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Fengyun Group, President's Office.

The assistant cautiously looked at the tall figure standing by the window and hesitantly reminded him, "Boss, the arrangement for the young madam has been made. You..."

The man by the window slowly turned around.

His flawless, handsome face was shrouded in an icy chill.

He lifted his eyes, his cold and sharp gaze casually sweeping over the assistant.

The assistant shuddered, lowering his head instantly, not daring to meet the president's gaze.

In the vast and luxurious office, an oppressive silence filled the air.

It wasn't until the assistant's legs were almost giving out that Lee Noah finally spoke.

His voice, cold and biting, seemed to emerge from between clenched teeth.

"Go back and tell the young madam that I will comply with her wishes, but... I am very angry."

"Understood!"

The assistant replied respectfully, his forehead drenched in cold sweat.

Hurriedly retreating, the assistant left the room.

Lee Noah's tall, imposing figure carried a frosty aura as he stepped into the adjoining lounge.

The room was pitch-black, with only the faint outline of a white bed barely visible.

On the bed, there was a lump under the covers.

He knew this was the "gift" his wife had prepared for him.

A wave of irritation surged in Lee Noah's chest.

He didn't bother to turn on the lights and strode to the bedside, roughly pinching the figure under the blanket.

"Mm..." A soft, delicate moan escaped from the woman.

The sound was crisp and youthful—not the sultry allure of a lounge hostess, yet it stirred something primal in Lee Noah against his will.

"Damn it!"

He cursed under his breath, sitting on the edge of the bed. Pulling out a cigarette, he lit it and began to smoke.

By the time he had finished the cigarette, the restless agitation in his body had gradually subsided.

Lee Noah stood up abruptly, stomping out the cigarette butt under his foot, and prepared to leave.
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Suddenly, her small hand tugged at his shirt.

The woman, who had been lying motionless on the bed, clung to his shirt and climbed up, wrapping her arms tightly around his waist.

A soft voice followed immediately after: "Hot... so hot... I need..."

What a shameless woman!

Lee Noah was about to pull her off when he felt a sudden tension in his body.

The desire he had barely suppressed moments ago came surging back with a vengeance.

Damn it!

Could it be that he had been without a woman for too long?

The self-control he had always taken pride in was effortlessly shattered by this woman.

Furious, Lee Noah roughly pried her hands away and forcefully flung her backward.

Yet the woman refused to give up. As if suddenly energized, she scrambled back and latched onto his arm with surprising speed.

Her soft, pleading voice rose again. "Please... I'm begging you..."

She clung to his arm, shaking it gently. Her delicate hands pressed against his palm, sending waves of heat through him.

The desire within him swelled uncontrollably, surging stronger and stronger, like a flood seeking to break free.

The woman tried to say more, but with a startled "Ah!" she lost her balance and fell backward.

Lee Noah stumbled as well, losing his footing and collapsing onto the bed.

On the soft mattress, the woman ended up pinned beneath him.

"It hurts... so much..." she whimpered, tears streaming as she cried softly.

The faint, sweet scent of her lips drifted into his nose, drawing him closer by instinct.

So soft—so much softer than he had imagined.

The woman stopped crying and weakly tried to push him away, only to wrap her arms around his back moments later.

She responded to his kiss, her body pressing against his with an almost desperate fervor.

Lee Noah felt like he was about to explode, his body screaming for release.

Without an ounce of tenderness, he reached out and ripped the thin strap of her nightdress.

...

Even Lee Noah himself couldn't remember how many times he took her that night.

She was like a flower drenched in honey, and he, the relentless bee, unwilling to let go of her sweetness.

The night grew darker, and in its shroud of shadows, they could see nothing of each other.

Over and over, he murmured a familiar name, "Camila..."

His movements became even more feverish, consumed by the thought of the woman in his heart.

The woman beneath him, however, could no longer endure such fierce passion. Her head lolled to the side, and she passed out.

Only when Lee Noah had fully satisfied himself did he finally rise from the bed.

Ten minutes later, freshly showered and dressed, he stepped out of the bathroom.

Casting a brief glance at the faint silhouette on the bed, illuminated by the first light of dawn, he smirked faintly and left the room without hesitation.

Morning sunlight streamed in, carried by a gentle breeze. It spilled into the room, casting its glow on the bed, where a woman's fair, jade-like body lay exposed.

Bruises dotted her skin, forming a stark contrast against her smooth, delicate complexion.

Jiang Sophia struggled to roll onto her side, her petite, porcelain-like face wrinkling in pain as her brows knitted tightly together.

Her lips, swollen and tender, parted slightly as she let out a faint groan. "It hurts..."

Yes, her entire body felt as if it had been shattered, as though she had been run over by a car repeatedly through the night.

What... happened to her?

Slowly, she opened her crystalline eyes, her long lashes fluttering like feathery brushes against her lids. They cast delicate shadows over her pale cheeks.

As her eyes adjusted to the sunlight streaming in, she gasped softly, noticing the decor of the room.

It was the same sky-blue color as her own room—but everything else was different.

No, this wasn't her room!

Though the space was bathed in the familiar sky-blue hues, from the walls to the floor and curtains, the room was significantly larger—several times larger, in fact.

The furnishings were luxurious and elegant, nothing she could ever afford.

This was definitely not her room!
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"Ah!" Startled, she shrank back and bolted upright, the blanket slipping off her body—revealing that she was completely naked!

How could this be?

Her mind exploded in panic. She had never slept without clothes before.

What... exactly happened?

She glanced down at herself and saw the marks scattered across her body—faint bite marks and, on the pristine white sheets, a crimson stain symbolizing lost innocence.

Her thoughts spiraled downward. Her gaze lifted to the floor, where a small, torn nightgown lay in tatters.

Nakedness, bloodstains, pain, bite marks...

What did this all mean?

Her mind roared as she pieced it together. Realizing what had happened, she clutched her head and let out a sharp scream. "Ahhh—!"

The door was pushed open abruptly from the outside, revealing a middle-aged woman with a cold expression. She frowned, unamused, and cast a casual glance at the woman on the bed, her face showing no surprise.

The woman tossed a set of clothes onto the floor at Jiang Sophia's feet and barked, "Put these on!"

Panicking, Jiang Sophia quickly wrapped the blanket around her exposed body.

She didn't look at the clothes but stared at the cold-faced woman before her, her trembling lips barely managing to form words. "W-where... is this?"

The woman, clearly uninterested in answering, glared at her impatiently. Her tone turned even icier. "You have five minutes to get yourself together. Hurry up!"

With that, she turned on her heel and slammed the door shut.

Jiang Sophia bit her lip, sliding painfully off the bed. She struggled to put on the clothes, her eyes reddening with tears as she opened the door.

The middle-aged woman was waiting outside, standing stiffly like a soldier—clearly well-trained.

Without so much as a glance at Jiang Sophia, she grabbed a black blindfold and tied it over her eyes.

Jiang Sophia struggled instinctively, reaching up to tear it off, but her hands were immediately restrained.

"Let me go!" she shouted, her voice tinged with desperation. "What are you doing? Let me go, or I'll call the police!"

The only response was a cold, mocking snort.

She was shoved forward, stumbling blindly as she tried to regain her footing.

Then she heard the woman's commanding voice. "Take her to the Yiquan Villa!"

Yiquan Villa? What was that? Why were they taking her there?

Questions raced through her mind as her arms were twisted behind her back and pinned against her waist.

Judging by the strength of the grip, it was clearly a man restraining her.

Jiang Sophia struggled furiously, twisting her body in an attempt to break free. "Let me go! This is kidnapping! I'll report you to the police!"

Her cries fell on deaf ears. The strangers, cold and unfeeling, ignored her completely.

Something soft and damp was shoved into her mouth, muffling her protests entirely.

She heard the middle-aged woman's voice again, this time laced with ridicule and disdain. "Ungrateful girl. Do you think calling the police will get you more money? Ridiculous!"

No! She didn't want money. She wanted freedom. She just wanted to understand what had happened to her!

Before she could process her thoughts, they had dragged her downstairs and shoved her into a car.

The vehicle began moving, carrying her toward an unknown destination.

Blinded by the black cloth over her eyes, Jiang Sophia sat trembling in the darkness, fear creeping into every corner of her mind.

Why was this happening to her?

Just yesterday, she had received an offer letter from Jiangdong First People's Hospital, ready to start her position as an assistant doctor.

She was supposed to report there today!

Her chest tightened with panic. She groaned into the gag, her muffled cries expressing her frustration and despair.

No, no, no!

Her face turned pale, cold sweat dripping from her forehead.

It felt like she had fallen from heaven straight into hell, with no idea what lay ahead.

What on earth had happened?

Why was her memory so blank, as if she had suddenly forgotten everything about the previous day?

The previous day...

Her last memory was celebrating with her father over dinner.
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Yesterday, she had been thrilled after being accepted into the hospital.

Her father, who had always treated her indifferently, uncharacteristically offered to celebrate with her.

Then, she drank a glass of wine he handed her.

After that...

Jiang Sophia's memory stopped there. Her face turned ashen, and her body felt so cold that even her fingertips trembled with a frosty chill.

It was her father who had betrayed her.

What kind of father sells his own daughter?

Tears streamed down her cheeks.

Overwhelmed by despair, she fainted on the spot.

Even in unconsciousness, tears continued to flow from the corners of her eyes.

But no one pitied her.

When she opened her eyes again, Jiang Sophia found herself locked in a room that appeared to be a makeshift bedroom.

The door was securely locked. No matter how hard she twisted or pulled, it wouldn't budge. The windows were reinforced with thick metal bars, so sturdy that not even a mouse could squeeze through.

The room was practically bare, save for a large bed nearly two meters wide.

Her body ached, but her heart hurt even more.

Sold here by her own father—what kind of fate awaited her?

A rich man? Had she really given herself to some so-called "wealthy benefactor" last night?

The thought of obese, balding, greasy men made her stomach churn. She retched uncontrollably.

The door swung open again, and the middle-aged woman from before walked in.

She threw several outrageously revealing nightgowns onto the floor and said coldly, "Go take a shower, then put these on. Be ready for our boss at any time."

"Your boss? Who is your boss?" Jiang Sophia clutched her body tightly as she asked.

The middle-aged woman responded with a dismissive snort, too disdainful to answer. Instead, she strode over and roughly yanked at Jiang Sophia's clothes.

Jiang Sophia was naturally weak, and the woman was tall and strong. There was no contest.

Within moments, her clothes were stripped away. The woman sneered before turning and walking out of the room.
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She crouched on the ground, hugging herself as she trembled for a long while.

Eventually, her gaze fell on the few nightgowns scattered on the floor.

Each one was scandalously revealing, leaving her no room for choice.

Fine. When the so-called "boss" arrives, she'll explain everything—how none of this was her choice.

Then she'd ask him to let her go. As for the loss of her innocence... she'd let it go.

Tears welled up in her eyes, threatening to spill over.

Even if she decided not to dwell on it, it was her first time. How could she not feel heartbroken?

Jiang Sophia reluctantly picked the blue nightgown she liked the most and went into the bathroom.

The sight of her body, covered in bruises and bite marks, sent uncontrollable shivers through her.

Tears streamed down endlessly, unstoppable. Eventually, she broke down, crouching in the bathroom and sobbing her heart out.

Time passed in a haze, and a knock on the door snapped her back to reality. The knocking stopped quickly, leaving silence in its wake.

Jiang Sophia finally mustered the strength to stand, her legs weak as she shuffled out of the bathroom.

The pale blue nightgown clung tightly to her body.

The thin spaghetti straps barely hung on her shoulders, and the neckline plunged so low that her chest was almost entirely exposed.

She tugged the straps higher, only to find that doing so caused the hem to rise, revealing her thighs.

She had no choice but to prioritize covering her lower half, leaving her shoulders and chest exposed.

Her head felt heavy, her body fatigued. When the cold air hit her as she walked out, she sneezed several times in quick succession—clearly, she had caught a cold.

Her eyelids drooped heavily, whether from exhaustion or from crying, she wasn't sure.

On the table sat a plate of food, but she had no appetite at all. She simply collapsed onto the bed.

Her body felt limp, waves of cold washing over her.

She knew she was running a fever but couldn't summon the strength to move. She drifted into a hazy sleep, lost in exhaustion and sickness.

She had no idea how much time passed before a sudden, piercing light startled her awake.

She blinked in confusion, her heart racing when she noticed the tall, lean figure standing with his back to her.

Instinctively, she shrank into herself, retreating toward the head of the bed in fear.

The man's back was straight and imposing, not at all the short, plump figure she had imagined.

But his presence was ice-cold, sending shivers down her spine and covering her skin in goosebumps.

"Achoo!"

The ill-timed sneeze made her tears and nose run. She quickly grabbed a tissue to wipe her face.

The man turned around, revealing a face more handsome than any international superstar.

His gaze fell on her, and his initially indifferent expression darkened in an instant.

Veins bulged on his forehead as his jaw clenched tightly, the sound of his grinding teeth filling the air.

He strode toward her in two steps, grabbing her effortlessly and lifting her off the bed. His sharp eyes bore into her barely covered body.

"It seems you've done a lot of preparation to ensure this little job goes smoothly, haven't you?" he sneered, his tone filled with mockery and disdain.

His grip on her wrist was painfully tight. Jiang Sophia's face turned pale as her body trembled, her teeth chattering in fear.

Her wide, jet-black eyes stared at him in terror. She had no idea why he was so angry.

In a soft, trembling voice, she asked, "What... what job? What are you talking about...?"

Before she could finish, her body was suddenly thrown toward the head of the bed.

She hit the sturdy wooden frame with a loud thud, the pain nearly splitting her back open.

Turning her head, she saw her blue nightgown dangling from the man's fingers.

With a flick of his wrist, he threw it aside, snorting in disdain. "You think you're worthy?!"

Jiang Sophia couldn't understand what he meant. Her instincts kicked in as she scrambled to find something to cover herself.

Thankfully, the thin blanket was at the foot of the bed. She crawled toward it, trying to grab it to shield her body.

But the man was faster. He yanked the blanket away before she could reach it.

Her naked body was exposed to the cold air, her skin flushing red as goosebumps spread across it. She couldn't stop trembling.

Unaccustomed to being bare in front of anyone, she instinctively crossed her arms to cover her chest. But no matter how she tried, she couldn't cover everything.

Lee Noah watched her like a predator toying with its prey, a smirk of cold amusement on his lips.

"Since you've already sold yourself, what's the point of pretending to be modest?" he said mercilessly.

Sold... sold herself?

Yes, she had to explain!

Jiang Sophia continued to shield herself as best as she could, her lips trembling as she desperately tried to explain. "Sir... I'm sorry..."
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Lee Noah was boiling with anger at the moment; he had no interest in listening to her apologies.

He leaned in closer, once again grabbing her roughly. His voice was harsh as he said, "Woman, let me make this clear: don't get any funny ideas. Just do your job, give birth to the child, and after that, we'll go our separate ways."

A... child?

Jiang Sophia's mind was in utter chaos.

She stared blankly at the man before her. He was undeniably handsome, but his fierce demeanor made him seem more like a demon.

She... had to have his child?

No. No!

She shook her head vigorously, tears streaming down her face as she pleaded, "Please, no... please, no!"

For a brief moment, Lee Noah's lips curled into an ambiguous smirk.

He leaned closer, locking eyes with her, his lips tightening as if deep in thought.

Jiang Sophia thought she saw a glimmer of hope. She believed he might let her go.

But then, without warning, he gripped her waist tightly, squeezing her so hard it felt like her bones might break.

With a mocking curl of his lips, he sneered, "I remember last night you were begging me to take you. What's this? Regrets now... or are you just playing hard to get?"

"No, I... no!" She shook her head and nodded at the same time, desperate for him to let her go.

Her head spun, her waist ached, and her heart felt like it was shattering into pieces.

Let me go. Please, just let me go...

Her pain robbed her of words, leaving her only able to pray silently in her heart.

But Lee Noah had no intention of letting her off so easily. He grabbed her hand and flung her back onto the bed.

He followed immediately, pinning her beneath him.

"No... stop...!"

Her protest was cut off as his lips descended on hers, swallowing her words completely.

His domineering kiss pressed hard against her lips, his agile tongue leaving her even more dazed and disoriented.

Without the influence of any drug, Jiang Sophia struggled with all her might, twisting and turning to resist.

But the moment Lee Noah saw her body, his blood surged, his body tense with desire.

The memory of last night's pleasure resurfaced in his mind, and he could hardly wait to savor her again.

The pain was unbearable, like being tortured. Jiang Sophia was not naive; she understood exactly what was happening.

The humiliation of it all outweighed even the physical pain. Acting purely on instinct, she bit down hard—

"Ugh..."

Lee Noah recoiled in pain, pulling his lips and tongue away.

His eyes reddened with fury as he glared down at her defiant expression. His lips twitched, and he growled through gritted teeth, "Damn woman!"

His strong hand grabbed her shoulder, and a cruel smile spread across his lips. "As far as I know, you took my one million yuan. Whether we stop or not—it's my decision to make."

She would return the money—she just wanted him to let her go!

But before Jiang Sophia could speak, Lee Noah's mocking grin deepened. Like a king issuing a decree, he declared, "Since you look like my late wife, I'll grant you the privilege of bearing my child. But after this, you're not allowed to wear blue again."

What kind of logic was that? Why couldn't she wear blue?

She didn't want to have his child—absolutely not!

But the excruciating pain, combined with her physical discomfort, left Jiang Sophia unable to voice her protests. Her head tilted to the side, and she passed out beneath him.

...

What time was it?

Jiang Sophia woke in the darkness, her body wracked with aches so severe she couldn't even sit up.

She felt like she was on the brink of death, terror creeping into her heart.

Weakly, she called out, "Is anyone there?"

She desperately wished for someone to come and save her. But this wasn't a movie, and the heroic rescue she longed for would never happen.

Jiang Sophia tried to crawl out of bed, but her arms gave out, and she collapsed to the floor.

Her back hit the ground hard, but for someone whose entire body was already numb with pain, the additional impact hardly registered.

The door suddenly swung open.

Instinctively, she curled into herself, her body trembling.

The lights flicked on, their brightness stabbing into her eyes like needles.
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The middle-aged woman stood in the doorway, staring at the disheveled and trembling Jiang Sophia. She simply let out a dismissive hum before turning and walking away.

Moments later, the door opened again.

Jiang Sophia faintly heard muffled voices conversing outside, but her body and mind were utterly shattered. She had no energy left to care who was speaking or what they were saying.

All she wanted right now was freedom—freedom!

Her legs were so weak that she couldn't even stand.

Jiang Sophia bit her lip and began crying, tears streaming down her face.

The middle-aged woman returned, carrying a tray with a plate of food and a glass of water. Beneath the glass was a small white packet.

"If you want to survive, eat. And make sure to drink this afterward," the woman said emotionlessly. Without waiting for a response, she turned and began to leave.

"Wait!" Jiang Sophia called out desperately, her eyes pleading.

The woman paused briefly, her expression softening just a fraction, though her tone remained cold. "Since you've chosen this path, you'd better walk it to the end."

Shaking, Jiang Sophia mustered all her strength to protest, "It wasn't my choice! Please... talk to your boss!"

The woman ignored her completely, walking out and closing the door behind her.

Though she had no appetite, her empty stomach gnawed at her. Reluctantly, she forced herself to eat a few bites. She eyed the packet of medicine, hesitated briefly, and ultimately drank it down.

Outside, Lee Noah stood with a cold expression, holding a cup of tea. His mood seemed particularly foul.

The middle-aged woman approached and respectfully addressed him. "President, Miss Jiang has agreed to have your child. Don't worry—Madam would never force anyone against their will."

Lee Noah furrowed his brows, his gaze lingering on the woman for a moment before he said nothing.

"Sir," the woman continued, "Miss Jiang's ovulation period is within these three days. If you don't want Madam to be disappointed, you'd better act quickly to ensure she conceives."

After a long pause, Lee Noah finally stepped forward and opened the door.

On the bed, Jiang Sophia lay obediently, her cheeks flushed with a feverish redness.

Her delicate face was soft and smooth, her baby-like skin radiant and supple. She looked so much like her...

He approached quickly, gently pulling her into his arms and softly murmured, "Camila..."

"Mm..." The woman's eyes fluttered open lazily, gazing at him with a seductive glint. Her husky words made him freeze. "That feels... so good."

Jiang Sophia's body burned as if she were on fire. Desperate for relief, she clung tightly to the cold figure before her, wrapping her arms around his waist.

"You're not..." Lee Noah began to push her away, but Jiang Sophia instinctively pulled him closer, her arms tightening around him.

Momentarily caught off guard, Lee Noah found himself pressed against her.

Shameless woman!

As his thoughts snapped back into focus, his once-softened expression turned ice-cold. His gaze darkened as he glared at her, his disgust growing stronger with each passing moment.

This woman, with her coquettish demeanor, had desecrated the memory of the person he cherished most.

She looked like her, yes—but in every other way, she was completely different.

The fire of anger surged within him as he thought of the resemblance.

Jiang Sophia, her mind hazy, began to realize what was happening. In a panic, she bit her lip hard enough to draw blood.

Summoning her last shred of strength, she pushed against him weakly. "Sir... please, no... we can't..."

How had it come to this?

She couldn't believe this was happening. She had never even held hands with a man before!

Tears rolled down her face as she trembled, overwhelmed by fear and disbelief.

Lee Noah noticed the tears streaming down her cheeks. Disgusted, he flipped her onto the bed and stood up, his lips curling in disdain as he coldly adjusted his clothes.

He had seen manipulative women before, but never one so insincere.

She sold herself, seduced him on the bed, and now she was crying, playing the victim?

Was her brain broken, or did she think the people she dealt with were idiots?

Ignoring the sobbing Jiang Sophia curled up on the bed, Lee Noah walked into the bathroom without a backward glance.

Jiang Sophia cried for what felt like an eternity. Exhausted from the ordeal and overwhelmed by her physical discomfort, she eventually fell into a restless sleep.

In her dreams, she saw herself wearing a white coat, walking confidently into Dongjiang First People's Hospital.

She was holding hands with her idol, the brilliant young doctor Yu Liam.

He spoke to her warmly, saying so many kind and inspiring things that her tears flowed from sheer excitement.

Suddenly, pain jolted her awake.

A sharp voice snapped at her, "Get up!"

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 8: Sold (8)

[image: ]


Jiang Sophia opened her tear-filled, blurry eyes and returned to the harsh reality.

No hospital, no Dr. Yu Liam, no happiness...

Above her, the middle-aged woman loomed with a cold, piercing gaze, her eyes sharp and predatory, filled with disdain.

Her lips twisted into a strange smirk as she held an empty plate in her hand.

The woman glanced at Jiang Sophia's dazed expression, then pointed to the table with a mocking hum. "Finish your meal and take the medicine."

"Medicine?" Jiang Sophia's gaze drifted to the glass on the table, and then to the small white packet underneath.

She remembered the last time she had taken it.

Heat. Overwhelming, unrelenting heat.

And then... those shameful acts with that man. Her face flushed at the memory, and she wanted to bury herself in a hole.

Medicine.

Jiang Sophia's face turned ashen. Ignoring her tears, she tilted her head to the middle-aged woman and asked, trembling, "What is in that medicine?"

The woman didn't bother answering. With a snort, she turned and walked out of the room.

Jiang Sophia wrapped herself tightly in the bedsheet and approached the table, staring at the packet of medicine for three full minutes before stubbornly shoving it aside.

That man... How despicable could he be, drugging and taking advantage of her?

The thought of everything she had endured made her want to die.

But how could she give up when she was so close to achieving her dream of becoming a doctor?

Besides, Dr. Yu Liam, the brilliant physician she had admired for so long, had recently joined Dongjiang First People's Hospital.

The chance to study under such a luminary had taken her countless hours of effort to earn.

Forcing herself to eat a few more bites of food, Jiang Sophia steeled herself. She needed strength to come up with a plan to escape.

On the bedside table, the revealing nightgowns the middle-aged woman had brought were still there. Each one was too small and short to wear outside.

After staring blankly for a moment, she decided to wrap herself in the bedsheet and make her escape.

The windows were reinforced and impossible to climb through. The door opened only on a set schedule, and only Lee Noah or the middle-aged woman could unlock it.

Jiang Sophia quickly formed a plan. She knew the woman would come to clear the table, so she decided to wait for her moment.

The moment the door opened, she would rush out. As long as she got past the door, she could scream for help and find someone to call the police.

She lay back on the bed, waiting silently, her black gem-like eyes fixed on the door, quietly cheering herself on.

Half an hour later, the door finally opened, revealing the cold, severe face of the middle-aged woman.

The woman glanced at the table. Seeing the untouched packet of medicine, her expression darkened, and she strode toward Jiang Sophia angrily. "Why haven't you taken it yet?!"

In her anger, the woman forgot to close the door, giving Jiang Sophia the perfect opportunity.

She sprang from the bed, rushed to the door, and pulled it open before running out.

But the bedsheet wrapped around her slowed her down, and the middle-aged woman quickly gave chase.

Jiang Sophia screamed at the top of her lungs, "Help me! Help!"

From all directions, several men dressed in black appeared.

Jiang Sophia didn't think twice. She ran toward one of the men, clutching his arm. "Please help me!"

The man stood still, unmoved.

The middle-aged woman sneered and ordered, "Take her back."

They were all... part of this!

Jiang Sophia's escape attempt ended abruptly. Two of the black-clad men grabbed her arms and brought her back to the middle-aged woman.

The woman raised her hand, her face filled with fury, ready to strike.

Jiang Sophia instinctively closed her eyes, trembling.

Instead of a blow, she felt a firm grip on her jaw, forcing her mouth open as bitter powder was poured inside.

Realizing what was happening, she tried desperately to spit the medicine out, but the woman gave her no chance. She clamped Jiang Sophia's mouth shut, holding it tightly until the powder dissolved and slid down her throat.

Jiang Sophia was dragged back to the room. This time, the effects of the drug quickly set in.

Her body grew heavy, her mind foggy, and the world around her began to blur. All sounds seemed distant and unreal.

Though the room wasn't quiet, Jiang Sophia was too disoriented to process what was happening.

She vaguely heard the sound of a woman's voice, smooth fingers grazing her face.

"This face... it really does look so similar."

"This just proves how deep the President's feelings are for Madam."

"Make sure to handle her carefully. Once the time comes, send her away."

"Yes."

"Peel me an apple."

"Yes."

"..."
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When Jiang Sophia woke again, the room was silent, completely empty.

On the table, a shiny fruit knife lay, its cold blade reflecting the dim light.

As if guided by an unseen force, she slid off the bed and clutched the knife tightly against her chest.

Her face was still pale, but the dizziness was gone, and it seemed her fever had subsided.

It appeared that the middle-aged woman had given her cold medicine earlier.

Jiang Sophia returned to the bed and sat quietly, unmoving.

As the light outside faded, her body became shrouded in shadows, her outline slowly disappearing into the dimness.

Her throat was dry, and her gaze fell on the glass of water on the table. She walked over and drank it all in one gulp.

Moments later, the middle-aged woman entered, abruptly switching on the lights. Jiang Sophia flinched, clutching the knife tightly and instinctively curling into herself.

The woman glanced at the table. Seeing the empty glass, she nodded with satisfaction.

"President Li will be here soon. Behave yourself," she said coldly, her tone devoid of any warmth.

"Please!" Jiang Sophia's head began to spin again, but she forced herself to stay composed, speaking with great difficulty. "Let me go... I'll have my father repay you!"

"Ridiculous."

The woman turned to leave, dismissing her with just one word.

Jiang Sophia struggled to her feet, trying to chase after her. But as she moved, a wave of unbearable heat surged through her body, making her stumble and pale.

That familiar sensation... she had been drugged again.

When?

Her eyes darted to the empty glass on the table. Regret hit her like a tidal wave, and she wanted to bite her tongue to end it all.

Why couldn't they just let her go?

As the heat grew more intense, Jiang Sophia bit her lip and, in desperation, pressed the knife against her arm. With a swift motion, she slashed a deep cut into her flesh.

Blood flowed freely, and the sharp pain snapped her mind back to clarity.

The burning in her body subsided slightly as Jiang Sophia stared at the crimson droplets rolling down her arm, gasping for breath.

She couldn't—wouldn't—let that man touch her again.

Suddenly, a pair of gleaming leather shoes appeared at the edge of the bed. Black trousers covered the shoes, tailored perfectly to long, powerful legs.

Startled, Jiang Sophia looked up, her heart sinking as she met the icy gaze of Lee Noah.

Her lips trembled, drained of color. Instinctively, she grabbed a pillow to cover both her bleeding arm and the knife.

Wide, frightened eyes stared at the dangerous man before her as her entire body tensed like a cornered animal.

Lee Noah's sharp eyes narrowed in impatience. With a cold snort, he dismissed her reaction as another ploy to feign innocence.

He shrugged off his suit jacket, revealing a sky-blue striped shirt underneath. Loosening his tie, he moved toward her.

Without a word, he pounced, pinning her beneath him. His hands ruthlessly tugged at the sheet wrapped around her body.
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"No!" Jiang Sophia cried out as the man's touch sent spasms through her body.

Clenching her fists, she used the pain from the wound on her arm to stubbornly stay conscious.

Lee Noah noticed her trembling response, and a cold, mocking smile tugged at his lips.

"Playing hard to get? You're quite skilled at this game," he sneered. "It might even make me more interested."

With a swift motion, he ripped the bedsheet away.

"No!" Jiang Sophia was no match for Lee Noah's strength. Her face twisted in pain as humiliation surged through her once again.

In desperation, she grabbed the knife and swung it wildly toward him.

A sharp pain bloomed in Lee Noah's hand and chest.

Startled, he looked down at the fresh cuts on his skin, his eyes darkening. With a quick move, he snatched the knife from her and threw it forcefully across the room.

Fury overtook him, and he grabbed her by the arm, throwing her off the bed. The sudden movement extinguished all traces of his previous desire.

Jiang Sophia's pale, trembling body was exposed to the cold air. Tears welled up in her eyes, but her defiance shone through as she stared at him stubbornly.

Her lips quivered, her face drained of all color.

Lee Noah stepped forward, dragging her to her feet and forcing her to meet his gaze.

His eyes were sharp and cruel, like blades ready to cut her apart.

Jiang Sophia's shame grew unbearable. She clenched her teeth harder and shut her eyes tightly, trembling uncontrollably.

What was he going to do?

Her mind flooded with terrifying images, and she shook like a leaf, unable to muster even a cry for help.

For three agonizing minutes, Lee Noah stared at her, imagining countless ways to torment her. But as his gaze lingered on her delicate face, his anger slowly dissipated.

With a sigh of exasperation, he released her, letting her fall to the floor.

"You should be grateful you have a pretty face," he scoffed before grabbing his coat, straightening his shirt, and walking out.

A pretty face?

Jiang Sophia touched her face, now damp with cold sweat and tears, her heart filling with bitterness.

If not for this face, perhaps she wouldn't have suffered such a tragic fate.

The lingering effects of the drug continued to torment her, both body and mind.

She stumbled into the bathroom, turning the water as cold as it could go and letting it cascade over her skin. Over and over, she scrubbed at the marks on her body, desperate to wash them away.

Her skin turned red and raw from the relentless scrubbing, but no matter how hard she tried, the stains—on her body and in her heart—wouldn't disappear.

By the time the sky began to lighten, Jiang Sophia finally stepped out of the bathroom, her body frozen stiff.

To her surprise, the middle-aged woman was already in the room.

Startled, Jiang Sophia instinctively recoiled, crossing her arms over her dripping body in a feeble attempt to cover herself.

The woman's expression was as cold as ever, but her gaze was sharper, more menacing than before.

Without a word, she tossed a set of clothes onto the floor.

Jiang Sophia shivered as she struggled to put them on. The clothes were simple and conservative, and she felt a small sense of relief as they covered her.

She looked up, her wet hair plastered to her pale, haggard face. Her lips trembled as she asked hoarsely, "What... what day is it today?"

She expected the woman to ignore her, as she always did. But this time, the woman replied coldly, "The twelfth."

The twelfth.

She had been here for three days.

Three days that felt like an eternity. In that time, she had endured unimaginable humiliation and fear, leaving her heart shattered into pieces.

Jiang Sophia didn't ask any more questions. Her frail body swayed slightly as the weight of everything crushed her spirit.

After that, Lee Noah seemed to forget about her entirely. He didn't appear again.

She was moved to a rundown, windowless room. The light was so dim that day and night were indistinguishable.

Meals were delivered on time, but the middle-aged woman was nowhere to be seen.

Her mind grew foggy, and her days blurred together. She alternated between eating and sleeping, sinking into an endless haze.

How long had she been like this?

She didn't know anymore. She had grown used to the darkness, to the daze.

Every day was the same, and she was starting to forget who she was.

Perhaps this was better. At least she didn't have to endure the agony of being awake and aware.

Her dreams, her aspirations, her future—they all dimmed, fading into endless blackness. She could no longer see any light.

One day, the middle-aged woman's cold, familiar face appeared before her again.

With a wave of her hand, two men in black carried Jiang Sophia to a car.

This time, they didn't bother blindfolding her. She was taken directly to an upscale private hospital.

A single doctor conducted a series of careful examinations under the watchful eye of the middle-aged woman. After finishing, the doctor turned to her and shook his head.
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"Are you certain?" The middle-aged woman's sharp, skeptical gaze landed on Jiang Sophia, though her question was directed at the doctor.

Jiang Sophia glanced up at the large calendar on the wall, noticing the date marked with a check—the 25th. She licked her dry lips.

Half a month. It had passed so quickly.

The doctor nodded attentively. "Yes, Ms. Zhang. There's no issue."

Zhang, the housekeeper, pursed her lips and nodded, her gray uniform neat and crisp. She stepped forward, stopping briefly in front of Jiang Sophia before waving her hand dismissively. "Send her away."

The men in black roughly pushed her out of the car before driving off without a backward glance, leaving her standing alone.

Jiang Sophia's frail body trembled in the wind as she turned and saw a familiar alleyway. A hundred meters in, she knew, stood the small apartment she and her father had been renting—a tiny, 20-square-meter home with one bedroom and a living area.

Should I go back?

She wiped away her tears and realized she was clutching a piece of paper in her hand. Looking closer, she saw it was a check.

The image of a handsome man in black came to mind. Before he left, he had looked at her with a rare glimmer of pity and handed her the check. "This is your final payment."

Final payment.

The check was filled with zeros, and the first digit was a five. She didn't bother counting the exact amount. Her heart felt hollow and bitter.

Her body, her innocence, had been sold for this piece of paper. How ironic.

All her dreams of love and a future shattered, Jiang Sophia never imagined her first time would be taken this way.

Lee Noah's face grew blurrier in her memory as she wiped away her tears. She swore to herself that she would forget that hateful man completely.

"Donations, donations! Please help save this poor little girl, Huanhuan, who's suffering from kidney failure. She's only eight years old..."

A mobile donation van came into view. A group of young people, likely college students, stood atop it, holding a donation box. One of them spoke passionately into a microphone, pleading for help.

A large banner was unfurled, displaying a photo of a young girl with bright, hopeful eyes. The image pierced Jiang Sophia's heart.

The van stopped in front of her. The girl with the microphone looked at Jiang Sophia, then glanced at the check in her hand. "Miss, please help. She's only eight years old."

Jiang Sophia froze for a moment, as if the check were burning her fingers. Without thinking, she flung it into the donation box.

"Thank you."

The van drove away, taking the girl's hopeful eyes with it. Jiang Sophia's heart, however, felt strangely lighter after letting go of the check.

Maybe it's for the best.

She turned and hopped onto a bus headed toward the city. When she got off in front of Dongjiang First People's Hospital, her chest tightened.

The hospital hadn't changed at all—still bustling with patients, hurried doctors, and cars pulling in and out of the parking lot.

Jiang Sophia's heart thudded painfully as she walked to the hospital's notice board. Her eyes scanned it quickly, and when she saw the recruitment announcement, her face turned pale.

The list featured three unfamiliar faces, accompanied by brief introductions. These were the new hires who had passed the exams and joined the hospital.

Her name was not there.

She had been the top candidate before... but because of this incident...

Tears rolled down her cheeks as her shoulders trembled. She cried uncontrollably, her heart heavy with pain and injustice.

Gathering her courage, she ran upstairs to the director's office. Without hesitation, she pushed the door open and entered.

"Director, I'm sorry! I'm Jiang Sophia. I couldn't report on time because of... some personal issues."

The director adjusted his glasses and gave her a once-over before shaking his head.

"You missed the reporting deadline. We've already given the spot to someone else."
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"But..." Jiang Sophia couldn't bring herself to explain the real reason behind her disappearance. How could she, a young woman who had endured such a humiliating ordeal, possibly put it into words?

Before she could say more, the director's office door was flung open. A nurse hurriedly stepped in, her voice urgent. "Director, Mrs. Li isn't feeling well and has already arrived."

"Then why are you standing here? Go!"

The director, suddenly spry despite his stout frame, rushed out, pushing the messenger along with him.

Jiang Sophia followed a few steps, stopping at the door. Not far away, she saw a brightly dressed young woman being supported by others. Only her slender back was visible, but the scene was grand—doctors, including the director, bowing and scraping, while a group of black-suited bodyguards followed closely behind.

Just like that, Jiang Sophia was cast aside.

Her job was gone. Her innocence was gone. Her future was gone. Darkness surrounded her. What was left for her to look forward to?

Listlessly, she walked out of the hospital, wandering aimlessly to the roadside. Cars zipped by, flashing past her eyes in a blur.

There was nothing left. What was the point of living?

Jiang Sophia closed her eyes and stepped into the road.

Horns blared loudly, but she didn't care. She waited for the inevitable pain to come.

"Miss, watch out!"

A clear voice rang out, and suddenly, a hand grabbed her arm, pulling her back from the brink. She felt herself being held and opened her eyes to see a young man's pale, clean face looking down at her. His eyes were filled with concern.

Seeing her awake, his gaze briefly froze, a flicker of something unspoken crossing his face before returning to normal.

"Miss, no matter how hopeless you feel, it's not worth throwing your life away. Do you know how hard it is to live even once? It takes years just to learn how to walk and talk. Why not use that determination for something better?"

His voice was clear and soothing, with a hint of carefree humor. Like a gentle spring breeze, it seeped into her lifeless soul, gradually thawing the frozen pieces of her shattered heart.

Jiang Sophia suddenly realized she was still in his arms. Embarrassed, she pulled away and adjusted her clothes, her voice soft. "Thank you."

"Have you thought things through now?" he asked with a playful tilt of his head, a warm smile on his lips. His arms hung loosely at his sides, his slender fingers radiating an air of cleanliness and ease.

Jiang Sophia nodded. Faced with this man's sunny demeanor, she no longer had the courage to voice her despair. Besides, what he said made sense. Growing up was never easy. Was it really worth giving up over one traumatic experience?

The man released her, flashing a row of gleaming white teeth as his narrowed eyes betrayed a touch of mischievous charm. He looked every bit the carefree son of a wealthy family, exuding an air of playfulness.

"It's good that you're fine. Go home now," he said, patting her shoulder like a kind older brother.

Jiang Sophia felt a faint warmth in her chest.

Just then, a nurse came running over, out of breath. She tugged at the man's sleeve. "Dr. Yu, Mrs. Li has arrived, and her condition isn't great. The director is looking for you."

Dr. Yu's expression shifted slightly. A trace of urgency appeared in his eyes as he turned and ran toward the hospital without another word.

He's a doctor here?

Jiang Sophia blinked, her heart brimming with admiration.

Life, she realized, was like a wound. The pain might linger, but it was up to her to find a way to cover it.

Wandering the streets aimlessly for a while, she tried to convince herself to move forward. Before she knew it, she found herself standing outside her apartment building.

But as she looked at the familiar figure crouched near the entrance, her steps faltered. A complex mix of emotions flickered across her face before settling into calm indifference.

The man squatting there, smoking with a crooked grin, was Jiang Tao.

When he noticed her, he stood up with an awkward smile and limped toward her. "You're back?"
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Jiang Sophia said nothing, her fingers twisting anxiously. Facing Jiang Tao, her foster father, she found herself at a loss for words. If not for her attachment to this home, she would never have wanted to see him again.

Jiang Tao seemed completely unbothered. His eyes scanned her from head to toe as he asked, "Where've you been? They called me ages ago saying you'd come back. Why are you only arriving now?"

Not wanting to respond, Jiang Sophia sidestepped him and walked straight toward the rented apartment.

"Jiang Sophia, have you lost your mind?!" Jiang Tao roared, running after her. His gait was uneven, and his mouth pulled even more crooked in anger. "I raised you all these years, and now you're ignoring me?"

Jiang Sophia stopped abruptly and glared at her foster father, her emotions tangled and impossible to articulate. She bit her lip but remained silent.

Jiang Tao didn't bother pushing further. Instead, he stretched out his rough, hairy hand in front of her. "Hand it over."

"Hand... what?" she asked reflexively, her brows furrowing slightly.

"Money, of course!" Jiang Tao shot her an annoyed look. "You let those people play with you for nothing? They gave a one-million-dollar final payment, didn't they? You must've gotten the 500,000 already. They said if you got pregnant, you'd get two million. And if it's a boy, five million! Where's the money?"

His crass words and crude tone made Jiang Sophia want to cover her ears. Not only had he sold her, but he didn't even bother asking how she was. All he cared about was the money.

Tears streamed down her face as she mustered her strength and shouted back, "I don't have it!" With that, she strode toward the staircase.

Jiang Tao grabbed her arm, yanking her back so hard she stumbled twice. His eyes bulged with fury, and he shouted, "You ungrateful brat! I raised you, and this is how you repay me? Spending money your daughter earns is a father's right. Now, are you going to hand it over or not?"

Jiang Sophia sobbed uncontrollably, unable to form a coherent response. For years, she had endured his coldness and selfishness, but this time, he had truly shattered her heart.

Her grievances found no outlet, and she finally shouted back, "Dad, I can work and earn money for you, but isn't this going too far? Don't you know how much this hurts me?"

"Hurts, my ass!" Jiang Tao dismissed her pain entirely, his focus fixed on the money. "Be honest—where's the money? Give it to me now!"

"I really don't have it," Jiang Sophia said, shaking her clothes to show she wasn't hiding anything. Her hands spread open as she added coldly, "I donated it."

"What the hell?!" Jiang Tao's face twisted in rage, his mouth pulling so far to one side it nearly touched his ear. His fierce glare bore into her as he raised his hand, ready to strike.

Jiang Sophia stood her ground, closing her eyes and smirking bitterly. "Go ahead. Hit me. But after you do, we're done. I won't call you Dad anymore."

Jiang Tao's hand paused mid-air. He smacked his lips and let out a snort. "You think you can cut ties with me just like that? Dream on! I've spent years raising you, and now it's time for you to pay me back."

He turned and hobbled away, pulling out his phone as he left.

Jiang Sophia clutched her chest, not relieved to have avoided the blow, but overwhelmed with sadness at being part of such a family.

When she returned to the apartment and opened the door, a wave of rancid air hit her. Covering her mouth in disgust, she spotted the remains of the celebratory feast from days ago still on the table.

The food had rotted completely, festering with mold and writhing maggots.
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Suppressing the nausea rising in her chest, Jiang Sophia methodically dumped the rotting trash into the garbage bin. Her thoughts wandered to everything that had happened over the past few days, and bitterness overwhelmed her again, bringing fresh tears to her eyes.

In the past, no matter how difficult things got, she never cried. She believed in the saying: "After the storm, there will always be a rainbow." She thought growing up would bring her the freedom to control her destiny, to find her spring of warmth and happiness.

Yet, before she even set foot into the real world, her father had cruelly clipped her wings and plunged her into an even colder, darker abyss. Tears streamed down her face uncontrollably. She had cried more in these few days than she had in her entire life before.

After sobbing her way through cleaning the room, she suddenly heard a faint buzzing sound. She searched for the source and found her old, battered phone still plugged in on the rickety desk in her small room.

The caller ID displayed a familiar number. Jiang Sophia steadied her breathing for a long moment before finally summoning the courage to answer.

"Hello, Sophia! What's going on with you? You haven't answered my calls, and you've disappeared for half a month! You even gave up your job at Dongjiang Hospital! Did you find yourself some rich guy and become a socialite?"

Her best friend, Lin Minmin, spoke with a mixture of concern and teasing. Completely unaware of what Jiang Sophia had gone through, her tone was casual and lighthearted, without a care in the world.

Hearing the words "rich guy" and "socialite," Jiang Sophia's barely mended emotions shattered again. Tears poured from her eyes, and she couldn't manage a single word in response.

"Sophia..."

In the park, sitting on a bench, Lin Minmin listened with wide eyes as Jiang Sophia tearfully recounted her ordeal. Her mouth dropped open in shock. She leapt to her feet, exclaiming, "How could this happen? Is he even your father? Sophia, this is illegal confinement! You have to call the police!"

Known for her fiery personality, Lin Minmin grabbed Jiang Sophia's hand, ready to drag her straight to the police station.

Jiang Sophia resisted with all her strength, pulling her hand back as tears and snot covered her face. Though disheveled, she looked heartbreakingly delicate and vulnerable. Shaking her head, she closed her eyes in despair and said, "No... I can't. It would bring trouble to my dad..."

"You—!" Lin Minmin groaned in frustration, letting go of Jiang Sophia's hand. Tears glistened in her eyes as she pulled her friend into a tight hug.

Meanwhile, a sleek black Maserati cruised silently down the tree-lined asphalt road. Its luxurious, streamlined body moved like a galloping stallion, a perfect reflection of the powerful identity of the man inside.

Lee Noah's long fingers danced across his laptop keyboard, his sharp eyes scanning rows of complex data with a hawk-like intensity. While working, he
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