enrollment status was still in America.

Having hidden such a big matter for so long.

After a few seconds, she lowered her head somewhat guiltily, organizing her words in her mind.

Until Yan Tingli spoke:

“Suisui just recovered and may not be suitable for a long-distance flight. You two can go back first, I’ll take care of her here.”

Shi Sui’s heart stirred, and she didn’t deny it.

Li Yin saw her expression and understood: “That’s fine, we’ll go back first then.”

But Shi Yue had a very bad impression of America, frowning: “It’s so dangerous here, how can we still let Suisui…”

Li Yin pushed him outside: “Shut your crow’s mouth.”

Early the next morning, Yan Tingli drove them both to the airport.

Without having to struggle to explain reasons, Shi Sui could finally breathe and calm down to consider future arrangements.

After this ordeal, her parents would not agree to her settling in America in the future.

Especially since the reasons behind everything were so complex and inexplicable.

If they found out she had been studying here from the beginning and had deceived them for three years, she couldn’t imagine how confused and heartbroken they would be.

Just thinking about it made Shi Sui’s scalp tingle.

The only option left now was to return to China.

And returning to China…

At this moment, the empty hospital room was pushed open.

Shi Sui’s heart skipped a beat as she slowly stood up, seeing Yan Tingli returning from the airport.

The California weather was too hot, and his shirt was unbearable, with several buttons undone.

Their eyes met for less than a second.

Yan Tingli stepped forward, and before Shi Sui noticed, she was scooped up in one arm and he strode outside.

Shi Sui’s eyes widened: “What are you doing?! Where are we going?”

“Going home.”

Shi Sui immediately thought of the Los Angeles apartment with a basement that Yan Tingli had mentioned.

She reactively tried to struggle free: “I won’t, I won’t go!”

“……”

He was ignoring her again.

Shi Sui angrily hit him, cursing: “Bastard.”

Outside the hospital room, doctors and nurses stopped to watch them with the uniquely humorous gaze of Americans, as if they were performing some TV drama.

Shi Sui was too embarrassed to make more noise, covering her face and burying her head in Yan Tingli’s chest.

Until she was placed in the passenger seat and Yan Tingli fastened her seatbelt.

This position seemed to make it convenient for him. Unable to resist for even a second, he lowered his head to kiss her.

Shi Sui bit him mercilessly.

Even after being bitten, Yan Tingli didn’t let go, as if extremely thirsty, gripping her chin while his tongue took the opportunity to invade.

Like keeping a dog that would still lick you after being hit.

Shi Sui really couldn’t compete with such shamelessness.

She deliberately made a muffled sound from her throat: “It hurts, my shoulder.”

The next second, Yan Tingli’s entire body stiffened, and he slowly pulled back.

His lips still glistened, his gaze falling on her wound with some regret and bewilderment.

But this person’s reflection time never exceeded one second.

Shi Sui counted beats in her heart – in less than three beats, her chin was lifted again. Yan Tingli observed her expression, his face turning cold: “You’re using this to play me?”

So what.

Shi Sui looked up, meeting his gaze with her black and white eyes: “Is this what you call not forcing?”

Yan Tingli replied: “In my book, kissing doesn’t count as forcing.”

Shi Sui was angered by his matter-of-fact expression: “I didn’t tell you to kiss me, yet you kiss me. Doesn’t this count?”

Yan Tingli was puzzled: “It’s not like I’m asking you to have car sex. Do I need permission for a kiss?”

His expression showed he genuinely thought this way from the bottom of his heart, and his shamelessness left Shi Sui utterly shocked.

She said with a stern face: “Anyway, you’re not allowed to do anything I don’t tell you to do.”

Yan Tingli lowered his eyelids with an indifferent expression.

The temperature in the car dropped.

You could see this made him hold back irritation, very unhappy.

Shi Sui looked directly at him.

A few seconds later.

Yan Tingli finally backed away some distance, expressionlessly.

It was completely just a temporary compromise and composure, not bothering to hide his inherent dominance.

Shi Sui almost wanted to sigh.

Then she reached out, grabbed Yan Tingli’s collar, and leaned up to press against his lips.

“Now, you can kiss me.”

Yan Tingli paused for a moment, his dark eyelashes lowering as he examined her with a somewhat strange expression.

Just as Shi Sui was about to tell him to get lost, to embarrassed by his stare.

Yan Tingli had already cupped her chin, his warm tongue getting straight to the point, unscrupulously invading her mouth.

After a month, finally able to taste her without restraint.

Shi Sui had always known he was best at taking advantage.

But to stretch the boundaries of kissing this far, swallowing her saliva and dominantly making her swallow his – this level of “kissing” still exceeded her limits.

When she tried to pinch his arm unsuccessfully and was about to target his lower back, he predictively pulled away.

His thin lips slightly parted, his dark eyes misted with moist desire.

A complete picture of indulgence in lust.

Shi Sui couldn’t stand it: “Can’t you not be so—”

Before she could finish the last two words, her lips were pressed by his fingertip. He raised an eyebrow, whispering in her ear: “Do you think I don’t know what you’re trying to do?”

Shi Sui’s heart skipped a beat.

“Trying to tame me.” Yan Tingli rested his chin on her left shoulder, breathing heavily as he said, “You also need to give me corresponding stakes.”

Only when satisfied would he be willing to play along with her act.

Shi Sui stiffened for several seconds. Indeed, playing these games with him was like showing off in front of an expert, appearing particularly low-level.

She was both angry and powerless, reaching out to push him.

Yan Tingli was satisfied with the kiss and was naturally in a good mood.

A laugh escaped his throat as he finally restrained himself, turning the steering wheel as the car flew far away.

The direction they went was inconsistent with the school.

Shi Sui didn’t mention returning to school because Yan Tingli wouldn’t listen anyway, making it a waste of breath.

And with Yan Tingli’s domestic affairs piling up, he wouldn’t continue staying here much longer.

The most likely outcome was still him taking her back to China together.

Shi Sui’s mind was chaotic, still very confused about the road ahead.

If only.

If only Yan Tingli could listen to her.

She thought urgently.

Until the car stopped in front of a standalone villa.

Shi Sui had heard this was the most expensive district in Los Angeles. When she had passed by before, she heard classmates sigh, wondering what troubles people living here could have.

But when Shi Sui was led inside by Yan Tingli, radar alarms began blaring in her mind.

She looked up at this sunny, enormous villa, thinking only about whether she would be unable to escape even with ten legs if she were locked up here.

Shi Sui wanted to break free from his hand.

Yan Tingli seemed unable to feel it, leading her inside to the elevator.

Then, Shi Sui watched him.

Press the button for the basement level.

Her pupils suddenly contracted: “What are you doing? Yan Tingli, do you want to—”

But the next second, the elevator doors opened.

Shi Sui looked over.

What met her eyes was a colorful sea of flowers illuminated by sunlight outside huge panoramic windows, and in the distance, a azure coastline.

The scenery is as beautiful as an oil painting.

Shi Sui stood there dazed, finally slowly understanding.

Calling this place a basement was just an optical illusion.

The front door was the second floor; this was the real first floor, with sunlight, where you could see flowers and the sea.

Yan Tingli didn’t speak, just embraced her from behind and brought her to the window.

He pressed something somewhere.

The entire folding curtain came down like a theater backdrop, and the room became pitch dark again, as if the scenery just now was only a computer-generated model.

Now, this place truly resembled a real basement.

“Every time I hate you,” Shi Sui heard him say word by word in her ear, “I do want to hide you here forever and ever.”

“But I,” he suddenly paused.

The rest of his words also sank into his throat.

Silence spoke louder than words.

Shi Sui’s eyelashes trembled.

When she came to her senses again, the curtains were drawn back and sunlight reappeared.

Shining directly on both their faces.

The next second, Shi Sui was scooped up by Yan Tingli and carried to the large bed nearby.

Watching him lean over her.

Shi Sui wore the simplest cotton shirt, which he easily unbuttoned.

She watched his gaze slowly fall on her right shoulder blade, also a bit below the collarbone.

When Li Yin looked at it, even though she sighed about scarring, Shi Sui hadn’t taken it to heart.

But suddenly being stared at so directly by Yan Tingli.

She felt shame and discomfort rising from deep within, reaching out to push him away, saying petulantly: “I won’t let you undress me or look—”

Suddenly, her words were interrupted as she felt a cool kiss covering the area above.

Yan Tingli closed his eyes.

Softly calling her name.

“Suisui.”

His voice was even more muffled and aggrieved than hers.

Shi Sui’s movements froze in place.

He didn’t dare press on her shoulder, only supporting himself with his arms, pressing his cheek against her wound, speaking slowly: “I felt it.”

“This time it was quite obvious.”

In a flash, Shi Sui already understood his implicit meaning.

He didn’t say it immediately.

Not knowing if he wanted to roast her or force her to admit it.

Just as she was about to stubbornly explain.

Yan Tingli spoke first, just very quietly, as if afraid of scaring something away.

“You love me.”

“Right?”

Shi Sui was as silent as a chicken.

Only grateful that Yan Tingli was also burying his head now, not looking at her.

“In this world, no one would be willing to save me.” His voice stated this fact as calmly as possible, “Only you.”

“I tried using all reasoning methods to negate this proof, but I couldn’t refute it.”

“You love me.”

He repeated it.

Yan Tingli looked up, his dark pupils stubbornly looking at her.

His gaze made Shi Sui feel that as long as she nodded, he would believe it and be devoted to her.

Shi Sui was burned and looked away.

After a long silence.

She said carefully: “I love you.”

Watching Yan Tingli’s eyes flicker and his breathing become irregular, Shi Sui then said: “Will you listen to me then?”

Yan Tingli was stopped by the question, whether disappointed or something else, slightly pressing his lips together as he examined her.

Shi Sui’s heart suddenly beat very fast.

She felt a tug-of-war sensation, similar to whether to put a muzzle on a bad-tempered little dog that would bite when unhappy, or let him willingly be leashed.

Yan Tingli’s attitude seemed to be softening, his eyes flickering, finally biting her lip.

His voice also became unclear: “That depends on how much sincerity you give me.”

Getting this answer, Shi Sui wasn’t particularly disappointed.

After all, knowing his sensitivity and suspicion, she never thought this process could be accomplished overnight. That he could listen to her words instead of forcing and threatening her was already great progress.

Shi Sui was still lost in thought.

Yan Tingli’s kisses had already boldly moved downward. She looked at him coldly, and he slowly raised his eyelids, looking at her with calm, matter-of-fact eyes: “I want to do it.”

While kissing down to her navel, his long fingers skillfully unbuttoned her jeans.

Shi Sui instinctively pushed him away.

“Don’t you want to?” Yan Tingli lowered his eyes.

His finger was being swallowed.

Sticky, wet, hot.

Even his fingerprints were getting wrinkled from soaking.

“You’re being duplicitous,” Yan Tingli said while undressing, leaning over to look at her, his tone like puzzlement, like accusation, “which mouth should I listen to?”

“……”

At this moment, Shi Sui hated this useless body that always made her lose face.

But she wanted even more to strip away Yan Tingli’s pretended innocence and refined exterior, glaring at him hatefully.

He deliberately teased her, and she really couldn’t bring herself to say “hurry up and do it.”

Shi Sui simply ignored him, closing her eyes to ease the waves he had easily stirred up.

Then, Yan Tingli smiled: “I heard it.”

He leaned down: “You said you want to do it three times.”

Shi Sui was confused: “I didn’t say that!”

Yan Tingli whispered in her ear, “Down there said it.”

He had endured for too long. The next second, he blocked her lips.

Rising and falling.

Yan Tingli was rarely gentle.

For the first time, she faced her eyes directly.

Later, she habitually wanted to turn her over.

His gaze touched her shoulder and suddenly paused.

He turned over, changing the angle.

Yan Tingli looked up at her, breathing heavily, his lips moving to say something.

Shi Sui didn’t hear clearly and instinctively leaned closer.

The next second, he buried his face downward.

His triumphant laughter also reached her ears muffledly.

Shi Sui angrily grabbed his hair, trying to pull it back.

But he predictively thrust upward heavily, and she soon lost strength, going soft.

Later, Shi Sui rarely found herself not feeling that such things were excessive, but rather developing a taste for them.

“……”

When Shi Sui regained consciousness, the bright sunlight outside had faded. Looking out through the giant window, a bright moon hung over the distant sea with faint stars decorating the sky.

The exceptionally beautiful night scene was refreshing.

Shi Sui’s heart was also rarely this peaceful.

Suddenly, the indoor lights came on.

Yan Tingli came over with a tray, his other hand on the phone. His expression was unreadable as he responded flatly.

Shi Sui unceremoniously began eating dinner, squinting her eyes in enjoyment.

It had to be said that the servants here cooked well.

The same ingredients, the same light cooking.

Countless times more delicious than what Yan Tingli made.

Nearby, Yan Tingli hung up the phone.

He sat beside her, using her chopsticks to eat the shrimp she had just picked up.

Shi Sui rolled her eyes and continued picking out another one from the plate.

Then she heard Yan Tingli say: “The day after tomorrow, we’re going back to China.”

Her movements froze.

After a few seconds, Shi Sui said, “I want to finish my studies here.”

The air momentarily solidified.

Yan Tingli’s voice was flat: “You’ve already completed your credits.”

“I don’t like 3.0.”

Yan Tingli was silent for a moment: “I won’t use it to monitor you anymore.”

Shi Sui pointed to the pink diamond ankle chain on her foot.

Since that cosplay party when he put it on her foot, it has been there ever since.

“What about this?” she said coldly.

“I’ll remove the tracker.”

Shi Sui: “What about the others?”

Yan Tingli looked at her and suddenly smiled: “You know which ones?”

So there were others. This pervert!

“I don’t know.” Shi Sui said stiffly.

Yan Tingli suddenly pulled her into his arms.

Holding her while speaking, the meaning in his voice seemed much more genuine.

“I told you before.”

He repeated, “As long as you’re by my side.”

“I’ll listen to you. If I can see you, why would I still monitor you?”

Shi Sui didn’t speak.

She didn’t know how many times of verification it would take for her trust in Yan Tingli’s credibility to recover.

Presumably, in Yan Tingli’s view, she was equally tainted with bad records.

The trust between them didn’t even need wind to blow it away.

Just walking two steps by itself would scatter it.

“You don’t trust me.”

Shi Sui said stiffly: “Is there anything about you worth trusting?”

“Indeed,” Yan Tingli said methodically, “I don’t trust you either.”

Shi Sui resisted rolling her eyes.

Yan Tingli leaned close to her, whispering: “When I can’t see you, can’t hear your voice, don’t know what you’re doing.”

“I want to monitor you.”

Shi Sui felt somewhat chilled hearing this.

That day in the hospital room, Yan Tingli’s final words still echoed in her mind.

He was quite sick.

Shi Sui forced herself to stay calm: “You need to see a doctor.”

Yan Tingli ignored this, continuing: “Going back to China, you’ll come home with me. Me, you, Ping’an – that would be perfect.”

Shi Sui: “I don’t want to live together.”

“When we get married later, won’t we have to live together anyway?”

His tone was flat, as if describing the most ordinary phenomenon.

In Yan Tingli’s eyes, family meant father, mother, and child.

He constructed the scenario, and she was one of the characters in it.

So he had such a deep obsession with marriage and living together.

Shi Sui turned around, looking at him seriously: “Then I have to ask you something.”

“What are the steps before marriage?”

Yan Tingli thought for a moment: “Making love?”

“……” Shi Sui resisted the urge to pour the plate on his face. “I’m asking you, have we ever had a normal romantic relationship?”

“Even dating was something you forced me into.”

“You,” she tried to hold back but couldn’t, “you never even courted me.”

Yan Tingli sneered: “Every time you ran away, didn’t I chase you?”

Trying to communicate properly with him was infuriating.

Shi Sui slammed down the tray with a “bang,” speaking without thinking: “Even Theodore knew to invite me on dates, compliment my appearance. Fang Huaijing also knew how to take care of me and be concerned about me.”

“What about you?” Shi Sui became increasingly aggrieved as she spoke, “All you know is forcing, monitoring, and the rest is just doing it, doing it, doing it.”

Yan Tingli’s expression was very cold and ugly.

His dark eyes suppressed emotion: “Their fundamental purpose in playing tricks is also to get you.”

Shi Sui: “What about you? What’s the difference between you and them?”

“I want you to love me.”

Shi Sui was suddenly struck speechless.

She tried to pull the topic back, making Yan Tingli understand normal relationships.

“But you never asked for my consent either. From the beginning, you forced me into a relationship.”

Yan Tingli was expressionless: “So what do you want?”

Shi Sui looked directly at him: “We have no relationship now.”

“You need to court me again. I’ll only agree to date if I consent.”

Yan Tingli’s gaze swept down from above, pressing down darkly.

You could see he had reached the critical point of his patience.

In the past, he might have already pounced.

Grabbing her chin, using every means on the bed to force her to take back her words.

Shi Sui resisted the urge to retreat.

Finally, she pulled in the reins: “The first requirement for my consent is.”

“You have to listen to me.”

Chapter 46: Want to Give You Flowers
Shi Sui guessed that the word “obedient” probably didn’t exist in Yan Tingli’s dictionary for this lifetime.

Because after she spoke the word “obedient.”

His gaze toward her became especially cold, as if he had suffered some great offense.

Yan Tingli remained silent for a long time, wearing an expression that looked ready to bite back at any moment, making Shi Sui’s heart flutter with anxiety.

The psychological shadow created by being dominated and oppressed by him for so long made Shi Sui almost want to retreat.

Especially with the large bed behind her, and she was still trapped in the golden cage he had carefully crafted and hidden.

When the rope is too tight, it needs to be loosened a bit.

This phrase suddenly flashed through Shi Sui’s mind.

So she tentatively moved forward, and under Yan Tingli’s cold scrutiny, wrapped her slender white arms around his neck.

She carefully pressed her whole body against him, her lips lightly touching his earlobe as she spoke carefully: “Brother Tingli, I’m just a little afraid of you.”

Shi Sui’s mind raced as she quietly added: “It’s not that I don’t love you.”

As her words fell, she felt Yan Tingli’s breathing slow down.

She stole a glance from the corner of her eye—his downcast eyelashes, long like little fans, fluttered gently up and down.

Shi Sui felt a tickling sensation in her heart, and at the same time, a strange excitement ignited in her blood.

…Had she finally figured out some rules for taming Yan Tingli?

Seeing his emotions stabilize somewhat, Shi Sui quietly steered the conversation back: “If you could listen to me, then I wouldn’t be afraid of you.”

“After I’m not afraid of you, then we could—” Shi Sui deliberately paused, not finishing her sentence, letting him fill in the blanks himself.

Then she leaned closer, meeting his gaze directly without deviation.

Shi Sui vaguely suspected that Yan Tingli liked her eyes.

Especially when they were filled with his reflection like this.

She watched as Yan Tingli’s thin lips pressed tight, his eyes pitch black as he stared at her, as if he wanted to see right through her.

His expression suppressed several parts of unwillingness, coldness, and even anger.

Sure enough, after the brief smokescreen, Yan Tingli immediately saw through her little trick again.

Shi Sui’s palms broke out in a layer of sweat, her spine stiffening slightly.

Help me.

Shi Sui maintained a calm facade on the surface, but was screaming internally.

Someone like Yan Tingli, this flawless pervert—no one could tame him, no one—huh?!

The next second.

Shi Sui’s nape was bitten by him in what seemed like venting frustration, not too hard, but leaving shallow teeth marks—a kind of unhappy complaint.

Unable to express it in words, he could only helplessly, reluctantly, express it through physical actions.

“Your little tricks are clumsy.” After Yan Tingli calmed down for a while, his voice carried deliberate coldness.

Shi Sui silently relaxed—very clumsy?

Strange, receiving such harsh criticism and evaluation from him, Shi Sui didn’t feel embarrassed. Instead, her heart felt like it had been doused with shaken soda water.

Fizzy and tingling with tiny bubbles rising.

She instinctively felt that he wasn’t dangerous at all right now.

So she mustered courage again and pressed once more: “So will you listen to me or not?”

Yan Tingli remained silent.

He bit her again as his answer.

Shi Sui sighed with slight disappointment in her heart.

Getting him to nod definitively on such matters was probably harder than reaching the sky.

After going back and forth, she felt mentally exhausted and said petulantly: “Then I’ll take that as your agreement.”

Yan Tingli glanced up at her, expressionless: “If you insist on talking to yourself.”

Stubborn as a mule.

Shi Sui’s chest heaved with annoyance as she reached up to grab his hair.

Thinking she was going to slap his face, Yan Tingli narrowed his eyes and instinctively raised his hand to grip her wrist.

Shi Sui immediately frowned: “…My shoulder hurts so much, let go.”

He immediately released her.

His expression changed, too, his blank gaze focusing on her shoulder.

Isn’t this quite good at listening to people?

After this verification, Shi Sui boldly reached out her fingers and audaciously tugged at his hair.

After receiving Yan Tingli’s dangerous and icy stare, Shi Sui softened her expression again and said quietly: “Brother Tingli, this is what an obedient boyfriend should be like.”

As she spoke, she leaned closer, her lips tentatively touching his cheek: “It would be so nice if you were always like this.”

Yan Tingli’s lips curved with a trace of cold mockery.

His contemptuous expression blatantly displayed his ability to see through her “little tricks.”

But he didn’t dodge or avoid her approach, his gaze sticky, his Adam’s apple moving slowly, his body temperature rising.

His body’s reaction was far more honest than his brain.

—He was enjoying it.

Shi Sui’s anxious heart completely settled, and she concluded: Yan Tingli was even more duplicitous than she was.

That night’s conversation ended there.

Although Yan Tingli never gave her a definitive answer in the end, the next day, when Shi Sui saw that the ankle chain on her leg had been removed at some point.

She stared at it blankly for a while.

It was like a gentle cross-breeze had swept past the thick fortress around her heart.

Making Shi Sui curve her lips and smile unconsciously.

Probably because there were too many accumulated matters domestically.

The day after tomorrow, returning to the country was arranged on Yan Tingli’s schedule.

Boarding the plane, Shi Sui gazed out the window with complex thoughts swirling in her mind.

A month ago, she had so resolutely submitted her resignation letter, and now she was going back—wasn’t that too neurotic?

But her hard-won peaceful interpersonal relationships—if she changed companies again, she’d have to integrate all over again, and might even encounter even more extreme colleagues.

Shi Sui struggled between the two options.

Finally deciding to swallow her pride and shamelessly ask Zhao Sheng to approve her return.

Besides that, Shi Sui thought about the omnipresent 3.0 system at home.

She immediately became agitated again, couldn’t help but turn her head and unceremoniously tug at Yan Tingli’s sleeve: “How do you guarantee you won’t use 3.0 to monitor me again?”

Yan Tingli moved his fingers away from the keyboard.

“No way to guarantee,” probably due to not having fully returned from work mode, his tone also carried the commanding nature of a superior, “unless you meet with me every day.”

Shi Sui frowned slightly and said flatly: “Did you forget we have no relationship now? Would people with no relationship meet every day?”

Another statement that made him very unhappy.

Yan Tingli’s fingers on the computer tightened.

That oppressive aura instantly rushed toward her, like tiny thorns pricking her skin.

Shi Sui steadied her heartbeat and softened her tone: “But you can come to my house for dinner.”

“Once a week.” She held up one finger.

Yan Tingli didn’t even lift his eyelids: “Seven times.”

“…”

Shi Sui was speechless: “Three times.”

“Five times.”

Shi Sui was helpless: “Who meets that frequently?”

“Three times.”

Yan Tingli’s expression was already impatient—this was probably his limit.

Shi Sui was silent for a while, then quit while ahead: “Deal.”

Yan Tingli looked up and nodded: “I mean, three times a week.”

Shi Sui took a moment to react, then immediately got angry, throwing the blanket from her lap at him: “Are you sick?! I said meet three times a week.”

“Sui Sui, when I want to see you, you can’t stop me.” Yan Tingli put the blanket back over her, stating an undeniable fact, “I must be able to see you whenever I want to see you.”

The conversation had gone off track again.

The methods for taming Yan Tingli seemed to work sometimes and not others, apparently entirely dependent on his mood.

And he had non-negotiable boundaries.

Shi Sui felt powerless: “Can’t you just follow normal procedures to chase me, then date normally?”

Yan Tingli thought for a moment, casually: “That’s for normal people. Am I one?”

Shi Sui was completely speechless.

She took a deep breath in her chest.

Don’t get angry, don’t get mad.

If Yan Tingli could change immediately, that would be like the sun rising from the west.

His problems were deep-rooted and needed gradual transformation.

She needed more patience, more patience.

More patience—my ass!

Shi Sui couldn’t stand it anymore and reached out to punch him, cursing non-stop: “Bastard, you bastard.”

“Yan Tingli, you stubborn dog!”

Although it was first class with few people, it was correspondingly quiet.

Her outburst like this made Yan Tingli lose face, too.

Flight attendants and nearby passengers cast glances their way.

But he felt no shame.

Instead, he looked at her with pleased eyes, leaning close to whisper in her ear with a breathy voice: “Your dog.”

Shi Sui was completely at her wits’ end.

Taking a deep breath, she fanned her face with her hand and turned to look out the window with an “out of sight, out of mind” attitude.

After more than ten hours of flight, she finally returned to her homeland.

Early October—Hangzhou was in its season of clear autumn skies, bright sunshine, and pleasant temperatures.

They landed in the evening, and Li Yin politely extended a dinner invitation.

Yan Tingli immediately “couldn’t refuse the gracious invitation” and followed her home step by step.

3.0: [Welcome, Mr. Yan and Sui Sui, back to the country.]

Shi Sui glared at it.

For her homecoming, Shi Yue had ceremoniously performed a purification ritual.

He swept around her body several times with mugwort, muttering incantations.

Shi Sui watched with amusement while Yan Tingli leaned against the door, looking thoughtful.

He was rational and probably didn’t believe in these things, might even find them stupid, Shi Sui thought while stealing glances at him.

But she saw his eyes filled with gentle warmth, seemingly not finding Shi Yue’s actions ridiculous at all.

“This time when your dad came back, he specially went to town and climbed the mountain to pray and make offerings for you.” Li Yin brought the last soup to the table.

Shi Sui felt a warm current in her heart.

Suddenly, Yan Tingli sat down and asked: “Which direction is that temple from the small town?”

As soon as he spoke, Li Yin and Shi Yue both froze, looking at him.

“That’s your Uncle Shi’s hometown. Little Li, do you… Know about it too?”

Seeing that old matters were about to be dredged up, Shi Sui’s cheeks reddened as she stretched her leg to step on Yan Tingli’s foot.

He avoided it without leaving a trace.

Yan Tingli immediately admitted: “A few summers ago, Sui Sui took me there.”

This embarrassing thing that she didn’t want to bring up was stated by him without any emotion.

Shi Sui was practically going crazy on the side.

Li Yin was surprised: “So the classmate Sui Sui brought a few years ago was you?”

Shi Yue continued: “No wonder when I went back this time, the old house had so many new appliances.”

Both were shocked to different degrees.

Such a run-down house, and Yan Tingli… could live in it.

“Do you remember the river in town?” Shi Yue cleared his throat lightly to ease the awkwardness, “Follow that river upstream, and the highest mountain at the end is it.”

“It’s very hard to climb. With my current legs, going up and down the mountain takes half a day.” Shi Yue said.

All her old secrets had been completely exposed by her parents, and Shi Sui buried her head eating vegetables, feeling her scalp tingle.

Yan Tingli looked down for a long time.

Then said: “I understand.”

Sensing the subtle silence, Li Yin served Yan Tingli a spoonful of spare rib soup: “Come, eat more.”

That night, Shi Sui finally lay back in this soft, big bed.

She looked up at the familiar ceiling, holding in her hand the amulet pouch she had gotten for Yan Tingli back then.

After returning the amulet to her in the hospital room, Yan Tingli never took it back.

Shi Sui looked at it for a long time before slowly putting the amulet away, placing it in the innermost layer of her card wallet.

Just then, her phone buzzed with a message.

Shi Sui looked at the string of links Yan Tingli sent, and after confirming he couldn’t possibly have been hacked, slowly clicked on it.

The phone screen switched.

A pair of big eyes appeared before her, a kitten face flashing on screen, sniffing toward the camera.

After seeing clearly what it was, Shi Sui’s heart jumped.

Her eyes immediately became slightly misty.

Her fingers unconsciously stroked the screen gently.

The next second, Ping An was picked up by a pair of well-defined hands, meowing in dissatisfaction.

The person ignored this, spread his legs, held Ping An, and sat down facing the camera.

Shi Sui was puzzled: “Is this a video call?”

Then why not just call her for a video?

His pale fingers stroked along the cat’s spine. Ping An meowed complaints at him, which he pretended not to hear.

With cats, Yan Tingli also used forceful methods.

Shi Sui watched helplessly.

After several seconds, Yan Tingli’s flat voice came from the other end: “This is 3.0’s controller, you can give simple commands to my side.”

“In other words, you can monitor me.”

Shi Sui: “…”

Her lips twitched: “I don’t have such niche hobbies.”

Yan Tingli: “But I want you to monitor me.”

Shi Sui fell silent.

She used her finger to explore the screen.

She did want to know exactly what extent Yan Tingli could monitor her through 3.0 before.

She didn’t know until she looked, and was shocked when she did.

In the image, all the furnishings on the other side were like a 3D model, detailed and precise, even zoomable, all in real-time.

The perspective could switch between the living room and the bedroom.

There was even a bathroom.

Shi Sui’s eyes widened in anger: “You can even see my family’s bathroom?”

There was silence on the other end for several seconds. Guessing what she was thinking, Yan Tingli said flatly: “I don’t have a hobby of watching people use the toilet.”

“But how do I know whether you’ve watched me, and my parents…”

Perhaps her imagination was too outrageous. Yan Tingli’s expression looked very unpleasant: “In your house, I can only see the living room and your bedroom.”

He paused, seeming to feel it was too beneath him, then mockingly added: “Do I need to peep at you bathing?”

Shi Sui didn’t respond—she would never overestimate his moral bottom line.

When she didn’t answer, Yan Tingli laughed coldly and said lightly: “If I wanted to watch, I’d watch openly.”

Shi Sui only regretted that her fist couldn’t reach through the screen. Suddenly, Yan Tingli said again: “Did you miss me?”

Shi Sui didn’t understand why he was saying this out of the blue.

So she cautiously remained silent.

“In the month since you returned,” Yan Tingli enunciated clearly, saying the following words without any shame, “you never masturbated once.”

“Why?” He was puzzled.

His shamelessness could always refresh Shi Sui’s bottom line.

She stared wide-eyed and scolded: “Do you think everyone is like you…”

Yan Tingli suddenly smiled: “So you also guessed that I would masturbate thinking of you?”

Did he need her to guess about him doing such lewd things? Shi Sui was too angry to speak.

Looking at him leaning back his head on the other side, exposing his pale, slender neck.

Eyes closed, Adam’s apple sliding slowly, speaking in an innocent tone: “I can’t see you, can’t hear your voice, so I can’t come.”

“So I must see you every day.”

He started debating about meeting again, using filthy language and sophistry.

Shi Sui spoke nonsense to provoke him: “Then just don’t come.”

Yan Tingli laughed with his chest trembling: “Fine, then I’ll save it all for you.”

As he spoke, he opened his eyes and winked at her.

As if saying, “I’m very obedient, right?”

Shi Sui was about to faint from anger.

She didn’t want to continue such vulgar topics with him, couldn’t help saying: “Let me see Ping An a few more times.”

“No.” Yan Tingli’s tone suddenly turned cold.

Shi Sui was dissatisfied: “Why not?”

Yan Tingli looked down, even very vindictively and childishly pressing Ping An’s head against his leg, not letting Shi Sui see even a bit.

“You abandoned it for three years, why should you be able to see it whenever you want now?”

Shi Sui was speechless.

“If you won’t let me see, forget it,” she immediately moved to close the link, then retaliated in kind, “Little Snail, play him a horror nursery rhyme.”

Without caring about Yan Tingli’s reaction, Shi Sui immediately turned off her phone and burrowed into the soft big bed under the covers.

Her mind was still buzzing from his words.

Seeing Ping An and the amulet pouch.

Memories from the past surged up, making her feel slightly sad.

But then she thought of his shameless words again.

Shi Sui felt somewhat flushed and couldn’t fall asleep immediately.

They were both adults, especially since she had rolled around with him early on, tasting all kinds of flavors.

During the three years apart, how could she not have any desires?

Fortunately, he hadn’t discovered this.

Shi Sui breathed a sigh of relief, thinking to herself.

This person combined pure love and lewdness.

Currently, it seemed lewdness was winning.

Shi Sui rested at home for a week, her injuries basically fully healed, then considered returning to work at Guangmei Studio.

She quietly asked Zhao Sheng online.

The result was not surprising at all: [You can come back anytime, we kept your workstation for you.]

Shi Sui was confused: […Ah?]

Zhao Sheng: [Mr. Yan called ahead and said you’d be back soon.

Shi Sui remained expressionless, replied casually, then threw her phone far away.

It was nearly dusk, and her parents were coming home.

Before long, Yan Tingli would also come over for dinner.

He came over every day for various reasons—even if he was busy to the point of flying, this dinner was non-negotiable for him.

The previously mentioned meeting several times a week on the plane was naturally ignored by him.

Shi Sui looked at the sky outside.

She wondered if she was being petty and willfully wasting time with Yan Tingli.

Whether wanting Yan Tingli to listen to her in everything was impossible to begin with.

Before long, the sounds of Shi Yue and his wife returning interrupted Shi Sui’s reverie.

She slowly came out of the bedroom to greet them.

Since she couldn’t cook, Shi Sui prepared ingredients while idling at home, letting Li Yin cook them directly when she returned.

Watching Lady Li cook, Shi Sui leaned to the side, chatting casually about returning to work next week.

Li Yin smiled and agreed, naturally supporting everything she did.

The mother and daughter chatted, with Li Yin occasionally having her taste dishes from the pan.

After the cooking was done, Li Yin took off her apron and checked the time: “Strange, why hasn’t Little Li come back today?”

Shi Sui also blinked, looking toward the door with slight puzzlement.

Although Yan Tingli had many terrible personality flaws, he was well-mannered and generally punctual with things he promised.

Shi Sui: “Maybe he’s not coming today.”

Li Yin shook her head: “No, I specifically asked today. Send Little Li a message to ask.”

Shi Sui had no choice but to take out her phone and slowly send a question mark over.

In the dim underground parking garage, the phone screen lit up, flashing a bright light.

It also became the only light source, illuminating half of a man’s pale chin.

Only then did he slowly stride out from the shadows.

Coming to a black luxury car crashed against the wall ahead.

He remotely opened the car window.

Yan Tingli bent down, looking extremely concerned at the person in the driver’s seat, softly enunciating: “Dad, are you alright?”

From the moment he got in the car and was repeatedly controlled to crash into the wall dozens of times, Yan Zecheng’s face was completely pale, and his stomach was churning.

This call from Yan Tingli was like a demon knocking at his door.

Yan Zecheng was weak all over, dizzy, and seeing stars.

His legs were also stuck in the driver’s seat and couldn’t get out—multiple fractures based on experience.

He pointed at him with trembling fingers: “You, you beast.”

Yan Tingli smiled gently: “I learned it all from you.”

Yan Zecheng was almost about to faint from anger. Still trying to point and curse at him, Yan Tingli suddenly said contemptuously: “You didn’t kill me—was it because your function isn’t quite working, and you were counting on me to carry on your despicable genes?”

Having his purpose so nakedly exposed, Yan Zecheng’s face changed, flushing red and white.

“What a pity,” Yan Tingli sneered, “just a little bit short of success.”

Finished speaking, he waved leisurely: “Called an ambulance for you. Have a good journey.”

After saying this, he laughed heartily and walked away in good spirits.

When Yan Tingli hadn’t returned for a long time, Shi Sui frowned, her patience exhausted, and was about to call.

The phone rang from his end first.

Shi Sui answered: “Hello? Are you coming or not?”

She was interrupted. Yan Tingli’s voice carried a strange happiness: “Coming, of course I’m coming, I’ll be right there.”

Shi Sui intuited something was wrong: “What did you go do?”

“Overtime.” He was silent for a few seconds, then said lightly.

She couldn’t get anything out of him over the phone. Though Shi Sui didn’t quite believe him, she still said: “Then hurry up, we’re just waiting for you.”

Not knowing which word got to him, he laughed again: “Coming.”

“Hang up then.”

“Sui Sui.” Yan Tingli called out to her, still not hanging up.

“We’ll talk when we meet.”

But he insisted on continuing: “I’ve changed.”

Shi Sui was speechless: “…What did you change?”

“Mm,” he was silent for a while.

Thinking of appropriate phrasing: “For example, I want to give you a bouquet now.”

Whereas before, I would share all turbulence, negativity, and panic with you.

Now I want to hide it instead.

Shi Sui couldn’t follow his train of thought at all: “What flowers? Why give flowers?”

“To chase you,” he answered slowly.

Chapter 47: Reward for the Little Dog
“Knock knock knock.”

Twenty minutes later, the door was knocked three times in an unhurried manner.

“Is that Little Li?” Shi Yue was about to open the door.

Shi Sui’s fingertips rubbed against her phone screen, hesitating for a moment before stepping forward first: “Let me get it.”

Shi Yue raised an eyebrow with interest and sat back down.

This person could move freely through her house, yet could pretend to be the most gentle and polite in front of her parents. Shi Sui’s mind was full of messy complaints as she tried to ignore the slight dampness on her fingers.

She hadn’t cared about that bouquet.

If she opened the door and Yan Tingli had nothing, she wouldn’t mind either.

She just assumed he was making up nonsense on a whim.

Shi Sui opened the door with an inscrutable expression.

Meeting the visitor’s gaze.

She still couldn’t help but look around him from top to bottom.

Empty-handed.

Yan Tingli leaned forward slightly, seeming puzzled as he looked at her: “What is Sui Sui looking for?”

“…”

Shi Sui wouldn’t admit she was somewhat disappointed.

She turned and walked away without a word.

A light laugh like a feather came from behind.

Shi Sui’s arm was grabbed.

Then a bouquet of pink tulips that he had deliberately hidden behind his back appeared before her eyes, their fragrance filling her nose.

When Yan Tingli wasn’t attending formal occasions, he wore casual clothes even to the company. Dressed in the simplest light-colored jacket, he looked young and beautiful, just like during their school days.

Shi Sui glanced up at him quickly, her heart pounding like jumping off a building.

Her expression was also somewhat expectant, and she forgot to reach out to take the flowers for a long while.

Until Li Yin’s amused voice came: “Sui Sui?”

Only then did Shi Sui snap out of it, feeling deeply embarrassed as she quickly took the flowers with her head down.

Her fingers were burning hot, and tiny bubbles kept popping at the tip of her heart.

The bouquet was the most ordinary gift.

But compared to that legendary hundred-million-yuan pink diamond ankle chain, she seemed to like this bouquet more.

Yan Tingli entered and turned to hand Li Yin a bouquet of carnations: “Auntie, this is yours.”

Women of any age would be happy to receive a beautiful bouquet. Li Yin was pleasantly surprised, her eyes sparkling as she looked at Yan Tingli: “…I have one too.”

“Of course.” Yan Tingli nodded.

Li Yin beamed as she held the flowers, arranging them properly and formally.

Only Shi Yue stood aside watching with pursed lips, his expression unpredictable.

After Li Yin finished arranging the flowers, she gestured for Yan Tingli to sit down and couldn’t help but curiously ask: “Little Li, did something good happen today?”

Shi Sui also looked up, glancing over from the corner of her eye.

Based on her understanding of Yan Tingli, she instinctively felt it wasn’t what would conventionally be considered a “good thing.”

Yan Tingli’s smile deepened: “I suppose so.” He leisurely added a chicken leg to Shi Sui’s bowl with his chopsticks: “My father came to Hangzhou.”

Upon hearing this, Shi Yue immediately said, “Does Zecheng have time? I’d like to treat him to dinner.”

“Probably not.”

Shi Yue nodded: “That’s true, Zecheng has always been quite busy…”

Before he finished speaking, Yan Tingli smiled and said, “He’s not busy now, I’m handling all the business.”

“Then why…?”

“My father fractured his bones and was hospitalized.”

Li Yin couldn’t help but ask with concern: “Ah, how did he fracture his bones? Is it serious?”

“Car accident.”

Everyone at the table couldn’t wrap their heads around how Yan Zecheng’s “car accident” connected to “good news.”

Yan Tingli thought for a moment and said, “He didn’t die, just fractured bones.”

“That should count as good news, right?”

Shi Sui bit her chopsticks, looking at him in confusion.

A strange intuition made her feel that Yan Tingli might be calmly saying some crazy things.

“Ah…” Li Yin uttered a sound, using high emotional intelligence to smooth things over: “Then indeed, it’s a blessing in disguise.”

Shi Yue: “Ah, yes, yes, yes.”

Yan Tingli smiled: “Indeed very lucky.” As long as Sui Sui was safe, Yan Zecheng wouldn’t have major problems—how lucky.

Since Yan Zecheng had an accident, Shi Yue naturally couldn’t do anything: “Which hospital is Zecheng at? Your Aunt Li and I should go visit him.”

“Uncle and Auntie don’t need to worry.” Yan Tingli smiled warmly, “My father will be transferred back to Beijing soon.” Stay away from his sight.

The topic ended there, basically having to be dropped.

Speaking of Yan Zecheng, Shi Yue’s expression also fell into some kind of memory: “Back then, your father and I were mixed-dorm roommates. He studied computer science, I studied architecture.”

“When I first went to the big city, I didn’t understand anything. Your father taught me many things.”

“Even many years later, when I asked him to help find Sui Sui a place to live, your father agreed right away. Really a good person.”

Yan Tingli smiled carelessly: “Mm, a great person.”

But Shi Sui could hear the mockery in his laughter, couldn’t help but glance at him, using her eyes to ask what the hell he was up to.

He blinked innocently.

It wasn’t appropriate to speak at the dinner table, so Shi Sui could only hold back her words and eat with her head down.

Lady Li seemed to suddenly fall in love with taking walks. After dinner, she again suggested that Shi Yue accompany her out for a stroll.

So forced, making Shi Sui speechless.

“Sui Sui and I also agreed to go out tonight.” Yan Tingli suddenly said.

Shi Sui immediately turned to look at him. How come she didn’t know she was going out?

Shi Yue didn’t want to go out wandering at all—it was tiring. He immediately asked: “Where to?”

Yan Tingli said without blushing or his heart racing: “A date.”

Shi Yue simply and directly took off the shoes he had just put on: “Then you two go.”

“…”

Yan Tingli’s leisurely gaze turned to her.

Shi Sui’s temple twitched.

She did have things to ask him.

Plus that bouquet.

Occasionally, rewarding him with a date wasn’t impossible.

Shi Sui could only say: “I’ll go change clothes.”

She went back to her room and searched through the closet for a long time—all pants.

She had to dig to the very bottom to find the goose-yellow long-sleeved dress that Li Yin had newly bought for her.

After changing clothes, Shi Sui looked at her complexion in the vanity mirror—completely bare-faced, really couldn’t match this beautiful new dress.

So she sat in front of the makeup mirror again, applying this and that.

Not knowing how much time had passed, until 3.0’s voice suddenly rang out: [Sui Sui, Mr. Yan says he’s been waiting for you for a long time]

“Let him wait.”

As soon as the words fell, the room door was opened.

“Bang.”

Yan Tingli closed the door.

Her parents were still outside, yet he brazenly entered like this.

Shi Sui jabbed at him: “Why aren’t you continuing to pretend to be a gentleman?”

“We slept in the same bed, Mom saw it all.” Yan Tingli’s tone was like treating this as an honor badge: “Pretending is politeness, not pretending is also human nature.”

“They’re all experienced people, they can understand.”

…All twisted logic.

Shi Sui was too lazy to waste energy arguing with him, finally examining her makeup in the mirror and curving her lips with satisfaction.

Usually Shi Sui basically just applied a layer of primer and lipstick to improve her complexion. Such elaborate full makeup was rare.

In the past, when meeting Yan Tingli, she had appeared in all kinds of strange and ugly states.

Her being so serious about this made Yan Tingli bend down, tilting his head to examine her, his tone puzzled: “Why apply so much powder?”

Like a small arrow piercing Shi Sui’s heart, making her feel ashamed and angry about her sudden grooming behavior.

She put down the brush heavily: “Mind your own business.”

Yan Tingli even reached out, rubbing her cheek with his fingertip.

Looking down at the powder on it, he said with displeasure: “This way I’ll get a mouthful of powder.”

Shi Sui forcefully slapped his hand away, emphasizing: “I never agreed to let you kiss me.”

Yan Tingli: “You agreed to go out with me.”

Shi Sui laughed in anger: “…Is there a necessary connection between these two things?”

“Today is Saturday,” Yan Tingli said as if stating a fact, “We need to do it three times. I thought you knew.”

Shi Sui was full of question marks: “What three times?!”

Yan Tingli: “On the plane, we agreed—meet seven times a week, do it three times.”

Shi Sui exploded: “When did I agree with you—”

Just then, the main door was knocked.

Li Yin said outside, “I see it’s already dark, are you still going out?”

With elders present, and them not being married, staying in one room together for so long still didn’t conform to propriety.

Yan Tingli’s voice became humble: “Right away, Sui Sui just finished her makeup.”

Having done full makeup, even if it was raining knives outside, Shi Sui had to go out.

She grabbed her bag and got up with a cold face.

As soon as they got in the car, before Shi Sui had even fastened her seatbelt, Yan Tingli leaned over.

Burning breath swept across her cheek.

Knowing his habit of being forceful whenever aroused couldn’t be changed, Shi Sui reached out to block his lips: “Did I let you kiss me?”

Yan Tingli didn’t speak, instead gripping her wrist and pressing his cheek against her palm to kiss it.

Shi Sui’s bottom line for him was refreshed again, to the point where she was afraid even slapping him would result in being licked.

“Aren’t you chasing me?” She raised her voice, “When a pursuer does this, it’s called sexual harassment.”

Hearing her words, Yan Tingli paused, his dark eyes narrowing.

Being restrained by such invisible thin threads around his neck made him very displeased.

He said flatly: “You already agreed to my date.”

Shi Sui angrily retorted: “Agreeing to date you isn’t agreeing to give you a room key.”

A few seconds later.

Yan Tingli gripped her hand tightly, slowly guiding it to his face, stroking from top to bottom: “Then you touch me.”

“I’ll let you sexually harass me.”

When people are speechless, they do laugh.

Shi Sui angrily pressed her thumb against his Adam’s apple without mercy: “How about I slap you?”

Due to this pressure, Yan Tingli’s throat emitted a muffled sound.

His neck also leaned back, slowly swallowing.

Touching his Adam’s apple had made him very comfortable, his body temperature rapidly rising.

Shi Sui couldn’t stand it anymore and pulled her hand away.

Having finally put on makeup to come out, she didn’t want to waste time on such vulgar matters.

“Drive, I want to go to the cinema.” Shi Sui commanded.

She wasn’t clear what other people’s dating process was like, only remembering that in university, Zhu Wei often went out with newly hooked fish to eat, watch movies, do crafts, or do nothing at all—just stroll the streets.

She and Yan Tingli had done crafts before—two extremely ugly ceramic dolls were their masterpieces.

Strolling the streets was even worse—they’d probably start fighting on the street.

Only watching movies could make Yan Tingli shut that mouth that spouted crazy talk at any moment, and public places wouldn’t allow him to do anything too outrageous.

Sure enough.

Yan Tingli was exceptionally uninterested in the suggestion to go out and watch movies, his gaze fixed on her: “Movies can be watched at my house too.”

Shi Sui was ice-cold: “Rejected.”

Yan Tingli’s gaze became like a thorny tongue again, licking over her skin.

Sharp and prickly.

Shi Sui sensed this and softened her tone at the right time: “Brother Tingli, I put on makeup today, I want to go out.”

“After watching the movie,” she deliberately paused for a few seconds before saying, “I’ll kiss you.”

Yan Tingli suddenly sneered.

Not knowing if he was laughing at her childish methods or the light bargaining chip.

Shi Sui snorted coldly in her heart: “You don’t want to?” She pulled her seatbelt. “Then I’ll go home right now—”

Before she could move, Yan Tingli suddenly leaned over forcefully.

Gripping her hand heavily, with indescribable annoyance, he captured her lips.

Just as he was about to deepen the kiss.

Yan Tingli suddenly paused, pulled back, and wiped the thick lipstick he’d gotten on his lips with his finger.

With an expression like he’d eaten chemical weapons.

Shi Sui was also annoyed that he’d messed up her lipstick, saying flatly: “I didn’t let you kiss me, yet you kissed me.”

“Points deducted.”

Yan Tingli seemed to hear something funny, continuing to wipe his mouth while sneering: “Points deducted? What points?”

“Your score in my heart.” Shi Sui said, “Only full marks can become official.”

Although he found it ridiculous, Yan Tingli was still curious: “Then how many points do I have now?”

“Negative points.”

Yan Tingli’s lips curved with a cold arc.

He grabbed her hand forcefully, leaning over with darkness flooding his eyes: “Since I’m negative points no matter what, then do I still need to listen to you—”

Shi Sui’s spine prickled with fear, as if she’d accidentally over-trained him again.

She quickly cupped his face with her hands, softening her tone: “But you sent flowers to me and Mom today, and I was very happy. I haven’t had time to add points yet.”

“Once I add them, it’ll be positive.” Shi Sui said quietly, “Above ninety-nine percent of the opposite sex, one percent being my dad.”

Yan Tingli’s expression was like hearing a mentally deficient statement.

But his grip on her wrist gradually relaxed.

“I know Brother Tingli is changing for me,” Shi Sui continued, observing his expression, “I’ll love you a little more each day.”

Yan Tingli’s eyelids drooped, his face showing a ridiculous and dismissive expression.

He returned to the driver’s seat, his tone also carrying condescending judgment: “You think these shallow tactics can deceive me for how long?”

After speaking, he had 3.0 navigate to the nearest cinema.

Shi Sui ignored him, looking ahead at the street scene with bright eyes.

Although every tug-of-war with Yan Tingli was like riding a roller coaster with ups and downs, not knowing how many brain cells died.

But ultimately, being able to make Yan Tingli restrain his claws because of her gave a sense of achievement like winning a battle.

After all, in the past, it was always only her compromising for him.

The movie was mediocre—a third-rate domestic commercial film using sentiment as a guise to trick box office sales.

Even Shi Sui felt drowsy watching it, turning to look at Yan Tingli midway.

He was already leaning back in his chair, quietly asleep.

His breathing was even and long, his profile like the most exquisite modeling.

Today was Saturday, but due to the delayed schedule from America, Yan Tingli still needed to work overtime.

All of Zhilian’s core business was pressing on him.

Like a heavy suspended beam, forcing him to operate like a precise machine.

But at least this was their first date outing.

The movie was boring, and the couple in front was also whispering.

The girl affectionately rested her head on the boy’s shoulder—a couple in passionate love.

Shi Sui watched.

Her heart suddenly beat twice.

Some nameless emotion swelled.

If she had to describe it, it was similar to the anticipation before receiving flowers, the grooming before a date.

More precisely, it could perhaps be summarized as indescribable girlish feelings.

This emotion also drove Shi Sui to slowly tilt her head and rest it on Yan Tingli’s shoulder.

Like sitting in a time machine.

Some memory also entered her mind with her movement of leaning on his shoulder.

That was a few years ago when watching cartoons, he had, thinking he was being subtle, awkwardly pressed her head onto his shoulder.

Shi Sui suppressed a laugh. Suddenly, his palm touched her head again.

Yan Tingli was awake.

“The movie’s been watched, now it’s time to kiss me.”

“…”

Not wanting to become surveillance footage at the cinema, Shi Sui forcibly held down his face until they got back to the car.

Only then did she let Yan Tingli wipe off her lipstick.

He cupped the back of her head, kissing and panting.

“Sui Sui,” Yan Tingli swallowed, unable to control himself, “touch me.”

Shi Sui’s hand was pressed against his body by him, unable to break free, could only say: “Don’t forget, you’re still the pursuer—”

“So I’m letting you,” Yan Tingli closed his eyes, smoothly finishing the second half of the sentence, “harass me.”

Shi Sui: “…”

His entire body was tainted by desire, all exposed skin turning pink.

“Haven’t done it since returning to the country.”

“Can’t monitor you at night either.” His voice carried a seemingly weak tone, but behind it was shameful lust: “Can’t get off.”

Shi Sui wouldn’t be shocked by anything that came out of Yan Tingli’s mouth anymore.

Monitoring was illegal to begin with, but with Yan Tingli’s concept substitution, it seemed like he’d made some great sacrifice for her.

Shi Sui saw through everything and didn’t take his bait.

“I want to do it with you tonight,” Yan Tingli grabbed her hand, his burning body temperature transferring to her, “I’ve thought about it for a week.”

Shi Sui didn’t want to entangle with him and immediately tried to withdraw her hand.

Then she heard him say: “Haven’t I been obedient?”

Yan Tingli opened his eyes to look at her, the depths flooded with lustful moisture.

“Things you didn’t let me do, I didn’t do any of them.”

Even after crashing his father into the hospital, he didn’t tell her because he was afraid she’d be scared.

Obedient?

Now it could only be called reluctantly obedient, and he might strike back at any time.

Shi Sui said flatly, “But every time it takes me great effort before you listen.”

Yan Tingli blinked: “I also endure very hard.”

More sophistry.

Shi Sui couldn’t help saying: “…Being obedient is what you should do.”

Yan Tingli was silent for a few seconds, then gripped her fingers again: “Even training dogs requires occasional surprise rewards, doesn’t it?”

“…”

Sometimes, Shi Sui didn’t know where Yan Tingli’s bottom line was.

He was so proud externally and dismissive of the tricks she used on him.

But when wanting to extract value from her, the words “training dogs” came out of his mouth so easily.

In summary, he had no bottom line.

Shi Sui probed: “What reward do you want me to give you?”

“I want to do it with you in the car, really want to.”

As Shi Sui’s expression changed in a second, Yan Tingli blinked and immediately changed direction: “But I respect you. If you’re unwilling, I won’t force you.”

“…”

Shi Sui, who had never felt “respected,” fell silent.

“So,” Yan Tingli gripped her hand, slowly guiding it upward from his thigh.

“Help me get off, Sui Sui.” His voice was muffled and hoarse, looking at her with dark, clear eyes, “Been blocked up for a long time, uncomfortable.”

Making Shi Sui hallucinate a dog using its tail tip to please her.

To achieve this lewd goal, he was even willing to temporarily pretend to be a dog.

Shi Sui knew clearly how strong his libido was—being able to do this much showed he really couldn’t hold back anymore.

In the past, except for that month when she secretly ran away for field sketching, they never went over a week without doing it.

Sometimes when she had her period, other places had to provide relief.

Shi Sui didn’t think about how he spent those three years.

Making Yan Tingli abstinent was impossible.

So he probably used every means to find ways to monitor her.

Thinking about being monitored and fantasized about by Yan Tingli through various means without her knowledge made Shi Sui angry.

She suddenly tightened her grip.

Her strength also suddenly increased.

Successfully making him emit a muffled groan.

Opening his eyes to look at her, misty: “Sui Sui, be gentle with Little Li.”

That “Little Li” made Shi Sui’s cheeks burn.

Her parents called Yan Tingli every day.

Shi Sui felt her teeth ache and vengefully rubbed hard with her fingertip.

Yan Tingli groaned with pleasure.

As if her revenge made him even more comfortable.

Shi Sui certainly wasn’t trying to make him comfortable.

She had other plans in mind, leaning close to look straight into his eyes, suddenly asking: “Why did Uncle Yan suddenly get hospitalized?”

Yan Tingli glanced up at her, seemingly still caught in the whirlpool of desire.

“Mm, probably bad luck that heaven wanted to collect him.”

Shi Sui’s intuition told her something was wrong.

Looking up into Yan Tingli’s calm eyes, he completely ignored her question and was still joking: “Don’t get distracted, tighter, Little Li likes Sui Sui to be rougher.”

Shi Sui’s anger “whooshed” up.

She glared at him and continued asking: “Did you do it?”

Yan Tingli panted: “I don’t know.”

“I want to come.”

Shi Sui gritted her teeth and nodded: “Won’t say, huh.”

She brought him to the edge, when Yan Tingli’s forehead hair was damp with sweat, and his pupils dilated.

Her fingertip suddenly blocked him completely: “Don’t climax.”

This got to Yan Tingli—his beautiful brows furrowed tight, his cheeks even redder.

Blue veins showed on the back of his hands, his whole body like being pulled from water.

“Let go.”

“Now.”

Shi Sui wouldn’t let go: “So was it—”

Yan Tingli opened his eyes and suddenly pressed her down.

At the same time, something burst out, staining her brand-new goose-yellow dress.

The way he looked at her was also like a beast released from its cage.

“Yes, I crashed Yan Zecheng.”

“I didn’t want to tell you.” Yan Tingli pinched her chin, cold fury rolling in his eyes, “I was trying to change.”

Now it seemed like she’d gone too far.

Shi Sui’s scalp tingled as she waved her hands in panic: “I, I just wanted to know the truth, you, don’t get angry, calm down.”

“Too late,” Yan Tingli sneered, “Now I only want to crash into you.”

Chapter 48: I Want to Be with You for a Long Time
Daring to pluck fur from a mad dog’s head, one must be prepared to face the possibility of being attacked at any moment.

Yan Tingli had been thoroughly angered by her, his gaze cold to the bone, almost already stripping her clothes.

How could Shi Sui dare to engage with Yan Tingli? She forced herself to calm down, her brain spinning rapidly. After a long while, she said flatly: “You’ve done this to me before, too, why can’t I do it to you?”

“Aren’t we equals?”

Yan Tingli’s eyes narrowed, his expression also changing, seeming speechless.

In Shi Sui’s view, this was temporary compromise due to being in the wrong, being hit at his weak spot.

Still carrying hints of unwillingness.

His not going crazy at the slightest disagreement gave Shi Sui more confidence.

She lowered her eyelashes, her voice also soft, trying to arouse a trace of awakening in him: “You’ve forced me to do many excessive things before.”

Yan Tingli countered: “Those were things I did to you, are you going to pay them all back?”

Shi Sui was stunned, afraid of some trap, and didn’t dare speak for a moment.

Then she heard him say, “Then you can force me now, too.”

“I won’t resist.”

“……”

Shi Sui’s chest heaved heavily once.

Hopeless.

This person was just hopeless!!!

Shi Sui threw the bag in her hand at him, scolding: “When will you ever stand in my position and respect me?”

Yan Tingli’s tone was indifferent: “I’m changing.”

Shi Sui: “I can’t see it.”

“That’s your perspective.”

Shi Sui felt their thinking was on different dimensions again.

Communicating was like two parallel lines—only by forcing it, with one person slightly compromising, could there be a brief intersection.

The car interior became quiet.

After such an argument.

Yan Tingli’s aroused “interest” also seemed to finally be extinguished.

He silently cleaned up and opened the window for air.

Shi Sui also lowered her head, wiping the traces on her body with wet wipes.

In the cold silence, Yan Tingli suddenly said: “In physics, action and reaction forces are mutual and simultaneous.”

Shi Sui looked at him inexplicably.

Yan Tingli’s expression was very flat: “If you didn’t always push me away, there wouldn’t be me always forcing you.”

His tone was very calm, like stating the most ordinary academic principle, without any subjective emotion.

But it made Shi Sui slowly lower her head, her mind racing.

She wanted to categorize Yan Tingli’s words as fallacy, as sophistry.

But for the first time, she was speechless.

Just like how she had questioned Yan Tingli just now.

Making him have nothing to say.

The rest of the drive was silent except for necessities.

Yan Tingli kept looking ahead.

But the air pressure around him was very low, like irritably looking for an outlet.

But unable to vent.

Shi Sui was the same.

She didn’t know why their communication could be so difficult, with both seeming to have valid points.

Unable to find a breakthrough.

Returning home, Shi Sui stood at the window, watching Yan Tingli’s car slowly drive out of sight, the taillights gradually becoming a small dot.

Her heart felt somewhat empty.

Shi Sui suddenly thought of several years ago.

She had also watched Yan Tingli, who had stood all day, gradually walk out of her view like this.

Could it be her, always pushing him away, that caused their contradictory relationship?

“Stop! Stop self-reflecting first!” Zhou Xuyan chattered on the other end of the phone.

After confirming Yan Tingli wouldn’t eavesdrop, she finally dared to speak loudly: “Don’t let him lead you around, he has a high IQ and very twisted logic.”

“Sui Sui, think carefully—if he wasn’t so sick, would you want to push him away?! If he didn’t make you afraid, would you want to run?!”

Shi Sui was easily pulled back, nodding in realization: “You’re right too.”

But thinking of something, her eyelashes drooped again, saying quietly: “But recently, he has indeed improved a bit.”

This point was undeniable—Yan Tingli had changed.

Like the AI monitoring at home.

Shi Sui had asked 3.0, and the reply was that Yan Tingli’s side could no longer control the system here.

Instead, her home had higher priority and could even achieve reverse monitoring of Yan Tingli, though she wouldn’t do such a thing.

Hearing her say this, Zhou Xuyan’s tone was suspicious: “Sure it’s not an act?”

Given Yan Tingli’s past behavior, Zhou Xuyan’s suspicion wasn’t unfounded.

She still didn’t know about the American incident. Over the past month, she had thrown herself into Tibetan fieldwork, and they hadn’t had long chats.

Shi Sui thought for a moment, briefly mentioned the hospitalization, and finally concluded: “He should tend to change, but the results are slow.”

“You were shot?” Zhou Xuyan was frightened, her face pale, “Are you okay?! Was it serious?”

Shi Sui pointed to her shoulder, comforting her: “Already healed, just surface wounds.”

“Who did it! Let that little pervert Yan kill them!”

Shi Sui focused, silent for a while.

Who the mastermind was, combined with Yan Tingli’s reaction today, she had a guess.

Noticing her hesitant expression, Zhou Xuyan seemed to think of something, suddenly saying: “I heard from my mom today that Uncle Yan had a car accident and was hospitalized, it couldn’t be…?!”

Shi Sui didn’t speak.

“God, it is, isn’t it?” Zhou Xuyan was shocked while conspiracy theorizing, “There were already rumors in the circle that the little pervert Yan had sidelined his parents; he wouldn’t kill him because of this, would he?”

“Too crazy, this whole family is too crazy.”

Shi Sui looked at her absently, not joining in the sentiment.

Instead, her mood became complexly depressed.

If all this was done by Yan Zecheng, with his biological father harming him for profit, Yan Tingli would feel sad, wouldn’t he?

And the moment this thought appeared, many, many scenes she had deliberately suppressed and ignored suddenly appeared like curtains in her mind.

The Yan family’s always large and empty villa.

Yan Tingli’s life had been precisely arranged since his youth.

The Yan residence was in chaos, his cold sweater drenched with water.

And that Qingming Festival when he returned from the cemetery, being pointed at by Song Jie and told he had a fate that brought misfortune to loved ones.

What was she doing during those times?

Shi Sui recalled—it seemed like she was preparing nonstop to escape from him.

“Yanyan.” She raised her eyelashes, suddenly saying, “Maybe I’m wrong too.”

“Hm?”

“He and I have different backgrounds and completely different personalities. Before, I never thought about being with him long-term, so I covered my eyes, plugged my ears, and only cared about escaping myself.”

“But now.” Shi Sui chose her words carefully, “I want to prepare for the long term.”

“Maybe I,” she paused, slowly enunciating, “also have things I need to change.”

Two parallel chopsticks—if you only bend one.

The process will be very slow.

Once the force gets too heavy, the chopstick will break.

Shi Sui couldn’t help but continue reasoning.

If it were before, Yan Tingli would have poured out the matter of crashing Yan Zecheng like a dark cloud that didn’t know how to disperse, regardless of whether she wanted to hear it or not.

If she had also deliberately teased Yan Tingli like today, controlling his climax.

He would have done as he said and forced her into the car.

But none of that happened.

Now, he was like a stubborn clam.

Hard shell, soft inside, contradictorily inconsistent inside and out.

Shi Sui was suddenly amused by this imagination, curving her eyes, until Zhou Xuyan, across from her, looked at her thoughtfully and suddenly sighed: “Sui Sui, you’re gentle and kind. That little pervert Yan being with you is his blessing.”

Shi Sui: “Eh?”

Zhou Xuyan looked at her.

At this moment, she also somewhat realized that she had interfered too much in others’ affairs, which might affect Shi Sui’s judgment instead.

For example, she had only thought Yan Tingli was obsessive and sick, his family situation pitiable, but rarely reflected on herself because of these factors, showing him more understanding and tolerance.

Zhou Xuyan: “Sui Sui, you’re very good at loving people.”

Whether instinctively taking a bullet for an “unqualified lover” who had given her so much fear, or quickly reflecting and changing herself after deciding she wanted something long-term, her soft heart.

Each required exceptionally resilient and tolerant qualities.

“But the road to transformation is still very long.” Shi Sui’s voice fell softly.

She wasn’t sure if they could work things out well.

Monday, Shi Sui geared up again and returned to Guangmei Studio for work.

Hangzhou had entered autumn.

These past few days, there had been several autumn rains, and the temperature had turned cool.

When leaving in the morning, 3.0 even reminded her to dress warmly and remember to bring an umbrella.

The 3.0 that wasn’t used for surveillance was the AI Shi Sui favored. She rarely smiled: “Thank you, Little Snail.”

3.0: [Serving Sui Sui is my responsibility.]

Shi Sui drove to the company in a good mood.

Arriving at her workstation, she learned that in just over a month of her absence, there had been completely new personnel changes.

Fu Ze had suddenly resigned and jumped ship. Their team leader had also become Zhao Sheng.

Among the interns who started with her, several had returned to school after their terms ended, and some had voluntarily quit due to work pressure.

Besides that, there were several new faces.

Zhao Sheng briefly introduced them to her. Shi Sui generally remembered them, with the deepest impression being an intern from the Royal College of Art—the school she had once used as a shield.

Speaking of which, she also met this boy named Li Tingyan’s gaze.

He introduced his name and politely greeted her. Shi Sui was stunned in place.

Li, Ting, Yan.

Yan, Ting, Li.

Was this pronunciation reversed?

Inexplicably amused, Shi Sui giggled.

Li Tingyan looked at her questioningly: “Ah?”

“Oh, nothing.” Shi Sui quickly waved her hand, awkwardly smoothing things over, “Your name sounds very nice.”

Li Tingyan smiled at her: “Thank you, yours too.”

He had refined features, probably from a good family background, and carried a gentle, composed temperament.

Shi Sui and he had the same major and similar work responsibilities. Li Tingyan worked unhurriedly and with meticulous completion, quite comfortable to work with.

These past few days, Yan Tingli was exceptionally busy, with business dinners and trips, and no time to come for dinner.

They hadn’t met, and their conversations had stopped at last Saturday’s conclusion.

Until Friday evening, when Shi Sui came home from work.

She had just lain on the sofa when the door was knocked on, not long after. She checked the time—it was when Yan Tingli usually came over.

But recently, with the shopping festival approaching, her parents were busy and had no time to come home and cook. Shi Sui herself just made do randomly.

Shi Sui was stunned, but still went to open the door.

She met the gaze of Yan Tingli at the entrance, wearing a long windbreaker and looking travel-worn.

News of her family being empty had been scouted long ago.

Because the next second, Shi Sui was hugged, or more accurately, pounced on.

Accompanied by Yan Tingli’s right foot entering, Shi Sui was carried by him toward the sofa.

Her lower back pressed against the sofa back.

Yan Tingli pinched her chin, his face nuzzling up to sniff, about to lose control and bite.

Shi Sui sighed in her heart, almost accepting his habit of forceful kissing upon meeting.

Yan Tingli suddenly paused.

He slowly narrowed his eyes and said expressionlessly: “Kiss.”

“You agree.”

Still a commanding tone.

Shi Sui blinked, feeling something indescribable in her heart.

—At least he didn’t force it from the start and knew to ask permission. That was some progress.

So Shi Sui slowly raised her hand, her fingertip brushing his cheek: “Adding points for you.”

In the instant before Yan Tingli could react, she moved forward, actively pressing against his beautifully shaped, thin lips.

“Tonight, I allow you to kiss me.” Pecking once, she pulled back slightly and said, “This is a reward.”

Yan Tingli’s expression changed slightly, his eyelids drooping as he studied her quietly.

Again, that contradictory, compromising expression.

He was always used to commanding from above. This kind of being given orders by her, even containing condescending comforting rewards, might make him physiologically uncomfortable and especially sensitive.

Shi Sui seemed oblivious as she wrapped around his neck, continuing to lean up and nuzzle affectionately.

The next second, Yan Tingli’s devouring movements seemed exceptionally fierce, as if wanting to vent this unwilling emotion in this battle of lips and teeth.

“…Slow down.”

Shi Sui could barely breathe, grabbing his neck and pulling back unceremoniously.

Feeling his chest heaving, eyes dark and heavy, emotions compressed to the extreme.

Shi Sui leaned up, licking his Adam’s apple while saying: “Don’t rush, Brother Tingli.”

Shi Sui softly whispered in his ear, “I miss you too, let’s kiss slowly.”

To prove her longing, Shi Sui imitated his usual sniffing motions, her breath faintly sweeping across his neck: “I missed your scent.”

But Yan Tingli suddenly stopped moving.

Not only did he stop, he even pulled back some distance, his dark pupils pressing down, examining her inch by inch.

Like before, when scrutinizing her micro-expressions to prove she wasn’t lying.

“This time.”

Seeming to see nothing, Yan Tingli spoke very slowly, “More genuine.”

“Did you practice?”

“…”

Yan Tingli continued looking, as if wanting to see through her.

Looking at Shi Sui’s pupils shook.

So he really could distinguish between sincerity and taming.

Then all those clumsy performances before—could Yan Tingli see through them too?

Shi Sui suddenly didn’t dare think deeper, recklessly cupping his face and answering him with a kiss.

She rarely took initiative, so naturally wasn’t skilled at invading someone else’s mouth.

But Yan Tingli also suddenly seemed unhurried.

Though the palms holding her waist still couldn’t help but burn, he had extremely rare patience, letting her make chaos in his mouth.

This surprise made Shi Sui suddenly recall that night several years ago when they watched cartoons all night and did nothing.

In her memory, this was the only time Yan Tingli wasn’t lustful.

She couldn’t remember how long they kissed, only feeling that by the end, even the air was sticky.

Shi Sui felt his reaction.

She didn’t know how long it had been there—probably from the beginning.

Even she found it strange, couldn’t help saying: “Doesn’t it hurt?”

Why wasn’t he saying vulgar things today?

“Mm,” Yan Tingli’s Adam’s apple moved slowly, his eyes also lifting, frankly admitting, “I want to do it.”

Shi Sui hummed: “You used to be quite good at forcing.”

Yan Tingli thought for a moment, his eyes also going blank, innocently describing his current strange thoughts: “I want to earn points.”

“Then have Sui Sui reward me, like just now.”

That felt better.

At this moment, Yan Tingli was like a canine suddenly having its bristling fur smoothed.

Due to comfort, he was temporarily too lazy to care about this disadvantageous passive position.

When she didn’t respond, Yan Tingli couldn’t wait and said, “Make love.”

“You agree.”

He began copying the pattern from before, making Shi Sui both angry and amused.

Having just started adjusting, Shi Sui had no plans to immediately roll around with him, deflecting: “My parents might come back any time.”

Yan Tingli didn’t care: “Let’s do it at my place.”

“No” was already at her throat, but Shi Sui ultimately swallowed it back.

She couldn’t push him away too forcefully—that would be counterproductive.

“I’m about to get my period,” Shi Sui blinked and said, “My stomach doesn’t feel good.”

This wasn’t a lie.

Sure enough, Yan Tingli frowned and thought for a moment.

What day her period came, he naturally knew like the back of his hand.

Finally closing his eyes, he let out a long breath.

“But we can kiss a bit more.”

Shi Sui hooked around his neck, smiling as she leaned up.

Both forgot about time. Kiss a bit, then talk a few words.

“Was Yan Zecheng’s car accident something you did because of me?”

Shi Sui buried her face in his chest, listening to his steady heartbeat.

Before, when talking about his family, Yan Tingli’s body always emitted thick, icy coldness.

He would laugh coldly while saying horrifying things.

And initially, before everything was revealed to her by Zhou Xuyan, he had never revealed even half a word to her.

Shi Sui had been thinking about the reasons these days.

Summarizing it as proud yet fragile self-esteem.

Later, when everything was known to her, he turned it into a means to bind her.

Dragging her to sink together, vengefully pouring those unresolvable dark emotions onto her.

Before, Shi Sui didn’t want to know, but now, she wanted to help him get out.

Sure enough, the moment she mentioned Yan Zecheng, Yan Tingli’s whole body emanated sharp thorns.

He laughed once, saying flatly: “You think what I did was wrong?”

Shi Sui commented: “The methods were indeed somewhat extreme.”

Yan Tingli pinched her chin, his gaze also cold: “So what? I’m that kind of extreme person, your whole life—”

His neck was circled by Shi Sui again, her gentle voice by his ear: “Thank you, Brother Tingli.”

“For helping me vent my anger because I was hurt.”

Yan Tingli’s remaining words stopped, his eyes also flickering. The dark mist that had just risen suddenly dispersed, somewhat blank.

Shi Sui had never seen such rich expressions on Yan Tingli’s face.

But it was only momentary before he immediately snapped back.

His lips pressed together with some exposed annoyance, quickly returning to expressionless.

Habitually erecting indifferent walls: “You just called me extreme.”

Shi Sui pecked his lips: “Only occasionally.”

His palm cupped the back of her head.

His other hand pressed her right hand to his chest: “Here.”

Shi Sui suddenly smiled: “Very full?”

“…”

A deathly silence.

This phrase made Yan Tingli recall some very unforgettable memories.

The next second, his face suddenly darkened, his gaze examining her even more coldly.

“Shi Sui.” Yan Tingli’s voice was forest-cold, suddenly asking, “Are you planning to deceive me again?”

Saying so many nice things, coaxing him to remove all tracking and monitoring.

Was she planning to sweet-talk him until he was dizzy and stupid like before?

Yan Tingli’s eyes seemed trapped in some nightmare, becoming somewhat frightening.

His grip on her hand also tightened: “If you dare run again, if you dare—”

Her cheeks were suddenly squeezed from both sides toward the center.

Shi Sui fearlessly leaned close: “You’ll lock me up?”

Yan Tingli: “……”

He stared at her coldly.

Shi Sui wasn’t afraid at all, and very deliberately placed his hand on her shoulder, right where the gunshot wound was. She blinked innocently: “Is this how you treat your lifesaver?”

The wound could still be felt, and even through the fabric, it could be touched.

Yan Tingli’s finger trembled, his momentum instantly deflating like frost-beaten eggplant.

Seemingly losing all means.

He pulled his hand back as if burned.

His face also turned away.

Just his chest rising and falling slowly, obviously quite angry, but he could only hold it in.

“I won’t run again.” Shi Sui looked at him, saying seriously, “Brother Tingli, I want to be with you for a long time.”

Chapter 49: Originally Hated Rainy Days…
Shi Sui said whatever came to mind.

Until the words came out, Yan Tingli stared straight at her.

One second, two seconds.

From his expression, Shi Sui read an inch-taking-mile attitude.

—He hadn’t heard enough.

He was waiting for her to say a few more words.

Shi Sui remained expressionless and silent for several seconds.

Finally realizing.

Just now.

It seemed like, apparently, she was confessing.

She was supposed to make Yan Tingli pursue her.

But she had revealed her feelings first.

Only to blame their entire interaction sequence for being completely chaotic!!

Yan Tingli was used to taking from the beginning.

Now, making him pursue step by step and engage in pure romance was like making him fast and become a vegetarian—too difficult to implement.

She couldn’t win against him.

Instead, she had corrected herself first.

The more Shi Sui thought about it, the more her teeth ached. Her fingers pinched his cheek without mercy.

“That’s it! That’s all.” She raised her chin, “Now you express your stance.”

Yan Tingli’s face was pinched into a mark.

But he was currently floating in bubbles, so her playful touching didn’t cause any displeasure.

“Long time,” Yan Tingli finally spoke, like murmuring to himself.

Pressing her hand against his cheek, rubbing along her palm lines, “How long is a long time?”

Shi Sui choked: “…Long time, of course means a very long time.”

His eyes stuck to her face.

Almost pathologically asking: “Does that mean staying with me until death?”

Shi Sui pinched him again, helplessly: “Can’t you use less extreme words?”

“You’re calling me extreme again.”

His voice was muffled, not unhappy, but rather fearless complaint.

Like being lightly swept by a puppy’s tail, Shi Sui’s heart softened: “As long as you can always make me happy, we’ll always be together.”

“This lifetime?”

“Mm.”

Yan Tingli’s eyelashes drooped: “Not enough.”

Shi Sui:?

Yan Tingli looked at her, his obsession visible. He showed her a smile: “In my lifetime, I’ll research digital immortality.”

“In the future, even if our physical bodies perish, our consciousness will live forever. In another world.”

“That’s the long time I want.”

Though she couldn’t fully understand the “digital immortality” in his words, Shi Sui was still shocked beyond words.

She stared at him with wide eyes.

For a moment, her spine physiologically tightened.

Yan Tingli stared at her, already seeing her slightly different expression.

But his tone had no intention of backing down, gripping her hand tightly, not allowing any possibility of escape: “Hug me, now.”

Shi Sui felt she should be afraid.

But now.

The desire to hug him seemed to exceed her fear.

Shi Sui finally wrapped her arms around him, throwing herself into his embrace.

Her waist was held very tightly.

In the quiet, rustling wind came from outside the window, accompanied by falling raindrops.

Another autumn rain.

“Sui Sui, say a little more.” His tone was muffled.

Shi Sui buried her head, her face somewhat hot, not wanting to speak.

Yan Tingli’s dissatisfied tone was like a child who couldn’t get candy.

“You’re always stingy with nice words for me.”

Shi Sui simply closed her eyes, deliberately teasing him: “Brother Tingli, you’re super handsome with super long legs, great in bed, and very big down there…”

Yan Tingli suddenly bit her, his tone slightly annoyed: “Not those things.”

Shi Sui played dumb: “Aren’t these nice words?”

“These are facts.”

“…”

This kind of banter, no longer carrying any oppressive feeling, made Shi Sui feel some unfamiliar fun, willing to play along: “Then what do you want me to say?”

“Say how much you love me.”

Shi Sui’s head was pressed against his chest, wanting to lift her head to look at him.

Yan Tingli pressed down like whack-a-mole: “Just say it like this.”

…Even embarrassed and angry.

Shi Sui wanted to laugh: “Okay, okay, okay, I love you love you love you, I love you most in the whole world.”

Shi Sui’s expressive ability was average, unable to say flowery sweet talk.

But Yan Tingli was willing to listen to such nonsensical things.

Quietly not interrupting, greedily letting her continue.

Shi Sui could only rack her brains.

Her memory suddenly returned to several years ago, that afternoon when sudden heavy rain hit the small town.

The finger with a splinter, tomatoes spilled all over the floor, and the person she thought she’d never see again.

She said, “That summer, I wasn’t crying because I fell.”

A very abrupt sentence.

But Yan Tingli’s breathing slowed, and he understood.

Shi Sui’s memory fragments were scattered, but she tried hard to find details of love: “Purple Beach was beautiful, I wished you were there too.”

“The California sunshine was nice, I always thought you would like it.”

As she spoke, rain pattered outside.

Autumn rain was about to bring new rounds of cold to this city.

Cold plus dampness was Yan Tingli’s least favorite weather.

Shi Sui said, “You don’t like rain. I know.”

She didn’t know if these shallow, fragmented words counted as “nice words” in Yan Tingli’s eyes.

But Shi Sui had done her best.

If Yan Tingli still wanted to push for more, she couldn’t be blamed for immediately “turning hostile.”

Several seconds.

Yan Tingli suddenly said, “I don’t hate it now.”

Shi Sui didn’t understand: “…Eh?”

Yan Tingli: “Don’t hate rainy days.”

“Why?”

“You always say you love me on rainy days.”

This time was a rainy day.

The small town always had rainy days, too.

Yan Tingli’s speech always carried a kind of innocent yet rational animal thinking.

Sometimes, even directly stiff.

But at this moment, it was more heart-moving than any flowery sweet talk.

So much so that Shi Sui’s heartbeat was fast enough to burst through her eardrums, similar to the piano piece he played for her that year.

That night, they just kissed and talked on the sofa.

Both seemed to treasure this hard-won harmonious time, unwilling to call a stop to other things.

So much so that when Shi Yue and Li Yin returned, they were still on the sofa.

Shi Sui frantically separated from him.

Shi Yue carried takeout bags through the door, asking strangely: “Who ordered this? It’s been almost two hours. Why haven’t you eaten?”

It was what Shi Sui ordered on her way home from work, asking them not to call, just leave it at the door.

She averted her gaze, embarrassed beyond measure.

Li Yin saw her appearance and basically knew what had happened, changing the topic: “I’ll go heat it up for you and cook some noodles.”

Yan Tingli showed no unnaturalness: “Auntie, let me help.”

Shi Sui silently buried her face in the sofa.

—

During this time, her parents were so busy they were nowhere to be seen, not home even on weekends, going to the company early.

The next day, after eight, Shi Sui was still sleeping in when awakened by the doorbell.

The visitor seemed very polite, unhurried, pressing once in a while.

But the sound was continuous, completely refusing rejection.

Shi Sui squinted through the monitor to see who it was, covering her head with a pillow, impatiently saying: “Little Snail, open the door for him.”

3.0: [Okay, Sui Sui, the door has been opened for Mr. Yan.]

That person entered the living room and headed straight for her bedroom, knocking.

Shi Sui was bothered by the noise: “Stop pretending, just come in. Don’t knock in the future either.”

In her blurry vision, Yan Tingli stood by the bed wearing a pajama-style hoodie and long pants.

Like a dog waiting to be fed, looking at her quietly.

From last night’s separation until now, less than ten hours.

Coming this early in the morning, where did the lazy Yan Tingli go before?

Her mind was chaotic, rubbing her eyes, just about to prop herself up on the bed, when she was pounced on by Yan Tingli.

He buried his face in her collarbone, greedily inhaling like getting a life extension.

Shi Sui hallucinated a wagging big tail behind him.

“Don’t you sleep?” She was listless.

“I want to sleep with you.”

Shi Sui misunderstood the meaning, annoyed: “I said I don’t want to do it.”

Yan Tingli turned a deaf ear, bending his knees onto the bed, lying down beside her.

Except for kicking her oversized stuffed animal to the floor and taking its place, holding her in his arms.

Yan Tingli made no other moves.

Shi Sui waited a while and heard his steady breathing.

Yan Tingli’s presence was too strong.

This commotion made her completely awake.

Slowly turning around, Shi Sui leaned forward to carefully examine Yan Tingli’s face.

Thinking it was the shadow of his eyelashes, she reached out to gently explore.

Eh? Dark circles?

Shi Sui thought she was hallucinating from just waking up.

She rubbed her eyes again.

Looking carefully again, she hadn’t been wrong.

How come his face was previously perfect without any flaws?

Could it be from staying up too late recently?

Thinking of 3.0’s nighttime monitoring function, Shi Sui carefully reached for her phone, sending a message on the internal testing app: [Has Yan Tingli been sleeping poorly these days?]

3.0: [Since I was created, due to long-term high pressure, Mr. Yan’s sleep has always been far below healthy indicators. After you returned, there was a slight improvement.]

Shi Sui didn’t ask further.

Just then, Yan Tingli turned over, continuing to domineeringly hold her in his arms.

Shi Sui blinked, quietly lifting her phone to take a photo of his sleeping face.

She had an absurd guess.

She’d ask when he woke up.

Yan Tingli slept until the sun was high, until Shi Sui’s bones ached from lying down, before she finally couldn’t help slapping him awake.

Being suddenly woken up, he had a bad mood upon waking.

But not serious.

Just burying his face in the pillow, his throat making dissatisfied, drowsy sounds.

Shi Sui pushed his arm: “Get up quickly, I’m uncomfortable lying down.”

Yan Tingli ignored her, still being lazy.

Shi Sui grabbed his collar, threatening: “If you don’t get up, I’ll deduct points.”

As the words fell, Yan Tingli’s thin eyelids opened, staring at her: “We were already together last night.”

He propped his head up, lazily saying: “I’m already at full marks.”

Shi Sui was shocked again by his shamelessness: “Which part of you deserves full marks?”

If she hadn’t actively reflected and softened her heart, he would never get full marks in this lifetime.

“Super handsome with super long legs, great in bed, and very big down there.”

Returned to her word for word.

“…”

Shi Sui’s chest heaved heavily once.

Suddenly holding up her phone to his face, asking with a curious tone: “Why are your eyes black underneath?”

Yan Tingli squinted for a second.

Suddenly threw off the covers and got up from bed, coldly trying to grab the phone.

Shi Sui immediately hid under the covers.

Pressing down herself, hiding while saying: “Why wasn’t it there before?”

“Why?” She was sarcastic, “Is it because you used cosmetics? What brand is so seamless, recommend it.”

“Shi Sui!” Her chin was turned by Yan Tingli.

His cheeks were a red she’d never seen, mixed with his fair complexion.

Even when angry, beautiful men looked good.

Yan Tingli spoke coldly: “Are you looking for trouble?”

Shi Sui wasn’t afraid at all, staring back: “I’m about to get my period.”

“Then use your mouth above.” Yan Tingli’s fingertip pressed her lips, “Too much talking, I want to block it.”

Seemed like she’d provoked him too much again, trending toward madness.

Shi Sui immediately quit while ahead, innocently blinking and saying: “Brother Tingli, whether you cover your dark circles or not, you’re very handsome. I like you either way.”

After several seconds of silence.

Yan Tingli got up with a cold face, drinking water from her cup.

“Delete the photo.”

“Now.”

Shi Sui: “Delete delete delete.”

In front of him, Shi Sui deleted the photo.

Then stuck out her tongue at his back.

She wouldn’t delete it.

Anyway, it could be recovered.

He seemed not to notice her little action.

The current Yan Tingli was quite easy to fool.

Time had reached noon.

Yan Tingli went to the kitchen to find ingredients to cook without any courtesy.

Some people were bad at cooking but loved to do it. Shi Sui was helpless: “I want to order takeout.”

Takeout was forbidden territory for Yan Tingli, no different from garbage.

Seeing his expression was flat, Shi Sui changed her words: “Or go out to eat.”

Yan Tingli: “You think my cooking is bad, don’t you?”

So you do know! Shi Sui puffed her cheeks, unable to lie and say it was delicious.

She felt that Yan Tingli’s insistence on cooking was also to pour all of himself onto her to accept.

Shi Sui thought for a moment, not directly saying it was bad.

Their previous communication was always too harsh, mutually hitting sore spots.

In long-term interaction between two people, the art of language was also important.

So she carefully said: “Maybe it’s just a bit bland, add more seasoning and it’ll be fine.”

“Or,” Shi Sui thought, “I’ll cook with you, let Little Snail teach us.”

Yan Tingli’s eyebrows moved.

The tiny, sharp thorns just revealed seemed to slowly retract.

They used the remaining ingredients in the fridge to make two dishes.

That noon, Shi Sui ate the most delicious meal Yan Tingli had ever made.

Though during the process, Yan Tingli kept looking at the seasoning formulas and origins with an unclear expression.

Shi Sui snatched them away and poured them in liberally: “Put them in quickly, I’ve been eating this brand for twenty years, it won’t kill me.”

Her bold words earned Yan Tingli’s cold stare.

Shi Sui blinked once, immediately standing on tiptoes to kiss his face.

“Brother Tingli, you’re so good at cooking.”

“Smells so good.”

Yan Tingli stopped talking.

After the meal, Yan Tingli still showed signs of not wanting to leave.

He even had his secretary bring over a computer to handle accumulated work, unwilling to leave.

He stayed until evening when her parents returned, and only when it was late and he had to leave did he finally bear to go.

Sunday repeated the cycle.

Early morning, when Shi Sui was sleeping soundly, Yan Tingli entered directly, even bringing pajamas, changing and lying straight down beside her.

Yan Tingli’s “trespassing” behavior continued until mid-November after the shopping festival passed, and her parents would have free weekends again.

The last Saturday before the shopping festival, Yan Tingli lay beside her.

“I want to get married.”

“Sui Sui.”

“I want to get married, I want to openly sleep with you.”

“And do it every day.”

Seeing that he couldn’t fall asleep anymore, Yan Tingli was particularly dissatisfied.

Pressing her down, talking non-stop in her ear.

Using “want.”

Not quite forcing, but the desire in his eyes could almost burn her.

He wanted to press her head down and make her agree with her.

Shi Sui turned her eyes away, steadying herself: “No, it’s still too fast, I’m not ready.”

Yan Tingli’s lips pressed into a line, low pressure emanating from his body.

His dark pupils stared at her, again carrying obsessive intimidation.

Seemed like he couldn’t hold the rope again.

Shi Sui unceremoniously flicked his forehead: “Be normal.”

Yan Tingli slightly restrained himself.

Lowering his eyelids, using silent pressure on her.

Shi Sui turned to nuzzle his cheek, saying calmly: “I haven’t graduated yet, my work isn’t stable. Marriage is too early.”

Yan Tingli’s lips curved mockingly.

His gaze carefully observed her micro-expressions, seeming to think she was just making excuses: “Marrying me, why do you need to graduate, need stable work?”

Shi Sui choked.

This kind of worldly gap and perspective was like non-existent in his eyes.

She could only speak honestly: “Marriage is a big thing. We still need more adjustments.”

Their relationship had only improved for such a short time.

After hearing this, Yan Tingli coldly turned away.

He was unhappy, forcibly suppressing his emotions.

Not going crazy at her, Shi Sui was willing to coax him a bit.

Leaning her face over, she softly said, “Add points.”

This little trick was no longer useful, Yan Tingli was too lazy to pay attention.

Shi Sui: “This time it’s marriage points.”

Yan Tingli’s eyelashes moved slightly, but still no bigger reaction, even carelessly: “How long are you going to dangle the carrot in front of me?”

Probably having tasted too many sweet benefits recently, he was becoming harder and harder to coax.

Need to use heavier methods.

Shi Sui’s eyes moved.

Turning around, straddling him.

Just pressing down.

He immediately gave a corresponding lewd reaction.

His eyelids also lifted, with a gaze that wanted to penetrate her through the air.

Shi Sui leaned close and said, “My period is over.”

“Other places can also adjust.”

………………………..

Yan Tingli was momentarily stunned: “You—”

Shi Sui blushed and blocked his mouth, righteous: “One who stays near vermilion gets stained red.”

He said so many lewd things, and staying together long enough, she learned too.

Yan Tingli paused momentarily, suddenly chuckling.

His knuckles tightened, pinching her waist.

………………………………………….

“Then now, grind for me to see.”

“Use some force.”

In this aspect, he was indeed more lewd.

Shi Sui quickly blushed, burying her head.

Yan Tingli forcefully straightened her up.

Pinching her chin to kiss: “Didn’t you want to ‘adjust’?”

Not having done it since returning to the country, he had indeed reached his limit.

Shi Sui’s throat almost let out screams.

She couldn’t remember how long, almost the entire day, countless times.

Swaying and shaking.

Like making up for the previous three times a week.

At dusk, Shi Sui lazily propped herself up in bed.

Reaching for her phone, the work group had ninety-nine plus messages.

During rest time, she didn’t want to look, sliding past directly.

Until she saw a private message from Li Tingyan.

All long voice messages.

Shi Sui looked with a headache, directly converting to text.

Roughly, Zhao Sheng had an online meeting at noon. The meeting content was that project progress had changed, the film needed early review, and the entire team’s production had to speed up.

She and Li Tingyan were also assigned corresponding work, needing to work overtime on the weekend to polish it, ready for Monday morning meeting.

On the last text conversion, Shi Sui’s finger trembled.

Li Tingyan’s voice also rang in the empty bedroom: “Sui Sui, let’s meet at a cafe tomorrow, together—”

The rest was instinctively cut off by Shi Sui.

Unfortunately, it was a bit late.

Disturbing the light sleeper beside her.

Yan Tingli lifted his eyelids.

The two stared at each other momentarily.

His lips curved coldly, lazily propping himself up, tilting his head to ask: “Why did you cut it off? Is there something I can’t hear?”

Realizing she’d overreacted, Shi Sui also regretted it: “I was afraid of disturbing you.”

“The one who wakes me up every time is you,” Yan Tingli said coldly, “Would you be afraid of this?”

Shi Sui helplessly explained: “This person is my colleague, the company has temporary overtime, he needs to communicate with me.”

Yan Tingli made a sound from his throat: “Overtime requires private cafe meetings?”

“He’s also an intern, probably still has a student mentality.” After all, during their student days, when doing group projects, they would meet together.

Yan Tingli suddenly smiled: “Intern? Just a colleague, why are you speaking up for him?”

Shi Sui: “I’m just stating facts.”

“What’s his name?”

Shi Sui didn’t know what Yan Tingli wanted to do, whether he’d involve innocent people again like with Fang Huaijing.

She cautiously avoided: “Just an ordinary colleague.”

Her answer didn’t satisfy him.

Yan Tingli emanated more dangerous aura, his tone also cold: “I haven’t been watching you for just a few days, and there’s already someone new?”

His unreasonable troublemaking momentum was trending back.

Every time any male appeared around her, he would get sick to different degrees.

Shi Sui’s chest felt somewhat blocked.

She told herself to stay calm, be patient.

But this kind of returning oppression made her relive the previous suffocating feeling, and the collapse of thinking she’d succeeded but failed at the crucial moment.

Shi Sui said flatly: “Yan Tingli, you can’t interfere with my normal work life.”

“Normal life is going to cafes with males?” Yan Tingli pinched her chin. “Do you think I’m dead?”

Shi Sui couldn’t bear it: “When did I say I was going to a cafe with him?”

“And even if I did, it’s normal between colleagues. Why do you always view my relationships with males through colored glasses?”

Yan Tingli said icily: “Ordering male models with Zhou Xuyan, letting Fang Huaijing feed you, going on dates with Theodore.”

“Which one did I wrongly accuse you of?”

His eyes were like a cold pond: “Shi Sui, you’re only suitable for being locked up at home by me, only allowed to look at me alone.”

“You have no sense of boundaries at all.”

Yan Tingli rarely said such a long paragraph, but it made Shi Sui almost unable to catch her breath.

Words came out without going through her brain: “That’s because you’re sick, go see a psychologist.”

As soon as she said it, she regretted it.

Because Yan Tingli’s eyelashes moved, his expression became frightening, again trending toward an approaching storm.

Chapter 50: He’s a Disobedient Dog…
The oppressive feeling emanating from Yan Tingli was like dark clouds pressing down, similar to his state before every episode of madness.

Shi Sui’s spine trembled slightly.

She didn’t know what kind of storm she was about to face.

She didn’t want to fight—it was exhausting and hurt their relationship.

For a moment, only the tick-tock of the clock filled the room.

Suddenly, Yan Tingli got up.

With his movement, light and shadow flickered past, seemingly dispersing the thick, dark fog overhead.

Seeing his expressionless face as he stepped toward the door.

Shi Sui felt uneasy and couldn’t help calling out: “…Where are you going?”

Yan Tingli didn’t turn back: “Going home.”

Then, with a “bang,” he closed the bedroom door.

Shi Sui was stunned in place for several seconds.

She heard the front door opening.

Just as Yan Tingli was about to close the door, Shi Sui opened the bedroom door and asked in confusion: “We haven’t finished talking, why are you going home?”

Shouldn’t he continue entangling with her and have another big fight?

Yan Tingli didn’t even look at her.

His steps paused slightly, his expression cold and distant: “I temporarily don’t want to see you.”

Though he was saying harsh words, his voice was completely different—muffled, like coming through thick clouds.

Not aggressive at all.

Shi Sui opened her lips, wanting to say something.

Yan Tingli added, “Put away your fake nice words, I don’t want to hear them.”

“…”

Shi Sui hadn’t planned to coax him either.

She pressed her lips together and managed: “My mom asked you to stay for dinner tonight.”

“This isn’t my home.”

Shi Sui: “…?”

“I was the one throwing myself at you, coming here to sleep with you.”

After saying this, with a “bang.”

The door was closed in her face, and Yan Tingli left.

Shi Sui stood in place.

She was still in a state of confused and unfamiliar emotions, unable to react.

…What did this mean?

Though she and Yan Tingli often fought, they rarely had cold wars.

Every time, Yan Tingli had to determine a winner, either firmly suppressing her or forcing her to bow her head and coax him.

Unreasonable yet confident.

At that level just now, it had reached Yan Tingli’s breaking point—problems couldn’t be solved without going a bit crazy.

Shi Sui returned to her room.

The space was empty, and his warmth gradually dissipated.

Dusk had arrived, and the room was increasingly dim.

Shi Sui sat in the computer chair.

Before her were constantly jumping pop-ups—Li Tingyan asking if she hadn’t seen the messages yet.

Shi Sui felt irritated and had no mood to reply patiently.

She directly said the cafe wasn’t convenient and to call online if there was business.

Li Tingyan replied politely, saying online communication was fine too.

Shi Sui received the work files and prepared to start editing images.

But she couldn’t calm down at all, her mind full of Yan Tingli’s last few words.

Why didn’t he continue fighting? Could it be that she had gone too far?

Just as she was feeling restless, sounds came from outside—her parents had returned.

Shi Yue entered carrying groceries. Li Yin approached the bedroom, seeing Shi Sui working, and asked curiously: “Working overtime again?”

Shi Sui nodded helplessly.

Li Yin: “Then your dad and I will cook first. You can call Little Li over—”

“He’s not coming.”

“Eh?” Li Yin was puzzled, “Didn’t he tell me yesterday evening that he wanted to eat my spare rib and corn soup?”

Shi Sui didn’t respond.

But her fingers tightened, unconsciously scribbling on the tablet, then erasing.

Li Yin knew this gesture indicated irritation. She softened her voice and guessed: “…Did you fight?”

Shi Sui mumbled: “Sort of.”

Li Yin: “About what?”

Their real situation was something her parents never knew about and couldn’t be explained in a few words.

Shi Sui simply said petulantly: “He’s too petty.”

Li Yin laughed, not taking it seriously.

She ruffled Shi Sui’s hair: “Then let me ask Little Li again if he’s coming.”

Shi Sui refused: “Don’t call him, I don’t want to see him.”

Anyway, she wouldn’t take the initiative to make peace again.

In this relationship, she was always the one to bow her head first, while Yan Tingli had only slightly compromised until now.

Shi Sui held her breath.

This time, she absolutely wouldn’t actively reconcile.

Shi Sui focused and dismissed distracting thoughts, preparing to finish all work that evening instead of dragging it into tomorrow.

Her efficiency was always high, and Li Tingyan cooperated quickly. They managed to finish everything in one night and send it to Zhao Sheng.

Li Tingyan finally sent a cheerful message: [You’re truly my soul partner, we’re so in sync]

Shi Sui initially wanted to casually reply with two words to end the chat.

Suddenly, she recalled dormitory chats from years ago, when roommates wondered why she avoided all males like the plague, having no normal relationships.

Shi Sui suddenly felt wronged.

Her finger, about to send a perfunctory response, paused and instead sent a warm emoji.

After finishing everything, Shi Sui’s mood turned from cloudy to partly sunny.

After showering, she lay in bed scrolling through her phone.

Her fingertip paused on the 3.0 app, then inexplicably clicked in.

Shi Sui’s heartbeat awkwardly quickened.

She didn’t want to see what Yan Tingli was doing—she just wanted to see Ping An.

Every time she saw Yan Tingli’s mansion with its giant panoramic glass, Shi Sui was always shocked.

But the living room was grayish.

She switched scenes to the study.

Only the computer was on, and no person was in sight.

On the desk, Ping An was stepping on the keyboard, jumping around happily.

Just as she was about to continue changing perspectives, suddenly the study door opened.

He must have just showered and dried his hair—Yan Tingli’s hair was soft.

As soon as he entered, Ping An immediately jumped down from the desk with a “thud.”

Its hind legs knocked over a picture frame on the desk.

Yan Tingli’s steps paused, seemingly angry.

He grabbed Ping An by the scruff of its neck.

Staring at it coldly.

With his other hand, he picked up the frame and put it back on the desk.

Shi Sui squinted to look—

Wasn’t this the photo she used to keep in the old house bedroom?!

It was from when Shi Sui was fifteen, doing field sketching, and Shi Yue used his newly bought camera to photograph her behind the easel.

No wonder Li Yin often muttered about not being able to find this photo, thinking she’d taken it abroad.

Turns out there was a thief in the house!

Shi Sui continued watching the phone screen with aching teeth.

Ping An’s ears were already flattened against its head.

Yan Tingli held it while sitting in the computer chair.

He stared at the computer, obviously seeing Ping An’s masterpiece on the keyboard, his face cold as frost and snow.

“You and your mother,” Yan Tingli flicked Ping An’s nose, suddenly saying, “are both no good.”

Shi Sui, scolded for no reason, slowly developed question marks above her head.

In the next second.

He looked up, meeting Shi Sui’s gaze through the screen.

“Having time to voyeuristically watch me,” he was expressionless, his tone sharp, “finish your sweet connection with your good colleague?”

Stubborn as a mule.

Shi Sui’s anger was instantly provoked, her hand moving.

She directly closed the app.

The old Yan Tingli was sick.

Now he was unreasonable.

Sunday morning, Shi Sui received a message from Su Han asking her out for afternoon tea.

Not having met for a long time, Shi Sui readily agreed.

When leaving, traffic wasn’t congested, so she arrived twenty minutes earlier than expected.

When Su Han arrived, Shi Sui was surprised to see a particularly handsome young man beside her—with deep eye sockets, who by Shi Sui’s experience was probably mixed-race.

The young man attended to Su Han attentively, escorting her over, then gentlemanly and warmly greeting Shi Sui before reluctantly leaving.

Shi Sui couldn’t help being curious: “…Is this your boyfriend? When did you start dating?”

Su Han winked playfully: “Just tell me if he’s handsome?”

“Handsome.” Shi Sui gave a thumbs-up in confirmation.

“Compared to Yan Tingli?” She still held a grudge about past events.

Shi Sui was very diplomatic: “He’s handsome.”

Su Han was immediately pleased, covering her mouth and laughing.

“How did you two meet?”

Su Han said she went on an Antarctic expedition tour last year, where she met Axel, a German-Chinese mix with a Germanic bloodline.

“Uh, adults, dry wood and fire, you understand.” Su Han hinted explicitly.

Shi Sui nodded silently.

After sleeping together and the trip ending, Su Han coolly left.

Two months after returning to China, recently, Axel had traveled far to pursue her, pestering her to make it official.

“But I wouldn’t agree to a long-distance relationship. So he agreed to come develop his career in China, and we got together.”

“He’s a year younger than me, just graduated.” Su Han’s meaning was unclear, “Very big, very fierce.”

Shi Sui choked on her juice.

Pulling the topic back to proper matters, she said seriously, “He prioritizes you and would compromise to come here for you. That’s good.”

Su Han carelessly played with her hair: “Of course, what use are disobedient men? It’s not like we’re short of ancestors at home.”

Shi Sui felt hit by an arrow in her heart: “…Yeah.”

She had just happened to date an ancestor.

Su Han observed her expression and asked curiously: “What about you two? How are things recently?”

Su Han was still stuck in the memory of wanting to be a bridesmaid at their wedding, wrinkling her nose: “Is he still forcing you to marry?”

Shi Sui shook her head: “A bit better.”

“But he’s still disobedient.”

Su Han laughed coldly: “Can the words ‘obedient’ even be associated with him?”

Shi Sui sighed: “We fought again yesterday.”

She briefly explained what happened.

Su Han: “He left by himself in the end?”

Shi Sui nodded.

“God, this isn’t just ‘a bit better,'” Su Han, as an outsider, was shocked, “Not only didn’t he go crazy, he just went home to sulk by himself.”

“The revolution has achieved major success, comrade still needs to work hard.”

…It seemed that way.

Shi Sui still said dissatisfiedly: “But I don’t want to look for him this time. I’ve always been the first to bow my head before.”

“Why can’t he actively apologize and clear things up?”

Su Han looked at her and suddenly raised her eyebrows, laughing: “You two stubborn mules have collided.”

“If you want him to actively bow his head, what use is just being stubborn? You need to lure him.”

Shi Sui: “…Hm?”

“Are you sure he’s not monitoring you anymore?”

Shi Sui: “…Mm.”

“Quick, give me your phone.” Su Han extended her hand.

Shi Sui handed it over.

She watched Su Han take photos of the desserts and drinks in front of them. “Do you have work pictures?”

Shi Sui: “Yes, look in the photo album.”

She watched Su Han operate the phone expertly.

Then proudly handed the phone back: “Now just wait.”

Shi Sui curiously scrolled through the phone interface.

Until she saw her WeChat Moments had a new post: [Mission accomplished!]

The pictures showed today’s afternoon tea and a work illustration.

Even specifically tagged the cafe’s location.

Then.

Visible only to Yan Tingli.

Shi Sui: “……”

Su Han smugly raised her eyebrows: “Let’s see if he gets anxious.”

After speaking, she crossed her arms and leaned back, unable to wait to appreciate Yan Tingli rushing over and then looking deflated.

Shi Sui’s heartbeat quickened: “Will this really work?”

Su Han: “You’ve dated too little. These little tricks used occasionally are harmless.”

Shi Sui had been struggling recently to figure out some techniques, thinking she was quite clever.

Compared to Su Han, she was still amateur.

She couldn’t help but prostrate herself, seriously sighing: “Military advisor.”

The two continued chatting casually.

Feeling it was about time, Su Han sensed pressure from afar and immediately messaged Axel to pick her up: “When that little pervert Yan comes, I’ll show my face then immediately escape.”

In just over ten minutes, Axel rushed over, like a big dog wagging its tail, stickily clinging to Su Han.

The sweet bubble between them almost overflowed.

Su Han: “How did you come so fast?”

“I didn’t leave, I was in the parking lot.” Axel’s tone was muffled, “You said when you’re with your sisters, I can’t disturb you.”

She giggled, pointing his nose with her finger, chiding: “Such a pitiful little dog.”

Her voice was soft as silk, easily making Axel dizzy.

Shi Sui watched from across the table, utterly amazed.

A silly thought suddenly popped into her mind.

—Could Yan Tingli ever be this obedient in her lifetime?

Before this thought fully formed, it was interrupted by a seemingly mocking voice.

“This is a cafe, not your bedroom.”

As the words fell, the newcomer sat beside them, his aura cold, his voice like thin, cold frost, completely rude.

Now, he was so brazen he was too lazy even to pretend on the surface.

Disturbed by the unwelcome guest.

Axel unhappily lifted his head from Su Han’s shoulder, coldly looking across: “Who are you?”

Yan Tingli’s gaze directly skipped over him, expressionlessly looking at Su Han.

He could instantly connect the entire chain of events.

Su Han immediately felt a needle-like stare.

Though guilty, she felt more satisfied, unable to resist being sarcastic: “Half an hour from the company, did the wheels start smoking?”

“Su Han,” Yan Tingli slowly smiled at her, asking with a grin, “Are you sure you want to continue making me angry?”

Su Han shivered.

His gaze told her that if he wanted.

He could mess with her in ten thousand ways.

Pressure plus.

Su Han broke out in cold sweat, immediately looking at Shi Sui: “Sui Sui, look, he’s threatening me!”

Shi Sui pinched Yan Tingli’s lower back, lowering her voice: “Restrain yourself.”

He frowned, looking at her coldly: “She’s mocking me, and you’re protecting her?”

Shi Sui met his gaze without flinching: “Yes.”

Yan Tingli’s eyes narrowed. Shi Sui gripped his arm, whispering: “We’re closer, aren’t we?”

One second, two seconds.

Yan Tingli expressionlessly lowered his eyelids.

Though his whole body still released piercing thorns.

He ultimately said nothing more.

Like being restrained by a short rope around his neck, unable to bare fangs and claws.

Su Han was amazed and clicked her tongue.

If Yan Tingli weren’t still present, she would have asked Shi Sui what lost martial arts dog training technique she’d used.

“We still have things to do, leaving first.” Su Han grabbed her little boyfriend, nodding at Shi Sui, “See you next time.”

Shi Sui also got up: “It’s about time, I’m leaving too.”

She picked up her bag, directly ignoring Yan Tingli.

Brushing past his knee as she walked out.

As she passed, his breathing became uneven.

Like he was suppressing anger.

Shi Sui walked ahead, catching some of Axel and Su Han’s whispers: “Is that Shi Sui’s boyfriend?”

He commented: “Really a disobedient dog.”

Su Han nervously glanced back, making sure Yan Tingli hadn’t heard, then pinched her boyfriend’s arm, still coaxing: “So our Axel is the most obedient little angel.”

One sentence made Axel dizzy again.

Outside the cafe, Shi Sui’s arm was immediately grabbed and pulled into the parking lot.

Until she was pulled into the back seat.

In the private space, Yan Tingli looked at her without saying a word: “You succeeded in tricking me here.”

“What’s my purpose?” Shi Sui asked back.

Yan Tingli looked down at her.

This gaze reminded Shi Sui of that year at the Yan family villa, when he stood on the stairs looking down.

Proud, contemptuous of everything.

She didn’t like it.

Yan Tingli: “You want me to become like that mixed-blood blonde just now, a spineless dog.”

He deliberately spoke harshly and exaggerated.

“I’ll never become like that.”

Shi Sui didn’t know why his temper could be so bad.

A small matter, being stubborn for so long.

Clearly caring so much, yet unwilling to talk it out, to step back slightly.

Clearly Shi Sui could get along harmoniously with everyone, yet easily had her anger provoked by him.

She spoke honestly: “Yes, I just like gentle, respectful, obedient people.”

“Why should I always be the one coaxing you and making you happy?”

“If you can’t learn to actively give me emotional value, don’t ever think about marrying me.”

With these words.

Even the air in the car became thin.

Without looking up, Shi Sui could feel Yan Tingli’s heavy gaze pressing down.

He was very, very angry.

And forcibly restraining himself from going crazy and lashing out at her like before.

He could only remain stuck in his chest.

Simply put.

He couldn’t win the argument.

Frustrated.

He suddenly pinched her chin, biting her lips like venting.

From lips to neck.

Biting all the way.

After Shi Sui dissatisfiedly slapped his head, he got out of the car and “banged” the door shut.

Going to the driver’s seat.

The rest of the way, neither spoke.

Yan Tingli had earphones connected, discussing work with someone.

Dropping her off at the door.

Shi Sui also said nothing, learning from him and “banging” the door shut heavily.

Walking into the elevator without looking back.

That evening Su Han specially called to ask about follow-up progress: “How was it? Did that stubborn mule give in to you? You didn’t see him—normally a forty-minute drive, he made it in half an hour. He cares so much.”

Shi Sui shook her head expressionlessly: “We fought again.”

“Still fighting? About what?” Su Han cursed, “Didn’t I give him a way out? Doesn’t he know to take it?”

Shi Sui knew how stubborn Yan Tingli could be about absolute forbidden zones.

“He’s unwilling to compromise.”

“Good god.” Su Han sighed for the ten thousandth time in her heart, “The ultimate poor student in love.”

Good thing there was Shi Sui, otherwise if she had really gotten together with Yan Tingli back then, her life would have been over.

“So what do you plan to do?”

“Give him the cold shoulder.”

Shi Sui was certain that now Yan Tingli really wouldn’t randomly go crazy again. Coldly walking away and sulking was the last resistance he could manage.

These bad habits, she had to make him correct bit by bit.

For the next half month, Shi Sui was buried in the company. The project schedule was tight, requiring overtime every few days.

Every day she woke up and went to work. Yan Tingli didn’t contact her, and Shi Sui wouldn’t pay attention to him either.

But Shi Sui could still learn of his business trip to America from 3.0 and Lady Li.

Shi Sui responded with a flat “oh.”

Believing it would soon reach his ears.

Thursday morning, Shi Sui’s desk was tapped by Zhao Sheng’s knuckles.

“You’ve worked hard recently. This weekend through next Wednesday, the company has new employee training in Suzhou. I’m recommending you and Li Tingyan from our team.”

This kind of employee training was basically a company-paid vacation.

Receiving Zhao Sheng’s goodwill, Shi Sui smiled gratefully: “Thank you, team leader.”

“Mm, relax well.”

After Fu Ze left, taking several old-timers with him, since this group left, with Zhao Sheng as team leader, the entire project team’s environment had become much cleaner.

Everyone focused on work, without so much interpersonal drama. Though sometimes busy, at least they worked happily.

Coincidentally, her parents were also going on a business trip to a neighboring city this week, leaving Thursday.

Friday evening, Shi Sui packed alone at home.

The next morning, she punctually boarded the company bus to Suzhou.

Arriving at noon, after lunch, the afternoon was packed with training classes, even inhumanely confiscating phones.

Shi Sui spent a busy day.

Not knowing that in the evening.

Someone knocked on her front door.

“Knock.”

“Knock knock.”

After a long while, the door unlocked. Someone brazenly stepped inside, expressionlessly surveying the cold, empty rooms.

Dialing a number.

Li Yin answered: “Little Li?”

“Isn’t Sui Sui home?”

“Not home?” Li Yin was busy and dizzy, momentarily forgetting Shi Sui’s whereabouts, “Didn’t she tell you where she went?”

“No.”

Li Yin suddenly remembered they seemed to still be fighting.

She felt somewhat helpless, about to say a few conciliatory words when someone called her. She could only hurriedly say: “Maybe she went out to eat with colleagues? Call and ask her.”

“Mm.”

Hanging up, he dialed again.

Ring ring ring.

No one answered.

He patiently dialed again.

Still nothing.

On this end, Shi Sui finished her busy day—it was already evening.

Originally thinking it was a company vacation, who knew this year’s requirements suddenly became strict. Not only were there many scheduled classes, but there was assessment after completion.

She lay exhausted on the hotel bed after showering, wishing she could immediately take a car home.

Taking out her phone that had been silent for ages.

Seeing over twenty missed calls from Yan Tingli.

Besides Yan Tingli indirectly getting her parents and 3.0 to reveal her itinerary, they hadn’t had direct contact for nearly half a month.

What was this about now…?

Shi Sui’s eyes widened, her heart suddenly pounding.

An ominous premonition grew stronger.

He wouldn’t think she’d run away again, would he?

Chapter 51: Tell Him to Get Lost, Now
Seeing the missed call, Shi Sui’s heart began racing, and she immediately called back.

Unfortunately, all she heard was the long dial tone, with no one picking up.

Shi Sui’s heart beat faster and faster along with each “beep beep” sound.

After one attempt failed, she dialed again.

Just when Shi Sui had given up hope, the call was finally answered.

But there was no voice on the other end.

At the same moment, someone knocked on the hotel room door.

“Knock.”

“Knock knock.”

Thinking it was an auditory hallucination, Shi Sui held her breath and listened intently.

After a long moment, she confirmed that someone was indeed knocking outside.

The knocking wasn’t hurried or slow—it carried his usual refined upbringing, seemingly without any sense of urgency.

Yet Shi Sui’s heart was about to jump out of her chest.

Through just one door, this ghost-like knocking created such an oppressive atmosphere that she could barely breathe.

She tentatively spoke into the phone: “Is that you outside the door?”

At the same moment, Yan Tingli seemed to confirm her presence.

The eerily calm knocking finally stopped.

Outside the door, Yan Tingli’s voice was unclear, resonating together with the phone call, assaulting Shi Sui’s eardrums from both sides.

But it wasn’t a pleasant tone.

He used that commanding tone again.

“Open the door. Now.”

Shi Sui didn’t open it, instead asking flatly: “How do you know I’m in this hotel, in this specific room?”

“Are you tracking me again?”

Yan Tingli ignored her question: “Open the door. I need to see you now.”

Shi Sui: “Answer me first.”

The other end fell silent for a moment before counter-asking: “So what if I am?”

Shi Sui’s chest heaved heavily once.

“When will you ever—”

She was interrupted.

“I’m giving you three seconds.”

“Guess whether this crappy door can withstand one kick from me.”

“Three.”

“Two.”

That familiar sense of oppression swept over her.

Just like during university, when he forced her to go backstage, to kiss in classrooms, or to go to bed at the Yan family home.

Shi Sui felt both angry and wronged, not daring to test his limits, so she reluctantly got up to open the door.

It was already approaching December.

Several autumn rains had been falling continuously recently. When Yan Tingli entered, his black long coat carried the bitter cold from outside, and the chill hit her face.

He looked at her.

His eyes were even colder.

“Bang.”

The door closed.

He was covered in travel dust.

Shi Sui guessed he had likely just gotten off a plane from a business trip, rushed straight to her house, then drove to Su City to find her.

Just after standing still, Yan Tingli took two steps forward, his ice-cold fingers gripping her chin as he pounced on her like a mad dog, pinning her down on the big bed behind her.

Heavy kisses, carrying the transmitted coldness, fell like a sudden storm.

This was just an ordinary chain budget hotel. The bed couldn’t support his robust muscles and bounced heavily with creaking sounds.

Li Tingyan was right next door, the hotel’s soundproofing was mediocre, and she could even faintly hear the TV from the adjacent room.

Afraid of being overheard, Shi Sui kept turning her face away to dodge while pushing against his chest with her hands.

This action infuriated Yan Tingli further. He sneered once, his knuckles gripping her jaw as his tongue invaded her lips even more brazenly, using the kissing method she found most overwhelming.

He wickedly consumed all her saliva, then fed it back to her, forcing her to swallow it.

His entire body emanated an extremely eerie low pressure.

His mental state also seemed to hang by a thread, precarious.

Shi Sui tried to communicate properly with Yan Tingli. Just as she was about to speak during a gap in their kissing, he blocked her again, venting his tide-like emotions on his own.

Without any restraint whatsoever.

After several rounds back and forth, Shi Sui finally couldn’t stand it anymore. Her fingers grabbed the hair at the back of Yan Tingli’s head.

With her other hand, she slapped him across the face.

But she held back her strength.

It was only to make him stop this horrible behavior—she didn’t even leave a mark.

Yet Yan Tingli acted as if some switch had been triggered.

He straightened his arms and pulled back some distance.

His dark pupils gazed at her, with moisture churning inside them.

The ceiling light was mostly blocked by him.

Shi Sui’s vision was very dim. Thinking it was an illusion, she was about to look more carefully.

Yan Tingli had already lowered his head.

His scattered hair covered his brow and eyes, making it impossible to see anymore.

Shi Sui’s heart skipped a beat.

He wasn’t trying to frame her like this, was he? Could such a light slap make him cry?

“Shi Sui.” He lowered his eyelashes and suddenly cursed her word by word through gritted teeth: “You’re just not a decent person.”

“…?”

Absurd! Shi Sui felt her breath catch in her chest, with only one thought in her mind—that slap was still too light.

Just as she was about to retort, Yan Tingli’s fingers cheated by pinching her lips shut, not letting her speak.

Then he stared at her and continued cursing with an expressionless face: “You give cold treatment, play disappearing acts, have no sense of boundaries.”

“And domestic violence.”

With each sentence he spoke, Shi Sui’s eyes widened in shock by another degree.

She was furious and stammered, determined to argue back.

But Yan Tingli continued his unethical manual silencing.

She couldn’t break free no matter how she struggled.

She could only listen to him continue his character assassination in that calm tone.

“You speak nothing but lies.”

“You say you love me, but you never hesitate to hit me.”

“In front of anyone, you never protect me first.”

“If I don’t look for you, you’ll never come find me on your own.”

“Even in bed, I’m always the one throwing myself at you.”

The more Yan Tingli spoke, the colder his expression became. His thin eyelids drooped, and the mist-like moisture became more obvious.

“Between us, who’s more excessive?”

The topic of “who’s more excessive” made Shi Sui think of their arguments from many years ago.

On this topic, the two of them could never come to a conclusion.

Every time, he was the domineering one, yet Yan Tingli could always be so self-righteous.

As if he were so wronged.

Shi Sui used to think Yan Tingli was turning the tables on her.

Now it seemed he genuinely felt she was more excessive.

Even more detestable than turning tables.

Yan Tingli slowly released his hand, and Shi Sui finally regained her right to speak.

She rapid-fired: “What about you? In all these years, have you ever taken the initiative to coax me?”

“Every time, without distinguishing right from wrong, you either argue unreasonably or force kisses and force—”

“I didn’t this time! I’m trying to change!”

Yan Tingli suddenly interrupted.

His speech was unusually fast, and his tone fell heavily.

Rarely carrying such intense emotion.

His raven-black eyelashes drooped, casting a shadow.

This momentary expression made Shi Sui think of a child trying hard not to be seen, yet suffering injustice.

Impulsive and childish.

“I even went home.” His brow and eyes were gloomy.

“I also held back and didn’t investigate that man. What more do you want from me?”

Shi Sui opened her lips to retort, then closed them quietly.

It seemed… it was like that.

She fell silent for a few seconds, her voice forced to weaken: “But you still kept giving me cold faces.”

“Because I’m unhappy.”

Yan Tingli stared at her. “You should coax me.”

His tone was matter-of-fact.

Shi Sui felt extremely wronged and couldn’t help asking back: “Why isn’t it you who should take the initiative to coax me?”

It seemed that in Yan Tingli’s thinking, not forcing her and not going crazy investigating and threatening people was already the biggest concession he could make.

Clearly, these were just things normal people should do—as a boyfriend, he wasn’t qualified at all.

Thinking this, Shi Sui also spoke it aloud.

Finally asking him: “As someone I want to be with long-term and marry, can’t I have higher standards for you?”

After speaking, she observed Yan Tingli’s expression.

The enlightenment she had hoped for didn’t appear.

He even buried his head down.

He bit her shoulder vindictively.

Completely unrepentant, he said word by word: “But I just want you to coax me.”

“I just want it.”

Extremely stubborn.

Like a child who absolutely must have candy.

Shi Sui was tired of arguing.

She sighed inwardly: “Why?”

Yan Tingli didn’t make a sound for a long time.

Not knowing what he was being stubborn about.

Shi Sui said coldly, “If you don’t say, I’ll never coax you.”

Yan Tingli bit her collarbone again.

This time he used some force.

Making Shi Sui hiss, and she instinctively wanted to retaliate by smacking his head.

But suddenly remembering his earlier comment about “domestic violence,” she restrained herself and pulled back her fingers.

She hadn’t expected him to give any proper answer.

Suddenly, a muffled sound reached her ears.

“When you coax me, I feel…”

He deliberately mumbled the last few words, clearly not wanting her to hear them.

But they still vaguely fell into Shi Sui’s ears, making her suddenly freeze in shock.

“…that you still care about me.”

After a moment of processing, Shi Sui reconstructed Yan Tingli’s sentence.

He was saying, “When you coax me, I feel that you still care about me.”

Shi Sui’s heart felt like it had been struck, instantly softening.

The stubborn feelings in her heart suddenly vanished, and she couldn’t say anything harsh anymore.

Fine. Let it be like this.

The room fell into quiet.

Shi Sui finally slowly wrapped her arms around him, hugging him, and said softly: “I’ve always cared about you very much.”

Yan Tingli made a neither cold nor warm sound from his nose, like a scoff.

“Not at all.”

He turned his head to one side. “I was on a business trip for half a month, and you never once asked about me on your own.”

Shi Sui told the truth: “I’ve been very busy recently too.”

“Besides, didn’t you say you didn’t want to see me?”

She returned those words from their argument that day right back to him.

What she got in return was an even more displeased bite from Yan Tingli.

This time on her earlobe.

He was still angry, and increasingly so: “Why didn’t you tell me in advance about your training?”

The conversation had arrived at the core issue of why Yan Tingli had gone crazy today.

Shi Sui’s eyelashes fluttered, and she felt somewhat guilty.

She mumbled: “I thought you’d be on business trips for several more days.”

She remembered that a few days ago, Li Yin had said Yan Tingli would be busy until next week. The R&D required new technology, and his trip to America this time was to discuss cooperation, so the timeline was quite long.

Since they were already in different places and still in a cold war, Shi Sui had stubbornly not wanted to mention it.

But Yan Tingli wouldn’t let her off the hook.

“It’s your fault.”

Although Shi Sui was doing a little self-reflection internally, that didn’t mean Yan Tingli could brazenly push all the blame onto her.

“But you scared me again tonight.” She said everything at once, “You wouldn’t answer your phone, then you banged on the door.”

“When I wouldn’t open it, you threatened to kick it down.”

“As soon as you came in, you forced me to kiss you, and you were so loud.”

“My colleague is right next door—what if he heard?”

Yan Tingli looked at her coldly and indifferently.

Not knowing what he was thinking.

Shi Sui poked his cheek: “Shouldn’t you reflect on yourself too?”

Yan Tingli’s expression showed not a trace of “reflection.”

Instead, his eyes churned with stormy waves, looking even more terrifying.

“I scared you because I wasn’t sure if you were here.”

Shi Sui didn’t understand.

“If you weren’t here.”

His pupils moved as he murmured in a low voice: “If you weren’t here and dared to play me again.”

“This time, I would definitely lock you up. Even if I had to drug you, I’d get you pregnant.”

“However many times you run, we’ll have that many children.”

“For the rest of your life—”

Shi Sui listened with horror, darkening her face as she covered his mouth: “What kind of crazy talk is this?” She was baffled: “And when did I play you?”

Yan Tingli stared at her coldly.

Suddenly he smiled and reminded her in a breathy voice by her ear: “Three years ago, England.”

“…”

Shi Sui suddenly fell silent as a chicken.

“At the Royal Post Office, I received the package Zhou Xuyan sent.”

“Inside was your phone. And the thing you wanted to give me.”

Yan Tingli didn’t even mention that letter.

He coldly referred to it only as “thing.”

“This time I didn’t use GPS tracking. I put in some effort to trace your phone’s IP.”

Shi Sui’s spine grew increasingly stiff.

Finally understanding belatedly, she reconstructed tonight’s details.

Only after hearing her voice outside the door did Yan Tingli start speaking, pulling back his runaway emotions—it was because he had confirmed she was in this hotel.

The phone IP wasn’t a smokescreen either; she hadn’t run away again.

Yan Tingli’s voice continued in her ear.

“It rained very heavily in England that day.”

“I was also in a hotel, looking at what you gave me.”

This memory still made Yan Tingli particularly displeased.

His tone became icy cold.

He even took it out on her now: “I hate you.”

This was where Shi Sui felt most guilty. She quietly turned her head away, not daring to make a sound.

“Say something.” Yan Tingli turned her chin back around, stubbornly staring at her.

Shi Sui softened her voice: “Let the past be the past. We should look forward.” She stretched out both arms to hold him tightly, coaxing gently, “We’re together now, isn’t that good?”

Yan Tingli scoffed: “Who’s the one who likes bringing up old accounts?”

Shi Sui skipped over this topic.

“I’m already coaxing you.”

Seeing Yan Tingli’s nonchalant attitude, she couldn’t help saying: “If coaxing doesn’t satisfy you either, what exactly do you want me to do?”

Yan Tingli’s response was to lower his head and bite the button on her pajamas.

“Sweet talk—I’m sick of hearing it.”

Shi Sui: “……”

Yan Tingli looked at her leisurely while getting up to undress.

From his coat to his tie.

Shi Sui saw this and deliberately mocked: “Then why aren’t you sick of doing it?”

Noticing her mocking gaze, Yan Tingli felt no shame. He bent down and licked her face with lustful intent.

His tone was completely serious, but the content was utterly obscene.

He pressed her hand downward.

“Little Li has recognized its master.”

“Can’t get sick of it.”

Shi Sui’s cheeks immediately burned like fire clouds.

Yan Tingli even tilted his head, his dark eyes carefully studying her reaction, frank and innocent.

The outline had become even more obvious.

He looked like he was using her shame as a tool to stimulate his desire.

“No!” Shi Sui gritted her teeth and lowered her voice, “The soundproofing here is terrible—my colleague will hear.”

“Oh.”

Yan Tingli’s reaction seemed bland.

“Which colleague?”

Shi Sui suddenly fell silent.

Yan Tingli laughed once.

“Even better then.”

After speaking, he continued undressing his shirt and unbuckling his belt.

Shi Sui’s temple veins throbbed: “I said no…”

“I’m taking a shower.”

Shi Sui was stunned for a moment and had just relaxed when she heard Yan Tingli say, “Getting clean so you can play with me.”

“So I can moan.”

Shi Sui’s scalp exploded: “Can’t you be normal—”

But Yan Tingli had already brazenly finished undressing.

A certain part could be described as harassment-level.

She averted her eyes in propriety and took a deep breath, chanting in her mind.

At home and in luxury hotels, Yan Tingli was used to going barefoot. This was his first time staying in a budget hotel.

He still disdainfully couldn’t use the slippers provided by the hotel.

Finally, frowning, he reluctantly squeezed into the slippers she had specifically brought.

He entered the bathroom that was, to him, equally shabby and run-down in every way.

Within seconds, he was calling for her.

Shi Sui, afraid of his tricks, asked cautiously: “What is it?”

“How do I adjust the water temperature? It’s so cold.”

Yan Tingli, accustomed to controlling AI, remained completely hopeless in daily life, showing no improvement whatsoever.

Shi Sui sighed: “Turn it to the left to add hot water.”

The next second, a hiss came from inside, along with the sound of water stopping.

Shi Sui: “What now?”

“Cold water.” Yan Tingli seemed angry. “It poured down from my head.”

“…”

Shi Sui trudged over to the bathroom: “It’s this one at the bottom you turn! Dummy.”

Yan Tingli, being called a dummy for the first time in his life, looked at her.

“Then help me wash.”

Shi Sui: “…You don’t know how to shower?”

“I’m dumb.”

His face had thickened to the point where he would gladly accept even the title of dummy to achieve his goals.

Shi Sui remained unmoved: “Impossible. I already showered and don’t want to get wet.”

After speaking, she immediately went back to bed.

She lay down, put on headphones, and blocked out harassment.

But while ears could block water sounds, they couldn’t block vision.

When Yan Tingli finished washing, he walked brazenly to the bedside.

Face to face with her.

Shi Sui wanted to call the police: “Why aren’t you wearing clothes?”

“Dirty.”

Yan Tingli had germaphobia.

He would never wear clothes he had taken off again.

Much fewer hotel amenities.

Just as Shi Sui was about to say something else, her hand was suddenly grabbed.

Yan Tingli closed his eyes slightly and said quietly: “When I was showering, it wouldn’t go down no matter what.”

Shi Sui glanced over.

She immediately saw him facing her.

His skin was pale, the color light.

Only when he really couldn’t help it for a long time would it be like this.

He just stood by the bed like that.

Having her hand cover it and press down.

His gaze was somewhat dissatisfied: “Your hand is too small.”

“I want both hands together.”

“…”

Shi Sui’s standards regarding his limits in these matters had hit rock bottom.

Yan Tingli could play quite happily even by himself.

As if on purpose, he usually didn’t moan like this.

Shi Sui’s ears went soft, her cheeks flushed red. Too embarrassed, she turned up the TV volume to cover it.

She was very worried that at Yan Tingli’s level of debauchery, if the next room heard, they might think she was streaming some female-oriented content.

Although he thoroughly despised the hotel’s bedsheets, without lying down, there was nowhere to sleep.

In the end, Yan Tingli still chose to lie beside her.

Not naked.

Before sleeping, he even called to have a complete set of clothes delivered from a brand store.

As a black card member, he naturally had premium manager service in any city.

Probably no luxury brand black card member had ever stayed in a budget hotel—even the sales associate who came to knock looked confused.

Only after Shi Sui repeatedly nodded in confirmation did the associate leave with peace of mind.

Yan Tingli put on pajamas and finally condescended to sleep on this bed.

He just acted as if some virus was attacking his skin.

All night long, Yan Tingli clung to her desperately.

Wishing he could use her as a mattress beneath him.

Shi Sui kicked him countless times throughout the night.

Finally, grabbing the blanket and angrily saying, “If you make any more noise, get out tomorrow!!!”

“…”

Yan Tingli finally fell silent.

Having traveled during the day and gone to bed late at night, Shi Sui overslept from this rest.

Training started at nine o’clock.

At eight-forty, she had just woken up.

She suddenly flipped up from the bed, but her side was empty—no one in sight.

“Yan Tingli?”

If not for Yan Tingli’s clothes still in the room, she might have thought last night was a dream.

After a long while, movement finally came from the bathroom.

Someone walked out from inside without making a sound.

His expression was particularly ugly.

Shi Sui was hurriedly changing clothes and combing her hair, paying no attention at all.

Until she passed by Yan Tingli to enter the bathroom to wash up.

Suddenly, Shi Sui stopped in her tracks.

Her gaze fixed on Yan Tingli’s face and the red spots emerging on his neck.

She cupped his face in both hands: “What’s wrong with you? Are you having an allergic reaction?”

“What did you eat?”

Yan Tingli averted his gaze and said coldly: “I told you the bedsheets were toxic.”

Bedsheets?!

Shi Sui was puzzled: “Then why am I fine?”

What kind of constitution did Yan Tingli have?

Just then, knocking came from the door.

Li Tingyan’s gentle voice came through: “Suisui, are you ready? We need to hurry—class is about to start.”

Shi Sui moved to open the door.

Yan Tingli grabbed her hand: “Don’t open the door.”

Shi Sui’s eyes rolled, and she smiled slightly: “Didn’t you moan so enthusiastically last night just so he would hear?”

“…”

Yan Tingli’s face was expressionless.

“Tell him to get lost.”

“Now.”

Chapter 52: This Is the First Time You Let Me Win
Yan Tingli was in a bad mood, so naturally, his voice wasn’t loud either.

But the hotel’s soundproofing was really poor, and the sound still seemed to faintly reach outside the door.

The knocking gradually slowed down.

Shi Sui said to the door: “You go ahead first, I need to wait a bit longer.”

Li Tingyan fell silent for a moment, hesitating for a long while before saying: “Alright.”

“Do you need me to bring you breakfast from downstairs?”

As soon as these words fell, Yan Tingli’s gaze was like an icy net, densely pouring down from above.

He stared toward the door with a gloomy expression.

Shi Sui even had the illusion of a patch of dark clouds appearing above his head.

“No need,” she immediately said, “I brought my food.”

“Alright then, I’ll wait for you in the classroom.”

Shi Sui’s scalp tightened again: “Don’t wait, just go about your own business.”

“Okay.” Li Tingyan’s tone sounded somewhat dejected.

Only after Li Tingyan’s footsteps faded away did Shi Sui feel that strange sensation—as if something sharp and prickly had been licking the skin on the back of her neck with a barbed tongue—gradually recede.

Seeing that time was running out, Shi Sui rushed to the bathroom to brush her teeth and wash her face.

During this time, Yan Tingli just kept staring at her without saying a word.

His whole being emanated a kind of cold feeling, having anger but unable to express it.

According to his previous temperament, he definitely wouldn’t wait for her to speak. He would immediately open the door and say some mind-blowing, crazy things to Li Tingyan.

Now he could only hide behind the door, wanting to explode but unable to.

How suffocating.

Shi Sui glanced at him from the corner of her eye.

Seeing the red spots still scattered across his pale skin, he looked rather dejected and pitiful at first glance.

The hardships Yan Tingli had endured in his life were probably all while being with her.

But Shi Sui had no time to comfort him. After washing up, she quickly applied some skincare products and hurriedly grabbed her bag.

Before leaving, she opened the door to look at him and instructed, “Go to the hospital for your face. It should get better quickly.”

Yan Tingli said expressionlessly: “So you also think I’m not presentable right now.”

Shi Sui: “…?”

She said helplessly, “Weren’t you the one who wouldn’t let me open the door?”

Yan Tingli: “But I also told you to tell him to get lost.”

Shi Sui tried to remain calm: “Randomly telling people to get lost isn’t something well-mannered people would say.”

Yan Tingli: “What manners do you need with this kind of male homewrecker?”

Cutting as always.

“You can’t say that,” Shi Sui patiently explained, “I never told him I have a boyfriend.”

Yan Tingli shamelessly asked back: “Was my voice very quiet last night?”

Shi Sui’s face burned: “Who would deliberately listen to that kind of thing?”

“Then why did he come over this morning and still want to probe after hearing my voice?”

Shi Sui was slightly stunned by what he said.

Some doubts also arose in her heart.

But looking down at the time, she hurriedly dropped a sentence: “I’m not talking to you anymore. Go to the hospital yourself.”

“Don’t stay here tonight either. Go home or find another place.” After these instructions, Shi Sui clutched her notebook and tablet and rushed straight downstairs to the hotel.

The training course content was boring, and they had to surrender their phones. The entire morning session felt like being in prison.

Shi Sui and Li Tingyan were in the same group, so naturally their seats were arranged together.

When class ended at noon, Shi Sui walked out with the crowd. He caught up and said gently, “Let’s eat together.”

Shi Sui was looking down at her phone, replying to Yan Tingli’s messages, and didn’t hear him.

She could tell that Yan Tingli cared about his face. As soon as she left, he spent time crossing half the city. Regular hospitals weren’t good enough—he insisted on going to a specialist hospital to find an expert for consultation and medication.

He had just returned. Yan Tingli: [Come downstairs]

Shi Sui: [I’m going to eat]

[I want you to eat with me]

Shi Sui: [But there’s only two hours of rest time at noon]

She also wanted to go back and take a nap.

The other end showed “typing.”

Suddenly sent: [But I’m sick]

This unexpected statement made Shi Sui’s heart tighten: [Is the allergy very serious?]

He didn’t answer, only saying: [I went to the hospital alone]

Shi Sui: [I’m coming down now]

She was so absorbed in reading messages that she completely forgot about Li Tingyan waiting for a response beside her.

“Suisui, did you hear what I said?”

“Huh?”

“Let’s eat together at noon.”

“Sorry.” As the elevator stopped at the first floor, Shi Sui said, “I’m going out to eat with my boyfriend.”

“Boy…friend?” Li Tingyan was stunned, then asked in a muffled voice, “The voice in your room this morning…” Realizing this was inappropriate, he suddenly stopped: “Your boyfriend—I’ve never heard you mention him before.”

“You came late,” Shi Sui walked out of the elevator, pretending not to notice his disappointment, saying flatly, “Everyone else at the company has met him.”

Exiting the elevator, Shi Sui also saw Yan Tingli standing by a pillar on the first floor, wearing a certain luxury brand’s autumn-winter black and gray color-blocked jacket.

He stood straight with broad shoulders and long legs.

Shi Sui knew that Yan Tingli always maintained good posture in public.

Even next to a pillar, he wouldn’t casually lean against it.

He had many quirks. Unless absolutely necessary, he wouldn’t randomly touch any unknown objects in public places.

Now, Yan Tingli wore a mask over his face.

His whole person also appeared listless.

His pupils turned and immediately spotted her.

And also, Yan Tingli’s gaze moved past her to see Li Tingyan following closely behind.

His eyes narrowed slightly.

The picky, arrogant, mocking look in his eyes was fully displayed.

“Look, he’s right there.”

Saying this, Shi Sui quickly stepped forward and, under Li Tingyan’s gaze, took Yan Tingli’s arm naturally, saying smoothly: “This is my boyfriend, Yan Tingli.”

“Ali,” Shi Sui shook his hand, saying intimately, “This is my training colleague, Li Tingyan.”

After her introduction, the person beside her fell eerily silent.

Even the arm she was holding suddenly became rigid.

The sudden awkward silence made Shi Sui feel as if a row of crows had flown over her head, cawing.

She felt somewhat embarrassed.

Her fingers, hidden behind Yan Tingli’s arm, pinched him viciously.

Her eyes also hinted at him.

Say something! Aren’t you usually quite talkative?

After several long seconds, Li Tingyan was the first to snap out of it, looking Yan Tingli up and down. After a long moment, he barely maintained politeness: “Hello.”

Only then did Yan Tingli finally react, his brow arching slightly.

He was a head taller than Li Tingyan, his eyelids drooping lazily.

The condescending, scrutinizing look in his eyes had faded, but it was replaced by a kind of pleased yet inexplicably irritating appraisal.

After a long while, Yan Tingli drawled from his throat: “Yes, I’m her boyfriend.”

Li Tingyan forced a smile: “I just found out that Sui…Shi Sui has a boyfriend.”

Yan Tingli tilted his head.

Though his mouth was hidden behind the mask, from his upturned eye corners, he was smiling.

“We’ve been together for five years.”

“Getting married soon.”

Shi Sui looked at him sharply, question marks slowly appearing above her head.

Who asked you that?

“What’s your name? Li Tingyan?”

“…Yes.”

Yan Tingli suddenly laughed lightly.

He immediately caught the coincidence in the name, his brow arching slightly.

Shi Sui:?

“Suisui.” He suddenly looked at her, his tone gentle, as if genuinely seeking her opinion, “I’m so destined to meet your colleague. Let’s send him a wedding invitation too.”

Shi Sui could only give him face: “That depends on whether he’s willing.”

Yan Tingli smiled as he shifted his gaze. Every subtle change in Li Tingyan’s expression became a stimulant exciting his nerves, “You must come then.”

“Don’t be polite.”

Li Tingyan turned his face away, maintaining his last shred of dignity, “We’ll see.” Saying this, he headed toward the restaurant: “You two go eat, I won’t disturb you.”

He hadn’t gone far when Yan Tingli suddenly started laughing continuously.

It was unrestrained laughter, like a mischievous child successfully pulling a prank, wild with glee.

Looking ahead, Li Tingyan’s steps had quickened.

Almost walking briskly.

Shi Sui turned her head, her cheeks still flushed from embarrassment, restraining the urge to pinch him: “Why did you say so much to him?”

Yan Tingli calmly led her outside.

His tone cold and indifferent: “He wants to be a homewrecker, I tell him to get lost—what’s wrong with that?”

“…”

Shi Sui said: “But he wasn’t sure—”

Yan Tingli looked at her with a half-smile: “Guess whether he heard my voice this morning or not.”

“That doesn’t rise to the level of wanting to be a homewrecker.” Shi Sui muttered. This was too harsh.

But Yan Tingli suddenly stopped, looking at her with his smile fading.

His eyes held a kind of lawless arrogance, as if saying, “So what if I call him a homewrecker?”

Shi Sui’s mouth twitched at the sight.

Speechless.

Only after getting in the car did Yan Tingli have 3.0 recommend good, clean restaurants.

Shi Sui was concerned about what he’d said earlier about being sick: “How is your face? Is it serious?”

Yan Tingli said nothing.

Shi Sui happened to see the prescription and medical record on the seat, so she opened them to look.

No matter how she looked at it, it was just ordinary allergies. Shi Sui couldn’t help asking: “Isn’t this just regular allergies?”

Seeing Yan Tingli silently turning the steering wheel and starting the vehicle, several seconds passed before he seemed to notice her stare.

He turned his head, saying lightly: “Aren’t allergies an illness?”

“…”

“Allergies are allergies, why did you say you were sick?! Are you cursing yourself!”

Yan Tingli: “I just wanted you to worry about me.”

Shi Sui instantly lost all her energy, waving her hand: “Don’t go too far.”

Fortunately, Yan Tingli had already ordered food in the car, so they could eat immediately upon arrival.

They finished lunch in half an hour. Seeing there was still over an hour of rest time, Shi Sui asked him to take her back to the hotel.

But she saw Yan Tingli driving in another direction.

Shi Sui opened her eyes: “Where are we going?”

“To sleep.”

“This isn’t the direction to the hotel.”

Speaking of that budget hotel, Yan Tingli suddenly became expressionless: “Do you think I would go back to that petri dish?”

“…”

What a petri dish.

Successfully making Shi Sui also instantly loses the desire to return to the hotel.

She waved her hand, letting him do as he pleased.

But Yan Tingli’s low pressure inexplicably spread again.

Shi Sui sensitively sensed this and looked at him strangely: “What are you unhappy about now?”

Yan Tingli said coldly: “I’m going to file a complaint against that hotel.”

Shi Sui: ?

“Everyone else was fine,” she said carefully, “Is there any possibility it’s your problem?”

“You’re taking the hotel’s side?”

Shi Sui: “Just don’t stay in budget hotels next time.”

“I’m unhappy.”

Thinking he was worried about his appearance, Shi Sui patiently said: “You just have simple allergies. Relax, it’ll get better soon.”

Yan Tingli directly instructed 3.0: “Tell me this city’s consumer complaint hotline.”

Shi Sui really didn’t understand: “Why do you insist on finding this trouble?”

Yan Tingli said nothing, just pressed the dial pad on his own.

“…”

Fine. Let him be.

The car drove into the parking garage of a star-rated hotel.

Shi Sui drowsily followed Yan Tingli all the way, yawning, and collapsed on the soft big bed of the five-star hotel as soon as she entered.

After a short rest, her whole spirit became refreshed.

When Shi Sui just woke up, probably thinking she still had bacteria on her, Yan Tingli called someone to come up and change the bed linens.

Shi Sui: “…”

She walked to the window.

Yan Tingli leaned against the sofa, looking uninterested.

Shi Sui bent down to look at his face.

The marks that had been obviously red in the morning had faded considerably.

Shi Sui reached out to poke them, comforting him: “It’s fine, much better now.”

“Too late.” He didn’t even lift his eyelids.

“It’s already healing very quickly.”

Shi Sui was helpless.

He’d already filed his complaint—shouldn’t any anger, however great, be gone by now?

Yan Tingli said flatly: “Li Tingyan.”

Shi Sui: “?”

“He might think I’m insecure and can’t show my face.”

After being sulky all afternoon, even after she woke up from her nap, she finally slowly understood what Yan Tingli meant. He was actually still annoyed about not being able to completely crush Li Tingyan.

Shi Sui’s mouth twitched.

She really couldn’t help saying: “You can stop now.”

Yan Tingli suddenly looked at her coldly, articulating: “It’s all your fault.”

Shi Sui pointed at herself absurdly: “Me?”

Yan Tingli pulled her arm down, pressing her onto his thigh.

Biting her ear from behind, he said displeasedly: “You’ve never let me win before.”

“This is the first time.”

Shi Sui couldn’t follow his train of thought: “Win? Win what?”

As if suddenly enlightened, he began his belated accounting.

“In front of Fang Huaijing, you never acknowledged me.”

“Every time you saw him, you slapped me.”

“Theodore—you went on multiple dates with him, saying his eyes were beautiful.”

“You never praised my eyes.”

Seeming to get angrier as he spoke, Yan Tingli’s breathing also fluctuated.

“Even with trash like Fu Ze, you’d rather stay with him than get in my car.”

He turned her chin around, saying word by word: “Only today did you truly acknowledge what I am to you.”

In the long silence, Shi Sui was shocked beyond words.

She wanted to argue back but found that every single incident was true.

She couldn’t refute any of it.

Shi Sui tried to lighten the atmosphere, cupping his face with both hands and shaking it: “So I let you win today—you should be happy.”

Yan Tingli’s expression showed not a trace of emotion: “Winning without even daring to show my face?”

“…”

“Next time,” Shi Sui coaxed, “there will be many more opportunities in the future.”

Yan Tingli’s expression cleared slightly.

That strange gloom that had been circling all afternoon finally seemed to show signs of loosening.

Shi Sui breathed a sigh of relief.

He was getting harder and harder to appease.

Yan Tingli only stayed here until the weekend, returning to Hangzhou on Monday.

By Wednesday, when Shi Sui finished her training, she also returned home with the group.

After that day, Li Tingyan proactively became much more distant.

Once again, Yan Tingli had successfully eliminated all budding romantic interests around her.

Time entered December.

Unlike the north, the damp cold of the south could inadvertently seep into one’s bones, making people shiver.

As it happened, Yan Tingli hated humidity.

Holding a cup of hot cocoa, Shi Sui stood by the window in the company’s break room. Seeing the dense drizzle outside, she couldn’t help thinking of Yan Tingli.

He threw himself into work upon returning.

3.0 testing was complete and about to be piloted for mass production.

The interests among various suppliers and distributors were complex and intricate.

Yan Tingli was so busy he could only spare time to come home for dinner once every two days.

Saturday.

Shi Sui opened her eyes to see a message Yan Tingli had sent just before 1 AM, guessing he had just finished working overtime.

[I want to see you]

Shi Sui rubbed her eyes and replied: [You can come to my house for dinner]

The other end was actually awake too.

[You come to mine]

[I want to see you alone]

Shi Sui didn’t need to think to know what he was planning.

She didn’t reply, and the next second, the screen showed a new message.

[Don’t you want to see Ping’an?]

He was tempting her.

Shi Sui’s heart itched unbearably, and she couldn’t help but give in: [Then come pick me up tonight]

But in the afternoon, she received an unexpected phone call.

Looking at the caller ID, Shi Sui instinctively sat up straight, her heartbeat quickening for two seconds.

When she realized what was happening, she was startled.

She no longer needed to be so nervous in front of Song Jie.

Actually, Song Jie wasn’t in her contacts on this phone card she’d gotten after returning to the country.

But Shi Sui recognized Song Jie’s number.

She didn’t want to think about how Song Jie could know her new number.

Although Yan Tingli would definitely not admit it, to some extent, his behavior was indeed inherited from Song Jie.

Shi Sui didn’t hesitate long before answering the call.

Politely distant: “Aunt Song.”

Except for that hypocritical moment on her first night back in the country, Shi Sui had been out of contact with Song Jie for so long that hearing her voice again felt somewhat unreal.

“This afternoon, I want to see you.”

“Are you free?”

She was as domineering as always, cutting straight to the point.

Shi Sui also answered simply: “Alright.”

In the afternoon, she kept the appointment and came to the tea house Song Jie had mentioned.

Previously, when Shi Sui first met the noble and precious Mrs. Yan, she thought she was young, noble, elegant—a beauty that even stars couldn’t match.

Shi Sui looked up to her, even fearing her because of the distance she felt.

But seeing Song Jie again this time, Shi Sui couldn’t help feeling dazed.

The woman in her memory who was high and mighty like an ice queen actually showed traces of time on her face.

Although her makeup was still flawlessly exquisite, her skin remained tight under the support of medical beauty treatments and maintenance, her eyes couldn’t hide their fatigue.

Amid the curling tea vapors, Song Jie glanced at her lightly: “Sit.”

Shi Sui nodded.

The server quietly served tea, then left them private space.

Song Jie looked her over and suddenly smiled coldly: “I should have thought it was you.”

“In some ways, you’re quite bold.”

Shi Sui still found it incredible that she would have a day of facing Song Jie openly.

She smiled, meeting her gaze directly: “If I were really bold, I wouldn’t have hidden abroad for so long.”

Song Jie had always maintained a vague impression of Shi Sui as pretty and well-behaved but timid and not particularly capable.

Now being countered so skillfully, she couldn’t help being somewhat surprised.

But she showed nothing on her face.

Still using her previous tone: “Are you attracted to his family background or his appearance?”

“He’s a psychopath, you know?”

Although Shi Sui had called Yan Tingli a psychopath countless times in her heart, hearing these words from Song Jie’s mouth stirred up an inexplicable hostility from deep within.

Shi Sui gripped her teacup tightly: “He’s not.”

Song Jie scoffed: “You don’t know about the crazy things he’s done, do you?”

“He shot your suitor twice in California, broke his father’s ribs and fractured his thigh—he’s still in the hospital.”

“Since you returned to the country, he’s been blackmailing me into acting with him, setting up a trap for you.”

“Such a lawless madman who brings misfortune to family and himself—aren’t you afraid? Do you expect him to understand love?”

Shi Sui: “Even if all of this is true, it shouldn’t come from your mouth!”

“Yes, Yan Tingli doesn’t understand, but you never taught him—how could he learn?”

The private room suddenly fell quiet.

Song Jie’s shoulders trembled, and her face paled somewhat.

But she quickly adjusted her breathing: “I’m not here to discuss this with you.”

Shi Sui looked at her: “Then what do you want to talk about?”

She directly used “talk.”

Song Jie immediately understood and stopped wasting words.

She said flatly: “I can send your whole family away, give you money you’ll never be able to spend in your lifetime, and make it so Yan Tingli can never find you again.”

Shi Sui smiled slightly.

Instead of answering, she asked: “The conditions.”

Song Jie: “I need full supplier selection rights for this 3.0 launch.”

Shi Sui curled her lips: “There’s no way I could do that.”

“As long as you want to help me, you can help me.” Song Jie said, “He listens to everything you say.”

Winter days always got dark particularly early.

It was barely 5 o’clock, but the sky outside the glass window had already pressed down darkly.

The interior was even dimmer.

On the other end, the two women’s conversation resonated clearly in the room.

After Song Jie finished speaking, there was silence on the other end.

She seemed to be hesitating.

Yan Tingli’s fingers were stiff and cold.

His head hung down, his thoughts drifting.

The breathing on the other end shifted slowly. Finally, she was about to speak and give her answer.

But Yan Tingli suddenly smashed the listening device.

He slowly lowered his head.

His face showed an expression approaching complete blankness.

Chapter 53: Teach Me How to Love You
The winter sky always darkened silently and without warning.

By the time Shi Sui came back to her senses, darkness had fallen outside the window, and the steam from the teacup in front of her had long since dissipated.

It had grown cold, grown cool.

Song Jie had left long ago.

When she departed, her whole body carried a frost-like coldness, her high heels clicking with sharp, piercing sounds.

After Shi Sui clearly said the three words “impossible” to her proposal.

Song Jie’s red lips curved slightly, showing no surprise: “What are you dissatisfied with? You can speak up.”

Her words carried condescending scrutiny, her gaze floating down lightly.

Though unspoken, Shi Sui read the mocking undertone suggesting she didn’t know when to be satisfied.

Shi Sui smiled slightly, calmly meeting her gaze, saying flatly: “I could never use him.”

Song Jie’s fingers tapped carelessly on the table, her brow arching.

She said directly: “Thirty million US dollars, plus two top-tier apartments in Manhattan’s central district. Enough for you and your parents to live comfortably for a lifetime.”

“If you don’t believe me, I can advance part of it, transfer it directly to an overseas account where he can’t trace it.”

Shi Sui’s chest heaved once: “I said, I—”

But Song Jie didn’t let her finish, continuing on her own: “If you’re worried Yan Tingli could still follow the trail to find you, I’ll arrange reliable security for you.”

A few seconds after her words fell, seemingly having no patience to wait longer, she immediately asked: “What other demands do you have? You can voice them all.”

Shi Sui’s lips pressed into a thin line.

She suddenly said, “I dislike you very much—always interrupting when I speak.”

As if she hadn’t processed this, Song Jie looked at her for several seconds, probably finding it absurd, and curled her lips: “What did you say?”

Shi Sui repeated: “I said, I don’t like you interrupting me when I speak.”

Song Jie completely restrained her smile.

Her gaze fell on Shi Sui’s face.

Being stared at like this, Shi Sui stared right back.

At this moment, she suddenly realized how remarkably similar Song Jie looked to Yan Tingli when expressionless.

Sharp features, the same cold, arrogant, contemptuous gaze.

Song Jie loved Yan Congjin so much, but in reality, it was Yan Tingli, whom she so desperately avoided, who was truly her child.

She just hadn’t noticed, or was unwilling to admit it.

Returning from her thoughts, Shi Sui stated her position: “No matter how much money you give me, I could never betray him.”

“Why?”

Shi Sui was silent for a moment, then said: “Because I love him.”

“Love?” As if hearing some joke, Song Jie scoffed, asking repeatedly, “What do you love about him? If you love him, why did you leave?”

Shi Sui: “The reasons are complicated.”

Song Jie was already mocking: “Do you think he can give you more material things?”

“……”

Shi Sui frowned.

Sometimes, communicating with Song Jie made Shi Sui feel like she was facing a plus version of Yan Tingli.

Because their thinking wasn’t on the same dimension at all.

Shi Sui could no longer summon any anger from her heart, only saying flatly: “You have no emotions, always prioritizing interests—naturally, you can’t understand.”

She felt her tone was gentle, but Song Jie’s gaze suddenly turned sharp.

A precursor to being enraged.

When Song Jie shed her last layer of pretense, what hit her face was blade-like severity and oppression.

The little dignity remaining between them was also torn away.

“Good, good, good—what a heartless performance you’ve put on for me.” Song Jie began laughing while clapping, “When I agreed to let you move in, this is how you repay me.”

Her red lips curved into a glaring red as the words she spat out stabbed straight to the heart.

“Rolling around with my son since your teens without any proper status.”

“Shi Sui, is this how your parents taught you, too?”

This scene was from Shi Sui’s past nightmares.

She used to be constantly anxious and fearful, most afraid of Song Jie looking at her with such contemptuous, cutting eyes, then attacking her parents.

But at this moment, when this finally happened, Shi Sui’s heart was surprisingly calm, without any ripples caused by these words.

She could even rationally step out of the self-incrimination trap, analyzing her words layer by layer.

After a few seconds, Shi Sui smiled slightly and said, “My parents never taught me these things. They were each other’s first love, married for over twenty years, and very much in love.”

“How did I learn this?” Shi Sui pretended to think with difficulty, “Probably learned it from you and Uncle Yan.”

“With you and Uncle Yan each having so many lovers, I learned through observation.”

As she spoke, Shi Sui blinked: “Brother Tingli must be the same, so we hit it off immediately.”

While speaking, she watched Song Jie’s facial expression tremble with anger.

Her fingers gripping the teacup also tightened, almost ready to splash it at her.

But ultimately, for the sake of maintaining the last trace of hypocritical refinement, she heavily set it down.

Shi Sui watched her actions coldly, suddenly remembering many years ago when Yan Tingli was drenched, his sweater cold and sticky against his body.

His face had been pale then, more disheveled than ever before.

Yet now, even under such disrespectful words from her, Song Jie could still retain her rationality and not splash water on her.

Song Jie could restrain herself from attacking her—why couldn’t she treat Yan Tingli the same way?

Must the sharpest blade always pierce the closest person?

Shi Sui suddenly felt somewhat sorrowful.

With the conversation collapsing like this, they naturally parted on bad terms.

As the sound of high heels faded away, after a long while, Shi Sui took a sip of the now-cold tea.

Her parched throat didn’t improve, instead becoming more difficult to swallow, reaching a somewhat bitter level.

Shi Sui gazed out the window at the dark sky, suddenly remembering her evening appointment with Yan Tingli, and took out her phone from her bag.

At that moment, the phone screen lit up—Yan Tingli was calling.

Shi Sui answered while walking out: “Hello?”

The other end took several seconds before speaking.

Heavy, mechanical, emotionless.

“I need to see you. Now.”

Shi Sui’s steps paused as she asked strangely: “What’s wrong with your voice?”

Yan Tingli ignored her: “I said, I need to see you now.”

Alarm bells rang in Shi Sui’s mind, beginning to race.

—She hadn’t provoked him recently.

Shi Sui nervously gave him the address of the nearest mall: “Let’s eat here, then…”

“Beep beep beep.”

Before she could finish, the call ended.

Shi Sui stared at the phone screen, and after a few seconds, laughed angrily.

What kind of attitude was this?!

Half an hour later, Yan Tingli arrived at the Chinese restaurant she’d booked.

Given his attitude on the phone, Shi Sui didn’t give him a pleasant face either.

She directly threw the tablet at him, indicating he should add dishes.

But Yan Tingli didn’t even bother to glance at it, directly handing the tablet to the server and dismissing her from the private room.

From the moment he sat down, he didn’t say a word.

His eyelids lifted, his gaze level, scanning across her face like a robot analyzing data.

Over and over again.

Shi Sui got goosebumps from being stared at.

Given that Yan Tingli’s issues were always incomprehensible to normal people, Shi Sui could only ask: “What’s wrong with you now?”

Yan Tingli looked at her.

Suddenly said, “Let’s get married.”

“……”

Always being pressured into marriage like this, Shi Sui suppressed her helplessness and patiently said, “I told you, I’m not ready yet. We need to work on our personalities more.”

“I’ll listen to everything you say.”

“…Huh?”

“I said, no need to work on anything anymore. I’ll listen to everything you say.”

Yan Tingli said expressionlessly, “Can we get married now?”

Could he say such words?

Shi Sui was even more puzzled: “What’s wrong with you?”

“Answer me—will you marry me or not?”

Shi Sui was bewildered by his scattered questioning: “Why must we get married right now?”

Yan Tingli stared straight at her, his eyes holding an inorganic blackness.

Not knowing what he was thinking.

He didn’t answer her, instead saying very suddenly: “When 3.0 launches, I’ll have even more inexhaustible wealth.”

Shi Sui nodded: “…Well, congratulations.”

Business success was indeed something to be happy about.

“Marry me, and you won’t be able to spend it all in several lifetimes.”

Shi Sui was silent for a few seconds.

Did she look that materialistic? Why were both of them trying to buy her with money?

Shi Sui said speechlessly, “What would I need so much money for?”

She was just an ordinary person—all kinds of extravagant luxuries couldn’t make her as happy as a flavorful chicken hot pot.

Although she had indeed asked Yan Tingli for breakup money before, essentially she just wanted her parents to not work so hard and for herself not to be exhausted by work.

“You don’t want money.”

Yan Tingli lowered his eyelashes, repeating: “You don’t want my money.”

“What would it take for you to marry me?”

Shi Sui was getting somewhat irritated by his questioning, taking a deep breath: “Who pressures someone into marriage like this? The more you pressure me, the less I want to marry.”

As the server came to serve dishes in the private room, Yan Tingli’s eyes also became completely cold and desolate, his jaw tight, not saying another word.

The atmosphere afterward was even more frozen.

Shi Sui ate while observing him from the corner of her eye.

She saw his thin eyelids droop as if lost in thought, and his eating movements were also very slow.

“Hey, that’s ginger.” Shi Sui pointed to the ginger on his chopsticks, disguised as a potato.

Yan Tingli was very particular about food, drink, accommodation, and transportation, especially diet.

Besides preferring bland flavors, he disliked seasonings.

He wouldn’t eat animal organs, heads, or any strange parts, wouldn’t touch strongly flavored vegetables, and ginger was his biggest taboo.

But Shi Sui’s warning came too late—Yan Tingli had already taken a bite.

He then frowned, expressionlessly spitting it out.

Staring at the ginger on the plate, he coldly threw it in the trash, looking even angrier.

“……”

Shi Sui silently bit her chopsticks, feeling somewhat helpless.

She sighed inwardly.

Fine.

Someone who could get angry at ginger—don’t bother calculating with him over these inexplicable moods.

Shi Sui had to admit that because of her conversation with Song Jie, she was beginning to feel somewhat indulgent toward Yan Tingli.

Seeing the dining table fall silent, she took the initiative to find topics, asking with concern: “Is it because work pressure has been too great recently that you’re in a bad mood?”

During A University, when Yan Tingli was very busy with no time to rest, or when his leisure time was suddenly interrupted by urgent matters, he would also inexplicably sulk by himself.

In any case, there could be many unexpected reasons for his unhappiness.

Just coax him and it would be fine.

Who knew that as soon as Shi Sui finished speaking, Yan Tingli suddenly looked up at her.

Shi Sui felt uncomfortable under his gaze and explained: “I heard that 3.0 is preparing for mass production recently, and you’ve been busy with this.”

“Heard?”

Yan Tingli curled his lips slightly: “Who did you hear it from?”

“Gao Linhan—he posts a lot on social media. Why?”

Yan Tingli’s tone was very light: “You rarely ask about my work.”

Shi Sui couldn’t figure out his reaction and guessed: “Is there some confidential information I shouldn’t know about?”

“What do you want to know?”

Like testing, like guarding.

Shi Sui felt inexplicably stung.

Her voice also dropped, saying somewhat unhappily: “I was just asking casually—what could I want to know?”

Yan Tingli’s gaze fixed on her.

The lighting in this Chinese restaurant wasn’t bright, his face half-lit and half-dark.

Unclear to see.

He suddenly said, “Whatever you want to know, I’ll tell you everything.”

“Fine.” Shi Sui said, “Then tell me why you’re unhappy.”

Yan Tingli was silent for a moment.

“I’m not unhappy.”

I’m just afraid.

Shi Sui complained: “Then why are you acting so strange today?”

Yan Tingli didn’t speak.

His whole person seemed shrouded in some unknown mist.

Perhaps even he didn’t know what he was doing.

It didn’t look like he was about to have an episode.

Shi Sui was about to ask more when suddenly, Yan Tingli’s phone on the table rang.

Probably a work call—he frowned and glanced at it, then answered in her presence.

Shi Sui vaguely heard some of it.

Yan Tingli insisted on replacing a batch of new suppliers and distributors. Such a major reshuffling naturally displeased the old guard who had previously belonged to Song Jie’s faction and had interests connected to her, causing heated arguments within the board.

Yan Tingli’s tone was very impolite with the other party, hanging up expressionlessly.

Shi Sui served him food: “The food will get cold—eat more.”

“What do you think?”

Shi Sui was confused: “Think about what?”

“Should I use the original suppliers, or ignore these directors and continue replacing them?”

As if to make it understandable for her, Yan Tingli asked simply.

Shi Sui didn’t take it seriously, continuing to eat with her head down: “Do whatever makes you happy.”

The gaze from across the table remained fixed on her face, not missing any micro-expression.

This strange robot-scanning scrutiny finally made Shi Sui lose her patience, even her indulgence nearly exhausted.

She put down her chopsticks, asking expressionlessly: “What exactly do you want to ask? What do you want to know from me?”

Yan Tingli remained silent.

Like a stubborn mute gourd.

Shi Sui simply gave up.

After finishing the last sip of soup, she said expressionlessly: “I’m full, you—”

At the moment she looked up, something flashed through her mind like lightning, connecting everything.

Shi Sui’s pupils moved slowly, her spine also stiffening.

Looking up at him, she slowly asked: “Why haven’t you asked why I was in this area this afternoon?”

Before Yan Tingli could speak, she continued asking, her speech getting faster: “Is it because you know about my meeting with Song Jie?”

“Even now,” Shi Sui said incredulously, “you’re still monitoring me?”

Yan Tingli: “I’m not monitoring you.”

“Then how did you…”

“Song Jie—her phone has a 3.0 system with programs I implanted.”

Shi Sui’s emotions calmed somewhat.

Although monitoring anyone was shameful, her moral requirements for Yan Tingli had already been set very low.

But before her heart could settle, she suddenly realized something else, staring at him and asking: “So you suspect I want to join forces with her to use you.”

“Right?”

Her voice trembled faintly at the end.

This time Yan Tingli didn’t speak.

His gaze dropped, not knowing what he was thinking.

Shi Sui nodded.

“Right,” her voice already carried nasal tones as she stood up to grab her bag, “your suspicion is correct.”

“Song Jie said she’d give me thirty million US dollars plus two apartments—I was very tempted. Money and freedom, isn’t that what I’ve always wanted?”

After speaking, Shi Sui didn’t bother with Yan Tingli and immediately walked toward the private room exit.

Her chest felt like countless popping candies colliding chaotically, making her restless and irritated.

But all emotions converged into one thought—Yan Tingli suspected she would betray him for profit.

In this relationship, Shi Sui knew she had a terrible record—she had deceived him many times.

But she would never deceive or harm him for profit.

Her heart was a mixture of feelings, but grievance dominated.

Outside the restaurant, the outdoor wind cut across her face like a blade.

Feeling moisture on her cheeks, Shi Sui brushed them with her fingers, only to discover it had started drizzling.

Footsteps approached from behind.

Shi Sui ignored them and stepped forward, but her wrist was grabbed.

Yan Tingli draped his coat over her.

Taking large strides, he pulled her toward the parking lot and into the car.

Without saying a word.

Shi Sui couldn’t break free and was pressed into the passenger seat.

Yan Tingli leaned over to fasten her seatbelt, dropping one sentence: “We’ll talk at home.”

“I’m not going.” Shi Sui said coldly, “I have nothing to say to you right now.”

Her wrist was gripped tightly as Yan Tingli suppressed his emotions, looking at her.

“With colleagues, you suspect I have romantic involvement with them. With your mother, you suspect I’d betray you for money.”

“Since you distrust me so much, what’s the point of us being together?”

“Shi Sui.” Yan Tingli’s eyelashes trembled as he said in a deep voice, “Take back those words.”

“Why, you don’t like hearing it? Which part of what I said was wrong?”

“Shut up.”

“Why should I shut up!” Shi Sui’s emotions gradually escalated, completely uncontrolled, “If you’re going to keep suspecting me like this, we might as well break up—”

Yan Tingli’s chest heaved as he suddenly leaned over to block her mouth.

Shi Sui was even more furious.

Without holding back, she reached out to pull his hair.

In the gap, she sniffled, feeling tears roll down to her chin, landing on Yan Tingli’s hand.

His breathing stopped for an instant.

He finally pulled back, but buried his head in her neck.

His whole body language was like a rain-soaked puppy, actually appearing more wronged than she was.

Shi Sui immediately became even more irritated, choking out: “What are you pretending for?”

“Say something—do you think I would harm you for money?”

A muffled sound came from her neck area.

“I don’t care at all.”

Shi Sui: “…?”

“I don’t care if you use me for money.”

Shi Sui processed this for a moment, then pounded his back again: “Don’t change the subject! I’m asking if you suspect me.”

Yan Tingli paused for a long while before saying, “I didn’t listen to the end.”

“Before you answered, I smashed the listening device.”

Shi Sui said coldly: “So you still suspect—”

“I didn’t dare.” Yan Tingli suddenly interrupted.

He suddenly looked up at her, his eyes in the dim light looking washed, both stubborn and conflicted.

“I didn’t dare listen!”

After a moment of silence, Shi Sui said softly: “If you had more trust in me, you should have listened to the end.”

“Not monitoring you is already the greatest trust I can give you.”

Shi Sui was shocked by his self-righteousness: “Not monitoring is what normal people should do—how is that trust?!”

Yan Tingli took her hand and pressed it to his face.

Looking down, his breathing sometimes light and sometimes heavy across her wrist, his emotions seemed to calm somewhat as he kissed her wrist and said gently, “But this is who I am.”

He looked at her, speaking word by word.

“Selfish, cold, suspicious.”

“But I love you.”

His voice was very soft yet fell in her ear: “You can use me, but you’re not allowed to leave me.”

“……”

Shi Sui’s pupils trembled once as she turned her face away: “I would never use you.”

“It doesn’t matter.” He said indifferently, “Everything I have, you can dispose of as you wish.”

“Even shooting me once.”

These words sounded too much like flowery sweet talk, but Shi Sui knew they weren’t.

Yan Tingli couldn’t speak sweet words—he could only speak crazy words.

His current behavior was a sign of an impending episode.

Shi Sui took a deep breath, annoyed as she pinched his face: “Since your self-awareness is so accurate, why don’t you change?”

“You help me change.”

Yan Tingli closed his eyes, pressing against her palm, breathing deeply: “Only then will I change.”

Shi Sui pouted: “I’ve been by your side for so long, and you haven’t changed—you’re just stubbornly incorrigible.”

“Then use a lifetime to change.”

Yan Tingli opened his eyes to look at her, tiny points of light flashing within.

“You teach me.”

Shi Sui didn’t dare hope: “What else could I teach you?”

As the words left her mouth, Shi Sui suddenly froze.

She suddenly remembered her conversation with Song Jie, when she said Yan Tingli didn’t understand love because no one had ever taught him.

Shi Sui came back to her senses, then Yan Tingli spoke with unprecedented seriousness.

“Teach me how to love you.”

“Spend a lifetime teaching me.”

Chapter 54: I Am Suisui’s Little Dog
The car sped along the road.

Rain pattered down, water droplets flowing down the car windows.

“Drip.”

This sound also seemed to fall on Shi Sui’s heart, instantly blooming ripples like waves.

It had been a while, and Yan Tingli was almost driving to his house, yet Shi Sui still hadn’t recovered from that light, dizzy state of floating among the clouds.

She secretly glanced at him from the corner of her eye, then turned back, thinking she was acting composed.

Shi Sui had once imagined the scene of successfully taming Yan Tingli.

She thought she would feel proud, excited, and relaxed.

But when Yan Tingli truly gave up all his bargaining chips, went against his instincts, and exposed his vulnerable neck to her, offering up his heart—

In that moment, Shi Sui’s heart beat faster than anyone’s, her blood surging and churning from the boiling emotions.

She even clearly felt her “love-brain” condition worsening.

To the point where she lowered her standards to—even if Yan Tingli couldn’t learn, continuing to be such a “poor student of love,” it wasn’t such a big deal.

Everyone has their little quirks. As long as he didn’t break laws or have episodes like before, let him be difficult if he wanted to be.

She could endure what she could endure.

As soon as this thought arose, Shi Sui was startled.

What about her principles? Her morals?

She forced herself to be serious, responding solemnly: “Alright, I’ll teach you.”

After speaking, Yan Tingli, nestled in her neck, slightly raised his head, lifting one eye to look at her.

It was a silent, stubborn waiting.

Shi Sui knew which words he was waiting for.

Her pupils slowly moved, deliberately not saying them.

She wanted to test his reaction.

Sure enough, after waiting a few seconds, Yan Tingli’s eyes narrowed, beginning to show displeasure.

His breath also rose, falling in wisps on her earlobe.

As if he wanted to break and bite her.

But after a brief pause, he drooped down sullenly.

Instead, he bumped her chin with his head, irritably urging her.

This series of aggrieved little actions made Shi Sui want to laugh, but he hold it back.

Now he was consciously restraining his claws and fangs, performing commendably and deserving encouragement—she couldn’t laugh.

She wrapped her arms around Yan Tingli’s back.

Finally whispering gently in his ear the rest of the words: “Mm, for a lifetime.”

Yan Tingli’s eyes looking at her instantly brightened, which he deliberately concealed by lowering his eyelids. But he couldn’t hide the upturn of his lips, a satisfied expression of getting his candy.

Then he said: “Swear an oath.”

“…?”

Yan Tingli repeated: “You swear an oath.”

“This time I’ll believe it.”

“…….”

So, all your previous beliefs were fake?

Shi Sui was silent for a while, still willing to indulge him once: “What do you want me to swear by?”

The conventional oath methods she could think of involved cursing herself as stakes, so Shi Sui said seriously: “If I deceive you again this time, I’ll forever be unlucky—”

Her mouth was covered in displeasure.

Yan Tingli pressed down his eyelids: “Not that kind.”

Shi Sui indulged him: “Then you say it, I’ll repeat after you.”

Yan Tingli: “If I deceive you again and leave you.”

Shi Sui repeated after him.

“You’ll be alone for life, dying a bad death.”

“You’ll…”

Wait.

Halfway through, Shi Sui’s pupils dilated in confusion.

Who exactly was the subject?

But Yan Tingli insisted: “Continue, say it as I do.”

Shi Sui: “Who exactly am I swearing by?”

“Me.”

Shi Sui was shocked: “Why would I swear by you?”

Yan Tingli’s gaze stuck to her, his dark eyes filled with stubbornness.

After a long time, he slowly said, “I want to prove you love me.”

If you love me, you won’t bear to leave me.

When you’re willing to withdraw, it means you no longer love me.

The oath proves that I will be alone for life, dying a bad death.

The entire thought process was complex and twisted.

Shi Sui’s mind went through a big circle before she could barely understand some of it.

“I don’t want to…”

“Be good.”

Yan Tingli looked at her gently, saying softly, “Continue.”

“I want to hear it.”

Shi Sui couldn’t say such a strange oath, much less curse him.

Until Yan Tingli, with an eerie smile, tilted his head and asked: “You’re still not certain, right?”

Shi Sui sighed: “Of course not.”

“Then why don’t you dare say it?”

Shi Sui forced out a sentence: “…I don’t want to curse you.”

“As long as you never leave me, how could it be a curse?” He smiled, “It’s a blessing.”

This was almost an unsolvable paradox.

Shi Sui was nearly dizzy from being twisted around.

Until she was coaxed word by word by Yan Tingli into laboriously saying the complete sentence.

Yan Tingli’s eyes flashed with an unprecedented burning bright light.

His chest heaving, he lowered his head to kiss her.

His breath was scalding, his exposed skin also flushed pink as he kissed her over and over.

Blazing.

Devout.

“Suisui, I’m very happy now.”

Shi Sui looked at him with hazy eyes.

Yan Tingli looked at her seriously, saying, “So happy that I want to dig out my heart for you.”

Shi Sui was silent for a moment.

Though somewhat unromantic, she still spoke honestly: “…What nonsense are you talking about?”

He pondered: “Sweet talk.”

“……”

Thanks to Yan Tingli’s influence, under his day and night cultivation, Shi Sui could now accept such “sweet talk” quite well.

She closed her eyes, her hand gently stroking his neck once.

This counted as a response.

Shi Sui thought she appeared composed.

In reality, during the following journey as Yan Tingli drove, her chest was hot and burning, occasionally tingling as if tickled by feathers.

She was trying hard to adapt to this unfamiliar feeling until Shi Sui suddenly remembered Yan Tingli’s innocent yet apt descriptive word.

—”It’s very full here.”

Unable to help herself, she secretly smiled, her lips curving up.

Lost in reverie, the car drove into the residential area.

This was Shi Sui’s first time visiting Yan Tingli’s lakeside luxury apartment in the top-tier wealthy district.

From the exterior, it was unsurprisingly high-end, exuding a low-key luxurious atmosphere.

Shi Sui often felt Yan Tingli’s life was very divided.

Though his food, clothing, housing, and transportation were above ninety-nine percent of people, he had entangled with her, an ordinary person who would disappear in a crowd, for so many years.

Even insisted on following behind her, enduring unnecessary hardships.

This feeling reached its peak when Shi Sui followed Yan Tingli through layers of security verification, finally entering his home and seeing with her own eyes the horizontal glass screen occupying the entire living room.

True luxury always provided enormous visual impact without needing explanation.

Due to the rainy day, the mist was hazy, high-rise buildings seemed hidden in clouds, and blue LED lights pierced through the cloud layers.

Technology merged with fantasy, like stepping into a cyberpunk world.

Shi Sui’s daze was interrupted by a soft touch on her calf.

She suddenly looked down.

She saw Ping’an with its tail raised, head lowered, gently sniffing her calf.

Ping’an was opening its mouth, analyzing scents.

Sniffing once, looking up once.

As if uncertain, it sniffed again.

Shi Sui looked at it, her eyes gradually reddening.

She crouched down, her hand hesitating above its head, asking hoarsely: “Ping’an, do you still remember me?”

Behind her, Yan Tingli also leaned over with an interested gaze from her shoulder.

At this moment, Ping’an’s eyes suddenly widened like copper bells, the fur on its back bristling in strands.

Its tail suddenly swished, then it began biting Shi Sui’s pant leg.

Then it walked toward the door, meowing several times.

Shi Sui looked at it uncomprehendingly.

Ping’an turned back, anxiously repeating the action.

Meowing at her nonstop.

After several rounds, Shi Sui finally slowly understood something.

Turning sideways, she asked Yan Tingli with a sour heart: “Does Ping’an… not welcome me and want me to leave?”

Somehow, Yan Tingli’s expression also looked very unpleasant.

He was looking down with lowered brows, staring at Ping’an coldly.

Man and cat faced off.

Ping’an arched its back, ears also flattened.

Looking somewhat trembling.

Shi Sui couldn’t bear to watch and quickly pulled Yan Tingli: “It’s okay, don’t scare it.”

“It probably just doesn’t remember me, it’s fine.”

Yan Tingli finally slowly withdrew his gaze, showing her a smile: “Mm, this cat has been spoiled rotten.”

Ping’an: “Meow meow meow!”

He ignored it, putting his arm around Shi Sui’s shoulder, leading her to the living room: “Don’t pay attention to it.”

Shi Sui lowered her head dejectedly, saying glumly: “I can only get to know Ping’an better in the future.”

Some word triggered Yan Tingli.

He held her tightly, kissing her forehead gently, unusually tender: “There’s still a long time, take it slowly.”

Ping’an came around to bite Shi Sui’s pant leg with its teeth: “Meow meow meow!”

Yan Tingli looked down with a half-smile.

Suddenly saying: “It’s not very well-behaved today.” Speaking, he picked up Ping’an by the scruff, smiling at Shi Sui: “I’ll let it go to its room to adapt.”

Shi Sui knew cats could have stress reactions when strangers came home.

Though disappointed, she still nodded: “I’ll look at the scenery outside the window.”

Ping’an had its oversized room.

Expensive cat trees, cat toys, and various styles of beds filled the entire space. It could be said that noble cat princesses lived no better.

“Bang.”

The door closed.

Yan Tingli looked at it expressionlessly.

Ping’an silently looked away.

“Getting feisty, huh?”

Hmph.

“Your mother loves me and came here willingly. Do you hear?”

Ping’an flicked its tail.

Completely disdainful body language.

Yan Tingli smiled coldly, saying flatly: “Your cat food for a week is gone.”

“Only cat kibble to eat.”

“……”

After speaking, Yan Tingli released its scruff: “Face the wall and reflect on your mistakes.”

A few minutes later, Shi Sui was still admiring the scenery outside when she was embraced from behind by Yan Tingli.

He looked extremely happy, his touch on her skin and even his breath were scalding.

An unmistakable sexual invitation.

Shi Sui directly ignored it.

She still hadn’t emerged from the melancholy of seeing old things, sighing softly: “You’ve raised Ping’an very well.”

Ping’an wasn’t an expensive breed of cat, its pattern was also the most common short-haired calico.

Even far less beautiful than the long-haired Xiao Yuan.

But it didn’t have a bloated cheek-fattened face or overweight body pandering to human aesthetics.

Well-proportioned body, shiny fur, eyes without a trace of tear stains—meticulous care.

Yan Tingli was silent for a while.

Suddenly saying, “But I couldn’t raise your plants well.”

“After you left, they all died.”

He was just stating facts plainly.

But his voice dropped like willow catkins falling to the ground, making Shi Sui feel somewhat uncomfortable.

Shi Sui lowered her head to hold his hand: “Then shall I teach you to grow them?”

Yan Tingli: “No good.”

Shi Sui turned to look at him: “Why?”

“They won’t die if you’re here.”

“I won’t learn.”

Shi Sui slowly turned her gaze back, humming glumly in agreement.

The room became quiet, and a tacit, ambiguous atmosphere also rose.

Yan Tingli’s breath approached, naturally taking her lips.

When he kissed gently, he could indeed bewitch hearts.

His tongue tip was like a small swimming fish, touching along her mouth walls.

Both crisp and itchy.

In the gap, Yan Tingli asked her: “Do you like it here?”

“I like it.” Shi Sui answered breathlessly.

“What do you like most?”

Shi Sui: “This glass window.”

Yan Tingli suddenly laughed once.

Shocking words: “Then let’s do it here tonight, hmm?”

This giant glass window was too clear.

So much so that even kissing here, Shi Sui felt as if being watched, her spine also slightly tensing.

Her breathing became chaotic: “No.”

“This is smart glass, which can control visibility.”

He hinted at her by saying half and hiding half, while sucking her earlobe, using a coaxing tone: “I can have 3.0 adjust the data so outsiders can’t see.”

Shi Sui’s ears burned from stimulation, turning her head away: “I don’t want to do it here.”

“But I’ve fantasized about it many times.”

“Every time I couldn’t come,” he said shamelessly, “thinking about this, I could barely—”

“Stop!” Shi Sui couldn’t stand it. “Shut up.”

“Suisui.”

“Suisui.”

He ignored her, calling her name several times in succession.

Using this sticky candy-like tone to beg for pleasure.

More annoying than direct force.

Shi Sui wanted to take back control, turning to look at him, saying calmly: “You want to do it here, it’s not impossible.”

Yan Tingli tilted his head, waiting for more.

His expression was extremely serious.

In this aspect, as long as he could achieve his goal, he was even more obedient than a dog.

Shi Sui looked down, pulling the tie inside his coat.

“You have to let me play with you first.”

“The kind where you can’t resist and listen to everything I say.”

Yan Tingli’s brow arched.

Almost instantly, the look in his eyes burned with lustful temperature.

A casual curve overflowed from his lips as he looked at her like a little white rabbit delivered to his mouth.

Yan Tingli was domineering, wicked, and always used to being in control.

He loved watching her become delirious from his ministrations, like drifting reeds that could only be at his mercy.

But since she was going to teach, Shi Sui had to let him equally experience this feeling of being dominated.

Moreover, rewards should be earned through one’s efforts.

If he wanted her to accompany his nonsense and satisfy his perverted preferences, he had to offer equivalent stakes.

Seeing Yan Tingli’s calm expression, an arrogant attitude of being indifferent to her “training,” Shi Sui immediately felt her competitive spirit ignited.

Angrily pulling his tie down: “What, you don’t dare try?”

Yan Tingli lowered his head, smiling as he said word by word in her ear: “I’ll accompany you to the end.”

“Then now, I want to tie your hands with the tie.” Shi Sui said.

Steam rose in the bathroom.

In the oversized bathtub over two meters, under Shi Sui’s command, Yan Tingli, wearing only a shirt, had his hands bound, leaning back in the tub.

His eyes were also covered by Shi Sui with another tie, tied in a dead knot.

Previously, he had also played blindfold games with her. Only, it was always preventing her from seeing. When vision was deprived, the sensation of being stretched and pounded was so obvious.

At this moment, Yan Tingli was soaked powerlessly in the water, his shirt and pants all wet, clinging to his body, revealing faint glimpses of chest muscles and V-lines.

The scene before her eyes could indeed be called a feast for the eyes.

It was also Yan Tingli’s unprecedented submissive posture, so pleasing to behold.

Shi Sui satisfyingly scanned over and over with her gaze.

Similar to how he used to leisurely observe her disheveled state.

“What, don’t dare come over?”

Yan Tingli was suddenly provoked.

He curved his lips, still maintaining that leisurely posture, even spreading his legs, unabashedly facing her.

Shi Sui darkened her face, stepping barefoot onto him.

Through the fabric, she pressed down hard.

“Did I allow you to stand up?”

Yan Tingli tilted his head back, his Adam’s apple slowly moving as he swallowed.

Breathing in while laughing: “Suisui, the point.”

“Little Li likes it so much.”

Shi Sui withdrew her foot, angrily slapping him: “Really shameless.”

“Yes.” Yan Tingli couldn’t see, could only smell her scent, leaning toward her direction, finally catching the fragrance of her hair, he sighed: “So Suisui slap it a few more times.”

“Use some force.”

Shi Sui sat on his abs, gripping his chin, saying coldly: “Get lost.”

Yan Tingli raised a brow.

His lips turned down, seemingly somewhat regretful.

Shi Sui imitated his usual manner, her fingertips playfully grinding his lips.

Yan Tingli opened his lips naturally, smiling as he took her finger, his tongue licking.

Shi Sui shivered, instantly withdrawing her hand, her chest heaving heavily once.

It seemed all teasing methods had no destructive power against shameless people!

She huffily and unceremoniously opened his shirt.

Her fingers played with his chest muscles, tickling-like, casually flicking.

Watching Yan Tingli frown, his chest tremors also more obvious.

“Suisui, lick it.”

Shi Sui immediately lowered her voice: “I’m the one using you, do you have the right to make demands?”

Yan Tingli silently curved his lips.

“Then can you use my face?”

“Sit up, okay?”

“……”

Shi Sui stared at his smug lip curve.

Her unnamed fire burned more and more vigorously, gripping his chin: “How is that possible? That’s a reward. Why should I give it to you?”

Yan Tingli took her finger again: “Then how can Suisui reward me?”

Shi Sui looked at him with an inscrutable expression.

Suddenly smiling, she whispered in his ear: “I only reward my little dog.”

“Are you one?”

Hearing this, Yan Tingli raised his brow, his domineering aura also pressing down.

He said leisurely: “The little dog is you.”

“Suisui is my little dog.”

Shi Sui angrily squeezed hard. He instantly arched his waist, making a hoarse sound.

Shi Sui coldly repeated: “I only reward my little dog.”

“Are you one?”

Yan Tingli pressed his lips, ignoring her.

Just tilted his head up, rubbing against her.

Shi Sui slapped him, watching him gasp again: “I’m asking you.”

“Touch me.” Yan Tingli frowned, clearly in the lower position but still habitually carrying dominant meaning in his words, “Move your hand.”

“Only little dogs beg to be touched.” Shi Sui playfully flicked with her fingers, “Are you one?”

Steamed by the water vapor, Yan Tingli was so hot his skin had turned deep pink, he slightly opened his lips to breathe, water droplets and thin sweat on his skin—how bewitching could it be.

Shi Sui secretly clicked her tongue. Even having seen it countless times, she still couldn’t help being captivated by Yan Tingli’s beauty.

This person didn’t rely on his brain—with this face, he could do anything casually and wouldn’t live poorly.

He seemed finally unable to endure.

His throat hoarsely overflowing: “Then does Suisui love little dogs?”

Shi Sui was stunned, involuntarily saying: “Of course I love them.”

“Love them most?”

“Mm.”

This random conversation made Shi Sui suspect he was cunningly changing the subject.

She couldn’t help but circle and squeeze: “So are you a little dog or not?”

Originally having no hope—after all, making Yan Tingli, someone who valued face more than life, bow his head was harder than journeying to the West for scriptures.

Who knew the next second.

“Yes.”

Shi Sui was shocked, thinking she misheard, asking again: “Whose?”

“Suisui’s.”

So obedient.

Simply like being possessed.

Shi Sui said uncertainly: “Then say it all together.”

“I am Suisui’s little dog.”

Shi Sui’s heart melted into softness, actively moving forward.

Cupping his face to kiss.

Immediately having dominance seized back, he fiercely, intensely invaded her mouth.

His legs also lifting, changing angles to rub against her.

Then making satisfied sighs.

He hadn’t forgotten, tilting his face up: “Suisui sit up, now.”

“Little dog wants to eat.”

“……”

Shi Sui couldn’t help but be shocked.

Even somewhat regretful.

Just moments ago he refused to admit it unto death, now he went with the flow calling himself that.

It seemed after this bottom line opened, Yan Tingli could be more shameless than before.

Water vapor steamed and spread.

Shi Sui gripped his hair, her entire vision becoming hazy.

When she was carried out of the bathroom, her whole body was soft.

But everything naturally wasn’t over yet.

It had barely begun.

Shi Sui looked at Yan Tingli’s half-smiling but more terrifying than ever expression.

Thinking if she also had cat ears, they might already be plastered to her scalp.

Outside the giant full-screen glass, the city night scene was brilliant and magnificent.

But suddenly, not knowing which button Yan Tingli pressed.

The transparent glass before her eyes gradually became a huge mirror under Shi Sui’s shocked gaze.

“I suddenly changed my mind,” along with Yan Tingli’s action of pressing her down from behind, he whispered pleasurably in her ear.

“Now I want Suisui to watch with her own eyes how the little dog bit by bit makes your belly…”

“Big.”

Chapter 55: You Have to Propose to Me
Yan Tingli was always enthusiastic about saying extremely inappropriate, obscene words at times like these.

Then he would satisfyingly observe her becoming flustered because of his words.

It wasn’t like this in the beginning.

Back then, Yan Tingli’s performance could even be considered pure.

Their first few times were all at the Yan family home, in his or her bedroom. Even when things got out of hand, it was in the sealed piano room.

Although during unconventional hours, Yan Tingli strictly forbade anyone from going upstairs. But there were still maids downstairs, so they couldn’t be completely unrestrained.

At that time, Yan Tingli actually didn’t know many techniques. He only knew to do it with focused intensity, then maximize skin contact with her to relieve some unfillable desire.

Except for always staring at her with eyes soaked in moist lust, observing all her subtle reactions.

He was almost like a silent reef.

But you could tell he was so excited each time that he was about to faint.

Because his body temperature was always scalding, his breathing was also trembling despite his best efforts to restrain it.

Yan Tingli had pale skin—with even slight heat or faster blood flow, he would be tinged with pink showing through from within.

Back then, Shi Sui felt he was like a volcano filled with accumulated magma.

Humming and trembling with vibrations, yet frustrated by not knowing how to express it.

Every time he reached the peak, his pupils almost lost focus. Not knowing what to do, he would forcibly suppress his throat’s gasps, biting her collarbone and restrainedly leaving teeth marks.

Continuously murmuring.

“Love it so much.”

“Love it so much.”

This feeling was like an unenlightened young beast using its not-yet-fully-grown teeth to tentatively bite and swallow her, but not getting the key points. This made Shi Sui physiologically somewhat uneasy, feeling the contrast between Yan Tingli’s inner and outer selves was quite large.

Clearly, on the outside, he was that kind of clean, cold, jade-like beautiful young man.

In these matters, would he lose control with such a heavy desire?

But thinking about adolescent restlessness, even she couldn’t avoid it.

The male physiological structure was different—Yan Tingli might feel even better.

With this speculation, Shi Sui didn’t hesitate much before agreeing to stay in his campus apartment on weekends when school started.

At the Yan family home, there were still Yan Zecheng and Song Jie, who occasionally returned home, and maids who cleaned daily and might discover traces.

They needed to restrain themselves.

But after coming to the apartment with him, Shi Sui might just look at him once more and be grabbed by the chin and pressed against the sofa or floor-to-ceiling windows.

Yan Tingli’s theoretical knowledge advanced by leaps and bounds, suddenly exploring many variations.

But what made him completely tear off his facade and reveal his beast’s fangs was when he suddenly had a whim one time, curiously licking her.

Then he happily discovered that this method could break her down faster than any other way, making her helpless like drifting reeds.

He completely ignored her crying and struggling, his hand pressing on her thigh.

Even the back of his hand trembled with excitement, veins bulging.

Swallowing in his throat.

Similar to when kissing, I eagerly consumed her saliva.

Then he would press against her, satisfiedly, his wet face rubbing against hers—he seemed to have finally found a way more clingy and intimate than exchanging saliva.

“Like a fountain.”

His expression was serious, indeed, just objectively describing.

Yet it made Shi Sui so ashamed she nearly fainted, closing her eyes and unconsciously shuddering again, releasing more.

At that moment, Yan Tingli acted like a child discovering a new continent.

“There’s more.”

He suddenly started sulking, saying unhappily, “All the previous times were wasted.”

“Should have all been fed to me.”

From then on, Yan Tingli learned all kinds of obscene words.

Moreover, his moral bottom line could support him being more and more shameless each time.

The blackout curtains blocked the bright light outside, keeping the room as dark as night.

Shi Sui opened her eyes.

Memories from last night that were too unbearable to recall immediately flashed frame by frame through her mind.

She had a small frame and was thin.

Yan Tingli could feel the outline through her belly.

Making her look in the mirror, he whispered: “Look, Little Li has reached here.”

She closed her eyes, refusing to look.

His hand pressed down hard on that spot.

At that instant, Shi Sui screamed.

Trickling.

Then she cried from shame.

Yan Tingli kissed her joyfully.

Seemingly gentle, comforting, but the satisfied breathing of a victorious beast.

“Baby is so good at squirting.”

It was the first time he called her baby.

This most common term of endearment between couples made Shi Sui want to scratch his face.

Yan Tingli was still asleep as usual, holding her, his breathing steadily brushing across her neck.

Shi Sui then took out her phone to check WeChat messages.

Yesterday, she had already prepared not to go home at night, telling her parents in the group chat in advance.

But of course, she couldn’t say she was coming to stay at Yan Tingli’s place.

She only told them she was going to a hot spring resort in the suburbs with Yan Tingli for vacation and might not return at night.

Shi Sui opened the family group chat.

Her parents didn’t ask anything, so she exited with relief.

Just as she was about to continue reading messages, Yan Tingli’s just-awakened voice came from beside her, clearly having peeked at her group messages: “Lying.”

“You were making love to me.”

“All night long.”

Shi Sui’s ears burned.

Unable to stand it, she elbowed him: “I can’t directly tell them about this.”

Yan Tingli scoffed: “Would we not do it if we went to a hot spring hotel?”

Shi Sui couldn’t argue with him and got annoyed: “It’s different anyway!”

“We’re not married yet, I can’t openly say I’m spending the night at your house.”

Yan Tingli’s closed eyes opened.

Immediately getting excited: “Then let’s get married.”

He could say this eight hundred times a day.

Shi Sui hummed twice dismissively, too lazy to respond.

Her finger continued scrolling down.

Suddenly, she saw that the four-person group with Xue Jing, Lin Anran, and Su Han, even the larger group formed with the neighboring dorm, all showed 99+ messages.

Shi Sui curiously clicked in. But there were too many messages, so she clicked directly to the first one.

It was a wedding invitation from Lin Anran.

For ceremony’s sake, she was asking for their addresses, preparing to mail the invitations.

During their last gathering when chatting, Lin Anran had mentioned that after starting work, she was introduced to her current boyfriend.

Very coincidentally, this boy was her high school crush.

Now, one a teacher and one a police officer, with similar family backgrounds and stable relationship, they were quickly reaching the point of discussing marriage.

When talking about this, the formerly playful and lively Lin Anran had rosy cheeks that couldn’t hide her shyness and happiness.

At that time, they all sent blessings.

They just hadn’t expected the wedding date to come so quickly—in just one month.

This message directly exploded in the group chat.

Lin Anran invited the three of them to be bridesmaids, even posting dress options in the group for selection.

Shi Sui quickly popped up to send blessings, chose a smoky pink off-shoulder dress, then prepared to go offline—somehow, she felt inexplicably guilty.

Very afraid of being seen by Yan Tingli and having him make a big deal about it again.

Almost the instant she had this thought, a piercing gaze came from behind.

Shi Sui put away her phone and turned around, just seeing Yan Tingli lift his eyelids and stare at her expressionlessly.

Though not speaking, the resentment within was already sky-high.

Shi Sui wanted to say something, but Yan Tingli had already pulled the blanket and turned away.

Leaving only a cold back of his head.

Knowing what he was unhappy about, Shi Sui wisely chose to coax, actively reaching out to hug him from behind.

“Brother Tingli, we’re still young.”

“I’m not small anywhere.”

Shi Sui angrily pinched him, ignoring this: “We’re not even twenty-four yet.”

Yan Tingli scoffed from his throat: “Your roommate is getting married at twenty-four.”

“Well, some people die at twenty-four, too.”

“……”

A dark cloud seemed to float above Yan Tingli’s head, releasing dark energy.

His chest heaved.

Suddenly, he sat up abruptly from the bed.

Standing beside the bed, his eyes looked down sharply at her from above.

Previously, Shi Sui might have feared such a look from him, but now she just blinked calmly.

She was certain he wouldn’t dare go crazy again.

They faced off for one second, two seconds.

Seeing that although Yan Tingli’s attitude wasn’t proper and he was still having a small tantrum at her, he at least knew to restrain his claws and fangs, Shi Sui came out from under the blanket and stood on the bed.

Hugging him from above, she softened her tone and coaxed: “Brother Tingli, I haven’t introduced you to my roommates yet.”

“If you’re free for this wedding, come with me.”

Shi Sui finally understood why Yan Tingli could always see through her lies at a glance.

Because from a top-down perspective, every micro-expression change on a face was so obvious. From when she started coaxing, Yan Tingli’s furrowed brows unconsciously relaxed, his entire expression slowly clearing from gloomy.

Just his mouth was still stubborn: “Who among them doesn’t know me.” His tone extremely arrogant.

Shi Sui pretended not to hear, continuing: “Just right to see someone else’s wedding this time.”

“Any good creative ideas, we can also absorb and use in our wedding.”

“What do you think, Brother Tingli?”

“……”

Shi Sui looked at his expression again.

That dark cloud seemed to suddenly drift away.

Yan Tingli lifted his eyelids.

Probably tired of her standing high up, he directly picked her up and put her on the ground.

Really couldn’t suffer any loss at all.

Shi Sui pouted.

Watching him casually press the remote to open the curtains.

As the room gradually brightened, he also walked leisurely toward the door, lazily dropping a sentence: “I should be free.”

“…?”

She hadn’t even said when it was, and he was already free?

Shi Sui struggled to suppress her rising lip corners.

She turned away before daring to smile.

After Yan Tingli went out, he released Ping’an from the room to let it get some air.

Ping’an, who had been locked up all night, immediately came out meowing resentfully at him.

You could tell it was cursing very badly.

Yan Tingli was in a good mood.

He bent down to pet it: “Wait, I’ll feed you cat food.”

Shi Sui rubbed her eyes, watching him take refrigerated cat food from the small fridge and heat it on the integrated stove.

She followed behind, curiously glancing at this mini fridge.

Her gaze swept over the orange cat head fridge magnet in the upper right corner.

She froze, her fingertip touching it.

Finally, Shi Sui remembered something, warmth suddenly surging to her eyes.

In university, when Shi Sui went shopping, she always liked collecting pretty little things in boutique stores.

Like fridge magnets, cups, or blind boxes.

These things weren’t expensive, but always made her feel a little happy.

Sometimes these little things were left in her bag or dropped in the apartment.

She herself couldn’t remember, but Yan Tingli had kept them until now.

Shi Sui suppressed the sourness in her nose, opening the small fridge.

Looking inside at the bottles and jars—all various canned foods, plus cat food made several days in advance, sealed and preserved in layers.

It seemed this fridge with the cat head magnet was exclusively Ping’an’s.

Probably seeing its granary being invaded, Ping’an walked over, tilting its head to examine her.

Shi Sui, with red-rimmed eyes, extended her hand toward it.

This time, Ping’an didn’t dodge, tentatively stepping forward to sniff her fingertips.

Shi Sui touched its head.

Seeing it no longer resisted, she boldly picked it up.

Burying her head in the fluffiness.

Taking a deep breath.

Until Yan Tingli placed the heated cat food on the ground.

Ping’an immediately pawed at Shi Sui, quite meaningfully conveying “don’t delay this cat’s meal time.”

Shi Sui laughed and cried at the same time, letting it go.

Looking up, she met eyes with Yan Tingli, who was staring blankly at her interaction with Ping’an.

His eyes held the temperature of melting spring water, even with a child-like pure innocence.

But after being discovered by her, it quickly faded, then he looked away.

Shi Sui found that she could now very vividly experience the “full and swollen chest” feeling Yan Tingli had described.

Making her want to, especially want to hug him more.

Thinking this, she acted on it. Shi Sui stepped forward, throwing herself into his embrace, arms wrapping tightly.

She closed her eyes.

Fragmented scenes suddenly flashed through her mind.

From the day he was shot, Yan Tingli looking at her with pale, broken eyes.

He said what he wanted was very simple.

Indeed too simple.

He just wanted a small home.

Something most people in this world possessed from birth, Yan Tingli had been stubbornly asking her for all these years.

“Brother Tingli.” Shi Sui suddenly called him softly.

She looked up, “I’ve changed my mind too.”

As if having a premonition, Yan Tingli’s fingers on her shoulder tightened, his gaze also immediately wrapping around her like vines.

“I’m willing to marry you.”

Yan Tingli’s dark pupils were stunned.

Though his expression didn’t fluctuate much, his fingers immediately gripped her wrist very tightly, as if ready to immediately take her to the civil affairs bureau.

“But you have to properly propose to me.” Shi Sui said the second half of her sentence.

Yan Tingli immediately: “Please marry me.”

“……”

“Not like that!” Shi Sui was exasperated, “It needs ceremony.”

“We didn’t have ceremony for our relationship, we can’t not have it for the proposal too, right?”

Yan Tingli’s brow moved slightly: “Ceremony?”

He had an absent expression of searching his brain like an AI, casually saying: “Flowers or rings? I’ll order them now.”

Shi Sui: “Not that kind either…”

“Then what kind?”

Shi Sui couldn’t say clearly what kind either.

But proposals seemed to be like that, essentially sending flowers and rings.

But Shi Sui didn’t want Yan Tingli to succeed so casually, making her seem too easy to talk to.

Shi Sui racked her brains for higher difficulty: “And kneeling on one knee.”

As soon as she finished speaking, Yan Tingli bent his knee and lowered himself a bit. Shi Sui’s eyes widened as she grabbed him: “What are you doing!”

“Didn’t you want kneeling?” His tone was light.

“It’s not that simple anyway.”

“Then how?”

Feeling unable to communicate with him again, Shi Sui became irritated, poking his head: “Anyway you have to prepare carefully, I’ll only agree when I’m satisfied.”

Yan Tingli squinted, his expression becoming listless.

“So annoying.”

Shi Sui immediately glared over, her tone dangerous: “What did you say?”

Yan Tingli reluctantly retracted the little thorns coming out of him.

Just still unhappy with no way to vent.

“Stop eating.”

He suddenly expressionlessly took away Ping’an’s food bowl, “I said yesterday, you’re not allowed cat food this week.”

Ping’an: “Meow meow meow!?”

It cursed loudly.

You could tell it was even dirtier than before.

Shi Sui could only say six dots: “……”

Lin Anran’s wedding was in her hometown, Chongqing.

Shi Sui hadn’t told her about bringing Yan Tingli yet.

Because except for Su Han, no one in university knew about her relationship with Yan Tingli.

Even Xue Jing didn’t know.

If Gao Linhan had revealed anything to her, she would have already rushed over to question her.

They only knew now that she had a “psycho” ex-boyfriend, but didn’t know that person was Yan Tingli.

This had to be confessed in advance.

That evening, Shi Sui somewhat nervously made a group video call, even specifically having Su Han join to help explain.

After waiting a while, the small group video call was connected.

Looking at Lin Anran’s beaming face, Shi Sui sincerely sent her blessings.

The four chatted back and forth.

Xue Jing asked Lin Anran to show photos of her husband, so she shyly showed them wedding photos.

Xue Jing immediately scanned with sharp eyes: “Not bad, very proper, good physique too.”

Even Su Han, a top member of the appearance association, nodded: “Mm, worthy of you.”

Shi Sui also earnestly praised: “From his face, he seems like a very good person.”

Making Su Han glance at her meaningfully.

Shi Sui had question marks above her head.

After several seconds, she realized what Su Han meant to express.

Probably “you’re so bad at reading people, don’t talk about faces” kind of disdain.

Shi Sui: “……”

She looked back with “didn’t you also misjudge” eyes.

“What are you two making eyes at each other about,” Xue Jing noticed their little actions, saying sourly, “do you have some little secret between you?”

Su Han snorted: “Of course, I was the first to know.”

“Suisui has a boyfriend and wants to bring him to the wedding, asking if An’ran is okay with it.”

Lin Anran was stunned, then smiled: “Sure, of course that’s fine.”

“Boyfriend!” Xue Jing looked at her in shock, asking repeatedly, “You’re dating too? Then I’m the only single dog left, who is it? Do we know him?”

Substantial gazes also came from behind.

It was Yan Tingli who had been stubbornly listening since she started the video call.

Shi Sui nervously moistened her lips.

“I’ll explain slowly.”

Xue Jing saw her expression, the smile on her face fading, her tone becoming tense: “Suisui, you weren’t trapped by him again, were you?”

Shi Sui: “…Huh?”

“That perverted ex-boyfriend you told me about.” Xue Jing’s voice was also lowered, “He didn’t let you go, did he?”

Yan Tingli’s gaze became even more present.

Prickly, obviously unhappy again.

But what Xue Jing said wasn’t true? Why was he righteously unhappy? Shi Sui complained internally.

Just as she was about to nod honestly, her back was suddenly touched by distinct knuckles.

Yan Tingli leaned over behind her. In the video, his face appeared with a gentle smile.

“Hello everyone, long time no see,” his voice was slow, warm and pleasant, “I’m Suisui’s boyfriend, Yan Tingli.”

Xue Jing and Lin Anran’s eyes widened.

Only Su Han disdainfully looked away, muttering very quietly two words that Shi Sui caught the lip reading.

Seemed to be “fake.”

She silently nodded in agreement.

Yan Tingli continued using this tone to put on airs, first congratulating Lin Anran on her wedding, then asking about Xue Jing’s recent situation.

Even to Su Han, he showed a refined smile, saying: “You’re even more beautiful recently.”

Su Han: “……”

Xue Jing covered her mouth, still worried that Yan Tingli had heard what she said about Shi Sui’s ex-boyfriend and whether he would mind.

The next second, she heard Yan Tingli say naturally: “Don’t worry, with me here, no one can hurt Suisui.”

Shi Sui and Su Han’s lips both twitched coldly.

Both seeing “shameless” in each other’s eyes.

Xue Jing and Lin Anran immediately understood, both breathing sighs of relief.

Indeed, with Yan Tingli there, Shi Sui didn’t need to be afraid.

Xue Jing couldn’t help asking curiously: “So when did you two get together?”

Shi Sui was already too lazy to speak, propping her chin to watch him make things up.

“I liked her before.”

Yan Tingli showed just the right amount of loss, “But during those years she was abroad, I couldn’t find her.”

The words were ambiguous, easily misleading.

—Oh, previous crush, pursued after returning to the country, then got together.

It sounded so devoted, making Xue Jing and Lin Anran show starry eyes, sincerely sending blessings.

Shi Sui endured until the call ended.

After confirming the video hung up, she turned and hit his arm: “How do you have the nerve?”

Yan Tingli tilted his head: “Why shouldn’t I have the nerve?”

“Saying so many lies.”

Yan Tingli placed his hands on the table, surrounding her.

Innocently asking: “Which sentence did I lie about?”

Shi Sui immediately wanted to retort.

But going through it in her mind, she found that indeed not a single sentence was a lie.

He never said he wasn’t that “ex-boyfriend” from beginning to end.

He just misled them throughout, letting them complete the story following his logic.

After sorting through her thoughts, Shi Sui looked at him silently.

“But I don’t like it.”

Yan Tingli’s eyelashes moved slightly.

Shi Sui repeated coldly: “I don’t like you calculating me like this.”

Not only frustrating, but also making her feel scared.

The smile on Yan Tingli’s face disappeared, his lips also turning down.

The atmosphere immediately froze.

Shi Sui: “At the wedding that day, you go and tell them the truth.”

“Is it necessary?” Yan Tingli said coldly.

“Yes.” Shi Sui didn’t retreat at all.

“Why?”

“Because these are things that actually happened.” Shi Sui raised her chin, saying hoarsely, “Why should we cover them up?”

Yan Tingli’s eyelids pressed down.

His pressure was very low, obviously unhappy.

But unable to vent, he bumped her with his head: “I don’t want to say it.”

Shi Sui remained unmoved: “For things in the past, you still owe me an apology.”

She looked into Yan Tingli’s eyes.

“You should sincerely say sorry to me.”

Chapter 56: Can Kiss Little Li
Shi Sui suspected that Yan Tingli had never said the three words “I’m sorry” to anyone in his entire life.

Otherwise, how could asking him to apologize be harder than climbing to heaven?

After she finished saying those words.

For a long while, Yan Tingli just stared at her, his lips opening slightly in an unclear manner.

Then closing again.

Repeating this several times.

In the end, he still couldn’t utter a single word.

So difficult, as if someone had a knife pressed to his throat.

He wouldn’t speak, but Shi Sui had the patience to wait.

After all, they’d made it through so many years already—she wasn’t in a hurry for these few minutes.

Finally, Yan Tingli spoke.

Though his momentum wasn’t as strong, the content was still infuriating: “If I apologize, can I not talk to them?”

“…?” Shi Sui stood firm, “Of course not, these are two separate matters.”

“I told you, they’ll be annoying.” Yan Tingli reluctantly buried his head in her shoulder from behind, suppressing his irritated tone, “They’ll try to persuade you to leave me again.”

He hated everyone around her who made her want to leave him.

Shi Sui didn’t engage: “Is there such a good thing as not wanting to acknowledge what you’ve done?”

“I’ve already kept it from my parents.” Her tone was light as she said, “Otherwise, if they knew about what happened before, they definitely wouldn’t agree—”

Yan Tingli suddenly bit her ear.

His aura also dropped to a very low pressure, forbidding her to continue.

The more stubborn he became, the more Shi Sui wanted to force him to face it.

She turned the chair around to face him: “Forget about everything else, first apologize to me.”

This time, several seconds passed.

Yan Tingli finally squeezed out a mumbled sentence from his throat.

Some incomprehensible muttering.

“Done,” he said.

Shi Sui was almost laughing from anger: “I can’t hear you, speak louder and say it clearly!”

Yan Tingli confronted her for a few seconds, then suddenly turned around without a word and flopped onto the bed.

Then his whole person buried himself dejectedly under the blanket.

Only leaving half his head facing her, like a mushroom playing dead.

Shi Sui was dumbfounded.

Simply unbelievable that Yan Tingli could do something so childish.

She took two steps forward and raised her delicate white foot to kick him.

“You’re asked to apologize, and you can’t even say it out loud?”

“……”

Shi Sui directly straddled and sat on him.

Her hand reached into the blanket to pinch his waist: “If you don’t apologize properly, I’ll go back and tell my parents you’re a fraud, that you used to constantly force and bully me. Let’s see how you marry me then—”

Yan Tingli finally became unbearably annoyed.

He suddenly flipped over, switching their positions.

Shi Sui was pressed underneath.

Blinking her eyes, in the dim space under the blanket, she met his angry eyes.

He said through gritted teeth: “Shi Sui, don’t go too far.”

Shi Sui: “…?”

Going too far? Who was bullying whom exactly?

Shi Sui had originally been only a little angry, but now became very angry.

She reached out to grab his neck and shake him: “Yan Tingli, apologize to me right now!!!”

Their eyes met, both with stubborn gazes.

The more Shi Sui thought about it, the angrier she became, even feeling her nose sting.

She didn’t understand why it was so difficult to get Yan Tingli to soften up, say something nice, and coax her a little.

Thinking this way, tears were provoked by her anger, crystal droplets falling.

Rolling along Yan Tingli’s jaw down to his neck, his long eyelashes moved slightly.

Shi Sui’s vision blurred as she spoke incoherently: “I was always the one apologizing before, even when I wasn’t wrong I had to apologize. You just knew how to go crazy and do those hateful, bad things.”

“I couldn’t break up even if I wanted to, couldn’t run away even if I tried!

“After finally struggling to get to where we are now, you said you wanted me to teach you how to love me, but now, even getting you to apologize is this difficult?”

“I want you to apologize right now! Coax me!”

Shi Sui was no longer afraid of him now, instead, she was even angrier at him.

Stubborn, twisted, sharp-tongued, and always good at putting on acts.

As Shi Sui thought this, she frantically bit him, also learning from his actions to bump his chin with her head.

Tears flowed continuously onto Yan Tingli’s neck.

He finally became quiet, his body movements taking on a somewhat lost quality.

His knuckles slowly moved upward, finally gently cupping the back of her head.

Stiffly, he said: “Stop crying.”

Shi Sui ignored him completely, continuing to bump his chin with her head.

Yan Tingli was silent for a while.

Suddenly, he pulled the blanket tighter, not letting even a sliver of light through.

The entire space became small and dark.

Shi Sui didn’t know what sneaky trick he was up to, and was about to raise her head.

Her head was suddenly pressed down tightly.

At the same time, Yan Tingli said very softly in her ear: “I’m sorry, Sui Sui.”

Shi Sui’s pupils moved.

“I used to,” Yan Tingli spoke very slowly, “do many bad things.”

Word by word, as if squeezed from his throat with difficulty.

After each sentence.

He would pause for quite a while.

But Shi Sui was willing to give Yan Tingli time to consider his words, rubbing the top of her head against his chin to signal him to continue.

“Always venting bad emotions on you.”

“Always not respecting your wishes.”

“Always making you,” he paused before saying, “afraid.”

“I’m sorry.” Yan Tingli’s kiss fell on her ear, the touch like a puppy’s warm licking.

The last sentence was very light, so light that Shi Sui almost thought it was an illusion: “Don’t be angry with me anymore, okay?”

—He was learning to coax her.

The moment she realized this, it was like feathers tickling Shi Sui’s heart, making her spine shiver with an electric tremor.

The raging fire that had just been burning in Shi Sui’s chest also went “whoosh” and completely died down.

She wasn’t angry anymore, long ago.

She was almost melting.

“I promise you. I’m not angry anymore.”

“You should have said this earlier?” She sniffled and puffed her cheeks. “Why did you have to make me angry first?”

In the warm winter blanket, they fell into silent tranquility.

Like a small space that belonged only to the two of them.

Yan Tingli suddenly said, “If I had been like this from the beginning.”

He paused, then asked: “Would you still not want me?”

Shi Sui’s expression also became somewhat blank.

After thinking for a long time, she couldn’t answer.

Cause and effect in this world always have their predetermined course.

They could walk to today entirely because of Yan Tingli’s obsession and persistence.

And she was a coward.

If from the beginning, Yan Tingli had been as cool and gentle as his appearance suggested.

They wouldn’t even have had a beginning that drunken night.

But Shi Sui didn’t say these words.

At this moment, she preferred to coax him, give him all the security, so Shi Sui said: “There are no what-ifs, I only like you as you are now.”

Yan Tingli suddenly flipped over again.

Burying his face in the pillow.

Though she couldn’t see, Shi Sui still heard the slight tremor from his chest caused by laughter.

Such an easy-to-coax little dog.

Her lips secretly curved up, considerately not calling him out.

Lin Anran’s wedding was in mid-January.

Shi Sui and the other two as bridesmaids planned to leave two days early for Yu City to help decorate the bridal chamber and perfect various wedding details.

Shi Sui knew Yan Tingli was busy, so she suggested he come only on the wedding day.

But Yan Tingli ignored this, stubbornly carving out two days from his packed schedule to come along.

Looking at the complaining messages from Gao Linhan, Shi Sui didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

She turned off her phone and looked at the person beside her, who was resting with closed eyes: “After we arrive, I need to help out, so I might not have time to look after you.”

“I want to participate too.”

Shi Sui was puzzled: “Participate in what?”

“Watching how other people get married.”

Yan Tingli was rarely this serious.

It took Shi Sui quite a while to realize that he was responding to her casual coaxing phrase from that day about “learning from other people’s wedding ideas.”

Oh no.

She’d almost forgotten about that.

Shi Sui felt somewhat guilty, and the moment Yan Tingli opened his eyes to look at her, she quickly smoothed things over: “Mm, we should indeed learn carefully.”

“Right.”

“……”

Landing in Yu City, given the last “hotel incident,” Shi Sui tactfully declined Lin Anran’s offer to book hotels for them, letting Yan Tingli book his own.

After all, the places he was willing to stay cost high four figures per night, and Shi Sui couldn’t bear to have others pay for Yan Tingli’s princess syndrome.

It was already afternoon when they reached the hotel. Shi Sui enthusiastically went to the hotpot restaurant for the long-awaited four-person sisterly gathering.

She was happily arranging her hair when she turned and saw Yan Tingli sitting alone on the hotel sofa, expressionlessly watching her.

The unhappiness radiating from him was about to overflow.

His appearance suddenly reminded Shi Sui of Axel clinging to Su Han last time.

No matter how reluctant, given Su Han’s rule that “boyfriends must not disturb sisterly gatherings,” he still had to wait pitifully in the car.

At that time, Shi Sui had envied Axel’s obedience.

So now, could she make Yan Tingli equally obedient?

“We sisters have a rule,” Shi Sui said, “that our respective boyfriends are not allowed to disturb sisterly gatherings.”

As she spoke, Shi Sui patted the sitting Yan Tingli’s head with her hand.

He stared at her movements, his lips coldly turning down, his body bristling with sharp spines again.

Shi Sui refused to withdraw her hand, bending down to cup his face.

“Did you hear?”

How could Yan Tingli possibly comply with whatever she said? He turned it around and asked: “Then what time can you spare for me?”

“I’ll do it three times tonight, is that enough?”

What the hell? Shi Sui immediately pushed his head away: “We’ll discuss that next time. Right now, you just need to wait here for me to come back.”

She had just taken a step when Yan Tingli grabbed her waist from behind and pressed her onto his thighs.

“What do you take me for?”

“…?” She played dumb.

Yan Tingli said coldly in her ear, “I’m not that easily fooled mixed-blood blonde.”

Shi Sui went with the flow: “So Axel gets rewards from Su Han.”

“You don’t have mine.”

“……”

One second, two seconds.

Yan Tingli suddenly bit her ear in frustration.

His body movements showed small anger, but his words were still compromising: “I’ll pick you up at eight-thirty tonight.”

Shi Sui touched his face: “You’re so good.”

He immediately climbed up the ladder: “I want you to come back and watch cartoons with me.”

“Then do it three times.”

Shi Sui deflected with a laugh, patting his leg: “Alright, wait here.”

Yu City’s hotpot was always famous, and this was an old-established restaurant. The place was packed, with bright red beef tallow broth bubbling in front of them—even the mild spice was strong enough.

Shi Sui ate with great satisfaction. Even Su Han, who couldn’t handle spice well, kept sticking out her tongue while continuing to devour the food.

Watching the curling stream, Shi Sui thought it was good that Yan Tingli hadn’t come along. Otherwise, given his pampered stomach, tonight they’d probably have to make another trip to the hospital, then he’d sulk and be very troublesome.

As they ate, the conversation naturally couldn’t avoid Yan Tingli.

Lin Anran, as the host, politely asked: “Why didn’t you bring Yan Tingli along tonight?”

Shi Sui waved her finger: “It’s a sisterly gathering, what would I bring him for?”

Xue Jing teased: “Oh my, quite decisive, seems like he listens to you?”

Shi Sui bit into a shrimp ball: “He’s quite obedient now.”

Su Han looked at her with a “you’re exaggerating” expression.

“……” Shi Sui looked back, defending herself, “I’m telling the truth.”

Su Han raised an eyebrow: “Is he as obedient as Axel?”

“Cough.”

That was indeed still far off. Shi Sui didn’t dare say more.

“Hey, I haven’t asked yet,” Lin Anran said, “when did you and Yan Tingli get together? After that class reunion?”

Xue Jing also said, “Right, I remember that day a guy came to chat you up, and Yan Tingli’s face looked terrible. I thought it was my imagination, but now it all makes sense.”

“Speaking of which, I just remembered something,” Lin Anran said while adding food to the pot, looking at Xue Jing and Su Han, “Do you remember when Sui Sui just left, the new semester when Yan Tingli came to audit classes in our department?”

Xue Jing immediately reacted: “I remember too! I thought he was looking for Su Han at the time, but now it seems he was looking for Sui Sui.”

Another thing Shi Sui didn’t know about.

She slowed her movements: “What did he… come to do?”

Su Han snorted coldly: “To fish for information.”

“It was also this time that he guessed you were in California.”

Their conversation was fragmented.

This made Xue Jing and Lin Anran confused.

Shi Sui simply decided not to hide it anymore, putting down her chopsticks: “Actually, there’s something I’ve never told you all.”

“My ex-boyfriend is Yan Tingli.”

“In college, we were together. I’m sorry for hiding this from you for so long.”

Silence fell over the table.

Except for Su Han, both were shocked to different degrees.

“So you two now…” Xue Jing digested the information, her eyes immediately shifting from shock to worry, “Is he still the same as before?”

Shi Sui shook her head: “A lot happened later, he’s much better now.”

There was still worry around the table, obviously thinking she was just comforting them.

Lin Anran frowned: “Is there anything we can help you with?”

“Oh right, right!” Xue Jing suddenly remembered something, “Ranran’s husband is a police officer, do you need legal help?”

Only Su Han propped her head up, her lips almost smirking: “It’s useless. Even my dad can’t help. He says when Yan Tingli goes crazy, he’s basically above the law.”

Looking at her roommates’ extremely worried expressions.

Shi Sui sat up straight and said, “I’m telling the truth, he has changed a lot.”

“I don’t believe it. Call him over right now!” Xue Jing slammed the table and shouted, “We sisters want to see if he really listens to you or not.”

“Exactly,” Su Han obviously held long-standing grudges, “I want him to compliment me as beautiful a hundred times.”

Lin Anran also agreed: “Right, call him over and we’ll all test him out.”

Meeting today, all four had drunk some plum wine.

The alcohol was taking effect, and their courage was growing.

Shi Sui looked at the time—it was already eight-twenty.

Yan Tingli said he’d come at eight-thirty.

“He should be here soon.”

As soon as she finished speaking.

Behind them came a leisurely voice: “Are you all waiting for me?”

“……!!!”

Everyone’s pupils contracted. When did this person arrive?

Yan Tingli naturally sat beside Shi Sui.

The hotpot restaurant had strong odors, so he fastidiously took off his overcoat and placed it in the basket.

Yan Tingli said gently, “I just arrived not long ago and happened to hear you talking.”

Meeting the stunned gazes across from him, he smiled politely: “As Sui Sui mentioned, during your sisterly gatherings, I shouldn’t disturb.”

With Yan Tingli’s arrival, his aura was peaceful and refined.

Where was the resemblance to the psychopath Shi Sui had described? Xue Jing and Lin Anran were both somewhat stunned, not knowing how to continue.

Only Su Han unceremoniously curled her lips: “Did you eavesdrop on our conversation somewhere?”

This was an open booth design—if Yan Tingli had been sitting in another booth, they might not have known.

Shi Sui also looked over.

In Yan Tingli’s eyes, when looking at Su Han, there was indeed a momentary coldness.

But it was minimal.

Soon he smiled and said: “I told Sui Sui I’d come at eight-thirty.”

“I only arrived twenty minutes early.”

Su Han snorted: “Isn’t that still eavesdropping?”

Yan Tingli: “In a public place, it hardly counts as eavesdropping.”

“See, this is how perverted he is.” Su Han immediately said.

Xue Jing also looked at him suspiciously: “Mr. Yan, we just learned that you had some extreme behavior toward Sui Sui in college.”

“Honestly, if you’re still this obsessive, we can’t help but worry about Sui Sui.”

Lin Anran nodded seriously beside her: “We’ll do everything we can to help Sui Sui.”

Yan Tingli narrowed his eyes.

At this moment, the coldness he had wrapped and hidden under his skin finally leaked out momentarily.

Sharp and confrontational.

The atmosphere froze, and Xue Jing and Lin Anran’s backs broke out in cold sweat.

Shi Sui was naturally the first to notice Yan Tingli’s emotional fluctuation.

If unhappiness had levels, then right now it should be about to explode off the charts.

He suddenly smiled carelessly, his demeanor arrogant and unrivaled.

As if saying, “with just you people?”

Shi Sui’s eyebrows twitched, and she pinched his lower back.

Coldly saying, “Be nicer to them.”

Yan Tingli’s about-to-explode unhappiness was pinched right at that level.

He turned to look at her.

Eyes lowered under his lashes, dark and heavy.

Both aggrieved and angry.

Shi Sui stared back, wanting to send him away, ordering: “Go pay the bill.”

Lin Anran immediately said, embarrassedly: “No, no, no, I’m treating everyone—”

“It’s fine,” Shi Sui smiled, “let him go.”

So several people watched.

A few seconds later, the man who had just been radiating dark energy and was almost about to show his claws, silently stood up.

Winding through the hotpot restaurant crowd.

He went to the cashier.

Though still in a bad mood, with a moving dark cloud over his head.

Su Han was the first to look away, making faces: “No way, he’s really this obedient? That’s more progress than last time!”

“Looking at it this way,” Xue Jing said hesitantly, “there doesn’t seem to be any big problem?”

“Not sure, let’s keep watching.” Lin Anran said cautiously.

From their perspective, Yan Tingli was indeed somewhat off, but there wasn’t any major issue.

Because as long as Shi Sui spoke, though reluctant, he could still slowly rein in his temper.

Like a large dog that looked dangerous but was harmless.

When Yan Tingli returned, his earlier emotions had vanished without a trace.

“I apologize to everyone,” he said calmly, “those past events are indeed facts that I deliberately concealed.”

Shi Sui turned to look at him, her eyes flickering.

Yan Tingli picked up Shi Sui’s wine glass: “It won’t happen again in the future, and I ask for everyone’s supervision.”

After speaking, he drank the entire glass.

Now, even Su Han stopped talking.

Though the looks coming her way were still somewhat suspicious, at least she raised her wine glass and returned the gesture.

“We don’t mean anything else,” Lin Anran said, “it’s just that Sui Sui is a very good girl. She once left her homeland because of you, hiding so far away. She must have suffered a lot of grievances, and we feel sorry for her.”

Xue Jing agreed: “Exactly, Sui Sui lost contact with us for so long because of you. You’re the culprit! And you’re so scheming, getting Sui Sui’s information from us!”

Su Han chuckled: “You even wanted to kidnap me to threaten my dad, so impressive.”

“Crime after crime, unforgivable!”

They took turns attacking Yan Tingli.

Every sentence hit Shi Sui’s heart, but she didn’t interrupt to stop them, just quietly observed Yan Tingli’s expression.

He wasn’t happy, nor was he humbly accepting.

But at least he was consciously controlling his emotions, not venting them on her friends.

It wasn’t until late at night, when everyone was somewhat drunk, that this “condemnation dinner” finally ended.

Tonight’s plum wine was low in alcohol, but Shi Sui had drunk quite a bit. Combined with the spicy beef tallow hotpot, her stomach was burning. It only felt better after returning to the hotel, and she immediately went into the bathroom to wash away the smell.

During this time, Yan Tingli had been very quiet.

Outside the bathroom, only the cheerful opening theme of the cartoon on the projector was playing.

He was leaning on the sofa.

Not even watching TV.

Head down, playing with his phone.

His whole aura was low, obviously sulking again.

Shi Sui came out and observed him for a while.

Then, arranging her newly blow-dried hair, she knelt close to him and lowered her voice softly: “Brother Tingli, you performed very well today.”

Yan Tingli remained unmoved, saying coldly: “Letting them scold me counts as performing well?”

Shi Sui sat on his lap naturally, cupping his face with both hands: “Isn’t that better than them being afraid of you?”

“For us girls, scolding you means we don’t treat you as an outsider, means we accept you.”

Yan Tingli snorted through his nose.

It looked like disdain, but his aura improved somewhat.

Unfortunately, just a little, not much.

“Do I need their acceptance?”

Shi Sui: “Of course you do.”

“Why?”

“Because they’re my best friends,” Shi Sui thought for a moment and made a comparison, “consider them half your mother-in-law.”

“……”

His expression looked like he’d drunk pesticide: “Well, thank them so much.”

Today, he was particularly hard to coax.

Shi Sui sighed inwardly, lowered her head to kiss Yan Tingli’s lips.

Then whispered in his ear: “Brother was very obedient today.”

As she spoke, her fingers pressed downward.

Feeling, his breathing immediately became chaotic, burning in the air.

Shi Sui curved her eyes at him, her breath like orchids: “So, I can kiss little Li.”

Chapter 57: You’re Not Allowed to Like Children
This kind of thing, Shi Sui once couldn’t understand and even felt resistant to.

But Yan Tingli was always overly enthusiastic about it.

This showed in how, almost every time before their physical warm-up, he would experiment on her like an appetizer before a meal.

Shi Sui went from initial shame to eventual numbness, just treating it as pleasure.

Yan Tingli also wanted her to help him.

But Shi Sui had been unwilling before.

It wasn’t disgusting.

Yan Tingli was usually exceptionally particular about cleanliness, didn’t eat anything spicy, and often ate fruit.

There were no unpleasant odors whatsoever.

Shi Sui just felt uncomfortable about it mentally.

She was already being suppressed and bullied by Yan Tingli in every way.

This kind of behavior with an even more submissive nature—she just didn’t want to do it for him.

Yan Tingli was too proud to ask repeatedly. After getting no response once or twice, he couldn’t possibly keep begging for it.

He cared about it deeply, but Shi Sui played dead to the end.

The only time was that summer when she softened and was willing to try it for him amid the white noise of rain.

But it ended just as it began—Shi Sui had only taken him in her mouth briefly, hadn’t even moved her tongue, and he was already finished.

Usually, when Yan Tingli deliberately tormented her, he was so slow it seemed like time itself moved sluggishly.

So that time, Shi Sui was particularly shocked by his unusually fast speed.

Coming back to reality from the memory.

Shi Sui lowered her eyes, feeling her cheeks already starting to ache.

But he was still holding on.

Trembling and throbbing, veins spreading.

It looked scary even to Shi Sui.

Especially with Yan Tingli breaking out in a thin sweat, hands placed at his sides, clenching and relaxing with tense restraint.

His dark pupils looked like they’d been washed with water, waiting and watching her.

She was stumbling through it, and Yan Tingli was suffering from holding back.

But Shi Sui was more afraid that if she lowered her head again, she’d be pressed down by his inability to restrain himself, and her throat would be pierced through.

“Why aren’t you…” Shi Sui hinted hesitantly.

Wasn’t he quite fast before?

Yan Tingli had long seen what she was thinking, coldly curling his lips: “It’s still early.”

Shi Sui: “Then I won’t do it anymore.”

He immediately closed his eyes in distress.

Compromising: “Don’t need your throat.”

“Just kiss.”

“Kissing is enough.”

Shi Sui asked strangely, “But I feel this way is even more uncomfortable.”

Neither here nor there, being suspended like this was more torturous.

“I want it.” His thin lips pressed together.

Starting another inexplicable bout of stubbornness.

Fine.

Since it was a reward, she might as well give it generously, or her credibility might drop to zero again.

Besides kissing, Shi Sui also threw in a licking package.

Then she lowered her eyes to see Yan Tingli’s whole body trembling from this, covering his eyes with his hand.

At that moment, Yan Tingli was so vulnerable, being toyed with in the palm of her hand.

A perverse sense of pleasure surged in Shi Sui’s heart.

Then, with wicked intent, she bit down.

This earned her Yan Tingli arching his back, a whimper-like muffled groan escaping from his throat.

Then Shi Sui got splashed in the face.

She was stunned, wiping her cheek with her finger.

Looking at Yan Tingli, he had already lowered his arms, gazing at her with fascinated eyes like a beast admiring his artwork.

Then he got up panting, using his hand to spread it on her face, smoothing it out.

Looking at her like a piece of art: “Love it so much.”

This pervert!

Shi Sui’s chest heaved heavily once, and she immediately flipped over and got off the bed to wash her face in the bathroom.

Yan Tingli leisurely followed.

His whole body carried the lazy relaxation of every cell being able to stretch out, burying his head lovingly in the back of her neck.

Like clingy seaweed.

As Shi Sui rinsed her mouth, she thought, then spat out the water and finally couldn’t help asking: “Why do you like me doing this so much?”

She felt this kind of shallow satisfaction wasn’t even as good as him using his hand.

Maybe it came from men’s perverted desire to conquer?

After waiting a few seconds, Yan Tingli answered: “Because you don’t like it.”

“?” Shi Sui’s eyebrows rose dangerously.

“You’re willing to do things you don’t like for me.” In the mirror, Yan Tingli’s expression was relaxed, getting excited about something again, “It makes me very satisfied.”

This satisfaction far exceeded physical pleasure.

It took Shi Sui quite a while to understand that he was once again inexplicably using his logic to prove some twisted reasoning.

His thought process wasn’t normal.

She complained mentally.

Seeing she had finished cleaning up, Yan Tingli still didn’t give up, leaning over to sniff at her cheek.

Saying with satisfaction: “Still has my scent.”

“It’s all over you.”

“……”

The next day, Shi Sui got up and went to Lin Anran’s bridal chamber to help with decorating.

This kind of field inspection, Yan Tingli naturally had to follow.

Sitting in the car, Shi Sui reminded him: “The wedding banquets you’ve attended before should be much grander than ordinary people’s.”

Yan Tingli said blandly, “Those people’s wedding banquets aren’t even as interesting as funeral banquets.”

“……”

The driver in front coughed loudly.

Shi Sui pinched him and whispered: “Watch what you say when you’re outside!”

But Yan Tingli’s words did remind Shi Sui of some distant memories.

During the few months she lived at his house in her senior year, she had indeed seen Yan Tingli accompany Yan Zecheng to a wedding.

The reason she could still remember now was that that was the first time Shi Sui had seen him in formal wear.

That time, Shi Sui had been at the Yan house for less than a month, trying her best to minimize her presence every day. Except for necessary outings, she stayed cooped up in her room like a hermit.

On a rare leisurely Saturday, Shi Sui had stayed up late painting the night before and slept in the next day, not coming out with messy hair to get water until the sun was high.

Just as she came out of the bedroom, she locked eyes with Yan Tingli in a well-tailored suit.

Waking up to such a handsome guy looking at her felt like sleepwalking.

Yan Tingli’s gaze was too intense, like something licking her skin.

When Shi Sui felt strange and looked over questioningly, he had already coolly looked away.

She could only politely greet him: “Good morning.”

Yan Tingli suddenly said, “You’ll eat at home by yourself today.”

Shi Sui was stunned: “What about you?”

“My cousin is getting married.” He explained.

“Oh.”

Thinking of her current disheveled appearance, Shi Sui gave up the idea of going out to get water in one second.

“Then I’ll continue sleeping.”

She closed the door.

But at noon that day, when Shi Sui came downstairs to eat and saw Yan Tingli sitting at the dining table with earphones reading a technology magazine, she was stunned.

When she heard him say he wouldn’t be home that morning, Shi Sui was quite happy.

She preferred being alone.

Shi Sui sat across from him and quietly asked: “Didn’t you go to the wedding?”

“I went.” Yan Tingli looked up from the magazine, seeming to be in a good mood.

“Then how come…”

“The wedding was cancelled.”

Shi Sui: “…Huh?” Weddings could be cancelled just like that?

“My cousin’s ex-girlfriend was pregnant,” Yan Tingli explained for her, “came to the wedding banquet to make a scene.”

“……”

How explosive.

Shi Sui took a while to process this, not knowing what to say: “That’s quite unfortunate.”

“Is it?” Yan Tingli suddenly smiled at her, “I’m quite happy about it.”

“……”

Later, Shi Sui learned the full story from Zhou Xuyan.

This cousin of Yan Tingli’s was highly valued by the family, and his arranged marriage was to a high official’s daughter.

This kind of thing was nothing in private, but political families cared most about face. After such a scene, it was impossible.

With his cousin in such big trouble, the next person the family would primarily support could only be the outstanding Yan Tingli, who excelled in everything.

Coming back from this memory.

Shi Sui felt that Yan Tingli’s crazy streak had already shown its initial signs back then.

She was just too slow to catch on, completely fooled by his facade.

She couldn’t help but elbow Yan Tingli.

He grabbed her hand, dissatisfied: “You’re hitting me again.”

Shi Sui brought up this old matter with him, concluding: “You were gloating then, weren’t you?”

“Was I?” His expression was innocent.

Shi Sui: “You told me you were very happy.”

She couldn’t understand that random conversation at the time.

This wasn’t good news for anyone—both the bride and the ex-girlfriend were pitiful.

Anyone with a bit of empathy wouldn’t be happy about it, right?

“Being able to come back and eat with Sui Sui,” Yan Tingli said leisurely, “of course, I was very happy.”

Shi Sui pressed her lips together: “Stop lying. You were happy that your cousin didn’t get married.”

Yan Tingli: “What does that have to do with me?”

“This way, you could rise to power.”

Yan Tingli suddenly buried his head in her shoulder, laughing continuously.

Shi Sui frowned: “What are you laughing at?”

“What kind of waste do you take me for?” He said lightly, “What is he compared to me that could affect my rise to power?”

So infuriating.

But Shi Sui had nothing to say. Comparing people was maddening—Yan Tingli’s life was like playing with cheat codes, so he had reasons to be arrogant.

Shi Sui was quiet for a while, then couldn’t help asking again: “So all the brothers and sisters in your family have arranged marriages?”

She knew very little about the entire Yan family, only hearing that their family tree was flourishing with many people, all of them elites.

Just Yan Tingli’s cousins alone numbered in the dozens, not even including illegitimate children.

These things were too far from her, like two different worlds.

While pondering this, her thoughts were interrupted by Yan Tingli’s contemptuous tone.

“Only waste needs arranged marriages.”

“……”

Shi Sui’s temple twitched.

She suddenly thought of Yan Zecheng, wondering if he’d been discharged from the hospital.

With Yan Tingli’s current attitude of “whoever provokes me dies,” who would dare force him to do anything?

The facts proved it.

As long as someone was crazy enough, even the king of heaven wouldn’t dare provoke them.

Decorating the bridal chamber was quite a tedious task.

Various balloons, ribbons, and fresh flowers.

But with many people helping, they decorated quickly enough.

Lin Anran’s new house was extraordinarily beautiful, everywhere condensed with love.

Since the wedding was the next day, many relatives and friends were coming and going.

While Shi Sui helped with decorating, Yan Tingli wandered around.

Poking his head here and there, looking around everywhere.

His appearance was truly outstanding, and some elders stared at him intently, smiling as they approached to inquire.

When Shi Sui looked back, she caught sight of Yan Tingli raising his chin in her direction, and the nearby aunt looked quite regretful as she nodded and walked away.

He was probably being set up on a blind date.

Su Han stuck out her tongue nearby, whispering: “If that aunt knew what kind of fraud this guy is, she’d run away carrying a train engine.”

“But he’s quite normal today,” Su Han pondered, finding an apt description, “just like, just like a child brought out to play.”

Shi Sui’s movement of sticking ribbons paused slightly as she nodded in agreement: “Sometimes, he’s really no different from a child.”

“Why are dates and longan put in this quilt?”

Suddenly, Yan Tingli appeared from behind, asking Shi Sui’s ear.

“You don’t even know this? This is common knowledge,” Su Han mocked, “that an IQ of 200 must be fake.”

Being choked like this, Yan Tingli’s eyes narrowed.

A sign of displeasure.

Shi Sui immediately grabbed his sleeve: “This is common knowledge.”

Su Han left behind a string of laughter, not forgetting to move further away.

A nearby aunt who overheard couldn’t help but laugh and explain: “Red dates, longan—hoping for precious children soon, young man.”

After quite a while.

Shi Sui turned to look at Yan Tingli.

His expression was blank: “Oh.”

This topic seemed somewhat beyond Yan Tingli’s scope.

Shi Sui didn’t know if he was still as resistant to having children as before, patting his arm: “Go play, you’re getting in my way here.”

It wasn’t until the room was fully decorated that Shi Sui finally had leisure time, picking up the wedding photo album from the display case with interest.

Yan Tingli wandered over from somewhere to behind her again.

“What are you eating?” Shi Sui turned to look at him.

Yan Tingli looked down at her words.

Shi Sui cautiously avoided: “What are you doing?”

“Let you smell.”

“…” Shi Sui wrinkled her nose and pushed his head, “I won’t smell.”

Yan Tingli seemed quite regretful: “Milk candy.”

“Where did you get it? Was there some on the table?” Shi Sui asked.

“A kid gave it to me.”

As he spoke, Shi Sui saw a little girl with pigtails wearing a festive red dress running into the room.

Shi Sui recognized her as Lin Anran’s niece, who would be the flower girl this time.

“Big brother, do you want more candy?”

The little girl came over and tugged at Yan Tingli’s coat.

Shi Sui looked on, somewhat surprised.

Yan Tingli had a cold temperament—most strangers wouldn’t actively approach him, and children were sensitive, so they’d be even less likely to.

“Yes.” Yan Tingli held out his hand.

He asked the child for candy so naturally that Shi Sui helplessly tugged his sleeve.

Yan Tingli seemed not to see, and after getting one, still wanted more: “Give sister one too.”

“Here you go,” the little girl wasn’t stingy at all, taking out the last milk candy from her pocket and handing it to Shi Sui, “pretty sister.”

After giving the candy, she ran off with tinkling steps.

Shi Sui couldn’t help but smile: “What a little angel.”

Lin Anran watched the whole thing and said with a smile: “She’s not usually like this. Her parents are afraid she’ll get cavities, so they only give her five candies a day. She’s quite stingy with us—she only gave them to you because you’re good-looking.”

Shi Sui smiled: “That’s still very cute.”

“Like her?” Lin Anran blinked, “Then have one yourself.”

Yan Tingli remained silent, his aura still cold.

Shi Sui laughed and deflected: “You should have one instead.”

After dinner that evening, Shi Sui returned to the hotel with Yan Tingli.

Tomorrow was the big day, and she had to get up early to accompany Lin Anran for her wedding, so she needed to rest early today.

After a busy day, Shi Sui had washed up and was about to drift off to sleep when suddenly she was embraced from behind.

After showering, Yan Tingli’s hair became even fluffier and softer, tickling her skin as it brushed against her.

Shi Sui pushed him away, frowning: “I don’t have the energy to fool around with you today. I have to get up at four o’clock.”

Yan Tingli suddenly bit her.

“Shi Sui.”

“What?”

He was silent again.

“Speak up, or I’m going to sleep.” Shi Sui was getting annoyed.

Yan Tingli finally spoke coldly: “Do you really like children that much?”

“Mm.” Shi Sui closed her eyes.

But she liked the cute and pretty ones—crying and fussy little demons wouldn’t do. But this explanation was too long, and she was sleepy, so she was too lazy to say it.

After a few seconds.

Yan Tingli suddenly said, “You’re not allowed to like children.”

“…?” Shi Sui was baffled: “Why should you control whether I like them or not?”

It’s not like he was going to have any anyway.

“Not allowed.” He seemed very agitated, completely unreasonable: “You’re not allowed to like children.”

Shi Sui sighed and turned to face him: “You can’t both refuse to have them yourself and not let me like them, can you?”

Yan Tingli’s expression was very strange: “So you want to have them?”

So weird.

Shi Sui could only answer honestly: “If conditions allow, I would want a child.”

But conditions didn’t allow it, did they?

Shi Sui was born into a harmonious family. Although her parents were busy with work, she was still very happy.

Moreover, from childhood, she had thought that when she became a mother, she would give her child more companionship and continue that happiness.

“But I respect you.” Shi Sui said seriously.

Choosing to be with Yan Tingli meant accepting everything about him, including his attitude toward not having children.

But Yan Tingli’s expression didn’t show much comfort.

On the contrary.

He turned his head away, his body very stiff.

“What are you thinking about?” Shi Sui felt he was overthinking again.

Yan Tingli still said, “I don’t want them.”

“Then we won’t have them.” Shi Sui yawned.

But this didn’t appease him either.

Yan Tingli ultimately said nothing.

He even pulled the blanket over his head, looking like he was sulking.

Shi Sui was too tired, so she was too lazy to dwell on this topic that seemed quite distant for now, and continued sleeping.

The next day before dawn, Shi Sui rubbed her eyes and got up.

Her movements weren’t exactly quiet, and she thought she’d woken Yan Tingli.

Who knew, when she turned to look, he was already awake with his eyes open, as if he hadn’t slept at all.

Shi Sui waved her hand in front of him: “What’s wrong with you?”

Yan Tingli covered his face with the blanket.

“I’m leaving first,” Shi Sui said tentatively, “if you didn’t sleep well, why don’t you rest first and just come to the wedding banquet tonight?”

A few seconds later, Yan Tingli still got up, his expression ice-cold: “I want to go together.”

Shi Sui was helpless: “Then hurry up.”

Because it was winter, when Shi Sui left, it was still dark outside.

“Did you not sleep at all last night?” Shi Sui looked at the dark circles under his eyes, thinking for a moment before suppressing her laughter: “Want me to lend you some concealer?”

Yan Tingli opened his eyes and looked at her coldly.

Afraid of laughing out loud, Shi Sui turned her face away.

He reached out and turned her face back.

Having held it in all night, he finally couldn’t help it: “What if I really can’t have children, and you especially want kids in the future?”

The driver in front suddenly perked up at these words, his early morning drowsiness completely gone.

His eyes keenly looked back through the mirror.

“……”

He wouldn’t say it before, but had to say it in the car.

Shi Sui’s cheeks turned red with embarrassment for him, slapping his hand away and signaling him to shut up with her eyes.

Yan Tingli couldn’t feel any shyness at all.

He continued: “The success rate of reversal isn’t 100%.”

Shi Sui couldn’t stand it and pushed him: “Then we won’t have them, okay? We won’t have them.”

“No one can predict the future.” Yan Tingli’s expression showed he had been pondering this problem all night.

Seeing they were almost at their destination, the driver even slowed down, wishing he could hear the whole story.

Shi Sui: “Driver, please go faster, I’m in a hurry.”

“Cough, okay.”

Finally arriving at their destination, Shi Sui dragged Yan Tingli out.

Fortunately, it was still early and dark outside with no pedestrians around.

“Are you scared now?” She was speechless. “Weren’t you quite ruthless with yourself before?”

Yan Tingli said blandly: “But I enjoyed it too.”

It took Shi Sui two seconds to understand what he meant by “enjoyed.”

Angrily, she reached out to pinch him: “Now you know regret, serves you right.”

“I don’t regret it.” Yan Tingli’s eyes in the darkness were like a deep pool, very stubborn and cold. “I can’t teach, and I don’t know how to teach. My bloodline doesn’t need to continue either.”

Shi Sui was stunned and immediately said: “Nonsense, you clearly take such good care of Ping An.”

“And, and,” she said, “there’s still me, and my mom and dad.”

Yan Tingli’s voice remained cold: “Pregnancy is very taxing on women.”

“Do you think I would allow such a thing to happen?”

Shi Sui was completely speechless.

Her phone rang—it was Xue Jing calling, probably asking where she was.

“Let’s go up first,” Shi Sui replied that she’d be right there, then took his hand, “we’ll talk about these things later.”

When Shi Sui went up, Lin Anran had just finished her makeup.

She looked up, using her bouquet to cover her face, shyly looking at everyone.

Soon after, the groom came with people to pick up the bride, followed by lively bride-picking games.

The atmosphere was particularly joyful. Shi Sui unconsciously turned to look at Yan Tingli. He curiously tilted his head to observe, and his lips also curved into a faint smile.

She finally felt more at ease, asking quietly: “Aren’t these little ceremonies interesting?”

Yan Tingli finally nodded his noble head.

“When you come to pick me up in the future, you have to do this too.” Shi Sui said.

Thinking of the groom being made difficult and kept outside, Yan Tingli suddenly said, “I’ll be faster than him.”

“……”

Who asked you to compete?

After the bride-picking went to the new house, Shi Sui accompanied Lin Anran for photos.

Having not slept all night, Yan Tingli finally seemed a bit sleepy.

Leaning to one side, looking absent-minded.

Until Lin Anran waved the bouquet in her hand: “By the way, who wants this bouquet tonight?”

“Me, me, me,” Xue Jing immediately grabbed the flowers, “Please, give this old lady a rich handsome guy who won’t leave no matter what!”

Su Han crossed her arms and snorted: “What’s the point of being given it? Only snatching it counts as real. And you don’t even have a boyfriend—if anyone should get it, it should be me and Sui Sui.”

“No way, it’s mine.”

“It’s mine!” Su Han raised her chin.

Shi Sui watched them bicker, finding it quite amusing.

Their conversation was suddenly interrupted by a sleepy male voice. Yan Tingli opened his eyes, looking at that bouquet like it was already in his possession: “Stop arguing.”

“???”

Several people looked at him.

Then they heard him say matter-of-factly: “It belongs to me and Sui Sui.”

“……”

Chapter 58: A Li Will Never Be Lonely Again
“……”

With these words, everyone in the room looked at Yan Tingli.

They all fell silent.

Su Han was the first to lose composure, crossing her arms mockingly: “Just because you say it’s yours makes it yours?”

Yan Tingli lifted his eyes: “I advise you not to compete with me.”

Su Han immediately said: “Sui Sui, look at him—”

Yan Tingli: “Sui Sui will help me catch the bouquet.”

Shi Sui: “……”

Better not expect too much from her.

Su Han laughed: “Have you even proposed yet, and you’re so sure you can get married?”

This again touched on Yan Tingli’s forbidden topic.

Ever since Shi Sui said she wanted a satisfactory proposal ceremony or she’d refuse, he had suddenly gone quiet, no longer mentioning marriage every day in her ear.

Not sure what he was brewing.

But Shi Sui seriously suspected he couldn’t bring himself to do it.

This kind of person who had no boundaries in private, asking him to do something ceremonial in public was harder than climbing to heaven.

Fortunately, with him not constantly talking about marriage, Shi Sui’s ears could be cleaner.

“Right, have you proposed?” Xue Jing also chimed in, “Ranran, how did your husband propose? Tell us about it.”

Lin Anran’s eyes curved as she said gently: “He arranged for our mutual friends to have dinner together, and while we were eating, his little dog Nuonuo suddenly came over carrying a ring box.”

Su Han: “Wow, so romantic.”

Xue Jing also gave a thumbs up: “Right, super ceremonial.”

As they spoke, both glanced toward Yan Tingli, seeing him with his head down, not knowing what he was thinking.

They exchanged looks and secretly smiled.

The evening banquet was sumptuous, and the wedding details were full of love.

Shi Sui sat at the bridesmaids’ table, watching Xue Jing deliver the rings, and when the officiant had the bride and groom kiss, the whole venue cheered.

She smiled warmly, applauding to bless her friend.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Yan Tingli resting his chin on his hand, looking thoughtfully toward the stage.

Shi Sui couldn’t help asking: “What are you thinking about?”

He said blandly: “Marriage is quite embarrassing.”

Shi Sui: ?

What was he being critical about now?

“What’s wrong now?”

Yan Tingli made a sharp comment: “Being watched like a monkey.”

Thinking of how shameless he was in private, Shi Sui couldn’t help but ask a soul-searching question: “Do you think you’re someone with thin skin?”

“Yes.”

“……” She looked expressionless, “Didn’t you say before that you wanted to kiss me in front of so-and-so?”

“You wanted my mom to know we do it every week, using who knows how many condoms.”

“……”

Yan Tingli: “That’s different.”

Shi Sui’s lips twitched.

It was different.

The only difference was whether he had lost his mind or not.

Shi Sui continued watching the stage, no longer paying attention to his occasional dramatics.

Suddenly she heard Yan Tingli say: “When I’m unhappy, I want everyone to know.”

Shi Sui looked at him in wonder.

“But if you show off happiness too much, it gets stolen.”

Same with living life too fully.

Another example of his strange logic.

Shi Sui wanted to say something, but suddenly felt her heart soften, making her reach out to hold his hand.

“Then just hold onto me tightly, and it won’t get stolen.”

At this moment, the spotlight overhead lit up—the bouquet-tossing segment at the end of the wedding banquet.

The officiant enthusiastically invited unmarried women on stage.

Shi Sui was immediately pushed by Yan Tingli: “Go catch it.”

Shi Sui looked at the people on stage, some were even female police officers from Lin Anran’s husband’s team.

She said honestly: “I might not be able to catch it.”

But seeing Yan Tingli staring at the bouquet with intense longing in his eyes, like a child in a store looking at a toy car, ready to throw a tantrum to make adults buy it.

“I want it.” He insisted, “Go now.”

Shi Sui was like a helpless middle-aged man.

Looking at him for a long moment, she helplessly squeezed out: “I’ll do my best.”

Shi Sui mingled between Su Han and Xue Jing, watching Lin Anran point her fingers in their direction.

Then Lin Anran turned around.

The bouquet flew through the air.

Shi Sui widened her eyes to track its trajectory, nervously tensing her body.

There were people all around, and the bouquet wasn’t coming directly toward her.

She thought there was no hope.

Who knew, Su Han and Xue Jing both simultaneously dodged left and right with smiles, while also pulling other “competitors” away.

Shi Sui thus caught the bouquet perfectly in her arms.

Amid the officiant’s congratulations, Shi Sui looked questioningly at Su Han and the others.

She saw Su Han smiling and mouthing: “Who dares compete with little psycho Yan?”

Knowing they had deliberately let her have the bouquet, Shi Sui smiled gratefully and mouthed her thanks.

The officiant came over for the routine questions—nothing more than whether she had a boyfriend and if he was present.

Shi Sui was about to nod, but remembering Yan Tingli saying he didn’t want to be watched like a monkey, she ignored the latter question.

After going through the formalities and returning to her seat, she handed the bouquet to Yan Tingli: “Mission accomplished as expected.”

A nearby table happened to have a child who had won a large doll in the interactive games, showing it off by placing it on the table.

Shi Sui watched as Yan Tingli matter-of-factly took the bouquet and arranged it perfectly straight, standing it upright on the table.

Shi Sui: “…Doesn’t it block your view?”

Yan Tingli seriously played with the petals: “Doesn’t matter.”

Feeling the various glances directed their way, Shi Sui’s brow twitched: “Now you’re not afraid of being watched like a monkey?”

As soon as the words left her mouth, Yan Tingli looked at her with dissatisfaction: “You didn’t introduce me just now.”

“Wasn’t it you who said you didn’t like being treated like—”

Yan Tingli said righteously: “But I like showing off.”

This person was so inconsistent, changing every moment.

Shi Sui completely lost her temper.

Whatever.

As long as Yan Tingli’s mental state was stable, he could do whatever he wanted.

After the wedding ended and they returned to Hangzhou, life resumed its normal track.

Still the same as before, Yan Tingli made maximum time to come eat at her house every few days.

But on weekends, Shi Sui would helplessly make various excuses—either vacations or trips to neighboring cities—actually going to hang out with that guy Yan Tingli.

After saying this so much, Shi Yue’s looks at her had become hesitant to speak.

Shi Sui still had to bite the bullet and continue making up stories.

Until early February, as the New Year approached.

On Little New Year’s Day, Yan Tingli came for dinner carrying two bottles of red wine from his wine cellar.

The atmosphere was the same as usual.

After three cups of wine, Shi Yue suddenly said: “Xiao Li, I haven’t seen your parents since the night Sui Sui returned to the country. Last time when your father had the car accident, I called to ask after him, but the secretary answered.”

“This Spring Festival, should our two families meet for a meal?”

Hearing this, Shi Sui suddenly looked up, biting her chopsticks as she looked across the table.

Her parents’ expressions were consistent—they must have discussed this beforehand, planning to bring this up with Yan Tingli.

Shi Sui felt things were going badly.

Given Yan Tingli’s current relationship with his parents, could they even sit at the same table? Would past events also be dug up?

Just as she was thinking how to smooth things over, Yan Tingli unhurriedly responded: “As it should be, I’ll mention it to them immediately.”

“Besides that, this New Year, I also want to bring Sui Sui to meet the elders on my family’s side.”

Huh? Shi Sui suddenly turned to look at him.

“I see.” Li Yin took a breath, looking somewhat confused, “Then what do we need to prepare for the elders on your side?”

“Auntie doesn’t need to worry,” Yan Tingli smiled, “they should be the ones preparing meeting gifts.”

Yan Tingli’s skill at making up stories had now reached its peak.

Shi Sui knew nothing about any of these things, yet they were already “arranged” in his mouth.

After dinner, she immediately pulled Yan Tingli outside to talk.

The winter wind blew coldly, and Yan Tingli, disliking the humid air, pulled her into the car.

Shi Sui: “You’re making up so many lies, my parents really believe them. How will you handle it when the time comes…”

“Who says they’re lies?”

Yan Tingli looked down, playing with her fingers.

Shi Sui was helpless: “Forget about your family elders, just your parents—will they still come eat with us?”

“Do you think they still have room to negotiate with me now?”

Yan Tingli’s tone was contemptuous, without any emotion.

“So you’re planning to force them to come?”

Shi Sui asked dryly.

She understood all too well the feeling of being forced by Yan Tingli.

When he held enough leverage and was determined to achieve a certain goal, no one could resist.

Yan Tingli looked at her disapprovingly: “Don’t use such harsh words.”

“……”

He smiled: “It’s clearly called an exchange of interests.”

Shi Sui really couldn’t imagine what it would be like to sit at a table again with Yan Zecheng and Song Jie, engaging in false pleasantries.

She could only sit back down in frustration.

“And visiting your family to meet elders—is that real too?”

Yan Tingli: “Of course.”

Thinking of his family’s many terrifying siblings, Shi Sui was horrified: “Does your family have some rule that requires meeting?”

Yan Tingli looked at her matter-of-factly: “Isn’t meeting each family’s elders before marriage a necessary process?”

This was knowledge he’d learned from this wedding.

Shi Sui was still hesitating.

“You said you didn’t want to elope.” Yan Tingli said, “Then let’s follow the proper marriage procedures.”

He observed her micro-expressions and called her out directly: “You don’t dare go?”

Shi Sui admitted she was cowardly and honestly nodded.

“Who are you afraid of?” Yan Tingli suddenly asked with a dark expression.

It seemed that if she really named someone, that person would immediately be in trouble.

Shi Sui didn’t know how to explain.

After quite a while, she slowly began: “Do you know what I felt the first time I saw you at the Yan house?”

“I know.” Yan Tingli said knowingly, “You admired me.”

“?” Shi Sui bristled, “Nonsense!”

“It was obvious.” Yan Tingli looked down at her.

His demeanor held confident arrogance, “I’ve received many similar looks.”

Shi Sui choked: “That was just liking your appearance.”

“I know,” Yan Tingli said, “most people are like that.”

Those who knew him would only avoid him at all costs.

Feeling the indifference and weariness emanating from him, Shi Sui grasped both his hands and explained: “It’s not because of anything else, just because you make people afraid to approach, like you’re from a different world than me.”

“It was only after going to your house that I learned some people live in such big houses and play such expensive pianos.”

If not for some coincidental birth chart compatibility that made Song Jie nod in agreement, allowing her to mistakenly enter that maze-like mansion.

Shi Sui probably would never have known Yan Tingli in this lifetime, much less spoken a word to him.

In the past, due to her teenage pride, Shi Sui found it hard to open her heart and analyze these things with him.

“So suddenly having to meet your family members is still quite challenging for me.” Shi Sui said softly, “Give me some time to prepare.”

Yan Tingli’s fingers were held by hers, like touching a piece of warm jade.

Suddenly, he lifted her hand and pressed it against his cheek, nuzzling it.

Shi Sui was somewhat dazed by his suddenly affectionate gesture, softening her voice: “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know.” He paused for a few seconds before saying, “I like this feeling.”

Yan Tingli’s vocabulary for describing emotions was even more limited than hers, but his sensitivity to emotional changes was greater than anyone’s.

Shi Sui could only guide him herself: “Is it because I’m communicating with you calmly and peacefully?”

Even saying things that she would never have said before due to pride.

Yan Tingli didn’t speak, only kissed her wrist.

They rarely had such normal, effective communication.

Not bickering or being unreasonable, not talking to deaf ears.

But like any ordinary couple, opening their hearts and asking each other’s opinions.

“Am I giving you too little confidence?” Yan Tingli looked down with lowered lashes and suddenly asked.

“…Huh?”

“Are you worried those wastes will look down on you?”

Shi Sui’s expression showed slight annoyance as she gently pinched him: “…You don’t need to be so blunt.”

Yan Tingli suddenly looked at her and smiled.

But what he said made Shi Sui break out in a cold sweat for others.

He said carelessly: “I’d like to see who dares.”

“……”

That was true too.

Being with Yan Tingli, she wouldn’t suffer others’ slights.

There were always too many things at year-end.

By the time Shi Sui came to her senses amid the busy wrap-up work, it was already approaching New Year’s Eve.

Before the holiday break, Yan Tingli came to pick her up.

Shi Sui got in the car and asked: “Are you going back to Beijing?”

Yan Tingli: “Not going back.”

“Huh?” Shi Sui was puzzled, “Then where are you staying? Not at my house, right?”

“Can’t I?” Yan Tingli kept his eyes straight ahead.

Shi Sui hesitated: “What about your family’s side…”

“No one controls me.”

Whether it was “no one controls” or “no one can control” him, Shi Sui didn’t know.

“Did you tell my parents?”

Yan Tingli: “They know.”

“Huh?”

“I come every year.”

“Every year?” Shi Sui’s pupils slowly moved.

Yan Tingli suddenly stopped talking.

Looking at his bland expression, as if he’d fallen into some memory and lost the desire to continue.

Shi Sui also fell silent.

That evening at dinner, Li Yin naturally asked about where Yan Tingli was spending New Year.

“This year I want to accompany Sui Sui in Hangzhou,” Yan Tingli went along with the flow, “may I stay?”

“Of course you can.”

Li Yin immediately agreed, but soon hesitated: “But your parents not seeing you even once a year, isn’t that not so good?”

“It’s fine, we’re all used to this.”

Li Yin: “I see…”

No matter how slow, she could tell Yan Tingli’s relationship with his parents was ordinary.

That evening, after Yan Tingli left, Li Yin finally came to Shi Sui’s bedroom and asked: “Sui Sui, tell mom honestly, does Xiao Li have some conflict with his parents?”

Shi Sui was watching anime when her mother suddenly asked this.

Her heart skipped a beat, and she could only answer vaguely: “His parents are busy, they don’t get together much to begin with.”

“But your dad and I work busy schedules too, and we’re not like this.” Li Yin thought of the past two years and said softly, “During the three years you were abroad, he came to our house on New Year’s Day. But he wouldn’t stay long, sitting for a while before leaving, looking quite lonely.”

Some things Shi Sui didn’t know were suddenly dug up from corners, making her nose sting.

“Maybe he missed me.”

Li Yin rubbed the top of her head and didn’t ask further.

She said gently: “Good thing this year Xiao Li won’t be lonely anymore.”

“…Mm.”

On New Year’s Eve.

Early in the morning, Yan Tingli came to the door.

Shi Yue opened it to see gifts piled almost throughout the entire elevator hall by his feet.

Besides cigarettes, alcohol, and supplements, there were even bundles of gold bars.

He said in shock: “Xiao Li, what’s all this?”

Shi Sui had just gotten up, yawning as she looked over.

She was almost blinded by the gleaming gold bars at Yan Tingli’s feet.

“What are you doing?” She pattered over to the door.

Yan Tingli thought for a moment: “They said when visiting, you should bring heavy gifts.”

Shi Sui: “Who said that?”

Yan Tingli’s expression was mysterious.

Then he raised his chin toward the 3.0 control system in the living room: “It.”

Shi Sui: “……”

3.0 wasn’t wrong.

In China, when sons-in-law visit, these cigarettes and alcohol are standard.

But these somewhat vulgar things, when put together with Yan Tingli, seemed out of place everywhere.

Shi Yue and Li Yin were shocked for a while, then watched as Yan Tingli instructed people to move everything inside.

Li Yin’s expression changed.

These things were far too precious for them, but their value to Yan Tingli was as light as feathers, leaving people unsure how to handle it.

Shi Sui was used to it.

The energy Yan Tingli spent figuring out and preparing these things was worth more in his eyes than these strings of numbers.

She directed people to put everything in the house’s storage room.

Their family’s New Year was also very simple.

Grandpa and grandma had passed away when Shi Sui was in high school. In college, Shi Sui went with her parents to her maternal grandmother’s house in a neighboring province for New Year once.

But the living space was small—her parents had to squeeze into Li Yin’s unmarried room.

Shi Sui had to squeeze into bed with her cousin, also having to endure her bad-tempered cousin’s eye-rolls.

She still remembered that year in her cousin’s dim room, playing with her phone in frustration.

Suddenly Yan Tingli called with a video call, and Shi Sui accidentally answered.

At that time, the roosters outside the room were still crowing.

Behind Yan Tingli was a spacious, bright villa, and his face was as frosty as snow, ethereally handsome.

He leaned closer to look at her background and asked strangely: “Where did you go coal mining?”

Making Shi Sui’s face turn red: “…This is my grandmother’s house.”

More accurately, it was now her uncle’s house—grandmother had no say.

Yan Tingli tilted his head to examine it, his eyes showing curiosity like “there are still houses like this?”

“Come back quickly, I want to see you.” He said carelessly.

“No…” Before she could finish her words, Yan Tingli interrupted. He leaned closer, his face magnifying, showing a mischievous smile: “There’s a rooster crowing on your side, I can’t hear what you’re saying.”

The next second.

Beep beep beep, the video disconnected, embarrassing Shi Sui so much she buried her burning face and couldn’t recover for a long time.

After that incident, Shi Yue never took her to grandmother’s house again.

On New Year’s Eve, it was often just their family of three, simply chatting and having a meal.

This year, they had Yan Tingli added.

Past memories surfaced, making Shi Sui feel somewhat dazed.

That Yan Tingli who had been high and mighty in the video call, living in an ivory tower, had one day come to her side to spend Spring Festival.

He had laughed at the rooster beside her then—next year she’d make him personally feed chickens, Shi Sui thought vindictively.

She immediately suggested: “Let’s go back to the small town for New Year next year.”

Shi Yue was stunned, immediately feeling some homesickness.

He agreed: “We could, going back to the countryside for New Year has more festive atmosphere.”

Shi Sui smiled: “We’ll get two chickens to raise when we go back, and stew them for New Year.”

“Good idea.”

Today Yan Tingli accompanied Shi Yue in finishing an entire bottle of alcohol.

Shi Yue liked drinking liquor, but Yan Tingli wasn’t used to it. After a few cups, his whole body was already flushed pink.

Li Yin watched worriedly and patted Shi Yue: “Enough, don’t let Xiao Li drink more.”

While saying this: “I’ll go cook you a sobering soup.”

Shi Sui thought it wasn’t a big deal.

Yan Tingli’s skin changed color from doing anything—this was standard operation.

But Yan Tingli gladly accepted: “Thank you, Auntie.”

Until after several rounds of drinks.

Shi Yue was tipsy, and Yan Tingli’s reaction time was longer than usual. Shi Sui guessed he’d reached his limit and was about to suggest ending when Li Yin suddenly smiled and pulled out two small red envelopes, giving one each to them.

“Here, New Year money.” Li Yin said, “May the new year bring peace and happiness to everyone.”

Yan Tingli stared blankly for a few seconds: “I get one too?”

“Of course.” Li Yin said, “These are for you two.”

Shi Sui had already quickly taken hers and waved it in front of Yan Tingli: “If you don’t take it, I’ll take yours too.”

“It’s mine.” Yan Tingli snatched it away.

He was probably indeed drunk, staring at the red envelope with misty eyes, turning it up and down to examine it.

Then very carefully, he put it in his pocket, seemingly still worried she’d come snatch it, giving her a warning squint.

Shi Sui found it amusing and pushed his arm: “Have you never seen a red envelope? Still afraid I’ll steal it.”

“No.” Yan Tingli leaned his head on her shoulder and said quietly, “No one gives them.”

“?” Shi Sui was surprised, “How is that possible?”

Shi Yue had gone to the balcony to smoke after drinking, Li Yin was cooking sobering soup, making bubbling sounds.

Outside, naughty children occasionally secretly set off firecrackers, making sporadic noises.

Then there were the fragrant dishes on the dinner table, mixed with rich wine aroma.

All combining into a complete New Year.

“Too many people in the family, can’t give to everyone, so they just don’t give any,” Yan Tingli frowned and said, “The amounts are too small, meaningless.”

All were interest-based relationships—no one would spend effort on such boring things.

Shi Sui fell silent and suddenly patted his head.

“But actually,” Yan Tingli’s voice got even lower.

Shi Sui leaned closer: “What?”

“Xiao Jin had some.”

Song Jie would secretly give them to him.

He saw it but didn’t tell anyone.

At this moment, Shi Sui felt her heart was even more bitter than the alcohol she’d just swallowed.

Making her immediately stuff her own red envelope to him: “Here, I’ll give you mine too.”

“Don’t want it.” Yan Tingli turned his head, “That’s yours.”

“Sui Sui needs to be safe more.”

Drunk Yan Tingli suddenly wasn’t stubborn anymore, saying whatever came to mind.

Shi Sui’s heart melted completely as she helped him to the room’s sofa.

“Rest here for a bit, I’ll bring you the soup when it’s ready.”

Shi Sui was about to go to the kitchen when her hem was tugged.

Yan Tingli closed his eyes: “No, I want to talk more.”

Shi Sui couldn’t refuse and crouched down: “…What do you want to say?”

“I’m very happy today.”

Shi Sui smiled: “Mm, I’m very happy too.”

“This year I’m not lonely either.”

Shi Sui lowered her head to kiss his forehead and said softly: “From now on, A Li will never be lonely again.”

Chapter 59: My Wife, How Could She Not Be Beautiful
That evening, during a video chat with Zhou Xuyan, Shi Sui learned that Beijing was already covered in heavy snow.

Behind Zhou Xuyan was a luxurious background as she lazily held a glass of red wine, sipping slowly. Her eyes showed some fatigue, and her expression was listless.

“I hate New Year.” She pointed to the corner of her lips and complained, “My face is about to freeze from all the fake smiling.”

Knowing her family relationships were complicated, Shi Sui could only say: “That’s rough.”

Zhou Xuyan sighed: “Yan Tingli has escaped—he doesn’t have to continue being fake like me. Where is he?”

Shi Sui glanced at the large mass breathing evenly on the sofa: “Still sleeping.”

“Tsk.” Zhou Xuyan made an envious sound.

She suddenly asked: “I heard he’s taking you to the Yan family after New Year?”

Shi Sui was surprised: “You already know?”

“How many people in his family are jealously watching him? They’ve already investigated everything.” Zhou Xuyan laughed lazily, “Besides, little psycho Yan doesn’t hide it at all.”

The whole family had an inherited love of surveillance, Shi Sui thought to herself.

“So what do they think of me?”

“Whatever they think behind your back,” Zhou Xuyan waved dismissively with disdain, “when they meet you face to face, they’ll still circle like dogs.”

Well, it seemed they indeed had opinions about her. Shi Sui found it both amusing and exasperating. She changed the topic: “By the way, don’t you love eating bamboo shoots? This time when I come, I’ll bring you some dried vegetables and zongzi that my mom made.”

“Great!” Zhou Xuyan’s expression instantly changed as she said happily, “Finally, I can see you!”

Meanwhile, the matter of the two families having dinner was also rapidly put on the agenda through Yan Tingli’s casual suggestion on the third day of New Year.

Even Shi Yue and his wife hadn’t reacted when on the second day they heard Yan Tingli say with a light smile: “My parents were very happy to hear the news. They’ll rush to Hangzhou tomorrow. Same old place—Yi Lanshan.”

His expression was so natural that it made Shi Sui amazed—truly a born actor.

Seeing Yan Zecheng again this time, even Shi Sui was surprised by how much he had changed.

The man had lost far too much weight compared to before, and his face was showing age.

Although Yan Tingli’s appearance was more like Song Jie’s, his eyes were completely cut from the same mold as Yan Zecheng’s.

Both had thin eyelids with slightly upturned eye corners.

At first glance, they appeared gentle and modest, but upon closer examination, one could glimpse the coldness and heartlessness within.

Before Shi Sui knew the truth, she thought Yan Zecheng was an elegant and upright family patriarch.

Even initially, because he was most familiar with her father, Shi Sui also considered him the closest person in the entire Yan family.

Now, after watching for a while, Shi Sui could only silently lower her eyes and bite the bullet to get through this dinner.

Fortunately, the entire Yan family’s acting skills were quite moving. Not knowing what kind of bait Yan Tingli had offered, Yan Zecheng and Song Jie were even more enthusiastic than before, making her parents feel flattered.

After dinner ended, Shi Yue enthusiastically invited them to sit at home.

But Yan Zecheng expressed that his schedule was tight with matters still pending in Beijing, so he regretfully left, saying they should gather again properly next time.

The entire process was like actors finishing a play—once done, they left the stage.

Shi Sui watched them appear and leave, unable to glimpse any sincerity in all the false sentiment.

But she could no longer summon extra emotions, only feeling hollow inside.

What kind of family could live their days like this? Everything had to be tied together by interests.

Shi Sui thought of Yan Tingli’s repeated statements about feeling “very full in his chest.”

Indeed, in such a family where emotions were drained dry, one could only feel emptiness.

This dinner had proceeded smoothly and harmoniously.

Yet Shi Sui felt her parents couldn’t summon much enthusiasm either.

After Yan Tingli left, Shi Yue sat at home holding his tea cup and suddenly sighed: “How come I feel like Zecheng and I aren’t as close as I thought?”

Shi Sui was trimming plants by the door when she heard this and turned to look.

Li Yin brought over freshly baked pastries: “What do you mean?”

“Today, when I asked if he remembered the barbecue we ate together while skipping class in college, his expression looked like he couldn’t remember.” Shi Yue sighed, “Time flies. Now we call each other in-laws, but we can’t recapture that feeling from back then.”

Li Yin had already perceived something, but couldn’t get confirmation. She said in a low voice: “You promised me back then, saying Chairman Yan was your iron-clad brother from the upper and lower bunks in college, that he was especially good, which is why I felt comfortable letting Sui Sui live there. Now you’re saying you’re not that close?”

Shi Yue scratched his head: “We were quite close before.”

He had always been straightforward. Because he was loyal, he had many friends and would help wholeheartedly when they encountered difficulties.

“I think you’re just being sentimental.” Li Yin snorted.

Shi Yue awkwardly sipped his tea: “But didn’t he readily agree? He even let Sui Sui live in the main house, eating and living with Xiao Li. Can you say there’s no feeling?”

The situation had been urgent then—he’d had to mortgage his Beijing house to fill the debt hole.

Shi Sui was also approaching the college entrance exam, so they really couldn’t have her change places with them.

The school’s boarding conditions were poor, and Shi Yue really couldn’t bear to let his daughter suffer, so he shamelessly approached his old friend.

Yan Zecheng responded that he happened to have vacant property near the school where Shi Sui could live, and he’d arrange for an auntie to take care of her.

Shi Yue readily agreed, never thinking that a few days later, Yan Zecheng changed his mind, saying Mrs. Yan—that is, Song Jie—wanted Sui Sui to live at the Yan house where they could take better care of her.

This friendship was quite significant.

Shi Yue was grateful and had tried his best to repay and show gratitude all these years.

Hearing these details from him, Li Yin put down the plate: “Why have you never told me about these things?”

Shi Yue: “…Huh?”

Li Yin frowned: “Since his first reaction was to have Sui Sui live outside, why did he change his mind later?”

“Mrs. Yan said she wanted Sui Sui to live there.”

Li Yin muttered, “Anyway, I think it’s weird.”

Women always had some kind of mysterious sixth sense. She felt something was wrong, but couldn’t put her finger on it—just felt stuffy in her chest.

Hearing her parents’ conversation, Shi Sui learned there had been such a matter between them.

She couldn’t help finding it both amusing and exasperating.

If just one link had been different, she and Yan Tingli could have had nothing to do with each other.

Yan Tingli set the time for going to Beijing on the fifth day of the New Year.

Two days before departure, Li Yin prepared specialties for her to bring to Zhou Xuyan.

“But for you going to Xiao Li’s house, Mom doesn’t know what to prepare for you.” Li Yin smiled bitterly.

There had always been talk of matching social status.

Although she liked Yan Tingli, once marriage was involved, there were many more rules.

She wasn’t familiar with the entire Yan family clan at all, and Yan Tingli hadn’t mentioned much about relationships on that side either. She couldn’t find out anything and could only search for gossip news online to understand.

This inevitably made the mother somewhat uneasy, fearing Shi Sui would be wronged when she went there, while she could do nothing about it.

Shi Sui understood her mother’s hidden worries and comforted her jokingly.

“Don’t worry, A Li likes staying at our house.”

“On the surface, I’m marrying him, but it’s more like he’s marrying into our family.”

Put this way, it didn’t seem wrong either.

Li Yin felt somewhat more at ease.

On the afternoon of the fifth day, the plane landed in Beijing.

As soon as they got off, the bitter winter wind hit their faces, with fine snowflakes floating in the air. After more than three years away, Shi Sui breathed Beijing air again.

Until the car that came to pick them up stopped downstairs from the former apartment building.

Shi Sui stared blankly for a long time.

This was a place she hadn’t visited since the Qingming Festival years ago.

Yan Tingli pulled her hand into the apartment entrance.

When the door opened, the mechanical, rigid voice of the original version of Little Snail sounded.

Little Snail: “Welcome home.”

Everything here was still the same as before—not even any decorations had changed.

Shi Sui looked around and even saw the ugly pair of “golden boy and jade girl” on the display shelf.

Dusty memories emerged, making her say somewhat stuffily: “You just had to bring me to live here?”

Yan Tingli lowered his head from behind to kiss her neck: “Had to.”

Shi Sui thought of the countless times in college when she’d enter the door only to be pressed against it for kisses. The same scene might again trigger his perverted desires, so she tried to avoid the distance.

“You don’t like it here?” he asked.

With too many shadows here, who could still like it?

Shi Sui pouted.

“But I like it.”

“Of course you like it,” Shi Sui said mercilessly, “because you always forced me here, then satisfied your animal desires.”

Yan Tingli said in her ear with dissatisfaction, “Which time didn’t you enjoy it?”

“……”

Shi Sui became annoyed: “But I didn’t want to do it anymore, yet you still wanted to do it and do it and do it—that’s wrong.”

Yan Tingli was silent for a while, then suddenly said: “Only here was your time completely mine.”

Shi Sui’s elbow that was about to push him away paused: “…That’s still not a reason for you to bully me.”

It was in this place that Yan Tingli gradually tore off his outer skin and became increasingly perverted.

His controlling nature wasn’t sudden—otherwise, she could have stopped the loss in time.

He was very clever.

Initially, only occasionally exposed, quickly covering it up again with his appearance.

Then, he tightened the threads of the web in his hands. By the time Shi Sui realized, she had long become something in his palm.

Some bad memories were stirred up, making Shi Sui sit sullenly on the sofa.

Yan Tingli half-crouched in front of her, leaning close with his eyes staring straight at her.

Not knowing what kind of trouble he was brewing again, Shi Sui pinched his face with both hands and pulled outward.

She said irritably, “Don’t have another episode.”

Being treated this way by her, Yan Tingli didn’t get angry.

Continuing the previous topic: “You had no room for me in your eyes then.”

No matter how physically close he got to her.

She grew increasingly distant, impossible to grasp.

Yan Tingli continued looking at her, as if comparing.

He suddenly smiled: “Now you do.”

Same place, different Sui Sui.

His expression was very pure—it seemed visiting this old place was just to have the current her look at him here again, covering over memories.

Childish.

Coming here just for this little thing.

Shi Sui’s gloomy mood dissipated considerably. She cupped his face and mimicked his tone: “You were a beast then.”

“Now you’re finally human.”

“……”

The next second, Shi Sui was pounced on and pressed onto the sofa.

“I can be a beast anytime.” He expressionlessly tugged at her clothes.

“……”

She had thought that coming to Beijing this time, Yan Tingli would first take her to show her face to the family.

Who knew the next morning?

He took her to the car without saying the destination, just quietly driving.

Seeing the high-rises around them becoming increasingly sparse, with fewer and fewer people.

Shi Sui’s trust couldn’t help but waver for a second, suspecting what crazy thing he wanted to do.

Until the car stopped at the northern suburb cemetery.

She finally understood, and her expression became silent.

The trunk, surprisingly, already had flowers Yan Tingli had prepared.

He silently handed her a bouquet.

Shi Sui looked down—it was a mixed bouquet of daisies and lilies, very pure and clear, the kind of gift that should be given to little angels.

It had rained lightly that morning, leaving humid water mist in the air.

From the cemetery entrance, there was a long path.

Yan Tingli’s voice was also so low it wasn’t quite clear: “Actually, they all think I don’t like Xiao Jin.”

Shi Sui turned to look at him: “I know you like—”

Yan Tingli curved his lips at her: “I don’t like him.”

Don’t like his chattiness, don’t like his kindness, don’t like all the love he easily obtained.

This person was still being stubborn even here—being contrary was his lifelong fate.

Shi Sui sighed inwardly and looked at him helplessly.

“But,” Yan Tingli paused, his voice even lighter, “I always think of him.”

His eyes became vacant as he spoke unconsciously.

“Wonder what he’d look like if he’d grown up.”

“He should be in college now.”

“Probably studying the same major as me.”

“Which school would he attend?”

“Though not as smart as me, he could get into A University with his eyes closed.”

“……”

How did he manage to put him down while talking?

Shi Sui shook her head with an almost imperceptible smile.

At this moment, Yan Tingli suddenly stopped.

Shi Sui followed his gaze to see tombstone number 089 and the photo on it.

This was Shi Sui’s first time seeing Yan Congjin.

An extraordinarily beautiful little boy whose face was simply the embodiment of an angel.

But as she stared at it for a while, her expression became somewhat dazed.

To be honest, Yan Congjin looked nothing like Yan Zecheng, Song Jie, or even Yan Tingli.

Shi Sui looked for a long time.

Only then did she bend down to place the flowers by the tombstone: “Xiao Jin is very handsome.”

Yan Tingli: “Don’t you also think he doesn’t look like them?”

Shi Sui didn’t know what to say.

Yan Tingli crouched down and grinned at the face on the tombstone: “When I was little, I even suspected he’d been switched at the hospital.”

How could bad bamboo like Yan Zecheng and Song Jie possibly produce good bamboo shoots like Yan Congjin?

Was it appropriate to say such things? Shi Sui tugged his sleeve speechlessly.

“It’s fine,” Yan Tingli chuckled, “he had a good temper, little fool that he was—he wouldn’t get angry with anyone.”

“Xiao Jin,” after saying this, he pulled Shi Sui to crouch down together, using the tone of talking to a little brother, “this is your sister-in-law, Shi Sui. We’re getting married soon.”

Shi Sui smiled warmly at the photo: “Hello, Xiao Jin, I’m Shi Sui.”

A breeze blew, making the flower petals flutter.

Not knowing what information Yan Tingli received, he raised his lips and continued: “My wife—how could she not be beautiful?”

“And she has a good temper, virtuous. At home, she listens to everything I say—if I say one, she doesn’t dare say two.”

“Most importantly, she loves me very, very much.”

Shi Sui stared wide-eyed at him, boasting shamelessly without blushing or skipping a beat.

Her lips couldn’t help twitching.

“We also have a calico cat, Ping An.”

“Very well-behaved and clingy.”

After a long pause, Yan Tingli said, “I’m very happy now.”

“It should also be thanks to your blessing.”

Yan Tingli’s voice was like willow catkins floating in the wind.

Getting lighter and gradually more hoarse.

Another breeze blew.

But it wasn’t like the harsh winter wind—it gently brushed across their faces.

Shi Sui gripped his cold fingers tightly and said warmly, “Xiao Jin heard everything.”

After returning from the northern suburb cemetery.

Yan Tingli seemed to finally remember that the Yan family had such a large group of people.

But he took her through this process extremely quickly.

From noon to dinner, in one afternoon, Shi Sui followed him in a whirlwind tour, meeting at least a hundred people.

But it was emotionless, only caring about the procedure.

Even including Yan Tingli’s grandparents—Shi Sui didn’t even remember their faces clearly, but she received a trunk full of meeting gifts.

This kind of perfunctory treatment made even Shi Sui feel like they were robbing people.

But with Yan Tingli acting this way, not a single person jumped out to say a word of “no.”

Including elders of higher seniority, they all greeted them with brilliant smiles.

This let Shi Sui experience what it meant to have confidence.

So when a person was strong enough, all rules would be rewritten, and everyone around would become good people.

Before leaving Beijing, Shi Sui finally had time to meet Zhou Xuyan.

Zhou Xuyan had already heard about Yan Tingli taking her around the Yan family in a whirlwind tour collecting gifts.

“Isn’t that amazing!” Zhou Xuyan slammed the table, “This is like ‘Domineering Little Psycho Falls in Love with Me’!”

Shi Sui nearly choked on her drink.

“Are you two getting married this year?”

Shi Sui smiled: “Most likely.”

Of course, if he had never proposed, that would be another story.

Zhou Xuyan propped her chin and blinked at her, suddenly sighing: “Actually, if you hadn’t left back then, nothing would have happened.”

Shi Sui looked at her disdainfully: “…You switched sides so quickly? Did he buy you off?”

“Of course not.” Zhou Xuyan looked back innocently with an expression of “How could you question my stance?” “I’m speaking from the heart. Recently, all the girls around me have been obsessing over Yan Tingli taking you to meet family.”

“Obsessing?”

“Yeah,” Zhou Xuyan raised her eyebrows, “I know quite a few second-generation kids who fall in love freely, but in the end, they can’t resist family arrangements.”

“What’s the reason? No ability. They’re reluctant to give up the privileged conditions their families provide, yet want to rebel and love freely—where are all these good things?”

“But with little psycho’s determination, he could crash through walls to make a path. If you’d stayed with him, he probably wouldn’t have let you be wronged.”

Shi Sui smiled: “Where are all these what-ifs?”

In her view, everything now was both coincidental and destined.

It was best to focus on the present.

After returning to Hangzhou, that very evening Shi Sui told Li Yin about the issues she was concerned about.

Li Yin had read too many novels and watched too many TV dramas, always worrying that Shi Sui would encounter that kind of harassment.

Shi Sui spread her hands: “The process was very quick, I wasn’t wronged. I didn’t even recognize all his family members, got a pile of meeting gifts, and came back.”

“…Huh?”

Shi Sui nodded: “Yeah.”

Li Yin examined her for a long time before finally breathing a sigh of relief: “That’s good then.” As she walked away, she muttered: “It’s not like what they show on TV.”

Of course, it wasn’t the same.

Who would dare provoke Yan Tingli?

Shi Sui thought this while hugging a pillow, suddenly bursting into giggles.

After the seventh day of the New Year, when the holiday ended, companies gradually resumed work.

Gao Linhan entered the company with a half-dead expression.

His colleagues were the same—the entire technical department’s resentment could feed an evil sword immortal.

Only Yan Tingli, refreshed and walking with a spring in his step, stood out.

During work, his brain was dull and his attention unfocused, and Yan Tingli caught him several times.

He only gave disdainful looks but didn’t launch mental attacks.

Oh, did he successfully get married? Gao Linhan wondered while yawning.

Until near quitting time, as he was slacking off, counting down the computer time, preparing to escape when the time came.

Footsteps sounded behind him, and Yan Tingli’s cold voice came: “Not off work yet.”

Gao Linhan: “……”

He immediately smiled: “Happy New Year, Brother Yan. Wishing you and sister-in-law a hundred years of happiness.”

Yan Tingli stood straight: “There’s something.”

“Please go ahead.”

“In a couple of days, I’m treating you to dinner.”

“…Huh?” Gao Linhan pointed to himself, “Me?”

“Of course, not just you.”

“Call Xue Jing, Su Han.” Yan Tingli frowned and thought, “And our mutual friends, too.”

Mutual friends… was it?

Were they… friends with him?

Besides them, who else were… mutual friends?

Gao Linhan’s expression changed unpredictably.

Yan Tingli glanced at him and suddenly articulated.

“Fang Huaijing.”

“Zhuo Haoyu.”

What kind of friends were these! Gao Linhan was about to explode on the spot.

“If you’re proposing,” he hedged, “calling them isn’t quite appropriate.”

Yan Tingli said lightly: “I’m asking you to notify everyone. Whether they come is their business.”

Gao Linhan had an epiphany: “…Got it.”

“Also.” Before leaving, Yan Tingli stopped again, “I’m proposing. As a mutual friend, what should you do?”

Gao Linhan was confused: “…What should I do?”

Yan Tingli narrowed his eyes.

Gao Linhan immediately had a flash of inspiration: “Assist! Provide good assistance! With me here, I’ll make Brother Yan’s proposal perfectly successful.”

His shoulder was patted.

Yan Tingli strode away with long legs, very pleased: “I’ll give you a raise this year.”

“Ping An.”

“Ping An.”

Yan Tingli patted the spot beside him, calling several times in a row.

“Come here.”

The cat sprawled on the sofa and barely glanced over.

Its tail tip flicked impatiently.

It continued turning its head to lick its paws.

“……”

Yan Tingli stared at it.

He patiently called twice more.

This time, the cat only moved its right ear, too lazy to even turn its head.

A minute later.

Yan Tingli got up with a cold face, took cat food from the refrigerator, and placed it by his legs.

He sat back in the same spot.

Coaxing patiently: “Ping An, come here.”

This time, the lazy thing on the sofa finally moved, jumping over with a swoosh.

It went straight for the food bowl to chow down.

But Yan Tingli picked up the bowl: “The day after tomorrow, Daddy is proposing. I’ll put the ring box on your back. When I call you, you come over and give it to Mommy, understand?”

“Meow~”

“Good boy.” Yan Tingli put down the bowl and patted its head.

After Ping An ate and drank its fill, it lazily sprawled back on the sofa.

Yan Tingli continued experimenting.

“Ping An, come here.”

Caw caw caw.

Like a row of crows flying through the air.

The cat on the sofa thoroughly demonstrated the meaning of “forgetting one’s benefactor.”

Yan Tingli took a deep breath.

His expression finally cracked.

Chapter 60: Me and A…
“Tonight, let’s go out for dinner.”

“I’ll pick you up after work.”

During lunch break at work, Shi Sui saw the message Yan Tingli had sent.

She stared at the screen for a while.

Then suddenly sat up from her workstation and quick-stepped over to Zhao Sheng’s position: “Team leader, I’d like to request the afternoon off.”

Shi Sui didn’t know that when she said this, the anticipation in her eyes was impossible to hide.

Seeing this made Zhao Sheng’s lips curve: “What good news is about to happen?”

She opened her lips, originally about to speak, then smiled with crescent eyes and closed them: “I’ll tell you once it’s confirmed.”

Zhao Sheng: “Approved. Just get me this week’s storyboards by Monday.”

“Okay, thank you, team leader.”

Shi Sui returned to her seat, immediately grabbed her bag, took the elevator down and left the company, speed-driving home to change clothes and opening her full makeup kit in front of the vanity mirror.

After a while, another message from Yan Tingli came.

[Did you see it?]

[Reply to me]

[Now]

Shi Sui casually replied: [It’s just dinner, I saw it]

After sending, she turned her phone face down.

Pressing her lips to suppress her smile.

You couldn’t blame Yan Tingli for poor secrecy work—the blame lay with the traitor Big Mouth Gao around him.

Early this morning, Su Han and Xue Jing, even Lin Anran far away in Yu City, already knew the news and were chattering about it in the group chat.

To ensure everyone would be present so Lin Anran could join the excitement, Xue Jing even promised to video call with her for front-row melon-eating.

Su Han’s messages jumped in the group: [Do you know why we’re telling you?]

[A proposal—such an important day, you absolutely cannot be casual about it. You must dress up beautifully, understand?]

Xue Jing was confident: [Leave the photography to me, I guarantee beautiful shots]

Thinking about this, Shi Sui glanced at her quiet phone.

She couldn’t help smiling again.

Yan Tingli still didn’t know.

His proposal had become a “secret” that everyone knew.

But fortunately, having real sisters inform her of this news, otherwise with her weekday gray and drab work appearance, Shi Sui would give Yan Tingli’s proposal a low score.

After finishing her makeup, Shi Sui even got interested enough to style her hair, pairing it with a smoky pink coat and dress.

Once everything was ready, she took a taxi back to the company.

Waiting for Yan Tingli to “pick her up from work.”

Until Shi Sui got in the car and they made eye contact.

They scrutinized each other for a second.

Shi Sui’s gaze slid from Yan Tingli’s face, where even dark circles couldn’t be seen, down to his luxury suit embroidered with subtle patterns.

How exquisitely refined.

He knew to dress up, but didn’t remind her to look pretty too!

Shi Sui got a bit annoyed, only able to feel grateful she had connections who’d tipped her off in advance.

While her expression was unreadable, Yan Tingli also stared straight at her, from hairstyle to makeup to outfit.

In an instant, he immediately understood what was going on.

Both tacitly understood the situation.

The air was filled with subtle awkwardness.

But neither spoke. Yan Tingli turned his head forward with complete composure.

Then turned the key to start the engine.

It didn’t start—the car suddenly stalled.

“……”

So awkward.

Shi Sui quietly observed his expression.

Honestly, in all these years, she’d never seen Yan Tingli show nervousness about anything.

This was the first time.

After stalling.

He clicked his tongue with a cold face, seemingly angry at someone—probably the car.

Then the car roared and shot forward.

Shi Sui felt the G-force of takeoff and mentally added a string of ellipses.

“Don’t be nervous.” She really couldn’t hold back and said with a light cough.

“What am I nervous about?”

“……”

Faker.

If you’re not nervous, why did you stall?

If you’re not nervous, why are you driving so fast?

But Shi Sui gave him face and didn’t show it on her expression: “Fine.”

Finally arriving at the restaurant.

Looking at “Yi Lanshan” where she’d come n times this year, Shi Sui thought with emotion that he loved this place.

She followed Yan Tingli, one in front and one behind, each with their thoughts as they took the elevator upstairs to the private room.

Opening the door, the seats were almost full.

Gao Linhan, Xue Jing, Su Han, even Axel, who’d come along, plus several faces Shi Sui found somewhat familiar—she’d seen them at the last gathering, probably Yan Tingli’s company colleagues.

There was even Zhuo Haoyu.

At this moment, he was looking shocked at her and Yan Tingli, appearing one after the other, his expression drifting.

“Let me introduce my girlfriend, Shi Sui.” Yan Tingli calmly took her hand and led her to the main seats.

Gao Linhan immediately led the applause: “Welcome, welcome.”

The company atmosphere team also clapped without understanding the situation: “Welcome!”

This made even Shi Sui feel embarrassed.

She could sense Yan Tingli’s embarrassment was even greater because the hand holding hers was already slightly sweating.

“……”

Truly introvert hell.

Then Gao Linhan got a bland glance from Yan Tingli.

He choked.

Wasn’t he supposed to assist?

Yan Tingli instructed the waiters to serve food, and the dinner began.

From her peripheral vision, Shi Sui saw Su Han and Xue Jing’s eye creases about to bloom from smiling.

Her phone was also buzzing, with messages jumping in the group chat as the two performed like a comedy duo.

Su Han: [Do you know what you two look like right now?]

Xue Jing: [Like two robots forced to execute a program]

Su Han: [Still having to act with each other]

Xue Jing: [Pretending not to know]

Lin Anran sent remotely: [Applause/Applause/Applause]

Fortunately, at the dinner table, everyone finally started talking one by one.

The atmosphere gradually warmed up.

Only the two of them were mentally drifting.

Yan Tingli kept checking his watch.

Shi Sui keenly noticed the increasingly obvious anxiety emanating from him.

Simply unprecedented.

Finally, the clock in the private room ticked.

Yan Tingli suddenly stood up.

At this moment.

The lighting suddenly changed, several lights dimmed, shifting from bright white to gentle warm light.

Here it comes.

Shi Sui’s heart pounded like the nervousness before going on stage in his student days.

The several atmosphere team members Gao Linhan had brought, including Axel, didn’t know the truth and looked at Yan Tingli and Gao Linhan, whom he glanced at.

The latter was already standing by the door and, under everyone’s gaze, solemnly opened the private room door, then received a bouquet from the restaurant manager—a large bunch of red roses.

The next second, Shi Sui’s startled gaze fixed on Ping An wearing a lace dress with a small box on her back.

And what was Gao Linhan holding?

Shi Sui looked closely, and her lips twitched.

Catnip? This was allowed?

Usually temperamental Ping An could only resist catnip.

Following the route, she came to Shi Sui’s feet.

Then, with a “meow,” she grabbed the catnip from Gao Linhan’s hand.

The rebellious child hadn’t made any mistakes, so Yan Tingli’s tense expression finally relaxed slightly.

He didn’t know that from Shi Sui’s peripheral vision, Xue Jing and Su Han were almost hugging each other, laughing.

From their expressions, you could see the meaning of “teasing Yan Tingli is so fun.”

How others propose.

He copied the same way.

Others use dogs, he uses cats, even cheating with catnip.

How could he be so silly?

Shi Sui’s lips were about to curve, but didn’t, then she looked seriously at Yan Tingli.

The atmosphere was set, and the atmosphere team, led by Gao Linhan, immediately started shouting professionally: “Propose, propose, propose.”

Xue Jing also dutifully took photos and videos from the side to ensure “good shots.”

In such a noisy environment.

Shi Sui’s cheeks flushed hot, finally experiencing what Yan Tingli meant last time by feeling “watched like a monkey.”

Both of them were like failing students being punished to stand in student days.

Looking up at Yan Tingli again.

Shi Sui swore.

This was the first time in her life she’d seen Yan Tingli blush from embarrassment.

But it wasn’t obvious—just a faint pink.

Being looked at like this by her, Yan Tingli averted his gaze, realized this wasn’t good, and turned back to look at her.

Then, with stiff body movements, he crouched down and took the ring box from Ping An’s back.

He handed her the flowers, and Shi Sui accepted them.

Yan Tingli finally spoke with difficulty: “Sui Sui.”

“Louder, we can’t hear!” Su Han was still unsatisfied and shouted with a mischievous smile, “Also, proposals require kneeling—why aren’t you kneeling?”

“……”

Yan Tingli’s expression looked like he was searching for a hole to crawl into.

Last time, when it was just the two of them, Yan Tingli would kneel immediately to achieve his goal.

This time with so many people’s burning gazes, Yan Tingli’s face seemed suddenly thin as tissue paper.

Shi Sui seemed to suddenly understand.

Even though Yan Tingli was domineering and obsessive in private, completely unrestrained.

But someone who had never been treated with solemn ceremony, was suddenly forced to display his love openly.

With applause, flowers, being watched by everyone, following worldly blessings, he would immediately become awkwardly at a loss.

This was like gloomy moss suddenly exposed to sunlight, not knowing whether to stretch or contract.

Shi Sui could only relax her brows and look at him gently, encouraging him with her eyes.

Watching him finally restrain all his sharp edges, rein himself in, and under everyone’s gaze, constrain himself with rules.

His right knee touched the ground as he looked up at her.

At this moment, Yan Tingli’s faintly anxious eyes also calmed down.

This time, his voice was very clear: “Sui Sui.”

Shi Sui gently guided: “Mm.”

“I want to marry you.”

“Very much.”

“Mm.” Shi Sui waited for him to say, “Please agree to marry me.”

Because Yan Tingli rarely used question forms—he was always self-willed, most times only expressing his own thoughts.

This was a habit, more so a thinking pattern that couldn’t be changed.

But this time, Yan Tingli paused before raising his eyelashes and slowly asking: “Will you agree to my proposal?”

The atmosphere team beside them burst into screams.

In such a noisy atmosphere, Shi Sui was dazed for a few seconds.

Regarding the ceremony of proposal, she once didn’t understand its meaning.

The reason for insisting on ceremony even came more from following the crowd and that little bit of unwillingness in her heart.

But at this moment, with emotions connecting, Shi Sui finally fully experienced the feeling of being embraced by happiness.

With tears in her eyes, she extended her finger.

Finally, solemnly saying to him, “I do.”

I’m willing to marry you.

I’m also willing to have a home with you.

Yan Tingli lowered his eyes, carefully putting the ring on her finger.

His breath and movements were very light, but his fingertips were burning hot.

His fingers were still moist with sweat.

Then he stood up and finally, completely relaxed, held her tightly, burying his head in her neck.

“Sui Sui.”

“Sui Sui.”

Yan Tingli called her name over and over, as if confirming her existence.

Shi Sui also embraced him, saying with some emotion: “Getting to this point feels like a dream.”

“It’s not a dream.” Yan Tingli said firmly.

He had never dreamed of such happiness.

In his dreams, she always left him again and again.

He tried everything but couldn’t hold onto anything in the end.

Fortunately, it wasn’t a dream.

And fortunately, those were only dreams.

“Summer vacation?” Li Yin was somewhat surprised to hear the news and asked Yan Tingli, “Are you planning to get married as soon as Sui Sui gets her graduation certificate?”

“So soon?” Shi Yue also hadn’t expected this.

Yan Tingli nodded, his expression looking sincere: “Yes, Sui Sui discussed this with me—we both don’t want to wait anymore.”

Shi Sui helplessly rested her chin on her hand and glanced at him.

Yes, they had “agreed.”

But it was based on Yan Tingli’s persistent pestering and unreasonable demands.

After the proposal, Yan Tingli immediately found someone to calculate auspicious dates, though he didn’t believe in these things. Under 3.0’s brainwashing, he learned these were common folk customs that could easily convince elders. Among dates within the next six months, he calculated back and forth.

Finally finding suitable dates for “getting the certificate” and “wedding day.”

He even seriously told Shi Sui that if they missed these two dates, there wouldn’t be another auspicious time for three years.

Shi Sui wasn’t falling for it and said carelessly, “Then let’s find dates three years later. I’m not in a hurry.”

This statement directly made Yan Tingli explode—not only did he have a small tantrum, he even took it out on Ping An.

He heard there were durian meal boxes online, so he very maliciously added durian meat to Ping An’s cat food for the new week.

This made Ping An claw at her food and sniff everywhere with a confused expression like she’d seen feces.

Shi Sui almost gave herself internal injuries from laughing.

Shi Sui also disliked durian smell. Although Yan Tingli hated it even more, this didn’t stop him from harming the enemy eight hundred while losing one thousand himself.

After tormenting Ping An, he pinned her down and evilly brought durian to her nose, forcing her to smell it: “June 18th, I want to get the certificate.”

“Getting it or not?”

“Hmm?”

“If you don’t, you’ll keep smelling this.”

Shi Sui held her breath but wanted to laugh.

Getting internal injuries from holding it in: “Getting it, getting it, getting it.”

But she immediately retaliated by forcibly stuffing the durian meat back in his mouth.

Yan Tingli’s expression then was identical to Ping An burying in sand.

Then Shi Sui hugged a pillow and laughed until her stomach hurt.

The certificate date was thus jokingly decided.

At the end of May, Shi Sui flew to America.

She went to school for the graduation ceremony and received her degree certificate.

This also meant she could finally transition from intern to full-time and earn a five-figure salary.

On the car ride back from landing, Shi Sui happily shared this good news with Yan Tingli.

A five-figure monthly income was practically a curse to Yan Tingli.

But he said without blushing or skipping a beat: “Give it all to me from now on.”

Shi Sui was shocked.

Yan Tingli continued: “I’ll give you what I earn, you give me what you earn.”

“Are you sure?” Shi Sui was confused.

He said matter-of-factly: “Of course, I want everything of yours, including your money.”

Shi Sui just thought he was making another childish joke.

But until her last month’s salary came in and Yan Tingli transferred away every cent in front of her.

Shi Sui was so angry that she deformed.

“You, you, you,” she glared at him furiously, “you’re even taking away my little bit of money?”

Then a document was stuffed into her hands.

Looking down.

The black text on white paper clearly showed [Prenuptial Property Gift Agreement].

Shi Sui’s eyes widened.

Her fingers flipped through the thick stack of documents.

Each page with dense money and real estate, even equity dividends, made her jaw drop.

Shi Sui was dizzy and incoherent: “…What are you doing? How do you have so much money?”

“You’re giving it all to me?”

“Aren’t you afraid I’ll take the money and run away…” she asked weakly.

Yan Tingli lifted his eyelids and looked at her calmly: “Would you bear to?”

“Bear to what?”

“Me.” He was frank.

Yan Tingli’s eyes sparkled, eye corners upturned.

In this matter, he finally had a little confidence.

Shi Sui looked at him for a long time, then burst into laughter, reaching out to embrace his neck: “Of course I couldn’t bear to.”

Soon, the time came in June.

A few days before getting the certificate, Yan Tingli suddenly said, “I want to go to the small town.”

Shi Sui was puzzled: “What for?”

“To fulfill a vow.”

Shi Sui understood—he wanted to personally visit that small temple before marriage.

“Then I’ll go with you.”

Shi Yue still had someone come clean once a month.

When they returned to the small courtyard, the old house’s wall paint showed more age and visible traces of time.

The trendy appliances Yan Tingli had once bought had also become outdated products.

Fortunately, they still functioned well.

But watching Yan Tingli relying on the air conditioner for life, Shi Sui still couldn’t help turning up the temperature: “Don’t get a fever again.”

“Of course that’s impossible.” He was very bothered by her questioning his physical constitution.

In the evening, Yan Tingli wandered around the small courtyard.

Staring gloomily at the weeds in the vegetable garden, his expression wasn’t good.

Shi Sui knew he was annoyed by those weeds again.

“What about those little tomatoes from back then?” She remembered something and asked curiously, “…When you came, had they grown well?”

Yan Tingli crouched down and didn’t speak.

Shi Sui pulled a weed and poked his arm: “I’m asking you—where are the tomatoes?”

“Got angry and stomped them flat.” After a long while, he finally spat out a few words.

“……”

Fine.

Shi Sui was slightly disappointed.

But given Yan Tingli’s nasty temper, this was normal.

“Annoying.” He suddenly said again.

“Annoyed about what now?”

Yan Tingli: “I want a vacation.”

“……”

Shi Sui: “Aren’t you on vacation now?”

He was too busy—these two days were already considered vacation time.

“Just these two days,” Yan Tingli listlessly pulled weeds, “not enough to plant tomatoes again.”

Shi Sui’s heart immediately melted into a puddle.

“We could plant seeds and ask someone to tend them—give some money and Grandma Zhao would be very happy,” she racked her brains to comfort him, “by August we could come and harvest them.”

Yan Tingli suddenly looked at her.

Said and done.

He immediately went to the small store to buy seedlings, turned on the lights to pull weeds and plant, stubbornly filling the entire vegetable garden with tomatoes before sleep.

Like a commanding general making battle preparations.

Yan Tingli said seriously, “Please grow quickly.”

Shi Sui: “……”

The next morning, while the temperature hadn’t risen yet.

The two of them got up and walked along the small town’s river, climbing the mountain to the temple.

The mountain path was winding and steep.

The narrow path, less than a meter wide, had high earth slopes beside it—falling could cause injury anytime.

Yan Tingli had never climbed this kind of mountain and stepped carefully.

His hand never forgot to hold hers.

Gripping tighter and tighter.

His physical strength was much better than hers. When Shi Sui really couldn’t climb anymore, Yan Tingli simply carried her up the mountain.

But as the sun rose, the temperature got higher and higher.

Yan Tingli’s lips cracked, and his skin was burning.

Shi Sui felt sorry for him: “Why don’t you put me down?”

He seemed unable to hear.

Only asking in a low voice: “How did you climb up back then?”

That was August—it would have been even hotter than now.

Shi Sui was silent for a while before saying, “I had better stamina then.”

But Yan Tingli stopped talking.

Only tightening his hands, and carried her even closer.

At Yan Tingli’s pace, it still took nearly three hours of climbing before they finally saw the small temple.

An old master smiled at them.

Shi Sui recognized him—this was the abbot who had given her the sachet back then.

She bowed to him in a Buddhist greeting.

Before leaving, the abbot gave them each a sachet.

Yan Tingli held the sachet and, copying her movements, solemnly returned the bow.

“You knelt on that prayer mat for so long just now,” before going down the mountain, Shi Sui asked him, “how many wishes did you make?”

Yan Tingli: “I didn’t make wishes.”

“Hmm? Then what were you doing—meditating?”

“Giving thanks.” He said, holding her hand.

Shi Sui couldn’t help asking: “Thanks for what?”

“Thanks.”

Yan Tingli paused, then crouched down to put her on his back again, settling her securely before walking down, “that I have a home.”

His voice was like willow catkins gently falling to the ground—very light and peaceful.

When the cup overflows, it spills; when too full, it diminishes.

A life of modest contentment is perfect completeness.

And his life had long exceeded modest contentment.

No longer greedy for more, only gratitude remained.

Shi Sui closed her eyes and hugged him tightly back.

Gently and firmly responding: “Yes, it’s me and A Li’s home.”

【End of Main Text】
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