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Chapter 1: Struggle

L City, downtown.

In the busiest bar of this prime district, the air was thick with the smell of alcohol and

smoke. The music was blaring at full volume, loud enough to make ears ring.

On the dance floor, seductive women twisted wildly to the beat, but Liang Xiaoluo sat

alone at the bar, downing drink after drink.

She seemed calm, but her mind was a whirlwind of anger. Even the pounding music

couldn’t drown out the echoes in her ears:

"Yuyang, do you love me?"

"Love? Of course, I love you."

"Who do you love more, me or Liang Xiaoluo?"

"My little vixen, of course it’s you."

That’s right. Two hours ago, she had stumbled upon her boyfriend Peng Yuyang

having an affair with her half-sister, Lin Xue. She hadn’t cried or made a scene—just

turned coldly on her heel and left. And now, she was here.

How ironic.

Liang Xiaoluo raised her glass and poured the drink down her throat. She had no idea

how many glasses she’d had. She didn’t care. Whenever the bartender handed her a

drink, she just drank it.

She couldn’t figure out why she’d fallen for someone as scummy as Peng Yuyang.

Now here she was, drinking herself into oblivion because of him.

What a joke.

“Well, well, Liang Xiaoluo. Who would’ve thought you’d care so much about me?

Drowning your sorrows in a bar over a broken heart—color me impressed.”

The most revolting voice in the world reached her ears, coming from behind.

She didn’t need to turn around to know it was Peng Yuyang—the man she’d caught

cheating two hours ago.

Hearing his voice brought back the image of him and Lin Xue together, making her

stomach churn. His presence alone made her feel sick.

She tilted her head back, finished her drink, slapped some money on the bar, and said,

“Check, please.”
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Standing up, she prepared to leave.

But Peng Yuyang grabbed her arm, smirking. “Don’t leave so soon, Xiaoluo. After all,

we were a couple once. Let’s end things on a good note. How about I treat you to a

few more drinks?”

The sly grin on his face said it all—he had a plan. He’d already instructed the

bartender to slip a pill into her last drink. During their year-long relationship, he

hadn’t gotten any further than holding her hand, and that fact ate at him. He had

planned to seduce her into bed and then dump her, but she’d found out about him and

Lin Xue first.

Liang Xiaoluo yanked her arm away, ignoring his taunts, but she began to feel odd.

Her body was heating up, her head spinning. Something wasn’t right. From the corner

of her eye, she caught a glimpse of his sinister smirk.

She quickly pieced it together but forced herself to remain calm. Smiling sweetly at

him, she said, “Peng Yuyang, with your pig-like face, it’s no wonder Lin Xue is the

only one who’d take you. Honestly, even looking at you makes me want to vomit.”

Pausing, she added, “Do yourself a favor—save your money for plastic surgery. Don’t

scare people in public.”

Peng Yuyang trembled with rage, pointing a shaking finger at her. “Liang Xiaoluo,

you—”

He wanted to explode, but he held back, thinking to himself, You’ll be begging me

soon enough.

Liang Xiaoluo realized the danger she was in. She needed to get away before the drug

took full effect. Scanning the room, she spotted a young man passing by. An idea

struck her, and she quickly latched onto his arm.

“How much for one night? I’ll buy you.”

As she looked up, she was stunned by the man’s face.

He appeared to be in his early twenties, with flawlessly sculpted features that exuded

nobility. But his captivating, fox-like eyes held a cold detachment.

Could someone like this really be available at a bar?

Great. She’d probably just landed herself in even bigger trouble. But compared to

Peng Yuyang, she’d rather take her chances with this gorgeous stranger. Clinging

tightly to his arm, she refused to let go.

Ye Tianlin loathed women who threw themselves at him, and this shameless woman

had even mistaken him for... someone for sale. His eyes turned icy as he glared at her.

But when he met her clear, bright eyes, he froze.

It was her.
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The night was dark and intoxicating.

Ye Tianlin took Liang Xiaoluo to the Imperial Hotel above the bar. Peng Yuyang

could only watch as they left, too stunned to follow. Liang Xiaoluo breathed a sigh of

relief, but then she realized Ye Tianlin was holding her tightly.

She had completely forgotten about that.

As she tried to pull away, she found her strength waning. Her legs felt like jelly, her

head swimming. Despite her discomfort, she squirmed in his arms, asking weakly,

“Where... where are we going?”

She was anxious, sensing the disaster awaiting her.

Ye Tianlin didn’t answer, carrying her directly into his private suite.

“Let me go. I don’t want to go!” Liang Xiaoluo protested, her voice weak. She tried to

resist, but her body was too tired. She fell limply onto the bed.

Her flushed cheeks glowed, and she swallowed hard. Damn Peng Yuyang—how

could she have missed him drugging her? She had escaped his clutches only to fall

into someone else’s.

This was like digging her own grave.

No, she had to get out of here.

Liang Xiaoluo struggled to get up as Ye Tianlin removed his jacket, his back turned to

her. Her heart raced as she stared at his broad shoulders, feeling a strange anticipation

despite her predicament. Her body burned hotter and hotter.

She slapped her face lightly, trying to snap herself out of it. What was she thinking?

Was the drug taking over her mind?

“I just remembered... I have something to do. I need to go...” she stammered,

staggering toward the door. She had to get out before something happened.

But as she fumbled with the door handle, Ye Tianlin’s voice rang out behind her.

“Aren’t you afraid he’s waiting outside?”

She froze, her hand falling away. Sliding to the floor, she gasped for air. He was

right—Peng Yuyang might still be out there. He wouldn’t let her go so easily.

But her body was betraying her. She felt unbearably hot.

Ye Tianlin smirked, pulling at his tie as he approached. Crouching down, he tilted her

chin up and said, “Shall we get started?”
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Liang Xiaoluo shivered, pushing his hand away with all the strength she had left.

Forcing an awkward smile, she said, “I... I can’t afford you for the night. Maybe you

should find someone else.”

Her eyes, however, betrayed her words, glowing faintly with desire.

Ye Tianlin’s forehead twitched. This damned woman. He scooped her up effortlessly

and whispered in her ear, “How about I pay for your night instead?”

“What?” she gasped, her eyes wide in disbelief as she stared at this devastatingly

handsome man.

“A million? Ten million?” His lips curled into a teasing smile, his breath warm

against her face, making her cheeks burn even hotter.

“I’m not for sale,” she spat, her voice trembling with shame and defiance.

Ye Tianlin raised an eyebrow, intrigued by her resistance. But as he leaned closer, he

realized something was off. His sharp gaze swept over her, and his brow furrowed.

This woman was drugged.

Her flushed cheeks, like blooming lotus petals, stirred something deep within him.

Although he despised women, something about her was different. When she had

clung to him earlier, he hadn’t felt the usual revulsion. Instead, he found himself

wanting to break his own rules.

But would he?

Liang Xiaoluo’s mind was clouded, and she couldn’t think straight. As her body gave

in, her rationality slipped further away...

Ye Tianlin, known for his self-control, found himself wavering. Looking at her

delicate skin, flushed from the drug’s effects, he felt his restraint slipping.

What would happen next was inevitable. Or was it?
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Chapter 2: Surprise
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This woman was like a poppy flower—unwittingly intoxicating, drawing him in until

he couldn’t pull himself away.

Liang Xiaoluo, in a hazy stupor, leaned into him without realizing what she was doing.

She had no idea what was happening.

Ye Tianlin froze for a moment, his usual self-control crumbling. He cupped her face,

deepening the kiss with an intensity he’d never felt before.
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Everything spiraled out of control.

He furrowed his brows slightly, for the first time tempted to indulge himself. Gently

stroking her flushed face, he murmured, “Woman, give yourself to me. I’ll take

responsibility.”

The women he wanted had to come to him willingly.

And he wanted her.

Liang Xiaoluo was completely dazed, unaware of what was unfolding. She had no

idea how far things had gone or how irreversible it had become—like the sky

collapsing on her.

Eventually, a physically exhausted Ye Tianlin let go of her, lying beside her. He

turned his head to look at the sleeping Liang Xiaoluo, her breathing soft and steady.

Reaching out, he gently touched her face, pulling her closer into his arms. He kissed

her forehead and whispered, “Woman, do you remember me?”

The morning sunlight filtered through the sheer curtains, illuminating the room. Liang

Xiaoluo stirred from her deep slumber, shifting slightly.

But as she moved, a wave of soreness and pain washed over her. Her head throbbed

uncomfortably, and her body felt heavy and stiff.

Forcing her eyes open with difficulty, she took in her surroundings. The spacious

room and luxurious chandelier were unfamiliar. This wasn’t her home. Everything felt

strange.

Perhaps... she was still dreaming?

She let out a soft breath, closing her eyes again in an attempt to go back to sleep. But

suddenly, like a lightning bolt, memories from the night before crashed into her mind.

Her eyes snapped open, and she turned her head toward Ye Tianlin, taking in their

situation.

What was going on?

Her mind was on the verge of exploding. For a moment, everything went blank. How

could this have happened? Who could explain why she was in bed with a stranger?

No. This couldn’t be real.

She refused to believe it.

Yet, how could she explain the current situation?
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Desperately trying to calm herself, Liang Xiaoluo pieced together the fragmented

memories of the previous night. She vaguely remembered drinking at the bar, trying

to escape Peng Yuyang, and grabbing a man, saying she’d buy him for the night.

Could it be...

She couldn’t believe it. Had she really done something so reckless? Her heart

pounded furiously as panic set in. Quietly, she slipped Ye Tianlin’s arm off her and

got out of bed. Her body’s soreness almost made her collapse, but she gritted her teeth

and pushed through the pain.

Gathering her scattered clothes from the floor, she dressed as quickly as possible,

intending to leave without a sound and pretend nothing had happened.

But just as she reached the door, she glanced back at Ye Tianlin.

Watching his peaceful sleeping face, she hesitated. Would it be wrong to leave like

this? After all, she had been the one to proposition him last night. Searching her

pockets, she found only a single coin—five cents.

Knocking her own forehead in frustration, she muttered, “I should’ve brought more

money last night.” With a sigh, she placed the coin on the bedside table along with a

hastily written note. “Don’t blame me,” she whispered to herself. “This is all I have.

Just think of it as a bad business deal. Honestly, I lost out too—it was my first time.

Ugh!”

Sighing deeply, she tiptoed out of the room.

The soft click of the door startled Ye Tianlin awake. He hadn’t slept so soundly in a

long time, and memories of the previous night flashed in his mind.

A faint smile played on his lips as he reached out, only to find the space beside him

empty. Jolting upright, he turned to see that Liang Xiaoluo was gone.

It felt as if last night had been nothing but a dream, and a wave of disappointment

swept over him.

But then, his gaze fell on the faint red stain on the sheets—like a blooming peach

blossom. The memories of last night replayed vividly in his mind, and his dark eyes

gleamed with satisfaction.

That satisfaction quickly soured when he noticed the five-cent coin and note on the

table. His expression darkened.

This damned woman had left him five cents?

Ye Tianlin, the second young master of the prestigious Ye family—was his night with

her worth only five cents?
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In an ordinary district of L City.

Liang Xiaoluo hurried away from the Imperial Hotel, her disheveled state reflecting

her inner turmoil. With no money for transportation, she walked all the way home, a

journey that took nearly an hour.

The modest house she now called home stood before her. She had moved here less

than a month ago after her father’s business collapsed due to financial troubles.

Everything had been sold off, leaving them no choice but to move into this working-

class neighborhood.

Liang Xiaoluo sighed heavily. After a month, she had adjusted to this simpler life.

Still, the thought of not returning home last night gnawed at her—her father must

have been worried.

With that thought in mind, she entered the house. Finding it empty, she let out a

breath of relief. She went to her room, catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror—

messy hair, disheveled clothes. A bitter laugh escaped her lips.

“What’s the big deal? It’s just a one-night stand.”

Collapsing onto her bed, she tried to sleep, exhaustion weighing her down.

But no matter how hard she tried, images of the previous night kept flickering through

her mind. She couldn’t shake them off.

“Ugh...” she groaned, opening her eyes and tossing restlessly. She told herself not to

dwell on it. No amount of overthinking would change what had happened.

She and Ye Tianlin were unlikely to ever cross paths again. So why did she feel a

strange sense of loss deep inside?

The sharp trill of her phone broke her thoughts, startling her.

Bolting upright, she fumbled for the phone in her pocket. Seeing the caller ID, she

hesitated briefly before answering.

“Xiaoluo!” came the impatient voice.

She took a deep breath. “Shao Jie-ge!”

His voice was warm yet anxious. “Xiaoluo, where are you? What happened while I

was in the U.S.? I heard your father’s company went bankrupt.”

Her heart sank at his words, a complex mix of warmth and bitterness flooding her.

She didn’t know how to respond. This man, who had grown up with her, was the heir

to the globally renowned Nan Corporation.
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Forcing a bitter smile, she laughed softly. “Heh...”

The other end fell silent for a moment before his gentle voice came through again.

“Xiaoluo, I’m returning to the country tomorrow. Can you come pick me up?”

“Uh...”

“Xiaoluo! Are you home? Open the door—it’s Dad!”

Before she could respond, urgent knocking and her father’s anxious voice interrupted

her.

Stunned, she quickly told Shao Jie, “Wait a moment,” before hanging up.

Opening the door, she saw her father, Liang Hui, his face drenched in sweat and filled

with exhaustion. Gripping her hand, he said, “Xiaoluo, thank goodness you’re back.

Do you have any idea how worried I was? Where were you last night?”

Caught off guard, she fumbled for a reply. But before she could speak, Liang Hui

pushed her into the house, frantically gathering her belongings. “Pack your things

quickly. You need to leave here immediately.”

“Huh?” She stared at him, bewildered. “Dad, what’s going on?”

Liang Hui froze, his back to her, and sighed deeply. “Your stepmother...”

“Stepmother?”

Hearing that word, Liang Xiaoluo’s expression hardened, her voice turning icy.

“What has she done now?”

That woman who had replaced her late mother...

If not for her stepmother, her father’s company wouldn’t have gone bankrupt, and

they wouldn’t have been reduced to such misery.

Liang Hui remained silent, avoiding her gaze as he continued packing her things.

Seeing his reluctance to speak, Liang Xiaoluo grew anxious, grabbing his arm and

demanding, “Dad, tell me! Did she sell this house? Or did she get into trouble with the

police again?”

Her stepmother and Lin Xue had only ever caused chaos for their family. If it wasn’t

one disaster, it was another unexpected “surprise.”
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Liang Hui let out a deep sigh, raising his head. His eyes were filled with guilt as he

spoke in a low voice, “Xiaoluo, this is all my fault.”

Suddenly, without warning, he slapped himself across the face. Again and again, each

slap landing with brutal force.

“Dad!” Liang Xiaoluo screamed, rushing to grab his hands to stop him from harming

himself further. Though her voice was softer now, she had realized the gravity of the

situation. “No matter what she’s done, I... I’ll forgive her.”

After all, that woman was her father’s wife. She had endured it all, choosing not to

fight back.

Tears welled up in Liang Hui’s eyes as he suddenly fell to his knees before her.

Bowing his head, he sobbed and said, “Xiaoluo, your stepmother... she sold you to

the loan sharks. They’re looking for you everywhere. Once they catch you, they’ll sell

you off to the highest bidder to be someone’s mistress. I’m sorry... it’s all my fault. I

couldn’t protect you...”

“What?” Liang Xiaoluo’s eyes widened in disbelief. Her fists clenched tightly, though

she suppressed her anger. Instead, she helped her father to his feet and muttered

through gritted teeth, “That woman...”

She dared to sell her?

“We need to leave now!” Liang Hui, aware of his failure as a father, quickly grabbed

her hand and urged her toward the door. Taking out a wad of cash—his last remaining

money—he stuffed it into her pocket. “Here, take this. Buy a plane ticket to Seattle.

I’ve already contacted your aunt. When you arrive, call this number. She’ll pick you

up from the airport.” He paused, turning his face away. “Once you’re there, don’t

come back. Just think of this as your father’s failure...”

“Dad!” Liang Xiaoluo shook off his hand, her voice rising in anger. “She has no right

to sell me! I’m not leaving. Why should I?”

Her father was the only family she had left, the one she cared for most. How could

she abandon him?

“Xiaoluo...” Liang Hui’s eyes were bloodshot, filled with despair. He pleaded with

her, “Be a good girl and listen to your dad. Go to your aunt’s place and stay there for

now. Once I’ve resolved everything, I’ll come and get you, okay?”

Even as he spoke, he pulled her toward the door. They had no time to waste. The loan

sharks could show up at any moment, and escaping then would be impossible.

“Dad, can you really come for me later?” Liang Xiaoluo broke free, her voice

trembling. She knew all too well her father’s current situation. The company was

bankrupt, and everything valuable had been sold off by her stepmother. He was now

penniless, a shadow of the man he once was.
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Though she didn’t want to wound his pride, she couldn’t bring herself to leave. Why

should she? Why should she let that vile woman dictate her life? She would never

forgive her.

“Xiaoluo, I...” Liang Hui stammered, unable to answer.

Their argument was interrupted by loud banging on the door downstairs, followed by

coarse, threatening voices.

“Old man, open the door! We know you’re hiding your daughter. If you don’t open up,

I’ll burn this place to the ground!”

“Stop wasting time with him. That old geezer needs a lesson!”

“Smash the door down, boys!”

Laughter and the sound of fists pounding against the door echoed ominously.

Hearing this, Liang Hui’s face went pale. He began pacing back and forth, muttering

to himself, “What do I do? They’ve found us... What do I do?” Then, resolute, he

said, “No! I won’t let them take my daughter.”

He hurriedly pulled Liang Xiaoluo back into the house, locking the door behind them.

Leading her to the window, he peeked outside to ensure the coast was clear before

urging her, “Xiaoluo, quick, climb out the window. I’ll hold them off.”

“Dad!” Liang Xiaoluo could sense the danger but refused to leave him behind.

Stubbornly, she shook her head and said, “I’m not leaving. No matter what you say, I

won’t go.”

Liang Hui was near tears. Desperation lined his voice as he begged, “Xiaoluo, please!

You’re all I have left. If something happens to you, how will I ever face your late

mother?”

Her mother—always her soft spot. Xiaoluo hesitated, her resolve wavering. Finally,

she relented. Clutching her phone tightly, she climbed onto the window ledge. Yet,

she hesitated once more and turned back to him. “Dad, come with me. Let’s leave

together. Don’t waste your life on those two. They don’t deserve you.”

Darkness clouded Liang Hui’s eyes. He gave a faint, bitter smile and said, “She’s still

my wife...” Holding Xiaoluo’s hand tightly, he added, “Don’t worry about me.

They’re after you, not me. You need to go.”

Standing firm against the door, he braced himself, his body a barrier between her and

danger. “Xiaoluo, take care of yourself. And if nothing else, remember this is my

fault...”

Just as she opened her mouth to protest, the loan sharks broke through the downstairs

door. The sound of their boots thundered as they stormed up the stairs, banging on the

door to their apartment.
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“Old man, I’m warning you—don’t try anything stupid. Open this door right now!”

Liang Hui pressed harder against the door, shouting, “Xiaoluo, run! Now!”

His roar shook her. Without another moment’s hesitation, she climbed out onto the

ledge, her father’s shouts fading into the background. Climbing down, she heard his

final plea echo in her ears:

“Run! Don’t ever come back!”

The loan sharks burst into the apartment, easily overpowering Liang Hui and beating

him mercilessly.

Xiaoluo didn’t see her father fall. She didn’t see the bruises forming or the blood

staining the floor. She ran with everything she had, her breath ragged, her legs

burning. She didn’t dare look back, terrified of being caught and sold.

Adrenaline coursed through her, pushing her frail body to its limits. She sprinted

through the streets, weaving through alleys, until she had lost her pursuers. Only when

she could no longer run did she collapse in a quiet corner, gasping for air.

Looking up at the blue sky, she felt an overwhelming sense of despair. The world

seemed so serene—so cruelly at odds with her current state.

“Why me?” she whispered. “Why is my life such a mess?”

The faint hum of a voice startled her. It was coming from her hand.

“Hello? Xiaoluo? Xiaoluo, can you hear me?”

She stared at her phone, realizing it was still on, the screen displaying a familiar name.

Shaojie.

His voice—so warm and gentle, once her comfort—now felt like a curse. A flood of

memories washed over her: the taunts, the threats, the humiliation.

“Liang Xiaoluo, you’re just a small-time businessman’s daughter. You’ll never be

good enough for him.”

“You think you can be with someone like Shaojie? You’re nothing but a joke.”

“Stay away from him, or I’ll ruin your father’s company.”

The insults rang in her ears, her heart breaking all over again.

Tears she had fought so hard to hold back now spilled freely. Covering her mouth to

muffle her sobs, she cried until she could barely breathe.
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“Xiaoluo? Are you there? Please say something!” His voice was frantic, growing

more desperate with each unanswered call.

With trembling hands, she hung up. Turning off her phone, she let the silence envelop

her.

It was quiet now.

But the weight of her hopelessness bore down on her, and all she could do was sit in

the shadows, wondering what to do next.

For the first time, she felt truly defeated.

A gruff voice shattered the silence.

“She’s over there! Quick!”

Her heart stopped as she saw figures approaching. They had found her.

Without hesitation, she bolted again, her legs burning with the effort. Catching a cab,

she yelled, “To the airport! Drive fast!”

It was her only chance to escape.
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Chapter 4: Inferno
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Just as Liang Xiaoluo approached the ticket counter, a group of rough-looking men

came into view, shouting loudly as they searched for someone. Alarmed, she quickly

slipped behind a nearby pillar, hiding herself to avoid detection.

“Damn it!” she muttered under her breath, anxiously peeking out to assess the

situation. She needed to buy a ticket and board the plane—her only way to escape.

However, the men seemed to anticipate her plan and positioned several guards at the

ticket counter.

Her heart pounded in frustration. Hiding here wasn’t a viable solution. How was she

supposed to get her ticket?

Before she could think of a plan, more men appeared, heading straight for her hiding

spot. Surrounded with no way out, she made a quick decision and dashed toward the

boarding gate.

The men spotted her and immediately gave chase, shouting orders to catch her.
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Liang Xiaoluo ran as fast as she could, her only thought being to escape. She couldn’t

let them capture her. Not now, not ever.

Focused entirely on fleeing, she failed to notice a man near the boarding gate—

someone both unfamiliar and hauntingly familiar—standing on the verge of eruption.

“Hurry up, old man. Time’s up,” Ye Tianlin said impatiently.

He had been dragged out early in the morning by his grandfather for breakfast, only to

be brought to the airport to see him off. It had been a colossal waste of time,

especially since he could’ve been out looking for the woman who left him five cents

the previous night.

From morning until now, his foul mood had only worsened.

“Is that how you speak to your grandfather?” The chairman of Ye Group, ranked first

among the world’s top ten enterprises, turned to reprimand his unruly grandson with a

stern expression.

Ye Tianlin’s treasured grandson.

“Yeah, yeah, I get it,” Ye Tianlin replied dismissively, his face a picture of irritation.

The elder Ye could only sigh, unwilling to argue further. Just as he was about to head

inside, he suddenly remembered something and turned back with a sly smile. “Tianlin,

you haven’t forgotten your promise, have you?”

What promise? It was undoubtedly about getting married and having children—his

grandfather’s obsession with wanting great-grandchildren.

Turning away with a feigned look of confusion, Ye Tianlin replied, “I don’t

remember promising anything.”

Shamelessness came naturally to him.

“You little...” The old man clutched his chest dramatically, putting on an aggrieved

expression. “You know your grandfather’s health isn’t great. I’m old and can’t take

much stress. Your eldest brother already has a wife, and your younger brother is

courting someone. But you... If I were to collapse one day and—”

“Fine, fine. I’ll meet the women you arranged. Satisfied?” Ye Tianlin interrupted, his

tone exasperated. He had heard this speech so often he could recite it in his sleep.

At least it would keep the old man quiet, for now.

Still, the thought of meeting random women irritated him. He hated interacting with

women in general.
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The only woman he wanted was her. The one from last night.

Liang Xiaoluo reached the boarding gate in a panic, too focused on hiding to notice

the two distinguished men standing nearby, deep in conversation.

She slipped into a crowd of impeccably dressed men in black suits, using them as

cover. Peeking through the gaps, she watched the men chasing her. Strangely, they

had stopped, hesitating to move closer to the gate.

Why weren’t they coming any closer?

The men had clearly recognized the two powerful figures near the boarding gate—

representatives of Ye Group. But Liang Xiaoluo, oblivious to their identities, assumed

her pursuers simply hadn’t seen her and heaved a sigh of relief. Just as she thought

she’d avoided capture, a suited man beside her suddenly shouted.

“Who are you? How dare you be here? Are you out of your mind?”

His loud voice startled Liang Xiaoluo, and her heart sank. She quickly pressed a

finger to her lips, motioning for him to lower his voice. She couldn’t afford to attract

attention now.

Peeking again, she saw her pursuers still rooted in place, their eyes fixed on her

location. They seemed hesitant to approach.

Were they afraid of something?

The suited man grew impatient with her lack of response. Frowning, he barked, “Hey!

I told you to leave. This area isn’t for people like you. Get lost!”

He began shoving her roughly, treating her like a fly to be swatted away.

Realizing that this was likely the safest place for now, Liang Xiaoluo grabbed his arm

desperately. “Please,” she begged, her voice trembling. “Just let me stay a little longer.

Just for a moment.”

The man scowled and pushed her harder. “Are you deaf? Leave now, or don’t blame

me for what happens next!”

“No!” Liang Xiaoluo shook her head stubbornly.

Their scuffle was interrupted by the sharp sound of breaking glass. Everyone froze,

turning toward the source of the noise.

Ye Tianlin had deliberately let the water bottle in his hand drop, the sound echoing

like a gunshot. His cold gaze locked onto the scene before him.
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The suited man immediately straightened, rushing to Ye Tianlin’s side. The arrogance

he had shown moments ago vanished, replaced by trembling deference. “Young

Master... I-I’m sorry for disturbing you...”

Slapping himself across the face, he stammered, “It’s my fault. Please forgive me.”

Young Master?

Hearing the man’s groveling tone, Liang Xiaoluo looked toward the “Young Master”

in question. The moment her eyes met Ye Tianlin’s, her heart leapt into her throat.

It’s him.

Her mind raced as panic took over. Would he recognize her?

She quickly dismissed the thought. It had been a one-night stand. How likely was it

that he’d remember her?

Hoping to avoid any further trouble, she glanced at her pursuers before making a

split-second decision. Bolting toward the side exit, she ran as fast as her legs could

carry her. The loan sharks immediately gave chase.

Ye Tianlin’s eyes followed her retreating figure, his lips curling into a sinister smile.

“Woman, you can’t escape me,” he murmured.

Just as he was about to pursue her, his grandfather grabbed his arm, grinning

mischievously. “Tianlin, you can’t just leave your dear grandpa behind now, can you?

That would be so unfilial.”

Veins bulging with irritation, Ye Tianlin spat through gritted teeth, “Old man...”

Ignoring his protests, the elder Ye dragged him along.

By the time Ye Tianlin managed to break free, Liang Xiaoluo was long gone. He

scoured the airport, but she had disappeared without a trace.

Standing outside, he glanced up at the departing planes, his expression dark. His

grandfather had ruined his plans again.

“Miss, do you have a reservation?”

Having narrowly escaped the airport, Liang Xiaoluo now stood at the entrance of an

upscale restaurant, blocked by a staff member.

The restaurant required reservations or proof of prior patronage. Desperate for a safe

place to hide, she had chosen it on a whim.
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Chapter 5: Caught
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She wasn’t allowed in.

Heavens knew what kind of bad luck Liang Xiaoluo was dealing with.

“I...” Liang Xiaoluo stammered, her forehead damp with cold sweat as she anxiously

glanced over her shoulder. What could she do? She couldn’t get inside, and the loan

sharks were closing in.

The waiter looked at her disheveled state with disdain, his eyes filled with scorn. His

tone turned sharp as he snapped, “Miss, if you don’t have a reservation, I can’t let you

in. Please leave immediately.”

Typical snooty staff.

But Liang Xiaoluo remained rooted to the spot. She couldn’t back down now. The

loan sharks were still after her.

Then her gaze landed on the restaurant’s name. A flash of inspiration struck her.

Grabbing the waiter’s sleeve, she blurted, “Wait! Didn’t you say that anyone who’s

dined here before can enter without a reservation?”

The waiter hesitated, eyeing her suspiciously before nodding. “Uh... yes.” Then, with

a sneer, he added, “But don’t tell me someone like you has actually eaten here?”

Liang Xiaoluo ignored his mocking tone. Releasing his sleeve, she exhaled deeply,

feeling like she’d found her lifeline. “Please check your records for someone named

Nan Shaojie. He dined here on the 20th of last month.”

She remembered the day vividly. The restaurant was upscale, and Nan Shaojie, her

childhood companion, had taken her there for dinner before heading abroad. They’d

laughed, talked, and shared a warm, unforgettable meal.

Hearing the name “Nan Shaojie,” the waiter’s expression turned incredulous. He

regarded her like she was insane but still walked over to check the records. When he

returned, he was visibly surprised. “You know Nan Shaojie?”

The heir to one of the world’s top ten corporations?

“Yes,” she replied firmly. “Now let me in.”

“Really?” The waiter’s disbelief lingered, his eyes narrowing. “You’re saying you

know Mr. Nan?”

Liang Xiaoluo grew desperate. Her voice trembled as she grabbed his arm again,

shaking it. “I do! I really know Shaojie-ge. Let me in, please!”
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“Then can you call him?” the waiter asked skeptically.

Before she could respond, the ding of an elevator echoed. She turned her head in

horror to see the loan sharks stepping out, their eyes locking onto her.

“There she is!” one shouted. “Brothers, grab her!”

The group charged toward her, their menacing voices growing louder. Panic

overwhelmed Liang Xiaoluo as she shoved the waiter aside and darted into the

restaurant. She couldn’t afford to get caught.

“Stop right there, you little brat!” The shouts followed her.

The waiter, torn between chasing her and handling the new arrivals, tried to block the

thugs. “Gentlemen, you can’t enter without a reservation.”

“Get lost!”

In one of the private rooms, Ye Tianlin sat with his usual icy demeanor, his phone

pressed to his ear. His grandfather’s pre-recorded nagging droned on. It was yet

another attempt to guilt him into attending this blind date.

And here he was, face-to-face with his grandfather’s “meticulously selected”

candidate.

“Hello, I’m Meng Yao,” the woman across from him said, her soft, shy voice paired

with an almost angelic smile. She was undoubtedly beautiful, her makeup subtle and

her demeanor demure—a picture of grace and charm.

To most men, she would have been irresistible.

“Oh,” Ye Tianlin replied curtly, his indifference palpable.

He’d glanced at her briefly upon entering. She was indeed attractive and refined. But

no amount of polish could hide the overpowering scent of perfume wafting from

her—a cloying aroma he associated with the shallow women frequenting nightclubs.

It made his stomach churn.

His cold attitude visibly unsettled Meng Yao, but she forced a bright smile. “Actually,

we met a few times when we were kids. I used to call you Tianlin-ge. Can I... still

call you that?”

She waited, her expression bashful yet hopeful.

But Ye Tianlin didn’t even spare her a glance. Lifting his coffee cup, he took a slow

sip, his posture exuding disinterest.
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Underneath his frigid exterior, his thoughts drifted back to the woman from the

previous night—the one who had left him feeling something entirely new.

Meng Yao felt like she was talking to herself. Embarrassed but determined, she

pressed on. “Tianlin-ge, I heard you enjoy golf and swimming. I like those too.

Maybe we could go together sometime?”

At this, Ye Tianlin’s sharp eyes finally lifted to meet hers. “Oh? I thought you

preferred nightclubs.”

The color drained from Meng Yao’s face, her carefully constructed facade faltering.

Stammering, she tried to deny it. “N-no, of course not! I’m not that kind of girl...”

“Tianlin-ge?” His voice turned icy, his gaze piercing. “Did I give you permission to

call me that?”

Her confidence shattered, Meng Yao shrank back. “I-I...”

“Leave,” Ye Tianlin said, his tone devoid of warmth. “You have one minute. If you’re

still here after that...”

Realizing her mistake, Meng Yao scrambled to her feet, grabbing her bag. She fled,

nearly tripping over herself in her haste.

Not sparing her another glance, Ye Tianlin sipped his coffee. The date, arranged with

such care by his grandfather, had been nothing but a waste of time.

Just as he was about to leave, the door burst open with such force that it startled him.

Annoyed, he turned to see who had dared disrupt his peace.

It was her.

Liang Xiaoluo, breathless and panicked, stumbled into the room. She’d been cornered

in the hallway and, seeing a pale-faced woman rushing out of the room, had acted on

instinct. She pushed the door shut behind her and locked it, her chest heaving as she

searched for a place to hide.

Then her gaze landed on Ye Tianlin. Their eyes met, and her blood ran cold.

Not him again.

What kind of rotten luck was this?

Ye Tianlin’s annoyance melted into amusement, a sly smile creeping onto his lips.

His earlier anger faded as he recognized her. This was turning out to be an

unexpectedly pleasant encounter.

Before either could react further, loud pounding on the door shattered the tension.
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“Open up, you little brat! If I get my hands on you, you’ll regret it!” the loan sharks

bellowed.

Panicking, Liang Xiaoluo pleaded, “Please, let me hide here. I’ll repay your kindness,

I swear!”

Without waiting for his response, she dashed into the private restroom and locked the

door.

Ye Tianlin stared at the closed restroom door, a mix of irritation and amusement

flickering across his face. She hadn’t even recognized him, had she? The audacity of

this woman.

He swung the door open, stepping into the hallway to confront the thugs. His icy glare

sent a chill down their spines.

“You said you were going to teach someone a lesson?” he drawled, his tone sharp

enough to cut.

The leader of the group paled, slapping one of his lackeys. “Why didn’t you tell me it

was Ye Ershao dining here, you idiot!” Turning to Ye Tianlin, he bowed repeatedly.

“Apologies, Second Young Master Ye! We didn’t mean to disturb you. It’s our

mistake entirely.”

Uninterested in their groveling, Ye Tianlin waved them off. “Get lost.”

The thugs scurried away without another word. He turned back to the restroom, where

his unexpected guest was hiding.

A sly smile tugged at his lips.

“Woman,” he muttered under his breath, “you’ve got some explaining to do.”
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Chapter 6: Rage
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Ye Tianlin glared at the thugs, his voice cold and curt. "Leave." Then, with a sharp

bang, he slammed the door shut.

The thugs, faced with the infamous Second Young Master of the Ye family—known

for his ruthless reputation—didn’t dare protest. They swallowed their frustration and

slunk away like beaten dogs.

Inside, Ye Tianlin strode to the restroom door with a smirk tugging at his lips. He

called out, his voice deceptively calm, “They’re gone. You can come out now.” His

chest tightened in anticipation. Woman, we meet again.

But there was no response.
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Frowning, he knocked again, harder this time. When the silence persisted, a flicker of

unease crossed his face. His patience snapped, and with one swift kick, he forced the

door open.

The restroom was empty.

His gaze darted to the open window. Rushing to it, he leaned out and peered down.

His breath hitched. The fifth floor. The woman had scaled down the water pipes.

“Damn it!” he growled, slamming his fist against the glass. His dark eyes burned with

fury. “Woman, one day, I’ll catch you.”

“Ha... ha...”

In a dark alley reeking of decay and mildew, Liang Xiaoluo huddled in a shadowy

corner, her hand clamped over her mouth to stifle her breathing. Rats scurried past,

and the stench was nauseating, but it was better than being caught.

Her heart pounded like a drum, her nerves taut as steel. She couldn’t believe her

luck—first sold to loan sharks by her stepmother, and now running into her one-night

stand not once, but twice.

Exhausted, she sank to the ground, her legs too weak to carry her any further. She

couldn’t help but laugh bitterly at herself. When did I become this pathetic?

Was she destined to live life on the run?

The oppressive silence of the alley offered a moment of respite, and her thoughts

turned to her father. Anxiety gnawed at her. Was he okay? Had the thugs hurt him?

Needing answers, she powered on her phone. A slew of missed calls appeared on the

screen, all from the same person—Nan Shaojie.

Her chest tightened. With Shaojie’s resources, he could undoubtedly help her. But her

pride wouldn’t let her drag him into her mess.

The phone vibrated, snapping her out of her thoughts. She glanced at the caller ID. It

was him again.

Without hesitation, she declined the call.

But it rang again. And again. Relentless.

Finally, her inner turmoil broke, and she picked up.

“Hello?” she answered, her voice flat.
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A syrupy voice immediately greeted her. “Sister! Where are you? Dad told me what

happened with Mom and the loan sharks. Are you okay? I’ve been so worried!”

“Ha!” Liang Xiaoluo let out a cold laugh, the sound dripping with sarcasm.

The voice on the other end faltered but quickly recovered. “I know what Mom did

was awful. I’m so sorry, Sister...”

“Is there a point to this?” Liang Xiaoluo interrupted icily. “If not, I’m hanging up.”

“Sister, wait!” Lin Xue exclaimed hastily. “Dad was worried you might be short on

money. He asked me to bring some to you.”

“Dad asked you?” Liang Xiaoluo’s tone sharpened. Her instincts screamed that

something was off.

Sensing her suspicion, Lin Xue hurried to explain. “Dad wanted to bring it himself,

but he... he couldn’t.”

“What do you mean?” Xiaoluo demanded, her heart sinking.

Lin Xue’s voice grew thick with emotion. “When I got home, Dad was beaten so

badly he couldn’t move. I took him to the hospital, but he’s still unconscious.”

“What? Dad’s in the hospital? Which one? Is it serious? Tell me now!” Panic seized

her.

“Sister, you can’t go to the hospital! The loan sharks are everywhere. It’s too

dangerous. Tell me where you are. I’ll come get you and sneak you in to see him

safely.”

Despite her reservations, concern for her father overrode her caution. “Fine.”

After sharing her location, she hung up and waited anxiously for Lin Xue to arrive.

Half an hour later, Lin Xue’s voice came through her phone. “Sister, I’m here. Come

out.”

Relieved, Liang Xiaoluo emerged from the alley. She spotted Lin Xue and raised her

hand to wave—only to freeze in horror as several burly men stepped out from behind

her.

Lin Xue’s voice was sickly sweet as she turned to the thugs. “See? I told you she’d be

here.”

A cold gust swept through the narrow alley, stinging Liang Xiaoluo’s face like a slap.

Though she couldn’t clearly see Lin Xue’s face in the dim light, she could feel the

smug satisfaction radiating off her.
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Her chest tightened with bitter realization. Once again, she had been played.

One of the thugs chuckled darkly, slapping Lin Xue on the back. “You’re ruthless,

selling out your own sister.”

Shrugging off his hand, Lin Xue sneered, “Sister? I don’t have a sister.” Holding out

her palm, she added, “Where’s my money?”

The thug handed over a wad of cash, his grin lecherous. “Here. A little bonus for your

trouble.”

Lin Xue counted the bills with a satisfied smile before sauntering off without a

backward glance.

“Lin Xue!” Liang Xiaoluo’s furious shout stopped her in her tracks.

Lin Xue turned slightly, her expression one of disdain. “Oh, dear sister. Enjoy your

night. Consider it a parting gift from me.”

Her laughter echoed as she disappeared into the darkness.

Liang Xiaoluo’s blood boiled. How dare she? How dare she use Dad’s condition to

lure me out!

The thugs began closing in, their predatory smiles sending shivers down her spine.

She glared at them, her voice trembling with anger and fear. “Stay back! Don’t come

near me!”

Her defiance only amused them. “Feisty, isn’t she? I like that,” one of them jeered.

The leader silenced him with a slap. “Idiot. Boss said to deliver her untouched.”

“But boss doesn’t need to know,” the lackey argued, grinning. “We can have a little

fun first.”

The leader hesitated, then shrugged. “Fine. Let’s see if she’s worth the price.”

“No! Stay away!” Liang Xiaoluo screamed, her voice cracking as she backed against

the cold brick wall.

The men laughed, their leering faces drawing closer. Desperation clawed at her chest.

This can’t be the end. I won’t let it.

As they reached for her, Liang Xiaoluo clenched her fists. If she was going down, she

wouldn’t go without a fight.
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Chapter 7: Pain
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A henchman stepped forward, clamping a hand over Liang Xiaoluo’s mouth and

pinning her arms tightly. He dragged her deeper into the dark alley, while the others

looked around, snickering at the desolate surroundings. It was the perfect scene for

their grim intentions.

“Mmm! Mmm!” Liang Xiaoluo flailed wildly, tears streaming down her face. Her

mind raced with regret. Why did I trust Lin Xue? How could I have been so stupid—

again?

She knew better than to believe her stepsister’s lies. Yet here she was, falling into

another of their traps.

This is all my fault, she berated herself. She had escaped once and could have waited

for nightfall to buy her ticket to Seattle. Now, she was cornered, her cries for help

swallowed by the silence of the dark alley. Am I really doomed?

The thugs shoved Liang Xiaoluo against the cold ground in the furthest corner of the

alley. One of them sneered, “Stay quiet, and we’ll go easy on you. Hahaha...”

Seizing a fleeting opportunity, she kicked one of them hard in the groin.

“ARGH!” The man doubled over, groaning in pain.

She tried to scream for help, but a thunderous slap silenced her. The blow sent her

reeling, blood seeping from her split lip as her head spun.

“You little b*tch!” the leader barked, pinning her down with brute force. He gripped

her arms above her head with one hand while his other tore at her collar.

“HELP!” she screamed, her nails raking across the man’s face in a desperate bid to

escape.

“Ahh! Damn it!” He staggered back, clutching his bloodied cheek.

“You’ll pay for that,” he growled, slapping her repeatedly until her vision blurred and

her mouth filled with the metallic taste of blood.

Liang Xiaoluo’s body ached, her strength ebbing with each passing second. Her

resistance became futile under the leader’s relentless weight. Her cries grew faint,

desperation giving way to despair.

“Please... someone... help me...” she whispered hoarsely, her voice barely audible.
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Suddenly, a deafening BANG! echoed through the alley. Time seemed to freeze.

Liang Xiaoluo’s glassy eyes stared into the darkness, the sound ringing in her ears. A

sharp, pungent smell of blood filled her nostrils, breaking her dazed stupor.

She turned her head to see the thugs scrambling, their faces pale with terror.

“Boss! Boss is down!” one screamed.

“Run! We’ve got to get out of here!”

Panic ensued, but escape was futile. One by one, the men fell as successive gunshots

reverberated through the alley. Their bodies crumpled like puppets with severed

strings, lifeless.

Liang Xiaoluo remained paralyzed on the ground, her mind struggling to comprehend

what had just happened. The alley, once filled with laughter and cruelty, now reeked

of death.

A shadow loomed over her—a tall figure clad in black, his face obscured by a mask.

Her body trembled uncontrollably. She had no strength left to run, no voice left to

plead. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she gasped, “Please... don’t kill me...”

The figure didn’t respond. Instead, he crouched beside her, his presence exuding an

oppressive aura that made her tremble even more.

Her eyes squeezed shut as he reached toward her. To her shock, instead of striking her,

he draped his coat over her trembling frame. Then, with surprising gentleness, he

dabbed away the blood on her face with a soft cloth, brushing away her tears.

Liang Xiaoluo opened her eyes slowly, bewildered by his actions. Her heartbeat

steadied as she stared at him, questions swirling in her mind.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said softly, his voice deep and soothing. “I won’t hurt you.”

The kindness in his tone felt oddly familiar, like a long-lost memory resurfacing. She

squinted, trying to discern his face behind the mask, but the darkness revealed nothing.

“Who... who are you?” she stammered, her voice weak.

Before she could get an answer, he whispered, “Sleep,” as he injected her arm with a

sedative.

Liang Xiaoluo’s world blurred, her eyelids growing heavy. The last thing she saw was

the masked man cradling her protectively as the alley faded into darkness.
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The man looked down at the unconscious woman in his arms. His gloved fingers

brushed her bloodied cheek, a soft sigh escaping his lips. His eyes, visible beneath the

mask, were filled with a mix of pain and tenderness.

“Xiaoluo,” he murmured. “Everything will be okay now.”

In another part of the city, the buzz of an exclusive gathering filled the air.

“Hey, isn’t that Ye Tianlin?” someone whispered, nudging a companion. “He’s never

attended the Night Auction before.”

“Rumor has it he’s here for something—or someone—special.”
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Chapter 8: Escape
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"Perhaps he's here for that item too," someone whispered.

"Haha, it seems everyone has their eyes on it this year," another chimed in, laughter

rippling through the crowd.

The scene unfolded on a luxurious cruise ship gliding smoothly over international

waters. Onboard were the world's wealthiest and most influential figures, gathered for

the annual auction hosted by the enigmatic Night Auction House.

The ship's upper deck was transformed into a breathtaking venue, complete with a

grand stage and bespoke seating. This year's theme was "Blue Ocean," and every

detail evoked the tranquility and allure of the sea.

Below deck, however, was a stark contrast—a vast, dimly lit storage area holding all

the items slated for auction. Among them was Liang Xiaoluo.

"Ugh.. where am I?" she muttered, her voice barely a whisper as she blinked against

the dim light. Her head throbbed with pain, and the unfamiliar surroundings blurred

before her.

The sound of men talking nearby jolted her partially awake.

"Hey, move that one to the display next," one man barked.
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"Not yet," another replied. "She's second to last. We're supposed to bring this one out

first."

"Right, right," the first man conceded, returning to his task.

The voices pulled Liang Xiaoluo further from her dazed state. Her eyes fluttered open,

and she gasped as she took in the grotesque sight before her.

Lifeless women were arranged like mannequins, their bodies manipulated into elegant

poses by uniformed men. They were silent, unresponsive, as though their wills had

been stripped away.

Fear surged through Liang Xiaoluo. She tried to scream, to call for help, but no sound

escaped her lips. Her body refused to obey her commands. Paralyzed and mute, she

could only watch in horror as two men approached her.

"This one's the last," one of them grunted, hoisting her onto his shoulder. "Let's get it

over with."

They carried her to the stage, positioning her atop a large, smooth stone set in a

transparent water tank filled with sand and shimmering artificial waves. The scene

was surreal, like an artist's rendition of a tropical paradise.

"Perfect," one man said, stepping back to admire their work. "This one will fetch a

fortune tonight."

"Absolutely," his companion agreed, smirking.

Their words were a blur to Liang Xiaoluo, whose mind raced with panic. She tried

desperately to break free, to scream, but her body remained frozen. Tears welled in

her eyes, rolling down her cheeks as the men draped a heavy cloth over the tank,

plunging her into darkness.

In the grand auction hall above, the atmosphere was electric. Guests sipped

champagne as they eagerly awaited the evening's final and most anticipated lot.

"Attention, ladies and gentlemen," the host's voice boomed through the speakers.

"Prepare yourselves for tonight's crowning jewel—the purest mermaid of the sandy

shores!"

The crowd erupted in applause and cheers, their anticipation palpable.
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In one of the three private VIP suites overlooking the stage, Ye Tianlin sat stiffly. He

had been silent the entire evening, his sharp eyes scanning the auction floor with

growing impatience. Despite the lavish spectacle, none of the items had caught his

interest.

He was on the verge of leaving when the final item was unveiled.

The lights dimmed, and a spotlight illuminated the massive water tank at the center of

the stage. As the curtain fell, gasps and murmurs rippled through the audience.

Inside the tank, draped elegantly over the stone, was a vision of ethereal beauty. Liang

Xiaoluo, adorned as a mermaid, lay motionless. Her long hair cascaded over her

shoulders, obscuring the delicate lines of her face, while the shimmering scales of her

costume glimmered under the lights.

The crowd erupted in frenzied bidding.

Ye Tianlin froze. The woman he had been searching for was right before him.

At first, he couldn't move, couldn't think. His eyes locked onto her fragile form. She

seemed almost otherworldly, an angel trapped in glass. But the realization of her

plight stirred a fury deep within him.

How dare they put her on display like this?

His fists clenched, and his jaw tightened as the bids climbed higher.

"Ten million!" someone shouted.

"Twenty million!" another countered.

"Thirty million!"

Ye Tianlin stood abruptly, his chair screeching against the floor. His voice cut

through the chaos, icy and commanding.

"One billion."

The room fell silent. All eyes turned toward the VIP suite, where Ye Tianlin stood

like a king surveying his kingdom.
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The host stammered, "Ladies and gentlemen, we have.. a bid of one billion! Going

once.. going twice.. sold to Ye Tianlin!"

As the gavel fell, Ye Tianlin descended the staircase with purposeful strides, heading

directly for the stage.

"Prepare her for immediate release," he ordered, his tone brooking no argument.

Liang Xiaoluo's mind, still hazy, registered faint voices around her. The sensation of

being lifted jolted her, but her body refused to cooperate. Her last fleeting thought was

of the man whose voice she had heard moments before.

It was familiar—calm yet commanding, a voice she had never expected to hear again.
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Chapter 9: Helplessness
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Rage burned in Ye Tianlin’s eyes, his gaze as sharp as a blade, cutting through the

atmosphere. His fists clenched tightly, veins bulging with barely restrained fury.

She belongs to me. Nightwing, you dared to auction my woman like this? Very well—

you’ve succeeded in provoking me.

The atmosphere in the auction hall grew tense as the bidding war continued. Voices

calling out numbers rose and fell like waves, with the price steadily climbing past ten

million. Yet, as the numbers increased, fewer participants dared to raise their hands.

Everyone coveted the "Purest Mermaid of the Sands," but their financial resources

constrained their ambitions.

"Ten million! Is there anyone willing to bid higher?" The auctioneer attempted to

incite further competition, his brow beaded with sweat.

The room fell silent. Just as it seemed the final offer had been reached, a crisp voice

rang out from one of the private suites: "Fifty million!"

The room erupted in gasps. Heads turned toward the suite, whispers buzzing through

the crowd.
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"Who’s in that suite? Must be someone of significant status."

"Forget it. No way we can compete with that."

The auctioneer’s smile widened. This price was far beyond expectations. Without

hesitation, he announced, "Fifty million once! Fifty million twice! Fifty million..

sold!"

In the transparent water tank onstage, Liang Xiaoluo remained motionless. Her

breathing was shallow, and her heart was sinking deeper into despair. The bright

spotlight bore down on her, illuminating her humiliation. She couldn’t see the face of

the person who had just bought her, but knowing that she had been reduced to an

auction item filled her with overwhelming shame.

The man who had bid from the private suite descended to the main floor, moving with

deliberate steps. He was short and stout, his face lined with age and his smile dripping

with greed. Reaching the stage, he extended his pudgy hand toward Liang Xiaoluo,

his fingers brushing against her cheek.

Tears spilled from Liang Xiaoluo's eyes. Though her body was paralyzed, her soul

screamed: Don’t touch me! Stay away!

Suddenly, a deep and commanding voice sliced through the tense air: “Take your

filthy hand off my woman.”

The crowd froze. All eyes turned to the source of the voice.

Ye Tianlin strode forward, each step radiating dominance. The sea of onlookers

parted instinctively, whispers rippling through the crowd.

"It’s Ye Tianlin, the second son of the Ye family."

"What’s he doing here?"

The auctioneer, recognizing Ye Tianlin, hurriedly greeted him with a fawning smile.

“Second Young Master Ye...”

Ye Tianlin ignored him entirely, his cold, sharp gaze fixed on Liang Xiaoluo. His

presence filled the room, suffocating everyone under his oppressive aura.
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The auctioneer sensed the danger and quickly stepped forward to intercept Ye Tianlin.

Wiping the sweat from his brow, he stammered, “Second Young Master Ye, you

understand the rules of our auction. Once the hammer falls, the sale is final.”

Ye Tianlin halted, his lips curling into a dangerous smile. “The purest mermaid of the

sands, you say? Hmph. Are you certain she’s pure?”

The crowd erupted into a frenzy. Ye Tianlin’s words had sown seeds of doubt, and

murmurs spread like wildfire.

The auctioneer panicked, his smile faltering. “Second Young Master Ye, surely

you’re joking! Our auction house guarantees the authenticity of every item we sell.”

Ye Tianlin let out a cold laugh. “Is that so? Then you won’t mind proving her purity

with a test.”

The audience roared in agreement. “That’s reasonable! Let’s see the proof!”

The auctioneer’s face turned ashen, and he fumbled for words. Just then, a faint voice

buzzed in his earpiece: “Let Ye Tianlin have his way. Whatever he wants, give it to

him.”

The voice belonged to Nightwing himself.

Hearing this, the auctioneer bowed his head submissively. Approaching Ye Tianlin,

he murmured, “Second Young Master Ye, as per our master’s instructions, everything

will proceed as you wish. Please, do not escalate the situation.”

Ye Tianlin smirked. “Good. I’ll take her—for one billion.”

The auctioneer froze, stunned by the astronomical figure. He quickly composed

himself, nodding vigorously. “Of course, Second Young Master Ye. As you wish.”

The elderly man who had bid earlier was visibly outraged. “This is outrageous! She

was already mine. You can’t just resell her! This goes against your auction’s rules.”

The auctioneer shot him a condescending glance. “Sir, as you said yourself, the

transaction is finalized when
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