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Chapter 9 

 

Early in the morning. 

Meng Xinghun stood beside the lane, looking past the haze, and dimly saw a very small house. It 

had red walls, a dark gray roof, and was built exquisitely. 

Outside the house there was a very small garden in which a few flowers were just blooming, but 

he couldn’t tell if they were camellias or chrysanthemums. 

He heard no sounds and saw no people. Inside the window it seemed as if there was a lone light 

that had not yet died out. 

Last night there had definitely been someone waiting in the house, waiting until very late. 

 

Xiao Die looked foolishly at this window for a long time before softly sighing, “This is my 

current home.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Current home? You previously had another home?” 

 

Xiao Die replied, “Mm.” 

 

Meng Xinghun also sighed, “You really have a lot of homes.” 

 

Xiao Die smiled and answered, “Actually I only have one; this current place absolutely can’t be 

considered a home.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Why did you not want your previous home?” 

 

Xiao Die smiled desolately and replied, “It’s not that I didn’t want it; it didn’t want me.” She 

seemed unwilling to mention past matters, immediately changed the topic, and said, “Precisely 

because this place cannot be considered a home, I was always unwilling for you to see me off.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Then why do you now want me to see you off?” 

 

Xiao Die replied, “I don’t care about anything now anyway, and I also want you to see...” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “To see what?” 

 

Xiao Die’s gaze suddenly became very gentle and she said slowly, “To see a person, whom I 

hope you will like as much as I do.” 

 

Meng Xinghun’s complexion changed, and biting his lip he said, “I think...I still shouldn’t go 

see.” 



 

Xiao Die glanced at him, smiled, and said, “You thought that I wanted you to see that person?” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “You didn’t?” 

 

Xiao Die answered, “Of course not; not only do you not want to see him, but in the future I also 

never want to see him again.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “Now he...” 

 

Xiao Die replied, “Now he’s definitely not here.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Then who are you taking me to see?” 

 

Xiao Die didn’t answer, grabbed his hand, and walked side by side with him on the flower 

garden lane. 

It was very quiet, so quiet that the sound of petals blooming could nearly be heard. 

They slowly walked up the road scattered with rock fragments. Unexpectedly, people inside the 

house immediately heard the sound of their footsteps. 

 

A child’s voice called out, “Has aunt returned?...Baobao wants to go out and see...Baobao wants 

to go out and see.” 

 

The door opened, and a little sleepy-eyed girl pulling along a three- or four-year-old child 

walked out. 

 

This child’s round face was also full of sleepiness, and he rubbed his eyes with white and fat 

little hands. When he saw Xiao Die he immediately smiled, jumped, and struggled free of the 

little girl. His hands outstretched, he rushed over and shouted, “Auntie has returned, Baobao 

missed her to death, auntie come hug Baobao.” 

 

Xiao Die also shook off Meng Xinghun’s hand and went up, saying, “Baobao be well-behaved, 

come quickly and kiss auntie’s face.” 

 

She tightly hugged the child as if she were reluctant to ever release him. 

The little girl’s eyes no longer held sleepiness; she was just staring at Meng Xinghun, shocked. 

Meng Xinghun turned around, his heart chaotic, and he didn’t know if it felt sweet, bitter, or 

sour. 

 

After an unknown length of time, he suddenly discovered Xiao Die standing in front of him, 

holding the child. Looking at him with a gaze full of tenderness, she said, “Baobao, call him 

uncle?” 

 

The child smiled like an angel and immediately called out, “Uncle...is this uncle well-behaved?” 

 

Xiao Die said, “Of course he’s also well-behaved, just as well-behaved as Baobao.” 



 

The child said, “Uncle be well-behaved, Baobao will kiss your face.” 

 

His little hands outstretched, he pounced over and hugged Meng Xinghun. 

Meng Xinghun suddenly felt hot blood rushing forth to his head, and hot tears already couldn’t 

help but come out of his eye sockets. 

He held out his hands to receive the child and embraced him. 

This was the first time in his life that he held a child. He suddenly wished to hold his own son, 

and his heart started to ache again. 

Xiao Die saw them and her gaze became even gentler. After an unknown length of time, a 

thousand sparkling teardrops slowly flowed out of the corners of her eyes and rolled down her 

cheeks. 

 

She quietly wiped dry her teardrops and said softly, “It’s so cold outside; Baobao, go over with 

older sister first, all right?” 

 

The child’s smile immediately disappeared, and nearly about to cry, he asked, “Auntie is going 

out again?” 

 

Xiao Die replied, “Auntie is not going out. Auntie is going to talk with uncle for a while, and 

then will keep Baobao company.” 

 

The child asked, “Auntie is not deceiving Baobao?” 

 

Xiao Die answered, “Baobao is well-behaved; how could auntie be willing to deceive Baobao?” 

 

The child immediately smiled again and slipped away from Meng Xinghun. He smiled and said, 

“Baobao is well-behaved, Baobao will go inside first, auntie will like it...” 

 

He excitedly rushed inside, stuck his head out the door, and waved at Meng Xinghun. 

Meng Xinghun also waved his hand and smiled, but his face was still numb and stiff. 

After the child walked inside, Xiao Die turned around and gazed at him. 

 

Meng Xinghun forced a smile and said, “Indeed this child is very well-behaved, very cute.” 

 

Xiao Die slowly nodded her head and said distressingly, “Very well-behaved, very cute, but also 

very pitiful.” 

 

Meng Xinghun sighed deeply, “Indeed very pitiful.” 

 

Xiao Die hung her head and asked, “Now you know why I had to go back, right?” 

 

Meng Xinghun nodded his head.  

 

Xiao Die sighed, “He already doesn’t have a father; I can’t let him not have a mother.” 

 



Meng Xinghun said, “I understand.” 

 

Of course he understood. Perhaps no one in the world understood better than him how much an 

orphan without parents was pitiful and suffered. 

He himself didn’t know how many times he had woken from a nightmare in the middle of the 

night, woken with tear stains across his entire face. 

 

Xiao Die said sadly, “No matter what mistakes the parents made, the child is innocent. I truly 

cannot bear to let him suffer his entire life.” 

 

Meng Xinghun gripped his hands tightly, stared blankly for a long time, and suddenly said, “I 

ought to leave now. You...you don’t need to see me off.” 

 

Xiao Die said serenely, “You’ll just leave like this?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “You can’t bear it; I...I also can’t bear it...although it’s painful for me to 

stay here, leaving is definitely more painful.” 

 

He turned around, yet Xiao Die pulled him back, stared at him, and said, “You can’t leave; I 

have more to say.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “You speak, I’ll listen.” 

 

Xiao Die’s gaze shifted to the distance and she said, “Of course you know whose child this is, 

right?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Mm.” 

 

Xiao Die said, “When I discovered that I was with child, I really hated not only that inhuman 

person, but I also hated myself, and hated this child. I was even determined that once I gave 

birth, I would drown the child.” 

 

Meng Xinghun was listening. 

 

Xiao Die said, “But after I gave birth, when I saw him for the first time, saw his red and ugly 

little face, the hate in my heart turned into love.” Her voice as if in a dream, she slowly 

continued, “I saw him growing day by day, becoming cuter each day. When I carried him and 

fed him milk, I also felt that he sucked stronger each day. I suddenly realized that only at that 

time could I temporarily forget all my worries and sufferings.” 

 

Meng Xinghun coughed in a low voice; if he didn’t cough, hot tears would come out of his eye 

sockets again. 

 

Xiao Die said, “Only that time when I prepared to jump did I realize this...in this lifetime I 

absolutely can’t leave him; although he needs me, I need him more. For him, I can endure any 

sufferings and hardships, and I decided to endure it for my entire life.” She sighed deeply and 



sadly, and continued, “Since I couldn’t leave my child, I didn’t have the courage to leave that 

person. That person himself of course knew it, so he never thought that I would resist and 

change.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “You...you changed?” 

 

Xiao Die replied, “Indeed I changed. If I didn’t have you, perhaps I would never dare to. But you 

gave me courage, so I dared to make up my mind - to make up my mind to leave him.” 

 

Meng Xinghun’s eyes suddenly became bright and he asked, “You...you really made up your 

mind?” 

 

Xiao Die faced him and said, “I’m only asking you, do you want me? Do you want my child?” 

 

Meng Xinghun couldn’t help but embrace her, and said gently, “You already said that the child is 

innocent...your child is my child.” 

 

Xiao Die asked, “Really?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Of course really.” 

 

Xiao Die said, “In the future perhaps we will come across many difficulties, many conveniences. 

You won’t regret it?” 

 

Meng Xinghun answered, “I absolutely won’t regret it. Even if I die, I won’t regret it.” 

 

Xiao Die asked, “Even if you die, you won’t regret it?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “As long as I’ve lived before, so what if I die? Only when I’m with you 

can I be considered living.” 

 

With a “yingning” sound, Xiao Die threw herself on his chest. 

 

The two people embraced each other tightly, as if they were embracing the entire world. 

The wind blew lightly, the fog dispersed lightly, the flowers spread their fragrance lightly. 

 

Xiao Die suddenly asked, “Do you like butterflies?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Mm, butterflies?” 

 

Xiao Die said, “Mm, butterflies. I like butterflies because I think the fates of some people are 

like that of butterflies, especially me.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “You?” 

 



Xiao Die replied, “One day I discovered that my servant girl had pressed a butterfly she had 

caught into a book. In my heart I was very angry, and I didn’t think that my servant girl would 

actually mention one principle that moved me.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “What did she say?” 

 

Xiao Die answered, “She said that although this butterfly died because of her, its beauty was 

consequently preserved, so its life already had value. Even if she hadn’t caught this butterfly, the 

butterfly would have died sooner or later, and it might have died even more miserably...” She 

smiled distressingly and continued, “So if I suddenly die, you don’t need to grieve because 

finally my life also has value, and I am certain that you will always remember me.” 

 

Meng Xinghun embraced her even more tightly and said, “How can you say such words? How 

can you die?” 

 

Xiao Die said no more and quietly snuggled up to his chest. After a long time she said softly, 

“You go back first and wait for me, all right?” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “What about you?” 

 

Xiao Die replied, “I still have some things to put in order here. Afterwards I’ll immediately take 

my child and go find you.” 

 

Meng Xinghun muttered to himself irresolutely, then suddenly raised his head and said, “It’s best 

that I still wait here for you.” 

 

Xiao Die asked, “Why?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I don’t feel at ease.” 

 

Xiao Die said sweetly, “Silly child, what’s there to not feel at ease about? Don’t tell me that you 

believe I’ll deceive you?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Of course you won’t deceive me, but if by any chance there’s a 

mishap...” 

 

Xiao Die said, “There absolutely won’t be any mishaps. For the time being that person definitely 

won’t come, so I want to put everything here in order properly, and in the future he will never be 

able to find me.” 

 

She lightly stroked Meng Xinghun’s thin face and said softly, “Therefore you can be extremely 

at ease, as I will go find you very soon. No matter what I will definitely go find you; I’ve already 

decided to live happily with you. Even if I live for only one day, I am still willing!” 

 

If you have loved before, you would be able to understand her words. In that case you would also 

agree that so long as you can live for one day sincerely loving each other, it is also happiness. 



That is already much better than living a lifetime with the person you hate. 

Meng Xinghun slowly walked back along this small lane. 

The road was narrow and mountainous, but he had to walk. 

“Everyone must finish walking on his own road.” 

He had originally been accustomed to loneliness, but now he felt that loneliness was so 

unbearable. 

He believed that she would definitely come, but for some unknown reason, in his heart he always 

felt as if there was a bad omen. This feeling made his spirit groggy, even made him a little scared 

out of his wits. 

Even a hunting dog that has been trained for a long time can have delayed reactions when in 

love. 

Unexpectedly, he entirely didn’t detect that a person was continuously following him in secret. 

This person’s eyes were full of malice and envy. If looks could kill, Meng Xinghun would have 

died on the roadside long ago.  

 

Only after Meng Xinghun had walked far away did this person walk out, grit his teeth, and 

mutter, “You two will definitely regret it. Although I won’t kill you two, inevitably there will be 

a day when you regret it. Why won’t you die earlier? I will make your lives ten times more 

painful than death.” 

 

Although his tone was full of malice, he was still tranquil at this time. If a person can maintain 

tranquility, it means that he will definitely do what he says. 

 

***  

 

Meng Xinghun pushed open the door, and only then did he discover that Gao Laoda was in the 

room. 

She was sitting on the bed, and in the dim lighting of the room she still looked so young, so 

beautiful. So beautiful that she could halt the breathing of most men. Meng Xinghun’s breathing 

seemed as if it had already halted. 

 

Gao Laoda gazed at his startled complexion and asked, “You didn’t think I would be here? You 

were frightened?” 

 

Meng Xinghun could only nod his head. 

 

Gao Laoda lowered her face and said, “In the past, even if you stood ten feet away, you would 

still sense that someone was in this room. Why have you suddenly become slow-witted now? 

What made you change?” 

 

Meng Xinghun lowered his head, unable to explain, and couldn’t explain. 

 

Gao Laoda said coldly, “Only when a fox is in love does it fall into the hunter’s trap. What about 

you?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I’m not a fox. I’m a person.” 



 

Gao Laoda said, “People also have times when they’re in love.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “There’s no trap here, and you’re not a hunter.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “What if I am?” 

 

Meng Xinghun answered, “At present you’re already dead.” 

 

Gao Laoda stared at him for an extremely long time before she finally smiled with color and 

said, “As expected you’re the same as before; as expected you don’t disappoint me.” 

 

Gao Laoda suddenly also asked, “Do you know what people call you behind your back?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Whatever they call me doesn’t matter.” 

 

Gao Laoda laughed heartily and said, “They call you “nail”; no matter who strikes you, his head 

will be end up with a hole, and even I am not an exception.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Then you shouldn’t have come. I have by no means forgotten what you 

want me to do.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “I can’t even come see you? Don’t forget, when you were a child you couldn’t 

separate from me for even a day.” 

 

Meng Xinghun hung his head, hung it even lower, and after a long time he sighed deeply, “I 

won’t forget. I’ll never forget.” 

 

Gao Laoda said softly, “Ye Xiang already came and told me about your matters. Since I knew 

that you were injured, how could I not come see you? Even if I had enormous matters to take 

care of, I would still find the time to come see you.” She smiled and continued, “I still remember 

that one time you stole taros from someone’s fields. Their dog bit your legs a few times, and you 

had to lie in bed, unable to move, for several days.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I...I also remember...that time you always stayed by my side.” 

 

He wasn’t actually an ungrateful person, but every time he remembered past events, his heart 

would feel sick. 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “So it seems like your injury is already better?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “It’s a lot better.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “Then when do you plan to act?” She smiled and continued, “I’m not actually 

rushing you, but it’s just that now is indeed a very good opportunity.” 

 



Meng Xinghun asked, “What opportunity?” 

 

Gao Laoda replied, “At present Laobo is secretly recruiting new staff again, in preparation for 

the last battle against Thousand Roc King. If a person such as you relies on him for help, he will 

definitely put you in an important position.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “He will definitely carefully investigate my background.” 

 

Gao Laoda replied, “Correct.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “If he discovers that I have absolutely no background, what do you think he 

would do to me?” 

 

Indeed he had no background. 

No one in Jianghu knew of his past. 

No background, compared to any kind of background, was more liable to suspicion, because a 

person like him absolutely couldn’t have just fallen from the sky. 

 

Gao Laoda answered, “If he is unable to investigate your background, maybe he will kill you.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “You want me to kill him or him to kill me?” 

 

Gao Laoda laughed heartily and said, “But you’re actually not a person without a background. 

I’ve already arranged a background for you.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “What background?” 

 

Gao Laoda replied, “Your name is Qin Zhongting, you belong to the Qin family of Lu Dong, and 

you are the nephew of Second Master Qin Huhua. Because you followed Second Master Qin’s 

subordinates since childhood to do business out at sea, you’ve never shown your face in the 

Central Plains, so no one recognizes you.” She smiled again and continued, “You ought to know 

that not only does Qin Huhua owe me, but he also always wants to win my favor, so even if I say 

that he is your uncle, he will not deny it.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Why would a junior male in the Qin family want to rely on help from 

Laobo?” 

 

Gao Laoda replied, “Because you want to be outstanding; the fight between Laobo and the 

Twelve Flying Roc Sect has long since been the sensation of Wulin, so if young people want to 

become famous, this is precisely the best opportunity.” 

 

Meng Xinghun looked at her, and his heart couldn’t help but admire her. Although she was a 

woman, although she was still very young, she was careful in her plans, and not even ten 

experienced people of Jianghu put together could compare to her. Gao Laoda was also in the 

process of looking at him, her gaze penetrating and calm. Whenever Meng Xinghun met her 

gaze, he would often doubt whether or not the unfeeling and realistic woman sitting in front of 



him was still the girl who had rescued them from the swamp, not hesitated to sacrifice everything 

to raise them, and spared them from cold and hunger. 

Sometimes he would even suspect why she had saved them at that time. Was it really due to pity 

and sympathy? Or did she have intentions to exploit them? Was her care and love for them 

merely an investment for her plans? He suspected, yet was never willing to think too much, too 

deeply. 

He didn’t want to be an ungrateful person. 

 

Gao Laoda took out two well-bound paper books. She said, “One of these is the Qin family tree. 

The Qin family of Lu Dong is the main clan and has many people. You had better memorize it 

all. Among them is a person named Qin Xiong, who is your father. He died when you were ten 

years old.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “How did he die?” 

 

Gao Laoda replied, “He died of illness.” She considered for a while and said, “Reportedly it was 

an indecent illness, so if other people ask, you can refuse to answer.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “What about the other book?” 

 

Gao Laoda answered, “This is the personal record of Qin Zhongting that he wrote while aboard. 

He recorded his life over the last few years, the people he met, and the places he went, so you 

should memorize them well.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “Those people...” 

 

Gao Laoda interrupted, “Those people already went out to sea. They absolutely won’t return 

within the next two or three years, so you don’t need to worry about them exposing this secret.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “I’m only worried about one matter.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “Are you worried that Laobo will find the real Qing Zhongting?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Yes.” 

 

Gao Laoda smiled and said, “Rest assured, he can’t be found.” 

 

Meng Xinghun didn’t ask why. 

He knew that if Gao Laoda wanted a person to go missing, it wouldn’t actually be difficult. 

 

Gao Laoda stared at him and asked, “Do you have any more questions?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “No.” 

 

Gao Laoda said, “Then I’ll ask you, are you not going to strike?” 

 



Meng Xinghun turned around and faced the window. 

The wind blew over from far away, and the sounds from distant mountains were somber and 

danced in the wind. 

 

Meng Xinghun said slowly, “If it wasn’t for you, I couldn’t have survived. At present you know 

that I’m prepared to die for you at any time.” 

 

Gao Laoda’s gaze suddenly became very gentle and she said, “But I don’t wish for you to die for 

me. I only wish that you can live for me.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “I don’t have parents, don’t have relatives, don’t even have friends. I can 

die for you, and can also live for you, but now I...” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “Now what?” 

 

Meng Xinghun’s hands tightly gripped the windowsill and he said slowly, “Now I hope to live 

for myself for some time.” 

 

The gentleness of Gao Laoda’s gaze suddenly changed to ice and she asked, “Do you want to 

leave me?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I don’t mean that, but it’s just that...” 

 

Gao Laoda suddenly interrupted him and said, “I think I already understand what you mean.” 

Her gaze became even colder but her voice became gentler, and she continued gently, “Do you 

already have a sweetheart?” 

 

Meng Xinghun was silent; silence is usually tacit admittance. 

 

Gao Laoda said, “You don’t need to conceal it from me. This is a happy matter and I am happy 

for you, but it’s just that...is that girl worthy of you doing this?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “She’s very good.” 

 

Gao Laoda laughed heartily; her laughter still didn’t have the slightest amount of gentleness. She 

smiled and said, “I really want to see the girl who makes you topple over. Surely she’s very 

remarkable.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “You don’t oppose it?” 

 

Gao Laoda replied, “Why would I oppose it? It’s about time you got married anyway. So long as 

you like the girl, I will surely like her too.” 

 

Meng Xinghun turned around, his gaze filled with gratitude, so much gratitude that his throat 

was constricted. 

 



Yet Gao Laoda turned around and asked, “Where do you two intend to go?” 

 

Meng Xinghun muttered to himself irresolutely, “At present I don’t know. I only want to find a 

quiet place.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “When do you two intend to leave?” 

 

Meng Xinghun picked up the two books on the table and said, “That depends on when this 

matter can be done well.” 

 

This was already his last chance to repay Gao Laoda’s kindness, so he couldn’t not go. 

 

Gao Laoda turned around to look at him, even her gaze becoming very gentle, and said, “This 

mission is very dangerous. Even if you don’t go, I won’t blame you.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I’m going. I already promised you.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “You don’t have confidence in success?” 

 

Meng Xinghun’s face revealed a smile and he said, “You don’t need to worry for me. The one 

who should be worried is Sun Yubo.” 

 

He had never been so confident in himself; regardless of how many difficulties and dangers, he 

still had confidence in completing this mission. He suddenly felt that he was more mature and 

more intelligent than before; this was love. 

Love can accomplish anything except for one thing: love can only change yourself; you cannot 

change other people. 

Gao Laoda left, left while smiling. 

In the distance, a gorgeous carriage was waiting for her. Smiling, she sat down in the carriage. 

The driver was originally a little impatient from waiting, but now his mood was much better. 

“Today lady boss was definitely successful, definitely received news that made her happy.” 

He never discovered that lady boss’s smile was unexpectedly so lovely, so capable of making 

people happy. No matter who sees this kind of smile, his mood will improve. 

 

When they returned to Pleasure Forest, it wasn’t too late, so she kept customers company and 

drank a cup of wine with them. The smile on her face became even sweeter, and even the 

customers couldn’t help but ask, “Why is lady boss especially happy today?” 

 

Only when it was very late did she return to her own room. Her personal servant girl also felt that 

her temper was especially good today. Even when her bath water was running, she completely 

paid no attention. 

Smiling, she told her servant girl to rest early. Smiling, she closed the door of her room. Then 

she suddenly turned around and smashed to pieces everything in the room that could be 

smashed! 

 

*** 



 

Meng Xinghun continuously stood at the gate, so as soon as Xiao Die entered the woods, he 

would see her. 

“Sure enough she came, came with her child.” 

In his entire life, Meng Xinghun had never been happier than at this moment. He suddenly 

thought that the bad premonition he had felt a moment ago was absurd and ridiculous. 

The child was already asleep. Xiao Die lightly put him on the bed. She looked at the child and 

then looked at him. 

Her gaze was full of happiness, contentment, and tenderness, like lake water under the sunset. 

Meng Xinghun had already extended his arms, waiting for her. 

 

Xiao Die threw herself into his embrace and sighed contentedly, “At present I’m entirely yours. 

Whatever you want to do is fine.” 

 

Meng Xinghun’s hand slipped under her collar. Lightly caressing her warm and smooth skin, he 

asked, “Whatever I want to do?” 

 

Xiao Die closed her eyes, smiling lovably, and said, “Whatever you want...don’t tell me that 

you’ll eat me then?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I’m just about to eat you, bite by bite eating you into my stomach.” He 

lowered his head and lightly bit her ear and neck. 

 

Xiao Die laughed and dodged out of the way. Gasping for breath, she said, “The child...take care 

not to wake the child...” 

 

However, the child had already sat up and was staring at them with eyes wide open. 

Xiao Die hurriedly pushed him away and pulled up her collar. Even though it was in front of her 

own child, she still blushed a little. 

 

The child blinked, suddenly smiled, and said, “Mommy kissed uncle, uncle is surely well-

behaved.” 

 

Meng Xinghun also couldn’t help but smile, and walked over to hug the child. He said, “Baobao 

is also very well-behaved, uncle will kiss Baobao.” 

 

The child rubbed his eyes and said, “Baobao is sleepy. Mommy, take Baobao home, all right?” 

 

Xiao Die took the child, put him on the bed, and said softly, “Baobao, be well-behaved and just 

sleep here. This is our home.” 

 

The child forcefully shook his head and said, “Baobao doesn’t want this home. This place is so 

dirty and messy; Baobao can’t sleep.” 

 

Xiao Die glanced at Meng Xinghun, forced a smile, and said, “Baobao, be well-behaved and first 

sleep here. Uncle will take us to a better place.” 



 

Meng Xinghun said softly, “How can uncle deceive you? Just sleep at ease.” 

 

The child smiled and said, “If uncle is deceitful he isn’t well-behaved, so mommy won’t kiss 

uncle.” 

 

He pulled his mother’s hand, closed his eyes, and smiled sweetly. He mumbled, “Uncle will take 

Baobao to a better place. That place has fragrant flowers, and Baobao will sleep on a soft and 

comfortable bed...” He already found that place in his dreams; he slept sweetly. 

 

Meng Xinghun’s heart began to feel a stab of pain again. He really wanted to let them have 

stable and comfortable lives, he really wanted to give them a very good home. 

But he suddenly realized that he was unable to accomplish it. 

Love couldn’t change everything; it could neither change this room into a warm home nor 

change the sunshine and grass into food for the child. 

Meng Xinghun’s hand involuntarily extended into his pocket, and he held tightly onto the 

remaining single banknote with a value in silver. 

This was all the property he had; a cold sweat seeped through his palm. 

 

Xiao Die stared at him, clearly already comprehending his worries. She walked over, lightly 

stroked his face, and said softly, “You don’t need to worry. As long as we’re together, it doesn’t 

matter if our days are bitter.” 

 

Of course she originally had some jewelry, but she didn’t bring anything with her. 

She had already decided to abandon everything from the past and start life anew. 

This was also what Meng Xinghun was most grateful for. He knew that she was willing to go 

through life’s joys and sorrows with him, but the child... 

 

Meng Xinghun suddenly shook his head and said, “No matter what, we cannot cause hardships 

for the child.” 

 

He had already decided, decided to complete that mission as soon as possible. 

After he completed the mission, Gao Laoda would definitely give him a very generous reward. 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Can you wait here for me for ten days?” 

 

The child asked, “Is uncle being deceitful?” 

 

Xiao Die said, “Wait for you for ten days? Why?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I still have a matter to attend to; so long as I do it well, the child can 

live better in the future.” 

 

Xiao Die said, “But...you’re going to leave me for ten days, ten whole days.” 

 



Meng Xinghun replied, “Ten days isn’t long at all, and perhaps I can return sooner than 

planned.” 

 

Xiao Die hung her head and said, “In the past I also felt that ten days was very short. Even ten 

days seemed to pass in the blink of an eye. But now, now it’s different, because...” She suddenly 

tightly embraced him and said, “Because I will think of you and worry for you every moment. If 

you’re not by my side, I simply can’t even live through one of those days.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said softly, “You will definitely be able to live through them, as long as you 

think of the thousands of days we have in the future.” 

 

Xiao Die asked, “Can you tell me where you’re going?” 

 

Meng Xinghun hesitated, forced a smile, and said, “In the future I will definitely tell you, but 

now it’s best that you don’t know anything.” 

 

Worry arose in Xiao Die’s gaze and she asked, “Why? Is it because you’re afraid that I’ll be 

worried? Is what you’re going to do very dangerous?” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled and replied, “You don’t need to worry for me. So long as I think of you, 

even if it’s dangerous, I can still cope.” 

 

Xiao Die asked, “You...you are definitely coming back?” 

 

Meng Xinghun answered, “Of course. No matter what, I will definitely come back.” He put on a 

fake smile, kissed her face, and continued, “Even if other people chop off my two legs, I will still 

crawl back.” 

 

Xiao Die looked at Meng Xinghun’s fading backside, tears flowing down her cheeks again. 

For some reason her heart suddenly felt very disordered, as if she also felt in advance that some 

kind of misfortune was going to happen. 

The words that Meng Xinghun had said before leaving made her especially worried and uneasy. 

She could seemingly see Meng Xinghun’s two legs being chopped off and him crawling back. 

She really wanted to recklessly make him stay by her side, but she didn’t do this. 

Because she knew that it was best for women to not interfere with men’s matters. If a woman 

frequently interferes with a man’s matters, sooner or later she will definitely regret it; by the time 

the man can’t stand her, it would be too late for her to do anything. 

But if Xiao Die knew what Meng Xinghun was now going to do, who he was going to kill, then 

she would rather be despised by him and recklessly make him stay. 

Because what he was going to do would inevitably make both of them regret it for a lifetime. 

 

*** 

 

Gao Laoda looked at the fragments all over the floor, her hands still shaking incessantly. 

She had never been so angry in her life. 



So long as she wanted something, she would demand it by fair means or foul and definitely 

obtain it. 

Once she obtained it, she would hold onto it tightly because she was unwilling to lose it, and 

even more unwilling for it to be snatched by others. Until it lost its value, she would absolutely 

not relinquish her grip. 

She had gotten rid of many things that had already lost their value, and gotten rid of many people 

who had already lost their value, just like how she got rid of nasal mucus on her hands. 

Now, the Meng Xinghun she had raised on her own wanted to leave her, leave her for another 

woman. How could she possibly endure this? 

Her anger was like a flame, first kindling in her heart and then burning all the way to her brain. 

She needed to vent. 

No matter how many things she smashed, it didn’t count as venting. 

She was a woman, a thirty-seven-year-old woman, and only on men could she truly vent. 

Under the light her skin looked rosy after bathing, just like a newborn baby’s face. 

Her expensive, soft, smooth silk gown revealed long and slender legs. 

Her open collar revealed that she was still sturdy and full of flexibility. 

Her abdomen was still flat, and her entire body had absolutely no sagging muscles. 

This kind of woman can certainly find many men. Every time he sees her, the drool in his gaze is 

just like that of a hungry dog seeing fat meat. 

She wasn’t actually underestimating her charisma, but she was unwilling to do this. 

A woman’s body is like bait; men can only look, not obtain. 

Because men are a very strange kind of fish: once he swallows the bait, he will frequently slip 

away. 

“A wife is not as good as a concubine, a concubine is not as good as stolen love, stealing love is 

not as good as failing to do so.” 

Many years ago she had already understood men’s hearts, so many years ago she had already 

understood how to use lust to conquer men. Many years ago on an extremely hot summer night, 

she was suddenly flaming with lust and unable to sleep, so she quietly carried a bucket of cold 

water over to the corner of the room and washed. 

She saw several pairs of shining eyes in the darkness staring at her naked body; that night it 

wasn’t only Meng Xinghun who saw her bathing naked. 

She didn’t prevent them, didn’t conceal herself, and instead washed more carefully, exposing her 

perfect naked body as much as possible under the moonlight.  

Because she suddenly discovered that she liked to be peeked at by men. 

Every time someone peeked at her, she herself would feel the same sense of secret delight. 

That night, she observed two additional matters. 

Those children had already grown up. 

To them she was no longer only a mother and friend, but also a woman. So long as she knew 

how to use this, they would never betray her. 

The first time she suffered failure was in Meng Xinghun’s wooden cottage. 

She didn’t expect that Meng Xinghun could still control himself at that time. When Meng 

Xinghun rushed out of the wooden cottage, she was so angry that she nearly couldn’t help but 

drag him back and chop him into mincemeat. When a woman is rejected by a man, the feeling in 

her heart isn’t really shame, but rather anger. 

It is very likely that this never occurs to men. 

She also controlled herself, because she was sure that she would have opportunities in the future. 



She never thought that Meng Xinghun would leave her. 

She pushed open the window; the wind was very cold. 

Lust is just like a flame; not only can cold wind not extinguish it, but instead it increases the 

intensity of the fire. 

She raised her collar and went out. 

Although Xiao He was now useless, he knew where Ye Xiang could be found. 

 

*** 

 

The wine jar was empty. 

The wine jars in Ye Xiang’s hand always seemed to be empty. He lay on the ground, forcefully 

pushing down on the earth, seemingly as if treating the earth as his friend. 

Although his heart was crippled, his body wasn’t crippled. Just like other men in their thirties, he 

suffered from lust at all times. 

Especially after drinking wine, wine always causes men to think of women. 

Can wine cause women to think of men? 

Yes. 

The only difference is that after a man drinks wine, he will think of all kinds of women, many 

different women. After a woman drinks wine, she will frequently only think of one man. 

Most of the time she will think of a man who had abandoned her. 

Ye Xiang was a man; at present he was thinking of many women, from his first woman to the 

last. He had had many women before, most of whom were prostitutes that he had bought with 

money. 

But his first woman was different; he had sold his entire life to that woman. 

Indeed she was an unusual woman. 

Suddenly someone was laughing; the laughter was like a silver bell! 

Ye Xiang turned over and saw Gao Laoda. 

 

With difficulty, Ye Xiang contained his rage and said coldly, “I knew long ago that you would 

still come find me.” 

 

Gao Laoda said, “Oh?” 

 

Ye Xiang said, “You’re just a female dog; when you don’t have a man, you’ll even go find a 

wild dog.” 

 

Gao Laoda smiled and said, “In that case you’re a wild dog.” 

 

She deliberately let the wind blow open her silk gown and let him see her torso, which he had 

long ago been familiar with. 

A burst of familiar heat arose from his abdomen. Suddenly, he pulled her delicate foot. 

She toppled over, pressed on top of his body. 

The wind was rustling in the forest. 

Ye Xiang’s gasps for breath had already gradually quieted. 

 



Yet Gao Laoda had already stood up, looked at him coldly, and said coldly, “I know that you’re 

already incapable, but I didn’t anticipate that you aren’t even capable of this.” 

 

Ye Xiang smiled coldly and said, “That’s because I only regard you as a female dog; there’s no 

need to let you enjoy.” 

 

Gao Laoda’s complexion was also flushed from anger. She clenched her teeth and said, “Don’t 

forget who let you live up until now. Since I can let you live, I can also make you die.” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “I haven’t forgotten; I was always respectful and grateful to you until I 

discovered that you’re a female dog. Not only are you yourself a dog, but you also treat us as 

dogs; you raise us just so that we can bite people for you.” 

 

Gao Laoda stared at him, the corner of her mouth suddenly exposing a smile, and said, “No 

matter what your mouth says, I know that your heart still thinks of me.” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “Only when thinking of this kind of matter will I think of you, because at this 

kind of time, I originally dared to think of her, but I didn’t dare to offend her.” 

 

Gao Laoda said, “Her. Who is she?” 

 

Ye Xiang laughed and said, “Of course she’s a woman.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “You have other women in your heart?” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “No one else, only her.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “Who is she?” 

 

Ye Xiang laughed coldly and said, “She’s nobler than you, more beautiful than you, better than 

you by who knows how much.” 

 

After she heard this, Gao Laoda’s complexion changed. 

 

Ye Xiang laughed more cruelly and said, “I know that right now you definitely want to kill her, 

but it’s a pity that you will never know who she is.” 

 

Gao Laoda suddenly laughed heartily and asked, “Did you know that Sun Yubo has a daughter?” 

 

The smile on Ye Xiang’s face suddenly froze. 

 

Gao Laoda said, “If you go ask Sun Yubo, he will definitely not admit that he has a daughter, 

because this daughter caused him to lose face too much. Not yet married and already her belly 

was made big by someone.” 

 

Ye Xiang’s face was twisted with pain. 



He suddenly discovered that no secret could be ever concealed from Gao Laoda. 

 

Gao Laoda said, “What’s most wonderful is that after her belly got big, she still didn’t know who 

the father of her baby was.” 

 

Before Ye Xiang’s eyes it seemed as if a pure and beautiful shadow had appeared again; she 

stood under the sunset in a cluster of flowers, watching a pair of flying butterflies... 

This was the goddess in his heart, the lover in his dreams. 

 

Ye Xiang jumped up. Clenching his teeth, he choked, “You’re lying. She’s definitely not that 

kind of woman.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “You know what kind of woman she is? You understand her?” 

 

Ye Xiang clenched his teeth, unable to reply. 

This was the biggest secret in his heart; he intended to conceal this secret until his death. 

But of course he knew that if it wasn’t for her, Sun Yubo wouldn’t have ordered Han Tang to 

find him, and he wouldn’t have turned out like this. 

 

With a smile Gao Laoda said, “Originally Sun Yubo looked after his daughter very strictly, and 

absolutely didn’t allow any man to get close to her. No matter who had any desire for her, he 

would be immediately discovered. Sun Yubo’s hired thugs would wait for him, and in that way 

he would quickly go missing.” 

 

She laughed more cruelly than Ye Xiang had a moment ago and continued, “But Sun Yubo still 

forgot one thing, forgot to castrate his daughter like a man. Once he discovered that his 

daughter’s belly was already big, it was too late for regret. In order to protect his own reputation, 

he could only kick her out and never admit that he had this daughter.” 

 

Ye Xiang’s entire body trembled and he said, “I...I don’t believe a single word you said.” 

 

Gao Laoda laughed and said, “Actually, you believe every word, because you’ve not only met 

Sun Yubo’s daughter, but you’ve also met her child.” 

 

Ye Xiang retreated two steps and suddenly sat on the ground. 

 

Gao Laoda said, “There’s one matter that perhaps you truly don’t believe. Not only do you not 

believe it, but even I am a little disbelieving that a slut like her unexpectedly still has someone 

who dares to love her.” She blinked and continued, “Guess who is the person she fell in love 

with?” 

 

Ye Xiang clenched his teeth. 

 

Gao Laoda smiled and said, “Of course you can’t guess it; the person who fell in love with her is 

Meng Xinghun.” 

 



Ye Xiang’s entire body was ice cold. 

 

Gao Laoda said, “Even more wonderful is that she unexpectedly seems to be truly in love with 

him and is preparing to elope with him.” 

 

Ye Xiang said in a trembling voice, “I don’t believe it; even if this kind of matter truly happened, 

you wouldn’t know.” 

 

Gao Laoda said indifferently, “Why wouldn’t I know? I know much more than you imagine.” 

 

Ye Xiang said, “You...you already know, yet you still want Meng Xinghun to kill her father.” 

 

Gao Laoda lowered her face and said coldly, “That’s his mission; he must do it, and moreover he 

doesn’t know whose daughter she is.” 

 

Again the corners of her mouth exposed a cruel smile, and she continued leisurely, “Once he 

knows, the situation will certainly be very interesting...when that time arrives, he will return.” 

 

She spoke the last two phrases in a lower voice because she was speaking them for herself to 

hear. 

Ye Xiang didn’t hear her; it seemed like he heard nothing. 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “What are you thinking about? Are you thinking of telling him?” 

 

Ye Xiang suddenly laughed and said, “I originally believed that you understand men very well; 

who would have thought that other than doing that sort of thing with men, you don’t understand 

anything else.” 

 

Gao Laoda stared and asked, “I don’t understand?” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “If you understand men, then you ought to know that men are just like women 

and will also get jealous. Furthermore, when they get jealous, they are even more frightful than 

women.” 

 

Gao Laoda looked at him and her gaze exposed a smiling expression. 

Even the calmest of men will frequently go mad from jealousy and do things that even he would 

have never imagined, because at that time he would have already completely lost rationality and 

become a beast. 

 

Gao Laoda laughed and said, “Correct, after Sun Yubo dies, sooner or later his daughter will 

know who killed him. At that time you might have a chance.” 

 

Ye Xiang closed his eyes and said, “At present, I’m only worried about one matter.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “Worried about what?” 

 



Ye Xiang replied, “I’m only worried that Xiao Meng will be unable to kill Sun Yubo.” 

 

The smile on Gao Laoda’s face suddenly became mysterious, and she said slowly, “You don’t 

need to worry; his opportunity is very good, simply too good.” 

 

Ye Xiang frowned and asked, “Why?” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “Do you know who had secretly beseeched me to assassinate Sun Yubo?” 

 

Ye Xiang shook his head. 

 

Gao Laoda smiled and said, “Of course you can’t guess...no one can guess.” 

 

Ye Xiang probed, “Sun Yubo has many enemies.” 

 

Gao Laoda replied, “It wasn’t his enemy who came to find me, but rather his friend.” She 

laughed again and continued slowly, “You had better remember that enemies aren’t actually 

frightful; your friends are the ones who are truly frightful.” 

 

Ye Xiang was silent for a long time and then said indifferently, “I have no friends.” 

 

Gao Laoda asked, “Isn’t Meng Xinghun your friend?” 

 

Someone had said, “Intelligent people would rather trust their enemies than their friends.” 

Indeed there are many cases of being betrayed by “friends.” 

Because you only guard against enemies, you don’t guard against friends. 

Indeed Gao Laoda was an intelligent person, but the person who had beseeched her had said one 

point incorrectly, “Friends aren’t actually frightful.” What is truly frightful is if you can’t 

distinguish who are your enemies and who are your friends. 

 

*** 

 

Meng Xinghun dug a hole in a tree, watching those two books in the hole burning into ashes. 

Then he buried the ashes in the earth. 

Before taking action he was always exceptionally careful. No matter what he did, he absolutely 

could not leave any traces, because “No matter how small the carelessness, it can still be a fatal 

carelessness.” 

At present he had already completely memorized all the names in the two books; he was positive 

that no matter under what circumstances, he would definitely not forget them. 

Now he had already prepared to begin taking action. 

Except for the first time, he maintained tranquility every time before taking action, nearly 

completely the same as in normal times. Even a genuine executioner prior to executions would 

be much more nervous than him. 

But in his heart he suddenly felt a little uneasy. Perhaps it was because in the past he killed to 

pay a debt of gratitude, for the purpose of following orders, for the purpose of doing his duty, so 

he could always find an excuse for himself. But this time he killed for the purpose of his dream. 



He couldn’t deny that this time he had selfish motives for killing. Because he was already 

thinking of his reward for killing, and moreover he was even thinking of using this reward to 

support the one he loved. He simply didn’t dare to think, because even he himself felt that his 

thinking was despicable and shameless. 

“Perhaps Sun Yubo deserves to be killed.” 

“But it’s one thing to kill him for justice, and it’s another thing to kill him for a reward.” 

Meng Xinghun’s heart was full of pain and contradictions, so he could only not think about it. 

Although escape is shameful, who in the world hasn’t escaped before? Some people escape from 

themselves. Some people escape from reality, some people escape from other people. 

Sometimes escape is merely a kind of rest, letting you have more courage. 

So it’s not bad to escape for a while if you feel too nervous. But do not by any means escape for 

too long, because the problems you escape from will definitely not resolve themselves because 

you escaped. You can only rest within escape, but absolutely not “die” within escape. 

 

Meng Xinghun stood up and sighed deeply. 

The moon and stars were scarce. 

Under the moonlight he headed for Laobo’s garden; although now it was a little late, he was 

determined to no longer wait. 

There was only one matter: “Knowing perfectly well that it’s wrong, still goes to do wrong,” that 

is, “Waiting for pain, goes to do this matter.” You will often go crazy from waiting. 

Laobo’s garden appeared even more beautiful under the moonlight, like a paradise. There were 

no people and no sounds, only the fragrance of flowers quietly circulating in the wind.  

There were no precautions in the garden whatsoever; the door was wide open. 

Meng Xinghun walked in. 

He had only taken one step into the “completely unguarded” garden when suddenly a ringing 

bell sounded. Following a strong wind, eighteen arrows shot out from the cluster of flowers. 

Meng Xinghun’s body also shot out like a cross-bow arrow. 

He fell on the chrysanthemum flowers; the chrysanthemum flowers bloomed so beautifully, 

seeming like it was indeed a relatively safe place. 

But immediately knives flew out from within the chrysanthemum flowers. 

There were four knives, one knife pierced his ankle, one knife chopped into his waist, one knife 

was waiting for him on the side, and no one knew where it would chop down. 

Also there was actually a knife chopping down from above, cutting down on his head. 

Above the cluster of flowers there was absolutely no place to seize strength; his body was 

already incapable of jumping up, so it seemed that he already couldn’t avoid suffering a cut. 

At least one cut, perhaps four cuts. 

Meng Xinghun didn’t suffer a cut; his body couldn’t jump up, so he suddenly dropped down. 

“When one road is blocked, you will immediately find another road.” 

Meng Xinghun’s martial arts weren’t completely learned from his master. His master’s martial 

arts were dead, but his martial arts weren’t dead, or else he would have died, died long ago. 

He learned more from experience. 

His body suddenly fell into the cluster of flowers; before he fell, his feet stepped on the knife that 

cut down on his ankle. With a punch he sent the knife that chopped into his waist flying. 

Since his body had already dropped down, the knife that cut down on his head was naturally 

useless. 



When he cut down on the knife waiting on the side, his feet had already stepped down on the 

ground. Seizing strength from his tiptoes, his body jumped up again. 

When his body jumped up, he seized the chance to kick this person’s hand. The hand couldn’t 

hold onto the knife; the knife went flying. 

It seemed as if Meng Xinghun had calculated accurately where this knife would fly to, and he 

extended his hand to seize the special knife. 

He hadn’t actually exerted any strange or sly moves; every movement he applied was very 

natural, as if everything was only to be expected, and none of it was forced. 

Because his every movement matched very well, and moreover every movement seemed to 

happen at the same moment. 

Although now he had a knife in his hand, there were clearly more knives hidden within the 

cluster of flowers. 

His body hadn’t yet dropped down when the glimmer of knives flew over again. 

Suddenly he heard someone shout out, “Stop!” 

This voice seemed more effective than a spirit’s spell; the glimmer of knives only flashed, then 

suddenly disappeared. 

Tranquility was immediately restored in the garden; once again there were “no people, no 

sounds, no precautions,” only the fragrance of flowers drifting in the wind. 

But Meng Xinghun already knew that Laobo had arrived. 

Only Laobo’s command could be so effective. 

When his body dropped down, he saw Laobo. 

Although there were others behind Laobo, he only saw Laobo; no matter how many people 

Laobo stands with, you will always see him first. 

He wore a gray cloth robe, the expression of his hands was calm and leisurely, and only his neck 

shone luminously in the night. 

 

He looked Meng Xinghun up and down, smiled indifferently, and said, “This friend has very 

talented skills.” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled coldly and said, “I had originally prepared to give my skills to you, but 

now...” 

 

Laobo asked, “Now what?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Now I know what method Laobo uses to treat his friends; I’m truly very 

disappointed.” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled coldly and turned around, actually seeming to intend to leave. 

 

Laobo laughed and said, “You seem to regard this place as somewhere you can come when you 

want and leave when you want.” 

 

Meng Xinghun turned around and asked angrily, “Did I steal anything of yours?” 

 

Laobo replied, “No.” 

 



Meng Xinghun asked, “Did I kill any of your subordinates?” 

 

Laobo replied, “Also no.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “Then why can’t I leave?” 

 

Laobo answered, “Because I still don’t know why you came.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I already said so just now.” 

 

Laobo smiled and said, “If you want to make friends with me, then it’s a bit too much to come at 

such a bad time. The ones who come in the middle of the night are usually all robbers and 

thieves, definitely not friends.” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled coldly and said, “If I really want to make friends, I will never choose a 

time; if I want to kill you, I also don’t need to choose a time.” 

 

Laobo asked, “Why?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied coldly, “Because any time is the same; only fools would believe that you 

have no precautions in the middle of the night and that they can therefore kill you.” 

 

Laobo laughed again, turned around, and asked, “Does this person seem like a fool?” Behind him 

stood Lü Xiangchuan and Lu Mantian. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan replied, “Doesn’t seem like it.” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled coldly again and said, “I am a fool; I didn’t expect that Laobo is only 

willing to make friends in the daytime.” 

 

Laobo replied, “But you came in the daytime before; at that time why did you not make friends 

with me?” 

 

Meng Xinghun’s heart jumped; he hadn’t imagined that Laobo would remember that kind of 

ordinary young person in the midst of a garden full of guests. 

 

Although in his heart he was shocked, his face remained calm and collected, and he said 

indifferently, “That day I originally didn’t come to make friends.” 

 

Laobo said, “Don’t tell me that you had truly come to offer birthday felicitations?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Also no; I merely came to see who was worthy of being friends with 

me. Was it you? Or Thousand Roc King?” 

 

Laobo asked, “Why did you choose me?” 

 



Meng Xinghun replied, “Because I couldn’t meet Thousand Roc King at all.” 

 

Laobo laughed heartily, then turned around again and asked, “Have you discovered this person 

has a strength?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan smiled and replied, “At least he’s very honest.” 

 

Laobo said, “I think you definitely still remember his name.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan replied, “Originally I remembered, but just now I suddenly forgot.” 

 

Laobo frowned and asked, “How could you suddenly forget?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan answered, “Since at that time he didn’t want to make friends, naturally he 

wouldn’t use his real name, so why is there a need to remember it?” 

 

Laobo nodded his head and also asked, “Do you truly believe what he said?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan replied, “His reasons weren’t pleasant to listen to, but words that aren’t pleasant 

to listen to are usually true. Except for fools, any person who lies will always speak pleasantly.” 

 

Laobo asked, “You see him as not a fool?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan gazed at Meng Xinghun, smiled, and answered, “Definitely not.” 

 

Meng Xinghun also looked at him and suddenly said, “At least I’m willing to make friends with 

you, willing at no matter what time.” 

 

Laobo laughed heartily and said, “Indeed you are not a fool; just now you chose a good friend.” 

 

He patted Lü Xiangchuan’s shoulder and said, “Bring him back; tonight I will leave the guest to 

you.” 

 

Lu Mantian was always staring at Meng Xinghun, and now he suddenly said, “Wait a moment, 

you still haven’t asked for his name.” 

 

Laobo smiled and replied, “The name might be fake, but the friend is not fake; since I already 

know he is a friend, there is no need to ask for his name.” 

 

Meng Xinghun looked at him and suddenly discovered that indeed he was a person who was 

very good at making friends. 

No matter if he was using tricks or being sincere, he could move other people both ways, make 

people unswerving to him. 

In front of this kind of person, very few people are able to not speak the truth. 

Meng Xinghun was able; he still said a fake name. 

 



Lu Mantian asked, “Qin Zhongting? Where are you from?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Ludong.” 

 

Lu Mantian’s gaze was like that of a hawk; searching his face, he also asked, “What is your 

relationship to Qin Huhua?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Nephew.” 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “Have you seen him recently?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I’ve seen him.” 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “Has his asthma gotten better?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “He doesn’t have asthma.” 

 

Lu Mantian nodded his head, seemingly very satisfied. 

 

Meng Xinghun practically couldn’t help but regard this person as an idiot; anyone could realize 

that Qin Huhua definitely didn’t have asthma. 

Very few inner family experts had asthma. 

Using these kinds of words to probe other people was not only stupid, but also simply ridiculous. 

Indeed Meng Xinghun wanted to laugh, but when he heard the clashing sound of the iron spheres 

in Lu Mantian’s hands, he realized it wasn’t ridiculous at all. 

He suddenly thought of that day when he had seen this person in Pleasure Forest and heard the 

sound of the iron spheres squeezed in his hands. Squeezing the iron spheres, he had walked past 

the bridge, and everyone was absolutely respectful to him. 

At that time Meng Xinghun was already a little curious about him, and now he suddenly realized. 

The person who wanted to kill Laobo was actually him. 

That day he had gone to Pleasure Forest for the purpose of bribing Gao Laoda’s assassins. 

Now he deliberately used these kinds of ridiculous questions to probe Meng Xinghun, merely for 

the purpose of deepening Laobo’s trust. He clearly knew Meng Xinghun’s identity long ago. 

Not only was this not at all ridiculous, but it was also very frightful. 

The knife in a friend’s hands is much more frightful than one in an enemy’s hands, because no 

matter how cautious the person is, it is hard to avoid often forgetting to guard against it. 

 

*** 

 

Lü Xiangchuan’s house was exquisite and clean; every item was exactly where it ought to be, 

and there wasn’t a speck of dust anywhere. 

The light was bright, but the house still seemed cold and cheerless and didn’t seem like a home. 

A house without a mistress could never be a home. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan pushed open the small door to the hall and said, “You can sleep in this room; the 

bed sheet and quilt are both new.” 



 

Meng Xinghun said, “Thanks.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “At present you’re definitely very hungry, right?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Very hungry and very tired, so if I don’t eat I can still fall asleep.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan said, “But after eating you can sleep better.” He lifted the lantern and said, 

“Come with me.” 

 

Meng Xinghun followed him and pushed open another door; unexpectedly it was a very small 

kitchen. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan had already put down the lantern. He rolled up his sleeves and asked smilingly, 

“Do you like to eat sweet food? Or salty?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I don’t eat sweet food.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan said, “Me too. There are still sausages and chicken here, and then how about 

eggs with fried rice, is that good?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Very good.” 

 

He really felt amazed; he never would have thought that someone with status like Lü 

Xiangchuan would still personally cook. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan apparently already saw the amazement in his gaze. Smiling, he said, “Ever since 

Lin Xiu left, every day I get up in the middle of the night and make something to eat. I like to 

help myself; perhaps only when I’m in the kitchen do I feel truly relaxed.” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled and said, “I’ve never cooked before.” 

 

He decided that he would also frequently cook in the future. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan took out three eggs from a cabinet and suddenly asked, “Why haven’t you asked 

who Lin Xiu is?” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “Should I ask?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan seemed a little absent-minded, as if he simply hadn’t heard him say anything. 

Only after a long time did he sigh and say, “Lin Xiu was formerly my wife.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “And now?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan was silent for a long time again and said gently, “She’s already dead.” 

 



He cracked the three eggs in a bowl. 

Although his state of mind seemed a little disturbed, the hands that cracked the eggs were still 

steady. 

 

Meng Xinghun suddenly felt that he was also a very lonely person. It seemed as if it was very 

difficult for him to find someone to disclose his thoughts to. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan slowly whipped the eggs, suddenly smiled, and said, “You can definitely tell that 

I have very few friends. A person like me who reaches such a status seems to suddenly become 

friendless.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I understand.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan said, “At present we are frying eggs in the kitchen and I tell you these words. We 

seem to be already friends, but maybe in the future that will quickly change.” He smiled again 

and continued, “Maybe you will become my subordinate, or maybe you will become my rival. 

By that time we will no longer be friends.” 

 

Meng Xinghun muttered, “But some things are eternal and will never change.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “What things?” 

 

Meng Xinghun laughed and said, “For example, eggs fried together with rice will always be eggs 

with fried rice, and will never change into minced meat fried with noodles.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan’s smile suddenly became cheerful and he said, “At first sight I knew you were 

worthy of befriending. I only hope we can be like eggs fried with rice, never to change into 

something else.” 

 

With a hissing sound, the eggs were dumped out of the oil pan. 

The eggs with fried rice were warm and fragrant, and the chicken and sausages were also done 

well. 

When Meng Xinghun was filling his bowl, Lü Xiangchuan also took out a small jar of wine from 

the cabinet. 

 

He broke the seal and asked, “Do you want to eat first? Or drink wine first?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I don’t drink wine.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan said, “Haven’t you heard before that people who don’t drink wine are not only 

frightful, but also difficult to make friends with?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I merely don’t want to drink today.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan stared at him and asked, “Why? Is it because you’re afraid of telling the truth 

after drinking?” 



 

Meng Xinghun laughed and said, “Some people don’t necessarily tell the truth after drinking 

wine.” 

 

He began to eat. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan gazed at him and said, “It seems that once you make up your mind, it will be 

very difficult for other people to change your mind.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Very difficult.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan laughed and said, “Why did you decide to come here?” 

 

Meng Xinghun didn’t reply, seemingly as if he felt this question simply didn’t need to be replied 

to. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “You definitely know that recently our luck hasn’t actually been good?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “My luck is very good.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “You believe in luck?” 

 

Meng Xinghun answered, “I’m a gambler. All gamblers believe in luck.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “There are several kinds of gamblers; which kind are you?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Usually there are only two kinds of gamblers: one kind are winners, one 

kind are losers.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan said, “You’re a winner.” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled and replied, “When I lay down my bet, I’m always very accurate.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan also smiled and said, “I also hope that you don’t lay down the wrong bet.” 

 

He also didn’t drink any wine, and slowly ate most of his bowl of rice. 

 

Meng Xinghun laughed and said, “I’ve never eaten such fragrant eggs with fried rice; if you 

change professions, you would definitely be a good cook.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “What if I change professions to be a gambler?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “You’re already a gambler, and up until now, it seems that you are also 

always a winner.” 

 



Lü Xiangchuan laughed heartily and said, “No one wants to be a loser, unless his luck suddenly 

becomes bad.” 

 

Meng Xinghun sighed and said, “It’s a pity that there will be a time when every person’s luck 

will turn bad; perhaps this is precisely a gambler’s greatest vexation.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan said, “Therefore we should take advantage of when the wind is favorable and 

win a bit more, so that even when we our luck turns bad, we will lose other people’s money.” He 

stood up, patted Meng Xinghun’s shoulder, smiled again, and asked, “Do you want anything 

else?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “At present I only want a bed.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan said, “Men like you, when they think of a bed, they will usually all associate it 

with something else.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “What?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan answered, “Women.” He pointed to a nearby door and said, “If you want a 

woman, you only need to push open this door.” 

 

Meng Xinghun shook his head.  

 

Lü Xiangchuan said, “You absolutely don’t need to be polite and even more don’t need to be 

embarrassed. This is a very normal matter, just as normal as eating when hungry.” 

 

Meng Xinghun shook his head again. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan seemed to feel a little amazed, frowned, and asked, “You don’t like women?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I do, but I don’t like other people’s women.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan’s gaze flashed and he asked, “You have your own woman?” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled and nodded his head. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “You’re very loyal to her?” 

 

Meng Xinghun nodded his head again. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “Is she worth it?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “In my heart, there definitely isn’t a woman worthier than her in the 

world.” 

 

He was originally unwilling to discuss his personal matters in the presence of other people. 



But this matter was what he was most proud of. 

Men usually all cannot help but tell these matters to their friends, just like how women definitely 

will not hide their beautiful new clothes in the bottom of a trunk. 

Yet Lü Xiangchuan’s complexion changed slightly, as if someone had touched the secret 

suffering in his heart. 

Was this because he had previously been deceived by women? 

 

After a very long time, he said slowly, “In this world there are simply very few women who are 

worthy of you sacrificing for; gamblers who trust women too much are definitely losers.” 

Suddenly he laughed again, patted Meng Xinghun’s shoulder, and said, “I only hope that you 

didn’t lay down the wrong bet.” 

 

The window paper was already white. 

 

 

 


