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"Sean Jennings, what do we do with this woman?" Tyler King asked.

Sean kept his head lowered, winding a strip of cloth around the cut in his palm. At the question, he glanced at the woman trembling beside the wheel. His expression remained cold and indifferent.

"Make it clean. Don't leave trouble behind."

His voice was unexpectedly pleasant - clear, low, and calm, yet carrying a chill that slipped beneath the skin.

"Leave it to me," Tyler answered. He picked up an iron rod a little over a foot long and walked toward the woman.

It was a piece of ribbed steel as thick as a thumb. Hannah Hayes had picked it up from a construction site and kept it in the toolbox in front of the passenger seat. She had meant to use it for self-defense. When she put it there, she never imagined it would fall into the hands of criminals and become the weapon meant to take her life.

Survive.

No matter what, she had to survive.

Her body shook so violently she could barely breathe, but a voice inside her was screaming. Her parents were still alive. They had been gentle, decent people all their lives; they would never be able to bear the news of her dying brutally in the wilderness. And Lawrence Langley - he was still waiting for her.

She should never have driven down this country road alone. She should never have thought she was safe just because she was in a car. Most of all, she should never have stepped on the brake when she saw someone lying on the road.

She should have hit the gas and driven straight over him.

But regret was useless now. Death was right in front of her.

"Please, don't kill me. I'll give you the car, the money, everything! I won't call the police. I swear I won't. Please, just don't kill me!"

She sobbed weakly, crawling two steps on her knees toward the sharp-eyed man sitting by the roadside.

"Please," she begged. "I stopped to help you just now. Please let me go. I won't say a word. Tonight, I didn't see anything. I didn't meet anyone. I swear. I swear!"

She was at least a somewhat clever woman.

Sean lifted his eyes and looked at her again. Her tear-streaked face was delicate and pretty, though fear had twisted it out of shape. Her eyes were filled with tears, shining with desperate pleading.

But that was not enough to soften his hard, cold heart.

Unmoved, he lowered his head again and continued wrapping the wound on his hand. He had injured himself jumping down from the truck. His palm had landed on a jagged stone at the roadside and had nearly been sliced open.

The woman was still kneeling at his feet, knocking her forehead against the ground as she cried and begged. The sound irritated him. Tying the cloth with one hand was inconvenient, so he held his injured palm out to Mason Cole beside him and said coldly to Tyler, "What are you waiting for?"

Tyler strode over, grabbed Hannah as if she were a chick, and dragged her toward the grass by the road.

Hannah struggled with all her strength, but she did not dare scream. Out here, in the middle of nowhere, there was no village ahead and no town behind. No one would come even if she screamed. It would only make her die faster.

So she kept begging. Crying. Pleading.

"Tyler, wait."

The one whose heart softened first was Mason, who was helping Sean bandage his hand. He called Tyler to a stop, then cautiously asked Sean, "Sean, why don't we keep her for now? Look at her. What could she possibly do to us?"

Sean frowned slightly and said nothing.

Tyler, however, could not help sneering at him. "You've got other ideas, don't you?"

Mason laughed. His gaze swept openly over Hannah's chest, made fuller by her struggling, and he did not bother hiding the desire in his eyes.

"So what if I do?" he shot back. "It's been over a month since we touched a woman. Don't tell me you don't want to."

Under the bright moonlight, Tyler looked down at the woman in his grip. He could not help feeling tempted. She really was young and beautiful, with delicate features and a figure that would stir any man's blood.

Both of them wavered and turned to look at Sean.

Sean's cold, ruthless gaze swept over Hannah, who was already frozen with terror. The words he spoke were merciless.

"We're running for our lives. If you want women, wait until we're somewhere safe."

Hannah flinched uncontrollably. She forced herself not to faint and turned her pleading eyes toward the thin, monkey-like man, fighting for the only chance she had to stay alive.

"Please," she whispered. "As long as you don't kill me, I'll do anything. My parents are still at home. I'm their only daughter."

Mason was truly tempted. He forced himself to keep speaking, grinning shamelessly as he pleaded with Sean.

"Sean, even if we do it now, it won't waste much time."

Before Sean could respond, Tyler laughed first and cursed, "Look at you. Pathetic."

He said that, but he did not drag Hannah any farther away. Instead, he and Mason both looked at their leader expectantly.

These two had followed him through life and death. Sean glanced at them, then casually plucked a blade of grass from the roadside and put it between his lips. For the first time, something other than cold indifference appeared on his sharply defined face. His voice was impatient.

"Be quick."

Mason let out a cheer and sprang up from beside him, heading straight toward Hannah.

Tyler laughed and generously loosened his grip. "Fine. You get first turn."

Hannah did not dodge. She obediently followed Mason's pull, still begging under her breath.

"Please don't kill me. I'm begging you. I really won't say anything."

"I won't kill you. I won't," Mason said perfunctorily. "As long as you behave."

But his hand had already grabbed her hard. The softness beneath the fabric filled his palm, and his breathing grew rougher. He looked around, then anxiously dragged her toward the grass.

"The car," Hannah said, her voice as faint as a mosquito. "Let's go to the car."

Even so, the words still drew the attention of the man farther away. Two icy lines of sight fell on her, frightening her so badly that she immediately stammered out an explanation.

"The back seat is more comfortable. The grass hurts."

Mason's lust had clouded his judgment. He actually pulled her toward the white SUV parked in the middle of the road, yanked open the rear door, and shoved her inside.

Sean watched them coldly, then tilted his chin slightly toward Tyler.

Tyler understood. With his arms folded, he followed and stood guard behind them.

The car was a white SUV, tall and spacious. Tyler leaned against the body of the vehicle and peered through the half-open window, joking with Mason inside.

"You still good?"

Mason mumbled a curse at him, telling him to get lost. Inside the car came the sound of clothes rubbing and a few muffled sounds from the woman.

"Damn," Tyler cursed under his breath. He pushed himself away from the car and walked a few steps forward, then turned back and shouted into the vehicle, "Mason, don't go too hard."

"She's untouched!" Mason's voice was full of surprise and smug excitement. Panting, he shouted, "I really struck gold tonight!"

Tyler froze for a moment, spat on the ground, then laughed toward Sean, who had remained silent not far away.

"Sean, listen to him. At this rate, don't let him shake the car apart."

Untouched?

That was unexpected.

Sean tugged the corner of his mouth in faint mockery and slowly withdrew his gaze.

Hannah bit down on her lip and endured. She took a deep breath, wrapped one arm around the man's neck, and quietly pressed his body lower. Her other hand, however, slid silently toward the pocket behind the front passenger seat.

There was a knife there.

A small but extremely sharp fruit knife.

The last time Lawrence had driven her on a spring outing, she had been too lazy on the way back and had fallen asleep in the back seat. After waking up, she had used that little knife to peel fruit for him. She had sat right where she was now, cutting the apple into small pieces and feeding them to him. He had suddenly caught her finger between his teeth, teasing her while she cried out in surprise, refusing to let go.

She had to live.

Hannah repeated it over and over in her heart.

Her father, her mother, and Lawrence were all waiting for her. She could not die here. She could not die in such humiliation, in such a filthy assault and murder.

At last, her fingers touched the knife.

The criminal was still pressing down on her. Yet she had never been calmer than she was at that moment. Her hand slid over his back, trying to locate his heart, but she could not be certain. The knife was too short. If she stabbed and failed to pierce his heart, she would lose her only chance.

She knew she had no more time to hesitate.

Hooking one arm around the back of his head, she lifted her face and pressed her mouth hard against his.

The man had no idea what she was planning. He was even excited by her sudden response. His hands clamped tightly around her waist, and he kissed her desperately.

In that instant, the knife in Hannah's hand drove without hesitation into the back of his neck.

That was also a place where one strike could kill.

The man's wiry body froze in an instant. He struggled to lift his head, his eyes widening as if he wanted to see clearly the woman trapped beneath him.

But he no longer had the chance.

Hannah locked both legs around his lower body. One hand pressed his head down with all her strength, while the other gripped the knife handle and dragged it downward with every ounce of power she had.

Spine. Artery. Throat.

Under the sharp blade, everything gave way.

It truly was a good knife. Worth carrying all the way back from Switzerland.

Blood spurted wildly. She had no choice but to reach up and cover the wound. Half her body was soaked through, and blood blurred her vision. At last, the body on top of her stopped struggling, leaving only faint twitches of warmth and weight.

But Hannah did not dare let go carelessly.

She secretly glanced outside. The tall, vicious man was standing not far from the car, while the other one, the one they called Sean, sat farther ahead.

The engine was still running. She had never turned it off when she got out earlier to check on the person lying on the road.

She had to avoid alarming them. She had to climb into the front, lock the doors, and drive away.

This was her only chance to survive.

Hannah took a deep breath and gently pushed aside the thin man still lying on top of her.

Sean had closed his eyes to rest, but he was also thinking about where they should go next. They had already fled more than a thousand kilometers. Nanzhao City was not far away now, yet the road ahead remained uncertain.

Perhaps he really should not have indulged Tyler and Mason at a time like this.

But they had fought their way out with him. For more than thirty days and nights of escape, not one of them had truly relaxed. What did it matter if he let them lose control for an hour or two?

His thoughts wandered. The nerves that had stayed taut for so long slackened slightly. Because of that, he did not immediately hear the soft click of the car doors locking.

The headlights, which had been turned off to avoid attracting attention, suddenly blazed to life.

He lifted his head in surprise and saw the white SUV charging madly toward him.

The glare blinded him for a brief moment. But in the next instant, he saw the driver clearly.

It was the woman who had only known how to cry and beg moments ago.

Now half her face was covered in blood, while the other half was pale as a ghost. Only her eyes remained as black as before. Without tears to hide them, they burned with a frantic hatred so bright it was almost blinding.

"Sean!"

Tyler shouted in alarm and threw himself forward without hesitation, shoving Sean aside before he could get up.

There was no time to think. Sean's body reacted on instinct, rolling toward the roadside. The wheels scraped past his shoulder.

Tyler, however, was struck by the front of the SUV and sent flying. He flew more than ten meters before crashing to the ground with a dull thud.

The car did not stop at all. It ran straight over Tyler's legs and sped away into the night.

Hannah gripped the steering wheel with both hands, pressing the accelerator as hard as she could. The SUV tore along the country road like a mad beast, not slowing until it rushed onto a brightly lit city street.

Only then did she slam on the brakes.

Her whole body was trembling beyond control. Her hands shook so badly that she could not even hold her phone, let alone dial Lawrence's number.

"Ah-"

A low, animal-like cry tore from her throat. She opened her mouth and bit down hard on her own wrist, using the pain to force the trembling to stop.

Only then did she manage to press Lawrence's number.

The moment the call connected, she broke into sobs.

"Call the police, Lawrence. Call the police. Something happened to me."

She had driven alone through the night to the city where he was staying.

Originally, she had only wanted to give him a surprise.
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Lawrence arrived very quickly - faster than the police.

He lifted Hannah out of the car, wrapped her in his suit jacket, and carried her carefully into his own vehicle. She kept trembling, so he could only hold her tightly, his lips close to her ear as he comforted her again and again.

"It's all right, Hannah. It's over. I'm here. The police will be here soon. Once they arrive, I'll take you to the hospital."

The police cars arrived not long after, their lights flashing over the street. Officers removed the thin man's body from Hannah's car, sealed it in a body bag, and took it away.

A female officer came over to check on Hannah and tried to ask more about what had happened. Lawrence suppressed his anger and said with restraint, "My girlfriend has been through a serious assault. She needs medical treatment."

The female officer was understanding. She immediately arranged for Hannah to be sent to the hospital and allowed Lawrence to stay with her.

Hannah's body gradually calmed, but her voice was terribly hoarse. Almost obsessively, she kept reminding him, "Don't let my parents know. Don't let them know."

Lawrence's eyes were even redder than hers. He held her hand tightly and answered in a gentle voice, "Don't worry. They won't know. Hannah, don't be afraid. I'm here."

It was as if Hannah's soul and strength had been completely drained in that life-or-death struggle. Only an empty shell remained, obediently following everyone's arrangements.

She underwent physical examinations, injury assessments, treatment, and even questioning from the female officer.

Only when she faced Lawrence did her eyes regain a faint trace of life. She murmured, "Lawrence, was it all just a nightmare?"

Lawrence held her tightly and told her with certainty, "It was only a nightmare. It will pass soon."

He had never lied to her.

And sure enough, things seemed to improve day by day.

Every time he came to see her, he brought a piece of good news. On the fifteenth day, he returned and told her, "The one who ran away - the man they called Sean - has been caught. All three of them were wanted criminals with blood on their hands. Even a thousand cuts wouldn't be enough for what they've done. You're safe, Hannah. Nothing will happen to you."

At first, she only stared blankly. Then she broke down crying.

The invisible terror pressing on her heart finally found an outlet.

"I was so scared, Lawrence. I was really scared. I was afraid that man would come back for revenge. You didn't see the way he looked at me. He would have killed me."

Lawrence still held her tightly, his voice slow and firm.

"He won't. He can never come out and hurt you again. He'll be sentenced to death. The lawyer said there's no way he can escape it. Don't be afraid, Hannah. I'll stay with you. Once this is over, we'll get married. We'll buy a bigger place, have two children, and raise a dog and a cat. Our home will always be lively."

Hannah's gaze drifted into empty space. Slowly, the scene he described began to unfold before her eyes.

"Don't be afraid, Hannah," Lawrence said softly. "Time will smooth everything over. Slowly, you'll forget that nightmare."

Four years later, Nanzhao City.

Nanzhao City was surrounded by mountains and water. Since ancient times, it had been known for its beautiful scenery.

Martin Hayes and Margaret Hayes had not planned to leave their hometown so late in life, but they truly loved the environment here. Since Hannah had settled in the city with her husband, they eventually gritted their teeth, sold their old house, and moved to Nanzhao with their daughter.

They bought a place right across from the neighborhood where Hannah lived. Only a narrow road separated the two buildings, and it took less than ten minutes to walk there.

Even Lawrence could not help teasing her.

"Now that your parents live so close, it's convenient for you to run home. I'm just afraid you'll get tired of them managing you and start complaining to me in a few days."

Hannah gave him a sideways glance. Curled up on the sofa, she flipped through a magazine at an unhurried pace and deliberately stretched her voice into a spoiled whine.

"Hubby, I've spent all my salary this month. I don't even have money left for my beauty salon card."

Lawrence laughed helplessly. "My dear wife, my salary card is already in your hands. Do you still need to ask me before spending money?"

"It's still polite to tell you." She smiled, the corners of her lips lifting. Then she stretched out her leg and nudged him with her toes. "Lawrence, when are we going to the hospital for a checkup? People say the man should be checked too. If both parents are in good condition, the baby will be healthier."

They had been married for two years. After getting through the newlywed stage, when they had wanted to cling to each other all day, they were finally preparing to have a child.

"Whether there's anything wrong with my body..." Lawrence grabbed her restless foot and kneaded it with just enough pressure. His body leaned closer, his tone turning suggestive. "Don't you know better than anyone?"

Hannah giggled and lightly kicked him.

"Go away. If you don't go to the hospital, I won't go either."

Lawrence had always given in to her. Within two days, he accompanied her to the hospital for a checkup.

Both husband and wife were in excellent condition. Dr. Andrew Scott only prescribed some vitamins for Hannah to take while preparing for pregnancy.

By the time they left the hospital, it was nearly noon. After a simple lunch outside, Lawrence drove directly to the company. Hannah first strolled around the shopping center for a while before leisurely driving back to the school.

The school where she worked was not large. It had only recently been upgraded to a university and was trying hard to establish several new faculties. But for the time being, there were not enough office buildings, so the teaching staff from several faculties were all squeezed into one building.

As usual, Hannah parked her car beneath the shade of the trees behind the faculty office building.

Just as she got out, a black off-road vehicle drove in from outside and parked close beside her car.

The vehicle looked unfamiliar. It did not seem to belong to any teacher at the school.

Hannah's steps slowed involuntarily, and she glanced at it twice.

The door opened. A man wearing sunglasses stepped out. He was dressed in a shirt and jeans, tall and slender. At first glance, he looked quite lean, but Hannah worked out often and knew this type of build very well.

He was the kind of man who looked thin in clothes but was likely muscular underneath.

Not that she cared.

She loved Lawrence deeply - so deeply that she had almost reached the point of not seeing any other men at all. In her eyes, most men outside of him were vague and indistinct, with no real difference between handsome and ugly.

But the man held the car door and looked at her. In an unhurried tone, he asked, "Miss, may I ask if the Foreign Languages Faculty office is in this building?"

His voice was distinctive - low, pleasant, and clear, yet carrying an indescribable chill.

On a summer day, such a voice should have sounded refreshing and comfortable. But when it fell into Hannah's ears, she shuddered violently.

That old nightmare, buried deep in her memory and almost worn away by time, seemed to reappear in an instant.

Under the moonlight, a man's blade-like gaze swept across her face. His expression had been cold and utterly calm.

He had said, "Make it clean. Don't leave trouble behind."

That voice.

She would never forget it for the rest of her life.

Hannah looked as if she had seen a ghost. The words "help me" were trapped in her throat, unable to escape. She could only stare at the man before her in terror and stagger backward in panic.

In the chaos, the heel of her shoe caught in the gap between the paving stones. She lost her balance and fell heavily to the ground.

The man reached up, took off his sunglasses, and walked toward her.

"Miss, are you all right?"

She kept pushing herself backward, screaming in fear, "Don't come near me! Don't come near me! There are a lot of people here. They'll come over right away!"

The man had no choice but to stop.

He smiled helplessly and explained, "Miss, I don't know what made you react this way, but I mean no harm. If I frightened you, I apologize. I'll leave now."

As he spoke, he slowly stepped backward. Then, out of goodwill, he leaned down slightly and asked, "Will you be all right by yourself? Do you need me to call someone over?"

Hannah said nothing. She only curled into herself, watching him with terrified, guarded eyes.

"Okay. Okay. I'll leave right away."

The man soothed her softly. He lifted his wrist to check his watch, then pointed at his car and added, "Miss, I'll probably come back in about half an hour to move the car."

He said nothing more and left with long strides.

The sun blazed overhead, but Hannah felt as though she had just crawled out of an ice cellar. She was so cold she trembled.

She was still sitting on the ground. Her skirt was covered in dust, and the scraped skin on her palm throbbed faintly. But she could not care about any of that.

With shaking hands, she fumbled in her handbag for her phone and called Lawrence.

"He's found me! He's found me!" she cried, like a bird startled by the snap of a bowstring. She could only repeat the same words again and again.

"Who?" Lawrence asked.

"It's him," she answered in panic. "I saw him. He came back to find me!"

Time seemed to fall backward all at once.

It was as if they had returned to years ago, when she had woken from nightmares countless times, crying as she told him that "they" had found her.

Lawrence was silent for a moment. Then, once again, he comforted her gently.

"Hannah, it's all right. They're all dead. All three of them are dead. Don't be afraid. Tell me, where are you now?"

Perhaps it was her husband's steady voice that soothed her. Or perhaps the intense summer sunlight finally drove the chill from her body little by little.

Hannah slowly calmed down and answered, "I'm at school. Behind the faculty office building."

"Is there anyone around?" Lawrence asked.

She looked around. People were constantly passing by at the intersection in the distance. Some students had noticed her, and one hesitated before walking toward her.

"A student is coming over," she replied.

Lawrence let out a gentle laugh and teased her, "Then wipe your face quickly, or the student will laugh at you. It's so hot today. Maybe you got a little heatstroke and mistook someone for someone else."

That explanation did sound convincing.

Hannah gave a quiet "Mm."

Before she could hang up, the boy who had come over to check on her had already spoken.

"Hannah, are you all right?"

Hannah knew this student. He was a third-year English major and a student union officer who often came to the faculty office to help out.

"I'm fine. I'm fine," she answered.

She hurriedly said goodbye to Lawrence. After hanging up, she explained to the boy, "I wasn't paying attention just now and twisted my ankle."

She smiled awkwardly and tried to stand on her own.

The boy quickly came forward to support her and asked, "Can you still walk? Do you need to go to the hospital?"

Hannah's heels were not very high, and the twist was not serious. Standing there, she moved her ankle a little, then tried putting weight on it. It hurt slightly, but it was nothing serious.

She waved her hand and declined the boy's help, then slowly walked toward the faculty office building.

As soon as she entered the office, a colleague called out to her.

"Hannah, perfect timing. A student's family member is here to see you."

She looked up.

At once, she saw the man leaning by the window with his hands in his pockets.

He turned his head toward the door. His gaze landed on her.

Her first instinct was to turn and run.

But her body was like prey caught beneath the gaze of a natural predator, frozen in place and unable to move.

He gave her a slight nod, polite and courteous.

"Hannah, hello."

Her colleague did not notice anything unusual about her and simply explained, "This is the older cousin of one of the students in your class. He came to handle his cousin's suspension procedures."

Hannah said nothing. She only stared straight at the man.

Two voices were fighting fiercely inside her mind.

One voice screamed madly, It's him! It's that criminal! They have the same voice and the exact same face!

But another, rational voice told her, Hannah, calm down. That criminal was already executed. Lawrence confirmed it himself. The dead cannot come back to life. This is someone else. Someone completely unrelated. He just happens to look like him.

The man chuckled, sounding somewhat helpless.

"Hannah, I'm not Tyler. I don't eat people. I'm Julia York's cousin. My name is Felix Foster. Look, here's my ID."

As he spoke, he actually took his ID card from his wallet and walked toward Hannah, intending to hand it to her.

Hannah instinctively shrank backward.

He noticed and stopped halfway. Leaning forward instead, he placed the ID card on the table between them and gestured toward it.

"You may check it."

Even her colleague looked confused now. She turned to Hannah and asked, "Hannah, what's wrong?"

Hannah did not answer.

She really picked up the ID card from the table. While keeping a wary eye on the man, she lowered her head to examine it carefully.

Name: Felix.

Gender: Male.

Age: twenty-eight.

The address was local to Nanzhao.

In the photo, the man looked very young, as if he were only in his early twenties. His hair was cut in a neat, conventional style. His face was handsome, and his bearing was mild and refined.

She carefully checked the back. The issue date was printed there. After calculating it, she realized the photo had been taken when he was exactly twenty.

A young man with such a gentle, polished air truly did not look like a ruthless criminal from the underworld.

Hannah silently let out a breath. After steadying herself, she returned the ID card and said apologetically, "I'm sorry, Felix. It was my problem. I may have caused a misunderstanding. I apologize."

Felix smiled faintly and did not ask what the misunderstanding was.

Instead, he said simply, "Hannah, Julia has been on medical leave for some time because of health issues. Her family discussed it and decided it would be better for her to suspend her studies for a year and go abroad to recuperate. Her family lives out of town, and her parents can't come here easily, so they entrusted me to handle the suspension procedures on her behalf."
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Julia was a student in Hannah's class.

The girl was always ill and took sick leave every few days. The longest absence had been the one before summer vacation, when she had even missed her final exams.

So when Felix said Julia wanted to suspend her studies, Hannah was not surprised. Still, she was cautious.

"I need to call Julia and confirm this."

She turned to search the drawer for the class contact list, but Felix had already pulled up a number on his phone. He held the phone across the desk toward her.

"Hannah, I have her number here. Use this."

Hannah hesitated for a moment before reaching for the phone. Her gaze lingered briefly on his hand.

It was clean, with long, slender fingers - very much like the hand of a scholar.

The suspicion in her heart eased a little.

She took the phone from his palm and dialed the number on the screen.

A ringtone came through. The wait was neither long nor short. Julia answered on the other end, and what she said was basically consistent with Felix's explanation. The girl only sounded a little nervous, her voice tight.

Many students were afraid of teachers. It was a habit formed since childhood, and even after entering university, it did not disappear right away.

Hannah was used to it. She asked briefly about Julia's condition, then comforted her gently before hanging up.

When she looked up, Felix was standing across from her, watching her with a half-smile.

That face still made fear rise inside her.

She pressed her lips together slightly and handed the phone back to him.

"Felix, please come with me to the department office to collect the application form."

She took him to get the suspension application form and told him what other documents he would need.

"You'll need a diagnosis and a recommendation for suspension from the hospital. The application form must also be signed by Julia herself. When you have everything ready, bring the documents and the form back to me, and I'll take you to see the faculty leaders."

Felix nodded lightly, then asked, "Hannah, may I have your mobile number?"

Hannah hesitated.

"You can call my office phone."

Felix smiled and did not insist.

Out of courtesy, she walked him out of the office.

Just as they were about to part, he suddenly asked, "May I ask something? Do I look very much like someone else?"

Hannah froze.

He continued, "You're very afraid of that person, aren't you? Did he hurt you?"

Hannah looked gentle on the outside but was strong within. She had always had a good temper, but at that moment, she almost wanted to snap, "What does that have to do with you?"

Her upbringing did not allow her to say something so crude.

Instead, she lifted her brows slightly, pretended not to have heard him clearly, and asked, "Sorry? What did you say?"

Felix curved his lips into a smile and extended his hand to shake hers.

"I said goodbye, Hannah."

Hannah still had an instinctive fear of the man before her. She placed her hand in his palm, but the instant their skin touched, she pulled away.

"Goodbye."

He smiled, said nothing more, and turned to leave.

For the entire afternoon, she was restless.

Lawrence called several times to ask how she was. When it was almost time to get off work, he simply drove to the school to pick her up.

The sense of happiness pressed down the nameless fear in Hannah's heart. She carried her handbag downstairs, and when she got into the car, she could not help acting spoiled with her husband.

"What about my car?"

"Leave it at school," Lawrence answered.

She asked knowingly, "Then how am I going to work tomorrow?"

Lawrence copied her tone and said, "Then I'll drive you to work tomorrow."

The couple both burst out laughing.

After the laughter faded, she fell silent for a while. Then she suddenly said without warning, "Lawrence, I want to study for a doctorate. I don't want to be a counselor forever."

She only had a master's degree. If she wanted to become a university lecturer, she would at least need to complete a doctorate.

Lawrence supported all her choices. Hearing this, he said, "Sure. Which university do you want to apply to? Do you need me to help contact a supervisor?"

Hannah shook her head.

"I think I'll go back to my old university and continue studying under my former professor."

Once she made up her mind, she called her professor the next day to ask for advice. The professor was very pleased to hear that she was willing to pursue a PhD and directly told her to take the entrance exam next spring.

It was already mid-September. Registration would begin in October, and suddenly there were many documents to prepare. She immediately felt overwhelmed and had no choice but to ask Lawrence for help.

The husband and wife rolled up their sleeves and worked together.

That night, while they were organizing the materials, he suddenly said to her with a serious expression, "Hannah, we should work harder and get pregnant soon. That way, when you take the entrance exam next year, you can bring our baby with you. It'll count as prenatal education."

She froze for a moment, then actually felt that the idea was quite good.

The couple immediately abandoned the documents in their hands and climbed into bed with great enthusiasm to make a baby.

The phone call came a week later.

She was at her old university, handling matters related to her PhD application. The caller ID showed an unfamiliar number. Afraid that something had happened with one of the students in her class, she quickly answered.

"Hello, Hannah."

It was a man's low voice, carrying a rare coolness in the summer heat.

Hannah's scalp tightened. Her voice became unconsciously stiff.

"Hello, Felix."

"You remember my voice, Hannah," Felix said.

Hannah had no intention of chatting with him. She said directly, "Felix, when will Julia's documents be submitted? The school has regulations. Suspension applications must be made within two weeks of the semester starting."

"I just left your office, Hannah. Your colleague said she didn't know when you would be back, so I had no choice but to call your mobile."

He paused, then added, "I got your number from Julia."

According to school rules, counselors were supposed to be present in the office during working hours. However, counselors often had to run around because of student matters, and the school was not very strict about it. Because of that, Hannah often slipped out to handle personal affairs without asking for leave.

She discussed it with him.

"I'm sorry. I'm outside right now. How about this? You can leave the documents in my office first, all right?"

"Not really," he refused very directly.

Hannah was momentarily speechless.

Then he said, "I'm going on a business trip tomorrow and won't be in Nanzhao for a while. Hannah, could I trouble you to come back now? I'll wait for you at the school."

His words were a little impolite.

But Hannah was not someone who easily got into conflicts with students' family members. Besides, she was technically at fault in this situation.

After thinking for a moment, she replied, "Then please wait half an hour. I'll head back now."

She drove back.

By the time she parked behind the faculty office building, exactly half an hour had passed.

As soon as she got out of the car, a burly man in a black suit stepped out of a black sedan parked by the roadside. Holding the car door, he called to her.

"Felix is waiting for you here."

At a glance, the car was obviously expensive. Add to that the burly man who looked like a bodyguard, and this was not the style of an ordinary person.

Hannah paused, then walked over with hesitation.

The rear window slowly lowered, revealing an extraordinarily handsome face.

Felix nodded slightly to her.

"Hello, Hannah. You're very punctual."

Hannah studied him warily.

Looking closely, he was not exactly identical to that criminal. His features were more refined, his face handsome and elegant. His gaze was calm, and there was an effortless composure in his expression that seemed to come from a privileged upbringing.

There was not a trace of sinister coldness in him.

"I'm sorry for calling you back," Felix said. "But I'm going abroad tomorrow and won't be able to return for some time. I wanted to complete Julia's procedures today."

He signaled for his assistant to hand Hannah the folder.

"Please check whether anything is missing."

She examined the documents inside.

"You'll need to come with me to get the faculty leader's signature first. Only then can it be submitted to the Academic Affairs Office for approval."

Felix nodded.

His assistant quickly stepped forward to open the car door for him.

Only then did she notice that he was dressed very formally today. His suit was immaculate, his bearing distinguished and restrained. He looked like one of those financial magnates who could appear on the cover of a magazine.

As if sensing her gaze, he explained casually, "I just came from a meeting."

He followed her toward the faculty office building, walking beside her and chatting in a relaxed tone.

"Hannah, you look very young. Did you just graduate from university?"

In truth, she was already twenty-seven. She had started school early and had graduated from her master's program more than four years ago.

But she had no interest in chatting with him. She only tugged lightly at the corner of her mouth, producing the faintest possible polite smile.

"No."

She walked very quickly, even half a step faster than him despite his height and long legs. When they went upstairs, she moved even faster, almost breaking into a jog.

Only when she reached the turn in the staircase did she realize he had not caught up. She could not help turning back in surprise.

He was still standing below the stairs, looking up at her calmly.

"Hannah, I'm not in that much of a hurry."

Hannah felt awkward. She also realized that her behavior was too obvious.

But she truly feared him.

Even though she knew perfectly well that this man had nothing to do with the criminal, as long as she heard his voice or saw him, she could not control her fear.

The fact that she could speak to him normally and hold herself back from screaming or running away was already the result of great effort.

She said nothing and simply stood at the turn of the staircase, waiting for him.

He walked up unhurriedly.

When he passed beside her, he suddenly said, "I'm truly curious why you're so afraid of me."

"You've misunderstood."

She lowered her head and avoided looking at him. After a brief pause, she explained, "I have something else to handle and was a little anxious."

"Oh, I see."

He nodded lightly.

"Then I apologize, Hannah. I made you put aside your own matters and come back just for this."

She forced herself to smile.

"It's all right. This is my job."

The process went smoothly.

The faculty leader happened to be available, and Felix's documents were complete. With a broad stroke of the pen, the leader signed his name.

Hannah then led Felix out of the office.

"Now we just need to submit the application form to the Academic Affairs Office. After that, we wait for their approval."

When they reached the outside of the building, Felix's car was already waiting by the road.

He turned to look at her and asked politely, "Is the Academic Affairs Office far? Would it be faster to take the car?"

The Academic Affairs Office was indeed some distance from the faculty building.

But she did not want to walk side by side with him all the way there, much less sit in the same car with him.

She pressed her lips together and thought of a decent solution.

"You can get in the car. Go straight along this road, then turn left after two intersections. That's the Academic Affairs Office building. It's very easy to spot. Wait for me at the entrance. I'll drive my own car there. After submitting the form, I need to leave for another errand anyway, so this will save time."

Felix did not object.

Hannah went around the back of the building to get her car.

When she arrived downstairs at the Academic Affairs Office, Felix was already standing beneath the steps outside the building. Tall and elegant, he attracted the attention of many students passing by.

She hurried over and said softly, "Let's go, Felix."

With her leading the way, everything was handled smoothly.

The young female teacher at the Academic Affairs Office could hardly take her eyes off Felix. Taking advantage of the moment when he was handling the paperwork, she dragged Hannah aside and secretly asked, "Who is that man? He's so handsome."

Felix seemed to notice. He glanced toward them and curved his lips slightly.

That graceful smile almost made the female teacher swoon on the spot. She clung even tighter to Hannah's arm and refused to let go.

"Come on, do you have his contact information? Give me his number!"

Hannah did not know whether to laugh or cry.

She had answered Felix's call, so she naturally had his number. But giving his number to a stranger without his permission did not seem appropriate.

Her colleague shook her arm and begged, "Please, beautiful Hannah. You already have a husband. You have to leave this kind of opportunity to us single women."

"He's a student's cousin. I don't know him either. Ask him yourself."

As she spoke, an idea suddenly came to her. She quietly gave her colleague a suggestion.

"Or you can use work as an excuse to keep his contact information. When the application is approved, call him directly and tell him to come pick it up. You don't need me to teach you the rest, do you?"

According to the usual procedure, once the application was approved, it would first be returned to the faculty. Then the counselor would contact the student.

Her colleague grew a little shy.

"Is that appropriate?"

Hannah pressed her lips into a smile and gently bumped her colleague's shoulder with her own.

"What's inappropriate about it? Just treat it as helping me do my job."

By then, Felix had finished the relevant procedures and turned to look toward Hannah.

She immediately asked her colleague in a serious tone, "Is there anything else?"

Her colleague cleared her throat.

"Uh, please leave the representative's contact information."

Felix smiled, wrote his mobile number on the paper, and handed it over.
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After leaving the Academic Affairs Building, Hannah said goodbye before Felix could speak. She did not shake his hand.

She did not even look at his reaction. Turning around, she hurried toward her car by the roadside.

Only after unlocking it did she realize that the front left tire was flat. At some point, something had punctured it.

The tire had gone completely soft. Judging from the look of it, there was no choice but to change to the spare. It had been perfectly fine when she drove over just now. How had it gone flat so quickly?

Annoyed, she lifted her foot and kicked the wheel rim hard.

Felix's car glided over from a distance and stopped behind her. He lowered the window and asked, "What's wrong, Hannah?"

She startled instinctively again. Turning back, she concealed it and said, "Nothing."

He tilted his head, looked past her at the flat tire, then turned his gaze back to her.

"Hannah, where are you going? I'll have my driver take you there first."

"No need."

She refused without thinking. When she saw Felix raise his brows, she realized her rejection had been too blunt, so she explained, "There's something in my class I need to rush over and handle. You should go. I can walk."

She was clearly lying. Just now at the faculty office, she had said she had urgent business outside.

But he did not expose her. He only smiled faintly and said goodbye with courtesy.

"All right. Goodbye, Hannah."

He signaled for David to leave, and the car soon disappeared from the campus.

Hannah stood by the road until his car was gone. Only then did she roll up her sleeves and begin changing the tire herself.

In an engineering university, the one thing never lacking was energetic, warmhearted male students. Soon, two passing boys came over to help. She did not refuse their kindness and directed them as they helped her change to the spare tire.

She did not return to her old university to handle her application, nor did she go home. Instead, she drove to the Nanzhao City Public Security Bureau.

Officer Julian Carter sounded somewhat surprised when he received her call, but he did not refuse her invitation. He came to a teahouse beside the municipal bureau to meet her.

"What's the matter?" he asked. "You suddenly wanted to see me."

Hannah did not know how to explain it to him.

They were not exactly close. Even her decision to find him today had been made on impulse.

"Do you still remember me?" she asked.

Julian smiled. "I do."

Of course he remembered her.

She had been the victim in a case he handled four years ago. In that case, faced with three extremely vicious criminals, she had been assaulted, killed one of them with a fruit knife, then drove over another man's legs before escaping with her life. The first thing she did after escaping was call her boyfriend and ask him to call the police.

There were many beautiful women.

There were also many beautiful and intelligent women.

But beautiful, intelligent women who could remain calm and rational in a critical moment, who could be ruthless, decisive, and merciless when survival demanded it - those were rare.

So even after several years, he still remembered her.

Hannah was still thinking about how to describe the matter. It was too unbelievable. If she explained it badly, people might think something was wrong with her mind.

She looked into Julian's eyes and asked, "About the case from four years ago - the criminal you caught at the end. You're certain he was executed, aren't you?"

Julian was taken aback. "What?"

"Sean. I mean Sean."

She spoke that terrifying name directly, and her words unconsciously quickened.

"Recently, I saw someone who looks very much like him. His voice, his appearance - they're all very similar. No, not just similar. He's practically the same person."

The tension she showed stirred sympathy in the middle-aged officer before her. Pity appeared in his eyes.

"Hannah, right? I didn't remember your name wrong, did I? Calm down first. I can tell you with certainty that Sean is dead. He was executed two years ago."

Hannah pressed her lips together and asked again, "You're sure?"

"I'm sure."

Julian nodded solemnly and continued, "I remember that man very clearly, not only because of the many crimes he committed before, but also because I heard he did something very surprising before his execution."

"What did he do?" she could not help asking.

"He voluntarily asked to donate his corneas."

Hannah was also surprised.

For such a vicious criminal to suddenly become noble before death was indeed unexpected.

She fell silent. After a while, she said again, "But that man really looks like him."

"There are people in this world who look very much alike," Julian said. "Some people look like twins even though they have no relation at all. Maybe somewhere out there, there's also a girl who looks exactly like you."

"But he treated me... he..."

She searched for the right words to express herself.

"He tried to get close to me. He asked for my phone number, took the initiative to talk to me, and later wanted me to ride in his car. Please don't misunderstand me as being self-important. I could feel it."

Julian could not help laughing.

"Hannah, you're so beautiful. Even walking down the street, you must have had plenty of men try to talk to you, haven't you?"

His meaning was very clear.

Even if there really was such a man, and even if he had indeed tried to get close to her, it might be nothing more than ordinary flirting between a man and a woman.

Hannah had no way to refute it.

She was indeed beautiful. Boys had pursued her since primary school, and that good fortune with the opposite sex had continued until now. Even after she married and kept a wedding ring on her hand, it still had not stopped men from showing interest.

Julian looked at her silence with a smile and advised, "Don't overthink it. Forget what happened in the past."

At this point, everything seemed to suggest that her fear and worry were only the result of being unable to forget the trauma of the past.

Even Hannah could not help doubting herself.

After thinking for a moment with her lips pressed together, she asked Julian one final question.

"Can you do me a favor?"

Julian did not agree or refuse. He only asked, "What favor?"

She took a pen and paper from her handbag, wrote down Felix's name, birthdate, and address, then handed it to Julian.

"This is that man's information. Could you help me verify it? Are these details real?"

Julian glanced at the note and looked surprised.

"You know this much?"

"He showed me his ID card. I only glanced at it once, so I didn't remember the ID number."

Julian could not help laughing again.

"You remembered this much from one glance? Your memory is already impressive."

Her memory was indeed good.

Otherwise, she would not have remembered that night so deeply - his face, his voice, the way he looked at her. All of it had appeared again and again in her nightmares.

She reminded herself not to think about those things and only looked pitifully at Julian.

"Please? Can you help me?"

A beautiful woman's request was always difficult for a man to refuse.

Julian smiled and tucked the note into his small notebook.

"All right. I'll check when I get the chance."

He was a warmhearted man. A few days later, he called Hannah back.

"Hannah, I checked for you. Felix is real, and his identity information is all genuine. How should I put it?"

He paused and laughed.

"I don't blame you for being startled. I was startled when I saw the photo too. But once I compared it with the criminal's photo, the difference was clear. They're two different people."

Only then did Hannah feel as though a heavy burden had finally been lifted.

"Thank you so much," she said to Julian.

Julian asked again, "Has that man contacted you again?"

"No," she answered.

"Well, maybe the young man only wanted to pursue a pretty woman. He might be confused himself. He probably thinks, I'm obviously good-looking, so why is she guarding against me like I'm a thief?"

Julian joked with her, then encouraged her once again.

"Hannah, forget that incident. Live your life well."

She truly felt grateful to this officer and could not help thanking him again.

"If you run into any other trouble in the future, you can come to me. No need to be polite," Julian said with a smile. Finally, he added, "And if that young man pesters you again, you can ask me for help with that too."

To be fair, those two previous encounters did not really count as pestering.

After confirming that Felix and Sean were two completely unrelated people, Hannah became much more rational and objective. She understood that the suspicion and fear had all come from herself.

Felix never contacted her again.

Once, she ran into the female colleague from the Academic Affairs Office at school. The colleague told Hannah with great disappointment that Felix had not come. She had called him, and he had answered, but he had not shown up.

The person who came to pick up the form was another man, tall and burly, with a fierce-looking face.

As soon as her colleague said that, Hannah knew it was the man who had driven for Felix last time, the one who looked like his bodyguard.

Hannah comforted her colleague with a few words, but in her heart, she felt even more relieved.

Her life seemed to return to peace all at once.

Felix had appeared suddenly, given her a tremendous fright, and then vanished without a trace.

She applied for a doctoral program at her old university, choosing the same professor who had supervised her master's degree. The professor had devoted his life to scholarship. He was upright, rigorous, and strict in his academic standards.

Although he liked Hannah very much as a student, he made it clear that she had to pass the exam on her own ability. He would not open any back doors for her.

Hannah sent her professor a "laughing through tears" emoji online to describe her sorrowful yet helpless mood.

Her parents did not particularly support her pursuing a doctorate.

Although her family was not wealthy, they were not short of money either. They felt she could live easily and comfortably, with no need to make things so hard for herself.

Fortunately, Lawrence supported her. He helped her search for materials, run errands, and handle anything he could. Hannah only regretted that he was not in the same field as her. The gap between professions was like a mountain between them; he could not tutor her.

While she sailed bitterly across the endless sea of study, good things kept happening to her family.

First, her parents won a travel prize by sheer luck. The older couple happily set out together to tour the country's beautiful mountains and rivers.

Soon after, Lawrence also received a valuable opportunity to attend training abroad.

Hannah was both envious and jealous. While packing Lawrence's luggage, she could not help feeling sour. She threw his suitcase onto the floor and said resentfully, "I don't care anymore. I'm about to become a resentful wife. Why should I keep pretending to be virtuous and gentle?"

Lawrence could not help laughing. He pounced onto the bed and pinned her beneath him.

"If you don't want me to go, I won't. Your parents aren't home either. I'm not at ease leaving you alone."

Those words were only said to comfort her.

She was not a child who needed a guardian by her side at every moment. Besides, this opportunity was truly rare and would greatly help his future career.

She gripped his collar and said, half serious and half joking, "Don't worry. At critical moments, I will never hold you back. My husband may go in peace and learn advanced foreign skills. Your wife will return to school and bury herself in study. In the future, we husband and wife shall soar together."

Lawrence laughed loudly at her teasing. He lowered his head and kissed her again and again.

As they fooled around, desire rose between them.

His hands worked at removing her clothes, while his mouth continued teasing her.

"Before I leave, I should plant a few more seeds for you. Maybe next year we'll have a good harvest."

The two of them rolled across the bed.

Most of the time, he had the upper hand and pressed her down. But sometimes, she managed to gain the advantage, pinning him beneath her and asking arrogantly, "Do you submit? Do you?"

How could he possibly not submit?

He was breathless, but his gaze was as gentle as water. Instead of answering her question, he said, "Hannah, I love you."

She lowered herself and kissed his lips, answering him, "Lawrence, I love you too."

She loved him too.

Very, very much.

After seeing Lawrence off, she truly packed her bag and went to school to review her coursework.

Every day, she mixed in with the students and went to the library to grab a seat. People often mistook her for a student. Within two days, even boys she did not know began offering to save seats for her.

When she called Lawrence and told him about it, she sounded very proud.

"Lawrence, marrying me was such a bargain for you. I look so young. When you're almost fifty, I'll look thirty at most. By then, people will definitely think you're a successful man. Otherwise, how could you have landed such a young woman?"

Lawrence laughed and went along with her. Then he reminded her to take good care of herself.

"If it feels too hard, just quit your job. If you don't pass this year, you can take the exam again next year. It's not like I can't support you."

"Go away. Don't jinx me. Who said I won't pass this year? Don't underestimate my intelligence. Back then, I was a famous genius girl."

She spat the words at him jokingly, but she was also afraid he would worry.

"Actually, there isn't much work at school. Students nowadays are quite mature. They rarely cause trouble for me."

People often said that the mouth brought its own punishment.

The day after she said those words, one of the students in her class caused trouble for her.
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The student who got into trouble was from a poor family.

He had excellent grades and was sensible. To reduce the burden on his parents, he worked part-time jobs wherever he could. No one expected him to suddenly be caught as a thief.

When Hannah received the call, she could hardly believe it. She hurried to the security office of that company and found the boy sitting in the corner with his head lowered.

The moment he looked up and saw her come in, his eyes turned red.

"Hannah, I didn't steal the phone. I don't know how it ended up in my bag."

She nodded gently and soothed him. "Don't panic. I'll go ask them about the situation first."

The matter sounded simple.

The boy worked part-time delivering food for a nearby restaurant. When he came here to deliver an order today, he supposedly took advantage of the client's inattention and secretly slipped the person's new phone into his bag. He was caught with the stolen item.

As soon as Hannah finished listening, she noticed the flaw in the story.

"The phone was just lost over there, and your security people immediately managed to stop my student here? Isn't that a little too coincidental?"

The other party explained, "After the owner realized the phone was missing, she immediately called her own number. This boy hadn't left the building yet. When the phone rang, he panicked and started digging through his bag. We thought he looked suspicious, so we stopped him."

Hannah smiled and said, "Maybe this child offended someone. Or perhaps your employees were playing a prank on each other, and he got dragged into it for no reason. You may not know this, but his conduct at school has always been very good."

"Hannah, this is the current situation. There is video footage. We have no intention of wronging anyone, so we plan to report it to the police and let them handle it."

He showed Hannah the surveillance footage.

When the boy came out of the office, he was clearly flustered and walking out in a hurry. The lobby camera also captured him fumbling through his bag for the phone.

Whether the boy had truly been framed or not, the evidence was obviously against him.

Hannah had no choice but to soften her attitude. Smiling at the person in charge, she said, "Please don't rush. Let's discuss this properly first. He's still a student. Even if he really made a foolish mistake in a moment of confusion, could you give him a chance to correct it? Let's resolve it here and avoid troubling the police, all right?"

"Our employee's rights were violated. The security office has to take responsibility," the other party said.

Hannah smiled shamelessly.

"But the phone has already been recovered. Your security office has already been very responsible. Truly, I've never seen anyone more responsible than you. You don't know how people at our school are. Forget a little phone - if someone openly carried our principal's desk out of the building, they probably wouldn't know to stop them."

The person in charge was amused by her.

Seeing there might be room to negotiate, she quickly continued, "How about this? I'll take the student to apologize to the owner and ask for her forgiveness. Then I'll take him back and properly criticize and educate him."

The person in charge also did not want the matter to become too serious. After hesitating for a moment, he told her to bring the student along to find the owner.

The elevator went all the way up and did not stop until it reached the top floor.

Hannah could not help asking Henry Brooks, "The phone doesn't belong to your CEO, does it?"

"No. It belongs to the CEO's secretary," the man answered.

Hannah was secretly disappointed.

To be honest, she would have preferred the phone to belong to the CEO. People who could reach that position usually had some magnanimity and cared about face. As long as she said enough nice things, the matter could probably be resolved. Secretaries, on the other hand, were often more difficult to deal with.

Unfortunately, she had guessed right.

Natalie Brooks was young and pretty, but extremely unfriendly. She walked out of the CEO's office with a dark expression, gave Hannah a cold glance, and asked, "What is there to discuss?"

Hannah smiled apologetically.

"He's still young. He made a mistake in a moment of confusion. He should be given a chance to correct himself, don't you think? I'll have him apologize to you."

Natalie sneered.

"Who said no one will give him a chance to correct himself? He can go to the police station and correct himself there. Being poor is one thing, but being poor and ignorant means someone needs to educate him properly."

Those words were truly unpleasant.

The boy standing behind Hannah could not help defending himself in agitation.

"I didn't steal your phone. You tried to seduce me. I refused, so you framed me!"

The moment Hannah heard that, she inwardly cried, Oh no.

Whether it was true or not, exposing someone's sore spot so openly was absolutely not something he should do at a moment like this.

Sure enough, Natalie's expression changed at once. She gave two cold laughs and said, "Whether I framed you or not isn't up to me, and it isn't up to you either. Let's invite the police to decide."

Hannah quickly tried to smooth things over.

The scene was becoming chaotic when the elevator doors opened. A calm voice asked, "What's going on?"

His voice was not loud, yet it pressed down every other sound.

Hannah felt as if she had been pricked by a needle. She whipped her head around and saw Felix, his features cool and distant.

Natalie immediately restrained her arrogance and called out in grievance, "Felix."

Felix glanced at her, then at Hannah, and finally fixed his gaze on Henry.

Henry hurriedly explained the situation to him.

After hearing the story, Felix looked at Hannah and asked, "Hannah, is this your student?"

Hannah pressed her hand firmly on the student's arm, not allowing him to act impulsively again.

"Yes. He's one of the students I'm responsible for, and he is Julia's classmate. Julia should know what kind of person he is. He isn't someone who would steal."

Natalie grew anxious again when she heard this, but one look from Felix suppressed her.

He looked at Hannah again and said calmly, "Since he is your student, Hannah, you may take him back."

Hannah had not expected him to be so easy to talk to. For a moment, she was stunned.

When she saw him raise his brows slightly, she quickly pulled the student and thanked him.

"Thank you. Thank you so much."

Afraid that something else might happen, she quickly said goodbye and led her student away.

Just as they were about to enter the elevator, he suddenly called after her.

"Hannah."

Felix curved his lips slightly and asked, "Are you free tonight? How about having a simple meal together?"

She paused, then answered vaguely, "Sure. We'll treat you."

But he refused to be fooled. With a half-smile, he asked, "Hannah, do I seem so lacking in character to you? It's only a meal. Do you think I'll eat you?"

Since he had made himself so clear, she could not continue pretending not to understand.

So she simply smiled and said openly, "Felix, you've misunderstood. My husband is very petty. He doesn't like me interacting with men. Even if I have a meal with a friend, he gets jealous. There's really nothing I can do about him."

A trace of mockery hung at the corner of Felix's mouth.

"Hannah, you've misunderstood as well. I have no intention of pursuing you. There are some matters about Julia that I want to discuss with you. It wouldn't be convenient with other people present."

Since he had put it that way, she had no choice but to agree. Still, she insisted, "But tonight, I must be the one to treat you as thanks."

He smiled faintly. "All right."

"I'll call you later," she said.

She first drove the student back to school.

The boy remained silent the entire way. Only when the car entered the school gate did he finally say stubbornly, "Hannah, I really didn't steal the phone. That woman framed me. She... she..."

He seemed unable to say the rest. His face flushed red.

Hannah glanced at him and said calmly, "No matter what happened, she succeeded in framing you. That means there was something you didn't handle well enough."

The boy did not argue.

After lowering his head in silence for a while, he suddenly asked, "Where are you going for dinner tonight?"

Hannah raised her brows. "Hmm?"

"I'll come pick you up," he said.

He was simple, but not stupid. He could clearly see that Hannah had only been forced to accept that man's invitation because
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