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As the new school year begins, Lin Ruan finds herself unexpectedly enrolled in the famed remote learning live-stream class.

To her surprise, her new desk mate is none other than Zhou Yang, the boy she has admired from afar for three years.

Zhou Yang: “My new desk mate is quite adorable, I want to kiss her.”

One sunny afternoon, you leaned through the window and handed me a jasmine flower. Your eyes sparkled, and you bit your lip in silence.

I must admit, in that moment, you captured my heart. My sweet little candy.

【Nangong Yao raised a wicked smile, he pushed Gong Qianxue onto the bed, put his hand on her ear, and said softly, "Am I a man? Then I'll let you know if I'm a man!"

Gong Qianxue's face flushed, she...】

The page just ended with the word "she".

Lin Ruan's heart was beating fast, holding up a small flashlight, quickly turning the pages.

It was raining outside, and the raindrops hit the window glass densely and regularly, and the tiny sound of turning the pages could be ignored.

Unexpectedly, the door suddenly opened. The door panel fell on the wall with a "bang" sound—

Lin Ruan subconsciously shrank.

Then, the incandescent light came on in the room.

The bright light pierced into her pupils, and she dodged unconsciously, blocking it with her hands while frowning and squinting.

Tong Fangfang stepped forward quickly and took the tools of crime from Lin Ruan's hand - a small flashlight and a romantic novel with a picture of a man and a woman in love.

On the fancy cover, the seven words "Evil CEO Sweetheart" came into view, and the page stopped at the side that Lin Ruan had not read yet.

Tong Fangfang didn't look carefully, only saw the words "round", "rubbing", and "moaning", and then she quickly rolled up the book as if she had received a hot potato, and pretended to pounce on Lin Ruan, "What kind of book are you reading! What kind of book are you reading!"

Lin Ruan shrank her head and pulled up the quilt to cover her head.

Tong Fangfang was furious, "I knew there was something wrong with you sneaking around so early these days. You're reading obscene books at such a young age!"

It's just a romance novel, how can it be obscene?

But Tong Fangfang was angry, and Lin Ruan didn't dare to refute her mother against the wind, so she just hid in the quilt and didn't say a word.

There was a thunder outside the house, and the sound of rain became more urgent, as if adding a natural background music to the scene of the arrest.

Tong Fangfang stood by the bed, poking Lin Ruan's head with a rolled-up book, and her tone was quite a bit of disappointment, "You are the same as your cousin, you don't study hard, and your head is full of random thoughts!"

After all, she is an only daughter, Tong Fangfang couldn't bear to scold her openly, and she kept nagging for a long time. Seeing that Lin Ruan was still covered in the quilt, her voice slowed down by three points.

"Fortunately, your father is not at home today, otherwise he would scold you to death, you little bastard! Don't think that you can be proud of yourself just because you can go to the tail of No. 1 Middle School. Try to show me some more messy things! When the time comes, you will be embarrassed for your uncle to ask the parents to come, do you know!"

As for... She won't be more embarrassing than her cousin Lin Zhan, and the uncle must have the psychological tolerance to bear this.

As if she knew she was thinking nonsense, Tong Fangfang hit her back with a book again.

Lin Ruan shrank back.

Tong Fangfang: "I'm too lazy to talk to you! Go to sleep!"

"Go to sleep now, Mom, turn off the light."

Lin Ruan's voice came from the quilt, a little muffled.

"You're really going to piss me off!"

Before leaving, Tong Fangfang was still mumbling, looking back at Lin Ruan.

With the "click" of the switch, the light outside the quilt suddenly dimmed.

Lin Ruan opened the coral fleece quilt for air.

Huh, she finally left.

She lay flat on the small bed, looking at the ceiling light on the ceiling, her heart slowly returning to its original position from her throat.

She kept her ears perked up, and after a while, the sound of the TV in the living room stopped abruptly, and she heard Tong Fangfang wearing slippers and entering her bedroom, and then closing the door.

For a moment, only the sound of rain remained clear.

Lin Ruan's mind moved, and she groped for the little whale pillow in the dark, unzipped her belly and looked inside, and soon found the backup tool hidden inside - a pen-shaped flashlight.

With the light, she pulled out another book from under the mattress, "100% Honey Love: The Male God School Prince is Addicted to Kissing"

Well... Actually, she still prefers the school prince style, after all, the president is a little old.

She gently traced the outline of the beautiful boy on the cover along the edge with her fingers, and unconsciously, another person's figure emerged in her mind.

After staying up late to finish reading a novel, Lin Ruan had a faint dark blue under her eyes when she went out the next day.

Xiao Xiao waited for a long time in the milk tea shop. Seeing Lin Ruan appear at the door of the shop in a suspender skirt, she couldn't wait to raise her head and waved to Lin Ruan, "Lin Ruan! Here!"

Lin Ruan's steps were slow, and the whole person looked like he had been sucked dry of vitality by a female ghost. He was in low spirits and looked listless.

As she got closer, Xiao Xiao also noticed that she looked unhappy, and asked with wide eyes, "Where have you been? You have dark circles under your eyes. You must have not slept all night."

Lin Ruan shook her head slightly and answered seriously, "Nothing, I read a book."

Xiao Xiao had more important things to ask Lin Ruan for help, and she didn't bother to dwell on trivial matters. She moved closer and asked in a low voice, "Oh, oh, let's talk about business. What do you think I should do? Wouldn't it be too embarrassing to talk to him directly?"

Lin Ruan raised her chin to look at her and nodded, "It's very embarrassing."

Xiao Xiao was a little anxious and a little frustrated, and her voice was two degrees lower, "What should I do?"

When she thought of Yang Luo going to No. 1 Middle School and Cen Shumin going to No. 1 Middle School, she seemed to foresee that the two of them would develop an affair at the speed of light and then establish a sweet relationship, join hands to get into the top 1, get married and have children, and have two children in three years, becoming a model of love!

Lin Ruan's eyes fell on the bookshelf on one side, and her voice was calm, "The first to strike is the strongest, and the last to strike will suffer. If you want to confess, you should write a love letter. This is what is taught in TV dramas and books. This is the conventional method."

She paused and added, "You have to give it in person. It is easy to cause misunderstandings if you put it in a drawer or sandwiched in a book. What if he sees it more than ten years later?"

Xiao Xiao: "..."

Lin Ruan continued, "Don't give it to the wrong person in person. Remember to call him by his name. Have you seen "The Devil Beside You"? "

Xiao Xiao didn't speak for a long time. After a while, she directly took out a stack of letter paper from her schoolbag, carefully tore off the first sheet, and handed it to Lin Ruan.

Lin Ruan took the fragrant card letter paper and found that it was full of words after a glance.

Xiao Xiao's grades were not very good, but he had a good handwriting. If you didn't look carefully, you would think it was printed.

Xiao Xiao coughed and explained seriously, "I also thought about writing a love letter, so I wrote one yesterday. Can you help me see if this is okay?"

She moved closer to Lin Ruan and lowered her voice, "Yang Luo is playing basketball at school today. I've decided that you will accompany me later and go directly to him." She didn't forget to add, "Zhou Yang is also there."

Hearing the last four words, the love letter in Lin Ruan's hand trembled slightly.

Before Lin Ruan had time to appreciate Xiao Xiao's masterpiece carefully, she was attracted by the creaking sound of the store door opening and closing.

The boy with a basketball between his elbows strode in, still panting -

It was Yang Luo.

Soon the store door opened and closed again, and another tall and thin boy came in.

The boy's hair was soaked with sweat, his bangs were stuck to his forehead, and fine beads of sweat oozed from the tip of his nose. In the semi-light and semi-darkness, his skin color was translucent cold white, and it seemed that if he walked a little closer, he could see the tiny blue blood vessels.

Yang Luo walked to the bar and ordered, "A glass of iced watermelon juice." He turned around and asked, "Zhou Yang, what do you want?"

The man's voice was slightly deep, as if with the unique hoarseness of the voice change period, "Grapefruit water."

Yang Luo: "And a glass of iced grapefruit."

When the two talked, Lin Ruan and Xiao Xiao's eyes did not blink.

Xiao Xiao was the first to come back to her senses, holding Lin Ruan's small wrist, her voice was very low, "It's Yang Luo, what should I do?" She paused for a second and immediately said, "Ruan Ruan, help me give it to Yang Luo!"

Lin Ruan withdrew her gaze and was stunned.

"...Now?"

Xiao Xiao hesitated for a moment, and nodded carefully, as if she had made a great decision. She said nervously, "Please, please, I dare not give it to him myself."

Lin Ruan didn't know how to refuse for a moment, and looked at Xiao Xiao, and then at the love letter in her hand.

While hesitating, Yang Luo had already noticed them and raised his hand to greet them, "Xiao Xiao, Lin Ruan!"

He hugged Zhou Yang's shoulders and walked forward together, with a relaxed tone, "You two are here too."

Xiao Xiao was nervous, grabbed the hem of her clothes without leaving any trace, and nodded and greeted as naturally as possible.

Lin Ruan held the love letter and didn't move for a long time.

Yang Luo was in the same class with them, and knew that Lin Ruan was always quiet and didn't like to talk, so he didn't care. He directly spoke to Xiao Xiao, "Xiao Xiao, which high school did you apply to?"

This question hit the sore spot. Xiao Xiao was silent for a short time, and then pretended to answer casually, "Nanfu."

Nanfu is not a good place in South City, Yang Luo planned to change the subject.

Lin Ruan was unprepared to be poked in the itch by Xiao Xiao. She stood up and had to bite the bullet and shouted, "Yang Luo."

Then, she handed the love letter directly to Yang Luo.

Yang Luo was stunned.

The dust factor in the air seemed to be stagnant at that moment. The honey-colored sunlight in the afternoon refracted through the window. The small beam of light flickered with the slight movement of the figure, like a pulled candied syrup, intermittent and lingering.

At some point, the two drinks ordered by Yang Luo were ready. Zhou Yang paid the bill and put the drinks on the table.

Without warning, he suddenly reached out from behind Yang Luo and took the paper.

His fingers were long and thin, and the joints were clearly visible. Lin Ruan stared at them intently.

There was a faint floral scent on the paper, and the handwriting was neat and beautiful.

Zhou Yang folded the paper in half without any pause, wrapped it around the beverage cup that was oozing water, and said lazily, "Do you mind if I borrow the flyer?"

Flyers.

Yang Luo also came back to his senses, and he looked a little relaxed after being tense. He asked Lin Ruan, "You guys are handing out flyers here! Do you have any more? Otherwise, I'll help you hand them out."

Lin Ruan pursed her lips and said nothing.

Xiao Xiao's heart was beating wildly, and before it returned to its original position, she hurriedly shook her head, "No more, this is... the last one."

Yang Luo understood, "Okay, our drinks are ready, let's go first, bye."

Yang Luo and Zhou Yang left as quickly and without warning as when they came, and Lin Ruan and Xiao Xiao who stayed in the milk tea shop fell into silence.

I never expected that writing too well would be a sin.

Flyers? ? ?

Xiao Xiao lay on the table, completely depressed.

Lin Ruan was not very good at speaking, and was even worse at persuading people. She just looked out the window and planned to wait for Xiao Xiao to heal herself.

Books say that when the heroine is injured, she is like a lonely little animal, who likes to hide in a corner and lick her wounds silently.

Of course, the hero can help lick them together.

She is not the hero, so she won't join in the fun.

But Xiao Xiao doesn't seem to have much potential as a heroine, and she doesn't bear to swallow her anger at all.

She sighed and sighed over and over again, making Lin Ruan suspect that he owed her a huge sum of money and forgot to pay it back. She was reminding him with a sigh.

After a long while, Lin Ruan finally spoke, "Do you still want to confess?"

One effort, then decline, and then exhaustion.

Xiao Xiao was exhausted before she was old. She shook her head with no hope in life, "Forget it."

Lin Ruan said "hmm" and advised her seriously, "It's good this way. Maybe you won't like him when you are in high school."

Seeing Xiao Xiao rolling her eyes, Lin Ruan changed her words in time, "If you like him, you can wait until after the college entrance examination to make plans. It's not good to fall in love too early."

Xiao Xiao didn't agree with it. She just glared at Lin Ruan with contempt, "How dare you tell me that falling in love too early is not good? Who goes to the toilet seven or eight times a day just to pass by Class 18 to see Zhou Yang."

Lin Ruan had a blank expression on her face, "I really need to go to the toilet."

Xiao Xiao was very resentful now, and she was not soft-hearted when she was confronted, "Do I need to tiptoe to look at the window of Class 18 to go to the toilet? The toilet is in Class 18?"

Lin Ruan's face was tense and she didn't say a word. She went directly to the bar and ordered two glasses of juice, and slapped one heavily in front of Xiao Xiao.

Xiao Xiao raised her eyes, thinking it was a hush money.

Lin Ruan's voice was flat, "In memory of our dead friendship."

Xiao Xiao: "..."

Coming out of the milk tea shop, Zhou Yang walked in front, his steps were lazy. The paper on the drink cup was soaked by water droplets, and the handwriting had become blurred.

Yang Luo picked up the basketball and chased Zhou Yang.

He asked suspiciously, "Zhou Yang, what kind of flyer was that just now? I was scared to death. I thought it was a love letter! But, it's really impossible. Lin Ruan is so cold. My classmates haven't looked at me straight in the eyes for three years."

Zhou Yang walked in front and didn't answer.

Yang Luo approached and asked, "What kind of flyer is it? I remember that their family is not bad, so they don't have to come out to distribute flyers."

Zhou Yang frowned, and his voice rose impatiently, "Art class, do you want to go?"

Yang Luo was really not interested and quickly skipped the topic.

Along the way with Yang Luo, the two went in two different directions. Zhou Yang threw away the grapefruit water, but the paper wrapped outside was left.

The paper was unfolded, and the handwriting was blurred and unclear.

Only the last sentence was still vaguely visible.

"Yang Luo, I have liked you for a long time."

His eyes were slightly dark, and he sneered, slowly crumpled the half-wet love letter into a ball and threw it into the trash can.

Thanks to the high-energy warnings of the junior high school teacher about high school life, Lin Ruan had no expectations for the start of school, but she had no say on whether to start or not.

The new student registration day of Nancheng No. 1 Middle School soon arrived.

It was already eight o'clock when Lin Ruan arrived at school. The taxi driver dropped her off at the intersection and said that the one-way street in front of the No. 1 Middle School was congested and could not enter.

Lin Ruan thought that the driver did not want to take a detour and turn around, and was making an excuse, but when she turned and walked into Shuiqing Road in front of the main gate of No. 1 Middle School, she realized that he was telling the truth.

The one-way road, which was not wide enough, was filled with all kinds of luxury cars like a car show, and many of the more low-key cars also had special license plates.

Lin Ruan was no stranger to such a spectacular scene. At her junior high school, Changli Foreign Language Middle School, every parent-teacher meeting was a feast of luxury cars.

Tong Fangfang and Lin Mao were supposed to send her to report, but they were unable to do so because the new store was opening.

During the meal, Lin Ruan took the initiative to suggest that she could report to the school alone.

Seeing that Lin Ruan suddenly became well-behaved and sensible, Lin Mao got excited and generously stuffed a brand new mobile phone into her schoolbag, and took out his wallet to add to her small treasury.

After doing all this, Lin Mao pretended to be majestic, "You can only use your mobile phone to check study materials, do you know? Don't eat anything near the school, and don't spend money indiscriminately."

Lin Ruan was drinking soup, looked up at Lin Mao, and nodded obediently.

At the end, she was quite tactful and picked up a piece of pork ribs for Lin Mao.

Tong Fangfang twisted Lin Mao's waist under the table and glared at him.

Can this man have some stand? Wasn't the mobile phone a reward for the midterm exam? The living expenses for the first month of school were doubled, and he gave him extra money. The rules were broken from the beginning!

At that time, Lin Ruan received the new mobile phone and the money, and just ate silently, pretending not to see the silent war between the two people opposite.

She had long been accustomed to it. Both of them were strict in words. In fact, standpoints did not exist in their family.

Lin Ruan reported to the school with a suitcase, and it was not very convenient to move.

When she entered the campus, she did not wander around, but walked in the direction of the crowd.

There were many people in front of the bulletin board. Lin Ruan was small and could not squeeze through others, but fortunately, she was lucky. She leaned on the edge of the bulletin board and saw her name in the "Class 1" at a glance.

But Class 1 was very special. There was a line of small words under the class list: Please go to the second floor of the Science and Technology Building for the classroom.

All other classes are in the teaching building, why is Class 1 in the science and technology building?

Isn't Class 1 an ordinary parallel class?

Thinking of the class placement test some time ago, Lin Ruan was a little uneasy.

After leaving the crowd, Lin Ruan went straight to the reporting office to handle the formalities.

She received the dormitory key and a list at the reporting office, and walked out while looking at them.

Unexpectedly, a boy followed her out, "Classmate, are you in Class 1?"

Lin Ruan turned back subconsciously.

The boy raised his chin at her, his eyebrows slightly raised: "I am also in Class 1, Yu Zizhou, your suitcase... looks heavy, do you want me to help you carry it back?"

Lin Ruan waved her hand, "No, thank you."

Yu Zizhou's hair was shaved very short on both sides, but the top of his head was very heavy, like half a watermelon rind was pressed down.

He was wearing a trendy short T-shirt with curled hem cropped pants and a pair of fluorescent Adidas on his feet. The whole person looked quite trendy, but Lin Ruan always kept a distance from boys like him who were small town school bullies.

Yu Zizhou stood there nonchalantly, his chin slightly raised. Before he could speak again, a boy who was shooting basketball at the end of the corridor shouted in Nancheng dialect, "Zhou Bie! Come on!"

He looked over and made a casual gesture to the man, then lowered his eyes to glance at Lin Ruan, but did not bother him anymore and walked away.

But he had not walked far when he stepped back and stood in front of Lin Ruan, one hand against the wall, tilted his head and leaned close to Lin Ruan's ear, and said in a half-clear and half-unclear voice, "Remember, my name is Yu Zizhou."

"..."

Yu Zizhou felt that his movements were smooth and perfect.

He raised his eyebrows, stroked his hair and walked forward handsomely——

"Bang!"

Lin Ruan was still thinking in her heart, this boy... is he a fan of novels and idol dramas. Unexpectedly, there was a loud bang behind him, followed by Yu Zizhou's screams of pain and low curses.

She turned around.

Yu Zizhou was lying on all fours, his posture twisted and inexplicably funny.

As if he could feel the gaze behind him, Yu Zizhou raised his head and turned back to look, just in time to see a crack on Lin Ruan's calm face.

The fall was not too severe, just a little embarrassing.

Yu Zizhou was trying to get up with his hands and feet, and a pair of clean white sneakers suddenly came into view.

The man stopped in front of him, slowly squatted down, and then picked up the culprit that caused him to fall - the ballpoint pen.

"I'm sorry."

The owner of the culprit spoke in a neutral tone, without any apology.

Yu Zizhou saw the face clearly and couldn't help cursing, "Damn, Zhou Yang, you have polio, you can't even hold a pen!"

Zhou Yang didn't take Yu Zizhou's words seriously, he stood up, put one hand in his pocket, and glanced at Lin Ruan who was standing there motionless.

The two looked at each other briefly.

Maybe it was because the sun was a little too strong, Zhou Yang frowned slightly, threw the loose schoolbag on his shoulder, walked along a few stone steps, and walked straight through the flower bed.

Lin Ruan's eyes were fixed on his back.

She dragged the suitcase and walked past Yu Zizhou who was struggling, not even wasting her eyes on the person who failed to pretend.

Yu Zizhou: "..."

However, when she turned the corner, Lin Ruan could no longer find Zhou Yang.

She was a little disappointed, and turned around twice before walking to the student dormitory opposite the school.

As she walked, she comforted herself that Zhou Yang seemed to be very familiar with the small town bully in her class, so it shouldn't be difficult to meet him in the future.

Thinking of this, Lin Ruan quickened her pace.

When she arrived at the dormitory, Lin Ruan found that her roommates had already arrived and the three beds were already made, but they were not there at the moment.

She had to gather in her class at 10:30. Lin Ruan looked at her watch and it was only 8:20, so she was not in a hurry.

She slowly put on the quilt and cleaned up.

After cleaning up, she changed into the new school uniform she had received and went downstairs to buy a bottle of iced Coke at the convenience store.

Holding the Coke in her hand, the coolness seeped into her fingertips, and her limbs were awakened by the cold.

She squinted and looked across the one-way street.

The boy and girl walked together, one tall and handsome, the other soft and well-behaved, talking and laughing, and they looked very well matched.

Before school started, Xiao Xiao repeatedly told her to help keep an eye on Yang Luo and Cen Shumin, but she felt that Xiao Xiao was tough on her words, but she was probably clearer in her heart than she was. If they really wanted to get together, no one could stop them.

Lin Ruan waited until the two of them were out of sight before entering the school.

There was still a lot of time, but when she walked into the school, Lin Ruan felt something was wrong. Why were there so few people?

She looked at her watch. Hmm...? Why was it still 8:20?

Looking more carefully, the second hand had stopped moving.

Damn it.

The wind rustled the leaves, and the cicadas chirped noisily among the branches. Lin Ruan ran all the way to the science and technology building, feeling a little restless.

The science and technology building seemed particularly deserted. The first floor was full of cold instrument laboratories. She climbed up to the second floor and heard the noise of people.

High school live broadcast class.

Lin Ruan raised her chin and looked at the class sign standing horizontally at the door. She began to feel nervous and uneasy for no reason.

What is a live broadcast class... Could it be that I was assigned to a super bad student class because I did so poorly on the entrance exam?

She pursed her lips and walked in by pulling the door.

The clock in the classroom indicated 10:25. Fortunately, I was not late.

The teacher had not come yet, and everyone was chatting.

Lin Ruan glanced at the seats and saw Yu Zizhou, who had just failed to pretend to be cool outside the reporting office. He had now recovered his vitality and was chatting with someone.

Lin Ruan looked away and looked at the classroom calmly.

This classroom is a little different from the others. There is a central air-conditioning outlet on the ceiling, a row of searchlights at the front and back of the classroom, and cameras one, two, three, four... There are actually four!

Lin Ruan's anxiety grew stronger. She walked silently to the back row and found an empty seat to sit down.

But before she put down her schoolbag, a girl knocked on the table, "Classmate, this is my seat, you went to the wrong place."

Lin Ruan was at a loss.

The girl kindly explained, "The class teacher has arranged the seats. They are on the podium. You can go and have a look."

The seats have been arranged right after the start of the school term?

Lin Ruan was surprised, but she didn't show it on her face. She stood up and thanked him.

There was laughter and playfulness in the classroom. Lin Ruan walked up to the podium, her eyes fell on the seating chart, and she began to look from top to bottom -

Lin Ruan.

Before she could breathe a sigh of relief, she saw another name standing next to hers.

Zhou Yang.

Her heartbeat suddenly began to accelerate. Is this the same name?

In the next second, someone pushed the door open.

A gust of wind just happened to pass by, and the door panel "clanged" against the wall, making a loud sound.

Lin Ruan was immersed in her own thoughts and reacted several beats slower.

After a while, she realized that there was a sense of oppression on the right side behind her, and the faint smell of grapefruit filled her nose.

She turned her head and saw the boy in the new school uniform lowering his eyes and looking at the seating chart on the podium.

The two were very close.

The boy tilted his head slightly, and only half of his face could be seen. His jaw extended to his neck, his contours were delicate and neat, his lips were light, and his eyebrows were full of youth.

Lin Ruan's heart was pounding, as if if she took another step forward, her hair would touch his chin.

Zhou, Yang.

She still remembered that when she first met Zhou Yang three years ago, she finished reading the first romance novel in her life at the instigation of her deskmate. Her face was always tense and calm, but her heart was beating wildly.

She took a water cup and went out with her deskmate to get water. Just at the door of the classroom, she ran into a handsome boy carrying a badminton racket and rolling up the sleeves of his school uniform.

Maybe it was because the sun was shining at that time, and he was like an angel with a halo.

Lin Ruan felt that her heart was like a bubble of ice cola in the sun, boiling fiercely.

God is really unfair.

Three years later, he was as stunning as when they first met.

Ten centimeters, the length of a short ruler.

Lin Ruan and Zhou Yang's elbows were facing each other, only ten centimeters apart.

Five minutes after sitting down, Lin Ruan was in a trance, thinking of only one thing: Zhou Yang was actually her deskmate.

The teacher came in and called Lin Ruan twice, but she didn't respond. It was only when Zhou Yang turned his head and glanced at her that she came back to her senses and responded, "Here."

Lin Ruan looked at the podium. The head teacher was a female teacher, young, beautiful, and gentle.

"My last name is Yang. I am your head teacher and also your English teacher. Just call me Miss Yang from now on."

Miss Yang has a nice voice, and the most important thing is standard Mandarin.

Lin Ruan studied in Changli for three years in junior high school. She was tortured by Mandarin with all kinds of strange accents for three years. Most of the teachers who taught their class were senior and were about to retire, unlike the new teachers who needed to meet the Mandarin standard.

She breathed a sigh of relief and listened to Miss Yang's speech on the stage.

"Some students may have a certain understanding of the live broadcast class, but most students may not be very clear." Miss Yang paused for a moment, "There are live broadcast classes in the first and second grades of No. 1 Middle School. Live broadcast classes are... every class we have in the classroom will be recorded, and the recorded classes are used for students in the children's school to learn and observe."

"As you can see, there are many cameras in our classroom, which are used to record classes. You will also need to use recording microphones to answer questions in class in the future. Please remember that every class we have is equivalent to an open class."

As soon as this was said, there was an uproar under the podium.

For six years in elementary school and three years in junior high school, every time there was an open class, the teacher would repeatedly ask everyone not to sleep or be absent-minded, and must maintain a high degree of mental concentration, which can be said to be quite painful.

Who would have thought that as soon as he entered high school, the head teacher said that every class in the future would be equivalent to an open class.

This is no different from being executed by slow slicing.

After hearing this, Lin Ruan was also a little stunned.

Yu Zizhou, who was sitting in the front seat, didn't care at all. He explained to his deskmate with a look of understanding, "I already knew it a long time ago. The live broadcast class is a scam! The computer room is next to us. Whatever is going on in the classroom can be seen from the computer room."

Yu Zizhou's deskmate was a girl. After a few words from him, she became more talkative, "Wouldn't it be easy to get caught if you play with your phone while sleeping?"

Yu Zizhou: "Yes, but it's nothing. They definitely don't have the time to keep staring at you. Just be careful."

The discussion in the classroom was heated. Lin Ruan glanced at Zhou Yang from the corner of his eye.

Zhou Yang didn't seem to care much. He just supported his temple and quickly fiddled with a 4th-order Rubik's Cube under the table with one hand.

At this time, Yu Zizhou suddenly turned around. He raised his eyebrows at Lin Ruan and knocked on Zhou Yang's desk again, "Do you want to play basketball in the afternoon?"

Zhou Yang lifted his eyelids to look at Yu Zizhou and said lazily, "Sleepy."

At the same time, the six sides of the fourth-order Rubik's Cube in his hand just recovered.

Lin Ruan sat expressionlessly, and two words silently floated through his mind: So handsome.

Soon Yu Zizhou's deskmate turned around, and seeing that Yu Zizhou and Zhou Yang were familiar with each other, he asked curiously, "Do you know each other?"

Yu Zizhou: "Yes, we are in the same junior high school and often play basketball together."

"Is that so? Then you two are quite predestined." Yu Zizhou's deskmate nodded, turned to Zhou Yang, and introduced himself generously, "My name is Liang Zhi, with a grass radical and a stop below. Um... This is a kind of vanilla. From now on, we will be the front and back desks, please take care of me!"

Zhou Yang raised his eyes and glanced, and nodded slightly, which was considered a response.

While Liang Zhi and Zhou Yang were greeting each other, Yu Zizhou also turned his eyes back to Lin Ruan, "Is your name Lin Ruan? The teacher called you several times just now and you agreed. What are you thinking about?"

His elbows were resting on Lin Ruan's desk, and he looked very casual.

"I was distracted."

Lin Ruan's voice was very light. After answering Yu Zizhou, she turned her eyes to the podium and looked at Miss Yang seriously.

After a long discussion in the audience, Miss Yang signaled everyone to be quiet and began to arrange the book collection.

Some boys were called to move books, and the rest of the students stayed in the classroom to fill out the forms.

While the forms were being distributed, Yu Zizhou and Liang Zhi turned around and talked again.

Liang Zhi looked good and had a good temperament, but she was not so fair.

She sat in front of Zhou Yang, and she kept asking Zhou Yang questions. She showed interest in whatever Zhou Yang said.

Lin Ruan turned the pen slowly, a little unhappy.

Perhaps she realized that her performance was too obvious. Liang Zhi talked to Zhou Yang for a while, then looked at Lin Ruan again, looked her up and down, raised the corners of her mouth slightly, and greeted her.

Lin Ruan's attitude was relatively indifferent.

Before they had time to chat more, the forms were distributed to everyone's desk, and Yu Zizhou and Liang Zhi had to turn around to fill in the forms.

After so many years of studying, everyone had filled in countless similar forms and was already familiar with it.

But today, Lin Ruan couldn't concentrate.

The faint smell of grapefruit around her filled her nose, and she couldn't help but start to wander, with countless Zhou Yangs floating in her mind.

When she wrote down the hobbies column, she unconsciously wrote the two words "Zhou Yang".

"Hey, borrow a pen."

Zhou Yang's voice was slightly deep, coming from her ears.

Lin Ruan turned her head subconsciously.

But the second her eyes met, she quickly lowered her head again, letting her hair completely cover her side face, and only moved her pencil case to Zhou Yang's desk.

The two words "Zhou Yang" on the paper were a bit hot, Lin Ruan crumpled the paper into a ball and stuffed it into her schoolbag, then stood up and quickly walked to the podium to get a new form.

She didn't have any hobbies. After she changed her reading of novels into writing books, she stared at the Rubik's Cube on Zhou Yang's desk for a while, and somehow wrote down the word "Rubik's Cube".

She filled in the form so attentively this time that she didn't even notice Liang Zhi's pen falling under her desk.

When Zhou Yang returned the pen, Lin Ruan had just finished filling in the form.

He glanced at it, and his expression slightly changed.

Lin Ruan realized it later, and one hand silently climbed up the edge of the table, quietly covering the "hobby" column.

After filling in the form, Liang Zhi and Yu Zizhou started chatting again.

When they were chatting enthusiastically, Liang Zhi turned around and said, "Zhou Yang, what does your family do? Yu Zizhou's family runs a real estate company, so rich."

She asked directly and casually, as if she was joking with an old acquaintance, and her face was also open.

Zhou Yang sneered and answered jokingly, "Unemployed vagrants."

Yu Zizhou laughed and cursed when he heard it, "Fuck! Your parents are unemployed vagrants, so our family will have to move bricks."

Zhou Yang tilted his head indifferently, raised his eyebrows slightly, and started playing with the Rubik's Cube with one hand again.

Obviously, he didn't intend to tell Liang Zhi.

Liang Zhi also saw it, and didn't ask any more questions. She looked at Lin Ruan beside her and asked the same question, "Lin Ruan, where are your parents?"

Lin Ruan: "They are in business."

It was a bit strange for someone who didn't know her to ask about her family background, no matter how natural the question was, so she answered vaguely, making it clear that she didn't want to say more.

Unexpectedly, Liang Zhi propped up her chin, as if she didn't notice it at all, and continued to ask her, "What industry?"

"... catering."

"Oh." Liang Zhi smiled and said generously, "Then I must go to your house for dinner in the future! I'll treat you."

Lin Ruan said "hmm" perfunctorily.

Liang Zhi also looked away, no longer interested in Lin Ruan.

Just now, her pen fell under Lin Ruan's table. When she bent down to pick it up, she saw that Lin Ruan was wearing a pair of very old green shoes.

The upper of the shoe was washed white and yellowed, and it was seriously worn.

At that moment, she made a judgment in her heart.

Just now, Lin Ruan's answer was also hidden, which made her feel that this girl was not honest and even a little vain.

Marriage should pay attention to the matching of family backgrounds, and the same is true for making friends. What kind of family background determines what kind of friendship level.

If there is really a gap, at least be generous and not shy.

Lin Ruan didn't know that she was wearing a pair of old shoes and said she was in the catering business, which made Liang Zhi's mind turn around.

She was only thinking about how to start a conversation with her deskmate.

The two people in the front seat had already chatted enthusiastically and started to recall their junior high school life. She and Zhou Yang were still slightly embarrassed...

Seeing that the books had been moved back to the classroom and it was time to go home after the books were distributed, Lin Ruan made up her mind, turned to look at Zhou Yang, and began to introduce herself in an unnecessary way, "Hello, my name is Lin Ruan, we will be deskmates in the future, I hope you can take care of me, and I hope we can learn from each other in the future."

Lin Ruan's voice was as soft as her name, which was very inconsistent with her serious face.

Zhou Yang looked at her serious look and wanted to laugh, and then laughed unkindly.

Lin Ruan: "..."

After Zhou Yang finished laughing, his eyebrows were slightly raised, and his tone was quite playful, "Learn from each other... I don't know what I should learn from you? Playing Rubik's Cube?"

As he said that, he shuffled the four-order Rubik's Cube he had just played with and put it in front of Lin Ruan's desk.

Lin Ruan was speechless for a moment when she saw the colorful Rubik's Cube in front of her.

The books were distributed soon.

Zhou Yang casually stuffed the newly distributed textbook into the table hole, picked up the back collar of Yu Zizhou who was sitting in front of him, and said lazily, "Let's go, play ball."

Yu Zizhou was caught off guard by him and was very puzzled, "Aren't you sleepy?"

"I'm awake now."

Zhou Yang and Yu Zizhou quickly disappeared from the classroom door.

Lin Ruan absent-mindedly collected the books, and when she saw the Rubik's Cube, her shame instantly exploded.

Why is she writing about the Rubik's Cube?

Her mind was in a mess.

Was Zhou Yang's look a joke or a disdain?

Lin Ruan felt melancholy, and always felt that something was wrong.

Zhou Yang seemed a little different from what she remembered.

It turned out that Lin Ruan's intuition was very accurate.

Her deskmate was quite different from the positive, sunny and handsome boy she remembered.

One week after the start of school, she witnessed Zhou Yang's series of bad deeds, such as being late for school, sleeping in class, not taking notes, and not wearing school uniforms.

He didn't talk much, but when he spoke, he was mysteriously mocking with a hint of superiority.

Many girls in the class came from Changli and knew Zhou Yang a long time ago.

Two days before school started, girls often came to talk to him, and his answers were always not so considerate of the friendship of the same school.

"Ask me after searching Baidu."

"No study method, maybe it's an IQ problem."

"Entrance examination? I didn't take it, otherwise why would I be here."

Lin Ruan found it hard to believe that this was the most upright little green grass in Changli Junior High School where she had been peeping through the window for three years.

She didn't know whether she didn't know Zhou Yang well enough before, or Zhou Yang's temperament suddenly changed.

During Chinese class, her mind wandered, thinking about the novel she read last night.

Suddenly, she had an idea and turned her head to stare at Zhou Yang.

Could it be that something happened in his family that stimulated him?

That's what it says in the novel.

The second hand pointed to twelve, and the bell rang on time.

Zhou Yang moved quickly, kicked the basketball out from under the table, and was about to take Yu Zizhou with him to leave the classroom, but he caught a glimpse of Lin Ruan staring at him without blinking, and he raised his eyebrows and asked, "What's the matter?"

The two looked at each other, and Lin Ruan was distracted for a moment.

She shook her head quickly, and then nodded inexplicably.

Then, she pulled out a physics book from the hole in the table, her face tense, and said to Zhou Yang seriously, "The next class is physics class, I want to ask you a question."

Before Zhou Yang could speak, she added, "I've searched it online."

Zhou Yang's eyes were calm.

After a moment, he suddenly snorted, put one leg on the crossbar of the chair, supported the table with one hand, and pulled Lin Ruan's physics book.

He read the questions quickly, holding the pen cap in his mouth, and wrote down the steps to solve the problem on Lin Ruan's book.

After crossing out the last zero, he poked Yu Zizhou with the end of a black pen, "Get up, let's go."

The two of them walked arm in arm and left the classroom quickly.

Lin Ruan looked at the wet handwriting on the book, looked up at Zhou Yang's back, and was about to be distracted again.

At this time, someone behind her put her arm around her shoulder and said "Hey", she turned around subconsciously to look -

It turned out to be Gu Shuangshuang.

Gu Shuangshuang saw Lin Ruan looking back, with a confused face and mist in her eyes, and couldn't help but reach out to pinch her cheek.

"Your face is too soft, get up! What are you daydreaming about? Accompany me to the toilet."

Lin Ruan covered the half of her face that had been pinched, and was dragged out by Gu Shuangshuang.

Gu Shuangshuang and Lin Ruan were in the same dormitory, and she was cheerful and generous, and good at socializing.

When school started, she deliberately arrived at school two days early, first to leave a good impression in front of the head teacher, and second to get along well with her roommates.

But the two roommates who came early were classmates in junior high school. They were very familiar with each other and always went in and out together.

In a mature friendship, inserting a third person always seems a bit out of place.

Especially in a four-person dormitory, no matter how good the relationship between roommates is, it seems inevitable that two of them will become closer.

Gu Shuangshuang knew what to do and left early, and Lin Ruan was led by Gu Shuangshuang to the friendship boat without any warning.

The women's restroom was particularly lively during the break, and Lin Ruan and Gu Shuangshuang were queuing outside.

The corridor faced the playground, and Lin Ruan looked sideways with half-closed eyes.

Gu Shuangshuang asked from the side: "Ruanruan, have you finished the thinking questions assigned by Li Tianwang? I copied my deskmate's. Do you want to copy them? I might ask someone to answer them in class later."

"Ruanruan, Ruanruan?"

Gu Shuangshuang called several times before Lin Ruan came back to her senses, "Ah... Shuangshuang, I'm sorry, what did you just say?"

Gu Shuangshuang repeated what she just said,

After listening, Lin Ruan waved her hand, "No need, I asked Zhou Yang."

Gu Shuangshuang widened her eyes, "Zhou Yang?"

Lin Ruan nodded seriously.

"Oh, yes, I forgot that you and Zhou Yang were deskmates. I heard that he is very powerful in Changli. You are in the same junior high school. Did you know each other before?" Gu Shuangshuang gossiped in a low voice.

Lin Ruan paused, someone came out of the bathroom, and she changed the subject, "There is a seat, go quickly."

Gu Shuangshuang turned her head and didn't bother to ask again, and hurried in.

This was a 30-minute break. Normally, we would do morning exercises, but today, the teachers were having a meeting, so it became a break.

Lin Ruan leaned on the railing of the corridor waiting for Gu Shuangshuang, her eyes cast towards the basketball court in the distance.

Whether in Changli or No. 1 Middle School, she was used to looking for Zhou Yang in the crowd, and most of the time, she could quickly identify and lock on.

His playing posture, the next second's movement, the arc of his mouth.

It was like a movie that was broken down into frames and slowed down countless times and then engraved in the heart.

Zhou Yang shot the ball into the basket in the distance, and there was a cheer, and Lin Ruan also unconsciously curled the corners of her lips.

She heard the sparse and cold wind of early autumn, blowing into the lake, and rippling again.

Back in the classroom, the bell rang soon, it was physics class.

Lin Ruan put the book on the corner of the table and sighed softly.

Their physics teacher was the famous Li Tianwang in No. 1 Middle School, who was keen on delaying classes for three hundred years.

This is nothing. The rules he set for everyone in the first class are shocking.

One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, and he elaborated on them in small points. His speech was fast, clear and well-organized. Lin Ruan once thought that he should change his career to teach ideology and morality.

Suddenly, there was a noise of tables and chairs, and the slightly dry heat and the lingering grapefruit smell on his body were brought to Lin Ruan.

There were beads of sweat on Zhou Yang's forehead and flowed down the edge of his cheek. He casually put his school uniform jacket on the back of the chair, sat down, unscrewed the mineral water bottle, gulped down the water, and his Adam's apple rolled quickly.

Lin Ruan was stunned and looked away silently.

As soon as she opened the book, Zhou Yang tapped her desk lightly, and said in a low voice, "Lin Ruan, I'll take a nap and cover you. Thank you."

"..."

Who gave him the courage to sleep so peacefully? Is the camera a decoration?

Lin Ruan stared at the back of his head for a long time, wanting to poke it with the tip of her pen, but she resisted the urge to do so.

A cool breeze blew in from the window.

Li Tianwang was spitting on the stage, while Lin Ruan's eyes fell on the blackboard, but she couldn't concentrate.

Zhou Yang turned over, facing Lin Ruan, sleeping quietly.

His eyes were closed, his breathing was even, and the broken hair on his forehead was blown by the wind.

From Lin Ruan's perspective, the fine hair on his face was also clearly visible.

Her mind was empty, the tip of her pen stopped on the paper, and she was dizzy.

Hmm... she looks really good.

I don't know when it started, but the classroom became extremely quiet.

Lin Ruan looked up and found that Li Tianwang's death gaze fell exactly on Zhou Yang beside her.

One second, two seconds, three seconds.

She looked at the blackboard as if nothing had happened, her small body sat up straight, and from time to time she lowered her head, pretending to take notes. The foot under the table kept stepping on Zhou Yang.

But Zhou Yang didn't move at all, as if he had taken sleeping pills.

Li Tianwang kept staring at him, and the air pressure around him was very low.

Finally, Li Tianwang couldn't help but pull out a pen from the chalk box and threw it over.

But——

Even a physics teacher can't necessarily throw an accurate parabola.

Lin Ruan stared at the chalk head rolling on the table, slowly reached out and touched her forehead.

The pain was delayed for a short time, and the moment she touched it, she realized that the place where she had just been hit was burning.

Many classmates followed Li Tianwang's line of sight and looked at Zhou Yang early, waiting to see the show.

But at this moment, the distance deviation of the chalk head made the atmosphere very awkward.

Faintly, a stifled laugh came from the classroom.

Li Tianwang's face became more and more ugly.

I don't know when Zhou Yang woke up. He leaned over the table to look at Lin Ruan, with the corners of his lips raised.

"Stand up! Answer the question!"

Li Tianwang shouted with full energy, making the microphone emit a harsh buzzing sound.

Lin Ruan frowned her delicate eyebrows, looked at Zhou Yang with wet eyes, and signaled him to stand up quickly.

But Zhou Yang looked as if it had nothing to do with him, and even raised his chin at her.

"What are you doing with that female classmate?! You don't listen carefully in class and look around!"

Lin Ruan was stunned when she caught the key word "female classmate". As soon as she raised her head, she was subconsciously shrank by Li Tianwang's shouting.

"I'm talking about you!"

At this moment, Lin Ruan's mind was empty, and she stood up slowly.

She was half a beat slower, until Li Tianwang criticized her harshly and finally told her to stand at the back of the classroom as punishment, she figured out the situation-

Li Tianwang couldn't let go of his face and didn't admit that he threw the wrong person, so he had to make the mistake.

Lin Ruan lowered her eyes, did not argue, and silently closed the book.

When she turned to leave, she caught a glimpse of Zhou Yang's face, which was full of gloating.

She paused, looked at Zhou Yang, and quickly looked away.

Just like Coke being infinitely diluted by melted ice, a light bitterness remained on the tip of the tongue, and in an instant, it felt like it had changed.

When the unprecedented grievance hit her heart, it was also accompanied by an unprecedented loss.

She stood at the back of the classroom, like a quiet little tree.

The window next to her was not closed, and the wind blew in, and her hair rubbed against her cheeks, which was a little itchy.

Li Tianwang did not let Zhou Yang go just because he punished Lin Ruan for the mistake. When he saw Zhou Yang wake up, he found another reason to scold Zhou Yang and ordered him to stand in the back as punishment.

Zhou Yang did not argue, and lazily got up, causing the tables and chairs to clang.

He stood next to Lin Ruan and wanted to speak.

Lin Ruan did not even turn his head and took a step to the side.

He stood there for an unknown amount of time until the teacher of the next history class stood at the door of the classroom, and then Li Tianwang ended his speech.

After he left, Lin Ruan and Zhou Yang sat back in their seats one after the other.

Yu Zizhou turned around and knocked on the table, teasing, "Hahaha, Lin Ruan, you are so unlucky, do you really want to beat up your deskmate?"

Lin Ruan said nothing, lowered his head to take the book.

Zhou Yang was moving his shoulders and head, and seeing Yu Zizhou talking about something, he picked up the book and threw it at him, "I think you want to be beaten up!"

The history class was seamlessly connected, and the teacher shouted to stand up on the podium, and Yu Zizhou did not talk to Zhou Yang again.

While standing up and saluting, Zhou Yang turned around and shouted, "Lin Ruan, Lin Ruan? Are you okay?"

Lin Ruan ignored him.

After sitting down, Zhou Yang made small movements under the seat again.

Lin Ruan ignored him several times, but finally couldn't help it. She turned her head and glared at Zhou Yang. Her eyes were red and her wet eyes became more and more watery.

"Zhou Yang, you are so annoying!"

She put her hands on the table, buried her head in it, and said nothing.

Unexpectedly, the next second, Zhou Yang bent down, moved closer, tilted his head and looked up from below.

The two looked at each other in a strange posture under the table.

The air seemed to be getting thinner and thinner because of the shrinking space.

Lin Ruan endured it again and again, but she was not willing to do it. In a blink of an eye, big tears fell down and fell on the corners of Zhou Yang's lips.

In early September, the sun was sometimes cold and sometimes scorching.

In the afternoon, the plastic track was hot from the sun. The track circled the basketball court in the middle, and the boys ran back and forth between the two ends of the basket.

Zhou Yang held the ball and dodged his opponent sideways. He turned around and threw the basketball upward with both hands outside the three-point line. The basketball went into the basket cleanly.

The teammates cheered.

Zhou Yang lifted the hem of his jersey to wipe his face, and walked to the rest area next to him.

"They are no good, too rubbish! I'm not saying that these weaklings are no match for Changli. Most of the high school sophomores on the No. 1 Middle School basketball team are from Changli."

Yu Zizhou put his arm around Zhou Yang's shoulder, speaking disdainfully.

Zhou Yang was sweating profusely, and had no time to speak. He just took the mineral water handed to him by Yang Luo and drank it.

Yu Zizhou kept talking, Yang Luo glanced at him, and seeing that Yu Zizhou was about to brag again, he shook his head, speechless, "Brother Yu, that's enough, okay."

He turned to look at Zhou Yang, bent his elbow and bumped him, "Hey, and you, why are you so sad today?"

Zhou Yang glanced at him, and before he could speak, Yu Zizhou gloated and said first, "Your brother Yang is amazing, the first week hasn't even ended yet, and he's already made his deskmate cry."

"Cried? Is his deskmate a man or a woman?" Yang Luo was a little interested.
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