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Chapter 1. My Boyfriend Is a Celebrity
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"This song is dedicated to all of you who love me the most!"
On the television screen, the dazzlingly handsome man—newly crowned pop sensation Han Jay—flashed a radiant smile at the audience while waving a rose. Cheers erupted in an instant, rocking the venue.
Click.
The door opened slowly. The man tossed his coat to the floor with a tired gesture, turned on the wall lamp, and frowned at the small figure curled up asleep on the sofa. With a hint of displeasure, he picked up the remote control and turned off the TV.
"Tianlin, when did you get back? Want something to eat?"
The girl, startled awake by the sudden silence, rubbed her sleepy eyes and stood up, heading for the kitchen. Before she could take more than a step, a strong arm pulled her into a firm embrace.
"No need. I already ate."
She didn’t resist as he held her, but wrinkled her nose slightly, catching the scent of perfume lingering on his body. Her gaze dimmed as she asked bitterly, “Another rumored girlfriend tonight?”
Had he been caught cheating?
The man froze. Then he pushed her away and spoke coldly, “Chu Coral, could you stop being so paranoid? Work is exhausting enough—I don’t need this at home, too. We've been together for three years. Don’t you know what kind of man I am?”
“It’s the lead actress you’ve been filming with, isn’t it?” Chu Coral ignored his darkening expression and took a deep breath before continuing, “I know all about your flirting on set. Don’t tell me it’s just publicity arranged by your agency. What about the lipstick on your collar and the perfume all over you? Also for a scene?”
Smack!
The slap landed hard across her cheek, sending Chu Coral stumbling to the cold floor. Five red fingerprints bloomed vividly across her face.
She looked up at Han Jay in disbelief, tears blurring her vision as she trembled where she lay.
He had hit her...
This was the man who had once promised to love her for a lifetime, to cherish her till the end of time...
“Stop being unreasonable, Chu Coral! Do you think I work so hard for my own sake? I do all this for you! But you—you just sit around at home all day, picking fights. Honestly, instead of torturing each other, we should just break up cleanly!” Han Jay grabbed his coat and headed for the door.
“Stop right there!” Chu Coral rushed to hold him back, her eyes filled with anguish. “Do you really mean it? Do you even know how late I wait for you every night? Do you know how much it hurts when you tell your friends I’m just your housemaid? Yes, I know I’m no longer good enough for you—the rising international star. I know I can't help your career. I’ve become nothing but a burden.”
“Glad you realize that.” Han Jay shoved her away again. When she tried to grab him once more, he cruelly stomped on her delicate hand with a loud crack.
“Pack up your things and leave. I’ve got an interview at home the day after tomorrow. I want you gone by tomorrow. I’ll transfer 200,000 yuan to your account as a breakup fee. That’s the last bit of kindness you’ll get from me!”
Bang!
The door slammed shut, leaving Chu Coral slumped on the floor. Before she could even react, he was gone.
Tears streamed down her cheeks. Her heart felt like it had been pierced with an icy blade.
So this was what the truth got her?
Three years ago, when they first met, Han Jay had just graduated from college like her. Neither of them had jobs, and both were uncertain about the future.
Back then, they shared a single bowl of instant noodles. He used to smile at her dotingly and say, “Babe, once you’re sick of braised beef flavor, I’ll get you seafood next time.”
She had once asked him if he’d still love her the same way when he became successful.
He had nodded without hesitation, raising his left hand to the sky like a child and swearing, “No matter what happens—fame or failure—I’ll never let you down. You’ll always be my everything. If I ever betray you, may I lose everything—my career, my love, my future.”
Two years ago, he was discovered by a talent scout during a singing competition. Since then, he had drifted farther and farther away from her.
After becoming famous, he didn’t even have time for a simple meal with her, let alone those carefree dates they used to take for granted. His fashion became trendier, his performances more dazzling, his fame ever-growing.
This argument was probably the most they had spoken in over a year, she thought bitterly.
She knew that the warm, spring-like man had once truly loved her. But reality was too harsh. Fragile love couldn’t survive the strain.
Was this really the end? Was the person she once thought she’d spend her life with just kicking her aside like that?
Fine. If he doesn’t want her, she’ll leave. She’d better leave this heartache behind sooner than later.
Looking around the now-empty apartment, she was overwhelmed with sorrow.
She threw every piece of clothing he had ever bought her into the trash, scrubbing away every trace of herself from the place.
Once everything was gone, she glanced back at the room one last time before walking out, vanishing into the vast night.
“Hey, pretty lady. Out looking for a hotel this late?” The taxi driver glanced at her through the rearview mirror, grinning. “Only bars and hotels are open at this hour. Wanna stop for a drink?”
When she didn’t respond, he chuckled. “Heartbroken, huh? Totally normal these days. Just earlier, I picked up another heartbroken girl—crying her eyes out in the front seat. Then she went to a bar, had a drink, and walked out with a cute new boyfriend. Off to a hotel together. Maybe you should try it too.”
The driver’s offhand joke, strangely enough, turned out to be prophetic.
It would be the beginning of a trap she would never escape for the rest of her life...
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Chapter 2. Midnight in the Dark
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Chu Coral dropped her suitcase in the hotel room and collapsed onto the bed, staring blankly at the pure white ceiling. Her thoughts were a jumbled mess—sleep was the last thing on her mind.
The strong smell of disinfectant in the bedding made her feel like a heavy stone was pressing down on her chest.
She got up and opened the window. Outside, traffic still roared past under the night sky. A young couple strolled into the hotel arm-in-arm, the girl’s laughter clear and crisp like wind chimes—it pierced straight through Chu Coral’s heart. That girl looked just like her, three years ago.
🎵 Oh, baby, you’re my only one... even if the world twists and turns, I still believe... you’re the only one... 🎵
Her phone had been ringing for a while before she finally pulled herself back to reality. She fished it out of her bag and pressed answer.
“What is it, Siru?”
“Come out and have some fun.”
From the noisy music in the background, it was obvious Wang Siru was calling from a bar.
“Mm... okay,” Chu Coral agreed after a brief hesitation.
Wang Siru had been her best friend throughout four years of college—bold, sexy, and the dream woman of many men. She was also the only person who knew about Chu Coral’s relationship with Han Jay.
Back then, Han Jay had worried Wang Siru’s influence would rub off on Xiaoxiao and even asked her to stay away from her. Out of consideration for him, Chu Coral had nearly cut ties with Siru after graduation.
The moment she stepped into the bar, Wang Siru threw her arms around her. She wore heavy makeup and a fiery red dress that clung to her body like a second skin, writhing like a seductive enchantress. She gave Chu Coral a once-over and let out a dramatic sigh.
“Damn, girl, what happened to you? Did the great Han Jay turn you into this wilted little flower?”
“I... I broke up with him,” Chu Coral said with a bitter twist of her lips.
“Called it!” Siru patted her on the shoulder with a smirk. “Don’t worry, sis is gonna help you find your second spring tonight. Just look around—hot guys everywhere, driving nothing less than Maseratis and Lambos.”
Chu Coral couldn’t help but laugh for the first time in a while. Her gloom lifted a little. “You haven’t changed a bit. How’ve you been these two years?”
“Great! You know I got married, right? My kid’s almost a year old now.”
“What?! Married? And a kid?!” Chu Coral stared at her radiant friend in disbelief.
“Yeah, I’ve been married for nearly two years! I sent you a wedding invite, remember? When you didn’t show up, I knew Han Jay must’ve intercepted it. Ugh, let’s not talk about that jerk. We’re at a bar—here, let me get you a Bloody Mary.” She tugged Chu Coral toward the bar.
The beat was pulsing, the DJ was lit, and the dance floor was full of wild, writhing bodies. Colored lights flashed through the smoky haze, casting shadows that blurred everyone’s faces.
Wang Siru had already started grinding with a handsome guy on the dance floor, while Chu Coral sat at the bar, slowly sipping her salty-sweet Bloody Mary.
Before long, a middle-aged man in a suit sat beside her.
She turned away, but not before catching him watching her with interest.
“Most girls prefer margaritas,” he said, nodding toward her drink. “You’re different.”
“Do I know you?” she replied coldly. She didn’t like being hit on by strangers.
“No,” he said easily, “but we could change that. I’m Jake, owner of this bar. Here’s my card.” He handed her a gold-embossed business card without a hint of embarrassment.
Chu Coral accepted the card and slipped it into her bag without a word, continuing to sip her drink. Jake, seeing her disinterest but not taking offense, simply sat quietly beside her and drank.
Sometime later, Wang Siru returned from the dance floor, flushed and glowing. Seeing Chu Coral still looking miserable, she ordered two bottles of brandy. “Girl, we are not leaving this bar sober tonight. It’s been way too long since we drank together!”
“Put it on my tab,” Jake told the bartender.
“Honey! Can’t you stop following me to bars already? How could you leave the baby home alone?” Siru rolled her eyes dramatically. “And with you sitting here, none of the hot young guys even dare approach me!”
“Wait... he’s your husband?” Chu Coral blinked at Jake in shock. “I’m so sorry for earlier.”
“My bad for being nosy,” Jake said with a smile. “You two enjoy yourselves—I’ll go check on the baby.” He gave Siru a kiss on the cheek and left like a true gentleman.
After Jake left, the two women drank without restraint, glass after glass.
As Chu Coral drank, sorrow began to rise in her chest. Her tears spilled silently as she mumbled Han Jay’s name and remembered every sweet moment they'd once shared...
The boy who’d brought her a scarf on a freezing winter night.
The boy who’d carried her to the hospital when she got a fever.
The boy whose smile had always been warm.
The boy who had called her his “one and only”...
He would never call her “Little Dot” again...
That boy was gone.
“Siru... do you think if I begged him, he might come back to me? I really don’t want to lose him.”
“Xiaoxiao, wake up already! Your Han Jay has changed, don’t you get it?” Siru grabbed her tear-streaked face and stared into her red eyes. “He was here just last week—in this very bar—hooking up with a popular actress in a private room! And that’s not even the first! There have been so many women! How can you still want him back? I know you’ve changed these past two years—always listening to him, letting him walk all over you—but you can’t forget who you are! Remember college? You were calm when needed, wild when you wanted. So many guys were lining up at dorm 316 just to get a glimpse of you! Since when did you become the kind of woman who falls apart over a man? You deserve better, got it?”
She pulled Chu Coral into her arms, gently stroking her back as if comforting a child.
“What do I do now?” Chu Coral whispered.
“Right now? Don’t think. Drink and sleep it off.”
“Siru... do you know how scared I was alone at that hotel? Even though Tianlin rarely came home, he never truly left me. At least I had someone to wait for. But tonight, staring at that ceiling, I realized—I have no one left.”
“Please, spare me the drama.” Siru smirked. “You’re just lonely. I’ll introduce you to a few good-looking guys later—you’ll have plenty to think about soon.”
Chu Coral let out a helpless laugh. “God, you haven’t changed at all. You’re still terrible at comforting people.”
“You’ve known that since day one!” Siru rolled her eyes and raised her brandy bottle. “Come on, cheers. Tonight we drink until the pain’s gone.”
“Cheers!”
Their glasses clinked amid the booming music. One woman dazzling and bold, the other sweet and soft—they toasted like queens, catching the hungry eyes of countless men.
On the second floor, inside a private glass booth, a dangerously attractive man smiled as he looked down at them. He turned to the equally impressive man beside him and asked, “Third Young Master, what do you think of those two?”
The one called Third Young Master stretched lazily, twirling a beer bottle in his hand. His hawk-like eyes scanned the dance floor, pausing on the two women. A glint flashed in his gaze. His lips curled into a slow, sexy smirk.
“The one in the white checkered shirt... I’ll take her home as my bride of the night.”
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Chapter 3. The Trap Begins
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By the time Chu Coral was thoroughly drunk, she had no idea that a man was walking toward her. A breeze brushed past her ear, tickling her skin.
“It’s late. Time to go home,” a low voice whispered, equal parts teasing and tender.
“Tianlin? You came to get me?” Chu Coral mumbled, mistaking the warm scent on the man for someone familiar. It reminded her of sun-dried sheets—clean, cozy, and comforting.
She reached out and clung to him, lips trembling in a pitiful pout. “You haven’t held me in so long... so, so long...”
The man scooped her up in his arms and walked out of the bar. His lips curved into a faint smirk as he muttered, “Heartbroken? Perfect. Saves me the trouble of coming up with an excuse.”
—
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The morning sun bathed the silk sheets in gold. On the bed lay a beautiful woman, her body partially hidden beneath the covers—what little skin showed was enough to stir the imagination.
Beside her, a man lay just as unclothed. Handsome features, a sculpted figure—he looked more like a living sculpture than a real human being.
He opened his deep, magnetic eyes and studied the woman beside him. A wicked smile crept onto his lips. He had noticed she was attractive last night, but this morning? She was breathtaking.
He’d had countless beautiful women, but this one felt different—clean, unique.
He was still staring unabashedly when the woman stirred.
“Who... are you?” Chu Coral groaned, holding her throbbing head. She had drunk far too much last night and couldn’t recall a thing.
The man smirked at her for three long seconds. Something felt off.
Her clothes—gone!
His clothes—also gone!
Boom! Her mind exploded with panic. She wrapped the blanket tightly around herself, squeezed her eyes shut, and stammered, “Y-You should get dressed! Look, I know we’re both adults, and I was really drunk last night. But don’t worry—I won’t cling to you or ask for anything. You can just go!”
“Oh?” The man chuckled, his gaze piercing as he leaned closer. “You don’t want me to take responsibility? That’s funny, because I want you to take responsibility. My name’s Mo Daniel. And by the way... that was my first time.”
“What?!” Chu Coral’s eyes flew open. Her cheeks flushed as she saw him—still stark naked—only a few centimeters from her face. She squeaked, quickly shutting her eyes again, trying desperately to stay calm.
“I apologize for what happened. It wasn’t intentional. I’ll give you a thousand yuan as compensation.”
Give him money?
Did she think he was a gigolo?
He nearly burst out laughing. This woman was outrageous.
With a mock angry face, Mo Daniel scoffed, “One night with me is only worth a thousand? You puked all over me, and my outfit alone cost twenty to thirty thousand. And since your clothes were ruined, I bought you a new dress—also worth about the same. And you’re offering me a thousand?”
Sixty thousand?!
Chu Coral nearly fainted. She hadn’t had any income in the past two years—her total savings barely reached thirty thousand.
Just how expensive was this duck?
If Wang Siru found out what happened last night, she’d never let her hear the end of it.
Chu Coral’s face crumpled in regret.
Mo Daniel watched her adorable little face scrunch up with distress, her mouth opening and closing in speechless panic. He barely suppressed a laugh.
Of course, the dress and suit hadn’t actually cost that much. He’d just grabbed them from his own company’s stockroom. No way he’d tell her that.
“Be my woman, and we’ll call it even.” Now fully dressed, Mo Daniel leaned in again. Watching her shiver nervously, he chuckled. “You look just like the Persian cat I used to raise.”
“I’ll pay you back. Just please, leave—I need to get dressed.” Chu Coral buried herself under the blanket again, her little head poking out timidly like a frightened prairie dog. His warm breath on her skin made her tremble.
Mo Daniel arched a brow and walked out of the room, lighting a cigarette in the hallway. As smoke swirled around him, he thought of the flustered little creature inside. After years of emotional numbness, his heart felt as if it had been pierced by sunlight—and was starting to thaw.
Chu Coral peeked out. Seeing he was gone, she breathed a sigh of relief. She tiptoed out of bed and glanced at the white dress laid neatly on the chair. She spat in annoyance and started searching for her clothes.
Inside the bathroom, she found her dress soiled beyond redemption. Her face fell. She slapped her aching forehead and cursed herself. “Stupid pig! Who gets drunk and ends up doing that—and worse, has to pay him?!”
Ding!
You have a new message.
A message? From Han Jay?
Chu Coral scrambled for her phone. Sure enough, the 200,000 yuan breakup fee had been transferred. That was it. It was really, truly over.
She took a deep breath, calmed herself, and put on the white dress before opening the door.
Mo Daniel was still there, leaning against the wall with a cigarette between his fingers. With the morning light casting over him, his face was dazzling—like something carved from jade.
This man...
He was handsome enough to make the world pale in comparison. His eyes seemed to suck her in, and her heart raced for no reason at all.
“Chu Coral,” he said in a low, sultry voice, “will you pay me back... or become mine?”
Her brain snapped back into gear. No! Don’t fall for this pretty face! He’s just a duck!
“We don’t know each other, so of course I’ll pay you back,” she replied, forcing herself to stay calm despite the unease creeping up inside her. What if he takes the money and tries to kill me to silence me?!
“Um... there’s a bank nearby. Let’s go,” she added nervously.
He gave a simple “Mm,” and she felt slightly relieved.
They walked side by side in silence. Mo Daniel’s aura was so intense that everyone turned to stare as they passed. Some girls even pulled out their phones and started snapping pictures, squealing over how handsome he was.
Chu Coral felt like a pincushion under all the attention.
At last, they arrived at the bank. She withdrew 60,000 yuan and handed it to him. With that, it should all be over.
She looked at the stunning man and smiled politely. “Sorry for bothering you, Mr. Mo. Now that everything’s settled, I’ll be going. Oh, by the way... I don’t know if it’s my place to say this, but...”
“Say it.”
“With your looks and presence, it’s a shame you’re working in... that line of business. Have you ever thought about entering a talent show?”
“Miss Chu,” Mo Daniel interrupted, grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her into his arms. Before she could react, he dipped his head and kissed her.
His tongue swept over her lips in a slow, teasing motion. Finally, he let her go, a roguish grin playing on his face.
“You taste even better than I remember. I’d love to go for round two, but I’m short on time.” He winked. “This isn’t over. I already saved my number in your phone. See you soon, sweetheart.”
With that, Mo Daniel sauntered off, leaving Chu Coral frozen in place, a gust of wind ruffling her skirt.
—
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“Third Young Master, did you bag that girl last night?” the seductive man asked with a sly smile.
“Not yet,” Mo Daniel replied lazily, lounging on the sofa as his fingers tapped rhythmically on the table.
“What? There’s actually a woman you can’t handle?”
Mo Daniel’s lips curled into a cool, calculating smile as his eyes gleamed with cunning.
“Of course not. I’m just using one of the Thirty-Six Stratagems—‘Retreat in order to advance.’”
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Chapter 4. Bullseye
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She had applied to one of the top media companies in the country—Lingyun Media. The company was home to countless A-list celebrities, including An Mike, Yan Lingfei, and the ultra-popular group KGF, each with net worths in the hundreds of millions. Rising idols like Han Jay couldn’t even compare.
Arriving at Lingyun, Chu Coral explained her purpose to the receptionist. Not long after, a fashionable woman with an imposing air came striding toward her. Her sharp gaze swept over Xiaoxiao, brimming with condescension and disdain.
“You’re Chu Coral, here to apply for the assistant manager position?”
“Yes,” Chu Coral quickly replied, not daring to meet the woman’s predatory eyes.
“Fifth floor, second room on the left.”
With that, the woman turned on her heel and strode haughtily toward the elevator. Xiaoxiao stuck out her tongue in secret, catching a glimpse of the receptionist giving her a sympathetic look.
In the elevator, it was just the stern woman and Xiaoxiao. The woman glanced sideways at her and sneered at her docile, sheepish demeanor. “In this company, the most important thing is grit. Hard work. No complaints. If you’re here to play the pity card and snag yourself a sugar daddy, I suggest you go find a nightclub instead.”
Startled, Chu Coral snapped her head up, staring at the woman in disbelief. What’s her problem? Does she die if she doesn’t put someone down every day?
Though mentally cursing her out, Xiaoxiao kept her face calm and smiled sweetly. “Thank you for the reminder. I’ll do my best and stay professional.”
“Hmph. At least you’re not dumb.” The woman seemed satisfied and was about to continue lecturing when the elevator doors opened. “We’re here. Let’s go.”
Inside the office sat the artist she was to assist: the newly debuted An***e.
An***e had exploded into stardom overnight. A Chinese-Russian mixed-race beauty with a face like an angel and a body like sin, she was particularly known for her sultry, addictive voice that drove male fans wild. She had quickly become a rising star and a gossip magnet, dubbed the “Scandal Queen.”
One of the more infamous rumors involved her and superstar An Mike, though it was later debunked by An Mike himself as a publicity stunt. Still, her popularity only soared.
Looking at the girl who had the entire entertainment world at her feet, Chu Coral politely said, “Hello, I’m Chu Coral. I’m here to apply for the assistant position.”
“I know,” An***e replied, clearly disinterested. “I only have one rule for assistants—obedience. Can you handle that?”
“I can.” Obedience? Easy enough. What could this little princess possibly throw at me?
“Good. You’ll start tomorrow and shadow Lisa. I hate tardiness and people who act without permission.” Her tone was clipped and cold.
She then summoned the sharp-tongued woman from earlier. “Lisa, show her the ropes. I don’t want an idiot hanging around me.”
“Of course.”
Seeing Lisa’s unpleasant expression, Chu Coral instantly regretted agreeing so quickly. Great, this woman’s definitely planning to “train” me.
Lisa handed her a business card. “Call me if you need anything. That’s all for today.”
Just as Chu Coral stepped out of the elevator, a tall figure walked straight toward her. She looked up—and froze.
“Chu Coral? What are you doing here?”
It was Mo Daniel. As bold as ever, he reached out as if to touch her lips. She jumped back in alarm.
Ugh! Figures. With those moves, he’s definitely done this with a hundred women.
“I should be asking you that, Mr. Mo,” Chu Coral countered, keeping her tone even.
“What if I said I was here to collect protection fees?” he said with a smirk, pulling her into his arms.
“Mr. Mo, such a gentleman—surely you don’t joke like this often,” Chu Coral replied stiffly, struggling to pry off the ‘wolf claws’ wrapped around her. Pervert! If this weren’t a society ruled by law, Wang Siru would’ve chopped you into pickle bits by now!
“It’s been a month, and you’re still as stunning as that night.” He leaned down, licking her earlobe teasingly. “Since fate brought us together, how about dinner?”
“You must be busy. Don’t let me keep you.” Xiaoxiao pushed him away and fled, her face burning. She didn’t see the grin blooming on his face behind her.
Back at her rented apartment, her nerves finally settled. Starting tomorrow, she’d finally be working again—no more burning through her savings. Her gloom lifted as she marked the 15th on her calendar with a big red circle.
15th?
Her heart skipped a beat. Her period—which had always been regular—was late.
Her mind raced. Her life had been such a mess lately that she hadn’t even noticed.
No way... am I pregnant?!
Panicking, she paced the room and muttered to herself. “Relax, don’t freak out. One time isn’t enough to get pregnant. Probably just stress. I’ll get a test. It’s probably nothing. Deep breaths...”
The next morning, she took the test. Five minutes later, her worst fear stared back at her in two bright pink lines.
She was pregnant.
This can’t happen!
She made up her mind right away.
The image of Mo Daniel’s unreadable smile surfaced in her mind. Gently stroking her still-flat belly, she murmured to the tiny fertilized egg, “Baby, don’t blame me. I don’t even know your father. It was just a one-night mistake. You were unlucky to be the fastest swimmer—only to end up being erased by a scalpel.”
After comforting the little zygote, she found Mo Daniel’s number and hit call.
He answered almost immediately. His deep, magnetic voice came through the speaker.
“Missing me already, Xiaoxiao?”
“I’m pregnant.”
Silence.
Then: “Go to First People’s Hospital. Now.”
So eager to get rid of it?
She wasn’t surprised by his reaction, but her nose stung as tears welled in her eyes.
“I just started my new job today...”
“Call in sick. Get to First People’s Hospital. Now.” His voice held a tight edge of frustration.
“...Okay.”
He hung up immediately after.
In such a rush, huh? Afraid I’ll use the baby to trap you?
Tears spilled from Chu Coral’s eyes as she hugged her belly.
Men. They’re all the same.
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Chapter 5. Shameless, Brazen, and Completely Unhinged
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“You’re sure you’re pregnant?”
Before she could reply, Mo Daniel pulled Chu Coral into his car and roughly pinned her beneath him, his sharp gaze practically cutting through her.
Frozen in place, she didn’t even need to open her eyes to feel the storm brewing inside him. Fighting back her fear, she whispered, “You don’t have to be so worked up. I didn’t call you to demand responsibility—I just thought you had the right to know. After all, this life exists because of the two of us. I didn’t want it to disappear without at least meeting its father.”
“I hate betrayal more than anything in this world,” Mo Daniel said coldly, seething at her seemingly calm demeanor.
He grabbed her slender body and shoved her into the passenger seat, biting down on her collarbone without warning. Only when she let out a muffled whimper did he release her and grip her chin tightly.
“Listen to me,” he said through gritted teeth. “From the moment your body met mine, no one else is allowed to touch you.”
“I didn’t betray you!” Chu Coral couldn’t believe this man—who looked like an angel—could be so vile. After what they shared, he now acted like none of it mattered.
Swallowing the pain, she sneered and shoved him away. “Ha. Mo Daniel, I never expected you to be this kind of person. I already said I’d terminate the pregnancy—so why accuse me of betrayal? You’re nothing but a heartless bastard!”
“Fine. I’m a bastard, a monster, scum. But you really think something happened between us that night?” Mo Daniel’s voice darkened. “Did your body show any signs afterward? Any marks? Any soreness?”
He stared her down. “I’m not some noble saint, but that night you were dead drunk—vomiting all over me, passed out cold. I tried waking you up, but you wouldn’t move. I’ve never seen anyone drink themselves into a near-coma like that.”
Chu Coral stopped struggling, her mind spinning at his words. His tone had softened, but it only made her heart tremble more.
If it wasn’t him, then... who?
But over the past year, the only person she had been with was him. Could it really be someone else?
“I’ve only ever been with you...” she whispered, voice cracking as tears streamed silently down her cheeks.
Mo Daniel stiffened. His anger faded as something gentler surfaced in his eyes. “Maybe the test was wrong. Let’s check again.”
She nodded slightly. He led her through registration and gently reassured her, “Don’t worry. I’ve got you.”
The OB-GYN clinic was crowded, and he shielded her with his arm as they made their way in. A woman nearby smiled at Xiaoxiao with admiration. “Your husband’s so caring, coming with you for a check-up.”
“He’s not—”
“Thanks for the compliment,” Mo Daniel interrupted with a charming smile.
Xiaoxiao glared at him and hissed under her breath, “Why’d you thank her?! Now she’s got the wrong idea.”
“So what? Should I have told her we’re just two strangers who accidentally... got tangled up?” he replied, teasing her with a gentle bite on the ear. Her cheeks flushed scarlet, chasing away her earlier frustration.
When her turn finally came, she rolled up her sleeve for the blood test.
“Nurse,” she asked hesitantly, “if my home HCG test showed two lines... does that definitely mean I’m pregnant?”
“Pretty much, yeah,” the nurse replied with a sweet smile. “But we’ll confirm everything shortly. Just sit tight.”
An hour later, the doctor called her in. Glancing at the man beside her, the doctor gave a kind smile.
“Young lady, don’t worry. The most important thing is to care for your body. With good health comes better chances for a baby. You’ll have one soon enough.”
“What do you mean—she’s not pregnant?” Mo Daniel cut in, his patience clearly wearing thin.
The doctor nodded. “She’s not. But no need to stress. You’re both young and healthy. Just give it time.”
A false alarm.
Relief washed over Chu Coral. She didn’t even care that the doctor mistook them for a couple.
“Doctor, if I’m not pregnant, then why did I miss my period? And why did the test show two red lines?”
“You’ve been sleeping irregularly, right?” the doctor asked.
Xiaoxiao nodded.
“That’s it then—your hormones are out of balance. It raised your HCG levels and gave you a false positive. You need to take care of your health, or you will struggle to conceive when the time comes. Next!”
“I understand. I’ll take better care of myself.” Xiaoxiao bowed and left the office, hurrying to catch up with Mo Daniel.
He was standing just outside, waiting. His cold demeanor had softened as she approached.
“Thanks for coming with me,” she said quietly. “And for telling me the truth about that night. Goodbye.”
“What, you’re leaving now that everything’s cleared up?” Mo Daniel’s teasing tone returned. He caught her wrist before she could walk away.
“We were never anything to begin with,” she said firmly. “Now that this is over, there’s no need to keep in touch.” Her gaze locked with his, full of stubborn resolve. “This is really the end.”
“I figured you’d say that.” Mo Daniel raised a brow and gave her a wicked smile. “But just so you know—while nothing may have happened that night, we did see each other naked. In the Song Dynasty, that was enough to get married. Li Qingzhao married her husband just because he saw her feet. You saw all of me, and I saw all of you...”
“You’re—! You’re despicable, shameless, disgusting!” Her face flushed red. “This isn’t ancient China! We’re adults in a modern world—what nonsense are you spouting?!”
“I’m only shameless with you,” he replied with a grin. “So tell me—what exactly makes me unworthy? My face? My body?”
“Not interested. Even if you were the last man on earth, I still wouldn’t want you!”
“That’s fine. I want you.” He pulled her into his arms, pinching her chin as he declared, “You don’t have to want me. But I won’t let you want anyone else. You’re mine. My personal favorite. Got it?”
“You’re insane! Who do you think you are, some overbearing CEO?!”
“I’m not a CEO,” he whispered with a smirk. “I’m your king.”
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Chapter 6. The Diva and the Debut
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“As a talent assistant, the first thing you need to do is understand your artist—what colors they like to wear, what styles of shoes they prefer, what kind of coffee they drink... Basically, listen more, do more, and talk less.”
Chu Coral carefully jotted everything down in her notebook. Fortunately, the job wasn’t too complicated. As an assistant, all she had to do was serve her artist well—get scolded without talking back, and definitely never fight back. It was less demanding than being a full-fledged agent.
“Today we’re doing a magazine cover shoot,” Lisa continued. “Make sure you bring everything An***e needs for the trip. Here’s the schedule. Look it over and ask me if anything’s unclear. We’re picking her up at 10 a.m.”
Lisa then pulled out a compact mirror and began reapplying her lipstick.
Chu Coral glanced at the packed schedule and realized being a celebrity wasn’t as glamorous as it seemed—photoshoots, variety shows, dance rehearsals, song recordings... it was endless.
Before she knew it, it was 10 a.m. Since An***e had low blood sugar, Lisa had asked her to buy a big bag of sugar cubes from the supermarket on the way.
When they arrived, An***e was already sitting in her princess chair, looking radiant. Her long lashes cast shadows over her golden eyes, which scanned Chu Coral with open contempt.
“Do our assistants only wear hundred-yuan market rags now? I’m not going out with someone dressed like that and embarrass myself.”
Embarrass? This was the nicest outfit she owned. Fighting down the sting, Chu Coral smiled politely. “I apologize for causing you discomfort with my appearance, Miss An***e. I’ll make sure to stay three meters away from you at all times—close enough to help when needed, far enough not to ruin your image.”
“Hmph.” An***e turned away expressionless and said sweetly to Lisa, “Let’s go. Let Chu Coral take the bus—our car’s too small for extra baggage.”
“I don’t mind taking the bus,” Chu Coral replied. “But I am carrying a lot of stuff...”
“You have hands, don’t you?” An***e snapped, clearly annoyed. “Didn’t Lisa teach you how to be an assistant? Ugh—my throat! Don’t make me angry or I might ruin my voice, and then you’d never be able to pay me back even if you sold yourself to Heaven on Earth for a lifetime!”
Dramatic.
An***e had to be one of the most difficult celebrities in the entire industry. No wonder the receptionist had looked at her with such pity.
Chu Coral swallowed her frustration and said softly, “I’m sorry. I didn’t think it through. I’ll head to the studio now.”
—
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After getting off the bus, Chu Coral stood outside the studio, sweating under the scorching sun with her arms full of props. She’d tried to bring them inside, but the security guard told her to wait until An***e arrived.
The heat beat down mercilessly, reddening her face. Sweat dripped steadily down her forehead, and her hands were too full to even wipe it away.
Almost an hour later, An***e’s nanny van finally pulled up. She stepped out gracefully, removed her sunglasses, shot Chu Coral a glance, and walked inside without a word.
“Chu Coral, go buy me an iced coffee,” An***e said as she passed.
“We’ve prepared chilled coffee and other drinks for you,” the photographer quickly chimed in with a flattering smile, opening the fridge.
But An***e wasn’t interested. She stared at Chu Coral and said coldly, “Are you deaf? I told you to buy coffee!”
“Right away.”
Unbelievable. Always finding new ways to boss people around.
Chu Coral quickly set the items down and opened her phone to find the nearest coffee shop. Even the closest one was a 30-minute walk—she nearly cried.
The heat was brutal, and the café was packed. When she finally reached the counter, she hesitated. An***e liked three different kinds of coffee. To avoid another outburst, she bought all three.
Racing back to the studio with three cups in hand, she arrived to find An***e redoing her makeup. The starlet took one look at the coffee, frowned, and snapped, “You took that long to get coffee? Were you trying to kill me from thirst?”
She picked up one cup, sipped, then scowled. “You call this iced coffee? It’s lukewarm! How am I supposed to drink this?” With that, she tossed it into the trash.
She’s not a person. She’s a rabid dog.
Deep breath, Chu Coral. Don’t sink to her level.
She gritted her teeth and swallowed her anger.
“Miss An***e, your makeup is done. We can begin the shoot.”
“Where’s Brother Yichen? I thought we were doing a couples shoot today.” An***e looked around expectantly, disappointment flashing in her eyes.
“He’ll be here this afternoon,” the photographer explained gently. “We’re starting with your solo shots first.”
“No way!” An***e snapped. “I only agreed to this shoot because of An Mike. If he’s not here, then delay the shoot until this afternoon.”
The photographer looked ready to pull his hair out. He didn’t dare offend either of the stars, but his editor-in-chief expected this shoot to be wrapped up today.
Chu Coral, meanwhile, happily sipped cold water and watched the chaos unfold. Same boat, huh, she thought, glancing at the frustrated photographer.
—
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The shoot was delayed until the afternoon. An***e lounged under a parasol while Chu Coral fanned her and she browsed entertainment news on her tablet.
“Lisa, how long has it been since I was last on the headlines?”
“A week.”
“Oh my god, a week? My fans are going to forget me!” she exclaimed, eyes wide with mock panic. “That K-pop group from AK—SARE—they’re really trending lately.”
“They’re nothing compared to you,” Lisa said with a sweet smile. “Just a bunch of clowns. One move from Lingyun and they’ll vanish overnight.”
“You’re right.” An***e gave a smug smile.
Just then, a commotion erupted at the entrance of the studio.
A tall, commanding figure appeared, surrounded by staff. His tailored silver-gray suit hugged his athletic frame perfectly. His deep, mesmerizing gaze carried a natural chill, and his sculpted lips hadn’t even curved into a smile before his presence had already stolen the spotlight.
He was a natural-born aristocrat—the king atop the pyramid.
“Mr. An, you’re finally here! An***e’s been waiting all morning—she refused to start without you! Our poor cameraman has been at his wit’s end!”
“You’re truly our magazine’s savior!”
An Mike walked forward with pride in every step. His handsome face carried a wild arrogance, utterly unfazed by the flattery around him.
Suddenly, he felt a pair of unfamiliar eyes watching him from the corner of the room. He turned his head—toward Chu Coral.
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Chapter 7. The Devilishly Charming Man
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Is he... looking at me?
Chu Coral stiffened and quickly raised her clipboard to shield her face.
An***e, noticing that An Mike’s first glance wasn’t at her, but at Chu Coral, shot her a cold glare. Then, with a sweet smile and practiced elegance, she leaned softly into his arms and cooed, “Brother Yichen, thank you for holding me. The sun’s so strong today, I think I’m getting heatstroke.”
An Mike gave her a devilish smile and, without hesitation, gently pushed her aside. He turned to the photographer setting up the equipment and said casually, “If An***e isn’t feeling well, we can reschedule the shoot.”
An***e froze, her large, lovely eyes widening with disbelief. “Oh, Brother Yichen, don’t be so serious—I was just joking with you!”
“I can’t stand people who treat work as a joke.”
Her smile faltered. Though her stunning features didn’t change, the embarrassment on her face was clear.
“Makeup, lighting—get ready to shoot!” the photographer barked, breaking the awkward silence.
An Mike moved past An***e and walked straight toward Chu Coral, flashing an irresistibly charming smile. “Chu Coral. I didn’t expect we’d meet again so soon.”
She stared at him, utterly stunned. Aside from TV and tabloids, she was pretty sure she’d never met this superstar in real life. Could she really be so forgettable?
Seeing the confusion in her eyes, An Mike frowned slightly, then reached out and lightly patted her head. Leaning close to her ear, he said fondly, “At the bar. I was in the same booth as Mo Daniel.”
“Oh...” Chu Coral fumbled for words. “I’m so sorry, Mr. An. I was really drunk that night. I don’t remember anything.”
She never imagined that a top-tier idol like An Mike would be in the same circle as a rogue like Mo Daniel. No wonder she’d seen him at Lingyun.
“You’d better get to work, Mr. An—the photographer’s calling you.” Chu Coral lifted An***e’s bag and quickly scurried away.
Watching her flee like a startled rabbit, An Mike’s lips curled into a smirk, eyes gleaming with mischief.
—
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The shoot went smoothly—on the surface. But every time An***e glanced at Chu Coral, her eyes burned with growing fury.
After all her effort to win over An Mike, how could he be distracted by a plain-looking assistant?
No. She would make him fall in love with her.
With that resolve, An***e began striking increasingly provocative poses with An Mike. Her long, silk-stockinged legs snaked between his, and her manicured fingers roamed across his sculpted abs. Her bright red lips pressed softly against his sensitive skin.
Was this really the same angelic-yet-sexy An***e the public knew? The onlookers stood frozen, slack-jawed at her boldness. Even the photographer couldn’t stop drooling as he clicked the shutter in a frenzy.
“Alright, that’s a wrap on this set. Let’s take a look.”
“I think I did really well,” An***e said proudly, admiring her mix of sultriness and sweetness on screen. She flashed a smug little smile.
No man could resist me—not even An Mike.
She peeked at him again, watching as he calmly retouched his makeup.
After the couples shoot, both did individual shots. An***e was flawless in every frame. The photographer gushed that she was born to be in front of the camera, thrilled that his job was safe for now.
—
[image: ]

After the shoot, An Mike spotted Chu Coral still packing up equipment. Narrowing his eyes, he called out, “Why is she doing all the cleanup? You guys done shooting or not?”
Everyone in the studio froze. Then, realizing what was happening, they rushed to grab the gear from Chu Coral and apologized profusely.
“Brother Yichen,” An***e cut in sweetly, “Chu Coral is my assistant. This is part of her job.”
This little tramp dares to play the pity card in front of An Mike? Time to find a new assistant.
She gave Chu Coral a glare, then turned back to An Mike with a sugar-sweet smile. “It’s so hot today. After I finish an interview, why don’t you come with me for some ice cream?”
“Sorry. I already have plans.” Without sparing her another glance, he grabbed Chu Coral by the hand and headed toward the exit.
Startled, Chu Coral didn’t even react before she was pulled protectively into his arms. The masculine scent enveloped her, setting her cheeks aflame.
He’s... protecting me?
She pressed against his firm chest, her face turning the color of a cooked lobster.
Then, from above, came his low, dangerous laugh. “Heh. Perfect. I just so happen to need a new assistant.”
An***e’s world shattered. Not only had he rejected her, but now he was publicly choosing Chu Coral instead. Her face paled, and her radiant aura dimmed like a dying star.
Lisa forced a laugh, trying to defuse the situation. “Mr. An, you’re teasing, right? No need to steal our dear assistant just for a joke.”
“My words are never repeated,” An Mike replied coldly.
Then, without another word, he scooped up Chu Coral into his arms and strode toward his yellow Ferrari.
Click click click! The paparazzi, who had been hiding for hours, finally got their shot. Tomorrow’s headlines were going to explode.
As An Mike carried the mysterious woman away, a few reporters gave chase—but most swarmed around An***e instead.
“An***e, it looked like you and Mr. An were arguing earlier. Was it about the woman he carried away?”
“You and An Mike have always seemed close—what’s your real relationship?”
“Do you know who that mystery woman is? Are they dating?”
On the spot, and under intense scrutiny, An***e forced her usual sweet smile. “Regarding Brother Yichen, I think you should ask him directly. I’m sure he’ll hold a press conference to clarify everything soon. As for our relationship, well, we’re very close—senior and junior colleagues at Lingyun—and we’re definitely developing feelings for each other.”
—
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While that side buzzed with chaos, things were much calmer where An Mike was.
Inside a refined, jazz-filled restaurant, Chu Coral was happily digging into a plate of steak while An Mike sipped red wine and recounted their fateful bar encounter.
His voice was smooth—not sultry like Mo Daniel’s, but rich and intoxicating, like aged wine. She found herself being drawn in without realizing it.
Even though she’d forgotten everything about that night, his storytelling made her feel like she was reliving it again.
“Do you know what Mo Daniel said when he saw you for the first time?”
“What?” she asked, though she didn’t really care what that selfish lunatic had thought. Still, she played along.
“He said—he wanted to take you home and make you his mountain bride.” An Mike leaned closer, his breath tinged with wine. “And do you know what I said?”
“What?”
“I said... this woman is destined to be mine.”
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Chapter 8. Front Page Trouble
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“Hah... are all men this full of themselves?”
He really thinks I can’t live without him? What an arrogant jerk!
“You don’t believe it?” An Mike’s eyes glinted dangerously. His gaze, sharp as a predator’s, locked on her. “Then let’s make a bet—bet on whether or not you’ll fall in love with me.”
Why did this man suddenly feel so intimidating?
Chu Coral swallowed hard and tried to deflect. “I... don’t understand what you’re talking about.”
Still pretending?
An Mike straightened and began slowly closing the distance between them. His overwhelming aura made her heart race and her steps falter.
“Stop right there! You’re a public figure, remember? A single misstep and your reputation will be ruined forever!”
To her surprise, he did stop. Then he stared at her anxious little face... and burst into laughter.
“Silly girl. I was just teasing you.”
“You’re insane!” Chu Coral huffed. She turned toward the window—and instantly froze. Several sneaky figures were crouching outside, cameras in hand.
“I think... someone’s filming us,” she whispered, grabbing a magazine to cover her face. The last thing she needed was fame.
Paparazzi?
An Mike’s smile vanished, his eyes turning ice-cold. He strode toward the window like a shadow and, with a smooth roundhouse kick and a body slam, took down two photographers in seconds. He ripped the film from the camera, crushed it under his heel, and reduced the expensive equipment to scrap metal.
“Are you rookies? Hasn’t your editor ever warned you? You can mess with anyone—but not An Mike.”
The photographers froze, faces pale. One by one, they dropped to their knees, trembling as they begged.
“We’re sorry, Mr. An! Please spare us! We swear we won’t leak a word—”
“We were wrong! Please forgive us!”
A flicker of amusement passed through An Mike’s eyes as he looked down at the groveling men. With a cold snort, he growled, “Scram.”
The devil himself...
Chu Coral stared at the whole scene, stunned speechless.
He turned to her with a smirk. “Scared you?”
“You’re insane,” she muttered again, downing her wine in one gulp, trying to act composed. “Stuff like that? Seen it plenty of times.”
Interesting girl.
An Mike tilted his head, watching her closely. No wonder Mo Daniel had fallen head over heels for her.
So, who will win in the end, I wonder?
He chuckled softly, clinking his glass against hers and draining his wine.
“You shouldn’t drink like that—you’ll get drunk,” Chu Coral said, trying to stop him. But when their eyes met and she saw the teasing glint in his gaze, she cursed herself for being nosy.
Was... was he concerned about her?
Seeing the tension in her eyes, An Mike was in high spirits. If Mo Daniel doesn’t make a move soon... I will.
“Starting tomorrow, you’ll be my personal assistant,” he said casually. “I’ll pay you double. You’ll wake me up, make me breakfast, follow me to events. And of course, you can keep fussing over me like just now.”
He leaned in, lifting her chin. His voice turned husky. “What do you say?”
If he weren’t holding her face like that, she would’ve shouted “yes” immediately. Double pay, and the chance to learn from one of the industry’s top stars? It was a golden opportunity—and she needed the money.
“I’ll think about it,” she said, swatting his hand away and flushing slightly. “But only if you promise not to touch me.”
Hah... not bad. Knows how to negotiate even when she sees through me.
“I’ll try,” An Mike replied innocently, still smiling.
This man definitely won’t play fair...
Chu Coral bit her lip and studied him, searching for any hint of hidden motives.
But all she saw was his flawless, charming smile.
Stupid. You’re trying to read the face of a man who’s won Best Actor five times.
“I agree.”
This is a lawful society, she reminded herself. He wouldn’t dare cross the line... right?
She agreed? That easily?
An Mike was momentarily taken aback. Either his charm was off the charts... or her brain was just that simple.
“Great. Hand me your phone.”
He took it, entered his address and number. “I’ll give you the spare key tomorrow.”
“Oh, okay.”
—
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10:00 PM – Linrui Commercial Street
Chu Coral wandered aimlessly under the neon lights. Her eyes landed on a massive billboard where Han Jay’s face beamed down—charming, radiant, and full of confidence.
He really did belong on a stage under the spotlight. Maybe... they were a mistake from the very beginning.
Hah... We’ve already broken up. Why are you even thinking about this?
She scoffed and sniffled, then walked toward a lively barbecue stall.
“Ma’am, I’ll have two skewers of enoki mushrooms, two wings, and a bottle of beer.”
“Coming right up!”
The cheerful owner called out, flipping skewers while smiling with happiness.
Soon, the food was ready, neatly laid out in front of her.
How long has it been since I had street barbecue?
Probably not since college. Han Jay always said it was unsanitary.
Well, he was gone now. Time to eat however she wanted. He no longer had a say.
But... why did the wings taste bland? Why weren’t the mushrooms cooked through?
Chu Coral frowned and stopped eating. Instead, she sipped her beer slowly. Pale gold foam trailed down her lips, and in that moment, her profile was breathtaking.
Suddenly, the sharp screech of brakes tore through the night.
A sleek silver Ferrari rolled to a stop in front of her.
The window slowly lowered.
Inside was a man with jet-black hair, a dangerously handsome face, and eyes sharp as a leopard’s—gazing straight at her.
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Chapter 9. A Night of Dangerous Ambiguity
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It’s him. Mo Daniel.
The moment Chu Coral saw him, her delicate features twisted in annoyance. She bit her lip and gripped her beer tighter.
She clearly didn’t want to see him—and from the way she looked, it was like she was facing death itself. What was she doing out alone at night? Out having fun?
Mo Daniel’s gaze sharpened as he took in her disheveled state: her curly hair loosely tied up, her face fresh and pretty but clearly annoyed, her lips still glistening with beer. A faded lavender blouse clung to her slim waist, and her pleated white skirt flowed gently above a pair of long, bare legs in white canvas sneakers.
Was this... a work uniform? Surprisingly cute.
Mo Daniel smirked, pushed open the car door, and strode toward her with his usual arrogance.
“How did you know I was here?”
Chu Coral backed up instinctively, raising her arms in a protective stance.
“What if I said it was a coincidence?” he sneered, then—completely ignoring the people around—grabbed her and pulled her against him. “What are you doing out here at night? Looking for a man? Want to consider me?”
Looking for a man?
What kind of garbage logic was that? In his eyes, was she that easy?
“Get your hands off me, you psycho! Or I’ll scream!” Chu Coral began punching him, albeit ineffectively.
She was only about 160 cm tall and slim—no match for his strength. Her fists landed on him like feathers.
Mo Daniel easily restrained her, his body pressed close, and every inch he touched seemed to ignite. He leaned in close to her furious face and said huskily, “Woman, are you trying to play with fire?”
Before she could respond, he tossed her into his car with swift, practiced ease.
“I haven’t paid!” Chu Coral tried to sit up and open the door to leave.
Mo Daniel slammed it shut and casually tossed a 100-yuan bill out the window. He turned back to her, gaze fierce.
He remembered last time—after they left the hospital, she’d ditched him with a flimsy excuse and even blocked his number. It was the first time in his 27 years that he waited three hours for someone... only to get ghosted.
“You owe me an explanation,” he said coldly.
“What explanation?” she asked, shrinking back a little.
Still playing innocent? She must not fear death.
Mo Daniel gripped her shoulders and cradled her head with one hand, leaning down to kiss her—hard.
The taste of beer filled both their mouths as his tongue slid in, claiming territory. It trailed down her neck, eventually grazing her collarbone, nipping it over and over.
Damn it! Why was he biting so hard?
“Ow...” Chu Coral whimpered. She pushed against his waist and felt the heat of his skin.
Was he seriously trying to force himself on her?
Absolutely not!
With a surge of strength, she raised her hand and slapped him.
“Mo Daniel, what the hell is wrong with you?! If you’re that desperate, go pick someone up off the street. Leave me out of it!”
She slapped me?
Mo Daniel's expression darkened, his eyes narrowing dangerously.
“I told you. No other man. Only me.”
“I’m not seeing anyone else—I was just hungry...” she murmured.
Her words were quiet, but he heard them. His glare softened slightly. Hungry? So she wasn’t out looking for a guy after all.
“Then why didn’t you call me?” he muttered, rubbing his sore cheek. He stared at her pale face, tone turning gentler but still possessive. “Next time you’re hungry, call me. I’ll take you to eat. Don’t eat street food—it’s filthy.”
Why the hell would I call you? Who do you think you are?
Chu Coral forced a fake smile. “I couldn’t possibly trouble Mr. Mo—”
“Call me Zixuan.” His tone brooked no argument.
He finally moved away, straightened his wrinkled shirt, and returned to his usual composed look. If not for the clear slap mark on his face, no one would’ve guessed what just happened.
Zixuan, my ass. We’re not that close.
Chu Coral glared at him as she sat up.
“It’s late. I’m heading home. Goodbye!”
Just as she pushed the door open, he stopped her. “Didn’t you say you were hungry? I’ll take you to eat and drive you home.”
The silver Ferrari
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