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    Chapter 1:



    



    Jiangcheng, Criminal Investigation Division.



    



    A stunning female police officer was assigning today’s mission. 



    



    The case was serious, and the officers under her command sat upright, their postures tense with solemnity.



    



    However, this dignified atmosphere was abruptly interrupted by the creak of a door.



    



    A young man, limping and dressed in a hospital gown, pushed the door open and hobbled inside. 



    



    “Yang… Ruoxi!”



    



    Instantly, all eyes fell on the young man. But when they got a clear look at his face, their expressions turned to disdain.



    



    Most of the officers recognized him. He was the female officer’s live-in husband—a man rumored to be mentally challenged, a "fool."



    



    The female officer frowned slightly and reprimanded him, “What are you doing here?”



    



    “I… I’m here to d-divorce you!” the young man stammered, struggling to get the words out.



    



    “What? This fool wants to divorce Officer Yang?”



    



    “He’s probably having another episode. Look at him, still wearing a hospital gown!”



    



    “Exactly. Back then, all the men who liked Officer Yang were the top young talents in Jiangcheng. What was she thinking, marrying this fool?”



    



    The murmurs of her subordinates made Yang Ruoxi’s face darken. 



    



    She slammed the table and barked, “Meeting adjourned. We move out in ten minutes.”



    



    The officers, sensing her anger, wisely shut their mouths and filed out. However, as they passed by the young man, they couldn’t help but snicker.



    



    The young man seemed indifferent. “Let’s… let’s go to the civil affairs bureau now!”



    



    “Shut up!” Yang Ruoxi stormed over, her tone icy. “Qin Fei, what’s gotten into you?”



    



    “D-divorce!” Qin Fei shrank back slightly, clearly intimidated by her cold aura.



    



    “Say that again?” Yang Ruoxi’s beautiful eyes reddened slightly with anger. 



    



    She couldn’t understand what she’d done to deserve this. Forced by her father’s threats, she had married this fool who had grown up in her household.



    



    She had tolerated him eating her food and living in her house, but now he had the audacity to come to the police station to demand a divorce?



    



    She felt utterly humiliated. 



    



    Besides, if anyone were to initiate the divorce, it should be her! 



    



    Where did this fool get the nerve? 



    



    Was his brain damaged even further when he got hit by a car yesterday?



    



    Then again, his brain had never been very sharp.



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s chest heaved with anger, her blue uniform straining against her movements. Clenching her teeth, she spat, “Get out of here now! I’ll deal with you tonight!”



    



    With that, she turned and walked toward the parking lot. She had a major case to handle and needed to stay composed. She couldn’t let this fool ruin her mood.



    



    But Qin Fei wasn’t ready to give up. He followed her, shouting, “If you don’t agree to the d-divorce, I… I won’t leave!”



    



    “You’re testing my patience!” Yang Ruoxi was on the verge of losing it. 



    



    She spun around, grabbed his arm, and performed a flawless over-the-shoulder throw, sending him flying two or three meters. 



    



    She coldly tossed out a sentence: “Leave if you want; stay if you dare!”



    



    She climbed into a Jeep, the engine’s roar echoing her simmering fury.



    



    Qin Fei lay sprawled on the ground, groaning for a moment before sitting up. “This body is such trash. Not only does it have polio, but it’s also tongue-tied. How did I end up in this mess?”



    



    It turned out that the real Qin Fei had been hit by a car last night after getting drunk. 



    



    His soul had been on the verge of dissipating when another Qin Fei’s soul merged with his body.



    



    In an instant, the two men’s memories fused. He learned that the original body’s owner wasn’t just a live-in son-in-law but was constantly bullied by his police officer wife. Even at night, they slept separately—one in the bed, the other on the floor.



    



    What infuriated him the most was learning that, on the morning of the accident, Yang Ruoxi had slapped him twice. 



    



    The reason? 



    



    He had sleepwalked into her bed and, in his sleep, accidentally slipped his hand under her pajamas.



    



    Naturally, Yang Ruoxi had gone ballistic, pinning him to the ground and teaching him a harsh lesson.



    



    The humiliation drove the original Qin Fei to drink, which led to his fatal accident.



    



    Although it had nothing to do with him initially, their merged memories made the incident feel like a personal disgrace to the new Qin Fei.



    



    Thus, the first thing he did upon waking in the hospital was rush to the police station to demand a divorce. 



    



    Unfortunately, instead of achieving his goal, he got beaten up again.



    



    Qin Fei sighed, patted the dust off his clothes, and stood up. He muttered to himself, “This divorce has to happen. I’m a grown man—I can’t let a woman bully me every day.”



    



    Grumbling to himself, Qin Fei walked toward the station’s exit. 



    



    The security guard at the door grinned and said, “Take care, Madam Yang.”



    



    Madam? Your whole family’s madams!



    



    Qin Fei glared at the guard, but he didn’t say anything, only earning more laughter.



    



    Clearly, apart from getting a divorce, he needed to do something else: fix this body. Otherwise, even a security guard could mock him.



    



    But this body had been afflicted with polio for twenty years. 



    



    Regular medicine wouldn’t cut it. 



    



    He needed money to afford high-end treatments. 



    



    There was no way he was going to live his life branded as a “fool.”



    



    Suddenly, his attention was caught by a notice on the wall.



    



    “Hmm, a 50,000 yuan reward for providing clues?”



    



    Qin Fei quickly read the notice. 



    



    It described a millionaire who had been murdered in his home two nights ago. The police were soliciting tips, offering a cash reward of fifty thousand yuan for any information leading to the culprit’s capture.



    



    “Easy money,” Qin Fei muttered, memorizing the address before heading to the victim’s villa.



    



    20 minutes later, he arrived at the villa. 



    



    The area was cordoned off, but no one was outside. 



    



    Qin Fei glanced around before slipping through the gate. The crowd was gathered in the main hall, including Yang Ruoxi, who was frowning as if deep in thought.



    



    To avoid being seen by Yang Ruoxi, Qin Fei crouched behind a flower bed, peeking out cautiously. In addition to seven or eight police officers, the hall was filled with a group of men, women, and children—presumably the victim’s family.



    



    Qin Fei observed them quietly for a while. When the police failed to make any progress, he couldn’t hold back anymore and stepped onto the stairs. “Let me handle this.”



    



    All eyes turned to Qin Fei again, their gazes filled with disdain. But because he was Yang Ruoxi’s husband, they refrained from speaking.



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s patience snapped. She grabbed his ear and hissed, “Enough already! Get out!”



    



    “I… I won’t! I’m here t-to find clues,” Qin Fei protested, grimacing in pain.



    



    “Clues? You? A fool trying to find clues? Are you saying we’re all less capable than an idiot?” said Deputy Captain Zhou Kai, who had long been annoyed with Qin Fei. 



    



    Zhou Kai had a crush on Yang Ruoxi and couldn’t understand why she had married someone like Qin Fei.



    



    The other officers joined in, angered by the implication. “Even if he’s Officer Yang’s family, he can’t come here and mess around!”



    



    Seeing that Qin Fei had angered everyone, Yang Ruoxi pulled out a pair of handcuffs. “Fine. You won’t leave? Then sit quietly in the car!”



    



    Qin Fei didn’t want to be cuffed. He took two steps back and blurted, “T-the killer is right here!”



    



    Yang Ruoxi snorted, unable to hide her mockery. “If you can identify the killer, I’ll call you Sherlock Holmes.”



    



    “Yeah, as if this freeloading fool could identify the culprit. Does he think we’re idiots?”



    



    “Grab him! Don’t let him cause more trouble!”



    



    The police surrounded Qin Fei, preparing to kick him out.



    



    As they closed in, Qin Fei pointed at a scar-faced man and stammered, “It’s… it’s him.”



    



    The police didn’t believe him, but the next second, the scar-faced man did something no one expected.



    



     

  
    Chapter 2:



    



    "Nobody move, or I’ll kill her!"



    



    The scar-faced man shoved Qin Fei aside and pulled out a gun, pressing it against the head of a girl in a black skirt.



    



    The chaotic hall fell into complete silence, and the police stopped pursuing Qin Fei. It was now clear that the scar-faced man was indeed the murderer.



    



    The victim's family clenched their fists, their faces filled with fury. They hadn't expected the killer to be so audacious as to return to the scene of the crime.



    



    Yang Ruoxi was momentarily stunned, unable to believe how the situation had escalated. 



    



    She cast a sideways glare at Qin Fei, her anger palpable. 



    



    If it weren’t for his foolish antics, the murderer wouldn’t have been cornered into such desperate action.



    



    If the killer managed to escape today, Yang Ruoxi knew her career as the Criminal Investigation Captain would be over. 



    



    She had made a personal pledge to the director regarding this case.



    



    The more she thought about it, the angrier she became. If looks could kill, Qin Fei would already be dead. How could she have ended up with such an idiotic husband?



    



    Qin Fei, sensing her murderous glare, shrank his neck and stammered, "I-I told you he was the k-killer! You just wouldn’t believe me!"



    



    "Shut up!"



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s nose flared with anger. Others might not know Qin Fei well, but she did. A man who couldn’t even figure out basic math solving a case? Impossible.



    



    Still, this wasn’t the time to settle scores with him. Catching the murderer was the top priority.



    



    Taking a deep breath, Yang Ruoxi forced herself to stay calm. She fixed her gaze on the scar-faced man and spoke with authority, "Stop resisting. Put down the gun!"



    



    "Dream on! Get me a car right now!" The scar-faced man shouted, his finger hovering dangerously over the trigger.



    



    "Ah!"



    



    The girl being held hostage trembled, her face pale with fear.



    



    "Fine, you want a car? I’ll get it," Yang Ruoxi said after a brief pause, her eyes flashing with a plan. If she could get in the same car as the murderer, there might be a chance to apprehend him.



    



    But the scar-faced man wasn’t fooled. His eyes landed on Qin Fei instead. "You know how to drive, right?"



    



    "He can’t drive!" Yang Ruoxi interrupted before Qin Fei could answer. In her mind, Qin Fei was a complete fool. If he got in the car, the killer would effectively have two hostages.



    



    "You don’t get to decide. He speaks for himself!" The scar-faced man shot a sharp look at Qin Fei.



    



    "Of course I can drive!" Qin Fei nodded enthusiastically, even patting his chest for assurance. "Don’t worry. I’m fast and steady. I’ll definitely lose them!"



    



    Yang Ruoxi felt a surge of frustration that almost made her vomit blood. This idiot had no idea what he was doing. Not only was he being useless, but now he was actively helping the killer escape!



    



    Qin Fei, you’re beyond saving! Yang Ruoxi thought despairingly, already envisioning the day she’d have to take off her uniform in disgrace.



    



    The scar-faced man smirked. This fool was actually obedient. "Fine, it’s you. Bring the car in!"



    



    "Got it!" Qin Fei walked up to Yang Ruoxi and stretched out his hand. "Keys, please!"



    



    "Are you insane? He’s a murderer! Do you have a death wish?" Yang Ruoxi scolded him. As much as she disliked Qin Fei, they had lived together for nearly twenty years. If he foolishly threw his life away now, she would feel guilty.



    



    "Captain Yang, just give him the keys. We can guarantee his safety," said Deputy Captain Zhou Kai, eager to send Qin Fei to drive.



    



    Zhou Kai knew Qin Fei was unreliable and likely didn’t know how to drive at all. If he crashed into the scar-faced man, it would be a win-win for Zhou Kai, giving him a chance to pursue Yang Ruoxi.



    



    "Hurry up!" The scar-faced man’s impatience grew, and the sound of the gun’s trigger mechanism clicking sent chills down everyone’s spine.



    



    "Don’t kill me!" The hostage girl flinched, tears brimming in her eyes.



    



    Yang Ruoxi frowned, realizing the scar-faced man might shoot at any moment. Gritting her teeth, she reluctantly handed the keys to Qin Fei.



    



    Qin Fei took the keys and limped out, hopping into the Jeep. 



    



    With a quick turn of the steering wheel and a step on the gas, he drove the vehicle into the courtyard.



    



    "Boss… the car’s here!" Qin Fei opened the car door and smiled at the scar-faced man.



    



    "Move! Get in!" The scar-faced man shoved the girl forward as they left the hall.



    



    Seeing Qin Fei obediently bring the car over, the hostage girl trembled with rage and, in a tearful voice, yelled, "Are you out of your mind? What kind of lackey are you? He tells you to drive, and you actually do it? Why don’t you just eat crap while you’re at it?"



    



    "Don’t worry. I’ll protect you," Qin Fei said nonchalantly.



    



    Yang Ruoxi followed them out, feeling a pang of guilt as the girl scolded Qin Fei. Even though she despised him, the mess he’d created today was undeniable. Worse still, with two hostages now in the hands of the murderer, the situation had become even more dire.



    



    "What protection? Why don’t you be the hostage? If I die, it’s all your fault!" The girl glared at Yang Ruoxi, her emotions spiraling out of control.



    



    "Shut up, or I’ll kill you right now!" The scar-faced man barked, shoving the girl into the car before slamming the door.



    



    The police officers rushed out of the hall, guns drawn, but without Yang Ruoxi’s command, they dared not act recklessly. With two hostages in the car, any mistake could prove disastrous.



    



    The scar-faced man glanced at the police through the car window, sneering. Then he turned to Qin Fei. "Can you really shake them off?"



    



    "Piece of cake!" Qin Fei grinned.



    



    "Good. Head for the outskirts. I’ll give you 10,000 yuan when we’re done," the scar-faced man said.



    



    "Got it, boss! Hold on tight!" Qin Fei hit the gas, and the Jeep roared to life, leaving a trail of black smoke as it sped away.



    



    "That idiot!" Yang Ruoxi stomped her foot angrily and yelled, "What are you all standing around for? Get in the cars and chase them!"



    



    The police snapped out of their shock and jumped into their vehicles, following Qin Fei’s Jeep under Yang Ruoxi’s lead.



    



    Inside the Jeep, the hostage girl glared at Qin Fei’s back, her eyes brimming with tears. If not for the gun to her head, she would’ve lunged at him to bite him out of sheer frustration.



    



    This was infuriating. 



    



    Anyone else in his position would’ve cooperated with the police to capture the killer. But this man? For the sake of 10,000 yuan, he had thrown his morals away and was helping a murderer escape.



    



    And what’s more, he was still wearing a hospital gown. He probably escaped from a mental hospital!



    



    The girl kicked the back of the seat to vent her anger.



    



    Qin Fei, on the other hand, seemed entirely unaffected. He turned on the radio and began humming along to the music, as if he were on a leisurely drive with his girlfriend.



    



    "Idiot, moron, big fool!" The girl muttered curses under her breath.



    



    Half an hour later, Qin Fei had driven out of the city. 



    



    Yang Ruoxi and her police cars were nowhere in sight, clearly left far behind.



    



    "Boss, we’re at the outskirts. How do you want to pay 10,000 yuan—cash or transfer?" Qin Fei turned his head and asked.



    



    "Cash, but I don’t have it on me. Come with me to get it," the scar-faced man replied.



    



    "Sure, I’ll follow you," Qin Fei said with a grin.



    



    The scar-faced man smirked mockingly. He had been on the run for years but had never met anyone this foolish. Once they got to his destination, he planned to sell Qin Fei off and make even more money.



    



    After getting out of the car, the scar-faced man pushed the girl toward a mountain path. Qin Fei followed behind, his goofy demeanor infuriating the girl even more.



    



    "Idiot! Lackey! Big fool!" she cursed under her breath.



    



    Qin Fei finally couldn’t hold back and said, "Miss, you’re not exactly a genius yourself."



    



    "I’m smarter than you! I, Zhao Muxin, have never met anyone as dumb as you in my twenty years of life!" she snapped, her rage intensifying.



    



    "Not necessarily. If you’re so smart, how did you end up here?" Qin Fei retorted.



    



    "Because of you!" Zhao Muxin glared at him, her eyes full of murderous intent.



    



    "Enough! Both of you, shut up!" The scar-faced man growled and shoved Zhao Muxin into a cave ahead.



    



     

  
    Chapter 3:



    



    The cave was dimly lit, with only faint outlines visible in the shadows.



    



    The scar-faced man led Zhao Muxin and Qin Fei inside and shouted, “Big Brother, Second Brother, I’m back!”



    



    A towering bald man stepped out from the darkness. His imposing figure exuded menace. “Third Brother, why did you bring people back here?”



    



    “Big Brother, take a look. Do you know who this girl is? She’s Zhao Zhongyi’s daughter. We’ve hit the jackpot this time!” the scar-faced man said excitedly.



    



    “Oh, it really is her. She’s even prettier than in the photos,” said a man with triangular eyes emerging from the shadows. His gaze lingered hungrily on Zhao Muxin’s legs beneath her black skirt, and he nearly started drooling.



    



    However, when his eyes landed on Qin Fei, his expression turned sour. “Third Brother, who’s this guy?”



    



    “Just a big fool. We’ll kill him later, take his heart out, and sell it for a good price,” the scar-faced man said, his tone now devoid of any pretense. They were on their turf now, and he had no need to hide his true colors.



    



    “Big Brother, why would you kill me? Weren’t you just going to pay me?” Qin Fei asked indignantly.



    



    The scar-faced man sneered. “Hah. I’m a murderer, a kidnapper. You expect me to keep my word? Sit down and shut up!” He kicked Qin Fei, who stumbled back a few steps and then squatted in a corner without making a sound.



    



    “And you, sit down too,” the scar-faced man said, shoving Zhao Muxin toward the corner with Qin Fei.



    



    The man with triangular eyes grabbed a rope and tied their hands and feet securely. Then, the three kidnappers stepped outside the cave, whispering to each other in low voices.



    



    Qin Fei stretched his neck, yawned, and said, “Looks like we’re not getting out anytime soon. I’ll take a nap. If they come in to kill me, just give me a heads-up.”



    



    “You’re a complete idiot!” Zhao Muxin was furious. 



    



    How had this man even survived this long? 



    



    It was nothing short of a miracle.



    



    The three kidnappers outside the cave muttered for a while before gathering some large stones to seal the cave entrance. Their footsteps gradually faded as they presumably headed down the mountain.



    



    “Hey, wake up. We need to think of a way to get out,” Zhao Muxin said, nudging Qin Fei with her elbow. Seeing the kidnappers leave, she thought it was their chance. If she wasn’t tied up and unable to move the stones herself, she wouldn’t have bothered speaking to Qin Fei.



    



    “Huh? Get out? Just wait a bit. They’ll be back,” Qin Fei replied confidently.



    



    “Bullshit! They’ve clearly left!” Zhao Muxin snapped, feeling like she was talking to a brick wall.



    



    Qin Fei didn’t bother explaining. He simply closed his eyes and said, “Believe it or not.”



    



    “You’re just a coward, afraid to die!” Zhao Muxin’s frustration brought her to the verge of tears. How unlucky was she to end up with someone like him in this situation?



    



    Unable to free herself from the ropes, she could only glare at the cave wall, silently hoping the police would find them soon.



    



    After about ten minutes, a stone at the cave entrance shifted. The man with triangular eyes peeked inside and warned, “Stay quiet, or I’ll kill you.”



    



    Then, he sealed the entrance again, leaving the cave silent once more.



    



    “Hey, wake up! They’re really gone this time. Go move those stones!” Zhao Muxin nudged Qin Fei again with her elbow.



    



    At the very least, he was a man and should be stronger than her. He might be able to move the stones and get them out of the cave, which would essentially guarantee their safety.



    



    “Why should I? If you want to move them, do it yourself. The kidnappers are sitting right outside, and I don’t want to get shot,” Qin Fei said, opening his eyes briefly before closing them again in annoyance.



    



    “You’re such a useless coward, making excuses!” Zhao Muxin didn’t believe a word he said.



    



    Qin Fei, uninterested in arguing with her, stayed silent and continued snoring.



    



    “You useless pig…” Zhao Muxin turned her head, intending to scold Qin Fei thoroughly, but her words caught in her throat. “Wait… You’re not tied up?”



    



    Though Qin Fei was facing away from her, his hands were clearly free as he covered his ears. Zhao Muxin distinctly remembered the man with triangular eyes tying them up securely. How had this fool managed to free himself?



    



    Qin Fei sighed and opened his eyes. “Lady, I just need half an hour of sleep. Can you let me rest, please?”



    



    “Fine, but untie me first, or don’t even think about sleeping!” Zhao Muxin didn’t believe he could untie her ropes, but if his hands were free, it shouldn’t be too difficult to help her.



    



    “I’m too tired right now. I’ll do it later.” Qin Fei yawned and lay back down, snoring like a pig.



    



    “You scumbag!” Zhao Muxin rarely lost her temper, but ever since she had gotten into the car with Qin Fei, she felt like twenty years’ worth of frustration had boiled over in one day.



    



    Seeing Qin Fei sleeping so soundly made her feel utterly helpless. She could only bite her lip in frustration, hoping he’d keep his promise to untie her after half an hour.



    



    A few minutes later, Qin Fei opened his eyes and stared at Zhao Muxin as if he wanted to say something.



    



    “Finally awake? Then stop staring and untie me!” Zhao Muxin pursed her lips, annoyed.



    



    “It’s just… the ground is too cold. Could I rest my head on your legs instead?” Qin Fei asked, his eyes shamelessly darting to her smooth, pale legs.



    



    “Why don’t I get you a luxury mattress while I’m at it?” Zhao Muxin exploded with rage, glaring at Qin Fei. She wanted to pry open his head to see if it was filled with tofu.



    



    “Well, suit yourself. I was planning to sleep for twenty more minutes, but now I might as well make it two hours.” Qin Fei shrugged and closed his eyes again.



    



    “Just die in your sleep!” Zhao Muxin’s face turned red with anger. This idiot wasn’t just stupid; he was also a shameless pervert. How could he even think of resting on her legs when she didn’t even have a boyfriend?



    



    As Qin Fei began snoring again, Zhao Muxin felt like screaming. She had no idea what game this fool was playing. Instead of trying to escape, he seemed content to nap in a cave. Was he the reincarnation of some lazy deity?



    



    As Zhao Muxin fumed internally, she suddenly noticed a pair of eyes peeking through the cracks in the stones at the entrance. They were staring directly at her.



    



    Her heart sank in panic. In this desolate wilderness, her beauty might attract the wrong kind of attention. The man with triangular eyes, who was keeping watch outside, was likely harboring sinister thoughts.



    



    Fear welled up inside her. She glanced at Qin Fei, who was still snoring away, and felt an overwhelming sense of despair. This man was utterly useless. Even her family’s guard dog would have been more reliable in this situation.



    



    Tears began streaming down her cheeks as she quietly sobbed. Her pitiful state seemed to irritate Qin Fei, who muttered, “Women are so much trouble.”



    



    “This is all your fault!” Zhao Muxin choked out, her voice trembling with anger.



    



    “What did I do? Use your brain for once,” Qin Fei said as he casually freed her from the ropes in a few swift movements. “I just want to sleep for ten more minutes. So, are you letting me rest on your legs or not?”



    



    “You’re the brainless one!” Zhao Muxin snapped, glaring at him. How could a man who untied such a complicated knot be so shamelessly lazy in a life-or-death situation?



    



    Even though she was free now, Zhao Muxin didn’t dare leave. The man with triangular eyes had a gun, and escaping might provoke him.



    



    Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling that this fool might actually have some skill. Gritting her teeth, she decided to take a gamble. Smoothing her skirt, she patted her flawless legs. “Fine, but just ten minutes!”



    



     

  
    Chapter 4:



    



    Qin Fei didn’t hesitate. 



    



    The cave was damp and cold, but Zhao Muxin’s thighs were soft and warm—a much more comfortable choice. The moment he rested his head on them, he started snoring within seconds.



    



    Zhao Muxin’s face flushed slightly, her emotions in turmoil. This man was, after all, a grown adult, leaning against her legs. The warmth of his breath made her heart race uncontrollably.



    



    If he were a bit braver and more handsome, Zhao Muxin might have considered giving him a chance once they escaped this ordeal. 



    



    After all, she had never been in a relationship before, and being taken advantage of like this was a significant blow.



    



    But this man? 



    



    He was unattractive, cowardly, and downright pathetic. 



    



    How could she possibly fall for someone like him?



    



    Zhao Muxin pouted, feeling utterly wronged. She tried to console herself. This was just a nightmare, and once it was over, she’d never see this fool again. 



    



    Otherwise, she’d be furious every time she thought about him.



    



    With that thought, she calmed herself. The cave gradually fell silent, with only the sound of Qin Fei’s snores echoing in the darkness.



    



    Though Qin Fei appeared to be fast asleep, his mind remained clear. 



    



    Before his death, he had encountered a peculiar stroke of fortune that made his soul extraordinarily strong. However, this frail body couldn’t fully support his soul, and he needed to rest to recover his strength.



    



    When he saw the scar-faced man in the hall earlier, he immediately recognized the murderous intent radiating from him and deduced that the man was no ordinary criminal. Qin Fei decided to lure him to an open area to rescue the hostage.



    



    He hadn’t anticipated that the scar-faced man would try to deceive him into going up the mountain, which made it clear there were accomplices involved. 



    



    Qin Fei played along and followed them to the cave, intending to capture all three criminals in one fell swoop.



    



    Unfortunately, this body had been frail and sickly since childhood. Even with his powerful soul, recovering his former strength in a short time was impossible.



    



    Sighing inwardly, Qin Fei tried to make the most of his rest, hoping to regain some strength. His cheek pressed against a soft, elastic surface, and his breathing momentarily faltered. Embarrassingly, he had died a virgin, which made this moment all the more awkward.



    



    Time passed, and just as Zhao Muxin was starting to feel drowsy, the stones at the cave entrance shifted. 



    



    The bald man entered and saw Qin Fei still snoring. He kicked him awake. “Get out!”



    



    Qin Fei opened his eyes, wiped the drool from the corner of his mouth, and grumbled, “What now? I’m not leaving unless I get my 10,000 yuan.”



    



    The bald man, recalling the scar-faced man’s description of Qin Fei as a fool, wasn’t angered. Instead, he sneered, “Go outside and get it. I’ve got business to take care of here.”



    



    His gaze fell on Zhao Muxin’s pale legs, and he smacked his lips. “Your dad offered 10 million yuan to ransom you, but before handing you over, we’re going to enjoy ourselves a little.”



    



    “No! Please don’t hurt me!” Zhao Muxin shrank back in panic, her voice trembling. “Didn’t my dad already pay you? Please let me go!”



    



    But the cave was small, and she had nowhere to hide.



    



    To her dismay, the man who had been napping on her legs began walking toward the cave entrance, as if nothing was happening. Did he not understand what the bald man meant by sending him out?



    



    Desperate, Zhao Muxin clung to a sliver of hope and shouted, “Hey, didn’t you promise to take me away? You can’t leave me here alone!”



    



    Qin Fei paused briefly, turned around, and gave her a silly smile. “I’m just going to get the money. I’ll be back for you.”



    



    “Sure, go ahead. Your money’s waiting,” the bald man said dismissively, not even bothering to take Qin Fei seriously.



    



    Then he turned back to Zhao Muxin, reaching out to tear at her skirt. She struggled and cried, her voice shaking with anger and desperation. “You coward! You can’t leave me here! My family has money too—I’ll give you a million! Just save me!”



    



    But Qin Fei acted as if he hadn’t heard her, disappearing through the cave entrance.



    



    Zhao Muxin felt a wave of despair. 



    



    How could she, a mere girl, possibly fend off this brute? She clung tightly to her skirt, resisting with all her might.



    



    The cave echoed with the bald man’s lewd laughter and Zhao Muxin’s anguished cries.



    



    But barely ten seconds later, Qin Fei reappeared at the entrance, holding a gun. 



    



    Without hesitation, he aimed at the bald man’s head and pulled the trigger.



    



    Bang!



    



    The bald man’s head exploded like a watermelon. 



    



    Warm blood splattered everywhere. Zhao Muxin’s eyes widened in shock before she screamed and turned away, vomiting uncontrollably.



    



    Qin Fei shrugged, tossed the gun aside, and casually lit a cigarette. He leaned against the cave entrance, puffing away.



    



    About ten minutes later, Zhao Muxin, her face pale and her gaze unfocused, finally stood up. Today’s ordeal had been utterly terrifying for her.



    



    Only when she stepped out of the cave and felt the warmth of the sun did she crouch down and burst into tears.



    



    Qin Fei extinguished his cigarette and squatted beside her, patting her shoulder. “It’s over now. Go home and get some rest. The first time I saw someone die, I reacted the same way.”



    



    Zhao Muxin’s shoulders shook as she sobbed. She looked up, her tear-streaked face filled with a mix of anger and sadness. “You were pretending all along, weren’t you? You had the ability to deal with these people, didn’t you?”



    



    “Well... at first, I wasn’t sure,” Qin Fei admitted honestly.



    



    “Don’t bother explaining,” Zhao Muxin said coldly. “I’ve figured you out. You’re a twisted monster who gets satisfaction from watching others suffer. It suits your ugly face perfectly.”



    



    With that, she turned and walked down the mountain without looking back.



    



    “Hey, there are a lot of forks in the path. Don’t get lost!” Qin Fei called after her. He remembered clearly how the scar-faced man had led them through more than ten different trails on their way up. The police were likely still searching the wrong paths, unable to find the kidnappers’ hideout.



    



    “Mind your own business!” Zhao Muxin snapped, wiping her tears as she stormed off.



    



    “Trying to help, but no gratitude…” Qin Fei muttered, glancing at the three bodies in the cave. He decided to deal with them first.



    



    50,000 yuan per kidnapper, three kidnappers meant 150,000 yuan. It wasn’t a bad payoff for playing the fool all day.



    



    He tied the three bodies together with a rope, as if stringing grasshoppers, and began dragging them down the mountain.



    



    He hadn’t gone far when he heard faint howls coming from a nearby ravine.



    



    Qin Fei frowned. Wolves? During the day? That meant they’d probably found prey. Judging by the timing, Zhao Muxin had likely been spotted.



    



    “Women are so much trouble,” Qin Fei grumbled, scratching his head. He hid the bodies in some bushes before limping toward the source of the howls.



    



     

  
    Chapter 5:



    



    "You liar, you bastard, I hate you so much!"



    



    Zhao Muxin muttered angrily as she swung a stick at the weeds by the roadside. 



    



    With her head down, she vented her frustration, tears welling in her eyes. She had lived her whole life in a sheltered ivory tower under the meticulous care of her parents. She had never experienced such dark and horrifying events before.



    



    Not only had she been held at gunpoint, but she had also nearly been assaulted. To make matters worse, the blood of that bald man had sprayed into her mouth.



    



    She was sure she wouldn’t be able to eat for at least half a month after returning home.



    



    The more she thought about it, the angrier she became. 



    



    That fool had been pretending to be clueless the entire time. He had to be an undercover cop; otherwise, there was no way he could shoot someone without even flinching.



    



    But what she couldn’t forgive was his behavior when the bald man tried to assault her—he had chosen to leave! How could any man act like that?



    



    He was utterly worthless. 



    



    Even if he was a police officer, he was still a useless one!



    



    As Zhao Muxin walked along, she cursed Qin Fei under her breath, completely oblivious to the numerous forks in the path. She didn’t realize she might have taken the wrong route until she arrived at a mountain hollow.



    



    Looking up at the towering mountains surrounding her, she realized she was utterly lost.



    



    “Damn it, it’s all that bastard’s fault for making me so angry!”



    



    With an angry huff, she glanced around and decided to retrace her steps. That idiot would also have to come down the mountain eventually; she could follow him and at least have some company.



    



    Just as she turned around, a rustling sound came from the bushes behind her. Her heart skipped a beat as she nervously turned back to look—and saw a pair of glowing green eyes staring at her.



    



    They looked like… like a wolf’s!



    



    Zhao Muxin’s teeth chattered, and cold sweat broke out on her back. She instinctively stepped backward, her legs trembling, until she tripped over something and fell to the ground.



    



    The wolf let out a low growl, baring its sharp teeth as it slowly advanced toward her.



    



    "Where are you, you bastard…" For a brief moment, Zhao Muxin found herself thinking of Qin Fei.



    



    The way he had fired the gun earlier had actually been quite cool. At least it gave her a sense of security. If he were to appear at this moment, she thought, maybe she would forgive him.



    



    But aside from the rustling of the wind through the trees, the only sound was the wolf’s heavy breathing.



    



    Zhao Muxin clutched the hem of her clothes tightly, tears streaming down her face. "Mister Wolf, please don’t eat me. My mom and dad are waiting for me at home. Let me go, I beg you!"



    



    Of course, the wolf couldn’t understand her pleas. It let out a low growl, opening its jaws wide, ready to enjoy its meal.



    



    Zhao Muxin’s heart sank into despair, tears falling freely as she cursed Qin Fei in her heart. If it weren’t for his foolish schemes, the kidnappers wouldn’t have taken her hostage in desperation.



    



    If she were eaten by a wolf today, she vowed to haunt that idiot as a ghost, making sure he’d never have a peaceful day again.



    



    However, just as the wolf opened its mouth to attack, it stopped abruptly. Its fierce eyes caught sight of a limping figure approaching, dragging the carcass of a female wolf.



    



    "Ah! You’re here!" Zhao Muxin perked up instantly, her anger at Qin Fei fading as a sense of relief washed over her.



    



    Qin Fei shrugged and tossed the dead wolf onto the ground. "Took a bit of time dealing with this one. I told you there were forks in the path—why didn’t you listen?"



    



    "I-I didn’t know…" Zhao Muxin’s voice had an uncharacteristic hint of coquettishness. It was as if, with his presence, all her problems were solvable.



    



    The male wolf, seeing its mate’s lifeless body, let out a bloodthirsty howl and lunged at Qin Fei with a ferocious leap.



    



    "Watch out!" Zhao Muxin shouted in alarm.



    



    "It’s just a wolf," Qin Fei said calmly. From behind his back, his right hand swiftly thrust a thumb-thick wooden stick into the air. The stick pierced the wolf’s heart with unerring precision.



    



    Thud!



    



    The wolf dropped to the ground, twitched twice, and went still.



    



    "You… that was swordsmanship, wasn’t it?" Zhao Muxin’s eyes widened in astonishment. This seemingly goofy man, Qin Fei, was becoming more and more enigmatic.



    



    Not only could he kill without hesitation, but he also appeared to know swordsmanship. If he were a bit more dashing, he’d be like a noble swordsman in flowing white robes.



    



    That strike just now was so impressive that Zhao Muxin’s eyes sparkled with admiration.



    



    Qin Fei glanced at her and shook his head. "You’re overthinking it. Who uses swordsmanship these days? It was just a random stab, and the wolf happened to be unlucky."



    



    "That makes sense… but what do you really do? You’re an undercover cop, aren’t you?" Zhao Muxin trailed behind him as they headed down the mountain, her curiosity now fully piqued.



    



    Once a woman’s curiosity was sparked, it was as unstoppable as a river in flood.



    



    Qin Fei felt a headache coming on. 



    



    It was like having a sparrow chirping endlessly at his ear. "Do I look like a cop to you?" he retorted.



    



    "Not really. That limp doesn’t look fake, and you’re not exactly handsome. I doubt the police would want you," Zhao Muxin mused. If he wasn’t a cop, then what was he?



    



    After a moment of thought, she ventured, "Are you an assassin? That would make sense. Ordinary people wouldn’t be as calm as you, and you didn’t even flinch when you fired that gun. Oh, and you stuttered in the cave earlier, but now you’re not stuttering at all. You were faking it, weren’t you?"



    



    Faced with Zhao Muxin’s relentless questioning, Qin Fei began to regret stepping in to save her. Letting the wolf eat her might have been the quieter option.



    



    "Hey, answer me! What exactly are you?" Zhao Muxin persisted.



    



    "I’m just an idiot, as you’ve seen," Qin Fei sighed. Although his strength was slowly returning, he was still far from his peak.



    



    He also suspected that his death hadn’t been an accident but the result of someone’s scheming. As such, he decided to keep a low profile, using the identity of "Qin Fei the fool" to investigate who had targeted him.



    



    Distracted by his thoughts, Qin Fei ignored Zhao Muxin’s incessant chatter. 



    



    When he retrieved the bodies of the three kidnappers from the bushes, Zhao Muxin’s face turned pale. She quietly trailed behind him, saying nothing.



    



    It wasn’t long before they encountered a group of police officers. Leading them was none other than Zhou Kai, who immediately spotted Qin Fei descending the mountain with a beautiful girl in tow.



    



    Zhou Kai frowned, puzzled. 



    



    How had this fool survived? And those three bodies bound like grasshoppers—could they be the kidnappers?



    



    Could this idiot have taken them down? 



    



    Zhou Kai couldn’t make sense of it but approached Qin Fei nonetheless. "Did you kill them?"



    



    Qin Fei shook his head and replied indifferently, "No, they died in a fight among themselves."



    



    Ah, that explains it.



    



    Zhou Kai breathed a sigh of relief and quickly formulated a plan. 



    



    Turning to Zhao Muxin, he said, "Miss, I’m Zhou Kai from the Criminal Investigation Division. Let me take you to rest."



    



    "Okay," Zhao Muxin replied weakly. Exhausted from the day’s ordeal and the gruesome sight of the bodies, she followed Zhou Kai without resistance.



    



    After handing her off to two female officers, Zhou Kai returned to Qin Fei. "Do you realize you’ve committed a crime?"



    



    "What crime?" Qin Fei asked.



    



    "Helping the kidnappers drive makes you guilty of aiding and abetting. That’s a minimum of five years in prison," Zhou Kai said, deliberately exaggerating.



    



    Qin Fei could see through Zhou Kai’s intentions but decided to play along. Given his current situation, he needed to stay under the radar. "I-I don’t want to go to jail," he stammered, feigning fear.



    



    "If you don’t want to go to jail, cooperate with me. Tell anyone who asks that I killed these three kidnappers. Leave the rest to me," Zhou Kai said.



    



    Zhou Kai had just received a bulletin from the station. These three kidnappers were A-grade fugitives wanted nationwide. Claiming credit for their capture would make him a rising star in the force.



    



    Qin Fei had intended to collect the bounty on the kidnappers himself but decided not to argue with Zhou Kai. Nodding, he said, "Alright, as long as I don’t go to jail."



    



    "Smart choice."



    



    Zhou Kai smirked, fired a few rounds into the bodies for effect, and then grabbed his radio. "Ruoxi, I’ve caught the kidnappers!"



    



     

  
    Chapter 6:



    



    At the foot of the mountain, police lights flashed, their shrill wail piercing the desolate outskirts.



    



    Yang Ruoxi sat in the police car, her brows tightly furrowed, her mind restless. She wanted nothing more than to join her team in searching the mountain and bring back her foolish husband.



    



    However, with over ten diverging paths on the mountain and her position as the team leader, she was bound to stay in the car and oversee the operation.



    



    As darkness crept in, her anxiety deepened. The task of finding the hostage seemed nearly impossible with so many paths and just over ten officers.



    



    The chief had already given his orders: if the girl wasn’t rescued by nightfall, Yang Ruoxi would be reassigned to the archives department, reduced to desk duty.



    



    Massaging her temples, Yang Ruoxi felt utterly drained. She couldn't help but blame her foolish husband. If it weren’t for his interference, how could things have spiraled out of control like this?



    



    
      The radio crackled intermittently with reports from her team:
      


    

    
      “Captain Yang, nothing from Group A.”
      


    

    
      “Group B, no signs.”
      


    

    “Group C, negative.”



    



    Four of the five teams had already reported back empty-handed. With the mountain now shrouded in darkness, the search was becoming increasingly futile. Yang Ruoxi had no choice but to recall her team to rest before resuming their efforts.



    



    Stepping out of the car, she gazed at the darkened mountains, doubt creeping into her heart. Was she truly cut out to be a police officer?



    



    If she couldn’t even manage her idiotic husband, how could she possibly manage the safety of Jiang City?



    



    Just as despair loomed, the radio crackled again with the voice of Deputy Captain Zhou Kai: “Ruoxi, I’ve caught the kidnappers!”



    



    “Zhou Kai, repeat that!” Yang Ruoxi straightened up, clutching the radio tightly.



    



    “I’ve captured the kidnappers—all three of them are dead. Oh, and your husband has been found too,” Zhou Kai reported confidently.



    



    Finally, a glimmer of hope!



    



    Exhaling a sigh of relief, Yang Ruoxi responded immediately, “I’ll send reinforcements to you right away.”



    



    20 minutes later, a group of officers descended the mountain, carrying the three kidnappers' bodies as if on high alert. Qin Fei, as usual, was overlooked—just a fool who had caused trouble by helping the kidnappers escape.



    



    Luckily, Deputy Captain Zhou Kai had exhibited his prowess and dealt with the situation. Without his efforts, the entire team would have been reprimanded.



    



    Qin Fei didn’t care about how others viewed him. In their eyes, he was just a fool, but their opinions meant nothing to him. He had once stood at heights most people couldn’t even dream of.



    



    Being labeled a “fool” was, in a way, a shield. 



    



    His death had been far too suspicious, and Qin Fei was determined to uncover the truth. But in this frail body, he couldn’t confront his enemies yet. For now, he needed to keep a low profile.



    



    Just as Qin Fei was about to sneak into the Jeep and return to the city, a cold voice called out from behind him: “Stop right there!”



    



    “What now?” Qin Fei turned around, glancing at Yang Ruoxi. He had to admit, she was stunning. Dressed in her light blue uniform, she exuded an air of cold elegance.



    



    Her black trousers accentuated her long, shapely legs. If she’d smile even a little, she’d be absolutely enchanting.



    



    Before his death, Qin Fei had rarely interacted with women. Now, standing close to Yang Ruoxi, he found himself momentarily distracted.



    



    Click!



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s face remained icy as she snapped handcuffs onto Qin Fei. Her tone was sharp as she declared, “You’re coming back to the station. You’ve committed a crime!”



    



    This woman sure has a strong sense of justice, Qin Fei thought to himself as he sighed. 



    



    He got into the police car without resistance, ready to let them question him. 



    



    Playing dumb wasn’t a problem for him.



    



    …



    



    (At the station)



    



    Zhou Kai eagerly volunteered to interrogate Qin Fei. Predictably, he pinned all the blame on the kidnappers. After Qin Fei pressed his fingerprint on a statement, he was released without charge.



    



    Both men knew the real story, but neither said a word.



    



    At the station’s entrance, Yang Ruoxi stood waiting. 



    



    She had changed into a white chiffon blouse that highlighted her slender waist and paired it with light blue jeans that perfectly showcased her long legs.



    



    Seeing Qin Fei emerge, she frowned slightly and commanded, “Get in the car!”



    



    Qin Fei, aware of the trouble he had caused, didn’t argue. 



    



    He obediently got into the back seat.



    



    The ride home was silent. Yang Ruoxi focused on driving, not sparing him a glance. Once they reached the villa, she changed into slippers and headed toward her father, Yang Guoming, who was watching TV on the sofa. “Dad, I want a divorce from Qin Fei!”



    



    Standing at the door and changing his shoes, Qin Fei paused, stunned. 



    



    When he went to the police station earlier, she had refused to divorce him no matter what. 



    



    But now, just a few hours later, she was agreeing to it?



    



    Ironically, now Qin Fei didn’t want a divorce. 



    



    It wasn’t because Yang Ruoxi was breathtakingly beautiful, but because as he adapted to this body, he had begun to uncover its secrets.



    



    Though the former Qin Fei had been labeled a “fool” with the intelligence of a child, he had lived with Yang Ruoxi for years and had fallen for her. Too timid to confess his feelings, he had spent countless hours alone in the study, drawing her portrait. This had gone on for ten years.



    



    Even on the day of his accident, when he was hit by the car, his final words had been “Ruoxi… wife…”



    



    Now, Qin Fei felt like the old Qin Fei had become part of him. They were one and the same.



    



    Not only did he want to live as a man, but he also wanted to win over his cold and distant wife, fulfilling the former Qin Fei’s wish.



    



    After changing into slippers, Qin Fei walked to the sofa, ready to apologize and convince Yang Ruoxi not to divorce him. He had already come up with an excuse, claiming his accident had affected his mind.



    



    But before he could speak, Yang Guoming glanced at him and said warmly, “Xiaofei, go upstairs and take a shower. You’ve had a long day.”



    



    “Oh… okay, Dad,” Qin Fei replied awkwardly before heading upstairs. Once in his room, he stood by the door, listening in on the conversation downstairs.



    



    Yang Guoming set down his newspaper and looked at his daughter. “Ruoxi, did you argue with Xiaofei again?”



    



    “Argue? Do I dare? This afternoon, he came to the station demanding a divorce! Then, during my case, he caused chaos and even helped the kidnappers escape. With such an ‘amazing’ husband, how could I possibly be worthy of him?” Yang Ruoxi’s voice quivered with frustration, finally letting out the grievances she had held back all day.



    



    Her mother, Li Meifang, frowned and said, “Old Yang, I agree with our daughter. She should get a divorce. Your past friendship with Qin Fei’s father doesn’t mean we should sacrifice our daughter’s happiness. Look at him—he’s in his twenties, but has he ever earned a penny? Can he even complete a proper sentence? Has he contributed anything to this family?”



    



    “Enough!” Yang Guoming said firmly, his tone resolute. “Unless I’m dead, I won’t allow this divorce. Xiaofei’s father saved my life, and Xiaofei saved Ruoxi’s life. Do you remember when Ruoxi was four years old and fell into an icy pond at the park? If Xiaofei hadn’t jumped in to save her, she wouldn’t be here today. He was in a coma for a week after that, and that’s when his condition started. Are you saying he wasn’t brilliant before that?”



    



    Li Meifang fell silent, unable to refute his words. 



    



    What her husband said was true. 



    



    As a child, Qin Fei had been bright and likable until the ice pond incident.



    



    Yang Ruoxi also fell quiet. 



    



    Though her memories were faint, she vaguely recalled struggling in the freezing water, only to be pulled out by a pair of small, firm hands. 



    



    She had no idea that the person who saved her was now her "foolish" husband.



    



    Her anger dissipated significantly.



    



    So be it, she thought. No matter how foolish Qin Fei was, he was still her husband. She decided to make peace with the situation.



    



    After dinner with her parents, Yang Ruoxi went upstairs to call Qin Fei down to eat.



    



    But as soon as she opened the door, she was met with a scene that sent her into a blind rage. Gritting her teeth, she hissed, “Qin Fei, are you asking for death?!”



    



     

  
    Chapter 7:



    



    After Qin Fei went upstairs, he lingered behind the door for a while, eavesdropping. 



    



    He realized that Yang Guoming was still very protective of the original Qin Yifei, always defending him. This knowledge reassured Qin Fei—especially when he heard that Yang Ruoxi didn’t bring up divorce again.



    



    Since he was now Qin Yifei, Yang Ruoxi was his wife—a stunning woman with a strong sense of justice. He felt he ought to cherish her.



    



    The previous Qin Yifei had lived a pitiful existence. 



    



    Qin Fei already had a plan: step by step, he would show his cold and aloof wife what it truly meant to be a man.



    



    However, a hot shower left him utterly drained. The day’s physical exertion had been enormous for this feeble body.



    



    The moment he reached the large bed, he collapsed onto it and fell into a deep sleep.



    



    He would have slept until the next morning if not for Yang Ruoxi’s furious voice coming from the doorway: “Qin Yifei, get down here right now!”



    



    Covering her eyes in embarrassment and anger, Yang Ruoxi kept her voice low to avoid alerting her parents downstairs. She shut the door tightly, her tone simmering with suppressed rage.



    



    “What’s wrong?” Qin Fei opened his eyes and saw Yang Ruoxi’s flushed face. She was so livid that her chest heaved, accentuating her curves. The sight nearly gave him a nosebleed.



    



    “You… you pervert! Why aren’t you wearing clothes after your shower?” Yang Ruoxi was mortified. She had started calming down but became enraged again when she saw Qin Fei lying stark naked on her bed, resting his head on her new silk lingerie.



    



    Although she knew Qin Yifei had once saved her life, he was still regarded as a “fool” in her eyes—someone who acted and spoke like a child.



    



    What she wanted was a man who could resonate with her, both emotionally and intellectually. Qin Yifei fell far short of her expectations.



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s feelings were complicated, a mix of frustration and helplessness. She felt trapped, uncertain about how to face the rest of her life.



    



    Seeing Yang Ruoxi leaning against the door, looking as though she might cry, Qin Fei sat up awkwardly. “I’m sorry. I was too tired and fell asleep.”



    



    “Fine. Your clothes are in the cabinet over there. Get dressed. I’m going to take a shower,” Yang Ruoxi said, taking a deep breath and wiping the corners of her reddened eyes. She decided not to argue further and turned toward the bathroom to wash away the day’s exhaustion.



    



    When she came out of the bathroom, Qin Fei had already put on his pajamas and was lying on the floor mat with his hands behind his head, seemingly watching her.



    



    Yang Ruoxi frowned slightly, feeling uneasy. 



    



    She couldn’t shake the feeling that something about Qin Fei had changed since the car accident, though she couldn’t pinpoint what it was.



    



    Sitting down, she tugged at the hem of her nightgown to cover her legs and looked at him. “Let me ask you—why were you at the bar last night?”



    



    “I was in a bad mood,” Qin Fei replied. He had full access to Qin Yifei’s memories and knew exactly what had happened.



    



    Yang Ruoxi was momentarily stunned. Her husband’s speech was becoming more coherent and normal. “Was it because I slapped you?”



    



    “Yes. I have my dignity, too,” Qin Fei said plainly.



    



    Dignity?



    



    Yang Ruoxi blinked, surprised. 



    



    She realized she had overlooked something all these years—her husband, though a bit foolish, was still a man in his twenties.



    



    Yesterday morning, she had slapped him twice in anger, which must have hurt his pride as a man.



    



    Her expression softened. “Alright, I’ll apologize. I was wrong…”



    



    “There’s no need. You’re my wife. I forgive you,” Qin Fei said, glancing at her with a slight smile. “But from now on, don’t treat me like a fool. I’ll prove to you that I’m a worthy husband.”



    



    “Fine, just don’t cause any more trouble,” Yang Ruoxi replied dismissively, yawning. “It’s late. Let’s sleep.”



    



    “Goodnight, wife,” Qin Fei said with a grin before closing his eyes.



    



    This was the first time Yang Ruoxi had exchanged so many words with her husband. 



    



    To her, Qin Fei had always been an insignificant presence in her life. 



    



    Her days revolved around school, work, and solving cases, while Qin Fei rarely left home, often locking himself in the study. There were times when they didn’t see each other for months.



    



    Even after getting married, they had never so much as held hands. He slept on the floor while she had the bed to herself.



    



    Had she been too harsh?



    



    Yang Ruoxi questioned herself before shaking her head. Even if Qin Fei now spoke clearly and acted more normally, she still couldn’t bring herself to like him.



    



    Unless he could make her genuinely fall in love with him, there was no way she could imagine doing anything intimate with him.



    



    Qin Fei, however, wasn’t bothered. His priority was to earn money, buy rare medicinal herbs, and refine pills to restore this frail body.



    



    Once his body recovered, it could withstand his powerful soul. And when his former strength returned, wealth and status would come effortlessly.



    



    At that point, Yang Ruoxi wouldn’t just stop disliking him—she’d be proud of him. After all, no woman could resist a man who could stand tall and command respect.



    



    Before his death, that was exactly the kind of man Qin Fei had been.



    



    …



    



    Meanwhile, in a study with traditional decor, a gray-haired man in a black vest sat smoking a pipe, his expression solemn.



    



    “Dad, that’s everything that happened. He killed those three kidnappers and even took down two wolves barehanded. He saved me. I want to invite him over for dinner,” Zhao Muxin said, now dressed in a white dress with her long black hair cascading over her shoulders. She looked like a princess straight out of a fairytale.



    



    “Muxin, it’s not that I don’t believe you. I’ve already had Chief Wang send me this man’s file,” Zhao Zhongyi said, frowning. “His name is Qin Yifei. He’s twenty-five years old and has lived in Yang Guoming’s house as a live-in son-in-law. He never went to school, never left Jiang City, and frequently visited hospitals due to his poor health. His intelligence is reportedly equivalent to that of a ten-year-old child. So tell me, how could someone like that learn to shoot or kill wolves barehanded? Were you perhaps too frightened and imagined things?”



    



    Zhao Zhongyi, a veteran of the business world, was far sharper than most. He found Muxin’s story riddled with inconsistencies.



    



    Could a frail “idiot” really take down three A-grade fugitives and kill wolves barehanded? Even a highly trained special forces soldier would struggle with such a feat.



    



    Zhao Muxin pouted and huffed. “I don’t care. I want to invite him for dinner! You didn’t see it—he killed a wolf with just a tree branch. It was so cool! He’s my hero!”



    



    “Muxin, listen. Let me investigate this matter further. Once everything is clear, then we can invite him over. He’s living at Yang Guoming’s house, so he’s not going anywhere,” Zhao Zhongyi said.



    



    Seeing the stars in his daughter’s eyes whenever she mentioned Qin Fei, Zhao Zhongyi felt a surge of unease.



    



    Whether or not Qin Fei was truly a fool, he was already married. If his daughter fell for a married man, it would be a disaster.



    



    Determined to uncover the truth, Zhao Zhongyi decided to investigate personally. 



    



    If Qin Fei was genuinely a fool, it wouldn’t matter. But if he was hiding something, Zhao Zhongyi wouldn’t hesitate to teach him a lesson.



    



    He headed downstairs, where a tall young man was pacing. Upon seeing Zhao Zhongyi, the man asked anxiously, “Uncle, is Muxin alright?”



    



    “She’s fine, just a little shaken. She’s resting now. I’m sorry to trouble you so late, Xiaotian,” Zhao Zhongyi said.



    



    “Uncle, don’t mention it,” the young man, Long Zaitian, replied as he helped Zhao Zhongyi to a seat.



    



    Though only in his fifties, Zhao Zhongyi’s years of hard work had taken a toll on his health. 



    



    Long Zaitian was well aware of this and held great respect for him.



    



    Zhao Zhongyi was quite fond of Long Zaitian. 



    



    In his early twenties, the young man had already taken over his family’s “Dragon-Tiger Hall” and was an expert martial artist, with numerous international accolades to his name.



    



    Zhao Zhongyi envisioned a future where Muxin and Long Zaitian would marry after she graduated, convinced that the two would make a perfect match.



    



    After a moment of contemplation, Zhao Zhongyi set down his pipe and asked, “Xiaotian, if I gave you a tree branch, could you pierce a wolf with it?”



    



    Long Zaitian thought for a moment before shaking his head. “Uncle, real wolves are cunning and ferocious. They often rub against pine trees, coating their fur with resin to enhance their defense. Piercing one with a tree branch is practically impossible.”



    



    “I see…”



    



    Zhao Zhongyi frowned, recalling how lightly Qin Fei had accomplished such a feat in Muxin’s story. 



    



    Could Qin Fei really be stronger than Long Zaitian?



    



    Suspicious but cautious, Zhao Zhongyi decided not to jump to conclusions. “Xiaotian, come with me tomorrow. There’s someone I want to meet.”



    



     

  
    Chapter 8:



    



    Early the next morning, Yang Ruoxi changed into her work clothes, ready to head to the police station. 



    



    Seeing Qin Fei still sleeping, she frowned slightly.



    



    To her, a man’s wealth or appearance wasn’t as important as his ambition. Sleeping all day, even for a genius, wouldn’t lead to much accomplishment.



    



    Standing next to him, she nudged him gently with her foot. Qin Fei slowly opened his eyes and mumbled, “Wife, it’s so early?”



    



    “It’s not early—it’s almost eight o’clock,” Yang Ruoxi said flatly.



    



    “Oh, then you go to work. I’ll sleep a little longer,” Qin Fei replied, closing his eyes again. He had discovered that the longer he slept, the more his strength slowly returned. Although the progress was slow, it was better than having no hope at all.



    



    Yang Ruoxi didn’t know the real reason behind his sleep and saw it as sheer laziness. Her voice turned cold. “You’ve mostly recovered now. Have you thought about finding a job?”



    



    “No, I’m busy,” Qin Fei muttered. 



    



    Between recovering his strength through rest and strategizing ways to make money to buy the medicinal herbs necessary for this weak body, he truly didn’t have time for a regular job. Once his power was fully restored, money would simply be a number to him.



    



    Qin Fei’s laid-back attitude made Yang Ruoxi even angrier. With a huff, she said, “Fine, do whatever you want. I’m done caring.”



    



    Stomping toward the door in her high heels, she stopped for a moment before leaving and said without turning around, “It’s my birthday today.”



    



    “Oh, happy birthday, wife,” Qin Fei mumbled, half-asleep.



    



    “You—” Yang Ruoxi clenched her teeth in frustration. 



    



    Not only was her husband intellectually slow, but his emotional intelligence seemed nonexistent. Just “happy birthday” and that’s it?



    



    She sighed inwardly. Since she didn’t care about him, why should she care about his indifference? 



    



    With a cold huff, she added, “Dinner at Longhu Hotel tonight. Come if you’re free.”



    



    Slamming the door behind her, she walked away briskly, the sound of her high heels echoing down the hallway.



    



    “She seems upset,” Qin Fei murmured, scratching his head but not dwelling on it. 



    



    Right now, he lacked the capability to give her anything meaningful. Even if he presented her with a palace, she would probably think he had stolen it.



    



    Once he regained his peak strength, even a simple grass ring would make her accept him willingly. Before his death, Qin Fei had learned far too much about human nature and relationships.



    



    He continued sleeping until around ten o’clock before finally getting up and heading out. His goal was to find opportunities to make money. While catching fugitives was the fastest way to earn cash, they weren’t available every day.



    



    After wandering the streets for a few hours without success, Qin Fei stopped near a garbage heap.



    



    To restore his strength, medicinal herbs weren’t enough. He needed a high-quality cauldron, something rare and almost impossible to buy, even with money.



    



    Today, luck seemed to be on his side. He had noticed a boy of about seven or eight sneakily throw a bag into the trash heap. A faint red glow emanated from it—a glow invisible to ordinary people.



    



    Thanks to a fateful encounter in his previous life, Qin Fei’s eyes possessed unique abilities, allowing him to see things like this.



    



    Once the boy left, Qin Fei quickly approached the garbage heap and picked up the bag. Before he could open it, a mocking voice came from nearby.



    



    “Well, if it isn’t Mrs. Yang? Hungry enough to scavenge for trash now?”



    



    It was Zhou Kai, sitting in a Santana car with the window rolled down, smirking at Qin Fei.



    



    The nickname “Mrs. Yang” was a cruel joke among the police, implying that Qin Fei was a stay-at-home husband living off Yang Ruoxi.



    



    Qin Fei wasn’t interested in engaging with Zhou Kai and merely shrugged. “I’m just here to throw away some trash.”



    



    “Oh? Your house is kilometers away. Came all the way here for some exercise?” Zhou Kai continued mocking.



    



    “I do what I want,” Qin Fei replied, carrying the bag into a nearby alley to examine its contents.



    



    Zhou Kai watched him go, even pulling out his phone to snap a few photos, intending to share them back at the station for another round of ridicule.



    



    In the alley, Qin Fei opened the bag, his heart racing slightly. 



    



    Inside was a cauldron. 



    



    Though it appeared dull and damaged—likely used as an ashtray for years—it was undeniably a genuine artifact.



    



    A chunk was missing from its upper right corner, roughly the size of a wine glass. This imperfection disappointed Qin Fei, as the cauldron was now incomplete.



    



    Still, it seemed to be an artifact from before the Tang Dynasty. If sold, it would fetch millions, even in its current state. The boy who discarded it had probably broken it accidentally and thrown it away to avoid punishment.



    



    “What a reckless kid, but I like it,” Qin Fei muttered, carefully rewrapping the cauldron before heading to a nearby recycling center.



    



    He planned to repair it himself, knowing that the cauldron’s durability required rare metals, which were strictly regulated and not sold privately. Buying them on the black market risked exposing his identity.



    



    Thus, Qin Fei intended to sift through scrap metal to find what he needed.



    



    By sunset, Qin Fei left the recycling center with a plan. 



    



    Once the cauldron was repaired and paired with medicinal herbs like Polygonatum, wild ginseng, bear bile, and bird’s nest, he could refine pills to restore 70% of his strength.



    



    With his powers back, wealth and status would come effortlessly. Yang Ruoxi would no longer be disappointed but proud to have him as her husband.



    



    Lost in his optimistic thoughts, Qin Fei’s phone buzzed. The caller ID read “Wife.”



    



    Answering quickly, he said, “Hello, wife. Are you off work? Want me to pick you up?”



    



    “No need. I’m at Longhu Hotel. Are you coming or not?” Yang Ruoxi’s voice was calm, though she still harbored resentment. It was her birthday, after all, and having her husband absent would only invite gossip.



    



    “I’m on my way,” Qin Fei replied, leaving the alley with his trash bag. To others, the contents were worthless scrap metal, but to him, they were priceless treasures.



    



    …



    



    (At Longhu Hotel)



    



    Yang Ruoxi stood by the window after ending the call. She was still fuming. If she hadn’t called, Qin Fei probably wouldn’t have shown up at all.



    



    “What kind of husband is this?” she muttered, feeling both angry and aggrieved. How could someone as beautiful and accomplished as her end up with a man like Qin Fei?



    



    Her thoughts were interrupted as Zhou Kai entered the hotel with a group of people. Having recently taken down three fugitives, he had been awarded first-class merit. Combined with his family connections, he was poised to secure the deputy bureau position by year-end.



    



    Zhou Kai handed Yang Ruoxi a beautifully wrapped jewelry box and said, “Happy birthday, Ruoxi!”



    



    Yang Ruoxi disliked hearing him call her by her given name but chose not to comment. Seeing the extravagant gift, she frowned slightly. “Zhou Kai, this is too much.”



    



    “It’s just a bracelet. Nothing extravagant,” Zhou Kai replied with a smile.



    



    The officers around them chimed in, urging Yang Ruoxi to accept the gift, as they believed Zhou Kai was a better match for her than Qin Fei.



    



    “Alright, but just this once,” Yang Ruoxi said, taking the box reluctantly. Still, she couldn’t help but feel a pang of disappointment. Her foolish husband had yet to show up.



    



     

  
    Chapter 9:



    



    As the number of guests increased, Yang Ruoxi lost the energy to care about Qin Fei. She chatted with the attendees while coordinating the hotel staff to serve the dishes.



    



    About an hour later, Qin Fei walked into the hotel, sweating profusely. Having spent all the allowance Yang Ruoxi gave him on scrap metal, he had no choice but to walk to the hotel. He even brought the trash bag inside, worried someone might steal it if left outside.



    



    
      “Take a guess—what’s in that idiot’s bag?”
      


    

    
      “Probably a gift. It’s his wife’s birthday; he can’t show up empty-handed, right?”
      


    

    
      “Doesn’t look like it. Judging by the clanging sound, it’s more like scrap metal.”
      


    

    “Doesn’t matter. Let’s make him open it later and find out.”



    



    Qin Fei didn’t seem to care about the chatter. 



    



    Seeing an empty seat, he casually placed the bag on the floor, grabbed a pair of chopsticks, and said, “I’m starving. I’ll eat first.”



    



    Eat? That’s all he ever thinks about! Was he a pig in his past life? Yang Ruoxi didn’t say anything aloud, but she was fuming inside. He came late, brought a trash bag, and made her look like a wife who neglected her husband so much that he had to scavenge for food.



    



    Zhou Kai smirked at Qin Fei’s lack of self-awareness and mocked, “It’s not easy for him. With a disability and reduced to scavenging, he must be exhausted and starving. Of course, none of this is Ruoxi’s fault. Life is about having value, and his seems to lie in collecting trash.”



    



    Zhou Kai’s words made Yang Ruoxi’s brows furrow further. 



    



    She regretted inviting Qin Fei to her birthday celebration. Yet, with her colleagues present, she could only suppress her anger and stay silent.



    



    Qin Fei was well aware of Zhou Kai’s ridicule but couldn’t be bothered to respond. 



    



    Zhou Kai was like a frog in a well, incapable of seeing the broader world. 



    



    Qin Fei focused on eating, ignoring him entirely.



    



    Zhou Kai, emboldened by Qin Fei’s silence, smiled smugly and picked up the bag. 



    



    Dumping its contents onto the floor, he said mockingly, “This must be his gift. Let’s see what treasures he brought!”



    



    Zhou Kai had seen the bag earlier that day and knew it contained junk. His real intention was to humiliate Qin Fei, hoping to push Yang Ruoxi into divorcing him. Zhou Kai had his sights set on Yang Ruoxi and believed he could win her over once Qin Fei was out of the picture.



    



    A clattering sound filled the room as scrap metal spilled onto the floor. The hall fell silent. Even nearby diners couldn’t help but whisper:



    



    
      “What kind of world is this? Such a beautiful woman married to a disabled man who picks trash?”
      


    

    
      “Publicity stunt. They’ll do anything for fame these days.”
      


    

    “Or maybe he’s a rich heir testing her sincerity?”



    



    The room buzzed with speculation.



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s eyes turned red with embarrassment. If not for her colleagues watching, she might have thrown a plate at Qin Fei. This was humiliating—bringing a bag of trash to her birthday celebration? 



    



    Was he deliberately trying to disgrace her?



    



    Qin Fei, unfazed, continued eating until he finished his last bite. Then, calmly, he said, “Enjoyed the show? If so, return my things.”



    



    Zhou Kai sneered, scooped up the items, and stuffed them back into the bag. “A pile of trash. Why would I want it?” He tossed the bag at Qin Fei’s feet with a smug expression.



    



    Yang Ruoxi bit her lip, glaring at Qin Fei. “Have you eaten enough? If so, leave!”



    



    Though she tried to control her temper, her icy tone was unmistakable. Only a fool wouldn’t notice her anger.



    



    Qin Fei scratched his head and sighed. “Are you mad? Didn’t you ask me to come?”



    



    “Get out!” Yang Ruoxi’s fury exploded. She grabbed a glass of red wine and poured it over Qin Fei’s face.



    



    Qin Fei froze momentarily, feeling a chill in his heart. 



    



    So, Yang Ruoxi was just another superficial woman who didn’t understand his worth. Fine, she wasn’t really his wife anyway.



    



    With a bitter smile, Qin Fei picked up his bag and prepared to leave.



    



    Before he could take a few steps, an elderly man in traditional Chinese attire approached, exuding an aura of wisdom. “Young man, could I take a look at your bag?”



    



    “No,” Qin Fei replied flatly. His bag contained his treasures—it wasn’t something he would casually share.



    



    
      “He really does think that trash is valuable,” someone muttered.
      


    

    “Maybe the old man’s senile. Who’d want to look at garbage?”



    



    The elderly man ignored the murmurs, his gaze fixed on the bag. “Young man, just one look. Please?”



    



    Qin Fei hesitated, then nodded. “Fine, but don’t touch anything.”



    



    The old man examined the contents for several minutes before lifting his head. “Where did you get these?”



    



    “Found them,” Qin Fei said casually.



    



    “I’ll offer 5 million yuan for them. How about it?” the old man asked tentatively.



    



    The room erupted in shock.



    



    
      “5 million yuan for trash? Has the world gone mad?”
      


    

    
      “Maybe the old man’s a lunatic, too—escaped from the same asylum as that guy.”
      


    

    “Wait, isn’t that old man someone famous? I think I’ve seen him on TV.”



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s anger turned to confusion. She glanced at the old man, finding him vaguely familiar. 



    



    Judging by his demeanor, he was no ordinary person. Could Qin Fei’s “trash” actually be valuable?



    



    As the room buzzed with speculation, Qin Fei said something that left everyone dumbfounded. “Not for sale. This is priceless.”



    



    “Yes, I understand,” the old man said earnestly. “How about this: I don’t buy it, but I borrow it for one use. I’ll pay 5 million yuan and owe you a favor.”



    



    The crowd’s disbelief grew. Borrowing trash for 5 million yuan? 



    



    What on earth was in that bag?



    



    Qin Fei studied the old man, sensing he wasn’t ordinary. Perhaps the favor could be useful. “Fine. You can borrow it once.”



    



    “Thank you!” The old man waved to an attendant, who handed him a check and a business card. 



    



    Writing down a number with a six-sided, blue steel pen, he handed both to Qin Fei. “Call me when you’re ready. I’ll come personally.”



    



    “Alright,” Qin Fei replied, pocketing the card.



    



    The old man, assisted by his attendant, left in a Rolls-Royce.



    



    The room fell silent. 



    



    Some guests whispered, “That pen looks like the one sold at auction last year for 3 million yuan. And that car’s a limited edition. Whatever’s in that bag must be worth a fortune.”



    



    
      “Well, it’s still just junk compared to diamonds.”
      


    

    “Maybe it’s a publicity stunt to inflate prices.”



    



    Qin Fei remained calm. The old man’s health issues were apparent, likely the reason he wanted to borrow the cauldron for medicinal purposes.



    



    Returning to the table, Qin Fei picked up a glass of red wine. Yang Ruoxi glanced at him nervously, wondering if he planned to pour it on her in retaliation.
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    Even after Qin Fei earned five million, no one believed that the pile of scrap metal was truly valuable. 



    



    The evidence was clear—apart from some common metals, the only notable item was a broken ashtray. 



    



    Most bystanders assumed it was just a Douyin skit.



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s emotions were complicated. 



    



    She wondered what Qin Fei was up to. 



    



    Could he have coordinated with the old man to stage this whole act, just to gain face in front of everyone?



    



    Holding a wine glass, Qin Fei looked at Yang Ruoxi and said, “Sorry, I forgot to wish you a happy birthday.” After finishing his drink in one gulp, he turned and limped out of the hotel with his trash bag.



    



    Yang Ruoxi let out a small sigh of relief, worried that Qin Fei might retaliate by pouring wine on her in front of everyone. That would have been utterly humiliating.



    



    Zhou Kai noticed Yang Ruoxi staring at Qin Fei’s retreating figure and felt a surge of irritation. That idiot really got lucky—earning 5 million yuan from a pile of junk. However, his emotional intelligence was abysmal. If Zhou Kai were in his place, he would have handed the check to Yang Ruoxi on the spot, showcasing his generosity and class.



    



    What Zhou Kai didn’t know was that Yang Ruoxi’s earlier gesture of pouring wine on Qin Fei had already left him disheartened. 



    



    Qin Fei wasn’t insensitive; the wine incident proved that Yang Ruoxi didn’t see him as her husband. 



    



    No woman would publicly pour wine on her husband if she respected him. It was a clear blow to his dignity.



    



    Determined to prove his worth, Qin Fei resolved to restore his body and strength. He wanted Yang Ruoxi to see that he wasn’t some useless freeloader but a capable and strong man.



    



    Zhou Kai noticed Yang Ruoxi’s silence and signaled to one of his subordinates. 



    



    Catching the hint, the man said, “Captain Yang, shall we cut the cake?”



    



    “Sure.” Yang Ruoxi nodded, forcing herself to focus on the moment. She told herself that Qin Fei’s intelligence, or lack thereof, had nothing to do with her. She didn’t even like him—why let him affect her mood?



    



    The cake was brought out by hotel staff, and amidst cheers and blessings, Yang Ruoxi blew out the candles. But as she began cutting the cake, her knife struck something hard. Curious, she used the plastic knife to lift it out—it was a sparkling ring.



    



    At that moment, Zhou Kai stood up and, with a look of deep affection, said, “Ruoxi, I’ve liked you for a long time. This ring is for you. I hope you’ll accept it.”



    



    
      “Say yes! Say yes!”
      


    

    The police officers at the table began cheering, joined by onlookers from neighboring tables.



    



    Yang Ruoxi froze momentarily. She hadn’t expected Zhou Kai to propose in front of so many people. The gesture left her uncomfortable. 



    



    While she might not have feelings for Qin Fei, she wasn’t the type to casually accept another man’s proposal.



    



    “Sorry, but I’m married,” she said firmly, placing the ring back on the table. 



    



    Turning to the others, she added, “Thank you all for celebrating my birthday. But my parents are waiting for me to have longevity noodles with them, so I’ll head home now.” She picked up her bag and left the hotel.



    



    Standing on the bustling street, she felt a pang of loneliness. 



    



    When would she finally meet the right person?



    



    As she fastened her seatbelt in the car, Qin Fei’s voice suddenly came from outside. “Hey, can you give me a ride home?”



    



    Qin Fei hadn’t gone far after leaving the hotel. He had suspected Zhou Kai had another act planned and stayed nearby to observe. 



    



    When Zhou Kai’s grand proposal was met with rejection, Qin Fei felt a bit better. Yang Ruoxi’s outright refusal softened his earlier disappointment.



    



    Reflecting on his own behavior, Qin Fei realized he had been far from perfect. People were often superficial and materialistic, and considering how he appeared—with a trash bag in hand—Yang Ruoxi’s anger was understandable.



    



    Seeing her walk out of the hotel alone, looking so solitary, he felt his heart soften. 



    



    Despite everything, he wanted to make amends. After all, the original Qin Fei’s dying words were “Ruoxi... wife,” a testament to his deep love for her. Qin Fei, now intertwined with Qin Fei’s soul, found himself caring deeply for this cold yet resolute woman.



    



    Yang Ruoxi glanced at Qin Fei through the car window. His face was sweaty, and he still clutched that bag of “trash.” Yet, there was a profound sincerity in his eyes that momentarily touched her heart. Maintaining her composure, she said coldly, “Do you expect me to open the door for you?”



    



    “Heh, no need!” Qin Fei chuckled, slipping into the passenger seat and placing the bag at his feet.



    



    As she drove, Yang Ruoxi kept glancing at Qin Fei through the rearview mirror. Unable to hold back, she finally asked, “What’s in that bag of yours?”



    



    “It’s useless to others, but it’s invaluable to me,” Qin Fei replied, keeping the details vague. The world he once knew was too distant for ordinary people to comprehend. Moreover, he didn’t want Yang Ruoxi getting entangled in his past and potential dangers.



    



    “Fine, keep your secrets!” Yang Ruoxi huffed, feeling irritated. To her, trust and openness were the foundation of any relationship. Qin Fei’s evasiveness left her frustrated.



    



    The rest of the ride passed in silence. After reaching the villa, Yang Ruoxi went to park the car while Qin Fei waited at the entrance. At that moment, a black Bentley pulled up beside him. A tall young man and a dignified middle-aged man stepped out.



    



    The middle-aged man eyed Qin Fei and said politely, “Mr. Qin Fei, may I invite you to dinner?”



    



    The man was none other than Zhao Muhin’s father, Zhao Zhongyi. He had planned to visit Qin Fei earlier but was delayed and had to come that evening instead.



    



    “Sorry, but it’s my wife’s birthday, and I need to be with her,” Qin Fei replied calmly.



    



    Just as Yang Ruoxi finished parking, she overheard this and felt a warmth in her heart. So, Qin Fei did care about her after all. She approached the group and asked, “May I ask why you’re looking for him?”



    



    “Oh, you must be Officer Yang,” Zhao Zhongyi said with a faint smile, though he didn’t introduce himself. As a close associate of the city’s top officials, he saw no need to show excessive courtesy to a mere police captain. “I just want to invite your husband to dinner—nothing more.”



    



    Yang Ruoxi was taken aback. 



    



    She knew Qin Fei’s life well—he either stayed home or visited hospitals. How could someone driving a Bentley possibly know him? And why would they invite him to dinner?



    



    Qin Fei guessed the man’s identity based on his resemblance to Zhao Muhin. He figured this visit was to learn the truth about yesterday’s events. It seemed unlikely they would leave without him agreeing to the invitation.



    



    Sighing, Qin Fei handed his bag and a check to Yang Ruoxi. “Wife, I’ll be back soon.”



    



    Seeing his seriousness, Yang Ruoxi said nothing as Qin Fei climbed into the Bentley, leaving her standing by the villa, puzzled and thoughtful.
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    The Bentley started and gradually left the villa. Yang Ruoxi stood in place for a while, lost in thought, before heading back inside. Her mind was full of unanswered questions.



    



    The check Qin Fei had handed her earlier—it was real.



    



    Could that old man really be some influential figure who saw value in the so-called "scrap metal" Qin Fei was carrying?



    



    But how did Qin Fei know it was valuable in the first place?



    



    Shaking her head, Yang Ruoxi decided to interrogate Qin Fei properly when he returned. This money had come in a strange and unclear manner, and she worried it might bring trouble to the Yang family.



    



    Elsewhere, Zhao Zhongyi opened the glove compartment, took out a genuine Cuban cigar, and smiled as he asked, "Mr. Qin, care for one?"



    



    "I'm not used to smoking," Qin Fei replied, waving it off. 



    



    He noticed an open plaza ahead and said, "It's getting late. Let's skip dinner. If you’ve got something to discuss, we can talk there."



    



    "That works—let’s just chat casually," Zhao Zhongyi replied.



    



    Being a successful businessman, Zhao Zhongyi had his own way of dealing with people. He didn’t underestimate Qin Fei just because of his reputation as a "fool." 



    



    From the moment they met, Zhao Zhongyi had been quietly observing Qin Fei. The man sitting before him didn’t align at all with the rumored image of a "simpleton."



    



    This discrepancy made Zhao Zhongyi uneasy. 



    



    He suspected Qin Fei had deliberately approached his daughter with ulterior motives. Perhaps he was trying to win her over and gain access to the family’s wealth. If that were the case, Zhao Zhongyi had plans to test him thoroughly—and if necessary, have Long Zaitian teach him a lesson.



    



    After stepping out of the car, Zhao Zhongyi and Qin Fei walked toward a nearby bench. Long Zaitian followed, standing a meter or two away, lighting a cigarette.



    



    Zhao Zhongyi exhaled a puff of smoke and asked warmly, "Mr. Qin, do you have a job?"



    



    "Unemployed," Qin Fei answered simply.



    



    "How about joining my company? I’ll make you the general manager," Zhao Zhongyi offered, throwing out his first bait. If Qin Fei were truly greedy, he wouldn’t resist this offer. 



    



    After all, Zhao Zhongyi’s company was one of the top enterprises in the North. Becoming its general manager would be a fast track to success.



    



    But Qin Fei shook his head, replying calmly, "Thanks for your kind offer, but I’ll pass. If you’re looking to thank me, I’ll accept your gratitude. But as for being a manager, it’s unnecessary. I have my own life, and I’m quite content with it."



    



    Zhao Zhongyi’s expression didn’t change, but his heart burned with suspicion. 



    



    He interpreted Qin Fei’s refusal as a sign of even greater ambition. 



    



    Perhaps Qin Fei already knew his daughter was his only child and was laying a long-term trap, aiming to gain his trust before taking everything.



    



    Suppressing his frustration, Zhao Zhongyi maintained his smile and said, "You’re aware, Mr. Qin, that Muhin is my only daughter. I’m truly grateful for what you did to save her. Since you’re not interested in working for me, I’d still like to express my thanks. Here’s a check for 50 million yuan—please don’t decline."



    



    With that, Zhao Zhongyi pulled out a pre-written check and placed it in front of Qin Fei. If Qin Fei accepted, it would confirm his greed, and Zhao Zhongyi would ensure his daughter stayed far away from him.



    



    But Qin Fei didn’t even glance at the check. 



    



    Instead, he impatiently said, "Mr. Zhao, I know what you’re thinking. Let me make it clear: I’m not interested in your wealth, nor do I have feelings for your daughter. What happened that day was purely accidental. I’m busy and don’t want to waste time."



    



    Finishing his words, Qin Fei stood up, leaving Zhao Zhongyi momentarily awkward. 



    



    With a slight nod, Zhao signaled Long Zaitian.



    



    Long Zaitian stepped forward, blocking Qin Fei’s path. "I’ve heard you’re quite skilled. They say you used a twig to pierce through a wolf?"



    



    "Do you believe it?" Qin Fei asked indifferently.



    



    "I don’t," Long Zaitian replied. "That’s why I’d like to test you. Forgive me!" 



    



    Without further warning, he threw a punch toward Qin Fei’s chest, though he only used 30 percent of his strength. 



    



    Long Zaitian didn’t believe someone like Qin Fei could perform such a feat.



    



    True, there were exceptional individuals in the world, but they were rare—and even less likely to appear in a small city like Jiangcheng.



    



    Qin Fei sighed inwardly. 



    



    With his current abilities, defeating Long Zaitian would have been effortless. However, doing so would expose his strength, potentially attracting the attention of old enemies. Choosing caution, Qin Fei feigned clumsiness, dodging poorly and taking the punch squarely on his chest. Stumbling back several steps, he "angrily" said, "What’s the meaning of this? I save your daughter, and now you hit me?"



    



    Seeing Long Zaitian shake his head slightly, Zhao Zhongyi felt more certain. 



    



    This young man probably hadn’t even saved his daughter—it was likely her imagination due to the stress of the situation. Feeling a bit embarrassed, Zhao Zhongyi approached and said politely, "Mr. Qin, I apologize. My nephew can be impulsive. Are you hurt? Do you need to visit a hospital?"



    



    "No need—just consider it a dog bite," Qin Fei replied, turning and limping away from the plaza.



    



    Inside, he felt stifled. 



    



    In his past life, he had been immensely powerful, but his enemies had orchestrated his downfall. The foes he faced were not ordinary, and he knew he couldn’t risk exposure until his strength returned.



    



    As Qin Fei disappeared into the distance, Long Zaitian shared his assessment. "Uncle, his body is quite weak. When I hit him, I could feel it—he’s definitely not a skilled fighter."



    



    "I trust your judgment. Let’s head back. Spend more time with Muhin and help her keep her mind off things," Zhao Zhongyi instructed.



    



    "Don’t worry, Uncle. I know some excellent psychologists. If needed, I’ll take Muhin to see one," Long Zaitian reassured.



    



    "Thank you," Zhao Zhongyi said, exhaling deeply as they climbed back into the Bentley.



    



    …



    



    Meanwhile, back at the Yang family villa, Qin Fei had just walked in when Yang Guoming called out warmly, "Xiao Fei, come have some birthday noodles. I made them myself!"



    



    "Thanks, Dad," Qin Fei replied with a smile. He had always felt comfortable around Yang Guoming.



    



    Yang Ruoxi, watching Qin Fei return, set down her chopsticks and wiped her mouth. "Dad, I’m heading upstairs."



    



    Pausing at the staircase, she overheard her father ask, "Xiao Fei, is Ruoxi bullying you again?"



    



    Nearly stumbling, Yang Ruoxi rolled her eyes. This was definitely her biological father.



    



    Qin Fei, however, laughed it off. "Don’t worry, Dad. Ruoxi and I are doing great."



    



    "That’s good to hear. You’ve been married almost a year. Isn’t it time to give your mom and me a grandchild to spoil?" Yang Guoming hinted with a knowing smile.



    



    "Uh... we’ll work on it," Qin Fei replied, smiling awkwardly. 



    



    Considering his and Yang Ruoxi’s current relationship—they hadn’t even held hands yet—having a child seemed as distant as the heavens.



    



    "Alright, eat up and get some rest," Yang Guoming said, guiding his wife into their bedroom.



    



    After finishing the noodles, Qin Fei cleaned up and headed upstairs. Entering the room, he saw Yang Ruoxi sitting on the edge of the bed, freshly showered and wearing a nightgown. Her long, white legs were elegantly crossed as she glanced at him.



    



    "Aren’t you going to explain anything?" she asked coldly.



    



    "Explain what?" Qin Fei asked, puzzled.



    



    "Who was that old man earlier? And who was in the Bentley tonight? Qin Yi Fei, I didn’t know your connections were so impressive," Yang Ruoxi said with a sarcastic smile, clearly suspicious that Qin Fei was hiding things from her.



    



    Scratching his head, Qin Fei sighed inwardly at her relentless curiosity. 



    



    After a moment, he replied, "I don’t know the old man. Oh, right—he gave me a business card. His name’s Wang Houde."



    



    He handed her the card, and Yang Ruoxi took it. The card was simple, bearing only the words "Lingyu Pavilion—Wang Houde" along with a phone number.



    



    Lingyu Pavilion? She murmured the name to herself, and then, as if recalling something, her expression changed. Grabbing Qin Fei’s arm, she asked excitedly, "Did he say he’d grant you a favor too?"



    



    Caught off guard by her reaction, Qin Fei nodded cautiously. "I think so. Why? Do you know this guy?"
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    Yang Ruoxi’s nightgown was loose around the neckline, and as she stood up, her delicate beauty subtly rippled. 



    



    Of course, Yang Ruoxi was completely immersed in the shock of discovering the old man’s true identity, oblivious to Qin Fei’s intense gaze.



    



    Her heart pounded as if she had just won the lottery. 



    



    She nodded and said, “Yes, I’ve been looking for him for a long time. But he’s elusive, and it’s been nearly ten years since he retired from the field of traditional medicine. Hardly anyone knows his whereabouts anymore.”



    



    “Traditional medicine? Are you saying he’s an old Chinese doctor?” Qin Fei felt a sense of clarity. No wonder the old man could instantly recognize the value of the "scrap metal" in his bag—it made sense that he was highly skilled in medicine.



    



    Although Qin Fei had experience with refining medicinal pills, healing illnesses wasn’t his forte. Seeing how excited Yang Ruoxi was, he decided to let it go without further comment.



    



    “Yes, Mr. Wang is also known as the ‘Immortal of Traditional Medicine.’ Whenever he intervenes, no illness remains untreatable,” Yang Ruoxi said, her spirits lifting. 



    



    She was overjoyed because her father, Yang Guoming, had been battling a chronic illness. Despite numerous hospital visits, there had been no improvement. Yang Ruoxi had searched far and wide for any trace of Wang Houde, but her efforts had yielded little. Those who knew of him said he had “sealed his needles” and no longer treated anyone.



    



    Seeing the business card with Wang Houde’s name and contact details, she couldn’t remain calm. 



    



    What excited her even more was that Wang Houde had promised Qin Fei a favor.



    



    To Yang Ruoxi, this promise was far more valuable than five million yuan. After all, a healthy body is often priceless.



    



    She sighed with relief, feeling like she had found a treasure without effort after a long, fruitless search. Returning the card to Qin Fei, she said, “Call him tomorrow. Let him know we’d like to visit and hope he can help treat my dad.”



    



    “Of course. Whatever you say is like an imperial decree, wife. I’ll do it,” Qin Fei replied with a smile, taking out his phone and dialing the number on the card.



    



    However, a cold automated message quickly interrupted: “Sorry, the number you have dialed is currently switched off.”



    



    “Wife, the old man’s health isn’t great, and it’s already late. He’s probably resting. I’ll call him tomorrow and we can visit him around noon,” Qin Fei suggested.



    



    “Alright, let’s sleep then,” Yang Ruoxi said cheerfully, completely oblivious to the ambiguous undertone of her words.



    



    Qin Fei’s mind wandered. 



    



    He glanced at Yang Ruoxi’s slender figure and tentatively asked, “Wife, so… shall we sleep together?”



    



    Yang Ruoxi immediately realized the implications of her words. Her face flushed red, and she glared at him. “You’re sleeping on the floor!”



    



    “Oh, Dad did say something about giving me a task,” Qin Fei muttered, feeling a bit defeated. He understood that the idea of having a baby with Yang Ruoxi tonight was unrealistic. He would need to take things slowly, waiting for the day she truly fell for him. Everything would naturally fall into place by then.



    



    “Stop using Dad as an excuse!” Yang Ruoxi’s face turned even redder as she shot him a glare. Deep down, she felt a strange, unfamiliar warmth. Qin Fei seemed slightly more appealing, though she still hadn’t warmed up to him fully.



    



    “I’ll go shower, then sleep on the floor,” Qin Fei said with a sigh, running his hand through his hair as he walked toward the bathroom.



    



    When he came out, freshly showered, the room was empty. 



    



    Qin Fei looked around, puzzled. “Huh? Where’d she go?”



    



    At that moment, the sound of an ambulance blaring outside caught his attention. A wave of panic surged through him. Could someone in the family have fallen ill?



    



    Slipping on his sandals, Qin Fei hurried downstairs. 



    



    He saw two nurses helping Yang Ruoxi push an unconscious Yang Guoming out of the house.



    



    Li Meifang was tearfully following behind, clearly distraught and helpless.



    



    “Wife, what happened to Dad?” Qin Fei asked, rushing over.



    



    “His old illness flared up. I’m taking him to the hospital. You stay home and don’t wander around,” Yang Ruoxi said, instructing him firmly before heading out to start the car.



    



    She hadn’t planned to bring Qin Fei along. Though Qin Fei had inadvertently met Wang Houde today, that didn’t mean he was capable of helping.



    



    But Qin Fei wasn’t at ease. 



    



    He had long noticed Yang Guoming’s health issues but couldn’t help much in his current state. However, he felt it was his responsibility as the family’s “man” to accompany them to the hospital.



    



    When Yang Ruoxi pulled the car out, Qin Fei opened the door and got in, saying, “Wife, I’m the man of this family. If Dad’s unwell, it’s my duty to take care of him.”



    



    “Fine, let’s go,” Yang Ruoxi said, her mind too preoccupied with worry to argue. She followed the ambulance all the way to the hospital.



    



    After admitting Yang Guoming to the emergency room, Qin Fei and Yang Ruoxi waited outside.



    



    After about ten minutes, a doctor came out, frowning. “Are you the patient’s family?”



    



    “Yes,” both Qin Fei and Yang Ruoxi answered simultaneously.



    



    “The patient is suffering from atypical hemolytic uremic syndrome. We need C5 monoclonal antibodies to treat him. Only the internal medicine director can authorize its use. You’ll need to find him. Also, be prepared mentally,” the doctor said solemnly.



    



    “You mean… my… my dad…” Yang Ruoxi wavered, tears welling up in her eyes.



    



    “For now, the patient is stable, but the issue lies with the medication. The C5 monoclonal antibody costs $45,000 per vial, and it’s not typically accessible to the general public. If you can’t obtain it, the patient won’t have long,” the doctor explained frankly.



    



    “We’ll get the medication,” Qin Fei said without hesitation. It was just $45,000—around 300,000 yuan. With the 5 million yuan he had earned today, it wasn’t a problem. More importantly, stabilizing Yang Guoming’s condition meant they could visit Wang Houde tomorrow to fully address the issue.



    



    “You don’t understand. This isn’t just about money. Fine, give it a try,” the doctor said with a shake of his head before walking away. He knew better than anyone that this medication wasn’t just expensive—it was practically reserved for a select few.



    



    Yang Ruoxi wiped her tears and steadied herself. Looking at Qin Fei, she hesitated for a moment before saying, “Can I borrow your money for this?”



    



    In her heart, she had never truly considered Qin Fei her husband. 



    



    But now, they desperately needed money, and Qin Fei happened to have 5 million yuan. She wasn’t sure if he would readily agree, so her tone was cautious.



    



    To her surprise, Qin Fei simply chuckled and said, “Wife, you don’t need to ask. What’s mine is yours. Whether it’s 5 million or 50 million, you can use it however you want.”



    



    “Alright, let’s go find the internal medicine director,” Yang Ruoxi said, feeling a slight warmth in her heart. Together, they headed to the director’s office.



    



    Inside, a balding middle-aged man wearing a white coat and black-rimmed glasses sat behind the desk. When he saw Yang Ruoxi, his small eyes behind the lenses lit up. “Ruoxi? Is that you?”



    



    “You are…” Yang Ruoxi hesitated. Over the years, she had met many people and couldn’t immediately place this man.



    



    “It’s me, Zhang Hua! Jiangcheng Medical University, Class of 2009. Remember when we had that joint event with the police academy? We met then,” Zhang Hua said with a broad smile.



    



    “Senior Zhang, it’s you.” Yang Ruoxi’s face flushed slightly.



    



    Back in her freshman year, she had been voted the most beautiful student at the police academy. During a joint event with Jiangcheng Medical University, Zhang Hua, then a senior, had taken a liking to her. He had even texted her a few times, asking her out for movies, but she had politely declined.



    



    Now, finding herself needing Zhang Hua’s help made her feel uncomfortable.



    



    Seeing her recognition, Zhang Hua laughed heartily. “I never thought we’d meet again after seven or eight years, Ruoxi. You’re even more beautiful than before!”



    



    “Thank you,” Yang Ruoxi replied, blushing as she tried to remain polite despite her unease. Her father’s health was at stake, and she couldn’t let personal feelings interfere.



    



    Qin Fei, however, wasn’t pleased. Yang Ruoxi was his wife, yet this doctor was blatantly flirting with her. 



    



    Suppressing his irritation, Qin Fei cleared his throat and said, “Director Zhang, we’re here to get a prescription.”



    



    “Ruoxi, who’s this?” Zhang Hua asked, adjusting his glasses as he looked at Qin Fei, who stood there in a tank top and flip-flops.
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    “He… he’s my husband.”



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s tone lacked conviction. Qin Fei appeared far too ordinary—no job, no career, and most obviously, he had physical impairments. Yet, considering how Qin Fei had unhesitatingly offered the five million yuan to help her father, she reluctantly acknowledged their relationship in front of Zhang Hua.



    



    “Oh, your husband,” Zhang Hua said, his smile stiffening. Inside, he was disheartened. Yang Ruoxi was a stunning beauty, the kind who could captivate anyone with a mere glance. Back in the day, the men who pursued her were all exceptional talents, the cream of the crop. Yet, she had ended up marrying someone as plain as Qin Fei—a man whose attire and demeanor screamed mediocrity.



    



    “Pardon me, but does my identity have anything to do with getting the medication?” Qin Fei asked sharply, his voice tinged with irritation. It was clear to him that Zhang Hua harbored feelings for Yang Ruoxi, and the thought annoyed him.



    



    Zhang Hua inwardly sneered, barely masking his disdain for Qin Fei. Still, out of professional duty, he asked, “What medication are you looking for?”



    



    “Senior, it’s the C5 monoclonal antibody. My father is seriously ill,” Yang Ruoxi quickly interjected, giving Qin Fei’s arm a gentle squeeze.



    



    She knew Qin Fei was upset, but they couldn’t afford to offend Zhang Hua now. Her father’s life depended on this.



    



    “The C5 monoclonal antibody, huh?” Zhang Hua drawled, sinking onto the sofa and adopting a bureaucratic tone. “Ruoxi, it’s not that I don’t want to help, but this medication is extremely difficult to obtain.”



    



    “That’s why I’m asking for your help, Senior,” Yang Ruoxi said, forcing a smile. It was the first time she had ever asked a man for a favor, as she was usually cold and distant with them.



    



    “I’ll see what I can do,” Zhang Hua replied, opening his computer. Yang Ruoxi’s smile was disarming, and even Zhang Hua couldn’t resist it. Reluctantly, he accessed the hospital’s pharmaceutical database to check the availability of the drug.



    



    Yang Ruoxi exhaled softly, relieved that Zhang Hua had agreed to help. She shot a quick warning glance at Qin Fei, signaling him not to make trouble. This was a life-and-death matter for her father, and she couldn’t risk ruining it with an argument.



    



    After a few minutes, Zhang Hua frowned and said, “Ruoxi, there is one vial of the C5 monoclonal antibody available, but I can’t authorize its use.”



    



    “Why not?” Yang Ruoxi asked, confused.



    



    “To be honest, it’s already reserved for a high-profile patient. Our hospital is the largest hematology center in the southern region, and many prominent figures come here for treatment. This medication is incredibly scarce and in high demand,” Zhang Hua explained, sighing. While he had wanted to impress Yang Ruoxi, he knew he couldn’t risk overriding the reservation. Doing so could lead to severe repercussions.



    



    “What should we do now?” Yang Ruoxi asked, her heart sinking. She bit her lip. “Senior, isn’t there any other way?”



    



    “Well…” Zhang Hua hesitated, his heart aching at the sight of Yang Ruoxi on the verge of tears. A bold idea came to his mind, and he said, “Your husband needs to step out. I want to discuss something privately with you.”



    



    “Alright. Wait for me outside,” Yang Ruoxi said, glancing at Qin Fei.



    



    “Fine. If this doesn’t work, we’ll visit that old man first thing tomorrow,” Qin Fei shrugged and left the office.



    



    Instead of going far, Qin Fei sat on a bench in the corridor, curious to hear what Zhang Hua’s “solution” might be.



    



    Once the door was closed, Yang Ruoxi looked at Zhang Hua and asked, “Senior, what is it you wanted to say?”



    



    “Ruoxi, I’ve always had feelings for you,” Zhang Hua confessed, his gaze intense. He had always remembered Yang Ruoxi as pure and radiant, like a fairy. Over the years, she had only grown more mature and alluring, stirring desires he could no longer suppress. He was willing to risk punishment to fulfill his fantasy of being with her.



    



    Yang Ruoxi frowned but kept her composure. “Thank you, Senior, but I’m already married.”



    



    “That doesn’t matter. I’m married too. All I ask is for one evening—dinner and a movie to relive old times. If you agree, I’ll adjust the records and get the medication for you,” Zhang Hua said shamelessly, laying bare his indecent proposal.



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s frown deepened. 



    



    She felt disgusted, but her father’s life was at stake. 



    



    Refusing meant risking her father’s life. Agreeing, however, meant compromising her principles. She knew all too well that dinner and a movie would likely lead to something far worse, which crossed a line she could never accept.



    



    As she hesitated, Qin Fei suddenly burst into the office. 



    



    Holding a trash bin, he smashed it over Zhang Hua’s head, spilling its contents all over him. “Garbage should stay with garbage,” Qin Fei said coldly.



    



    Grabbing Yang Ruoxi’s hand, he pulled her out of the office, leaving Zhang Hua stunned and humiliated, his glasses reflecting a venomous glare.



    



    In the corridor, Yang Ruoxi yanked her hand away, anger flashing in her eyes. “Qin Fei, what were you thinking? What about my dad?”



    



    “And what? Let that four-eyed dog take advantage of you?” Qin Fei retorted, his tone equally cold.



    



    “That’s not what I meant,” Yang Ruoxi said, her voice trembling. Her mind was a tangled mess. “If I were that kind of woman, I wouldn’t have married you. The issue is, how do we save my father now?”



    



    “Leave it to me!” Qin Fei said firmly. 



    



    Her words softened his anger, and he remembered that, despite their awkward relationship, Yang Ruoxi had always conducted herself with integrity. She had never entertained advances from other men.



    



    “Fine. You figure it out. I’ll go ask the doctors again,” Yang Ruoxi said, heading toward the emergency room.



    



    As Qin Fei followed, his mind raced for solutions. While he could manage physical injuries or minor ailments, Yang Guoming’s condition was a complex blood disorder, rooted in genetic issues. 



    



    Treating it required advanced medical technology, far beyond his current capabilities.



    



    His best hope lay with Wang Houde. The man’s reputation as a miracle worker in traditional medicine might lead to a solution—or, at the very least, access to the life-saving drug.



    



    With a plan forming, Qin Fei joined Yang Ruoxi outside the emergency room. When the doctor emerged, he immediately asked, “Doctor, how long can my father-in-law hold on with conservative treatment?”



    



    “About two months,” the doctor replied.



    



    “Good. I’ll find a solution before then,” Qin Fei said with determination.



    



    After the doctor left, Yang Ruoxi sighed. “Our best chance is to contact Mr. Wang as soon as possible.”



    



    “Don’t worry. I have something he needs,” Qin Fei reassured her, gently squeezing her hand.



    



    By dawn, Yang Guoming had been transferred to a regular ward. Qin Fei and Yang Ruoxi helped settle him in before Yang Ruoxi turned to Qin Fei.



    



    “You go. I want to stay with my dad for a while,” she said.



    



    “Alright. I’ll go contact Mr. Wang,” Qin Fei said, nodding as he left the room.
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    Qin Fei stepped into the corridor and pulled out his phone, dialing Wang Houde again. This time, the call connected quickly, and a deep, energetic voice came through. “Who’s speaking?”



    



    “I’m the one with the Yin-Yang Fire Suppression Cauldron,” Qin Fei said straightforwardly. On the way home last night, Qin Fei had closely examined the cauldron and concluded it was likely the famous "Yin-Yang Fire Suppression Cauldron" from the Tang Dynasty, rumored to have been used by Emperor Taizong himself.



    



    The Tang emperors were known for their alchemical pursuits, something anyone with a basic understanding of history would know. Qin Fei couldn’t help but marvel at his luck in stumbling upon such a treasure.



    



    “Ah, it’s you, young man! Has the cauldron been repaired?” Wang Houde asked excitedly.



    



    “Not yet. I’ve encountered a small problem. My father-in-law is gravely ill with hemolytic uremic syndrome. There’s one vial of the C5 monoclonal antibody available at the hospital, but they won’t release it. Do you have any solutions?” Qin Fei asked.



    



    “I’ve dealt with hemolytic uremic syndrome before. It’s a genetic disorder that’s very hard to cure with current medical methods. However…” Wang Houde paused before continuing, “If you can gather a few rare herbs and combine them with your cauldron to create a medicinal pill, there’s hope for a full recovery.”



    



    “Are you referring to the Nine-fruit Grass, Golden Toad Blood, and Jade Dragon Bone?” Qin Fei asked after a moment of thought.



    



    Wang Houde chuckled. “Exactly. But as you likely know, these herbs are extraordinarily rare and nearly impossible to obtain. Without them, complete recovery would indeed be very challenging.”



    



    “I’ll do my best to find them, but the doctors say my father-in-law has only half a month left. Is there no other way?” Qin Fei pressed.



    



    “There is,” Wang Houde said. “Administering a dose of the C5 monoclonal antibody every six months can keep him stable. Tell me which hospital you’re at, and I’ll arrange for a box of this medication to be delivered.”



    



    Qin Fei was momentarily stunned by the offer. “I’m at Jiangcheng Hematology Hospital. Thank you so much,” he said, feeling a weight lift off his shoulders. 



    



    With a full box of this medication, Yang Guoming could easily survive another two or three years, buying Qin Fei time to gather the rare herbs and refine the necessary pill.



    



    “You’re welcome. May I ask your name, young man?” Wang Houde inquired.



    



    “Qin Fei. Qin, as in the First Emperor, and Fei, as in soaring to the skies,” Qin Fei replied.



    



    “A fine name, indeed. Qin Fei, I’ll have the medicine sent over shortly,” Wang Houde said, laughing heartily.



    



    “Thank you. I owe you a great debt. Your kindness won’t be forgotten,” Qin Fei said sincerely. A box of C5 monoclonal antibody vials was worth at least tens of millions, and Wang Houde hadn’t even asked for a deposit before arranging the delivery.



    



    “There’s no need to be so formal, Qin Fei. If you ever need my help in the future, don’t hesitate to ask,” Wang Houde replied warmly.



    



    “Understood. Let me first share the good news with my wife.”



    



    “Very well. Goodbye for now!”



    



    After hanging up, Qin Fei headed back to the room to inform Yang Ruoxi of the development. Before he could speak, however, last night’s antagonist, Zhang Hua, walked in. “Ms. Yang, I’m here for the rounds,” Zhang Hua said, his tone distant and tinged with hostility.



    



    Having been humiliated with a trash can the night before, Zhang Hua was seething. Now he was determined to make Qin Fei regret it, using the matter of the medication to put him in his place.



    



    After all, Zhang Hua was a chief physician at a specialized hospital, while Qin Fei was nothing more than a freeloading husband. This time, Zhang Hua planned to make Qin Fei beg at his feet—or else rewrite his own name backward in shame.



    



    Yang Ruoxi felt a little awkward when she saw Zhang Hua. “Senior, about last night… I’m sorry,” she said, apologizing on behalf of her husband.



    



    “It’s fine. I wouldn’t stoop to arguing with an idiot,” Zhang Hua replied with a dismissive wave, shooting Qin Fei a condescending glance.



    



    Yang Ruoxi smiled bitterly, realizing her husband’s reputation as a “simpleton” wasn’t going away anytime soon.



    



    Unbothered by Zhang Hua’s attitude, Qin Fei turned and left the room, heading to the corridor for a smoke.



    



    With Qin Fei gone, Zhang Hua’s arrogance swelled. His gaze lingered briefly on Yang Ruoxi’s legs before he said, “Ruoxi, I’ve reviewed your father’s condition. As you know, there’s only one vial of the C5 monoclonal antibody available in the entire province, and it’s already reserved. If I were to release it, I’d lose my job. But for you, I’m willing to take the risk. As adults, you understand there’s no such thing as a free lunch, right?”



    



    “You’re saying the entire province doesn’t have any other vials of this medication?” Yang Ruoxi asked, her anxiety growing. While she had Wang Houde as a backup, she couldn’t help but worry that even he might be unable to cure her father.



    



    Zhang Hua, noticing her hesitation, nodded confidently. “That’s right. If someone else can get this medication, I’d call them my master.”



    



    His smugness grated on Yang Ruoxi. “How long can one vial sustain a patient?” she asked through gritted teeth.



    



    “Six months at most,” Zhang Hua replied. After a brief pause, he added, “But don’t worry. As soon as the next batch arrives, I’ll prioritize you.”



    



    “Thank you, Senior. I’ll explore other options for now,” Yang Ruoxi said firmly.



    



    “Time isn’t on your side. If you change your mind, you know where to find me,” Zhang Hua said, reluctantly tearing his gaze from Yang Ruoxi before heading toward the door.



    



    Just as he opened it, a trash can flew at him, scattering garbage all over his head.



    



    Zhang Hua, enraged, pointed at Qin Fei and shouted, “You idiot! Are you even trying to save your father-in-law?”



    



    “Of course, but I don’t need garbage like you to help,” Qin Fei retorted coolly.



    



    Yang Ruoxi stepped out, both exasperated and furious. “Apologize to him right now,” she demanded.



    



    “He has ulterior motives toward you. Why should I apologize? Just because he has the medication?” Qin Fei shot back.



    



    “That’s right! I’m the only one in the entire province who can get that drug. Don’t like it? Then don’t come begging to me!” Zhang Hua yelled, his patience snapping.



    



    Qin Fei smirked. “Beg? Why would I beg for one vial when I can get an entire box?”



    



    With that, he opened the bag in his hand, revealing its contents with deliberate slowness.
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    "Where did you even get that?"



    



    Zhang Hua’s gaze was fixed on the box in Qin Fei’s hands, his breathing uneven.



    



    No matter how he tried, he couldn’t believe that Qin Fei had managed to get an entire box of C5 monoclonal antibodies. It wasn’t just about the scarcity of the medicine; a single box was worth over 10 million yuan. Aside from the wealthiest elites, how could any ordinary family afford such a luxury?



    



    But the evidence was right before him. 



    



    Not only had Qin Fei acquired the box, but he had done so in just one night. 



    



    Could it be that this man really had some kind of extraordinary connections?



    



    As Zhang Hua’s thoughts raced, his gaze momentarily flickered toward Yang Ruoxi’s stunning figure. 



    



    Desire quickly overcame reason. 



    



    With a subtle gesture, he signaled the attending physician nearby and said, “The patient’s family has obtained a box of C5 monoclonal antibodies. Proceed with the treatment.”



    



    The doctor understood immediately and extended a hand toward Qin Fei. “Hand over the medicine. This drug requires specialized equipment for injection and must be stored in low-temperature nitrogen. Otherwise, it will lose its efficacy.”



    



    “Alright, thank you for your efforts,” Qin Fei said, handing over the bag without much thought. He then glanced at Zhang Hua, his tone calm but laced with mockery. “Why are you still standing here? Planning to call me Dad?”



    



    “You’re something else, alright,” Zhang Hua muttered coldly, his face a mask of embarrassment as he stormed off toward his office.



    



    Yang Ruoxi let out a sigh of relief and turned to Qin Fei. “Did Elder Wang give you the medication?”



    



    “Yes. Each dose lasts six months, and there are six doses in the box. Dad should be fine for at least three years. By then, medical science might find a complete cure,” Qin Fei replied with a nod.



    



    “Thank you this time,” Yang Ruoxi said sincerely. Her feelings toward Qin Fei had started to shift. Though her previous impression of him had been overwhelmingly negative, the past two days had made her see him in a new light. Perhaps that car accident had truly brought about a change.



    



    “Heh, Dad’s sick. If I don’t care for him, who will? Stop overthinking it. We’re family,” Qin Fei said, gently taking Yang Ruoxi’s delicate hand. This time, though her face flushed, she didn’t pull her hand away immediately.



    



    After a few seconds, Yang Ruoxi finally withdrew her hand, her heart pounding as though a little deer was racing around inside. She muttered softly, “I’m going to check on Dad.”



    



    “I’ll go with you,” Qin Fei said with a smile, feeling that life was starting to look up. Now that he’d held her hand, maybe a kiss was next, and within a few months, perhaps they’d finally share a bed.



    



    As he followed Yang Ruoxi into the hospital room, his thoughts were filled with these pleasant imaginings.



    



    Thanks to the medicine, Yang Guoming had already regained consciousness. 



    



    Seeing his daughter and son-in-law by his side filled him with both comfort and concern. “Ruoxi, Xiao Fei, how much did all this cost?”



    



    Although Yang Guoming was a deputy-level cadre, his long-term health issues had left him semi-retired, with limited income. Frequent medical expenses and other costs had drained his savings, leaving little beyond the family home. The idea of yet another hospital bill weighed heavily on him.



    



    “Dad, it didn’t cost much. Just focus on recovering; Xiao Fei and I will take care of everything,” Yang Ruoxi said, glancing at Qin Fei. Her heart softened, and she realized that Qin Fei seemed far more dependable now than before.



    



    “Really? That’s good to hear,” Yang Guoming said, visibly relieved. He couldn’t help but notice the change in his daughter’s attitude toward Qin Fei, which only added to his satisfaction.



    



    After chatting for a while, Li Meifang entered the room carrying a bag of nutritional supplements. Following some pleasantries, Yang Ruoxi excused herself, saying she needed to return to the police station. Qin Fei also decided to leave, eager to continue his quest for rare metals to repair the cauldron.



    



    With Yang Guoming awake and stable, Li Meifang stayed behind to care for him while Qin Fei and Yang Ruoxi left the hospital together. As they reached the parking lot, Yang Ruoxi asked, “Are you heading home, or do you have somewhere else to go? I’m running late for work, so you’ll need to grab a cab. Here, take this card. Once the five million is exchanged, deposit it here.”



    



    She handed him her salary card, a gesture that made it clear she was starting to trust him. Even though Qin Fei didn’t work, she decided to give him the card, letting him spend freely as he wished.



    



    “Thanks, Ruoxi,” Qin Fei said, genuinely touched. He stared at her in the sunlight, her radiant complexion and lips seeming impossibly alluring. How he wished he could steal a kiss.



    



    But Yang Ruoxi noticed the look in his eyes and immediately shot him a warning glare. “Don’t get any ideas. Behave yourself and rest at home.”



    



    “Alright. Take care,” Qin Fei said, getting out of the car and waving cheerfully as she drove away.



    



    Once she was gone, Qin Fei headed to a nearby bank, withdrawing a few thousand yuan to cover his expenses before making his way to the scrapyard to search for rare metals.



    



    As he walked down the street, a familiar voice called out behind him. “Stop right there, you liar!”



    



    Turning around, he saw Zhao Muxin standing under the sunlight, dressed in a white sundress that accentuated her elegance. She looked like a budding daffodil, but her expression was one of frustration as she glared at him. “I’ve been looking for you all morning!”



    



    “What for?” Qin Fei asked, scratching his head in confusion.



    



    “Come with me!” Zhao Muxin grabbed his wrist, pulling him across the street and into a quiet corner of the park. Once there, she released him and demanded, “Qin Fei, do you think I’m an idiot?”



    



    “No,” Qin Fei replied with a wry smile, shaking his head.



    



    “Then why does my dad treat me like one? Why does everyone around me treat me like one? They’ve even made me take a month off from school to see a psychologist. Why doesn’t anyone believe me?” Her eyes reddened, and she looked as if she were about to cry.



    



    Qin Fei sighed, uneasy at the sight of her tears. “Miss Zhao, if others think you’re foolish, what does that have to do with me?”



    



    “It’s all your fault! You clearly used a tree branch to kill a wolf, so why won’t you admit it? And those three kidnappers you defeated—how did the credit end up going to Zhou Kai from the police force? Now everyone’s saying I had some kind of hallucination. Was it all just my imagination?” Zhao Muxin demanded, her frustration boiling over.



    



    “Ah, so it’s about that,” Qin Fei said, sighing deeply. 



    



    Looking at her tear-streaked face, he felt a pang of guilt. He wanted to tell her the truth—that none of it was an illusion.



    



    But he knew she’d only cling to the story, possibly revealing it to others. The more people who knew, the greater the risk to his safety.



    



    With a heavy heart, he said calmly, “Miss Zhao, you might be overthinking this. You’ve seen what I’m like—just an ordinary man with a limp. How could I defeat three kidnappers or kill a wolf with a tree branch? You were just too stressed, and it caused a hallucination. Go home, rest, and try to forget all this.”



    



    “You liar! You’re lying to me too, aren’t you? What are you hiding? I hate you, you fraud!” Zhao Muxin stomped her foot angrily, then stormed off toward a parked Mercedes.



    



    Qin Fei shook his head as he watched her leave, silently hoping this would be the last he’d hear of it.



    



    Later that day, with a bag full of scrap metal, Qin Fei returned to the villa, only to find it empty. Assuming Yang Ruoxi was still at the hospital, he pulled out his phone and called her.



    



    The moment the call connected, her icy voice came through. “Qin Fei, get over here immediately!”



    



     

  
    Chapter 16:



    



    Qin Fei was momentarily stunned. He glanced at his phone, wondering if he had dialed the wrong number. When they parted that morning, things were fine between him and Yang Ruoxi. How had her attitude taken such a drastic turn in less than a day?



    



    Scratching his head, Qin Fei felt a pang of frustration. After setting down his bag, he hailed a taxi and headed straight to the hospital.



    



    Twenty minutes later, he arrived at the hospital room. As soon as he stepped out of the elevator, Yang Ruoxi stormed out of the room like a gust of cold wind. She glared at him, her voice filled with suppressed rage. "Qin Yifei, why did you do this?"



    



    "Uh, Ruoxi, you can just call me Qin Fei," he replied, confused. Her anger was palpable, and he awkwardly smiled, attempting to diffuse the tension. "What did I do? I have no idea what you're talking about."



    



    "Keep acting!" Yang Ruoxi bit her lip, tears brimming in her eyes. She jabbed her finger at him, her voice trembling. "You can be clueless, you can be useless—fine, I can tolerate that. But why did you have to lie to me? I could even endure that! But this... this is about my father! Why would you gamble with his life?"



    



    Seeing her on the verge of tears made Qin Fei's heart ache. He softened his tone and asked, "Ruoxi, when did I lie to you?"



    



    "Shut up! I'm not your wife!" Yang Ruoxi snapped, her voice breaking. "You make me sick, Qin Yifei. You disgust me. Marrying you is the greatest humiliation of my life. I hate you!"



    



    Her words hit him like a slap, leaving him dumbfounded. He finally blurted, "Ruoxi, what’s going on? I really don’t understand what you’re saying."



    



    "Still pretending, huh? Fine, come with me!" Yang Ruoxi grabbed his arm and dragged him to the intensive care unit. Through the glass window, Qin Fei saw Yang Guoming lying on the hospital bed, tubes attached to his frail body, his eyes shut, looking as if he was barely holding on.



    



    Qin Fei was stunned. That morning, Yang Guoming had been cheerful and chatty. How had his condition deteriorated so drastically in such a short time?



    



    "Could it be..." Qin Fei's voice trailed off as he pieced things together. He turned to Yang Ruoxi, his face tense. "Was there a problem with the medicine?"



    



    "You finally admit it, don’t you?" Yang Ruoxi’s voice was cold, her eyes filled with pain and contempt. "If you couldn’t get the special medicine, I wouldn’t blame you. Not everyone has the ability. I would’ve understood if you’d just tried your best. But why did you have to bring fake medicine? Now my father is bleeding out, all because of you!"



    



    Her tear-filled gaze held a mixture of sorrow, disappointment, and anger. She had started to believe that Qin Fei had changed over the past few days—not in terms of ability but at least in his character. But now, all her hopes were shattered.



    



    It turned out that the so-called "Elder Wang" was a fraud, the medicine was fake, and everything had been part of an elaborate act orchestrated by her "dimwitted husband."



    



    Yang Ruoxi’s mind replayed the absurd events: how Qin Fei had supposedly sold scrap metal for 5 million yuan, how an elusive legend like Elder Wang had magically appeared after ten years, and how this "Elder Wang" had gifted a box of expensive medicine without taking a single cent. The plot holes were so glaring that even an eight-year-old wouldn’t believe it. Yet, she had fallen for it.



    



    She felt humiliated—both for herself and for her father, whose life now hung by a thread, all thanks to this man.



    



    Qin Fei stood silently under her piercing gaze, contemplating for a moment before furrowing his brows and saying, "I think I understand what happened."



    



    "Do you now? Good," Yang Ruoxi said coldly. "I personally apprehended three so-called ‘Elder Wangs’ today—frauds, every last one of them. And you? You’ve been working with these conmen, haven’t you? That five million yuan—you probably scammed it from people, didn’t you?"



    



    Her icy words cut through the air like a blade. Qin Fei didn’t bother to defend himself. He knew that with some people, if they trusted you, they’d believe you unconditionally. But if they didn’t, no explanation in the world would convince them.



    



    For a moment, Qin Fei felt exhausted. Before his rebirth, he had been a solitary yet powerful figure, living freely and without constraints. Now, he was trying to protect and love someone, only to find it an uphill battle.



    



    From the very beginning, Yang Ruoxi had never truly trusted him.



    



    Taking a deep breath, Qin Fei gently reached out to wipe the tears from her cheek. Her disgusted glare didn’t faze him. His voice was calm. "I understand now. I won’t upset you anymore."



    



    With that, he turned and walked toward the elevator.



    



    In the shadows of the corridor, Zhang Hua watched the scene with a smug smile, his thoughts laced with malice. A fool like you, trying to compete with me? I’m a top graduate from a prestigious university. I’ll crush you effortlessly.



    



    Yang Ruoxi stared at Qin Fei’s retreating figure, a hollow emptiness swelling within her. Why didn’t he explain himself? Why didn’t he even try?



    



    Then again, she thought bitterly, he almost cost my father his life. I should hate him. Let him go off with his con artist friends. If I catch him again, I’ll personally arrest him.



    



    But just as she made up her mind, Qin Fei reappeared. Her heart skipped a beat. Was he coming back to explain? Or did he have another excuse prepared?



    



    Without a word, Qin Fei pulled a bank card from his pocket and placed it on the windowsill. Then, without sparing her another glance, he turned and stepped into the elevator.



    



    Yang Ruoxi let out a bitter laugh. There were only a few thousand yuan in that card. He probably thought it wasn’t even worth keeping.



    



    After Qin Fei left, Zhang Hua approached her with a pretense of concern. "Ruoxi," he greeted with a calculated smile.



    



    "Senior," she replied, quickly wiping her eyes and forcing a strained smile.



    



    "Don’t worry too much," Zhang Hua said soothingly. "I’ll personally oversee your father’s treatment. And I promise, I’ll find a way to get that special medicine."



    



    Yang Ruoxi nodded, grateful despite her exhaustion. "Thank you, Senior."



    



    Meanwhile, Qin Fei stood under a large tree across the street from the hospital, watching Zhang Hua and Yang Ruoxi enter a nearby restaurant. A faint, bitter smile tugged at his lips as he lit a cigarette and slowly walked back to the villa.



    



    Back home, Qin Fei locked the door behind him and let himself melt into the darkness. His focus now was clear: repair the furnace, earn enough money to buy rare herbs, and refine the pills he needed to recover his strength.



    



    As for love? That was far too lofty a dream. It wasn’t worth the effort.



    



    With no money in his pockets, Qin Fei moved to live beneath a bridge near a scrapyard. He spent his days collecting scrap metal, enduring a lifestyle akin to a beggar’s. But to him, there was no shame in it. Hadn’t Goujian once endured years of hardship before reclaiming his throne?



    



    Day by day, Qin Fei’s pile of metals grew. The usable ones were set aside, while the rest were sold to sustain his basic needs.



    



    Over time, his hard work paid off. 



    



    After days of refining and shaping the metals, Qin Fei finally repaired the furnace. Looking at his handiwork, a faint smile crept across his face. "Next step: make money."



    



    As Qin Fei stepped out of the bridge, disheveled and unkempt like a vagabond, a voice called out behind him.



    



    "You liar! I’ve finally found you!"



    



    Turning around, he saw a girl in denim shorts and sneakers, her long, fair legs gleaming in the sunlight. It was none other than Zhao Muxin, her expression equal parts anger and determination.



    



     

  
    Chapter 17:



    



    Qin Fei saw Zhao Muxin approaching and couldn’t help but smile bitterly. He knew trouble was brewing again. "Miss, why aren’t you staying in your castle? Why are you looking for me?"



    



    "That’s none of your business. Just get in the car!" Zhao Muxin scrunched her nose—not in disdain, but in an adorably stubborn way. Her fair hand grabbed Qin Fei's wrist as if she were afraid he’d escape, pulling him into a luxurious Mercedes-Benz 600.



    



    The driver was a kind-looking middle-aged man dressed in a white shirt and gray vest, the quintessential butler figure. He turned back with a gentle smile toward Qin Fei.



    



    "Uncle Tang, take us to the Connally flagship store," Zhao Muxin said, closing the car door.



    



    "Understood," the man replied, starting the car and smoothly merging onto the main road.



    



    "Hey, you big liar!" Zhao Muxin puffed up her cheeks, glaring at Qin Fei. "This time, you can’t refuse. You have to help me with something."



    



    "What is it?" Qin Fei scratched his head, sounding a bit exasperated.



    



    "First, promise me you’ll do it," Zhao Muxin demanded.



    



    "Well, as long as it’s within my abilities, I’ll help," Qin Fei said after thinking for a moment. He still felt guilty for upsetting Zhao Muxin the last time they met, so this time, he wanted to make amends.



    



    "Good! It’s definitely something you can handle. But first, I’m taking you to get some new clothes. You’re my hero, and I don’t want others looking down on you," Zhao Muxin said, crossing her long, fair legs as she looked at Qin Fei with sparkling eyes filled with admiration.



    



    Qin Fei hesitated for a moment and then nodded. "Alright, I could use a change of clothes." He appreciated her trust, even though she had a bit of a princess complex. That trust made him feel at ease.



    



    Half an hour later, the Mercedes-Benz pulled up to a bustling street lined with high-end stores, stopping in front of the Connally flagship store, known for its upscale Italian menswear.



    



    At the top of the steps stood a saleswoman dressed in a fitted blazer and pencil skirt, her long, alluring legs on display. She looked polished and confident. Seeing the Mercedes-Benz 600, her eyes lit up. However, when a disheveled young man stepped out of the car, her expression faltered for a moment. Still, she maintained her professional smile. "Welcome."



    



    Unbothered by the saleswoman’s initial reaction, Zhao Muxin took Qin Fei’s arm and walked confidently up the steps. "You have one hour. I want him completely transformed," she declared, handing over a sleek black credit card.



    



    The saleswoman immediately recognized the exclusive black card and dared not underestimate Qin Fei. Smiling brightly, she led them into the store and relayed Zhao Muxin’s instructions to the manager.



    



    This flagship store wasn’t just about selling clothes; it offered a full range of image consulting services—provided the customer had enough money. And with Zhao Muxin’s black card, which allowed a five-million-yuan overdraft, money clearly wasn’t an issue.



    



    An hour later, the store manager respectfully handed the card back to Zhao Muxin with a flattering smile. "Miss, you don’t need to pay anything. This store is part of your family’s business."



    



    "Alright, thank you for your hard work," Zhao Muxin said casually, tucking the card back into her Chanel purse. She then took out a stack of cash and handed it over. "Here, for tea."



    



    "Thank you, Miss!" The manager accepted the money gratefully and stepped aside.



    



    At this moment, Qin Fei emerged from the back. 



    



    After a hot shower and an essential oil massage, he felt thoroughly refreshed. 



    



    As for his attire, he had opted for simple T-shirts and jeans, avoiding the flashy handmade suits the store offered. He preferred to keep a low profile, considering his current circumstances.



    



    Zhao Muxin looked him over and nodded approvingly. "Not bad. You look handsome."



    



    Qin Fei smiled faintly, running his hand over his freshly trimmed buzz cut. "So, where to now?"



    



    "To my house for dinner!" Zhao Muxin declared. Before Qin Fei could protest, she hooked her arm around his and practically dragged him out of the store.



    



    "Uh, can you let go of me?" Qin Fei asked awkwardly as they reached the street. Despite his formidable past, he was inexperienced in matters of romance and felt flustered by Zhao Muxin’s boldness.



    



    Zhao Muxin shot him a sly glance, her tone teasing. "Big liar, are you blushing?"



    



    "I’m not blushing," Qin Fei replied, trying to maintain his composure.



    



    "Sure, your face is practically glowing. Aren’t you supposed to be Yang Ruoxi’s husband? Don’t tell me you two haven’t even… you know," Zhao Muxin said mischievously.



    



    Hearing Yang Ruoxi’s name, Qin Fei felt a pang in his heart. The image of her cold, stubborn face flashed in his mind, and he sighed. "That’s none of your business."



    



    "Hmph, I bet she kicked you out. But no worries. I fully support your divorce. I’ll marry you instead!" Zhao Muxin announced with a grin.



    



    "Forget it. I can’t afford to take care of you," Qin Fei replied, dismissing her words lightly. Though Zhao Muxin was undeniably charming, he didn’t feel romantically drawn to her.



    



    "Wooden block!" Zhao Muxin pouted, clearly displeased by his lack of reaction.



    



    Before long, the Mercedes-Benz pulled into a grand villa. After parking, Zhao Muxin led Qin Fei inside.



    



    In the living room, Zhao Zhongyi was sitting on the sofa. He smiled warmly when he saw his daughter but frowned slightly at the sight of Qin Fei. His tone was calm but slightly disapproving. "Xiner, it’s fine to bring guests home, but you should at least inform me first."



    



    "Come on, Dad, Qin Fei isn’t an outsider. If the food isn’t enough, let Aunt Wu cook a couple more dishes—or I’ll cook myself," Zhao Muxin said in her usual headstrong manner.



    



    "Alright, let’s eat," Zhao Zhongyi said, suppressing his annoyance. He walked to the dining table and gestured for the housekeeper to prepare additional dishes.



    



    "Make yourself at home," he said to Qin Fei, though his polite tone barely concealed his disdain. Zhao Zhongyi’s mind was racing. So this is Qin Yifei—the infamous freeloader? First, he mooched off the Yang family for twenty years, and now he’s targeting my daughter?



    



    Determined to get to the bottom of things, Zhao Zhongyi feigned casual interest. "So, Mr. Qin, feel free to visit often. By the way, who was that young lady I saw with you last time at the villa?"



    



    Qin Fei immediately saw through Zhao Zhongyi’s intentions. 



    



    Still, out of respect for Zhao Muxin, he replied calmly, "That’s my wife."



    



    "Oh? How long have you been married? Do you have children?" Zhao Zhongyi asked with a hint of sarcasm.



    



    Before Qin Fei could respond, Zhao Muxin interrupted angrily. "Dad! I brought him here to help you, not to interrogate him!"



    



    "Fine, fine. Just making conversation," Zhao Zhongyi replied, feeling helpless. His daughter was usually sharp, but she seemed utterly irrational when it came to Qin Fei.



    



    Qin Fei remained unfazed. 



    



    He had grown accustomed to skeptical looks and probing questions over the past weeks. Turning to Zhao Muxin, he asked, "What exactly do you need my help with?"



    



    Zhao Muxin crossed her arms and pouted. "Dad’s been in trouble lately. Someone’s been threatening him, and I don’t trust anyone else to keep him safe. So you’re staying here to protect him."



    



    Zhao Zhongyi hesitated. The threats against him were real, but he had been relying on Long Zaitian for protection. Was this man really up to the task?



    



    Before he could object, a tall figure entered the room. With a sneer, he declared, "As long as I’m here, there’s no need for any frauds to stick around!"



    



     

  
    Chapter 18:



    



    Long Zaitian was in a foul mood. He had spent considerable time at the Zhao household recently, trying to cheer Zhao Muxin up with gourmet snacks and funny stories to help her forget the trauma of her kidnapping. Yet, no matter what he did, she barely acknowledged him. Her heart seemed entirely focused on Qin Fei, driving Long Zaitian nearly insane.



    



    He had tested Qin Fei himself and was a hundred percent certain that the man didn’t know any martial arts. How could someone like him possibly save Zhao Muxin from three A-class fugitives? And to make matters worse, Qin Fei was already married—known to others as a "simpleton"—yet he had somehow captured Zhao Muxin’s heart.



    



    This filled Long Zaitian with rage and frustration. And now, Qin Fei was at the Zhao residence for dinner, intensifying the sense of threat he felt. His hostility was evident in his tone as he spoke.



    



    But Zhao Muxin slammed her chopsticks on the table and said coldly, “Long Zaitian, respect my friend. If you call him a fraud again, we’re done!”



    



    “Muxin, trust me. He really is a fraud. He doesn’t know martial arts at all—how could he protect your father?” Long Zaitian insisted, his voice firm as he looked at Zhao Muxin.



    



    Seeing that both Long Zaitian and Zhao Zhongyi seemed unwelcome toward him, Qin Fei stood up and said calmly, “You’re right. I don’t know martial arts. I’ll leave now so I don’t disturb you.”



    



    “No! You’re not allowed to leave!” Zhao Muxin stood up, grabbed his arm, and pleaded with a soft tone. “They don’t believe you, but I do. I trust what I saw with my own eyes—it wasn’t an illusion. My father’s opponent this time is very powerful, and anyone they send will surely be skilled. I don’t want anything to happen to my dad. Only you have the ability to protect him. Qin Fei, I’m begging you.”



    



    Her gentle demeanor toward Qin Fei nearly made Long Zaitian faint with anger. Gritting his teeth, he said, “Fine! Muxin, you claim he can pierce a wolf with a twig—then let him show us. Prove it so we can be convinced.”



    



    Zhao Zhongyi had been silent this whole time. While he suspected his daughter might have imagined the incident, her composed demeanor and logical reasoning made him hesitate. Could it be that Qin Fei truly possessed incredible abilities but had been hiding his talent all along?



    



    After some thought, Zhao Zhongyi nodded and said, “That’s right. Mr. Qin, would you mind demonstrating?”



    



    Qin Fei felt a wave of helplessness. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to showcase his skills, but doing so would bring unnecessary attention and potentially disrupt his larger plan for revenge. However, as he met Zhao Muxin’s pleading gaze, he softened and thought of a compromise.



    



    “I do know a bit of martial arts,” Qin Fei admitted. “But I’m not very skilled. I can only perform under extreme stress. If Mr. Zhao trusts me, I’ll stay and help. If you have other arrangements, I’ll gladly step aside.”



    



    His response relieved both Zhao Zhongyi and Long Zaitian. It explained why Long Zaitian’s earlier test of Qin Fei showed no exceptional abilities. So, Qin Fei’s martial arts were unreliable, working only under certain circumstances—a half-baked skill at best.



    



    Since Zhao Muxin seemed so adamant, Zhao Zhongyi didn’t want to disappoint his daughter. He nodded and said, “That’s great. In times of crisis, your assistance might make a big difference.”



    



    Long Zaitian, sensing that outright opposition would only alienate Zhao Muxin further, took a different tack. “If that’s the case, the more help, the better. Mr. Qin, I take back my earlier words—don’t hold it against me.”



    



    “Of course not,” Qin Fei said with a faint smile. “My skills aren’t that great. That day, saving Muxin was pure luck.”



    



    Hearing him finally admit to knowing martial arts, Zhao Muxin grew excited. “You said you can only use your skills in tense situations. Was it because you were worried about me being eaten by a wolf? Is that why you acted?”



    



    Qin Fei was at a loss for words, while both Zhao Zhongyi and Long Zaitian felt a bitter sting in their hearts. How had this married man managed to charm Zhao Muxin so thoroughly?



    



    Zhao Zhongyi, a seasoned businessman, broke the awkward silence with a hearty laugh. “Well, it’s fate, I suppose. Now that Long Zaitian is here, why don’t we open a bottle of wine and have a drink?”



    



    “Sure, just a little,” Long Zaitian agreed, masking his irritation. He resolved to prove his worth if any threats arose, ensuring Qin Fei wouldn’t have a chance to shine.



    



    As they ate and drank, the conversation remained superficial. Each person had their own agenda. Once dinner was over, Zhao Zhongyi had a housekeeper prepare a guest room for Qin Fei. Grateful for the hospitality, Qin Fei didn’t hesitate to accept. Why sleep under a bridge when he had a bed?



    



    After locking the door, he collapsed on the bed and quickly fell asleep. It was late in the afternoon when he woke up. Heading downstairs, he found Zhao Muxin lounging on the sofa, her legs crossed as she munched on potato chips and watched TV.



    



    Seeing him, she waved him over. “Come sit with me and chat!”



    



    “You’re watching TV, aren’t you?” Qin Fei said, amused.



    



    “It’s too complicated. I can’t understand it,” Zhao Muxin replied, turning off Pleasant Goat and Big Big Wolf with the remote.



    



    Qin Fei chuckled and sat across from her. “Why aren’t you in school?”



    



    “My dad got me a month off. Anyway, when are you divorcing Yang Ruoxi?” Zhao Muxin asked, blinking her wide eyes.



    



    “Divorce?” Qin Fei was momentarily stunned, then shook his head. “I don’t know.”



    



    He knew his marriage with Yang Ruoxi was likely over. She hadn’t contacted him in the past two weeks, not even a single message. This indifference stung more than he cared to admit.



    



    “That’s fine. I’m graduating next year. Once I do, I’ll marry you. They don’t see how amazing you are, but I do. You’re like an unpolished gem—once refined, you’ll shine brilliantly. I’ve made up my mind: I’m sticking with you!” Zhao Muxin declared confidently.



    



    Her words left Qin Fei feeling conflicted. Like any man, he longed for a partner who truly understood him. While Zhao Muxin’s beauty rivaled Yang Ruoxi’s, what set her apart was her unwavering faith in him. This warmed his heart.



    



    But his current status and circumstances didn’t match hers. If they became a couple, it would undoubtedly invite criticism. After some thought, he sighed. “Let’s start as friends.”



    



    “Alright, but remember, I never give up on things I believe in,” Zhao Muxin replied with a radiant smile.



    



    Qin Fei nodded. “Call me Qin Fei from now on.”



    



    At that moment, Zhao Zhongyi and Long Zaitian emerged from the study. Their expressions were grave as Zhao Zhongyi said, “I’ve just received news—the assassin this time is ranked on the Tiger List!”



    



     

  
    Chapter 19:



    



    "A Tiger List master?" Zhao Muxin exclaimed, her voice filled with surprise. Although she didn't understand martial arts deeply, as Zhao Zhongyi's daughter, she was privy to things that most ordinary people couldn't access.



    



    The existence of the Tiger List was largely unknown to the public because it included only the top martial artists. It was said that the top-ranked fighter on the Tiger List could leap across rooftops and use a single leaf as a deadly weapon.



    



    To think her father had offended someone willing to pay such a hefty sum to hire a Tiger List expert—it was both shocking and frightening.



    



    Zhao Muxin instinctively looked at Qin Fei and asked, "Do you think you can handle it?"



    



    "I'm not sure," Qin Fei replied honestly. "I'll only know after we start fighting." His body had not fully recovered, and he wasn’t certain of his current strength.



    



    Zhao Zhongyi, who also knew about the Tiger List, frowned slightly. Those on the list were martial artists of the highest caliber, possessing near-superhuman abilities. He turned to Zhao Muxin and said, "Muxin, go to the study. There's a secret room behind the bookshelf that leads directly to the garage. If things go south, drive away immediately."



    



    "No, Dad. I'm not leaving. I believe in Qin Fei. He can protect both you and me," Zhao Muxin said firmly, her resolve unwavering.



    



    "You're being ridiculous!" Zhao Zhongyi snapped. His daughter was his only child. If anything happened to her, the Zhao family line would end.



    



    "Uncle, maybe we should all leave for now? Tiger List fighters are incredibly powerful," Long Zaitian suggested, for once sounding hesitant. Even his usually inflated self-confidence faltered in the face of such a formidable opponent.



    



    "No," Zhao Zhongyi said firmly. "If I back down now, how can I face the world later?" He straightened his back and shouted to the middle-aged man nearby, "Old Tang, take Miss to safety!"



    



    Old Tang, the amiable driver from earlier, quickly stepped forward and said, "Miss, let me take you to a safe place."



    



    "No! If we die, we die together," Zhao Muxin cried, her eyes red as she clung to her father's arm. "Mom died early, and you never remarried—I know it was all for me. Now that the family is in trouble, it’s my turn to repay you. If we live, we live together. If we die, we die together!"



    



    "Ha! Such touching father-daughter affection!"



    



    Before Zhao Muxin could finish her words, a figure stepped into the villa. Two guards who had been standing watch outside were now lying on the ground, clutching their throats—silenced in an instant.



    



    Everyone's attention turned to the newcomer. He wore a black long coat, and his hair cascaded over his shoulders, giving him a vintage, almost otherworldly appearance. Most striking were his thick, white eyebrows, which exuded a sense of intimidation.



    



    The room's atmosphere grew tense as his presence filled the space.



    



    "Allow me to introduce myself—Chen Baimei," the man said, bowing slightly with a pretentious air. However, his eyes lingered on Zhao Muxin, flashing with interest.



    



    Zhao Zhongyi, despite being shaken, quickly regained his composure. He spoke in a steady tone, "Mr. Chen, I don't know how much they've paid you, but I'm willing to double it if you spare my family."



    



    "Zhao, isn't it? Do you think I need money?" Chen Baimei laughed. "I kill because I enjoy it. Frankly, I wouldn’t have bothered coming if your enemies hadn’t told me about your beautiful daughter."



    



    Chen Baimei walked a few steps forward and casually sat on the sofa, crossing one leg over the other.



    



    Long Zaitian frowned and said, "Senior, my father is Long Feihu. Could I trouble you to give him some face and let my uncle’s family go?"



    



    "Long Feihu? Never heard of him. Besides, what does your father have to do with me? In the martial world, strength is all that matters. If you can defeat me, I’ll even call you ‘Dad,’" Chen Baimei replied nonchalantly. He patted the sofa’s armrest, and with a loud "BOOM," the sturdy wood crumbled into splinters.



    



    Long Zaitian’s face flushed with embarrassment. The difference in strength was glaringly obvious. Yet, retreating now would mean losing Zhao Muxin forever. Gritting his teeth, he said, "Alright! Since you’ve said so, allow me to challenge you, Senior!"



    



    "Oh? You know martial arts? I hope it’s not just some flashy moves. Come on, hit me—hard! If you don’t, it’ll be disrespectful," Chen Baimei said mockingly, tapping his cheek provocatively.



    



    "Take this!" Long Zaitian shouted, throwing a punch with all his might at Chen Baimei’s face.



    



    BANG!



    



    The punch landed squarely, but Chen Baimei remained unshaken, his face showing no sign of damage. Instead, he grinned. "Is that all you’ve got? Try again."



    



    Enraged, Long Zaitian struck three more times, each punch carrying his full strength. Yet Chen Baimei didn’t flinch, standing like an immovable mountain.



    



    "Pathetic. If this is your best, it says a lot about your father. Get out of my way—you’re just a nuisance," Chen Baimei sneered.



    



    He casually pushed Long Zaitian, sending him flying over ten meters before he landed hard on the ground. Pale and shaken, Long Zaitian couldn’t stand back up.



    



    Chen Baimei had mastered the Iron Body Technique and the supreme skill of "Primal Energy Harmony." Ordinary weapons were useless against him.



    



    Laughing, he turned to Zhao Zhongyi and said, "Zhao, I’m still single. How about giving me your daughter’s hand in marriage? If you agree, I’ll spare your life."



    



    "Mr. Chen, you may be skilled, but do you think I, Zhao Zhongyi, would sell my daughter for my own survival?" Zhao Zhongyi retorted, gritting his teeth as he gestured subtly for the driver to take Zhao Muxin away.



    



    Chen Baimei noticed the small movements and chuckled. "Run? Where could she possibly go? As long as she’s on this planet, I’ll find her. Besides," he added, his gaze darkening, "she’s still untouched—just the way I like it."



    



    He brushed past Zhao Zhongyi and reached out to touch Zhao Muxin’s face.



    



    Zhao Muxin’s heart pounded with fear, her palms slick with sweat. Yet, she fixed her eyes on Qin Fei and declared, "You won’t lay a hand on me. I trust him to protect me!"



    



    "Who? Him?" Chen Baimei glanced around, feigning confusion.



    



    From the moment Chen Baimei entered, Qin Fei had remained seated, observing quietly. He wasn’t sure of Chen Baimei’s exact strength and didn’t want to act recklessly. But after observing for a while, Qin Fei concluded that Chen Baimei wasn’t as formidable as he appeared—at least, not to him.



    



    With a calm smile, Qin Fei stood up and approached Chen Baimei. "Mr. Chen, how about this? Let’s tell each other a joke."



    



    "A joke? What kind of joke?" Chen Baimei, intrigued by Qin Fei’s calm demeanor, raised an eyebrow. Despite the limp in Qin Fei’s walk, his steady gaze betrayed no fear.



    



     

  
    Chapter 20:



    



    Qin Fei casually grabbed a half-empty bag of chips from the coffee table, popped one into his mouth, and smiled at Chen Baimei. "Here's the deal. We each tell a joke. If you can make me laugh, I'll crawl around the entire hall ten times while barking like a dog. How about that?"



    



    Chen Baimei narrowed his eyes at Qin Fei, already convinced that he was just a fool trying to act crazy and escape his fate. "And what if you make me laugh? Should I bark like a dog too?"



    



    Sitting on the ground, Long Zaitian was seething with rage. He felt that Qin Fei was making a mockery of Zhao Muxin's dignity. If Qin Fei truly had any skills, he should use them to defeat the Tiger List expert instead of playing games. If not, he should take Zhao Muxin and run for their lives. What was the point of telling jokes? Did he think a Tiger List expert was so easy to fool?



    



    Zhao Zhongyi sighed inwardly. He had been deceived by Qin Fei’s words, and now it seemed that the young man was trying to worm his way out of danger, leaving them to fend for themselves.



    



    Only Zhao Muxin remained steadfast, gazing at Qin Fei with unwavering trust. She even turned to Chen Baimei and said, "Qin Fei is amazing! Even his jokes can kill!"



    



    Hearing this, Chen Baimei’s interest piqued. He grinned. "Alright then, you go first. Let me see how funny you can be."



    



    Qin Fei nodded, holding a chip between his fingers, and said with a faint smile, "Here’s my joke: I’m going to kill you right now, as easily as crushing an ant or a dog, and you won’t even have the chance to fight back."



    



    Chen Baimei burst into laughter. "Hahaha! You're hilarious! That’s the best joke I’ve heard in ages. Alright, I’ll let you go—hahaha!" He laughed heartily, pointing toward the door.



    



    However, the next moment, his laughter stopped abruptly. Like a lifeless tree stump, he collapsed to the floor, his eyes wide open in disbelief, as if he couldn’t understand how he had died.



    



    Only Qin Fei knew the answer. The moment Chen Baimei had raised his arm, he exposed the "Fengchi Acupoint" under his armpit—one of the body's fatal points. Qin Fei had flicked the chip like a hidden weapon, striking the point and killing him instantly. It might not have been the most honorable way to win, but was it fair for a Tiger List expert to come after an ordinary person?



    



    Looking at the stunned faces around him, Qin Fei chuckled. "Tiger List experts really have poor mental resilience... Just one joke, and he laughed himself to death!"



    



    "You see! I told you Qin Fei was amazing! He doesn’t even need to fight; his jokes can kill!" Zhao Muxin cheered, wrapping her arms around Qin Fei’s arm. Her bright smile was more dazzling than the crystal chandelier in the living room.



    



    Even after decades in the business world, Zhao Zhongyi couldn’t comprehend how a formidable Tiger List master had died laughing. However, since the crisis was resolved, he let out a breath of relief and nodded. "Well done, Mr. Qin. Old Tang, clean this up. I’ll take Mr. Qin out for a meal."



    



    "Yes, sir," the middle-aged butler nodded, putting on a pair of white gloves.



    



    Long Zaitian slowly climbed to his feet, his mind buzzing. He felt like he was dreaming. A man who had easily overpowered him was killed by a joke? Was Qin Fei just lucky, or was he hiding his true strength?



    



    But none of that mattered now. Chen Baimei was lying lifeless on the ground. Whether it was luck or skill, Qin Fei had won.



    



    Long Zaitian noticed the way Zhao Muxin was looking at Qin Fei, her eyes practically sparkling. He sighed inwardly, realizing his chances with her were dwindling. "Uncle Zhao, I have something to take care of. I'll get going now," he said.



    



    "Xiaotian, stay and join us for dinner," Zhao Zhongyi quickly said. Although Long Zaitian hadn’t defeated Chen Baimei, he had shown courage by stepping up.



    



    "Haha, Brother Long, don’t leave! If you hadn't weakened Chen Baimei earlier, my joke wouldn’t have worked," Qin Fei said with a grin. He didn’t mind giving Long Zaitian some credit.



    



    "Yeah, Brother Xiaotian, you looked so cool when you fought!" Zhao Muxin giggled at Long Zaitian with a playful smile.



    



    Although she didn’t have romantic feelings for him, she valued his friendship. After all, the Long family carried some weight in Jiangcheng.



    



    "Really?" Long Zaitian scratched his head, his earlier frustration melting away in Zhao Muxin’s sweet smile.



    



    The group laughed and chatted as they headed to the garage, piling into Zhao Zhongyi’s Bentley and driving off to Jiangcheng’s largest five-star hotel.



    



    The next day, Qin Fei slept in until past ten o'clock before waking up, stretching lazily. Last night had been a feast of delicacies, and Zhao Zhongyi had even given him a bank card with three million yuan as a reward. Qin Fei gladly accepted it, as he needed the money now more than ever.



    



    With the Zhao family's troubles resolved, Qin Fei was ready to focus on his own matters. After bidding farewell to a reluctant Zhao Muxin, he left the Zhao residence.



    



    However, he had barely walked a short distance before his phone rang. He checked the caller ID—it was Wang Houde. He answered the call, "Hello, Old Wang?"



    



    "Brother Qin! What have you been up to? I've been trying to reach you for ages!" Wang Houde’s voice boomed from the other end.



    



    "Not much, just working on the furnace. It's fixed now, and I should have it ready for you by next month," Qin Fei replied, assuming Wang was calling about the artifact.



    



    Since he had been staying under the bridge, charging his phone had been difficult, so it made sense that Wang Houde had trouble reaching him.



    



    But Wang Houde’s voice turned serious. "Forget the furnace for now. I want to talk about that box of medicine. Who dared to trick you? I'll take care of it!"



    



    Qin Fei chuckled lightly. "Let it go, it’s in the past. I can’t be bothered with small fries like that."



    



    "Alright, if you say so. By the way, tomorrow is my 80th birthday. If you’re free, come by for a drink?" Wang Houde asked.



    



    "Tomorrow? Sure, I actually have something to discuss with you," Qin Fei agreed. Since Wang was a renowned doctor, he might know where to find the rare herbs Qin Fei needed.



    



    After hanging up, Qin Fei returned to his temporary home under the bridge, retrieved the restored furnace, and rented a secluded farmhouse to settle down and start refining his medicine.



    



    Meanwhile, outside the hospital room, Yang Ruoxi sat feeling exhausted. Not only did she have to deal with Zhang Hua’s constant pestering, but she also worried about her father's worsening condition.



    



    As for Qin Fei, she had long since pushed him out of her mind. To her, he was just a liar who almost cost her father's life—how could she ever forgive him?



    



    Just then, her phone rang. It was the bureau chief. "Ruoxi, tomorrow is Mr. Wang’s 80th birthday. He’s a top figure in Jiangcheng, so security is crucial. Your team will be responsible."



    



    "Understood, Chief. I’ll make sure everything goes smoothly," Yang Ruoxi responded. She hoped to get a chance to speak with the so-called "miracle doctor" and ask him to treat her father.



    



    At the same time, Zhang Hua’s wife, Li Meimei, had just received an update from the hospital. Upon seeing a picture of Yang Ruoxi on her phone, she sneered.



    



    "A little vixen trying to seduce my husband? I’ll make her pay!" she spat.



    



    Li Meimei planned to show up at Wang Houde’s birthday banquet tomorrow with a few people and publicly humiliate Yang Ruoxi, making sure everyone knew the consequences of messing with her husband.
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    The next morning, Yang Ruoxi woke up early. She changed into a black short-sleeved T-shirt, tied her hair into a ponytail, and her fair face, without any makeup, still looked beautifully fresh. She then drove towards the remote Youyuan Villa, where Mr. Wang’s 80th birthday celebration was being held. This grand event was expected to gather the top elites of Jiangcheng, including the municipal party secretary, making security an utmost priority. Yang Ruoxi knew she had to be on high alert.



    



    Half an hour later, she arrived outside the villa, where Zhou Kai and over a dozen team members were already present. Dressed in plain clothes for the occasion, they exchanged greetings and put on their Bluetooth earpieces before splitting into pairs.



    



    Naturally, Zhou Kai partnered with Yang Ruoxi. As they stepped through the grand entrance of the villa, they were immediately struck by its grandeur. The vast bluestone plaza had at least two hundred neatly arranged tables, each adorned with 30-year-old Feitian Moutai and premium Da Chong Jiu cigarettes.



    



    Even though Zhou Kai’s family had some influence, he couldn’t help but shake his head in awe and click his tongue. “What a spectacle. But I heard these tables are just for the regular guests. Only real VIPs can dine inside the main hall. There are only eight seats in there—aside from Mr. Wang, just seven others. I wonder who those big shots are that get to sit with him.”



    



    “They must be some of the most powerful figures in Jiangcheng,” Yang Ruoxi said with a bitter smile. She had hoped someone she knew would be invited inside so she could seize the opportunity to meet Mr. Wang and ask for his help. However, everyone around her had already expressed that just having a seat in the plaza was an honor in itself. Those coveted spots inside were out of reach for ordinary people.



    



    She felt a pang of helplessness. Even as a captain of the criminal investigation team, she didn’t have the qualifications to meet Mr. Wang in person. Would she really have to resign and take her father abroad for treatment?



    



    Suppressing her emotions, Yang Ruoxi took a deep breath and focused on scanning the crowd with Zhou Kai.



    



    Half an hour later, guests began arriving one after another. The men were all distinguished and elegant, while the women exuded grace and opulence. This gathering was less like a birthday banquet and more like a grand competition of social standing among Jiangcheng’s upper class. Everyone held their heads high and wore polite smiles, treating their invitation as a badge of honor. Despite the grandeur, they maintained their composure and refrained from loud chatter.



    



    “Ruoxi, isn’t that Zhao Zhongyi?” Zhou Kai nudged her, pointing to a man stepping out of a Bentley.



    



    “I don’t know him,” Yang Ruoxi replied absentmindedly.



    



    “He’s one of the wealthiest businessmen in Jiangcheng. Hey, that girl next to him looks familiar…” Zhou Kai scratched his head. When he recognized Zhao Muxin, his eyes lit up. He had never imagined that the girl who was kidnapped that day was actually the daughter of such a wealthy tycoon. If he had known, he would have been more attentive back then—perhaps even earning Zhao Zhongyi’s favor.



    



    As more high-profile guests arrived, even the municipal party secretary and several provincial officials made an appearance. Yet, none of them entered the main hall. They all waited outside, as Mr. Wang, the birthday star, had yet to arrive.



    



    Another half-hour passed before a limited-edition Rolls-Royce appeared, sporting the impressive license plate "Jiang A99999." That plate alone was worth as much as a Mercedes-Benz 600. Yang Ruoxi’s heart skipped a beat when she saw it. She remembered seeing the same car the other day when an old man had offered Qin Fei five million for his “scrap metal.”



    



    Could that old man really be Wang Houde? If Qin Fei had such connections, why would he deceive her with fake medicine? She shook off the thought, suspecting the previous car might have been a fake plate.



    



    Soon, Wang Houde himself stepped out, his hair snow-white yet his posture energetic. He was dressed in a red Tang suit and leaned on a cane as he greeted the crowd. The plaza erupted in applause.



    



    To the gathered elite, Wang Houde was a living legend. As long as they were still alive, they would inevitably fall ill at some point—and as long as they weren’t dead, Mr. Wang could cure them. Naturally, everyone wanted to build a good relationship with him.



    



    He smiled warmly and exchanged pleasantries with Zhao Zhongyi, the party secretary, and a burly older man who was rumored to be the president of the Traditional Martial Arts Association, often called the "Martial Alliance Leader." The other three individuals who entered with him were from the provincial capital, all influential figures in their own right.



    



    With seven seats now filled at the exclusive table, there was still one spot left. The crowd whispered among themselves, speculating about who the final distinguished guest might be. After all, showing up late was quite disrespectful.



    



    Just then, a young man in a T-shirt and jeans limped into the villa. He looked decent but walked with a noticeable limp. Scratching his head, he casually found an empty seat in the plaza and sat down. Naturally, this man was Qin Fei.



    



    Having been invited by Wang Houde, Qin Fei had no idea about the VIP seating inside. Seeing that the plaza was filling up quickly, he grabbed the nearest available spot.



    



    Yang Ruoxi sighed deeply when she saw him. What was this fraud doing here? Did he think this was a place where he belonged?



    



    Thankfully, they had nothing to do with each other anymore. If he embarrassed himself, she wouldn’t have to suffer the humiliation alongside him.



    



    After settling down, Qin Fei wiped the sweat off his forehead. Spotting a cake on the table, he picked one up and took a bite. He had taken a taxi only as far as the main road, but the rest of the way had to be walked due to the heavy traffic. Feeling hungry, he decided to eat first.



    



    The others at the table gave him disdainful looks, secretly wondering where this freeloader had come from. Even if he hadn’t had breakfast, eating before everyone else had started was simply rude.



    



    Yang Ruoxi frowned as well. Qin Fei was still the same—always thinking about food. How embarrassing.



    



    Just then, a panting overweight woman in a black Chanel dress, weighing at least 200 pounds, stormed into the villa. Her eyes swept over Yang Ruoxi with a look of contempt before she marched toward Qin Fei’s table.



    



    This woman was Li Meimei. Delayed by an errand, she had arrived late and intended to deal with Yang Ruoxi later. Right now, she just wanted to eat first.



    



    "Here, Meimei!" A wavy-haired woman at the table waved at her. They were close friends, and she had saved a seat for Li Meimei, only to have it taken by Qin Fei after a bathroom break. Instead of confronting him, she waited for Li Meimei to handle it herself.



    



    "Rongrong, where's my seat?" Li Meimei asked with irritation, noticing the table was full.



    



    "That guy took it," her friend pointed her lips in Qin Fei’s direction.



    



    Li Meimei’s eyes darkened when she saw Qin Fei, a scruffy man in jeans daring to sit in her spot. Anger surged in her chest, and she pointed at him, shouting, "Get lost! That’s my seat!"
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    "Is your name written on this seat?" Qin Fei glanced at the plump woman, wiped his hands with a tissue, and asked casually.



    



    The plump woman, seeing that Qin Fei dared to challenge her, became even angrier and said, "I was invited by Master Wang himself. Do you think I should sit here or not?"



    



    "Oh? I was also invited by Master Wang. That means I shouldn't leave either!" Qin Fei shrugged and ignored the plump woman, shifting his gaze to the scenery around him.



    



    "He's really shameless, coming here just to eat and drink for free. This is quite something."



    



    "Yeah, maybe he's never attended such a high-end banquet in his life. He'll probably post about it on social media and show off for half a year."



    



    "But Li Meimei isn't someone to mess with. Her brother is the secretary of the municipal committee. This idiot is in trouble."



    



    The surrounding people looked at Qin Fei with mockery and disdain, some even gloating, eager to see how Li Meimei would put him in his place.



    



    Yang Ruoxi also noticed the scene and felt a little uncomfortable. She didn't expect Qin Fei to be the same as always—no matter where he went, he was always ridiculed. It was truly embarrassing. Even if he wanted to freeload, he should at least know where he was.



    



    Everyone here was a prominent figure in Jiangcheng. Yet, Qin Fei was occupying someone else's seat and refusing to leave. Wasn't he just asking for trouble?



    



    Li Meimei, seeing everyone siding with her, became even more arrogant. She walked up to Qin Fei and slapped at him, shouting, "Get lost!"



    



    Qin Fei tilted his head slightly and easily dodged her slap. Seeing the mocking faces around him, he decided it wasn't worth staying at such a gathering. Without saying much, he stood up and walked towards the exit.



    



    Seeing Qin Fei leave the seat, Li Meimei was smug like a little hen, snorting, "Hmph, what a joke! A broke loser like him dares to act up in a place like this."



    



    However, Qin Fei hadn't gone far when a young man in black quickly ran over, whispered a few words in his ear, and led him back inside.



    



    Li Meimei, busy showing off to her friends about how much her Chanel dress cost, didn't notice where Qin Fei had gone after leaving.



    



    Only Yang Ruoxi had been paying attention to Qin Fei's every move. When she saw him being led into the banquet hall by that young man, her heart couldn't help but feel a bit shaken.



    



    Could it be... Qin Fei was the seventh guest at Master Wang's table?



    



    But the previous six guests were all either wealthy tycoons or high-ranking officials. How did Qin Fei qualify to sit among them?



    



    Maybe Master Wang found out Qin Fei was freeloading and called him in to teach him a lesson? That possibility seemed quite likely.



    



    Yang Ruoxi's thoughts were complicated. She didn't want to believe that Qin Fei was one of Master Wang's honored guests.



    



    As Qin Fei entered, Zhao Zhongyi greeted him with a smile, "Mr. Qin, you're here!"



    



    "Hello, Mr. Zhao." Qin Fei responded with a slight smile and, under the young man's guidance, took a seat next to Master Wang.



    



    At that moment, not only Yang Ruoxi but even the remaining five guests were puzzled. How could an ordinary-looking young man sit beside Master Wang?



    



    However, they were far more composed than the people outside. Though they had doubts in their hearts, they maintained polite smiles on their faces.



    



    Master Wang grabbed Qin Fei's hand and laughed heartily, "Let me introduce him—this is Qin Fei. Qin, as in Emperor Qin Shi Huang, and Fei, as in soaring to great heights!"



    



    "Hehe, nice to meet everyone." Qin Fei greeted them politely.



    



    Out of courtesy, the guests also exchanged greetings with Qin Fei. After all, since Master Wang personally introduced him, he must have some background.



    



    Soon, the banquet began. Under Master Wang's lead, the atmosphere became more familiar and relaxed.



    



    After several rounds of drinks and dishes, Sun Chuanxiong, the municipal party secretary wearing glasses, glanced at Wang Houde and said, "Master Wang, regarding the matter I mentioned last time, I wonder when you'll have some time?"



    



    Besides being the municipal party secretary, Sun Chuanxiong's father-in-law was a high-ranking military official. However, his health was deteriorating, and he was nearing retirement. Sun Chuanxiong had come not only to celebrate Master Wang’s birthday but also to seek his help in treating his father-in-law. If his father-in-law could hold on for a few more years, his chances of advancing to the provincial committee next year would increase significantly.



    



    Master Wang simply smiled and waved his hand, "Sorry, Secretary Sun, but I have 'sealed my needles' for nearly ten years. You should find someone else."



    



    "Ah... I see." Sun Chuanxiong sighed, not daring to press further. Though Master Wang was merely a famous doctor, it was rumored that he had treated top-level officials in the central government, so showing any dissatisfaction was out of the question.



    



    At this moment, Zhao Zhongyi's eyes flickered. Pretending to check his phone, he quickly sent a message to Zhao Muxin: "Talk to Qin Fei and ask him to persuade Master Wang to make an exception for Secretary Sun. After all, my father's business has always been supported by Secretary Sun, and we owe him a favor."



    



    Soon, Qin Fei received Zhao Muxin's message: "Liar! Do me a favor and ask Master Wang to treat Secretary Sun. My dad’s business has been relying on him, and we owe him this."



    



    After reading the message, Qin Fei pondered. If he wanted to establish himself in Jiangcheng, he needed connections. Otherwise, anyone could trample on him. This might be a great opportunity—after all, Sun Chuanxiong was a powerful figure in Jiangcheng.



    



    With that in mind, Qin Fei smiled slightly and turned to Master Wang, "Sir, may I have a word with you?"



    



    "Of course, no problem," Master Wang replied with a hearty laugh and walked with Qin Fei behind a screen.



    



    Once inside, Master Wang smiled and asked, "Brother Qin, what advice do you have for me?"



    



    "I'm just curious about why you decided to stop practicing your needle technique. Your medical skills are extraordinary; it would be a shame to stop," Qin Fei said with a smile.



    



    "Sigh... I had no choice. My 'Heaven's Fate Needle Technique' requires internal energy, but my meridians have been damaged, so I can no longer perform it," Master Wang sighed.



    



    "What if your meridians could be restored?" Qin Fei asked with a smile.



    



    "If my meridians recover, I can definitely perform acupuncture again. Saving lives and healing the wounded is the duty of those in the medical field," Wang Houde said.



    



    "How about this? I'll help you recover your meridians as soon as possible, and in return, you help Secretary Sun this once. What do you think?" Qin Fei asked.



    



    "Of course, no problem. As long as I have your furnace, I can refine the 'Qi Gathering Pill,' which should be enough to restore my meridians," Wang Houde replied.



    



    "I'll bring the furnace tomorrow, and you can use it first," Qin Fei said.



    



    "Thank you so much." Wang Houde grasped Qin Fei's hand with gratitude.



    



    Soon after, the two walked out from behind the screen. Wang Houde coughed lightly and looked at Sun Chuanxiong, saying, "Secretary Sun, I will go with you in three days to examine your father-in-law. But remember, this is all thanks to Brother Qin."



    



    "Ah, that's great! Thank you, Master Wang, and thank you, Brother Qin." Sun Chuanxiong didn't quite understand how Qin Fei managed to persuade Wang Houde, but as a municipal secretary, he was sharp enough to seize the opportunity. He immediately picked up his glass and downed it in one go to show his respect.



    



    Zhao Zhongyi nodded in satisfaction. It seemed that Qin Fei was indeed extraordinary—not only skilled in martial arts but also having a close relationship with Master Wang. Initially, he had only tried his luck, but he didn't expect things to work out so smoothly.



    



    It appeared that this young man listened to his daughter quite well. If he divorced Yang Ruoxi, it might not be a bad idea for his daughter to marry him.



    



    Seeing Master Wang break his long-standing rule for Qin Fei, everyone present began speculating about his background. Naturally, they all raised their glasses to toast Qin Fei, hoping to build a connection.



    



    The banquet was filled with laughter and joy. Meanwhile, on the other side, Li Meimei, having eaten and drunk to her fill, swayed her bear-like body and approached Yang Ruoxi with two bodyguards in tow. "B*tch, do you know who I am?"



    



    Yang Ruoxi was stunned for a moment, then shook her head with a frown. "I don't know you."



    



    "Hmph, well, today, you'll know me very well. Grab her! I'm going to tear off her clothes!" At Li Meimei's command, the two bodyguards moved toward Yang Ruoxi.



    



    Although Yang Ruoxi had decent combat skills, the two bodyguards were strong and burly. They pinned her shoulders from both sides, rendering her unable to move.



    



    Yang Ruoxi was both angry and anxious. If only Zhou Kai hadn't gone to the restroom, she wouldn't have been bullied like this. Glaring at them in frustration, she said angrily, "What are you doing? I'm a police officer!"



    



    "A police officer? Of course, I know you’re a cop. You're Yang Ruoxi, right? I’ve been looking for you!" Li Meimei grabbed Yang Ruoxi's hair with jealousy in her voice. "You're pretty, huh? That makes it okay for you to seduce someone else's husband? Listen up, Zhang Hua is mine. If you dare flirt with him, I'll teach you a lesson today!"



    



    Many people present knew Li Meimei and were aware that her brother was the municipal secretary. Upon hearing that Yang Ruoxi had allegedly seduced someone's husband, they started whispering among themselves.



    



    "I didn't expect this. She looks so pretty, but she’s a homewrecker."



    



    "Yeah, these days, people will do anything for money and power."



    



    "I heard they're going to strip her. That's exciting! I should record this and watch it later."



    



    Hearing these words, Yang Ruoxi's eyes welled up with tears of humiliation. But with the two burly bodyguards restraining her, she couldn't move at all. She could only try to explain, "You misunderstood. There's nothing between me and Zhang Hua!"



    



    "Misunderstanding? Do you take me for a fool? I have eyes and ears in the hospital. Damn, with a figure like yours, you must have been with many men, right?" Li Meimei sneered, eyeing Yang Ruoxi's ample curves before grabbing the hem of her T-shirt. "Today, let's all see what kind of vixen you are!"



    



    "Rip it! Rip it off!"



    



    "Make sure she's completely stripped!"



    



    The crowd watching was getting increasingly excited, forming a circle around them with their phones ready to capture the moment.



    



    Tears streamed down Yang Ruoxi's face. She felt utterly hopeless. If she had a strong and loving husband, she wouldn't have to endure such humiliation.



    



    Li Meimei, seeing the growing crowd, was so pleased that her fat face trembled with excitement. She exerted force, intending to rip off Yang Ruoxi's clothes.



    



    "Stop!"



    



    Just as Li Meimei was about to tear off the T-shirt, an angry voice echoed from the crowd.



    



    Despite the interruption, Yang Ruoxi's T-shirt was already pulled down slightly, revealing her delicate collarbones. The men in the crowd swallowed hard, some even feeling envious of Li Meimei’s husband, who had such a beauty at home.



    



    However, Li Meimei snorted and continued pulling. With a loud "rip," Yang Ruoxi's T-shirt tore down the middle, exposing her black undergarment.



    



    At that moment, Yang Ruoxi felt as if her world had collapsed. She had always carried herself with pride and self-respect. But now, not only was she wrongly accused of being a mistress, but her clothes were torn apart in public. Though she wasn’t entirely exposed, in her mind, she felt completely humiliated.



    



    She bit her lip tightly, tears falling uncontrollably. She had already made up her mind—once this was over, she would resign and leave Jiangcheng. She couldn't stay here anymore.



    



    Zhou Kai finally pushed his way through the crowd after shouting to stop them. Seeing Yang Ruoxi being humiliated like this, the veins on his neck bulged with anger. "What are you doing? Do you have any respect for the law? How dare you bully the captain of the criminal police unit?"



    



    Zhou Kai thought his words would intimidate the crowd, but Li Meimei simply sneered and glared at him. "Who the hell do you think you are? How dare you interfere in my business?"



    



    "Uh... Miss Li?" Zhou Kai recognized her and knew she wasn't easy to deal with. He forced a smile and said, "Miss Li, there must be some misunderstanding. Why don't we sit down and talk?"



    



    "Misunderstanding? Your face is nothing to me! Get lost, or I'll have you fired tomorrow!" Li Meimei's threatening glare made Zhou Kai instinctively shrink back.



    



    Zhou Kai was inwardly distressed. Why did Yang Ruoxi have to provoke such a troublemaker? Helpless, he stepped aside and discreetly took out his phone to call the police chief.



    



    He couldn't afford to offend Li Meimei. With her brother's influence in the municipal committee, he could be kicked out of the police force in no time.



    



    Yang Ruoxi had initially hoped Zhou Kai's arrival would save her, but seeing how intimidated he was, she felt even more hopeless and resentful—especially toward Qin Fei. Her useless husband was also here at the villa, but what was the point? She was being humiliated, yet he was nowhere to be seen.



    



    The more she thought about it, the sadder she felt. Tears kept rolling down, dripping onto the floor from her pale cheeks.



    



    "You slut, now you're crying? Where was all that seduction when you were after my husband?" Li Meimei's eyes scanned Yang Ruoxi's tear-streaked face, then landed on her undergarment. With a smirk, she reached out to tear it off.



    



    "Please, don't! I'm begging you, please don't!" Yang Ruoxi sobbed helplessly, feeling completely humiliated and wishing she could disappear.



    



    The crowd, however, cheered even louder. "Do it already! We can't wait any longer!"
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    "Rip it! We can't wait any longer!"



    



    The crowd's shouts made Yang Ruoxi's face burn with embarrassment. She wished she could find a hole to crawl into.



    



    At that moment, a middle-aged man wearing a jacket squeezed through the crowd. He had a refined appearance and glared at Li Meimei before quickly taking off his jacket and draping it over Yang Ruoxi's shoulders.



    



    The two bodyguards recognized him immediately—it was Li Meimei’s brother, Li Zhengqiang. They exchanged confused glances, unsure why he was helping Yang Ruoxi.



    



    Yang Ruoxi clutched the jacket tightly, covered her face, and crouched down. She wondered when this humiliation would finally end. For the first time, she truly understood how agonizing it was to be falsely accused.



    



    "Brother, you're here!" Li Meimei called out triumphantly, thinking her brother had come to put on a show of authority.



    



    However, to her surprise, Li Zhengqiang turned around and slapped her hard across the face, his voice filled with fury. "Shut up! I'm not your brother!"



    



    The resounding slap left everyone stunned, including Li Meimei. Even Yang Ruoxi and the onlookers were bewildered. Why would Li Zhengqiang slap his own sister in front of so many people?



    



    Covering her cheek, Li Meimei looked at him with grievance. "Brother, this... this b—"



    



    "Shut up!" Li Zhengqiang roared, slapping her again so hard that it made her nose bleed.



    



    Li Meimei was completely dumbfounded and didn't dare say another word. She clutched her face, unable to comprehend why her doting brother would treat her like this.



    



    "Disperse!"



    



    At that moment, a group of men in black suits arrived, dragging along a balding man with glasses—none other than Li Meimei’s husband, Zhang Hua.



    



    The leader of the group was the same young man who had escorted Qin Fei inside earlier and delivered medicine to him. He was also one of Wang Laoye's most trusted disciples.



    



    Seeing that Wang Laoye's men had arrived, the crowd reluctantly backed away, though many lingered nearby to see how the situation would unfold.



    



    "H-honey?" Li Meimei was startled but still didn’t understand what was happening.



    



    The young man in black pushed Zhang Hua forward and barked, "Kneel!"



    



    Seeing Yang Ruoxi, Li Meimei, and his brother-in-law present, Zhang Hua immediately understood what was going on. Without hesitation, he fell to his knees in front of Yang Ruoxi.



    



    Li Meimei was outraged. No matter what, Zhang Hua was still her husband. She turned to Li Zhengqiang. "Brother, are you just going to let them bully my husband like this?"



    



    "Shut up!"



    



    Li Zhengqiang had initially planned to greet the guests from the main hall after the banquet. However, Sun Chuanxiong had stormed out angrily, kicking him and demanding that he handle his sister's mess. If he failed, he would be dismissed the next day.



    



    In desperation, Li Zhengqiang had rushed over, immediately disciplining his sister.



    



    The young man in black sneered at Zhang Hua and snapped, "Tell her everything, word for word. You even dared to tarnish Mr. Wang's reputation—you're courting death!"



    



    "I... I wouldn’t dare!" Zhang Hua trembled and stammered, "It’s all my fault. I'm the scum here. I swapped out the special medicine your husband brought and framed him. I was lustful and shameless, constantly harassing you and trying to trick you into bed. Please, Miss Yang, forgive me! I swear I'll never do it again. I beg you, please forgive me!"



    



    Zhang Hua repeatedly kowtowed, his forehead banging against the ground, begging for Yang Ruoxi's forgiveness like a pathetic dog.



    



    "And you, kneel and apologize!" Li Zhengqiang shot a cold glare at his sister, realizing that if the municipal secretary had stepped in, his sister had clearly crossed the line.



    



    "Ah..."



    



    Li Meimei hesitated, but when she saw Zhang Hua admitting to everything and realized she had wrongly accused Yang Ruoxi, she had no choice but to grit her teeth and kneel. "Miss Yang, I'm sorry!"



    



    Seeing that things were almost settled, Li Zhengqiang slapped himself and said, "Miss Yang, it's all my fault for being too lenient with my sister and her family. I apologize on behalf of our family—please forgive us."



    



    At that moment, Yang Ruoxi felt a wave of relief, but she was also overwhelmed with guilt. She had just experienced what it felt like to be wronged, and it dawned on her that she had also falsely accused Qin Fei back at the hospital.



    



    She realized how much pain and humiliation Qin Fei must have felt back then.



    



    Moreover, the fact that Li Zhengqiang and Wang Laoye's disciples had come to resolve the matter clearly had nothing to do with her own connections—none of her acquaintances even had the qualifications to meet Wang Laoye.



    



    It was highly likely that the so-called "good-for-nothing" husband she had always looked down on was the one who had pulled these strings. After all, Wang Laoye had personally gifted Qin Fei a box of special medicine, suggesting a close relationship between them.



    



    But why didn't Qin Fei step forward himself? Was he still holding a grudge against her?



    



    A deep sense of sadness welled up within her as she searched the crowd and finally spotted Qin Fei standing there, calm and composed. Biting her lip, she finally said, "Alright, I forgive you all."



    



    With that, she turned and walked toward Qin Fei. But just as she was a few steps away, she hesitated, feeling a surge of panic.



    



    What should she say? Should she apologize to Qin Fei?



    



    But he hadn’t even stepped in to help her earlier. Perhaps he already saw her as a stranger, considering how much she had hurt him that day.



    



    Feeling lost, Yang Ruoxi lowered her head and turned to leave the villa. Yet deep inside, she felt an overwhelming emptiness, as if she had lost something truly precious.



    



    Just as she was about to walk away, a firm yet familiar hand gently grabbed her arm.



    



    A familiar voice whispered in her ear, "Wife, let’s go home."
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    Yang Ruoxi lifted her head and saw a familiar face filled with deep concern. In an instant, the tears she had been holding back streamed down once more.



    



    She had always considered herself a strong woman, someone who wouldn't cry easily, even in the face of grievances. But today, being publicly humiliated and falsely accused of being a mistress, almost having her clothes torn off in front of everyone—this was the greatest humiliation she had ever experienced.



    



    If it hadn't been for Li Zhengqiang's intervention and apology, Yang Ruoxi would never have forgiven Li Meimei. Today, she finally understood how painful and unjust it felt to be wronged.



    



    Perhaps, this was how Qin Fei had felt back then.



    



    "I'm... I'm sorry!"



    



    She bit her lip, looked deeply into Qin Fei's eyes, and finally voiced the apology she had been holding back for so long.



    



    She had wanted to apologize to him after their fight, but she had been too busy and overwhelmed with her father's illness to find the right moment.



    



    Now, after experiencing the cold reality of human nature, she realized that Qin Fei was a thousand times better than those who only stood by and watched. Even after being falsely accused by her, he never lashed out or blamed her. Instead, he simply said, I understand, I won't bother you again.



    



    That was what it truly meant to care about someone.



    



    Seeing Qin Fei looking at her silently, Yang Ruoxi grew nervous and asked in a soft voice, "You... you’re not going to forgive me, are you?"



    



    "It's not that. I should be the one apologizing."



    



    Qin Fei looked at the tearful woman before him, his heart melting. He opened his arms and pulled her into his embrace.



    



    At that moment, Yang Ruoxi relaxed and gently closed her eyes. Leaning against his chest, she felt warm and secure.



    



    "Let's go home."



    



    "Mm."



    



    Qin Fei carried Yang Ruoxi out of the villa and into her Jeep.



    



    On the way home, she fell asleep in the back seat. She had been exhausted for the past two weeks, and with today's events bringing out all her emotions, all she wanted was to rest with her eyes closed.



    



    When they arrived at the villa, Qin Fei opened the door. "We're home, honey. You should rest for a while. I need to step out for a bit."



    



    "Where are you going?" Yang Ruoxi asked anxiously, afraid that he would disappear for another ten days or half a month.



    



    Qin Fei noticed her unease, reached out, and gently squeezed her cold hand. "I'll be back in half an hour."



    



    "Okay... I'll wait for you."



    



    She stepped out of the car and adjusted the jacket over her chest, trying to cover herself as much as possible.



    



    Watching her graceful figure disappear into the villa, Qin Fei silently vowed, Don't worry, honey. I'll never let something like today happen again.



    



    He then went to his rented place to retrieve the repaired furnace and returned to the villa.



    



    Inside, Yang Ruoxi had already showered and changed into a moon-colored dress. Her long black hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her face looked much brighter and more refreshed.



    



    "Honey, you haven't eaten yet, right? I'll make you some noodles," Qin Fei said with a smile, looking at the beautiful and dignified woman before him, realizing that having a wife was truly wonderful.



    



    "Okay, thanks." Her voice was much softer than before, carrying a gentle tone.



    



    "No need to thank me. Just wait, it'll be ready soon."



    



    Qin Fei hobbled into the kitchen, his limp still present, something he couldn't change overnight. However, after Wang Laoye's birthday banquet, his status in Jiangcheng had undoubtedly changed.



    



    Soon, a steaming bowl of egg noodles was placed before Yang Ruoxi, with two bright green bok choy leaves nestled beside the golden fried egg. It was clear that Qin Fei had put effort into making it.



    



    Yang Ruoxi wrinkled her nose slightly, and as her stomach grumbled, she lowered her head and took small bites.



    



    After finishing the bowl of noodles, she felt reinvigorated. Wiping her mouth with a napkin, she glanced at Qin Fei and said, "Fei, there's something I want to discuss with you."



    



    Her tone was unusually polite. In the past, she would simply inform Qin Fei of her decisions rather than consult him.



    



    Qin Fei smiled. "Whatever you decide, honey."



    



    "I can't decide on this alone... it's about Dad's life. I want to take a leave of absence and go abroad to seek treatment for him. Maybe we can find better medicine there."



    



    Although there was a batch of special medicine in the hospital, it had already been reserved, making it impossible to obtain. As for the medicine Qin Fei had given her, it had likely been sold off by Zhang Hua and his people, considering each vial was worth millions.



    



    "Give me some time. I'll ask Wang Laoye to treat him and get a few doses of the special medicine to keep at home. That way, Dad should be fine for now," Qin Fei suggested after thinking for a moment.



    



    "But... hasn’t Wang Laoye already retired?" Yang Ruoxi asked, puzzled.



    



    "It should be fine. I'll talk to him," Qin Fei reassured her.



    



    "Alright then."



    



    She nodded. She wanted to ask how Qin Fei knew Wang Laoye, but in the end, she held back. Perhaps she should try trusting him—after all, he had never harmed her in all these years.



    



    Seeing that she didn't press further, Qin Fei felt relieved. He just wanted a simple relationship with her without involving her in his other affairs.



    



    After tidying up the dishes, Qin Fei left with Yang Ruoxi to visit her father in the hospital.



    



    Just as they were about to leave, a black Audi pulled up outside the villa. Sun Chuanxiong, the municipal secretary, stepped out with an apologetic smile. "Brother Qin, Miss Yang, I'm really sorry for what happened today. I didn't expect such an incident to happen under my watch. I assure you it will be handled seriously."



    



    "Ah... Secretary Sun, it's nothing, just a misunderstanding." Yang Ruoxi felt flattered. As a mere district police captain, she never expected the municipal secretary to personally apologize to her.



    



    "That Li Meimei is out of control, and Zhang Hua even dared to tarnish Wang Laoye's name and sell special medicine privately. I'll make sure they are investigated thoroughly. As for Li Zhengqiang, I've already issued him a serious warning. Miss Yang, is there anything else you'd like to add?"



    



    "No... no requests."



    



    Yang Ruoxi shook her head, feeling a bit overwhelmed. She was a kind person and didn’t want to pursue the matter further.



    



    "Alright then. Brother Qin, Miss Yang, I'll take my leave now. Let's get together soon when I have some free time."



    



    "Goodbye, Secretary Sun."



    



    As they waved him off, another car arrived—a Bentley. Qin Fei sighed inwardly. Didn't I say I wanted to keep a low profile? Why do they keep coming?



    



    This time, it was Zhao Zhongyi and Zhao Muxin. Zhao Zhongyi greeted him with a smile. "Mr. Qin, are you satisfied with today's outcome? If not, I can talk to Secretary Sun and have Li Zhengqiang dismissed and their company kicked out of Jiangcheng."



    



    "There's no need. It's best to let things go."



    



    Qin Fei smiled. "I still have to go to the hospital, so I'll leave you to it."



    



    After seeing them off, Yang Ruoxi couldn't help but feel amazed. Why were all these influential people coming to visit Qin Fei? What exactly was his background?



    



    Just as she was deep in thought, her phone rang. Upon answering, her expression darkened with anger.
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    "Wife, what's wrong?" Qin Fei asked as he noticed Yang Ruoxi’s troubled expression.



    



    "My mom's money got stolen, and the thief even hit her. It's outrageous!" Yang Ruoxi snorted angrily. As a police officer, she naturally despised criminals.



    



    "Let's go check it out together," Qin Fei said. After all, it was his mother-in-law who was involved, and it wouldn't be right to ignore the situation.



    



    "Okay, she's at the market across from the hospital," Yang Ruoxi nodded and drove toward the market.



    



    Ten minutes later, they arrived and walked into the market. From a distance, they could see a crowd gathered, pointing and discussing the situation.



    



    Yang Ruoxi rushed over and shouted, "Step aside, I'm a police officer!"



    



    Upon hearing that, the crowd quickly made way. She walked in and saw Li Meifang sitting on the ground, clutching her forehead, which had a visible wound.



    



    Opposite her, an elderly woman of similar age was sitting, groaning softly, looking as if she were injured as well.



    



    "Mom, what happened?" Yang Ruoxi squatted down and helped Li Meifang up.



    



    "I withdrew six thousand yuan yesterday to buy some supplements for your father today. As soon as I walked in here, this woman followed me sneakily. While I was buying vegetables, the money in my pocket disappeared. When I confronted her, she shouted that I hit her and even pushed me, making me hit my head on the vegetable stall." Li Meifang pointed to her forehead, which had a small but noticeable wound.



    



    After hearing this, Yang Ruoxi frowned slightly and looked at the elderly woman groaning beside them. "Auntie, are you alright?"



    



    "My chest hurts... my whole body feels weak... Your mother hit my heart! My son is on his way, and none of you are allowed to leave!" The old woman opened her eyes briefly before closing them again.



    



    Qin Fei, who had just arrived, assessed the situation and felt that things could get tricky. Nowadays, it was hard to tell if the elderly were becoming crooks or if crooks were simply getting old.



    



    Judging by the old woman's expression and tone, Qin Fei could tell that she had stolen the money, but now she was feigning illness and trying to shift the blame.



    



    Yang Ruoxi also found the situation difficult to handle. If she let it go, she wouldn't be able to swallow her anger. But if she took the woman to the police station, people might accuse her of abusing her authority.



    



    "How about this? I'll have the hospital send an ambulance to take you both in for a check-up. This area falls under the jurisdiction of Binjiang Police Station; I'll have them come over to investigate. The market should have surveillance cameras. Once we check the footage, we'll know the truth. If my mother wrongly accused you, we’ll compensate you. But if you did steal the money, you’ll have to take responsibility," Yang Ruoxi said in a calm and reasoned manner, which earned nods of approval from the onlookers.



    



    Just as she was about to call for backup, a burly man with tattoos barged into the scene, his deep voice booming, "Who hit my mom?"



    



    "No one hit her! She fell by herself!" Li Meifang, seeing the tall and muscular man with tattoos, became nervous. She was worried since there were only two women on her side, and the only man with them was a so-called "useless" son-in-law.



    



    "No one hit her? Hmph, Mom, don't be afraid. Tell me who bullied you," the tattooed man helped the old woman up and glared menacingly.



    



    "It was her! She pushed me and falsely accused me of stealing!" The elderly woman gained confidence with her son by her side.



    



    "My mom, stealing? What a joke! I make tens of thousands a month. Why would my mom need to steal? Are you bullying her because she's old?" The tattooed man glared at Li Meifang. "You hit her, right? Take her to the hospital now, and I’ll come pick her up whenever I feel like it."



    



    Clearly, he was trying to take advantage of the situation.



    



    Li Meifang, having worked in a government office and being married to a deputy director, was not easily intimidated. She retorted, "Your mother stole the money! Are thieves justified now?"



    



    "Alright, you want proof? Let's settle this fairly. Mom, turn out your pockets. If there's money inside, we'll return it. But if there's nothing, and you've falsely accused my mom, I’ll make sure you pay for it. If I don’t, I won’t be able to show my face in this town again!" The tattooed man squinted menacingly.



    



    With a sigh, the elderly woman turned out her pockets, revealing only a few small bills—no sign of the stolen money.



    



    Immediately, the crowd turned against Li Meifang, whispering among themselves.



    



    "She's using her daughter being a cop to try and scam an innocent person."



    



    "Yeah, the old lady didn't steal anything, and yet she got injured. Is being a cop such a big deal? Let's expose her online."



    



    "Right, she's not a good cop. Let's record this and upload it!"



    



    Seeing no money on the old woman, Yang Ruoxi felt frustrated. With so many people watching, the situation could easily damage her reputation. She turned to her mother and asked, "Mom, are you sure you brought the money? You didn't forget it at home, did you?"



    



    "Ruoxi, your mother isn’t senile yet!" Li Meifang replied, annoyed.



    



    Qin Fei intervened, "Honey, let's just forget it. Maybe Mom misplaced the money. Let’s leave it at that; everyone is injured, so let’s go and get treated separately."



    



    Yang Ruoxi knew that without solid proof, they couldn't do much and had no choice but to let it go.



    



    However, Li Meifang was furious. She pointed at Qin Fei and scolded, "Qin Yifei, we've fed and housed you since you were four years old, and even gave you our beautiful daughter. Now that your mother-in-law is being bullied, all you say is 'let it go'? What kind of son-in-law are you? Even a dog would do better!"



    



    Unaware of the recent changes in Qin Fei's life, she still saw him as the "fool" she always thought he was.



    



    The crowd burst into laughter.



    



    "So he's just a freeloading live-in son-in-law, huh?"



    



    "Look at him—so weak and skinny. A gust of wind could knock him over. He should stick to doing house chores."



    



    "I've heard of this Dragon guy before. He’s big in the nightclub scene. Even a cop can't handle him."



    



    The bystanders' ridicule made Li Meifang's face even more embarrassed. She pushed Qin Fei aside and said, "Useless! Next time I end up on the street, don't expect me to call you for help!"



    



    Yang Ruoxi shook her head and quickly followed after her mother.



    



    Qin Fei didn't mind and slowly walked out of the market. Noticing that both of them had disappeared, he called Yang Ruoxi. "Wife, where’s Mom?"



    



    "She went back to the hospital. You should take a taxi back; she's too angry right now."



    



    Yang Ruoxi wasn’t angry herself because she understood that without evidence, they could do nothing.



    



    Qin Fei chuckled and said, "Tell Mom not to worry. The money will be back soon."



    



    "You know where the money is?" Yang Ruoxi asked, puzzled.



    



    "It was the old lady, but she handed it off to an accomplice. Unless surveillance caught it, there's no proof."



    



    "Then why didn’t you say anything earlier? We could've checked the cameras!"



    



    Qin Fei laughed. "These crooks know how to avoid cameras. This isn't a matter for the police. Leave it to me."



    



    "How are you going to handle it without proof?" Yang Ruoxi asked, worried.



    



    "Just wait and see. By tonight, they’ll come to the hospital and beg for forgiveness!" Qin Fei said confidently and hung up.
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    After Qin Fei hung up the phone, he pondered for a moment. There was something he hadn't mentioned—Long Ge and the old woman were not actually mother and son but members of a theft ring, working as partners in crime.



    



    Qin Fei didn't want Yang Ruoxi to confront them head-on. Even though she was a police officer, the saying goes, "Keep close to gentlemen, stay away from villains." These theft rings were filled with all kinds of people. Once they set their sights on Yang Ruoxi and her family, they would surely cause endless trouble. Qin Fei couldn’t protect them around the clock.



    



    This was why he didn't expose Long Ge and the old woman on the spot. He planned to handle it in his own way without dragging Yang Ruoxi and her family into the mess.



    



    After leaving the market, Qin Fei wandered around for a while and bought a Monkey King mask, tucking it into his pocket. Then, he hailed a taxi and headed to Long Ge’s nightclub.



    



    On the surface, Long Ge ran a legitimate business. But in reality, few nightclub owners were truly clean. He had a group of thieves working under him, operating in crowded places like buses, markets, and hospitals. Long Ge acted as their protector, helping them deal with any consequences that arose.



    



    After getting out of the taxi, Qin Fei put on the Monkey King mask and walked up the steps.



    



    Inside the hall, Long Ge was lounging on a chair, counting money. The old woman received one thousand yuan, another young accomplice got one thousand, while Long Ge kept four thousand for himself.



    



    "Easy money, huh?" Qin Fei strolled in slowly, trying to conceal his limp.



    



    "Who the hell are you? Wearing a mask in broad daylight—are you here for a performance?" Long Ge smirked, signaling two burly men in black to step forward and glare at Qin Fei.



    



    Qin Fei ignored them and said calmly, "Stealing money from old ladies—where's your conscience? Do you believe that if you swallow those six thousand yuan now, by tonight, you'll be coughing up sixty million?"



    



    "You trying to scare me? I grew up on fear!" Long Ge sneered and tilted his head at the two men behind him. "Take him down!"



    



    The two thugs, their necks tattooed with scorpions, looked menacing. They swung their fists at Qin Fei's face.



    



    Qin Fei reached out, effortlessly grabbing their fists. With a slight squeeze, both men felt as if their hands were caught in a steel trap, breaking out in cold sweat. "It... it hurts..."



    



    "I'm just here to talk, not fight. Think it over. Meet me at Binjiang Park by 7 PM. If you don’t, start planning your funeral." Qin Fei released their hands and walked out of the hall.



    



    Long Ge, watching the two thugs struggle in pain, didn't dare chase after Qin Fei. Instead, he narrowed his eyes and ordered the accomplice who had just taken his cut, "Follow him and see who he is."



    



    "Got it, Long Ge." The young man pocketed his money and jogged out of the nightclub.



    



    Long Ge waited patiently for about ten minutes until the young man returned, wiping his sweat. "Boss, I lost him. He went into an alley and disappeared."



    



    "Hmph, playing tricks. Forget him. How much more do we need this month?" Long Ge turned to the old woman and the young man, visibly annoyed.



    



    "We’re still a few thousand short. We’ll go out again now," the young man said nervously before leaving with the old woman.



    



    Long Ge extinguished his cigarette and glared at his henchmen. "Useless."



    



    The two thugs, rubbing their swollen hands, dared not utter a word. They knew the masked man was far stronger than he appeared.



    



    After venting his anger, Long Ge went upstairs to his office, locked the door, closed the curtains, and transferred a million yuan to an account via online banking. Shutting down the computer, he sighed, "Damn, making money is hard enough, and I still have to hand it over. What kind of world is this?"



    



    Feeling fatigued, he decided to rest in the next room. But just as he took a few steps, his head spun, and his legs gave out, causing him to collapse.



    



    "Damn... have I been overindulging lately?" Long Ge muttered, pulling out his phone to call for help.



    



    "Boss, you're bleeding!" One of the thugs exclaimed in shock upon seeing blood trickling from Long Ge's nose and ears.



    



    "Get me tissues, now!" Long Ge panicked as the dizziness intensified. "Stop standing around—call an ambulance!"



    



    "Oh! Right!" The thug fumbled with his phone and dialed emergency services.



    



    Meanwhile, Qin Fei, having ditched his tail, headed to the hospital. Li Meifang's forehead had been treated and bandaged. Seeing Qin Fei, she remained cold and distant, showing no kindness.



    



    "Come here," Yang Ruoxi shot him a glance and walked toward the emergency exit.



    



    "What's up, wife?" Qin Fei followed with a grin.



    



    "You said you'd handle this situation. Tell me, how do you plan to do it?" Yang Ruoxi crossed her arms, emphasizing her curves.



    



    Qin Fei stole a glance and smiled. "Don't worry, I'll take care of it without causing trouble. By the way, how's Dad?"



    



    "Still in and out of consciousness. It's my fault for trusting Zhang Hua and delaying treatment for half a month," Yang Ruoxi said with guilt.



    



    "It's okay, I'll make sure Dad recovers," Qin Fei said, gently holding her hand. He didn’t voice his thoughts—that if she had trusted him even a little, things wouldn’t have reached this point.



    



    Now that the furnace was repaired, with the right medicinal ingredients, there was hope for Yang Guoming's recovery.



    



    Later, they visited Yang Guoming in his ward, chatting for a while. However, Li Meifang remained cold, as if Qin Fei owed her millions.



    



    At that moment, a young man entered the room—Wang Houde's disciple, Yu Fei. He respectfully greeted, "Uncle Qin, my master sent me with some medicine. It’s not as fast-acting as the special drug, but it has no side effects. The special drug only works by depleting life force."



    



    "That's great. Wang Lao is really considerate. But... what did you just call me?" Qin Fei chuckled.



    



    "Uncle Qin?" Yu Fei scratched his head awkwardly. Although he was older than Qin Fei, his master treated Qin Fei as an equal, so he had to follow suit.



    



    "Alright, tell Wang Lao I'll visit him tomorrow. Just call me Qin Fei from now on," Qin Fei said with a smile.



    



    "Got it! I'll take my leave then." Yu Fei nodded and left.



    



    Yang Ruoxi was already aware of Qin Fei’s connection with Wang Houde, so she wasn’t too surprised. However, Li Meifang was skeptical. "Is he really a doctor? Are you sure this medicine is safe?"



    



    "Mom, he's Wang Houde's disciple. There's nothing to worry about," Yang Ruoxi explained.



    



    "Wang Houde? Qin Fei, you know him? This is amazing—my illness might be cured!" Yang Guoming, lying in bed, grew excited.



    



    "You all believe this? How could he know such a big figure? I bet it’s all an act," Li Meifang scoffed.



    



    "Don't talk about Fei like that!" Yang Guoming scolded her.



    



    Qin Fei handed over a pill, and as soon as it was opened, the room filled with a pleasant fragrance. Even Li Meifang was stunned, realizing it must be authentic medicine.



    



    Yang Guoming took the pill and felt an immediate sense of relief and clarity. Excitedly, he praised Qin Fei, while Yang Ruoxi, seeing his calm demeanor, thought... maybe it's time to treat him better.



    



    "Let’s go visit Dad," Qin Fei said.



    



    "Where are you going?" Yang Ruoxi asked.



    



    "Just preparing a little show," Qin Fei grinned and left for Binjiang Park.



    



     

  
    Chapter 27:



    



    When Long Ge was taken to the ambulance, he didn't believe he was seriously ill. He thought his excessive indulgence with his new girlfriend had caused his internal heat to rise, leading to his nosebleed. However, he hadn't expected the bleeding to be so severe, like a faucet that couldn't be turned off. The paramedics tried various methods to stop it but failed, so they had no choice but to speed up and rush him to the hospital for treatment.



    



    Upon arrival, the doctor conducted a thorough examination and, with a grave expression, said, "His blood vessels have burst. We need to call in specialists from the provincial hospital for surgery. Prepare sixty thousand yuan first."



    



    Hearing this, Long Ge's heart sank. He suddenly recalled the masked man who had visited his nightclub earlier in the day. That man had said, "You swallowed six thousand yuan this afternoon, but tonight you'll have to cough up sixty thousand."



    



    Damn it, it must be that guy's doing!



    



    But the man never even touched him—how did he cause such severe bleeding?



    



    Realizing he might have provoked a formidable figure, Long Ge immediately called his bodyguards and, struggling to speak, said, "Quickly, go to Binjiang Park and find that guy from earlier. Beg him to save me!"



    



    "Got it, Long Ge, we're on it!" The two bodyguards, who relied on Long Ge for their livelihood, dared not delay and sprinted out of the hospital.



    



    Behind them, Long Ge's weak voice trailed off, "And be polite... we can't afford to offend him!"



    



    Meanwhile, Qin Fei, after leaving the hospital, lit a cigarette and walked leisurely into Binjiang Park with his hands in his pockets. He then put on the Monkey King mask he had brought along.



    



    Earlier at the nightclub, Qin Fei had subtly planted a thin embroidery needle into Long Ge's "Baihui" acupoint. Long Ge, already physically weak from overindulgence, had an excess of internal heat. The needle merely served as a trigger, bringing all his latent health issues to the surface, leading to unstoppable nosebleeds.



    



    After waiting for about ten minutes, the two bodyguards rushed in, panting. Seeing Qin Fei still there, they were both relieved and extremely polite. "Master, Long Ge admits his mistake. Please have mercy and save him."



    



    "His condition is easy to treat," Qin Fei said calmly. "Go to the blood specialist department of the hospital, room 302, and sincerely apologize to the old lady inside. However, if this happens again, you might not make it to the hospital next time."



    



    With that, Qin Fei clasped his hands behind his back and disappeared into the darkness.



    



    The two bodyguards exchanged glances. "Apologize with sincerity?"



    



    But seeing how Qin Fei spoke with such confidence, they didn't dare question him. They quickly returned to the hospital and relayed the message to Long Ge.



    



    "It seems there's a powerful figure behind that family," Long Ge groaned. "I should never have stolen that six thousand. Now I'm paying the price with my blood. Go, get me some broom branches. I'm going to apologize. And bring the six thousand yuan too!"



    



    Long Ge, having spent years navigating the underworld, knew that some people were simply untouchable. Without hesitation, he decided to do exactly as Qin Fei instructed.



    



    "Boss, broom branches are hard to find. How about some broomcorn stalks instead?" the bodyguards suggested.



    



    "Fine, just hurry! I'm barely holding on!" Long Ge forced himself to wash off the blood on his face in the restroom and then, to the astonishment of the hospital staff, tied a bundle of broomcorn stalks to his back and knelt outside Yang Guoming's hospital room.



    



    Qin Fei had already returned to the hospital and was discussing dinner plans with Yang Ruoxi when he heard the commotion in the hallway. Smiling, he said, "Mom, someone's here to return your money."



    



    Li Meifang, seeing that her husband's health had improved significantly after taking the medicine, had begun to warm up to Qin Fei a little. However, she was puzzled. They were just an ordinary family—who would bring them money?



    



    Moreover, with the government's strict anti-corruption measures, accepting money wasn't something to be taken lightly!



    



    Only Yang Ruoxi seemed to have a clue. Qin Fei had mentioned over the phone earlier that Long Ge would come to apologize before nightfall. She was astonished to see it actually happen. How did Qin Fei manage to pull this off?



    



    She glanced at Qin Fei, feeling he was becoming more and more mysterious—completely different from the foolish husband she once knew.



    



    Qin Fei smiled and opened the door. A crowd had gathered in the hallway, eager to witness the scene.



    



    Long Ge, shirtless and kneeling with broomcorn stalks tied to his back, looked up pleadingly at Li Meifang. "Auntie, I'm a disgrace. I shouldn't have ordered people to steal your money. I'm here to return it and beg for forgiveness. Please, speak to the master and ask him to spare me!"



    



    "Master?" Li Meifang was confused. Seeing Long Ge's complete change in attitude, she felt uneasy and suspiciously asked, "Are you trying to trick me again?"



    



    "Auntie, I'm sincerely apologizing. We really stole your money—here's the full six thousand, not a penny less. I can even pay compensation, sixty thousand or six hundred thousand, whatever you want! Just please, ask the master to help me. I have a family to support... I can't afford to die!" Long Ge pleaded with tears and snot running down his face.



    



    Qin Fei, sensing the timing was right, stepped forward and patted Long Ge on the shoulder. "We don't know any master. Conscience is the greatest master. If you do wrong, you'll naturally face the consequences. Since you have a family to support, it's better to do good deeds and accumulate some virtue."



    



    "You're absolutely right! I'll change my ways from now on!" Long Ge nodded like a pecking chicken, desperate to show sincerity.



    



    "Alright, we only want our six thousand yuan, nothing more. You can leave now. The master has forgiven you," Qin Fei said mysteriously as he took the money.



    



    "Thank you, thank you!" Long Ge felt an immediate relief. Qin Fei had quietly removed the needle earlier, so his nosebleeds had stopped.



    



    Supported by his bodyguards, Long Ge left with endless gratitude. The onlookers, seeing such a notorious figure humbled, now looked at the Yang family with newfound respect.



    



    Li Meifang held the money, feeling overwhelmed. "See? I told you I wasn't lying! My money was stolen! But who on earth helped us? How could they make such a fearsome man kneel and apologize?"



    



    "Mom, we should believe that justice always prevails. Someone with a strong sense of justice must have stepped in to help us," Qin Fei said with a smile.



    



    "That must be it. Let's go, dinner's on me tonight. Your dad deserves some celebration!" Li Meifang said cheerfully.



    



    As the family went out to eat, only Yang Ruoxi had a hunch—there were no mysterious masters. It must have been Qin Fei's doing. She couldn't understand how her "foolish" husband had suddenly become so capable.



    



    Later, on the way home, Yang Ruoxi glanced at Qin Fei through the rearview mirror and asked, "Hey, how exactly did you do it?"



    



    "Secret," Qin Fei chuckled.



    



    "And how did you meet Wang Lao? If you say 'secret' again, I'll..." Yang Ruoxi blushed. She had been considering letting Qin Fei sleep in the bed tonight—not necessarily to do anything, but at least to reward him for today.



    



    Qin Fei noticed her hesitation and replied, "Do you know what I’ve been doing for the past ten years?"



    



    "How would I know? You barely talked to me," Yang Ruoxi pouted.



    



    "I've been studying!" Qin Fei declared proudly. "I knew I wasn't smart, so I spent all my time learning—medicine, combat techniques, and even some unconventional skills. What you see now is the result of ten years of hard work."



    



    Yang Ruoxi was stunned and felt a little guilty for misunderstanding him all these years. After a while, she softly said, "I'm sorry for not paying enough attention to you."



    



    "It’s okay, wife. Our life is just beginning. I believe we’ll grow old together," Qin Fei said sincerely.



    



    Yang Ruoxi, touched by his words, blushed and murmured, "Then... you can sleep in the bed from now on."



    



     

  
    Chapter 28:



    



    "Starting tonight, you can sleep on the bed!"



    



    After saying this, Yang Ruoxi's beautiful face turned red like a ripe apple. She bit her lip slightly and pretended to focus on driving, but her heart was pounding, and her gaze was slightly unfocused.



    



    She wasn't a little girl anymore; she knew exactly what would happen if a man and a woman shared a bed.



    



    Just imagining her perfect, alluring curves completely exposed in front of a man made her face burn even more.



    



    However, just as Yang Ruoxi thought Qin Fei would be jumping with excitement, the backseat remained silent. She couldn't help but glance in the rearview mirror—Qin Fei had already closed his eyes and was snoring.



    



    "This idiot!" Yang Ruoxi was a little annoyed. As a girl, she had finally mustered the courage to let him sleep on the bed, and yet he had fallen asleep?



    



    What did this mean? Did he not want to sleep with her?



    



    Women are like this—if a man wants to touch them, they get angry. If he doesn't want to, they also get angry.



    



    Seeing Qin Fei sleeping soundly, Yang Ruoxi sighed softly and continued driving in silence.



    



    In fact, Qin Fei had heard her words, but he had exhausted himself earlier. Using the embroidery needle twice to outwit Brother Long without being noticed had drained him.



    



    Moreover, Qin Fei's soul was too strong and needed constant rest to recover. So, he only managed to smile slightly before falling into a deep sleep.



    



    When they arrived at the villa, Yang Ruoxi closed the car door and called out irritably, "Hey, wake up! We're home."



    



    "Huh? We're here already?" Qin Fei scratched his head, feeling puzzled. They had been fine in the car, so why was she suddenly upset at home? Had he done something wrong?



    



    But since Yang Ruoxi didn't say anything, Qin Fei didn't dare to ask.



    



    He followed behind her, watching her graceful figure, feeling a bit eager. He wondered if her words about sharing the bed were serious.



    



    Even if they didn't do anything, just holding such a beautiful woman in his arms would be a pleasure.



    



    Once inside the room, Qin Fei began moving the blanket and pillow from the floor to the bed. Seeing this, Yang Ruoxi, who was looking for her pajamas, turned around and asked, "What are you doing?"



    



    "Didn't you say I could sleep on the bed?" Qin Fei grinned sheepishly.



    



    "Hmph, I thought you weren't interested." Yang Ruoxi pouted slightly, looking a bit playful. Even she didn't realize the subtle change in her tone.



    



    "I'm innocent, honey. Do you know how I've been living these past two weeks? I couldn't eat well, couldn't sleep well, and kept thinking about you. I was so exhausted that I fell asleep the moment I got in the car." Qin Fei spoke pitifully.



    



    "I remember someone was quite carefree when they left!" Yang Ruoxi huffed, but the corners of her lips curled into a smile.



    



    "Honey, I was heartbroken! You listened to your senior and called me a liar. I was so hurt I wanted to rip my heart out to show you!" Qin Fei said with a long face.



    



    "Alright, alright, I'm going to take a shower." Yang Ruoxi rolled her eyes at him and walked into the bathroom with her nightdress.



    



    "Looks like no matter how beautiful a woman is, she still needs coaxing." Qin Fei smacked his lips and stared at the frosted glass door. The shadow behind it revealed her figure as she took off her clothes one by one. He felt a surge of heat rising in him, and his throat went dry.



    



    After a while, the bathroom door opened. Yang Ruoxi stepped out wearing a black nightdress, her delicate feet slipping into a pair of slippers. Her fair, tender toes, unpainted and round like pomegranate seeds, were alluring.



    



    Her ankles were smooth and delicate, blending seamlessly with her calves, giving off an impression of jade-like warmth, softness, and sensuality.



    



    "Aren't you tired? Go shower and rest early!" Seeing Qin Fei staring at her feet, Yang Ruoxi blushed slightly. She wondered if he had a foot fetish.



    



    "I'm going now!" Qin Fei snapped out of it, grabbed his pajamas, and rushed into the bathroom.



    



    Inside, the air was filled with the fragrance of shower gel mixed with her body scent. Qin Fei's body heated up instantly, and his gaze fell on the clothes hanging on the rack—her delicate lingerie, lace-trimmed, perfectly fitting her cool personality.



    



    He glanced around and thought, Did she go without wearing underwear after showering?



    



    Could this be a hint that tonight, they could have some intimate contact?



    



    The more Qin Fei thought about it, the more excited he became. He hurriedly showered and walked out wearing only his shorts.



    



    The lights were off in the bedroom, leaving only a bedside lamp emitting a soft glow, filling the room with an ambiguous atmosphere.



    



    Yang Ruoxi was sitting on the bed, her long, fair legs side by side, making Qin Fei's heart race. No matter how powerful he had been in his past life, when it came to women, he was still inexperienced.



    



    Seeing Yang Ruoxi looking at her phone, he carefully asked, "Um, Dad said we should think about giving him a grandchild soon."



    



    "I know!" Yang Ruoxi put down her phone. She understood her father's expectations. However, her past impression of Qin Fei had been too bad to even consider it.



    



    She had thought about having a child through artificial insemination instead of sharing a bed with him.



    



    But now, Qin Fei had changed. He was responsible, brave, and considerate of her parents.



    



    A son-in-law like that was already quite good. They had been married for a year; did she have any reason to refuse?



    



    Thinking of this, she glanced at Qin Fei and asked an awkward question, "Do you even know how to do it?"



    



    Qin Fei was amused. Though he had never done it, the internet was full of information. He laughed and said, "How about we check on Baidu?"



    



    "You..." Yang Ruoxi widened her eyes, but then she sighed. This guy had always been clueless, and she herself didn't know much about it either.



    



    So, she searched "How do couples do it for the first time?" on Baidu.



    



    As she read about potential "fainting" and "heavy bleeding," she bit her lip nervously.



    



    Qin Fei, watching her reaction, found it amusing and asked, "Honey, did you figure it out? Should I take a look?"



    



    Since he only had a basic phone before, he couldn't access the internet. Knowing this, Yang Ruoxi handed him her phone and said, "See for yourself; I'm a little scared."



    



    Qin Fei browsed through the articles and realized it was more complicated than he thought. Instead of diving in recklessly, he said with a sigh, "Let's wait a little longer and prepare better."



    



    "Okay, let's sleep then." Yang Ruoxi felt relieved. Though she had warmed up to Qin Fei, true love still felt distant.



    



    She turned off the lamp and lay on her side, facing away from him. Her thin nightdress couldn't hide the graceful curve of her waist and the roundness of her hips.



    



    Qin Fei swallowed hard but resisted his impulses. With a sigh, he closed his eyes.



    



    The next morning, they drove to Lingyu Pavilion to visit Wang Houding, carrying fruit to express their gratitude.



    



    Just as they parked, a black BMW sped in, nearly scraping their car.



    



    Yang Ruoxi frowned slightly but chose to stay quiet. As a police officer, any confrontation could be misinterpreted.



    



    A burly figure stepped out of the BMW, sneered, and said mockingly, "Oh, Officer Yang, all dressed up again. Which married man caught your eye this time?"



    



     

  
    Chapter 29:



    



    Li Meimei's sarcasm immediately made Yang Ruoxi's face turn cold. She frowned slightly, staring at Li Meimei with a frosty expression. "What do you mean? Didn't you get enough of those two slaps last time?"



    



    "Hah, who are you trying to scare? I went back and looked into your family history, and guess what? There's nothing special about your background. Let me tell you, if you dare to seduce my husband again, I'll tear your clothes off!" Li Meimei crossed her arms, her demeanor sharp and aggressive.



    



    Zhang Hua stood beside her, holding Li Meimei’s handbag with an awkward expression, not daring to say a word.



    



    At that moment, Qin Fei, who had been dozing in the back seat, pushed open the car door and stepped out. He gently held Yang Ruoxi's slightly cold hand and said slowly, "Honey, there's a dog blocking our way. Let's just go around it. No need to argue with a dog; after all, it's just an ignorant beast."



    



    "Mm, let's go." Yang Ruoxi didn't want to stoop to Li Meimei's level and turned around with Qin Fei, heading towards the entrance of the "Lingyu Pavilion."



    



    Li Meimei had been feeling proud, thinking she'd humiliated Yang Ruoxi in front of her husband again. But she hadn't expected that a somewhat familiar-looking young man would come out and directly call her a dog.



    



    Furious, she pointed at Qin Fei. "You! Who are you calling a dog?"



    



    "Whoever responds is the dog," Qin Fei shrugged.



    



    "Hmph, now I remember you! You're that useless freeloader, right? Keep an eye on your wife. Don't let her go around seducing men!" Li Meimei snorted contemptuously.



    



    She spoke with such confidence because she believed she had figured everything out.



    



    Previously, when Sun Chuanxiong had intervened, Qin Fei hadn't said a word. Instead, he'd only frowned slightly when he saw Yang Ruoxi being confronted by Li Meimei.



    



    Sun Chuanxiong, as a seasoned official, noticed Qin Fei's displeasure and immediately had Li Zhengqiang handle the situation. However, after returning home, Li Zhengqiang couldn't figure out why Sun Chuanxiong had stood up for Yang Ruoxi. Given his limited social standing, he couldn't connect the dots to Qin Fei's involvement and instead assumed that Sun Chuanxiong had just done it for appearances—after all, a high-ranking official couldn't just stand by and watch his subordinate’s sister cause trouble.



    



    With this assumption, Li Zhengqiang reassured Li Meimei, which reignited her desire to humiliate Yang Ruoxi again.



    



    Seeing Yang Ruoxi looking radiant today, jealousy flared up within her, prompting her to start with biting remarks.



    



    However, Qin Fei didn't take Li Meimei seriously. To him, she was just a small-minded woman who thought having a bit of money and a brother working in the city committee made her invincible.



    



    Just as Qin Fei and Yang Ruoxi were about to enter the pavilion, they were stopped by a black-suited guard at the entrance. "Invitation, please."



    



    "Invitation? What's that?" Qin Fei was puzzled. He had only come to see Wang Houde; why would he need an invitation?



    



    "Today is the Lingyu Pavilion's latest pharmaceutical auction. No invitation, no entry," the guard said expressionlessly.



    



    "I see. I'll be back later." Qin Fei took Yang Ruoxi's hand and stepped aside to call Wang Houde.



    



    Li Meimei saw the situation differently and sneered. "Officer Yang, you're just a little police captain, and your husband is nothing but a useless scavenger. Do you two really think you belong at Lingyu Pavilion? This place is for Jiangcheng's elite. Do you think you have the qualifications to enter?"



    



    As she spoke, she smugly pulled out an invitation and handed it to the guard.



    



    After checking it, the guard respectfully stepped aside to let her in.



    



    Li Meimei smirked triumphantly and glanced at the black bag in Qin Fei's hand. "Trying to pick up discarded medicine to sell, huh? Why don't you let your wife seduce a rich businessman instead? I know a few wealthy old men. Want me to introduce them? That way, she can earn money for you, and you won't have to scavenge like a beggar."



    



    Feeling immensely satisfied with herself, Li Meimei laughed heartily. No matter how beautiful Yang Ruoxi was, she was stuck with a useless husband who couldn't even get past the entrance of Lingyu Pavilion.



    



    Yang Ruoxi didn't expect Li Meimei to be so vicious. She was at a loss for words and could only clench her lips in frustration, her face cold with anger.



    



    Qin Fei, however, didn't take it to heart. He calmly called Wang Houde. "Mr. Wang, I'm at the entrance of Lingyu Pavilion, but I don't have an invitation to get in."



    



    "Ah, Brother Qin, my apologies! I didn't arrange this properly. I'll send someone to get you in right away. I'm on my way and will be there in twenty minutes," Wang Houde quickly apologized.



    



    "It's no big deal. I just came to drop off the furnace. I don’t necessarily need to go inside," Qin Fei said with a smile.



    



    "That won't do! This is my new product launch, and I’ve specially prepared a 'Marrow Cleansing Pill' for you," Wang Houde insisted.



    



    "Alright then, I'll wait for you."



    



    After hanging up, Qin Fei saw Yang Ruoxi still looking upset and comforted her. "Don't worry, honey. Li Meimei is just jealous of you because you're prettier than she is. Don't let it get to you. Come on, give me a smile!"



    



    "Not in the mood!" Yang Ruoxi huffed. She knew that arguing with Li Meimei was pointless, but the humiliation still stung.



    



    "Heh, don’t worry, I'll make sure you feel better soon." Qin Fei’s eyes gleamed with mischief, already coming up with a plan.



    



    Hearing this, Yang Ruoxi’s mood improved slightly. "Forget it. Let's just hand over the gift to Mr. Wang and leave. I don’t want to see Li Meimei anymore; she makes me sick!"



    



    "Mr. Wang said he has a gift for me too. Let’s go inside and take a look. Besides, once he's here, Li Meimei won't dare say another word." Qin Fei smiled.



    



    "Alright, fine," Yang Ruoxi said, a bit curious to see how Qin Fei would turn the situation around.



    



    Soon, Yu Fei came running down the steps, apologizing profusely. "Mr. Qin, it was my oversight not sending you an invitation. I’ll make it up to you later!"



    



    "Brother Yu, you're too polite. I didn't know about the event, or I would've asked for an invitation myself," Qin Fei laughed, leading Yang Ruoxi inside.



    



    The spacious hall bore a large plaque inscribed with the words "A Doctor's Benevolence," showcasing the work of a renowned calligrapher.



    



    Meanwhile, Li Meimei assumed Qin Fei had gone to collect discarded herbs and scoffed, "Hmph, scavengers like him will never afford these miracle medicines."



    



    Zhang Hua, watching Qin Fei and Yang Ruoxi, felt even more frustrated. Seeing them together was suffocating, and thinking of Qin Fei being intimate with Yang Ruoxi made him furious.



    



    As the auction began, Wang Houde's voice filled the room. "Today, we are auctioning five new medicines. Each type is limited to five boxes, and they go to the highest bidder."



    



    When the topic of the mysterious 'Marrow Cleansing Pill' arose, a voice came from behind the screen. "Mr. Wang, can I bid too?"



    



     

  
    Chapter 30:



    



    Wang Houde, being eighty years old, had experienced more in life than most people could imagine. When Qin Fei spoke up, he immediately understood and nodded with a hearty laugh. "Since everyone is so enthusiastic, I'll make an exception this time."



    



    
      "Great! Just name your price!"
      


    

    
       "Don't fight over it! The Marrow Cleansing Pill is mine!"
      


    

     "Yours? Do you think we're short on money?"



    



    The auction hadn't even started, yet the hall was already in an uproar, with people nearly coming to blows. The miraculous ability of the Marrow Cleansing Pill to reverse aging was simply too tempting.



    



    Behind the screen, Yang Ruoxi frowned slightly as she whispered to Qin Fei, "Do you even have money? Didn't you see the last item had a starting bid of one million? This pill’s starting price won't be any less than that."



    



    Qin Fei chuckled. "If Li Meimei can afford it, so can I. Let's go." He held Yang Ruoxi's hand and confidently stepped out from the side door.



    



    The crowd had been expecting some high-profile figure, but when they saw a young man who looked quite ordinary, they quickly lost interest—except for when their eyes landed on Yang Ruoxi.



    



    Fortunately, she had long since grown accustomed to the prying eyes of men. She lowered her head slightly and followed Qin Fei to an empty seat.



    



    Wang Houde, understanding Qin Fei’s preference for staying low-key, didn't greet him but instead smiled cheerfully and announced, "Now that everyone is here, let's begin. The starting bid is two million, and the highest bidder wins."



    



    "I'll bid five million!" a wealthy businessman declared confidently. To him, the chance to grow younger was priceless.



    



    "Five million? That's insulting! I'll bid eight million!" another businessman scoffed.



    



    
      "Ten million!"
      


    

     "Twelve million!"



    



    Before Li Meimei could even join in, the price had already skyrocketed to twelve million.



    



    Qin Fei marveled at Wang Houde’s brilliance. A pill worth tens of millions, which he intended to give him for free, proved that Wang Houde was a person worth knowing.



    



    Yang Ruoxi, on the other hand, was in shock. These people spent money like it was nothing. As a police officer, she had never seen such staggering amounts tossed around so casually. She couldn't help but worry that Qin Fei was acting recklessly. How could they possibly afford a pill worth millions? If they couldn't pay, Li Meimei would surely humiliate them.



    



    She hadn't realized earlier that Wang Houde planned to gift the pill to Qin Fei, so she was puzzled by his confidence.



    



    When Li Meimei called out a bid of thirteen million, Qin Fei calmly raised his hand and said, "Twenty million!"



    



    The room erupted in murmurs of astonishment. It wasn't that twenty million was too high; they were simply baffled by how an unremarkable-looking young man could afford such an amount.



    



    Li Meimei seized the opportunity to mock Qin Fei and Yang Ruoxi. "Do you know who that woman is? She's just a police officer, and her husband is a freeloading live-in son-in-law who scavenges for a living. Do you really think they can pay twenty million?"



    



    
      "No way! Are they faking it to scam Mr. Wang?"
      


    

    
       "Probably! Does he even know what twenty million means? He's just messing around and ruining the auction!"
      


    

     "Mr. Wang, we demand he shows his bank card, or he should be removed!"



    



    Wang Houde frowned. In his eyes, Qin Fei was an extraordinary person. Even if Qin Fei didn't pay a cent, Wang Houde would gladly gift him the pill.



    



    Just as Wang Houde was about to silence the crowd, Qin Fei casually took out a pale gold bank card—one given to him by Zhao Zhongyi. The card contained three million but had a credit limit of up to one billion.



    



    Many people recognized the premium card immediately and fell silent. Whether it had money or not was irrelevant; it could be used to overdraw large sums.



    



    Seeing the crowd quiet down, Wang Houde nodded and asked, "Anyone willing to bid higher than twenty million?"



    



    A businessman cautiously raised his hand, "Twenty million and fifty thousand."



    



    "Twenty-five million!" Li Meimei shouted, determined not to back down. Her company made substantial profits, and she was willing to spend big to look younger.



    



    Yang Ruoxi watched in shock. Even if they managed to buy the pill, how would they repay such a huge loan? Her emotions fluctuated wildly, unsure if Qin Fei was being smart or reckless.



    



    Just as she was lost in thought, Qin Fei calmly raised the bid to "Fifty million!"



    



    Then, he turned to Li Meimei with a smirk. "Don't bother bidding, you can't afford it, you pauper!"



    



    The word "pauper" was the very insult Li Meimei had once thrown at Qin Fei, and now it was being thrown right back at her.



    



    Yang Ruoxi felt sweat in her palms. Was Qin Fei back to being foolish? Fifty million was an astronomical amount!



    



    Others in the hall sighed. They all wanted the pill, but fifty million was beyond their limits. They couldn't afford to bankrupt their businesses just to look younger.



    



    Li Meimei, however, seethed with rage. Qin Fei's taunt stung her pride deeply. She gritted her teeth and shouted, "I bid one hundred and ten million! Pauper, let's see how far you can go!"



    



    She assumed Qin Fei’s limit was a one-billion overdraft and was determined to push him beyond it, thinking she could always rely on her brother to pull some strings at the bank later.



    



    Zhang Hua, standing beside her, sighed in frustration. Spending over a hundred million just to look younger? If only he had that money, he could have seduced Yang Ruoxi long ago.



    



    Yang Ruoxi felt a chill run down her spine. If Qin Fei kept bidding, they'd be ruined.



    



    However, to everyone's surprise, Qin Fei simply shrugged and said, "I’m out. That's way too expensive. Do you know how much scrap I'd have to collect to pay for that?"



    



    His words made the crowd burst into laughter. They found it amusing that he knew when to back down.



    



    Wang Houde, delighted by the unexpectedly high price, announced, "Congratulations, the Marrow Cleansing Pill goes to this lady for one hundred and ten million. Will you be paying by card?"



    



    "Of course! Money is no problem!" Li Meimei arrogantly handed over three bank cards, completing the transaction under everyone's gaze.



    



    As the crowd dispersed, Qin Fei, Yang Ruoxi, Wang Houde, and Yu Fei remained in the hall.



    



    Wang Houde chuckled and handed a bank card to Qin Fei. "Brother Qin, I originally intended to give you the pill for free, but since it sold for such a high price, this money is yours."



    



    Yang Ruoxi finally realized the truth—Wang Houde had planned to gift the pill to Qin Fei. No wonder he had been so confident in bidding. It was a perfect way to teach Li Meimei a lesson and reclaim their dignity.



    



    However, Qin Fei shook his head and smiled. "The pill was your creation, so the money should be yours."



    



    "Brother Qin, if you don't accept it, you're looking down on me!" Wang Houde insisted.



    



    Qin Fei declined again. "I don't want the money. But I can help you improve the pill and sell it for even more next year."



    



    After splitting the earnings, they stepped outside and found a large crowd surrounding Li Meimei, who had gone mad, ripping her clothes off in the street.



    



    Qin Fei smiled, gently pulling Yang Ruoxi closer. "Satisfied now, honey?"
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    "Are we... being too harsh?"



    



    Yang Ruoxi hesitated for a moment. As a kind-hearted person, seeing Li Meimei tear at her clothes like a madwoman made her feel a bit guilty. However, the resentment she had been holding in for so long had finally dissipated, leaving her feeling refreshed and relieved.



    



    Qin Fei chuckled lightly. "She just needs to vent. She'll be fine."



    



    Standing beside them, Wang Houde watched the scene with a puzzled expression. From the moment Li Meimei entered the hall until now, Qin Fei had never physically interacted with her. How did he manage to make her lose control and start tearing her own clothes?



    



    Meanwhile, Zhang Hua, after much struggle, finally managed to drag the nearly naked Li Meimei into the car and drove away in embarrassment.



    



    Once the crowd dispersed, Wang Houde couldn't hold back his curiosity any longer and asked, "Brother Qin, did you use some kind of hallucinogenic drug to make that woman act like that?"



    



    "No," Qin Fei replied with a faint smile. "I just added fuel to the fire in her heart."



    



    "Fuel to the fire? Please, elaborate!" Wang Houde asked eagerly.



    



    Qin Fei smiled and explained, "Li Meimei has a short temper, which stems from an imbalance of yin and yang. I suspect she is not satisfied in her married life, which has caused an accumulation of pent-up frustration. When she spent over a hundred million to buy the pill, she was in a state of excitement and didn't think twice. However, once she calmed down outside, she likely regretted it, further fueling her inner anger. That’s why she lost control. Ultimately, it’s all self-inflicted. If she had a broader mindset, none of this would have happened."



    



    "Amazing, truly amazing!" Even though Wang Houde was a renowned physician, he was dumbfounded by Qin Fei's explanation.



    



    Yang Ruoxi's lips parted slightly in surprise. She had always thought her husband was simple-minded, like a blank slate. Who would have imagined he was so shrewd? His way of dealing with Li Meimei was truly a 'silent but deadly' move.



    



    Was this still the same husband she knew?



    



    She gazed at Qin Fei, who remained calm and composed, realizing that such schemes were second nature to him.



    



    Noticing her gaze, Qin Fei understood what she was thinking. Perhaps she was intimidated by his "scheming" side. He smiled gently and reassured her, "Don't worry, my dear. My dark side will always be reserved for my enemies. For you, I will only give endless love and care."



    



    "I believe you," Yang Ruoxi murmured, feeling slightly flustered under his intense gaze, lowering her head and biting her lip softly.



    



    "Let's go inside. You can rest for a bit while I discuss something with Mr. Wang," Qin Fei said, knowing she needed time to digest his transformation.



    



    "Yes, I’ve prepared some wine and food. Let's have a drink, and we can refine the pills in the afternoon," Wang Houde laughed as he led them to a private courtyard.



    



    Since Yang Ruoxi had to drive, she only nibbled on her food, watching Qin Fei and Wang Houde chat about medical techniques. Though she wasn't very interested in the topic, she was astonished by how highly Wang Houde regarded Qin Fei's medical skills.



    



    She realized she might have underestimated him all these years. Perhaps Qin Fei had always been outstanding, but she had failed to notice.



    



    Yang Ruoxi's thoughts gradually shifted. Maybe no matter how unbelievable Qin Fei’s actions seemed, she should trust him.



    



    Sometimes, what others saw as "foolishness" was simply a matter of them not being on the same level. Just like a sparrow cannot understand the aspirations of a swan, and a summer insect cannot comprehend what ice is.



    



    A mix of joy and worry filled her heart as she wondered if she had married someone far beyond her reach.



    



    After the meal, Yang Ruoxi was taken to a guest room to rest while Wang Houde led Qin Fei to his underground alchemy chamber.



    



    The chamber was spacious, spanning around two hundred square meters. Shelves filled with various herbs lined the walls, and in the center, a cauldron burned fiercely, emitting waves of fragrant aroma.



    



    Qin Fei examined the cauldron. It was a relic from the Ming Dynasty and quite decent, but it couldn't compare to his own Fuhuo Yin-Yang Cauldron.



    



    "Brother Qin, when you mentioned improving the Marrow Cleansing Pill, did you mean changing the cauldron?" Wang Houde stroked his beard curiously.



    



    The floor was littered with discarded herbs—proof of countless failed attempts. Wang Houde had spent over twenty years refining just one successful pill, indicating how low the success rate was.



    



    "The cauldron is only part of it. The key lies in the fire control," Qin Fei said. He placed his hand a few centimeters above the cauldron and closed his eyes.



    



    Instantly, the previously red flames turned blue, then gradually became white, almost invisible to the naked eye.



    



    Three to four minutes later, beads of sweat appeared on Qin Fei's forehead, and his face turned slightly pale. He exhaled slowly and withdrew his hand.



    



    The aroma in the chamber grew even richer. Wang Houde eagerly opened the cauldron, revealing five crystal-clear, fragrant pills inside.



    



    Compared to the one sold earlier that day, these pills were of far superior quality, and more importantly, they were all successfully refined at once.



    



    "Brother Qin, I feel like I’ve been showing off my inferior skills before an expert," Wang Houde said with a wry smile. He had initially intended to gift a pill to Qin Fei, never expecting him to be this skilled at alchemy.



    



    "This is just an ordinary mid-tier pill, nothing special," Qin Fei said modestly.



    



    In the world of alchemy, pills were categorized into lower, middle, upper, supreme, and celestial grades.



    



    The one Wang Houde sold earlier was merely a lower-tier pill, whereas Qin Fei's refinements barely reached mid-tier.



    



    Producing higher-grade pills required extreme conditions that even Qin Fei couldn't achieve at his current level. In powerful families, there were undoubtedly master alchemists capable of refining supreme-grade pills to extend their lifespans.



    



    These things were beyond the reach of ordinary people, so their ignorance was understandable.



    



    Having interacted with elite families, Wang Houde understood their mysterious nature. Seeing Qin Fei's knowledge of alchemy rankings, he couldn't help but ask respectfully, "Brother Qin, may I ask... are you from one of those prestigious families?"



    



    Qin Fei smiled and shook his head. "No, but I’d be happy to discuss alchemy with you when I have time."



    



    "That would be wonderful! While you’re here, could you help me refine some Qi Gathering Pills?" Wang Houde asked eagerly. His "Heaven's Needle Technique" required inner energy, which he struggled to maintain due to his lack of cultivation. A Qi Gathering Pill could enhance his energy and prolong his life by another two to three decades.



    



    Qin Fei, having a good impression of Wang Houde, agreed readily. "Sure. But I need to make a trip to the hospital tonight to deliver a Marrow Cleansing Pill to my father-in-law. I'll return tomorrow."



    



    "Of course, take all five pills with you," Wang Houde offered generously.



    



    "I only need one," Qin Fei said modestly, taking just one pill and storing it carefully. "I'll come back tomorrow."



    



    Wang Houde, understanding Qin Fei's personality, didn't insist. He escorted him out of the underground chamber.



    



    That evening, Qin Fei and Yang Ruoxi drove to the hospital. Yang Ruoxi went upstairs to prepare for her father's discharge, while Qin Fei handled the paperwork at the nurse's station.



    



    After finishing the paperwork, Qin Fei headed upstairs, ready to give the pill to Yang Guoming. Although it wouldn't cure him completely, it would significantly improve his condition.



    



    Just as he reached the door, he heard Zhang Hua's voice from inside. "Ruoxi, look what I've brought you!"
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    Qin Fei peeked through the crack in the door and saw that only Zhang Hua and Yang Ruoxi were inside the hospital room. His father-in-law and mother-in-law had probably gone to visit a neighboring ward; otherwise, Zhang Hua wouldn’t have the audacity to openly pester Yang Ruoxi.



    



    Still up to no good!



    



    Qin Fei clicked his tongue. He had initially wanted to rush in and smash Zhang Hua with a trash can, but he realized that this man was as shameless as a dead pig unafraid of boiling water. Even after being humiliated at Wang Houding’s villa, he still dared to appear before Yang Ruoxi.



    



    Instead of dealing with him directly, Qin Fei thought it might be more interesting to play a different game. He shrugged and walked away, trusting that Yang Ruoxi wouldn't be swayed by Zhang Hua's sweet talk, nor was he worried that Zhang Hua would take advantage of her. After all, she was a seasoned criminal investigator; ordinary men were no match for her.



    



    A few minutes later, Qin Fei returned to the ward's entrance. Zhang Hua was still there, blocking the doorway like a persistent pest, preventing Yang Ruoxi from leaving. He kept pestering her, saying, "Ruoxi, you know this Xisui Pill is worth more than a hundred million. I managed to steal it while Li Meimei was asleep. Just come with me to the Maldives for a week, okay? Just one week, and I'll give you this pill. I promise to divorce that fat pig. Trust me, with my abilities, making money is effortless. Following me will definitely be better than sticking with that useless husband of yours!"



    



    "Zhang Hua, that's enough. Don't you have any shame? Even if your Xisui Pill were some kind of divine elixir, I wouldn’t take it. Besides, my husband is far more capable than you, at least a hundred times better. Now move aside, or I won't be polite!" Yang Ruoxi's cold voice came from inside.



    



    "Ruoxi, I really love you. If you ever change your mind, come find me, okay?" Zhang Hua said before pulling open the door and stepping out.



    



    However, instead of the empty hallway he expected, he was greeted by Qin Fei’s smirking face—and another face full of hostility.



    



    Zhang Hua’s heart sank, but before he could react, his wife, Li Meimei, grabbed him by the hair.



    



    SMACK! SMACK! Two loud slaps landed across his face. "Great! You stole my pill and want to divorce me? Fine! I'll make it happen. We'll go for a divorce right now. Now that I've taken the Xisui Pill and can become young and beautiful again, why would I need a scumbag like you? Oh, and don’t think about staying on as the internal medicine director—wasn’t it my brother who got you that position? You're just a worthless piece of trash! How dare you run around seducing other women? I'll beat you to death!"



    



    Under Li Meimei's furious punches, Zhang Hua cowered like a chick under an eagle's talons, unable to resist. Soon, his face was bruised and swollen, and she even spat at him twice.



    



    Without hesitation, Li Meimei snatched the Xisui Pill from him, swallowed it, and huffed, "Tomorrow morning, I'll be waiting for you at the civil affairs bureau!"



    



    Deep down, Li Meimei had long been aware of Zhang Hua's philandering ways, but she had been too insecure to divorce him due to her weight and appearance. Now that she had the Xisui Pill, she was confident she could transform into a beautiful woman and find a man who truly cared for her.



    



    Afterward, Qin Fei and Yang Ruoxi found Yang Guoming and Li Meifang and left the hospital together, returning to the villa.



    



    "Dad, this is for you." Qin Fei opened a box, revealing a radiant, smooth Xisui Pill that emitted a faint glow.



    



    "Xiaofei, what's this?" Yang Guoming examined the pill and was certain it was far superior to the ones Wang Houding had previously given him.



    



    "Hehe, just a Xisui Pill. Dad, take it first. I'll ask Elder Wang to get you a few more later," Qin Fei said casually, not considering the pill to be of much value.



    



    To the true elite families, Xisui Pills were like candy. Their younger generations would take them around the age of ten to ensure they developed superior intelligence and physical capabilities—qualities necessary to uphold the family's prestige.



    



    Yang Guoming, having served as a bureau chief, had been exposed to high society. He once attended an auction hosted by a prominent family where a similar Xisui Pill had sold for ten million.



    



    Now, seeing his son-in-law casually present such a pill, he was both excited and worried. "Xiaofei, how much did you spend on this?"



    



    "It didn't cost me much. Elder Wang gave it to me," Qin Fei replied with a smile.



    



    "What exactly is your relationship with Elder Wang? Why is he so good to you?" Li Meifang asked in confusion.



    



    Qin Fei had already prepared an explanation with Wang Houding. They decided to claim that Qin Fei had become Wang Houding’s apprentice, listed under his name as a registered disciple. This would provide a reasonable cover whenever people questioned his sudden connection with such an influential figure.



    



    Hearing this, Yang Guoming felt reassured and beamed with pride. "Xiaofei, you’ve finally made it! Now certain people can stop nagging me all the time!"



    



    "I was only hoping Xiaofei would achieve something and bring glory to our family!" Li Meifang said, now looking at Qin Fei with newfound appreciation, as if he were her own son.



    



    Just then, Yang Ruoxi returned with groceries and announced, "Dad, Mom, look who's here!"



    



    "Auntie, Uncle Yang!" A cheerful voice came from the door. A young girl dressed in a white T-shirt and denim shorts peeked in, smiling brightly.



    



    Why her?



    



    Qin Fei smiled wryly. Having inherited the original Qin Fei's memories, he immediately recognized the girl—Yuan Jiaojiao, Yang Ruoxi’s cousin.



    



    In the past, Yuan Jiaojiao had often pranked Qin Fei whenever she visited. Whenever she came over, Qin Yifei would lock himself in his study, too afraid to come out. To him, she was a little devil.



    



    Now, however, Qin Fei saw her as nothing more than a playful, energetic cousin.



    



    Following Yuan Jiaojiao into the house were Yang Ruoxi’s uncle and aunt, who were warmly greeted. After a brief exchange, Yang Guoming handed Qin Fei a gift box and instructed, "Put this in my study."



    



    "Brother-in-law, I'll go with you. Your legs aren’t that great; don’t trip!" Yuan Jiaojiao grinned mischievously. Her eyes gleamed with mischief, clearly planning to mess with him again.



    



    "Alright, thanks." Qin Fei smiled, not minding at all. He thought to himself that the original Qin Yifei had been rather unlucky to be bullied by a girl. But now, things were different—it was his turn to turn the tables.



    



    Upstairs, inside the study, Yuan Jiaojiao shut the door and suggested, "Brother-in-law, let’s play a hand-slapping game like old times!"



    



    "I'd rather not. I'm slow, and I can't beat you," Qin Fei shook his head, seeing her as an immature child not worth his effort.



    



    "If you don’t play, I’ll go downstairs and tell my cousin you touched my butt!" she pouted.



    



    "Alright, just a couple of rounds," Qin Fei agreed, smiling.



    



    They placed their hands together, and as Yuan Jiaojiao prepared to strike, Qin Fei swiftly dodged, making her slap the desk instead.



    



    "Ouch! Why did you dodge?" she whined.



    



    "Isn’t that the game’s rule?" Qin Fei grinned.



    



    "Fine, your turn!" Yuan Jiaojiao braced herself, but Qin Fei moved quickly and slapped her hand before she could react.



    



    "Oww! You idiot, you hit so hard!" she fumed, rubbing her reddened hand.



    



    "Not my fault you didn’t dodge," Qin Fei shrugged.



    



    "Hmph! I’m done playing. You must have been secretly practicing!" Yuan Jiaojiao huffed and stormed out, already plotting her next prank.
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    Qin Fei walked downstairs and saw that Yuan Jiaojiao had already transformed into an obedient and well-mannered girl, chatting warmly with Yang Guoming and Li Meifang. However, she secretly flashed a middle finger at Qin Fei, as if to say, Just you wait.



    



    Qin Fei didn't take it to heart. After all, she was just a spoiled little girl—what could she possibly do to him?



    



    Yang Guoming, seeing Qin Fei coming down, laughed heartily and said, "Zhenghua, since you're a health bureau official, today I'll show you something special."



    



    Although they were relatives, a bit of competition among family members was normal. Back when Yang Guoming decided to marry Yang Ruoxi to Qin Fei, he had faced a lot of criticism. Many people even thought he was senile for marrying off his beautiful daughter to a so-called "idiot."



    



    Yuan Zhenghua chuckled and nodded, "Brother-in-law, what good stuff do you have? Don't tell me you went treasure-hunting again and brought back some counterfeit paintings?"



    



    Everyone in the family knew that Yang Guoming's biggest hobby was shopping at flea markets. Unfortunately, every time he brought something back, it turned out to be fake, and he had been ridiculed more than once.



    



    "I've given that up. Your sister won’t let me do it anymore. What I'm about to show you today is something money can't buy," Yang Guoming said proudly as he opened the box and pushed it toward Yuan Zhenghua with a big smile. "Take your time and appreciate it. This thing is rare, something you might not see in ten years."



    



    He wasn't exaggerating. High-quality pills were monopolized by elite families. The ones available for purchase were often second-rate and sold at sky-high prices. Ordinary people wouldn't get to see such an item, not even once in their lifetime.



    



    Yuan Zhenghua let out a surprised "Oh" as he examined the contents of the box. He couldn't identify what it was, but the rich fragrance alone told him it was something extraordinary.



    



    "Where did you get this?" Yuan Zhenghua asked after a moment of observation, unable to determine its origin.



    



    "Hehe, Xiaofei gave it to me. I heard that today, Lingyu Pavilion auctioned one off for 1.1 billion. Now, can you guess what it is?" Yang Guoming's face beamed with pride, feeling that Qin Fei had truly brought honor to the family.



    



    "You mean this is a Xisui Pill?" Yuan Zhenghua was astonished. He had heard about Lingyu Pavilion's new product launch today. Several of his friends had attended and later messaged him on WeChat, expressing regret that they had missed out on the single Xisui Pill auctioned off for 1.1 billion, which was bought by a wealthy lady.



    



    "Exactly, the real deal!" Yang Guoming said smugly.



    



    "Heh, brother-in-law, not to doubt you, but you're a bureau chief—shouldn't you think this through more? Does your son-in-law look like someone who could afford a billion-dollar pill? If you had said Elder Wang gifted it to him, it might be believable. But let’s be honest, people like us can't even get close to Elder Wang, let alone your son-in-law," Yuan Zhenghua said with a skeptical smile, pushing the pill box back.



    



    Even though the pill smelled impressive, modern counterfeiting technology was advanced—if they could make fake currency, what was stopping them from making a fake pill?



    



    Seeing Yuan Zhenghua's disbelief, Yang Guoming turned to Qin Fei anxiously. "Xiaofei, explain to your uncle where this pill came from!"



    



    "Uncle, it was indeed a gift from Elder Wang. I didn't spend a dime. If I had to buy it, I wouldn't be able to afford it," Qin Fei said with a calm smile.



    



    "Xiaofei, listen to me," Yuan Zhenghua said with a frown. "You're not young anymore. Why don't you just get a stable job instead of following bad influences? You might fool your father-in-law, but do you think you can fool me? My friends told me that Lingyu Pavilion only sold one pill today, and it's already been bought. How could Elder Wang have given you another one? Do you think we're that gullible?"



    



    "Hehe, Uncle Yang, could it be that my brother-in-law bought some candy pills from Pinduoduo and is pretending they're Xisui Pills? I know him too well. He never even wins when playing games with me. How could Elder Wang possibly give him something so valuable? Unless his brain got slammed in a door?" Yuan Jiaojiao teased, rolling her eyes.



    



    "Exactly. I think Zhenghua is right. You guys should worry about getting him a real job. He's already an adult, yet he lazes around all day. It’s embarrassing for all of us," Yuan Zhenghua's wife chimed in.



    



    In their social circle, it was well known that Yang Guoming had made the "absurd" decision to marry his daughter to an "idiot," and people often mocked them for it. Seeing Qin Fei trying to pass off a pill as something valuable only made them feel insulted.



    



    Qin Fei didn't care much and patiently waited for them to finish before saying, "I've become Elder Wang's registered disciple. It's only natural for him to give me a Xisui Pill as a gift."



    



    "Hahaha, Elder Wang's registered disciple? Who do you think you are? Countless young talents in Jiangcheng fought tooth and nail for that spot, and somehow he picked you? What did he like about you—your stupidity?" Yuan Jiaojiao burst into laughter, pointing at Qin Fei mockingly.



    



    Even Yuan Zhenghua sighed, feeling that his nephew-in-law was becoming more and more unreliable. If he wanted to lie, he should at least come up with a believable story. Did he really think becoming Elder Wang’s disciple was so easy?



    



    Seeing the disbelief on their faces, Yang Guoming became anxious and said, "Xiaofei, call Elder Wang and prove yourself!"



    



    "Dad, I can't call him now. Elder Wang has likely gone to bed," Qin Fei said, knowing Elder Wang’s daily routine well. It was nearly 8 PM, and he would have turned off his phone by now.



    



    "I'll call," Yuan Jiaojiao said confidently. "I know someone who's actually Elder Wang's disciple. We'll find out if my brother-in-law is lying."



    



    She called a wealthy second-generation heir named Xia Ke, who had spent nearly 30 million just to become Elder Wang's disciple. The goal was to learn some medical skills and climb the social ladder.



    



    Putting the phone on speaker, she smirked at Qin Fei and asked, "Xia Ke, I have a question for you."



    



    "What is it, Jiaojiao?" came a young man's voice from the other end.



    



    "You're Elder Wang's registered disciple, right?"



    



    "Of course, everyone in Jiangcheng knows that," Xia Ke replied proudly.



    



    "Tell me, do you have a junior named Qin Fei?" Yuan Jiaojiao asked, glancing at Qin Fei with a triumphant look.



    



    "Qin Fei? Never heard of him. If there were a new disciple, we'd have held an induction ceremony, and I would have known," Xia Ke said with certainty.



    



    "Okay, thanks," Yuan Jiaojiao hung up and sneered. "Brother-in-law, is lying fun for you? Do you think we're all idiots?"



    



    Yang Guoming's expression darkened. He had been hospitalized and didn't know about recent events, but now he looked at Qin Fei with disappointment.



    



    "Dad, actions speak louder than words. Why don't you try the pill and see for yourself?" Qin Fei suggested.



    



    "Nonsense! You can't just take unknown pills!" Yuan Zhenghua scolded.



    



    "That's right! Everything is clear now—do you still believe this liar?" Li Meifang added in frustration.



    



    "Dad, trust me," Qin Fei said sincerely.



    



    "Alright, I trust you." Yang Guoming swallowed the pill, and soon, his body felt a refreshing energy flowing through his veins. Moments later, he coughed up a mouthful of black, foul-smelling blood and collapsed onto the sofa.



    



    Yuan Jiaojiao screamed in panic, "You idiot! You’ve killed him! Call an ambulance!"
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    "Oh no, Old Yang, wake up! Don't leave me alone! I told you not to trust this foolish son-in-law, but you wouldn't listen... Boohoo... Qin Fei, this is all your fault! If something happens to him, I won’t let you off!"



    



    Tears streamed down Li Meifang's face as she wiped them away while scolding Qin Fei.



    



    Hearing the commotion from the kitchen, Yang Ruoxi rushed out in a panic. "What happened? Dad was fine just a moment ago!"



    



    "Big sis, that fool gave Uncle Yang some so-called 'Marrow Cleansing Pill,' and now he can't breathe!" Yuan Jiaojiao immediately tattled.



    



    "Marrow Cleansing Pill? Isn't that in Li Meimei's hands? Where did you get it?" Yang Ruoxi wasn't too alarmed. She trusted that Qin Fei wouldn’t harm her father. If anything serious had happened, Qin Fei wouldn't be sitting there so calmly.



    



    "It was a gift from Mr. Wang, you know." Qin Fei winked at Yang Ruoxi and stood up slowly.



    



    "This fool sure has guts. At a time like this, he’s still flirting with my cousin," Yuan Jiaojiao grumbled. Ever since losing to Qin Fei in a game earlier, she had been keeping an eye on him, waiting for any opportunity to criticize him. She was eager to see everyone scold him.



    



    "Then what exactly is wrong with Dad? Take a look!" Yang Ruoxi's anxiety grew. Although she trusted Qin Fei, seeing her father lying there motionless was still unsettling.



    



    "His bodily functions suddenly became too active, and his blood circulation couldn't keep up, causing him to faint temporarily. Once he wakes up and his metabolism stabilizes, he'll be fine." Qin Fei chuckled, then walked over and pressed a few points on Yang Guoming’s head to help the blood flow.



    



    Soon enough, Yang Guoming slowly opened his eyes. Seeing everyone staring at him, he laughed awkwardly. "I guess I got too excited and fainted for a moment. Haha, I feel like I'm eighteen again!"



    



    "Brother-in-law, you really do look a lot younger," Yuan Zhenghua admitted, though he was reluctant to do so. Before, due to his illness, Yang Guoming had looked older than his actual age, but now, thanks to the Marrow Cleansing Pill, he looked like he was in his early forties.



    



    "Ah, I'm all sweaty. Excuse me, I’ll go take a shower. Oh, and whether Xiao Fei is Mr. Wang's disciple or not, he’s definitely a great son-in-law for giving me such a precious gift!" Yang Guoming patted Qin Fei on the shoulder with satisfaction and went upstairs.



    



    "I'll go finish cooking. Xiao Fei, wash some fruit for everyone," Yang Ruoxi said, feeling somewhat numb to all the surprises Qin Fei had brought lately. A Marrow Cleansing Pill worth billions seemed almost ordinary now.



    



    "I'll do it instead. Xiao Fei, you stay and chat with your uncle," Li Meifang said awkwardly as she got up and went to the kitchen. She wanted to ask her daughter in private whether her seemingly foolish son-in-law was really Mr. Wang's disciple.



    



    After Li Meifang left, Yuan Zhenghua cleared his throat and looked at Qin Fei. "Xiao Fei, you must have a great relationship with Mr. Wang, right?"



    



    "Pretty good. He thinks highly of me," Qin Fei replied with a smile.



    



    "Well... I was wondering if you could ask him to sell me a Marrow Cleansing Pill?" Yuan Zhenghua asked hesitantly, feeling a bit embarrassed.



    



    He had wanted one before but dismissed the idea after hearing about the astronomical price. Now that Mr. Wang had given one to Qin Fei, it meant he might have more.



    



    "Uncle, I'll ask him tomorrow, but I can’t guarantee anything. It’s up to Mr. Wang," Qin Fei said thoughtfully.



    



    "Great! Thanks, Xiao Fei!" Yuan Zhenghua said happily. He had been stuck at the same position in the bureau for years and believed that with a Marrow Cleansing Pill, his career could take off.



    



    "Big sis and brother-in-law have really made it through tough times. Xiao Fei is doing so well now. We can finally hold our heads high. Jiaojiao, you should learn from your brother-in-law instead of partying all the time," Yuan Zhenghua's wife said, her attitude toward Qin Fei completely changed. She even started referring to him as "brother-in-law" instead of "cousin-in-law" to make their relationship seem closer.



    



    "Mom, have you all been brainwashed by this fool? Didn’t I just prove that he’s not Mr. Wang’s disciple? Who knows where he got that pill from!" Yuan Jiaojiao pouted.



    



    "Jiaojiao, don’t talk about your brother-in-law like that. Maybe he just became a disciple, and they haven't announced it yet," Yuan Zhenghua scolded his daughter.



    



    "Right, I only became his disciple this morning. Mr. Wang probably hasn’t informed everyone yet," Qin Fei said with a smile.



    



    Just then, Yang Guoming came downstairs after his shower, wearing a crisp white shirt and black trousers. Although his outfit was still the same old official style, he looked much younger and more energetic.



    



    "Brother-in-law, you shouldn’t come out with us anymore. People might mistake you for my younger brother!" Yuan Zhenghua joked.



    



    "Zhenghua, I'll ask Xiao Fei to get you a pill too. He’s quite capable now," Yang Guoming said confidently. Seeing his transformation in the mirror, he trusted Qin Fei even more.



    



    "Haha, thanks in advance!" Yuan Zhenghua laughed.



    



    Meanwhile, Li Meifang emerged from the kitchen, beaming. She had just asked Yang Ruoxi whether Qin Fei was truly Mr. Wang's disciple. Ruoxi’s response was, "Whether he's a disciple or not, Mr. Wang treats him like one." That was enough for Li Meifang—what mattered most was that her son-in-law had connections.



    



    As dinner was served, both families sat around the table, and the conversation revolved entirely around Qin Fei.



    



    Yuan Jiaojiao was displeased. She was used to being the center of attention at family gatherings, but tonight, Qin Fei stole the spotlight. She secretly vowed to prank him later.



    



    After dinner, Yuan Zhenghua and his wife left, while Yuan Jiaojiao decided to stay overnight since it was the weekend.



    



    "Xiao Fei, sleep in the study tonight. Jiaojiao will sleep with me," Yang Ruoxi said as they prepared to go upstairs.



    



    "Sure, I was planning to read some books anyway," Qin Fei replied casually, having noticed a collection of ancient medical books earlier.



    



    "Don't stay up too late," Yang Ruoxi said before heading to her room with Yuan Jiaojiao, who stuck out her tongue at Qin Fei before closing the door.



    



    Shaking his head, Qin Fei went into the study, pulled out a chair, and began reading an old medical text. Though he knew some medicine, he wasn’t an expert and wanted to improve his knowledge.



    



    A while later, the door creaked open, and Yuan Jiaojiao tiptoed inside. "Brother-in-law, still not asleep?"



    



    Qin Fei glanced at her. She was wearing a thin spaghetti strap nightdress, revealing a lot of fair skin. Her long black hair covered parts of her face, leaving only her high nose bridge and rosy lips exposed, giving off an alluring vibe.



    



    Her short dress barely covered her hips, and her long white legs made it seem like she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Qin Fei’s heartbeat quickened for a moment but quickly regained his composure. "Do you need something?"



    



    "Brother-in-law, my sister asked me to bring you some chrysanthemum tea to refresh yourself. She brewed it herself, so drink it while it's hot," Yuan Jiaojiao said sweetly, holding two cups. She sipped one to show it was safe.



    



    "Thanks. By the way, can you pass me that book, Huangdi Neijing?" Qin Fei asked casually after taking the tea.



    



    Yuan Jiaojiao smirked and grabbed the book. When she turned back, she saw Qin Fei had already finished his tea.



    



    "Did you like it?" she asked smugly.



    



    "Not bad," Qin Fei smiled.



    



    "Hehe, good. I added my foot-washing water to yours... Eh? Why does mine taste weird?" Yuan Jiaojiao’s eyes widened in horror.



    



    Qin Fei calmly flipped through his book. "I don’t know. Mine tasted fine."



    



    "You switched the cups?! Qin Fei, you're dead!"



    



     

  
    Chapter 35:



    



    Yuan Jiaojiao slammed the cup down with a bang, clenched her fists, and glared fiercely. "You shameless, despicable idiot! How dare you drink from my cup? That was my first kiss! If I don't beat you up today, you won’t understand why flowers are so red!"



    



    "Hold on!" Qin Fei put down the medical book and looked at the furious Yuan Jiaojiao with a calm expression. "Even if I drank your tea, what does that have to do with your first kiss? Don’t frame me for nonsense—I’m a married man!"



    



    "Aiya, I drank from that cup, and then you drank from it too. Isn’t that an indirect kiss? No need to argue, take this punch!" Yuan Jiaojiao, who had been into fitness and learned a bit of taekwondo, threw a punch at Qin Fei with perfect form.



    



    Qin Fei sighed, shifted slightly, and his chair slid to the side effortlessly. Yuan Jiaojiao lost her target and stumbled, falling straight to the ground.



    



    "Tsk tsk, Peppa Pig!" Qin Fei clicked his tongue and glanced at Yuan Jiaojiao's upturned backside, noticing the cartoon pig pattern on her underwear.



    



    "You pervert! I'm going to fight you!" Yuan Jiaojiao quickly got up, tugged at her nightdress to cover her underwear, and threw another punch at him.



    



    Once again, Qin Fei's chair slid out of the way, and Yuan Jiaojiao fell to the ground for the second time.



    



    Qin Fei shrugged and grinned. "Be careful, don't blame me if your airbags burst!"



    



    Seeing as Yuan Jiaojiao had rather impressive curves, falling twice in a row made Qin Fei feel a little sorry for her. If they really burst, that would be quite a loss!



    



    Flushed with embarrassment, Yuan Jiaojiao stomped her foot angrily. "Hmph! I may not be able to beat you, but someone else can. Just wait and see!"



    



    With that, she stormed out of the room, planning to carry out her backup plan—using someone else to take revenge.



    



    Qin Fei didn’t think much of it and instead mused to himself, "Brother Yifei, even though I took over your body, I’ve avenged you a bit. This girl must have bullied you a lot before."



    



    After flipping through a few more pages of the medical book, he started feeling drowsy and leaned back in the chair, closing his eyes.



    



    Meanwhile, Yuan Jiaojiao returned to her room and saw Yang Ruoxi in the shower. She sneakily grabbed a set of Yang Ruoxi’s underwear drying on the balcony, dripped a little milk meant for bedtime onto it, and then tiptoed back to the study. Seeing that Qin Fei was asleep, she placed the underwear behind the door and returned to her room.



    



    A little later, Yuan Jiaojiao and Yang Ruoxi entered the study, both wrapped in outerwear over their nightdresses.



    



    Hearing the sound, Qin Fei opened his eyes and sighed. "What now? Can’t sleep?"



    



    Yang Ruoxi shot a helpless look at Yuan Jiaojiao. "She insisted on coming."



    



    "Sis, you don’t know how disgusting brother-in-law is. When I brought him tea earlier, he kept staring at my chest. And I discovered one of his dirty secrets!" Yuan Jiaojiao smirked slyly at Qin Fei, feeling quite pleased with herself.



    



    She had long known that Yang Ruoxi and Qin Fei didn’t sleep in the same room. Yang Ruoxi often confided in her about how she felt about Qin Fei. Back then, she despised him.



    



    Taking advantage of this, Yuan Jiaojiao had set up a trap by taking Yang Ruoxi's underwear and planting it as "evidence," hoping to catch Qin Fei in the act and let Yang Ruoxi handle him with her police skills.



    



    However, when she glanced toward the door, the underwear was nowhere to be found.



    



    Yang Ruoxi frowned and asked, "Jiaojiao, what exactly are you talking about?"



    



    "Close the door, sis. His dirty little secret must be in this room. I saw him take your underwear from the balcony and do something dirty with it!" Yuan Jiaojiao exaggerated.



    



    "That’s impossible! Yifei wouldn’t do that," Yang Ruoxi said, furrowing her brows. She knew her cousin’s mischievous personality and suspected she might be up to her usual tricks.



    



    "Sis, I saw it with my own eyes! Don’t be fooled by his innocent looks; he might just be pretending!" Yuan Jiaojiao quickly shut the door and started searching the room thoroughly, looking in every possible hiding spot.



    



    Qin Fei leaned back with his arms crossed and waited until she was nearly done searching before speaking lazily. "I don’t think there’s anything suspicious about me, but Jiaojiao, I’m starting to wonder if something’s wrong with you. My wife is your cousin, and you’re stealing her underwear? Rabbits don’t eat the grass near their burrows, you know."



    



    "What do you mean?!" Yuan Jiaojiao's eyes widened in anger.



    



    "You tell me. Why did you steal your cousin's underwear?" Qin Fei asked with a smirk.



    



    Yang Ruoxi began to feel suspicious as well. Her underwear had indeed gone missing earlier, but she hadn’t given it much thought. Now, she couldn't help but eye Yuan Jiaojiao suspiciously.



    



    "Sis, he's framing me! How could I have a problem with my preferences?" Yuan Jiaojiao stomped her foot in frustration.



    



    "Then what's that in your pocket?" Qin Fei pointed at her pajama pocket.



    



    "It's just my phone!" Yuan Jiaojiao quickly reached into her pocket, but the moment she touched the fabric inside, her face turned red. "There's... there's nothing!"



    



    As a police officer, Yang Ruoxi immediately sensed something was off but decided not to expose her cousin in front of Qin Fei. "Alright, Jiaojiao, let’s go to bed."



    



    "Fine, maybe I was mistaken." Yuan Jiaojiao pouted and followed Yang Ruoxi out.



    



    In the hallway, Yang Ruoxi said seriously, "Jiaojiao, since when did you develop such preferences? Do you need to see a therapist?"



    



    "Ugh... Sis, I... I want to die!" Yuan Jiaojiao was nearly in tears, feeling utterly humiliated. She had tried to frame Qin Fei but ended up making herself look suspicious instead. If this got out, it would be a huge joke.



    



    "Heh, looks like this little troublemaker will behave for a while," Qin Fei chuckled and closed his eyes again.



    



    The next morning, Yuan Jiaojiao dragged Yang Ruoxi out to go shopping for clothes. Qin Fei enjoyed the peace and slept in until nine. After washing up, he took a taxi to Lingyu Pavilion.



    



    This time, he had no trouble getting inside. After the misunderstanding from yesterday, Wang Hede had clearly instructed his people to treat Qin Fei with the utmost respect.



    



    "Brother Qin, you're up early," Wang Hede greeted him warmly while practicing Tai Chi in the courtyard.



    



    "It's not early. Right now, it's the hour of Si, associated with the fire element, which makes it the best time for alchemy," Qin Fei replied, glancing at the sky.



    



    "Great, the materials are ready. Let's head to the alchemy room first, then enjoy a good drink later," Wang Hede laughed and led Qin Fei into the underground chamber.
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