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Chapter 1—The Icy Director
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In Shenzhen, inside the Fortune Harbor office tower, Ethan Parker sat at his desk, fingers flying across the keyboard as he totaled columns of data.

"Five minutes left. "He glanced at the time in the lower-right corner of the screen and silently cursed Daniel yet again.

Ethan had been with the company for just over two months. According to policy, one more week and he would qualify for full-time status.

Under normal circumstances, as long as an employee avoided major mistakes and completed assigned tasks, confirmation was routine.
But Ethan had little confidence this would apply to him.
Everything traced back to an accident two months earlier—an incident he never should have witnessed.

He remembered that day clearly. The weather was cold and bleak. As usual, he packed up at quitting time and headed out. Just as he reached the bus stop, thunder cracked overhead and a torrential downpour followed. As he was about to board, he suddenly remembered that one of the office windows hadn't been closed.

The window had been opened by a female colleague, not him, but if rain poured in all night, the computers near the window would be ruined.

If he went back to close it, he might earn that colleague's goodwill. If a manager happened to see him, maybe he'd even get praised.

With that thought, Ethan returned to the office, closed the window, and checked the others as well.

Just as he was about to leave, he heard strange sounds coming from the restroom.

"Ah... I can't take it... you..."

The strained cry made him think someone was injured. Without hesitation, Ethan pushed the door open.

Inside, a man and a woman were pressed against the sink.

Reflected in the mirror, Ethan instantly recognized them. The man was Daniel from the sales department. The woman was Grace Morgan, an employee who had joined around the same time as Ethan.

Grace was completely undressed, her curves exposed, while Daniel stood behind her, his hands gripping her body.

Ethan froze in shock. Before he could react, the dazed Grace noticed him.

Too late.

"Ah!"

After that cry, Ethan became a thorn in Daniel's side.

From then on, Daniel targeted him at every opportunity, deliberately assigning him extra work.

Ethan complained inwardly but still completed every task carefully. He had no choice—his confirmation depended on passing through Daniel's hands.

Half an hour earlier, Daniel had slammed a thick stack of documents onto Ethan's desk.

"Thirty minutes," Daniel said arrogantly. "Organize all of this and deliver it to the director. If you can't, you know what happens."

Ethan stared at the pile, speechless.

I just walked in on you once. Is this really necessary?

Cursing silently, he kept his fingers moving at top speed.

Ethan knew exactly what Daniel was trying to do—use any excuse to fire him and eliminate the risk of that incident spreading.

For a top student in psychology, statistics were hardly difficult. Thirty minutes later, the work was done.

"Sorry to disappoint you."

Ethan stood up, raised his eyebrows, and waved the documents toward Daniel before heading to the director's office.

As Ethan turned away, Daniel—who had been chatting with others—looked up. A dark, cold smile crept across his face.

The sales director was Victoria Hayes.

Not only was she stunningly beautiful, she was also a powerhouse. Nearly half the company's business was brought in by her alone. She was young, too - only about twenty-five or twenty-six.

At work, Victoria always wore a sharp business suit, high heels, and black stockings. Her graceful figure radiated allure, paired with an angelic face that balanced elegance and danger.

She had one fatal flaw: her temper.

Fierce and unrestrained, she answered to no one except the boss. Every salesperson in the company feared her. Ethan had personally seen Daniel publicly scolded by her at least five times.

"9:45."

Ethan checked his watch. Victoria usually didn't arrive before ten.

So this time, he didn't knock. He turned the handle and walked in.

He was smiling as he entered—then froze.

Behind the desk stood a woman with a perfect figure, her blouse halfway off her arms. Her skin was smooth and pale, flawless. A black lace garment struggled to contain her curves.

Ethan's head buzzed. His eyes refused to look away.

Hearing the door, Victoria instinctively looked up—and met Ethan's stunned stare.

She didn't panic. Calmly, she slipped the white blouse back on and fastened it.

The view disappeared, leaving Ethan filled with regret.

"Have you seen enough?" Victoria asked coldly.

"No—"Ethan answered instinctively.

"No! I mean—I didn't see anything! Nothing at all!"

He snapped back to his senses, hurriedly shut the door, and fled.

Out in the corridor, his mind replayed the scene over and over.

Then he felt warmth at his nose.

Blood.

Embarrassed, Ethan wiped it away quickly, afraid someone might see. After calming himself, he returned to the office as if nothing had happened.

The moment he walked in, he saw Daniel staring at him, that sinister smile sending chills down his spine.

Only then did Ethan understand.

He'd been set up.

Daniel had calculated everything—knowing Ethan could finish the work on time, knowing exactly when to send him upstairs, ensuring he'd walk in on something he shouldn't.

Victoria was infamous for her temper. Would she retaliate? Or worse—fire him outright? As director, she had that authority.

The thought made his chest tighten.

He had only one week left until confirmation. After that, his base salary would increase by two thousand, plus full benefits.

Distracted and anxious, Ethan sat at his computer, aimlessly opening webpages, unsure what he was even looking for.

"Ethan!" Daniel suddenly shouted, phone in hand. "Why haven't you delivered what I told you to? What's going on in that head of yours?"
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Chapter 2—Touching the Tiger's Tail
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"Ah... y-yes, yes. I'll deliver it right away." Ethan snapped back to reality and hurriedly replied as he looked at the documents on his desk.

He'd been so distracted by that unforgettable sight earlier that he'd completely forgotten to hand the materials to Victoria. But now the question was—how was he supposed to face her? And how would she deal with him?

Dragging his feet, Ethan picked up the documents and left the office. Yet when he reached Victoria's door, he simply couldn't bring himself to knock.

Damn it. Whatever happens, happens.

After a few minutes, he finally made up his mind.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

Three cautious knocks echoed faintly against the purple-toned wooden door.

He waited, but there was no response. The courage he had just gathered instantly began to crumble.

Left with no choice, he knocked again, harder this time.

"Come in."

At last, a voice answered.

Ethan took a deep breath, steeled himself, and pushed the door open.

Victoria, dressed in her professional suit, didn't even look up. She was leaning over her desk, writing on a stack of documents—sometimes frowning in thought, sometimes nodding to herself.

Good. She hasn't noticed me.

Ethan stepped forward, intending to quietly place the documents on her desk and slip out unnoticed.

But he was standing, while she was seated and leaning forward. As he set the papers down, his line of sight naturally followed the open neckline of her outfit.

Pale skin pressed together beneath black lace, forming a deep, captivating curve. One glance was enough to pull him in, like a bottomless abyss of temptation. Before he realized it, Ethan was already lost in it.

Victoria, who had been focused on her work, sensed that the person in front of her hadn't left. She instinctively looked up—and once again caught Ethan staring at her in a daze.

At first, confusion flickered in her eyes. Then she followed his gaze downward and instantly understood.

She straightened up at once. Anger flashed across her face, quickly freezing into icy calm.

Caught again.

"Uh... Director Victoria, I'm here to deliver the documents. These are the ones you asked for."

Seeing the change in her expression, Ethan's heart slammed violently in his chest. Cold sweat broke out across his back. He dropped the documents onto the desk and turned, ready to flee.

"Wait."

That single word sent his heart plunging.

Ethan slowly turned around, forcing a smile uglier than crying.

"You're Ethan, right? Psychology major?" Victoria asked coldly, ignoring his expression.

"Yes. "They were separated by a wide desk—about one and a half meters, the typical interpersonal safety distance. While answering, Ethan quietly analyzed her intentions.

Victoria smoothly pulled a sheet from a folder. Ethan sneaked a glance and recognized it immediately—it was last month's performance report for the sales department.

The further she read, the deeper her frown became.

Just as he'd feared.

She was going to make an issue out of this.

Ethan silently cursed his luck. Since joining the company, he'd been dragged around by Daniel doing miscellaneous errands, never given real sales opportunities.

Sales performance was his Achilles' heel.

The office wasn't warm, yet Ethan felt unbearably hot. His skin crawled, itching as if ants were swarming over him.

"You've been here for two months," Victoria said, looking up. "Someone who joined ten days later already has three deals. Where are yours?"

Ethan opened his mouth, then closed it again. Complaining about Daniel's deliberate obstruction would only sound like excuses—worse, like slandering a superior.

"I... "He tried, but no words came out.

"I don't care what reasons or excuses you have," Victoria said, shaking the performance sheet in her hand. "No company keeps someone who can't create value. Do you understand what I'm saying?"

To Ethan, the message was crystal clear.

Pack up and get out.

He was a psychology graduate. Even if the job wasn't a perfect fit, being forced out like this was still hard to accept.

So I saw you changing clothes. Is that really worth firing me over? Performance my ass—just an excuse.

The rage burned inside him, but he didn't dare say it aloud.

He imagined slamming his badge on the desk, turning around, and declaring he quit.

But reality wasn't so romantic. If he did that, he'd lose everything—including this month's pay.

"Wherever you work, performance decides your worth," Victoria said, leaning back in her chair. "There's no need for you to wait until the end of probation. That saves the company resources—and saves you time."

Was he really going to leave like this?

He pictured Daniel's smug face, gloating while he packed his things. That was exactly what the man wanted.

And those salespeople who always followed the wind—just thinking about their looks made Ethan want to pin them to the ground and stomp them.

No. He wouldn't let them see him fail.

Ethan stared at Victoria's proud face, grinding his teeth.

He decided to change tactics—to carve out a path, even if it meant mutual discomfort.

They said a tiger's tail shouldn't be touched.

But this tigress?

He was going to touch it.

"Fine," Ethan said, lifting his head. "I admit it. I saw you changing. You've got a great figure, a generous chest—it's attractive. But I don't think that makes this my fault."

Victoria froze.

Her right hand twitched almost imperceptibly. The chair that had been rocking back and forth came to a sudden stop.

"I didn't bring up changing clothes,"she said sharply. "I'm talking about performance. You're a salesperson. Results are your job."

She leaned forward, bent her fingers, and tapped the desk, her cold stare locked onto him.

Retracting hands. Leaning forward. Fingers interlaced.

To most people, these movements meant nothing. To Ethan, trained in psychology, they were clear signs—he had hit a sensitive nerve.

"A salesperson?" Ethan shot back without retreating. "Then you should know every minute matters. While I'm standing here talking to you, I could already be losing potential clients."
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Chapter 3—Emily Foster's Betrayal
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"You've been here for more than two months and haven't closed a single deal. And you want to talk business with me? Where are your clients? Where are they? "Seeing Ethan actually daring to talk back, Victoria's voice rose, her emotions clearly stirred.

From her reaction, Ethan knew he'd already succeeded halfway. The situation was now, at least partly, in his hands.

"Clients don't just fall out of the sky," Ethan replied, raising his voice as well. "They're built through long-term accumulation. The three-month probation period isn't even over yet—how can you be so sure I don't have clients? How can you be sure I can't create value for the company?"

Victoria's face darkened as she stared at him, flames practically burning in her eyes.

"Value?"she snapped. "You have one week left, and you're talking to me about value? In one week, you think someone like you can produce clients?"

"My business is none of your concern," Ethan shot back. "One week from now, I'll give you an answer you're satisfied with."

"Fine!" Victoria slammed her hand on the desk. "I'll give you one week!"

Their gazes locked, sparks flying between them. Neither backed down, and the air in the room grew oppressively tense.

Knock, knock, knock.

A few knocks sounded at the door. Victoria frowned, broke eye contact with Ethan, tidied the papers on her desk, picked up a pen, and finally said," Come in."

The person who entered was Daniel. He was holding a document and wore a flattering smile as usual, but the moment he stepped inside, he sensed something was off.

Victoria's delicate face carried a faint flush. Daniel frowned slightly, then cast a meaningful glance at Ethan standing by the desk, silently speculating about what had happened between them.

Ethan had been gone for far too long. Daniel had been restless in the office, guessing wildly. Normally, no ordinary employee lasted more than five minutes in the director's office—yet Ethan had been in there for nearly half an hour.

What were they talking about?
Was Ethan filing a complaint against him?
Unable to sit still, Daniel grabbed an unimportant document and came to the director's office to probe the situation.

"You can go now," Victoria said, glancing at Ethan.

"Mmh." Ethan responded with a nasal sound and, ignoring Daniel's surprised look, walked straight out.

Back at the department, Ethan's mind was in chaos. He couldn't calm down at all. The company's training materials sat untouched in his drawer—he'd never had the chance to read them.

During work hours, Daniel constantly dragged him off to do odd jobs. After work, company policy forbade taking materials home. Even during occasional training sessions, Daniel deliberately sent Ethan away, never allowing him to participate.

Shenzhen was a city of gold rush dreams. People flowed in endlessly, full of hope, and just as many left in disappointment. The first problem newcomers had to solve was food and housing.

The company Ethan worked for was in real estate, but focused solely on rentals.

Their model was simple: take properties from landlords, get a window of time to find tenants, then rent them out, collecting rent and handling furniture maintenance.

Staring at the thick stack of training materials, Ethan rubbed his temples. The reason he'd fought for this one week was simple—this was his final gamble.

Suddenly, Victoria's furious voice rang out from the director's office.

"What kind of report is this? How did this loophole appear? Why is there such a serious oversight? This is what you handed in?"

Moments later, Daniel emerged from the office, bent slightly at the waist, his face full of embarrassment.

Ethan couldn't help but smirk inwardly. Victoria had just been wound up tight by him with nowhere to vent—Daniel walking in now was practically suicide.

Karma really does come around.
That bastard had set him up in the morning, and now the payback had landed squarely on his own head.
After the scolding, Daniel returned to the sales office with a dark expression. The salespeople who'd been peeking around all lowered their heads and pretended to be busy.

Daniel walked slowly, his face grim. As he passed Ethan and saw the materials in his hands, a trace of mockery flashed in his eyes.

"Ethan," Daniel said, pointing at a computer corner. "Go wipe down all the office computers with a damp cloth. Look how dirty this is."

In the past, Ethan would've complied immediately, no matter how unwilling he felt inside.

But now things were different.

He'd already laid everything on the table with Victoria. One week—that was it. After that, none of this would matter. What was there to fear from a supervisor?

"Daniel," Ethan said without even lifting his head,"this area was cleaned yesterday. And I'm a salesperson, not a janitor."

"What did you just say?" Daniel's eyes widened, his voice rising as he stared at Ethan in disbelief.

"Sorry," Ethan replied calmly, raising his head. "The director asked me to focus on sales only. No more miscellaneous tasks. If you don't believe me, you can ask her yourself."

The moment he heard the word director, Daniel's expression changed. He stared at Ethan suspiciously.

Yes, he could drag Ethan to confront Victoria and accuse him of disobedience.

But he'd just been chewed out, and the director was clearly still in a foul mood. Going back in now—regardless of whether Ethan was lying—would only end badly for both of them.

Daniel locked eyes with Ethan, trying to find a crack.

But against a psychology graduate like Ethan, he was completely outmatched.

Ethan's gaze was clear and unwavering, filled with resolve. After a long moment with no result, Daniel snorted coldly and returned to his seat.

The workday passed quickly. Ethan clutched the thick training manual but barely absorbed a word. By the end of the day, he felt utterly drained.

When it was time to clock out, Ethan didn't linger as usual. He packed up immediately and headed home.

His so-called home was a small rental room of just over ten square meters. Aside from a bed, it held a battered wardrobe. The kitchen and bathroom were crammed together—narrow and shabby. Even so, rent in the Bao'an Central area was still over eight hundred a month.

The conditions were poor, but Ethan found the place warm and comforting—because it wasn't empty.

The other occupant was Emily, his fiancee. She'd come to Shenzhen with him to struggle for a future.

Emily was beautiful, tall, and elegant in professional attire. She worked at a foreign company—low pay, but easy work.

She often said she liked that job because everyone treated her well, especially her manager, who took great care of her.

For some reason, hearing that always made Ethan feel uneasy. Still, he told himself that being cared for was a good thing. As long as she was happy, he said nothing.

Yet Ethan's sensitive nature noticed changes.

Emily was paying more and more attention to her appearance. She'd always liked looking nice, but never obsessively. Clothes just needed to fit—nothing fancy.

Now, she loved browsing clothing stores and frequented cosmetics counters. Every morning, she left with carefully applied makeup.

More importantly—

She was coming home later and later.

Ethan had to admit that with better clothes and makeup, Emily had become even more attractive.

But the more she changed, the more uneasy he felt deep down.
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Chapter 4—Self-Destruction

[image: ]


Despite the humiliation and constant setbacks at work, whenever Ethan thought of Emily, he felt a renewed surge of strength. Their four-year relationship was his only pillar now, and he refused to allow anything to go wrong with it.

In the end, overwhelmed by doubt, Ethan took a day off and secretly followed Emily for an entire day. During that time, aside from going to work, she didn't go anywhere else. After getting off work, she went straight back to the rental apartment.

After a full day of following her, Ethan felt deeply ashamed of himself.
I really was overthinking things.
He silently vowed to give Emily a better life.

That night, when Ethan tried to make it up to her by getting close, Emily unexpectedly pushed him away.

Although confused, Ethan thought it over and let it go. Everyone had bad days. He turned over and went to sleep.

On his way home another evening, Ethan stopped by the supermarket near their place and bought some red grapes and oranges—Emily's favorites. He loved seeing her smile happily while eating.

By the time he finished shopping, it was already dark. Worried about keeping her waiting, he hurried home.

After passing through a narrow alley, he could usually see the lights near their building. But tonight, the light that always guided him home was off. A faint sense of unease crept into his chest.

Maybe she's still at work. Or shopping with colleagues, he reassured himself, gripping the two bags of fruit and quickening his pace.

But what he saw next completely shattered his world.

About three hundred meters from the rental building, on one side of the alley, a gleaming white luxury sedan was parked. A middle-aged man in a suit leaned against the trunk, calmly smoking as he waited.

Moments later, a slender figure emerged from the alley, pulling a suitcase behind her. The silhouette looked eerily familiar.

Because of the distance and poor lighting, Ethan couldn't be completely sure—but the unease in his heart grew heavier, and his steps quickened.

When the woman approached, the man flicked away his cigarette and pressed the key fob. The car's yellow lights flashed, and the trunk popped open. Smiling, he took the suitcase from her and placed it inside.

The woman looked up at him and smiled sweetly.

He smiled back, pulled her into his arms, and lightly kissed her lips.

"No... it can't be her. It can't be. "Even as his legs went weak, Ethan kept trying to convince himself.

As he walked faster, the plastic bags in his hands tore open. Fruit spilled onto the ground, rolling away—but he didn't even notice.

When the distance closed to less than eighty meters, Ethan finally saw her face clearly.

No matter how much he wanted to deny it, the truth was undeniable.

It was Emily.

"I'm an idiot. A complete damn idiot."

He should have noticed something long ago. But after that one day of following her showed nothing unusual, he had stopped thinking about it.

He had once believed Emily was his entire world. He indulged her in everything, tried to satisfy every request. As long as she was happy, he was happy.

Yet that very devotion had turned into the blade now stabbing straight into his heart.

Cold reality crushed his last illusions. Watching Emily smile so sweetly in another man's arms, Ethan felt suffocated.

His hurried steps slowed. His legs felt like lead. Still, he clenched his teeth and walked out of the shadows into the light.

"Ethan? You... why are you back?" Emily froze when she saw him, her expression a mix of awkwardness and fear.

"What? Leaving already?" Ethan forced a calm tone, hands in his pockets, pretending not to care—though his heart was bleeding.

"You know already? I..." Emily opened her mouth, then closed it again.

The man beside her sensed the tension. He stepped closer, draped an arm over Emily's shoulders, and raised his eyebrows at Ethan with an openly provocative look.

At the moment his arm touched her, Emily's shoulder trembled slightly—but she didn't pull away, instead leaning obediently against him.

Watching this, Ethan felt as if his heart were being sliced piece by piece. Still, he forced himself to suppress his emotions.

Once things had reached this point, there was no going back. Any display of pain would only become a joke—fuel for others' pride.

"So you're Ethan?"the man sneered, glancing at the half-bag of fruit in Ethan's hand. "I've heard about you from Hong. But tell me—can you afford her? Can you give her the life she wants?"

"This is between me and her," Ethan replied coldly. "Get lost."

The man's face darkened. He removed his arm from Emily's shoulders. Sensing trouble, Emily quickly pushed him away, trying to prevent things from escalating.

"Ethan, I'm sor—"she began softly.

"So this is your new boyfriend?" Ethan cut in with a bitter laugh. "He doesn't look like much."

The man finally snapped. "What did you say, punk? Looking for a beating?"

"Heh. You think you can beat me?" Ethan sneered. "That depends on whether you've got the ability."

For once, Ethan genuinely wanted a fight—wanted to vent everything crushing his chest.

The man seemed eager to show off in front of Emily. He shrugged off his suit jacket, revealing a crisp white shirt, placed it on the trunk, and flashed a malicious grin at the thin-looking Ethan.

With Ethan's build, he probably thought one punch would be enough.

"Please, don't..." Emily tried to step forward and grab his arm—but the man brushed her aside, pushing her away.
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Seeing Emily nearly fall against the car made Ethan's anger surge even higher. He slowly rolled up his sleeves. Though he was just a psychology major, he had been one of the top combat fighters in his college's student union.

If this man thought he could knock him down easily, he was sorely mistaken.

The man didn't waste words. He charged forward aggressively and kicked straight at Ethan's lower abdomen.

Ethan remained calm, confidence written all over his face.

Just as the kick reached him, he twisted his body sideways. His arms moved in one fluid motion—his left arm locked the man's leg against his waist, while his right elbow smashed down hard into the man's thigh.

"Ah!"

A howl of pain burst out as the man collapsed to the ground.

Ethan didn't miss the chance. Seeing the man fall right in front of him, he stepped forward and kicked viciously at the man's backside.

The hard toe of his leather shoe struck squarely between the man's buttocks. Another pig-like scream rang out as the man rolled over frantically. Ethan pressed the advantage, landing kick after kick.

"Ethan, you... don't do this! "Seeing the man writhing in pain, Emily rushed forward and grabbed Ethan.

Held back by her, Ethan gradually stopped. The man finally caught his breath and struggled to his feet. His once-white shirt was now filthy black.

The man glanced around and spotted a thick wooden stick by the wall. Grabbing it, he seemed to regain confidence. He raised it high and charged at Ethan again.

Because Emily was still pulling at him, Ethan couldn't move as freely as before. Seeing the stick swing toward his head, he raised his arms and blocked it.

Pain exploded through his nerves—burning, searing pain. It felt like his bones were about to break. Yet the physical pain was nothing compared to what tore at his heart.

After blocking the strike, Ethan saw the man lift the stick again, ready to smash down once more. Rage erupted.

Shaking Emily off, Ethan kicked hard at the man's chest. The man staggered back—five full steps—before barely regaining his balance. Then he lifted the stick again and charged.

"Bastard—die!"

When the distance closed to just over a meter, Ethan suddenly leapt into the air. His body twisted mid-jump, and he unleashed a clean side kick straight at the man's head.

The man, weighing close to eighty kilograms, was lifted off the ground by the blow and crashed heavily onto the pavement.

Ethan wanted to follow up with a few more kicks—but just as he stepped forward, Emily grabbed him again.

"Please... please let him go!"

Emily knelt in front of Ethan, begging. Her tears had ruined her makeup, black eyeliner smeared across her face. Her hair was a mess, her entire appearance pitiful and broken.

Seeing her like this, Ethan finally couldn't harden his heart. He raised his head, looked up at the sky, and let out a long sigh.

"Get lost,"he said, his voice filled with endless desolation.

"Thank you... thank you..." Emily clung to his leg, thanking him over and over. Ethan gently shook her off. Deep down, he truly didn't want to see her like this.

He turned and walked toward his small room. But at the stairwell, he suddenly stopped and turned around. Emily thought he'd changed his mind and looked at him in panic.

"Emily, remember this," Ethan said firmly. "What he has now, I'll have in five years. What he doesn't have, I'll have too. And I'll be better than him in every way."

With that, he turned and strode upstairs, leaving Emily standing there, staring blankly at his retreating back.

Exhausted, Ethan opened the door to the room. What had once been warm and sweet was now a mess. Everything that belonged to Emily was gone—only traces of her existence remained.

They had been together for four years. In college, they'd been the envy of everyone. Promises of forever, vows under moonlight and flowers—all gone. Everything changed after coming to Shenzhen.

The room was unbearably quiet. Ethan felt completely drained. He couldn't even be bothered to clean up. Lying on the bed, staring at the dim yellow light, his mind was a tangled mess.

Emily left because he had no money. Victoria wanted to fire him because he had no ability.

From this day forward, Ethan decided to live for himself.

He refused to sink into silence any longer. With no retreat left, it was time to burn his bridges.

He didn't know how he made it through the night. At dawn, he looked into the mirror and saw his eyes bloodshot.

The next morning, he downed several bottles of energy drink, tidied his hair and clothes until there wasn't a trace of dejection, and walked toward work under the rising sun.

Today was a new day.

And from this moment on, a new Ethan.

Arriving at the company, he sat down and opened the training materials. As he read, he committed everything to memory. To win clients, he first had to fully understand his company's strengths.

"Ethan, why didn't you clean today?"

When Daniel arrived and saw the un-mopped floor, his face darkened. He walked up, tapped Ethan's computer, then pointed at the floor.

"Sorry," Ethan replied without looking up. "Today isn't my duty shift. The schedule's on the wall—you can check it yourself."

A supervisor being ignored by a newcomer?

Daniel's face turned pitch-black. He was about to explode—but then noticed Victoria passing by the office door. With no choice, he suppressed his anger, shot Ethan a gloomy look, snorted coldly, and returned to his seat.

A rookie acting this arrogant. I have plenty of ways to crush him.

But Ethan no longer cared about Daniel's thoughts.

Victoria was right—value was everything. Whoever created the most value held the power.

Besides, he only had one week left. If he left after that, Daniel meant nothing. If he succeeded, Daniel couldn't touch him either.

Sitting at his desk, Daniel stared at Ethan, who was buried in the training materials. The more he watched, the angrier he became.

A newcomer dared to talk back—and yet he couldn't find a reason to punish him. It felt like swallowing a fly: disgusting, but impossible to spit out.

This kid used to be obedient and submissive. Ever since coming back from the director's office yesterday, he'd completely changed.

What exactly did they talk about?

He had to find out what was really going on before deciding his next move. If the director truly had Ethan's back, that was one thing. But if this kid was bluffing—

I'll make him regret it.

"I want to see what you're really capable of," Daniel muttered coldly. Narrowing his eyes, he pulled a work plan from a folder and headed toward the director's office.
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Chapter 6—Caught Between Fear and Restraint
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Work plans were normally submitted on Friday afternoons for the following week. Today was only Thursday—one full day ahead of schedule. Daniel bringing the plan early clearly had a purpose of his own.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

Daniel bent slightly and knocked three times on the door.

"Come in," Victoria's voice answered.

Hearing the response, Daniel's face instinctively formed a flattering smile. He straightened his clothes, took the work plan in hand, and pushed open the door to the director's office.

Victoria was bent over her desk, writing a departmental report—materials meant for the boss. Nothing could be sloppy. When she saw Daniel enter, she glanced up briefly, then returned to her work.

"Director Victoria, this is the work plan for this week. Please see if it's appropriate," Daniel said, placing the document on her desk before stepping aside.

Under normal circumstances, once Daniel submitted the plan, he would leave immediately if there was nothing else.
If Victoria found issues, she would call him back to revise it. If it was acceptable, they would proceed as written.
But this time, Daniel didn't leave. He stood there, waiting.

"What is it? Something else?" Victoria frowned slightly and looked up.

"Well... it's like this," Daniel said carefully. "The last batch of sales staff hired by the company will complete their three-month probation in one week. According to policy, they should be converted to full-time employees. How should we handle this?"

He had come specifically because of Ethan—but from the beginning, he avoided mentioning the name, steering the topic toward probationary employees instead.

"How should it be handled?" Victoria replied impatiently. "You're the sales supervisor. You know their performance best. Just follow company policy. You don't need to ask me about everything."

Daniel felt a surge of relief. If it was up to him, Ethan would be gone immediately. Still, he wasn't fully certain about the relationship between Ethan and Victoria.

"The new hires are mostly doing well," Daniel continued. "For example, Grace has already closed five deals in just over two months. Mia has three. Even Jack, who's quite introverted, has two. But there's one person who's been here just as long and still..."

He deliberately trailed off, glancing nervously at Victoria. He praised Grace at length—hoping to leave a good impression—then stopped just short of naming Ethan.

"You mean Ethan? The psychology graduate?" Victoria frowned the moment she heard the name. A flash of irritation crossed her eyes. She set down her pen and leaned back in her chair.

Daniel's heart jumped. This was the critical moment—he needed to see what kind of place Ethan held in Victoria's mind.

It didn't look like fondness.
But if she truly hated Ethan, she wouldn't have let him stay even one more day.
Victoria's reaction confused Daniel. It felt as though she was wary of something—like striking at a rat while fearing the vase beside it.

Understanding her attitude roughly, Daniel relaxed. As long as there were no other complications, he could handle this.

"How does he usually perform?" Victoria asked.

"Well... Ethan," Daniel said, carefully choosing his words,"seems a bit arrogant about his abilities. He never attends company training sessions, never takes initiative to contact clients. We even seated him next to our top performer, Sophie Bennett, hoping he'd learn from her—but after two months, he's barely exchanged a few words with her."

He exaggerated Ethan's behavior deliberately. Once these words landed, even the best image Ethan had would be shattered in the director's mind.

The more Daniel spoke, the deeper Victoria's frown became. She had seen plenty of such so-called talented graduates before—high-minded, low-performing.

Most of them didn't even make it through probation.

Thinking of Ethan, who had spoken so confidently in her office just yesterday, Victoria felt even more irritated. All bravado, no substance. People like that never lasted anywhere.

"Someone like that contributes nothing by staying," Daniel said, pressing his advantage. "We might as well let him go immediately and save company resources. No need to wait until probation ends. What do you think?"

Victoria nearly ordered Ethan out on the spot—especially when she remembered his shameless comments about her body.

Arrogant.
And shameless.
Yet despite her anger, she hadn't forgotten the one-week ultimatum she'd given him.

"The company values development and talent," Victoria said after a moment of silence. "We treat every employee equally. We don't abandon anyone lightly. Since there's still one week left, let's see what he can do. You can give him a formal warning."

Daniel was genuinely surprised. He had expected Victoria to fire Ethan immediately.

For someone with her temper, giving an extra week was almost unthinkable.

But what difference did a week make? Two months without touching real business—no matter how capable Ethan claimed to be, what could he possibly accomplish?

Daniel left the director's office with a faintly pleased smile. Although he hadn't succeeded in driving Ethan out immediately, he now knew that Victoria wasn't optimistic about him either.

That made things much easier.

The company's business fell into three categories:
First, securing properties from owners.
Second, renting properties out.
Third, intermediary deals.
The hardest was securing properties. Intermediary deals involved having external agents find tenants, while the company handled contracts and paid commissions.

Ethan had originally planned to start with renting properties out, but quickly dismissed the idea. Those properties belonged to others—he didn't know their advantages or layouts. Asking colleagues meant touching on their interests. They wouldn't help—and Daniel would definitely interfere.

So Ethan made his decision.

If he was going to do this, he would go big.

He would start with securing properties.

"Damn it," Ethan muttered. "I refuse to believe I can't pull this off."
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Chapter 7—An Invitation from a Beautiful Colleague
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"Huh? You're doing sales too? Seeing you clean and make reports every day, I thought you were customer service hired by the company. "As Ethan was jotting down key points in his notebook, Sophie, who sat beside him, leaned over and spoke.

"Sophie... uh, hehe... I..." Ethan scratched his head awkwardly. For a moment, he didn't know what to say and could only force an embarrassed smile.

Sophie seemed to understand at once. She nodded, glanced back in the direction of Daniel, then smiled knowingly.

Ethan smiled helplessly in return. Clearly, Sophie wasn't fond of Daniel either.

Sophie was a classic, dangerously alluring married woman—around twenty-eight or twenty-nine. She was strikingly beautiful, with an excellent figure, like a perfectly ripe peach. The mature glow and subtle fragrance she carried made people want to take a bite without thinking.

Her features and figure were both top-tier, and she knew how to dress. At work, she usually wore short professional skirts that reached mid-thigh, paired with black stockings and slender high heels. Combined with the unique charm of a mature woman, her every move was irresistibly provocative.

Unfortunately—or perhaps fortunately—her husband worked out of town and only came back once every half month or so. It was hard to imagine how someone could bear leaving such a stunning wife behind.

Although Ethan sat beside her, aside from necessary work-related exchanges, he rarely spoke to her. On one hand, work was always busy. On the other, sitting next to Sophie gave him a constant sense of restlessness.

Her mature allure, black stockings beneath a short skirt, and the occasional glimpse of cleavage when she leaned forward—every gesture carried a gentle seduction that Ethan found hard to withstand.

What Ethan didn't know was that Sophie had noticed him on his very first day.

The moment Ethan walked into the office, Sophie had frozen—because he reminded her of her college boyfriend, the one she'd dated for three years.

They had once sworn eternal love under moonlight and flowers. But after graduation, the man went abroad. Distance grew, contact faded, and eventually, they lost touch entirely.

When Ethan first arrived, Sophie truly thought the man she loved had come back to find her. What excited her even more was that Ethan had been assigned the seat right next to hers.

Maybe it really was fate.

She imagined seeing his face every day, and suddenly, everything felt motivating. But after a full day of interaction, she realized with quiet sadness—he wasn't the same man.

Even so, Sophie discovered that his appearance, mannerisms, and expressions were astonishingly similar. From this unfamiliar young man, she found again the feelings she once had—awakening emotions long buried.

Though they hadn't spoken much over the past three months, Sophie had been quietly watching Ethan all along.

"Honestly, these materials are only part of it," Sophie said, turning her head toward him. "Burying yourself in them doesn't help much. If you want to do sales well, you have to make calls. Only by talking to clients do you really understand what they want."

Hearing her share real experience, warmth surged through Ethan. He looked at her with genuine gratitude.

In this company, Sophie was the first person who truly taught him how to do sales.

"Sophie? Got enough performance already? "A cold shout came from behind them. "Chatting during work hours—want your pay docked?"

Sophie immediately pulled her head back, secretly stuck her tongue out at Ethan, then pretended to focus seriously on browsing property photos online.

Daniel's intent was obvious—he didn't want anyone guiding Ethan. He was waiting for the probation period to end so he could declare him unqualified and kick him out cleanly.

The morning passed quickly, and soon it was lunchtime. Taking advantage of Daniel stepping out, Sophie shot Ethan a mischievous grin.

"Work hard,"she said. "There are lots of opportunities in this line. Who knows—if you do well, you might even get taken care of by a rich woman."

"Taken care of?" Ethan looked at her, confused.

Sophie glanced around. Seeing no one paying attention, she leaned closer. Ethan instinctively lowered his head—and once again saw those towering curves. His heart tightened, and he quickly looked away.

"Yeah,"she whispered. "Before you joined, one of our girls left because she met a super-rich owner while securing a property. He took a liking to her. Now she stays home walking dogs and living the life of a wealthy lady—couldn't be more comfortable."

"Uh... hehe..." Ethan didn't know how to respond and could only laugh awkwardly.

Because they were so close, Ethan naturally caught the faint fragrance on Sophie. It was deep and intoxicating. But he wasn't in the mood for such thoughts and shifted slightly away.

"Heh, don't underestimate yourself," Sophie teased, eyes sparkling. "You're pretty good-looking too. You've got the potential to be taken care of."

"Come on, Sophie," Ethan joked. "I've got nothing—who'd want to support me? Unless you do."

For a brief moment, Sophie's breath faltered. Then she realized it was just a joke.

"Sure,"she laughed, covering her mouth as she stood up. "My husband isn't back anyway. Come over tonight."

With that, she picked up her lunchbox and walked away.

Watching her half-joking, half-serious expression, Ethan froze for a moment—then quickly refocused. His top priority right now was closing deals. Everything else could wait.

Using his lunch break, Ethan browsed rental listings online, filtered them according to company requirements, identified potential targets, and noted them down.

Securing properties sounded simple—but in practice, it was extremely difficult. Over the past two months, Ethan had overheard how Sophie spoke with clients.

Yet when it came time to pick up the phone himself, he didn't know how to start. When he finally gathered the courage to dial, he found his hand trembling slightly.

Everything has a first time.

Making calls was just the first step toward performance. Once he crossed that line, he would already be making real progress.

"Ethan,"he told himself silently,"believe in yourself. You can do this."
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Chapter 8—A Private Lesson Tonight
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Ethan reread the training notes in his notebook several times, then, with trembling fingers, dialed the number.

Beep. Beep. Beep.

The unanswered tone made his heart pound. He waited a long time, but there was still no sign of the call being picked up.

For salespeople, this was extremely common. Either the other party was busy, or they saw a landline number and assumed it was a sales call, not bothering to answer. Ethan couldn't tell which it was, so he put it aside and planned to try again later.

He chose another listing from his notebook and dialed again. This time, after two or three rings, the call connected.

"W-Sophie... sir, h-hello. May I... may I ask if you have a property for rent? "It was Ethan's first real conversation with a client. His mind went blank the moment he picked up the phone. All he could do was follow the scripted dialogue he'd written down beforehand, stumbling over his words.

"Where are you calling from? "A deep, steady male voice came through the line.

"I... I'm with Defu Realty..." Ethan took a deep breath, intending to say the company name in one go.

Beep. Beep. Beep.

The other party didn't have the patience to listen. The moment he heard the company name, he hung up.

The sharp disconnect tone sent Ethan's heart sinking straight to the bottom. He'd prepared himself for rejection—but being hung up on so abruptly still stung. After freezing for a moment, he slowly put the phone down.

"Hmph. Don't you even look at yourself in the mirror? Can't even speak properly and you want to do sales?" Daniel's cold, mocking voice drifted over from behind.

Snickers rippled through the surrounding desks.

Ethan almost turned around and slapped Daniel across the face—but he forced himself to hold back. A moment of impatience could ruin everything. He still had one week. All he wanted now was to secure a property and then slap Daniel in the face with real results.

Failure tasted bitter. Even though the start was rough, Ethan had to keep going. Every call not yet made carried hidden hope—maybe the very next one would succeed.

He dialed number after number.

Without exception, none succeeded.

Some owners, if they were in a good mood, would chat for a bit. Others, with worse tempers, would start cursing the moment they answered. Only now did Ethan truly realize how hard sales work was. Many things weren't as simple as he'd imagined.

By afternoon, he'd made more than thirty calls. His head throbbed, his confidence badly shaken. He closed his notebook, leaned back in his chair, and let out a long sigh.

"Ha. If you keep calling like that, you'll never succeed," Sophie said with a smile, taking advantage of Daniel stepping out. "This line of work is very similar to telemarketing—it requires technique."

"Technique?" Ethan frowned. "How should I do it, then?"

"Think about it," Sophie said patiently. "Once owners post a rental listing online, they get flooded with calls from agents. By the end of the day, they're completely fed up. So you need a unique opening—something that makes them willing to keep talking. A good opening also makes it easier for them to remember you."

Ethan thought it over. She was absolutely right. If he put himself in the owner's shoes, he'd probably react the same way. But what kind of opening counted as unique? What could actually catch a client's interest?

"Everyone handles things differently," Sophie continued. "You'll have to figure out an opening that suits you. Generally speaking, owners tend to like—"

She was just about to go into detail when she noticed Daniel returning from outside. She immediately turned her head away and pretended to work seriously.

There really was a lot more to this than he'd thought. Success never came easily.

While Ethan was still deep in thought, Sophie picked up the phone beside him.

"Hello, sir, this is Sophie. Yes—yes, I saw your listing online. You're renting out a place, right? Hehe... the interior looks so cozy. Just looking at it makes people like it right away. You must've put a lot of thought into the renovation, didn't you? Yes, yes..."

Her voice was sweet—like warm sunlight in winter—comforting in a way that was hard to describe.

Ethan listened carefully from the side. He knew Sophie was deliberately demonstrating how to handle a call. A live example like this was far better than any verbal explanation. Gratitude quietly filled his chest.

"Oh, you're going abroad? In that case, we have a property management service that's practically tailor-made for you. Would you be free in the morning or afternoon? Right—let's talk in person. Okay, I won't disturb you further. Mm, bye-bye!"

She hung up with a bright smile and turned back to Ethan, giving him a playful wink.

"Well?"she said, half-joking, half-serious. "Want your sister to give you a private lesson tonight?"

From that call alone, Ethan could tell she was on the verge of success. In sales, the first impression often decided everything. Sophie made full use of her strengths and immediately hooked the client.

Of course, phone calls were only the first step in securing a property. The second step was on-site evaluation, and the final step was signing the contract. A single mistake at any stage would undo all previous effort.

Sophie had done excellently in the first step. The second step would likely go smoothly as well—especially given her overwhelming effect on men. When she acted cute, very few could resist.

Ethan had been with the company for over two months but had barely touched real sales work. He still had a lot to learn. He truly needed someone to guide him.

"So?" Sophie asked again with a smile. "Are you going or not?"

"Well... I... "For a moment, Ethan didn't know how to answer.

Logically, since Sophie was willing to help, he should seize the opportunity and learn as much as possible.

But from her eyes, he sensed something more.

Behind that gaze—soft as autumn water—lurched a hidden desire.

Why was she inviting him? Was it really just to teach him? She had no obligation to do so. Or was it something else? Physical needs, perhaps? Her husband wasn't around, and she'd chosen him—someone who looked honest and harmless?

"I'm not going to eat you," Sophie pouted. "Why are you so scared? Plenty of people want to come to my place—I haven't even agreed!"

"I..." Ethan looked at her, caught in a dilemma.
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Chapter 9—Talent and Charm in Perfect Balance

[image: ]


"I... I'll go. "After hesitating for a long while, Ethan finally made up his mind.

Maybe he really was overthinking it. Perhaps Sophie simply wanted to help him. Besides, he was a grown man—what was there to be afraid of? If nothing happened, fine. And if something did happen... it wouldn't exactly be his loss.

When work ended, Sophie packed up her things, gave Ethan a meaningful smile, and left the office. Ethan frowned slightly. Was the afternoon talk really just a joke?

But three minutes later, his phone buzzed.

It was a message from Sophie—an address and a time.

Dragging things out until the agreed hour, Ethan followed the address into a residential complex. He had to admit, Sophie's place was far better than his own miserable little rental.

It was a landscaped community, complete with fountains and pavilions. Walking along shaded paths, listening to birdsong and breathing in the scent of greenery, it felt like strolling through a park.

Going alone to a married woman's home after work wasn't exactly a good look. To avoid trouble, Ethan crept around like a thief, carefully finding the correct apartment number.

He rang the doorbell.

After about ten seconds, the door opened. Sophie stood there in casual shorts and a T-shirt, a simple patterned apron tied around her waist. Smiling warmly, she welcomed Ethan inside, told him to sit on the sofa and wait, then returned to the kitchen to finish cooking.

At work, Sophie always wore professional outfits, her great figure wrapped in black stockings—hiding what lay beneath and making it all the more tantalizing.

Today, with her back to Ethan, she was wearing shorts that revealed long, fair legs. The thin fabric clung tightly to her hips, faintly outlining what was underneath. Her short sleeves barely covered her upper body; with even a slight movement, her slim waist and taut skin came into view. Her softly curled long hair fell over her shoulders.

A woman busy in the kitchen held a fatal attraction for men.

Staring at her alluring silhouette, Ethan felt heat rush through his body, his heartbeat accelerating. He hurriedly picked up a glass of water and took a gulp.

So this was why Sophie had left early—she'd gone grocery shopping. A woman this attractive and able to cook? Talent and charm together—that was the real top tier.

One dish after another was brought out, enough to feed four or five people. Ethan initially thought it was some kind of gathering and that others might arrive soon—maybe inviting him along had just been convenient.

Instead, once the dishes were done, Sophie went straight to the door and locked it.

She placed two sets of bowls and chopsticks in front of them. So many dishes—for just the two of them. Ethan suddenly felt more than a little overwhelmed.

"Hehe, I just cooked a few things. Make do and eat," Sophie said with a smile, then took a bottle of red wine out of a box.

"Wang—uh, I don't drink," Ethan said quickly, trying to stop her as she opened the bottle and began pouring.

"A grown man who can't drink? How will you handle social situations in the future?" Sophie pushed his hand aside and poured him a small amount anyway.

This was Ethan's first time eating alone at home with a woman—especially one who radiated such effortless allure. He didn't know what to say, so to hide his awkwardness, he kept his head down and focused on eating.

To his surprise, Sophie's cooking was excellent. Even a simple stir-fried shredded potato dish tasted like something from a professional kitchen. Accustomed to takeout, Ethan's appetite immediately opened up.

At work, Sophie wore formal business attire. At home, she'd changed into casual clothes, making her seem lazy yet sexy. The neckline of her T-shirt dipped low; when she leaned forward even slightly, the full curves beneath were impossible to miss.

Sitting face-to-face, Ethan couldn't stare openly. He glanced once, felt his face flush, and quickly lowered his head.

Sophie seemed to notice but didn't say anything. The smile at her lips only grew warmer as she enthusiastically served him food.

"Ethan,"she asked casually, setting down her chopsticks. "Did you offend Daniel somehow? It looks like he targets you at every turn."

"Oh, nothing much," Ethan replied. "I just saw something I shouldn't have."

Naturally, he couldn't say he'd caught Daniel with Grace in the restroom, so he glossed it over.

"Hehe, don't tell me you walked in on someone doing that?" Sophie blinked her watery eyes and smiled.

The question was far too direct. Ethan froze, unsure how to answer. He could only laugh awkwardly and bury his head in his bowl.

After a while, he looked up to find Sophie still watching him with clear interest, obviously wanting details.

Ethan frowned slightly. Though she hid it well, her small movements revealed her true curiosity.

Is she just lonely because her husband hasn't been back in half a month? Is she deliberately creating an intimate atmosphere... and then planning something she can't say out loud?

No matter how much he disliked Daniel, it was still a private matter involving a company superior. Ethan didn't want to discuss it with another colleague.

"By the way, Sophie," Ethan said, changing the subject,"you mentioned earlier—how can you communicate effectively with clients?"

"Talking about work during dinner is such a mood killer," Sophie said, lifting her wine glass. The red liquid swirled as she lightly clinked it against Ethan's. She raised the glass to her lips and took a sip.

Seeing her toast him, Ethan felt it would be rude to refuse and drank half a glass.

After that, there was no stopping. Sophie seemed in high spirits, sharing bits and pieces from her life and raising her glass again and again.

Soon, more than half the bottle was gone. Under the influence of alcohol, a dreamy flush spread across Sophie's face, her gaze growing hazy. Ethan was feeling tipsy as well—he'd barely slept the night before, and with all the emotional weight he carried, the alcohol hit him fast.

As night fell, Sophie stood up and turned on the pink decorative lights on the wall. The room was bathed in soft pink glow. Under the light, Sophie looked like a peach blossom in full bloom—radiant and seductive.

They said married women had the strongest allure.

Today, Ethan truly understood why.

Her cheeks glowed like sunset clouds. A strand of hair would occasionally fall by her ear, then be brushed back casually. A small pout, a fleeting look of coyness—every movement carried a bewitching beauty that stirred the heart.
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Chapter 10—The Wine Doesn't Intoxicate, Desire Does
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The meal lasted nearly an hour and a half. By the time they finally left the table, the dishes had gone completely cold. The two of them leaned back on the sofa, watching television.

Ethan was a little tipsy, but he hadn't forgotten why he'd come in the first place. He was here to learn. At dinner, Sophie had brushed off any talk of work. Now that night had fallen, was something else really going to happen?

"Sophie, you said you'd give me some extra coaching," Ethan said, turning sideways to look at her. "Now that we're free, why don't you teach me?"

"Oh... not in a rush." Sophie reclined against the sofa, one hand pressing lightly against her temple, the other resting on her fair thigh. She looked lazy, like a drowsy cat. "I drank too much. I feel lightheaded, like I might be dizzy."

To be honest, Ethan was a normal man. Saying he had no thoughts at all about a dangerously alluring married woman like Sophie would be a lie. When he'd first arrived, he'd already been tempted—almost itching to act on it.

But what Emily had done to him yesterday hit too hard. It left him instinctively wary of women.

"Sigh... my shoulders are sore and stiff after such a long day," Sophie said, kneading them casually and glancing at Ethan as if unintentionally. "I really wish I could go to a massage place."

"Why waste money on that?" Ethan blurted out, eyes lighting up as he slapped his thigh. "I can do it! My grandfather was an old-school Chinese medicine doctor."

The moment the words left his mouth, he realized something was wrong. They'd both been drinking. Giving a massage now—what if something happened?

"Hehe, that's so embarrassing. I'd be troubling you," Sophie said with a charming smile, quickly thanking him. Her response left Ethan no room to back out.

Blushing, Ethan stood up and moved behind her. He placed both hands on her shoulders, pressing gently into the Jianjing acupoints.

Her shoulders trembled.

A soft, involuntary moan slipped from her lips.

Ethan's heart jolted, but he pretended he hadn't heard anything.

How long has this woman gone without it? Such a reaction from just one touch...

Sophie heard her own sound too. Her face flushed all the way down her neck. It wasn't intentional—it was a purely instinctive reaction.

Neither of them spoke. Ethan pretended nothing had happened and continued massaging.

They said women were made of water—it wasn't wrong. Sophie was already twenty-eight or twenty-nine, yet her skin was still as soft as a young girl's. With just a bit of pressure, it felt so delicate he was afraid he might squeeze water out of it.

Because Ethan was standing and Sophie was leaning back, the neckline of her short-sleeved top gaped open. All it took was lowering his head to see a breathtaking view.

Ethan swore he had never seen anything so beautiful. White as freshly fallen snow shaped into peaks, so full and refined that even the pink bra beneath could barely contain them.

More than that—the firmness, like twin mountains impossible to climb. Faint blue veins traced beneath the skin, enough to send the mind reeling.

A line of poetry he once saw somewhere suddenly surfaced in his mind:
Two bright moons pressed against the chest, purple grapes round like jade.
It seemed written for this very scene.
Mesmerized, Ethan stared at those snowy peaks, an overwhelming urge rising to hold and savor them. His hands unconsciously pressed downward.

When his fingers were barely an inch away, he snapped back to his senses and hurriedly shifted his hands to massage her neck instead.

His face burned. He turned his head and saw Sophie still had her eyes closed, completely absorbed, unaware of what almost happened. Only then did he let out a long breath.

From then on, he didn't dare look again, focusing strictly on the techniques his grandfather had taught him.

He massaged for nearly half an hour before finally stopping. Rubbing his sore hands, he sat back down on the sofa, quietly watching Sophie's intoxicated, softened face.

It took a while after the massage ended for her to reluctantly open her eyes. Between the alcohol and Ethan's skilled hands, her body and mind felt as if they were floating on clouds, weak and boneless.

She'd only wanted a casual massage. She hadn't expected it to feel this good.

If it had been her
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