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A year after I quit my job, a former colleague suddenly messaged me on WeChat:

[Are you ready to admit you were wrong?]

[Let's stop with the silent treatment. Can we make up?]

[I don't want to break up with you]

[I've thought about it over and over, and I figured marrying you makes the most sense]

Me: ???????

I told him ages ago that I had a boyfriend!

Silent treatment? Break up? What was he even talking about?

Hold on — when exactly were we ever dating?

I'm legally married now, and the baby in my belly is already four months old!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Cheng Lang was a colleague at my former company. He was in HR; I was in Operations.

It was a good company. They were always organizing fun team-building events — the kind the company paid for.

I'm an outgoing person who likes making friends, so naturally I enjoyed group activities like that: they were lively and fun, and I’d have a chance to mingle with people from other departments.

So I went every time. Cheng Lang was always the one taking the headcount, and he invited me to sign up every time.

We chatted now and then too. To me, it was nothing more than normal colleague-to-colleague interaction.

I scrolled frantically back through our chat history. No matter how I looked at it, sideways or upside down, there was not one flirtatious thing in there!

How could he have misread it this badly?

I messaged him back very carefully:

[I think there's been a misunderstanding? When were we ever together?]

I stared at my screen. Cheng Lang's reply didn't come, but the top of the window kept saying "typing..."

Seeing this, I told my husband Lin Hang about the whole thing straight away.

Lin Hang was as baffled as I was, and a little worried.

"Babe, let's be careful. A guy like that might have some kind of delusional disorder. If he tried something, that would be bad."

I thought he had a point. I was about to block Cheng Lang when his next message came through:

[Su Qing, this whole year I've replayed every little moment we had together. You would only sit next to me at every company event. At the barbecue you only ate the meat I grilled. On WeChat you always replied to me first... Are you telling me none of that was real?]

My eyes went wide. My fingers flew across the screen:

[Wait! I sat next to you because you were the one running the event! I ate your meat because you were the one standing at the grill! I replied to you first because my phone is always in my hand!]

I fired that off and quickly added:

[And I mentioned my boyfriend in practically every conversation. Remember? The tall guy who came to pick me up from work all the time!]

Cheng Lang's reply came fast:

[I thought you were just using him as a shield... You literally said you liked working with me best]

I rubbed my temples, then remembered something, scrolled back to last year's messages, screenshotted a few, and sent them over:

[Read it properly! What I said was "I like working with everyone"! And here, and here, and here — I mentioned my boyfriend at least a dozen times!]

Cheng Lang detonated:

[You actually have a boyfriend? I thought he was someone you used to test me!]

[If you have a boyfriend, why did you drink the bubble tea and coffee I bought you? If you have a boyfriend, why were you flirting with me?]

[So you're just a two-timing bitch! You played with my feelings!]

I stared at the screen. His barrage of accusations had my fingers shaking.

Lin Hang saw it and snatched the phone out of my hand, his face darkening instantly.

"Is this guy sick in the head?" Lin Hang scrolled fast, his frown deepening. "Let me see what garbage he's been sending..."

The messages kept popping up:

[You dressed up so nicely for every team outing — that was to seduce me, wasn't it?]

[You knew perfectly well I was into you, and you still played cute to get me to bring you breakfast!]

[And now you're acting all innocent? I've met plenty of women like you!]

Lin Hang was so angry he just held down the voice-message button:

"Cheng Lang, you listen to me! My wife has loved exactly one person from start to finish, and it's me! Say one more slanderous word about her and I'll call the police and sue you for defamation!"

To our surprise, Cheng Lang instantly fired back a full sixty-second voice message.

Lin Hang put it on speaker, and Cheng Lang's hysterical voice filled the living room:

"Su Qing! Ask yourself honestly. At the Christmas dinner last year you got drunk — wasn't I the one who took you home? In the taxi that night, leaning on my shoulder, what did you say? You said, 'Cheng Lang, the truth is I've always liked you'! And now you're faking amnesia? I've got it recorded on my phone!"

Lin Hang and I stared at each other, at a loss for words.

I shook my head frantically.

"Complete nonsense! I didn't drink a drop at Christmas last year, because I was already trying to get pregnant! I was on hot milk the entire evening!"

"And you were the one who picked me up that night. Don't you remember?"

Lin Hang smacked his forehead with a sharp smack.

"Right, I even brought you that bouquet made out of crabapples, and we had seafood congee as a late-night snack!"

I typed back immediately: [There's a limit to how much you can make up! My boyfriend picked me up that night!]

Cheng Lang suddenly sent a blurry photo — a group shot from last year's company year-end party.

In it I was standing next to him, caught mid-smile by the camera.

[Look at the way you’re looking at me! That expression! If that isn't adoration, what is it?]

[The whole company knows we're a couple. You're the only one playing dumb!]

[Does your husband know what a good actress you are?]

[The two of you conspired to deceive me!]

[Su Qing, you liar! I'm going to your company to expose your true face!]

[I'm going to make you pay!]

And then he sent one more message that made my blood run cold:

[I know you live in Building 3, Apartment 502, Sunshine Garden.]

[Ten o'clock tomorrow morning. We'll settle this face to face. Don't think about hiding from me — I'm already downstairs.]
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Looking at that last threat, my fingers trembled beyond my control.

Lin Hang called building management right away, while I sank into a whirlpool of memory — all those interactions that had seemed utterly ordinary at the time now looked sinister from every angle.

As far as I could remember, the first time Cheng Lang seemed off was after a department dinner.

I'd brought a homemade bento that day, and Cheng Lang suddenly leaned over: “That smells good. Can I have a taste?”

"Sure." I pushed the box over without a second thought — I wasn't going to finish it anyway — and scooped out half for him.

Then, the day after he ate it, he sent me a WeChat message:

[Yesterday's bento was delicious. Could you bring me some more often from now on?]

I took it as small talk and replied:

[Haha, once in a while is fine, but I'm usually way too busy~]

Looking back, his reply was already deeply strange:

[Isn’t it only natural for a girlfriend to cook for her boyfriend?]

I assumed he was joking and brushed it off with a sticker.

Only now do I understand: he was serious.

Then there was the rainy day when Cheng Lang "happened" to have brought an extra umbrella.

I thanked him and took it, and the next day I made a point of buying him a coffee to square the favor. His face changed on the spot:

[You're fobbing me off with this? My coworker's girlfriend knits him scarves by hand!]

I was completely stunned, had no idea what to say, and sent a [confused cat scratching its head] sticker.

His expression turned thunderous, and he didn't speak to me for the entire following week.

At the time I wondered whether I'd said something wrong. Now I know what he'd been inventing in his head.

The worst was during a team retreat at a guesthouse, when Cheng Lang knocked on my door holding a few shirts. "Could you wash these for me? The machine in my room is broken."

I was too shocked to speak. A female colleague passing by rescued me: "Cheng Lang, are you insane? You’re letting a female coworker do your laundry for you?"

And he said, perfectly self-righteous, "She's my girlfriend!"

I panicked and set the record straight on the spot, still assuming he was joking.

Looking back, he meant every word.

"Qingqing?" Lin Hang's voice pulled me back. He was holding my hand, watching me with concern.

"Security says they haven't seen anyone suspicious, but they'll step up patrols. I've saved all the chat logs. Let's go to the police, okay?"

I took a deep breath.

"We're definitely going to the police. But he hasn't actually done anything yet, so there's not much they can do about him."

Lin Hang scratched his head in frustration.

"And you've got our little one inside you right now... that lunatic!"

Steadying my shaking fingers, I pulled up every conversation I'd ever had with Cheng Lang and read through them carefully.

Details I'd skated right past before now stabbed at my eyes like knives:

[Walked past a bridal shop today. That dress in the window would suit you]

(I'd replied with a "?")

[My mom says she wants to meet you]

(I'd replied that he must have the wrong person)

[Come and cook at my place this weekend. I bought a new apron]

(I hadn't replied at all)

Worst of all, he seemed to have taken every single polite response of mine as "playing hard to get."

Once he handed me a bubble tea. I assumed he'd just picked one up along the way and said a casual "thanks." The next day this arrived:

[Since you accepted my bubble tea, you've agreed to be my girlfriend]

I thought he was quoting some internet joke and answered:

[By that logic, I've accepted bubble tea from the entire department. Should I start assembling a harem?]

Only now did I realize he had genuinely been reasoning that way.

"This man..." My voice shook. "He's written an entire romance drama in his head, and I'm not even a willing cast member..."

Lin Hang held me tight. "It's not your fault. People like that live in another dimension. The normal rules of human interaction just don't apply to them."

As he was speaking, my phone lit up again.

A video from Cheng Lang — secretly filmed at one of our company's KTV nights!

In it I was singing, and he'd deliberately clipped the
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