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Chapter 424: Stirring Trouble on Tai Sui’s Head 

 

Why? Zhang Yujun really has the nerve to ask that question. Zhu Ahsheng was so angry that he wanted 

to beat his nephew half to death. If he had known he was such a troublemaker, he never would have 

agreed to his older sister to take him out. Now he’s created a big mess; what is he going to do next? 

 

 

The head of this thermos factory is likely finished too, huh! 

 

 

Zhu Ahsheng shivered, lifted his head to look at the sky, which was ominously dark. A chill, signaling the 

end of good times, crept into his heart. 

 

 

"Why, you have the gall to ask why? Out of everyone, why did you have to mess with Ying Xiaoya? You 

know her dad is the County Chief. You’re asking for death!" Zhu Ahsheng pointed at him and said 

angrily, "If you want to kill yourself, fine, but you’re dragging me down too, you scoundrel!" 

 

 

Zhang Yujun furrowed his brow, fiddling with the buttons on his coat, and said unhurriedly, "Uncle, what 

are you so afraid of? Now that it’s come to this, County Chief Ying has no choice but to hand over his 

daughter to me. Who else would dare to take her? Just a worn-out shoe!" 

 

 

"Shut the hell up! You’re too ignorant to see you’re on the brink of death. They have power and 

influence; it would take them one sentence to put an end to a scumbag like you. You’ve ruined me!" Zhu 

Ahsheng started the car and muttered curses, "Get out of here immediately, go back to the 

countryside!" 

 

 



"Uncle, we live in a society governed by law. Even if County Chief Ying is powerful, he can’t just abuse it, 

right?" Zhang Yujun looked at his uncle’s serious face and started to feel uneasy himself. 

 

 

"You don’t know shit. They don’t need to misuse it openly, just a hint, and won’t people rush to curry 

favor with them? And you’re still dreaming about the lady without even a missing arm or leg. You must 

have eaten scallions thinking it’s some fancy dish!" Zhu Ahsheng drove the car at high speed, and if one 

looked closely, they would see it was heading in the direction of the bus station. 

 

 

Zhang Yujun panicked at his words, and said fearfully, "No, that couldn’t be! I, I didn’t really do 

anything!" 

 

 

"There was nothing originally, but with what you’ve just done, you’ve blocked your own path, you fool!" 

 

 

"Uncle, then, what should I do?" Zhang Yujun became scared. 

 

 

"Now you’re scared? Too late! Just go back to the countryside now!" Zhu Ahsheng glanced at him and 

thought that he must buy some good tobacco and liquor to apologize to the Ying family. 

 

 

Damn, can’t even steal a bite without dirtying his mouth, and still expects him to wipe his ass. Damn it! 

 

 

Cheng Su returned to the Ying family house where Director Ying was hugging the endlessly crying Ying 

Xiaoya, gently comforting her, while Ying Jian paced around the room with a cigarette in hand. 

 

 



When they saw her come in, they all looked over. 

 

 

"Boss Zhu took him away," Cheng Su said. 

 

 

Director Ying sighed with relief, but his anger flared up again, "That kid, how dare he, how dare he!" 

 

 

Cheng Su sighed inwardly. "Auntie, take care of yourself. Xiao Ya, go in and rest for a while. Don’t go to 

work for the next few days. I think Zhang Yujun won’t dare to come again. Once this calms down, you 

can come back to the company." 

 

 

Director Ying caught the look Cheng Su threw at him and quickly coaxed his daughter into the room. 

 

 

"Uncle Ying, how do you think we should handle this?" Cheng Su asked. 

 

 

Ying Jian broke the cigarette in his hand, "Those who dare to make a move under Tai Sui’s nose must 

have the capability to pay the price. If they dare to cross me, Ying Jian, this is not over!" 

 

 

Cheng Su saw the ruthless look in his eyes and sighed inwardly. Any parent would struggle with this, 

especially when Xiao Ya was their priceless treasure, their only child. 

 

 

Now, as for Zhang Yujun and his lot, she wondered if they could withstand County Chief Ying’s wrath. 

 


