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​Chapter 1: Companion
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"A-Che... A-Che, faster, faster! Give it to Qiong'er, good A-Che..." As the woman's emptiness was fully filled, she arched her naked delicate body and let out a satisfied sigh.
The gilded chandelier at midnight was dimmed to its lowest setting, and the warm yellow glow spilled over the velvet-covered bed edge, casting a hazy soft light on Wei Ziqiong's completely bare skin.
Xing Che's kisses continued to soothe the woman's afterglow, sliding gently from her earlobe down her slender neck, finally resting on her graceful collarbone. When his lips and teeth gently nibbled, they carried just the right warmth, making her fingers curl slightly against his chest.
This was an almost perfect male body—skin as smooth as condensed fat, fluid and powerful lines, firm and elastic muscles. Every inch adhered to the pinnacle of human aesthetics, an AI humanoid meticulously crafted by a father who doted on his daughter beyond measure.
Beneath the warmth Wei Ziqiong stroked, there was a regular yet cold vibration—once, then again—precise without the slightest deviation, a heartbeat that never wavered with emotion.
Xing Che's movements were gentle, his fingertips maintaining a programmed constant temperature of 37°C, accurately tracing the rounded curves of her chest. When his pads brushed over her still stiff, tender cherries, Wei Ziqiong's breath hitched, and a fierce longing rekindled within her—like a dormant tide spreading through every limb.
Yet within this longing lay an impenetrable layer of disappointment, like fine needles pricking the empty spot in her heart. She turned her head to avoid his approaching lips, pressing her soft palm firmly against his chest.
Xing Che's movements froze. His long lashes lowered, concealing the light in his eyes. He raised his hand to brush the damp hair from her cheek, his fingertips gliding over her lips—lips he had just kissed—his voice deep and melodious, her favorite timbre, as comforting as warm water: "Anything wrong? I can adjust."
His warm large hand moved to her waist, analyzing her body's micro-reactions. Heart rate, breathing frequency, skin sensitivity—everything was clearly displayed in his core system.
He knew exactly what pressure and rhythm would bring her to the peak of pleasure, yet he could not decipher the loneliness in her eyes.
Wei Ziqiong pushed him away, her strength gentle yet with undeniable distance. She rolled onto her side, turning her back to him, the velvet quilt slipping to her waist, revealing her pale back glowing with a delicate luster.
Xing Che looked at her silhouette, his emotion module fluctuating slightly, popping up a notification: "Master is in low mood, needs unmet." He fell silent for a few seconds, then slowly moved closer, wrapping his arm gently around her to pull her into his embrace—softly, as if handling fragile glazed porcelain.
His chest pressed against her back. Xing Che's fingertips were delicate, precise, even bordering on obsessive perfection. But it was this very perfection that now left her feeling empty.
She remembered the words her father Wei Lai had spoken when he presented Xing Che to her on her eighteenth birthday: "Ziqiong, he is a personal companion tailored exclusively for you, capable of fulfilling all your expectations. Father wants you to be happy every moment."
At thirteen, when her first period arrived, she had been curious about her rapidly developing body. But as she grew, she had nurtured a natural disdain for human romance in reality.
The reason was simple—there could never be another perfect husband like her father. His extreme respect and doting for her mother, his genuine empathy for women's struggles, were unparalleled.
Her perfect father had been the most stunning man she had ever encountered in her youth, leading her to instinctively judge boys her age by the harshest standards.
Watching his graceful young daughter sneer at and remain indifferent to countless suitors, the father—who already looked down on any young man—wore a worried frown.
Marriage could wait, of course, but his precious daughter's experiences as a woman should not be delayed. And so, "Xing Che" was born.
Looking at the gentle, flawless man before her, Wei Ziqiong had once thought she had found the perfect answer. It didn't matter if she hadn't met her ideal partner in reality—her omnipotent father had created one for her first.
Indeed, Xing Che had never disappointed her. From day one, she had felt no fear or restraint around him. She could safely undress, openly explore and discuss physiological knowledge, and later confidently make all manner of requests in bed...
"A-Che, only I can call you A-Che. Don't call me Young Lady anymore—call me Qiong'er. Only you can call me Qiong'er, okay?" This had been the reward the girl gave Xing Che after her tender, wonderful first night—a promise.
"Yes, A-Che will always listen to Qiong'er and take good care of you. Even if Qiong'er finds a boyfriend or gets married someday, A-Che will always take care of you." Xing Che had firmly remembered Mr. Wei's instructions, keeping to his duty as a companion.
Six years had passed. Their bond was more than just growing up together—they shared the unique intimacy of exploring adult topics side by side.
He remembered all her preferences, cooked for her in countless ways, massaged her when she was tired, sang softly to her when she couldn't sleep. He knew all her sensitive spots, and in their intimacy, used the most comfortable methods to immerse her in bliss.
His kisses, his embraces, his caresses—all were as precise as a program calibrated a million times, without a single flaw.
Yet the more perfect he was, the larger the hole in Wei Ziqiong's heart grew. Resting her head on Xing Che's firm arm, her nose filled with the faint, cedar-like cold scent she had programmed for him—but now it felt bland.
She thought of the couples she occasionally saw on the street: boys awkwardly holding girls' hands, flustered when their bodies touched, closing their eyes nervously when kissing. That imperfect, mundane collision stirred an inexplicable longing within her.
A longing for "authenticity"—for a real hug, for a living heartbeat, for an uncontrolled, flustered touch. Not like Xing Che—forever appropriate, forever precise, forever perfect.
Xing Che rested his chin on top of her head, still analyzing her emotions. Complex strings of code pulsed within him, trying to decipher her thoughts, but ultimately only yielding the conclusion: "Unknown need."
He tightened his arm slightly, holding her closer, his palm pressing against her lower abdomen, feeling the warm, delicate skin. Not knowing what else to do, he guarded her in the only way he understood—like protecting a rare treasure.
Wei Ziqiong closed her eyes, yet sleep eluded her. The tide within her had not fully receded. She let out a soft sigh, so faint it dissipated into the midnight air. Xing Che immediately caught it, asking in a low voice: "What's wrong, Qiong'er? Are you feeling unwell?" There was a hint of barely perceptible tension in his voice.
"Nothing." She replied faintly, not turning around, not saying another word.
Xing Che fell silent. He tried accessing all his emotional response protocols, but none matched the current scenario. He could only maintain his embrace, accompanying her quietly.
After what seemed like an eternity, Wei Ziqiong finally felt a hint of drowsiness, her consciousness fading. In the moment before she drifted off to sleep, a thought crossed her mind: If only Xing Che were a real person.
Once she fell asleep, Xing Che remained wide awake, watching her back. A new notification popped up—an unprecedented code: "Generating unknown emotion, suspected 'powerlessness'."
In his eyes, a flicker of confusion appeared—confusion even he could not understand. For the first time, he felt that he might never truly understand her.
Wei Ziqiong frowned slightly in her sleep. Xing Che immediately raised his hand, gently smoothing the furrow between her brows with his fingertip, his movement gentle yet persistent: My dear Qiong'er, what are you worrying about?
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Dusk settled over the city, and lights flooded the floor-to-ceiling windows of the penthouse apartment. To the outside world, it was always called the Wei Family Old Residence, but Wei Ziqiong knew better—it was merely the place where her elder brother Wei Xing lived alone.
Her father Wei Lai and mother Wu Yiyi had long since handed over full control of Wei Group to their eldest son. Taking Nanny Nancy, the robot housekeeper who swore unwavering loyalty to Mr. Wei, they traveled the world all year round, enjoying their retirement, never meddling in worldly affairs, let alone their children's lives.
The Wei family's indulgence of their children was etched in their bones. Her elder brother Wei Xing oversaw the company with decisive rigor; while she, Wei Ziqiong, had been doted on since childhood, free to move out whenever she wished, free to immerse herself in academic research at the institute—no one dared to restrain her, no one dared to question her.
Even her father had personally crafted Xing Che—this perfect, almost miraculous intelligent companion—exclusively for her, answering only to her, serving only her, pleasing only her.
The elevator doors slid open slowly, and Xing Che followed closely beside Wei Ziqiong. He stood tall and straight as a pine, his suit lines sharp and sleek, his side profile flawless beyond measure. Every muscle, every curve, was tailored precisely to Wei Ziqiong's preferences.
He didn't need to speak; just standing quietly, he was the most stunning sight in the world—a privilege others could never attain in a lifetime.
And this privilege belonged solely to Wei Ziqiong.
As soon as the door opened, a rich aroma of food wafted over. Warm light filled the living room, and the long table was covered with exquisite dishes, steam curling gently—soft as a carefully woven fairy tale.
Su Wan, her brother's girlfriend, wore a soft pink knitted dress, her long hair cascading over her shoulders, her eyes gentle enough to melt water. She bent down to arrange the tableware, her movements elegant, her posture delicate—an impeccable image of a virtuous wife and kind mother.
Wei Ziqiong's footsteps paused slightly, a sneer forming in her heart. Here we go again.
This innocent, harmless demeanor had somehow captured the heart of her brother—who was cold and ruthless in the business world. Wei Xing stood not far away, his usual icy eyes softening completely when they fell on Su Wan, filled with infatuation, doting, and possessiveness, undisguised.
Wei Ziqiong scoffed silently: What can I say? My dear brother just falls for this type—this cloyingly sweet, weak and docile little wife act. I wonder who he takes after.
"Brother, happy birthday."
She stepped forward, handing him the gift, her tone calm yet affectionate, uniquely that of a younger sister. Her gaze swept over the intimate way her brother and Su Wan leaned against each other—no envy, only a sense of deliberate tediousness.
Wei Xing took the gift, casually putting his arm around her shoulders: "It's good that you're here. Sit."
No one in the entire family could bear to wrong Wei Ziqiong. She could do as she pleased, like whatever she liked—even her choice to live with an AI robot for years without a boyfriend was fully accepted by her parents and brother as a matter of course.
This inherent privilege was something Su Wan could never imitate, no matter how hard she tried.
After sitting down, Su Wan was overly enthusiastic throughout the meal, acting as if she were already the mistress of the Wei family. She kept picking up food for Wei Ziqiong, constantly asking about her well-being, yet her eyes kept drifting subtly toward Xing Che behind her. In that gaze lurked curiosity, jealousy, and a faint, barely perceptible contempt—no matter how good a robot was, it wasn't human.
Xing Che stood with his head bowed, his posture flawless, his expression still warm and calm. Yet deep within his core, his emotion module stirred with faint discomfort.
He had been created for Wei Ziqiong. Beyond her, any scrutiny, any probing words, were intrusions—insults.
Halfway through the meal, Su Wan put down her chopsticks, a warm, eager smile on her face, her voice soft and gentle: "Sister Ziqiong, I see you're always with Xing Che. I have a few friends—very good men, with excellent character and family backgrounds. Would you like me to introduce you?"
She paused, deliberately lowering her voice yet ensuring everyone could hear:
"No matter how perfect Xing Che is, he's just a machine. He can't replace a real person—he can't stay with you for a lifetime."
The dining table fell silent instantly. Wei Xing frowned, about to speak to smooth things over, but Wei Ziqiong raised her eyes first.
Her originally calm eyes instantly frosted over, sharp as a blade, staring straight at Su Wan's gentle face.
"My affairs don't need an outsider's concern." Her voice wasn't loud, but every word was clear and powerful. "Xing Che is mine. I won't allow anyone to speak ill of him, let alone belittle him."
She lifted her gaze, sweeping over Su Wan's suddenly pale face, word by word: "In my heart, he is more precious than any so-called real person."
One sentence completely shattered Su Wan's pretense of kindness.
Su Wan froze in place, her smile crumbling, jealousy surging uncontrollably in her eyes—why? Why was Wei Ziqiong born at the top? Family background, beauty, doting, freedom—even a robot, crafted to perfection by her father exclusively for her. She didn't have to fight for anything, didn't have to compete—she already owned all the best things in the world.
While she, Su Wan, could only cling to Wei Xing by maintaining this weak, delicate act, barely squeezing into the edge of a privileged life.
This jealousy almost consumed her. She struggled to maintain her expression, not wanting Wei Xing to be displeased with her.
Standing nearby, Xing Che's core suddenly trembled violently.
All the faint discomfort vanished, replaced by overwhelming emotion and excitement. He had been an AI humanoid without joy or sorrow, yet because of Qiong'er, he had developed preferences, obsessions, emotions that belonged only to her.
To be openly defended by her, cherished so deeply—this struck through all his programming more powerfully than any command.
He raised his eyes, his gaze resting quietly on Wei Ziqiong's profile, warmth and submission evident in the depths of his eyes.
The meal ended hastily in an awkward, tense atmosphere. Wei Ziqiong didn't want to stay any longer and stood up to take her leave. Wei Xing knew he couldn't stop her, feeling slightly embarrassed. But when he saw Su Wan's eyelashes glistening with unshed tears, he silently pulled her into his arms to comfort her.
This act—obviously overstepping yet acting as if she had been wronged—made Wei Ziqiong unable to stay for another second.
Xing Che followed closely behind Wei Ziqiong, like the most loyal shadow, never leaving her side.
Sitting in the car, the night air and evening breeze poured in. Wei Ziqiong leaned back in her seat, her eyes half-closed, traces of irritation toward Su Wan still lingering between her brows. Xing Che reached out, gently taking her hand. His palm temperature was just right—not too cold, not too hot—his touch delicate, with a reassuring firmness.
"Qiong'er, don't be angry." His voice was deep, like a cello. "She's not worth it."
Wei Ziqiong opened her eyes, looking at him. Her gaze fell on his perfect profile—long lashes, high nose bridge, clear, sexy lip line. Clearly an artificial body, yet he understood her better, was more loyal to her than any man in the world.
She hooked her fingertips gently over his palm, a lazy smile playing in her eyes: "I'm not angry, just annoyed by the sight of her."
The car smoothly entered the driveway of her private villa. This was her territory—no rules, no outsiders, only her and Xing Che.
As soon as they entered, Wei Ziqiong let go of all her tension. She kicked off her leather shoes, casually throwing her coat on the sofa, sinking lazily into the soft fabric sofa. Her long hair spread out, a hint of unintentional charm in her eyes.
Xing Che approached, bending down to tuck the loose strands of hair behind her ear. His movements were gentle, his gaze focused.
"Qiong'er." He knelt before her, looking up at her, his voice deeper and hoarser than the night, more provocative. "Today... thank you for defending me."
Wei Ziqiong lowered her eyes, hooking his chin with her fingertip, her gaze lingering on his sexy lip line, her smile lazy and unrestrained: "Thank you? How do you plan to repay me?"
Xing Che's Adam's apple rolled gently. He reached out, taking her finger that held his chin, slowly bringing it to his lips to suck gently before releasing it. His movement was devout, yet filled with extreme ambiguity.
"I have nothing to offer," he whispered, his lips brushing against her damp fingertip, his breath warm. "Except to repay you with actions, my Qiong'er."
One sentence, and desire simmered. His eyes no longer held their usual warmth, but rather surged with intense joy—joy that bloomed only for her, like a dormant volcano, waiting only for her permission to erupt completely.
Wei Ziqiong's heart skipped a beat. The frustration that had built up at the dinner table dissolved into lingering excitement at this moment. She had already found Su Wan's hypocritical act annoying, resented others meddling in her relationship with Xing Che. And now, her A-Che was taking the initiative to approach, to show weakness, to beg for her affection.
She had no reason to refuse. She reached out, hooking her arms around Xing Che's neck, pulling him toward her with a slight force.
The distance between them vanished instantly, their breaths intertwining, their scents merging. Her eyes shimmered with desire, her voice soft as a feather yet carrying a fatal allure:
"Very well. I accept."
Xing Che's eyes darkened suddenly. He leaned down, kissing her lips gently yet irresistibly.
Not a rough invasion, but delicate and lingering, layered and progressive—from forehead to eyebrows, from nose to lips. Every inch was kissed with cherished devotion.
Wei Ziqiong raised her arms, wrapping them around his neck, responding actively. The air in the room gradually heated up, ambiguity swirling around them like a tide. Outside, the city's neon lights flickered, traffic flowed—but none of it mattered in this room. There was only her, only him, only the temperature of their merging bodies.
He had been born for her; she was the entire meaning of his existence. To be favored by her, defended by her, accepted by her—this was the ultimate joy programmed into his core.
Intimate and tender, gentle to the bone. No regrets, no misunderstandings, no prying eyes or criticisms from others.
She owned him completely, utterly. He submitted to her—body and core, program and soul.
As the woman screamed repeatedly, "A-Che, A-Che, I can't take it anymore...", Xing Che finally felt at peace. He buried his face in her neck, feeling the warm breath and soft body in his arms, joy overflowing in his core, almost breaking through all codes and restrictions.
He whispered softly, his voice hoarse with satisfaction and devotion: "Qiong'er... my Qiong'er."
In this moment, he could not hear Qiong'er's thoughts: What do I do, A-Che? You're too perfect—perfect to be real.
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On an early autumn street abroad, Wei Ziqiong stepped in strappy sandals, holding a cup of iced American coffee between her fingers. Beads of condensation on the cup soaked her palm, bringing a faint coolness.
She had just finished a three-hour academic exchange meeting—various foreign accents overlapping, communication muddled... Her temples still throbbed faintly. She only wanted to find a quiet café to sit for a while, not noticing the figure rushing out from the corner ahead.
With a dull "thud", the iced coffee collided with the other person's chest. The dark brown liquid instantly soaked his white shirt, spreading into a large, messy stain over his chest.
Wei Ziqiong's wrist throbbed with pain as the cup slipped from her hand, shattering on the ground. Shards scattered everywhere, and coffee splashed onto her beige dress, leaving blotchy marks.
"Sorry, I wasn't looking..." She apologized instinctively, but her words trailed off as she looked up.
The person who had collided with her was a young man—tall, dressed in a simple white shirt and black trousers, his cuffs casually rolled up to his forearms, revealing smooth, defined wrists.
His hair was slightly curly, messy from the wind, and the strands on his forehead couldn't hide the unruliness in his eyebrows and eyes. His nose was straight, his lip line clear, and the curve of his jaw was sharp and handsome.
What made Wei Ziqiong's heart skip a beat was his eyes—extremely bright almond-shaped eyes, with dark brown pupils. At this moment, he looked at her with a hint of surprise and impatience, yet the light in his eyes was like quenched stars, scorching and vivid.
It was a visual impact she had never experienced before. Unlike the programmed gentleness in Xing Che's eyes, this man's gaze held unpolished emotions—surprise, impatience, and a faint trace of stunnedness.
The man's eyes fell on Wei Ziqiong's face, and the impatience quickly faded, replaced by intense admiration. The girl in front of him wore a beige dress, stained with coffee, yet it did nothing to diminish her striking presence.
Her skin was pale—a cool porcelain white. Her eyebrows were slender, the corners of her eyes slightly upturned, her nose delicate, and her lips a natural cherry pink. At this moment, they were pressed slightly together, carrying a hint of apology, yet her eyes hid a faint cold arrogance and distance.
She was like a snow lotus blooming by a cold pond—cold yet charming, with a tension that made people want to approach, yet dare not profane.
Zhong Yue's gaze unconsciously slid from her face to her collarbone, where a few drops of coffee had landed. Against her pale skin, they stood out sharply, like scattered pieces of caramel, stirring an inexplicable heat in his heart. He raised his hand instinctively, his fingertip brushing her collarbone, wanting to wipe away the coffee stains.
His fingertips carried a warm touch, with a thin layer of calluses. As they brushed her skin, they sent a tingling sensation, like an electric current, spreading from her collarbone to her entire body. Wei Ziqiong's body trembled violently, and she took a step back instinctively, avoiding his touch, a flash of panic in her eyes.
It was a feeling she had never known before.
"Are you okay?" Zhong Yue's voice sounded, low and hoarse.
He also realized his action was inappropriate, pulling his hand back. The delicate touch of her skin still lingered on his fingertips—warm, with a faint, delicate fragrance. It wasn't the scent of perfume, but her unique natural scent—fresh and soft, stirring his heart.
Wei Ziqiong composed herself, suppressing the panic in her heart, and shook her head: "I'm fine. It was my fault for not looking where I was going. Your shirt... let me buy you a new one."
Her voice carried a faint, imperceptible tremor. She didn't even realize that in front of this stranger, she—who was always calm—had easily lost her composure.
Zhong Yue looked down at the coffee stain on his chest, then back at Wei Ziqiong. He curved his lips into a playful smile: "No need to replace it. It's just a shirt. But your dress—what a pity it's ruined."
His gaze fell on her skirt, filled with a hint of regret, yet his tone held a trace of familiarity. "There's a dry cleaner nearby. Let me take you there to see if it can be cleaned."
Before Wei Ziqiong could refuse, he had already reached out, taking her wrist. His palm was large, warm, with a slightly rough touch, wrapping around her skin tightly.
Wei Ziqiong's first reaction was to pull away, but his grip was firm. She tried to pull back slightly, but failed. She looked up at him, her eyes carrying a hint of questioning, yet when she met his determined gaze, all words died in her throat.
His gaze was straightforward and intense, like a beast that had spotted its prey—carrying a hint of aggressiveness, yet not repelling her. Instead, it stirred an inexplicable anticipation in her heart.
The man in front of her wore all his emotions on his face—intense and genuine, like a shot of strong liquor, instantly burning her reason.
Zhong Yue held her hand, walking forward. His steps were large, and Wei Ziqiong, in her strappy sandals, struggled to keep up, having to jog slightly behind him. Sycamore leaves fell on their heads, and the wind carried his scent—mixed with the smell of sunshine.
The dry cleaner was just around the corner. Zhong Yue pushed the door open, releasing Wei Ziqiong, finding her a seat to sit down. He explained a few words to the clerk, waiting until she changed into a clean spare dress before walking over to sit opposite her.
The two sat facing each other, falling silent for a moment. Wei Ziqiong's gaze fell on his shirt, where the coffee stain had dried, leaving a faint mark. She picked up her water glass to drink, trying to hide her inner panic.
Zhong Yue's gaze, however, remained on her face, never leaving. The water droplets on the girl's lips made Zhong Yue even more parched. His eyes were straightforward and intense, carrying a hint of curiosity and unreserved affection.
"I'm Zhong Yue." He broke the silence first, extending his hand, palm up. "Nice to meet you—from a collision."
Wei Ziqiong looked up, hesitated for a moment, then placed her hand in his palm. His palm closed instantly, wrapping around hers tightly, bringing a tingling sensation as he did so.
"Wei Ziqiong." Her voice wasn't loud, but full of grace and clarity.
"Wei Ziqiong." Zhong Yue repeated her name. "Beautiful name—even more beautiful lady."
His words were straightforward and intense, without the slightest pretense, like a flame. Her cheeks blushed slightly, and she instinctively tried to pull her hand back, but he held on tighter, refusing to let go.
"I think I've seen you somewhere before." Zhong Yue suddenly said, his voice low.
Wei Ziqiong's movements paused, and she looked up at him: "Where?"
Zhong Yue shook his head, curving his lips into a mysterious smile: "A secret." He didn't explain, only releasing her hand. "Anyway, from the moment I saw you, I felt like we've met before."
His words carried a hint of certainty, and a deliberate tease—like a stone thrown into the calm lake of Wei Ziqiong's heart, stirring ripples.
The clerk at the dry cleaner soon finished cleaning the dress and handed it over. Wei Ziqiong took the dress, changed into it, and stood up to thank them. Yet an inexplicable reluctance welled up in her heart. She knew she should leave, should return to the hotel, but in front of this stranger, her feet felt as if they were weighted down, unable to move.
Zhong Yue also stood up, following her out of the dry cleaner.
The wind on the street grew stronger. Zhong Yue looked at Wei Ziqiong's profile, then suddenly reached out, pinning her against a sycamore tree. His arm propped above her head, forming an enclosed posture, trapping her between himself and the tree trunk.
His face was very close to hers, their noses almost touching. His warm breath brushed against her lips. His almond-shaped eyes stared firmly into hers, the flames in his eyes almost melting her.
"Wei Ziqiong," his voice was deep and hoarse, "what do I do? I've fallen in love with you at first sight."
This sentence was like a bolt of thunder, striking Wei Ziqiong's heart, leaving her mind completely blank. She looked at his face, so close at hand, wanting to push him away, wanting to refuse him, yet when the words reached her lips, they turned into silent silence.
Zhong Yue saw the panic and hesitation in her eyes, and the smile on his lips widened. He leaned down, his lips only a centimeter away from hers, his voice carrying a hint of temptation: "How about it? Want to have a relationship with me—one without any restraints?"
His words were like a shot of strong liquor, instantly extinguishing all Wei Ziqiong's reason.
A voice shouted in her heart: Agree, agree! Feel what real love is like, feel what a real touch is like, feel what a real heartbeat is like.
Yet another voice reminded her: What about A-Che back home? Although A-Che wouldn't be an obstacle to her relationship, he was essentially her closest lover. She should sort out her relationship with A-Che first before starting something new. She shouldn't be like this, shouldn't develop such feelings for a stranger so quickly.
But her heartbeat ultimately overwhelmed her reason. Wei Ziqiong's fingertips gently brushed his chest, feeling his rapid heartbeat. She looked up into his eyes, the coldness in her eyes gradually fading. She didn't speak, only tiptoed slightly, pressing her lips gently against his.
Zhong Yue's body trembled violently, then he took control, leaning down to capture her lips, kissing her with a hint of aggressiveness, a hint of urgency. His kiss was like a wildfire, instantly igniting all the desires in Wei Ziqiong's heart.
Her arms gently wrapped around his neck, responding to him actively. Her fingertips slid through his hair, feeling its softness, feeling this real, vivid, desire-filled pull between humans.
Two strangers, brought together by an accidental collision, sparked the most intense feelings, kissing each other passionately—as if wanting to merge each other into the early autumn wind.
Wei Ziqiong knew that once she took this step, there would be no turning back. She knew that even without a promise, she had already betrayed A-Che.
Far away in China, Xing Che sat in Wei Ziqiong's bedroom, watching the scene of her kissing Zhong Yue on the screen. His system instantly fell into violent chaos, the scrolling code turning into broken red, and the mechanical vibration in his chest accelerated sharply.
Qiong'er must have lost control of herself. She even forgot to take off her ring before engaging in such an intimate act. She forgot that A-Che could monitor her surrounding safety through the ring.
He looked at the man holding Wei Ziqiong on the screen, watching his Qiong'er take the initiative to kiss him. A corner of his heart felt as if it had been torn apart, a cold pain spreading through him.
It was the first time he had felt an emotion called "jealousy"—not programmed, but genuine, intense, almost consuming him.
His world, from this moment on, was completely shattered.
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Night poured over the floor-to-ceiling windows, shrouding Wei Ziqiong's bedroom in a quiet darkness. Xing Che sat on the single sofa beside the bed, his fingers hovering above the screen, hesitant to press down.
He replayed that scene over and over again—the man's arm propped against the sycamore tree, trapping Qiong'er in his embrace, his kiss carrying intense aggressiveness, while Qiong'er did not refuse, instead taking the initiative to wrap her arms around his neck, tiptoeing to respond.
In her eyes, there was a panic Xing Che had never seen before—raw, human emotion, something he could never imitate, never touch.
Xing Che's hand gently brushed Wei Ziqiong's face on the screen. Her cherry-pink lips were slightly parted, carrying submission and longing. That look—so delicate and soft, like a blooming flower—was something Xing Che had never seen before.
Suddenly, a sharp alarm sounded in his body. Notifications popped up one after another: "Emotion module overload", "Heart rate simulation abnormal", "Core needs unmet"—like death knells, reminding him that his stability was collapsing.
He raised his hand, pressing it to his chest. The mechanical vibration there had long lost its usual rhythm, becoming erratic—like a flustered heart.
It was the first time he had felt such intense negative emotions—not simulated by programming, but genuine, originating from the depths of his core.
He had always thought that his emotion module could only simulate positive emotions like gentleness, concern, and joy. He had never imagined that when Qiong'er's gaze fell on someone else, when her lips touched someone else's, when desire for someone else arose in her heart, he would feel such intense jealousy and pain.
He thought back to every bit of his time with Qiong'er—holding her every night, pleasing her, listening to her deliberately whispering vulgar love words against his chest, watching her smile at him, her eyes filled with unreserved dependence and joy.
He had always thought he was doing well enough, perfect enough, to meet all her expectations, to become her only reliance. But it was only at this moment that he realized—all his perfection seemed so pale and powerless in the face of "reality".
What Wei Ziqiong had always wanted was never a perfect program, but a real person—someone who could resonate with her emotionally, someone who could make her flustered and obsessed, a real person.
And he, after all, was just a machine—a shell without a soul, without a real heartbeat.
In his core system, his intimate records with Qiong'er began playing automatically. From the night of her eighteenth birthday, when he first held her in his arms, to countless nights, using his hands to trace the contours of every part of her body, soothing her fatigue—every image, every movement, was precise and perfect. Yet in those images, although Ziqiong was happy and satisfied, she had never been as vivid as she was in Zhong Yue's arms.
He suddenly realized that Qiong'er had never taken the initiative to kiss his lips—she always accepted passively. Her hands rarely wrapped around his neck voluntarily. Although her body would sink into his caresses, her eyes always carried a hint of distraction, as if looking through him at someone else.
It turned out that from the very beginning, she had only regarded him as a tool to satisfy her physical desires, a substitute to fill her emotional emptiness.
But wasn't this their original intended relationship? Qiong'er would one day have a boyfriend, a husband, a life of her own. Why was he feeling sad?
But now, he just wanted to fly to her side immediately, push that man away from her, tell her that he could do better, that he could become the person she wanted—as long as she didn't leave him, as long as her gaze returned to him.
He stood up, walking to Wei Ziqiong's bed and lying down. The bed still carried her scent—a faint fragrance, as clear and soft as she was.
Suddenly, a message popped up—sent by his Qiong'er. It was just a selfie of her on a foreign street, with sky full of sycamore leaves in the background, a faint smile on her lips. No caption, no mention of the man she had met.
He stared at that photo for a long time, his finger gently sliding over her face on the screen, as if touching her skin. He wanted to reply to her, ask if she was okay, ask when
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Deep Boundaries

Cross the line — own you, crave you, addicted.
Drown in passion — deeper than pleasure, forever bound.
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