CHAPTER 1: THE REUNION

"REITIE? RESHBMER. "

Zhang Mei's voice cut through the champagne haze,
breathless with the kind of excitement that made Weilin tired.
Did you see? CEO Chen is speaking tonight.

Weilin didn't look up from her phone, fingers scrolling
through emails she'd already read twice. The Park Hyatt's
eighty-seventh floor ballroom glittered around them—
chandeliers casting prismatic light across marble, executives
in designer black-tie clustering like well-dressed predators.
She'd perfected the art of looking engaged while being
completely elsewhere.

"N AE? " Which CEO Chen?

Common as rain in Shanghai, that surname. You couldn't
network for five minutes without meeting three of them.
"Marcus Chen. Chénxi Technologies." Zhang Mei grabbed her
arm, manicured nails digging in. "X0f, Weilin, you really don't
know him?"

Weilin finally glanced at her colleague, raising one carefully
shaped eyebrow. Zhang Mei was twenty-six, still young
enough to get starstruck by keynote speakers. Still climbing
the Huarong Consulting ladder with naked ambition instead
of the calculated indifference Weilin had learned to project.
"Should 17"

"He's only worth like a billion dollars. Self-made. From Anhui,
no connections, nothing. Built everything in six years.”
Self-made. In China. Weilin nearly laughed.

"There's always family money somewhere," she said, turning
back to her phone. "Or Party connections nobody mentions.”
"Not this time." Zhang Mei thrust the event program at her.



"Look.”

Marcus Chen, Founder & CEO, Chénxi Technologies
"Innovation from Adversity"

Weilin scanned the brief bio. Born rural Anhui. Parents:
construction worker, seamstress. Scholarship to Tongji. First
major contract with a state-backed shipping company.
Company valuation: $2.1 billion.

Something flickered in her chest. Respect, maybe. Or the
professional instinct that smelled a potential client.

"Worth researching,’ she admitted, handing back the
program. Around them, the crowd thickened—venture
capitalists, government officials with deliberately vague
titles, CEOs whose companies moved billions. The air
smelled like expensive perfume and ambition, that sharp
metallic scent like ozone before a storm.

Her world. She'd been born for rooms like this.

So why did it feel like suffocating?

The lights dimmed.

Weilin set down her champagne, pulled out her phone for
notes. Professional mode. This was what she did—absorbed
information, identified opportunities, translated power into
contracts. Third row, perfect sight line to the stage.

The MC's voice rolled through the ballroom in Mandarin, then
English: "Please welcome Marcus Chen.

Applause rippled. Weilin's thumbs hovered over her phone
screen.

Then he walked on stage, and the world tilted.

Tall—six-one, maybe. Broad shoulders in a charcoal suit she
recognized as custom Zegna, probably fifty thousand yuan.
But it wasn't the suit. It was the way he moved. Economical.



Purposeful. Like someone who didn't waste a single motion.
"R, fheFim, " Zhang Mei whispered. My God, he's
handsome.

Weilin told herself this was professional assessment. Strong
jawline. High cheekbones. Dark eyes that swept the audience
with cool assessment. Long fingers, no wedding ring. The
kind of power that didn't need to announce itself.

Something about the way he held himself made her breath
catch.

He spoke in flawless English, slight American accent: "Good
evening. Six years ago, | stood in a room not unlike this one—
though considerably cheaper—and tried to convince
investors to believe in an algorithm no one understood, built
by someone no one had heard of!

Polite laughter. Weilin typed: Standard underdog narrative.
Self-deprecating humor for rapport.

She'd heard this speech a thousand times.

Then he switched to Mandarin.

Her fingers froze.

His Mandarin was perfect—Beijing standard, the kind taught
in elite schools. But underneath, barely perceptible, there was
something else. A regional accent almost completely erased.
Anhui? Jiangsu?

Her heart did something strange.

She looked up. Really looked.

The stage lights caught his face fully. The line of his jaw. The
way his eyes narrowed before making a point. The gesture of
his left hand—thumb and forefinger forming a circle.

The scar.

Left eyebrow, barely visible.



No.

RAJBEo

Impossible.

The phone slipped in her hand. She caught it, knuckles white.
Seven years ago. Their apartment in Yangpu, boxes
everywhere because he never organized anything the way
she asked. He'd turned too fast, hit the corner of the shelf.
Blood on his face. Her panic, hands shaking as she pressed
tissue to his eyebrow.

&E, B, RR/MA, "His laugh. It's fine, just a small
wound.

"Nt ARH#Z, " Her voice breaking. Sorry.

He'd kissed her palm. "Silly. It was my fault."

The scar had healed. Barely visible.

But she knew exactly where to look.

"IRiE4FIS? " Zhang Mei's voice seemed to come from
underwater. "You look pale.”

"Fine." The word scraped out. "I'm fine."

But she wasn't.

On stage, this man—this Marcus Chen—bore no resemblance
to the person she'd left six years ago in a cramped legal aid
office.

That divorce mediation. Him in an H&M suit too big in the
shoulders, frayed collar, scuffed market shoes. He'd looked
diminished. Smaller.

"BH 2B 4. " His voice so quiet. | just want to
know why.

Her answer, cold because cold was easier: "Because you're
dead weight, Moxuan. My family was right. You'll never be
enough.”



She'd said it in Mandarin. Wanted him to feel every syllable.
His face had shuttered. Lights going out floor by floor until
only darkness remained.

She'd walked out.

Never looked back.

This man on stage wore power like a second skin. Swiss
watch catching light—Patek Philippe. Photographs behind
him: government ministers, international CEOs, buildings
bearing his company logo.

This man was untouchable.

This man was PREE4T.

Her ex-husband.

"1RZ AR FERIIB#AIR, " His voice pulled her back. Many
people ask me the secret to success.

The audience leaned forward.

"REIFM]): BRME, RIFNsIAHRE AFTIFR, KT
%%, "I tell them: Sometimes, the best motivation is someone
telling you you'll never be good enough.

Laughter rippled through the ballroom. Inspirational. The
classic underdog makes good.

Weilin thought she might vomit.

"INERT, BRET Y. B, FRE. S0 " His voice
softened, intimate despite the hundreds listening. Six years
ago, | lost everything. Marriage. Savings. Confidence.
Silence now. Personal vulnerability from a billionaire was rare.
"BERFETREEN—R: RENERTEIINANIENE, TRE
cHYER 18, "But | learned the most important lesson: Your
worth isn't in others' opinions. It's in your own effort.
Thunderous applause.

He was talking about her.



About what she'd done to him.

The realization came in waves. He'd built this empire from
the ashes of their marriage. From the moment she'd called
him dead weight, watched the light die in his eyes—he'd
taken that pain and forged it into billions.

Year two of marriage. Her parents' dinner table, all dark wood
and judgment.

Father: "{RSERIETEMABAS .4+ 4startup? " Your husband is
still doing that... what, startup?

Mother: "k, REFR. BJUUERMAE. " Weilin, you're still
youngd. You can start over.

Moxuan beside her, silent. Using the correct fork after she'd
coached him. Hand shaking slightly.

She'd said nothing. Hadn't defended him.

That night: "(Rig18MI57? #R453K? " Do you regret marrying me?
She should have said no immediately.

Her pause had been too long.

His startup—the one she'd mocked. Now worth $2.1 billion.
His algorithm—the one she'd called useless. Now industry
standard.

His dreams—the ones she'd dismissed. Now reality.

"So my advice?" Marcus Chen concluded. "When someone
tells you you're not enough—prove them wrong. Not for them.
For yourself."

He smiled. It didn't reach his eyes.

Standing ovation.

Weilin stood automatically, clapping while dying inside.

The crowd surged forward the moment applause faded.
Business cards emerged like weapons. Everyone wanted a
piece of Marcus Chen.



"BAIRZEFTHRME, " Zhang Mei was already moving. "He
could be a huge client.”

| can't, Weilin's mind screamed. | need to leave.

But her feet moved forward anyway.

Masochistic impulse. Or hope—desperate, impossible hope
that he'd see her and remember. That something in his eyes
would soften.

She pushed through executives. Marcus Chen stood
surrounded, security detail forming subtle barriers. Her ex-
husband needed bodyguards now.

He was taller than she remembered.

Or maybe she was shrinking.

"SR

His name left her mouth before she could stop it. The name
she'd whispered in darkness, laughed with over cheap
dumplings, moaned when he—

He turned.

Their eyes met.

Nothing.

No recognition. No anger. No pain.

Just polite confusion.

"I'm sorry," he said in English, smooth and professional. "Do
we know each other?”

The words were a knife.

"MRINRFRS? " Zhang Mei whispered. You know CEO Chen?
Other executives staring now. Curious. Judgmental.

"B..F LR L. | thought...

Marcus Chen's expression remained patient. The way you'd
look at a stranger who'd confused you for someone else.

nEg N

=3, " Her voice stronger now. "3, L. " It's me.



Weilin. Shen Weilin.

Full name. Formal. Like introducing herself for the first time.
Because maybe she was.

His frown deepened slightly. "I'm afraid | don't... Perhaps
you're thinking of someone else?"

Then, switching to Mandarin, impossibly kind: "$#2§k, /)
tH, ATEEISIASEAT . REHMEIE, " My apologies, Miss
Shen. Perhaps you've mistaken me for someone else. Lovely
to meet you.

Miss Shen.

Not fa##.

Not JEXAX—Mrs. Chen, what he'd called her when teasing.
Miss Shen.

Stranger.

He turned back to the executives. "About the Singapore
expansion—"

His security detail guided her away with professional hands
that never quite touched.

She stood surrounded by hundreds, utterly alone.

Does he really not recognize me?

|s this performance?

Revenge?

Or have | become so insignificant that six years erased me
completely?

"MRELT? " Zhang Mei pulled her aside, eyes wide. "You
know him? Why did he—"

'No." The lie tasted like ash. "I mistook him for someone else.’
"YRERAEMS? You look—"

"I'm sure. | need the restroom.’

The bathroom stall door locked behind her. Weilin sat on the



closed toilet lid, trying to remember how to breathe.

Her hands shook pulling out her phone.

Google: "Marcus Chen Chenxi Technologies”

Results flooded the screen.

Forbes: "Self-Made Billionaire Chen Moxuan: From Nothing to
Everything”

Bloomberg: "Chénxi Technologies Valued at $2.1 Billion"
Photos loaded. Charity galas. Government dinners.
International conferences.

All after her.

She found one from six months post-divorce. His first
product launch. Small venue. He was still thin then, still
uncertain.

But his eyes had that light. That fierce determination.

The light she'd tried to extinguish.

It had survived anyway.

Despite her.

Weilin stared at her reflection. Perfect makeup. Perfect hair.
Perfect Armani blazer.

She looked exactly like the woman she'd been raised to be.
And she hated her.

Her phone buzzed.

Zhang Mei: FR2NINIRIE(R, [BlfREFEokay, EIRLGIRMMAIHE
Fi3? &

CEO Chen just asked about you. Asked if you're okay. Want
me to give you his business card?

Weilin's heart stopped.

He'd asked about her.

Which meant he'd recognized her after all.

Which meant this was a game she didn't understand.



Her fingers hovered over the keyboard.

0. 4%, Yes. Give it to me.

Delete.

RHET. 5. No need. Thank you.

Delete.

She stared at the blank message box.

Outside, the forum continued. Networking. Deals. Ambition
churning.

Inside this stall, Weilin sat with the wreckage of her past and
one devastating question:

Who was Marcus Chen?

And did Br=Z=%F—her Moxuan—still exist underneath?

END CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2: WEILIN'S RESEARCH

Weilin hadn't slept in thirty-six hours, and the internet knew
more about her ex-husband than she ever had.

The laptop screen glowed blue in the darkness, seventeen
browser tabs open like wounds. Her reflection stared back
from the black window—ghost-pale, hollow-eyed, barely
recognizable. The French Concession apartment around her
was all designer furniture and sterile surfaces, expensive and
empty as a showroom. No photographs. No mess. No life.
3:47 AM.

Cold coffee sat forgotten beside her laptop—third cup, gone
cold hours ago. The cashmere throw draped over her
shoulders did nothing for the chill that came from inside. She



was still wearing yesterday's blouse, Armani and wrinkled
now, makeup smudged beneath her eyes like bruises. Her
hair hung in a messy bun. She hadn't showered since the
forum.

Hadn't eaten either. Her stomach had stopped asking.

On the screen in front of her: a Forbes article from three
years ago.

Self-Made Billionaire Chen Moxuan: From Nothing to
Everything

How a scholarship student from rural Anhui built a logistics
empire—and why he'll never forget where he came from.
Rural Anhui. That's what they called it in articles now.
Professional. Respectable.

When she'd known him, her mother had called it "3 %53t 75."
That poor place. Her father had called it "nowhere that
matters.’

She'd called him dead weight.

Her hands shook as she opened a new document, typed the
title: "FRZEFF — Timeline."

She had to understand. Had to map how the man she'd
thrown away had become this.

She started with the divorce records—accessed them
through her firm's legal database, told herself it was
professional curiosity.

Year O: Six Years Ago

* Divorce finalized: March 15th

- Assets divided: None

* His forwarding address: Yangpu District, shared apartment
» Occupation: Unemployed (Recent Layoff)

She remembered that day too clearly. Him sitting across



from her in the cramped legal aid office, signing papers with
hands steadier than hers. She'd hidden her tremor by
gripping the pen too tightly.

She'd expected tears. Begging. Fighting.

Instead, he'd just asked: "F R ERBRE T4, "I just want to
know why.

So she'd told him. Made it clean and brutal because brutal
felt safer than honest.

"Because you're dead weight, Moxuan. My family was right.
You'll never be enough.”

She'd watched his face shutter. Lights going out floor by floor.
Then she'd walked out.

Now she scrolled to the next entry in her timeline.

Year 0.5: Six Months Post-Divorce

Shanghai Business Registry showed:

- Company registered: EEEHRERAE (Chénxi
Technologies, Ltd.)

- Registered capital: ¥100,000 (borrowed, according to an
obscure tech blog)

- Address: Yangpu Innovation Park (subsidized startup space)
* Employees: 1

She found the blog post on page eight of her search results.
An interview from six months after their divorce.

Interviewer: "What inspired you to start Chénxi
Technologies?”

Chen Moxuan: "B&XET —. FAIUFEHARTBARENT., X
MBERRAE, BBRER.

| lost everything. So | had nothing left to lose. That kind of
freedom is terrifying, but also liberating.

Weilin read the line fifteen times.



While she'd been blocking his WeChat and deleting his
number and erasing him from her life, he'd been building
something from nothing.

Year 1: The First Contract

A tech industry newsletter mentioned:

» Chénxi secures mid-sized shipping contract

- Algorithm reduces logistics costs by 23%

» Valuation: ¥5 million

* Employees: 4

"Chen Moxuan is a name to watch,’ the blogger had written.
One year after she'd told him he'd never amount to anything,
industry insiders were already watching him.

And she'd had no idea.

Year 2. The Breakthrough

South China Morning Post, business section:

» Chénxi wins Shanghai port logistics contract

* Deal worth ¥50 million

- Algorithm outperforms three multinational competitors
» Chen Moxuan (29) becomes youngest CEO to secure
government contract at this level

The accompanying photo showed him at the signing
ceremony. Still thin. Suit still slightly too big—off-the-rack,
she could tell. But his eyes were different. Focused.
Determined.

No mention of personal life. No mention of divorce.
She'd erased herself from his story before it even began.
Year 3-4: The Explosion

The articles multiplied:

- Series B funding: $20 million from SoftBank

» Expansion to Shenzhen, Beijing, Guangzhou



* Employee count: 200+

* Partnerships with Alibaba, JD.com

* Featured in "30 Under 30" lists

* First English-language interviews

She clicked on a Bloomberg profile, read it three times.
"Chen Moxuan credits his success to a specific moment of
clarity. 'Someone | loved told me | wasn't enough, he says
carefully. 'l realized she was right—I| wasn't enough for her
vision of success. But | could be enough for my own.' He
pauses. 'I'm grateful to her, actually. She freed me to become
who | needed to be."

Weilin physically recoiled from the screen.

Grateful. He was grateful to her for destroying him.

Year 5: The Billionaire

Forbes cover story: "China's Newest Billionaire: The Quiet
Rise of Marcus Chen"

« Company valuation: $1.2 billion

» Personal net worth: $800 million

- Real estate: Lujiazui penthouse (¥500 million), Singapore
property, Palo Alto apartment

- Lifestyle: "Surprisingly modest for his wealth"

The philanthropy section made her chest tight:

- Scholarship fund for rural students, specifically Anhui
province

- Donations to programs for migrant workers' children

» Foundation name: REEE & (Chénxi Foundation—Dawn
Foundation)

He was giving back to people like him. People her family
wouldn't look at twice.

People she'd been raised to consider lesser.



Year 6: Present Day

- Company valuation: $2.1 billion

- Employees: 2,000+

* Global offices: Shanghai, Beijing, Singapore, San Francisco,
London

» Government advisory positions

- International speaking circuit

Recent photo from the G20 business summit showed him
shaking hands with the Premier. Custom suit. Perfect
posture. Controlled smile.

The man she'd divorced couldn't afford a decent suit.

This man advised governments.

Weilin opened another document. Titled it: "My Timeline."
Year 0-6: Her "Success”

» Same consulting firm (father's connections)

- Promoted twice (competent, not exceptional)

- Salary: ¥800,000/year

- Apartment: ¥8 million (family money)

* Relationships: Three failed attempts

- Achievements: Respectable. Forgettable.

She'd been standing still while he'd built an empire.

She typed one final line: "l was the one who wasn't enough. |
just couldn't see it."

At 4:15 AM, she started watching his speeches on YouTube.
Stanford Business School, Two Years Ago

He spoke in English—perfect, barely-accented English. When
had he learned to speak like this?

She remembered his English when they'd met. Functional but
heavily accented. He'd been self-conscious about it. She'd
corrected him constantly. In front of her friends.



On screen, he was confident. Articulate. Made the Stanford
audience laugh with a self-deprecating story about his first
investor pitch.

"I showed up with slides in Chinese. They didn't speak
Chinese. It was... educational.’

The audience loved him.

Weilin felt sick.

TechCrunch Shanghai, Last Year

He switched fluidly between Mandarin and English.
"BZARE. &EXR, ¥BE=, EAKIN? "Many people
ask: without connections, without background, how do you
succeed?

"BHERRER: RPN IERARHXR. RILIFENERK
AR E =, " My answer is simple: You make your work your
connections. You make your value your background.
"BAZEREMR. =fEIR. =FIFIR, RKTABT, "
People will look down on you. Underestimate you. Tell you
you'll never be good enough.

He paused. The camera zoomed on his face.

"(S1ttfil, " Believe them.

Confused laughter.

"REIERRftE 12 EN. AEATM]l. ATIRES. "Then
prove them wrong. Not for them. For yourself.

Standing ovation.

Weilin slammed the laptop shut.

Opened it again thirty seconds later.

Fortune Global Forum, Six Months Ago

Panel on "The Future of Leadership." He sat between a
German CEO and an American venture capitalist.

"What's the hardest lesson you've learned in business?" the



moderator asked.

Chen's answer came in English: "The hardest lesson was
learning that love and business operate on different logics. In
business, value is objective—you create value or you don't. In
love..." He paused. "In love, value is subjective. Someone can
fail to see your worth, and there's nothing you can do to
change their vision. You can only change yourself."

"l spent years trying to be valuable to someone who couldn't
see it. When | stopped... when | started building value for
myself... everything changed.’

"Sounds like there's a personal story there,’ the moderator
said.

Chen's smile was polite. Impenetrable. "Perhaps. But that's
ancient history.’

Ancient history.

Six years wasn't ancient history. It was yesterday. It was this
morning. It was right now, 4:32 AM, as she sat realizing she
was the villain in his origin story.

She searched for photos next. Found her old cloud storage—
the backup she'd told herself she'd deleted.

Their wedding, seven years ago: City Hall ceremony. Him in a
borrowed suit, sleeves too short. Her in a simple dress. Both
smiling, but she could see it now—his smile hopeful, hers
performative. They were holding hands. His grip tight. Hers
loose.

He'd been holding on. She'd already been letting go.

Their apartment, year one: Forty square meters in Yangpu.
IKEA furniture, mismatched dishes. Him at the tiny kitchen
table, laptop open, working on the algorithm. Wearing his old
university hoodie, glasses sliding down his nose. That light in



his eyes. The dream.

She'd hated that apartment. Hated that he was content there.
Dinner with her parents, year two: Him in the H&M suit, trying
so hard. Using the wrong fork. Her mother's pitying smile.
Her father not even looking at him. Moxuan's hand trembling
as he reached for water.

She'd been embarrassed. Had spent the whole dinner
wishing he was someone else.

Someone who belonged.

Now she opened Google Images. Searched: "Marcus Chen Bk
==L

Fortune Magazine cover, last year: Custom Tom Ford suit.
Standing on the Bund, Pudong skyline behind him. Arms
crossed. Confident. Headline: "The Algorithm King."

Same face. Completely different man.

Charity gala, eight months ago: Black tie at Shanghai
Exhibition Center. Him with actress Fan Bingbing. Rolex
Daytona on his wrist—¥300,000 at least. Perfect posture.
Easy smile. Surrounded by China's elite.

Completely comfortable.

She remembered him at her parents' parties, hovering near
walls, trying to disappear.

Now he was the center of every room.

Government meeting, three months ago: Standing with the
Vice Premier. Presenting on digital infrastructure. Everyone
listening with respect.

Her father would kill for a photo like this.

Her ex-husband lived it.

At 5:15 AM, she searched his social media.

LinkedIn: 500+ connections, endorsements from CEOs and



officials, no personal information.

Weibo: 2.3 million followers, only company announcements
and inspirational quotes, no personal photos.

Instagram (@marcuschen_official): 500K followers. Books
he was reading. Shanghai skyline from his office. His
hometown in Anhui with the caption "Never forget where you
came from." His foundation's scholarship ceremony.

No friends. No restaurants. No romantic partners.

Nothing suggesting a life outside work.

He was as alone as she was.

No—more alone.

She searched: "Marcus Chen girlfriend"

Results: speculation, gossip blogs, tabloid rumors. Rumored
relationships with an actress (denied), a tech entrepreneur
(probably professional), a literature professor (unclear).

No confirmed relationships. No engagement. No remarriage.
A fashion blog from two years ago: "Eligible bachelor Marcus
Chen spotted at the opera with Dr. Zhang Yiyi, Fudan
literature professor. Sources say they left separately. Chen
was seen checking his phone throughout. Romance? Or
networking? Chen remains Shanghai's most mysterious
billionaire."

Opera. He went to the opera now.

But checking his phone throughout—that was still him. Still
unable to sit still when his mind was working.

Then the horrible thought: Am | the reason he can't sustain
relationships? Did | break something that can't be fixed?

She found a GQ China interview from eighteen months ago.
Interviewer: "{RILTEL EM5? " Are you single now?

Chen: "ZEHJ, " Yes.



Interviewer: "By choice?"

Chen (in English): "Is it ever really by choice? We make
decisions that lead us where we are. I'm... content with
where | am.”

Interviewer: "{R#E{E 5 Z/RH=M3? T=IFL? " Do you believe
in second chances? In relationships?

Long pause.

Chen: "BHEEAST. BEERAK TIMER 7. "I believe
people can change. But some things, when they break, stay
broken.

Interviewer: "That sounds like experience talking."

Chen: "Perhaps.”

Interviewer: "Your ex-wife—"

Chen (interrupting): "@RAUBINET ., F—NAl#, " That
was a long time ago. Next question.

Weilin read the exchange twenty times.

Some things, when they break, stay broken.

Did he mean them? Did he mean himself?

She found a Financial Times interview from six months ago.
Interviewer: "What drives you?"

Chen: "Honestly? For a long time, it was spite.’

Interviewer: "Spite?”

Chen: "l wanted to prove someone wrong. Someone who'd
told me I'd never be enough. | built my first three years on
that spite. It's... remarkably effective fuel."

Interviewer: "And now?"

Chen: "Now it's exhausting. Spite only carries you so far.
Eventually you have to find something else. Purpose. Legacy.
I'm... still figuring that out."

Interviewer: "Do you regret the spite phase?”



Chen: "No. It got me here. But I'm trying to let it go. Carrying

anger is like drinking poison and expecting the other person

to die"

Interviewer: "Have you forgiven whoever told you weren't

enough?”

Chen: "I'm working on it. Some days are easier than others."

Her hands shook.

He'd built his empire on spite. On proving her wrong.

And now he was trying to forgive her.

Or he was lying. Performing forgiveness the way he

performed everything else.

She had no idea which was worse.

The sun rose over Shanghai at 6:23 AM.

Weilin stood at her windows, looking out at Fuxing Road, at a

city where her ex-husband was now more powerful than her

entire family.

Her phone buzzed.

WeChat from Zhang Mei:

"Bl FEM S T HIFMR—FRSEBNIER T HRMINEE R A, FkeS
(FREMMEAEEMEXRIR) . BRMBTXT, HINRIRIE

BX & fth < Fpotential consulting work, FTLLAXemail, "

Morning! Forgot to tell you—CEO Chen's assistant asked for

your contact info. | didn't give it (wasn't sure if you wanted

him contacting you). But he left this. Said if you want to

contact him about potential consulting work, you can use

this email.

Attached: photo of a business card.

MARCUS CHEN

CEO & Founder, Chénxi Technologies

m.chen@chenxitech.com



Below: "(REAERITARIAIR? M4F5IRIEMR. 9" You sure you
don't know him? He specifically asked about you.

Weilin stared at the email address.

His assistant had asked about her. After he'd pretended not
to know her.

Which meant he'd recognized her perfectly.

Which meant this was a game.

Her cursor hovered. She could email him. Could explain.
Apologize. Beg.

Or preserve what dignity she had left.

She opened a new draft. Typed his email address.

Subject: [blank]

Body: [blank]

What did you say to someone you'd destroyed?

Her phone buzzed again. Unknown number.

Text in English:

"Miss Shen, This is Lin Rui, CFO of Chénxi Technologies. Mr.
Chen would like to schedule a meeting regarding potential
consulting collaboration. Are you available Thursday, 2 PM,
at our Lujiazui office? Please confirm. —LR"

Her heart stopped.

He wanted to meet.

She typed back before she could think: "I'll be there."

Then searched: "Chénxi Technologies Lujiazui office address'
Shanghai Tower, 118th Floor

The tallest building in China.

Of course.

The man she'd divorced in a legal aid office now worked on
the 118th floor of the tallest building in China.

Thursday. Two days away.



Weilin looked at her reflection in the laptop screen.
Forty-eight hours to figure out: What did Marcus Chen want
from her?

And what was she willing to give?

END CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3: CHEN'S POV - THE PERFORMANCE OF
INDIFFERENCE

Chen Moxuan had perfected the art of not feeling, but
tonight, his hands wouldn't stop shaking.

He stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows of his penthouse—
118th floor, Lujiazui, the kind of apartment that appeared in
architecture magazines—and stared at his reflection
superimposed over the glittering Pudong skyline. Still in his
forum suit, charcoal Zegna with the tie yanked loose and
hanging like a noose. His hair was disheveled from running
his hands through it. Seventeen times. He'd counted.

11:47 PM. The city sprawled below him, unreachable as stars.
A glass of whiskey sat untouched on the marble counter
behind him. Macallan 25, the bottle a gift from a government
minister. He'd poured it twenty minutes ago. Hadn't moved
since.

The penthouse was silent except for the climate control's
mechanical hum and his own breathing—too fast, he needed
to slow it down, needed to control it. His hands gripped the
window frame, knuckles white against black glass.

The apartment smelled like expensive nothing. Tom Ford
cologne that cost ¥8,000 a bottle. Leather furniture. The



whiskey he couldn't drink. Everything curated, perfect, empty.
He closed his eyes and heard her voice again.

-1

Just his name. The way only one person had ever said it—
half question, half prayer, wholly familiar.

Not Marcus. Not CEO Chen. Moxuan.

The name he'd spent six years trying to kill.

His reflection stared back at him. He opened his eyes and
spoke aloud in Mandarin, voice rough:

"HIALM T . SATFRMBRPALM T,

| recognized her. Of course | fucking recognized her.

The words cracked on the last syllable.

He'd known she would be there. Of course he'd known.

The attendee list had arrived two weeks ago. His assistant
had flagged it routinely:

TR, EREBWE, AR 5ER%. "

Shen Weilin, Huarong Consulting. Note: Same surname as
you.

Same surname. Nothing else. His assistant didn't know.
Nobody knew. He'd scrubbed that part of his life from every
public record—divorce papers sealed, marriage certificate
buried in a box he kept in his closet and opened once a year
just to make sure he still felt nothing.

He always felt something.

Two weeks to prepare. Two weeks to build the armor. Two
weeks to practice looking at her name without his chest
constricting.

Chen walked to the bar—custom-built walnut, stocked with
bottles he never opened. Picked up the whiskey glass. Put it
down. Picked it up again.



He'd been sober for six years. Not from addiction. From
control. Alcohol made you vulnerable, and vulnerable got you
destroyed.

But tonight—

His phone buzzed against the marble. WeChat from Lin Rui.
Lin Rui: fRiIX4F15? HEEIM T, BERK, (RREZXIXG?
Are you okay? | saw her. Saw your face. Need to talk?

Chen stared at the message.

Typed: F1EB%F, I'm fine.

Deleted it.

Typed: Mtz w], HUAKELK T T, Before seeing her, |
thought I'd moved on.

Deleted it.

Typed: AFEZE, Don't need to.

Sent.

Lin Rui: ¥ =+ EE,

Liar. I'll be there in twenty minutes.

Chen didn't argue. Didn't say don't come.

Because the truth was he was afraid of being alone with
what he was feeling.

He walked to the bathroom. Marble everywhere, heated
floors, a rainfall shower he never used because showers
meant too much time thinking. Stared at himself in the mirror.
Saw Marcus Chen: custom suit, Patek Philippe watch worth
¥600,000, perfect hair styled by a professional he saw
monthly. The face that had been on Forbes covers. The face
that commanded boardrooms. The face that had looked at
Shen Weilin three hours ago and said with perfect calm:
"Wk, BEMIAIRE? "

Sorry, do we know each other?



Perfect performance.

But if he looked closer—and he always looked closer in the
dark, when the armor cracked—he saw FRz4T.

The scar on his left eyebrow, faint but there. From the shelf in
their Yangpu apartment. Her panicked face. Her hands
pressing tissue to the wound, shaking.

"SR, AR, " Her voice breaking. Sorry, sorry.

The tension in his jaw from six years of clenching his teeth to
keep from screaming.

The darkness under his eyes that no amount of sleep fixed
because sleep meant dreams, and dreams meant her.

The tan line on his ring finger. Faded after six years but still
visible if you knew where to look.

He touched it now, the phantom band of gold he'd sold the
day after the divorce. Had gotten ¥800 for it. Had used the
money to buy server space for his algorithm.

Best investment he'd ever made.

Worst loss he'd ever taken.

He whispered to his reflection: "#i2SFHMNEF, "

She remembered my name.

Two weeks earlier. His apartment, late night.

Lin Rui had sat across from him, drinking the whiskey Chen
wouldn't touch, looking at him with the expression that
meant you're making a mistake but I'll let you make it.
"(REfAE BEXHEM? " Lin Rui asked. You sure you want to do
this?

'Do what?"

"RERINIRM, XFEIRHITXI? " Pretend you don't know
her. That's your plan?

Chen switched to English, the language that created



distance. "It's not pretending. FrZ=%F knew Shen Weilin.
Marcus Chen doesn't.

"BRERF, LR, "Those are just names. You're still
you.

"No," Chen said quietly. "I'm not.’

Silence filled the space between them.

"RAELL BT, " Lin Rui's voice was flat. You want her to
suffer.

"B EEI R 4D, " Chen's hands tightened around
his glass. | want her to know what it feels like. To be looked
at but not seen.

"REE? wiEs T, ARE? RERF—=ME? " And then?
She suffers, and then? Will you feel better?

Chen hadn't answered.

Still didn't have an answer.

The forum. Three hours ago.

He'd been backstage when she arrived. The security monitor
showed the entrance—executives in evening wear,
champagne already flowing, the machinery of networking
already churning.

Then her.

Armani blazer, confident stride, head held at that angle that
said this room should be grateful I'm here. The same way
she'd walked into her parents' dinner parties while he
hovered by the walls, trying to disappear.

His heart had stopped.

Six years, and she looked the same. Different. Older. More
polished. Hollow in a way he recognized because he'd
invented that particular emptiness.

His hands started shaking then.



The assistant had noticed. "FR27? EXeFE? ARHELES.
CEO Chen? Are you alright? You're on in five minutes.

"Fine." He'd forced his voice steady. "I'm fine."

He'd gone to the bathroom, splashed cold water on his face,
gripped the sink until his knuckles went white.

Said to his reflection: "+ A A B, MEFLEA. FARIAIR
i, "

She's nothing. She's a stranger. You don't know her.
Repeated it like a mantra until he almost believed it.

On stage, he'd given the speech perfectly. Talked about
innovation, adversity, the immigrant-to-billionaire narrative
everyone loved. Didn't look at her section of the audience.
Looked three times anyway. Couldn't help it.

Saw her face: professional, attentive, no recognition.

Good. She didn't know Marcus Chen was [R==5F.

Then he'd said the line he'd written specifically for this
moment, if she happened to be listening:

"BiE, RIFNDNZEEASIFR, RKEREE, "
Sometimes, the best motivation is someone telling you you'll
never be good enough.

The audience laughed appreciatively. Inspirational. Relatable.
He'd seen her face change. Saw the exact moment suspicion
creptin.

Felt satisfaction.

Felt sick.

Felt nothing.

Lied to himself that he felt nothing.

After the speech, surrounded by executives wanting his
attention, his card, his approval—

Her voice.



"SR

Every cell in his body recognized her before conscious
thought caught up. Six years of carefully constructed
indifference shattered by two syllables.

He'd turned slowly. Looked into her eyes.

Saw shock. Horror. Recognition. The beginning of regret.
Everything he'd wanted to see for six years.

It felt like drowning.

In that split second, he'd had choices:

Acknowledge her. Let the past become present.

Walk away without responding.

Pretend not to know her.

He chose cruelty.

"I'm sorry," he said in English—the language she'd mocked his
accent in. "Do we know each other?"

Watched her face crumble.

Felt triumph that tasted like ashes.

She tried again. "&%. H#f. LM, " It's me. Weilin. Shen
Weilin. Her voice broke on her own name.

Something in him broke with it.

He'd wanted to— what? Forgive her? Scream at her? Pull her
close and ask why, why did you throw us away when | would
have given you everything?

Instead, he smiled politely. "#E2#%, L/\iH. PIEEIAEEA T
EEXiEE, "

My apologies, Miss Shen. Perhaps you've mistaken me for
someone else. Lovely to meet you.

Turned away.

Felt her eyes on his back.

Didn't turn around.



Wanted to turn around.

Made it to the private hallway before his knees gave out.

Lin Rui found him sitting on the floor, head in his hands,
shaking.

"B FAlE, " | fucking knew it.

"B ZE T, " Chen's voice was hollow. "$;&iAHath, " | did it. |
didn't recognize her.

"WR1EIRIE? " Who are you lying to?

Chen had no answer.

The doorbell rang now, pulling him from memory.

Chen didn't move from the window.

Lin Rui had a key. Let himself in, found Chen still standing
there, still holding the untouched whiskey.

"WRIGTEIX ) LZAT? " How long have you been standing here?
"RENE, "Don't know.

Lin Rui took the glass from his hand, drank it himself. "4 75
5HIE, " Okay. Talk.

&I AR, " Nothing to say.

"RRIERINRIRRVEIZ, MEAREIR. (MEERGEM, X
H—ERB AR, "

You pretended not to recognize your ex-wife. She was clearly
devastated. You look like you're about to throw up. There's
definitely something to say.

Chen turned from the window finally. Looked at his best
friend, the only person who knew the whole story.

Said quietly: "BEEHR SRR F—=.

| thought I'd feel better.

"And?"

"I TEERE, " | feel worse.

They sat. Chen on the Italian leather sofa that cost more than



their entire Yangpu apartment had. Lin Rui in the chair
across, waiting with the patience of someone who'd known
him for fifteen years.

Chen spoke, switching between Mandarin and English the
way he did when emotions overwhelmed vocabulary:

"I built this. All of this. The company, the money, this fucking
penthouse. | built it so that one day she'd see me and regret.
XT05? " Right?

Lin Rui nodded.

"And tonight she saw me. And she regretted. | could see it. F
BEIHAIRS, "1 saw her face. "She was destroyed. Exactly
what | wanted.'

Pause.

"So why do | feel like I'm the one who lost?"
"ENIREREEM, "Because revenge is hollow.

Chen laughed—Dbitter, broken sound. "Six years. Six years |
told myself: when | see her again, I'll feel nothing. #th=2FR4%
Ao "She'll be a stranger.

"And?"

"And she said my name. Just my name. z=4F. And |-" He
stopped. Couldn't continue.

"You still love her.”’

'No."

"BR o " Liar.

"I IR, " | hate her.

"YRAE] LUEIRT IR AN Z 4. " You can hate her and love her at
the same time.

Chen stood abruptly, paced, hands raking through his hair
again. "She told me | was dead weight. Looked at me like |

Al 2

was embarrassing. Like loving me was a mistake. #it F i1



HZ2—XF B, "She made me feel worthless.

"l know."

'l became this. Marcus Chen. Billionaire. Success story. The
man she said I'd never be. AT {t4? " For what? "So she
could see me and know she was wrong. ¥f3? "

"That's what you told yourself."

"What do you mean?”

Lin Rui leaned forward. "R AMarcus ChenRE@ A T i, &/
TIREC. HAKEHEZER T, RTM, MIRTERBZEN
— P RNEE. "

You became Marcus Chen not for her. For yourself. Because
Chen Moxuan died. She killed him. And you couldn't stand
living as a dead man.

The words hit like physical blows.

Chen sat slowly. Whispered: "BBIITE:E A 71? " So what now?
"MIERRE . (REB4kEE X Marcus Chen, EEREEEFREITER
EIREE, "

Now you decide: do you want to keep being Marcus Chen, or
see if Chen Moxuan is still alive somewhere?

After Lin Rui left at 2:30 AM, Chen walked to his bedroom.
Opened the closet. Behind the custom suits and Italian
shoes, there was a cardboard box. Taped shut. Label in his
own handwriting: "2019."

The year of the divorce.

He opened it once a year. Always on their wedding
anniversary, March 3rd.

Tonight he opened it.

Inside: their marriage certificate, folded and worn. Wedding
photo from City Hall—both smiling, his suit too big, her smile
not quite reaching her eyes. He could see it now. Had always



been able to see it.

A movie ticket stub from their first date. Her handwriting on a
napkin: 3 + her number + a small heart.

And at the bottom, her goodbye note. Left on their kitchen
table the day she moved out.

"B, IARMEXET . RRYF. BHFRE. BREES. &K
HNRAFTEEZ, ZANPER, BEREXFEZED, FAFKEK
07T —DIKIERRBHA. FEKRT. HEH"

Moxuan, | can't keep doing this. You're good. But 'good' isn't
enough. | need more. My family needs more. I'm sorry to you,
but I'm more sorry to myself for marrying someone who will
never be enough. Don't contact me. Weilin

He'd memorized every character. Still read it every time.

Felt the same rage, grief, shame.

Folded it carefully. Put everything back. Taped the box shut.
Returned it to the darkness.

At 3:00 AM, his phone lit up with an email from his assistant.
Subject: Forum Follow-up: Shen Weilin

He should delete it. Should go to bed. Should let this end.
Opened it instead.

The report was thorough: her education, career trajectory,
current position. Single. No significant relationships on
record.

She'd been alone too.

Good.

No—not good. Why did he care?

At the bottom: "Her colleague mentioned she seemed very
upset after seeing you. Asked if you knew her. | said no, per
your instructions. Anything else you need?”

Chen stared at the screen.



Typed back:

"BH— TSN AATF2R. BROARE, FH: BEEES
. IBIMHREFKR. FEEEBRM, —MC"

Schedule a meeting. Thursday, 2 PM. My office. Topic:
Potential consulting collaboration. Contact through her
colleague. Don't contact her directly.

Sent it before he could reconsider.

His phone rang immediately. Lin Rui.

"WRIEMIT4? " What are you doing?

"Business. We might need consulting on Singapore
expansion.’

"Bullshit. There are a thousand consultants. Why her?”

Chen looked at his reflection in the dark window. "¥48& &t
REAM. WEKG? RESIER? M=EMIT? EBRSE(FT
LEB A EL?

| want to see what she'll do. Will she come? Or refuse? Will
she apologize? Or pretend nothing happened?

"XiFEIRE, " This is still revenge.

"WiF, BHIFFHFEELE. " Maybe. But maybe | need to
know...

"FIEHA? "

"EAEENGET. EEMRERIBRETMENT.

If she actually regrets it. Or if she just regrets losing who | am
now.

"XREEM? " Does it matter?

Chen's voice was barely a whisper. "@f, EREZEZE, "Yes. It
matters.

At 4:00 AM, unable to sleep, Chen opened WeChat.

Scrolled to blocked contacts.

Her name was still there. Had been blocked for six years.



His thumb hovered over "unblock.’

Pressed it.

Her profile loaded. Profile picture: professional headshot,
that same controlled smile. Moments feed set to private.
Last active: 3 minutes ago.

She was awake too.

Was she thinking about him?

Was she searching for him the way he'd just searched for
her?

Chen typed a message:

"(RiciEFK. " You remember me.

Stared at it for five minutes.

Deleted it.

Typed: "B W, " See you Thursday.

Deleted that too.

Blocked her again.

Set his phone face-down on the nightstand.

Lay in bed staring at the ceiling.

Thursday. Two days away.

Two days to decide what he really wanted from Shen Weilin.
Revenge?

Apology?

Closure?

Or something more terrifying—the possibility that fE2E4F
wasn't as dead as he'd convinced himself.

His hands were still shaking.

END CHAPTER 3



CHAPTER 4: FLASHBACKS - THEIR MARRIAGE VS. HIS RISE
There were two versions of their love story: the one where
they built everything together, and the one where she
watched him build everything without her.

Weilin sat in her French Concession apartment Wednesday
morning—one day before the meeting—staring at her laptop
screen. Architectural Digest feature from three months ago:
"Inside Marcus Chen's Lujiazui Penthouse.” Marble counters
stretching for miles. Floor-to-ceiling windows. A kitchen
bigger than their entire first apartment.

She zoomed in on the kitchen photo.

Remembered mornings seven years ago. Moxuan at their
chipped Formica counter, cooking congee in a pot he'd
bought at the market for twenty yuan. Her voice calling from
bed: "&=43F! wWiF 75?7 HERET! "

Moxuan! Is the congee ready? I'm going to be late!

His laugh drifting through their forty square meters: "=4%3
i

Three minutes!

Now: silence. Just her breathing. Her phone alarm. No one
cooking for her. No one saying her name with anything
resembling affection.

She clicked to the next photo. His bathroom—all heated
marble and rainfall shower.

"We used to share a bathroom so small we couldn't both
brush our teeth at the same time," she whispered to the
empty room. "Now he has a bathroom bigger than our whole
apartment.’

Her reflection stared back from the laptop screen.
Successful. Polished. Alone in rooms she couldn't fill.



She closed the Architectural Digest tab.

Opened a folder she'd promised herself she'd deleted.
SEVEN YEARS AGO

AUTUMN. A COFFEE SHOP NEAR FUDAN.

"AFER, XERHAF. "

Excuse me, that's my seat.

Weilin stood over the table she sat at every afternoon—her
table, by the window, perfect light for studying—now
occupied by a stranger with a laptop covered in coding
stickers.

He looked up. Distracted. Glasses sliding down his nose. "+
L2 EBIEE? XEMHHE, "

What? The library? This is a café.

"BEXRELXE, "She tried to sound authoritative, not
petulant. Failed.

| sit here every day.

His smile was amused, not mocking. "AB AR IRFNFT i 7 REV(E
Go BEAEBYLTR? EFBA, "

Well, I'm sorry to interrupt your tradition. Want to sit? Table's
big enough.

She'd meant to say no. To find another table. To maintain her
routine undisturbed.

She sat down.

Set her expensive latte and designer bag on the table. Pulled
out her LSE entrance exam prep materials. Tried to ignore
him.

Lasted fifteen minutes.

"REFE4? " His voice broke her concentration.

What are you studying?

She looked up, annoyed at the interruption, ready to be



dismissive. Saw genuine curiosity in his eyes.
"CHBERINFEE R, {RIE? " LSE entrance exam. You?
"WImE %, |RTH, " Logistics algorithm. Very boring.
"IFEERATHI, " The words came out before she could stop
them.

Doesn't sound boring.

He blinked, surprised. "AKZ# A SZ1FLH, "

Most people think it is.

"BAEAZE A " She met his eyes directly.

I'm not most people.

He smiled then—unselfconscious, genuine, like someone
whod just discovered something unexpected and wonderful.
Everything started with that smile.

PRESENT DAY

Weilin stood at her window now, phone in hand, scrolling
through the photos she'd kept. Their first date on the Bund.
Him buying jianbing from a street vendor because he couldn't
afford a restaurant.

"BRIFHIRIH, FARIUE. " Bestjianbing, | promise.

Her laugh in the photo was real. The jianbing had been the
best she'd ever tasted.

Or maybe it was just that everything tasted better when you
were falling in love.

SIX AND A HALF YEARS AGO

CITY HALL. THEIR WEDDING.

The government official droned through the civil ceremony
script. No flowers. No guests. Her parents had refused to
attend.

Moxuan stood beside her in Lin Rui's borrowed suit, sleeves
too short, but his eyes—his eyes were full of certainty. Of



hope. Of unshakeable belief that love was enough.

Weilin wore a simple Zara dress. Her mother had refused to
buy a wedding dress for "this mistake.

They signed the papers.

LRI TE BRI T . " Moxuan's voice was tender.
Shen Weilin is now Chen Weilin.

"IFECRIEZF IR, " Sounds strange.

"TFHHIREZIFBZIR? " Good strange or bad strange?
She'd kissed him instead of answering. Tasted hope and
doubt in equal measure.

"1F8. FAE, " Good. | think.

The "I think" should have been a warning.

YEAR ONE. THEIR APARTMENT.

Forty square meters in Yangpu District. IKEA furniture
assembled incorrectly because neither of them was good
with instructions. Morning light through dusty windows. The
smell of congee and possibility.

6 AM: His alarm. He worked part-time while finishing his
thesis.

6:30 AM: Him in their cramped kitchen, cooking breakfast
they couldn't afford to buy elsewhere.

7 AM: Her waking to his voice. "&8%&, FRAX, "

Good morning, Mrs. Chen.

Her heart had warmed despite the cold tile under her feet.
Despite the cheap blankets. Despite everything her mother
had predicted.

Evenings: Both at their small kitchen table. Her MBA
applications. His algorithm code. His hand finding hers

across the laptops.
"B, " We'll make it.



And she'd believed him.

For a while.

Until Saturday mornings at the market. Him negotiating
vegetable prices, making the vendors laugh. Her looking
around nervously, hoping no one from her world would see
her here, in this place, with this man who belonged to a life
she'd been raised to escape.

His obliviousness to her shame had made it worse.

Or maybe it had made it better, and that was the problem.
PRESENT DAY

Weilin's phone rang. Zhang Mei.

"IR? " Hello?

"RENEXNG? BAX? MRESH=IN? " Zhang Mei's voice was
equal parts concern and curiosity.

Are you really going? Tomorrow? The meeting with CEO
Chen?

"B IE, " Weilin's voice was flat.

| have to go.

"FHA? (RAILUORIRETR T o RILUKAIA L. o, {RERXK......
BMI MU GIREERER —1F, "

Why? You could say you're sick. Could send someone else.
Weilin, you look... you've looked like a ghost since that forum.
Because | am a ghost, Weilin thought. Haunting the life |
could have had.

"B1R4F. BBX I, " She hung up before Zhang Mei could
argue.

I'm fine. See you tomorrow.

Returned to her photos.

YEAR TWO. THE DETERIORATION.

Her parents' French Concession house. Five stories of



judgment and imported furniture. Monthly dinners that felt
like executions.

Her mother speaking Shanghainese, knowing Moxuan's
Mandarin was better than his Shanghainese: "#thEERXE T,
XN B ARBELL T aF &,

She looks tired. This man can't give her a good life.
Moxuan understanding enough. Saying nothing. Jaw tight.
Her father to Moxuan, condescension dripping: " 7E AR
A.....startup? "

Still doing that... startup?

"TH. FEMININFEETHE—1EF. "Moxuan's voice stayed
even.

Yes. We just got our first client.

Her father's laugh. "5— 1" &F. ENAARBNIRE, Z+%F7,
E—F1M&F. IFE—1. "

First client. My friend's company, twenty years old, has a
thousand clients. You have one.

"B AEBEMNE G TR, " Everyone has to start
somewhere.

"RFBEXRBR T, REE”"1+/\% T, "You're starting too
late. You're already twenty-eight.

Silence.

Weilin had said nothing. Should have defended him. Didn't.
Her mother: "M, {FIEFIR, RA]LAEFHHIE. "

It's not too late. You're still young. You can start over.
Meaning: Divorce him.

They'd both heard it.

That night in their apartment, Moxuan had asked: "{F/5i&
g2 "

Do you regret it?



"lRMEHA4? " Regret what?

"K4aFK. " Marrying me.

The pause had been too long. Fatal.

&H. Hi&BREM. "No.|dontregret it.

But her voice had carried no conviction.

He'd turned away. She'd reached for him. He'd let her hold
him.

But something had broken that couldn't be fixed.

PRESENT DAY

A memory surfaced unbidden. Summer, year one. Their
broken air conditioner. Heat making their tiny bedroom
unbearable.

WA, BT TAEIREESIMEHMN, " Sorry, I'll buy a new
one when | get my scholarship next month.

& XFo, "It's okay.

They'd lain on top of the sheets, electric fan barely moving
the humid air. His hand tracing patterns on her arm.
"GERAF. AFE, RGTMRBEF, T&E, FEEN—T, "
Give me five years. Five years, I'll give you big house, nice car,
everything you want.

"BAFEAL, "She'd said it. Had even meant it in that
moment.

| don't need those things.

But it was a lie. She had needed them. Or thought she did.
BIEABLIR, MESRIFH. " Butl want to give them to you.
You deserve the best.

"Rt ITEY. " You are the best.

They'd made love that night. Slow and certain and sweet.
She'd fallen asleep in his arms, believing they'd make it.
That was the last time.



After that, her family's poison had seeped into everything.
FIVE YEARS AGO. THE PROFESSIONAL HUMILIATION.

Her company party. Fancy restaurant in Xintiandi. Her
colleagues in their expensive clothes, talking about
promotions and bonuses and people who mattered.
Moxuan had come in his H&M suit. She'd begged him not to
wear it. He'd worn it anyway—it was his only suit.

Her colleague, loud enough for everyone to hear: "X2{R3t
K? UNRERLE THBD.... T4, BEFR? "

This is your husband? | thought you married that... what,
programmer?

"B £1%1Tf, " Weilin had corrected, cheeks burning.
Algorithm designer.

"B, " Polite disinterest. The conversation had moved on.
Oh.

Moxuan had stood there holding cheap wine, invisible in his
wrong suit.

She'd watched him shrink.

Hated herself for being embarrassed.

Hated him for embarrassing her.

In the taxi home: "IN iZZ%. " | shouldn't have gone.
“&x%o. "It'sfine.

"(REMEM, " You were embarrassed.

"BRE——" | wasn't——

"SR, FES M. " His voice had been quiet. Wounded.
Don't lie. | could see it.

Then she'd said the unforgivable thing: "t ifF.... BiFINRIFE
HIFRYTIE..."

Maybe... maybe if you had a real job...

"HIFFIT{E? " He'd turned to her, eyes devastated.



A real job?

"WEN.... BEMN, BF/KE, "I mean.. stable. With a salary.
"FaYstartupFLIRALIH T —" My startup is about to take off——
"R T HWET, " You've been saying that for two years.

The taxi had stopped. They hadn't spoken the rest of the
night.

FOUR AND A HALF YEARS AGO. THE END.

Late night. Their apartment. Moxuan at the kitchen table,
head in his hands. His startup had just lost its only client.
Weilin coming home from work, seeing bills scattered across
the table. Rent overdue. Utilities overdue. Her salary barely
covering both of them.

"BABEBXIE T, " The words had ripped out of her.

| can't do this anymore.

"BHE, M IE. BEIERIE, "l know. I'll geta job. A
real job.

"REE? BIMXEFEESE? EXTMNHIAEE, Kxiz? "

And then? We just live like this? In this tiny apartment,
forever?

"BARIUETR——" | promised you——

Something in her had snapped. "RRFRIERNER! REVZER
HIKE! FFRE...  FKIEFAEE...."

Your promises are worthless! Your dreams don't pay bills!
You're not... you'll never be...

He'd stood slowly. Voice quiet and dangerous. "R, FHk
mAZEMTA? "

Say it. I'll never be what?

And she'd said it. The thing that couldn't be unsaid.

"BiE! (RKIEAREE!

Enough! You'll never be enough!



The silence had been absolute.

Moxuan's face had shut down floor by floor, lights
extinguishing one by one until only darkness remained.
"BBFA1ZE R, " Then we're done.

He'd walked to their bedroom. Packed a bag. Left that night.
She hadn't stopped him.

PRESENT DAY

Weilin pressed her palms to her eyes, but the tears came
anyway.

" T, " she whispered to her empty apartment. "F 37
BTHEEESHEA. AEMERT — 1T FAEEREERANS
Ao "

| killed him. | killed the man who believed in himself. And he
became a man who didn't need to believe in anyone.

Her phone buzzed. Email notification.

Subject: Tomorrow's Meeting - Materials Needed

From: Lin Rui, CFO, Chénxi Technologies

She opened it with shaking hands.

Ms. Shen,

Attached please find background materials for tomorrow's
consultation meeting regarding our Singapore expansion. Mr.
Chen has requested you review these prior to the meeting.
Time: 2:00 PM

Location: Chénxi Technologies HQ, Shanghai Tower, 118th
Floor

Duration: Estimated 90 minutes

Please bring preliminary analysis and recommendations.
Regards,

Lin Rui

Weilin downloaded the attachment. Opened it.



Froze.

The document wasn't about Singapore expansion.

It was a timeline.

Chénxi Technologies: Growth Analysis 2019-2025

2019 (Year 0 - Post-Divorce):

» Company founded with ¥100,000 borrowed capital
 Founder: Chen Moxuan, age 28

- Initial focus: Logistics optimization algorithms

- Personal note: Started three weeks after divorce finalization
2020 (Year 1):

» First major client secured

* Revenue: ¥5 million

* Employees: 4

- Personal note: Moved from shared apartment to studio. Still
taking subway.

2021 (Year 2):

- Government contract secured

 Revenue: ¥50 million

- Employees: 45

- Personal note: First English-language interview. Started
therapy.

2022 (Year 3):

» Series B funding: $20 million

» Valuation: $100 million

- Employees: 200

- Personal note: Legally changed name to Marcus Chen.
Stopped answering to Moxuan except from family.

2023 (Year 4):

* International expansion begins

» Valuation: $500 million



- Employees: 800

* Personal note: Bought first property. Lujiazui penthouse.
Has never invited anyone except Lin Rui.

2024 (Year 5):

- Company reaches unicorn status

» Valuation: $1.2 billion

- Employees: 1,500

* Personal note: Forbes cover. Mother asked if he was happy.
He didn't know how to answer.

2025 (Year 6 - Present):

* Current valuation: $2.1 billion

* Employees: 2,000+

* Personal note: Saw ex-wife at forum. Pretended not to
recognize her. Hasn't slept since.

Weilin read the last line three times.

Hasn't slept since.

At the bottom of the document, one more line in different
formatting:

Question for consultant: Was it worth it?

Her hands shook so hard she nearly dropped her laptop.
This wasn't a business meeting.

This was something else entirely.

Her phone rang. Unknown number. She answered without
thinking.

"IR? " Hello?

Silence. Then breathing.

Then his voice, rough like he'd been awake as long as she
had:

"(RUSEIX 4 T P5? " Did you get the document?

25 ——"Moxuan——



'Don't." English now. Sharp. "Don't call me that."

"N A E——"1'm sorry——

"BAEIRI AL, BEEESR, "I don't want sorry. | want
answers.

"t4%ZZ? "Her voice cracked. What answers?

"BHXR. 25, AERE), "Tomorrow. 2 PM. Don't be late.

He hung up.

Weilin sat in the silence of her apartment, staring at the
timeline on her screen.

Six years. He'd built an empire in six years.

While she'd built nothing but regret.

Tomorrow she'd face him. In his tower. In his world. In the
kingdom she'd told him he'd never have.

She opened her laptop calendar. Stared at Thursday's entry:
2:00 PM - Meeting with Marcus Chen

Location: The 118th floor

Note to self: Bring dignity you don't have. Prepare for
questions you can't answer.

She added one more line:

Try not to break completely when he looks at you like a
stranger.

Outside her window, Shanghai glittered with a million lights.
Somewhere in that glitter, on the 118th floor of the tallest
building in China, Chen Moxuan—Marcus Chen—was awake
too.

Preparing his own questions.

Building his own armor.

Sharpening his own knives.

And she had less than twenty-four hours to figure out what
she'd say when he asked the only question that mattered:



Why wasn't | enough?

END CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5: THE FIRST APOLOGY ATTEMPT (EMAIL)
Weilin had written seventeen drafts of the email that would
either save her or destroy her, and she still had no idea which
words could undo six years of regret.

4:17 AM. Thursday morning. Nine hours and forty-three
minutes until the meeting.

Her laptop glowed in the darkness of her apartment,
seventeen Word documents open like wounds. Coffee cups
scattered across her desk—cold, untouched, multiplying like
her failed attempts at redemption. Wadded tissues
overflowed the trash can. Her hands shook over the
keyboard.

Document title: "Draft 17—FINAL (really this time)"

Thunder rumbled outside. Rain coming. She'd cracked the
window an hour ago when the apartment felt like it was
suffocating her, and now the smell of approaching storm
mixed with stale coffee and her own fear-sweat.

On screen, two words: "Z=5F—"

She stopped. Stared at his name. Deleted it.

Typed: "Marcus—"

Stopped again.

She didn't know what to call him anymore. The man she'd
married? The stranger who'd become a billionaire? Both?
Neither?

She put her head in her hands, whispered to the empty room:



"BHEAR—MEREIEAIAER? "

How do | apologize to someone | destroyed?

The laptop screen dimmed from inactivity.

She jolted back, fingers finding the keyboard.

Started typing.

11:00 PM WEDNESDAY. DRAFT 1: THE PROFESSIONAL
APPROACH.

Subject: Re: Tomorrow's Meeting

Mr. Chen,

Thank you for the opportunity to discuss consulting
collaboration. | look forward to presenting my portfolio at 2
PM.

However, | feel | should address—

She'd stopped there.

What should she address? The fact that she'd destroyed
him? That she'd thrown away the best thing in her life? That
she'd spent six years drowning in regret?

You couldn't put that in a professional email.

Delete.

MIDNIGHT. DRAFT 2: THE HONEST APPROACH.

Subject: | Know Who You Are

Moxuan,

| know you recognized me at the forum. | know you
pretended not to. | deserve that. | deserve worse than that.

| don't know what you want from this meeting tomorrow, but
before | come, | need to say: | was wrong. About everything.
You weren't dead weight. You were never 'not enough.' | was
the one who wasn't enough—not enough to see your value,
not enough to stand up to my family, not enough to deserve
you.



I'm sorry. | know sorry doesn't fix anything. But | need you to
know.

e

She'd stared at it for twenty minutes. Cursor hovering over
Send.

Then imagined him reading it. Imagined his cold eyes.
Imagined him showing it to his assistant, his CFO, all of them
laughing at her desperation.

Delete.

1:00 AM. DRAFT 3: THE ANGRY APPROACH.

Three coffees in, hands shaking, something bitter rising in
her throat.

Subject: (no subject)

You want me to grovel? Fine. I'm groveling. You want me to
admit | was a shallow, classist bitch who threw away the
best man | ever knew because he didn't fit my family's
definition of success? Done. | admit it.

But don't pretend you're so much better now. You built an
empire on spite. On proving me wrong. You made yourself
into Marcus Chen because Chen Moxuan wasn't enough—not
for me, not for yourself.

So congratulations. You won. You're a billionaire. You're
everything | said you'd never be. You proved me wrong.

Are you happy?

She'd read it back.

Realized she sounded insane.

Realized she was lashing out because she was terrified.
Delete.

1:30 AM - 4:.00 AM. DRAFTS 4-16: THE SPIRAL.

She'd tried everything:



Apologetic: "l know | have no right to ask for forgiveness..."
Too weak.

Explanatory: "My family's pressure made me..." Too defensive.
Casual: "Hey, weird seeing you the other night!" Deleted
immediately. Insane.

Poetic: Comparing their love to seasons, to architecture, to
fucking celestial bodies. Delete, delete, delete. Too
pretentious.

Brutal honesty: "l destroyed you and | can't live with myself."
Too much.

Business proposition: "Let's use this meeting to clear the air
professionally." Too cold.

Begging: "Please give me a chance to explain." Too pathetic.
None of them were right.

None could capture six years of regret, the depth of her
betrayal, the impossibility of forgiveness, the desperate hope
that maybe—somehow—he'd understand.

How did you fit the destruction of a love into an email?

4:47 AM. DRAFT 17.

Weilin stared at the blank document.

Outside, thunder cracked closer. Rain started, soft against
the window.

She took a breath.

Typed:

From: weilin.shen@huarong.com.cn

To: m.chen@chenxitech.com

Subject: 731 E Z 8] (Before We Meet)

Time: 4:.52 AM

=5,

| don't know what to call you. Marcus feels like talking to a



stranger. But maybe that's what we are now—strangers.
Maybe that's what | turned us into.

KA oBEEXHIMHFEXTRARNEN. EEHRERE.

| won't pretend this email is about tomorrow's meeting. We
both know it isn't. I'll come. I'll bring my portfolio. I'll be
professional. But before | walk into the empire you built,
before | stand on the 118th floor of the city you conquered, |
need to say something you probably don't want to hear.

K6 7o

| was wrong.

Not just wrong. Cruel. Short-sighted. Cowardly. | let my
family convince me that your value was in what you could
provide, not who you were. | watched you struggle at my
parents' table and felt ashamed instead of proud that you
were trying. | listened to their contempt and stayed silent
instead of defending you.

| told you that you'd never be enough. But the truth is: | was
never enough. Not brave enough to believe in you. Not strong
enough to fight my family. Not smart enough to see that the
man | had—in that tiny apartment, with cheap jianbing and
big dreams—was already more than | deserved.
BEIFIERIM T . SRAFIT. B LBEERET,

| see what you've become. Of course | do. All of Shanghai
sees it. The company you built. The people you've helped.
The man you became. | won't pretend | don't know what—who
—you built this for.

You proved me wrong. You proved you were enough. You
proved you were more than enough.

But here's what | need you to know, even if you don't believe
it, even if it changes nothing:



R—EEBEIZ/Y,

You were always enough. Even in our tiny apartment. Even in
that borrowed suit from Lin Rui. Even when your startup was
failing. You were always enough. | just couldn't see it.

| don't expect forgiveness. | haven't earned forgiveness. |
don't expect you to acknowledge you know me at tomorrow's
meeting. Maybe Marcus Chen doesn't know Shen Weilin.
Maybe that's easier.

But Chen Moxuan knew her. Loved her once. And she
destroyed that love because she was too afraid she didn't
deserve it.

BRRCHEEZAE: HKEET,

| just need you to know: | regret it. Not regretting losing what
you have now—the money, the success, the power. | regret
losing the man who made me burned toast on Sunday
mornings. The man who read to me during blackouts. The
man who looked at me like | was his entire world.

| lost you. It's what | deserved.

But you deserved to know: You were never "not enough.” |
wasn't enough. I'll never be enough.

AR, FRE. BT, BeFxFER, BFAFR1IIXTEE
o

See you tomorrow, CEO Chen. I'll be professional. I'll keep my
distance. | won't make this awkward.

But tonight, in this email you probably won't read, might
delete, might laugh at, | needed to say:

MAHC, FHIRIEI. FoKIZEB =R,

I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I'll always be sorry.

1A

She read it back.



Once. Twice. Twelve times.

By the end, tears blurred the screen.

5:03 AM. The clock ticked. Rain fell harder.

Her cursor hovered over Send.

She closed her eyes. Whispered: "SRR T, 1LhIREE, "
Please. Let him understand.

Clicked.

The whoosh sound.

Gone.

She stared at the screen, at the "Sent" confirmation, and
realized what she'd done.

She'd just poured her heart out to a man whod pretended not
to know her. To a billionaire who might show this to his entire
company. To her ex-husband who had every right to destroy
her.

Weilin put her head on the desk.

Sobbed.

5:04 AM. CHEN'S PENTHOUSE.

Chen stood in his foyer, briefcase still in hand, shoes still on.
He'd worked all night at the office, had just arrived home.
His phone buzzed.

Email notification.

From: weilin.shen@huarong.com.cn

His heart stopped.

Subject: 73 ( 1 E Z 7 (Before We Meet)

His hand shook opening it.

He read.

Read it again.

By the fourth time, he was sitting on his Italian leather sofa,
phone clutched so hard his knuckles had gone white.



FIRST READ: ANGER.

How dare she. How dare she think words can fix this.
SECOND READ: PAIN,

She remembers. The burned toast. The blackouts. She
remembers who | was.

THIRD READ: CONFUSION.

Is this real? Or performance? Is she sorry she hurt me, or
sorry she lost what | became?

FOURTH READ: BREAKING.

He stopped at one ling, read it twenty times:
"RF—EEEBHN. @REAI. "

You were always enough. | just couldn't see it.

His breath caught.

Because this—this was what he'd needed to hear for six
years. That he wasn't the problem. That he was enough. That
she was the one whod been blind.

He stood. Paced. Opened his laptop to see it on a bigger
screen, needed to see every character.

Stopped at another line:

"REEBRETHBNMNEREBR AR EIRENHEINE A, "

| regret losing the man who made me burned toast on
Sunday mornings.

He closed his eyes.

Saw that morning. Her laughing at his terrible cooking. Him
pretending the toast was supposed to be that dark. Making
love afterward while the burned toast sat forgotten on the
counter.

He'd thought: This is enough. She is enough. We are enough.
He'd been wrong.

Read the final lines:



WA, HIRIER, FoKIZE =R,

I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I'll always be sorry.

The apology he'd built an empire waiting to hear.

And it felt... hollow.

No. Not hollow.

Too late.

An internal war raged.

The Br=%T part of him—the part that had loved her, that
remembered everything, that had never quite died despite his
best efforts:

"WReT. WIEMRT. WwHEINKT. XmEREEN, RiRi. "
She regrets it. She understands. She sees you. This is what
you wanted. Forgive her.

The Marcus Chen part—the part that had survived, that had
built an empire on spite, that knew how to protect itself:
EREEE., MFR TR, WEIRIN T, B T? 5 &E
RYES 1. "

Words are cheap. She destroyed you six years ago. Now that
you're successful, she apologizes? Convenient timing.

He walked to his window. Looked down at Shanghai—the city
that belonged to him now.

Whispered the question that destroyed everything:
"MEREETBNNATE, =R XEHEHE?

If | was still in that tiny apartment, would she have sent this
email?

He knew the answer.

And it broke something in him that he'd thought was already
broken beyond repair.

6:23 AM. THE RESPONSE.

Chen sat at his home office. Opened a reply. Stared at the



blank email.

Typed:

From: m.chen@chenxitech.com

To: weilin.shen@huarong.com.cn

Subject: Re: 7EF 1A E Z Al

Time: 6:47 AM

Miss Shen,

Thank you for your email. | appreciate your honesty.
However, | think there's been some confusion. You seem to
be under the impression that I'm someone you used to know
—a Chen Moxuan, | believe you mentioned? I'm afraid you're
mistaken.

My name is Marcus Chen. I'm the CEO of Chénxi
Technologies. We've never met before the forum earlier this
week.

| understand that | may resemble someone from your past.
Shanghai is a large city, but coincidences happen. However, |
can assure you: | am not whoever you think | am.

| don't know the stories you referenced in your email—the
burned toast, the blackouts, the borrowed suit. These aren't
my memories. They belong to someone else. Someone who,
based on your email, you treated quite poorly.

I'm sorry for whatever guilt you're experiencing. Truly. But it's
misdirected. You're apologizing to the wrong person.

That said, I'm still interested in your professional capabilities.
Our 2 PM meeting remains scheduled. Please bring your
portfolio as requested. Let's keep this business-focused and
professional.

| hope we can move past this confusion and have a
productive conversation about potential consulting



collaboration.

Best regards,

Marcus Chen

CEO, Chénxi Technologies

He read it back.

Perfect. Cold. Professional. Devastating.

Complete denial.

The ultimate revenge: pretending she meant so little that he
didn't even remember.

His cursor hovered over Send.

But his hand shook.

Because this email was a lie.

He remembered everything. The burned toast. The
blackouts. The borrowed suit. Her laugh. Her face when
she'd said "l love you" for the first time. Her face when she'd
said "You'll never be enough’ for the last time.

He remembered all of it.

And this email erased all of it. Erased FRZ25F completely.

Lin Rui's voice echoed: "#kE 2 =H. " Revenge is hollow.
His therapist: "{RTEFAMarcus Chen#bE R EFF AR, " You're
using Marcus Chen to avoid Chen Moxuan's pain.

His own voice, small and buried: "#hi#XFE T 1RIET NESEH
B X RS, IFEMIR T, "

She said sorry. You spent six years waiting for her to say
sorry. Now she did.

But another voice, louder: "SR {RESS, fth=EFIT? "

If you were still poor, would she apologize?

That question destroyed everything.

He clicked Send.

The email went.



He sat back. Felt nothing.

Lied to himself that he felt nothing.

Walked to the bathroom. Looked at himself in the mirror.
Said aloud: "FR=43E T, "

Chen Moxuan is dead.

His reflection called him a liar.

He ignored it.

7:15 AM. WEILIN'S APARTMENT.

She'd finally fallen asleep on the couch, exhausted from
crying, from writing, from hoping.

Her phone buzzed.

Email notification.

She jolted awake. Saw: m.chen@chenxitech.com

Her heart raced.

Opened it with shaking hands.

Read.

Read again.

Read a third time, hoping the words would change.
They didn't.

"Miss Shen" —a slap.

"You're mistaken" —a knife.

"l am not whoever you think | am" —a bullet.

"These aren't my memories" —total annihilation.

She read the cruelest line again:

"I don't know the stories you referenced in your email—the

burned toast, the blackouts, the borrowed suit. These aren't

my memories.’
Her hands shook so violently she dropped the phone.

He was denying everything. Not just pretending not to know

her. Actively denying their entire history. Saying those



memories—their memories, sacred and painful and real—
weren't his.

She picked up the phone. Read the final paragraph:

"Let's keep this business-focused and professional.”
Business-focused. Professional.

As if she hadn't just poured her heart out. As if she hadn't just
apologized for destroying him. As if their marriage had never
existed.

She sat on her couch. Stared at the email.

Started laughing.

The laugh turned into a sob.

The sob turned into a scream.

She threw her phone across the room. It hit the wall. Screen
cracked.

Collapsed on the floor. Cried.

Cried for the marriage she'd destroyed. For the apology that
meant nothing. For the man who was so good at revenge
he'd erased her completely.

After an hour, she stopped.

Stood. Walked to the bathroom. Looked at her reflection—red
eyes, swollen face, broken.

Said aloud: "t 7o "

He won.

Washed her face. Put on makeup. Got dressed. Professional
Armani blazer. Perfect hair.

Looked at herself again. The mask was back.

11:47 AM. Meeting in two hours and thirteen minutes.

She'd go. She'd be professional. She'd pretend his email
hadn't destroyed her.

She'd play his game.



Because what else could she do?

1:52 PM. SHANGHAI TOWER.

Weilin stood at the base of the building, staring up at 632
meters of glass and steel piercing the sky.
MERRBDRAERT18E, HiBMESEZIT?

From legal aid office to 118th floor. How far did | push him?
She entered the lobby. Took the elevator. Watched the floor
numbers climb.

98... 105...112... 118.

The doors opened.

Minimalist reception. Everything expensive, everything
perfect. Floor-to-ceiling windows with all of Shanghai spread
below like a conquest.

"SE/ME?" The receptionist smiled. "FREESEHF R, "

Miss Shen? CEO Chen is expecting you.

Weilin sat. Hands shaking. Watched the clock.

1:58 PM.

HATLAE. FrILUR BRI EF Ao T T LARKEA,

| can leave. | can say | feel sick. | can run.

Bfh=HIE, tEEMRT .

But he'll know. He'll know he won.

She stayed.

CHEN'S OFFICE.

He stood at his window, back to the door. Could see her
reflection in the glass through the security camera feed on
his phone.

Watched her sit there. Nervous. Beautiful. Destroyed.

Felt triumph.

Felt sick.

Felt nothing.



Lied.

His assistant knocked. "f&R/2? BILAIEE/NEHEE TIS? "
CEO Chen? Should | send Miss Shen in?

Long pause.

Last chance to cancel. To be merciful. To be human.

He said: "1IX#ti# 3, "

Send her in.

The door opened.

Weilin stood. Took a breath.

Walked toward his office. Toward the man she'd destroyed.
Toward the stranger who used to be her husband.

Toward Marcus Chen, who used to be [52£4F. Who used to
love her. Who now felt nothing.

Or so he claimed.

The door loomed ahead. Her hand reached for the handle.
On the other side: her past, her regret, her reckoning.

She opened the door.

END CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6: CHEN'S INTERNAL CONFLICT (THERAPY
SESSION)

Chen had been lying to his therapist for twenty minutes, and
Dr. Song's patient silence told him she knew it.

He sat in the leather armchair—¥50,000, he'd priced it once to
avoid thinking about why he was there—hands gripping the
armrests so tightly his knuckles had gone white. Dr. Song sat
across from him, notepad untouched, watching him with the
calm expression that meant she was waiting for him to stop



performing.

11:00 AM. Thursday. Three hours until the meeting.

Rain streaked the floor-to-ceiling windows of her Xintiandi
office. The white noise machine hummed. Lavender diffuser
releasing scent that was supposed to calm but never did. His
cologne—Tom Ford, expensive armor—mixed with the smell
of rain and his own cold sweat.

He never sweated.

But today his palms were damp, his jaw clenched so hard a
migraine was forming, and he hadn't blinked in two minutes
because blinking meant his eyes might close and if they
closed he might see her face again.

He'd been talking about the Singapore expansion for twenty
minutes. Market analysis. Revenue projections. Strategic
partnerships. All bullshit.

Dr. Song's pen tapped against her notebook. She only did
that when he was deflecting.

"BRSAE, " she said finally, voice gentle but firm. "RES&% T —
TR TR KBS, A IERBIRFERX BN IR
HYo "

Mr. Chen, you've been talking about the Singapore expansion
for twenty minutes. We both know you're not here to discuss
logistics.

Chen switched to English, the language that created
distance. "It's a significant business decision. Requires
strategic thinking. | value your perspective on—"

"Marcus.” She interrupted. "Stop.”

The use of his English name instead of Z=4f—their signal.
Performance over. Time for truth.

His hands tightened on the armrests.



"HAaxET? " What happened?

Long silence. Rain against glass. His breathing too
controlled.

Finally: "t &R MR8 7o "

She emailed me.

Dr. Song didn't ask who. She'd known about Weilin for six
years.

Dr. Song Meilin was fifty-three, Columbia-trained, had
returned to Shanghai to work with high-achieving
professionals who paid extraordinary amounts to fall apart in
private. She was one of the few people who called him both
Marcus and 24+, who'd watched him build the former from
the ruins of the latter.

He'd started therapy five and a half years ago. Six months
post-divorce. Lin Rui had given him an ultimatum: "Get help
or I'm resigning. | can't watch you destroy yourself anymore.”
For six years, this office had been the only place Chen let his
armor crack.

Lately—the past year—the cracks had sealed. Sessions had
become surface-level. Work discussions. Success metrics.
Dr. Song had been letting him, waiting for something to break.
Today was the break.

"EIRFIX IR, " Tell me about the email.

"There's nothing to tell." His voice was controlled. Too
controlled. "A professional email. She's coming to my office
this afternoon for a consulting meeting. Standard business.”
‘At 2 PM.

He looked up, surprised. "How did you—"

"You moved our usual 2 PM Thursday session to 11 AM. You
never change our sessions.” She set down her pen. "So |



knew: something at 2 PM you're afraid of."

Chen said nothing.

"Is it a consulting meeting?”

"Yes."

"Is it only a consulting meeting?”

Silence.

"No."

"When did you last see her? Before this week?"

"IN, BIRIEA%E, " Six years. Divorce mediation.

"And now she's coming to your office."

"Yes.'

"How do you feel about that?"

The question he'd been avoiding for three days.

"l don't feel anything."

Dr. Song wrote something. He knew what: Deflection.
Avoidance. Denial. She'd written it a hundred times.

She looked up. "Marcus. Z=4F. We've been working together
for almost six years. In that time, you've built a billion-dollar
company, helped thousands of people through your
foundation, become one of Shanghai's most successful
entrepreneurs.” She paused. "Do you know what you haven't
done?"

Chen's jaw tightened. "I'm sure you'll tell me."

"IRME BT, "

You've never let her go.

The words landed like a physical blow.

Chen stood abruptly, walked to the window, stared out at rain-
soaked Shanghai.

"What did she say in the email?”

His back was to Dr. Song. Voice tight. "She apologized.’



"For?"

A broken laugh. "Everything. For telling me | wasn't enough.
For choosing her family over me. For destroying our
marriage. For being ‘cruel, short-sighted, and cowardly. Her
words."

"And how did that make you feel?"

He turned, anger flashing. "How do you think it made me
feel? | spent six years waiting for that apology! Six years
building this—" he gestured at himself "—so that one day
she'd see me and regret! And now she does! Now she's sorry!"
"So you feel vindicated."

"Yes!"

'Do you?"

Silence.

Quieter: "No."

"Why not?”

Chen walked back to the chair. Sat. Put his head in his hands.
"Because | don't know if she's sorry she hurt me, or sorry she
lost what | became.”

There it was. The core wound. The question poisoning
everything.

"What did she specifically apologize for?"

Chen pulled out his phone with shaking hands. Opened the
email he'd read forty-seven times since receiving it.

" iR FE—EHE R, " His voice cracked. "BMEETEHA]
RIVAEE, BMEZFEERAIFEE, BIEFEIAIstartupRIKATET
&, WiRWERN, "

She said... she said | was always enough. Even in our tiny
apartment. Even in the borrowed suit. Even when my startup
was failing. She said she just couldn't see it.



"That's what you needed to hear."

"Yes.'

"So why are you still angry?”

Chen exploded out of the chair. "Because it's too late!
Because those words would have meant everything six years
ago and now they mean nothing! Because she destroyed f&z=
%t and now she wants to apologize to Marcus Chen!”

He paced. "8 EH—1? ZEZATBEAN? EEETHHIX
™2

Which one does she want? The man she loved? Or the one |
became?

"Which one do you want to be?"

Chen stopped. Stared at her. "What?"

"For six years, you've been telling me that Marcus Chen is
stronger than [52£4F. That the man she destroyed needed to
die so you could become successful. But I'll ask you again,
like I've asked for six years: which man do you want to be?"
"Marcus Chen is—"

"Lonely." Dr. Song's voice was gentle but firm. "Marcus Chen
is lonely. He's successful, powerful, wealthy, and completely
alone.’

"FR2%F was destroyed.”

"Was he? Or did you bury him because feeling what he felt—
loving her, losing her—was too painful to survive?"

The room fell silent except for rain and Chen's ragged
breathing.

"WNERFKILMEISE......" His voice was barely a whisper. "#1R it
PREFFEE....."

If I let him come back... if | let Chen Moxuan come back...
"You're afraid you'll get hurt again.”



"BIER=RIRM, "

I'm afraid I'll forgive her.

The truth. Finally.

"Let's talk about what you really feel." Dr. Song leaned
forward. "Not Marcus Chen's strategic response. Not the
revenge fantasy. What do you, fr2%F, feel when you think
about seeing her in three hours?”

Chen struggled. "l don't... | cant.."

Try."

He closed his eyes. Forced the words out.

"Terrified."

"Of what?"

"That I'll see her and still love her.”

The admission cost him everything. His eyes opened, wet.
"Six years. Six years I've told myself | hate her. That she's
nothing to me. That | built all of this to prove her wrong and
then move on. But then | saw her at the forum and—" He
stopped.

"And?"

"And she said my name. Just my name. =%F. And it was like
no time had passed. Like | was still that man in the borrowed
suit who loved her so much it physically hurt.”

He wiped his eyes roughly.

"You told me you pretended not to recognize her.’

"Yes.'

"How did that feel?"

A bitter laugh. "Powerful. Like I'd finally won. She looked
devastated and | felt... triumphant.”

"For how long?”

"About thirty seconds. Then | felt sick.



"What did you do after the forum?”

"Went home. Looked at her email. Read it twenty times. Then
sent her a response.’

"What did you say?’

Shame flooded his voice. "l denied everything. Told her she
was mistaken. That | wasn't the man she used to know. That
her memories weren't mine.”

Dr. Song's face remained neutral, but Chen saw the judgment
anyway.

"Why?"

"Because—" He struggled. "Because if | admitted | was PRz
¥, then I'd have to admit that Marcus Chen is just armor.
Just performance. That underneath the billions and the
success and the perfect life, I'm still just... him. The man who
wasn't enough.’

"You were always enough.”

"She didn't think so.

"She was wrong. You know that now.’

"Do I? Because she's apologizing now that I'm successful.
Would she apologize if | was still in that apartment, still
struggling, still the man she divorced?"

The unanswerable question hung between them.

"Have you considered asking her?"

"What?"

"At this meeting. Instead of playing games, instead of
pretending, instead of revenge—have you considered just
asking her: " AT AIME? ATAREEFR/? "

Why now? Why not six years ago?

"And if she says it's because I'm rich now?"

"Then you'll know. And you can truly move on."



"And if she says it's not? If she says she regretted it six years
ago but was too proud to reach out?"

"Then you'll have to decide if you can forgive her.’

Chen stood again. The room felt too small, the air too thin.
"Tell me about a good memory. From the marriage.”

"Why?"

"Because you've spent six years remembering the pain.
Remember the love. Just once.’

Chen sat back down slowly. Closed his eyes.

"There was this night. Year one of marriage. Summer. Our air
conditioner broke. We couldn't afford to fix it right away."
‘Goon.'

"It was... god, it was so hot. Forty-something degrees. We
opened all the windows but there was no breeze. We were
lying on the bed in our underwear, electric fan barely doing
anything.’

A small smile crossed his face.

IR, KART, KART, BMMZERXER, ti1E=
e "

She was complaining. 'Too hot, too hot, we should go to your
parents. They have AC.

"I said, BRX BRI BE—1FEIE. Fi1EFEHE? "

My parents' place only has one room. Where would we sleep?
"She said, 'FiB1E3, ' My mother's house."

"| said, '1RIZEE1RF. ' Your mother hates me.'

"She laughed. Said, WA~ IRfR, HRZE... FIEEREIR, "

She doesn't hate you. She just... doesn't understand you.
Chen's voice grew softer, lost in memory.

"Then she turned to me. Put her hand on my chest. Said, 1B
BT, XRET, MNE? "



But | understand you. That's enough, right?

Long pause.

"And | said, fRFLE—To "

You're everything.

"We made love that night. Slow and sweet and we were both
sweating and it was disgusting and perfect and | thought... |
thought we'd have a thousand more nights like that."

He opened his eyes. They were full of tears.

"l don't know when she stopped understanding me. Or when |
stopped being enough. But somewhere between that night
and the divorce, | lost her. Or she lost me. Or we lost each
other.”

"Do you want to find each other again?”

"I don't know if that's possible.”

"That's not what | asked.’

Long silence.

A whisper: "Yes.'

"Then tell her that. Not as Marcus Chen. As =%F. The man
who loved her. The man who still does.”

"I cant.”

"Why not?”

"Because if | open that door, if | let myself be him again, and
she rejects me... | don't survive that twice."

"Marcus. 2%F. Listen to me."

He looked at her.

"You didn't survive the first time because you ran. You built
Marcus Chen as a fortress. You became powerful, rich,
successful. You proved her wrong. But you know what you
didn't do?"

"What?"



"Heal.

The word settled into the room like a stone.

"Br==%T is still inside you, still bleeding from what she said.
You've just covered him in expensive suits and billion-dollar
deals and pretended the wound doesn't exist. But it does.
And every day you don't address it, it gets worse."

"So what am | supposed to do?"

"Feel it. Finally. Stop running. Stop performing. Stop hiding
behind Marcus Chen and feel what FRZ24T felt."

Anger flashed. "I know what he felt! He felt worthless! He felt
small! He felt like the woman he loved looked at him and saw
nothing!"

"And you're still feeling that."

Chen stopped.

"That's why her apology doesn't feel like enough. Because
you still believe, somewhere deep down, that you weren't
enough. That Marcus Chen is proof you became enough. But
that's the lie."

"What lie?"

"That your worth is in what you achieve. She believed that lie.
You believed it too. That's why you're both here'”

Silence. Chen's hands were shaking.

"The question isn't whether she deserves forgiveness. The
question is: can you forgive yourself?"

"For what?"

"For believing her. For letting her words define you. For
spending six years trying to prove your worth instead of
knowing it."

Chen broke.

Put his head in his hands and sobbed. For the first time in six



years, he let himself sob.

Dr. Song's voice was gentle. "That's Br=%F. He's still there.
He's been waiting for you to let him grieve.”

"l don't know how to be him anymore.”

"Yes, you do. He's the one who made her burned toast. Who
read to her during blackouts. Who loved her completely. He's
not dead. You just locked him away because loving her hurt.
"It still hurts.”

"I know. But pain means you're still alive. Marcus Chen
doesn't feel pain. But he doesn't feel love either."

Chen wiped his face. Took a shaking breath.

"What do | do?"

"At the meeting?”

"Yes.'

"Tell her the truth.”

"Which truth?”

"All of it. That you recognized her. That her words destroyed
you. That you built this empire on spite and pain. That you're
still angry. That you're still hurt. That you read her email
twenty times. That you don't know if you can forgive her.’
"And if she—"

"And that despite everything, you still love her.”

The words hit like lightning.

'l can't say that.’

"Why not?”

"Because it gives her power.’

"No. It gives you freedom.”

The clock read 11:52 AM. Two hours and eight minutes until
the meeting.

"You have a choice to make." Dr. Song's voice was calm. "Go



into that meeting as Marcus Chen—powerful, cold,
untouchable. Keep your armor on. Maintain the performance.
Get your revenge.”

Pause.

"Or go in as FR=%F. Vulnerable, honest, hurt. Risk everything.
Risk being rejected again. But also risk... healing. Maybe even
love."

"You make it sound simple.”

"It's not simple. It's terrifying. But it's the only way forward.”
Chen stood. Walked to the window. Looked out at Shanghai—
the city he'd conquered, the empire he'd built, the fortress
that protected nothing.

"If | let him come back—if | let myself be fBrZ=%F again—and
she rejects me..."

"You'll survive. Because this time, you'll know your worth isn't
in her acceptance. Or her love. Or anyone's opinion. It's in
you. Always has been.’

"I don't feel that."

"Not yet. But you will."

Chen turned. "How do | start?”

"When she walks into your office, don't let Marcus Chen
speak first. Let 24T speak. Even if it's just her name. Say it
like you used to."

"fHk, " The name felt foreign and familiar on his tongue.
"Yes. Like that.'

11:58 AM. Two hours.

"I'm terrified."

"Good. That means you're being real.”

"What if | can't do it? What if | see her and the armor comes
back?"



"Then you try again. But promise me: don't lie to her. And
don't lie to yourself. Whatever happens in that meeting, be
honest. Not strategic. Honest.'

"She might hate me. For the email | sent. For pretending not
to know her."

"She might. Can you live with that?”

"I don't know."

"Can you live with never trying?”

Silence.

"No."

Chen walked to the door. Stopped. Turned back.

"What if she's only sorry because I'm successful now?"
"Then you'll know she didn't deserve FrzZ=5F. And you can
finally let him rest.”

"And if she's genuinely sorry? If she regretted it six years
ago?’

"Then you get to decide if love is worth the risk."

Chen nodded. Opened the door.

"=, "

He turned.

"You were always enough. Don't forget that.

His eyes filled. He nodded again.

Left.

Chen sat in his car, driver waiting. He'd told him not to move
yet.

Pulled out his phone. Opened Weilin's email. Read it one
more time.

Stopped at the line: 1R —HE BB, EHEF L. "

You were always enough. | just couldn't see it.

His hands shook.



He opened a new email.

To: weilin.shen@huarong.com.cn

Subject: (no subject)

TRt

Bl 7o FIAIRIR. FHidFE—1o

| lied. | know you. | remember everything.

RAFE % %Ko

We need to talk.

sS4

Cursor hovering over Send.

Dr. Song's voice in his head: Be honest. Not strategic. Honest.
He pressed Send.

The whoosh sound. Email gone.

12:47 PM. One hour, thirteen minutes.

" Fi&H. " Shanghai Tower.

The car moved.

His phone buzzed. Unknown number. Text message:
"BAE, Z—EHEME, FBERL, —W

| know. | always knew. I'm on my way too. —W

Chen stared at the message.

She knew. She'd always known he recognized her. The email
denying everything—she'd seen through it.

And she was coming anyway.

His heart pounded. The armor cracked wider.

PRZ%TF surfaced.

And for the first time in six years, Chen let him.

The car drove toward Shanghai Tower. Toward the 118th
floor. Toward the meeting that would either destroy them
both or save them.

He didn't know which.



But for the first time, he was willing to find out.

END CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7: WEILIN'S FAMILY PRESSURE (FATHER'S
EXPECTATIONS)

Weilin's mother had been talking about "suitable men" for
twenty minutes, and Weilin's hands were bleeding under the
table from clenching her chopsticks.

12:15 PM. Thursday. One hour and forty-five minutes until
the meeting with Chen.

The formal dining room of her parents' French Concession
mansion pressed down on her like a tomb—mahogany table
that seated twelve with only three occupants, her mother's
pearl necklace catching the light (real pearls, old Shanghai
money), her father's Patek Philippe watch visible as he
checked it for the third time. She was wasting his time.

The food laid out before them—£4LJ% A, steamed bass, soup
dumplings from the best restaurant—might as well have
been sawdust. Her stomach churned.

"IKEKBY) LF FRMEEER, " Her mother's voice was sharp,
cutting. Shanghainese dialect when she was being cruel. "#
RIFTHR. =TH%., GENIRE. RELTHARMWHE, "
The Zhang family's son is returning from London next week.
Investment banker. Thirty-five. Suitable family. I've already
arranged for you to meet.

Weilin's response came in Mandarin, a passive-aggressive
language choice. "&RIT, "

I'm busy.

Her mother switched to Mandarin, annoyed. "Too busy for



your future? You're thirty-two. Time is running out.”

The grandfather clock ticked. Rain lashed the windows. The
silk gipao her mother had insisted she wear was too tight,
restricting her breathing, a beautiful cage.

Her father spoke for the first time, voice cold as winter. "{Rif
TR EERBEIE?

You're still working at that consulting firm?

Not how is work? Just dismissal.

"B, B8, "VYes, Father.

"RER., LUMRHNE =, RNIZEEFH#MSG, "

Waste. With your background, you should be somewhere
better.

Translation: You're a disappointment.

Weilin's phone buzzed in her purse. Once. Twice. Three times.
"KIEBN. IZIREHMERFAFV. " Her mother's command
was absolute.

Turn that off. No phones at the table.

But Weilin had seen the notification.

From: m.chen@chenxitech.com

Her heart stopped.

He'd written back.

SEVEN HOURS EARLIER. 7:30 AM.

The summons had come when Weilin was staring at Chen's
devastating email—the one denying he knew her, erasing
their entire history.

Her mother's voice on the phone: "$ X4 EIFKIZIR, RRFE
Z R, "

Come home for lunch today. Your father wants to see you.
Not a request. A command.

"B REEEMNRIN-"| have an important meeting today—



"HIR, KEMT. " Postpone it. Family comes first.
Weilin should have said no. Should have chosen herself for
once.

Instead: "JL52? " What time?
"+—"5, B3RE], "Noon. Don't be late.
Click.

Thirty-two years of conditioning. Family comes first. Always.
Even when family destroys you.

PRESENT. 12:20 PM.

WREERRERE. (MEHFFRMESE? "

You look terrible. Are you taking care of yourself?
Translation: You look like a failure.

"BRF. TIEBESIT. "I'm fine. Work is a bit busy:.

Her father set down his chopsticks with deliberate precision.
"TCFA? ZWIE? "

Busy with what? Consulting work?

The disdain dripped from every syllable. Consulting wasn't
real work. Not like law—his profession. Not like banking or
government or anything that mattered.
"BRVAAR A E —(RIZFME? tpY) LIIEEBA TIE, I3
= [P

My friend Mr. Li—you remember him? His daughter now
works in government. Foreign Affairs. Twenty-nine years old.
Translation: Why aren't you like her?

"R¥F, " Good for her.

"B R¥F. WEIE T, HE T — P RIFK. ZFEET)LF. "
Yes. Good for her. She's married. To a vice minister. Had a
son last year.

Translation: You're unmarried, childless, and a disgrace.
Weilin's phone buzzed again.



She couldn't help herself—glanced at her purse.
"% T x3EHABN! " Her mother's voice cracked like a whip.
"R, " Sorry.

But she didn't turn it off.

Her mother's tone shifted, becoming careful. Approaching a
landmine.

"REE, BERNET, "

You know, it's been six years.

Weilin knew exactly what she meant. Six years since the
divorce.

"BINIMEZEZR. T ... iR

We never blamed you. For that... mistake.

Mistake. Her marriage was a "mistake.”

Weilin's hands tightened on the chopsticks until her palms
bled.

"TMEFR, ME.... Bk, FHi1ERE,

You were young. He was... persuasive. We understand.
Persuasive. As if Moxuan had tricked her. Manipulated her.
Not that she'd loved him. Not that she'd chosen him.
Weilin's voice came out quiet. Dangerous. ";& B R .
=t "

He didn't persuade me. | loved him.

Present tense. A slip.

Her mother caught it immediately.

'B? BAEE. ... KT, FEMAZRRET., HIMHEE
=R "

Love? That wasn't love. That was... infatuation. You were
dazzled by his dreams. We tried to warn you.

A memory surfaced, unwanted but undeniable.

SIX YEARS AGO. THIS SAME DINING ROOM.



"BARLLIRI A I, MBOUPRE|E, FTEIRTE, "

| want you to meet him. His name is Chen Moxuan. We're in
love.

Her father: "B&R? MBEER? " Chen? From where?

"Z%#4, " Anhui.

Her mother's face—immediate disgust, poorly concealed.
"“ﬁ"E'P ' Background’?

" EE..... MACEMERT(E, hEFEERLE, BEMREIZAE-"

His parents are... his father does construction work. His
mother is a seamstress. But he's brilliant—

"R17. " Her father's voice was absolute.

No.

"T4? " What?

"R T (RASBAEERTAR)LF. "
| said no. You won't marry a construction worker's son.
She'd married him anyway. They'd boycotted the wedding.
Refused to help financially. Made sure everyone in their
social circle knew their daughter had married beneath her.
And for two years, they'd worked systematically to destroy
her marriage.

Weilin remembered every dinner. Every test designed to
humiliate Moxuan.

The wrong utensils placed in front of him. Questions
calculated to expose his poverty.

"CEIEARE? AR RE? TARMEIXKEIERNITE? "
Still in graduate school? When do you graduate? When do
you get a real job?

"MRMIFEEWE? 2EX? 1. AR, WiE? "

Where do you live? Yangpu District? That... place is very far,
isn't it?



Translation: Poor area. Shameful.

The constant phone calls.

"R TEMBBA..... T 4startup? KERKIN, XE? "

He's still doing that... what, startup? Not successful, right?
"REERER. ftgERMEIR, "

You look tired. He's not taking care of you.

And the final blow—when Weilin had needed money for an
unexpected medical bill.

Her father: "SR eI LABE(R, (BEFMHF. "

| can help you. But there's a condition.

"+t 4%MHE? " What condition?

"B, "

Leave him.

She'd borrowed from coworkers instead. Hated herself.
Hated Moxuan for putting her in that position.

Only later did she realize: she should have hated her father.
At the final dinner before the divorce, her mother had spoken
in Shanghainese, knowing Moxuan couldn't follow
completely:

"WRAEFR, (ReJUEHRAIE, ... MEF, BT R 1%, RNiZ
BEE%, MESEABGIRMRNFNESE, "

You're still young. You can start over. He... he's good. But
'good’ isn't enough. You should have more. You deserve
someone who can give you the life you deserve.

Those words. Those exact words.

That Weilin had later repeated to Moxuan, poisoning him with
her mother's venom.

PRESENT. 12:25 PM.

Weilin stared at her mother across the mahogany table.
Realized with devastating clarity: She programmed me. Like



code. Input: peasant husband. Output: divorce.

And | let her.

"BIEIREBT. "Her mother continued, oblivious. "{RA] LItk
FHEESENA. BEXRN)LF. HBERIT—ROEIET,
th—E [ fR—"

But now you're free. You can find someone truly suitable.

Like the Zhang family's son. Or Lawyer Wang—he recently
divorced, he's been asking about you—

Something inside Weilin snapped.

"B KK L Fo "

| don't want to meet the Zhang family's son.

"N AR? =" Why not? He—

'AAFEEERKBIBIR, "

Because I'm still in love with my ex-husband.

Silence descended like a guillotine.

Her father's chopsticks clattered onto his plate. Her mother's
face went white, then red.

"R+ 4? " What did you say?

Weilin stood. Voice louder, clearer. "H i FHiAE EFR =, FH—
HEfEZEM, BEAMERXEFRANEIR,

| said I'm still in love with Chen Moxuan. I've always loved
him. Leaving him was the biggest mistake of my life.

Her father stood, voice like ice. "8, FHNEEXKK, "

Sit down. We need to talk.

Weilin remained standing. "F. EIER X T=+"F7., i
7. "

No. We've been talking for thirty-two years. I've heard enough.
"k {RE AB—" Weilin! How dare you—

"BEABITA? " Weilin interrupted. "E — MR TIA AR ILFY
AN? EERBN=EMAZMMEF? "



How dare | what? Love someone you didn't think was good
enough? Choose my happiness over your face?

Her father's voice was cold. "BBMB A TR, ILREREF.... &
o,

That man ruined you. Made you... ordinary.

Weilin laughed—Dbitter, broken, free. ", 1R{I18& 7T Fo FRI1iL
HRAEGEEAMMAUEE, RIIEEBEMRNMET TR MET
A, MARMEE. "

No. You ruined me. You made me believe love was less
important than status. You made me believe his value was in
what he could provide, not who he was.

"Bl 1R BREEMNREFI—" We only wanted what's best for
you—

"WEHEFEY? IR IE&REFEY? MRV E Fa=5FaY? "
What's best for me? Or what's best for you? What's best for
your face?

She pulled out her phone with shaking hands. Opened Chen's
latest email.

Read it.

"I, FBEHEUR T . FHIAMRMR. FHidTF—T. RITFBIK K. —=
5"

Weilin, | lied. | know you. | remember everything. We need to
talk. —Moxuan

Tears filled her eyes.

He remembered. He'd signed it Z£%F, not Marcus. He wanted
to talk.

She looked up at her parents.

"MRITREMINERTAAE?

Do you know who he is now?

"BATEF—" | don't care—



"Marcus Chen. RERHCEO, BN +1Z2%&mT, "

Marcus Chen. CEO of Chénxi Technologies. Net worth one
billion dollars.

Her parents' faces transformed. Recognition. Shock.
"BE-~Marcus Chen? " Her mother's voice was faint.

"M, FB1Marcus Chen, fRITEERZENTARILF- "

Yes. That Marcus Chen. The construction worker’'s son you
drove away.

Her father sat down sIowa "Ar]gE, " Impossible.
"IEEARE, ML T —1FE. ZEFR. ZBEMRINNXR. &
BRI 7911*3@%70 —BH#Z T, BIFM1-2F —FF
Do

Very possible. He built an empire. Without you. Without your
connections. Without your money. Because he was enough.
He always was enough. It was you—it was me—who couldn't
see it.

Her mother's expression shifted. Calculating. Weilin could
see the wheels turning.

"BB..... WIFR{TAT L. BB FERE? (NRMh—"

Then... perhaps you two could... reconnect? If he—

Disgust rose in Weilin's throat. "IR7E{RENMEB T? WIEMER
T, A T? "

Now you're interested? Now that he's rich, he's suddenly
good enough?

"?,%TE'%M\%E " That's not what | meant—

'ERIMNER, X—EH#EMTHNER, MENMETETFRIEITIK
F, REMRID. "

That's exactly what you meant. That's always what you
meant. His value is in his bank account, not his heart.

Weilin walked toward the door.



"WRELEME? " Where are you going?

"I, MMERM. ZXRMHEIR. AlgeakB. BEDEEIH
Ko XEMTIMK BT HBARE, "

To see him. To apologize. To beg his forgiveness. I'll
probably fail. But at least I'll be honest. Something you never
taught me.

"WNRREHABI ] -WNRIFERMA—" If you walk out that door—
if you go see him—

"TA? RREARE? FITFRHEOHAN? BERERLKRER? "

What? What will you do? Disinherit me? Disown me?

Weilin paused. "B, FATEF. ETR—TFABHEAREEK
SR TEZEEARIA

Do it. | don't care. I'd rather have nothing than be what you
want me to be.

Her father stood, voice shaking with rage. "{FiX NS B fa XY

You ungrateful—

SRAN? BHNIZEBTA? BRERILETSERNE? BORIRER
T HRBBIH? AR EEERNETTRESIE? "
Ungrateful? Grateful for what? Grateful that you made me
feel love wasn't enough? Grateful that you destroyed my
marriage? Grateful that you made me believe my value was
in who | married?

Her mother was crying now. Manipulative tears. "#{1 2 &8
RIFfR—"

We just wanted to protect you—

"RiFE? RRIEHIFR. BXA, "

Protect me? You wanted to control me. There's a difference.
Weilin opened her purse. Took out a small box.

Inside: the jade bracelet. Family heirloom, passed from



mother to daughter for generations, given to her on her
eighteenth birthday.

She placed it on the table.

"X, HABEE, RANBEEAHEERNIZA AT AR
HIABYARE, "

This is yours. | don't want it. | don't want anything that
reminds me of what | was supposed to be.

Her mother gasped. "BB@HKI&fEZXRE—" That's a family
heirloom—

"M BEREE, BFEERRNAE, HEEHRESHIRK,
Then keep it in the family. | don't want your history. | want my
own future.

Her father's voice was final. "UNR{RE, FIAEE[EIEK, "

If you leave, don't think about coming back.

Weilin smiled—sad, broken, free. "#%, "

Good.

She walked to the door. Hand on the handle. Turned back
one last time.

"MRIFE R A A B Aag? "

You want to know the saddest part?

Her parents stared.

"EK. BMEF—XAE, BMEHBIRANIRM, BMEIHNIEEA
NMhABRIZENIRI, ERK. FERANFKESMTA.
ERAFNERK. FRAARKNER. MR "

He loved me. Even when | had nothing, even when my family
hated him, even when we lived in that tiny apartment eating
cheap jianbing, he loved me. Not for what | could give him.
Not for my surname. Not for my background. Just for me.
Tears streamed down her face.

"TRNBAZETOARNIBARE, FIBEZTINAZRUMUEE, {F



BT T HERPRIFAIRE, "

And you taught me to think that wasn't enough. You taught
me that love was less important than status. You taught me
to destroy the best thing in my life.

"SI, KIRT—" Weilin, please—

"BAREBEMSARRIREK. BAFERIEER R T A, B
REEZ. MIR1AaEE LR,

| don't know if he'll forgive me. | don't know if we can save
anything. But I'm going to try. And you can't stop me.

She opened the door. Rain poured outside.

Her father made one final attempt. "t ERIZAHES. HARE
2R, el LIABEMA. "

He's a billionaire now. He doesn't need you. He can have
anyone.

Weilin turned back, smiling through tears. "BXi8, XFtEN
TAMNRMEREK, sEKRE—Y, RA=ixER, F2EA
Keeaftht 4. MERAMER. GMLEIAEFE, "

| know. That's why if he chooses me, it will mean everything.
Because he'll choose me not for what | can give him. But
because he loves me. Like he used to.

Pause.

"GN IZ—EEMMBARE, "

Like | should have loved him all along.

Weilin walked into the rain. No umbrella. She didn't care.

Her phone rang. Her mother's number. She declined. Blocked
it. Then blocked her father's.

Stood on the sidewalk, rain soaking through her silk gipao,
makeup running, hair ruined. The perfect daughter persona
washing away with the storm.

She pulled out her phone. Typed a response to Chen's email:



To: m.chen@chenxitech.com

Subject: Re: (no subject)

=54,

BEHIRT . BAEIRIAIRK. BAEMRTER. FAERIES.

| lied too. | knew you recognized me. | knew you were
pretending. | knew you remembered.

BENINEH TERXENR, FEAKTEA=EZER. FGE T t]
e, 1R F. f]a9tER,

| just left my parents’ house. | might never go back. | gave up
their money, their name, their world.

BRAMEXNEZ T T4, IFTAEEE. LIFANERM,

| don't know if this changes anything. Maybe nothing. Maybe
it's too late.

BIRFZMANE: FEZER. NEXET, BFEZEF. AR
NRMEEE. MERNFR—EEE.

But | need you to know: | choose you. Six years too late, but |
choose you. Not because of who you are now. Because of
who you've always been.

HRIETER EEMMHNDAE, HESESE, TILET, HATEE
EERERIT.

I'm on my way to your office. I'm soaking wet, my makeup is
running, | probably look insane.

BIFKT . WNRIRERE LIRS,

But I'm coming. If you still want to see me.

TRt

She hit send. No hesitation.

A taxi pulled over. She climbed in, dripping.

" Fi&Hi. " Shanghai Tower.

The driver looked concerned. "{fRi&4Fg, /\gH? "

Are you okay, Miss?



Weilin laughed through tears. "BEAHIE, REFE —MNNEiE. "
| don't know. Ask me in an hour.

1:15 PM. Forty-five minutes until the meeting.

Her phone buzzed. Chen's response, instant:

"HATE R, F—EE#EWNIR. 118F. BISHEIREVEITIE, K
g, —s=5"

| still want to see you. I've always wanted to see you. 118th
floor. Reception has your pass. Come. —Moxuan

She clutched the phone. Sobbed.

"/NgB? " The driver was worried.

"HIRF. HIR%F. #FH. "

I'm fine. I'm fine. Keep driving.

The taxi pulled up to Shanghai Tower at 1:47 PM. Thirteen
minutes early.

Weilin paid with the last cash in her wallet. Stepped out into
the rain. Looked up at 632 meters of steel and glass.

He was up there. Waiting.

Her phone rang. Unknown number.

She almost didn't answer.

But did.

"%3? " Her mother's voice, calling from the house phone.
"KIRT o FEXFM. [BIXR. FHMTATLIRH. IRRFE——MIREE
=, BERIFER. RE[LIEK, "

Please. Don't do this. Come home. We can talk. Your father—
he's angry, but he'll forgive you. Just come back.

Weilin looked up at the tower. At the 118th floor she couldn't
see through the clouds.

Said quietly: ", "

No.

Hung up.



Blocked the house number.
Walked through the doors.
Toward the elevator.

Toward the 118th floor.
Toward Chen.

Toward the truth.

Toward whatever came next.

END CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8: ACT | CLIMAX — FORCED PROXIMITY BEGINS
(FIRST BUSINESS MEETING)

They were three meters apart—Chen behind his mahogany
desk, Weilin in the designer chair across from him—and the
distance felt like both an ocean and a knife's edge.

2:00 PM. Thursday. The meeting had started on time
because Chen Moxuan—Marcus Chen—was nothing if not
precise.

His office on the 118th floor was a glass cage in the sky.
Floor-to-ceiling windows framed Shanghai sprawling below,
the city they'd both conquered and lost. Storm clouds
pressed against the glass. Thunder rumbled. Rain hammered
the windows like it was trying to break through.

Weilin sat perfectly still, portfolio in her lap like a shield. Her
silk gipao was still damp from the rain, clinging to her skin in
ways that made Chen's jaw clench. Her makeup was
destroyed—mascara tracks on her cheeks, lipstick gone. Hair
disheveled. She looked wrecked.



She looked beautiful.

Chen gripped the edge of his desk, knuckles white. Charcoal
Tom Ford suit, perfect Windsor knot, Patek Philippe watch
catching the light. Every inch the billionaire CEO.

Except his hands were shaking.

CHEN'S POV:

She’'s here. Actually here. Sitting across from me like we're
strangers meeting for the first time.

Like | didn't spend six years memorizing the curve of her
neck. Like she isn't wearing the same jasmine perfume that
used to be on my pillow every morning. Like my hands don't
remember the exact shape of her waist.

Professional. | need to be professional.

"Miss Shen." My voice is Marcus Chen's voice—cold,
controlled, CEO. "Thank you for coming."

But my heart is screaming Rk, 5k, 3.

WEILIN'S POV:

He looks like a stranger.

No—worse. He looks like Moxuan wearing a stranger's face.
Same scar on his eyebrow from the shelf in our apartment.
Same way his left hand taps against the desk when he's
nervous.

He's nervous. He's nervous and trying to hide it and | can still
read him.

But everything else—the suit that probably costs more than
our first year's rent, the watch, the office that touches the
clouds, the way he holds himself like he owns the sky—
This is the man | created by destroying him.

"Mr. Chen." It tastes like ashes in my mouth.

| want to say Z=4¥F. Want to scream it. Want to fall to my



knees and beg.

But his eyes are ice.

So | stay in my chair and pretend my heart isn't breaking.
Chen gestured to her portfolio. "l understand you brought
examples of your work."

Weilin opened it with shaking hands. "Yes. I've prepared an
overview of my strategic consulting experience, particularly
in market expansion and—"

"Your email this morning mentioned you'd left your parents’
house."

Not a question. A statement that shattered the professional
facade immediately.

Weilin froze. "That's... personal. | thought this was a business
meeting."

"It is." Chen's voice was level. "But if I'm considering you for
consulting work, | need to understand your stability. Family
conflicts can affect professional performance.”

Translation: Why did you leave? What does it mean? Are you
using me?

But delivered in Marcus Chen's cold business voice.

"My family and | had a disagreement about my professional
choices." Weilin's voice was careful. "It won't affect my work."
"What kind of disagreement?"

"The kind where they told me not to come to this meeting."
Silence. Thunder cracked outside.

CHEN'S POV:

She chose this meeting over her family. The family that
destroyed us. The mother who poisoned her against me. The
father who looked at me like | was dirt on his shoe.

She chose... me?



No. She chose the potential client. The billionaire. Marcus
Chen.

Not PR=E5T.

Right?

Chen stood, walked to the window. Back to her because
looking at her was unbearable.

"Why did you come? Really."

"Because you asked me to."

He turned, and for just a second, his eyes were z=4t's eyes—
vulnerable, hurt, desperate. "I asked Miss Shen, consultant, to
come discuss business. Not—"

He stopped. Couldn't finish.

Weilin stood too, unable to help herself. "Not what? Not ffrAX
x?"

Mrs. Chen.

Her married name. The name she'd given up.

Chen flinched like she'd struck him. "You're not B&AAXX
anymore. You're Shen Weilin. We established that six years
ago in a legal aid office."

The cruelty was intentional. The pain in his voice was not.
Weilin took a step toward him. "= —"

Chen stepped back, hand up like a barrier. "Don't. Don't call
me that.’

"It's your name."

"No." His voice cracked. "It was his name. FRz=4F died six
years ago when his wife told him he'd never be enough. I'm
Marcus Chen.'

WEILIN'S POV:

Tears burn my eyes. | can't stop them.

"I was wrong. | was so wrong. | know 'sorry’ doesn't fix it. |



know it's too late. But | need you to know—"

"Know what?" He's not yelling but his voice is rising, control
slipping. "That you regret it? | read your email, Weilin. All of
them. The apology. The explanation. The beautiful words
about how | was "always enough.”

My first name. He's using my first name. The armor is
cracking.

He's pacing now, can't stand still. "But here's what | need to
know: Would you have sent those emails if | was still in that
apartment? Still struggling? Still the man you divorced?”

The question that's been destroying him.

| meet his eyes. "Yes."

"l don't believe you."

"I don't care if you believe me. It's true.’

Chen turned on her, and now he was angry—really angry—six
years of rage finally breaking free.

"When did you realize? When did you start regretting?”
"Three months after the divorce.’

Chen stopped. "What?"

Weilin's voice shook. "Three months. | was living with my
parents. Dating men they approved of. Doing everything
right. And | was miserable. I'd wake up and reach for you and
you weren't there and I'd remember: | chose this. | destroyed
us.’

CHEN'S POV:

Three months. Three months after she left me, she knew.
While | was sleeping on Lin Rui's couch, building my
company on spite and pain, she was regretting it.

While | was working eighteen-hour days to become someone
she'd regret losing, she already regretted it.



Why didn't she—

"Why didn't you come back?"

Simple question. Devastating.

"Pride. Fear. Shame.” Weilin's voice was barely audible. "My
parents said you'd never take me back. That I'd humiliated
you. That | should move on.’

"You listened to them.”

"l always listened to them. That was the problem.”

Silence. Rain against windows. Two broken people three
meters apart.

Chen's voice, when it came, was =4t's voice—quiet, honest,
destroying them both. "l would have taken you back."
Weilin's breath caught.

"Three months after the divorce, | would have taken you back
in a heartbeat. Six months. A year. Two years. If you'd come
back and said you were wrong, | would have forgiven you."
Past tense. Would have. Not would.

"And now?" Weilin whispered.

Chen turned away, voice Marcus Chen's again—cold,
controlled. "Now we're strangers. Now I'm a potential client
and you're a consultant and this is a business meeting.’
Building the wall again. Brick by brick.

WEILIN'S POV:

He's shutting down. | can see it happening. The warmth
bleeding out, replaced by ice. Marcus Chen consuming Frz=
&t

I'm losing him.

| already lost him.

But | have to try.

"Then let's talk business.”" Weilin's voice was firm now,



strategist voice.

Chen turned, surprised. "What?"

"You said this is a business meeting. So let's have it. What do
you need from me, Mr. Chen?"

If he wanted professional, she'd give him professional. Even
if it killed her.

Chen walked back to his desk. Sat. Became CEO again.
"Chénxi Technologies is expanding into Southeast Asia.
Singapore, primarily, but also Malaysia, Thailand, Vietham.”
Weilin sat too, opened her portfolio. "I have experience with
ASEAN market entry. | worked on—"

"I know. | read your professional profile."

Translation: | researched you. | know everything about you.
I've been watching from a distance.

"The expansion requires local partnerships, regulatory
navigation, cultural adaptation of our logistics algorithm. It's
a six-month project. Minimum.’

"Six months?"

"Is that a problem?”

"No. ljust... what exactly would the engagement look like?"
Chen slid a folder across the desk. "Contract details. You'd
be embedded with our team. Three days a week in our
Shanghai office, two days a week on-site in Singapore.
Reporting directly to me.”

WEILIN'S POV:

Six months. Three days a week in his office. Reporting to him.
Six months of proximity. Of seeing him. Of wanting him. Of
dying slowly.

This is revenge. He's punishing me.

Or...



Or he can't let go either.
Weilin opened the folder, scanned the contract. "This is...

generous.’

Understatement. The compensation was triple her current
salary.

"You'd be worth it. If you're as good as your reputation
suggests.”

Professional. But his eyes said something else. They said: |
want you close. | need you close. Even if it destroys me.
"Why me? There are hundreds of consultants in Shanghai
with better credentials.”

"Are you trying to talk me out of hiring you?"

"I'm trying to understand your motives.’

Chen leaned back, smile dangerous. "My motives are simple,
Miss Shen. You have expertise | need. Your background in
European business culture, your language skills, your
strategic thinking. This is purely professional.’

Lies. They both knew it.

"And it has nothing to do with our... history?”

"What history? According to my last email, we're strangers.
You mistook me for someone else.”

Cruel. Deliberate. But his hands were shaking.

WEILIN'S POV:

He's playing games. Fine. I'll play too.

If he wants to pretend we're strangers, I'll be the best
stranger he's ever met.

And maybe, over six months, I'll find the man underneath the
armor.

Or maybe ['ll just torture myself watching him be someone
else.



But I'll be close to him.

That's worth anything.

Weilin closed the folder. "l accept.

Chen looked surprised. "You haven't even read the full
contract.’

"l don't need to. When do | start?”

Chen stood, pulled the full contract from a drawer. "Read it
first. l insist.”

Weilin stood, walked around the desk—invading his space—
took the contract from his hands.

Their fingers touched.

Both froze.

CHEN'S POV:

Her skin. | forgot how soft—

No. | didn't forget. | remember everything. The texture of her
fingers, the way her hand fits in mine, the—

Stop. Professional. This is professional.

But she's standing so close | can smell her perfume and it's
destroying me.

WEILIN'S POV:

His hands are different. Softer. Manicured. Rich man's hands.
| miss the calluses. From coding. From building our cheap
furniture himself. From working too hard.

But his eyes—his eyes are the same. Dark. Deep. Haunted.

| did this. | put that haunting there.

They stood inches apart. Contract between them. Thunder
outside.

"What page?” Weilin's voice was hoarse.

"What?" Chen couldn't look away from her face.

"What page should | read? You said you insist.’



Chen forced himself to step back. "Page seven. Section four.
Termination clause.”

Weilin read, and her voice shook. "Either party may terminate
this agreement with cause. Cause is defined as: professional
misconduct, conflict of interest, or—"

She stopped. Read the last line again.

"—or personal relationship that compromises professional
objectivity."

She looked up. "You put in a clause about personal
relationships?”

"Standard practice. Employees and consultants can't have
romantic involvement. Creates complications.’

"I'm not your employee.”

"You will be. If you sign.”

"And if we... if there's..."

She couldn't finish.

Chen stepped closer, voice dangerous. "If there's what,
Weilin? If we what?"

First name again. Armor cracking.

"If we can't maintain professional objectivity.’

"Can you?"

"Can you?"

Standoff.

CHEN'S POV:

No. | can't. I'm standing here pretending to care about
logistics algorithms when all | want is to pull her into my
arms and ask why. Why she left. Why she came back. Why
she's looking at me like her heart is breaking when she's the
one who broke mine.

But | won't give her that power again.



So | lie.

"I'm a professional. | can separate business from personal.
"Then so can |’

Another lie. They were both lying.

Weilin took the pen from his desk. "Where do | sign?”

"Page twelve. Initial pages three, seven, and nine."

She signed. Her handwriting—he recognized it. From love
notes she used to leave in his laptop bag. From grocery lists
in their tiny kitchen. From the divorce papers.

His hands curled into fists.

Weilin slid the contract back. Their fingers brushed again.
'Done.’

Chen took it. "I'll have my assistant send the onboarding
materials. You start Monday.’

"Monday. That's three days."

"Is that a problem?”

"No. I'll need to give notice at my current firm."

"Il handle it. Your contract includes a buyout clause.’
WEILIN'S POV:

He's buying out my contract. Taking control. Making sure |
can't escape.

This is either revenge or obsession.

Maybe both.

Maybe | don't care.

Weilin turned to leave. Couldn't stay. Would break if she
stayed. "l should go. Thank you for the opportunity, Mr. Chen.”"
"Weilin.'

Not Miss Shen. Weilin.

She stopped. Hand on the door handle. Didn't turn.

"Why did you really come here today?"



"You asked me to.’

"That's not an answer.”

Long silence. Rain hammering. Hearts hammering.

Weilin turned, and her destroyed makeup and damp dress
made her look both wrecked and beautiful. "Because | spent
six years wondering ‘'what if. What if I'd been braver. What if
I'd believed in you. What if I'd chosen love over status.”
Chen stepped toward her, unable to help it. "And now?"
"Now | know. What if I'd chosen you, I'd have had everything.
Instead, | have designer apartments and professional
success and emptiness.’

Another step closer. "You think I'm not empty? You think this
—" he gestured at the office, at himself "—fills the space you
left?”

Tears streamed down her face. "I don't know what you feel.
You won't tell me. You hide behind Marcus Chen and billion-
dollar deals and cold emails.”

"You want to know what | feel?"

Another step. They were inches apart now.

"I feel angry. | feel betrayed. | feel like the woman | loved
looked at me and saw garbage.”

"I'm sorry—"

"But you know what | feel most?" His voice broke. "l feel like
I'd forgive you if you asked. And that terrifies me."

The truth. Finally.

Weilin whispered, "I'm asking."

'Don't.”

"Why not?"

"Because | don't know if I'm strong enough to say yes. Or
strong enough to say no.’



They stared at each other. His hand lifted—unconscious
movement—reached for her face.

Stopped an inch from her cheek.

Trembling.

CHEN'S POV:

One touch. One touch and six years of armor crumbles. One
touch and I'm FR=E45F again, the man who loved her more than
breathing.

| can't. | can't do this.

But | can't walk away either.

His phone rang.

Both jumped. The spell broke.

Chen answered, voice cold again. "f&&. " CEO Chen.

His assistant: "Mr. Chen, the Singapore partners are on line
two. The conference call?"

"Give me two minutes.’

He hung up. Looked at Weilin, and he was Marcus Chen again
—controlled, cold.

"I have a call. My assistant will send the onboarding
materials to your email. Monday, 9 AM. Don't be late.”
-1

"Mr. Chen. In this office, I'm Mr. Chen.”"

Brutal. Necessary. Destroying them both.

Weilin opened the door. Paused. ‘| meant what | said in my
email. | choose you. Not Marcus Chen. Not the billionaire.
You. fr2%F. The man who made me burned toast.”

Chen stared out the window, back to her. "That man is dead.”
"l don't believe you."

'Believe what you want. I'll see you Monday.’

Dismissal.



Weilin left. The door closed.

Chen stood alone, forehead pressed against the glass.
"R E, WRET . MEATMEIRA, "

She's here. She chose me. She left her family.

"N AREXAFMR? "

Why am | still so scared?

Lin Rui entered without knocking. "BBEIMEHF 7, "

| saw her leave.

"IRELFIE—"How did you—

'B—EHEFE. BEMRER T MEZEY) T, "

| was waiting. To see if you'd kill her or kiss her.

Chen sat heavily. "BEZ 7, 7~ T™NBBE[E. "

| signed her. Six-month contract.

"RIN T 3? " Are you insane?

"A]8E, " Possibly.

TRBEEAT? SA=XKEEMW? BEMW? [Rutt? Zu? "
What are you going to do? Watch her three days a week?
Want her? Hate her? Love her?

"HAFIE, "I don't know.

"MREZE M, " You still love her.

"BFIE, " | know.

"B+ 4—"Then why—

'"HAZMERT o FEMBERT K. BOXEF, MEkho, "
Because loving her will kill me. Not loving her will kill me too.
At least this way, she's close.

THAT NIGHT. 11 PM.

Weilin's apartment. Email from Chen's assistant with
onboarding materials.

Work hours: Monday-Wednesday 9AM-6PM, Shanghai office
Travel: One week monthly, Singapore



Direct report: CEO Chen

Office: Next to CEO Chen's office

Office next to his. Six months. Every day.

She pulled out her phone. Texted Chen:

HKiETEE. RIEFENN, BERFEMFAE: BA=HF. 1T
B. 8X. RSLRicHFTEiE. —W

| read the contract. | understand the rules. But | need you to
know: I'm not giving up. Six months. Every day. I'll make you
remember who you are. —W

Chen's penthouse. Same time. Standing at the window again,
always seeking escape.

Phone buzzed. Read her text. Stared at it for five minutes.
Typed back:

KEBZIET 7. XMmZR&ArfE. —M

| already remember. That's the problem. —M

Signed M. Not Marcus. Not =%F. The man in between.

Her response came immediately:

AEAL T . LEFENEBIEF. —W

Then stop running. Let's both remember. —W

He didn't respond. But he saved the text.

And he didn't sleep.

Three days until Monday. Three days until forced proximity.
Three days until heaven or hell.

The contract was signed. Six months. Starting now.

Neither could escape. Neither wanted to. Both were terrified.

END CHAPTER 8 / END ACT |
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CHAPTER 9: THE FIRST DAY (MONDAY MORNING)



Weilin had changed outfits seven times, and each version of
herself in the mirror looked like a woman preparing for her
own execution.

6:47 AM. Monday morning. Her new studio apartment in
Yangpu District—sparse, cold, the apartment of someone
starting over from nothing—felt like a holding cell.

Rejected clothes scattered across her bed: the navy dress
(too sexy), the cream blouse and slacks (too casual), the
burgundy suit (too desperate), the grey ensemble (too
funeral). She'd finally settled on charcoal Armani—armor.
White silk blouse underneath—professional. Low heels
instead of the stilettos she used to wear to tower over him.
Not anymore.

She stood in front of her bathroom mirror—cracked in the
corner from when she'd dropped her makeup bag last week—
and practiced.

"Good morning, Mr. Chen”

Her voice shook.

She tried again. "Good morning, Mr. Chen. Thank you for this
opportunity.”

Better. Steadier. The voice of a professional consultant, not a
woman whose husband—ex-husband—once knew every
sound she made in the dark.

Rain drummed against the single window. Through the thin
walls, a neighbor's baby cried. Her phone showed 6:47 AM—
alarm set for 6:30, but she'd been awake since five.

Two hours and thirteen minutes until she walked into Chénxi
Technologies.

Two hours and thirteen minutes until she saw him.

She picked up her instant coffee—bitter, nothing like the



congee he used to make every morning. The memory hit
without warning: him at their tiny stove, stirring the pot,
humming off-key, turning to smile at her when she shuffled
out in his old t-shirt.

Stop.

She shook her head. Professional. She needed to be
professional.

Her phone buzzed. Unknown number, but she knew it by
heart.

KINEA, 92, FERE, —M

Conference Room A, 9:00 sharp. Don't be late. —M

Not "good morning." Not "looking forward to working with
you." Just a command.

She typed back: BHH, —W Understood.

Professional. Curt. Killing her.

She finished her coffee, grabbed her portfolio—prepared, re-
prepared, obsessively perfect—and took one last look in the
mirror.

Whispered: "fRe] LA El, 73 TNHo RRIUBREARTH. "

You can do this. Six months. You can pretend for six months.
The woman in the mirror didn't look convinced.

7:32 AM. LINE 3 SUBWAY PLATFORM, YANGPU DISTRICT.
Weilin stood among the morning commuters, portfolio
clutched to her chest. The irony wasn't lost on her—she was
back where she'd started. Full circle. Near where their old
apartment used to be.

Except this time, she was alone.

The subway arrived, packed. She squeezed in, a
businessman's elbow digging into her ribs. In her old life, she
would have taken a taxi. Now the subway was all she could



afford.

She didn't mind. The discomfort felt like penance.

Her reflection ghosted in the dark window as the train
lurched forward: perfect suit, perfect makeup, perfect mask.
Underneath, a woman coming apart.

She'd taken this line seven years ago. Going to meet Moxuan
at that café near Fudan. The day everything started.

Now she was taking it to see Marcus Chen. The day
everything—what? Ended? Began again? Destroyed them
both?

Transfer at People's Square. Line 3 to Line 2. Toward
Lujiazui. Toward the skyscrapers. Toward him.

8:47 AM. SHANGHAI TOWER LOBBY.

The lobby was cathedral-like: marble floors, soaring ceiling,
the hush of expensive air conditioning.

Security desk: "Name and company, please.’

S, EERHE, " Shen Weilin. Chénxi Technologies.

The guard scanned his list. "Ah, yes. Miss Shen. First day?”
She nodded.

"Welcome. Elevator bank C, 118th floor. Enjoy your first day."
Enjoy. If only.

Weilin clipped the temporary badge to her lapel—her photo
hollow-eyed, the face of a woman walking toward her doom.
She pressed the elevator button. Waited. Her heart a trapped
bird.

The elevator arrived empty. She stepped in, pressed 118, and
watched the doors close.

Alone in a metal box, ascending toward heaven or hell.

10... 20... 30... Her ears popped.

50... 60... 70... Her hands were sweating.



80... 90... 100...

She closed her eyes. Breathed.

T, R IRRENHE, tMRETEF,

Professional. Calm. You're just a consultant. He's just a client.
Lies. All lies.

110... 115... 118.

A soft chime. The doors opened.

WEILIN'S POV:

The 118th floor is nothing like | expected.

It's quiet. Eerily so. Pale wood floors, floor-to-ceiling windows
on all sides, Shanghai sprawling below like a toy city.
Everything white, grey, glass. Minimalist. Cold. Beautiful.
Marcus Chen's aesthetic.

Not Moxuan's.

Moxuan liked color. Warmth. Our apartment was chaotic—
books everywhere, his coding notes on sticky notes covering
the walls, life bursting from every corner.

This is a mausoleum.

The receptionist stood—early twenties, flawless. ";£/\H?
T, "

WK E REER R, HE/NE, fIeERRS. EWBEFT. 15IR
Welcome to Chénxi Technologies. I'm Xiao Wang. Secretary
Li is expecting you. Please follow me.

Weilin followed her down a long hallway. Glass walls
everywhere. She could see inside the offices:

Engineers at standing desks with multiple monitors.
Conference rooms with sleek furniture. A break room with
espresso machines worth more than her monthly rent.
Everyone looked young. Driven. Brilliant.



This was his world now.

She didn't belong here.

They stopped at a door: ZE3H - #1978 Li Ruolin -
Executive Secretary

Xiao Wang knocked. "Z=#4, t/NEEIT, "

Inside sat a woman in her early thirties, sharp blazer, severe
bun, eyes that missed nothing.

SNV, BREXIER. BEFEW, PREVHRITHS,
Miss Shen, pleased to meet you. I'm Li Ruolin, CEO Chen's
executive secretary.

Weilin shook her hand—firm grip, assessing.

"HREERINF, MILRIAFRABDAE, 7 "

CEO Chen is in a meeting. He asked me to show you the
office first. Please sit.

Secretary Li slid a folder across her desk. "fREINER#4 %}, 7]
%, RIFM, MER, "

Inside: a permanent access card with her photo. Employee
handbook. Project brief: Z/RE L3 5K1tX!| Southeast Asia
Expansion Plan.

TN ADERZR BRI REZL, BUEFIREE, "

Your office is next to CEO Chen's. I'll show you now.

Weilin's heart stopped.

Next to his office. Six months. Next door.

This was torture.

At the end of the hallway: two doors, side by side.

Left door: FR=E5T - BEHITE Chen Moxuan - CEO

Weilin stared at the nameplate.

f&=£%F. Not Marcus Chen. His Chinese name. The name she
used to whisper in the dark.

Right door: 7L - a%B& i) Shen Weilin - Strategic



Consultant

Her name next to his. Like they were partners.

They were partners once. In everything.

Secretary Li opened Weilin's office door.

Glass walls. Minimalist white desk. Ergonomic chair. Dual
monitors. Floor-to-ceiling window with Shanghai sprawling
below.

Nothing personal. Sterile. Waiting for her to inhabit it.
"HRERERENEF. XEAREREFHREZ—: "

CEO Chen wanted you to have a view. This is one of the best
views in the building.

Weilin's throat was tight. "i§1i§, "

She set her portfolio on the desk. Looked out at Shanghai—
grey sky, grey buildings, the Huangpu River a dark ribbon.
Somewhere down there was her tiny apartment.

Up here was his empire.

"HREHNZNI0RER, MSFKRIRHITIENTR. EAZE, 15
REM L

CEO Chen's meeting ends at 10. He'll come find you for
formal introduction. Until then, please familiarize yourself
with the materials.

Secretary Li left.

Weilin was alone.

She sat in the expensive chair, opened the project brief, tried
to focus.

Couldn't.

Her eyes kept drifting to the glass wall separating her office
from his.

Right now, his office was dark. Empty.

But in thirty minutes, he'd be there. Meters away.



For six months.

10:05 AM.

Her office door opened. Weilin jumped.

Secretary Li: "BRENSINGERT . MIBRESNEASINEAST

jj n
él:lo

CEO Chen's meeting is over. He's asking you to come to
Conference Room A for team introduction.

"IMTE? " Now?

A slight smile. "H1E, "

Conference Room A. Glass walls, long table, eight people
already seated.

And at the head: Chen.

CHEN'S POV:

She walks in and the air changes.

I've been preparing for this moment since Friday—the
moment I'd see her again in my office, my territory, my world.
| thought | was ready.

I'm not.

She's wearing that Armani suit—charcoal, severe. Hair pulled
back so tightly it must hurt. No jewelry except small pearl
earrings.

The pearls | bought her. Our first anniversary. She kept them.
She looks like a stranger.

But | know the exact slope of her collarbone under that
blouse. The scar on her left wrist from when she burned
herself making tea. The way her left eye twitches when she's
nervous.

It's twitching now.

Chen stood, voice cold and professional. "HFIPA, X&)
18, FIRVFhakBEDNR], WFMSIHRNIB ALY KB, "



Team, this is Miss Shen Weilin, our new strategic consultant.
She'll be leading our Southeast Asia expansion project.
He gestured to the empty chair across from him. "i54,
WEILIN'S POV:

| walk to the chair on legs that feel like water.

Sit.

Eight pairs of eyes assess me.

But | can only see him.

Navy suit, white shirt, no tie—he always hated ties. His hair is
slightly longer, curling at the collar. He needs a haircut.

| used to cut his hair in our bathroom. Him sitting on the
closed toilet, me with kitchen scissors, both of us laughing
when | inevitably messed up.

He's not laughing now.

His eyes are dark. Cold. CEO eyes.

Not Moxuan's eyes.

Chen introduced the team:

M3 - Lin Rui, CFO. Weilin recognized him—Chen's best friend,
at their wedding. His eyes were sympathetic.

5K#% - Zhang Wei, CTO. Brilliant, intimidating. "¥%&, "

FINE - Sun Hao, VP of Operations. "IREME{FMAN. "

Four other directors whose names blended together. Weilin
was too focused on Chen.

SENMEREE TR TASENEF. T KEMIHHENER
BRANE X ixF, WBEEREFBIE, ARSTEIFNE,
Miss Shen will be working with us for the next six months.
Her expertise is market entry strategy and cross-cultural
negotiation.

Reciting her resume like she was a stranger.

She was a stranger. Wasn't she?



Lin Rui broke the tension. "Jt/NH, FIEHATFSIREF. R
HINETIHE T AT A8 EE? "
Miss Shen, we're looking forward to working with you. Do you
have initial thoughts on the Singapore market?
WeiIin switched to consultant mode. "IR#EF I EIB9#) 2 &

, HINNHENIRERAIkG. FMNEREGERIAZS R E
71' Ho BAFEERMER 0] M SRR, "
Based on my preliminary review, | believe the regulatory
environment is the biggest challenge. Singapore's data
privacy laws differ from China's. We'll need local legal
counsel and compliance strategy.
Professional. Competent. Impressive.
Chen gave a slight nod. Was that approval? "BE&E. Xi& 2R
BEES,
Agreed. This will be your first priority.
The meeting continued. Weilin took notes, asked intelligent
questions, impressed the team.
Chen watched her. Trying to be subtle. Failing.
She never looked directly at him. Survival instinct.
11:30 AM.
"W, FABXIE T B —RITAB. TE/VE, BERIERRIIDAER
Bl BN TF228—N—=OT e EF4AT,
Good. | think that's enough for introduction. Miss Shen,
please return to your office. We have a one-on-one meeting
at 2 PM to discuss specifics.
One-on-one. Just them. In two and a half hours.
Weilin stood. "BAR. #1i5I A, "
She left, feeling his eyes on her back.
12:15 PM. WEILIN'S OFFICE.
Weilin closed her door and leaned against it.



Breathed.

First meeting: survived.

Next meeting: 2 PM. One-on-one. Just them.

Her stomach growled. She should eat. But the thought of the
cafeteria—alone, new, people staring—made her nauseous.
She stayed in her office. Opened her sad lunch—7-Eleven
sandwich, apple, water.

Ate at her desk, staring out the window.

Through the glass wall, she could see Chen's office. His door
was open. He was on a call—animated, gesturing, CEO mode.
He ended the call. Sat back. Ran his hand through his hair—
old gesture, tired gesture.

His assistant brought lunch. He waved her away. Didn't eat.
Just sat, staring at his computer.

CHEN'S POV:

| can see her through the glass wall.

Eating a sandwich alone. Looking so small in that big office.
| arranged for her to have the office next to mine. Lin Rui said
| was insane.

He's right.

But | needed her close. Even if it kills me.

She takes a bite without tasting. | know that look—the "eating
because | have to" look.

She did that during the divorce. Stopped eating. Got too thin.
She's still too thin.

1:47 PM.

Weilin's phone buzzed.

From: m.chen@chenxitech.com

Subject: 225N

ANB, BMB2RSNEERBDAREHTT. 15H LIFHNTIZ 0



WAL, —FREH

Miss Shen, Our 2 PM meeting will be in my office. Please
bring your preliminary analysis and any questions. —Chen
Moxuan

His office. Not a conference room. Just them.

Her hands shook as she typed: i El, — &4 Received.
Thirteen minutes.

Thirteen minutes to prepare to be alone with him.

2:00 PM EXACTLY.

Weilin stood outside Chen's office door. Took a breath.
Knocked.

"#3¥k, "Comein.

She opened the door. Stepped inside. The door closed
behind her.

CHEN'S POV:

She's in my office.

The same woman who used to sit on my desk in our
apartment, swinging her legs, stealing bites of my dinner
while | coded.

But this isn't that woman.

This woman is armored. Professional. A stranger wearing a
familiar face.

"2, " Chen gestured to the chair across from his desk.
Weilin sat—back straight, portfolio on lap, every inch the
consultant.

Silence. Too long. Both waiting.

"R AMEIRYF) 48752 " Your initial thoughts on the materials?
Business. Safe.

Weilin opened her portfolio. "#iinikmHiHE =T EHkAL..."
The Singapore market has three main challenges...



She launched into analysis: regulatory environment, local
competition, cultural adaptation. Professional. Competent.
Brilliant.

Chen listened, asked questions, pushed back.

It was almost normal. Almost like colleagues who'd never
met.

Almost.

Until she said: "BIFELXMSIEUF. BEEFNXRBNA "
We need local partners. People with trust and relationships.
Trust and relationships.

The words hung in the air.

They'd had trust once. And relationships. And destroyed both.
Awkward silence.

Chen cleared his throat. "3, FHE=. "Right. | agree.

The meeting continued, stilted now, hyperaware of double
meanings.

3:15 PM.

T, XETHHIG. AL TNEZAET DB ITH
N

Good. This is a good start. I'd like a full market entry strategy
by next week.

%A@, " No problem.

Weilin stood to leave.

14

T —"

He caught himself. "J&/)\iH, "

She turned, heart in her throat.

Chen struggled. "$X... S EHF. FPAEIR A, "
Today... good work. The team was impressed.
First genuine compliment.

Weilin smiled—small, couldn't help it. "5, "



Their eyes met. Held. A fraction too long.

Weilin broke first. Had to, or she'd say something she
couldn't take back.

She left. Door closed.

Chen alone, head in his hands: """ ™8, HEARIEEE TR
A?"

Six months. How can | possibly survive six months?

6:47 PM.

The office had emptied. Chen's light was still on—Weilin
could see his silhouette.

She should leave. But she stayed, reviewing materials,
preparing strategy.

Definitely not because leaving meant her empty apartment.
Definitely not because being here—even in separate offices—
meant being near him.

7:15 PM.

Chen's light went off. Weilin watched as he grabbed his coat,
his briefcase.

He walked past her office. Didn't look in. Disappeared toward
the elevator.

She was alone on the 118th floor.

She should leave too. But she was exhausted. Emotionally
wrung out.

She put her head on her desk. Just for a minute.

8:43 PM.

Weilin woke with a start. Fell asleep, neck cramped.

The office was dark except for her desk lamp.

She sat up, disoriented.

Noticed something on her desk that wasn't there before.

A yellow Post-it note. Stuck to her closed laptop.



Handwriting she'd recognize anywhere:

S KIBIFIREF -

A= T IZIRo

—M

Good work today.

Don't forget to eat.

—M

Weilin stared at the note. Picked it up with trembling fingers.
The handwriting was his—the slope of the characters, the
way they curved.

He'd come back. While she was sleeping. Left this note.
Signed it M. Not Marcus. Not 2=4F. Just M.

The man in between.

She brought the note to her lips. Closed her eyes.
Whispered: "B B3R, "

| miss you too.

She carefully folded the note. Put it in her wallet next to the
old photo from their marriage she'd never thrown away.
Packed up her things. Left the office.

In the elevator down, she allowed herself dangerous, stupid
hope:

Maybe this isn't just torture.

Maybe this is a second chance.

Maybe M—whoever he is—left that note because he's not
ready to let go either.

The elevator reached ground floor. The doors opened.

She stepped out into Shanghai night. Rain had started again.
She didn't have an umbrella.

Didn't care.

Walked to the subway with a Post-it note burning a hole in



her wallet and hope burning a hole in her heart.

END CHAPTER 9
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CHAPTER 10: THE FAMILY FALLOUT (WEILIN'S RECKONING)
Weilin had forty-eight hours to find a new apartment, and
every listing in her price range looked exactly like the one
she'd shared with Moxuan seven years ago—which meant
she'd spent the entire evening crying into cardboard boxes.
6:47 PM. Tuesday evening. Day two at Chénxi Technologies.
Her French Concession apartment—the one her parents paid
for—was half-packed. Designer clothes spilled from boxes.
The eviction notice sat on the kitchen counter like an
accusation. Her laptop glowed with apartment listings, each
one a crushing reminder of what ¥4,000 per month got you in
Shanghai.

She stared at the screen.

WX, 357K, 48R, ¥3,800/H

Yangpu District, 35 sgm, 4th floor no elevator, ¥3,800/month
The photo showed cracked tile, a single window, a bathroom
that was basically a closet with a showerhead. A kitchen that
was just a hot plate and mini fridge.

It looked exactly like the apartment she'd shared with
Moxuan.

The apartment she'd complained about every single day.
The apartment she'd been so desperate to escape.

The apartment where, despite everything, she'd been happy.
Her phone rang. Different number. She answered without



thinking.

=

Her mother's voice: "H#! £&F! FH$T 7 50%EBIE! "

Weilin! Finally! I've called 50 times!

Weilin should have hung up. Didn't.

"IRTEIH A7 IRRIERBIBE REXR T EHANIIE? RRIKET ! XX
EAT!

What are you doing? Do you know your landlord contacted
us? You're being evicted! This is so embarrassing!

Not "are you okay?" Not "do you need help?" Just
embarrassing.

"IRBLIET. BARAFWIKZE T, " Weilin's voice was flat.

You stopped payment. Of course I'm evicted.
'"AAMRFEFSAN! (FFEREELHX TR, BRI 1#HE
IR AR

Because you needed to learn a lesson! You can't just walk
out and expect us to continue supporting your rebellion!
Rebellion. Choosing her own life was rebellion.

"BAAEE ARG, R E— 1 HeeniBEknts,

| don't expect anything. I'll find a place | can afford.

Her mother laughed—cruel, sharp. "Bt 4%%? {REYM ) 7K?
RAEfRUBINE B AN T %0557 "

With what money? Your consultant salary? Do you know how
much your former lifestyle cost?

Weilin did know. ¥47,000 per month. Rent, utilities, clothes,
food, transportation.

Her new salary: ¥35,000 per month. Generous for a
consultant. Poverty compared to her old life.

'BIZxR, B#. RFERFRIR . Bl=SIEXBEMNRZHER.
Come home. Apologize. Your father will forgive you. We'll



forget this whole ridiculous thing.

"A- "No.

"H4? " What?

"o BHAZEIR, RTRETEANRGELEINAHAEE,
HARREIEBATEFo. "

No. | won't come back. I'd rather live in the kind of apartment
Moxuan and | lived in than go back to that house.

Silence. Then:

"RiEIM, ABTERTARNILF. "

You mentioned him. That construction worker's son.

"R FEREH. (RMAREEELET. "

His name is Chen Moxuan. You never bothered to learn it.
"TREMEE! FRAEMIREEIE! RUARARERAET
{Eng? "

| know who he is! | also know who he is now! You think | don't
know who you're working for?

Weilin's blood ran cold.

"Marcus Chen, EERIE, MET{2%ET. " Her mother
sounded impressed. Disgusted with herself for being
impressed, but impressed.

"FRAX L REVITRI? BRI ED? MEMBH®RT? "

So this is your plan? Get back with him? Now that he has
money?

Fury rose in Weilin's throat. "(REAAFRFEGIR—1F? (RUARAER
TEF%? "

You think I'm like you? You think | only care about money?
"WIAAIRBEEEH, MRIRBRIMRIVERE, EVELE—NMZAE

2N

25.1\0
| think you're smart. If you're going to ruin your life, at least
marry a billionaire.



Weilin hung up. Blocked the number. Threw her phone on the
couch.

Screamed into a pillow.

WEDNESDAY EVENING. APARTMENT HUNTING.

After work—another day of forced proximity with Chen,
another day of Post-it notes she didn't dare read in front of
him—Weilin went apartment hunting.

First apartment: Yangpu District, ¥3,800/month

The building was 1980s grey concrete. No elevator. Garbage
piled near the entrance.

The landlord—a woman in her sixties with suspicious eyes—
led her up five flights of stairs.

"hi%. BB, RFER, Nizn), "

Fifth floor. No elevator. You're young, should be fine.

Weilin climbed in her work heels, passing:

First floor: cooking smells, cabbage.

Second floor: baby crying, couple arguing.

Third floor: old man smoking in the hallway, staring.

Fourth floor: laundry hanging across the hallway, she had to
duck under.

Fifth floor: breathless, sweating.

The apartment was 35 square meters. One room. Bed
against one wall. Tiny table and two chairs. Kitchen: hot
plate, mini fridge, sink—all in one meter of counter space.
Bathroom: toilet, sink, showerhead directly over the toilet.
Single window facing another building three meters away.
Water-stained walls. Cracked linoleum floor.

"¥3,800, fN¥5001FE. RITABHEREMRGHR? "

¥3,800, plus ¥500 deposit. When can you move in?

Weilin's throat was tight. "FaEA8—48157 "



Can | think about it?

The landlord shrugged. "=74. BB H MM ARE, "
Sure. But | have other people interested.

Outside, Weilin called her back. "BRE 7T, FE/NH#HFE,
I'll take it. I'll move in Saturday.

The words tasted like ashes.

Before going home, Weilin did something stupid.

She took the subway to their old street. Stood outside their
old building—hadn't been here in seven years.

It looked exactly the same. Grey concrete. Six floors. No
elevator. Corner store on the ground floor.

She walked inside. Climbed to the third floor on muscle
memory.

Stopped outside door 302.

Their old apartment.

Different nameplate now: £ Wang Family

She could hear voices inside. Children laughing. A mother
calling dinner.

A family lived here now. In the space where their marriage
died.

She almost knocked—wanted to see inside, see if the walls
still had holes from where Moxuan hung his whiteboard, see
if the kitchen still had the burn mark from when she ruined
dinner.

Didn't.

Just stood there, hand on the door, tears streaming.

A neighbor emerged from 304. Old Li. He'd lived there when
they did.

"I\ig? " Little Shen?

Weilin turned, wiping tears. "2, " Uncle Li.



"R BIFRR.... RBHT. BT FEAELEHT, "

It's you! | heard you... you left. That young man left too.
"8, BRALLHEI, "Yes. Longtime ago.

"MENFETF. BEBEMARA L, "

He was a good kid. Always helped me carry things upstairs.
He was. He was good. And she'd thrown him away.
"YRIEISX T ? " You're back?

Weilin laughed through tears. "®E##E2E L, HEZHBEET—
Wra. MXP—F, "

In a way. | rented a place in Yangpu. Just like this one.
"HiERTERE, " Life is a circle.

"B "VYes.

Full circle. From poverty to wealth back to poverty.

Except this time, she was alone.

THURSDAY NIGHT. PACKING.

Weilin sat on the floor of her French Concession apartment,
surrounded by boxes, sorting her life into three piles:

PILE 1: KEEP (fits in four boxes)

» Work clothes

- Laptop, tablet, phone

* Essential toiletries

* Photos hidden at the bottom of her closet—wedding photos
she couldn't throw away

* The Post-it notes from Chen (two now)

PILE 2: SELL (everything designer)

- Handbags: Hermes, Chanel, Dior—worth ¥200,000+

» Shoes: Louboutin, Jimmy Choo—¥50,000+

« Jewelry (except the pearl earrings—she was keeping those)
* Her Cartier watch

PILE 3: DONATE



* Everything else

She was photographing designer items for resale when her
phone rang. Private number.

=

Her father's voice. "3, "

She almost hung up. Didn't. Some conditioning ran too deep.
"B ORIE T RN A B, "

| heard you rented an apartment in Yangpu.

How did he know? Was he having her followed?

T, "

"FRIEB T X EMTAFENE? BARE, FMESRIFXFNFE
R,

Do you know what that area is like? It's not safe. Not suitable
for a young woman like you.

"BUFIEFEEAE, BfEE. "

| lived there before. | survived.

"BEARER. BABESPRF].... Ffthr—iE, "

That was different. You were with... with him then.

He couldn't even say Moxuan's hame.

"BIXME, FEREIERNT . EIAILOTESENRH,
Come home. Your mother overreacted. We can discuss
reasonable arrangements.

"t AERNZHE? " What kind of arrangements?
"MRATARIZIRE, RBIFHNTIE——WRIMREFRIE, BIRAMN
FIE—L£H% "

You can come back home. Keep your job—if you insist. But
you must agree to some things.

"TAsE? "

S TIRIREMMET A, XBEM. AIEIHIL, "

Stop... whatever you're doing with him. It's embarrassing.



People are talking.

There it was. The condition.

She could have their money, their support, their love—as long

as she gave up Chen.

Again.

The same choice that destroyed them the first time.

"o " No.

"Rk, IBE sm——" Weilin, be reasonable—

"BEFEEE, CERE—R. FHEEM, FE2MVER. FE2MH

RN, Eft. MRBERERET—TMERNAEERZSEH,

AR XA,

I'm being reasonable. For the first time in seven years. |

choose him. Not his money. Not his success. Him. If that
means | live in a shitty apartment eating instant noodles, so
be it.

"ARIERET o IRABEXTREN—B7. "

Then you've made your choice. You're no longer part of this

family.

"BARNERIA R T o SRR Z [BhERERITR, Foik
81 o BA=EIRE T, "

| haven't been for six years. When you made me choose
between you and him. | chose wrong. But | won't choose

wrong again.

She hung up. Blocked his humber too.

Sat on the floor surrounded by boxes, designer bags, the
ruins of her old life.

And felt... light. Free.

For the first time since she was twenty-five and said "l do" to
a man in a borrowed suit, she felt free.

SATURDAY MORNING. THE MOVE.



Weilin moved with help from a cheap moving company—¥800
—and two movers who rolled their eyes at her designer bags.
No friends. She realized with horror she had no real friends.
Just networking contacts.

No family. Obviously.

The new apartment looked worse in daylight. Water damage
on the ceiling. Mold in the bathroom corner. The window
didn't close all the way—draft even in September.

The movers left.

Weilin stood in the center of 35 square meters. Her four
boxes looked pathetic.

She needed everything: bed, table, chairs, dishes, bedding.
Her budget: ¥5,000.

IKEA trip. Subway there. Bought the basics. Delivery
scheduled for Tuesday.

Saturday night, she slept on the floor wrapped in the one
blanket she'd kept.

The floor was hard. The apartment was cold. Neighbors were
loud—baby crying, couple fighting, someone's TV blaring.
She lay there staring at the water-stained ceiling.

Thinking: Moxuan and | slept on a floor for two weeks when
we first moved in together. Couldn't afford a bed yet. We
laughed about it. Said we were camping.

| complained so much back then. The noise. The smell. The
cramped space.

I'd give anything to have those days back.

Her phone buzzed. Text from Lin Rui: IFiR{RRER T, BEHE)
157

Heard you moved. Need help?

How did he know?



She typed back: #1R#f. #1#t. I'm fine. Thank you.

Lin Rui: JsF. BEREEWRF. IRMFFEMTA, SFHK.

Liar. But | respect the lie. If you need anything, tell me.

She didn't respond. Just lay there. Listening to her new life.
MONDAY. ONE WEEK AT CHENXI.

Weilin arrived at work at 8:30 AM—earlier than necessary,
avoiding her apartment.

Exhausted. Slept on the floor again Sunday night. IKEA
delivery rescheduled to Wednesday.

Wearing the same Armani suit from last Monday. She was
rotating three outfits now. All she'd kept.

Chen's office was dark when she arrived. She made coffee,
started reviewing Singapore contracts.

9:15 AM: Chen arrived. Through the glass wall, he looked...
tired. Like he hadn't slept well either.

Their eyes met for half a second. He nodded. Professional.
She nodded back.

He disappeared into his office.

11:00 AM. TEAM MEETING.

Weilin presented her Singapore partnership strategy—
brilliant, thorough. She'd worked on it all weekend to avoid
thinking about her apartment.

"Impressive work, Miss Shen," Chen said.

Always Miss Shen.

Lunch: she ate at her desk. Leftover rice from home. The
cheapest option.

Through the glass, she saw Chen eating alone too. Expensive
takeout. Barely touched it.

We're both eating alone. Both miserable.

The difference is his misery comes with a penthouse and a



billion dollars.

TUESDAY AFTERNOON.

Email from HR.

Subject: Relocation Assistance Package

TN, fEAGEEER, EAEZRRRERIEE (E
¥50,000) . iHRRWIBLEIRE. —AJZRIRER

Miss Shen, As a senior consultant, you're eligible for
relocation assistance (up to ¥50,000). Please submit
receipts for reimbursement. —HR

¥50,000.

That would solve everything. New furniture, deposit refund,
food for months.

But it felt like charity. Felt like... Chen taking care of her.
Again.

She emailed back: 115, ERAZEM TR, — LR
Thank you, but | don't need relocation assistance.
Twenty minutes later, Chen appeared at her office door.
Knocked even though it was open.

"N AfREE T T iREL? "

Why did you refuse the relocation assistance?

Weilin stood. "EAHFEE, "Il don't need it.
"XEfnERT. FrESRmirEEFEIE, "

It's a standard benefit. All senior consultants get it.
"WAII UZ, BFRE, "

Then they can take it. | don't want it.

They stared at each other. His jaw was clenched. He was
angry.

"XABEE, XEME, "

This isn't charity. It's compensation.

"RROi1GEE, " It feels like charity.



"IRMEEHBE? " Where are you living?

She shouldn't answer. Did anyway. "#%7/, "

His face changed. Recognition. Pain. Something else.

V8. " He repeated it like a wound. "fRMEEFRRIRE T 1%
o "

You moved from French Concession to Yangpu.

T, "

"HAFHRAEFLEZ T, "

Because your family stopped paying.

How did he know?

"BBARX{RBYE, " That's not your business.

Chen stepped closer. His voice was =%t's voice—concerned,
protective.

"(REETEMPER? {RBRIZ? "

Where are you sleeping? Do you have a bed?

Weilin's throat tightened. He sounded like he had seven years
ago.

"EHI=1X55, " Delivery on Wednesday.

'SREEHT, (REE{THE? "

Today is Tuesday. Where are you sleeping?

"HitRk L. FHIREF. " On the floor. I'm fine.

Something broke in his face. "tk £, "

"B, FBERM—R, "

I've done it before. | can do it again.

With you. | did it with you. And | was happy.

Long silence.

Chen turned away, voice cold again—Marcus Chen. "#&=##:E
EB. XEm?, F2ER, "

Accept the relocation assistance. That's an order, not a
request.



"R BEar TR o "

You can't order me to take money.

He stopped at the door. Didn't look back. "FRFiiEE H1ES
fRE LAk e e, "

Then consider it a loan. You can pay me back.

He left.

WEDNESDAY EVENING. 6:47 PM.

Weilin sat on the floor of her apartment eating instant
noodles when someone knocked.

She opened the door.

Delivery men. Professional. From an expensive company—
not IKEA.

LR NE?

"EHy? "

"B IRIRAR T, "

We have your furniture delivery.

"BEBITHERE, "|didn't order furniture.

The delivery man checked his tablet. "JTE3kH....."

Order came from...

He showed her.

Ordered by: Chénxi Technologies, Marcus Chen

He didn't. He wouldn't.

Behind the delivery men: a truck full of furniture. Not IKEA.
Expensive furniture. Real bed with mattress. Proper table and
chairs. Sofa. Dresser. TV. Everything.

Easily ¥80,000 worth.

Fury rose in her chest. "HAREEIZES X, "

| can't accept this.

"{B2——"But—

"HHEZEZE. HEBITHE, "

s

=
\HT}\O

\S



Take it back. | didn't order it.
"Tt, FfiEiET——
Ma'am, we were instructed—
"BATEF. FIELRZT,
| don't care. | refuse the delivery.
She closed the door. Leaned against it. Trembling with rage
and something that felt dangerously like love.
Her phone rang.
Chen.
She answered, shaking. "{RMi 7 +4? "
What did you do?
His voice was calm. Infuriating. ""TREERE, FZH TR
You needed furniture. | arranged delivery.
"BAZRMRHREA! BEAEMMER! ZAERRIES! "
| don't want your furniture! | don't want your money! | don't
want your charity!
"XABREE, FERNARTIT—
It's not charity. You're my employee—
"BARMBAT! EE2MIAIE! (RFgEREXREERml! "
I'm not your employee! I'm your ex-wife! You can't pretend
this is just business!
Silence. First time either of them had said it out loud.
Ex-wife.
His voice was rough. "&xIE{F2if., "
| know who you are.
"BARXEXNF! 3. 3R A A S RERARTEF!
Then don't do this to me! Don't... don't take care of me and
then pretend you don't care!
"B EEREBE MR L "

| can't watch you sleep on the floor!



The admission ripped from him. Raw.

Weilin's tears came. "Rt AREE? HEEMMETMIR L. FKE
EREBMERN LB ERIL, BATAENE, RATKTHE
To MERIEKT. ILFHEZ, "

Why not? | watched you sleep on the floor. | watched you
struggle in that shitty apartment and did nothing because |
was too proud. Now it's my turn. Let me suffer.

"I ——" Weilin—

"BRANMEFIREVEER, RANERFMRAVCE, K&K TR, WEMME....
TA? EF? "

| don't deserve your help. | don't deserve your kindness. |
destroyed you and now you want to... what? Save me?

Long pause. His breathing heavy.

"FRAREEKKIR, FAB....." His voice broke. "BER 2 EEE BRI
Ho BMEFRNZ. BIEIRER. A8 "

| don't want to save you. | want... | just can't watch you suffer.
Even if | should. Even if you deserve it. | can't.

Weilin slid down the door, sitting on the floor, phone pressed
to her ear.

"BEILEALD? BREEKRERKR. ELEISREETHIR
to ZIEWFHIEIL, HERET. "

Then what am | supposed to do? Accepting it means | owe
you. Refusing it means sleeping on the floor. Either way, |
lose.

"B R FK. " His voice was quiet. "X ¥k, AGIEL T, FABY
Bl AT{E. A..."

Then owe me. Owe me and pay me back. With time. With
work. With...

He didn't finish.

"t 4? " With what?



Silence. Then:

"MIFE—EEFME. TRE. AX. "

Come to Singapore with me. Next week. Five days.

Her heart stopped.

"BELEITXIF—87. FHEmEmMa, "

That's already part of the plan. I'm the project consultant.
"Ro BZW.... . MEAFE—K. FEFANRI. fFA...

No. | mean... stay with me. Not as an employee. As...

He couldnt say it.

"EATA? " As what?

"TEABATRKBEZIMRRIA,

As someone | used to know.

Weilin closed her eyes. Tears streaming.

"BIEZ KB, FAEMR. HSEIRRY, "

| accept the furniture. As a loan. I'll pay you back.

"i¥, " Good.

B EH——

But Moxuan—

"B IUFLFRN, " Don't call me that.

"BBFIZAUARH4? Marcus? FRE? M? "

Then what do | call you? Marcus? CEO Chen? M?

Long silence.

"BYF......" His voice was breaking. "MEAEFAILIRIZFEHNTE S
ETANEF, "

Call me... Call me anything that makes you remember what
we used to be.

The line went dead.

Weilin sat on the floor of her empty apartment, phone in
hand, and whispered to no one:

"B, BEMNETIE, "



Moxuan. | never forgot.
Outside, the delivery truck was still waiting.

END CHAPTER 10
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CHAPTER 11: THE REFUSAL (CHEN'S CONFUSION)

Chen had been staring at his phone for three hours, reading
and re-reading the delivery company's confirmation: "Delivery
refused by recipient"—and the two words were destroying
him more effectively than the divorce papers ever had.

3:47 AM. Thursday morning. His penthouse on the 62nd floor
of a Pudong tower—floor-to-ceiling windows, Shanghai
glittering below like scattered diamonds, luxury that felt like a
prison.

He sat up in bed. Silk sheets, ¥8,000, temperature-regulating,
supremely comfortable, utterly empty. The other side hadn't
been touched in six years.

His phone screen glowed in the darkness. Delivery
confirmation. Her number in his contacts—unsaved, just
digits, but he knew them by heart.

On his nightstand: a framed photo face-down. Their wedding
photo. He couldn't look at it but couldn't throw it away.

The penthouse was silent. Expensive soundproofing meant
he heard nothing but his own breathing. Occasional car horn
from streets below—muffled, distant. The world moving on
while he was frozen.

His heartbeat too fast. Had been since she refused the
furniture.

CHEN'S POV:



"Delivery refused by recipient.”

Four words. I've read them 847 times. Yes, | counted.

I'm losing my fucking mind.

| throw my phone on the bed. It bounces, lands face-up,
mocking me.

Stand. Pace to the window.

Shanghai at 3 AM: still alive, still glittering, still the city where
| built everything.

Somewhere down there, in Yangpu District, Weilin is sleeping
on a floor.

Because she refused my furniture.

Because she'd rather suffer than accept my help.

Because she's not the woman | thought she was.

The woman | divorced would have taken the furniture. Would
have taken everything. Would have calculated its value and
leveraged it for more.

That's what | told myself for six years.

She married me for potential. Left me when | failed to deliver.
Would only come back if | succeeded.

That was the story. The narrative that let me hate her. That
let me build Marcus Chen on the foundation of her rejection.
But the woman who refused ¥80,000 of furniture?

The woman who moved from French Concession to Yangpu?
The woman sleeping on a floor rather than accept my
charity?

That's not the woman from my story.

That's someone else.

That's... Weilin. The real one. The one I'm terrified | never
actually knew.

My phone rings. 3:52 AM.



Lin Rui. Of course.

| answer. "(RATABES? "

Why are you awake?
'"EARGEELET17ZXTREELER. (RATAEE? "
Because you sent me 17 messages about furniture rejection.
Why are you awake?

"T%E—" | check my messages.

Fuck. | did. Sent them between 1 and 3 AM. Increasingly
incoherent rants about stubborn women and charity and
floors.

"3k, "Come over.

"ME? RART "

Now? It's almost 4 AM.

T, Wk, MMBAIR, BATRTE. BERITFZRIRTIRIE
—ERIENEBZA "

Yes, now. You either come here or | come there. But we're
talking before you do something insane.
"BASMERRIENES, "

I'm not going to do anything insane.
"MRERRIRIX T SARENXELIINEIE. MMESKA T, 7T
You sent ¥80,000 of furniture to your ex-wife at 3 AM. That
ship has sailed, brother.

He hangs up.

| get dressed—jeans, t-shirt, not CEO armor. Too tired for
performance.

Drive to Lin Rui's. Twenty minutes, empty Shanghai streets.
LIN RUI'S APARTMENT, 4:23 AM.

Lin Rui lives in Jing'an—nice but not ostentatious. Opens his
door in pajama pants and an old MIT t-shirt.



Looks at me like I'm a disaster.

| probably am.

"IREERMER, " You look like shit.

"5, RABEEERN, " Thanks. Very helpful.

He gestures inside. "#3¥k, FHBEF. "

His apartment is comfortable, lived-in. Books everywhere.
Photos of his family—wife and two kids currently visiting her
parents in Hangzhou.

He has what | wanted. What | had, briefly, before we both
fucked it up.

Kitchen. Lin Rui makes Pu-erh tea—the good stuff, aged,
expensive.

We sit at his IKEA kitchen table. He could afford better but
his wife likes it.

Long silence. Just tea steaming between us.

"i0E, " Talk.

"BARE R T A, "

| don't know what to say.

"MREFIR, RATAEMRE?

Start with the furniture. Why did you send her furniture?
AR AR .

Because she's sleeping on a floor.

"IREARIE? "

How do you know?

"hEIFRE. EHZ, KB SEKR, WikEHR=XRE, "
She told me. Tuesday. | asked if she had a bed, she said
delivery on Wednesday.

Lin Rui raises an eyebrow. "fRieJ#i B & B Ko "

You asked if she had a bed.

"% "



"NTA? "

| stop. Why did | ask?

"EAfRXET. " He answers for me.

Because you care.

o

"5, iR, AN,

Moxuan. Don't lie. Not to me.

He used my Chinese name. He only does that when he's
serious.

| exhale. "#FI8, FXKiDo FAMEXLD, BFEXD, HETIE? "
Fine. | care. | don't want to care, but | care. Happy?

"o HANEAIRRIODIERTE, FEESEFRATHILT,

No. Because apparently you care but not enough to actually
be nice to her.

| stand, agitated. "X T I8 HREFHMIKRA! X EARIF? "

| sent her ¥80,000 of furniture! How is that not nice?
'HARZERMEREFA. (FRERIS. ARIMIELEY, {REX
Zl#eiEse, "

Because you didn't ask what she wanted. You just assumed.
And when she refused, you felt rejected.

Direct hit.

| sit back down. "SR ZBEEEHIAR £o "

"N ARNIZ? (REET IR, 18RS, WiellRYBTfiE, "
Why not? You slept on floors. We all did. When we were
starting out.

"BA—1F. "

That's different.

"EAR—RE? "

'"AAMANZEFE! tBEXAN, Bk, B

Because she shouldn't have to! She has family, money, has—



"Wigg. WEATMI. ATIR "

She doesn't. She left them. For you.

The words land like a punch.

"WSE N T REFMI]. AT TESFMI

She didn't leave them for me. She left them for a job.

"W T MR TER TESE A, ALEIEIFIRR AR S kAR
RIRmAZMil. "

She left them for a job working with you. She knew choosing
your company meant choosing you over them.
"YRAFIEA .

"7 At AELRA? "

| don't answer. Cant.

e g B H A AR XRAR, E it Bt A 2 RIA A RYAR
AP RROFRAIA "

She refused because she doesn't want to owe you. Because
she's trying to prove she's not who you think she is—the
person who only cared about money.

"BReth2ifE? " Then who is she?

"BARE, BERIANMREARRE, FIANTELT —NRE——
REIFE XTI HRE—— MK B EIEIARM, "

| don't know. But | don't think you do either. | think you fell in
love with a story—the story you told yourself about her—and
never actually knew her.

That hurts. More than it should.

Because it might be true.

| stare into my tea. "FIAIRM, VLB THE, "

| knew her. We were married for two years.
"TRINRIRREIL A ARI AN (RINRTEIREVINAE BEFMIR—iEiZ 7
BENNZZ. BIRINEIBNSIFIRIEAEENZALE? "

You knew who you wanted her to be. You knew the girl who



ate instant noodles with you in your tiny apartment. But did
you know the woman who told you that you weren't enough?
| think about that.

The woman who left me: cold, cruel, her mother's daughter.
The woman in my office: professional, brilliant, damaged.
The woman who refused furniture: proud, stubborn, choosing
poverty over charity.

Which one is real? All of them? None of them?

"R FOKIE A5, AR HRYIE,

She said I'd never be enough. Those were her words.

"EIE? Wyt ? A2 EIRICFRIARES?

Were they? Exactly? Or is that the version you remember?

| try to remember the exact conversation. The last fight. The
one that ended us.

FLASHBACK FRAGMENT:

Our apartment. Night. I'd just come back from a failed
investor meeting.

She was sitting on our cheap sofa, crying.

"EAT? "What's wrong?

"BARERIXIEM T, " | can't do this anymore.

"ft1+24? " Do what?

"X BB Fil. BREXENE,

This. The poverty. The struggle. Pretending this is enough.
"HRETESE . el FEE-"

I'm trying. Startups take time—

"MBEXKTAE, WIE? (RKERE, "

But it's never enough, is it? You're never enough.

| snap back to Lin Rui's kitchen.

Those were her words. Right?

"R ROKIERE . HIBFRER. "



She said 'you're never enough.' | remember clearly.

"HEF MR EKIEAE ——XNMER, X ERIL——TRIFE
THR? "

Or did she say 'it's never enough'—the situation, the struggle—
and you heard 'you'?

Fuck.

"o HHIEEERK. t—EEBITEE. "

No. She meant me. She must have meant me.

"Bt 4A—7E? " Why must have?

'AA—ERwmEHTE! "

Because a week later she left mel

"HEH T IR R BHEMRIET? "

Did she leave or did her parents pull her away?

Another memory surfaces. She moved back to her parents’
house. | called—she didn't answer. | went there. Her mother
answered the door.

"t AAE IR, " She doesn't want to see you.

"1 FAIRIE, " Let me talk to her.

"W ISIRER, LR T, " She was very clear. It's over.

Did | actually hear Weilin say it was over? Or did her mother
tell me it was over?

| put my head in my hands. "#A &, FKIEFABFTo 7~NFETo "
| don't know. | can't remember clearly. It's been six years.

"B LA IF IR Z(B) M, SEFREYMt. RNEfRISIZHFEIM, "

So maybe you should ask her. The actual her. Not the her you
remember.

THURSDAY, 9:17 AM.

| arrive at the office exhausted. No sleep. Tea with Lin Rui
until 6 AM. Went home to shower and change.

Weilin is already there. | can see her through the glass wall,



working at her desk.

She looks exhausted too. Dark circles even makeup can't
hide.

Did she sleep on that floor again?

The IKEA delivery hasn't come yet—| know because |
checked. Yes, | called IKEA at 7 AM. Like a stalker.

I'm aware | have a problem.

| sit at my desk. Pretend to work. Watch her through the
glass.

She's wearing a different suit—still professional, but I've
noticed she's rotating the same three outfits.

She's drinking coffee from her office machine, not the
expensive stuff from the executive café.

Working intensely. Occasionally rubbing her neck. Sore from
sleeping on a floor?

9:30 AM. TEAM MEETING.

Weilin presents updates on Singapore regulatory research.
She's brilliant. Always was, but now I'm noticing differently.
Articulate. Strategic. Sees angles others miss.

Zhang Wei, our CTO: "Ji/MH, T DHHREE. REAX AR
SThEY? "

Miss Shen, this analysis is excellent. How did you complete it
SO quickly?

Weilin gives a slight smile. "FEBEF &+ A 5BIE M, "

| didn't have much else to do last night.

Translation: | worked late because | have no furniture and
nothing to do in my empty apartment.

My chest tightens.

After the meeting, | catch Lin Rui.

"G EERR T {EEI1R MR, "



She worked late last night.

T, HREBIMWHEEE. REERE2RAR.

Yes. | saw her timestamp. Report sent at 2 AM.

R IVALACIE S 7 §S P

She should go home and rest.
"WITFMHN R E—TMARRIH G, "

Maybe her home isn't a place to rest.

Direct hit. Again.

12:30 PM. LUNCH.

| watch Weilin eat lunch at her desk. Brought from home
again—rice and vegetables in a plastic container.

She used to love going out for lunch. Loved trying new
restaurants.

Now she eats sad rice alone.

My assistant brings my lunch—expensive bento from
Xintiandi. | can't eat it. Just stare at it. Look at her eating her
sad rice.

Impulse: order lunch for her too.

Resistance: she'll refuse it. Like the furniture.
Compromise: | do nothing. Watch her eat alone. Hate myself.
My phone buzzes. Text from Weilin.

BrRITERE. XREFIZ

You're staring at me. It's weird.

She didn't turn around. But she knew.

| type back: FZ7EE %, I'm thinking.

*FH+4? About what?

XTI AT AELRTIER,

About why you refused relocation assistance.
RAFEFAEZFEE, Because ldon't need it.

1SEEIEMIMR £ You're sleeping on a floor.



B2 FAVIEIR, That's my choice.

AFA? Why?

Long pause. Three dots appear, disappear, appear again.
RAMRBEZZEER, BMEEIANBE D A——BBPNHR KD
EHA. BEZIEARAREBTA. FE, TWHEED,

Because if | accept your help, I'm the person you think | am—
the person who only cared about money. | need to prove I'm
not that person. To you. To myself.

| stare at the message. Read it five times.

She's trying to prove herself to me.

She's choosing poverty to prove she's changed.

She's sleeping on a floor because my opinion matters to her.
| don't know what to do with that information.

So | don't respond.

Just sit there, staring at her message, feeling like the ground
is shifting under me.

AFTER WORK, 6:45 PM.

Weilin leaves at 6:30. | watch her go—subway direction, not
taxi.

| stay until 7:00, pretending to work, actually spiraling.

Lin Rui appears at my door. "fREEFMFAIt TS, 05?7 "
You're going to find out where she lives, aren't you?

"o HBIEXIE. " No. That's crazy.

"l BIFfEEEM, "

Yes. But you're going to do it anyway.

Y i

"F=5, BB, BEEMEREREHAFEN. AEHIFIR=H
Ho "

Moxuan. Go. See what her actual life is like. Then maybe
you'll understand.



| don't argue. Grab my coat. Leave.

YANGPU DISTRICT, 7:43 PM.

| know the address. HR records. | shouldn't have access. Did
it anyway.

Stand outside her building. Grey concrete. Six floors. No
elevator. Exactly like our old building.

This could be our old building. Same era. Same design. Same
everything.

She chose this. Not because she had to—there were cheaper
places further out.

She chose Yangpu. Near where we lived.

Why?

| look up at the windows. Fourth floor, right side. Light is on. |
can see movement through cheap curtains.

She's home. In that apartment. Probably still no furniture.
Probably exhausted. Probably eating instant noodles.

My phone rings. Unknown number.

o

A woman's voice. Older. Sharp. "FR¥c&E? "

Mr. Chen?

27 X2

Yes? Who is this?

"BBLARe LMY R R,

I'm Mrs. Shen. Shen Weilin's mother.

My blood runs cold.

"BIEERIRFENZZ Lo "

We need to talk about my daughter.

"BAE AR, "

| have nothing to say to you.

"BEREEEN &R, KT EXNHMBIFT{ERT 9,



But | have things to say to you. About what you're doing to
Weilin.

"HoEB Xt E RIS, "

I'm not doing anything to her.

"‘hE%Tﬁﬂlo BREX=ERT4. BMEMHIRAZNRR
R,
You hired her. You knew what it would lead to. You knew how
her family would react.

"R E AN, ML T B 2B%ER,

She's an adult. She made her own choice.

"HAEIRMN T ! "

Because you manipulated her!

| laugh—Dbitter. "FRIN T ? NERIEEIRNMEFFBI?

| manipulated her? Who manipulated her into leaving me six
years ago?

Silence.

"B T NEZ) LTS, BN AEEZE

| did what was best for my daughter. You had nothing then.
"MMERE T Y], FRUASRARIBF 7?7 "

And now | have everything, so suddenly 'm good enough?
"MATETERIEMANEE, WEFEETARE! Rt ARSTT
220

Now you're ruining her life. She's living in a slum! She's been
disinherited by her family!

"B2EMEY. F2FK "

You did that. Not me.
LR, L —DFRIEETERE, BiiEIS—mIE. 1tih[dl
Let her go. Give her a good reference, help her find another
job. Let her come home.



"EHEREILMEF . B—X "

You mean let her leave me. Again.

"E'E’Jo " Yes.

Ao "No.

"Wﬁﬁ'ﬁi—"

"INER, BMABEXEFET . SIFMBKIZERE, S
o MAEMEIRT ——F=ER TN, MEEIMERET ——m
@8 Feiluhx o5 fE? "

Six years ago, you took her from me. Told her I'd never be
enough. Poisoned her against me. Now she's back—not
because of my money, but because she chose to be—and
you want me to send her back to you?

I'm breathing hard. Standing outside her building. Talking to
the woman who destroyed my marriage.

"W T IR, REEEIMNEE, BIMEAREIRE thETT iR
. BEMEBREREMEL. RABERINERE, FE2EN, A2
HAY, Ry,
She made a choice. I'll respect that choice. Even if it means
she sleeps on a floor. Even if it means she struggles.
Because it's her choice. Not yours. Not mine. Hers.
"TEXFEHENTIRE, "
You're doing this for revenge.

"Wit, HEBWITFRXFHMERNMEFTE LR, XEEMREGH
HIRPE, "

Maybe. Or maybe I'm doing it because she deserves to have
a choice. Something you never gave her.

| hang up.
Stand there. Phone in hand. Staring up at her window.

Light still on. Shadow moving.

Her mother just tried to get me to fire her. To send her back



to that house. To take away her choice.

The same thing she did six years ago.

And what have | been doing? Sending furniture she didn't ask
for. Forcing relocation assistance. Trying to "save" her.
Taking away her agency just like her mother did.

My phone buzzes. Lin Rui.

RIEMB N ESMNEPS?

Are you outside her apartment?

RIEAFNE? How do you know?

HAFKT IR £

Because | know you. Go up.

T 8E, |can't.

Nt 4AAREE? Why not?

RAMNRKLE.....

Because if | go up...

| don't finish. Can't.

MRRLEER, (RMARERBRET . MAEEREMARD. REX
FEBL, BERIFFAEETEESM,

If you go up, you can't pretend anymore. Can't pretend you
don't care. Pretend this is just business. Pretend you're not
still in love with her.

| close my eyes.

BN ZEAT?

What am | supposed to do?

BKAAE, BN ASIEITEMNERAEER. BAL
%, BABIR, BHNRE,

| don't know. But standing outside her apartment staring at
her window isn't the answer. Either go up or go home. But
make a decision.

| look up at her window one more time.



The light goes off.

She's going to bed. On that floor.

| make a decision.

| turn around. Walk back to my car.
But not to go home.

| have a different destination in mind.

END CHAPTER 11
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CHAPTER 12: THE LETTER (SCENE 2 - WEILIN'S GROVELING)
Weilin had written twelve versions of the letter, and each one
was a different shade of pathetic—but at 2:47 AM, sitting on
her empty floor with only her laptop screen for light, pathetic
felt like the only honest thing left.

Friday morning. One week since she'd started at Chénxi
Technologies. Her Yangpu apartment—still no furniture, just
floor and boxes—felt like a cell she'd locked herself into.
Twelve crumpled drafts scattered around her. Paper, pen, old-
school because this needed to be handwritten. Her reflection
in the dark window showed someone hollow-eyed, undone.
Draft 13 sat blank in front of her.

The silence was oppressive. 3 AM Shanghai quiet. Her
breathing too fast. Neighbor's baby crying through thin walls
—had been for an hour. The scratch of pen on paper as she
finally, finally started writing.

Cold floor under her. Still sleeping on it—IKEA had
rescheduled again. Cheap ballpoint pen, fingers cramping
from gripping too hard. Tears on paper, smudging ink. She
didn't care.

Her phone beside her: Chen's office number saved, unsent



texts, cowardice in digital form.

The smell of instant noodles—she'd eaten them cold an hour
ago, couldn't be bothered to heat them. Her unwashed hair.
The mustiness of an apartment she wasn't really living in,
just surviving.

She hadn't slept in thirty-six hours. Thursday at work had
been hell-Chen barely looked at her.

She wore an old university t-shirt and shorts. Hair unbrushed.
Face bare. Hands shaking from exhaustion and caffeine.
Eyes burning from tears she was too tired to shed anymore.
WEILIN'S POV:

Draft 1: Too formal. "Dear Mr. Chen, | am writing to apologize
for..."

Like a business letter. Cowardly.

Draft 2: Too casual. "Moxuan, | miss you."

Three words. Not enough. Too much.

Draft 3: Too angry. "You want to know why | left? Here's why.."
Blame shifting. Not honest.

Draft 4-11: Variations of the same lies I've been telling myself
for six years.

Draft 12: Ripped it up before | finished. Started crying instead.
Now it's 2:47 AM. I'm sitting on this floor—where else would |
sit? | have no furniture and that feels like perfect symbolism.
Pen in hand. Blank paper. Draft 13.

| start writing.

FEHEEF,

Dear Moxuan,

BRAPXEXIHE, RARNEREEERR. MENEERE
T o

I'm writing this in Chinese because English feels like hiding.



And I'm done hiding.

RBZRF——EBEIZINE, F—RN——KATARLEK, K
LT IR— 1 EUNER, XEEIENESR:

You asked me once—in that conference room, that first
meeting—why | came back. | gave you a professional answer.
Here's the real one:

KERZ2RAAKEBZ T/ FIEIEFTHE, MRS A——BMEIRR
B——Rm b B AR ASEEESREE,

| came back because I've spent six years dying slowly, and
being near you—even if you hate me—feels more like living
than anything I've done since | left.

| stop. Stare at what I've written.

Too honest? No. Not honest enough.

| keep writing.

RHRZE#M. T2 MR TN —TREER BEM. B
E#. NEFRZER.

| need to apologize. Not the vague "I'm sorry for everything"
apology. Specific apologies. For specific cruelties.

FARMRK:

I'm sorry for:

1. REI =, 2018F12H. RGN ABININIGRIE T E—1%&
F——5A &R, RIFEER. REIEERSIIREBATEZHE
KIRFIENRGUED. B E. FHinFkx. EiE: KIGHEA
Kt EE— 1 BE, FTEERTHRIBEMASIRIMF], (B
RBEBIFEERSMEKRAER.

The company party. December 2018. Your startup had just
gotten its first client—¥50,000 contract, you were so proud.
You invited me to your team's celebration at that dumpling
place in Yangpu. | didn't come. | said | had a headache. The
truth: my mother had a dinner party that night. | chose her



dinner party over your triumph. You never invited me to
another celebration.

2. BERXENE, 2019938, MFEMRE—NFEE——HF
REZFIEER, RIERENMBEILREE, KRR
Zo {REERE TIRHIRE R, MERBR T 2/ D%, (Fid"1B%HE,
BRAZAIEN, "MXT. REBFIREEE " EERNTIIER
=o "BORBAREHP, REETBERFTAR, ILEER. K
INERIXIEHAE LB G, AR LRSI T 0% i, 5
— R

The dinner with my parents. March 2019. You wore your only
suit—the one you'd bought at a secondhand store, tried so
hard to look acceptable. My father asked what you did. You
explained your logistics algorithm. He asked how much
money you'd made. You said "not yet, but the technology is
solid." He laughed. My mother asked if you had "real job
prospects.” | didn't defend you. | sat there in silence and let
them humiliate you. We didn't speak in the taxi home. You
moved to the couch that night. First time.

My hand is shaking so hard | can barely write.

3. XRTREHNEW, 2019F5H., FEMRIEE——LEREG
Ko HI"NITABRED, HNIFEXEFRRA. RAFEMHA
S8, FoR"SRIIET, (IS MEIBEFEHG, "(RIFEIRY

. "RIERBIF, (FRENRE, "BAERNEER. BIEFRR
. IFREE,

The fight about the apartment. May 2019. You wanted to
paint the walls—make it feel like home. | said "why bother, we
won't be here long." You asked what | meant. | said "when you
succeed, we'll move somewhere better." You heard: "this isn't
good enough. You're not providing enough.” That wasn't what
| meant. But it's what | said. And words matter.



4. ¥mREES, 2019F78, REIXFHEEZE——BTPANE=D
RABELT, (FERE—T. FiR"EIFIRN IS E—HELER
T el TR ¥ Zal, "REERMEFRRHB T R, R

W RAEERK. "Bii"HABEIE, "BIRG LIREEMIRR. &
BE XK. BBE=Ko

The investor rejection. July 2019. You came home devastated
—the third investor that month had passed. You were
questioning everything. | said "maybe you should consider a
real job. Just until the startup takes off." You looked at me
like I'd stabbed you. You said "you don't believe in me." | said
'l believe in being realistic.” You slept at Lin Rui's that night.
And the next. And the next.

| have to stop. Put down the pen. Wipe my eyes.

5. fa—RFEM, 2019F8H. HMXER[EIR, (RERIE, =
Bz, BREFRER. REXSREITEDNTTF, FHG
EYESENBA——2M. RITR. EE. akERRH. A&
TARHE"BEE X, "BREREESR. WtES, EBEFRBIWIEIR
= g

The last fight. August 2019. | came home from my parents'’
house. You were coding, hadn't eaten, looked exhausted. I'd
spent the afternoon listening to my mother list eligible men—
lawyers, bankers, doctors. She showed me photos. Asked
when I'd "come to my senses." | came home angry. Angry at
her, but | took it out on you.

Rt "XR T, "

| said: "This isn't working."

Rt "FART? "

You said: "What isn't working?”

R "X File AP, FHEN. BEXMEHE T, "

| said: "This. Us. The poverty. The uncertainty. The pretending



it's enough.”

fRif: "FHREEEMTA? "

You said: "What do you need it to be?"

Rii—— KW, FR——"BFEMRHT. BRFEEIRIUEBRMEIE T
REEREB, "

And | said—God, | said—"I need you to be successful. | need
you to prove them wrong. | need you to be enough.’

fRin]: "HINEARGEIS?

You asked: "Am | not enough now?"

FeBaOZE,

And | didn't answer.

KNI E R Fo

My silence was the answer.

I'm crying now. Tears hitting the paper, smudging ink. | don't
care.

fRLEEH. F——fRgFit. IRREEFEEIKR: "(FNiZEIxR, "
You asked me to leave. No—you didn't ask. You just looked at
me and said: "You should go home.'

K "XHMERK "

| said: "This is home."

fRift: "o XA Bo XMKEAE. TEXNR, "

You said: "No. It's not. It never was. Not for you."

REXTHY,

And you were right.

HABREE EBIR T — 1Bl AT RXER, ARZHHW——J1LK
iNEIPEE

| packed a bag that night. Went to my parents' house. Meant
it to be temporary—a few days to think.

BFRGEW: "MEMRERT, "

But my mother said: "Now you see.’



BRAFEN: RMEFEHFR. "

My father said: "You deserve better."

HAEET ],

And | believed them.
KEERESE— T T2EREEFTERTARAENSE AEHR
Ao

| believed | deserved better than a man who loved me
completely but couldn't afford to buy me expensive things.
HKEERESIEZ=R/EFHNART,

| believed | deserved better than happiness.

e 7o

| was wrong.

| need to make him understand. Keep writing.
REEMER—HF. BTN ZA——tE & R7EIZ) Lo
A REENE. WHEEEEFHN. AN BB ' EXREE
5. FHEAREMIZITIHE,

| need you to understand something. The woman who left you
—she was her mother's daughter. She measured worth in
money. She believed love was conditional. She thought
"'enough” meant BMW and French Concession apartments
and designer bags.

it = MERo

She was a coward.

Gt Fo

She was me.

IR,

And | hate her.

RANEHRXEFE T HAE? EEZHRX PR E?

Do you know what I've learned this week? Sleeping on this
floor in Yangpu?



EFE T XN ——XPMEKENERIEEIERE AT —— X
To ARAANBERERE. FREAKTERERS KRAIRIERAT
Ao

I've learned that this—this shitty apartment with water
damage and mold and thin walls—this is enough. Not
because I'm pretending. Not because I'm performing poverty
to prove a point to you.
MmERAKRLRTF, £2F, EHMBENET.

But because I'm finally, FINALLY, measuring worth correctly.
XTMABREBRT, AAREETE,

This apartment is enough because | chose it.

X IREE T, RATEELEE,

This floor is enough because I'm not running from it.
XMEFEEE T, AAEZEIEKA.

This life is enough because it's mine.
REHAZ[p] R AT AEL TR,

You asked me Tuesday why | refused the relocation
assistance.

FEZE: ABANREEMTNE, RINAZETNAARTBENE
B Ao FANARME AV Lo

Here's why: Because if | take your money, I'm still the woman
who measures worth in yuan. I'm still her mother's daughter.
REZIUA——XR, MEES——RKAUEgEENELTE
5. HAILLUEREAEMAEZ M. eI LEEHR LMARE
o

| need to prove—to you, to myself—that | can be enough
without money. That | can choose discomfort over
compromise. That | can sleep on a floor and still have dignity.
BRI TI5? HARE,

Am | succeeding? | don't know.



KRR, HREMIE, FESKE

I'm exhausted. I'm lonely. | miss furniture.
BERAEZEANLE. EAMESEHXER,

But | don't miss the French Concession apartment. | don't
miss my parents’ money.

A2,

| miss you.

BESENERRIEE 28189 F

| miss the version of us that existed before | poisoned it.

| stop. Read what I've written. Is this too much?

Yes. Am | going to send it anyway?

| don't know yet.

Keep writing.

RAREFRIR. FHAE,

You don't owe me forgiveness. | know that.

RETHN. HEBRTHAUMAEE. BEGENXEMAE
fiRo

| destroyed us. | chose status over love. | believed my
parents over you.

ARLE B IRV, FRAYKRIKL,

Those were my choices. My failures.

fREIL T —1FE. RELAMIIRIRKIERZEAN—T.
You've built an empire. You've become everything they said
you'd never be.

REOAMTE.

And I'm genuinely happy for you.
ARHAABUKR T HEmAR—"EREIL T4, "

Not because it validates my loss—"look what | missed out
on."

MR AIRROZE . (RRIZUERRfEA]EE T o



But because you deserved to succeed. You deserved to
prove them wrong.

fR—E#E T, =5,

You were always enough, Moxuan.

JAEBEAWE, HARF,

| was just too broken to see it.

Fir LUX 2 FcRYial &L :

So here's my question:

ARl LA A IRE?

Can we start over?

AR EM ——FHAEAE AP BERY. FRIRER T AREERFH T 7K
R

Not romantically—I know that's impossible. | burned that
bridge and scattered the ashes.

BENMNTLUEA.... . BRINR KL AEZFHFRIE? 22T
tt? BEKTIRIL?

But can we start over as... people who once knew each
other? Who once loved each other? Who destroyed each
other?

FA TR LU SERS?

Can we be honest?

HAKRAEBMETAN" L/NNE"F"RR", REENEEEA.
Because | can't do five more months of "Miss Shen" and "Mr.
Chen" and pretending we're strangers.

KRBT IRIBERER, REFNOEEE,

| can't watch you through glass walls and pretend my heart
isn't breaking.

BEABBENRHNERIL——E/, FEE THWK, ENTEEKNERE
B, SRR MKRINENIEIIELE——BREENEE X,

| can't receive your Post-it notes—yes, I've kept them both,



they're in my wallet next to our wedding photo | never threw
away—and pretend they don't mean anything.
BAeERFT L, SXxTIRR—IER L FRAR RIS S5k Z K EK
AEFEINS —RI=

| can't be professional when everything about you makes me
want to scream or cry or beg for another chance | don't
deserve.

PR LAX B TR IN :

So here's what I'm proposing:

Hif, T2REM,

Truth. Complete truth.

BeSIFMREFRRRBIENSR. XTEEB. XTHEHRA, X
TRANEREZRIE X,

I'll tell you anything you want to know. About the divorce.
About my family. About what I've thought every single day for
Six years.

WIF——RIRBE—— (Rt el USRI EE,

And maybe—if you want—you can tell me your truth too.
RATAEREK. (EAXRFNEEER. )

Why you hired me. (Because it wasn't just business.)
RAFTAERE, (AAXRNEIRLAF®, )

Why you sent the furniture. (Because it wasn't just
professionalism.)

RATALEKBENN. (AAMRFERIRERENTALE. )
Why you leave me Post-it notes. (Because you're not as cold
as you pretend.)

BRI AR —R T, ST E ——KEEK, (RA
BEIFHREK.

We can keep working together. I'll finish the Singapore project
—I'm good at it, you know | am.



BT ... 353K,

But maybe we can also be... honest.

WIFXFLIE T o

Maybe that's enough.

WIFRSEE N EEN’ T,

Maybe honesty is where we start rebuilding.

AEF e BEARBEEXREA]EIE,

Not us. I'm not asking for us back.

RZ...BEifH

Just... truth.

RAREMREEXIE, BSTER B LIRRZEIBENENR
HRF L. RAILURESRIECNAEFEABIIFRRIERE ——3X
HENAHEBETARTENT .

| don't expect you to respond to this letter. I'll leave it on your
desk Saturday morning before you come in. You can read it
or burn it or use it as evidence in a harassment lawsuit—I
honestly don't know what's appropriate anymore.
BERFEEE,

But | needed to write it.

RERE(RAE,

| needed you to know.

Ta X CERINIZLEREIFFE S,

With all the honesty | should have given you seven years ago,
SR

Shen Weilin

| sign it with my Chinese name. Not "Weilin Shen" (the
Western professional version).

L. The name he called me when we were happy.

| read the whole letter. Four pages. Handwritten. Honest.
Terrifying.



Am | really going to give him this?

| fold it carefully. Put it in an envelope. Write on the outside:
fR=%F (Chen Moxuan—not Marcus Chen)

Put it in my bag.

Lie down on the floor. Close my eyes.

3:42 AM. Maybe | can sleep now.

| can't.

SATURDAY MORNING, 6:13 AM.

| take the subway early—before Chen arrives. He usually gets
to the office by 8 AM on Saturdays.

Wearing jeans, old sweater, no makeup. Not work clothes.
This isn't professional.

The letter in my bag feels like it weighs a thousand kilograms.
Arrive at Shanghai Tower, 7:02 AM.

Security guard—different one, weekend shift: "JE/\B? X4
B2

Miss Shen? So early?

"EEM—LTE, "Needto do some work.

Elevator to 118. The floor is empty. Dark except for
emergency lighting.

Chen's office: dark. Good. He's not here.

| go to my office. Unlock the door. Sit at my desk. Pull out the
letter.

| could still destroy it. No one would know. | could keep
pretending. Keep professional. Keep dying inside.

| stand. Walk to Chen's office—my access card works, all
senior consultants have access.

Open his door.

His office is immaculate. Expensive desk, minimalist design,
Shanghai sprawling below.



So different from the cluttered apartment workspace where
he used to code surrounded by whiteboards and coffee cups
and dreams.

| walk to his desk. The surface is clean. Computer, lamp,
phone, nothing personal.

Except—

In his desk drawer, slightly open, | can see something.

A photo frame. Face-down.

Don't look. It's private. None of your business.

| look anyway.

Pull open the drawer slightly. Lift the frame. Turn it over.
Our wedding photo.

WEILIN'S POV:

Oh God.

It's us.

That ridiculous photo booth at our reception. We couldn't
afford a professional photographer, so Lin Rui brought a
photo booth. We're squished together, laughing, I'm wearing
that cheap white dress, he's in his secondhand suit, we look
absurd and young and so fucking happy.

He kept it.

He keeps it in his desk drawer. Face-down. Hidden. But he
kept it.

Tears stream down my face.

He's not as over me as he pretends.

| carefully put the photo back—face-down, exactly as it was.
Close the drawer.

Place my letter on his desk. Center. Impossible to miss.
Stand there, one hand on the envelope.

Last chance to take it back.



| don't.

Leave his office. Close the door. Go back to my office. Pack
up my things. Leave the building.

Outside, 7:47 AM, | text him:

BA—0. ZELENDAR LB T RARH. —W

See you Monday. | left something on your desk. —W

Then turn off my phone. Can't handle waiting for his
response.

CHEN'S OFFICE, 9:17 AM.

CHEN'S POV:

| arrive later than planned. Bad night—stood outside Weilin's
building for an hour like a stalker, went home, didn't sleep.
Saturday mornings are usually quiet. Just me and a few
engineers who live for code.

| get coffee. Take the elevator to 118. Walk to my office.
See it immediately.

Envelope on my desk. My name in her handwriting: FRZ4%F
Not Mr. Chen. Not Marcus. Z£4F.

My phone buzzes. Her text from two hours ago: "See you
Monday. | left something on your desk. —W"

She was here. At 7 AM. On Saturday. Left this. Then
disappeared.

| sit down. Stare at the envelope.

| could not open it. | could throw it away. | could maintain the
boundaries.

| open it.

Four pages. Handwritten. Her neat, careful characters.

| start reading.

Dear Z=4F, I'm writing this in Chinese because English feels
like hiding. And I'm done hiding.



| read the whole letter. Every word. Every apology. Every
specific cruelty she remembers.

The company party | didn't think she'd remember.

The dinner with her parents where she didn't defend me—I'd
buried that memory, pretended it didn't matter.

The fight about the apartment—the paint. Fuck. I'd wanted to
paint the walls yellow. She'd said "why bother.” I'd heard "this
place isn't worth it. You're not worth it."

| read about the last fight.

"l need you to be enough.’

That's what | remembered her saying.

But she says she said: "l need you to prove them wrong.’
Different words. Same wound.

| get to the part about what she's learned:

"This apartment is enough because | chose it."

Something in my chest cracks.

She's choosing poverty to prove she's not her mother's
daughter. She's sleeping on a floor to prove she's changed.
She's suffering because she needs me to believe her.

| keep reading.

"You were always enough, Z=4F. | was just too broken to see
it."

| have to stop. Put the letter down. Stare out the window.
She thinks she was broken. But what if | was broken t00?
What if | heard her fear as rejection? What if | pushed her
away as much as she pulled?

| pick up the letter again. Read her question:

"Can we start over? Not romantically—I| know that's
impossible. But can we be honest?”

Can we? Can | be honest with her? Can | tell her that I've kept



our wedding photo for six years? Can | tell her that | built this
empire partially to prove her wrong but mostly to prove | was
worth loving?

Can | tell her that hiring her was the stupidest, most self-
destructive thing I've ever done because | knew—KNEW—I'd
fall apart having her close?

| read the signature: L

Her Chinese name. The name | whispered when we made
love. The name | haven't said aloud in six years.

| fold the letter carefully. Put it in my desk drawer.

Right next to the wedding photo.

Pull out my phone. Type a message to her:

HIZTIRRE. BINFEX %K. BEAEBEIREE. FTEEZEF
BR . EXE. RAETARR? —=5

| read your letter. We need to talk. But not via text. Not via
email. Face to face. When do you want to? —Moxuan

| sign it Z&%F. Not Marcus. Not M.

=4F. The man | used to be. The man she's asking me to be
again.

Send it.

WEILIN'S APARTMENT, 11:42 AM.

My phone buzzes. | turned it back on an hour ago, couldn't
stand not knowing.

His name on the screen. Message in Chinese. Signed Z=4F.
He signed it Z=£%F. Not Marcus Chen, CEO. =%F. Moxuan. The
man | married.

| read it three times.

"We need to talk. Face to face."

My hands shake as | type back:

SXR? BAX? HAILAREE, —fRH



Today? Tomorrow? | can do anytime. —Weilin

Three dots appear immediately. He's typing.

SKRo FF2m. FBDIRE. FHFHFR. Rk,

Today. 2 PM. Not the office. Neutral territory. You choose.
Neutral territory. Somewhere we can be honest without the
weight of his empire or my poverty.

| think. Then type:

RFIEFARNFATEI RV NEIES? 7200)118? 1B LR
BINZEEES, RilsEREIZIRERI?

Do you remember that little noodle place we used to go to?
On Sichuan Road? We used to say if we got old and poor,
we'd eat there until we died?

Long pause. Then:

KiclF. EEAREN?

| remember. Is it still there?

=M, HLEANESE, FEFNER. FEFNRE, 157T5—HiH,.
Yes. | checked last week. Same owner. Same menu. ¥15 a
bowl.

Another pause.

T2

See you at 2.

That's it. Meeting scheduled. Neutral territory. Truth coming.
| look at the clock: 11:51 AM. Two hours and nine minutes.

| shower—first time in two days. Put on clean clothes—jeans,
simple sweater, nothing fancy. No makeup—he asked for
honesty. Leave my hair down—he used to love my hair down.
12:47 PM. | leave my apartment. Take the subway to Sichuan
Road. Arrive at the noodle shop at 1:38 PM—early, nervous,
cant sit still.

The shop: exactly as | remember. Eight tables, fluorescent



lights, hand-written menu on the wall, smell of beef broth and
scallions.

The owner—0Id Zhao: "|F! /JvE! SFAFR! "

Aiya! Little Shen! Long time no see!

He remembers me.

"BER, FARK,

Old Zhao: "{RLXRIE? BT ENTFEH? BERMBE———Bise
iR, —BEzsM? "

Where's your husband? That tall boy? Always ordered two
bowls—one for you, one for him?

My throat tightens.

"fth..... fth—=) LK, "

He... he's coming soon.

Old Zhao smiles, gestures to a table—corner table, our old
spot.

| sit. Wait.

1:47 PM. The door opens.

Chen walks in.

CHEN'S POV:

She's here. In our noodle shop. At our table.

Hair down. No makeup. Wearing jeans and a sweater I've
never seen.

She looks like Weilin. Not Miss Shen, consultant. Just...
Weilin.

Old Zhao sees me: "I¢! ZfR! SN FE&%! MEABRAET! "
Ai! It's you! Tall boy! Not so skinny now!

He doesn't know who | am. Doesn't recognize Marcus Chen,
billionaire CEO.

Just sees z=4F, the poor grad student who used to eat here
with his wife.



| walk to the table. Sit across from her. Just like we used to.
Long silence. Just us. Two people. A table between us.
Everything unsaid.

"5 /R, " Her voice shakes.

Thank you for coming.

AR E (S, "

Thank you for writing.

Old Zhao brings tea—jasmine, without asking, because he
remembers. Sets it down. Leaves us alone.

| look at her finally. "E A8 MIEEE F5, "

| don't know where to start.

"R AAE, "

Me neither.

Then, at the same time:

"{REY(S——" Your letter—

"(REVBE /5 ——" Your photo—

We stop. Stare at each other.

"H4BBA? " What photo?

| realize. "R EAFIERFEIE? "

How do you know about the photo?

She looks down at her hands. Caught.

"K...BHIRE £, SREMDLEZBENNE, fNBmEEHE
. ZEBERNT. "

... Saturday morning. When | went to your office to leave the
letter. Your drawer was open. | saw it.

Silence. My jaw clenches.

IRENFCHIHRE?

You went through my drawer?

"AEf. erRHEN. REI—MEESAT. K. TN ZE,
KRR, "



Not through. It was open. | saw a frame face-down. I... |
shouldn't have looked. I'm sorry.

More silence. The tea steams between us.

"MRMRE T E. " Her voice is barely a whisper.

You kept it.

"B, " Yes.

"AA? " Why?

The question I've been asking myself for six years.
"BAHIE, "I look out the window. "B IFRAKEEREE K
B2 IMtT 4. WITRAREMRER T H, RBLENERNEE
T AR, "

| don't know. Maybe because | needed to remind myself what
| once had. Maybe because even though you destroyed me, |
couldn't throw away evidence of what we used to be.

She's crying now. Silent tears.

"BHERET —K. ERHRBE, NRIOERE—it, "

| kept one too. In my wallet. With your Post-it notes.

My chest tightens.

"MRAHTAZABLE? " Why did you keep those?
'"HAENEBIRE—REANEENRKL. BMERESIFHIZR,
Because they were the first time in six years you were kind to
me. Even if it was just telling me to eat.

| close my eyes. When | open them, she's looking directly at
me.

"S5, HERTIFNEIESE, —EX—E, HiIIEEENER. 1BIK
REME——ENTRATA? (FEFTA? "

Moxuan, | read your response. Over and over. 'We need to
talk face to face. But | need to know—what are we talking
about? What do you want to hear?

| lean forward. "E#B, "



The truth.

"BE-NE48? " Which truth?

'FRERIEHE, " I'm gripping my tea cup so hard it might
break. "MRIEERIRIFEIM AT AELBTIER, (RIRIRFEEIEB(R
AEBPTHKOEN A "

All of it. You asked in your letter why you refused the
relocation assistance. You said you needed to prove you're
not the person who only cared about money.

She nods.

"BARBIREZIUANME—EIE, " My voice is rough. "EAFH
mEIERA—EHE, "

That's not the only thing you need to prove. Because | need
to prove something too.

"+4? "What?

'"BRZIARERMAUNENTIRE. BREZBIAEMRRAR
N TR RE. HFEEIHA...."

| need to prove | didn't hire you just for revenge. | need to
prove sending you furniture wasn't to make you owe me. |
need to prove...

| stop. Can't finish.

She reaches across the table. Doesn't touch me, but her hand
is there. Waiting.

"WEARH+4? " Prove what?

| look at her hand. At her face. At the woman | loved and
hated and never stopped thinking about.
"REZIRAFIUERER, MF—EI(E, SXKILIF.. . .MAs
BE R, "

| need to prove | can look at you, work with you, see you every
day... and not fall in love with you again.

Her breath catches.



"X? " Again?

T, X, RABMEK<EEFLL, "

Yes, again. Because | never stopped.

The words hang between us. Six years of denial, shattered.
Old Zhao approaches with his notepad, sees our faces,
quietly backs away.

Weilin's hand is shaking on the table. "BB At A——NRIRME
REBEE——IRATANEIBAREE?

Then why—if you never stopped—why were you so cold to
me?

'"AABIRERT FHo " My voice breaks. "NEFIERR T o
MRFLESHBEMR, AEFBEH...

Because loving you would kill me. It almost killed me six
years ago. If | let myself love you again and you left again...
"BA=EF. "1 won'tleave.

"IRELXIE? "How do you know?

'HAFEEHHE R, FIXRRTHFAERINEZ. HEIRA, K
HEE, —Vl. ZREEXT. REMR, "

Because | have nowhere to go. | burned all my bridges. My
family, my old life, everything. | only have this. Only you.
"BAREE, "|lean back. "FAREMAIRE—RNERE, EAMREE
HixE, HFE....

That's not enough. | can't be your only choice because you
have no other options. | need...

"MREEH4? " What do you need?
"REENENRRABRITEIFRMNEIRIR, LIRMENAE
B3, B[IRIREVERER——{R=mEHA? "

| need to know if your family called tomorrow and said they
forgive you, give you your apartment back, give you your
money back—what would you choose?



She doesn't hesitate. "fFo "

You.

"MRIBIFAMRT . " You're saying that too quickly.

"ERFEHE. " She's leaning forward now, intense. "2&%F, R
REAH. HEMENEHFANAEEREIS, HEBITTFIZITID
KRN A RBENEFEREE, RELRIET R & "
Because I'm sure. Moxuan, you don't understand. | was
miserable in that French Concession apartment. | was
miserable in that life full of designer clothes and expensive
dinners. I've been miserable for six years.

"BBIRRHAZET? " Then why did you stay?
'"AABRTANAREEETF. BRAARESERR. EERT KA,
FRIAZGA AT LR, "

Because | didn't think | deserved better. | didn't think |
deserved happiness. | destroyed us, so | thought | deserved
to be miserable.

She wipes her eyes.

"BEREREBMLIELER TR, RELZAREF. RIIT. R
E....fRe MBEERIREMETF, WIFEAALL... . EAHE, Zi? &
#m2

But then | saw you at that forum. You were kind to that
woman. You were successful. You were... you. And | realized
maybe, maybe | could... | don't know. Try? Apologize?
(RIE(REVEE FHBFAER T, "

You apologized in your emails.

"BERE, PBEREF. BFHHRES. "EEHK. "XNME
o BEXE, HEMK, SIFMERBRIEMERT (], HEX
#Hials, EeMEASE——EIFE——F2E Kz, "
Those don't count. Those were easy. Emails are easy. This is
hard. Sitting here, looking at your face, telling you I'm sorry |



destroyed us, that | regret it every day, that | would do
anything—anything—for another chance.

My throat is tight. "BEAAMEREZ B I ULRE—RI=. "

| don't know if | can give you another chance.

"HHIE, "|know.

"BAFMEERES R LUEESR. "1 don't know if | can trust you.
"TFIE, " | know.

"BAEHE ST LURIZMR, "1 don't know if | can forgive you.
"BAE, "WHESEN. "BIFEE.... FEE=HE?

| know. But can you... can you try?

| look at her. Really look at her. Hair down. No makeup.
Cheap sweater. Exhausted. Honest.

This is Weilin. Not Miss Shen. Not her mother's daughter.
Just her.

"B—EE=H. "B "MITERBRDLRERNIB—ZIE. F—
BEREZARFIRIR, "

| have been trying. Since the moment you walked into my
office. I've been trying not to forgive you.

ARG R a0{a1? " How's that working?

| almost laugh. "f&5%E 7 " Terribly.

She smiles—small, genuine, the first real smile I've seen from
her in six years.

Old Zhao finally approaches. "1RI1ELENE? REHKMNZBFHF
— P NEg?

Are you going to order? Or should | wait another hour?

We both laugh—wet, broken sounds.

"WBI4AE. " | say automatically.

Two bowls of beef noodles.

The same order. Always.

Weilin looks at me, surprise in her eyes. "{Fifid1S,



You still remember.
RiBE—T.
| remember everything.

END CHAPTER 12
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CHAPTER 13: THE COLD RESPONSE (PROFESSIONAL
CRUELTY)

Chen made it three blocks from the noodle shop before he
had to pull over—hands shaking too hard to drive, chest too
tight to breathe, the taste of jasmine tea and terror coating
his throat like poison.

2:47 PM. Saturday. Fifteen minutes since he'd fled.

His car sat in a random alley off Sichuan Road. Hands
gripping the steering wheel—knuckles white, whole body
trembling. Shanghai traffic blurred beyond the windshield. He
couldn't see straight.

His phone on the passenger seat: her last text still open.
"Thank you for coming."

In the rearview mirror: his face—pale, sweating, coming apart.
His ragged breathing too fast. Hyperventilating. Car horn
somewhere distant. His heartbeat pounding in his ears,
drowning everything.

The echo of her voice: "l miss you."

He couldn't unhear it.

Sweat on his palms made the steering wheel slip. His tie was
too tight, choking him. He tore it off. The leather seat—
expensive, cold, nothing like the plastic chairs in that noodle
shop.

Her jasmine perfume still in his nose from sitting across



from her. The noodle shop smell—beef broth, scallions, their
past.

His own fear-sweat: sharp, acrid.

CHEN'S POV:

| ran.

| sat across from her for twelve minutes—twelve minutes of
her being honest and vulnerable and everything | thought |
wanted—and | ran.

Made up some bullshit about a client emergency in
Singapore.

Watched her face fall.

Left money on the table for tea we didn't drink.

Got in my car and drove three blocks before | had to pull over
because | couldn't fucking breathe.

My phone rings. Weilin.

| don't answer.

It rings again. | silence it.

Text from her: {RiE4FIS?

Are you okay?

No. I'm having a panic attack in an alley because you looked
at me like you still love me and | don't know what to do with
that.

| type: FEB¥F. M. ENEEIE . EMA—%,

I'm fine. Sorry. Real emergency. We'll talk Monday.

Lies. All lies.

Her response: 3#f, 7)\Cro

Okay. Be careful.

She believes me. Or pretends to. | don't know which is worse.
| sit in my car for forty minutes. Breathing exercises—Dr.
Song taught me. Four counts in, seven counts hold, eight



counts out.

Slowly, the panic recedes. Leaving only shame.

She wrote me a four-page letter. Apologized for specific
cruelties. Asked for honesty.

And | ran.

Because I'm a coward.

Because Marcus Chen, billionaire CEQ, is just FR==4T in
expensive clothes, still terrified of being left.

My phone buzzes. Lin Rui.

whid R E T AEIRIE T . (RtBEFHA?

She said you met and then you ran. What the fuck are you
doing?

How does he know? Is he talking to her?

HegER,. BERESE .

| didn't run. | had an emergency.

Lin Rui: I+

Liar.

AR EAEI S,

Don't do what you're about to do.

BARBIRER T Ao

| don't know what you're talking about.

RERMIEH . RAMKEET . 3IXEFE.

You're going to push her away. Because she got too close.
Don't do it.

| don't respond. Because he's right.

And I'm going to do it anyway.

SATURDAY NIGHT, 11:47 PM.

Chen's penthouse. He'd been drinking—whiskey, expensive,
didn't help.

Sitting at his home office desk. Laptop open. Her letter



beside him—he'd brought it home, couldn't stop reading it.

Drafting an email.

DRAFT 1:

TR,

HIETIRIE. WHSHREVINSE. BB R IRIRSE,

Emm RERMZRANBE L ERTHTNF. REREER K
RREEIRZE. RBEFERAA......

Weilin,

| read your letter. Thank you for your honesty. | owe you

honesty too.

The truth is: I hired you because | wasn't ready to let go. |

sent furniture because | can't watch you suffer. | leave notes

because...

He stopped. Deleted it.

Too honest. Too vulnerable. Too much.

ﬂ

DRAFT 2:

AN (ER

KEIZNE. RARIEREBEEETIE, BFRIANRFRGFHK
MR ARTERE I,

Miss Shen,

Received your letter. While | understand your desire to clarify
the past, | believe it's best to keep our relationship strictly
professional.

Better. More distant. But not enough.

DRAFT 3:

/N,

ETHEBET RR. ZXEREEANTENTIIXEE, MAEER
FERRKMK R, BRIFFEZ IR,

Miss Shen,

Your letter crossed boundaries. | hired you for your



professional skills, not to revisit failed past relationships.
Please maintain professional distance.

Harsher. He read it. Still not cruel enough to make her hate
him.

Needed to be crueler.

DRAFT 4:

/v,

BINEEERITNIEXRLR. BT AGBHASERERT
XKil, KRERBENNSTBHEX.

Miss Shen,

Our past is irrelevant to our working relationship. Your
personal correspondence was inappropriate and unwelcome.
Future communications should be project-related only.
Getting there.

DRAFTS 5-9: Variations on the same theme. Each slightly
crueler. More dismissive.

DRAFT 10:

/v,

BEFRFTULRRE. TAGHERARAEEN. FXENBENXSIE
X0

—Marcus Chen, BERITE

Miss Shen,

Please maintain professional boundaries. Personal
correspondence is inappropriate. Future communications
should be project-related only.

—Marcus Chen, CEO

Perfect.

Cold. Dismissive. Signed with full title.

This would hurt her. This would make her hate him. This
would keep her away. This would keep him safe.



He hovered over 'Send'.

Don't do this.

Lin Rui's voice in his head. Dr. Song's voice: "When you push
people away, you're protecting the wound, not healing it.’
Weilin's voice from her letter: "Can we be honest?”

He clicked 'Send’. 12:03 AM, Sunday morning.

Immediately: nausea. His hands shook. He closed his laptop.
Stared at it.

What did | just do?

Grabbed his phone. Opened email. Message sent. Couldn't
unsend.

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck.

He wanted to call her. Explain. Say "l didn't mean it. I'm
scared. I'm sorry."

He didn't.

Poured another whiskey instead. Drank until he could sleep.
He didn't sleep.

SUNDAY MORNING, 8:17 AM.

WEILIN'S POV:

She woke up on her floor—still no furniture, IKEA had
cancelled again.

Checked her phone, hoping for an explanation about
yesterday. Why he ran. What the "emergency” was.

Email notification.

From: m.chen@chenxitech.com

Subject: RE: Professional Boundaries

Her stomach dropped.

Opened it. Read.

"Miss Shen,

Please maintain professional boundaries. Personal



correspondence is inappropriate. Future communications
should be project-related only.

—Marcus Chen, CEQO"

She read it three times. Each time, it hurt more.

Personal correspondence is inappropriate.

Inappropriate.

My four-page letter apologizing for everything was...
inappropriate.

Our marriage was inappropriate.

My honesty was inappropriate.

She physically recoiled. Clutched phone. Curled into herself
on the floor.

Didn't cry—too shocked for tears. Just... numb.

| thought...

Yesterday at the noodle shop, he'd signed his text Z=%f. He
came to meet her. He said "thank you for the letter.’

She thought maybe...

She was wrong.

He's not Z=%F. He's Marcus Chen, CEO.

And she's Miss Shen, inappropriate employee who crossed
boundaries.

She typed a response:

W, HE#M. T=BRE. —LHEH

Received. | apologize. Won't happen again. —Shen Weilin
Professional. Cold. Mirrored his tone.

Sent it.

Deleted his email. Deleted their entire text thread. Deleted his
contact.

If he wanted boundaries, she'd give him boundaries.

If he wanted professional, she'd be the most professional



consultant he'd ever seen.

And she'd never, ever be honest with him again.

MONDAY MORNING.

CHEN'S POV:

Chen arrived at 8 AM—earlier than usual, avoiding Weilin's
arrival time.

Went straight to his office. Closed the door. Unusual—his
door was usually open.

8:47 AM: Weilin arrived.

He watched through the glass wall. Couldn't help it.

She was in full armor: severe black suit, hair in tight bun,
makeup perfect, face like stone.

Didn't look at his office. Went straight to her desk. Closed her
door too.

Two closed doors. Glass walls between them.

Might as well be miles.

9:30 AM. TEAM MEETING.

Conference Room B.

Weilin presented Singapore compliance updates.
Professional. Brilliant. Cold.

Didn't make eye contact with Chen once. Addressed all
responses to Lin Rui or Zhang Wei. Pretended Chen didn't
exist.

Chen tried to engage. "Jt/NH, xFSHMESEIFR——"

Miss Shen, regarding the compliance timeline—

Weilin cut him off, speaking to Lin Rui. "#5c4E, ERERERE
HYe]@APS? BYB|:RIESHE 1201,

Mr. Lin, could you answer CEO Chen's question? The timeline
IS on page 12.

Using Lin Rui as intermediary. Won't speak directly to Chen.



Lin Rui shot Chen a look that said you did this. "Jt/NERI LB
e IR Y SV

Miss Shen can answer CEO Chen directly.

Weilin still didn't look at Chen. "¥E R 2iBid1& HBIRE D&,
AT RFEZ AR, "

| prefer to communicate through appropriate channels. To
maintain professional boundaries.

She just used his words against him.

The team shifted uncomfortably. This was weird. Everyone
knew it was weird.

Meeting ended. Weilin was first to leave.

TUESDAY.

All communication through email or Li Ruolin, Chen's
assistant.

Weilin sent project updates to Chen's assistant with a note: 15
%R E.

Please forward to CEO Chen.

Chen responded through his assistant.

They didn't speak directly once.

Lunch: Weilin ate in her office. Door closed, blinds drawn—
new addition.

Chen couldn't see her anymore.

It was driving him insane.

WEDNESDAY.

Singapore trip was next week. They'd be on the same flight.
In meetings together for five days.

Chen was already dreading it.

Team meeting to prep for trip.

Weilin addressed the room, not Chen. "$#E N1 F ¥17HS
B, Frl AR IRANIE, "



| suggest we separate flight schedules. | can take an earlier
flight.

"BEAVER ., FHl]IoJLA——"

That's unnecessary. We can—

"BRF. NTHRIFZURRE, "

| insist. To maintain professional boundaries.

Again. His words. Weaponized.

Chen's jaw clenched. "4NfREAE, *L/H, "

As you wish, Miss Shen.

Lin Rui cornered Chen in his office after. "{REZ#ERXNA]

o
You need to fix this.

"B ATRRN. KT IA, "

There's nothing to fix. We're being professional.

MR ERRES. B IEINERREE LR, "

You're both miserable. The entire team can see it.

"X N ZRIEF,

This is how it should be.

"NTA? BARER? "

Why? Because you're scared?

'"AAXFEEER SR, "

Because it's easier this way.

"WIEEER? WREEXt?

Easier for who? You or her?

Chen didn't answer. Lin Rui left, shaking his head.
THURSDAY.

Chen noticed: Weilin was losing weight. Her suits hung
looser. Her face was gaunt. She wasn't eating.

He wanted to say something. Couldn't.

He'd made the boundaries. He had to keep them.



Even if it was killing her. Even if it was killing him.

FRIDAY.

6:30 PM: Most of the team left. Weilin stayed. Chen stayed—
watching her through the glass. She didn't know. Her blinds
were only closed during the day.

8:00 PM: She was still working.

9:30 PM: Still there.

11:00 PM: Her office light was still on.

Chen walked to her office. Stood outside her door. Raised his
hand to knock.

| could apologize. Take it back. Tell her | was scared.

His hand hovered.

Inside, he could see her: head on her desk, asleep.
Exhausted. Alone.

Because of him.

He lowered his hand. Didn't knock.

Went back to his office. Got his jacket. Opened her door
quietly—she didn't wake. Draped it over her.

Left a Post-it note: [B]ZX, BEDL, —M

Go home. Sleep. —M

Left the building.

SATURDAY, 3:00 AM.

Chen's penthouse. He couldn't sleep—hadn't slept properly all
week.

Kept thinking about her asleep at her desk. About the email.
About her response: "Received. | apologize. Won't happen
again.’

She apologized. For being honest. For trusting him.

And he'd made her apologize for it.

He got up. Went to his study. Opened his desk drawer. Took



out her letter.

Read it again.

"Can we be honest?”

No. Apparently we can't. Because I'm too much of a coward.
His phone rang. 3:17 AM. Unknown number.

He answered, hoping irrationally it was Weilin. "Ig? "

Dr. Song's voice: "fRtE, XBREF., EXFREI TENN=
o "

Mr. Chen, this is Dr. Song. You missed our session this week.
Chen had completely forgotten. His standing Thursday
appointment. First time he'd missed in two years.

WA, HET. LIFEIT, "

Sorry. | forgot. Work has been busy.

"ZARGIR. RETHAE? "

That's not like you. What happened?

Long silence.

gt 4. HIRF. "

Nothing. I'm fine.

"MMERRIR7DERNEIE, FEE REF. "

You're answering my call at 3:17 AM. You're not fine.

Chen sat down, suddenly exhausted. "8 T, "

| fucked up.

"EANSHERY? "

"B 7o RMIRSE N Z /5. TS Sz e, F... IR R
T, HIBHEHR T "

| pushed her away. After she was honest with me. After she

was vulnerable. I... | panicked and | pushed her away.
L, " Not a question. Statement.
e "

YRS IFRARET HAE?



You want to tell me what happened?

Chen told Dr. Song everything.

The letter—all four pages. The noodle shop meeting—running
away after twelve minutes. The email—the cruel response.
The week of silence. Her using his words against him.
Finding her asleep at her desk at 11 PM.

When he was done, silence.

"TRINR BRIt AE?

Do you recognize what you're doing?

"BEFRIFES,

I'm protecting myself.

"o REEFBISEER, "

No. You're recreating abandonment.

"ta? "

"WRERIBE T TR, hE TR FRLAIRTE, ek zmi——7&
WEN=EXBHZal—(REEME, REESIRR, "

She left you six years ago. Hurt you. So now, before she can
come back—before she can leave again—you're pushing her
away. You're controlling the narrative.

Fuck. He was right.

"R T RIBEF U AR ERERENE. BMEXERERIERR
Ho

You'd rather push her away than risk being abandoned again.
Even if it means you both suffer.

Chen's voice broke. "WNIR 1L i#HFE, =B RXEH.

If | let her in, she'll leave again.

"W, MiFA=, BUNRMIBMIEH, SRE—F——WE
7. BE—HXAZRIEHIEMEAE, "

Maybe. Maybe not. But if you push her away, the result is the
same—she's gone. The only difference is you control how



she goes.

Silence.

"RAREEAFLEEH, "

| don't know how to stop being scared.

"ERE UM, FEREKREMRXD. BiLZBMEMURE ——IE(R
FEELEM, "

Being scared is okay. Being scared means you care. But
letting fear make decisions—that's what you need to stop.
Dr. Song paused. "EZp){F-— P ald@l, FEIRINELEIZE, "

I'm going to ask you a question, and | want you to answer
honestly.

"TFHY, "

"MRMPAXBH——BHRNRE, SFLE, KESHIFHNE
a——{rIEEMEN A N——F=F1E5E? "

If she left tomorrow—left your company, left Shanghai, left
your life forever—the way you're pushing her away now—
would you regret it?

Chen didn't hesitate. "@HJ, "

Yes.

"BALRFIEIZ MR+ Ao "

Then you know what you need to do.

R

T/, fRAE, RREFBEEM.

Yes, you do. You're just scared to do it.

"BA—, EFI=R. BRDAE, BIEEIRKTIMEA XN EL
ez, "

Monday, 9 AM. My office. We need to talk before you
sabotage this beyond repair.

He hung up.

SATURDAY, 4:42 AM.



Chen sat in his study, still holding his phone.

Dr. Song's question echoing: "Would you regret it?"

Yes. Yes, he'd regret it. He already regretted it.

He looked at his computer. Her email still in his sent folder.
Read it again.

'Please maintain professional boundaries. Personal
correspondence is inappropriate.’

| told her honesty was inappropriate. | told her vulnerability
was unwelcome. | told her she was wrong for trying.

His phone buzzed. Text from Lin Rui—also apparently awake
at 4:42 AM.

FINRATIERIA. RE— % WRZ % RIIEZEFEER—
Ko RMEPG?

Singapore trip confirmed. You fly Monday. She flies Tuesday.
You won't even be there on the same day. Happy now?
We're going to Singapore separately. Five days of meetings
and we've scheduled it so we're never together.

This is insane.

Lin Rui: XFLZ(RIEEZRING? sKizE Fath?

|s this what you want? Avoid her forever?

Chen stared at the message.

|s this what | want?

No. No, it's not.

But he didn't know how to fix it. The email was sent. The
damage was done. She was using his words against him.
She'd closed her blinds. She wouldn't speak to him. She was
protecting herself now.

From him.

His phone rang again. Dr. Song. Again.

"BNIAER — 4=, "



| just thought of something.

I Y

MRS, MEKINSE, X7 "

Her letter. She asked for honesty, right?

"EH, "

"BALG MK, FEBEIBETFHH. FE@EIdER. EXNHEH. &
IR EME——(RFER, RR6, FEET, "

Then give her honesty. Not via email. Not via notes. Face to
face. Tell her the truth—you're scared, you panicked, you
fucked up.

"HWARITRY,

She won' listen.

"IREARE? fRid 7E? "

How do you know? Have you tried?

Silence.

"A—, 9=, AlEEd, "

Monday, 9 AM. Don't missiit.

Hung up.

Chen sat there. Dawn breaking through his windows.
Saturday morning arriving.

Looked at his phone—Weilin's contact deleted after the email,
like she'd deleted his.

Looked at her letter—still on his desk, worn from re-reading.
Looked at the wedding photo—face-up now. He couldn't hide
it anymore.

Monday | fly to Singapore. Tuesday she flies to Singapore.
We'll be there for five days and we've arranged it so we're
never together.

This is not sustainable. This is not what | want. This is not...
living.



He opened his laptop. Started typing an email.

TR,

REEMIRIKIK. ERNEZMIB 2B, 5o
— B4

Weilin,

| need to talk to you. Before we go to Singapore. Please.
—Moxuan

His finger hovered over 'Send'.

Is this brave or stupid? Will she even read it? Will she
respond?

He closed the laptop. Didn't send it. Not yet.

But for the first time in a week, he felt like maybe—maybe—
there was a way forward.

Maybe Monday's therapy session would give him the
courage he needed.

Maybe Dr. Song was right: honesty was the only way through
this.

His phone buzzed. Email notification.

From: w.shen@chenxitech.com

Subject: Trip Cancellation Request

His heart stopped.

Opened it.

PR,

FAEERECEERIFMIITITIZ. MuAERURENG=N KA
PURTEIR 2 F5o

KIANZFNED AT EETH.

— SR

CEO Chen,

I'd like to request cancellation of my Singapore trip. Mr. Lin
can handle the on-site meetings. | can provide support



remotely.

| believe this is best for everyone.

—Shen Weilin

She was trying to remove herself from the project. From
Singapore. From him.

No. No no no.

This was his fault. He'd pushed her away.

And now she was leaving.

Just like he was afraid she would.

Except this time, he caused it.

END CHAPTER 13
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CHAPTER 14: THE THERAPY SESSION (CHEN'S
UNRAVELING)

Chen had been sitting in his car for twenty-three minutes,
staring at Weilin's letter like it might spontaneously combust
—or like he might—and the only thing keeping him from
starting the engine and driving away was the knowledge that
running hadn't worked yet and probably wouldn't start
working now.

8:47 AM. Monday morning. Thirteen minutes before his
emergency therapy appointment.

His car was parked outside Dr. Song's office building in
Jing'an District. The letter—creased, worn, he'd read it so
many times the ink was smudging—sat in his trembling
hands. His reflection in the rearview mirror showed a man
who hadn't shaved, dark circles carved under his eyes. He
looked like he'd aged five years in one week.

Dr. Song's office building loomed through the windshield.



Third floor, window on the left. Safety or judgment?

His breathing was shallow, controlled, barely there. Shanghai
traffic hummed distant and muffled. The world moved while
he stayed frozen.

His phone buzzed—silenced, too many notifications. Work.
Lin Rui checking on him. Weilin's trip cancellation still
unanswered.

The letter felt soft from handling, her handwriting under his
fingertips. He gripped the steering wheel too tight, knuckles
white again. His tie was strangling him—he'd loosened it
twice already. The weight in his chest felt physical, crushing.
Stale coffee from the cup holder—this morning's third cup.
He hadn't eaten. His cologne—applied automatically, armor.
And that faint trace of jasmine perfume, imagined. She hadn't
been near his car, but he smelled it everywhere.

He hadn't slept. Seventy-two hours of broken sleep, maybe
six hours total. Hadn't eaten properly—coffee and anxiety,
that was his diet. His hands trembled constantly now, not
just during panic attacks. Chest tight, felt like drowning on
dry land. Exhausted but wired on caffeine and cortisol.
CHEN'S POV:

Her trip cancellation email arrived at 5:47 AM Saturday.

I've read it 127 times. Yes, | counted. I'm aware | have a
problem.

"I believe this is best for everyone.”

Everyone. Meaning her. Meaning she can't stand to be near
me.

And | did that. | made her want to run.

My phone buzzes again. Lin Rui: fREREERDAZELE? 1Y
fBxR. #HZo



Are you at Dr. Song's office? Don't be a coward. Go in.

How does he know where | am? Probably tracking my
location. We share locations for work emergencies.

This feels like an emergency.

| look at the clock: 8:51 AM. Nine minutes until my
appointment.

| could still leave. Drive to the office. Approve her trip
cancellation. Let her go. Move on.

| can't move on.

| grab the letter. Fold it carefully—it's falling apart from my
handling, tape on two corners now. Put it in my jacket pocket
over my heart, like that means something.

Get out of the car.

The walk to Dr. Song's office feels like walking to my
execution.

Appropriate, since I'm about to execute the last of my
defenses.

DR. SONG'S OFFICE, 8:57 AM.

The waiting room was empty—Dr. Song had scheduled this
as an emergency session, before regular hours. Reception
desk vacant—nhis receptionist didn't arrive until 9:30.

Just Chen and the closed door.

The door opened.

Dr. Song—Ilate fifties, kind eyes, zero tolerance for bullshit: "F&
FohE. #HE, "

Mr. Chen. Come in.

Chen entered.

Dr. Song's office was familiar. Two armchairs—no couch. Dr.
Song didn't believe in couches, said they made people lie
down and avoid. Window overlooking Jing'an. Bookshelf.



Tissue box.

Chen had never used it. Refused to cry in therapy.

Dr. Song sat in his usual chair. Chen sat across from him.
Silence. Dr. Song always did this—waited, let the patient start.
Chen usually started immediately. Efficient, prepared, here's
my problem, let's solve it.

Today, Chen said nothing. Just sat there, hand over his jacket
pocket. Over the letter. Over his heart.

After two minutes: "fREFCRIEFERE, "

You look terrible.

51157, " Thanks.

"EREANRIERT, RWINEF T L. MERRE— RET
A"

Last time we spoke, you'd just pushed away Shen Weilin.
Now it's Monday. What's happened?

Chen's hand tightened on his jacket.

"WARBUERTINK 217, "

She wants to cancel the Singapore trip.

"EAR#EME T . " Because you pushed her away.

"B "

"RELMEVES? " Are you going to let her cancel?

Chen hadn't answered her email yet. Didn't know what to say.
"BAFIE, " | don't know.

"{RA81LaZE0S? " Do you want her to go?

"BAEE..." | want...

What do | want?

He stopped. Couldn't finish.

"BREE. RFEEEHA?Y "

Mr. Chen. What are you holding?

Chen looked down—didn't realize he'd taken the letter out. It



was in his hand now, crumpled.

“&1{t4. " Nothing.

"BAZRHAEEE., BEMREEMNXITEE CHARA, "
That's not nothing. That's what you've been torturing yourself
with for the past four days.

Caught.

"SIRFRTXEHENS,

Tell me about the letter.

"+415? " What letter?

Dr. Song was patient, knowing. "1REEFEMAE, RATA
HARXE? "

The one in your hand. Why did you bring it here?
"HRE——FERE——" | didn't—I just—

He was lying. They both knew it.

"URE] LUHGR. (B3R E TRk, HHNWEREE/)\a
20007T, fRA87£20007CHGRE?

You can lie. But it wastes your time and money. My rate is
¥2,000 per hour. Do you want to spend ¥2,000 lying?

Chen looked at the letter in his hands, evidence of his
obsession.

Quiet: "M FE 7 S, " She wrote me a letter.

"t ABHE? " When?

"MER. 7. BB EENREF L, "

Two weeks ago. Saturday. She left it on my desk.
"WE T {+4? " What did she write?

Chen’s throat tightened.

"WEM T . N—Yl. BEFEMER. tid’E... midiERSierE
B HEBHESICHIEE. "

She apologized. For everything. Specific things. She
remembered... she remembered things | forgot. Or tried to



forget.

"tban{t4? " Like what?

Chen unfolded the letter, hands shaking. Stared at her
handwriting.

"RNEER=,. BHNE—ITEF. ek, mETHEFNEE, 3K
MEREE SHIFAE ZHA. BHAE, MiciS. "

Company party. My first client. She didn't come. Chose her
mother's dinner instead. | never told her how much that hurt.
But she knew. She remembered.

His voice broke slightly.

"gks, " Continue.

"Mt BFHERE, tMEFT K. RGBT Z Dk, WATEIRE,
ftatgii. RE.... %k HABXRM LEBEEVAZ L, F—RK, "
Dinner with her parents. He humiliated me. Asked how much
money | made. She sat there and said nothing. Just...
silence. | slept on the couch that night. First time.

Dr. Song watched quietly, letting Chen unravel.
"HRAARENER . TNFlT. MR MINZ AFHIP,  dhi i K
W7, XKEBLMIREKRE, "

She apologized for that silence. Six years later. She said she
should have defended me. Said she was too proud, too
scared of disappointing her parents.

Tears threatened. Chen blinked them back.

"(RIBISHIZ? " Do you believe her?

"Z——"Do I?

Silence.

"RV EE T ARIN? "

What did you respond to her letter?

Chen's face hardened with shame.

K. . REFMEFZTLARR. TAEHERASERN, "



... 1 told her to maintain professional boundaries. That
personal correspondence was inappropriate.
"RATABBAIEIR? " Why did you respond that way?

Chen stood, agitated, couldn't sit still. Paced to the window.
"EAMKIRET ! WE T EDIX TR EIFHARS ! e
KIS, MK HERFEIRM, "

Because she was too honest! She wrote four pages detailing
how she failed! She asked for honesty. She asked... she
asked me to forgive her.

"BBOFEI(RT . " And that scared you.

Chen turned, angry. "89! BBIFEIFET! "

Yes! It scared me!

First admission.

"N ATERIFEIYR? " Dr. Song remained calm.

Why does forgiveness scare you?

"AJ)...." Because...

Because if | forgive her, what does that make me?

He sat back down heavily, exhausted.

"MNRFEFIRM, HE2RMIERIFBEE AU, FHAGBEFZER LA
Ho A7 MM EHRET LR, "

If | forgive her, I'm saying what she did was okay. That |
wasn't good enough was okay. That she left me for money
and status was okay.

"HEMRETIRMEA. WIETHiR. R,

Or you're saying she's human. She made mistakes. She's
sorry.

"IBAEET! " That's too easy!

"NHA? AT ARRBBIER? "

Why? Why does forgiveness have to be complicated?

Chen grabbed the letter, clutched it.



AR T IR AR EHERRER —XXAME! R T REF
B [B) R L X E SRIERRMM 155 7! IERRFROZ4F! SR IKIF IR
—— MR ERR ——BX—TEFAEX? "

Because she destroyed me! She and her parents made me
feel worthless! | spent six years building this empire to prove
them wrong! To prove | was enough! If | forgive her—if | say
'it's okay'—then what was the point of all this?

He was shouting now. Tears streaming. The tissue box was
right there.

He still didn't reach for it.

"MAMFNFEZAN TIREMEBILN. FEATKN. ATERE,
So your empire was built for revenge. Not for success. For
revenge.

28! " Yes!

The admission hung in the air.

Chen's voice broke, quieter. "B A8t itiF18, EititEE KM
B, BiliEs, BGBEREE . "

| wanted her to regret it. Wanted her to see what | was worth.
Wanted her to suffer like | suffered.

"WIRETER EMS? " Is she suffering now?

Chen thought about her empty apartment. Sleeping on a
floor. Losing weight. Working until 11 PM. Her closed blinds.
Her request to cancel Singapore. Her email: "l believe this is
best for everyone.”

Whisper: "@HJ, " Yes.

"BIRRZ =X T« RS2 TIFEER, "

Then you should be happy. You got what you wanted.

Chen looked up, devastated.

"BAENM, HEREE. "I'mnot happy. I'm miserable.
"NTA? " Why?



"ERFHEM! " Because | love her!

There it is. The truth he'd been running from.

He collapsed back in the chair, head in his hands.

"BAEM. ~NFT, REEM. HUAFKRM. RUARESIL
REGET, BRRZ.. BREEEMELIR, REBEMEEEN
FFEitEXEEza, HEE.."

| still love her. Six years and | still love her. | thought I hated
her. | thought revenge would make me feel better. But | just...
| just want her back. | want her to look at me the way she did
before | wrote that email. | want...

He couldn't finish. Just cried.

Finally reached for the tissue box.

Dr. Song's voice was gentle. "iE45F 1, " Read it to me.
"ta? "

"So KEIELFKIF, " The letter. Read it to me out loud.

Chen looked at him. Was he serious?

Dr. Song nodded.

Chen unfolded the letter, hands shaking so badly he could
barely hold it.

Started reading, voice broken:

"FENEH, BAPXNEXREZEAANRBERTEREERE. EF
HiRE T, "

Dear Moxuan, I'm writing this in Chinese because English
feels like hiding. And I'm done hiding.

He read the whole thing. Every apology. Every specific
memory. Every line about what she'd learned.

"This apartment is enough because | chose it."

"You were always enough, Moxuan. | was just too broken to
seeit.

By the time he reached her question—"Can we start over?"'—



he could barely speak.

Finished reading. Folded the letter carefully.

Silence.

"BBR—EEMAYIS, " That's a beautiful letter.

Chen gave a bitter laugh. "B&IFitt X A &i&87,

| told her it was inappropriate.

'HAEXREELT. HACEXRFBERSL, "

Because it was too real. Because it required you to be real
too.

Chen nodded, couldn't speak.

"WREEFBENEMTA? "

What are you actually afraid of?

Chen took a breath. The real answer, the one he'd been
avoiding:

"MNREKFIRM, REBERKREEC. HRETRINGG, MLk
fth, MAEEHM=E TR, .. . MAMET—1], XEFRE, WFR
BEARR M-SR L #H R —— S BRXE . MXRER
TH. "

If | forgive her, I'll lose myself again. Chen Moxuan was weak.
He let her walk all over him. He believed she'd stay. He... he
gave her everything and it wasn't enough. If | become him
again—if | let her in—she'll leave again. And it will kill me this
time.

There it was. The core wound.

Dr. Song leaned forward. "S{E&FREH BB EEMETEE. M
Marcus ChenXEHEZ=1H. "

Or Chen Moxuan was brave enough to love completely. And
Marcus Chen is too afraid to try.

The words hit like a physical blow.

A



"IRREH NEEE. BEREATZTE2——EGEEMI], HAfthilEE, R

BRIREAN - —XBEEANES. '

You call Moxuan weak. But loving someone completely—

trusting them, sacrificing for them, despite the possibility of

failure—that takes enormous courage.

"Marcus ChenBf+4? £, I, £Hl, BEEE. RANESH

ERE55. mMarcus Chen A #AESs,

What does Marcus Chen have? Money. Success. Control. But

no love. Because love requires vulnerability. And Marcus

Chen doesn't do vulnerability.

Chen stared at him.

"PRLARIEARZ NRFKFRIRM, HEREBSE? RdE: K8

AE? £FFEEMarcus? BEIEEZE? "

So the question isn't 'if | forgive her, will | lose myself?' The

question is: 'Who do | want to be? Moxuan or Marcus? Brave

or safe?

Silence. Chen processing.

Finally: "FAREIRIL A FEE, "

| don't know how to be both.

"Rt ARBEERAFE? " Why do you need to be both?

'"AABAEEERBENFF. FFEE... . ATEEBREEW

85, '

Because | can't go back to what | was. | can't... | can't be

weak again.

EIRRR? RARER—1T Ao REILT —1TRE, RERIF. R
8iTo RBENEFERIRK,

Who says you would be? You're not the same person. You've

built a company. You have resources. You have therapy. You

have six years of growth.

"SBHE25F IIAESS, RBERR. FME32%, B 1T14%TT. AEss



SSREMF. ESILIRAEAA "
Moxuan was vulnerable at 25 with no resources. You're 32
now with a billion dollars. Being vulnerable won't kill you. It
will make you human.
Chen looked at the letter. Her handwriting. Her vulnerability.
She was vulnerable first. She wrote four pages admitting her
failures. She asked for honesty.
And | punished her for it.
"B[CIN1FREZ. " | responded cruelly.

"M, "Yes.
"BINahEFF 7o " | pushed her away.
"BH, "

"IN EARA=IFFEAY, " She won't listen to me now.
"IRELXIE? "How do you know?

"R AMAEBCEFINE 21T, WiEEEFE. "

Because she wants to cancel the Singapore trip. She's
avoiding me.

"TARIREEFF I —4E, " Just like you avoided her.

Fair point.

"FEETA? EEBETA? "

What do you want? Really want?

Chen closed his eyes. The truth:

"TREMMRIE, BEIERKIE, WL, BRMEEPEKRKEIAF,
| want to talk to her. Really talk. Honestly. Like she asked for
in the letter.

"ABAME, " Then do it.

"= ——"

"MMRE TIE? HEMRERIE? "

Have you tried? Or are you just assuming?

Chen didn't answer. Because he hadn't tried, he'd just



assumed.

"XE(RBE, FEIREMMNEKE ZE——NETMECE Z1——F it
Wiid. EXIME. IMSSH, "

Here's your assignment. Before you go to Singapore—or
before she cancels—talk to her. Face to face. Honestly.
"RH4? " Say what?

"Hif, REH. RIRm T . MBI T, REHEM. (RAFEINA
FiFBRE=1H, "

The truth. You're scared. You panicked. You fucked up. You're
sorry. You don't know how to forgive but you want to try.
Chen looked at him. Is it that simple?

"XFA=BRAEZ. WARRA=RIR(R, BEMRZHE. BEMI=
B, BEMRERAE, "

It won't be easy. She might not forgive you. But at least you'll
be honest. At least you'll be brave. At least you'll be Moxuan.
Chen sat there. Letter in hands. Truth in chest. Terrified and
determined.

"WNRMIELL TIE? WNRMIE KT ? "

What if she refuses? What if she says it's too late?
"WARMEEIRAT . EMEFA=REE, "

Then at least you tried. At least you won't have regrets.
CHENXI TECHNOLOGIES, 6:47 PM.

Chen returned to the office. Therapy went until noon. He'd
gone home, sat with his thoughts, came back late.

Most of the team had left.

He went straight to his office. Looked through the glass wall
to hers.

Her light was on. Blinds open—first time all week.

She was at her desk.

He watched.



She was working. Papers everywhere, laptop open. She'd
been there for hours.

She looked exhausted. Thin. Holding on by a thread.

7:15 PM: Still working.

8:00 PM: Still there.

9:30 PM: She stood, stretched, sat back down.

10:47 PM: She put her head on her desk.

Chen stood. Time to do this. Time to be brave.

Walked to her office. Knocked softly.

No response.

Knocked again. Still nothing.

Opened the door quietly.

She was asleep. Head on her desk, papers everywhere,
laptop screen still glowing.

Exhausted. Defeated. Alone.

Chen stood in the doorway, chest aching.

This is my fault. She's working herself to death because
being here—near me—is less painful than being in that empty
apartment. Or because she's trying to finish the project so
she can quit.

He walked to his office. Got his suit jacket—Brioni, expensive,
the armor he wore.

Came back to her office. Draped it gently over her shoulders.
She didn't wake. Just shifted slightly, unconsciously pulling
the jacket closer.

Chen stood there, watching her. Memorizing her face relaxed
in sleep. The dark circles. The way her hair had fallen out of
its bun.

| did this to her. And tomorrow, I'm going to try to fix it.

He saw a Post-it notepad on her desk. Picked it up. Wrote:



B, B, KTFEHK K. BAXK? —M

Go home. Sleep. We need to talk. Tomorrow? —M

Stuck it to her laptop screen where she'd see it when she
woke.

Looked at her one more time.

Whispered so quietly she couldn't hear: "X, M. FHEH
#o "

I'm sorry, Weilin. I'm so sorry.

Left her office. Closed the door softly.

WEILIN'S POV.

She woke at 11:32 PM. Neck cramped, confused.

Realized: she was in her office. Fell asleep at her desk.
Realized: there was a jacket over her shoulders.

Expensive jacket. Smelled like him. His cologne.

She sat up. The jacket slid off. She caught it.

Brioni label. His jacket.

He was here. While | was sleeping. He covered me.

Saw the Post-it note on her laptop:

BIx, R, HEMNFEKIK. BAR? —M

M. Not Marcus Chen, CEO. Just M.

Her hands shook as she held the note.

We need to talk.

After a week of silence, suddenly we need to talk.

She looked at his office—dark now, he was gone.

Looked at his jacket, still warm from his body heat.

Looked at the note. His handwriting. The same handwriting
that had sent her that cruel email.

What changed? Why now? What does he want to say?

She picked up her phone. Typed a response—ridiculous,
responding to a Post-it with a text, but she couldn't face him



yet.

¥, BAX. fTARdfiE? —W

Okay. Tomorrow. When? —W

Sent it.

Stared at his jacket in her hands.

Tomorrow. They would talk tomorrow.

And she had no idea if that meant salvation or the final
ending.

END CHAPTER 14
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CHAPTER 15: THE JACKET (WEILIN'S HOPE)

Weilin woke at 3:17 AM with her cheek pressed against a
budget spreadsheet and some

one's jacket draped over her shoulders—and it took exactly
three seconds to recognize the scent of bergamot and cedar
and realize that Chen had been here, had seen her asleep,
had covered her like she mattered, and the kindness of it
shattered her so completely she couldn't breathe.

Dark office. Only emergency lighting, city glow through
windows. His jacket—charcoal Brioni, impossibly soft, still
warm. How long ago did he leave?

The Post-it note glowed on her laptop screen, his
handwriting: "We need to talk.

Papers everywhere, evidence of her fourteen-hour work
marathon, running from feelings.

Building silence—3 AM quiet, just HYAC hum. Her ragged
breathing. Distant traffic. Shanghai never fully slept. Her



heartbeat too fast, too loud.

The jacket. Cashmere blend, expensive, his warmth still in
the fabric. Her cramped neck from falling asleep at her desk
again. The Post-it note, paper soft between trembling fingers.
Tears on her face. When did she start crying?

His cologne—bergamot, cedar, something uniquely him.
She'd know it anywhere. Stale office coffee from her third
cup hours ago. Her own unwashed hair. She hadn't showered
since yesterday morning.

WEILIN'S POV:

His jacket is still warm.

That's the detail that breaks me.

Still warm. Meaning he was here recently. Meaning he stayed
—watching me sleep? for how long?—before finally leaving.
Meaning he cared enough to cover me but not enough to
wake me.

| sit up. The jacket slides off my shoulders. | catch it
reflexively.

Bring it to my face. Breathe in.

Bergamot. Cedar. Him.

The same cologne he wore when we were married. | used to
bury my face in his neck just to smell it.

| haven't smelled it in six years. Until now.

The Post-it note glows on my laptop screen—office lights are
motion-activated, currently off, just screen glow and city
lights:

B, ER. KITFEK K. BAX? —M

Go home. Sleep. We need to talk. Tomorrow? —M

We need to talk.

After a week of "maintain professional boundaries" and



answering my emails through his assistant—suddenly we
need to talk.

After | requested to cancel Singapore—suddenly he wants to
communicate.

What changed?

| look at my phone: 3:17 AM.

Missed texts. I'd silenced my phone during work.

11:47 PM, Lin Rui: B REIDREF 7200 . AE2E &R
o FLAFIRRIZAIE,

He was in your office for 20 minutes. Just watching you
sleep. Thought you should know.

Twenty minutes. He watched me sleep for twenty minutes.
Why?

Another text. 12:03 AM, Lin Rui: ttEHCRE2OE T . FAK
EMIHRME T T4, BtIlERES,

He looked heartbroken. | don't know what he did to you, but
he's suffering now.

Good. He should suffer.

No—that's not what | want. | don't want him to suffer.

| want...

| clutch his jacket. Press it to my chest like I'm twenty-five
again and he's still mine.

Break down completely. Sob into expensive cashmere.
Alone on the 118th floor at 3 AM, crying over a man who
rejected my honesty but covered me with his jacket.

| don't understand him. | don't understand this.

But God, | want to.

WEDNESDAY MORNING, 6:47 AM.

| finally go home. Take a taxi—can't face the subway looking
like this. Tear-stained, wearing yesterday's clothes, clutching



a man's jacket.

My apartment still barely furnished. IKEA finally delivered
Friday. | have a bed now. Small mercies.

| shower. First time in two days. Stand under water until it
runs cold.

Look at myself in the mirror. See: dark circles, weight loss,
exhaustion, a woman breaking.

This can't continue. | can't continue like this.

| make instant coffee—still can't afford the good stuff, don't
care.

Sit on my new IKEA bed. ¥899, cheap but better than the floor.
His jacket draped over my desk chair. | brought it home,
couldn't leave it at the office.

Stare at it.

"We need to talk. Tomorrow?"

Tomorrow is today. Wednesday.

Do | respond? Do | wait? Do | pretend | didn't see the note?
| pick up my phone. Type:

FH, SK. Habd&E? EHE? —W

Okay. Today. When? Where? —W

Delete it. Too eager.

Type:

WEIENES. RESTEDRE, —LHH

Received your note. I'll be in the office. —Shen Weilin
Delete it. Too cold.

Type:

R ERINE, BSKXEELE. —W

Thank you for the jacket. I'll return it today. —W

Send it before | can overthink. 7:03 AM.

His response comes immediately. He's awake. Was he



waiting?

ANESR. 10R? ZERDRE? —M

You're welcome. 10 AM? My office? —M

His office. Private. Glass walls but his door closes.

10 AM. Three hours.

| respond: 89, —W

Then stare at my phone.

Three hours until | face him. Three hours to prepare for a
conversation | don't understand. Three hours to armor up or
be vulnerable.

Which one?

| look at his jacket, still on my chair, still smelling like him.
He was vulnerable. The jacket, the note, the "M"—those were
vulnerable.

Maybe | should be too.

| need to tell you about this past weekend. Before the jacket.
Before the note. Because it matters.

Saturday morning—two days after his cruel email, | was
spiraling.

Woke up in my empty apartment and realized: if | stayed
there, I'd break.

Needed to get out. Needed to do something—anything—that
wasn't thinking about Chen.

Remembered: a coworker at my old job mentioned
volunteering at a migrant children's shelter.

Found the address. Yangpu District, not far from my
apartment.

Went.

=EAH 20 CHENXI HOPE CENTER

The irony of the name didn't escape me. Chenxi. Dawn. Same



name as his company.

The universe has a sick sense of humor.

The center: repurposed factory building, bright murals on
walls, sounds of children laughing.

The coordinator—Mrs. Zhang, fifties, kind face: "{FRMERE
Z? "

You're here to volunteer?

"M, MNRIMFZEFEBIRVIE, "

Yes. If you need help.

"BIE2EFEZREE, R E @G t/EiEE? "

We always need help. Do you speak Mandarin and
Shanghainese?

'"mE#=. " Both.

Mrs. Zhang smiled. "523%&, KME, " Perfect. Come.

They put me to work:

- Reading to children, ages five to ten, migrant workers' kids
* Helping with homework

- Serving lunch

- Just... being present

It was the first time in weeks | felt useful. The first time |
thought about something other than Chen. The first time |
felt like maybe, maybe, | was worth something beyond my
job or my family's money or my failed marriage.

Saturday afternoon, 2:47 PM.

Mrs. Zhang: RIS IREF. REARIBIXE? "

You're doing great. Have you done this before?

"&B. BEEEIT, "

No. But | want to help.

"AA? " Why?

| paused. Honest answer:



'"AABRFBILERAEZENEIR. BFEBICERATLUHEFS, "
Because | need to remember I'm not my mistakes. | need to
remember | can do good things.

Mrs. Zhang smiled with understanding. "BB{REXHSF 7o "
Then you're in the right place.

SUNDAY MORNING.

| returned. Didn't plan to, but Saturday felt good. Needed
more.

Mrs. Zhang: "fR[EI2R T ! " You came back!

"B R LAEBITIS? " Can | help?

'Y, SKENEEREETE. HFNEEMHBEI. "

Of course. Today we're working in the garden. The kids are
planting vegetables.

The garden: rooftop, makeshift planters, children with tiny
shovels.

And another volunteer. Woman, late fifties, wearing simple
clothes, baseball cap, gloves. Working alongside the
children. Patient. Kind. Smiling.

| joined the planting. Worked next to the woman for two
hours.

We talked about how to plant tomatoes. Which children were
shy versus outgoing. The weather. Nothing deep, just...
pleasant conversation.

The woman laughed as a child accidentally threw dirt on her.
"ZF(BLRRE#RE, XIIE? "

Children keep you humble, right?

| smiled. "28Y. AEEZEZHIRE,

Yes. | need more humility.

"HTEFFEZE, " We all do.

We worked in comfortable silence.



| felt... peaceful. For the first time in weeks.

SUNDAY, 11:47 AM.

Lunch break.

The woman and | washing dirt off our hands at the outdoor
sink.

She removed her baseball cap to splash water on her face.
| saw her face clearly for the first time.

Froze.

Oh God. Oh God no.

It's her.

Chen's mother.

I'd only met her twice. Once at our wedding—small ceremony,
she cried tears of joy, hugged me, said "SR EIZKEE"—
welcome to the family.

Once more, a month before the divorce. She'd brought us
dumplings, homemade. Sat in our tiny apartment. Asked if
we were okay. I'd lied, said we were fine.

She'd looked at me with kind eyes and said: "{&IR1E#, {BINR
fRIIMEZE, (RITBIAESE IR, "

Marriage is hard. But if you love each other, you can get
through anything.

Two weeks later, | moved out.

| never saw her again.

Until now.

Chen's mother looked up. Saw my face.

Recognition dawned slowly.

"TRIE? " Weilin?

My throat was tight. "BR AKX, " Mrs. Chen.

Long silence. Both staring. The children playing around us,
oblivious.



"R.. [ FIEXBEHERE? "

You... you volunteer here?

"HK....BM. MEERFIE, FHEEIRENE....

... yes. Since yesterday. | didn't realize you...
"BRETREXRERK. BEE=FT, "

| come every weekend. For three years now.

Of course she does. Of course Chen's mother volunteers at a
children's shelter. Of course the universe would put us
together.

| started to back away. "N iZE. HAEILIRFEFAR——"

| should go. | don't want to make you uncomfortable—

"8 T, " Stay.

"HAar

"B, RINEFEEER, ZF1IEIR "

Stay. We need the help. The children like you.

She said it simply. No judgment. No anger. Just... kindness.
Tears threatened. "EAHE Z T4 "

| don't know what to say.

"L A A . KB, FIRIRF T "

Then don't say anything. Come on. Lunch is almost ready.
She turned and walked toward the lunch area.

| stood there, shocked, confused.

Mrs. Zhang appeared beside me. "fRIANRXKAK? "

You know Mrs. Zhao?

Mrs. Zhao. Chen's mother's surname. She uses her maiden
name here.

"K.... BALEIAIR M, "

... knew her a long time ago.

"WERINRIFNERE. BRAEFK. MAED, MAIOEEFI
Ho "



She's our best volunteer. Comes every week. Never misses.
Her heart is made of gold.

Of course it is. Her son has the same heart. Hidden under
armor, but it's there.

SUNDAY, 1:47 PM.

After lunch—the children napping, volunteers cleaning up.
Chen's mother approached me. I'd been avoiding her for two
hours.

"ERKIS? " Walk?

Not a question. An invitation that was really a gentle
command.

We walked on the rooftop, away from others. Private.
Silence. | didn't know how to start.

Finally: "RELRERE, (REZIRIS?

You look thin. Are you eating?

Just like she used to ask Moxuan. Just like a mother.

"H. " Lying.

Caught.

"FBHUAIZIR. MImSEIFE. WMET, Gk EERE "
Moxuan's not eating either. Lin Rui told me. Says he's lost
weight, looks terrible.

So Lin Rui talks to Chen's mother. Of course he does.
"REEM. <TF...xTFT—1 "

I'm sorry. About... about everything.

"I 4{FER? " What are you apologizing for?
'AAKBEAT M. RAKRGBE T M. EA—

Because | left him. Because | hurt him. Because—
'HAR25%, FMH, FHXEBEER? "

Because you were 25 and scared and your parents were



pressuring you?

| stopped walking. Stared at her.

"MinEIFRT . T2280. BEBF T . FABEIRHNXE, K&
AR T+ 4o "

Lin Rui told me. Not everything. But enough. | know your
parents. | know what they did to you.

"R ZEfE0. " That's not an excuse.

"o BRXB—1HERE, "

No. But it's an explanation.

We sat on a bench overlooking the garden, children's laughter
below.

"MRIMEAMIE, " You work for him now.

"B "

"NTA? "

'"AAKEFEBZIERAENET . HAEK....

Because | need to prove I've changed. Because |...

| couldn't say "because | still love him" to his mother.
"EAREZEM, " Because you still love him.

Not a question.

Tears now. "&H/Y, "

"HiEE R, " He still loves you too.

| looked up. Was she serious?

"R FEAEIN. B SFEIA. BFRFE, "

He won't admit it. Not to me. Not to himself. But | know.
"R, " He hates me.

"o EBMR. XFA—1F, "

No. He's afraid of you. That's different.

| wiped tears. This conversation was surreal.
"MARERECRERE LR RAEMIE T HAE? "

He came to see me for the first time in six years last week.



You know what he said?

I Y

"fthid: 1598, EiER T, XAMEEABEE, "

He said: 'Mom, | fucked up. | don't know how to fix it.

My breath caught.

"BIRMIEE T4 iR '—Y), FIBHIEH T, i FRE
ghhiolK, ik HAREEAM "

| asked what he fucked up. He said: 'Everything. | pushed her
away. | said: "Then pull her back. He said: 'l don't know how.
"RAEME TG, MiXEFAEERN, "

| wrote him a letter. He said it was inappropriate.

"WEMRT, "He was scared.

"E18+4? " Scared of what?

"SHRIR. FBess. FHERKAMREH, "

Scared of forgiving. Scared of being vulnerable. Scared of
being Chen Moxuan again.

She looked at me, really looked, assessing:

"YREIZEIZHE T " You're back in Yangpu.

"B "

"IREF TIRHIZXR A. " You left your family.

"B "

"(RERTEMAR B E{REEEFHCAR, "

You slept on a floor until you could afford a bed.

How does she know that? Lin Rui. Of course.
"MMEXEWMEREE. FENTAKE FARZENR ——(RRFIER
SHEXE, AN THEFS. "

You're volunteering here. Not to impress me—you didn't know
I'd be here. Just to do good.

"BEZIRERFAEENEIR. "

| need to remember I'm not my mistakes.



Chen's mother took my hand. Unexpected, warm:

"R FE. IFE—TIRTHIFNFEEZ A, BIREXREEN]. XR
5E, "

You're not. You were a young woman who made mistakes.
But you're correcting them. That matters.

| broke. Full crying now.

"BAREZEAT. MASITFRE, "

| don't know what to do. He won't listen to me.

"L tER, FEREBINXF, @176, "

Then let him see. Not through words. Through actions.

"+ 417517 " What actions?

"W PRIETEIY S . TEE 71, FEmm. SRIRS. AR
MEMNA——FTEBATHME TRZIEIR, MEEAXZE(R. "
Keep doing what you're doing. Work hard. Live in Yangpu.
Volunteer. Be who you are now—not to impress him, but
because it's who you are.

"tW=EEH. tRIZARE, =9, BEEAE, "

He'll see. He's smart. Scared, but smart.

MONDAY MORNING—PRESENT DAY.

That was yesterday. Sunday with his mother.

Who told me he still loves me. Who told me he's afraid. Who
told me to keep being myself.

And last night, he left his jacket. And a note. "We need to talk.’
Maybe she's right. Maybe he's ready.

Or maybe this is another test I'll fail.

9:47 AM.

I'm in my office. His jacket dry-cleaned overnight—yes, | paid
¥200 to dry-clean a jacket that costs ¥30,000. I'm aware of
the irony.

Jacket hanging on its hanger, covered in dry-cleaning plastic.



A Post-it note attached.

I've been writing this note for an hour. Seven drafts, each one
different.

Draft 7, final:

g, ATXN, BATIRMRIEER—T, —W

Thank you. For this, and for everything you never said. —W
Everything he never said. The jacket. The Post-it notes. The
furniture he sent, even though | refused it. The way he
watched me sleep for twenty minutes.

Love in action, not words. Just like his mother said.

| stick the note to the dry-cleaning plastic.

9:58 AM. Two minutes until our meeting.

Pick up the jacket on its hanger, pristine.

Walk to his office.

Chen's office door is closed. He's inside—I can see him
through glass, sitting at his desk, looking nervous.

Marcus Chen doesn't get nervous. But there he is, running his
hand through his hair repeatedly.

| knock.

He looks up. Sees me. Sees his jacket.

Stands too quickly, nervous energy. Gestures for me to come
in.

| open the door. Step inside. The door closes behind me.
Just us. Glass walls—the team can see us but can't hear.

A jacket between us. Everything unsaid.

| hold out the jacket. "{REVIMNE. FILAEXT . "

Your jacket. | had it cleaned.

He takes it, fingers brushing mine—electric contact. "R HB
. "

You didn't have to do that.



"TEE, BFAE, "

| know. But | wanted to.

He sees the Post-it note on the dry-cleaning plastic. Reads it.
. AT XD, WATIIRMRIEEN—T), —

His eyes snap to mine.

"BMEKIIZRI—1]? " Everything | never said?

e "

I'm not elaborating. Making him ask. Matching his
vulnerability with my own.

"IRAEKIKIZ? " Do you want to talk?

"(RA815? " Do you?

He looks at me. Really looks—sees the weight loss, the
exhaustion, the armor, the hope.

Quiet: "F KB MR IR, "

| don't know where to start.

"HHAHIE, " Me neither.

Long silence.

"RV MR BNz ISR, "

My therapist says | should be honest.

"WRTEEBTTIM? " You're seeing a therapist?

"NET . BM...." For six years. Since...

Since the divorce. He doesn't have to finish.
"BLEARBE T RIEE, "

| met your mother last weekend.

His eyes widen with shock. "(+4? "

'ERAERL. REMEEE., tiiE. "

Chenxi Hope Center. | was volunteering. So was she.
"Wh.... QiR T H4? " She... what did she say?

| could tell him everything. His mother said he still loves me,
that he's afraid, that he came to her crying.



| don't. That's his story to tell.

"R fRREERE. {BEH. "

She said you're smart. But scared.

His jaw clenches. Called out by his own mother through his
ex-wife.

"% 5, " She's not wrong.

First real admission.

Silence stretches between us.

| take a breath. "&KW =R, "

I'm scared too.

He looks at me. Surprised.

"BRERMRSEERE, HFBERSBXIER, HEBXRIXIE
SREIATFIEAEN—T,

I'm scared you'll push me away again. I'm scared I'll mess up
again. I'm scared this conversation will destroy whatever we
might have.

His face changes. Softens.

"BBEAIRL1ZE 4 70? " Then what should we do?

| look at him. At this man | loved and lost and found again.
"WIFERNIRZE..... SL? BRIREVETIMREY? REEEFENK
B2 "

Maybe we just... be honest? Like your therapist said? Like |
asked for in the letter?

He nods slowly. "8$¥89, IS5, "

Okay. Honest.

Takes a breath.

"BIETIRNEABI—B R, "

| read your letter about a hundred times.
"REMREFEXERTERN, "

And then you told me it was inappropriate.



"BAE, "BEEXEMIR, "R T IRAIMSET, XIFET
| know. Pain crosses his face. | panicked. You were too
honest and it scared me.

"AA? " Why?

'"ENMRBEIFIRIR, WNRFILIFHEK, MAIgESBRBEH. MX
RERT o "

Because if | forgive you, if | let you in, you might leave again.
And it would kill me this time.

My heart breaks. "B37MNENR? ER? BEERER _+9FH? "
Then what about the jacket? The notes? Watching me sleep
for twenty minutes?

He looks stunned. "{REAXE——"

How did you know—

"SRR T "

Lin Rui told me.

Chen closes his eyes. "HAgBEHEB 2. HBEINURTHRE, R
T, MB—A, E.. .BEEBERMREZS. "

| couldn't help myself. | saw you there, exhausted, alone, and
... | needed to make sure you were okay.

"BBARZEIR. " That's not hate.

"o " MERARIBEEK. "BBAZ2IR. "

No. He opens his eyes, looks at me. That's not hate.

"Bt A4? "Then what is it?

Long pause. Then:

'BEBEE. RERMHHIHEMELE., "

| think it's love. Despite my best efforts to stop it.

The words hang between us.

| can't breathe.

"Z245——"Moxuan—



"BATREIRISRIG? "MFThhE, "HAFREWRIRIR, HAREY
AfEE. BFREZH. NRRBREFERFFENIE, "

Can we go slow? He interrupts. | don't know how to forgive. |
don't know how to trust. But | want to try. If you're willing to
wait while | figure it out.

Tears stream down my face.

'BeF. RERERE., "

I'll wait. As long as you need.

He reaches out. Hesitates. Then takes my hand.

. TE. ME—EE? "

Singapore. Next week. Come with me?

"BUAANEBCET . "

| thought | was canceling.

"FEGH. Bl AT AR E%E. mmXE, EEIFIBEN
NAENMIENFIEES,

Don't cancel. We... we can talk there. Away from here. Away
from glass walls and offices and all the weight of the past.

| look at our joined hands. At his face. At the hope | see there,
fragile and terrified but real.

T, BEE. "

Okay. I'll go.

He exhales like he's been holding his breath for six years.
"R, "

Thank you.

"R, WER. ATHE, ATEFR. ATRE=E. "

No, thank you. For the jacket. For the notes. For being willing
to try.

We stand there, hands joined, looking at each other through
tears and hope and six years of wreckage.

It's not fixed. We're not fixed.



But maybe, maybe, we're starting.

END CHAPTER 15
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CHAPTER 16: THE CRACK (SCENE 4 SETUP - LATE NIGHT
BAR FORESHADOWING)

Chen had been staring at Weilin's Post-it note for three hours
—"Thank you for this, and for everything you never said"—and
the longer he stared, the more he realized that "everything he
never said" was the entire architecture of his carefully
constructed loneliness, and maybe it was time to start
demolishing it, brick by expensive brick.

9:47 PM. Monday evening. Twelve hours after the jacket
return, after a conversation that went nowhere.

His office at Chénxi Technologies, 118th floor. Alone after
everyone left. Dark—he'd turned off the lights hours ago. Just
city glow and laptop screen.

The Post-it note yellow against his dark desk, her
handwriting impossible to ignore. His cleaned jacket hanging
on his office door, still in dry-cleaning plastic. She'd spent
money she didn't have to clean his jacket.

Shanghai glittered below, endless and indifferent.

Building silence—HVAC hum, the specific silence of being
alone in a place meant for hundreds. His breathing steady,
controlled, lying. Occasional ping from his computer, emails
he was ignoring. His phone face-down, silent. He kept
checking it, waiting for her to text first.

She wouldn't.



The Post-it note—he'd touched it so many times the adhesive
was wearing off. His wedding ring, phantom sensation. He
hadn't worn it in six years but sometimes his finger still felt
empty.

The desk drawer pull, right side, bottom drawer. He kept
reaching for it, stopping himself.

Stale coffee, his sixth cup today, cold now. His cologne
reapplied after their 10 AM meeting, trying to erase the
nervousness-sweat. Nothing else. His office smelled like
nothing. Sterile. Unlived-in.

CHEN'S POV:

"Thank you for everything you never said."

What did | never say?

| sit in the dark—turned off the lights two hours ago, can't
stand the fluorescent reminder of productivity, of Marcus
Chen, CEO.

Stare at her handwriting.

| never said: | kept our wedding photo.

| never said: | watched you sleep for twenty minutes Tuesday
night and it took everything in me not to wake you, not to
apologize, not to beg.

| never said: | hired you because I'm not over you and
punishing myself seemed preferable to forgetting you.

| never said: Every Post-it note | left was me trying to say "
still care” without the vulnerability of saying it.

My hand reaches for the bottom right desk drawer again.
Stops.

Don't. You haven't opened that drawer in two years. There's
nothing in there you need.

Liar.



| pull it open.

Inside the drawer:

Old business cards from when | was nobody. Receipts from
investments that failed. A pen, dried out, but it was the first
pen | used to sign a client contract. Random cables.

And—

A USB drive.

Silver. 16GB. Ancient by current standards.

Label in faded Sharpie: #&1L88 < Wedding Photos

| forgot this was here.

No—I didn't forget. | buried it. Deliberately.

When | moved into this office three years ago, | put this
drawer together like a time capsule of failure. Things from
my old life. Things F&Z=%F owned. Things Marcus Chen
doesn't need.

| pick up the USB drive. Light, innocuous. A few grams of
plastic and metal containing everything I've tried to forget.
Stare at it.

| could throw it away. Right now. Trash bin. Done.

| plug it into my computer.

Loading. Feels like forever. Probably three seconds.

Folder opens: 147 photos.

147 photos from one day. Our wedding day. October 15, 2018.
| click on the first one.

Morning preparations. Weilin in that cheap white dress from
the bridal shop—¥800, she insisted it was perfect, | thought
she deserved better. Her mother doing her makeup in their
old house. Weilin looking... young. Nervous. Happy.

Next photo: Me. In the secondhand suit—¥600, Lin Rui helped
me pick it. Hair too long, couldn't afford a haircut that week.



Tie crooked, nervous hands. Grinning like an idiot.

| look so young. So hopeful. So fucking naive.

Next: The ceremony. City hall. No church—couldn't afford it,
didn't care. Just us, Lin Rui as witness, a city official reading
VOWS.

Next: Weilin saying "l do." Eyes on me. Smiling. Meaning it.
She meant it. | know she did. She meant it and then
everything fell apart anyway.

| scroll faster—too painful to linger:

The kiss. Signing papers. Walking out of city hall into October
sunshine. Her laughing at something | said—I don't
remember what. Me carrying her over the threshold of our
shitty apartment. Tradition, even in poverty.

Stop scrolling at photo #47.

The noodle shop.

Oh God. The noodle shop.

Photo #47.

The image:

Location: The noodle place on Sichuan Road. Old Zhao's
restaurant. Our restaurant.

People: Weilin and me, squished into one side of a table. Tiny
table, smaller booth. We didn't fit properly but we didn't care.
Details:

Two bowls of beef noodles—¥15 each, our wedding dinner
because we spent all our money on the dress and suit.
Weilin mid-laugh. Head thrown back, eyes squeezed shut,
completely unselfconscious.

Me looking at her. Not at the camera. At her.

And—this is what makes me laugh now—there’s sauce on my
nose.



| remember this moment exactly.

We'd just gotten married. Walked from city hall to the noodle
shop—couldn't afford taxi, didn't matter, held hands the whole
way.

Sat down. Ordered our usual. Old Zhao saw Weilin's dress
and my suit and immediately understood.

"¢EI&T? ! " You got married?! he'd shouted.

Entire restaurant turned to look.

Weilin blushed. | nodded.

Old Zhao brought out the good noodles—extra beef, extra
broth, extra everything. "#E&! XEFKIEH! "
Congratulations! This is on me!

We ate like we were starving.

Weilin kept laughing—giddy, nervous energy from the day.
| was slurping noodles, trying to be romantic and failing.
She leaned over to kiss me.

| didn't see her coming—mid-slurp.

Noodle sauce splashed on my nose.

She pulled back, saw my face, and lost it. Complete
breakdown laughing.

"You have—you have sauce on your—" Couldn't finish. Too
busy laughing.

| wiped my nose with my napkin, got more sauce on my
cheek.

She laughed harder.

| started laughing too—not at the sauce, but at her laugh.
That completely uninhibited, ridiculous laugh.

Lin Rui took this photo. Captured the exact moment of her
laugh and my adoration and my sauce-covered nose.
"IRITAYEEZLER! " Your wedding photo! he'd said.



We'd framed it. Put it on our bedside table.

It was the first thing | saw every morning and the last thing |
saw every night.

Until the divorce.

When | took it down. Put it in the drawer face-down. Couldn't
look at it. Couldn't throw it away.

Now, staring at the digital version, |—

| laugh.

Out loud. Alone in my dark office at 9:58 PM.

A real laugh. Not a business laugh. Not a polite social laugh.
A genuine, from-the-gut, helpless laugh at the memory of
beef noodle sauce on my nose and my wife—ex-wife—losing
her mind over it.

The laugh surprises me.

| can't remember the last time | laughed like this.

My office door opens.

Lin Rui standing in the doorway, laptop bag over shoulder,
clearly about to leave for the day. Stopped by the sound.
"IREE4? " What are you laughing at?

| wipe my eyes. When did | start crying?

A

"RER. HIREIT . HUABATREERl, GRZEMR. "

You were laughing. | heard it. | thought someone was
watching a comedy. Turns out it's you.

He sounds shocked. Rightfully so.

Lin Rui enters, closing the door. "BIEXR AT TET ME,
MEEITEREIERT, "

I've worked at this company for four years. I've never heard
you actually laugh.

That hits differently than he meant it to.



"BE, " laugh.

"Ro MIEEBNK, ILIFBIK. 'BFF R T PRIEESINBELT
BE'HR. BRAB.... BEER. "

No. You do business laughs. Polite laughs. 'Client made a
joke | have to pretend is funny' laughs. But that just now...
that was real.

| don't know what to say to that.

Lin Rui gestures to the laptop. "FRLULZEHA? AFHEE. "
So what is it? Show me.

'"QE...—iKERF, "Just... an old photo.

"LLFIE. 2. " Let me guess. It's her.

| don't respond. Which is a response.

Lin Rui comes around the desk. "4AF &, "

| hesitate. This feels private, sacred almost.

But Lin Rui was there. Lin Rui took this photo.

| turn the laptop so he can see.

Lin Rui sees the photo.

Immediate smile. "X, FiZEXT. HFEHE. "

Oh my God. | remember this. The noodle sauce.

"RIARYX KB, " You took this photo.

"B, BERIBEFSL TIRIIRT. "

Yeah. | thought | sent it to both of you.

"RMB T . WthelgER A, "

You did. She probably still has it.

Lin Rui studies the photo. "{REBIRAIEL, "

Look at your face.

"BEE, 2=——" | know. The sauce—

"To FEBH. BIFBEMAI. BMZFHRF L. "

No. Not the sauce. The way you're looking at her. Like she's
the center of the universe.



| look at the photo again. Lin Rui's right—I'm looking at Weilin
like she hung the stars.

"R ERABIFER M E T ABER? "

When's the last time you looked at her like that?

"4EHI, " Seven years ago.

"R LRGN AR R B AR iE?

When's the last time you laughed like you just did?

T, Mith—i.

Seven years ago. With her.

Silence.

Lin Rui sits on the edge of my desk—informal, friend-space
not employee-space.

"MRAEEEITIE? " Have you noticed?

“EFEEI+4? " Noticed what?

"Marcus Chen\F%, FEEN. MREH—EHER. "

Marcus Chen never laughs. Not really. Chen Moxuan laughed
all the time.

The observation lands like a punch.

"BBA——"That's not—

"TEN., TEAFER, TEIAIER, BIMEIRMIEIR BN AT
Bl ——MR1ER. HItk, EE. "

It is. In grad school, in the early startup days, even when you
guys were struggling in that shitty apartment—you were
laughing. Joking. Alive.

"REBEAE T, RIBILT X1, "He gestures around—the
office, the empire.

Then the divorce happened. You built this.

"Marcus ChentH¥E7. K. BB, BKR. BAREKR, "
Marcus Chen was born. Successful. Wealthy. Powerful. Also
not happy.



| want to argue. Defend myself, defend my choices.

Cant.

Because Lin Rui is right.

"=FF1R3NE5, " Moxuan was weak.

"Ro EHEAMN. BXH, "

No. Moxuan was human. There's a difference.

Lin Rui stands, preparing to leave but making his point first.
"Marcus ChenBE—1"%E, EHE—ERIBR. HFERRFIRK
ETH—1 BIRZRIMRATFIS—ITMHRET TAaiE? "
Marcus Chen has an empire. Moxuan had a marriage. | know
which one you think you lost. But have you considered what
you gave up to get the other?

He leaves. Door closing softly.

| sit alone with the photo. The laughter still echoing. The
realization that Lin Rui just diagnosed me with six years of
self-amputation.

| go back to the photos. Scroll through all 147.

Watching myself in each image:

Laughing. Smiling. Holding Weilin. Dancing badly. Making
faces at the camera. Looking at her like she's everything.
Every photo: PRZ=5T.

None of them: Marcus Chen.

| open a second window on my computer. Pull up my
company's About page. Professional photo from last year:
Marcus Chen, CEO.

Compare the two images:

Wedding photo: messy hair, cheap suit, sauce on nose,
laughing

CEO photo: perfect hair, ¥30,000 suit, serious expression,
controlled



Same face. Different person.

| open my phone. Photo gallery. Scroll back through six years
of photos:

Business events. Awards ceremonies. Office openings. Team
celebrations. Press conferences.

In none of them am | laughing.

Smiling, yes. Professional smile. CEO smile.

But laughing? No.

Lin Rui is right.

Marcus Chen doesn't laugh.

Marcus Chen is efficient, successful, controlled.

Marcus Chen has a billion dollars and an empty penthouse
and an empire built on proving someone wrong.

Moxuan ate cheap noodles and got sauce on his nose and
laughed until he cried and was happy.

| go back to the wedding photo. Photo #47. The noodle shop.
Study it.

That person—that laughing, sauce-covered, completely
unselfconscious person—is who she fell in love with.

That person is who | was. Before | armored up. Before |
became Marcus Chen to prove | was enough.

But what if 2£%F was already enough?

What if | amputated the best parts of myself to build
something impressive but empty?

My phone buzzes. Text from my mother—of course she's
texting at 10:37 PM:

MinSIRFEMIFENREKT . iR/ LFARNEBIES. Kk
WIEREBINEE T, LIFRMEXEIE T, —151E

Lin Rui told me he heard you laugh. He said he almost didn't
recognize the sound. | said | don't remember it either



anymore. Maybe it's time to find it again. —Mom

They're conspiring. Lin Rui and my mother. Tag-teaming me.
It's working.

| look at the noodle shop photo one more time. Then at
Weilin's Post-it note: "Thank you for everything you never
said.

Everything | never said.

| never said: | miss laughing.

| never said: | miss being 25F.

| never said: Marcus Chen is successful but =% was happy.
| never said: Maybe | chose the wrong one.

11:47 PM.

Still at my desk. Everyone left hours ago. City is quieting. I'm
alone with photos and realizations.

| pick up my phone. Open messages. Her contact—saved as
"L - Weilin". | added her Chinese name back last week.
Small step.

Type:

{RIFICEMY) | EEBIEIENS?

Do you remember the noodle place on Sichuan Road?
Delete it. Too random. She'll think I'm drunk or having a
breakdown.

I'm sober and having a breakdown, but still.

Type:

BT EARVELERF. BZ—EREE.

| found our wedding photos. | kept them all along.

Delete it. Too much. Too vulnerable.

Type:

{RIFICIEMY) || BRBIETEMS?

Do you remember the noodle place on Sichuan Road?



Stare at it. Simple. Non-threatening. A memory we share.
She mentioned it last week—said she checked if it was still
there.

She remembers. | remember.

Maybe that's a start.

Send it. 11:52 PM.

Immediately regret it. What if she's asleep? What if she
doesn't answer? What if she tells me to stop texting her at
midnight like a creep?

Three dots appear immediately.

She's awake.

WEILIN'S POV:

I'm lying in my IKEA bed—¥899, still uncomfortable but better
than the floor—when my phone lights up.
11:52 PM. His name.

| should be asleep. Need to be in the office by 8 AM
tomorrow for Singapore prep meeting.

But I've been awake, staring at the ceiling, thinking about this
morning's conversation that went nowhere.

His text: {RiA121F0) || ERRYEITEPS?

Do you remember the noodle place on Sichuan Road?

| sit up. Heart racing.

Of course | remember. | told him last week | remember.
But why is he asking now? At midnight?

| type:

F— 747,

Every detail.

Send it.

His response comes fast:

FE, BT -k, fRER. HHEF ERE,



Me too. | found a photo. You were laughing. | had sauce on
my nose.
Oh God. That photo.
| have that photo. Framed. In the bottom of my closet.
Wrapped in a sweater. Couldn't throw it away. Couldn't look at
it either.
But | kept it.
| type:

E5E. MERE, KMT,
Noodle sauce. You were trying to be romantic and failed.
His response:
KKT. WA, BEBKER. MimnMMELITERELESR
o, fiiMarcus ChenfE, FEFREHFE,
| laughed. Just now. Looking at that photo. Lin Rui said he's
never heard me really laugh. He said Marcus Chen doesn't
laugh. Only Chen Moxuan laughs.
My breath catches.
He's being honest. Vulnerable. Using both his names.
Acknowledging the split.
| type:
RESIKH—1?
Which one do you prefer being?
Long pause. Three dots appear. Disappear. Appear again.
Finally:
REGRZNFERE. BRSHMEKT. CERSE—REEKXT., BB
... 0o
I'm trying to figure it out. But | laughed tonight. Really
laughed for the first time in seven years. It felt... good.
Tears blur my vision.
He laughed. Because of a photo of us. Of who we were.



| type:

ERNBTETERE, £2¥15—Hi. (F8....7

Old Zhao's restaurant is still there. Still ¥15 a bowl. Do you
want...?

| can't finish the question.

Do you want to go back there with me? Do you want to
remember who we were? Do you want to try again?

His response:

=R,

Yes.

One word. But it's everything.

| type:

tabt®?

When?

His response:

EAIMFNREIRG? TER?

After we get back from Singapore? Next Friday?
Singapore. We're going together. Five days. Meetings and
proximity and whatever this is between us.

And then: noodle shop. Old Zhao's. Where it all started.

| type:

TRR. B L7

Next Friday. 7 PM.

His response:

XEN=G?

|s this a date?

s it?

| type:

XERTBEREBHARZES. IMREEEM %o

It's two people who used to be married eating noodles. You



decide what it is.

His response:

NI, B, R,

Fair. Goodnight, Weilin.

3. Not Miss Shen. Not Shen Weilin.

3. The name he used when we were happy.

| type:

Mz, =5,

Goodnight, Moxuan.

=4F. Not Marcus. Not Mr. Chen.

=4F. The man who got sauce on his nose and laughed about
it.

| lie back down. Phone on my chest. Smiling at my ceiling.
Next Friday. Noodle shop. Whatever this is.

Maybe it's nothing. Maybe it's everything.

Maybe it's a chance to find out if BRZ=4F and JLf#H still exist
underneath Marcus Chen and Miss Shen.

My phone buzzes one more time.

BEREBTHKER, EENDARMER, NFT. HA8ENE
Bo —M

| kept that photo. In my desk drawer. For six years. | couldn't
throw it away. —M

| don't respond. What do you say to that?

Just hold my phone and let myself hope.

END CHAPTER 16
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CHAPTER 17: THE COLLAPSE (SCENE 5 - HOSPITAL VISIT
PART 1)

Weilin had been standing in front of the projector screen for
eleven minutes, presenting the Singapore regulatory strategy
with precision that was ninety percent muscle memory and
ten percent sheer force of will—and the force of will was
failing, evidenced by the way the room kept tilting sideways
and Chen's face kept blurring and her heart kept beating too
fast and too slow simultaneously, which didn't make sense
but nothing made sense anymore including why she couldn't
remember if she'd eaten breakfast or if breakfast was even a
concept she still understood.

9:47 AM. Tuesday morning. One day after their midnight text
exchange. Four days before Singapore.

Conference Room B. Team meeting in progress.

The room kept blurring. Edges fuzzy. Fluorescent lights too
bright. Her presentation slides—she was on slide 14 of 23.
So far to go. The team, eight faces watching her, concern
creeping in.

Chen at the head of the table. Not looking at slides. Looking
at her. Eyes sharp with something—worry? She couldn't focus
enough to tell.

Her own voice sounded distant, underwater. Was she
slurring? Her heartbeat loud, erratic, drowning everything
else. The air conditioning an oppressive hum. Someone
asking a question—Zhang Wei? Lin Rui? She couldn't
distinguish voices.

The clicker in her hand slipping. Sweaty palms. Her feet
unsteady. Why won't they stay solid? Her suit too tight,



suffocating. The podium—she was gripping it. When did she
start gripping it? Her knuckles were white.

Coffee. Someone was drinking coffee. The smell made her
nauseous. Her own fear-sweat. Nothing else. She couldn't
smell anything else. Senses shutting down.

She hadn't eaten in thirty-six hours. Forgot yesterday, too
nervous this morning. Slept three hours, lying awake thinking
about midnight texts, about "24%," about hope.

Standing too long. Legs trembling. She'd locked her knees—
mistake.

Blood sugar crashing. Dizzy. Vision tunneling.

When did she last drink water?

WEILIN'S POV:

Slide 14: Regulatory Timeline.

I'm talking. Words are coming out of my mouth. Something
about MAS approval and timelines and compliance.

The words sound right. But the room is tilting.

| grip the podium harder. Ground yourself. You're fine. Just
finish.

Someone asks a question. Zhang Wei? His voice is so far
away.

ENH, XTE=FESM——(ReeiF4REAE? "

Miss Shen, regarding Q3 compliance—can you elaborate?

| open my mouth. Answer. You know this answer. You wrote
this section.

'FE=FESHFRE.. .FE..

Q3 compliance requires... requires...

What does it require?

| know this. | literally wrote this slide.

Why can't | remember?



The room tilts harder. Or am | tilting? Hard to tell.

The lights are too bright. Or too dark? Everything's dimming
at the edges.

My heartbeat is so loud. Can everyone hear it? It sounds like
drums.

| look at Chen. At the end of the table. Why is he standing?
When did he stand?

His face: concerned. No—alarmed.

His mouth moving: "J&/ViH? " Miss Shen?

Miss Shen. Professional. We're still professional.

Even though we texted until midnight. Even though he called
himself Z4F.

Still Miss Shen in front of the team.

| try to respond. Tell him I'm fine, just need a second.
"BIE——"I'm fi—

The room goes sideways.

My legs go numb.

The floor rushes up.

Oh. This is bad.

Everything goes black.

CHEN'S POV:

One second, she's standing at the podium.

The next, she's swaying.

Then, she's falling.

No.

| move. Don't remember deciding to move. Just moving.
Across the conference room. Six meters. | cover it in maybe
two seconds.

Catch her. Barely. She's deadweight, collapsing completely.
Her head against my chest. Her body limp in my arms. Her



eyes closed.

"HI! " Weilin!

Not Miss Shen. Not Shen Weilin. {3#.

Her name ripped out of me. No filter. No control.

The team frozen, shocked.

Lin Rui standing: "XM——" Oh my God—

Zhang Wei: "&% 5% 7 +4——"What happened—

Li Ruolin, my assistant: "E$7120——"I'll call 120—

| shout, cradling Weilin: "$J120! I7E! "

Call 120! Now!

| lower her to the floor. Gently. Carefully. Her head in my lap.
Tap her face: "5#? i, BEEE,

Weilin? Weilin, wake up.

Nothing. She's breathing—I check. Yes, breathing. Pulse in
her neck. Fast but there.

But not waking up.

To the room, not looking up: "BEAZEKEK! XEHE! HEE
pE

Someone get water! And sugar! She needs sugar!
Someone runs. Footsteps. | don't see who.

Lin Rui kneels beside me. "#t{+ AR /GIZARFE? "
When did she last eat?

"BAFIE——"1don't know—

But | should know. | should have been watching.

| noticed she lost weight. | noticed she looked exhausted.
And | did nothing.

Too busy protecting myself to see she was dying.

Her face so pale. Dark circles. Cheekbones too sharp.
How did | not see this? How did | let it get this bad?

Li Ruolin runs back. "1207£8& £o ¥ "



120 is on the way. Five minutes.

Five minutes is too long.

Still tapping her face, desperate: "3, #FEit, BEEE, BE
Weilin, please. Wake up. Look at me.

Her eyelids flutter. Barely, but movement.

"W, TEXiF, B, HEXE, "

That's right, that's it. Wake up. I'm here.

She doesn't wake. Just that flutter, then nothing.

| look at Lin Rui. | must look terrified because his face
changes.

Lin Rui, quiet: "= 25/, MIPERT ., M <HRY "
She'll be okay. Ambulance is coming. She'll be okay.

She has to be okay. She has to be.

Because if she's not, it's my fault.

FIVE MINUTES LATER.

Paramedics arrive. Fast. Professional. Efficient.

They take over. Check vitals. Ask questions.

"B+ ABHBNETRRE?

Does she have any known medical conditions?
"R——FEAHE——" No—I don't know—

| don't know. | was married to her for two years. And | don't
know.

"SRz T+ 4? " What did she eat today?

"HAFE, " | don't know.

"FEX? " Yesterday?

"BAXE! " | don't know!

| don't know anything. | know she lost weight. | know she's
been working too hard. | know she's stressed.

But | don't know when she last ate, when she last slept, if she



has medical conditions, if she takes medication—

| know nothing about her current life. Because | kept her at
professional distance.

They're loading her onto a stretcher. | stand, following
automatically.

Paramedic: "R AME? " Are you family?

No. I'm her ex-husband who's been torturing her for weeks.
"8 "VYes.

| lie. Don't care. I'm going with her.

They wheel her out. | follow.

The team watching, shocked, confused.

Lin Rui: "E1x——" Boss—

Not stopping: "BUEFE S X FI TRVEYE], LIEE, "

Cancel the rest of my day. Handle it.

"FTN3 =i ——" The Singapore meetings—

"B TAEE! " | said handle it!

| don't look back. Just follow the stretcher into the elevator,
out to the ambulance bay.

IN THE AMBULANCE.

They let me ride. Because | said | was family. Because | look
desperate enough to be family.

| sit beside her stretcher. Hold her hand. When did | take her
hand? Doesn't matter. Not letting go.

Paramedic checking vitals: "fMI[Eff. OZFR, MEK. FJEERE
A7k, "

Blood pressure low. Heart rate fast. Blood sugar low. Likely
dehydration.

Malnutrition. Exhaustion. Stress.

All the things the doctor will say when we get there. All the
things | caused.



Her hand in mine so small, so cold. | rub it, trying to warm it,
trying to do something useful.

Whisper—she can't hear me, but | say it anyway:

WA, HREH. XEHHE. 22K,

I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. This is my fault. All my fault.

The ambulance speeds through Shanghai traffic. Sirens,
chaos. | don't care about any of it.

Just watch her face. Still pale. Still unconscious.

Last night we texted until midnight. She said "goodnight, ==
5"

| fell asleep smiling for the first time in six years.

And twelve hours later she's in an ambulance.

Because | didn't see. Because | was too focused on my own
pain to notice hers.

Her fingers twitch. Slight movement in my hand.

Leaning closer: "(M#? {ReelrEIFi5? "

Weilin? Can you hear me?

Her eyelids flutter. Like before, but stronger.

"TMeXiF, BE, BEXE, BFrsEH. "

That's it. Wake up. I'm here. I'm not leaving.

She doesn't wake. But her hand squeezes mine. Barely, but
there.

She knows I'm here.

EMERGENCY ROOM.

They take her immediately. Rush her through. Efficient. | try
to follow.

Nurse stops me: "/c4, MEEEFEXZE, "

Sir, you need to wait in the waiting area.

"o FFMFE—H#S, " No. I'm staying with her.

i



"Bk T FAME—E! "1 said I'm staying with her!

Doctor appears. Older woman. Kind but firm. "fREAI X
g7 "

Are you her husband?

No. Not anymore. Not for six years.

"B, " Yes.

Second lie. Still don't care.

"BALRET AR, EitIFHMITFE "

Then you can stay. But let us work.

| step back. Give them space. But don't leave.

Watch them: Check vitals. Start IV. Draw blood. Check pupils.
Ask her questions—she's starting to come around, groggy
responses.

Doctor to Weilin: "fRSXIZ T HHA4? "

What did you eat today?

Weilin, weak voice: "..... 3k R~1218 7, "

... | don't remember.

"PEX? " Yesterday?

"WiF... . FZ&? "Maybe... lunch?

"HAFE? " What lunch?

"Kik. A8, "Rice. | think.

Rice. One meal. Yesterday. That's why she collapsed.
Doctor looking at me: "+ A BHMEFF 18X 1£HI? "

When did she start being like this?

"HAFE, " | don't know.

"IREMBIL K, RAAE? "

You're her husband and you don't know?

The accusation clear in her voice.
Defensive, guilty: "Ef].... . [FRIEEZ.
We... it's complicated.



"S5X, " Apparently.

She turns back to Weilin. Ignores me. Rightfully so.

Twenty minutes later, they've stabilized her.

IV fluids running. Blood sugar coming up. Vitals improving.
Conscious but exhausted.

Doctor to both of us: "EFFR. MK, tREET. REVSIEIE
TXxiHA, "

Malnutrition. Dehydration. Severe stress. Your body is
shutting down.

Weilin, weak smile: "Fx=&=EH, "I'll be fine.

"Ny RS, FERMBIFREXIF, (FREARS. HEIEEHNAKE,
TERY. BBENEE, "

No, you won't. Not if you continue like this. You need rest.
Real rest. And food. And stress management.

Doctor looking at me: "#thFEEE AR, (REEMEING? "
She needs someone to take care of her. Can you do that?
Can 1?7 I'm the reason she's here. I'm the stress she needs to
manage.

"BH. =M, "Yes. I will.

Doctor, skeptical but accepting: "#F, FEZHIMER 1, NIET,
ARl Blx, BMRERE—ZED—RA. FI{E "
Good. I'm keeping her for observation for a few hours. Then
she can go home. But she needs rest—minimum one week.
No work.

Weilin trying to sit up: "&A8E——# N ——"

| can't—Singapore—

"IRAEFNEE, IMERERS. "

You're not going to Singapore. You're going home to rest.
Weilin looks at me, panicked: "IiEH——" The project—

"M LF, {RAREE, " The project can wait. You can't.



Doctor nods approvingly. Leaves us.

ALONE.

Weilin in the hospital bed. IV in her arm. Looking small and
fragile.

"HIRE# " I'm sorry.

Standing beside bed: "R Rt AER?

What are you apologizing for?

"HT =i FhEFmE, "

Ruining the meeting. Making a scene.

"WRERSLT , (RENFIESHE ER? "

You almost died and you're apologizing for 'making a scene'?
She looks away. Ashamed.

| sit in the chair beside her bed, suddenly exhausted. "X &%
HIEE. "

This is my fault.

"A2——"It's not—

"BH, B0, REIRTEE. BEETERNIR. ETAathE
i, HEAICTF...."

Yes, it is. | saw you losing weight. | saw you exhausted. | did
nothing. | was too busy...

Too busy protecting myself. Too busy keeping professional
distance. Too busy being Marcus Chen to see that she was
dying.

Weilin, quiet: "{RA& 7 AR BB FHB(F, ABEY'REFZ AL R PR BIHR
o FARIERRFREI LA, EBRFBE b, TERARAFZEZEAIA. "
You sent that email. The 'maintain professional boundaries'
one. | wanted to prove | could. Prove | was professional.
Prove | didn't need anyone.

So she stopped eating. Stopped sleeping. Worked herself to
death.



To prove to me she could be professional.

"B T HHE. "I'm an idiot.

"B "VYes.

At least she's honest.

THREE HOURS LATER.

Chen hasn't left.

Weilin fell asleep. Exhaustion, or the IV fluids, or just her
body finally giving permission to rest.

He sits beside her bed. Watches her sleep.

His phone buzzing constantly. He's been ignoring it.

Lin Rui, fifteen messages summarized:

» Team is worried

- Singapore meetings: should we reschedule?

- Press is asking questions (someone saw the ambulance)
- What do you want me to tell people?

- Seriously, answer your phone

* I'm coming to the hospital

Chen finally responds:

WIRET. EARE. SFRAM=EER, N HRET
A, #ER: BT, 3XER. XRFRERL, —M

She's stable. Resting. Tell the team she'll be okay. Singapore:
postpone to next week. Press: no comment. Don't come to
the hospital. | need to be alone. —M

Lin Rui's response:

fRANYIRAL, ABFZIRAL,

You're alone with her. That's not alone.

Fair point.

Chen puts his phone down. Face-down. Silenced. Goes back
to watching her.

She looks peaceful. First time he's seen her look peaceful in



weeks.

Her face still too thin, still exhausted, but peaceful.

Her hand—he's still holding it. Hasn't let go since the
ambulance.

When did | become the kind of person who watches
someone sleep and calls it caring? When did | become the
kind of person who punishes someone for being honest?
When did Marcus Chen become more important than =457
His phone buzzes. One more message. His mother:

MIn SR T . MReFiE? (RIAFIS? {RIEERMIS? —1595
Lin Rui told me. Is she okay? Are you okay? Are you taking
care of her? —Mom

He responds:

=% S8, BEXE, —M

She'll be okay. I'm here. —M

His mother:

i, B, WMEEM. BIEMRR. —i5%

Good. Don't leave her. She needs you. Even if she doesn't say
it. —Mom

She needs me.

The woman I've been professionally torturing needs me.
The irony is not lost.

He looks at the noodle shop photo one more time in his
mind. Then at Weilin sleeping.

4:47 PM.

Weilin starts to wake. Slowly. Groggily.

Chen sees her eyelids flutter. Leans forward, still holding her
hand.

"H? " Weilin?

Her eyes open slowly, focusing. Sees him sitting beside her



bed. Still in work clothes. Tie loosened. Hair disheveled.
Looking wrecked.

She stares. Processing: Where am 1? Hospital, right, |
collapsed. Why is he here? He looks terrible. Is he crying? His
eyes are red.

Voice hoarse: "Z&=5? " Moxuan?

Not Marcus. Not Mr. Chen. Not CEO Chen. £5F.

He closes his eyes. Hearing his name—his real name—from
her breaks something.

"BWEXE, "I'm here.

Opens his eyes. They're red, wet. He's been crying.
"BEXE, HfFsEmEH. "

I'm here. I'm not leaving.

Weilin, tears now too: "REECRKIEIEE, "

You look terrible.

Chen, laugh-sob: "fFtB 2. " So do you.

They both laugh. Weak, exhausted, but genuine.
"TREL T =1 "I ruined the meeting.

"WRITFEF T " You scared the hell out of me.

"FAEE, " 1'm sorry.

"ER. XBFKBE,. HEMRKXET. ...

Don't apologize. It's my fault. | pushed you too hard. I...

| was punishing you for being honest. | was protecting
myself. | almost killed you.

He can't say it. Throat too tight.

"IREXEZAT? "How long have you been here?
"MEIFZEFE, " Since the ambulance.

"IRBY=IN——" Your meetings—

"BUE T - " Cancelled.

HT AN ——"



"W#iRT,. "Postponed.

TR ——"

"RATEFIE! HEF(R! "

| don't care about the project! | care about you!

The outburst unexpected, raw. Hangs in the air.

Silence.

Weilin staring at him: "f/F..... fREFFK? "

You... you care about me?

Chen, realizing what he just said, can't take it back, doesn't
want to: ", "

Yes.

Simple answer. Complicated truth.

"BIEEAS BTG Z2E? FREFELREZRF? "

Even after that email? After ‘'maintain professional
boundaries'?

"BEBEFHHERIXEFRIPFE S, RAMNERIKET, FHAA
LI CIPUSE

That email was me trying to protect myself. Because your
letter was too honest and | didn't know how to handle it.

He's being honest now. Completely. Terrifyingly.

"B—EEY. ZERMRERANZEF. RERARENRKETF.
KEHAEFZERAZET. "

I've always cared. | hired you because | cared. | sent furniture
because | cared. | left notes because | cared.

"AEEIRR T, HIBMREAT .. FBMT IERNERME,
1L RMBBURE,

Then | panicked and | pushed you away. | did what you did to
me six years ago. | let fear make decisions.

Weilin's tears streaming now: "EARFEIREEF, "

| didn't know you still cared.



"BMFKELE, " | never stopped.

The confession out there. Can't be taken back.
"BEATIMEMT4? " Then what do we do now?

Chen stands, still holding her hand, leaning over her bed:
"MEMRAKE. RIZIR. IFRE. 7AG... . ARENFEEWNHE
X— o "

Now you rest. You eat. You recover. And then... then we
figure out how to do this.

"H1t4? " Do what?

"SE. (RIEFEPERM, SR FFXN 770

Be honest. What you asked for in the letter. Be honest with
each other.

Weilin nods. Exhausted but hopeful.

"2HiH., MEIE. " Friday. Noodle shop.

"2HiH., EIE. " Friday. Noodle shop.

He leans down. Impulse, dangerous, can't help it.

Kisses her forehead. Gentle. Chaste. Loaded with everything
unsaid.

Weilin, eyes closing: "8 F3k? " Stay?

"BASEEMMAG, " I'm not going anywhere.

He sits back down in the chair beside her bed. Still holding
her hand. Watches her drift back to sleep.

Whispers—she's already asleep, can't hear him:
"BIREMBETE T XAKNEAZSEEEL

I'm sorry it took me so long to be brave.

His phone buzzes. One last message. Lin Rui:

{ROKIPZERY, (RIET R REE/NE's AZTEH#M . R
W, BIEAEIRET . FERET . FAIANIRE LT
EmlEE, —LR

When you called the ambulance, you shouted '"#3#t'. Not



'Miss Shen'. Not 'Shen Weilin'. Just 'f#3#'. The whole team
heard. Your mask fell off. | don't think you can put it back on.
—LR

Chen reads it. Looks at Weilin sleeping peacefully, hand in
his.

Types back:

KiE, HAE, —M

| know. | don't want to. —M

END CHAPTER 17
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CHAPTER 18: THE VIGIL (SCENE 5 - HOSPITAL VISIT PART 2)
Weilin woke for the third time to find Chen still there—still in
the chair beside her bed, still holding her hand like it was the
only thing anchoring him to earth, still watching her with eyes
that said "l almost lost you and I'm never making that
mistake again"—and the tenderness of it was so unexpected,
so devastating, that she had to close her eyes and pretend to
still be asleep just to process the fact that Marcus Chen,
CEQ, billionaire, her professional torturer, was looking at her
like she was the only thing that mattered.

6:23 PM. Tuesday evening. Same day as the collapse. Ninety
minutes after she'd woken.

Private hospital room, Shanghai East Hospital. Upgraded
from ER observation—he must have done that, she'd realize
later when she saw the bill.

Evening light golden and soft through the window, painting
him in warm tones. His face exhausted, unshaven, tie long



gone, top button undone, hair disheveled from running hands
through it. The IV in her arm nearly empty—they'd change it
soon. Flowers on the windowsill. When did those arrive? Lin
Rui, probably.

Heart monitor beeping steady, reassuring. His breathing
quiet, controlled, but she could hear the tension in it. Distant
hospital sounds—carts, voices, doors. Shanghai traffic below
muted through closed windows. His phone buzzing
occasionally. He ignored every notification.

His hand warm, calloused from gym workouts, thumb
stroking her knuckles unconsciously. Hospital sheets
scratchy but clean. Her body sore, heavy, exhausted but less
terrible than before. The IV needle a slight ache—she'd gotten
used to it.

Hospital antiseptic sharp and clinical. His cologne faded
now, hours old, but still there. Food—someone had brought
him dinner. It sat untouched on the rolling table.

WEILIN'S POV:

He's still here.

I've woken up three times—once at 4:47 PM, once at 5:30
PM, and now at 6:23 PM—and every time, he's in that chair.
Same position. Same expression. Same hand holding mine.
Like he's standing guard. Like I'm something worth guarding.
| keep my eyes closed. Not ready to face him yet. Need a
moment to process.

His thumb is moving. Small circles on my knuckles.
Unconscious gesture, soothing.

Does he know he's doing that? Or is it automatic?

His phone buzzes again. Must be the twentieth time. He
ignores it. Again.



What is he thinking? Sitting there, holding my hand, ignoring
his empire?

What happened to "maintain professional boundaries"? What
happened to Marcus Chen, CEQ?

| open my eyes.

| try to sit up. Slowly, carefully. My body protesting.

Chen sees immediately. His eyes were on my face, waiting
for me to wake.

"5&h, " Don't move.

But I'm already moving. Stubborn. Independent. Hate being
weak.

Get maybe thirty degrees up before my head spins.

Chen stands fast. One hand still holding mine, other hand on
my shoulder.

"Bi% T BB, " | said don't move.

Gentle pressure, pushing me back down. Firm but careful.

| let him. Too dizzy to fight.

"BABMEER, " | want to sit up.

"BHE, BfRFEE. B 1T, "

| know. But you can't. Not yet.

He adjusts my pillows. Lifting my head carefully, adding
another pillow, easing me back down at a slight incline.
Better. Can see him properly now without straining.
"IRAAFFEXE, " You don't have to stay.

Chen sits back down, hand returning to mine. "Fg&E, "I
know.

But he stays.

"MRBEILF. =i FhOEE——"

You have work. Meetings. Singapore—

"HRWIBT, " All handled.



"{REYEIPA——" Your team—

"MIGTERLIE, " Lin Ruiis handling it.

"18{A——"The press—

& BFit. "No comment.

He's not leaving. Won't even entertain the idea.

Different approach: "$1E4f. RAILLET . "

I'm fine. You can go.

Chen looks at me directly. Exhausted but determined.
"FEER. RATREFRARNHEIR. RRNEH, "
You're in the hospital. Because you're malnourished and
exhausted. You're not fine.

Fair point.

"MBEFHAEE, "And | don't want to go.

Simple statement. Devastating honesty.

"AFA4? " Why?

He doesn't answer immediately. Thinking, choosing words.
"RASIRETE, FHAATRT R UAKIBTHESIRT, 7
MET . ... B RBILXMELE,

Because when you fell, | thought I'd killed you. Thought |
pushed you too hard and you broke. I... | can't let that happen
again.

My throat tightens.

REBERE. BILFE2ER, HEIERARAEEIEN, "

You didn't kill me. | almost killed myself trying to prove |
didn't need saving.

He looks at me. Really looks. Sees me.

"R HEIE. IRMERAFE, "

You don't need saving. You never did.

The words settle into my chest like a balm.

"BEEEMA? " Then what do | need?



"K2. B¥. iF.... LIFE ANIREIR, RALIEBEMFAESE
Bo "

Rest. Food. Maybe... maybe someone to remind you that you
don't have to do everything alone.

Someone. He means him.

6:47 PM.

A nurse enters. Middle-aged woman, kind smile.

"BRE Yl fRIEID, L/ NE? "

Dinner time. Are you hungry, Miss Shen?

Actually, yes. For the first time in weeks, I'm hungry.
"B "

", FENBM4...." Good. We have...

She starts listing options. Hospital food, probably terrible,
but | don't care.

Chen interrupts. "= =9ME, " I'll order delivery.

"BRARE, ERBYIXRRETF——"

Mr. Chen, hospital food is better for her—

"BREUE RN #5. BIF—E£387, XNHEIF, "

I'll order something light. Congee. Maybe some chicken
soup. Gentle on her stomach.

The nurse studies him, then smiles.

"Rifo BREXZ, BIEK, "

Very well. But not too much. Slowly.

She leaves.

Chen pulls out his phone. "REEHA? #5? 7? "

What do you want? Congee? Soup?

"BAEFE, IR, "|don't care. Anything.
"MHRETTF. MEEZEERNEY.

You need to care. You need to eat real food.

He orders. | hear him on the phone with a restaurant.



"B, REEXI LEBARAER... XN EBY, EAMNERFR
hinE...0M, . 87, BIF—EXEXR. FiANEE, "
Yes, | need delivery to Shanghai East Hospital... light food,
someone recovering from malnutrition... congee, yes.
Chicken soup. Maybe some steamed vegetables. Bland tofu.
He knows what to order. He's thought about this.

Hangs up.

"IRAXEM. " You don't have to do this.

"BAE, 1BFA8, "I know. But | want to.

That phrase again: "l want to." Not "I have to." Not "it's my
responsibility.”

'l want to."

7:23 PM. FOOD ARRIVES.

Chen goes to get it. Leaves the room for the first time in nine
hours.

Returns with bags from a good congee place. Expensive.
Known for quality.

Sets everything up on the rolling table:

Congee—plain rice, easy to digest. Chicken soup—clear
broth, simple. Steamed vegetables—bok choy, carrots. Small
bowl of plain tofu.

Also: food for himself. Same items. He ordered doubles.
"WREMFK—ICIZ? " You're going to eat with me?
"TRERIREL TF&EE? "

Did you notice | missed lunch?

Actually, I didn't. Too focused on my own crisis.
"BAERFEZ, " We both need to eat.

He helps me sit up. Carefully, supporting my back. Adjusts
the table over my lap. Perfect height. Hands me a spoon.
Then sits in his chair. Drags it closer. His own food on his lap.



Waits. Watching me.

"T4? " What?

"Iz, " Eat.

"Rz, " You eat first.

"Belz. ®fRlzT 25, "

| will. After you eat.

Stubborn. But also sweet.

| take a small bite of congee. Warm, bland, perfect.

He watches, making sure I'm actually eating.

Then starts eating his own food.

We eat in silence. Companionable. Strange. Domestic.
Halfway through, | have to stop. Stomach too small, too used
to emptiness.

"§%, "More.

"KIZ T, " I'm full.

"BIZ=0, " Three more bites.

"S-

"=, ABRIRAILLS, " Three bites. Then you can stop.

| eat three more bites. He counts. Actually counts.

Then he lets me stop.

Clears the table. Moves everything aside. Helps me lie back
down. Gently. Carefully.

"i§135t, " Thank you.

"BES. " You're welcome.

NIGHT FALLS. 8:17 PM.

The room is darker now. Shanghai night outside, city lights
glowing.

Chen turned on the small bedside lamp. Soft light, not harsh.
Still sitting in his chair. Still holding my hand.

Long silence. Not uncomfortable. Just... present.



Finally: "fRRZi%[E1ZX, " You should go home.

"Bal. &% "I will. Eventually.

"+ 4B f®? " When?

"HEBERSZEHHER, "

When I'm sure you're okay.

"EERI A LBAR L,

The doctor said | can be discharged tomorrow.
"ARFBARIZ(REIZR, "

Then I'll take you home tomorrow.

"RAT LTS, " | can take a taxi.

"(Rel L, {BfRF=., " You could. But you won't.

Stubborn. But I'm too tired to argue.

"N ATRRIAXAKICN? "

Why do you suddenly care so much?

He's quiet. Thinking.

"AERAH, F—EHEF. HRZE... B—EEEREHEIA "

It's not sudden. I've always cared. | was just... too scared to
admit it.

"B AEM? " Scared of what?

"ERWRBANEET, (FBENNBXAERK. "

Scared that if | admitted | still cared, you'd have the power to
hurt me again.

Honest. Painfully honest.

"BAREHBEIR. " | don't want to hurt you.

"BAE, MEFKAE, B F%K, HEETRE, HEETrEHZE
RAFEARTE, FrAFKEIL T Marcus CheniEREEBE T, "

| know. Now | know. But for six years, | believed you did. |
believed you left because | wasn't enough. So | built Marcus
Chen to prove | was enough.

He's looking at me. Eyes reflecting lamplight.



"{BMarcus Chenf%, FEIER. MInfERFIFFEN. HPREL
—H7E%, {BMarcus Chen AR5, "

But Marcus Chen doesn't laugh. Not really. Lin Rui told me
that yesterday. Said Chen Moxuan laughed all the time, but
Marcus Chen never does.

| remember that laugh. His real laugh. The one from the
noodle shop photo. The one that lit up his whole face.
"WREERSS T . ERREE, RR(RIEIT —KIBHARRK T, "
You laughed last night. In the text, you said you found a
photo and laughed.

"Bl B—R. CEXRFE—REIERK, "

Yes. First time. First real laugh in seven years.

"H4BBE? " What photo?

"Bl EHIE. REFLEE, RERK. HEEEMR, MERIREE
MR, "

Us. Noodle shop. | had sauce on my nose. You were
laughing. | was looking at you like you were the whole world.
My breath catches. | have that photo too. Hidden in my
closet.

"HIEB KBS, " | still have that photo.

Chen, surprised: "fR&? " You do?

"BEEKE, EBRNERKS. RAEINEE, "

Wrapped in a sweater. Bottom of my closet. | couldn't throw
it away.

He's quiet. Processing that we both kept it.

"B . MEBRNDILEHESE, EBUSBREIEEEME
HELER A,

| couldn't either. In my desk drawer. And a USB drive with all
the wedding photos.

"RIRE TFRER? " You kept all of them?



"B—iK., BRHIFESKTIET ENEHRE, BFREE. BR=E....
gEEefl "

Every one. | told myself | forgot they were there. But | didn't. |

just... couldn't look at them.

Long pause.

"B T, A=EME? " We messed this up, didn't we?

"2 "Yes.

"W Ao BEH. BIEHE. "

Two people. Both scared. Both hurting.

"B IZ AR SHIRBIR BHERRIEREHR, M ZEI, B

¥, IEBAIERS. "

| should have fought for you. When your parents pulled you

away. | should have shown up, insisted, proven | was worth it.

"B IZNIREHP. SREEEFRRIIN R, RN IZFEAEFEFR

SHFMEERE, RMZTEIRG,

| should have defended you. When my father humiliated you.

All the things | said in that letter, | should have said them

then.

"BATRBENZ E &, " We can't change the past.

"Ro BHIF... LFRTNFTBREEN "

No. But maybe... maybe we don't have to be defined by it.

9:03 PM.

Chen shifts in his chair. Still holding my hand.

"BASTTIMREKEL T — B ERIRE. FE2AT K. AT

2, "

My therapist said | built an empire for revenge. Not for

success. For revenge.

I've never heard him talk about therapy before.

"WRE T ZARETIM? "

How long have you been seeing a therapist?



"NE, BMEELE, "

Six years. Since the divorce.

"7NIE?

'BEEE. REREKE. £E. RTEAS M AERENA, R
EEFEK... WEXANTEHE T "

| needed it. | had insomnia. Anxiety. | was pushing away
everyone who tried to get close. Dr. Song helped me... she
helped me not completely fall apart.

He's being so honest. More honest than I've ever heard him.
"IRIEEKERAEPS? " Do you still have insomnia?

"W, AZHER L, A, ITEXER, BZERB/EHFIER
o "
Yes. Most nights. | lie there and stare at the ceiling and think
about all the ways | fucked up.

"t4A? " What ways?

Chen looks at me directly.

"WIRE. AAIRME. B/ NERBJEI —LARPARIEBEIRE T
mAZELL B S A—MRA LARIKAIA.

Letting you go. Not fighting for you. Spending six years
building something to prove you wrong instead of making
myself someone you could come back to.

My chest aches.

"R FE=EIRIE? " Did you think I'd come back?

"BARE, —H37HREE(RER. 5—89F I‘Elf’]“‘i*:lilél%o X
MEATASREMERNDLERN, KIRET .

| didn't know. Part of me wanted you to come back. Part of
me was terrified you would. That's why | panicked when you
showed up in my office.

"IBRIFBERCRKEBES. " You looked angry that day.
"BRESH., BAZEMR. WKE2. RAFEIR, HEIRFFK



TaEZBER. NF, T2EmT, —1PFE——RKTAEZERE
Ro "

| was angry. But not at you. At myself. Because seeing you, |
realized I'd solved nothing. Six years, a billion dollars, an
empire—I'd solved nothing.

He's breaking apart. | can see it in his eyes.

"BREI T IR, RIFTALAIR'BIBRE . FHJLFEAEGIENGE
To BEAMENAEHEE, FAIMERZE. ...t ELTERE, FF
—tJ], '

That email. The ‘'maintain professional boundaries' one. |
regretted it almost immediately after sending. But | didn't
know how to take it back. So | just... let it sit there. Poisoning
everything.

"BLARIRIEF. " | thought you hated me.

"BHEUAEKIRIR. &7 FEET IR NN KL FHAIAEE, "
| thought | hated you too. Took my therapist two hours to get
me to admit the truth.

"+4HHH? " What truth?

"BMAKRFLIEZ MR, " That | never stopped loving you.

The words hang in the air between us.

He never stopped loving me.

My tears streaming now. Can't stop them.

"

"BABRXNRLGIREST . NELLREF RO ERIE. TR
T ... XRET HiR. RET R, "

I'm not saying this to pressure you. Or to make you feel like
you have to say anything. | just... I'm tired of lying. Tired of
pretending.

He stands. Still holding my hand. Leaning over the bed.
"NEXR, BEILT—TMRENEK, FREEEMAA. FEEEME



Ao REFEMA. HUAXILFER, BXREULKTE, "
For six years, | built a version of me that didn't need anyone.
Didn't want anyone. Didn't love anyone. | thought it made me
strong. It just made me empty.

"BtEE. RIANWRKEESEBRTI, BTN, BIFIHIL
——F A LUERRBRA B R EHA BB Ao IEERFRAFEEM{]RY
TR REVEE B, "

Me too. | thought if | could be professional enough,
successful enough, independent enough—I could prove |
wasn't the person my parents thought | was. Prove | didn't
need their money or your help.

"RfREEEHIAR £, BB, "

So you slept on floors and starved yourself.

T, "

"B i 1EF 2 B, " We're both idiots.

Laughing through tears: "@/J, "

10:47 PM.

The hospital is quiet. Shift change. Night nurses. Fewer
interruptions.

Chen is still there. Hasn't left. Won't leave.

I'm exhausted. Emotionally. Physically. Completely.

"R/ 1Z[E1ZKEEDE, " You should go home and sleep.

"=l EE. "1 will. Later.

"+ ABHZETEE? " When is later?

"SIREE T . SAXEIMEITR, "

When you're asleep. When I'm sure you're breathing.

When he's sure I'm breathing. Like he's afraid I'll stop.
"BASE LM, " I'm not going to stop breathing.

"BHE, BRSKEEMET. BEEIMFLEBR. HLUA.... KL
NFEKET IR "



| know. But | watched you fall today. Watched you stop
moving. | thought... | thought I'd lost you.

His voice breaking slightly.

"BAEBZHAT. FIUMNRFANTE, BELTEXEERT
%, BEIFHHAMBERRE. "

| can't go through that again. So if you don't mind, I'm going
to sit here and watch you breathe until my brain believes
you're okay.

What do you say to that?

"1F89, " Okay.

| close my eyes. Too tired to stay awake. Too exhausted to
fight.

Feel his hand still holding mine. Hear his breathing steady,
controlled, watching over me.

Fall asleep. First real sleep in weeks. Knowing someone's
there. Knowing I'm safe.

CHEN'S POV.

She's asleep. Finally. Deeply. Breathing steady.

| watch her. Like | promised | would.

Her face peaceful. The lines of tension smoothing out. Her
hand small in mine. Trusting.

This is what | almost lost. This woman. This person. This...
us.

| should go home. My back aches. My neck is stiff. This chair
IS torture.

| don't.

Just sit. Watching her breathe. Counting each breath like a
prayer.

Thank you. Thank you for not leaving. Thank you for still
being here.



WEDNESDAY MORNING, 6:17 AM.

WEILIN'S POV:

| wake to voices. Hushed, at the door.

Don't open my eyes. Still half-asleep. Comfortable for the
first time in weeks.

Nurse's voice—the morning nurse, different from yesterday:
"t EERERIEX ENT? " He's been here all night?

Other nurse—night shift, leaving: "@f. F2BH., HKRINEL
KMEF, MELT, RMMEHF. "

Yes. Wouldn't leave. | offered to get a pillow and blanket. He
refused. Said he was fine.

Morning nurse: "IEE & EITE R,

Very devoted husband.

Devoted husband.

| should correct her. He's not my husband. We're divorced.
This is complicated.

| don't.

Just lie there. Eyes closed. Pretending to sleep. Listening.
Morning nurse, coming closer, checking monitors: "B & #C3F
BAeEFiR. "

He looks uncomfortable.

Night nurse: "I R F, W—EEMETED., MAERTEEEM. "
He doesn't care. She slept all night. He just watched her.

He watched me all night. Didn't sleep.

The nurses leave quietly.

| open my eyes.

Chen is asleep now. Finally. Head tilted back against the
chair. Neck at an awful angle. Still holding my hand.

His face exhausted even in sleep. Dark circles. Unshaven.
Hair a mess.



He looks terrible. He looks beautiful.

He stayed. All night. Watching me breathe.

Very devoted husband, the nurse said.

| don't correct the lie. Don't want to.

Because maybe, just maybe, it's not entirely a lie anymore.

END CHAPTER 18
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CHAPTER 19: THE AFTERMATH (FLASHBACK CONTRAST)
Weilin woke up in a bed that cost more than her entire
apartment’'s annual rent—Egyptian cotton sheets, goose
down pillows, mattress so perfect it felt like floating—and for
three disoriented seconds she thought she'd died and gone
to some bourgeois capitalist heaven before remembering:
Chen insisted on bringing her here, to his penthouse, wouldn't
even discuss her empty Yangpu apartment as an option, and
she'd been too exhausted to fight him, which meant she was
now recovering from malnutrition-induced collapse in her ex-
husband's guest room while he worked from home like this
was normal, like caring for her was something he just... did.
2:47 PM. Wednesday afternoon. Day after the collapse. Just
discharged from the hospital.

Guest room at Chen's penthouse, Pudong. Minimalist luxury,
all whites and grays, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the
skyline, the Bund visible across the river. Afternoon light
golden, filtered through sheer curtains. Her clothes washed
and folded neatly on the dresser—his housekeeper? A tray on
the bedside table, soup still warm. He must have brought it



while she slept.

Silence. Thick, expensive silence of good insulation. Distant
sounds—his voice, he was on a call somewhere in the
apartment. Shanghai below muted. Forty-seven floors is
another world. Her heartbeat calmer than yesterday, but still
anxious.

The sheets sinfully soft. She'd never felt anything like this.
Her body sore, weak, but better—the IV fluids helped. Her
phone charging on the nightstand. He'd plugged it in. The air
perfect temperature, climate-controlled.

Soup—chicken, ginger, something expensive and homemade.
Clean linen, the sheets smelling like luxury detergent. Faint
trace of his cologne. Did he sit in here while she slept?
WEILIN'S POV:

This isn't my apartment.

Obviously. My apartment doesn't have windows this big. Or
sheets this expensive. Or soup that smells like a professional
chef made it.

This is Chen's penthouse. He brought me here.

| should be angry about that. I'm not.

I'm just... confused.

| sit up slowly, carefully. My body still protesting.

See the soup on the bedside table, in a covered bowl, still
steaming slightly.

There's a note beside it.

Pick it up. His handwriting, neat and precise:

1ZX1. 28fz58. FHEIIE, BURFEZTAMUEK. —M
Eat this. All of it. I'm working, but call if you need anything. —
M

"Call if you need anything.



Like I'm allowed to need things. Like needing isn't weakness.
| lift the soup bowl cover. Steam rises. Chicken and ginger,
herbs | can't identify. Absolutely perfect.

Take a sip.

Oh God. This is the best soup I've ever tasted.

FLASHBACK.

The taste triggers something. Being cared for triggers
something.

Winter 2019. Their apartment.

| was sick. Really sick. Flu that turned into something worse,
fever of 39.5°C, couldn't get out of bed.

Moxuan took the day off work. Couldn't afford to—his startup
was barely surviving, every day away meant less progress,
less chance of success.

He took it anyway.

The memory vivid, painful:

Moxuan sitting on the edge of our bed, hand on my forehead.
"REVIRIE . BREBREL, "

Your fever's still high. I'm going to get medicine.

Me barely coherent: "fRARESET T1E, "

You can't miss work.

"BRATEFIE. BEF(R "

| don't care about work. | care about you.

He went out. Came back with medicine, fever reducers, cold
packs.

Made congee on our terrible electric burner. Plain rice
congee because we couldn't afford anything fancy.

Fed me spoon by spoon, patient when | could barely swallow.
Read to me from a book he'd bought at a secondhand store.
Sat beside me for hours reading aloud because | couldn't



sleep but needed distraction.

| remember thinking: This is love.

Not expensive gifts or fancy dinners. This. Sitting beside me.
Reading to me. Making sure | ate.

Then my mother called.

Phone ringing. | was too weak to answer. Moxuan picked up.
"TR? .2l WEXE.. 4T O 20, B
ih......"

Hello? ...Yes, she's here... She's sick... The flu... Yes, I'm
taking care of her...

| could hear my mother’s voice sharp even through the phone:
"MRAIZTEL(E! A2EDUPT! (RLUAEMtth= S KES? "
You should be at work! Not playing nurse! You think taking
care of her pays bills?

Moxuan's face tightening, jaw clenched, but voice stayed
calm:

"EREEZEE AR, REMHILR, XEHEMNITIE "

She needs someone to take care of her. I'm her husband.
This is my job.

My mother: "RV T{E@FE4! FAEELETAExH! "

Your job is to provide for her! Not sit there reading books!
Moxuan looked at me. Lying in bed, feverish, listening.
Waiting for me to defend him. To say something.

| said nothing. Just closed my eyes. Pretended | was too sick
to hear.

Too weak to defend him. Too ashamed to admit my mother
was wrong. Too afraid of disappointing her.

Moxuan into the phone, voice tight: "BEEE T, o1t
[R45{RE]IBIE, "

| need to go. I'll have her call you later.



Hung up. Sat there beside me, silent, hurt radiating off him.
Me whispered: "3, " I'm sorry.

"Rt 4ER? " What are you apologizing for?

"W AR iZBBEIR. " She shouldn't have said that.
"MBIRAEIRMAR, " But you didn't tell her that.

Silence. The hurt between us. Growing.

Moxuan standing, defeated: "$ZE {5 Z Y515, "

I'll make more congee.

He left the room.

| cried silently, alone, knowing I'd failed him again.

END FLASHBACK.

Chen's penthouse. Now.

I'm sitting in a guest room that costs more per month than
that entire apartment.

Eating soup made by a professional chef. In a penthouse
with floor-to-ceiling windows. Being cared for by the same
man.

The man who made me ¥3 congee on a broken burner. The
man who read to me while | was sick. The man my mother
said should be working instead of playing nurse.

He's working now. | can hear him on a call. But he's working
from home. So he can "monitor me"—his words when he
brought me here.

Same care. Different context.

| finish the soup. All of it, like his note said. Set the bowl
down.

Stand slowly. My legs shaky but holding.

Walk to the window. Pudong sprawling below, the wealth he's
built, the empire he created.

He built this to prove he was enough.



But he was always enough.

The man who made me congee was enough. The man who
read to me was enough. The man who took a day off work he
couldn't afford to miss was enough.

| was just too broken to see it.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand. Text from Lin Rui:
EIFREHIREMEM G, B, IRARMZ— D AEBITZERE
B, fRRIIFETIE? —LR

He told me he took you to his place. Smart. You shouldn't be
alone in that empty apartment. Feeling better? —LR

| respond:

FET, XERFZ. X8, —W

Better. This is strange. Being here. —W

Lin Rui:

N AFIE? MEREIR, XS MWigs. BIEIMEREMARTE
FH, —LR

Why strange? He's taking care of you. It's what he does. Even
when he pretends he doesn't care. —LR

"It's what he does.”

Another text:

IRER—a), MSREUET =12 HRETHMKENX—E. &
IFEIAE BRI PMAERER . BIMNDRETHEDNALRS
st &R, —LR

By the way, he cancelled three meetings today. Postponed
Singapore another week. Told the team he's 'handling a
personal emergency. Whole office knows the '‘personal
emergency' is you. —LR

He cancelled meetings. Postponed Singapore again. For me.
| walk out of the guest room. Need to find him. Need to talk.
Need to understand this.



The penthouse. I've never been here before.

Main living area: Open concept, minimalist, expensive
furniture that looks barely used, kitchen clearly professional-
grade but feels unlived-in, windows everywhere. City
sprawling below. Life happening down there while up here it's
silent.

Art on walls—modern, abstract, probably worth millions,
completely impersonal.

Bookshelves—business books, technical manuals, a few
novels that look unread.

No photos. No personal touches. Nothing that says "Z=4t
lives here.”

Everything says "Marcus Chen works here.”

This is where he lives? This beautiful, empty space?

| hear his voice coming from down a hallway:

"N, HREITAE. BEREEZERER....20, BAEXARA
&E.. . LEe, "

No, postpone to next week. | have a family emergency... Yes,
| understand it's inconvenient... Handle it.

Family emergency. That's me. I'm his family emergency.

| follow the voice to his home office. Door slightly open. Peek
in.

Chen at his desk, laptop open, papers everywhere, phone to
ear, looking exhausted.

"SRR BINSMIER... . B EFRE.... . REBILEAE,
Tell the client we'll compensate for the delay... | don't care
about the cost... Just make it happen.

He looks terrible. Didn't sleep last night—sat in that hospital
chair watching me. Hasn't slept properly in who knows how
long.



Running his empire and babysitting his ex-wife.

He hangs up. Runs hand through hair. Sees me in the
doorway.

Stands immediately: "{RiziZ58&. " You should be lying
down.

"IIZ T 5. " | ate the soup.

"£E8? " All of it?

"8, " All of it.

Relief crosses his face. "#%, " Good.

Awkward silence. Him in his home office. Me in his doorway.
Too much history between us.

"R ABREZS, " Your apartment is beautiful.

%1181, " Thank you.

"R DR NEIE, " Feels like a hotel.

He winces. Direct hit.

"BRAEATXE, RZEDRE,

I'm not here much. Mostly at the office.

"BIR AT ABEX AR EG? "

Then why do you have such a big place?
"EFFEEIBIFHE, " Because | can afford it.

Because he built an empire to prove he could afford it. But
empire and home aren't the same thing.

"IRFENS? " Are you lonely?

The question too direct, too honest, but we're past pretense.
Chen sits back down, suddenly exhausted. "@HJ, " Yes.
Simple admission. Devastating.

"BRETX—Y——1RE, 28, £a——HZKUNESER....

| built all this—company, apartment, life—I thought it would
fill...

Stops. Can't finish.



"1EAMT4? " Fill what?

"R AV, " The hole you left.

Oh.

CHEN'S POV.

She's standing in my office doorway looking like she might
collapse again.

Too weak to be out of bed. Too stubborn to stay down.
Exactly like she was seven years ago when she had the flu
and wouldn't rest.

Same woman. Same stubbornness. Different context.
Brief flashback—his memory of that day:

Her mother calling. Criticizing me. Telling me | should be
working.

Weilin lying there, saying nothing. The silence louder than
any insult.

I'd made her congee. Read to her. Stayed home from work.
And it still wasn't enough. | still wasn't enough.

Now | can make her professional soup. Have a chef prepare
it. Give her a guest room with ¥20,000 sheets.

But the care is the same. Watching her. Making sure she
eats. Staying close in case she needs me.

The difference: Now | can afford to take the day off. Can
postpone meetings. Can tell my team "handle it."

Then | was scrambling. Startup failing. Every day off was
money we didn't have.

But | did it anyway. Because she needed me.

She needed me then. She needs me now.

And this time, I'm not going to let fear or pride stop me from
being here.

"WREZiZEIR Lo " You should get back to bed.



"BAZE, " I'm not tired.

"WREERAER T o RRER, "

You collapsed yesterday. You're tired.

| don't want to lie down. | want...

She looks around my office. Papers, laptop, the work I'm
trying to do while monitoring her.

"BEI AARTEXEIE? FRE—iE? R —ATEEEE, "
Can | sit in here? With you? | don't want to be alone in the
guest room.

She doesn't want to be alone.

"848, " Of course.

| clear papers from the small sofa near my desk. Leather,
uncomfortable—I never use it.

She sits carefully, slowly, still weak.

| grab a throw blanket from somewhere. Find it in a closet,
never used, still has tags. Drape it over her.

She looks up at me, surprise in her eyes. "RE#F? "

You have a blanket?

"£5X, " Apparently.

| didn't know | had a blanket. This penthouse came furnished.
| never bothered to check what was in the closets.

She settles in. "1, " Thank you.

| go back to my desk. Try to work. Emails, reports, client
updates.

Can't focus. She's right there, ten feet away, breathing, alive,
in my space.

Twenty minutes pass.

| look over. She's fallen asleep, curled on the sofa, blanket
pulled up, looking peaceful.



Same as seven years ago. Falling asleep while | worked.
Trusting me to watch over her.

7:47 PM,

WEILIN'S POV:

| wake to the smell of food. Real food. Cooking.

Sit up, disoriented. I'm on Chen's office sofa, blanket over
me. He's gone.

Follow the smell to the kitchen.

Chen is cooking.

Chen is cooking.

Marcus Chen, billionaire CEQ, is standing at a stove, stirring
something.

"WRIEMIR? " You're cooking?

Chen turns, spatula in hand. "{FEE T . . 2%, "

You're awake. Good. Sit.

Gestures to the kitchen island. Two stools. He's set places.
| sit, stunned. "fR=#I&k? " You can cook?

"B R EMBIARFA, " A little. Basic stuff.

"REFAAET, " You have a personal chef.

"WSKAE, ... . FREAREXT, "

She's off today. I... | wanted to make this for you.

He wanted to make it for me.

Watch him cook. He's making =& :7—flour drop soup.
Simple, homey, the kind of thing mothers make.
"IRIEMUZIEH? " You're making flour drop soup?
"RUBIZEIRE, HIFERIIE, FIBEHKEAM. "

You used to like it. When you were sick. My mother taught
me how to make it.

He remembers. Seven years later, he remembers | liked this
soup when | was sick.



He plates it. Two bowls. Brings them to the island. Sits
beside me. Not across—beside.

"Iz, " Eat.

| take a sip. Perfect. Exactly how | remember. Exactly how his
mother made it.

"XIR5EE, " It's perfect.

"XIREE, " It's simple.

"BEBEAREKER . " Simple doesn't mean easy.

We eat in comfortable silence.

Finally: "1 RTXPe ATV "

Thank you. For this. For everything.

"#ES. " You're welcome.

"Ro HEBINEN. AT 7. BE. BT, BUBMRHSIN "
No. | mean it. For the soup. The guest room. Taking care of
me. Cancelling your meetings.

Chen sets down his spoon. Looks at me directly.
"BEBUE—1, BPMAE. NIRXE®REREIMZSE. "

I'd cancel everything. The whole company. If it meant making
sure you were okay.

My breath catches.

"IRAZ2IAEM, "You don't mean that.

"2, "Ido.

Later. After soup. After cleaning up together. After | insist |
can help with dishes and he lets me dry while he washes.
We're in the living room. I'm on the sofa. He's in the chair.
Maintaining distance but close.

Shanghai lights below. Night falling. City glowing.

"N AR X ALF? "

Why are you being so kind to me?

The question I've been wanting to ask all day.



Chen stands. Paces to the window. Back to me. Silhouette
against city lights.

"EAAEMKRELE—"

Because | never stopped—

Stops. Mid-sentence. Like he almost said something he can't
take back.

| stand. Walk closer. "fRMKFLEHA? "

You never stopped what?

He doesn't turn around. Shoulders tense. Fighting something.
"REE.. . REEENE LB,

| need to... | need to check some emails.

Running. He's running.

SR ——"

Chen finally turns. His face raw, vulnerable, desperate.

"Bl FEFABNBFEER, BRI REFFIRRIRTADIE,
Don't. Please don't look at me with that name unless you're
ready to hear me finish that sentence.

Silence. Us standing there. Ten feet apart. Entire history
between us.

Whispered: "BAHEZYF 7o " I'm ready.

Chen closes his eyes like | just asked him to jump off a cliff.
"N, RSEFF. AANRKIRT, —NEHNT. Fi1F6E
AREHNRErESH BB AR —EERENRE, "
No, you're not. Because if | say it, everything changes. We
can't go back to pretending we're just former colleagues or
former spouses or whatever we've been pretending to be.
"WITFRAERET, "

Maybe | don't want to pretend anymore.

His eyes open. Looking at me like I'm the sun and he's been
in darkness for years.



"WREIEIRTEIRTAME? " Do you know what you're saying?
"Ro BEAEKRET EH. RETHRETUFRMIENTEIR
faE. "

No. But | know I'm tired of being scared. Tired of hiding
behind professional boundaries and past mistakes.

He takes a step toward me. | don't move.

"MRFKITAAE, HAEBREE, "

If | finish that sentence, | can't take it back.

"BBFLAU[EIE, " Then don't take it back.

Another step. Closer. We're maybe five feet apart now.

"R ——"

His phone rings. Shattering the moment.

Both of us freeze. Phone keeps ringing.

Chen curses. "BRHFEZEXT. EMMNKEEF, "

| need to take this. It's the Singapore client.

Of course it is.

He steps back. Distance restored. Answers the phone, voice
shifting to professional, Marcus Chen returning.

IR? LY FRIEAR

Hello? ...Yes... | understand...

Walks away. Into his office. Door closing.

| stand there alone in his living room. Heart racing. Almost-
confession hanging in the air.

"Because | never stopped—"

Never stopped what? Caring? Loving me? Thinking about me?
What was he going to say?

My phone buzzes. Text from Lin Rui, because of course:
IR MIEAIREIR. FREHIERERE®, F=. —LR

He told me he's cooking for you. Chen Moxuan is coming
back. Watch out. —LR



| type back:

KAE, HAMEZEAT —W

| know. | don't know what to do. —W

Lin Rui:

R aIiE. REMBEIRTA. LM, RIMFEEEX
™ —LR

Let him finish the sentence. Whatever he was going to say.
Let him say it. You both need this. —LR

Let him finish the sentence.

| look at his office door. Closed. | can hear his voice.
Professional. Controlled.

When he comes out, I'm going to ask him to finish it.

No more interruptions. No more running. No more fear.
"Because | never stopped—"

| need to know.

END CHAPTER 19
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CHAPTER 20: THE ALMOST (SCENE 4 - LATE NIGHT BAR)
Chen had been nursing the same whiskey for forty-three
minutes—Macallan 18, ¥800 per glass, the kind of expensive
he usually didn't notice but tonight tasted like liquid anxiety—
because Lin Rui had dragged him here with vague promises
of "unwinding" and "being normal for once," and Chen hadn't
been to a bar socially in six years, didn't know how to
‘'unwind,” and was starting to suspect this entire evening was
an elaborate trap designed to make him confront feelings
he'd been successfully avoiding for seventy-two hours, which



was exactly when Weilin walked in.

10:47 PM. Friday night. Three days after Weilin left the
hospital. She'd been back at work for two days against his
wishes.

My EME—Twilight Bar—Jing'an District. Upscale but
intimate. Low lighting, jazz playing. The bar dim, intimate,
wood and leather, soft amber lighting. His whiskey amber in
crystal glass, ice melting. He'd barely touched it. Lin Rui
across the table, too casual, checking his phone too often.
Suspicious.

The door. He'd been watching it subconsciously. Didn't know
why until she walked through.

Jazz quartet live in the corner, playing something slow and
sultry. Murmured conversations, Friday night crowd, couples
mostly. He felt out of place. Ice clinking in glasses. His
heartbeat accelerating—she just walked in.

The glass cold, wet with condensation, something to hold.
The booth leather expensive, worn soft. His tie loosened for
the first time all week. Felt naked. Tension in his shoulders.
Hadn't relaxed despite the alcohol.

Whiskey peaty, smoky. Bar smell—wood polish, cigarette
smoke from the outdoor patio, someone's expensive
perfume. Not hers. Hers was jasmine. He'd know it anywhere.
CHEN'S POV:

She just walked in.

Lin Rui's head snaps up—too fast, too prepared—and | know.
I've been set up.

Lin Rui grinning like the scheming bastard he is: "B, &o. ¥
MEXE, %15, "

Oh look. Weilin's here. What a coincidence.



"XA=EIFE, " Thisis not a coincidence.

"AEE? FF, ARSI SHMEXE, WrAgEREL R, "
Isn't it? Strange. | might have mentioned I'd be here tonight.
She might have decided to come by.

I'm going to kill him.

Weilin sees us. Stops mid-step. Surprise crossing her face—
genuine surprise. Maybe she didn't know either.

Lin Rui waving enthusiastically: "f##! I3k&! "

Weilin! Come over!

She hesitates. We haven't been alone together since
Wednesday night. Since "Because | never stopped—". Since
the phone call interrupted.

Then walks over. Because refusing would be obvious. Would
admit there's something to avoid.

Slides into the booth. Lin Rui's side. Across from me. Safe
distance.

Our eyes meet. Brief, electric. | look away first.

"F§, " Hi.

5, "

Brilliant conversation. Marcus Chen, CEO, master negotiator,
reduced to monosyllables.

Lin Rui enjoying this way too much: "B Rm A8, REIRT
Y

I'll get you a drink. What do you like?

Weilin orders wine. Red wine, something mid-range. She's
still budget-conscious even though | gave her a raise last
week. She doesn't know | gave her a raise. Did it through HR.
Anonymously.

Lin Rui orders another round for everyone.

Conversation starts awkwardly.



B4, I, REEGFETIG?
So, Weilin, feeling better?
"B, B, " Yes. Thank you.

"ERIRELF, WIE? HWERAARE? "

Boss took good care of you, right? Made sure you rested?
Both of us shift uncomfortably.

"fth.... MIRAEZE, " He was... very thoughtful.

Thoughtful. Understatement of the century. | kept her at my
penthouse for three days. Cooked for her. Worked from
home. Almost told her | never stopped loving her.

"AEl, $#iE. MREKAR, FrlEIfttxOFEANRR, "
Thoughtful. Good word. He's very good at thoughtful.
Especially when he cares about someone.

| kick him under the table. He doesn't even flinch.

Thirty minutes later. Alcohol is working.

Weilin on her second glass of wine. Cheeks flushed. More
relaxed.

IREMIRIME S —AE? SKEEENXEFRET? "
Remember the first week of the Singapore project? When
Zhang Wei mixed up the compliance documents?
| laugh. Actual laugh. Remembering.

e m EVMA T REIBE TR BUATAVEBERERE, "

He sent the internal memo to the regulators. | thought we'd
all be fired.

Weilin laughing: "{RE2_ERYZRIE! AiRRpY7E 5! "

The look on your face! Pure panic!

"BRE R BMLFERT —1TES0005ETHIRZ! "

| was panicked! We almost tanked a ¥50 million deal!

Lin Rui watching us laugh together. Satisfied smirk.
"RIm T{ESR . " You two work well together.



The laughter dies. Sudden awareness of what he's implying.
"BAI=FH.....[A%E, " We're good... colleagues.

"R, [EE, " Of course. Colleagues.

His tone says: Keep telling yourselves that.

11:47 PM. The bar is emptying.

Friday night crowd thinning. Couples leaving. Just a few
stragglers.

Lin Rui's phone buzzes. He checks it. Grins.

', BEEEXT. IL1F. Z=7TiHE, "

Oh, | need to take this. Work. I'll be outside.

Slides out of the booth. Too smoothly. Too quickly. Leaves.
Just us. In a dimly lit booth. Both tipsy. History and tension
and unfinished sentences between us.

I'm going to murder Lin Rui. Slowly. Painfully.

Silence. Not uncomfortable, but charged.

Weilin looking at her wine glass, not at me. "t 4eb, "
He's not subtle.

"MFEEARZ. " Never has been.

"MRIARMERISRIZ? " Do you think he's coming back?

"R, SMIAATATRIE T AV,

Eventually. When he thinks we've ‘dealt with our issues.

She laughs. Soft, genuine.

Slides over. To my side of the booth. "So we don't have to
shout across the table,’ she says. But we weren't shouting.
Now she's next to me. Maybe two feet away. Close enough to
smell her jasmine perfume. Close enough to feel her warmth.
Danger. This is dangerous.

Weilin looking at me, wine-brave: "fRERER AR, S, "
You look different. Tonight.

"REER? " Different how?



"B, B|’/D....Marcus Chen, £%....

More relaxed. Less... Marcus Chen. More...

She doesn't finish. But | know what she means.

"E%E2? " More Moxuan?

T, "

| look at her. Really look. Her hair down, jeans, simple top, no
armor.

rEEEXRAE. BER, "

You look different too. Lighter.

Weilin smiling: "2, RAFESHK. "

| am. Poverty suits me.

She's joking. But it's true—she looks more alive in jeans and a
simple top than she ever did in designer clothes.
"IRMEEFR B RAREN £ 3R (F—HEBZ..... T, "

You were never the clothes or the money. You were always
just... you.

Her breath catches. Looking at me. Eyes wide. Vulnerable.
"BATAIRERT? MRAE AT IUBRRIERL? "

Then why did you hire me? If not to prove you have money
now?

Honest question. Deserves honest answer.
"HABIREARTEIAP, LEHREZIFRFEE, HEIRFIRK
MREIEBRF. ~F, BREREEUKREFH, ARIREHIKAY
DRE, —YIERRRB 7o "

Because seeing you in that interview, sitting there trying to
hold it together, | realized | never actually let go. Six years |
pretended I'd moved on. Then you walked into my office and
it all fell apart.

She's quiet. Processing.

" AR BRI EETR?



So you hired me to torture me?
'BEBIZEERMLITEFBXANAIER, IMEXERESKEE
fRFBTE....

| hired you because letting you leave again was unthinkable.
Even if it meant seeing you every day and not being able to...
Stop. Can't finish that sentence. Too dangerous.

&t 4? " Not being able to what?

We're so close. When did we get this close? Her knee is
touching mine. | can feel her breath.

TEMIRIR, TASIRIREN. TA.....

Not being able to touch you. Tell you the truth. Not being able
10...

Kiss you. Hold you. Beg you to give me another chance.
She's looking at me. Eyes dark. Lips parted. Leaning in—or
am | leaning in? Someone’s leaning.

Her hand on the booth between us. Fingers almost touching
mine.

My hand moving. Covering hers. Warmth and electricity.
Weilin whispered: "Z=5%F....."

That name. In that voice. I'm lost.

| lean in. Closing the distance. Slow. Giving her time to pull
away.

She doesn't pull away. Tilts her face up. Eyes closing. Waiting.
One inch apart. Half inch. | can feel her breath on my lips.
Then—

| pull back. Hard. Fast. Putting distance between us.

Weilin's eyes open. Confused. Hurt. "f+4——"

| run my hand through my hair. Stand. Need space.
"Bf 1R BE, & "We can't. The contract.

Weilin stands too. Wine-flushed and angry.



"FhiEMSE. " Fuck the contract.
Did she just— Yes. She did.

i ——"
o SIEHE. MABMRT. RNBOE, MEE, RES,
B HA——"

Don't. Don't 'Weilin' me. You were about to kiss me. We both
know it. You wanted to. | wanted to. So why—
"HANMERKYIIR, —tIE=NZ, "

Because if | kiss you, everything changes.
"WITFREZEENE!

Maybe | want it to change!

"IRAFEREET A, RET B, HETH. Xa—"

You don't know what you want. You've been drinking. I've
been drinking. This is—

Weilin stepping back. Hurt hardening to anger.

"o FPET B, XMENTATEVIR. FRAANKESRET =
Fo FERANIHRETMIZHEREN, HRAEEEMAEE. RE
Bk, "

Right. I've been drinking. That's why | want to kiss you. Not
because I've been thinking about it for three days. Not
because when | woke up in your guest room, | wished it was
your room. Just the alcohol.

She wished it was my room. She's been thinking about
kissing me. For three days.

She grabs her bag. Moving to leave.
"HEHTRER AT ARITEIET . MEEXFTREBRERAR
P9, "

Thanks for reminding me why we got divorced. You were
always too scared to want anything.

That hits. Direct hit. Devastating.



"BBALF——"That's not fair—

"TARLFR? RILFYIFEARRER A SR TEYE? "

What's fair? You almost kissing me then pulling back
because of a ‘contract'?

"ERIEEXM! RARIE! IRF(]——UIRXPM——XZ2ER
)R, SAfRE)Em——"

The contract is real! You work for me! If we—if this—it's an
ethics issue, a legal issue—

"IRfREFK. " Then fire me.

Silence.

A"

"BER. IRESREE—FRIELMRINAER. BEXK, REVIHK.
Fire me. If the contract is the only thing stopping you. Fire me
and then kiss me.

|s she serious?

"B BEREER. IMFEXMD I, REEHZ——"

| can't fire you. You need this job. You need the money—
"RAFERIRIRNIE! RFEE(RIKSE!

| don't need your pity job! | need you to be honest!
"B—EEIHSE! " | have been honest!

"X, fR—EEEME! EXH! "

No, you've been scared! There's a difference!

She's right. She's absolutely right. And | can't admit it.
Weilin grabbing her coat: "REBE T, SINEFFEIEE R,
W FFE,

I'm leaving. When you're ready to stop being scared, let me
know.

She walks out. Just like that. Leaves me standing in the bar.
Frozen. Stupid. Terrified.

Lin Rui appearing from nowhere—he was never on a call.



"R 1B "You're an idiot.

"BRFIE, " | know.

(A7 = N b 2 L P

She basically begged you to kiss her.

"BHAE! "

"BRIR Rt ALLitE? " So why did you let her go?

| sit down heavily. Head in hands.

'AAMNRFEHE, BASEFL, "

Because if | start, | won't stop.

| walk. Home is two kilometers. | need the air. Need to think.
Shanghai at midnight. Still alive. Still buzzing. People
everywhere. I'm alone in the crowd.

| almost kissed her. | wanted to kiss her. She wanted me to
kKiss her.

And | stopped. Because of a contract. Because of fear.

She's right. I'm always too scared to want anything.

Lin Rui's words in my head: "You're an idiot."

Dr. Song's words: "When are you going to stop protecting the
wound and start healing it?"

Weilin's words: "Fire me and then kiss me."

Could 1?7 Could I just... fire her? End the contract? Give her
severance, recommendation, whatever she needs? And then...
And then what? Kiss her? Beg her to try again? Risk
everything?

Yes. That's exactly what | want.

| pull out my phone. Drunk courage. Or maybe just drunk.
WEILIN'S POV:

I'm walking. No destination. Just away. Crying and angry and
embarrassed.

He almost kissed me. | could feel it. His breath on my lips.



And then he pulled away. Because of a fucking contract.

| told him to fire me. | basically begged him to choose me
over professionalism.

And he chose professionalism.

Just like | chose my parents over him seven years ago.
We're both cowards. Perfect for each other. Except we're not
together.

My phone buzzes. Text from him.

Oh God. What's he going to say? "I'm sorry"? "Let's forget this
happened"? "We should maintain boundaries"?

| open it. Hands shaking.

CHEN (11:58 PM):

AR,

| wanted to kiss you.

My heart stops.

| stand on the street corner. People flowing around me. I'm
frozen.

Type:

AAR AT ARY)?

Why didn't you?

Three dots. He's typing. They disappear. Appear again.
Disappear.

He's struggling. Good. He should struggle.

Finally:

HAWMEREFE, RA=EFL,

Because if | start, | won't stop.

Oh.

My fingers trembling. Typing:

WIFHEAE(RIF L,

Maybe | don't want you to stop.



Immediate response:

RARIERER T 4. RIBT B,

You don't know what you're saying. You've been drinking.
BRI AE, BRABERTRT A

I'm not that drunk. | know what I'm saying.

Ao AR FEASIHRED. WRMANEVI, BiidHE. B5I5RE
RS FSCEBEERIE M AR,

Don't. Don't 'Weilin' me and then make excuses. If you don't
want to kiss me, say that. But don't blame the contract or
alcohol or anything else.

Long pause. No typing dots. Nothing. One minute. Two.
Maybe | pushed too hard. Maybe he's done. Maybe—

Phone rings. His name. He's calling.

| answer. Breathless. "IR? "

Chen's voice rough, desperate:

"BREVIR. HERNEVIR. FHE... . HEBE—1), "

| want to kiss you. | want more than kiss you. | want... | want
everything.

My breath catches.

"B A 4fRA——"Then why don't you—

'"HAFZEMR. REEN. ZF—EHSH. "

Because I'm scared. You're right. I've been scared.
"EI/8{t+4? " Scared of what?

Silence. | can hear him breathing. Walking. Traffic in the
background.

"SRRI ILE CRBER, (FEEXEH. SHNRZKILLIRH
R, (REBEEHNATRE, HAZBITARBHE A, "
Scared that if | let myself want you, you'll leave again. Scared
that if | let you in, you'll see Moxuan is still in here, still that



man who wasn't enough.

My tears falling now. Standing on a Shanghai street at
midnight. Crying.

"SHEEBN, REXREMERIBBT A

Moxuan was always enough. | was the one too broken to see
it.

"BBEANTMEM+4? " Then what do we do now?

"BARIE, BERAEHRET FH. RETERERFEEZX T, "
| don't know. But | know I'm tired of being scared. Tired of
pretending | don't want this.

"HMEHA? " Want what?

"R Fellle BZRHEL "

You. Us. A second chance.

Long pause.

Chen, voice breaking: "HthE. LF&EIEK, HLE. "

Me too. God help me, me too.

"BE—. FNKK. BIEK K. =B EBERB. &BEH. RZ2W
Then Monday. We talk. Really talk. No alcohol. No excuses.
Just honesty.

'[A—. " Monday.

"WRIERTEARENS? 7285 L2 " Are you still out there? On the
street?

"8, EEXR, {FIE? " Yes. Walking home. You?

T, "

Silence. Both of us walking. Phone connected. Not talking
but together.

Chen finally: "S B {R—iCiE,

| wish | was walking with you.

"BtZ. " Me too.



BRI EER, "

| wish... | wish more than just walking.

S ——"

"BREFREIXN, BHIR, F2FE. HHEE.
| wish | was taking you home. My home. Not the guest room.
My room.

Oh God.

Voice shaking: "Bl 1R 7T EA—. #%id. &B B, "

We said Monday. Talking. No alcohol.

"BRE, BRE.. . BELRAE, REEBR. &% IR
fR.... . SORFA].....

| know. | just... | wanted you to know. | want that. Eventually.
If you... if we...

"BAEE, " | want that too.

Silence. Loaded. Electric. Promising.

"B)ZKTIZ? " Are you home?

"RE T, {RIE? " Almost. You?

"R, " Five minutes.

¥, "

"B, R, "

"Mz, =5, "

Neither of us hangs up. Just breathe. Together. Connected.
Phone line between us.

Finally, | hear his door. Keys. Lock.

"ZIZXT? "Home?

"EM, fRIE? "

"MIFF1 1o " Just unlocking my door.

"W, BiEFIlo " Good. Lock your door.

"Bl

Another pause.



”}El_o 10:'%0 ﬁﬂgjj‘ﬁ:zl;o "
Monday. 10 AM. My office.
"BWETEAE, "I'll be there.

[ A

2 "

Ilu? n

"HHER. AT SR, AT WK, "

Thank you. For tonight. For being honest.

"SRR ARM)E. " Thank you for not kissing me.

Chen surprised: "R{t4? "

'"HASREEVIIEY, REERNEEEE, EHE. AESH R
BHER, "

Because when you finally kiss me, | want us both to be sober.
Both sure. Both ready for the consequences.

Long pause.

"Ho F=BIMER, "When. Not if.

"BE, "

"B,

Hang up.

Stand in my apartment. Dark. Empty. Alone. Phone in hand
still warm from the call.

Monday. We talk. And then...

When, not if.

END CHAPTER 20
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CHAPTER 21: THE MORNING AFTER (REGRET & LONGING)
Weilin woke up at 7:23 AM with a headache that felt like



divine punishment for wanting things she shouldn't want, a
mouth that tasted like regret and red wine, and her phone
clutched in her hand displaying last night's text exchange
with Chen—"Maybe | don't want you to stop”"—and the
mortification was so complete, so devastating, that she
seriously considered moving to another city, changing her
name, and pretending the last twelve hours had happened to
someone else entirely.

7:23 AM. Saturday morning. Nine hours after the bar, the
phone call, everything.

Her apartment in Yangpu. Still sparse. Still poor. Now with
added hangover.

Her phone screen bright, accusatory, text exchange scrolling
endlessly. Her apartment, morning light harsh through
uncurtained windows. Her reflection in the phone screen—
hair disaster, makeup smeared, still wearing last night's
clothes.

Silence. Oppressive Saturday morning silence. Her heartbeat
panicked, racing. Shanghai waking up outside. Traffic, life
continuing while she died of embarrassment.

Phone hot in her hand. Been clutching it all night. Her head
pounding, dehydrated. Her body lying on top of covers. Fell
asleep in clothes. Everything aches.

Stale wine on her breath. Yesterday's perfume too strong
now, nauseating. Nothing else. She didn't eat dinner. Didn't
eat breakfast. Stomach empty and churning.

WEILIN'S POV:

| scroll through the texts again. Fifth time this morning.
Masochist.

ME (11:58 PM): t3iFFAE(RIF LE,



Maybe | don't want you to stop.

CHEN (12:01 AM): RIAMRFZEHE, BEFAREL,

Because if | start, | won't stop.

ME (12:03 AM): BiFBEAFAEIRFLE,

Maybe | don't want you to stop.

| said it twice. TWICE.

| basically begged him to... to what? Kiss me? More than kiss
me?

Then the phone call. His voice: "l want to kiss you. | want
more than kiss you. | want... everything.’

My voice: "You. Us. A second chance.’

| drop the phone. Can't look anymore.

Bury my face in my pillow. Scream. Muffled. Neighbors don't
need to hear this breakdown.

What was | thinking? He's my boss. My ex-husband. The man
| destroyed six years ago.

And I'm drunk-texting him about wanting him to kiss me.

My phone buzzes. New text. Oh God, is it him?

Grab it. Desperate. Terrified.

Lin Rui. Of course it's Lin Rui.

fREIEM D T5? {RI1HAE Rk LSRR T A MEE, —LR
Have you talked to boss? You two almost burned down that
bar Friday night. —LR

Great. Lin Rui knows. Of course Lin Rui knows. Lin Rui knows
everything.

| don't respond. Can't. What would | say?

Another text. Thirty seconds later.

RIBESERN, (REEAFft, g ir. rMIEZE8%. —LR
I'm taking that as a 'no.' You're avoiding him. He's avoiding
you. You're both idiots. —LR



He's avoiding me?

Type: it EBEFFIZ? —W

He's avoiding me too? —W

Immediate response:

MENEREBER, ZEREETIEMH. X7 HBiGE, MMRXEF
. RIARIFEIMT, —LR

He's been home all weekend. Not answering work emails.
Phone off. He never does that. Apparently you scared him. —
LR

| scared him. Good. He terrified me.

| spend Saturday in bed. Depression? Hangover? Existential
crisis? All three.

Don't check work email. Can't face it.

Don't check phone. Except for the seventeen times | do.
Compulsively. Hoping and dreading he'll text.

He doesn't text.

3:47 PM, | finally get up. Shower. Change. Pretend to be
human.

Make instant noodles. All | have. All | can afford until payday.
Sit on my IKEA bed. ¥899. Still uncomfortable. Still better
than the floor.

Stare at my phone.

Should | text him? Apologize? Pretend it never happened?
Lean into it?

Open messages. Draft something:

XTFEARK E——

About Friday night—

Delete it. What would | even say? "Sorry | drunkenly
propositioned you"? "Sorry | asked you to fire me so you
could kiss me"? "Sorry | admitted | want a second chance"?



I'm not sorry. That's the problem. | meant it all.

SUNDAY MORNING.

| try to prepare for Monday.

Wash my work clothes. Hand-wash in bathroom sink. Hang
to dry.

Review Singapore project files. Distraction. Professionalism.
Pretending | can face him.

Practice what I'll say. In mirror. To myself. Increasingly
desperate.

"BRAAE, XFEE——"Mr. Chen, about Friday—

Too formal. We're past "Mr. Chen" after | said | wanted him.
"B, B1EE%%——" Moxuan, we need to talk—

Too intimate. Maybe we're not there yet. Are we there?

IR, FTEL, RTFEHRERLIBRFBIEE——"

Hey, so, about when | basically begged you to kiss me—
Too casual. This isn't casual. This is terrifying.

Give up. No script will save me.

Text Lin Rui: A—EMH4? —W

What do | do Monday? —W

B, T, FMXKEITE. HEBEIRKEITH. BAFTEXREIT
&fle —LR

Show up. Be professional. Wait for him to make a move. Or
you make a move. Someone needs to make a move. —LR
Helpful. Very helpful.

SUNDAY NIGHT.

Can' sleep. Lie awake, staring at ceiling.

Replay Friday night. The bar. The booth. The almost-kiss.
His face inches from mine. His breath on my lips. The
moment before he pulled away.

What if he hadn't pulled away? What if I'd just kissed him?



Closed that last half-inch?

Would he have kissed back? Or would he have pushed me
away, reminded me of professionalism, broken my heart
again?

My phone charging beside bed. Silent all weekend.

Check it. 1:47 AM. No messages from him.

He's avoiding me. Completely.

We agreed to talk Monday. 10 AM. His office.

But what if he doesn't show? What if he cancels? What if he
fires me?

"Fire me and then kiss me," | said.

What if he only does the first part?

Finally fall asleep. 3:30 AM. Exhausted. Terrified. Hopeful.
Confused.

MONDAY, 7:47 AM.

| arrive at the office early. Too early. Avoiding the chance of
arriving at the same time as him.

Office is empty. Cleaning crew just leaving. Lights flickering
on.

My office small, glass-walled, view of his office—currently
dark.

He's not here yet. Good. | can prepare. Armor up.
Professionalism as shield.

8:15 AM. His office light turns on. He's here.

| watch through glass walls. Can't help it.

Chen at his desk. Laptop opening. Coffee in hand. He
brought his own. Didn't stop at office machine. Avoiding
common areas. Avoiding people. Avoiding me.

He doesn't look at my office. Doesn't acknowledge I'm here.
Just sits. Stiff. Controlled. Marcus Chen in full armor.



10 AM, we said. His office. We talk.

That's in 105 minutes. | might die before then.

8:47 AM. THE TEAM ARRIVES.

Zhang Wei waving: "8 £%F! " Good morning!

Li Ruolin, Chen's assistant, professional smile: "§&, 7t/\{H, "
Morning, Miss Shen.

Lin Rui last to arrive. Sees me. Sees Chen. Grins—bastard.
"B L B@RIERE? "

Morning! Interesting weekend?

| ignore him.

Lin Rui comes to my office. Closes door. Privacy.
"WRIEEFIMIRIE, " You haven't talked to him.

"B 1% T10m, " We said 10 AM.

"HZ2750 . REXMRILFEMBARMEKERTRIZAY, "
That's 75 minutes from now. The tension you're both
radiating is ridiculous.

"BAFERE R+ 4o "

| don't know what you're talking about.

Lin Rui gestures through glass wall—Chen's office, where
Chen is very obviously not looking at my office.
"E30MIE RN AE, BREMEEXH. MITEIRH
1o "

He checks your office every 30 seconds. Pretends he's
looking at documents. He's staring at your door.

He's watching me?

"fth;&H ——" He's not—

"ftE. RBEM. RIVKERIRE, HEMMAEIE,

He is. You're doing it too. You're both pathetic. Go talk to him.
"R T 10 ——"

"MEES8:50, NHAEZE? "It's 8:50. Why wait?



Because I'm terrified. Because what if it goes wrong?
Because what if he changed his mind?

... . REEHES, "I.. | need to prepare.

TERTA? WER? IMEARBEWE T

Prepare what? Honesty? You were honest Friday.

Too honest. Embarrassingly honest.

Lin Rui leaving, hand on door: "1052, 3387, {R{iTHEY—1
Ao "

10 AM. Don't chicken out. One of you.

9:30 AM. TEAM MEETING.

Conference room. Weekly team meeting. Everyone present.
Chen and | on opposite ends of the table—maximum
distance.

Chen, professional, cold: "It Ff1HB. FIIKEFH? "

Let's begin. Singapore update?

Zhang Wei presents. Compliance timelines. Regulatory
approvals. On track.

Chen nods. Barely looking up from his laptop.

Then: "JE/NH, BERXRRS? "

Miss Shen, client relations status?

Miss Shen. Not Weilin. Not even "Shen Weilin'"

Back to "Miss Shen." Professional. Distant. Like Friday never
happened.

| present. Voice steady. Professional. Pretending my heart
isn't breaking.

'FIEREFEHERIA. THTRN. XRRTE. "

All clients confirmed. Meetings scheduled. Relationships
stable.

"i¥, " Good.

That's it. "Good." Not "thank you." Not "well done.” Just "good.’



Lin Rui watching us, frustrated: "fR{I11M N EZTEFTINR 2 5IHE
RXA A,

You two need to resolve this before Singapore.

Both of us: "f#&R{t4? " Resolve what?

We say it simultaneously. Then look at each other. First time
all morning. Eye contact. Electric.

Look away immediately.

Lin Rui: "BB 1> BBFETK. EmZ2 0.

That. That tension. It's obvious.

Chen stands, ending meeting: &8 £k, HITEEZ W, SN
There's no tension. We're professional. Meeting adjourned.
Walks out. Just like that. 10 AM meeting approaching. He's
running.

MONDAY, 10:15 AM.

| go to his office at 10:00. As agreed.

Door is closed. Knock.

Chen's voice: "#3¥, "Come in.

Open the door. Heart racing.

He's at his desk. Not looking up.

EhH. IRREETA? "

Miss Shen. What do you need?

Miss Shen. We're really doing this. Pretending Friday didn't
happen.

"BATRT BB, "

We said... we were going to talk.

"xF? " About?

|s he serious?

"XFE R, *<F——"About Friday. About—

"AAR TR, HMBTHE. 7T EINABIAENE. HFSIC



Eo
Friday was a mistake. We'd been drinking. Said things we
didn't mean. Best to forget it.

Things we didn't mean.

My chest crushing. Can't breathe.

"RAZIAEMNG? " You didn't mean it?

Chen finally looking up. His eyes guarded, careful, lying.

"Ro BAE. RIE? "

No. | didn't. Did you?

He's giving me an out. A chance to pretend. To preserve
professionalism. To avoid vulnerability.

| should take it. Should say "no, | didn't mean it either." Should
let us both retreat to safety.

"M, HEIAER, "Yes. | meant it.

His mask cracks. Just slightly.

"R ——"

"Blo RRIZA YL/ NH, BFEFXAD. WMRFHKNERE, MR
Don't. You just called me Miss Shen. Stick with it. If we're
going to pretend, do it right.

Leave before | cry. Before | break. Before | beg.

His voice behind me: "%, HF&F——"

Weilin, wait—

Don't stop. Close the door.

Go to bathroom. Cry in stall. Professional breakdown in
professional bathroom.

MONDAY-WEDNESDAY: THE COLD WAR.

Three days of painful professionalism.

Monday afternoon: Email correspondence only. Even though
our offices are fifteen meters apart.

Tuesday: Team meeting. We don't make eye contact.



Everyone notices. No one comments.

Wednesday morning: Singapore trip confirmed. Departure
tomorrow. Twelve-hour flight. Three days of meetings. Hotel
rooms. Proximity.

Wednesday, 2:47 PM. I'm packing my office bag when Lin Rui
appears.

"IRFIZEMRIEIE T P5? " Have you talked to boss?
"BAIEE—IR T, " We talked Monday.

"BAR. HEIRIRIE, TR, EIERMNIE, "

That doesn't count. That was you talking and him lying. Real
conversation.

"R E AT EIR. RITBETHE. EIIFEIAERN, "

He said Friday was a mistake. We were drinking. We didn't
mean it.

"IN, " He's lying.

"WITIE, {EFXABESRIBMIMSS, "

Maybe. But | can't force him to be honest.

Lin Rui: "fREARB 121/ N L EMEIL, £ Wl L. BSME. K
LHET B, "

You have 12 hours sitting next to him tomorrow. On a plane.
Business class. | arranged the seats.

| stare at him. "R T 47 " You did what?
"BABR )AL HE—#C, 12/, (RABEEEFFRIL. fthAEERE,
fRABERR. RIS RIENE L EBE AT, "

| seated you together. 12 hours. You can't avoid each other.
He can't run. You can't hide. You'll talk or sit in painful silence.
"

"BABTUIR T Ao RITTEBRSFEH T, KEMBT . FrUAZREM.
BAR, “¥#l L. ARXE)E,

Someone has to do something. You're both too proud, too



scared. So I'm doing it. Tomorrow. On the plane. Fix this.
Leaves.

| sit at my desk. Head in hands.

Twelve hours. Next to Chen. On a plane. Nowhere to run.
WEDNESDAY NIGHT, 8:47 PM.

Packing for Singapore. Three days. Business casual. Trying
to pack light because I still can't afford checked baggage
fees.

My suitcase:

- Two work outfits, washed, pressed carefully

* One casual outfit for hotel downtime

* Toiletries, travel-size, cheap

* Laptop, documents, files

- The photo from my closet. The noodle shop photo. | don't
know why I'm bringing it. But | can't leave it.

My phone buzzes. Text from Lin Rui.

e 7T7IE? AEIERZRHR, RE12/08, fR{]aEIET2/)
B, —LR

Packed? Don't overthink tomorrow. It's just 12 hours. You can
handle 12 hours. —LR

Twelve hours next to the man | told | wanted. The man who
said he wanted me. The man who's now pretending none of it
happened.

Just twelve hours. I'll be fine.

| won't be fine.

THURSDAY, 6:47 AM. PUDONG INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT.
Check-in. Business class. Company paid—one luxury of
working for Chen.

Security smooth. Early morning efficiency.

Lounge. Looking for coffee. Trying to wake up. Haven't slept.



See him across the lounge. He's here. Coffee in hand. Laptop
open. Working. Always working.

He sees me. Eye contact. Brief. He looks away first.

We haven't spoken since Monday. Three days of professional
emails and avoided glances.

And now: twelve hours on a plane.

Boarding call. Singapore Airlines SQ830. Business class
boarding.

We board separately. He goes first. | wait. Maintain distance.
ON THE PLANE.

Find my seat. Business class. Window—I requested window
for the view, the escape.

See the seat next to mine. Aisle. Currently empty.

Maybe Lin Rui was joking. Maybe Chen isn't actually sitting
next to me. Maybe—

Chen appears in the aisle. Carry-on in hand. Boarding pass in
other hand. Checking seat number.

Stops at my row. Looks at me. Surprise? Resignation? Fear?
"BRFATLIE—HS, " Seems we're seated together.
"ER=2M, " Seems so.

He stows his bag overhead. Efficient. Avoiding eye contact.
Sits. Aisle seat. Maximum distance within proximity. We're
maybe eighteen inches apart.

Silence.

Attendant: "c&, /B, {RITAEZIEIE?

Sir, Miss, would you like drinks?

"7k, i, " Water, thank you.

"—¥, " Same.

Attendant leaves. We sit side by side. Not looking at each
other.



The plane fills. Other passengers. Business travelers.
Families. Everyone else living normal lives while we sit in
excruciating tension.

Safety announcement. In Chinese, English. We both ignore it.
Plane pushes back from gate. Taxiing to runway.

Still haven't spoken.

Takeoff. Engines roaring. Acceleration. Liftoff. Shanghai
disappearing below.

Climb to cruising altitude. Thirty minutes of engine noise.
Perfect excuse not to talk.

Seatbelt sign turns off.

Attendant: "fc4&, /B, T ¥ITEIEIZ12/NE150 8, F
BRSKE—/NRFAIE, "

Sir, Miss, our flight time is 12 hours and 15 minutes. Lunch
service will begin in one hour.

Twelve hours and fifteen minutes. Sitting eighteen inches
apart. Nowhere to go.

One hour into flight. Lunch service starting. We've both been
pretending to work. His laptop. My files. Neither of us
actually productive.

Chen finally, quietly: "B TEE K%K "

We need to talk.

| close my laptop. Slowly. Carefully. Buying time.

"XF? " About?

"B—. T T . " Monday. | lied.

My breath stops. Heart racing.

"XFHA4? " About what?

Chen turns to look at me. His eyes vulnerable. Terrified.
Honest.

'RTFREBAAER T EIR. XTRREKAZINERN, XTF...xF—



o

About saying Friday was a mistake. About saying | didn't
mean it. About... about everything.

The plane humming around us. Thirty-five thousand feet.
Nowhere to run. Eleven hours left.

"BRIRA+AHIR? " Then why did you lie?

'AAR—E L, BEEMFREABNDIAE, BZEIRFIMNRIEAINT
TINERY, — A=A, ElFgLdE, ... . HREEH.
Because Monday morning, watching you walk into my office,
| realized if | admitted | meant it, everything would change.
We couldn't go back. I... | was scared.

"EIA{t4? " Scared of what?

Chen laughs. Bitter. Self-deprecating.

YA RZR]IS? FRASHEEE., FRXEBEHBMIE. F8EW
REIULEHSBEER, RERIRERERLLFAEER, "

Do you really need to ask? Scared you'd change your mind.
Scared it was the alcohol talking. Scared that if | let myself
want you, you'd realize you don't actually want me.

My hand reaches out. Covers his on the armrest. First
physical contact in days.

'"BASNEER. T28F. HBE...

I'm not changing my mind. It wasn't the alcohol. | want...
Pause. What do | want?

"BRERL, REEE XS, HEE.. FEERELEND,
Fiaz=it. "

| want honesty. | want a second chance. | want... | want you
to stop being scared and start trying.

His hand turns under mine. Fingers lacing. Holding.
"BRUBEIRD, BERFMEEAM. FHFRK—BEEMarcus
Chen, HAAEWNAIEIZEIEH, "



| want that too. But | don't know how. I've been Marcus Chen
for six years. | don't know how to be Moxuan again.

| squeeze his hand. "BIFRAKEIEIEEF, BIFRREEIKE—
MBI NIRE,

Maybe you don't have to go back to being Moxuan. Maybe
you just need to find a way to be both.

He looks at our joined hands. Then at me.

"BR=IH. AR—iE,. NRMFEEFERFTE.

| want to try. With you. If you're willing to wait while | figure it
out.

"REZFTNF. HERITUBEF—) . "

I've waited six years. | think | can wait a little longer.

He smiles. Small. Real. The first genuine smile I've seen in
weeks.

"+— B, MXEEIFRINSME., FHAIIMBBEFFR?

Eleven hours. From here to Singapore. Where do we start?

| lean back. Still holding his hand. "M3kFFt8. SiFFXT
Marcus Chen®V—1]], A8 7 RRIRITEE1E. "

From the beginning. Tell me about Marcus Chen. | want to
know who you are now.

He nods. Takes a breath.

And starts talking.

END CHAPTER 21
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CHAPTER 22: THE FLIGHT (FORCED INTIMACY)
Weilin had been acutely, agonizingly aware of Chen's
presence for exactly one hour and seven minutes—aware of



his breathing (steady, controlled, lying), aware of his cologne
(bergamot and cedar, the same one that destroyed her
composure weeks ago), aware of the eighteen inches
between their seats that felt simultaneously like miles and
millimeters, aware that his hand was still holding hers from
when she'd grabbed it during confession and neither of them
had let go and this, this forced intimacy at 35,000 feet with
eleven hours remaining, was either going to kill her or save
her and she honestly didn't know which she preferred.

9:47 AM. One hour into twelve-hour flight. Eleven hours
remaining.

Singapore Airlines SQ830, business class—row 12, seats A &
C. 35,000 feet.

Business class cabin cream leather, subdued lighting.
Privacy but not isolation. His profile visible peripherally. Jaw
tight. Pretending to read emails. Their hands still intertwined
on the armrest. His thumb moving—unconscious circles on
her knuckles. Does he know he's doing that? Outside, clouds,
endless blue. Trapped in sky.

Engine hum constant, white noise. Other passengers’
murmured conversations. Clinking glasses. Normalcy. His
breathing—she's counting it. Four counts in, four counts out.
Too measured. He's as nervous as she is. Her heartbeat too
loud. Does he hear it?

His hand warm, calloused, strong. Holding hers like it's
natural. The leather seat cool, expensive. Her seatbelt tight,
constricting. Or maybe that's just her chest. The air recycled,
slightly too cold. Goosebumps on her arms.

His cologne devastating. Familiar. Home. Airplane smell—
coffee, recycled air, someone's perfume. Lunch being



prepared. Galley smells, savory. Her stomach reminds her
she skipped breakfast.

WEILIN'S POV:

We're holding hands.

We've been holding hands for an hour. Since | said "l want
you to stop being scared and start trying."

Since his hand turned under mine and our fingers laced.

His thumb moving again. Circles on my knuckles. Soothing
gesture. Probably unconscious.

Does he know he's doing that? Does he remember we used
to do this? Seven years ago, on our couch, watching movies,
holding hands exactly like this?

| glance at him. Peripherally. Trying to be subtle.

He's staring at his laptop. Email open. Hasn't scrolled in ten
minutes. Definitely not reading.

Chen without looking at me: "fREFTEHEZRA? "

How long are you going to stare at me?

Caught.

"HZEITE, " I'm not staring.

"fZo MMIETHH—EHEZERK. "

You are. You've been looking at me for the past ten minutes.
MREAFBNRIF—ETEEIRECRBEmM? "

How do you know if you've been looking at your laptop?

He finally looks at me. Small smile. First real smile in days.
'AARNECTBREREREHN, ERETIR, F—EHETER
5o "

Because my laptop screen is dark. It reflects you. I've been
watching the reflection.

Oh.

Both of us watching each other through reflections. Both of



us pretending not to. Both of us holding hands and
pretending that's normal.

"BBEATRNEBEEERIE, " So we're both stalkers.

"R, " Apparently.

He closes his laptop. Giving up the pretense. Turns to face
me. Properly. Directly. Our hands still connected.
"BATEB1T N, FfTFeeREIERAA.

We have 11 more hours. We can't pretend to work that long.
"BBEAT4? " Then what do we do?

"Bl 1i%iE. EIEi%iE, MR ERE, ... . HE=HIB.
We talk. Really talk. You said you wanted honesty. I... | want
to try that.

HOUR TWO. 10:47 AM.

The plane shudders. Sudden. Unexpected.

Seatbelt sign dings on.

Pilot's voice calm, professional: "Zz=A"15c 4141, HAEESRH
—imi. EEEIEUHARTFREE, "

Ladies and gentlemen, we're experiencing some turbulence.
Please return to your seats and fasten your seatbelts.
Another shudder. Harder. The plane dropping slightly.

My stomach lurching. | hate turbulence. Always have.

My hand—the one not holding Chen's—grips the armrest.
Knuckles white.

Chen sees. Of course he sees.

"IRIEZER¥IE? " You still hate flying?

"BAEHE T RERE%E, "

| don't hate flying. | hate falling.

Big drop. Plane shuddering. My breath catches.

My other hand shoots out. Grabs his arm—instinct, terror,
need for anchor.



Chen covers my hand with his free hand. Now both his hands
holding both mine.

"&E. XRBimim. HITZgER%, "

It's okay. It's just turbulence. We're not falling.

But | am falling. Metaphorically. Emotionally. Completely.
The turbulence continues. Five minutes of shuddering. My
hands gripping his like lifelines.

He doesn't let go. Just holds me. Steady. Anchor in chaos.
Finally the plane smooths. Turbulence ending. Seatbelt sign
off.

| realize I'm gripping him hard enough to hurt.

Try to let go. Embarrassed. Too vulnerable.

He holds on. Doesn't let me pull away.

&5, el LAdEiEE, "

It's okay. You can keep holding on.

"HRE#H. HEE——"I'm sorry. | just—

"B, (R—E#ERmht. FHidF. "

| know. You've always been scared of turbulence. | remember.
He remembers. Seven years later, he remembers | hate
turbulence.

We sit. Both my hands in both his hands. Too intimate. Too
much. Not enough.

Chen quiet: "{REILHBFIE? "

Do you want me to let go?

"o " No.

"W, EAFKRBLAE,

Good. Because | don't want to either.

"SIREIMRANE, BBHEE, M7 —LEEE, BF22E.
SR EER. "

Tell me about your family. In that letter, you said some things,



but not everything. Tell me everything.

Everything. Does he really want everything? The humiliation,
the threats, the way they broke me?

"RERYAEXNIENS? " Do you really want to know?

"BREEME, RFBEBEBATAMERFT. FEKSEFECHMK
A, HEEXMIARAS, "

| need to know. | need to understand why you left. Not the
version | told myself. The real version.

| take a breath. This is it. Full honesty.

"BAE.... MEERBAREBR. MEBIR, MiRfRiLIKER, W
KIFGRA, HHaRB. "

My father... he didn't just disapprove of you. He despised you.
He said you were dragging me down. That I'd married
poverty, married failure.

Chen's hands tighten on mine. Jaw clenched. But he doesn't
interrupt.

g EERR. BIEIMNNAE. EERIMENME, BEEIRAEHN
. .. . M=B Tk, AEe L. GERERZL—1F

He came every week. To our apartment. Looked at where we
lived, at me when you weren't there. He... he'd leave money.
On the counter. Like | was a prostitute.

"R ——"

'"REBBERSGM, BSBEEB T, REEEM. MiRNESK
AEHE, MR TR, MINEA. EEVMABIA. ftiA]
AEE, "

| always gave it back. But he'd keep leaving it. Then came the
threats. He said if | didn't leave you, he'd destroy your startup.
He knew people. People in regulatory bodies. He could do it.
Chen's face white. Furious.

"IRMEZEIFRF. " You never told me.



"REABRTIF? 1R, £, BESEMERTIR, BFRIEREH
fR? R A? AFRME? BTARE? (RE2XE=—1. "
How could | tell? 'Hey, Moxuan, my dad threatened to destroy
you unless | leave you? What would you have done? Fought
for me? With what resources? You would have lost
everything.

"BRSIERIR, BRBEB=IEFEIR,

| would have chosen you. Every time | would have chosen
you.

My tears finally falling. Can't hold them.
"BREN T ATRKABESTIFIR. EARSIERERMAZIRHEIE,
EABEILIR X,

That's why | couldn't tell you. Because you'd choose me over
your dreams. | couldn't let you do that.

CHEN'S POV:

She's crying. Silent tears streaming down her face.

Because her father threatened to destroy me. And she left to
protect me.

"FRIEBIREARAETTARE? "

Do you know what happened after you left?

Weilin shakes her head. "R T X1 FE. KM, "

You built this. The empire. Success.

"Zil. BIBENS—F, RFEHFER? "

Before that. The first year after the divorce. Do you know that
year?

She's quiet. Doesn't know. | never told anyone.

BRI T, TEEXM. FHEET V. BINNKREE, iR
R, 288 "

The startup failed. Completely failed. | lost everything. Our
investors, our clients, all of it.



"HAFE——"1didn't know—

"BEEMIRIDE LT, BE—TEEILE. R, =EFE
Fo HAKABEEBREFERA, "

| slept on Lin Rui's couch for six months. | worked in a
warehouse. Night shift. Loading boxes. Because | couldn't
face anyone during the day.

Her hand gripping mine tighter. Horror on her face.
"RERKE. FE. REAFELIMRXEBNEF, REEETE
SEABE, EEMFREGRY. EK... BB TRZXER . "
Then came the insomnia. Anxiety. I'd drive past your parents'
house, just to see if you were there. To see if you were okay.
... I thought about knocking so many times.

"B AR&E? " Why didn't you?

"HAARERT BH. HUAXBEKREMFRAERK. BAFNEZE
o ELUA.... UNRRIRBNHAE, "

Because you chose to leave. | thought that meant you didn't
want me. | didn't know about the threats. | thought... |
thought you realized | wasn't enough.

"WR—E#T5, " You were always enough.

"BEAT AT NFEIL—PFERIERAE? "

Then why did | spend six years building an empire to prove it?
No answer. Because we both know why.

12:47 PM. LUNCH SERVICE.

WEILIN'S POV:

Flight attendant approaching with cart. "F&RS. RITEEMH
A"

Lunch service. What would you like?

We finally let go of hands. Need to eat. Practical necessity.
Both of us reluctant.

"MREZEMHA4? " What do you want?



K. A ARE, TA#EF. "

... I don't know. Whatever is fine.

He orders for both of us. Remembering what | like—or what |
used to like.

"WABA — KR, —DEF. EBKRDHL "

Two chicken. One rice, one noodles. And fruit salad.

He ordered variety. So we can share. Like we used to.

Food arrives. His tray. My tray. Between us.

We eat separately at first, then—

Chen's fork reaches to my tray. Takes a piece of chicken.
"HA] LI=—T{REYPE? " Can | try yours?

Old habit. From when we were married. Always sharing food.
"1, " Of course.

Offer him my fork with noodles. He takes it. Eating from my
fork. Intimate. Domestic. Too familiar and not familiar
enough.

We share the rest of the meal. Trading bites. Old rhythm
returning.

"IRBYSE A EESF, " Your chicken is better.

"IREVKIREYF, " Your rice is better.

"FE3ZHEIS? " Want to switch?

"B "

We switch trays. Completely. Eating each other's meals like
it's natural.

Chen watching me eat his meal. Small smile.

"B TR —EXAF . "

We used to do this all the time.

"BAE,

BT ..... RS T XEREBEZF, ER,

| forgot... | forgot how good this felt. Normal.



Normal. Sharing food at 35,000 feet. Like we're married
again.

Except we're not. Except maybe we're trying.

HOUR SIX. 3:47 PM.

Movie time. Screens down. Options available. Chen scrolling
through selections.

Chen pulls out pill bottle. "BRFBIZEN LIRS, EEN VITH
HYo "

| need to take my sleeping pill. Doctor prescribed for flights.
IFEELRZ A e (WL LEEDT?

You need sleeping pills to sleep on planes?

"REERRLG A gelETI, B, WWIRZBILETEERE, "

| need sleeping pills to sleep. Period. Planes just make it
worse.

He still has insomnia. Six years later. Still not sleeping.

He takes the pill with water. Settles back into seat. Selects a
movie. Something mindless. Action film. Doesn't matter.
Twenty minutes pass. The pill working. | can see it.

Chen's eyes drooping. Fighting it. His posture relaxing.
Defenses lowering. His head tilting. First toward the window,
then—

Toward me.

His head on my shoulder. Heavy. Warm. Trusting.

He's falling asleep on me.

Should | move? Wake him? Let him?

| freeze. Afraid to breathe. Afraid to break the moment.

Chen, voice slurred, drowsy, barely conscious: "=#? "
Ilu‘? 1]

"HAEEIRIR—LEENE, " | want to tell you something.
||1+Z? 1



Long pause. | think he's fallen asleep, then:

"B R. B§—K, HE(R "

| miss you. Every day. | miss you.

My breath stops. Heart stops. World stops.

Whispered: "(+4? "

Chen mumbling, half-asleep: "7"%F. &—X. HEXRMBEIR,
FRRRIEIR. MR, HE.... B IRERE,

Six years. Every day. | wake up missing you. | miss you
cooking. | miss you laughing. | miss... | miss you being there.
My tears falling silently. Can't stop them.

"B tAE{R, " | miss you too.

No response. He's asleep. Fully asleep. Didn't hear me.

His breathing deep, even. Finally peaceful.

His head heavy on my shoulder. Trust and vulnerability.

| don't move. Can't move. Won't move.

Just sit. Crying silently. His confession echoing.

"I miss you. Every day."

HOURS 6-12.

He sleeps on my shoulder. For six hours.

| don't move. My arm goes numb around hour three. | don't
care.

Flight attendant passing. Seeing us. Smiling.
"IRBYSEKBEISIRYF. " Your husband is sleeping well.

| don't correct her. Just nod. Let her think we're married. Let
myself pretend.

Hour seven. My neck aches. His head is heavy. My shoulder
cramping.

Don't care. Just watch him sleep. Peaceful. Unguarded. The
lines of tension smoothed.

This is Z&%F. Not Marcus Chen.



=4T sleeping on my shoulder like he used to. Like we're on
our couch in our shitty apartment. Like we never divorced.
Hour eight. He shifts. Mumbling in sleep.

"BE.... FEERE.....

Don't leave... please don't leave...

My hand moves to his hair. Stroking gently. Old habit.
"BEEEF. BEXE, "

I'm not leaving. I'm here.

He settles. Reassured even in sleep.

Hour eleven. Pilot announces beginning descent into
Singapore.

Chen needs to wake up. Seatbelt sign will come on.

| don't want to wake him. Want this moment to last. Want to
stay here, frozen. Him trusting me. Me holding him.

But:

Gently, hand on his shoulder: "5, EEEE, F{THREIT, "
Moxuan. Wake up. We're almost there.

CHEN'S POV:

| wake slowly. Groggy. Comfortable—too comfortable.
Realize I'm leaning on something warm. Not something.
Someone. Weilin.

Sit up fast. Disoriented.

"T.... . FKEEETIE? "I1... | fell asleep?

Weilin stretching her shoulder. Wincing—I was on her for how
long?

73N BY, " Six hours.

Six hours?

"R ARTEEIE? " Why didn't you move me?
"IREEREEFH. K. KAEITHMR, "

You looked peaceful. I... | didn't want to disturb you.



Memories flooding back. Hazy. Pill-induced.

Did | say something? | think | said something. Oh God, what
did I say?

"B T HAR? ERES 27 "

Did | say anything? Before | fell asleep?

She looks at me. Eyes red—has she been crying?

"R T —LE1E, " You said some things.

"+4E1E? " What things?

She's quiet. Deciding whether to tell me.

"RIRIRE. B—XR. NFR, REREEFREBERK. "

You said you miss me. Every day. For six years, you wake up
missing me.

Oh God. | said that. Out loud. To her.

Panicking: "#k..... BB RIRZH. BAR——REFZIAABT. "
... that was the sleeping pill. | didn't mean—pretend | didn't
say that.

Weilin looking at me directly. Tears still visible.

"8, "I cant.

A

"B, R T. HIAET., BRI EAEHEBET
5E, "

| can't pretend. You said it. | heard it. | can't pretend | didn't
hear it or that it doesn't matter.

Silence. Plane descending. Singapore approaching. Reality
returning.

"BBFEATIRIEM 4?2 " Then what do we do now?

"BAE, BFAMERBEFR. RERNVEESFIMR. HREH
BERER. MEFRBSIFIMR—RK, "

| don't know. But | know | miss you too. | told you in my letter.
| told you at the bar. And I'm telling you again now.



"BRRRMUIR. FHABIRR. FBMEERK, MEREEER., I8
2. CEREER(]%, "

| miss you cooking. | miss you laughing. | miss you looking at
me like | matter. | miss... | miss us back.

The plane touches down. Wheels hitting runway. Return to
earth.

"BA 1R BRI EhE =, "

We can't go back to what we were.

"BAERIEIEE, BEEIATRER AR, WMNREKNIEFLE
=1H. "

| don't want to go back to what we were. | want what we
could be. If we both stopped being scared.

Plane taxiing to gate. Journey ending. New journey
beginning?

"BAREWRIAE, "

| don't know how to not be scared.

"BEAE, BRFR{1—&EFS, "

| don't know either. But maybe we learn together.

Seatbelt sign turns off. Passengers standing. Gathering
bags. Normal life resuming.

We sit. Not moving. Everyone flowing around us.

"BB =K. MK =i, =89, BHEK L, BE,
18l "

We have three days. In Singapore. Meetings, yes. But also
evenings. Dinners. Time.

"R 4? " What are you suggesting?

"BENEA LA RL, FLEERR. =....=EiHE. =105
EXEMt4. "

I'm suggesting we stop avoiding each other. Stop pretending.
Try... try being honest. Try seeing what this is.



X¥ER T &Rl " This violates the contract.
"BFEA MEERE o ‘JZ%%E# o HEBNIXFIS—MHA. B
NEEB SR BRERAEEX "
Then we amend the contract. Or | quit. Or we find another
way. But | can't keep pretending | don't want this.
The gate arriving. Plane stopping. Doors opening.
| stand. Offer my hand.
'=K. Bl=HWE. BESAEMN4. "
Three days. We try honesty. See what happens.
She takes my hand. Stands. Faces me.
=Ko
We walk off the plane. Hand in hand. Together. Terrified and
hopeful.
Singapore waiting. Three days of proximity and truth and
whatever comes next.
My phone buzzes. Text from Lin Rui—he's psychic or has
spies:
12 N\BF I —jt, RIIIXTIE? BETIE? BERRFTELHHR(]
HE=—MBEREE? —LR
12 hours sitting together. Did you talk? Fix it? Or do | need to
arrange for you to share a hotel room? —LR
| show Weilin the text.
She laughs. First real laugh in days.
"= ARFEMIS? " Would he do that?
"ZEEER], " Without question.
She types on my phone:
BIIKT . BlE=H. 3LZHHEZREE,. RxE. L1
Bl —
We talked. We're trying. Don't arrange a shared room. Not yet.
Give us time. —W



"Not yet." She said "not yet."
Not "no."
"Not yet.'

END CHAPTER 22
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CHAPTER 23: SINGAPORE (PROFESSIONAL TORTURE)

Chen had been watching Weilin destroy him professionally
for two hours—watching her charm the Singaporean
regulatory partners with perfect Mandarin and flawless
English, watching her navigate complex compliance
questions with ease, watching her laugh at Managing Partner
Tan's terrible jokes like they were comedy gold, watching her
be everything he'd hired her to be while simultaneously
making him want to cancel the entire dinner and drag her
back to the hotel to finish the conversation they started on
the plane—and the cognitive dissonance between "brilliant
colleague" and "woman I'm falling for again" was going to Kkill
him before dessert arrived.

7:47 PM. Day 2 in Singapore. Thursday evening. Partner
dinner ongoing.

Raffles Hotel restaurant, private dining room. Client dinner
with Singaporean partners.

Private dining room elegant, understated luxury. Floor-to-
ceiling windows overlooking Marina Bay. The table set for
eight people. Formal place settings. Weilin across from him—



strategic seating, professional distance, torture.

Her wearing navy dress. Professional but devastating. Hair
up. Pearl earrings. Every inch the competent executive. The
partners watching her with approval. With interest. Is Partner
Tan flirting? Chen's jaw clenches.

Conversation flowing in Mandarin, English, code-switching
seamlessly. Her voice confident, warm, professional—he
knows her other voices. Soft morning voice. Angry voice.
Voice when she's about to cry. Cutlery on china making
civilized sounds. He wants to flip the table. His heartbeat too
fast. Too obvious.

His wine glass—gripping too hard. Careful not to shatter it.
His suit too tight. Too hot. Singapore humidity plus desire
equals suffocation. His phone in pocket vibrating. Probably
Lin Rui checking in. He ignores it.

Food—Singaporean cuisine. Chili crab. Black pepper crab.
Too spicy. He's barely eating. Her perfume—jasmine—drifting
across table when she gestures. Destroying his focus. Wine
trying to drown in it politely. Not working.

CHEN'S POV:

Partner Tan is laughing at something Weilin said. Leaning
too close.

She smiles. Professional smile. | can tell the difference
between professional and real. This is professional.

He doesn't know the difference. Thinks she's charmed.
Partner Tan, Singaporean accent, jovial: "Ji/MB, {RERIXE
7. BRE, RMBEBEIREGAY? "

Miss Shen, you're really too talented. Mr. Chen, where did you
find her?

In my marriage. In my past. In my nightmares and dreams for



Six years.

Professionally: "i/MBREEERF. i@ TRERRE, "
Miss Shen came highly recommended. She's exceeded all
expectations.

Understatement of the century.

Weilin looking at me across table. Brief eye contact—is that
amusement? Awareness that I'm dying?

"TREXIRET . XERNE 1, "

Mr. Chen is too generous. It's a team effort.

"Mr. Chen." We're back to that. In public. In professional
settings.

But her eyes say: | know you're watching. | know what you're
thinking.

Partner Tan: "R I —EL{FSRT. WFRNEMZ M. "
You work together very well. The chemistry is obvious.
Chemistry. If you only knew.

POST-DINNER. 10:47 PM.

Back at hotel. Marina Bay Sands. Company booked rooms—
separate rooms, different floors even. Lin Rui's doing.
Maintaining propriety.

Elevator. Just the two of us. Clients gone. Professionalism
can slip slightly.

"BIANAFITERINF], "1 think that went well.

"IREH &, " You were brilliant.

She looks at me. Elevator quiet. Intimate. Nobody else.
"BIEE K. BNE—RAEZFFBE, "

| was nervous. My first major client dinner.
"IRee% B ERHE, Partner TanENRRZ, "

You didn't show it at all. Partner Tan was impressed.

Too impressed. Too interested.



"hiR4F, &iF. " He was nice. Friendly.

"thEAIE. " He was flirting.

She blinks, surprised. "H4? &, gE——"

What? No, he wasn't—

"thE. MBEXif, MREERES., BRRNZ'TEMINKEESF/LXR
EREE®, "

He was. Leaning too close. Asking if you're single.
Suggesting you should 'stay a few extra days in Singapore to
see the city.

Weilin, small smile: "RIEX7E, "

You were paying attention.

"BEEXFE. "I'm always paying attention to you.

Elevator stops. Her floor. 47th. Doors open.

She doesn't move immediately.

"B EEFERRVERX R,

We need to review tomorrow's presentation.

"WE? WEEmLE11=. "

Now? It's 11 PM.

"MERERE LMIE? SEMN5EEVMsENRIRFIENEBEIT
Ha? "

Would you rather do it in the morning? When we're meeting
with the regulators and realize we missed something?

She has a point.

"B, {REVESENEEFKAY?

Fine. Your room or mine?

The question loaded. Dangerous. We both hear it.

"1REY. FEVELE/\FE, " Yours. Mine's a mess.

My room. Weilin in my hotel room. At 11 PM. To "review
presentations.”

This is fine. I'm fine.



I'm not fine.
"GETHHRIKAR. ARES L%, (FEH—F? "
Give me ten minutes to change. Then I'll come up. What floor
are you on?
"53, 5312F5i8], " 53. Room 5312.
She nods. Steps out of elevator. Doors close.
| ride up alone. Six more floors. Trying to calm down.
It's just work. Professional review. She's changing into
comfortable clothes.
| should change too. Into what? Not pajamas—too intimate.
Not suit—too formal. Casual. Professional casual.
Why am | panicking about wardrobe choices?
11:17 PM. CHEN'S HOTEL ROOM.
| change quickly. Jeans and t-shirt—casual, comfortable,
trying for "relaxed professional.’
Order coffee from room service. We'll need it.
Set up laptop on the desk. Professional workspace.
Knock at the door. Exactly ten minutes later. She's punctual.
Openit.
Weilin in leggings and oversized sweater. Hair down. Glasses
on. Laptop bag over shoulder.
"TE, "
Glasses. She's wearing glasses. | forgot she wears glasses
when she works late.
I'm dead.

'B§, #HK, "Hi. Comein.
She enters my hotel room. Surveying—king bed dominating
space, desk, small sofa, floor-to-ceiling windows with
Singapore skyline.
"WFEIEl. EbFAI KR, " Nice room. Bigger than mine.



"CEO%Ft, " CEO perks.

Coffee arrives. Room service. Perfect timing.

We set up. | take the desk. She takes the sofa—distance,
safe, professional.

Work begins: reviewing presentation slide by slide. Technical
details. Regulatory language. Compliance requirements.
Professional. Completely professional. For about an hour.
12:47 AM. CRACKS FORMING.

Weilin stretching. Taking off glasses. Rubbing eyes.
"BRIZEZI TR 17 EARNEZ X TFEEA MRS, "

We should add more about data localization on slide 17.
'‘HE. M ER. " Agreed. I'll make a note.

She stands. Walks to window. Looking out at Singapore—
lights, Marina Bay, endless city.

"XIRE, FANK, " It's beautiful. Singapore.

T, "

But I'm not looking at Singapore. I'm looking at her.
Silhouetted against city lights. Hair down. Barefoot—when
did she take off her shoes? Oversized sweater slipping off
one shoulder.

She turns. Catches me staring.

"WRIEE4? " What are you looking at?

"R, #H#. .. . KEE®RE, (FEZHE. "

You. Sorry. |... | was thinking about dinner. How brilliant you
were.

She walks back to sofa. Sits. Closer to my desk than before.
"B—EEMENREN]... . ARFBEARE, H(s—EI1Emt4
Fo "

| always wondered what we'd be like working together. If
we... if things had been different.



"B LIESEH. " We work well.

"B, BXEEZ, "Yes. Butit's complicated.
"ERFEAINFESE, " Because of our history.

"EABEEVR, BNIZEFTLT517, "

Because | want to kiss you and | should be focused on slide
17.

The air stops. Everything stops.

Did she just— Yes. She did.

"R ——"

", AT, BANZ——

Sorry. That wasn't professional. | shouldn't have—

"B tAEMIfR, " | want to kiss you too.

Silence. Two AM confession. Hotel room. Alone.
"BEFs. AAENELEF. BAXEEZR. "

But we won't. Because we're working. Because it's
complicated.

"o FHATFR%=. " Right. We won't.

Both of us staring at each other. Not working. Not kissing.
Just existing in tension.

Weilin finally returning to laptop: "£JXT 17, #iEZAtL, "
Slide 17. Data localization.

"o XITH17, "

Back to work. Pretending we didn't just admit we want to kiss
each other. Professional.

2:47 AM. EXHAUSTION WINS.

We're still working. Three hours now. Running on coffee and
tension.

Weilin on sofa. Laptop on her knees. Eyes drooping.
"MRRT ., FIN1ZE T, " You're tired. We should stop.

", B RF. RAFE.



No, I'm fine. | just need...

Her eyes close mid-sentence. Head tilting back against sofa.
Asleep. Just like that.

| watch her. Laptop sliding on her lap. | catch it before it falls.
Set it aside carefully.

She's asleep on my sofa. In my hotel room. Glasses askew.
Mouth slightly open. Completely vulnerable.

| should wake her. Send her back to her room. Professional.

| don't.

Instead, | get a blanket from the closet. Drape it over her
carefully. Remove her glasses gently. She doesn't wake.
Adjust the pillow under her head. She shifts. Mumbles
something in sleep.

| sit on the edge of the sofa. Just watching her sleep. Like |
did on the plane. Like | used to do seven years ago.

This woman. This brilliant, stubborn, beautiful woman. Who
left to protect me. Who came back. Who wants to kiss me.
Who | want to kiss.

Who | never stopped loving.

My phone buzzes. Text from Lin Rui. 3 AM. Of course.
RETZEMFEH—ETES? £2E2MMNKREZFILERET? —LR

Are you still working with Weilin? Or did you two finally stop
pretending? —LR

| type back: thfEE 7, ETENVEA L, AREZEALAD. —M
She fell asleep. On my couch. | don't know what to do. —M
Lin Rui: iL4thBE, QS8 F. BEEWENMEA. BAXE LSWEE
Fit SRt EHE, —LR

Let her sleep. Cover her with a blanket. Watch her like a
creep. Tell her the truth in the morning when she wakes up. —
LR



t4AEME? —M

What truth? —M

REWREME, (FIE#IE, —LR

The truth that you love her. Stop stalling. —LR

| put my phone down.

Look at her sleeping.

Do | love her? Still? Again?

| never stopped.

Six years of building empires. Six years of therapy and
insomnia and pretending | moved on.

| never moved on.

| just got better at lying.

6:47 AM. MORNING.

| wake up. Neck stiff. | fell asleep in the desk chair. Watching
her.

Weilin still asleep on the sofa. Blanket pulled up to her chin.
Peaceful.

My phone alarm going off. 7 AM meeting prep. We need to
be ready in two hours.

| turn it off quickly. Don't want to wake her yet.

Stand. Stretch. Go to bathroom. Splash water on face.
When | come out, she's awake. Sitting up. Disoriented.
"H... . FREET? "I.. | fell asleep?

B8, KAMANETFI, " Yes. About four hours ago.

"R AHAFREEF? " Why didn't you wake me?
IREEER, HIEFE, "

You needed sleep. We both did.

She looks at the blanket. At her glasses on the table.
"IRAFE T F. " You covered me with a blanket.

"% "



1181, " She stands. Stretches. "FFEE[E|FE(E, WA, K
ko FMVTARMEFZEEBEH? "

Thank you. | need to get back to my room. Shower. Change.
When do we need to leave?

"—AN\BS, " One hour.

She gathers her things. Laptop. Shoes. Heads to the door.
Stops. Turns back.

II%E*? 1
Ilu? n

"FERR..... BRI FE(R....

Last night... when | said | wanted to kiss you...

My heart stops.

"BEIAEH, "I meant it.

Then she's gone. Door closing. Leaving me standing in hotel
room. Heart racing.

She meant it.

9:47 AM. REGULATORY MEETING.

Conference room. Singaporean regulatory authority. High
stakes meeting.

Weilin presenting. Flawless. Confident. Fielding questions
with precision.

I'm barely functional. Running on three hours sleep and the
echo of "I meant it."

The regulators approve our framework. Preliminary green
light. Major win.

Partner Tan shaking our hands. "Congratulations. Your team
is exceptional.’

Looking at Weilin. "Especially Miss Shen. Brilliant work."
She smiles. Professional. Thanks him.

We leave. Success. We should celebrate.



Instead, we're silent in the car back to hotel.

2:47 PM. HOTEL.

Back at Marina Bay Sands. Free afternoon. Tonight's dinner
is informal. Tomorrow we fly home.

Elevator. Alone again.

Weilin: " M2 7, " We did it.

"IRMEIT . RAIET . " You did it. You were incredible.
"BATR—MNFER. " We're a good team.

"B FE1E. "Yes. We are.

Elevator stopping. Her floor.

She doesn't move.

"R ——"

"HHEE. ME. KINFEIK K, "

My room. Now. We need to talk.

Not a question. A demand.

"1¥89, " Okay.

HER ROOM. 3:03 PM.

Smaller than mine. But same view. Same bed dominating
space.

She closes the door. Leans against it.

"BABEB XM T " | can't do this anymore.

My chest tightens. "+ 4? "

Do what?

"R, TP EIL, FEFBELLH. BRERAE...
Pretend. Professional in meetings. Polite in elevators.
Pretend | don't want...

She stops. Can't finish.

| step closer. "f8{t+4? " Want what?

"R HEER,. BBERKN]. HRETER. "

You. | want you. | want us. I'm tired of being scared.



Another step. We're three feet apart now.

"BtE. " Metoo.

AT AT TR——"

Then why don't we—

My phone rings. Loud. Jarring.

| ignore it.

It rings again.

BT, AIREREEM, " Answer it. It might be important.

| pull it out. Lin Rui.

Answer. "{t47? " What?

Lin Rui's voice panicked: "1k, EBEERE R KEHENIFT
Ko WENMWREVRETDAE, ftERIE-, X TFHMKE
550 A IFIREB MR E,

Boss. Emergency in Shanghai. Zhang Wei just called.
Regulators raided the office. They're asking questions. About
the Singapore deal. We might have a leak.

My blood goes cold.

"t ABYfE? " When?

"— NN, MTIATEAR R, BRI, BREMIE, "

An hour ago. They're still there. Demanding documents.
Asking where you are.

"B LR, ITRERIAIHE, "

I'm coming back. Book the earliest flight.

Hang up.

Look at Weilin. Her face already knows.

"BREE[EE, "I need to go back.

"BAE, FAMIR—iEZ, " | know. I'm coming with you.
"I ——"

"AEe. FANZ2—TEP, 121957 Ffil—&Ex. "

Don't argue. We're a team, remember? We go together.



We pack. Fast. Efficient. Professional mode activated.

But in the taxi to the airport, her hand finds mine.

Holds tight.

"REREMA. Hil=stiEEe, —i, "

Whatever this is. We'll handle it. Together.

"—i&2, " Together.

But in my head, one thought: Someone leaked our Singapore
deal. Someone wants to destroy this. And they might destroy
us in the process.

END CHAPTER 23
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CHAPTER 24: THE RIGHT (SCENE 6 - ACT Il CLIMAX,
HOSPITAL CONFRONTATION)

Weilin woke to Chen's phone ringing—violent, insistent,
emergency ringtone cutting through the 2 AM Singapore
silence—and in the three seconds between sleep and
consciousness she remembered: his hotel room, falling
asleep on his couch, his whispered "l don't know how to stop
loving you," her eyes opening to answer "then don't," the
moment they were about to kiss, and now his phone
destroying everything because that's what phones did, that's
what reality did, it crashed in exactly when you were about to
break through.

WEILIN'S POV:

The ringing. Piercing. Emergency tone. Chen's phone across
room.

He lunges for it. Was he beside me? When did he move
beside me?

Answers. Voice rough. "IR? ... {f1TA4? ... T4aBHz? .. FKSLE



Hello? ...What? ... When? ...I'm coming immediately.

His face white. Stricken. Every softness gone.

Hangs up. Looks at me but not seeing me. Seeing through
me.

'BEBE, DIRmRAE. tEER. RFEEZE——KFELLbE, "
My father. Heart attack. He's in the hospital. | need—I need to
get back to Shanghai.

| sit up. Fully awake now. Adrenaline.

"fthIRYFIS? iR E? "

Is he okay? Is he stable?

Chen already moving. Grabbing laptop, phone, wallet.
"BARE, FHEE... aEwR, KIFREHAT. BEEEH. "

| don't know. My mother... she was crying. | couldn't hear
details. | need to leave.

"BAR—iE R, tHEE——"

I'll go with you. Let me pack—

Chen not looking at me. Moving like machine.

"To BTER. TSN "

No. Stay. Finish the meetings.

"Chen, fREVACFE—

'"BAFTEBREIGEN,. MESERHEM. ReeMEl. E TR,
Someone needs to handle the regulators. Apologize to
partners. You can do it. Stay.

He's leaving me. Emergency or not, he's leaving me here.
After "l don't know how to stop loving you." After "then don't.’
After we were about to—

"S-

Chen finally looking at me. His eyes closed. Shut down.
Marcus Chen back in full armor.



"BEEET . WA, "

| need to go. I'm sorry.

Walks out. Doesn't look back.

Leaves me in his hotel room. Alone. Confused. Terrified for
him. Terrified for us.

The door closing. Final. Devastating.

FRIDAY MORNING, 6:47 AM.

| couldn't sleep. Went back to my room at 3 AM. Lay awake.
Checking phone obsessively.

No messages from Chen.

Flight tracker shows he got on the 5 AM Singapore to
Shanghai. Earliest flight.

I'm stuck. Meetings scheduled. Regulatory presentation at 9
AM. Partner lunch at noon. Can't abandon it.

Text to Lin Rui, 6:52 AM:

RIFRREEE TI5? ikiFs? Riderig? —W

Have you heard about Chen's father? Is he okay? Is Chen
okay? —W

Lin Rui, immediate response:

EHRSAERTE. DIRAE, BEERMSETR. EREE
o ELEH. EEFMEMRMARIE —LR

Old Mr. Chen is stable. Heart attack, but doctors say helll
survive. Boss is at the hospital. Refusing to leave. Refusing
to talk to anyone. —LR

KM ZEIAE? KEEFHBALE? —W

Should | come back? Can | do anything? —W

STRCRTINRE, MK, MABILRZRKK, RAEMEEF,
T1F, BMEMEIEREMG. —LR

Finish Singapore. He insisted. He doesn't want the deal to
fail. You know how he is. Work, even when his world is



burning. —LR

Work, even when his world is burning. That's exactly who
Marcus Chen is.

But =457 &4 would want me there.

THE PROFESSIONAL HELL. FRIDAY.

9:00 AM: Regulatory presentation. | deliver it. Perfectly.
Mechanically. Thinking about Chen the entire time.

12:00 PM: Partner lunch. Apologize for Chen's absence.
"Family emergency." They're understanding. Sympathetic.
3:00 PM: Follow-up meeting. Close the deal. Sign preliminary
documents. Professional success that feels hollow.

6:00 PM: Flight back to Shanghai. Earliest | could book.
Seven hours. Endless.

On the plane, | draft messages. Never send them:;
BRIREMK TR FE. BENRFTH. —W

I'm so sorry about your father. I'm praying for you. —W
Delete. Too personal? Not personal enough?
MRRFBEEMEARA, BFiLEAME, HEXE, —W

If you need anything, please let me know. I'm here. —W
Delete. He told me to stay in Singapore. Does he want me
there?

=, ZEEBEEMRE L. HiLEREMREL. —W

Moxuan, | want to be there for you. Please let me be there for
you. —W

Delete. Too desperate? Too needy? What if he doesn't want
me?

Send nothing. Just sit. Seven hours. Thinking about his face
when he got that call. Thinking about "I don't know how to
stop loving you." Thinking about how close we were.

And now his father is dying. And I'm not there. And | don't



know if he wants me there.

SATURDAY MORNING, 9:47 AM. SHANGHAI.

Landed at 6 AM. Went home. Showered. Changed. Bought
flowers—white lilies, appropriate for hospital.

Researched. Found out which hospital: £/8{=5F &Pz, Renji
Hospital. Cardiac ICU. Third floor.

Debated for an hour: Should | go? Do | have the right? What if
he doesn't want to see me?

Decided: I'm going. Because he's hurting. Because his father
is there. Because | need to be there even if he doesn't want
me.

Taxi to hospital. Clutching flowers. Rehearsing what to say:
"I'm here for you."

"I'm sorry.’

"Let me help.”

"You don't have to be alone.’

Hospital large. Sterile. Typical Shanghai hospital—crowded,
chaotic, smell of antiseptic.

Find Cardiac ICU. Third floor. Elevator up. Heart pounding.
Waiting area outside ICU. Families clustered. Worried faces.
Hushed voices.

See them. Chen's family:

 Chen's mother sitting. Face drawn. Being comforted by
relative.

- Chen's father must be inside ICU. Stable but critical per Lin
Rui.

* Chen standing apart. By window. Phone to ear—work call
even now, even here.

He looks terrible. Hasn't slept. Suit rumpled. Hair disheveled.
Face like stone.



My heart breaks for him.

| approach slowly. Clutching flowers. Trying to be respectful
of space.

Chen's mother sees me first. Looks up. Confused—who is
this woman?

Then recognition. Eyes widening. "JL{#? "

Shen Weilin?

Chen turns at my name. Phone call forgotten. Seeing me.
His face hardens. Every softness gone. Anger flashing.

Oh no.

Chen to phone: "EfEE45REIE1E, "

I'll call you back.

Hangs up. Walks toward me. Not welcoming. Stalking.
Predatory.

"IREXEMTA? "

What are you doing here?

Holding out flowers. Trying to smile. "#fid 7 IREE89F, K
E——RBEERE L,

| heard about your father. | wanted—I wanted to be here for
you.

He stares at the flowers. Like they're offensive. Like I'm
offering poison.

"WREEEXE, " You wanted to be here.

"B, FH——"

"IRF K. " Come with me.

Takes my arm. Not gently. Firm. AlImost rough.

Leads me away from his mother. Down hallway. To empty
corridor. Away from witnesses.

This is wrong. This is very wrong.

HOSPITAL HALLWAY. PRIVATE.



Chen releases my arm. Faces me. His face cold fury.
"MRATATEXE? " Why are you here?

"BEIFER. FAEZIFR. REIXFE——"

| told you. | wanted to support you. Your father—

"BHIX . Mo 1EFNTRIHRIKAINFE, "

My father. Right. Let's talk about my father.

His voice sharp. Scalpel-precise. Designed to cut.
"IRIRIEFEMIAENS, f? (MR B IR EAFMAYE?

Do you remember my father, Weilin? Do you remember how
you looked at him?

"TA? BEMEREE——"

"TEEANBVIEAL L. MR FIRIERN. FHEE TR, =R
RFEBRMBTIE, MRVAE, M—UIa, "

At our wedding. When he talked to your father. | saw your
face. When your father mocked his job, his education, his
everything.

Oh God. The wedding. | remember.

"MREEREET. FER. MXFERXEMMNERR? — I T
AN? R At&in. "

You looked embarrassed. Ashamed. Your father said 'this is
your father-in-law? A factory worker?' You said nothing.
"=, RFR. RER—

Moxuan, | was young. | was scared—

TREEBRINE, XTFE T, T SR ASHIEAN,
REEMMEMAES. "

You looked at my father, the man who raised me, sacrificed
everything for my education, you looked at him like he wasn't
worth anything.

Tears streaming down my face now.

"MBAEEN. FTMFEE——



That's not true. | never—

Chen steps closer. Voice dropping to deadly quiet.
"IEMERTEICURE,, (OBERAERAMAY R ) L FETRINT,
EART M. MEREERELM, "

Now he's lying in ICU. Heart attack because his 'failure’ son
finally succeeded and the stress killed him. And now you
show up with flowers.

"BAEE AN ——"

I'm not here because of that—

"N A? RAMEMERMRNERBLE? WEM) LI FRICAE
35? NEMHNREABIL{RE®? "

Why then? Because now he's worth your sympathy? Now that
his son is a billionaire? Now that his family doesn't
embarrass you?

The words like knives. Each one cutting deeper.

"KIRT, BARF——"

Please, that's not fair—

"TARLFEN? R&EFw7l, FAE—EEM. HE5FK. BEHK
NNEE, BIFEAB. MEMREELR, REMRRO?
What's fair? Six years ago, you looked at him with contempt.
Looked at me. Looked at our life and found it lacking. Now
you come with flowers, pretending you care?

Sobbing now. "L T, HAEBTMAT. FH——"

I've changed. I'm not that person anymore. |—

Chen laughing. Bitter. Cruel.

MRET. RARFHRETIR? AAXE—VESTIRAIE? XR
HE, ~Eh? "

You've changed. Because poverty changed you? Because
losing everything taught you compassion? How convenient,
isn't it?



"BREERERE A"

| wanted to be there for you—

Chen cutting me off. Final blow.

IREBENAITEXE, RgEENFIROM. REENFIROEK. R

INEFERIRE T B MF]. SIRERITHRAMAZEHKHRA.

RAEEN A B, "

You have no right to be here. No right to care about him. No

right to care about me. You gave up that right six years ago.

When you chose your family over mine. When you decided

we weren't enough.

The flowers falling from my hands. Hitting floor. White lilies

scattering.

"BIEIE, MIREKN. BETI. BalERRIFROFEXFE,
AMEREFENFEXE, "

Go back to work. Do what you're good at. Pretending to be

professional. But don't pretend you care about my father.

Don't pretend you have a right to be here.

Turns. Walks away. Back to ICU waiting area. Back to his

family.

Leaving me standing there. Destroyed.

HOSPITAL CORRIDOR. ALONE.

| stand frozen. Flowers scattered at my feet. Unable to move.

Hospital staff passing. Staring. This woman crying in hallway.

Don't care. Can't move.

He's right. | didn't defend his father at the wedding. | didn't

defend him. | was ashamed. Young and stupid and ashamed.

And now I've lost him. Again. Permanently.

Finally move. Pick up flowers with shaking hands. Walk to

trash. Throw them away.

Leave. Hospital. Can't stay. Can't breathe. Need air.



OUTSIDE. 11:23 AM.

Shanghai. Busy street. Traffic. Normal life continuing while
mine ends.

Taxi. Flag one down. Climb in.

"#%#X, " Yangpu District.

Going home. To my empty apartment. To be alone. Where |
belong.

Driver looking in rearview mirror: "R, /\E?

You okay, Miss?

"B, " I'm fine.

I'm not fine. I'm destroyed.

My phone buzzing. Text from Lin Rui:

KITAIRET Eft. WM T 4?7 EEREKER. —LR

| heard you went to the hospital. What did boss do? He looks
like murder. —LR

What did he do? He told me the truth. That | have no right to
be here. That | gave up that right. That I'm not family
anymore.

Don't respond. Can't. Throat too tight.

Another buzz. Email notification. Personal email—why would
work email me personally?

Open it. Hands shaking:

FROM: HR Department, Chénxi Technologies

TO: Shen Weilin

SUBJECT: Contract Review Meeting - Urgent

FEBL/NE,
FHNERFEERNELRHIERA—LFI0REANKERDAES
1To XRSWRITIRERIFRR, B3E 0] sEtR IR LERYITIC,
AT LER R TIEHFN AR =8 R,

Ltb3L,



=

ANRBRLSm

Dear Miss Shen,

A contract review meeting has been scheduled for Monday
at 10 AM in the HR Department office. This meeting will
discuss your employment status, including potential early
termination discussion.

Please bring your employee ID and company property
inventory.

Sincerely,

Li Min

HR Director

The email. Staring at it. Reading it again. Not believing.
Contract review. Early termination discussion. He's firing me.
Not just rejecting me personally. Rejecting me professionally.
Removing me from his life completely.

THE TAXI RIDE.

| sit in back of taxi. Shanghai passing by. Email open on
phone. Everything crumbling.

Singapore: "l don't know how to stop loving you."

My response: "Then don't.”

Two days later: "You have no right to be here.’

How did we get here? How did "l love you" become "you have
no right"?

The taxi stopping at red light. | see my reflection in window.
Face blotchy from crying. Eyes red. Destroyed.

This is who | am. The woman who lost everything. Twice.
Because | keep making the same mistakes.

My phone buzzing again. Another text. Unknown number:

VB, FRRAR. HIFRIREERT . BERNEE. IR



I LFSRVITN. tMERAMENE. BARERMIFEHA K™
o —BEARX

Miss Shen, this is Mrs. Chen. | heard you came to the
hospital. Thank you for the kind thought. I'm sorry for my
son's behavior today. He's hurting and scared. Please don't
judge him too harshly. —Mrs. Chen

His mother. Apologizing for him. Even though he's right. Even
though | have no right to be there.

Can't respond. What would | say? "It's okay"? It's not okay.
Nothing is okay.

Taxi arriving at my building. Sad Yangpu apartment building.
Pay. Mechanically. Climb stairs. Six floors. Each step heavier.
Unlock door to empty apartment. IKEA furniture. Poverty and
failure.

Inside. Close door. Lock it. Slide down to floor with back
against door.

Cry. Really cry. For the first time since this all started.

For his father in the hospital. For Chen's pain. For my
stupidity in thinking | could fix this. For the look on his face
when he said "you have no right." For the wedding six years
ago when | didn't defend his father. For every mistake I've
made.

For losing him. Again. Forever.

SATURDAY AFTERNOON, 3:47 PM.

Still sitting on the floor. Hours passed. Can't move.

Another email notification. Phone beside me.

What now? What else can they take?

Open it:

FROM: Chen Moxuan

TO: Shen Weilin



SUBJECT: Professional Boundaries - Final

He emailed me. Not texted. Emailed. Formal. Professional.
Final.

Body:

AN ER

=TS HMEN T XRZNERE, HIAAREFREN]DE
k. BEERERA—WEHRALL, ME/TABERE
aUSERECRE AT

FBEXENITFE—EHROGB, XTAERRBNENE, MAEE
HIBETT,

HABIRTEARFRNE SR —1IRF,

b2,

PR

Miss Shen,

Given recent events and the complexity of our professional
relationship, | believe it's best we part ways. Your contract
will be terminated following Monday's meeting, with six
months' severance and a positive reference.

Your work here has been exemplary. This decision reflects
circumstances, not your capabilities.

| wish you well in your future endeavors.

Sincerely,

Chen Moxuan

The formality. "Miss Shen." "Part ways." "Future endeavors."
Like Singapore didn't happen. Like "I don't know how to stop
loving you" didn't happen. Like we're just boss and employee.
Like I'm nothing.

| read it again. Again. Looking for any warmth. Any sign of z=
&t

Find none. Just Marcus Chen. Professional. Cold. Final.



Type response. Fingers shaking:

PRI,

KB, ReERA—EBESVGHFEFRE R,
BAFITAMNEHEHIRAEHNE RS ER. XTEFHAY
SR I BTN =0

b3,

R

Mr. Chen,

| understand. | will attend Monday's meeting and return all
company property.

| apologize for any pain my actions caused you or your
family. It was not my intention.

Thank you for the opportunity.

Sincerely,

Shen Weilin

Send it.

Sit. Phone in hand. Waiting—for what? For him to respond?
To take it back? To say he was wrong?

Nothing. No response. Just silence.

Look around my apartment:

* IKEA furniture (¥899 bed)

- Empty walls (no photos, no personal touches)

* One suitcase (still half-packed from Singapore)

* Nothing (I have nothing, | am nothing)

My phone. One more notification. Lin Rui:
BARERET T4, BERIEMRIMAESEES . 3B X
RTY . RMIAEEFEFH. —LR

| don't know what happened, but | know you're both hurting.
Don't give up. Please. You both deserve better. —LR



Don't give up.

But what's left to fight for? He doesn't want me in his life. Not
personally. Not professionally. Not at all.

Stand finally. Legs shaking. Walk to window. Six floors up.
Shanghai beyond. City that doesn't care.

Monday. Contract termination. Six months' severance. Then
what?

Start over again? Find another job? Pretend this didn't
happen? Pretend | didn't fall in love with him again? Pretend
losing him twice doesn't destroy me?

My reflection in window. Ghost against Shanghai skyline.
Broken. Again. Still.

END CHAPTER 24
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CHAPTER 25: THE AFTERMATH (CHEN'S REGRET)

Chen had been replaying the moment he destroyed Weilin for
five hours—"you have no right to be here," his voice like a
weapon, her face crumpling like he'd struck her, white lilies
scattering on hospital linoleum, the sound of her crying as
she walked away—and the guilt was so crushing, so
complete, that he understood for the first time how his
father's heart could simply stop from pressure because his
own felt like it was being squeezed by a fist made of every
cruel word he'd said, every true accusation, every justified
rejection that still felt like murder.

4:47 PM. Saturday afternoon. Five hours after destroying



Weilin in hospital hallway.

Hospital waiting area. Cardiac ICU. Father stable but
sedated. Chen alone with guilt.

Waiting room institutional gray. Fluorescent lights harsh and
unforgiving. Other families clustered in grief. His hands
shaking slightly. Still feel her arm where he grabbed her. Too
rough. Too cruel. The hallway where it happened. Where he
said those things. Where she dropped the flowers. His
reflection in dark window. Monster staring back.

Hospital sounds—monitors beeping, nurses calling codes,
normal tragedy. His mother in with father. Her voice
murmuring prayers. His heartbeat too fast. Guilty rhythm.
Weilin's voice in his memory: "lI've changed,’ sobbing, broken.
Plastic chair uncomfortable. He deserves uncomfortable.
His phone in pocket. Heavy with the email he sent—formal,
cruel, final. His tie loosened hours ago. Still feels like noose.
Exhaustion bone-deep. Guilt-laden.

Hospital antiseptic cleaning away mistakes. Can't clean
away his. Coffee cold in paper cup. Untouched. Nothing else.
His senses narrowed to guilt and self-loathing.

CHEN'S POV:

| can still see her face.

The exact moment | said "you have no right.’

The way her eyes widened. Like I'd hit her.

Maybe | did. Words as weapons. I'm very good at weapons.
My phone buzzing again. | ignore it. Probably Lin Rui calling
to tell me I'm an asshole. Which | know. Or work emergency.
Which | don't care about.

My father stable, the doctors say. Sedated. Recovering.
Heart attack brought on by stress. Stress from watching his



son build an empire. Pride and fear mixed together.

"I'm so proud,” he said last week, "but you work too hard.
You're angry. Find peace, ==4t."

Peace. There is no peace.

There's just work and revenge and building monuments to
prove I'm enough.

And now l've destroyed the only person who ever actually
loved me for being not-enough.

Replay the confrontation again. Can't stop. Penance through
repetition.

"You have no right to be here."

Her voice: "Please, that's not fair—"

Me: "Six years ago, you looked at him with contempt.”

Did she? Or did | imagine that? Or did | take her fear, her
youth, her weakness, and turn it into contempt because it
was easier than forgiving?

The flowers. White lilies. Scattered on hospital floor.

My mother watching from waiting area. Seeing everything.
Saying nothing.

Until now.

Movement. Peripheral vision. Someone sitting in chair beside
me.

My mother. BrA&AXK. Sixty-three years old. Small and fierce.
Eyes red from crying but clear now.

She doesn't speak immediately. Just sits. Presence heavy
with judgment and love.

"WRAEEEE T, i iR fthEAR ] LAEFHICU,

Your father is sleeping. They say he can leave ICU tomorrow.
"1¥. " Good.

Silence. Loaded. Waiting.



"BE BRI T 4. "

| saw what you did to Weilin.

There it is.

"HhS B IFITEXE, " She had no right to be here.

"{REE 7o " You're wrong.

| look at her. Finally. Direct eye contact.

"W E A RVIEAL E AR E S REIEL, RAEMAIRFENR T
Ao TREEIT WHIRG, "

She was ashamed of you and father at our wedding. You
know what her father said. You saw her face.

Mother steady. Unshaken.

"BEET 1M EBENERLZ. WtdCrESl, ZSHEMR MR
Z B E 1, "

| saw a scared young girl. Controlled by her father. Trying to
navigate between two worlds.

"WhEE T It R, FERENEY "

She chose her world. Not ours.

"IhI%R T RIF{R, " She chose to protect you.

| stand. Can't sit. Too much energy. Too much anger.
"RIPFE? EATER! "

Protect me? She left me!

Mother still sitting. Looking up at me with those eyes that
see everything.

"R T ABEMS. IRRIEMBIAFEED T 4. WMRMETE, fit
ST R. MEAEN T MRS, "

You read the letter. You know what her father threatened. If
she stayed, he would have destroyed you. She left to save
your dreams.

"BOEBEERMIRKNI! s amak!

| didn't ask her to save me! | would have fought for her!



"AA? IR—XFhB. 8%, =8N, BNt FENT
o WAIE, FRAMEHT. "

With what? You had nothing. No money, no power, no way to
fight her father. She knew it. So she left.

Sit back down. Heavily. Deflated.

"BATAMERIR? ATALHIEXE? "

Then why come back now? Why show up here?

"AAMZESR, " Because she loves you.

Bitter laugh escapes before | can stop it.

"WEHA? HESHARA? X7 FTE? "

She loves what? What | built? The money? The empire?
Mother standing now. Facing me.

"WEEH, DEE.

She loves Moxuan. Always has.

"IrRE RS R EWEE?

Do you know where | go every Saturday?

"EE R, RERARSS. "

The charity shelter. You volunteer.

"o TEMREX. NEXRAIIMAREKEMRS. "

Yes. In Yangpu District. For homeless and poor families.
She sits again. Gestures for me to sit. | do. Obedient child
again.

YRR EIEEEWEAER? "

Do you know who else is there every week?

| know where this is going.

K67

Tl . IEX=1TH, AN, BREABY, 5&%FIK
%, BELEhEE. "

Yes. Weilin. For the past three months, every Saturday.
Helping distribute food, talking to children, teaching women



resume writing.

"WIENESE, AT WAV, "

She's atoning. Feeling guilty about her privilege.
"WETETEX. —MRDRIAE., MEREEMERE N MERE
gk, "

She lives in Yangpu District. A tiny apartment. She walks to
the shelter because she can't afford the subway.

Can't afford the subway. Even with the salary | pay her. How?
"URANE dt I RY SR APD? ftiRYERK?

Do you know what she does with her money? Her salary?
"SR " Tell me.

"WERM=1"XKE. SEAGMNBEER. FAERRE iR E
MR, WEXRER, BREEK ., "

She sponsors three families. Gives them monthly rent
assistance. | know because she does it through the shelter.
She asks to be anonymous, but | manage the accounts.
Three families. Rent assistance. That's why she can't afford
the subway.

"IN B M. EIRITITARE. REERINKR. AT
AR LT 13T, AT —Eieme. .. T T, =4, "
She shows up with no makeup. No designer clothes. Just
simple clothes. She sits on the floor and plays with children.
She washes dishes with me. She... she's changed, Moxuan.
"%T‘F/A\Tﬂ?}kﬂéamlﬁ%? !

Why did you never tell me?

'"HAMEREAE, MiRINRIEAE, RSIAME iitlﬂib
R, R Z... st LEWER), HAMIZFRAFHIEED,

Because she asked me not to. She said if you knew, you'd
think she was trying to impress you. She just... she just
wants to help. Because she remembers what poverty felt like.

-H-.I'



She remembers poverty. Because | didn't pay her enough
when she first started. Because | wanted her to suffer.
Because I'm a monster.

'SR, WEEEK. BEG. BFHREEE, B FaIXENR
RRFE, WRERNMETF,

Today, she came with flowers. White lilies. Respectful and
appropriate. She wasn't dressed to show off or pretending
anything. She came because she cares.

My face in my hands. Can't look at her.

1545, PSR TIRAIIERYIE, "

Mom, | said terrible things to her.

"BHE, EFEI T, "I know. | heard.

"REIFtu s BNFEXE, B NFIXMIRES, "

| told her she had no right to be here. No right to care about
you or father.

"MRAAIRIBLEIR? " Why did you say those things?

Look up. Eyes burning.

'EAMREIL RO, WREFAANGZT T, KSR IRM, I
AN T AREET—NMETHEIRNEENER L&, "
Because if | let her care, if | admit she's changed, | have to
forgive her. | have to admit | spent six years punishing a
scared young girl who made a mistake.

Mother's hand on my shoulder. Warm. Grounding.

"R BEEDM, REEIRES. "

You're not punishing her. You're punishing yourself.
"BRITESTIEBS? " I'm punishing myself?

"NTRs, ATILMEFF. A7 A8efELLE, "

For not being enough. For letting her leave. For not being
able to stop her.

|s she right? Am | punishing myself?



"BREETX—. RFEl, £%%, TE. UARKBZE T, "

| built all this. Company, money, empire. To prove | was

enough.

"(RAEIERR? A? A2 AFE2? "

Prove to whom? To her? Or to yourself?

Silence. Crushing. Because | know the answer.

"NEEC. HINAKIEARGE, "

To myself. | still don't feel enough.

Mother sitting closer. Voice soft.

"B, (RMERNVNABEZIINMEBT . RIERIRRYE —E3RE

Mg T . FMEEMNMIE T, (F—EH&#PZ, "

Moxuan, you were enough when you studied in our small

apartment. You were enough when you made your first

salary. You were enough when you loved her. You've always

been enough.

My throat tight. Tears threatening—when did | last cry? Six

years? Longer?

"BBAFAMEFRFT? " Then why did she leave?

"HAMER. F2EAERE, AR ERMESRT R, i

BIRRZMARBILARE,

Because she was scared. Not because you weren't enough.

Because her father threatened to destroy you and she loved

you too much to let that happen.

"IN iZ &R, " She should have told me.

"W iz, BM—+=%, FIH, #Wigd, MWE=1+—%, &
, BH. RS RMISEFIL? "

She should have. But she was twenty-three, scared,

manipulated. You're thirty-one now, powerful, wealthy. Did

you do better today?

Direct hit.



"o ... R T, " No.l.. | destroyed her.

"RER. MBI —F, "

You were scared. Just like she was then.

"EI81+4? " Scared of what?

"ERWNRIRRIRM, WNRIRLLMEIZRIESE, =B RXE .
FRUARc T, (RITEF M. PRSI MBEHN ——REARRETS
——{RE] LA X B IRV, "

Scared that if you forgive her, if you let her back in your life,
she'll leave again. So you strike first. You push her away first.
So when she leaves—because you're certain she will—you
can say it was your choice.

Oh God. She's right. That's exactly what | did.

Voice breaking: "1515, BEAHEEAD. Fia A T BFHEHF,
IETCRY. HiFt 1 E—LK LR SE, "

Mom, | don't know what to do. | sent her an email. Formal.
Telling her we're terminating her contract Monday.
"REHIS? " Do you love her?

Simple question. Impossible question.

"4, REMIG? "

Whispered: "SEMKELET, "

| never stopped.

There it is. The truth I've been avoiding for six years. | never
stopped loving her.

"IRFBERE, REXREEIMRI AR ASERNEIR, EEMR
FiRH=HER? "

Then you need to decide. Do you keep punishing both of you
for mistakes made six years ago, or do you forgive and try
again?

"KEET . REBRMBAL, FXMiRAE, MWXKEARRIER.



It's too late. You didn't see her face. What | said to her. She'll
never forgive me.

"Au? EE2APR? " Too late for her? Or for you?

For me. It's too late for me. Because | don't know how to stop
being Marcus Chen and become =4t again.

| stand again. Can't sit. Need to move. Need to think.
"BEIE T X M A, Marcus Chen, 28, £, THEERA.
AREW R B E5, "

| built this person. Marcus Chen. Cold, professional, needing
no one. | don't know how to go back to Moxuan.

Mother standing too. Facing me.

"WIFFAFRRREE, T REERARL. A—TERENA.
Maybe you don't go back. Maybe you go forward. Become
someone who is both.

"BAMEBRTAZiE. "

| don't know who that person is.

"BPABEMHIA. ZIAMBFIRBIA. RIRESFATENA. "
That person is someone who loves her. Who admits he's
scared. Who forgives himself for not being perfect.
"MRMARERIRFVE? " What if she doesn't forgive me?
"BIRE AT T o BIMRINSET o XELILHIANIRIBHE S, "
Then you at least tried. At least you were honest. That's
better than letting her think you hate her.

Letting her think | hate her. Do | hate her?

No. | hate myself. For not being enough. For letting her go.
For not fighting harder. For becoming someone she might
not even recognize.

My phone buzzing again. Persistent. Pull it out. Lin Rui
calling. Seventh time.

Answer: "(+47? "



Lin Rui, voice tight, urgent: "1REFIZT . REERIDAE, M
o "

You finally answered. You need to come back to the office.
Now.

"BEER. HXE——

I'm at the hospital. My father—

"BAEMREME, XRER. TR, "

| know where you are. This is urgent. About Weilin.

My chest tightening. "#tiEAT? "

What about her?

"NNTZ R MIIRIFNBEFHEFLAFT A—=N. GREEE,
&1k, "

HR. They scheduled Monday's meeting per your email.
Contract review. Termination.

BB, HEIFMITABFEM, "

| know. | told them to do that.

"UFE, IMTEEE 1E5 T, R INRIRLR gt ——EFR{)
M, E£THME, ETF8MASBMAEMRIIZENEK——ESR
ERGIREMEFE, "

Well now Legal is involved. They're saying if you terminate her
—given your history, given Singapore, given everyone knows
about the tension between you—it looks like retaliatory firing.
Retaliatory firing. That's not—— Oris it?

"BAEELEH——"1 have legitimate reasons—

"REIE? W THE—BRL®. KR ZTK T TR EM,
RE—RYIER'Z T AR, "

Do you? Her work has been exemplary. Singapore deal
closed. Clients love her. Your only ‘reason’ is personal.

He's right. Damn it, he's right.

CERBIRINRITE —& L, selLiEiR. T, =TIRH



£, e

Legal says if you terminate Monday, she can sue. Wrongful
termination. Given your history, she'd win.

"BBFAT4? " Then what do | do?

"ﬁ"ﬁ =MikFE, — RMEBWHLIERER. —. fRitathEfERE
B = 1Tﬁ¢/5’%f’]“ﬂlﬂ’]’\)\|ﬂ;eﬁ, XAFRIIFA Bl AR kit —fe T
Eo "

You have three choices. One: You keep her and deal with the
awkwardness. Two: You let her resign voluntarily. Three: You
resolve your personal shit so you can work together
professionally.

Silence. My mother watching me. Lin Rui waiting. Choices
spinning.

"MMRBRE. S, RAME—RSMANT=NERTFEERE. (T
RETRZAREMEEF A, "

You need to decide. Tonight. Because she's coming to that
meeting Monday expecting to be fired. You need to decide
what you want before then.

"BERE——"| want—

What do | want?

Hang up. Can't finish that sentence. Not to Lin Rui.

Mother still there. Patient.

"MREEMHA, =5H? " What do you want, Moxuan?

Turn to face her.

"BREEM, ZERER(], ZEE. . BEEEFELER,

| want her. | want us. | want... | want to stop being scared.
"RE—, (R, RER. REIFMEMNE,

Then Monday, you don't fire her. You apologize. You tell her
the truth.

"4 EAE8? " What truth?



"REM, REH. RITAIZRREIIEH, "

That you love her. That you're scared. That you're sorry for
not being enough.

"MRMAEITEAD? SRZfE, BATAMSIEIR?

What if she doesn't want to hear it? After today, why would
she want to hear it?

Mother walks to me. Takes my hands.

"BIRZEMAT T BIMRIMSET o EIMRLE T AR, F2E&RS
RABF B MR E, "

Then you at least tried. At least you were honest. At least you
gave her the choice. Instead of making it for her like you did
today.

My phone. Text notification. Can't ignore it.

Dr. Song, my therapist. Lin Rui must have told her:

RIEF T, B/R. ENIREEHIER, BRAERS? BIEHF
i, {RERIETIREIENER. MABELEFFENER, FLERE
A0, FEaRE. —REE

You pushed her away. Again. Because you're scared of
rejection. But you know what? By pushing her away, you
guarantee the thing you're scared of. She can't reject
something that doesn't exist. Stop protecting the wound.
Start healing it. —Dr. Song

Stop protecting the wound. Start healing it.

Look at my mother. "BAHEEABRE, "

| don't know how to heal it.

"IRMIRSE IR, MiB#FIE. MEIRFAIE,

You start with honesty. With apology. With showing up.
"NRFEHI MM A EEFRNHKEAD? "

What if | show up and she doesn't want to see me?
"BIREEART. BEEMRIAI T, "



Then you respect that. But at least you tried.

My father's voice from doorway. Weak but present.
"WREMEWRIE, =5H? "

Who are you talking to, Moxuan?

Turn. Father standing there. Hospital gown. IV pole. Awake.
'B8! (RN ZiHE——"

Dad! You should be lying down—

Father shuffling to chair. Mother helping him sit.

"I E T ORNBYIR G, KT,

| heard your conversation. About Weilin.

"BE, Wi, SXR——"

Dad, I'm sorry. Today—

"SRIFERT o MERERNITIRGE—F, "

Today you were scared. Like | was with your mother when |
was young.

My father. Telling stories. From a hospital bed. After a heart
attack.

"HEENIREIEET, MRARTERTK. T TA, BHE.
§th Y A it ath o] LUBIS B 4Fo

When | met your mother, her family disapproved of me.
Factory worker, no education. Her father said she could do
better.

"BAFEXD, "1 didn't know this.

"ARABINMNARKILE. BINEE... Bl ]—ieI{F. FKIEPAT FKZ
To AEBEETR. BEE, BN, "

Because we never talk about it. We just... we worked through
it. | proved | was enough. Not through money. Through love.
Through showing up.

Looks at me directly. Father to son.

"WREE T — T ERKIERRE T, BIRELE T, R—EEE,



MEESIFI, "

You built an empire to prove you were enough. But you were
already enough. You always were. Now go tell her that.
"B—e ANFZERIN. HAIA——"

Monday. HR meeting. | can—

"FEl—0 WiE. S, EHIFMIRITSRZREIEM. RE1H,
fREM, "

Not Monday. Now. Tonight. Go tell her you're sorry for today.
That you're scared. That you love her.

MASEERF——"

She won't want to see me—

"BBIRZE/MRAE T, " Then you at least tried.

Both parents looking at me. United front. Two people who
worked through disapproval and poverty and everything.
"=, HIl, XMEE. "

Moxuan. Show up. That's what love is.

END CHAPTER 25
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CHAPTER 26: THE DECISION (WEILIN'S STRENGTH)

Weilin had been sitting on her IKEA bed for three hours—
knees pulled to chest, laptop open but untouched, the cursor
blinking on a blank document like a heartbeat that refused to
quit even when quitting seemed like the only mercy left—
when she realized: she was done being destroyed by a man
who couldn't decide if he loved her or hated her, done
performing competence to earn proximity, done torturing
herself in glass offices where every glance carried six years



of unresolved everything, and the realization didn't arrive like
lightning or revelation but like breath returning after
drowning, quiet and essential and hers.

Saturday afternoon. 3:47 PM. Hours after hospital
devastation. After taxi ride home. After complete collapse.
Weilin's Yangpu apartment. Small. Sparse. Hers.

Late afternoon light dusty and golden. Falling on cheap
furniture that suddenly looks like freedom. Laptop screen
showing blank document. Cursor blinking—waiting for her to
claim her voice. Her hands steady now. No longer shaking.
Outside window, Shanghai moving on. Indifferent. Kind in its
indifference.

Silence profound. Not oppressive—the silence of choice, not
abandonment. Neighbor's TV muffled through thin walls.
Somebody laughing at a game show. Her breathing evening
out. Deepening. Finding rhythm.

The bed—¥899, uncomfortable, hers. Laptop keys cool under
fingertips. Waiting. Her phone face down on bed. Ignored—
his email still there. She doesn't need to reread it. Tissue box
empty now. Grief spent. Clarity arriving.

Instant noodles from earlier. MSG and salt. Poor person's
comfort. Her apartment smell slightly musty. Lived-in. Real.
Nothing expensive. No perfume today. No armor. Just her.
WEILIN'S POV:

| open a new document. Title it: "Resignation Letter.’

Stare at it for thirty seconds.

This is real. I'm really doing this.

Quitting the job. Quitting him. Choosing me.

Type slowly. Deliberately. Each word a choice:

BRI E,



BiHE, FEFEEREREHRIVEIRAL

RS ISR AN =,

b3,

TR

Dear Mr. Chen,

Effective immediately, | resign from my position at Chénxi
Technologies.

Thank you for the opportunity.

Sincerely,

Shen Weilin

That's it. No explanation. No apology. No emotion.

Just: I'm done.

Reread it. Looking for weakness. Finding none.

It's perfect. Because it's simple. Because it's mine. Because it
doesn't perform pain for an audience.

Save it. Print it. My cheap printer groans. Spits out the page.
Hold it. Physical paper. Harder to un-send than digital.

This is power. Not his power. Mine.

| sit with the letter on my bed. Holding it like something
fragile and fierce simultaneously.

The truth arriving in waves. Each one landing softer than the
last:

| took this job for him. Not for career. Not for passion. For
proximity. To be near him. To prove | changed. To earn...
what? Forgiveness? Love? A second chance?

But you can't earn those things. They're given freely or not at
all.

Look around my apartment:

- IKEA bed (¥899, still uncomfortable, but | bought it)

- Small kitchen (two burners, | cook meals that sustain me)



* Books (from secondhand shop, stories that taught me I'm
not alone)

- Volunteer schedule (on fridge, Saturdays at shelter, helping
families like mine became)

This is my life. Small. Poor. Mine.

And it's enough. I'm enough.

Without him. Without his approval. Without performing
competence in glass offices.

6:47 PM. | MAKE DINNER.

Instant noodles. Egg. Preserved vegetables—same meal as
yesterday. Tastes different today.

Eat slowly. Tasting it. Present. Not rushing through to get to
work emails or anxiety.

Wash my bowl. Hot water. Soap. The small meditation of
care.

My phone. Still face-down. | finally pick it up.

Messages:

* Lin Rui (three texts): fRIA#FI5? Are you okay?

* Mrs. Chen (one text): #XEFrAYZF{ IBAXRRI{R, Shelter kids
asked about you for tomorrow.

» Chen (nothing new since the formal email)

Respond to Lin Rui:

KRS, BT —1RE. A—IraEdE,. —W

I'm fine. | made a decision. You'll see Monday. —W

Respond to Mrs. Chen:

KIAXSERPE, —WNEEFE. —W

I'll be there tomorrow. As always. —W

Don't respond to Chen. Nothing to say that resignation letter
won't say better.

SUNDAY MORNING. THE SHELTER.



7 AM. Earlier than usual. Need the grounding.

Mrs. Chen sees me. Smiles. Says nothing about hospital—
she knows, | can tell. But respects my silence.

Work. Distribute food. Help with paperwork. Play with
children—little /\B shows me his drawing of a rocket.
"HEMEE, XEBEB=NAE.. REEA=E?

Sister Weilin, this is a rocket to the moon. Do you want to go
to the moon?

Kneel to his level. "BEf{%, BSKESNREXE, FRE—
Sometimes. But today | like being here. With you.

He hugs me. Small arms. Sticky hands. Pure affection with
no conditions.

This. This is what matters.

Not glass offices. Not proximity to pain. This.

Mrs. Chen appears beside me after /J\E8 runs off.
REEERAA. Fifo "

You look different. Peaceful.

"B T — 1 RE. " | made a decision.

"WFHRE? " A good decision?

"BHVAE. XmELEh, "

My decision. That's all that matters.

She nods. Understanding beyond words.

"B MR R R PRI,

Sometimes that's the best kind.

SUNDAY EVENING. 8:47 PM.

Prepare for Monday:

Iron my clothes. Simple black pants. White blouse—
professional, dignified. Not trying to impress.

Pack my work bag. Laptop to return. Badge to return.



Personal items to take—just a photo of shelter kids. A plant |
bought with my own money.

Review resignation letter one more time. Still perfect. Still
simple. Still mine.

Print a second copy. One for Chen's desk. One for HR if they
insist on the meeting.

Write a brief handover document. Professional to the end—
Singapore project status, pending items, contact information
for clients.

| will not leave chaos. | will not perform anger. | will leave
cleanly, professionally, with dignity.

Because that's who | am.

Before bed, | write one more thing. Not to him. Not to HR. To
me:

B,
RRERANTIEF (FRENATFERAATI AR
EFTEF-

RE1R T o IREMEN, FEBIITIE. 1FE T,

MEMREBEA, FREAKY, MBEAARES— M AEIMTRE
R 75,

fREET . R—EEZ,

%)

fRES

Dear Shen Weilin,

You are not leaving because you are too small. You are
leaving because you finally became too large for this cage.
You tried. You were honest. You worked hard. You changed.
Now you leave, not because of failure, but because you
deserve a place that doesn't punish you for loving.

You are enough. You always were.



Love,

Yourself

Fold it. Tuck it into my wallet. Under emergency cash and old
photo of my mother.

Insurance against doubt. Against guilt. Against the voice that
says "you're giving up.”

I'm not giving up. I'm choosing up.

Sleep surprisingly well. The sleep of decision made. Of
burden lifted. Of woman who remembered she could walk
away.

MONDAY MORNING. 6:47 AM.

Alarm 5:30 AM. Wake before dawn. Before courage can
waver.

Dress. Black pants. White blouse. Minimal makeup—not
performing, just present.

Gather my things:

- Resignation letters (two copies, crisp, perfect)

- Handover document (professional, complete)

- Work laptop, badge, company phone

» Personal items (photo, plant, nothing else—traveled light,
leaving lighter)

Taxi to office. 6:15 AM. Empty streets. Shanghai still
sleeping.

Arrive 6:47 AM. Security guard surprised—"%, Jt/\H, "
Early, Miss Shen.

Elevator alone. Ascending. Each floor a countdown to
freedom.

CHEN'S OFFICE. 6:54 AM.

His floor. Executive row. Dark. Silent. Empty.

His office door closed. Lights off. He's not here—good. This



needs to be on my terms.

Try the door. Unlocked—Lin Rui's doing? Cleaning staff? Fate?
Step inside. His space. His domain. Last time I'll be here
uninvited.

The office immaculate. Cold. Designed for control:

* Desk (massive, empty except for laptop and single pen)

- Chair (ergonomic, expensive, lonely)

» Windows (floor-to-ceiling, Shanghai skyline, empire view)

- Bookshelves (business titles, no fiction, no softness)

This is who he became. Marcus Chen. All efficiency, no
vulnerability.

| don't belong here. | never did.

Place resignation letter center of his desk. Aligned perfectly.
Impossible to miss.

Stand for a moment. Goodbye to what could have been.
Hello to what will be.

Leave. Close door quietly. Respectfully. Finally.

MY OFFICE. 7:15 AM.

My floor. Junior level. Glass-walled offices. Mine in corner—
small but mine for five more hours.

Unlock my door. Badge still works. Security hasn't been
notified yet.

Turn on light. Fluorescent. Harsh. Familiar.

Begin packing:

STEP ONE: Personal items

* Photo of shelter kids (tape it to box edge, faces smiling at
me—remember why)

* Plant (small pothos, thrived despite neglect, resilient like
me)

* Mug (brought from home, chipped, mine)



« Sweater (hung on back of chair for cold AC days)

STEP TWO: Company property inventory

- Laptop (wiped of personal files, professional to the end)
» Badge (clip it to laptop—return together)

- Company phone (all messages deleted, clean slate)

» Office supplies (return to supply closet—leave nothing
ambiguous)

STEP THREE: Handover

* Print handover document (three copies: HR, Lin Rui, Chen)
- Organize files (digital and physical, labeled clearly)

- Leave passwords (in sealed envelope, professional)
Work methodically. 7:15 to 8:45. Ninety minutes of careful
dismantling of five months of life.

8:45 AM. My office is packed:

 Two boxes (personal items, small life)

- Laptop and badge (on desk, ready to return)

- Handover documents (stacked neatly)

- Office (clean, empty, like | was never here)

Except | was here. | mattered here. | did good work here.
And now I'm leaving. On my terms.

8:47 AM. OFFICE WAKING.

Elevator dings. First employees arriving. Voices. Morning
greetings. Coffee orders. Normal Monday.

Lin Rui passes my office. Stops dead. Sees boxes.

Walks in. Closes door. Urgent whisper.

1n4

T ——"

"WRIEMItT24? " What are you doing?
Calm: "§¥BR, " Resigning.

"ME? SKR? ESNUZAE? "

Now? Today? Before the meeting?



TNzl EBIFYS, FEANDZR. "
Before the meeting. My terms, not HR's.

He looks at boxes. At me. At door.
"EREES? " Does boss know?

"=y, HICEFREEEMELT.

He will. | left resignation on his desk.

Lin Rui's eyes widen. Respect and fear mixing.
"IRE T MY AZE? " You went in his office?

At

%8 "It was unlocked.
"R, M. MERT. tMSRKELTRBHER. tMARERE
To fhrE k., "
Weilin, he... he's coming. He left the hospital at 7 AM. His
father is stable. He's on the way.
He's coming. He'll see the letter. He'll see me packing. This is
it.
"i¥, " Good.
"UF? FXAE? {REAENS?
Good? That's it? Are you sure?
"BMARALtAE S EFFE. "
I've never been more sure of anything.
He studies me. Seeing something he hasn't seen before—
strength, clarity, self-possession.
"MRL 7T, "You've changed.
"BEE T, " | remembered who | am.
Lin Rui nodding slowly. "R ZEZX, "
He's not going to take this well.
"B KA, " That's not my problem.
Simple truth. Revolutionary for me. His reaction isn't my
responsibility.
Lin Rui, small smile: "&¥#, E&.... AT Mho, MNRIFFRE



Okay. I'll be... nearby. If you need me.

", "

He leaves. Door open. Protective gesture—witness if needed.
8:57 AM. THE ARRIVAL.

Elevator ding. Familiar sound. | know his rhythm.

Footsteps fast. Urgent. His walk when he's on a mission.

| don't look. Continue organizing. Hands steady. Heart racing
but body calm.

Hear him reaching his floor. Door opening. Silence—he's seen
the letter.

Thirty seconds of silence. He's reading it. Absorbing it.
Processing.

Then: footsteps. Faster now. Heading toward my floor.

Here we go.

Elevator again. He's coming down—three floors, twenty
seconds.

| stand behind my desk. Hands on desk edge. Grounded.
Ready.

Elevator opens. His footsteps in corridor. Getting louder.

He appears in doorway. Suit rumpled. Tie loose. Eyes wild
with something between anger and panic and confusion.
Sees me standing. Calm. Surrounded by boxes.

Sees my office empty. Stripped. Evidence of leaving.

Sees the badge and laptop on desk. Returned. Official.
Storms in. Letter in hand. Crumpled slightly. My words
weaponized by his grip.

Chen, voice tight, controlled fury barely contained:
"XZ4? " What is this?

| don't flinch. Meet his eyes directly. Equal ground.



"BRVEEER(S, fRIRT . "

My resignation letter. You read it.

"B EEEN. =E#EE. BB, "

Effective immediately. No explanation. No notice.

"IEff8, " Correct.

He stares like I'm speaking a language he doesn't recognize.
"R A BEMLIXAFEFER,

You can't just resign.

Calm. So calm it's almost gentle.

BRI ENIA T "

| can. | just did.

"BIEA—B— 1T ANZEFEZN——"

We have an HR meeting Monday—

"BAE, XTFALEHNER. HIEFEAMRTEIE, "

| know. About you terminating my contract. I'm saving you
the time.

His jaw clenches. Muscle working.

"R T ARETEB F MR, " You read that email.

"BRT . 'ETRIENEH. "DEFR. "B, IFETI. "
| read it. ‘Given recent events. 'Part ways. 'Severance. Very
professional.

Bitterness in my voice. Just a trace. | earn it.
"BRAR 9t 4——"Then why—
'"AAEAEREE, FEEFER HANEE, FEFH,
Because | don't want to be fired. | want to resign. My choice,
not yours.

He steps forward. Anger and something else—desperation?

[ A

o, FF——"

Raise my hand. Stop gesture. Gentle but firm.
”Z:go 1 Donlt_



His eyes wide. Seeing me—really seeing me—maybe for first
time.

"FERUXTFIEE, FEBRRMMEZERE . (a7 A B FHP
. MEERWR T ABLiE, R—EIRBE. "

Don't make this harder. Don't pretend you want me to stay.
You sent that email. You said those things at the hospital.
You've been clear.

K. BRES. HRFE—

... | was angry. My father—

"BHE, FIERE, " | know. | understand.

Pause. Letting that land. Not dismissing his pain. Also not
accepting it as excuse.

"BIERAFBEHREXF. EXETE, Mifr—iE, REERET
B, MERLEB—REMEREE —R=.

But | can't keep doing this. Working here, with you, pretending
it's just professional when really it's killing me a little bit every
day.

His face crumpling slightly. Marcus Chen armor cracking.

"B ARERIEAR——" | don't want to kill you—

"TAE, B REARENRERMAETIFK. FAIUARESH. "

| know. But you also don't know how to love me without
punishing me. So I'm leaving.

The words hanging between us. Truth too big for glass office.
Chen, voice breaking: "SR EE#IE? NRFK——"

What if | apologize? What if |—

"FEESK, IFAEBKIE. BRESR. "

Not today. Maybe not ever. But not today.

Pick up my box. Personal items. Small life. Mine.
'"BRIBEIEABRAHERTR L. KEXHEHRE, MinE—1H
a2lzs, "



| left the laptop and badge on the desk. Handover documents
are there. Lin Rui has a copy.

Start walking toward door. He's blocking it. Doesn't move.
"EiLFHE L, " Please let me pass.

He doesn't move. Frozen. Processing. Man who built empire
on control losing control.

"WREEMEE? " Where are you going?

'BIX, ARBEMERT, ARIX—DHIF. ARHKEHNEE, "
Home. Then shelter. Then find a new job. Then live my life.
Simple. Revolutionary.

&BH. " Without me.

"MRBERFTERN. 20 "

If that's what | need to do. Yes.

He steps aside. Finally. Slowly. Like movement costs
everything.

| walk past. Can smell his cologne. Bergamot and cedar.
Memory and pain.

Don't look back. Learned that lesson already.

Chen's voice behind me. Raw.

"HZR. "I love you.

| stop in doorway. Back to him. Box in arms.

He said it. Finally. Too late. Or exactly on time.

Without turning: "H*1E, BBMEBANTAXXAEE. "

| know. That's why this hurts so much.

Turn just my head. Just enough to see his face in peripheral.
"BERE, FEXEEE, FfE&BEL. FEZERNTBEER
FIEEH, "

But love isn't enough. Not without respect. Not without trust.
Not without both of us willing to stop being scared.

His eyes filling. Marcus Chen crying? Yes. Tears. Silent.



Devastating.

"HRERF AR H M ERN —— R INES T ——RAIEE W E
HEIF. "

When you're ready for those other things—if you're ready—
you know where to find me.

Walk away. Down corridor. To elevator. Box in arms. Dignity
intact. Heart breaking and healing simultaneously.

Elevator doors opening. Empty car. Escape.

Step in. Turn around. One last look.

He's standing in my office doorway. Watching me leave. Not
chasing. Finally respecting my choice.

Doors close.

END CHAPTER 26
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CHAPTER 27: THE TRUTH (SCENE 6 CONTINUED - THE
CONFRONTATION PART 2)

Chen stood in Weilin's office doorway—resignation letter
crushed in his fist, her boxes stacked like accusations, her
calm devastation worse than screaming—and realized with
the clarity of a man watching a car crash in slow motion that
he'd spent six years building toward this exact moment: the
moment she stopped begging for forgiveness and started
demanding he give her permission to leave, the moment his
cruelty finally exceeded her capacity to absorb it, the
moment she looked at him with eyes that said "l loved you
enough to destroy myself and now I'm choosing to survive"
and every word he'd practiced on the drive from the hospital—
apology, explanation, plea—died in his throat because she



was already gone and he was just watching her body leave.
Monday morning. 9:03 AM. Seconds after Weilin declared
she's leaving. Chen blocking doorway.

Weilin's office—packed boxes, stripped walls, evidence of
departure.

Her office stripped bare. Impersonal. Like she erased herself.
Boxes small, pathetic. Five months reduced to two cardboard
containers. Her face calm. Resolved. No tears—worse than
tears. His reflection in glass wall. Desperate man he doesn't
recognize. Employees outside. Watching through glass.
Witnessing his unraveling.

Office sounds muted. Everyone pretending not to watch. His
breathing ragged. Panicked. Her breathing steady.
Controlled. Infuriating composure. His heartbeat too loud.
Fight-or-flight screaming "don't let her leave."

Resignation letter in his hand. Crumpled. Her words clear
despite his grip. Doorframe—he's gripping it. Knuckles white.
Physical anchor. His suit too tight. Too hot. Armor failing.
Space between them two feet. Might as well be ocean.

Her perfume—jasmine—faint. Already a memory. Office smell
—recycled air, carpet cleaner, antiseptic professionalism. His
own sweat. Fear-sweat. Not exertion. Chemical tang of panic.
CHEN'S POV:

Voice not cooperating. Coming out strangled.

"WREEFED? " You're quitting?

Stupid question. She just told me. Written it in clean
professional prose. But | can't... | can't process it.

Weilin still calm. Still resolved. Picking up second box.

"TH. REARINMMAEEANRZERERNES. "

Yes. I'm saving us both the pain of HR firing me.



The words like slap. Clarity arriving.

"B 1R ElR, "

| wasn't going to let them fire you.

She laughs. Bitter. Small sound. Disbelieving.

"BEHS? ARPREVEEFHBMAIE? tREIZRLEITIE'?

Really? What about your email? 'Early termination
discussion?

"IRAZ T EE——"1changed my mind—

Weilin cuts me off. First flash of anger.

"R ABHERERZRY? EHIFRFRBOLBENFIEER? FiR R
FHXODEBERNZE? RMTARERERESE F?

When did you change it? After telling me | had no right to be
at the hospital? After saying my care for your father was
fake? When did you decide | was worth keeping?

Her eyes meeting mine. Accusation and pain and finality.
EEIER. RIBEAMIRIRIET . HE MR, HEIREETTIT. B
ANFIFRIMRIRRZERR T, FRAIEREREIRNK, "

Let me guess. Your mother talked to you. Or Lin Rui. Or your
therapist. Someone told you that you were too cruel, so now
you feel guilty.

She's right. All of it. My mother, my father, my own
conscience finally waking up.

"BIRESR, FHRXFE——"1was angry. My father—

Weilin steps closer. Box still in arms. Voice rising.
"WRAGRILFSE T, BEEMFREA, MEeinEHia !

Your father almost died and | wanted to be there for you and
you threw it in my face!

The box. She sets it down. Hard. Needs hands free for this.
"BE T . SR, BEMN, BRERAFZEXLD. EAFFEK
ERBE AT, HABITE—TA. "



| brought flowers. Appropriate. Respectful. | came because |
care. Because | know what losing a parent feels like and |
didn't want you to be alone.

Her voice cracking now. Control slipping.

"MEER, HEEEMTA, WRHNARRE, RiiEREENRER
7Rl RRFRERIRBIRA——"

And you looked at me like | was something disgusting. You
said | only cared because you have money now. You said |
was ashamed of your family—

"R TEBEANRIEILLE——" You were! At our wedding—
Weilin explodes. Finally. Control shattering.

'"BZ+=%! BRBFEH! BER, Fi8, 8F! BEN
TR

| was twenty-three! | was controlled by my father! | was
scared and young and stupid! That was six years ago!
WEILIN'S POV:

I'm shouting. Don't care. Don't care who hears. Don't care
about professionalism.

"BEMT! HRZET! BRET—U!

I've apologized! I've changed! I've given up everything!

Step toward him. He steps back. Intimidated? Good.
"BREEEX—1TAENATE, RAMTEIR/LFA 59!
RERESREERIFFTEARERNEMER! FHIERNFHKEFTR
ERIRE! "

| live in a horrible apartment in Yangpu because you paid me
barely enough! | walk to volunteer at the shelter because |
can't afford the subway! | give my salary to families who
need it!

Chen shocked. "{FB{REYHET K ——"

You give your salary—



B! EAFIBFERAFHEDR! RAMRNEII#HET EEFE!
NRE—UNLERABFRIAL "

Yes! Because | remember what poverty feels like! Because
your punishment taught me compassion! Because losing
everything made me a better person!

My hands shaking now. Fists. Years of restraint breaking.
"B TIFREERN—T, BRXET. HNE T, FKIERAT HAEH
MENNLZZ T "

| did everything you wanted. | suffered. | changed. | proved
I'm not that privileged girl anymore.

Tears. Finally. Hot and furious. Not sad—angry.

"BEAREE! IREKW, KTAE! FARAERIRE ——(RELL
Bok=E! "

And it's still not enough! For you, it's never enough! Because
you don't want to forgive me—you want me to suffer forever!
Chen's face white. Stricken.

"B ER/——" That's not true—

Voice breaking. Question I've needed to ask.
"IFREMBXERFRHA? | FiFR! M BEZSRERK? &
ZHRRK? BN ZEH EZI9E? BitfrmEE? "

Then what do you want from me?! Tell me! I'll do it! More
apologies? More poverty? Should | beg on the street? Would
that satisfy you?!

Silence. Office outside dead quiet. Everyone definitely
hearing this. Don't care.

Chen opens his mouth. Closes it. No words.

"SR! RAARARBENARSERERIR! T —, RIHA
BEH, MERERTIMEEHNLA! "

Tell me! Because | don't know how to earn your forgiveness!
I've done everything and you still look at me like I'm the



woman who ruined your life!

Sob escaping. Can't hold it. Six years of trying collapsing.
"BRET ZRIFKEASEHRIR, "

I'm tired of begging for forgiveness you'll never give.
CHEN'S POV:

She's crying. Shouting and crying and asking what | want.
What do | want?

The question I've avoided for six years. Now unavoidable.
Voice rising. Matching her intensity.

"FEFIERBEFA? "

You want to know what | want?

Step toward her. She doesn't back down.

"RAEEFIEEIR! "

| want to stop loving you!

The words ripped out. Raw. True.

"BEE—X, BASERBFERMR! HEEFELBISITERL
AHAEZRM! HBELEAFEZIEFEHIEERHININE —RY

P
= .

| want one day where | don't wake up reaching for you! | want
to stop seeing every black-haired woman and hoping it's you!
| want to stop driving past noodle shops and remembering
our first date!

Weilin frozen. Tears streaming.

Can't stop now. Six years pouring out.
"BRERIZRMARREEEERIKE ! AARIRIRERERIA
BT NEFBUL—IBEREN TR EBHILLIRET!

| want to forgive you without feeling like I'm betraying myself!
Because forgiving you means admitting | spent six years
building an empire just to prove | was enough for you to stay!
Shouting now. Matching her. Both of us breaking.



'"MBEBRE——FEERAE! ANNREBET, (FMASEH!
RAEASREEIT, HARSER RN

And the truth is—the truth is | wasn't enough! Because if |
was enough, you wouldn't have left! Your father couldn't have
threatened me because | would have had resources to fight
him!

Punch the wall beside door. Not hard. Just need to hit
something.

"HIRKB S NFERAE! FHIRIMLHEREIE! KIEKIDAE
fR, BMfERHESRTIH! "

I've hated myself for six years for not being enough! | hate
that you made me feel that way! | hate that | still love you
even though you destroyed mel!

Both of us breathing hard. Facing each other. Years of
silence shattered.

WEILIN'S POV:

Silence after the explosion. Smoke settling. Damage visible.
He said he loves me. Present tense. 'l still love you.”

And he hates himself for it.

Voice hoarse from shouting. "{R&EHH. "

You love me.

Not a question. Statement. He said it.

Chen slumps against wall. Exhausted.

"W, HEIR. HIEXT, BEREI. "

Yes. | love you. | hate it, but | love you.

Sit on my desk. Legs won't hold me anymore.

"INEF. R T NFIRF, RENEEEERK? "

Six years. You spent six years hating me and you loved me
the whole time?

"BARIR. HIBFEBES, "I didn't hate you. | hated myself.



Looks up. Eyes red. Tears he's fighting.

"HIRFKABERIFIR. FIRFABEX IR K. FIRFOLIFER
ABRGHMAEEFIARERIRZ IR ER. "

| hated that | couldn't protect you. | hated that | couldn't fight
your father. | hated that | let you go because | was too proud
to admit | needed you more than you needed me.

The honesty. Brutal. Beautiful. Six years late.

"I AT ATEDIER? RRAEERE——RMMIRTE——RTA
ERREREATILREZE? "

Then why punish me? If you knew the truth—if you read the
letter—why hire me just to make me suffer?

Chen laughs. Bitter. Self-loathing.

'AAMRIOLIFRES, BIFRRFLERE. RANRGFERSE
BEE, tITFHKaERELEERRIIR "

Because if | made you suffer, maybe I'd stop suffering.
Because if you were near me but miserable, maybe | could
stop missing you.

Pause. Brutal self-awareness.

"XEEEN. BiLBENESBENES. "

It didn't work. It just made us both more miserable.

Truth. Simple. Devastating.

Stand. Both of us need to move. Energy too much for
stillness.

"ABEAVMEMT4? " So what do we do now?

"HAFE, " | don't know.

"BAT R BEEEXAE, " We can't keep doing this.

"BAE,

Walk to window. Need space. Need air. Glass office
suffocating.

"BZ{T. REIES? " | love you. You know that?



Behind me, his breathing stops.

Continue. Back to him. "BEMKELEd, BIfEE S8BT, BIfEE
RIXBHEY R, BI{EIRTE. "

| never stopped. Not during the divorce. Not when you were
cruel. Not now.

Turn. Face him.

"MBERE, FEEEEE. FTEZERIR. FEZERINEHBER
EIEES I, "

But love isn't enough. Not without trust. Not without
forgiveness. Not without both of us willing to stop punishing
each other.

Chen standing too. Facing me across office.

MMEEFA? FIFRMMEENFA, BE4%ER "

What do you want? Tell me what you want and I'll give it to
you.

The offer. Desperate. He's bargaining. Still thinks he can fix
with resources.

"BRABENTR. P EEMRITE,. HBEEH, "

| don't want your money. | don't want your empire. | want
Moxuan.

His face crumpling. Because he doesn't know if that person
still exists.

"B ERNNRLABELSITHIIRNB A, APMBEHLULBEBEEY
BB A BTEERRERNKEEZEZNBEA, FEENFKTEE
EBEEIET, "

The man who cooked for me in our shitty apartment. The
man who dreamed and made me believe in dreams. The man
who loved me just for being me, not because | was perfect or
enough or had atoned.

Tears streaming now. Both of us.



"BAABIRESRNAZRHBT A "

| don't know if you're still that person.

CHEN'S POV:

Am | still that person? z=5F?

The man who cooked instant noodles and called it a feast?
The man who loved her with nothing to offer but love?
"HAFE, "I don't know.

Honesty. The only thing left.

"EX..... IS T Marcus ChenERUZEH, HAEHRETIR. =
HAE, "

... | built Marcus Chen to replace Moxuan. Because Moxuan
lost you. Moxuan wasn't enough.

Weilin wiping tears.

"SR T, BEARIREE T, FKETT T HXFEXRRERKAT ., B
=BT, "

Moxuan was enough. It was the world that was too cruel. |
was too weak. My father was too powerful. But Moxuan was
enough.

The absolution I've needed for six years. From her lips. Too
late.

"BARE R AT,

| don't know how to be him anymore.

Weilin, small sad smile.

"BHE, MEATARESH,

| know. That's why I'm leaving.

Panic surging again. She's still leaving. This conversation
didn't fix anything.

o, FF——"

She shakes her head. Picks up box again. Resolved.
EEE. FEALLL, UEFEMEEH, RAX——FK]——ELEER



FEEATR T "

Let me go. Sign the termination. Let me move on. Because
this—us—it's killing us both.

The request. Reasonable. Merciful. Impossible.

"8, "I cant.

"N AAREE? " Why not?

'EAMRIREF, MRFILIFE, BEKRERNFTT. HET I~
FEUXNMEE, XTNFEE, RAREE, MRIFEEHAF, BEK
EX—YMELE X "

Because if you leave, if | let you go, it means | gave up. |
spent six years building this life, this empire, proving | was
enough, and if you leave it means it was all for nothing.
Weilin sets box down again. Faces me directly.
"EBZZELEXT, £, IMEETENTHERNERER. FEN
TEE, ITIRE. NTIEA—=. "

It was already for nothing, Moxuan. You built it for the wrong
reasons. Not for dreams. For revenge. To prove a point.

She steps closer. One foot away. Close enough to touch.
Neither of us touching.

"FRRRBEIERAEE? EHRURE. RAEHEZKEUE
ZRIRE, BfEREFRE LA,

You want to know if you're still Moxuan? Moxuan would let
me go. Because Moxuan loved me enough to want me happy,
even if that meant without him.

The test. Brutal. Clear. Pass/fail.

"MRFILIRE, (RRERP? "

If | let you go, will you be happy?

Weilin considering. Honest.

"BAME, BRzE=. milE, X8, fffE—ETX1T70
NE, EXITMIE, FogEls. ZRZ... [BI8HEX. "



| don't know. But I'll have a chance. And right now, here, with
you in this office, in this job, | don't have a chance. I'm just...
slowly disappearing.

The truth. | see it. She's thinner. Paler. Dimmed.
"BRIETERIEMR, " I'm killing you.

"BATEERFLRLL, " We're killing each other.

WEILIN'S POV:

We're standing. Too close. Not close enough. Everything
wrong.

"BEET. "I'mgoing to leave.

"FRFE, " | know.

"RA=BELEF, " You won't stop me.

"HA8E, "I cant.

Pick up box. Again. Third time. Maybe this time I'll make it
out.

"NARBRDABRT=NERHTF T, A—FRFL10=. "

HR still has that meeting scheduled. Monday morning 10 AM.
"B=EBUHE. "Il cancel it.

"Ro o IEfb ILEFAE, "

No. Go. Make it official. Make it clean.

He nods. Understanding—we need closure. Paperwork. The
ritual of ending.

Walk to door. He's not blocking it anymore. Standing aside.
Letting me choose.

Pause in doorway. Last moment. Last chance.
"BAEMRIEIM, £, REEMicFMhEE,

| hope you find him. Moxuan. | hope you remember who he is.
Chen, tears on his face now. Not hiding.

"BAEMRIEIRR. EIERREKR, RMES. "

| hope you find happiness. Real happiness. You deserve it.



The blessing. Mutual. Grief-filled. Love-filled.
"WITFESZ—PNEEPR, KM, "

Maybe in another life, we'll get it right.
"WIFEXTEEF. RE...R5H. "

Maybe in this life. Just... not yet.

The hope. Tiny. Fragile. Door left ajar.

"®&E, " Not yet.

Leave. This time for real. Down corridor. To elevator.
Everyone watching. Don't care.

Lin Rui appears beside me at elevator.
"WREMNEBF 7, "You're really leaving.

T/,

"fth=IBARI3? " Will he chase you?

"BARE, HAIAAMIAE, "

| don't know. | don't think he knows.

Elevator arrives. Doors open. Freedom or void. Hard to tell.
"WFiEx, M7 EWMANE, "

For the record, you did the right thing.

"I, " Doesn't feel like it.

"EKIEARS, "It never does.

Step into elevator. Doors start to close.

Last glimpse of Chen standing in my office doorway.
Watching. Not chasing.

Gone.

CHEN'S POV:

| stand in her empty office. Boxes gone. She's gone. | let her
go.

Lin Rui returns. Standing in doorway.
"URNIZA 1L EEFF, " You just let her leave.

"BHAE, "



"IREH, " You love her.

"BFAE, "

"BRAR 7t 24——"Then why—

Cut him off.

"EAMEXNH, FRIETERIEM. FMNETERIERELE, "
Because she's right. I'm killing her. We're killing each other.
Sit in her chair. Still warm. She was just here. Ghost of
jasmine.

'REEFEFEEBHE, EFFiEEMarcus Chend@REMES. &
... EREETE R NN ISRIA Z AT, "

| need to figure out who | am. Moxuan or Marcus Chen or
some hybrid. Before I... before | can be what she deserves.
"WNREIARES B2l g T E?

What if by then she's moved on?

AU Z. AREIRE i El T IR R,

Then she should. It means she found happiness.

Pause. Brutal truth.

"BMERZEMIFELE—#EZ, " Even if it's not with me.

Lin Rui studies me.

"R T. NN, EXRIEF. "

You've changed. Just now. In this conversation.

"BEA? "How?

"RBMRTEIRZ 81, &R, Marcus Chen, MAIBERIARKIEM
ZHl, "

You put her before yourself. Boss, Marcus Chen, never puts
anyone before himself.

He's right. Marcus Chen wouldn't let her leave. Would fight,
bargain, use resources.

But Z£4F... Z£%F would love her enough to let her go.
"NNZEBESN. B—105, "HR meeting. Monday 10 AM.



"WREZEIG? " Are you going?

"B "

"B+ 4? " To do what?

"EXUb. SRt T D F. FHEEFEE. WEERN—T), "
Make it official. Give her clean break. Good reference.
Everything she asked for.

Stand. Leaving her office. Can't stay here. Ghost too strong.
"AEBRBITRIEAEREE. BE.. REFFENFRKRNARE,
HFFMarcus, ZERMEIKE, "

Then I'm calling Dr. Song. I'm going to... I'm going to figure
out how to be both. Moxuan and Marcus. The dreamer and
the builder.

Lin Rui nods. "EZ % KAtE? "

How long will it take?

"BAME, Bitii'EgE . BEKREEITFE—X, "

| don't know. But she said 'not yet.' That means maybe
someday.

"WNEREENE? " What if there isn't?

Look back at her empty office. Her ghost.
"BEDEREHNA—TMERHEZRETAIA "

Then at least I'll be someone worthy of having been loved by
her.

G

END CHAPTER 27
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CHAPTER 28: THE THERAPY BREAKTHROUGH (CHEN'S
REALIZATION)
Chen sat in Dr. Song's office for the first time in three months



—he'd cancelled every appointment since hiring Weilin, told
himself he was "too busy" when really he was too afraid of
what Dr. Song would say about his revenge employment
scheme—and the words that came out of his mouth
surprised him: not "she quit" or "she left" but "I let her go'
because that was the truth, wasn't it, he'd stood in that
doorway and let her walk away and now he was sitting in this
beige therapy office at 2:47 PM on a Monday when he should
be running his empire, crying like he was twenty-five again
and divorce papers were being served and his world was
ending except this time he was the one who ended it.
Monday afternoon. 2:47 PM. Five hours after Weilin left.
After watching elevator doors close on her. After standing in
her empty office unable to move.

Dr. Song's office—neutral space, safe space, last refuge.
Beige walls. Intentionally neutral. Calming blues. Plants that
actually thrive—unlike his. Tissue box on coffee table. He's
already used three. Dr. Song, fifty-something, kind eyes. Pen
poised but not writing—just present. Window showing
Shanghai afternoon. Life continuing. Indifferent.

White noise machine subtle. Blocking office sounds. His
breathing ragged. Post-cry breathing. Trying to stabilize.
Clock ticking. Or is that his heartbeat? Dr. Song's silence
intentional. Therapeutic. Letting him find words.

Couch leather. Expensive. He paid for it—this practice caters
to executives who need therapy but can afford mahogany
and discretion. Tissue rough against his face. Evidence of
breakdown. His hands shaking. Can't stop shaking.
Lavender diffuser meant to calm. Not working. Coffee—Dr.
Song offered, he declined. Stomach can't handle it. His own



sweat. Stress-sweat. Different from exercise. Chemical panic.
CHEN'S POV:

Dr. Song, voice calm, clinical warmth:

EEANIMER TR, ME T, REEIWE?

Let's start with basics. She left. How do you feel?

The question deceptively simple. Impossibly complex.
"HAFE, "I don't know.

Pause. She waits. Technique | recognize—silence as
invitation to elaborate.

"MBEIRS. FHFE, RRE.. . KENXZE—, "

That's a lie. | know. | just... I'm feeling everything at once.
"NEDHENle —R—1RED, "

Try to separate them. One feeling at a time.

Close my eyes. Easier to speak without seeing her
professional compassion.

"#ER%, " Relief.

Say it. First one. Easiest one.

"B T —OS BBEMERED? tEAT, BNT—0OS, BAI
TRANBREEMHARERREN—T,

I'm relieved. Is that terrible? She left and I'm relieved because
now | don't have to see her every day and remember
everything | lost.

"XARERR. XEBAR, (TAHMEXD?

It's not terrible. It's human. What other feelings?

Open eyes. Look at her directly.

"BRKo TTERK. FEREK... . HFERET NFEE—LERA, T—
TRELRERTE, "

Devastated. Completely devastated. Like I... like | spent six
years building something and in one morning | destroyed it.
My voice breaking. Third tissue needed.



"WEEER. EER. HEG. B2/, &30, tEERES
SEAN

She came with flowers. To the hospital. White lilies.
Respectful, appropriate. She wanted to be there for me.

Wipe eyes. Useless. Tears keep coming.

o

And | threw it in her face. | told her she had no right to be
there. I... | was cruel.

"NTA? " Why?

"AAFKRES. "Because | was angry.

"t AES? " Angry at what?

Y, XA, Xt

At her. At her showing up. At her caring.

Dr. Song leans forward slightly—technique when she's
homing in on something.

RIS e RV B E R "

You were angry that she cared.

T,

"N ABIROLLIRES? "

Why did her caring make you angry?

The question. Scalpel-precise. Cutting to infected wound.
"HA...ARXFARFE, "

Because... because it's not fair.

Lean forward. EIbows on knees. Head in hands.
"WIRERIARID. MEFF T Fo MR T MR ETMAETK.
REBMEFTAZE .

She didn't care six years ago. She left me. She chose her
father over me. She decided | wasn't worth fighting for.
Voice rising. Anger returning. Easier than pain.



"MW, WMEHRER, WERBSTXMHE, WEix
0? XKXBET. "

And now she shows up, now that | have money, now that |
built this empire, now she cares? It's too convenient.

Dr. Song calm. Unwavering.

"(RERIHRISIZ? " Do you really believe that?

Pause. Do I? Do | really believe she only cares because I'm
successful?

'%.... . EHEE. BEAaZEE. "

l... | want to believe it. It's easier to believe.

"RTAEBRSZ? "Why is it easier?

"HANRM R RO, ARFXeTLURM. FeILIEXE. FKAILUZE
XEHo

Because if she only cares about money, then | can hate her. |
can be right. | can be the victim.

MBENRahE IF <0 ——" But if she genuinely cares—

"R NRIRM, AEFAATEIATREE T o

Then | have to forgive her. Then | have to admit | was wrong.
The truth. Landing like stone in water. Ripples spreading.
"BEIFEIEZENE? ZIAFET? "

|s that what you're really afraid of? Admitting you were
wrong?

Look up. Meet her eyes. Therapist-as-mirror.

"o " No.

Breathe. Finding it. The real fear. The core wound.
"BERNREKRIRM, RETRMEHIFEE2EF. RETRIK
NMaETAZ 8=, "

I'm afraid if | forgive her, I'm saying what she did was okay.
I'm saying | wasn't worth fighting for.

There it is. Six years. Core wound. "l wasn't worth fighting for.’



Dr. Song sits back. Letting that sit between us.

"HE, " Or.

Wait. She does this. One-word provocations. Forcing me to
ask.

"WEF4? " Or what?

"WEMREERMFNTEFTAZEHS. (RELEREEURIR, "
Or you're saying you're worth fighting for now. That you've
healed enough to forgive.

The reframe. Entire perspective shifting. Dizzy with it.

... AT AR RE,

... I didn't think of it that way.

"2, BINEBELITE=FT., MESETHA?"

Moxuan, we've been working together three years. What have
you built?

"—ZFK AT, HE——"A company. An empire—

"TEHZHL, fRATAEEE? "

Before that. Why did you build it?

"IEBAEIE T . IEEAF(ES. "

To prove | was enough. To prove | was worthy.

"SFiE? " To whom?

"N, At HEBE S "

To her. To... to myself.

Dr. Song leans forward again. Going for the kill—therapeutic
Kill. Precision strike.
"FRE—TMERTZBABRIERIFHNMERE?

Do you need a multi-billion dollar company to prove your
worth?

Silence. The question hanging. Impossible to answer without
confronting absurdity.

"SIRX R RVET iR, ImEERRRIZ, "



When you put it that way, it sounds ridiculous.

"HSL. FRLALIRIRI— D AERYA)E,

It does. So let me ask a different question.

She stands. Walks to window. Technigue—movement as
disruption. Forcing new perspective.

R EN TR EIRR?

Do you want to be right, or do you want to be happy?

The question. Stark. Binary. No middle ground.

"R _575——" That's a false dichotomy—

"BIE? (REERF—EEMNN, MEHT IR, Wifn T EIRAYE
¥, RENFIER, "

Is it? You've been right for six years. She left you. She made
the wrong choice. You're entitled to your anger.

Pause. Letting that sit.

"M —ERES. WF. BEWE, miFaF, RNHARES.
You've also been miserable. For six years. Building empires,
winning wars, and you're still miserable.

Turn away. Can't look at her. Truth too naked.

PR AT Rl —R. (FEEXIE? s EFREZRERL?

So | ask again. Do you want to be right? Or do you want to be
happy?

Long silence. Thirty seconds. Minute. Eternity.

Whispered: "FEEHREK, "

| want to be happy.

Louder. Admitting it. Claiming it.

"FH, BEERER,

God, | want to be happy.

Turn back. Face her. Tears streaming. Don't care.
"BRET X, BRET K. HRfETESRAERIERA—ER
M. BRME . ERAEEMNTF, "



I'm tired of being right. I'm tired of being angry. I'm tired of
building things to prove something. | just want... | just want
peace.

Dr. Song returns to her chair. Voice gentle but firm.
"BBREERIRMIZ? " Then do you need to forgive her?
'EK.....2l. FKINAZERY, "

... yes. | think so.

"BARBIRFEZF BRI S,

That's not where you need to start.

Confused. Wipe eyes. Look at her.

"HAEE? "What do you mean?

"RIRMES =L, H5—D? RIFFEZ. "

Forgiving her is step two. Step one? Forgive yourself.
"At4? " For what?

Dr. Song counts on fingers. Precise. Clear.

"ATHEER. ATILWAIEEX R, AT HRBENEESTFEMA
EEERR. "

For believing her. For letting her words define you. For
spending six years building an empire instead of building
happiness.

Each word landing like stone. Building cairn of self-blame.
"RIRPREN, BBTMEREAN, ATAB, ATLHMER. AT 6B
xiPuh, "

Forgive Chen Moxuan, that young man, for not being enough.
For letting her leave. For not being able to protect her.

The name. Z=4F. Haven't heard it from her. Always "Chen" in
therapy.

"BAREW R RIR . "

| don't know how to forgive him.

"MEMRHFIE, thisTIE? "



Start with the truth. Was he enough?

Silence. Heavy. Six years heavy.

"R MBI FEIR A, HRYEH RS,

The world said no. Her father said no. Her leaving said no.
"BAEFKEBY, FalfR, =445 T7IE? "

That's not what | asked. | asked you. Was Moxuan enough?
Close my eyes. See him. Twenty-five-year-old Chen Moxuan:
- Making instant noodles fancy with egg and vegetables

- Dreaming about startup while she listened

* Loving her with everything despite having nothing

* Believing in tomorrow even when today was hard

Voice breaking: "th#% 7, "

He was enough.

Sob escaping. Six years of denial cracking.

"th—EH1%, tMRE... MEAENTTRERE, tiIKFERE, M8
IRIEATE, Bft... M7, "

He was always enough. He just... the world around him
wasn't enough. Her father wasn't enough. Their
circumstances weren't enough. But he... he was enough.
Dr. Song, voice soft, almost whisper:

"SIFMAB, " Tell him that.

A"

"SIRRERME T, KA. "

Tell Chen Moxuan he was enough. Say it out loud.

The exercise. Ridiculous. Therapeutic. Necessary.

Look at empty chair she gestures to—classic therapy
technique. I've resisted for three years.

"IFABE——" | can't—

"TRAT L fREE. =ikt "

You can. You need to. Tell him.



Stare at empty chair. Seeing him. Twenty-five-year-old me.
Scared and in love and trying.

Voice shaking: "&=54F......"

Pause. This is insane. This is therapy. This is necessary.
"1R% 7, " You were enough.

Tears full flow now. No stopping.

"R—E%, REM. BB T, (RBHITIET. RRIRFREEHIEK
27T =8 "

You were always enough. You loved her. You dreamed. You
worked hard. You did your best with what you had.

Lean forward. Talking to myself. To past self. To wounded
boy who became armored man.

"AERFHNEMWEFT . FE2EARAE, ERAERKIEEET .
IRYACERBAR T o fR.... fRIZ T, "

It wasn't your fault she left. It wasn't because you weren't
enough. It was because the world was too cruel. Her father
was too powerful. You... you were enough.

My voice rising. Believing it. Maybe for first time.
"MERNZES. MERRE. RE T, "

You were worth fighting for. You were worth loving. You were
enough.

Collapse back in chair. Crying. Full breakdown. Six years of
armor melting.

Minutes pass. Five? Ten? Time weird in therapy after
breakthrough.

Dr. Song offers water. | take it. Drink. Grounding.
"WREBEA04R? " How do you feel?

"BIRIIR. B, EH.

Exhausted. Lighter. Clear.

SEMXF1+4? " Clear about what?



"WEESIRI, "I need to tell her.

"SR+ A4? " Tell her what?

"BEIRM, HEIFEEREC. ... KB, FEMREFFREM
N, MERKNMEEE. "

| forgive her. | forgive myself. I... | want to try. Not Chen
Moxuan and Weilin from six years ago. But who we are now.
"TRIAA B ZAAIG? "

Do you think she wants that?

Pause. The question. The doubt. The fear.

"BAME, SRE LM, Wi SRESHEMEEN——2
&, 5, FLEE——HKAEEWERE M, "

| don't know. This morning she said... she said when | was
ready for other things—respect, trust, stop being scared—I'd
know where to find her.

RERFABLEEFTIE?

Are you ready for those things?

Long pause. Honest assessment.

"BAE, BREEIH, FE.. FRESH A EFIMarcus
Chen, ZRRMEIRE, EWMHIANEEMAIA, "

| don't know. But | want to try. | want... | want to try being
Moxuan and Marcus Chen. The dreamer and the builder. The
man who loves her and the man who respects her.

Dr. Song, small smile—rare, she's pleased.

"IBEIFAIFFIE, " That's a good start.

Stand suddenly. Urgent. Need to move. Need to act.
"BREEXEH M, "1 need to go find her.

"MTE? " Now?

"B, MWiE. BRREES[ZA. Tt EMERIMRERIHZ
Ao

Yes. Now. Before | lose courage. Before she... before she



really moves on.
"B, — 1Y, " Moxuan. One suggestion.
Stop. Hand on door. Turn back.
"FEEREM. EHFMEME. "
Don't go to apologize. Go to tell her the truth.
XHIZ2t4? "What's the difference?
"BRMEXTEE, EMEEXTRE. SIFMFEENFA, FER
PORUNEGIE SR EE 7 O
Apology is about past. Truth is about future. Tell her what
you want. Not what you're sorry for.
The distinction. Clear. Important.
"R, FEERE(] "
| want her. | want us.
"BBEIFMAR N, " Then tell her that.
Leave therapy. Elevator. Underground parking. My car.
Drive to her address—#7B[X. | know it from HR file. Never
went. Now racing there.
Traffic. Monday afternoon. Shanghai slow. Every red light
torture.
My phone. Call her—straight to voicemail. Company phone |
gave her. She probably left it in my office.
Text Lin Rui:
RERMBIFAASEEIE? —MC
Do you have Weilin's personal number? —MC
Lin Rui immediate:
"B, WMARDEE., iR, WFEE<E, —
No. She never shared it. Boss, she needs space. —LR
BAE, BRFESIF—LES, —MC
| know. But | need to tell her something. —MC
+4? —LR



What? —LR

HE#, —MC

The truth. —MC

No response. Just:

phfgHE . HIEXFREE2247S, 68, IRz, —LR
Her address: 2247 Pingliang Road, Yangpu District, 6th floor.
Good luck. —LR

Already driving there. Traffic crawling. 4:27 PM. Rush hour
starting.

Text my mother:

1595, HEERM. HEFEFT. —M

Mom, I'm going to find her. I'm ready. —M

Immediate:

i, HiFEME, F1E2FH. &, BiE

Good. Tell her the truth. Don't be afraid. Love, Mom
Finally. Her street. Parking impossible. Leave car illegally.
Don't care. Run.

Building old. Six floors. No elevator. Stairs narrow. Climb.
Two at a time. Heart pounding. Breathless.

Sixth floor. Her door—602. Paint peeling. Cheap lock.
Knock. Hard. Urgent.

"t 23! ENFZRR! "

Weilin! It's me! We need to talk!

Silence.

Knock again.

1n4

WI! SKIRT ! FFRNEIRTERE!

Weilin! Please! | know you're there!

Silence.

Try door. Locked.

Neighbor appears—Z & X, elderly woman, suspicious:



"WR1EFIE? " Who are you looking for?

LI, M EEXEE?

Shen Weilin. Does she live here?

"WET . " She left.

My chest. Tight. "HARB'ET"? "

What do you mean 'left'?

"SR TF. FAEMIFETF., RHMREET., "

This afternoon. With her boxes. Said she was moving out.
"WEMET? | " Where did she go?!

Neighbor shrugs. "&iit. REEH 7. "

Didn't say. Just left.

Pull out phone. Text Lin Rui:

fifiR T IR N, RANEMAEE TIE? —MC

She moved out of her apartment. Do you know where she
went? —MC

Lin Rui;

o BEAEWMEEZME, —LR

No. But | know where she goes on Saturdays. —LR
MEZRE— —MC

It's Monday. —MC

NIRRT, (RIDERVEEXEFT, BX. MEREEAE, —LR
Try the shelter. Your mother's shelter. Yangpu District. She's
there every day. —LR

The shelter. Of course. Where she volunteers. Where my
mother knows her.

Run back down stairs. To car. Drive to shelter—ten minutes,
traffic terrible, every second agony.

Pull up. Shelter small building. Sign: 17781t X8 3EFR.

Run inside.

Receptionist: "{RTEHIE?



Who are you looking for?

A, TEXEIG? "

Shen Weilin. Is she here?

Receptionist checks schedule. Shakes head.
S RITBIEIERE T "

She called in sick today.

"HhAEMBE T ? " Where did she go?

"BARE, AL,

| don't know. Sorry.

Stand in shelter. Lost. She's gone. Moved out. Not at shelter.
Not answering phone.

Where is she?

END CHAPTER 28
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CHAPTER 29: THE SEARCH (PARALLEL JOURNEYS)

Chen stood outside Weilin's apartment building in Yangpu—
six floors of crumbling concrete and laundry hanging from
windows like surrender flags, so different from his penthouse
it might as well be another planet—pressing her buzzer for
the third time with no answer and realizing with creeping
dread that transformation means nothing if you're
transformed alone, that he'd spent forty-five minutes in
Shanghai traffic rehearsing what he'd say ("l forgive you, |
forgive myself, | want to try") only to arrive at an empty
building because she was out living her life and he'd spent
six years assuming she'd be waiting, hoping, pinning her



existence to his forgiveness like that's all she needed to be
whole.

Monday afternoon. 4:17 PM. Thirty minutes after therapy.
Racing across Shanghai.

Chen's car —» Weilin's apartment building — desperation.
Her building old. Poor. Paint peeling. Nothing like his world.
Buzzer broken. Taped over. He's been pressing useless
button. Neighborhood working-class. Real. People staring at
his Mercedes. His reflection in building's dirty glass door.
Expensive suit in poverty zone. Out of place.

No answer. Just static from broken buzzer. Street sounds—
vendors, children, life happening without him. His breathing
anxious. Rapid. Panic edge. His phone ringing—Lin Rui
calling back.

Buzzer button sticky. Broken. Mechanical failure matching
his desperation. Phone vibrating in hand. Lifeline. Car keys
gripped too tight. Metal cutting into palm. Sweat despite
November cold. Fear-sweat.

Street food—fried dough, cooking oil, poverty smells rich.
Exhaust—buses, scooters, Shanghai pollution. Nothing of
her. No jasmine. No trace. She's not here.

CHEN'S POV:

Answer Lin Rui's call. Putting phone to ear. Still staring at
building.

"WIEMEE? " Where is she?

No greeting. No preamble. Just: where is she?

Lin Rui, voice careful, like approaching wounded animal:
"RET I AE? " You went to her apartment?
"MAEXE, MHBIERNE, Mim, tEmE?

She's not here. Her phone doesn't answer. Lin Rui, where is



she?

Silence. He's deciding something. Weighing loyalties.

"Bk, HiFLeith=E——"

Boss, maybe give her space—

"BAEIEH M, BESIFMEHE, RETET. EK..EBERT—

EEE. RIRT. "

| don't want to control her. | want to tell her the truth. | went

to therapy. I... | understand some things. Please.

The "please.” Foreign word in my vocabulary. Lin Rui notices.

"WRETBT? $X? "You went to therapy? Today?

"TH. E2o FK..... FFHBE T . AFES I,

Yes. Emergency session. I... | figured something out. | need

to tell her.

Another pause. Can hear him thinking. Then decision.

"*’*ﬁf;.hnb%é’ﬁri??ﬁﬁo TREX, tEREEEIRE, Bthe]
RETEAREE, "

Try the migrant workers' shelter. In Yangpu District. She's

there every Saturday, but she might be there today too.

The shelter. Where his mother volunteers. Where Weilin has

been going for months. Of course.

"#3k? " Address?

"BAIXLTR, EIR? " I'm sending it to you. Boss?

Il%? n

"BIFHE T . " Don't fuck this up.

Hang up. Address incoming. GPS loading. Back in car.
Twenty minutes away. Twenty minutes to figure out what to
say. Twenty minutes to become someone worth her time.
WEILIN'S POV:

4:23 PM. SAME AFTERNOON.

o T AREIPFT—MIGRANT WORKERS' SHELTER.



| sit on floor. Linoleum. Clean but worn. Surrounded by six
children ages 5-9.

/]\BR, seven years old, missing front tooth, clutching math
homework:

14

HMEE, XPMANE? CNaEET..."

Sister Weilin, this is wrong? Seven plus five equals...
Looking at his work. Twelve written. Circled correct.

"N, B! MEXT! CIAR+=. {FREEZEA!

No, look! You got it right! Seven plus five is twelve. You're so
smart!

His face lighting up. Proud. Believing in himself because |
believe in him.

This. This is what matters.

Not glass offices. Not proximity to Chen. This.

INZE, six years old, tugging my sleeve:

"1HIE, IRSRATATEXE? BEMREER "

Sister, why are you here today? Usually you're Saturday.
Good question. Why am | here on Monday afternoon?
'"AANESKEBRH. HEXEZEMX(] "

Because | had freedom today. | wanted to come see you all.
Freedom. That's what | have.

| quit my job. Left Chen. And instead of going home to cry, |
came here. Because this is where I'm happy.

Chen's mother appears with snacks—apples sliced, cookies,
juice boxes.

"ZF], REE, IZRARE,

Children, break time. Eat something.

The children scatter. Grabbing snacks. Energy shift.

Mrs. Chen sits beside me. Slow descent. Her knees not what
they used to be.



"MMESREXE, FREE=EFIREIIERS "

You're here today. | didn't expect to see you until Saturday.
K. BSKAFEEDARE, "

... 1 didn't need to be at the office today.

She looks at me. Knowing look. Mother's intuition.

"WREEER T, " You quit.

Not a question.

"BEER T, " quit.

'EAF)LF. " Because of my son.

Because of me. Because | needed to.

Important distinction. She hears it.

Nodding. Approving. "#%. RRiZ. "

Good. You should have.

We sit. Watching children eat. Comfortable silence.

"R MBIAE, (RAE, FHRIL XK, StERRIE (R, "

He's so much like his father, you know. My husband. When he
was young.

=7

"B, XKW MEFREFAFEIMB T, KEAFFL. &8
o RBEENEE, "

Yes. My husband too... he also had to learn he was enough.
No college degree. No money. Just love and dreams.

She smiles. Distant. Remembering.

"BHRAREK. MIEERELS— T EEX. — 1. FE—
NI T A"

My family disapproved. They wanted me to marry a doctor. A
lawyer. Not a factory worker.

Surprised. "FEAHE, " |didn't know.

"BIIMRRILE. BEREN. RRARMEZHERK, RPORET



HHYEE,

We never talk about it. But yes. My family threatened to
disown me. Said | was wasting my life.

Look at her. This elegant woman. Simple clothes. Worn
hands. Choosing love.

"R T To " You stayed.

"BETT. AAMET, HMNNEARPEIL TEE. BFA1R
Ko "

| stayed. Because he was enough. We built a life in poverty.
But we were happy.

Pause. Letting that land.

'FHEIT . AR, #il. MMEREMERE. M. fit
2. JMEIERENES.

Moxuan saw it all. The poverty. The struggle. He swore he'd
be different. He'd succeed. He'd... he'd prove we were worthy.
Her voice sad. Proud. Complicated.

"IN T . BMSIET IRIZ2. FEMINEMER. 8. =R
(EPSES YN

He succeeded. But he forgot the lesson. It's not success that
makes you worthy. It's love. It's how you treat people.
"BRAAMSIET . FiAaf.. . mERSE "

| don't think he forgot. I think he... he was afraid to remember.
Mrs. Chen looks at me directly.

"REM, 394, " You love him. Still.

"B "VYes.

No point lying. Not to his mother. Not to myself.

"BIREH T, "Butyou left.

'AAERE, FELEEE, FEHEHEESTEARL "
Because love isn't enough. Not without respect. Not when it
hurts more than it heals.



She nods. Understanding. Lived experience.

"TM=BABRN, &L, HEMAS, TIEWH AN, REXNT. "
He'll understand. Eventually. Or he won't. Either way, you did
right.

Look at the children. /\BF showing 7/\3€ his math. Both
laughing.

"R KEXEMSH. TIeMERRIEK. TIeMEEERF X
T, "

You said I'm doing good work here. Whether he forgives me
or not. Whether he sees I've changed.

"X "I was right.

"BRIRE—EFRF, $XK. SRR, "

| realized something. Today. When | quit.

She waits. Patient. Present.

"BoRB AT, XTERRS. XTE, HEKRE. K&
RETIERAREEH®EIR,

| wasn't doing this for him. This volunteering. This changing. |
thought | was. | thought | was proving | deserve to be
forgiven.

Pause. Clarity arriving.

"BERENIEMEY. AABLEERTE BN, RAXLEZF ... (]
ARLDFHBEE . MIIAXOFEIET #HIR. MIRZE..... MR
TR, HALUEMH, "

But | was doing it for me. Because it makes me feel
purposeful. Because these children... they don't care that |
used to have money. They don't care that | made mistakes.
They just... they just need help and | can give it.

Tears. Not sad tears. Clarity tears.
"XERE—R.EERBRBNET . FRAEAABNARIEKIE T
AEAMEKE T, "



This is the first time... the first time | felt enough. Not
because someone else said | was enough. Because | know
I'm enough.

Mrs. Chen's hand on my shoulder. Warm. Maternal.
"IRELIXEITE, fREC. "

Then you've found it. Yourself.

"BAFKA, " think | have.

/]\BB runs back. Homework done.

"1HH! rE! ET TRRE! "

Sister! Look! | finished everything!

Wiping tears. Smiling—genuine smile.

LI EEF! &, /A, RE&FE! "

Let me see! Wow, Xiao Ming, you're amazing!

His pride uncomplicated. Pure. Reflected in my joy.

This. This is who | am.

Not Chen's ex-wife. Not the privileged girl who made
mistakes.

This. Woman who helps children with homework. Woman
who volunteers. Woman who knows she's enough.
CHEN'S POV:

OUTSIDE THE SHELTER.

Arrive. Shelter building. Community center. Poor
neighborhood. My Mercedes out of place again.

Park across street. Engine off. Sitting.

She's in there. Lin Rui confirmed.

Now what? Walk in? Interrupt her volunteering to declare my
feelings? That's Marcus Chen move—me me me.

No. Wait. See. Understand what I'm walking into.

Get out of car. Cross street. Approach building.

Windows large. Community center design. Can see inside.



See her.

THE VISION.

Weilin sitting on floor. Surrounded by children. Laughing.
She's laughing. Genuinely laughing. Not performing. Not
professional. Just... happy.

A little boy showing her something. Homework? She's
praising him. He's beaming.

My mother sitting beside her. Both of them at ease. Natural.
Other children clustered around. Drawn to her. She's
magnetic here.

She's in her element. Comfortable. Purposeful. Alive.

Watch. Frozen outside window. Can't move. Can't interrupt
this.

She doesn't see me. Too focused on children. Too present in
moment. Too happy to notice man watching through window.
The realization hitting like physical force:

She doesn't need me.

Not: she doesn't need me (angry, hurt).

But: she doesn't need me (awed, respectful, true).

She's whole. Without me. Without my forgiveness. Without
my permission.

She found herself.

Another child tugs her sleeve. She turns. Gives full attention.
Like that child is most important person in world.

That's who she is. Present. Caring. Enough.

My chest tight. Not pain. Something else—pride? Love? Grief
for time wasted?

Six years. Six years | spent thinking she needed to earn her
way back. Thinking she needed to prove she changed.
Thinking she needed my approval to be whole.



And she doesn't. She never did. She just needed to find
herself.

And she did. Without me.

Still standing outside. Window becoming mirror. Seeing
myself.

Marcus Chen—CEOQ, suit, Mercedes, success.

Versus:

Weilin—volunteer, floor-sitting, children-loving, purpose.
Which of us found what we were looking for?

My phone buzzes. Dr. Song.

Answer. Stepping away from window. Privacy.

"=

"R EIM T PS? " Did you find her?

", " Yes.

"(REIRH T P52 " Did you tell her?

=B, .. HEEM. BIEF. tAMEFIITE—E. iz
No. I'm... I'm watching her. Through a window. She's with
children. She's laughing.

Pause. Dr. Song processing.

"B IREKEIS? " Does she look happy?

"EM, HIERR, MAFERK, "

Yes. Genuinely happy. She doesn't need me.

Say it out loud. Testing truth.

"BRiL R DEUN0{AI? " How does that make you feel?

The question expected. Still difficult.

TE, MMRWAFTER, NTAMSEERK? "

Scared. If she doesn't need me, why would she want me?
"BRFL2llEE, =45, " That's the question, Moxuan.

Wait. She's leading somewhere.



"TMEERZELEHRERE? FEEXRBEZ., BERERE, "
Do you want to be needed or wanted? Need comes from
lack. Want comes from choice.

The distinction. Clear. Profound.

"WAFERK., BibtAlge.... e seBERK?

She doesn't need me. But she might... she might want me?
"NRRGWIER, NRIFAAESEENA. FEEAIRE] LK
Mt EIAPRAI ARt —EEEE— R,

If you give her a reason. If you become someone worth
wanting. Not because you can save her. Because you can
build something with her.

Look back at window. Weilin still there. Still laughing. Still
whole.

"HMELEANT, " She's already whole.

"BIRBAE T . BB NIt AMI(ERF.

Then you understand. That's why she's worth it.

Hang up. Dr. Song's work done. Rest is mine.

Stand outside shelter. Watching. Deciding. Understanding.
She doesn't need me to be whole. She's already whole.

And that's exactly why | want her.

Not because she's broken and | can fix her. Not because
she's incomplete and | can complete her.

Because she's whole and strong and purposeful. And | want
to be with someone like that.

Someone who chose themselves. So maybe she'll choose
me. Not from need. From want.

Walk toward entrance. Slow. Deliberate. Giving myself time.
What do | say?

'I'm sorry"? No—Dr. Song said no apology, just truth.

"I forgive you"? No—she doesn't need my forgiveness to be



whole.

"l want you"? Yes. But more.

'l see you."

"l see who you became.’

'l see you're whole without me.'

"And | want to be with you anyway."

"Not to fix you."

"To build with you."

Hand on door. Shelter entrance. Moment before everything
changes.

Pause. Last second doubt.

What if she says no? What if she's done? What if watching
me be cruel was enough? What if she wants her wholeness
without me in it?

Dr. Song's voice in memory: "Do you want to be right, or do
you want to be happy?”

| want to be happy. With her. If she'll have me.

Push door. Opens. Bell rings. Heads turn.

Weilin looks up from floor. Sees me in doorway.

Her face—shock, confusion, guarded.

Children staring. Stranger in nice suit.

My mother standing. Protective of Weilin? Yes.

| stand in doorway. Expensive suit in community center. Out
of place but present.

Weilin stands slowly. Leaving children.

"B REX B A?

Moxuan? What are you doing here?

She called me Z4F. Not Chen. Not Mr. Chen. Z=57.

Voice steady. Clear. Honest.

"THKER. RFBSIFIT—EFE, "



| came to see you. | need to tell you something.

Weilin glances at children. At my mother. At audience.
"IME? XE? "Now? Here?

"MRIRRITF. HEBRAUF, "

If you'll allow it. Or | can wait.

The offer. Her choice. Her timing. Her terms.

She looks at my mother. Asking permission? Solidarity?
My mother nods. "AME, ZF{1=%E,

Go. The children will be fine.

Weilin to children: "F5 L [EI3R, FPRDY—EL IIRRIEE, "
I'll be right back. Practice your writing with Grandma Chen.
Walks toward me. To door. Steps outside. Creating privacy.
We stand outside shelter. Shanghai street. November cold.
Everything hanging.

"IrESEIREAA? "

What did you want to tell me?

END CHAPTER 29
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CHAPTER 30: THE PURPOSE (WEILIN'S INDEPENDENCE)
Weilin was teaching eight-year-old /J\% the English word for
"dream’—"D-R-E-A-M, it sounds like this: dreem, say it with
me"—when she caught movement in her peripheral vision,
someone outside the window watching, and when she
looked up expecting a parent picking up their child she saw
Chen Moxuan standing on the sidewalk in his thousand-
dollar suit staring at her through glass with an expression

she couldn't name (shock? wonder? grief?) and the word



"dream’ caught in her throat because here he was, the man
she'd quit to escape, the man she'd loved enough to destroy
herself for, watching her teach English to migrant children in
a community center that probably cost less to build than his
car, and she realized: he's seeing who | am now, really am,
not performing for him but being myself, and | don't know if
that terrifies me or frees me.

Monday afternoon. 4:47 PM. Moments before Chen entered
shelter.

Inside shelter—children's learning area. Weilin in her element.
The children clustered around her. Eager faces. Trust in their
eyes. Her clothes simple—jeans, old sweater, no designer
labels, real. The shelter worn but clean. Colorful posters.
Love evident in curation. Chen through window. Frozen.
Watching. Out of place in expensive suit. His face
unreadable. Intense. Seeing her.

Children's voices practicing English. Giggling at
pronunciations. Alive. Street sounds muffled through
window. Shanghai evening starting. Her heartbeat sudden
acceleration when she sees him. Panic edge. Silence when
their eyes meet. Everything stopping.

Flashcard in her hand. "DREAM" written in marker.
Homemade. /)\%'s hand tugging her sleeve. Trying to get
attention back. Floor hard beneath her. Grounding. Real. Her
chest tight. Seeing him. Old wounds and new strength
colliding.

Children smell—soap and sweat, innocence. Shelter smell—
cooking in background, home-like. Nothing expensive. No
perfume today. No armor. Just her. Through window—can't
smell him but remembers. Bergamot. Cedar. Dangerous



nostalgia.

WEILIN'S POV:

/N7 tugs my sleeve. Oblivious to drama.

"WHIR? BRIRIEBRTA? R T —F. "

Sister? What's the English for dream? You said it halfway.
My eyes still locked on Chen's through window. Can't look
away.

Voice automatic. Teacher-mode despite crisis.

"Dream. D-R-E-A-M. 2#8, "

Dream. D-R-E-A-M. Mengxiang.

'Dream, ZEBEEXME! "

Dream. | have dream!

Finally tear eyes away from Chen. Look at /)»%. Smile despite
everything.

"REMHAZE? "

What is your dream?

"BREKANEN, BIR! "

| want to be teacher. Like you!

My heart breaking and healing simultaneously.

Like me. She wants to be like me.

Not like the privileged girl | was. Not like Chen's ex-wife. Like
this. This woman teaching English in a shelter.
"BE—NEWNERE, (RERA—MEENEm, "

That's a beautiful dream. You'll be a wonderful teacher.
Look back at window. Chen still there. Hasn't moved.
Watching.

He sees this. Sees me being told I'm worth emulating. Sees
me being someone's dream.

Good. Let him see. This is who | am.

Try to focus on children. On lesson. On purpose that brought



me here.

"WFHY, 1EBESEIRE ' hope'BIFRX? "

Okay, who can tell me the Chinese for 'hope™?

/\BB's hand shoots up. "&FE! "

"t RBEF! WERERIEB: Hope. H-O-P-E. Bii—R, "

Right! Very good! Now English: Hope. H-O-P-E. Say it again.
Children chorus: "Hope! Hope! Hope!”

Their voices filling space. Joy in learning. Purpose in
teaching.

This is what matters. Not the man watching through window.
These children. This work. This purpose.

Mrs. Chen appears beside me. Kneeling. Voice low.
"1ESMNE, " He's outside.

"TFIE, " | know.

"R EAE? "

Do you want me to make him leave?

The offer protective. Maternal. Fierce.

"Ro L&, " No. Let him watch.

Look at her directly. Sure.

LERIREE. NRIEARTE, BBFEILENT. "

Let him see who | am. If that's not enough, then there's
nothing | can do.

Mrs. Chen, small smile, proud.

"IRT1EE AT, " You've become strong.

"HAEAR. "I had to.

FORTY-FIVE MINUTES.

| teach. He watches. Children learn. Time strange and elastic.
Lessons:

- English words: dream, hope, future, strong, brave

* Numbers: counting, adding, building confidence



 Writing: their names in English letters, pride in new skill
Throughout, aware of him watching. But not performing. Just
—being.

/N3 struggling with letter "R." Getting frustrated.

"WHYH, XKXMET! FMAE!

Sister, this is too hard! | can't do it!

Kneel beside her. Gentle.

W]" ‘BEo Eo _Eo "

You can. Look. Together.

Guide her hand through the letter. Patient. Present.

"B? RMREIT . IRELIRIERIERAK, "

See? You did it. You're stronger than you think.

/\3 beaming. Trying again. Succeeding.

This. This is who | am. Patient. Present. Believing in people
even when they don't believe in themselves.

Glance at window. Chen still there. Has he been there entire
time? Yes.

His face different now. Softer. Seeing something.

Does he understand? Does he see? This is not the woman he
married. This is better.

5:30 PM. CLASS ENDS.

Children packing up. Parents arriving. Hugs goodbye.

N5 "WHIE, fRERRRE=XE? "

Sister, will you come Saturday?

"TH, REERERR "

Yes. | always come Saturday.

"BMEfRgBEIE? "

Even if you don't have job?

The question innocent. Cutting. She heard somehow?

"SRR EGRE IR, MEREESHELIF] "



Especially because | don't have job. Now | have more time for
you all.

She hugs me. Tight. Trusting. Unconditional.

This. Worth more than any salary.

Mrs. Chen after last child leaves:

"X 7ESMNE. " He's still outside.

Look through window. Yes. Still there. Patient or stubborn?
"B N iZ A 123K, " | should talk to him.
RABZE IR —EEkrg?

Do you want me to come with you?

Tempting. Safety in withess. But no.

"To XD XEXPERMNZIEIR, "

No. This... this is between us.

She nods. Understanding. Squeezes my hand.

"IRZ T o IBfEABT. "

You're enough. Remember that.

"THE, " | know.

And | do. For the first time, | actually do.

OUTSIDE.

Step outside. November cold. Darkness falling. Chen still
there.

He sees me. Turns. Full attention. Intense.

We stand five feet apart. Entire relationship between us.
Long silence. Who speaks first? What is there to say?
Chen finally: "fRIEXEMTA? "

What are you doing here?

"SRRG, BIzFIRIE, "

Volunteering. Teaching children English.

"BRHNEEZR... ATASK? FEIRT. EUAMFF=....

| mean... why today? You quit. | thought you'd...



"TA? BIxRR? FRRERIZRFE?

What? Go home and cry? Wait for you to decide to forgive
me?

Not bitter. Just honest. Factual.
"RERXEERAXBRIRRIH G, FAXEZFARROIRICH
HrHRE LSRR, MNREFEER, RoJLUEMH,

| came here because this is where I'm happy. Because these
children don't care about mistakes | made or who | used to
be. They just need help and | can give it.

Chen steps closer. But not too close. Respecting space.
"WRIESH . " You were looking for me.

The statement. From his perspective. True.

"B "

"R EIF T " You found me.

Acknowledgment. Simple. Loaded.

Silence. Both processing. What now?

"RAET. " You're different.

"EEE, " | know.

Meet his eyes. Direct. Unashamed.

"BENRBMERHE, "

| like who | am now.

The declaration. Not defensive. Just true.

Chen, voice soft, almost whisper:

"HHER, "Sodol.

His words hanging in cold air. Unexpected.
"BASHEEREE., "

That doesn't change anything.

Say it gentle but firm. Truth without cruelty.
"REXBMESEFEEHEREERRNIG. B RERAERNERE
Ko 3E... . NEFKTZBIFT



His words hanging in cold air. Unexpected.
"BASAZEREE, "

That doesn't change anything.

Say it gentle but firm. Truth without cruelty.
"RERRIMERIEN R IMEERIRAYE. NERERKIE
Ho 3&E....BBENZEIFENMHEE, "

You liking who | am now doesn't undo what you said at the
hospital. Or why you hired me. Or... or all the hurt between us.
Chen nods. Accepting.

"FRFE, " | know.

Pause. He's not arguing. Not negotiating. Just—present.
"BRFEMRNE, BEBETIF. EIEMNF. FEFKIEIZFHNE
o AEEHBETRIZ A R "

But | needed you to know. | saw you. Really you. Not the girl
from my memory. Not the woman | wanted to punish. You.
His voice raw. Honest. No armor.

"ML FE—iE. BF. Mo FE. ... HBBR=E, "

With those children. Teaching. Patient. Present. That... that
was beautiful.

My throat tight. Wasn't expecting this.

%1181, " Thank you.

What else can | say? Accept compliment. Don't minimize.
Don't perform.

"MRAEEH, " You don't need me.

The observation. True. Wonder in his voice.

"To BAFE, "No. | don't.

Stand taller. Owning it. Proud of it.

'"BREEZFE, SR T=5MEEN, SEEERERATER
EMEEA BN ER,



| used to. When | was twenty-three and scared. When |
believed my father that | needed a certain kind of life to have
value.

Pause. Finding words.

"BERABHEET. BEXTMIRABEEGNE, EXITESEE
PR, MXEZTFE—. RAFREMRHEMNAZTFERE T, "
But | don't believe that anymore. | have value in my shitty
apartment. At this volunteer shelter. With these children. |
don't need you or anyone to tell me I'm enough.

Chen, something like pain and pride mixed on his face:
"BHE, AMENTA..

| know. That's why...

Stops. Struggling with words.

"RtLafta? " Why what?

"IN ABEEENR. FEANMTFER. AANFTFFRE, "
That's why | want you. Not because you need me. Because
you don't.

The words landing different than expected. Not possessive.
Something else.

" FBEH, "I don't understand.

Chen steps closer. Still respecting space.

"INEHI, RRERK, MBHT. AAFTERE, FEMmE, "
Six years ago, you needed me and you left. Because need
isn't enough. Need is fragile.

His eyes intense. Clear. Present.

"BRE, %%, BFRE. RAFTERK. BHIFF... BIFREE
%2 "

But want. Choice. That's different. You don't need me. But
maybe you... maybe you want me?

The question vulnerable. Offering. Not demanding.



"HAFE, "I don't know.

Honest. Painfully. Refreshingly honest.

"BEMF. ZHERERS, BENEERE, "

| love you. | think | always will. But love and want are different.
"EiFRFEX 5. " Tell me the difference.

"B BT OETEN, BMERITD . BMERIMAER
ltho "

Love is... love is what | carry in my heart. Even when we're
apart. Even when we hurt each other.

Pause. Finding it.

"NMEEEERERERTIME N, EREES—ERATE—E. BF
2. . BEENFNNEE. "

Want is choosing to wake up next to you every day. Choosing
to build something together. That requires... that requires
more than love.

"ELEHAL? "Requires what?

5. &, FF,

Trust. Respect. Equality.

The list. Clear. Non-negotiable.

"BABB IR T, ®fRZ2T. #®irZT. ... . BAEF

| can't be your employee anymore. Below you. Paid by you.
That... that's not equality.

Chen pulls something from pocket—my resignation letter.
"BASZEIRRVEEER, "

I'm not signing your resignation.

My stomach drops. Here we go. Control move.
"BABIRBVNIERE, FKEFIRT . EXNZEI——"

That's not your choice. | quit. Effective immediately—

Chen holds up hand. Gentle stop gesture.



"I F5E. " Let me finish.

Pause. Okay. Listening. Arms crossed.
"BASZEZCAZHANBTERE. F2RAFEEEFIR, "
I'm not signing it not because | want to torture you. Not
because | want to control you.

Breathe. Waiting for other shoe.

"AAMREX G TELREE, MMKEZRIR. R EfR. fREIT
EZT I Bk

Because you're brilliant at this job and Singapore needs you.
Clients love you. Your work is impeccable.

Professional recognition. Unexpected. Genuine.

... . BAEE, HABENTFILE. FE2ERZ2E—

That... that doesn't matter. | can't work for you. Not after you—
"ABFNFE—HCTIE. " Then work with me.

The words. Simple. Revolutionary.

"t4? " What?

"TERNFEFENAN. FERERENRT. EMN.... . S1EKMH, "

As equals. Not my employee. My... partner.

Stare at him. Processing. Is this real?

"STEINfF. " Partner.

"N, TEE. THMEIE L, FERN, FEREN, FF
—tJ), "

Yes. At Chénxi. On Singapore project. Equal equity, equal
decision-making power, equal everything.

He's pulling out phone. Showing something—documents?
"BILERSERET . SN KD E. 1R, K, Mif. =
T EFNEFENFF

| had Legal draft it. Partnership agreement. Singapore
division. You, me, Lin Rui. Three equal partners.

Shows me phone screen. Actual legal document. Dated



today.

"R+ 4BHZ....." When did you...

'SR AT ZlE. EFHREIKIRZA "

Today. After therapy. Before | came looking for you.

Therapy. He went to therapy.

"WRET8IT? " You went to therapy?

'BREWN. MREE. ... BKBABET—EHE, "

Emergency session. With Dr. Song. I... | understood some
things.

His voice vulnerable. Open.

'"BHBR —EHERTRE, RARRREENTT. &G, BILE
o

| understood I've been wanting to be needed. Because that
felt like power. Like control. But that's not love.

Pause. Gathering courage.

"BRE.... BB — PN AREBMRIAT—E. EAMIEER, "
Love is... love is wanting to be with someone who doesn't
need you. Because they choose you.

My heart. Something shifting. Crack of light in armor.

" ——"

"BABEXKMMNBENS, HFEIEFK. ... ERDAR, "

I'm not asking you to date me. Or forgive me. Or... or anything
personal.

Clear. Setting boundaries. Healthy boundaries.
"REXRFBREEUFEXRR. T, HAMRNER. EHAIRT
ELt. EAMIMERER, "

I'm asking you to consider the partnership. Professional.
Because you deserve it. Because you do excellent work.
Because Singapore needs you.

Pause. Then softer.



MR, B—X, MMEEES .. BBEATTLLKE. EAFEFHA.
ABERMET, "

If, someday, you want more... then we can talk. As equals.
Not boss and employee.

Hold the phone. Partnership agreement. Real. Detailed.
Genuine offer.

"BHEEREZE, "|need to think.

"R ’EIES, " Of course. No pressure.

But there's pressure. Just different kind. Pressure of
possibility.

Stand in cold. Partnership agreement on phone screen
between us. Everything uncertain.

"AHA? R AIEREXA? "

Why? Why offer this now?

'"AAKTEEFIIEER. MBLEZF. HEIRRR. BEIER
Ro AERE, FEREIRERZE. J2... IR "

Because | watched you through that window. With those
children. | saw you happy. Genuinely happy. Not performing,
not trying to prove anything. Just... you.

His eyes clear. Honest. No games.
"BRIREIFH—EIHBILIRRAFKIS SR L &, B BREEIINK
Ao BIREAZE. "

| realized | was trying to make you the girl | remembered. Or
the woman | wanted to punish. But you're neither.

Pause. Voice dropping. Intimate.

R\ & HF LR B2 BRI, (FE2/NEERRY
Ao fR... fFRBEEZEE—ERENA. "

You're the person who sits on the floor with eight-year-olds
teaching them to dream. You're the person Xiao Fang wants
to become. You're... you're someone | want to build



something with.

My throat tight. Words perfect and terrifying.

"BI1E4? " Build what?

"BAME, LIFRE— TR, tLiFEZ, BEAFEFHA
TEREEINFF

| don't know. Maybe just a good company. Maybe more. But
as equals. As partners.

The offer hanging. Real. Possible.

K. REEE, "I..|needtime.

"Z{REEME, " Take what you need.

He's turning to leave. Respecting space. Then pauses.

"R

Turn. Look at him.

"BIRIR R, AT BEH. ATIERBIRNRFE. AT/ FmlN—, "
| forgive you. For leaving. For choosing your father. For
everything six years ago.

The absolution I've wanted for six years. Arriving when | no
longer need it.

"BESENE, RRIREBS. ATAB. ATILRE. AT
JIMarcus Chen=id &4,

But more importantly, | forgive myself. For not being enough.
For letting you go. For becoming Marcus Chen and forgetting
Moxuan.

Tears in his eyes. Mine too.

'"BEETHRE, BERNEKE. £ MMarcus, FHIAA.....
KIANFEZERE. BT LHEMZPLZA "

| want to become both. The dreamer and the builder. Moxuan
and Marcus. | think... | think you're already both. That girl and
this woman.

Walks away. Toward his car. Leaving me with phone. With



partnership agreement. With possibility.

Call after him: "s&4F! "

He stops. Turns. Hopeful.

"BEEE. 5EUHEXR. H&..... =BE, "

I'll consider it. The partnership. I'll... I'll think.

His smile small. Genuine. Not expecting more.
"BEFEEERAI—, "

That's all | can ask.

Watch him drive away. Mercedes. Expensive. But the man
inside—changed. Maybe. Really changed.

My phone buzzes. Email notification—partnership
agreement. Sent formally. With note:

TIRIRREMTA, RET. R—EHB. —M

Whatever you decide, you're enough. You've always been
enough. —M

Stand outside shelter. November cold. Partnership
agreement on screen. Everything possible.

Mrs. Chen appears in doorway.

"(RIEREFISZ? " Are you okay?

"BARE, .. RERSEAFEXR. FFEHN. TEHMMNKEmE
£, "

| don't know. He... he offered me a partnership. Equal. On
Singapore project.

"MREZEMA4? " What do you want?

The question. Dr. Song asked Chen. Now asked to me.
"BAFIE, "I don't know.

Look at shelter. Children inside. My purpose. My joy.
"BREEXT XTI XEZF. XTEH,

| want this. This work. These children. This purpose.
"SRR AP LERRNIE?



Does partnership stop that?

Pause. Does it? Or does it enable it?

"No EfFL... EEBRREHEZ, IRBESIEUMFE, FAILE
BIX N EeiFF. K. EBREIERIZIH, "

No. Actually... it gives me resources to do more. If I'm a
partner, | could fund this shelter. Expand. Hire real teachers.
The realization. Partnership isn't selling out. It's scaling up.
"X REEF RN

Then it sounds like a good offer.

"BMt—EIE..."

But working with him...

'REM, SEER. BHF.. BIFBRERMRNEBEEN. FIUWME
ENFEFERIATE ., "

Will be hard. Will be complicated. But maybe... maybe that's
what you both need. To learn how to be together as equals.
Look at phone. Partnership agreement. Legal. Real. Choice.
"BREEMEE L, "I need to sleep onit.

"RERRER, "

That's wise.

Mrs. Chen squeezes my shoulder.

"BREH? TRIRRETA, REERT. RATRXEITIRE .
BELEREEUNEFERREERE, "

But Weilin? Whatever you decide, you've already won.
Because you found yourself. That's more important than any
partnership.

"THE, "1 know.

And | do. Finally. Completely. | know.

LATER THAT NIGHT. MY APARTMENT.

Sit on IKEA bed. Partnership agreement open on laptop.
Reading. Really reading.



RGNS 53 38 & I 7Y

Chénxi Technologies Singapore Division Partnership
Agreement

BRI

PREF (33.3%A%N)

LI (33.3%A&1%)

Mim (33.3%A&AN)

Partners:

Chen Moxuan (33.3% equity)

Shen Weilin (33.3% equity)

Lin Rui (33.3% equity)

Equal. Actually equal. Not just words.

Details:

» Equal decision-making power

» Equal salary (substantial, more than I've ever made)
- Equal title: Managing Partner

* Independent authority over Singapore operations

- Profit sharing: equal thirds

* No hierarchy: decisions by majority vote

It's real. It's generous. It's...

My phone rings. Lin Rui.

Answer: "(REIET? "

You know?

"EIR——E=F——MSRITRIEL K. RERFNSIEUAMFX
Boss—Moxuan—he called me today. Offered same
partnership.

Lin Rui's voice careful.

"MRIR T 42 " What did you say?

"RinEf. FMIIEMBERTENSE . Hi1=1... (I UEE—



LAY AR,

| said yes. Singapore project needs leadership. The three of
us... we could build something special.

Pause.

RIS 1),

If you join.

The weight of that. Lin Rui already committed. Chen offering.
Just me left to decide.

"BAREWNRKENME—ELF, EFrEZE.

| don't know if | can work with him. After everything.

"RAS AT, ReMt—iEI{f. XFREE, "

You wouldn't work for him. You'd work with him. The
distinction matters.

Lin Rui's voice grows intense.

1n4

WM, HEITMRNIF. THNEK. IFFE—E. FEED
B, RNFXT. FERENRBEESM, EARIZIERVTF, "
Weilin, I've seen your work. In Singapore. With clients. You're
brilliant. You deserve this. Not because you were married to
him. Because you're damn good.

The validation. From colleague. Not ex-husband. Not charity.
'"MEZERXRIR? MBEFERIR. MEESHFEESIET Alt. fR.....fRid
Fo "

And honestly? He needs you too. He builds empires but
forgets humanity. You... you remember.

After we hang up, sit with laptop. Agreement still open.
Three equal partners. Building something together. Not
hierarchy. Not control. Collaboration.

What do | want?

Open another window. Search shelter funding. How much
would it cost to expand? To hire real teachers? To create



programs?

Numbers appear. Large numbers. More than | have. More
than | could earn in years as regular employee.

But as partner? With profit sharing? With equity?

| could fund this. And more. Could create real change.

Close laptop. Look around apartment. Small. Poor. Mine.
But partnership doesn't mean losing this. Means choosing
addition. Not replacement.

| can be both. Woman in IKEA apartment. And Managing
Partner. Woman who teaches children. And woman who
builds companies.

Just like he's learning to be both. Moxuan and Marcus.
Maybe that's the point. Not choosing one identity. Integrating
both.

My phone buzzes. Text from Chen:

TES. TR, SIRETE T, LEAE, BALE, EEE
fREY —M

No pressure. No deadline. When you're ready, let me know. Or
don't. Choice is yours. —M

The respect in that. Acknowledging my autonomy. Not
pushing. Not manipulating. Just—offering.

Type response. Delete it. Type again. Delete again.

Finally:

RRE—1T5FMH. —W

| need one condition. =W

His response immediate:

EEE. —M

Anything. —M

BAREERIRS. SR, FrRIDE. EFFERNMAFI,
—-W



| continue volunteering. Every Saturday, non-negotiable.
Shelter is my priority. —W

Wait. Three minutes. Five. Is it too much? Is he—

Mo FEL, RERFERNRIFFIEWEBNIE. 85507 7T,
FNERIRSEENATMERN—E 7. —M

Agreed. In fact, Chénxi will become corporate sponsor of
shelter. 500,000 yuan annually. Your volunteering is part of
our company values. —M

Stare at phone. Half a million yuan. For shelter. Annually.
BXZT. —W

That's too much. =W

AR2FNEEREREN, MEXZEMRNSES. FIL? IeE%
BEAFEXRRE? —M

It's what we can afford. And it's the right thing. So? Will you
accept the partnership? —W

Sit with question. Real question. Do | want this?
Professional success with personal history. Building
something with man who hurt me. Who | hurt. Who we both
became through pain.

Can we do this? As equals? As partners?

Don't know. But maybe that's okay. Maybe not knowing is the
point. Maybe trying is enough.

Type slowly:

=, EiEx. B8, TlE— HNFIENSENF.
AE.. BElE . —W

Yes. | accept. But slowly. Professional first. We learn to be
partners. Then... we see. —W

His response:

118, FATLURISIEM, H5, WM. ATHIENS. —M
Slowly. | can do slowly. Thank you, Weilin. For giving me a



chance. —M

Not "giving us a chance.” "Giving me a chance.’

The humility in that. The recognition. He's earning this. Not
entitled to it.

SRR T BRI K. —W

Thank you for seeing me. —W

BN ZEMEE T, —M

| should have seen sooner. —M

Put phone down. Look around apartment. Tomorrow |
become Managing Partner. Equal owner of Singapore
division.

But tonight? Tonight I'm still just Weilin. In small apartment.
With big dreams.

And maybe that's the best part. I'm not waiting for
partnership to make me whole. I'm already whole.
Partnership is just—addition. Not completion.

Open email. Draft message to shelter director:
FENEEME,

BIEEFMBHE, REERESERERANFEERIEEE, FE
BFS0ATT. LS, BTy Bitxl.....

Dear Director Wang,

I'm pleased to inform you that Chénxi Technologies has
committed to annual corporate sponsorship with 500,000
yuan yearly donation. Additionally, I'd like to discuss
expansion plans...

This. This is what partnership means. Resources to do more
good. Platform to create change. Voice that matters.

Not selling out. Scaling up.

One more text to Chen:

B—. Fll1H18. FAGEKHF —W



Monday. We start. As partners. —W

A— fEREENHF. EAFEFNA. —M

Monday. As partners. As equals. —M

Put phone away. Lie back on IKEA bed. Look at ceiling.
Made a choice. Don't know if it's right choice. But it's my
choice.

And that's enough.

END CHAPTER 30
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CHAPTER 31: THE COLLABORATION (PROFESSIONAL
RESPECT)

Weilin sat across the table from Chen at the Singapore
celebration dinner—team of twelve between them,
champagne flowing, everyone toasting their brilliant
presentation, and when their eyes met over the rim of her
glass she saw something that hadn't been there two weeks
ago: respect, not resentment; peace, not punishment; and
underneath it all, still there like bedrock, love—but different
love, quieter love, love that had survived fire and emerged
tempered instead of destroyed—and she realized that the
past fourteen days of working together (professional,
boundaried, him deferring to her expertise, her
acknowledging his vision, both of them building something
instead of destroying something) had done what six years of
separation couldn't: shown them who they could be together
when neither was trying to win.



Two weeks later. Singapore. Marina Bay Sands. Celebration
dinner after successful presentation.

High-end restaurant. Team celebration. Chen and Weilin
across table from each other.

Floor-to-ceiling windows. Singapore skyline glittering. Marina
Bay below like liquid jewels. Table—twelve people. Success
radiating. Team cohesion visible. Chen across table. Suit
impeccable. But different somehow—looser, present, less
armored. Their eyes meeting across distance. Conversation.
Noise—finding each other.

Celebration sounds—laughter, toasts, clinking glasses, team
joy. Lin Rui giving speech about "unprecedented partnership.’
Background music—jazz, sophisticated, muted. Her
heartbeat steady. Calm. Not panicked when looking at him.
Champagne glass cool. Elegant. Success tastes like bubbles
and relief. Her dress professional but feminine. She chose
for herself not for him. Napkin twisted in lap. Nervous habit
despite calm exterior. Phone in purse. Partnership
agreement signed three days ago. Making it real.

Restaurant smell—expensive food, wealth, achievement. His
cologne across table. Faint. Bergamot and cedar. Memory
and present mixing. Champagne crisp. Celebratory. Earned.
WEILIN'S POV:

Lin Rui stands. Glass raised. Speech mode.
"WEADEERNZN! 5 E2HMAEH, MIINSFEEXIIE
MIFEpgfea! "

To our brilliant team! Especially Weilin and Moxuan, whose
partnership turned this project from good to legendary!
Everyone cheers. Clinking glasses. Looking at us.

Chen raises glass to me. Across table. Small smile.



| raise mine back. Professional. Appropriate. But something
in the eye contact—acknowledgment. Respect. More?

The team drunk enough to be bold.

Zhang Wei: "t ARHMEARIIR NS AIAR(T IR TR —37
When are you two going to admit you're a perfect pair?
Awkward laughter. Some people know our history. Some
don't. Tension spike.

Chen smooth. Diplomatic. "&£\ £, FN2—NMBFER. BB
MmEEEH, "

Professionally, we're a good team. That's what matters.

The boundary clear. Public. Protecting me from gossip.
'AE. XTMBNKIIEXTENREA. AMUXEERNTFHRT. "
Agreed. This project's success is about the whole team. Not
just us two.

Redirect away from personal. Back to professional. Grateful
for his lead.

Lin Rui reads room. Helps. "#tih! IE, EEEFHS? "
Exactly! Now, who wants dessert?

Moment passes. Crisis averted. Back to celebration.

But our eyes meet again. Across table. Quick glance.
Understanding passing: thank you for not making this weird.
THE PAST TWO WEEKS.

Flash through my mind while dessert is ordered.

Day One after accepting partnership:

- Walked into office. Everyone staring.

- Lin Rui introduced me as "Partner, Singapore Division."

- Chen wasn't there. Gave me space to settle in.

* New office. Not on his floor. Equal floor. Equal view.

- Contract: report to Lin Rui, equal equity, equal decision-
making.



Day Three—first meeting together:

» Conference room. Singapore client brief.

* Professional: "Ms. Shen, your thoughts on market entry?”
* Not "Weilin," not "f3#," not personal.

* | responded in kind: "Mr. Chen, | recommend phased
approach.’

- Entire team watching. Waiting for explosion.

- None came.

- Just work.

Day Seven—disagreement:

- Strategy session. We argued. | wanted aggressive timeline.
He wanted cautious.

* Old Chen would have pulled rank.

* New Chen: "Lin Rui, you're tiebreaker. What do you think?"
» Lin Rui sided with me.

 Chen accepted it: "Okay. We go with Weilin's timeline.”

* No ego.

- Just results.

Day Ten—late night:

- Office. 11 PM. Both working.

* He brought coffee to my office. Didn't enter. Just left it on
desk.

 Note: "You were right about timeline. Client loves it. —M"
« Simple.

* Professional.

* Respectful.

Day Fourteen—presentation:

- Singapore partners. High stakes.

- We presented together. Tag-team. Seamless.

* He set up. | closed.



» | explained tech. He explained vision.

- Perfect balance.

* Client signed immediately.

* "You two are magic together,” they said.

Magic. Professional magic. Maybe that's enough.

AFTER DINNER. 10:47 PM.

CHEN'S POV:

Team dispersing. Drunk. Happy. Heading to hotels or bars.
Lin Rui to me. Conspiratorial whisper. "Fl#i%i%, &%, R
IMA—BEEEHEERE, "

Talk to her. Properly. You two have been dancing around
each other for two weeks.

"B —BRZL—"

We've been professional—

"ZWRYF, BIREFEBFEPTANER. X, EFE. KiK. "
Professional is good. But you also need to clear personal air.
Go. Walk. Talk.

Weilin stands. Gets purse. Preparing to leave.

Approach her. Casual. Trying for casual.
"RREEKBEER? #%ie... .87

Would you like to walk along the waterfront? Talk about... the
project?

She sees through me. Small smile. Knowing.

"B, Y. " The project. Sure.

Both know it's not about the project.

MARINA BAY WATERFRONT.

Walk side by side. Careful distance. November breeze.
Singapore warm even at night.

Silence. Thirty seconds. Minute. Comfortable silence—when
did silence become comfortable?



"XAEXRTIER, "

This isn't about the project.

"HHIE, "|know.

More silence. Finding words. Real words. Not professional
script.

"BERA.... BN R, MR—EI{f. EEE—&IE, f2...
A2 LARIRYEF. "

The past two weeks... they've been good. Working with you.
Really working together, not... not how it was before.

'B=. K. FRE. =N, R, "

Agreed. You're... you're different. In meetings. You listen.

"B iZ—E, "I should have always listened.

Stop walking. Turn to face her. Marina Bay behind her. City
lights reflecting in water.

"I, IR NTER. ATIREEERMAIL TR
Fo ATREN—Y, "

Weilin, I'm sorry. For the hospital. For you coming with
flowers and me throwing it in your face. For everything for six
years.

Her eyes filling. Moonlight catching tears.
"REEMERMRIRAB AT EIR. ZMR/LFERBRER, LR
o ... K RB%EE "

I'm sorry | hired you just to punish you. Paid you barely
enough. Made you struggle. I... | was cruel.

Voice shaking: "fI&. RIEFEXZR. "

You were. You were cruel.

Not denying. Accepting. Acknowledging.

"BIRMIEBNT A HHE TR RARM, HEANIRAAERS
B, BB TR EMAZER. "

But | also understand why. | hurt you. Deeply. | left you with



nothing. | chose my father over you.

Tears streaming now. Both of us.

"BERERM. AT —. AT ATEHRURER. AT B,
NT o RT NBEEEES,

I'm sorry too. For everything. For the wedding. For my
silence. For the divorce. For... for not being brave enough to
fight.

Step closer. One step. Closing distance slightly.

"TRIRIR{R, " | forgive you.

The words I've said before. But different now—mean them
now. Fully. Completely.

"NT B NTEERMRNFE. AT HEMBIEM. REFR,
REE . KRR {R, "

For leaving. For choosing your father. For believing his
threats. You were young, you were scared. | forgive you.
Sobbing now. Full cry. "i§1i8, &5, "

Thank you. Thank you.

She's breaking. Relief. Grief. Six years of carrying guilt
releasing.

Let her cry. Not touching. Respecting space. But present.
After minutes, she wipes eyes. Composes.

"WRe? fRIFRIRIRBE S TI5? "

What about you? Did you forgive yourself?

The question hits deeper than expected.

K. XEEFS, BT B, (R. . BRREEFFREER, "
l... I'm learning. Therapy helps. You... seeing you at the
shelter helped.

"B LAFEBRN? " How helped?

"B TIRE G, =B K. ZBENFRIR, RRZE.. .. (FEK TR
FEMARIA. BBILFEEIRBIFBLATLL, "



You found yourself. Without me. Without my forgiveness.

You just... you became who you needed to be. That made me
realize | could too.

Her turn to step closer.

"RIRIRMRES TIE? AT A2 "

Did you forgive yourself? For not being enough?

The core wound. She remembers. She listened.

"REbn. BEHFLEHMBFEE., B2... .20, EBFT. F—
BHi%, "

Mostly. Some days better than others. But... yes. | was
enough. | always was.

Stand facing each other. Two feet apart. Six years apart.

Now closer than ever.

"MMRIEE T . BEIZREST. B.. REIRMFESTIE? ARE
NT R, NTIRNEHMAISEIE? "

You forgave me. | forgave myself. But... did you forgive
yourself? Not just for not being enough. For what you did to
me?

The harder question. The one I've been avoiding.

CHEN'S POV:

The question hanging. Honest. Hard.

K. KA HE, RACERT. BRIFKES? "

... I don't know. | apologized for it. But forgive myself?

Look away. At water. At city. Anywhere but her eyes.
"BRER . FLRRE, HFERERIL, K. REXE. it
RRERBENS. "

| was cruel. | made you suffer. | knew you were struggling

and I... | enjoyed it. It made me feel powerful.

The confession ugly. True. Shameful.

"BIrRE. BEIKRE. ... PBREFF. "



That wasn't love. That was revenge. That was... that was
abuse.

Say it. The word I've been avoiding. Therapist used it. |
denied it. But it's true.

Quiet: "@M, HBE. "

Yes. It was.

Not flinching. She's right. Agreeing. Holding me accountable.
Turn back to her. Face her. Own it.

"YRIERIREIZ? " Do you forgive me?

Her face processing. Considering. Not automatic absolution
—real consideration.

"Nt4? " For what?

"N T EMR. AT RARNBESIEARN. AT ... AT ERF
fRo FAEk, AN, BRZ. "

For punishing you. For making you pay for my pain. For... for
abusing you. With money, with power, with cruelty.

The full accounting. Every sin listed. No minimizing.

Eyes closed. Breathing. Deciding.

Long silence. Thirty seconds. Minute. My heart pounding.
Opens eyes. "ATAFEERNIRIR? "

Why do you want my forgiveness?

Good question. Why?

'"HARFTERAEFTEE. FFEERK, FHAVERL, AT AR
™Ao"

Because | can't move forward carrying it. My guilt. My
shame. For being that person.

Pause. Finding deeper truth.

'"AAFRERNEFITEENIA. FE2IMNE ——FRAERFEZHN
8], BIFKITA=, BIRHNEE, "

Because | want to be someone worthy of your respect. Not



your love—I know that takes time, maybe never. But your
respect.

Small sad smile.

RELB TERNEE, dEXME. RER T ReIRE,

You already have my respect. These past two weeks. You
showed you can change.

"ARARAYEIRIE? " What about your forgiveness?

She steps closer. Now one foot apart. Close enough to
touch. Neither touching.

"IRIFIR{R, " | forgive you.

The words. Simple. Profound. Liberating.
"NTERBCRENK. NTHEK/LFABENR. NTHEE. A
TER. HFEIRfR. "

For hiring me to punish me. For paying me barely enough.
For the cruelty. For the abuse. | forgive you.

Tears. Mine now. Full flow. Relief and shame and gratitude
mixed.

"BRIFFESIE. EFPETIE. BFA=..... AL EF 5
But forgiveness isn't forgetting. | won't forget. | won't... | won't
go back to that dynamic.

"RASENKRF. BAEB I oIS, B HKETLEFE, 55, 61F
(VNS

| wouldn't ask you to. | don't want that dynamic. | want... |
want equality. Respect. Partnership.

" A? " Professional?

Pause. The question underlying: only professional?

"M, B8 TUH. AARMNEZZINMENFEFFNAT—

For now. Yes. Professional. Because we need to learn how to



be together as equals.

Honest. Not promising romance. Not promising future. Just—
honesty.

"WFE—X... BI7E, RIREEMMEBFIE. FASIENRF,
EN.. ERRRR? "

Maybe someday... but for now, | just want to do good work
with you. As partners. As... as friends?

The offer. Smaller than romance. Bigger than professional.
Exactly right.

WEILIN'S POV:

He's crying. Marcus Chen. CEO. Powerful man. Crying on
Singapore waterfront.

He's vulnerable. Asking forgiveness. Not demanding. Asking.
He's changed. Really changed. Therapy and time and self-
work changed him.

And I've changed too. Strong enough to forgive. Clear
enough to maintain boundaries.

Open my arms. Invitation. Not demand.

He steps forward. Into embrace. First physical contact in—
months? Since hospital? Longer?

Hug tight. Desperate. Healing.

Not romantic. Not sexual. Just—

Two people who hurt each other.

Two people who survived.

Two people who forgave.

Holding each other while wounds close.

He's shaking. Crying into my shoulder. Letting go of six years.
I'm crying too. Soaking his suit. Letting go of guilt and shame
and not-enough.

Stand like that. Minutes. People walking past. Don't care.



This is necessary.

Eventually pull apart. Not far. Just enough to see faces.
Both tear-stained. Snotty. Human. Beautiful.
"MIEELD? " What now?

The question. Practical. Profound. Open.

"BAAE, BRMERAHFRIFT. "

| don't know. But | know | don't hate you anymore.
"BABIREBECZ T, "I don't hate myself anymore.

Both saying it simultaneously. Then laughing—crying-
laughing. Messy-laughing.

"BBEH L, " That's progress.

"BEHL, "

Stand in aftermath of forgiveness. Singapore behind us.
Future ahead. Undefined.

Walk back toward hotel. Side by side. Closer than before.
Comfortable.

"BAXRFEAE L&, " Tomorrow we go back to Shanghai.
T, BIEIDAE, EEIMEL, "

Yes. Back to the office. Back to reality.

"IF... (RS SIENFEXRRE? BIfEE—"

You... you want to continue the partnership? Even after—
"B, SHEANTIT. NRERIE, BUHEERKR, "
Yes. Tonight doesn't change that. If anything, it makes it
stronger.

He nods. Relieved. Grateful.

"BERNAFTEAR., MARSEMIR. MABERECHDIAE,
... A7AIESL, "

But | still need boundaries. Still report to Lin Rui. Still have my
own office. Still... still independence.

"SR BAENEI T FRIMIZZE.. . BRI EER,



Of course. | don't want to change that. Your independence
is... that's what | respect.

Pause. Finding courage.

"RINASERIRS. 8A7~. TEIFFT. 8. . 2K "

| still volunteer. Every Saturday. At the shelter. That... that's
mine.

"THE, BEIEILFRRR. FHKERZEXRFEL, "

| know. | saw it makes you happy. | would never ask you to
stop.

Then softer: "B LA..... B AT ABEHMENANIRIZ? REFIFAN=,
.. .8

Could I... could I join you sometimes? Not as a date. Just... to
help?

The request surprising. Genuine. Vulnerable.
{RARTE PP ERARSS?

You want to volunteer at the shelter?

"BRIDEREE. TRESX—VIZH. =H=E., ... M
=X "

| want to remember who | was. Before | built all this. Moxuan
would help. He would... he would care.

Consider. Is this healthy? Is this boundary-crossing? Or is this
—growth?

"M12BFi5. BEN—TANEL=E, AG... AEIRE LA
Ko FRIRAE,

Starting in December. Give us a month of professional space.
Then... then you can come. If you want.

"BA8, "l want.

Hotel appears ahead. Team probably at bar. Back to normal
soon.

Stop outside entrance.



"SHE... . SEBEF. BER. HHERATER. AT . "
Tonight... tonight was good. Necessary. Thank you for
apologizing. For listening.

"WIERA T [RiR. EAEEIE,

Thank you for forgiving. | didn't deserve it.

"WIFARE. BRFBLE. NTH, TENTIR "

Maybe not. But | needed to give it. For me, not for you.
The truth. Forgiveness as self-care. Not gift to him.
"Bt EEENME, " That makes it more valuable.
Awkward moment. How to end this? Hug again? Handshake?
What's appropriate?

Chen solves it. "Bt%, SIEKEE "

Goodnight, partner.

Professional. Safe. Appropriate. With warmth underneath.
"Br%, 25, " Goodnight, Moxuan.

His name. Using it deliberately. Acknowledging who he's
becoming.

His smile small. Genuine. Hopeful.

"B, ik, "

Walk into hotel. Separate elevators. Separate floors.
Separate rooms.

But something changed. Something healed. Something
possible.

IN MY ROOM.

Text from Lin Rui:

RITR T EERTIE? —LR

Did you two work it out? —LR

Reply:

BIEEBRR, XBHD, —W

We're working on it. It's progress. —W



His response:

HT R FAIRIIFHH. R TER. —LR

Progress is good. I'm proud of you both. Both of you. —LR
Lie in bed. Singapore lights through window. Forgiveness
settling in chest.

We forgave each other.

We're partners.

We're friends.

Maybe.

|s that enough?

For now?

Yes.

For now, it's perfect.

My phone buzzes. Text from Chen:

R, AT 5. ATRIR. "NTEEIFK. —M

Thank you. For tonight. For forgiving. For seeing me. —M
Reply:

HEHRA T BRI EIENFEK. FAE2IFIEEHZZ. —W
Thank you for seeing me. Really me. Not the girl you
remembered. —W

His response immediate:

KENRELEMNR, %, —M

| like the real you. Goodnight. —M

Smile in darkness. Phone lighting face.

Progress. We're making progress.

END CHAPTER 31
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CHAPTER 32: THE GALA



Weilin stood in the Grand Hyatt ballroom wearing a simple
black dress she'd bought with her first partner distribution
check—not Chanel, not designer, just elegant and hers—
watching Chen Moxuan give the opening speech for his
foundation's annual gala, and the man at the podium was
neither Marcus Chen the cruel CEO nor Chen Moxuan the
wounded boy but something integrated, someone whole:
confident without arrogance, successful without shame,
speaking about helping underprivileged students with
genuine passion not performative charity, and when his eyes
found hers in the crowd of three hundred people and held for
three seconds (not long enough to be obvious, long enough
to matter) she felt—peace, not longing; closure, not hope; and
underneath both, quiet affection for who he'd become, who
they'd both become, separately and perhaps together but
differently now.

Three months. It had been three months since Singapore.
Three months since forgiveness on a waterfront. Three
months of partnership that actually worked.

The ballroom glittered around her like a jewel box—crystal
chandeliers casting prismatic light across marble floors,
floor-to-ceiling windows framing Shanghai's skyline like a
painting, the kind of wealth that used to intimidate her but
now just felt like background noise. She'd earned her place
here. Partner. Consultant. Equal.

Her dress was simple—black silk that skimmed her knees,
pearl earrings that had been her mother's, comfortable heels
she could actually walk in. No armor tonight. No
performance. Just Weilin, successful and whole and here
because she wanted to be, not because she needed to be.



Chen's voice carried through the sound system, warm and
genuine in a way that would have seemed impossible six
months ago. He stood at the podium in a perfectly tailored
tuxedo, but something about him was looser now—his
shoulders, his expression, the way he held himself. Like he'd
finally stopped carrying the weight of proving something.
"ENTEESHNEFEERNEABZSIFRAEAE, "

This foundation exists because someone once told me |
wasn't enough.

His voice steady. Clear. No shame in the admission.
"BARE T ], FETHFEHENERMIE T,

| believed them. | spent years trying to prove them wrong.
His eyes swept the audience—three hundred people,
Shanghai's elite mixed with scholarship recipients, donors
and dreamers in the same room—and found hers. Held.
Three seconds that felt like three years and three heartbeats
all at once.

"BEENMIAEZFEER. "

But the real victory wasn't becoming rich.

A pause. Deliberate. Meaningful.

"HIFHMF EFEENEMAMEMEES BT, "

The real victory is helping others believe they're enough, right
NOW.

The ballroom erupted in applause—thunderous, genuine,
people moved by words that probably cost him years of
therapy to be able to say out loud. Several guests dabbed at
their eyes. A scholarship recipient in the front row was
openly crying.

Lin Rui leaned close, his whisper barely audible over the
applause. "M ARE 7 HEH,



He wrote that speech for you.

Weilin kept her eyes on Chen as he bowed slightly, humble in
his success. "AE T AEH, "

He wrote it for everyone.

"WAfR, " Also for you.

Maybe Lin Rui was right. Maybe the speech was for her. For
himself. For every person in this room whod ever been told
they weren't enough. Maybe it could be all three.

She watched Chen step down from the podium and
immediately get swallowed by donors—wealthy Shanghai
elite in designer gowns and expensive watches, all wanting a
piece of his attention, his success, his foundation's halo. He
handled it gracefully, that CEO charm she'd once found so
cold now just seeming like—competence. Presence. A man
who knew himself well enough to be generous with others.
Her phone buzzed in her clutch. Lin Rui, texting while
standing right next to her:

You look stunning.

Then: Boss can't stop looking at you.

And finally: This is healthy, right?

She smiled, typing back one-handed while holding her
champagne: Very healthy. We're adults. It's fine.
"WRIELRIEA5E1S? " Zhang Wei appeared on her other side,
grinning. "Let me guess. The boss?"

Who are you texting?

"Lin Rui," Weilin said, which was technically true. "Being
inappropriate.”

Zhang Wei laughed. "He's changed. Chen, | mean. ¥ & =%
A, fRERETIE? "

The past three months. Have you noticed?



Had she noticed? Of course she'd noticed. Three months of
partnership meetings where he actually listened to her ideas
instead of dismissing them. Three months of coffee runs
where he asked about her shelter work without making it
about him. Three months of watching him slowly integrate
the wounded boy and the powerful CEO into someone who
could be both without apology.

B0, FERET, "Yes. I've noticed.

"&A{R. " Because of you.

The assumption made her bristle slightly. "=, EAMMEC.
HAET. BATE BRE.. . . KRREEBE, "

No. Because of himself. Because of therapy. Because of
work. | just... | was just there.

Lin Rui interjected, still texting even though he was literally
beside her. "(REABEREZE, "

You being there matters.

Maybe. She watched Chen laugh at something a donor said,
his whole face lighting up in a way it never used to. Genuine
joy. Not performance. Maybe her being there mattered. Or
maybe he'd just finally done the work to find himself again.
"Excuse me? {R2 LiHEng? "

Are you Shen Weilin?

Weilin turned to find a young woman—nineteen, maybe
twenty—in a simple dress that had clearly been bought for
tonight specifically. Scholarship recipient, Weilin guessed,
noting the careful makeup and nervous hands.

"TH, {R¥F. " Yes. Hello.

The girl's face I|t up like sunrise. " E/N3E, FHEFNMFIE
HZmAZ—

I'm Wang Xiaomei. I'm one of the Singapore project



beneficiaries.

Pride flickered in Weilin's chest—the Singapore expansion
had been her idea, her research, her presentation that won
the board over. "EE&EXWEIfR, TIEFHRERIMA? "

I'm so glad to meet you. How is the project going?
"Amazing! FrRIECERIREIL ERE, MRIRREZRE T ANEZK
FRiE, SRE, "

Mr. Chen said you helped make it happen. He also said you
teach migrant workers' children English. Volunteer.

Surprise rippled through her. Chen had talked about her work
to the scholarship recipients? Promoted her volunteering to
people whod never met her?

"HK.... BT EE D, XERPAFE I, " I... | did my part. It
was a team effort.

But Xiaomei was already pulling out her phone, eyes bright
with determination. "W HEIB . TRRS. IREAFHIE
B2 "

| want to do that too. Volunteer. How did you start?

And so Weilin found herself standing in a ballroom full of
Shanghai's elite, champagne in hand, explaining to a
scholarship recipient how to find purpose in helping others.
How the shelter had become her refuge. How teaching
English to children who looked at her like she hung the moon
made her feel more valuable than any corporate title ever
could.

Xiaomei took notes in her phone, nodding eagerly, asking
questions about schedules and training and how to balance
university with volunteering. When they finally finished, the
girl's eyes were shining.

"BHEHR. (RAMPRAE.... fRINEIHAE ARIABF A,



Thank you. You and Mr. Chen... you're the kind of people |
want to become.

The words hit Weilin square in the chest. Not "you're
successful” or "you're rich." But "you're the kind of person |
want to become.’

Purpose. That's what she'd found. That's what mattered.
"ZAOE, " Weilin said, squeezing the girl's hand. "t R EEE
ZRIRXIFRI AL "

Go do it. The world needs more people like you.

After Xiaomei left, Weilin excused herself from Lin Rui and
Zhang Wei's speculation about her and Chen ("There's
nothing to speculate about," she insisted, which made them
speculate more) and slipped out onto the balcony.

February in Shanghai was cold but not unbearable—winter
still clinging to the air but spring lurking underneath. The
balcony was empty, everyone else inside chasing
champagne and conversation and connections. She stood at
the railing, looking out at the city that had broken her and
rebuilt her all at once.

The Bund glittered across the water. Pudong's towers
stabbed at the sky. Somewhere out there was her Yangpu
apartment—small and shabby and perfect. Somewhere out
there was the shelter where she'd found herself. Two worlds.
Both hers now.

TRl LAIAN(RIS?

May | join you?

Chen's voice. Soft. Asking permission instead of assuming it.
She turned, found him standing in the doorway with two
champagne flutes, tuxedo jacket unbuttoned, bow tie slightly
loosened. Human. Approachable. Real.



"RBYBR=, fREYBHA. " Your party. Your balcony.

He smiled—small, genuine—and crossed to stand beside her
at the railing. Careful distance between them. Respectful
space. He handed her a fresh champagne flute and she
accepted it, their fingers not quite touching.

For a full minute they just stood there, looking out at
Shanghai, comfortable in silence in a way they'd never been
before. No pressure to fill the space. No tension crackling
between them. Just—two people whod survived each other,
standing in the aftermath.

"MRid%l T £/, " You met Wang Xiaomei.

"HIBE T, "1did. Weilin glanced at him. "#thif R & i T
NER I "

She said you told her about my volunteer work.

"B EAR IR, " His jaw tightened slightly—nervous tell
she'd learned to read over three months of partnership. "#k......
HARREIF . NTIREEH, "

| hope that was okay. I... I'm proud of you. For what you've
built.

The compliment landed different than it would have six
months ago. Not patronizing. Not possessive. Just—peer to
peer. Partner to partner. One person acknowledging
another's success.

1181, " She turned back to the skyline. "fREYEIHREE, X F
27, ... B EEE, "

Thank you. Your speech was beautiful. About being enough.
That... that mattered.

"BEBINEM, "He shifted to face her fully. "xF{R, "

| meant that. About you.

She met his eyes—brown and clear and present in a way they



hadn't been in their entire marriage. No walls. No games. Just
—honesty.

"TFIE, " | know.

Simple. True. No need for elaboration.

They fell back into silence, but it was weighted now.
Expectant. Like standing on a cliff edge, wind pushing at your
back, one foot already in the air.

"dE=1H..." Chen started, then paused, reconsidering his
words. "Ef 1R%F. FMIF—icIT{E, "

The past three months... they've been good. Working with
you.

"WEHRIHEE. " For me too.

And it had been. Good. Surprisingly, uncomplicatedly good.
They'd fallen into a rhythm—partnership meetings where they
challenged each other professionally, coffee runs with the
team where they joked like colleagues, strategy sessions
where her expertise and his vision combined into something
neither could create alone.

Boundaries. That's what made it work. Clear, healthy,
respected boundaries.

But tonight felt different. Social instead of professional.
Personal instead of boundaried. Dangerous.

Chen took a breath, like bracing for impact. "YRIEA=ME? "
Are you seeing anyone?

The question hung in the cold air between them—first
personal question in three months, crossing the careful line
they'd drawn, impossible to take back now that it was out
there.

Weilin's heart kicked against her ribs. Not panic. Just—
awareness. This mattered. Her answer mattered.



"o "She kept her voice steady. "Bi—H.....ITL. L. EIEHR
Fo. EFFEB. "

No. I've been... busy. Work. Volunteering. Finding myself.

She turned the question back on him, needing to know, afraid
to know. "{RIE? "

What about you?

His smile was self-deprecating. ", B3.... N ERHFANE
No. But I'm... open to it. Finally.

Finally. The word carried weight—therapy and healing and
three months of learning to be whole without needing
someone else to complete him.

"B, " Me too.

The admission felt huge. Terrifying. Liberating.

They stood there, words hanging between them like smoke,
and neither of them clarified what "open to it" meant. Open to
dating? Open to romance? Open to each other? Open to other
people?

Maybe the ambiguity was the point.

"(REVEE=....." Weilin gestured vaguely toward the ballroom
behind them. "ERE., REEINFE, XFNNEHR. X=ZE

AN n
oo

Your foundation... it's beautiful. The students you help. It's
not just money. It's belief.

Chen's expression softened into something bittersweet. "1
BEEBD. B HEREKRFER, 3L, BHNERETETH
2, '

| remember needing that. Belief. When | was in university,
struggling, wondering if | belonged.

He paused, and she could see him traveling back in time—



twenty years old and poor and brilliant and terrified.
"{RHB15FK. " His voice dropped, intimate. " {155 — X 48i&
B, FEIRIMENEZE, (RMATRERERK.

You believed in me. When we first met. | told you my dreams
and you never doubted me.

The memory rose between them—young and in love and
stupid with hope. Chen in their tiny apartment, talking about
building something that mattered, and her believing every
word because she'd never met anyone who dreamed as big
as he did.

"BANIAMEE MR, " The words came out softer than she
intended. "{REX /9 T R A —]

| still believe in you. You became everything you said you'd be.
"BERXETHBESEXTIIEF, " His knuckles went white
around his champagne flute. "BEZI... . BEF1REFF. BEIEREF
A EIFHE 2B R, "

But | lost myself in the process. Until... until you left. Until |
had to find myself again.

Raw honesty. The kind that only came from years of therapy
and hard internal work.

"BHEETHE D, " Weilin met his eyes directly. "TEIEHEA,
TEEEF, ... R EBRSIRERERIRP, "

| lost myself too. In the marriage. In the divorce. In... in trying
to earn your forgiveness.

She let the words settle, then continued with the part that
mattered more. "BFIXEITHEH 2. =&KX, EEIFFT. E&F
1518, ERAESIEREMAESRIF,

But | found myself. Finally. At the shelter. With the children. In
being partner not employee.

Chen's smile was genuine. "&&2 7., SFBEIEFEIRET,



BXRo K. REIHTo. "

| saw. When | watched you through the window. That day.
You... you glowed.

The memory of that afternoon—him standing outside the
shelter, watching her teach children, seeing her really seeing
her for the first time in years—felt sacred somehow.
"BIRRS. " | was happy. She hadn't realized it until she said
it out loud. "$F—R, RIKESEILLR, "

First time in a long time.

"Bt 2. " He turned back to the skyline. "B{ £, &£, "

Me too. Now. Finally.

A waiter materialized on the balcony, silver tray balanced
perfectly, champagne flutes catching the light. Chen selected
two fresh glasses and handed one to Weilin, their fingers
brushing this time—brief contact that sent electricity up her
arm.

He raised his glass. "8+ 4? "

Toast to what?

Good question. What were they toasting? The past? The
present? The uncertain future?

"MAET#, " To moving forward.

Perfect. Ambiguous enough to mean anything and everything.
Chen's eyes held hers as he added one word. "—jc? "
Together?

The question—small word, massive implications—hung
between them like a bridge neither was sure they wanted to
cross yet.

"WiF, " Weilin chose careful honesty. "LAEMH . 1ERNETE
k. ER....BAR. "

Maybe. In some form. As partners. As... friends.



Not committing to romance. Not promising forever. Just—
acknowledging connection.

"HEWBBE, "1 like that.

They clinked glasses—crystal singing in the cold air—and
drank. The champagne tasted like possibility and caution
and something that might be hope if either of them was
brave enough to name it.

The silence after the toast was comfortable. No pressure. No
expectation. Just two people standing on a balcony, drinking
champagne, existing in each other's space without needing

to fill it with words.

Finally, Weilin spoke. "X &FHIEIABFE, "

This isn't how | thought it would be.

"H4aARE? "What isn't?

"F{]lo " She gestured between them with her champagne
flute. "HEE—IREIKE, JIFEARKE., FEEN=..... B
HEMNR. HE... . EHKEF, "

Us. When | first came back. When you hired me. | thought
we'd... explode. Or reconcile. Or... some big ending.

Chen considered this, head tilting slightly. "X~ E%RF. "

This isn't an ending.

"AEME? "lIsn'tit?

"BAEE, " His honesty was refreshing. "R i E&..... EFFF
yAN

Ro
| don't know. It feels more like... a beginning.

The reframe shifted something in Weilin's chest. Not an
ending. A beginning. Same story, different lens.
"—NEATEREANBIFE, " A beginning where we're both
whole.

"Hath, " Exactly.



Music drifted from inside—something classical and elegant,
people probably dancing now, the gala hitting its social peak.
Chen glanced back toward the ballroom.

"(REE TRBLEEIS? " Are you staying to dance?

The invitation was casual. Friendly. No pressure underlying it.
Weilin shook her head. ", HEHEET ., BLBEAERIFFAE
BHRSS. "

No. | think I'll leave. | volunteer at the shelter in the morning.
"R E7S? " Still every Saturday?

"BZ. " Always.

Some things didn't change. Some things shouldn't change.
Chen nodded, respecting her boundary, not pushing for more.
But Weilin found herself wanting to offer something. To open
the door just slightly. To test if they could exist in each
other's worlds without destroying them.

"{R....." She hesitated, then pushed through. "/Ri53 /RAENN
BitE, "

You... you said you wanted to join. Sometimes.

Hope flashed across his face—brief and bright before he
controlled it. " 7. Fifl. BEREIIRETTFE, "

| did. | do. But only when you're ready.

Was she ready? To let him into her world? To see if the
changes were real outside corporate walls?

"WiFTE? " Maybe next week?

His whole face transformed—controlled excitement, careful
joy, not wanting to seem too eager but unable to completely
hide how much it mattered.

"BEEXNHF, " I'd like that.

"BHE/N. EF95, " She smiled, teasing just slightly. "5 Fg

4+ n
42?0



Saturday. 9 AM. Don't wear a suit.

His laugh was genuine. I8 F T, &BFE,
Noted. No suit.

They walked back inside together, the warmth of the
ballroom hitting them after the cold balcony. The gala was in
full swing—people dancing, donors networking, scholarship
recipients taking photos with volunteers. Success
everywhere. Hope everywhere.

Chen walked her to coat check, a gentleman escort without
being possessive about it. When the attendant brought her
coat, he helped her into it—hands briefly on her shoulders,
fingers pressing through wool and silk to skin beneath—and
they both felt it. That spark. That possibility. That dangerous,
beautiful maybe.

She turned to face him, coat on, ready to leave, both of them
aware this was goodbye for tonight but also—something
else. A door opening. A bridge being built.

"SI {REIE . " Her voice was steady. "Bt =RE, "

Thank you for inviting me. The gala was beautiful.

"R, " His voice roughened slightly. "SKE....EBKE
BZ, "

Thank you for coming. It meant... it means a lot.

Awkward moment—how do you say goodbye to your ex-
husband who's also your business partner who you maybe
might possibly want to date again someday? Hug?
Handshake? Kiss on the cheek?

They settled on a brief hug—three seconds, professional,
friendly, appropriate—but even that sent electricity through
Weilin's system. His cologne. His warmth. His solidity. All
familiar and foreign at once.



They pulled apart, both smiling, both a little flushed.

'BE%, =4, " Goodnight, Moxuan.

"B, k. 287N, " Goodnight, Weilin. See you
Saturday.

She walked toward the exit, aware of him watching, fighting
the urge to turn back. At the door she gave in—glanced over
her shoulder. He was still there. Still watching. She raised her
hand in a small wave. He waved back.

In the taxi heading home, Weilin leaned her head against the
cold window and let herself process. Tonight had been—
good. Surprisingly, uncomplicatedly good. Comfortable in a
way they'd never been, even when they were married and
supposedly in love.

Maybe that was the difference. They didn't need each other
anymore. Which meant if they chose each other—if they
eventually, carefully, slowly chose each other—it would be
real. Want instead of need. Choice instead of desperation.
Her phone buzzed. Mrs. Chen:

KIFRR7EM = £ EFFIRIRTFEE?

| heard you were at the gala. Moxuan said you're coming next
Saturday?

Weilin smiled, typing back: @8, MMEBERRS. BII=EEE
ORI To

Yes. He's going to volunteer. We'll see how it goes.

The response was immediate: Z4t— M Hl=, T T, BT
7o WIFIMEMMRNIIUEE—ERA,

Give him a chance. He's changed. You've changed too.
Maybe now you can build something.

Another text, this one from Chen:

RSB, AT K. ATBIFFLERAN. BN,



Thank you for tonight. For coming. For inviting me Saturday.
Sleep well.

She stared at the message for a long moment. So normal. So
healthy. A man texting after a nice evening, saying goodnight,
not demanding anything. Just—being human.

WS RE K. REVEHEE. ERF7<I. 9AM, F&RE,
Thank you for having me. Your speech was beautiful. See
you Saturday. 9 AM. Don't be late.

His response: &Zf =, B&, R,

| won't. Goodnight, Weilin.

In her Yangpu apartment—small and shabby and perfect—
Weilin changed into pajamas and washed off her makeup
and brushed her teeth, all the mundane rituals of being
human. She climbed into her IKEA bed and stared at the
ceiling, processing the evening.

Tonight had felt like—possibility. Not promise. Not
commitment. Just possibility.

They were both whole now. Both healed. Both successful in
their own right. If they came back together—if they carefully,
slowly, healthily came back together—it would be different.
Better. Real.

But she was okay if they didn't. That was the crucial part. She
was okay without him. Which meant maybe, possibly, she
could be okay with him too.

Saturday. He'd be at the shelter. They'd see how it went. No
expectations. No pressure. Just—two people testing if they
could coexist in each other's worlds.

Her phone lit up one more time. Lin Rui:

You two are disgustingly healthy. I'm proud and also
annoyed. Get some sleep. Big week ahead.



She smiled, typing back: Goodnight, # .

Then she turned off her phone, pulled her blankets up, and let
herself sleep.

Peaceful. Whole. Ready for whatever came next.

Meanwhile, across Shanghai in his penthouse, Chen Moxuan
stood at his floor-to-ceiling windows, still in his tuxedo, bow
tie discarded, looking out at the city he'd conquered.

Lin Rui had found him on the balcony after Weilin left, after
the last donors had been schmoozed and the last
scholarship recipients had been photographed.

"WEF T ? " She left?

T, WBAXE E1EEEIFFR. " Yes. She's at the shelter
tomorrow morning.

"{RZ=3? " Are you going?

"REAXR. TE7S. ah#EiEF. " Not tomorrow. Next
Saturday. She invited me.

Lin Rui's eyebrows had shot up. "#E, "

Progress.

"#R, " Progress.

The word felt right. Not romance. Not reconciliation. Just—
progress. Movement. Forward motion.

Lin Rui had studied him for a long moment, then asked the
question Chen had been asking himself for three months. "{/R
BEaig? {HiR?

Do you love her? Still?

No hesitation. "&J, " Yes.

Because he did. He loved her. Maybe he'd never stopped. But
it was different now—quieter, healthier, not desperate or
possessive or needy. Just—love. Pure and simple and honest.
"BREH, "He'dtried to explain. "R 2.... AEHaitt, F2F



2, JZ2.... . B, thEiE. WRARIA "

But differently. Not... not desperately. Not needing her. Just...
loving her. Who she is. Who she became.

Lin Rui had nodded. "BB 2 iFHIFHE, "

That's the good kind.

"THE, " | know.

Now, alone in his penthouse, Chen let himself acknowledge
the truth: he didn't know where this was going. Didn't know if
Saturday would be good or awkward. Didn't know if they'd
ever be more than professional partners and careful friends.
But for the first time in six years, he was okay with not
knowing.

He'd spent so long trying to control outcomes—Dbuilding
empires, executing revenge, proving his worth—that he'd
forgotten how to just... be. To exist in uncertainty. To let
things unfold organically.

Therapy had taught him that. Dr. Song's voice in his head:
You can't control other people. You can only control yourself.
Your reactions. Your choices. Your healing.

He'd healed. She'd healed. Maybe that was enough.

And if it wasn't—if they slowly, carefully, healthily built
something more—that would be enough too.

His phone buzzed. Text from his mother:

gt T ?

She came?

=M. BllXT. W TEFKIECIFFR.

Yes. We talked. She's coming to the shelter next Saturday.
i, 1B18%. RIIEEFER.

Good. Take it slow. You both deserve happiness.

He smiled, typing back: FxXE, FHEZE .



| know. I'm trying.

One more text, checking his messages one more time even
though he knew she'd already said goodnight. But—there it
was. Her message. Simple. Perfect.

He read it again, then put his phone away and went to bed.
Saturday. The shelter. Her world. No corporate structure. No
professional boundaries. Just—them. As people. Helping
children. Existing in the same space without needing to
perform.

He was terrified. He was hopeful. He was ready.

Chen Moxuan fell asleep thinking of white lilies and children
laughing and a woman whod survived him and become
someone better because of it—and despite it—and entirely
independent of it.

Tomorrow would come. Saturday would come. The future
would unfold whether he tried to control it or not.

For the first time in his life, that felt okay.

END CHAPTER 32
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