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Chapter  1 Conflicts Between Mother-in-Law and Daughter-in-Law



"Su Liang, you've been married to my son for nearly five years, haven't you?" Su Liang’s mother-in-law, Li Mei, suddenly asked in a sharp tone over breakfast, her eyes carrying a probing and meaningful look, as though trying to uncover something.

After living with her mother-in-law for half a year, Su Liang had gained some understanding of her personality. Since Li Mei was her husband’s mother and had raised him with great care, Su Liang always treated her with utmost respect. She endured whatever she could, never saying a word in protest. Even when something was unbearable, she wouldn’t recklessly confront her elder. At most, she would vent her frustrations to her best friend, Zhang Yu.

All in all, Su Liang believed she had done quite well as a daughter-in-law. Even if she didn’t score a perfect 100, she figured her efforts deserved at least an 80.

Su Liang was sipping her milk when the unexpected question caught her off guard, leaving her momentarily stunned.

"Su Liang, I'm talking to you! Didn't you hear me?" Li Mei’s tone sharpened, her expression displeased as she shot a glare in Su Liang’s direction.

"Yes, Mom, I heard you." Su Liang quickly smiled. "You’re not mistaken; I’ve been married to Aze for four years, eleven months, and ten days."

"And when do you plan to give our family a son? Su Liang, you need to understand that Aze is our only son. As his mother, I’m counting on him to carry on the family line. He’s almost thirty now. Back in our hometown, men his age already have kids in elementary school."

Hearing this, Su Liang immediately understood her mother-in-law’s intentions—she was fixated on the idea of continuing the family line. Over the past few months, this had been Li Mei’s favorite topic, often expressed bluntly: she wanted a healthy grandson.

Lowering her head, Su Liang forced a bitter smile. It wasn’t as if she didn’t want children. Heaven knew how much she loved kids, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t conceive. Maybe she’d never be able to.

She couldn’t bring herself to admit this to her mother-in-law, fearing an outburst. Aside from Su Liang and Yi Ze, only her best friend Zhang Yu knew the truth. Even her own parents, who adored her, were left in the dark, as she couldn’t bear to break their hearts.

Seeing Su Liang’s silence, Li Mei sighed heavily, her tone becoming harsher. "Say something, Su Liang!"

"Mom, Aze and I have discussed this. We’ve decided we’ll definitely have a child in a couple of years."

This was Su Liang’s way of buying time. Ever since that incident, she had become highly sensitive about anything related to children. Fortunately, Yi Ze had reassured her: if she couldn’t conceive, they would adopt and keep it a secret from their parents.

Su Liang had always believed Yi Ze genuinely loved her. That incident wasn’t his fault—they were too young, barely able to support themselves, let alone a child.

Still, she regretted it deeply.

"A couple of years, a couple of years... That’s all you two ever say to put me off. Do you know, when I was your age, Aze’s older sister was already in elementary school? But you? There’s not even a hint of progress!"

Li Mei’s grumbling was filled with dissatisfaction, but there was little she could do. Her son adored Su Liang too much to tolerate her being upset.

Just then, Su Liang’s phone rang. She glanced apologetically at her mother-in-law. "Mom, excuse me, I need to take this call."

Chapter  2 A Call from a Stranger



Suddenly, the phone rang. Su Liang glanced apologetically at her mother-in-law. “Mom, I need to take this call.”

“You can’t even eat breakfast in peace! Always answering calls!” Li Mei grumbled, her voice neither loud nor soft, but loud enough for Su Liang to hear. Su Liang pressed her lips together in resignation and chose to ignore the comment, unwilling to upset herself over it.

Walking to the coffee table, she picked up her phone and glanced at the screen. It was an unfamiliar number. Her brows furrowed slightly—perhaps it was a parent of one of her students? Su Liang told herself this to dismiss the unease. Her social circle was small, mostly just colleagues, family, and her best friend from university.

She pressed the answer button, and a soft, sweet voice came from the other end of the line.

“Hello, is this Ms. Su? My name is Yang Manli, and I’m Mr. Yi’s assistant. We’ve met before—when you visited the office to see Mr. Yi.”

At the mention, Su Liang immediately recalled a delicate face. Yes, she did have a vague impression of Yang Manli. She had been the one to lead her to Yi Ze’s office. But Su Liang wasn’t fond of conversations with strangers, so her impression of Yang Manli ended there.

“Do you remember me now? Actually, the reason I’m calling is that I have something very important to tell you.”

“Ms. Yang, we’re not acquainted, and I’m not interested in whatever it is,” Su Liang replied flatly after some consideration.

She had always avoided forming personal relationships with Yi Ze’s colleagues. She even ignored their friendly gestures. So, when Yang Manli spoke of an important matter, Su Liang didn’t hesitate to refuse.

“No, you’ll definitely be interested. I’ll be at Green Orange Café on Phoenix Road at 2 PM. Ms. Su, no matter what, I’ll wait for you because this is important for both of us.”

“Don’t waste your time. I’m not going to—” Su Liang’s words were cut short as the line went dead. Staring at the dimming phone screen, a sense of unease welled up in her chest. Her bright eyes dimmed slightly before she pushed the thought away.

Yang Manli? Why was she so adamant about meeting?

Suppressing her curiosity, Su Liang returned to the dining table. Looking at the neatly arranged scallion pancakes on her plate, she suddenly lost her appetite. She put down her chopsticks and said, “Mom, I’m full. Please take your time.”

“That’s all you’re eating?” Li Mei frowned in disapproval. “Su Liang, look at your skinny frame. If you don’t eat more, how will you have children?”

Su Liang’s expression shifted briefly, but she forced a smile. “Mom, I really am full. If I get hungry later, I’ll eat something else.”

“Fine, fine. Have it your way.”



Su Liang worked as a teacher at an elite kindergarten. Gentle by nature and possessing a delicate beauty, she exuded a quiet charm reminiscent of a traditional girl-next-door.

At school, she was well-liked by both students and parents. Sometimes, when parents were too busy, she even helped look after their children on weekends—free of charge, of course.

The morning flew by as she busied herself tidying up. Glancing at the clock on the wall, she noticed it was almost 3 PM.

Throughout the morning, she hadn’t forgotten Yang Manli’s insistence on meeting at 2 PM.



Chapter 3 A Pregnancy Report



Phoenix Road was close to Su Liang’s home, just two streets away. The taxi ride took less than fifteen minutes. By the time she arrived at the café, Yang Manli, who had invited her, had not yet arrived. Su Liang had no choice but to sit and wait patiently.

It was a quiet weekend afternoon, with only a few patrons in the café. Su Liang deliberately chose a seat by the window in a cozy corner. From there, she could see the verdant French sycamore trees lining the street.

Autumn had arrived, and the once-green foliage was now ablaze with color, resembling springtime blossoms or clusters of resting butterflies.

A gentle breeze blew, scattering countless fallen leaves from the branches. The thick carpet of leaves swirled in the air as cars sped by, leaving a trail of solitude in their wake.

Su Liang absentmindedly stirred her coffee with a spoon, her brows slightly furrowed. She couldn’t figure out why Yang Manli had asked to meet. They had never interacted beyond a few polite exchanges. All she knew was that Yang Manli was her husband’s assistant—a capable one at that—and undeniably beautiful.

Perhaps it was Su Liang’s nature to be slow in matters of relationships, but she hadn’t noticed the subtle challenge in Yang Manli’s voice over the phone or the fact that she had called her "Ms. Su" instead of "Mrs. Yi."

When she glanced up unintentionally, her gaze met a pair of dark, profound eyes. They were deep and mysterious, evoking a curiosity to explore further. Luckily, Su Liang was not particularly curious by nature. She froze momentarily, then offered a polite smile and quickly looked away.

Her smile was soft and bright, like the sunlight of the season—radiant and comforting. For a moment, it seemed to freeze in the man’s eyes.

“Sorry, I’m late. The traffic was terrible,” came a sweet and crisp voice that abruptly broke Su Liang’s train of thought. She instinctively looked up, offering a faint, distant smile. “It’s fine. What would you like to drink?”

“Waiter, just a glass of warm water, please!” Yang Manli sat down directly, her smile warm yet deliberate as she casually added, “I’m pregnant. Aze insisted I give up coffee, saying caffeine would affect the baby’s development.”

“Your husband sounds very thoughtful!” Su Liang remarked lightly, assuming the man she mentioned was someone else with the same name as her husband.

Yang Manli’s lips curved into a subtle smile, her eyes shimmering. “Sister Su, you’re a few years older than me. I hope you don’t mind if I call you that?”

Su Liang returned a faint smile. “I don’t mind.”

“Sister Su, the reason I asked you to meet is to tell you that I’m pregnant with Aze’s child. Here’s the pregnancy report—it's been over fifty days now...”

As she spoke, Yang Manli pulled a thin sheet of paper from her bag and handed it to Su Liang. Watching the change in Su Liang’s expression, she couldn’t help but curve her lips higher before continuing, “I heard from Aze that you’ll never be able to have children. You know, Aze loves kids—he dreams of becoming a father. He’s not getting any younger, and Auntie has been urging you two to have a child. She probably doesn’t know about your condition yet, right?”

“Sister Su, I don’t mean anything by this. I just want to tell you that you’re not suitable for Aze. If you divorce him, I promise to take good care of him and Auntie. I’ll do a better job than you’re doing now.”

“Oh, by the way, Aze told me he couldn’t bring himself to ask you for a divorce. After all, you’ve been together for so many years. But Sister Su, as a woman, if I were you, I’d divorce him without hesitation. Living with a man who no longer loves you—that would be the real agony.”



Chapter 4Even Kind Women Can Be Sharp



Whatever Yang Manli was saying, Su Liang barely registered it. Her entire focus was on the pregnancy report in front of her.

Once, a long time ago, she had held a similar piece of paper. But the child it represented was gone now, and it remained the greatest regret of her life. She often wondered—if she had insisted on keeping the baby back then, the child would now be running around calling her "Mom." But life doesn’t entertain “what-ifs.”

“Sister Su, are you listening?” Yang Manli’s expression darkened, but she forced herself to remain composed.

Suppressing the sorrow deep within her heart, Su Liang slowly unclenched her fingers, which had been tightly gripping her palm. Her expression composed, she raised her head and gave a faint smile. “Ms. Yang, if Aze wants a divorce, he can tell me himself. As for your claims, I’ll take them under advisement.”

Her gaze dropped, pausing deliberately at Yang Manli’s stomach. A faint, mocking smile tugged at her lips. “As for whether the child in your womb is Aze’s—that remains to be seen. For all we know, it could belong to some man who refuses to take responsibility, and you’re trying to pin it on Aze.”

“You—!” Yang Manli’s eyes widened with rage. She never expected such biting words from someone who seemed so gentle and kind.

Her mask of innocence dropped instantly, and she glared at Su Liang with disdain. “A hen that can’t lay eggs—what’s so great about you? Aze’s been tired of you for ages. Do you honestly think he’s going to adopt a child with you? Ha! You’re so naive, Su Liang.”

As she spoke, Yang Manli picked up the glass of water on the table and flung it at Su Liang.

“Sister Su, I hope this wakes you up. Aze doesn’t love you anymore. Otherwise, why would he be with me?”

Even after Yang Manli strode away with an air of triumph, Su Liang remained seated in silence. It was as though her soul had been drained. Her once-bright eyes had turned hollow, like a barren wasteland, desolate and lifeless.

Warm water trickled down her cheeks, drop by drop, soaking the front of her blouse.

She was a mess.

Feeling the weight of strangers’ curious stares around her, Su Liang let out a bitter smile. It was usually the wife who threw water at the mistress in situations like this. Yet here she was—a wife humiliated by the other woman.

“Here, you should dry off. You might catch a cold,” a deep, velvety voice interrupted her thoughts.

Su Liang looked up slightly and froze. A long, slender hand held out a tissue. She hesitated for a moment before calmly taking it, her voice soft. “Thank you.”

“It’s nothing,” the man replied with a faint smile, his tone gentle and magnetic.

As Su Liang carefully wiped her face, her features—delicate and refined—emerged from beneath the water. There wasn’t a trace of disarray left. She looked exactly as serene as she had months ago when Shen Nancheng had first seen her. But he doubted she remembered him.

“Do you need anything else?” she asked, her brows slightly furrowed.

Shen Nancheng paused, then offered kindly, “Would you like me to give you a ride home?”

“Sir, is this how you usually try to pick up women?” Su Liang’s tone was laced with sarcasm as she gave a cold smile.

Picking up her bag, she brushed past him without another word. She needed some time alone to gather her thoughts.

Chapter 5The Unfit Single Father



Watching the slender figure disappear around the corner, Shen Nancheng sighed lightly. Did he just get disliked by someone? Well, it seemed clear that to her, he was nothing more than a passing stranger.

Returning to his seat, Shen Nancheng lowered his gaze with a faint smile, sipped his coffee, and reopened his notebook to continue preparing defense materials for an important economic case.

Suddenly, the phone next to him buzzed impatiently. Shen Nancheng frowned, glanced at the caller ID, and quickly answered. On the other end, his assistant Yu Xiaolu’s familiar voice came through.

“Lawyer Shen, we just got word from the court. The copyright infringement case involving Fengsheng Media has been rescheduled to tomorrow at 2 PM.”

Shen Nancheng’s lips curved into a sly smile, his eyes sharp with amusement. “Looks like they’re more anxious than we are.”

“Of course they are, going up against you. But, honestly, this case is so tricky. Do you think we can win?” Yu Xiaolu asked hesitantly. Back at the firm, no one had wanted to take this case, believing it was a guaranteed loss.

“Xiaolu, when have I ever lost?” Shen Nancheng’s fox-like eyes narrowed confidently.

On the other end, Yu Xiaolu’s tone immediately brightened. “We’ll be waiting for your victory party, then, Lawyer Shen!”

“No problem.”



After ending the call, Shen Nancheng was about to set his phone down when the familiar ringtone chimed again.

“Daddy, it’s me!”

Hearing the soft, childlike voice, Shen Nancheng’s expression immediately softened with a hint of guilt. Even his tone turned exceptionally gentle. “Little Yuanzi, why did you suddenly think to call Daddy?”

“I knew it! You forgot what you promised me!” The five-year-old’s voice was filled with righteous indignation.

“How could Daddy forget? I remember very clearly. Today, I was supposed to take you to the zoo to see the pandas. But Little Yuanzi, Daddy has been really busy these past few days. How about this—Grandpa and Grandma take you today, and next weekend, when Daddy has time, I’ll take you to the amusement park you’ve been wanting to visit. How about that?”

For a while, there was only silence on the other end. Shen Nancheng knew his son was probably upset with him.

“Let’s make a pinky promise. If Daddy breaks his promise again, then I’ll be a puppy.”

“Alright, pinky promise. If Daddy lies again, I’ll be a puppy.”

“You better not forget.”

“I won’t.”



To the sensitive Little Yuanzi, Shen Nancheng was an unreliable, unfit father. Still, he was better than the mother Little Yuanzi had never met. At least his dad hadn’t abandoned him.

From a young age, Little Yuanzi was mature for his age and never brought up the topic of his mother. The only time he had was recently, at the start of the school year, when Shen Nancheng had personally taken him to kindergarten.

That day, Little Yuanzi tugged his hand, pointed discreetly at a teacher among the crowd, and said, “Daddy, I think Teacher Su looks like my mommy.”

And just like that, Shen Nancheng remembered her—the cheerful, young teacher with the gentle dimples that appeared when she smiled.

That sunny afternoon, dappled light filtered through the dense leaves and landed on her smiling face, on those small dimples, and unknowingly, in his heart.

Chapter 6Love Worn Down by Time



Walking out of the café, Su Liang squinted as the glaring sunlight hit her eyes. Tilting her head slightly, she forced the tears threatening to fall back into her eyes and curved her lips into a faint, graceful smile.

She wandered aimlessly along Phoenix Road, surrounded by unfamiliar, indifferent faces, all hurrying on their way.

Once upon a time, Su Liang had taken immense pride in her marriage, never imagining it would one day crumble into ruins. It was like a long-neglected wall collapsing in a thunderous crash.

"Su Liang, it’s okay. After we get married, we can adopt a child from an orphanage. A boy or a girl, whichever you like," Yi Ze had once said to her. Back then, they were young, and the thought of children seemed like a burden. The fact that she might never conceive didn’t bother him much—at least not at the time.

But Su Liang had felt the pain deeply, especially when the doctor told her it would be nearly impossible for her to have a child.

Su Liang was a reserved and stoic woman. She never let others see the sadness in her heart, not even the man she had chosen to spend her life with.

After their marriage, both of them threw themselves into their careers, living a calm and steady life. Neither of them brought up the idea of adoption again, even though Su Liang still loved children dearly. A year ago, her mother-in-law, Li Mei, moved in with them, claiming to help as a live-in nanny. In truth, she spent her days pressuring them to have a baby. When it came to Su Liang, Li Mei’s words were often harsh and unfiltered.

A baby! A baby!

Did they think she didn’t want one? She dreamed of having a child of her own.

A familiar ringtone broke through her thoughts. Su Liang snapped back to reality, fished her phone out of her bag, and saw the caller ID. Taking a deep breath, she forced a warm smile onto her face.

“Mom, what’s up?”

“Didn’t you say you and Yi Ze would come over for dinner this weekend? Your uncle went to the market early this morning to buy all your favorite dishes,” her mother, Qin Xiaoye, said, her voice warm and kind.

Su Liang’s nose tingled as a wave of grievance surged in her chest. She covered the phone’s receiver with her hand and bit her lip hard to stop herself from sobbing.

“Your uncle asked me to check what time you’ll be here so he can start cooking.”

“Yi Ze is working late at the office. I’ll call him and let you know,” Su Liang said softly.

“Alright, I’ll wait for your call.”



After hanging up, Su Liang could no longer hold back her tears. She covered her face with both hands as warm droplets spilled through her fingers.

She cried for a long time before lifting her head, forcing her lips into a smile. Her dimples deepened, catching the golden sunlight, creating an illusion of warmth and joy.

The phone rang again, vibrating persistently in her bag. Su Liang pulled it out and looked at the screen. Her gaze darkened, and a cold, mocking smile appeared on her lips.

“Wife, Mom just called me. She wants us to come over for dinner tonight, but I’m going to be—”

Before he could finish, Su Liang cut him off, her tone calm and distant. “Where are you? I’ll come find you now.”



Chapter 7Adultery Becomes Addictive



At midday, warm sunlight streamed through the dark glass windows, casting a grid of light and shadow on the polished marble floor, falling on her hair, her trembling eyelashes, and her slender frame.

Su Liang suddenly found it laughable. All she had done was casually mention Yang Manli, saying they’d had coffee together. The moment she spoke, she saw Yi Ze grow visibly tense, his unease betraying his guilt.

“Wife, why—why would you suddenly get close to her? Didn’t you always say you didn’t like socializing with my colleagues outside of work?”

“Your assistant invited me for coffee. I couldn’t very well refuse and embarrass you, could I?” Su Liang replied with a faint smile. But her bright eyes held no trace of warmth.

Yi Ze froze for a moment, a fleeting shadow crossing his face before he quickly walked over to embrace her, his tone lighthearted. “What did she say to you? Su Su, I promise, I’m working hard every day to provide for our family.”

It was the same embrace she had once found comfort in. But at that moment, it made her feel utterly repulsed.

“Providing for the family?” Su Liang tilted her chin slightly and let out a cold laugh. Her voice grew sharp, slicing through the room. “Yi Ze, you mean you’re providing for Yang Manli and the child she’s carrying, don’t you?”

Yi Ze’s face instantly turned pale. His brows furrowed deeply as he instinctively grabbed her arm. “Su Su, let me explain. It’s not what you think. I—Manli and I...”

“Don’t tell me you’ve never slept with her.”

Her words were sharp and cutting, and the cold detachment in her gaze made her seem like a stranger to him.

Yi Ze’s lips moved as though he wanted to say something, but no words came out. He didn’t know how to explain, because everything Su Liang had said was true.

Months ago, he had taken Yang Manli on a business trip to a neighboring city. That night, he’d had a little too much to drink. He remembered Yang Manli helping him back to his hotel room. The next morning, he woke up to find her in his bed, her body marked by their passion. The vivid red stain on the white sheets confirmed what had happened.

Someone once said that adultery is like an addiction. After the first time, the second and third inevitably follow, until the day comes when everything falls apart.

Back then, Yi Ze kept telling himself it was just a fling, a fleeting thrill. She wanted his money, and he liked the way she moaned and let loose in bed. It had nothing to do with love. The woman he loved was still Su Liang.

But now, looking into her dimming eyes, Yi Ze felt a sharp pain in his chest. Regret began to seep in.

“Su Su, don’t be like this, please. It’s all my fault. You can hit me, yell at me—whatever you want. I swear, I’ll cut things off with her immediately.”

He gripped her arm tightly, desperation in his voice. Su Liang winced in pain, her delicate brows furrowing. She shook him off with a look of disdain.

“Yi Ze, don’t you think it’s a little late for that? Besides, she’s already carrying your child. What are you going to do? Watch another one of your children end up as a lifeless memory?”

“Su Su, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry...” Yi Ze’s voice cracked as he slumped in defeat, pulling her into his arms with trembling hands.



Chapter 8Did You Forget My Warning?



“Su Su, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry...” Yi Ze’s voice cracked as his face turned ashen. He wrapped his arms tightly around her, desperation pouring from him.

Once, they had a child. But back then, he insisted they were too young, too incapable of raising a child properly. So she went to the hospital. She lay there, watching as cold surgical instruments invaded her womb. Perhaps it was punishment from the heavens. A few days later, during a follow-up appointment, the doctor informed her that she might never conceive again.

Su Liang had lived with guilt and regret ever since. Why hadn’t she insisted on keeping the baby? If she had, perhaps everything would be different now.

She didn’t remember how she left the house, nor the pitying gazes that followed her as she went. All she remembered were the words she spoke before leaving:

“Yi Ze, my love is not something I can compromise.”

She turned off her phone and wandered aimlessly through the streets. Standing at a street corner, she watched countless unfamiliar faces pass by. Occasionally, someone glanced at her curiously, but their gaze always shifted away, cold and indifferent.



At a Luxury Apartment

Yi Ze’s face was as cold as ice, his sharp gaze fixed on her. “Yang Manli, did you forget my warning?”

Yang Manli knew she had crossed a line, provoking his wrath. Her expression immediately turned pitiful, though inwardly she scoffed. If you’d just been honest with your wife, how would I have needed to step in myself?

“Of course I didn’t forget,” she murmured tearfully, her words halting as if hesitant. Tears streamed down her face.

Seeing her crying, Yi Ze’s resolve softened slightly. He was over thirty now. He needed a child to carry on his bloodline, and his mother had been pressuring him endlessly. Su Liang’s inability to conceive had only deepened his frustration. Despite years of trying without contraception, there was no sign of success, and his patience had worn thin.

Adoption had crossed his mind before, but he couldn’t get past his own pride.

“Enough. Stop crying. Just promise me you won’t go to Su Liang again.”

“Yi Ze, I only did it for the child. My belly grows bigger by the day. Can you really bear to let our baby be born fatherless? Or should I just go to the hospital tomorrow and terminate the pregnancy? Then you won’t have to struggle anymore.”

Her smile was bitter and desolate. Yang Manli knew this man well. He wanted a child—desperately.

“No, don’t. Leave it to me. I’ll handle this, okay?” Yi Ze quickly stopped her. He couldn’t bear the thought of losing the baby.

“Yi Ze, I don’t want to, but I don’t want our baby to be born into an incomplete family either. If you want me to leave, I’ll go. I can find some man to marry, and then—”

“Manli, stop saying nonsense!”

His anger had subsided, and his voice was tinged with indulgence. Sensing his softened stance, Yang Manli threw herself into his arms, a triumphant smile curving her lips.

Su Liang, what can you possibly offer to compare with me? Your so-called love? How laughable.

This battle—she had already won.

Chapter 9Su Liang Faces Danger



As dusk fell and city lights began to glow, the vast sky stretched endlessly, painted with a deep blue hue that faded into the horizon.

Su Liang walked along Phoenix Road, a street in Hangzhou renowned for its vibrant nightlife and the phoenix trees lining both sides. In late spring, these trees would bloom with fiery red flowers, resembling flames ablaze.

The air was loud, chaotic, and filled with a mix of allure and fervor.

Su Liang entered a bar with a clear mind, but by the time she stumbled out, she was unsteady, barely able to walk in a straight line.

Not far away, two middle-aged men were walking together, chatting with vulgar grins on their faces. When they noticed Su Liang, their eyes lit up. Without a word, they reached an unspoken agreement and quickly approached her.

“Help! Help me!” Su Liang screamed, her cries muffled as one of the men tried to cover her mouth. It was clear they were amateurs, their movements clumsy and uncoordinated. They underestimated Su Liang’s resistance.

Su Liang struggled fiercely, fighting with all her might. Her kicks and screams threw the men into a panic.

“Ah!” Taking advantage of a moment, she bit down hard on one man’s finger. The sharp pain forced him to release her.

Ignoring the pain in her body, Su Liang scrambled to her feet and ran toward the road, not even considering the risk of being hit by a car.

A blinding white light suddenly enveloped her.

“Skreeeeech!” The screech of tires against asphalt pierced the night air.

Terrified, Su Liang froze, instinctively shielding her eyes with her hands. Her legs buckled, and she collapsed onto the ground.

From inside the car, Shen Nancheng’s eyes widened in surprise as he recognized her under the glaring lights. “Su Liang?” He couldn’t believe it was her. Without a second thought, he activated the hazard lights, left his car in the middle of the street, and rushed out.

The two men, who had initially intended to chase her, saw the traffic incident and fled in panic, fearing they’d get caught.

Seeing Su Liang’s disheveled state, Shen Nancheng hurried back to his car to grab a jacket. Before doing so, he caught sight of the retreating figures and narrowed his eyes, a sharp glint of anger flashing in them.

“Ms. Su, are you alright?” Draping his jacket over her shoulders, he gently helped her to her feet.

For the first time, Su Liang remembered who he was.

When she recognized him, she hesitated briefly, her face flushing with embarrassment. How could she forget that not long ago, she’d made sarcastic remarks about him? Thankfully, he didn’t hold a grudge; otherwise...

“I’m sorry. I take back what I said earlier,” she murmured with an apologetic smile.

Shen Nancheng paused, surprised she even remembered. He chuckled warmly. “Ms. Su, I have a terrible memory—like a goldfish. After seven seconds, everything’s forgotten.”

He helped her into his car. Su Liang initially wanted to refuse but thought better of it, realizing she’d be making a fuss over nothing.

“Thank you,” she said sincerely.

Shen Nancheng leaned slightly to the side, his hands resting on the steering wheel. His deep gaze swept over her, his voice gentle. “Where do you live? I’ll take you home.”

His polite smile was calm and reassuring.



Chapter 10Taken in by a Stranger



Shen Nancheng leaned slightly, his hands resting casually on the steering wheel. His deep gaze flickered briefly in Su Liang’s direction. “Where’s your home? I’ll take you there,” he asked, his smile calm and gentlemanly.

“Home?”

Su Liang froze for a moment, her eyes clouded with confusion. Lowering her head, a bitter smile tugged at her lips. She didn’t want to go home, not yet. Nor did she want to go to her mother’s place. If Qin Xiaoye saw her in such a disheveled state, she’d undoubtedly worry.

As for her only close friend, Zhang Xiao—today was the weekend, and Zhang was probably spending time with her partner.

For the first time, Su Liang realized she had nowhere to go.

“Take me to a motel, any budget one will do,” she said softly after a long pause.

Shen Nancheng gave her a meaningful glance but said nothing. Stepping on the gas, his sleek black Hummer disappeared into the hazy night.

The swirling leaves carried by the breeze resembled withered butterflies, adrift and fleeting.



“Where is this?” Su Liang asked warily as she took in her surroundings. Her delicate brows furrowed slightly.

They were in a high-end apartment complex. From the luxurious facilities alone, she could tell this place was beyond anything she could afford. It was obvious—whoever lived here had no shortage of wealth.

Shen Nancheng chuckled lightly and replied briefly, “My place.”

After a pause, he added with a faint smile, “Don’t worry. I don’t usually find drunk women interesting.”

Su Liang’s lips twitched at his bluntness. At least he was honest.

The interior of the apartment confirmed it was a bachelor’s space. It was immaculately clean but monochromatic, dominated by shades of black, white, and gray. Not a single hint of color disrupted the minimalist aesthetic.

Su Liang quickly assessed him: a man of discipline and simplicity. A book she’d read before mentioned that men like him avoided unnecessary trouble and certainly wouldn’t create it for themselves.

“You can use the bathroom to freshen up,” Shen Nancheng said with a casual smile. “There are some clothes left by my ex-girlfriend. If you don’t mind, you can wear those.”

He mentioned his ex-girlfriend matter-of-factly, showing no intention of hiding anything. After five years, he had learned to face the past with calm detachment and let go of memories that could no longer be relived.

Su Liang was briefly stunned but quickly composed herself. She offered a polite smile. “Sorry to trouble you.”



Years later, when Su Liang was old and confined to a wheelchair, she would joke with him, “Back then, were you already scheming?”

He would reply with a laugh, “It wasn’t scheming—it was a long-time ambition. When the opportunity came, how could I let it slip?”



That night, Su Liang slept in the only bed in the apartment, while Shen Nancheng made do with the couch in the living room.

But Su Liang’s sleep was restless. In the dead of night, she had a nightmare—a vivid, gut-wrenching one.

In her dream, a pool of crimson blood spread endlessly. A small, lifeless child struggled painfully within it, inching toward her. With each step, a bloody trail was left behind. The child’s voice echoed, weak and filled with sorrow: “Mommy... Mommy... why did you abandon me...”

Chapter 11The Anonymous Note



Su Liang jolted awake from her nightmare, instinctively wanting to call out Yi Ze’s name. But then she remembered—she had spent the night at a stranger’s house. A bitter smile tugged at her lips as she reached up to touch her face, her palm coming away damp with tears. Her cheeks bore the marks of grief she couldn’t hide, even in sleep.

She lay back down, curling up into a ball, clutching the silk blanket tightly. Her wide-open eyes stared blankly at the window. Her gaze was distant, tinged with confusion, guilt, and a faint trace of clarity amidst the haze.

It wasn’t until dawn broke that exhaustion overcame her, and she finally fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.



The next morning, Su Liang was roused by the familiar sound of her alarm. She fumbled for her phone to silence it.

Golden rays of sunlight filtered through the sheer curtains, casting intricate patterns of light and shadow on the floor. The crisp morning air carried a hint of serenity.

The living room was empty, devoid of any sign of Shen Nancheng.

Frowning slightly, Su Liang bit her lip in thought. Did he leave for work this early? As her gaze wandered, it landed on the coffee table. A slip of paper caught her eye beneath a crystal ornament. She walked over and picked it up.

The handwriting was elegant and strong, each stroke precise and confident.



Su Liang,
I’ve gone to work. Breakfast is on the dining table. If you’d like to leave, you can call a taxi—there’s a business card from a cab company in the top-right corner of the coffee table.
No signature, only a large smiley face.



The corners of Su Liang’s lips lifted slightly as she let out a soft chuckle. Somehow, her mood felt lighter.

Following Shen Nancheng’s instructions, she found breakfast on the dining table: a steaming container of chicken and mushroom congee. When she opened the lid, the rich aroma filled the room. The congee was hot, smooth, and flavorful, melting in her mouth.

Hunger overwhelmed her as she realized she hadn’t eaten anything since lunch the previous day. She devoured the porridge, feeling warmth spread through her body.

Before leaving, Su Liang penned her own note, leaving the last bit of cash in her wallet—just over a hundred yuan—as payment for the night’s lodging and breakfast. She also neatly folded the borrowed clothes and hung them to dry after washing.

With an empty wallet, she had no choice but to call her best friend, Zhang Xiao, to pick her up.



Half an Hour Later

“Su Su, staying out all night? Wow, you’ve got guts!” Zhang Xiao teased the moment Su Liang got into the car, grinning mischievously. “Not afraid of your husband’s wrath, are you? Did something happen to provoke this?”

Su Liang raised her head, her eyes dark and calm. “Xiao Xiao, I think I’m going to divorce Yi Ze.”

Zhang Xiao froze, her expression one of utter disbelief. Her wide, almond-shaped eyes stared in shock. “You’re joking, right? If you and Yi Ze get divorced, what hope is there for the rest of us to believe in love?”

Su Liang rolled her eyes at Zhang Xiao’s dramatics. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“Everything! You and Yi Ze are the epitome of a perfect couple—so much so that it’s infuriating! And now you’re telling me you’re thinking about divorcing him? Are you kidding me?”

“Xiao Xiao,” Su Liang said softly, her voice tinged with pain, “his assistant is pregnant with his child.”



Chapter 12Su Su, You've Found a Gem!



Zhang Xiao froze again, her lips twitching as disbelief swept across her face. In her mind, Yi Ze had always been the model modern man—he could cook, he earned well, and most importantly, he cared for his wife.

But Zhang Xiao also knew Su Liang would never lie.

“What the hell! How could he do this? That bastard has no conscience! And to think I actually thought of him as the poster child for good husbands!” Zhang Xiao cursed, her indignation flaring.

“Su Su, this crosses the line in both love and marriage. Whatever decision you make, I’ll support you. But if you decide to divorce, make sure that scumbag leaves with nothing! I want to see him lose both money and love. There’s no way mistresses these days are so noble they’d ignore money and focus only on love,” she huffed before smirking slyly. “Well, except for me, of course.”

Suddenly, her almond eyes brightened with a thought. “Su Su, if you’re serious about divorce, I can have Lao Zeng recommend a top-tier lawyer for you. They say he’s never lost a case.”

Lao Zeng, contrary to his name, wasn’t old at all. At thirty-five, he was the epitome of elegance—a gentleman and the CEO of a listed company.

He was also Zhang Xiao’s chosen one for life.

“Alright, get it arranged as soon as possible,” Su Liang replied decisively.

Zhang Xiao understood Su Liang well. Once Su Liang made a decision, no one could change her mind. With a sigh, Zhang Xiao wrapped Su Liang in a gentle hug, her tone unusually soft. “If you feel like crying, my shoulder’s always available. Don’t worry—Lao Zeng won’t get jealous.”

“Who needs it?” Su Liang retorted with a faint glare, though her tone softened. “Thanks, Xiao Xiao.”

“Why so formal with me? Just don’t mind my nagging, and we’re good!”

“Do I ever mind my mom nagging?”

“Su Su!”



Su Liang smiled faintly, warmth seeping into her heart. Even if she lost love, she still had friendship and family.

“Oh, right, Su Su,” Zhang Xiao suddenly said, “I almost forgot to tell you. Yi Ze called me last night. He asked if you were with me. I thought you two were fighting about his mom again, so I said you were staying at my place. He seemed to believe me.”

With a scoff, Zhang Xiao’s expression turned sour. “If I’d known then what he did to you, I’d have given him an earful instead of being polite.”

“By the way, Su Su, whose place did you actually stay at last night? I’m dying to know who was lucky enough to take you in.”

“When I find out, I’ll let you know,” Su Liang replied earnestly.

The truth was, she didn’t know his name, his profession, or much else about him. All she knew was that he was single and had a previous relationship with someone he clearly cared for—enough to still keep her belongings around. He seemed like a dedicated and loyal man.



Zhang Xiao’s eyes lit up with excitement. She scanned Su Liang up and down, then grinned mischievously.

“Su Su, congratulations! Looks like you’ve found yourself a gem!”



Chapter 13The Difference Between a Daughter-in-Law and a Daughter



As Zhang Xiao liked to say, in this temptation-filled 21st century, no man is immune. If you’re lucky enough to find one who’s fully functional, faithful, and devoted, treasure him—he’s a gem.

Su Liang had made up her mind to divorce Yi Ze, not to fulfill the wishes of the cheating pair, but to reclaim her own happiness.

Zhang Xiao advised her to hold off for now. Once Lao Zeng’s lawyer was ready, they could file the divorce suit and catch Yi Ze off guard.

But Su Liang refused. She couldn’t bear to stay with Yi Ze another second. Just the sight of him reminded her of his betrayal with Yang Manli, an act so filthy and disgusting it made her sick.



“You stayed out at a friend’s place overnight. Couldn’t you at least tell Yi Ze? Do you know how worried he was all night?” Su Liang was greeted by her mother-in-law Li Mei’s scolding the moment she stepped through the door.

Su Liang paused, her expression indifferent. A bitter smile crept onto her lips. “Mom, why don’t you ask me why I didn’t want to come home last night?”

Perhaps this was the fundamental difference between how a mother sees her own daughter versus a daughter-in-law.

Li Mei was momentarily taken aback by Su Liang’s uncharacteristically sharp response. She was used to Su Liang’s docile demeanor. Anger flared as she assumed the role of an elder. “Su Liang, is this how you talk to me? Were you raised without manners? I knew these city girls were all spoiled and full of airs. If not for Yi Ze begging me on his knees back then...”

Realizing she’d said too much, Li Mei abruptly stopped, her gaze darting nervously to Su Liang.

“Don’t worry, Mom,” Su Liang said with a cold smile. “I’ll divorce Yi Ze.”

“Divorce? Su Liang, what has my son done to deserve this? I’m telling you, I won’t allow it!”

Li Mei wasn’t stupid. She knew that if Su Liang divorced Yi Ze, she would take a large share of his assets—assets Yi Ze had worked hard to earn. Why should they go to an outsider? Absolutely not!

“But he has a mistress who’s pregnant with his child. From what I’ve heard, it’s a boy.”



Divorce was inevitable. With Li Mei’s involvement, there was no room left for reconciliation.

Su Liang returned to her room, packed a few changes of clothes, and left to meet Zhang Xiao, who was waiting downstairs.

Zhang Xiao had initially wanted to accompany her upstairs, but Su Liang firmly declined. Zhang Xiao reluctantly stayed in the car, repeatedly reminding her to call if anything happened, promising to rush up and help immediately.



After Su Liang left, Li Mei wasted no time in calling Yi Ze’s office. She was ecstatic, her mind occupied by thoughts of her long-awaited grandchild. Finally, after years of hoping, the dream of a grandson was becoming a reality. She resolved to personally bring the woman into their home and take care of her. This was their family’s first male heir—nothing could go wrong.

The receptionist, recognizing the boss’s mother, greeted her warmly and deferentially.

“I’m looking for Miss Yang Manli, my son’s assistant,” Li Mei said excitedly.



Chapter 14Attorney Shen's Sudden Compassion



The midday sun streamed through the glass windows, filtering softly through sheer curtains. Delicate patterns of light and shadow danced on the floor, tranquil and unhurried.



“Su Su, it’s all set. Lao Zeng worked it out,” Zhang Xiao said, lying comfortably on the bed, her chin tilted up with a smug grin. “At first, Lao Zeng thought Attorney Shen would hesitate to take the case. After all, he rarely deals with divorce or property disputes these days—most of his cases are heavyweight economic ones. But the moment he heard your name, he agreed without a second thought.”

Su Liang rolled her eyes and turned to face Zhang Xiao, her expression serious. “It’s just a coincidence—or maybe Attorney Shen had a sudden moment of compassion.”

“Who knows?” Zhang Xiao teased, her eyes narrowing playfully. “Oh, by the way, here’s his number. Make sure to save it.”

Su Liang grabbed her phone and quickly jotted down the eleven-digit number. She made a mental note to call Attorney Shen soon, wanting to expedite the process and settle things once and for all.

“Also, this Attorney Shen is currently single and has a five-year-old son,” Zhang Xiao added with a sly grin. “Apparently, the child was left by his ex-girlfriend. If you think he’s decent, you should go for it! After all, you’ll soon be a free woman, and no one will have the right to interfere with your love life.”

“I’m not some marriage-obsessed lunatic,” Su Liang retorted. “Since I’ve decided to divorce, I’m not in any rush to dive into a new relationship or marriage.”

“You’re so stubborn!” Zhang Xiao huffed. “After what Yi Ze did to you... Fine, whatever. Just promise me one thing—be ridiculously happy. Rub it in their faces and make those cheating jerks miserable.”

A faint smile curved Su Liang’s lips as she spoke with a hint of mischief. “Xiao Xiao, don’t you think love is a lot like luxury goods?”

Zhang Xiao blinked, momentarily stunned. Then, sprawled across the bed, she let out a dramatic curse: “Love is damn well a luxury!”

Su Liang couldn’t hold back her laughter, the sound light and genuine.



The afternoon sunlight remained warm, filtering through the gaps in the leaves to create shimmering halos on the dappled ground. A gentle breeze weaved through the city streets, scattering fallen leaves in its wake.

Outside the courthouse, a small crowd of reporters had gathered, their attention fixed on the main entrance. Someone suddenly shouted, “He’s out! Look, Attorney Shen won again!”

A tall, imposing figure emerged in the distance, his tailored dark suit accentuating his broad shoulders and strong frame. The sharp angles of his face caught the light, highlighting his deep, obsidian-like eyes that seemed to hold endless depth.

Graceful, dignified, and exuding both warmth and aloofness.

As the swarm of reporters rushed toward him, Shen Nancheng pressed his thin lips into a line but maintained a polite, courteous smile. His demeanor was composed and refined, yet he remained subtly distant—like a beautiful yet unreachable sculpture.

“Attorney Shen, how did you win this case? Just days ago, Qingyun Media claimed your loss was guaranteed.”

“Attorney Shen, this is yet another victory for you. Do you have any advice for aspiring lawyers in the field?”



Chapter 15Shen Nancheng’s Forced Blind Date



His sharp gaze swept over the reporters’ faces. Shen Nancheng’s thin lips curled into a faint smile. “I’m sorry, but I only answer to my clients. If you have other questions, you can ask my assistant, Miss Yu.”

He added, with a touch of humor, “However, if any of you need legal representation, I’ll give you the best price.”

Without waiting for a response, he strode toward a black sedan parked nearby. The driver stood ready, respectfully opening the door for him.

“Second Young Master, your mother called. She asked that you return her call as soon as you’re in the car,” the driver, Xiao Chen, informed him with deference.

Shen Nancheng frowned, sighing inwardly. He didn’t need to guess—this was surely about last night’s blind date.

The woman in question was Zhou Qihua, the eldest daughter of the Zhou family. She was beautiful, came from an excellent family, and was highly educated—nearly flawless on paper. But the more perfect the woman seemed, the less interested Shen Nancheng was in pursuing her.

Xiao Chen, worried his boss might forget, helpfully reminded him, “Young Master, Madam mentioned...”

“Alright, alright, I got it.” Shen Nancheng rubbed his temples wearily. “I’ll call her now.”

He dialed his mother’s number. The call barely rang once before she picked up.

“Nancheng,” Madam Shen began imperiously, “I have two tickets for tonight’s symphony at the Gelun Grand Theater. Be there at seven to meet Qihua, and don’t keep her waiting. If you do, prepare for punishment when you get back.”

Her tone was firm, leaving no room for negotiation.

“She told me after meeting you last night that she has a good impression of you. Nancheng, you’re not getting any younger. Even if you won’t think about yourself, at least consider Xiao Yuan. As for Xiao Yuan’s biological mother, forget it. Your father and I will never agree to her returning.”

Shen Nancheng’s expression darkened. “Mom, where are the tickets?”

“I’ve already given them to Xiao Chen. If you have time before the concert, take Qihua out for dinner. Then you can head to the theater together.”

“Fine. Whatever you say.”



Looking at the two symphony tickets in his hand, Shen Nancheng felt an overwhelming urge to toss them out the window. Ultimately, though, he restrained himself. Zhou Qihua wasn’t unpleasant—she was straightforward, confident, and lacked the pretentiousness he’d encountered in previous blind dates. Compared to those experiences, she was a vast improvement.

He sighed. Perhaps a few dinners and concerts won’t hurt. At least it’ll keep Mom off my back for a while.



“Xiao Chen, get out of the car. I have something personal to take care of.”

“But, Young Master...” Xiao Chen hesitated, visibly uneasy.

“Less talking, more listening,” Shen Nancheng snapped, irritation flashing across his face. “I said I’ll handle it, and I will.”



He had to make a trip to Lido Apartments. His intuition told him that Su Liang had left something behind. While he had her contact information, Shen Nancheng wasn’t ready to reveal his identity. They were bound to meet again soon, and when they did, their relationship would undergo a significant change.



Returning home, Shen Nancheng’s eyes immediately landed on the note and the stack of cash on the coffee table. His lips twitched in exasperation as he picked them up.

Stubborn woman, he thought with a helpless shrug.

Chapter 16Yang Manli Successfully Moves into the Yi Household



“Thank you for your care and the breakfast. I’ve left. I washed the clothes and hung them on the balcony—don’t forget to bring them in. This money is all I had left in my wallet. If it’s not enough, there’s nothing I can do.”

Like him, the note bore no signature.

Holding the note and money, Shen Nancheng couldn’t help but smile. He could almost picture her conflicted expression when leaving the money. But what intrigued him more was their inevitable next meeting, which he suspected wouldn’t be far off.



Yi Ze never imagined that returning home after work would mean seeing Yang Manli in his house while Su Liang was nowhere to be found. Meanwhile, his mother, Li Mei, was bustling in the kitchen, preparing chicken soup.

“What are you doing here? Did you talk to my mom?”

His sharp gaze locked onto her, and his expression darkened as though he were moments away from exploding. Yi Ze knew his mother too well—she’d been yearning for a grandchild for years. If Yang Manli had sought her out, Li Mei would undoubtedly use the pregnancy to pressure him into divorcing Su Liang and marrying Yang Manli, something Yi Ze had no intention of doing.

Hearing the displeasure in his voice, Yang Manli immediately put on a pitiful expression, her eyes reddening as if she were holding back tears.

“I didn’t do anything or say anything. Your mom called me at the office and asked to meet.”



“What’s going on here?” Li Mei emerged from the kitchen, standing protectively in front of Yang Manli. “Yi Ze, you know better than to upset a pregnant woman! If you’re angry, blame me. I brought Manli here—it has nothing to do with her.”

Li Mei scolded her son, a fierce protectiveness in her tone. “Do you know how dangerous it is to let a pregnant woman live alone? What if something happened to her? How could I face your late father then?”

“Mom!” Yi Ze frowned, his voice tense.

“That’s enough! You need to divorce Su Liang as soon as possible. Manli’s baby can’t wait. If you can’t bring yourself to tell her, I’ll step in.”

Li Mei paused before continuing, her tone turning icy. “Yi Ze, let me remind you—there’s no greater failure than being childless. If Su Liang dares to demand a share of your assets, tell her the truth. Don’t think I don’t know what you’ve been hiding all these years. The fact is, Su Liang can’t even have children!”



Yi Ze’s gaze darkened, shifting to Yang Manli with a complicated look.

“Don’t look at Manli like that. She didn’t tell me—it was Su Liang herself who admitted it.” Li Mei stood firmly in front of Yang Manli, shielding her like a protective mother hen. “Yi Ze, this isn’t up for discussion. Divorce Su Liang as soon as possible.”

“Fine,” Yi Ze relented, his tone softening. “I’ll talk to her.”

“That’s more like it!” Li Mei smiled in satisfaction, taking Yang Manli’s hand affectionately. “Manli, go sit on the sofa and rest. Don’t worry about anything in the house. Just focus on safely bringing my grandson into the world.”

Tears welled up in Yang Manli’s eyes, and she whispered, “I’m sorry, Auntie. It’s my fault for causing tension between you and Yi Ze.”

“Don’t call me Auntie anymore—call me Mom!” Li Mei corrected warmly. “And don’t blame yourself. Yi Ze was the one who lost his way. I’ve never understood what’s so special about Su Liang. She’s just a spoiled, temperamental girl.”



Chapter 17No Regrets in This World



The virtual game arcade was abuzz with excitement. Su Liang and Zhang Xiao were having a blast, their seamless teamwork taking them to the final level of a classic game. The onlookers couldn’t help but watch with envy.

Exiting the arcade, Su Liang let out a satisfied sigh, momentarily forgetting the heartache of her failed marriage.

“Su Su, what do you feel like having for dinner?” Zhang Xiao asked with a grin as she stretched her stiff neck.

“I’m craving...” Su Liang began, but before she could finish, a familiar ringtone interrupted her. She shrugged apologetically. “Hold on a second.”

Fishing her phone from her bag, she glanced at the caller ID and frowned. After a brief hesitation, she swiped to answer, and Yi Ze’s warm, magnetic voice came through.

“Su Su, where are you right now?”

“What does that have to do with you?” Su Liang replied coldly.

Had it not been for Zhang Xiao informing her that Shen Nancheng was busy with a case that afternoon, she would’ve already called him to discuss the divorce proceedings, especially the distribution of assets. Cases involving infidelity often demanded a clean break.

Yi Ze was momentarily taken aback, his expression darkening. His voice grew deeper. “Su Su, we’re not divorced yet. You’re still my wife. How can you say it has nothing to do with me?”

“You!” Su Liang’s face hardened.

“Su Su, you know I don’t want to divorce you—”

Before Yi Ze could finish, the line went dead. Su Liang had hung up. On the other end, Yi Ze’s face turned white with rage, and he nearly smashed his phone in frustration.

For the first time, he realized he didn’t understand Su Liang at all. She seemed compliant, yet deep within, her stubbornness and resilience burned fiercely.

She had once sacrificed her career for their love and marriage, but now she was willing to abandon that very love and marriage for her pride.



Su Liang turned off her phone and sat quietly in the car. The crimson sunset filtered through the windshield, casting a warm glow on her delicate features. Her porcelain skin seemed to shimmer with a golden hue. A faint, mocking smile tugged at her lips, its icy edge reflecting the fading sunlight.

“Su Su, are you alright?” Zhang Xiao asked with concern.

“I’m fine.” Su Liang smiled faintly, feeling a calm she hadn’t experienced in years. For the first time, she saw Yi Ze’s true nature, and it disgusted her to her core.

Zhang Xiao sighed and gently embraced her. “Su Su, everything will get better. You’ll find happiness that’s entirely yours.”

“Let’s hope so.”



As night fell, a crescent moon hung in the navy-blue sky. The city came alive with twinkling lights, its vibrancy masking an undercurrent of temptation and desire.

Yi Ze, unable to stand the oppressive atmosphere at home, sat alone in the dim corner of a bar, nursing a drink. It wasn’t long before a beautiful woman approached him. Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was pent-up frustration, or perhaps it was just instinct—but they soon left together, arms entwined, heading towards the most scandalous part of the bar: the restroom.



Chapter 18Caught Red-Handed



The dim light of the bar's hallway flickered ominously, casting shadows on the walls. From inside the restroom, a chorus of breathy sighs and muffled whispers signaled the aftermath of a rendezvous.

The door creaked open, and Yi Ze stepped out, his arm draped over a woman who was all too eager to flaunt her recent conquest. His face, flushed with satisfaction, quickly turned pale when he spotted Su Liang and Zhang Xiao standing just a few steps away.

Panic flickered in his eyes. He instinctively attempted to distance himself from the woman, but she clung to him, her painted lips curling into a sultry smile as she raised her hand to playfully pat his chest.

“Call me anytime, handsome,” she cooed, planting a loud kiss on a hundred-yuan note before sauntering away. She threw a parting wink at Su Liang and Zhang Xiao, adding salt to the wound.

“Wow, Su Su,” Zhang Xiao drawled with exaggerated surprise. “Isn’t that Yi Ze? I must be seeing things. Surely the Yi Ze I know wouldn’t—oh wait, maybe I just misjudged him all these years.”

Yi Ze clenched his jaw, his gaze darting between Su Liang and Zhang Xiao. His lips parted as though to explain himself, but no words came out. His silence only deepened the tension in the air.

Su Liang’s expression remained impassive, her dark eyes betraying neither anger nor sorrow. Instead, she let out a long sigh, as if resigning herself to an undeniable truth.

“Su Su,” Yi Ze finally spoke, his tone laced with desperation.

Before he could continue, Zhang Xiao cut him off sharply. “What’s left to say, Yi Ze? Do you think we’re blind or just stupid? The evidence is right in front of us. And here I thought you were one of the rare good ones. Turns out you’re just good at acting.”

Her words hit like daggers. Yi Ze’s face turned ashen, his hands curling into fists at his sides.

“Su Su, let’s go,” Zhang Xiao said, tugging at Su Liang’s arm.

Su Liang didn’t move immediately. She stood still, her gaze fixed on Yi Ze. It wasn’t anger or betrayal she felt—it was emptiness, an overwhelming void where love once resided.

In the quiet that followed, her voice broke the silence. “Your mother told me she’s already invited Yang Manli to move in. Congratulations, Yi Ze. It seems you’ve gotten everything you wanted.”



The vibrant atmosphere of the bar’s main hall stood in stark contrast to the cold exchange in the restroom corridor. The dance floor pulsed with the rhythm of music, the mingling scents of perfume and alcohol creating a heady cocktail that filled the air.

Meanwhile, at a corner table, Zhang Xiao was reunited with her partner, Lao Zeng. Su Liang couldn’t help but observe their dynamic. There was a quiet stability in the way Lao Zeng carried himself—a maturity and warmth that mirrored the support he had given Zhang Xiao over the years.

“Where’s Shen Nancheng?” Zhang Xiao teased. “He’s supposed to be here, isn’t he? I want to introduce him to Su Su properly.”

Su Liang, seated nearby, felt her lips curve into a faint smile. Despite the chaos of the evening, a sense of calm washed over her. For the first time in a long while, she felt the distant stirrings of hope. Maybe, just maybe, life would surprise her yet again.



Chapter 19He’s a Lawyer, She’s a Client



The soft glow of the café’s hanging lights cast a warm ambiance across the room. The air carried the faint aroma of freshly brewed coffee, mingling with the quiet hum of conversations. Seated across from each other, Su Liang and Shen Nancheng appeared to the outside world as just another pair of acquaintances, but the unspoken tension between them told a different story.

Shen Nancheng stirred his cappuccino leisurely, his gaze occasionally drifting toward Su Liang. Her attention, however, was fixed on the contract before her, though her furrowed brows betrayed her inner turmoil.

“I’ve gone through your case,” Shen Nancheng broke the silence, his voice steady and calm. “It’s straightforward enough, but I want to make sure we’re aligned on what you want to achieve. This isn’t just about the divorce; it’s about reclaiming what’s rightfully yours.”

Su Liang raised her eyes to meet his, her hesitation palpable. “What do you mean?”

He leaned forward slightly, his gaze unwavering. “I mean, Yi Ze’s infidelity is grounds for significant leverage. If you’re firm about walking away from this marriage, I’ll ensure you do so without sacrificing your dignity—or your fair share of the assets.”

Her lips parted as if to argue, but she closed them again, unsure of how to respond. The way Shen Nancheng spoke carried a quiet authority that made it difficult to challenge him.

“Su Liang,” he said, his tone softening, “you don
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