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Chapter 1: Mu Xiaoxiao, Have a Child for Me
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The night was illuminated by a starry sky, with a dim glow spilling onto the king-sized bed.

Dressed in a black, sensual nightgown, Mu Xiaoxiao’s fair legs were partially exposed, tantalizingly visible and stirring the imagination.

Her lips curled slightly, as if dreaming of something delightful.

She tried to move her arms, but no matter how hard she tried, they wouldn’t budge. It felt as though they were bound by ropes.

Blinking open her drowsy eyes, she was met with complete darkness. She couldn’t see anything. Even at night, it shouldn’t have been this pitch black. The only explanation was that her eyes were covered by a blindfold.

Her first thought was that she had been kidnapped.

Struggling, she cried out, “Help! Someone help me! Let me go!”

With a soft click, the door opened. Mu Xiaoxiao, her hearing sharp, asked warily, “Who are you? Are you here to save me or... are you the one who tied me up?”

The figure didn’t speak, leaving Mu Xiaoxiao uncertain of their identity or gender.

As she mulled it over, a weight suddenly pressed down on her body, and a clean, woody cologne filled the air around her. She muttered under her breath, “This doesn’t feel like a kidnapping. If I were kidnapped, wouldn’t I be lying on a cold floor? This is a soft bed. And why would a kidnapper wear expensive cologne? This must be a dream.”

A faint smile played on the man’s lips in the dark. He pressed a finger to her soft lips and leaned in close to whisper seductively into her ear, “Mu Xiaoxiao, have a child for me.” He nibbled lightly on her earlobe.

Mu Xiaoxiao shuddered as a wave of tingling warmth coursed through her. The deep, magnetic voice lingered in her ears. “Are you kidding me? I’m only eighteen! How could I have a child? And who do you think you are? Why would I do that for you? Besides, you’re just a man from my dream! This is ridiculous... Mmph!”

Before she could finish, his cold, thin lips pressed against hers. Startled, her mouth fell open, allowing him to deepen the kiss, savoring her sweetness.

Her mind quickly went blank from lack of oxygen. “I need to breathe,” she gasped, but the kiss only grew more fervent.

Mu Xiaoxiao felt like she was losing herself. Eighteen years of innocence, and tonight she was having such an outrageous dream—one where her hands were bound and her eyes covered. How cruel was her imagination?

Even knowing it was a dream, Mu Xiaoxiao wasn’t about to let herself be taken advantage of. Not even in a dream. She bit down hard on the man’s lip, the taste of blood flooding her mouth. He hissed in pain and pulled back. “This dream feels way too real.”

The man’s face darkened as he gazed at her in astonishment. This woman was daring—she was the first to ever bite him.

The more she resisted, the more determined he became to make her submit.

Once a man’s desire to conquer is ignited, it is unstoppable. The feisty little tiger, Mu Xiaoxiao, soon found herself exhausted, transformed into a docile lamb, unable to resist.

What followed was inevitable—a blaze ignited, passion unrestrained, leaving the room steeped in sensuality.

..

When the man emerged from the bathroom, he was dressed impeccably in a suit, his expression devoid of emotion as he glanced at the woman on the bed. She was the rare carrier of Rh-negative blood, the woman who could bear his child. With just one look, he turned and left.

Outside the room, he clenched his fists as the warning from the family matriarch echoed in his ears: “Your father’s recent passing has left you vulnerable. Your priority now is to produce an heir. Without one, the families will covet your position, and even your life will be at risk. Remember, the child’s existence must remain a secret.”

Walking into the living room, his voice was cold and commanding as he addressed an older man, Li Shu. “Until she’s confirmed pregnant, she is not allowed to leave this place.”

“Yes, Young Master,” Li Shu replied respectfully.

The man strode to the door, which opened automatically as his entourage followed him into the night.

..

The next morning.

A gentle ray of sunlight streamed onto the bed, waking the woman lying there. Mu Xiaoxiao raised her hand to block the light and shifted slightly, wincing as soreness overwhelmed her body. “Ow.. it hurts..” she murmured.

Opening her bleary eyes, she noticed the red marks on her wrists. Stunned, she recalled the events of the previous night, the vivid dream replaying like a movie in her mind. Her cheeks flushed a deep red.

Wait. If it had all been a dream, why were there red marks on her wrists?

Frowning, she looked around the unfamiliar, luxurious room. Confused, she pulled back the pristine white duvet. “Ah!”

She clutched the blanket tightly. Why was she completely naked?

The door burst open, and Mu Xiaoxiao, terrified, backed into a corner, wrapping the blanket around herself. She stared in alarm at the group of uniformed maids who had entered.

“Miss, is everything alright?” the head maid asked, stepping closer.

“Stay back!” Mu Xiaoxiao screamed, throwing a pillow in their direction.

The maids exchanged uncertain glances, knowing that Li Shu had ordered them to treat her with the utmost care but under no circumstances let her leave.

Mu Xiaoxiao’s heart sank as she spotted a rope and blindfold on the carpet. Her worst fears were confirmed—last night wasn’t a dream.

Her first time was gone.

Tears welled up in her eyes as she shouted, “Why did you kidnap me?” Anguish overwhelmed her as she fought to hold back her tears.

The maids remained silent, their faces neutral. The head maid finally spoke calmly, “Miss, please bathe and dress. We know nothing about what you’re asking.”

Mu Xiaoxiao’s fury boiled over. “Get out!” she screamed, hurling a glass at them. The maids retreated, closing the door behind them.

Left alone, Mu Xiaoxiao hugged her knees and sobbed. Her tears fell freely as she thought about her stolen innocence and vowed to find the man responsible and make him pay.

Determined, she wiped her tears and went into the bathroom, ready to confront whoever had done this.
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Chapter 2: No Way I’m Having a Child
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After her bath, Mu Xiaoxiao put on the aqua blue dress the maids had prepared for her.

When she opened the door, a group of maids stood respectfully outside. “Where’s your master?” she demanded. The man who had kidnapped and violated her was her sworn enemy. Though she didn’t hate the maids, she certainly had no intention of treating them kindly.

One of the maids stepped forward. “The Young Master isn’t here. If you have any questions, you can ask Steward Li.” She gestured politely.

Frowning, Mu Xiaoxiao followed the maid.

It wasn’t hard to tell that this was a luxurious villa. The paintings on the walls were masterpieces, and even the floors were made of slip-resistant material.

Soon, Mu Xiaoxiao reached the ground floor. At the foot of the stairs stood a middle-aged man in a black suit and bow tie, his black hair neatly combed. His expression was stern, his gaze fixed ahead until Mu Xiaoxiao appeared before him.

Steward Li turned to her and spoke calmly, “Miss, if you have questions, ask. I’ll tell you what I can.”

“Who are you people, and why did you kidnap me?” Mu Xiaoxiao demanded, her voice rising in anger. She shifted slightly and winced. “Ow...” The pain from her body’s soreness reminded her of the previous night.

“Help her to the sofa,” Li Shu instructed.

A maid stepped forward to assist her. Too tired to resist, Mu Xiaoxiao complied. Inside, she cursed the man who had tormented her—calling him a beast, a pervert, a scoundrel.

“Miss, it’s best you don’t know who we are. Knowing could put your life in danger. As for why you’re here, it’s because you can give our Young Master a child,” Li Shu explained, his tone calm and measured.

A child?

Mu Xiaoxiao’s mind flashed back to the night before when that deranged man whispered in her ear, asking her to have his child.

Ridiculous. There were plenty of women in the world. Why her?

“Let me go, or I’ll report you for kidnapping,” she said coldly, her eyes full of warning.

Unfazed, Li Shu replied evenly, “Miss Mu, believe me, nothing you say can threaten our Young Master.”

“You...” Mu Xiaoxiao pointed at Li Shu, too enraged to form words. After a pause, she snapped, “Who is your Young Master?”

“As I said, it’s better for your safety if you don’t know,” Li Shu replied softly.

These people were insane—selfish, arrogant, and utterly indifferent to her feelings. She had no intention of bearing a child for some stranger.

She glared at Li Shu. “When do you plan to let me leave?”

Li Shu ignored her angry stare. “The Young Master said once you’re pregnant, you’ll be free to leave. We’ll ensure you and the child live comfortably.”

So that was it—they saw her as nothing more than a tool to produce a child.

Seeing the burly men stationed by the doors, Mu Xiaoxiao quickly abandoned any thoughts of escape.

Better to live to fight another day. “I’m hungry. Cook me something, and I’ll tell you what I want,” she said, her mind racing with plans to prevent pregnancy. Luckily, her medical knowledge gave her an advantage. She knew which foods could act as contraceptives.

“Of course,” Li Shu agreed. As long as she didn’t try to leave or contact the outside world, they would grant her requests.

Mu Xiaoxiao shot Li Shu a cold look. “Lend me a phone. I need to call my family.”

“You don’t need to worry about your family. We’ve already made arrangements,” he replied, completely composed.

Mu Xiaoxiao could only grit her teeth in frustration. These wolves had her completely cornered.

Slumping onto the sofa, she thought bitterly, Is there anyone in the world unluckier than me?

“Miss Mu, what would you like to eat?” a maid asked.

“Huh?” Mu Xiaoxiao snapped back to reality. She glanced at the maid and stood up. “Take me to the kitchen, and I’ll tell you.”

Since escape wasn’t an option, she might as well use the time to research methods to prevent pregnancy.

For now, the most important thing was getting out of this suffocating place. If direct confrontation didn’t work, she’d have to use her wits. From what she could tell, her only chance to leave would come if they believed she was pregnant. With her medical skills, she could fake the symptoms. There was no way she was having that bastard’s child.

In the kitchen, Mu Xiaoxiao walked to the refrigerator. Just as she reached for it, a maid opened it for her. She shot the maid a glare, but the woman remained unfazed, her head slightly bowed. “Miss, just tell the chef what you’d like, and he’ll prepare it for you.”

Mu Xiaoxiao scanned the ingredients inside and felt a flicker of relief. Everything she needed was there.

Smiling faintly, she instructed the chef on how to prepare a few dishes. “That’ll do. Rotate these dishes daily, and feel free to add some variety.”

“Understood,” the chef replied.

Leaving the kitchen, Mu Xiaoxiao noticed the maid trailing her closely. It was stifling. There was nothing in this villa to connect her to the outside world—no TV, no computer. It was unbearably dull.

Abruptly, she turned to the maid. “Can I go for a walk in the garden?”

“Um...” The maid hesitated, clearly unsure.

Mu Xiaoxiao’s frustration boiled over. “What are you people trying to do? There’s no TV, no computer—do you want to bore me to death?”

Her raised voice echoed through the vast villa.

“Accompany Miss Mu to the garden,” Li Shu said, appearing at the sound of her outburst.

“Yes, sir.” The maid bowed slightly and gestured for Mu Xiaoxiao to follow.

As if I need someone to show me the way, Mu Xiaoxiao thought irritably.

When she stepped outside, however, she understood. They had stationed guards to flank her at all times. Did they really think she could escape on her own? How paranoid could they be?

Though she had come outside for fresh air, the oppressive atmosphere left her feeling heavier than ever. “Can’t you people give me some space? I’m not going to run away,” she snapped, grabbing the head maid’s arm. “She can stay with me. The rest of you, back off. I’m begging you.”

The group exchanged uneasy looks. After a pause, the head maid relented. “Keep watch from a distance. Make sure the gates are secure,” she instructed.

“Yes, ma’am.” The guards retreated.

Satisfied, Mu Xiaoxiao let go of the maid and wandered ahead.

The garden was breathtaking, filled with vibrant flowers. She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply, the floral scent soothing her nerves.

Turning to the maid, she asked, “Hey, can you look at me for a second? I want to ask you something.” Seeing the maid’s puzzled frown only irritated her further. “Don’t worry, it’s not about your Young Master. I just want to know—are there a lot of flowers here?”

The maid, seeing her interest in flowers, answered enthusiastically, “We have all kinds of flowers. There’s even a flower field nearby. If you want any, just let us know.”

Mu Xiaoxiao nodded thoughtfully. “Good. Well, I’m tired. I want to go back to my room.” Her plan was beginning to take shape. With access to the flowers, she could gather the materials she needed to fake a pregnancy.

But who exactly was this man?

If he wanted her pregnant, he would surely return every night. Then she would finally know which bastard was behind all this.

“Miss, we’ve arrived at your room,” the maid said, snapping her out of her thoughts.

“Oh... bring me a glass of milk,” Mu Xiaoxiao said as she stepped into her room and shut the door behind her.
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Chapter 3: Bastard, Get Off Me... Mmph
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That evening, Mu Xiaoxiao thought the man might join her for dinner, but even after she finished her meal, he still hadn’t appeared.

Yet, she was still instructed to bathe. Helpless, and without the strength to resist, Mu Xiaoxiao reluctantly complied.

After her bath, she stared at the lingerie the maids had prepared. A faint blush colored her delicate face.

This isn’t sleepwear—it’s practically a see-through lace decoration that can’t even cover anything!

That damned man, with all his ridiculous preferences!

She reluctantly put on the lingerie and lay on the bed, her mood sour. She wasn’t sure if that scoundrel would come tonight. Hopefully not, or she’d make him pay.

Time passed, and Mu Xiaoxiao’s slightly open eyes eventually closed completely. The room grew silent, save for the soft sound of her breathing. The lights had long been switched off.

Outside the villa, a convoy of cars pulled up, their headlights piercing the dark and illuminating the night. The servants hurried outside, lining up respectfully at the entrance.

Among the five vehicles, the black Maybach in the center was the most striking. A sharply dressed chauffeur quickly exited and opened the back door.

A pair of polished black leather shoes appeared, followed by a tall, imposing figure in a custom-tailored suit. The man stepped into the light, his golden proportions accentuated. His chiseled features, defined brows, and slightly upturned lips radiated dominance, making Lu Yufeng look like an unassailable king.

Steward Li stepped forward, bowing slightly. “Young Master, Miss Mu is already asleep.”

“Hmm.” Lu Yufeng acknowledged curtly as he walked toward the villa.

“Also, Miss Mu isn’t wearing her blindfold,” Steward Li added. Lu Yufeng halted, frowning as he turned to glance at him. “Turn off the lights.”

“Yes, sir.”

Ah, this little woman has quite the fiery temper, Lu Yufeng mused. He hadn’t forgotten being bitten the previous night.

Lu Yufeng didn’t usually hold grudges—he had too many enemies to keep track of—but he made an exception for this woman, the one who had dared to challenge him after their one-night encounter.

As he approached her bedroom door, a mocking smile curled his lips. His fair, slender hand rested on the doorknob. With a soft click, the door opened.

Entering the room, Lu Yufeng began removing his clothes, his sharp gaze fixed on the woman asleep under the blanket.

Climbing into bed, he slid under the covers and pressed himself against Mu Xiaoxiao, resuming his self-imposed mission.

Mu Xiaoxiao had been sleeping soundly, but the weight on her body and the damp heat against her skin jolted her awake. Memories of the previous night rushed back. Startled, she opened her eyes and immediately saw the black hair of the man above her.

It was him—the man who had ruined her. Rage surged through her, and she tried to raise her fists to hit him, but her arms were pinned down.

“Bastard, get off me... mmph!” she shouted, only to have her words silenced mid-sentence.

Their eyes met. The night was dark, but his sharp, glowing gaze sent a chill through her. It was cold, intense, and terrifying.

His kiss was forceful, leaving no room for protest. Before long, Mu Xiaoxiao’s body began to betray her, reacting against her will. The man’s lips curved into a smirk as he pressed forward, drawing a cry of pain that escaped as tears streamed down her face. Her attempts to scream were muffled by his lips, and her muffled protests dissolved into soft, helpless whimpers.

In that moment, Mu Xiaoxiao was no more than a fish on a chopping block, completely at his mercy.

When Mu Xiaoxiao woke the next morning, Lu Yufeng was gone. She looked down at her fair skin, now marked with countless red "strawberries," and her eyes burned with anger.

Who was this damn man? Why the secrecy?

Was he hideous?

No, it couldn’t be. Although the lights had been off last night, she’d glimpsed his sharp profile, and as a medical student, she was sure he wasn’t just attractive—he was extraordinarily handsome.

Realizing her thoughts were wandering, Mu Xiaoxiao shook her head in frustration. Now wasn’t the time to think about such nonsense.

Her goal was clear: fake a pregnancy, escape as soon as possible, and leave Jing City behind for good. Yes, that’s it. Stay focused!

Standing up, she winced as pain shot through her body. That wretched man! Not even a shred of gentleness. She gritted her teeth and cursed him silently, wishing him a lifetime of loneliness.

Limping to the bathroom, Mu Xiaoxiao vowed she wouldn’t sleep tonight. Even if it killed her, she would stay awake to get a good look at the face of that despicable man.

As the days passed, Mu Xiaoxiao continued taking contraceptive measures, indulging in flower baths, and instructing the maids to gather the herbs she needed. Among the flowers, her primary focus was the crimson wolf flower. Its extracts could alter her pulse to mimic that of a pregnant woman. As long as she avoided an ultrasound, her fake pregnancy would be convincing.

This method wasn’t widely known—it was something she’d learned from a medical book her uncle had given her.

One night, as Mu Xiaoxiao lay in bed after a flower bath, she found herself missing her parents and uncle deeply. Turning over, she gazed at the bright full moon, her longing growing stronger. Just one more month, and she could fake her pregnancy and leave. Patience was key—exposure would ruin everything.

Pulling the blanket over her head, she forced herself to stop overthinking.

Lu Yufeng, meanwhile, seemed almost intentional in his timing, always arriving late at night when Mu Xiaoxiao was exhausted. She began to suspect he had some supernatural ability to monitor her every move.

For a week, Mu Xiaoxiao tried to stay awake, desperate to see his face. But each time, exhaustion won out, and she woke the next morning to find him gone, leaving her furious.

Eventually, she gave up and went to bed without resistance. It didn’t make a difference, after all.

About two weeks later, Lu Yufeng stopped coming at night. Mu Xiaoxiao was relieved and even found herself bonding with the villa’s maids.

One day, as she was playing chess with a maid, Steward Li’s stern voice interrupted them. “Miss Mu, this is the doctor who will be taking care of you. If you feel unwell, please let Dr. Lin know.”

Startled, Mu Xiaoxiao dropped her chess piece and stared at the unfamiliar elderly doctor with white hair. “Steward Li, are you saying he’ll be the one to check if I’m pregnant in half a month?” she asked, pointing at the smiling Dr. Lin.

It seemed almost too good to be true. Could someone have intervened to help her?

“Yes,” Steward Li confirmed.

To protect the Lu family heir, hospital visits were out of the question. Instead, a reliable traditional Chinese medicine practitioner had been chosen.

Hearing this, Mu Xiaoxiao felt a surge of joy she couldn’t express. She grinned at the maid. “Let’s play another round.”

“Of course,” the maid replied with a smile.

Over the past few days, Mu Xiaoxiao had grown quite close to the staff.
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Chapter 4: Congratulations, Miss Mu, You Are Three Weeks Pregnant
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Another week passed.

Mu Xiaoxiao began experiencing bouts of drowsiness. Dr. Lin, ever observant, reported her condition to Steward Li daily, who, in turn, informed Lu Yufeng.

Knowing she needed to fake a pregnancy, Mu Xiaoxiao diligently drank milk to induce vomiting, enhancing the illusion. She also soaked in baths infused with crimson wolf flower three times a day—morning, noon, and night. These days were crucial, and she couldn’t afford any mistakes.

One month later, in the bedroom.

Mu Xiaoxiao reclined on the bed, watching anxiously as Dr. Lin checked her pulse. Her heart raced. If her ruse failed, she would be trapped in this suffocating place indefinitely, forced to endure a bleak existence under the control of a man she despised.

No, I can’t let that happen. I have to go home. I won’t bear this monster’s child. I need to escape this city!

Her desire for freedom burned stronger than ever. Closing her eyes, she clenched her fists beneath the covers, waiting for Dr. Lin’s diagnosis.

Finally, his voice broke the tension. “Congratulations, Miss Mu, you are three weeks pregnant.”

Relief washed over Mu Xiaoxiao. She exhaled deeply but quickly schooled her expression into one of despair. Opening her eyes, she stared blankly at the blanket, a disappointed look deliberately etched on her face. The others in the room, noticing her reaction, tactfully ignored it and focused on their joy.

“Dr. Lin, are you certain? Miss Mu is really pregnant?” Steward Li asked excitedly, seeking confirmation.

Dr. Lin smiled confidently. “Yes, I’m sure. With my years of experience, there’s no doubt—Miss Mu is pregnant.”

Heh. Too bad you fell for my act today, Mu Xiaoxiao thought smugly. She silently praised the medical book that had provided her with this ingenious method.

Suddenly, she shouted, “Why am I pregnant? I don’t want this!” She grabbed her head, her mood plummeting.

“Miss Mu, bearing the Young Master’s child is an honor,” Steward Li said seriously.

“Well, if it’s such an honor, why don’t you do it?” she retorted angrily.

Steward Li ignored her outburst and turned to the maids. “Prepare nutritious food for Miss Mu.”

“Yes, sir,” the maids replied.

The Young Master would finally have an heir, and the mission was halfway complete. Steward Li left the room to call Lu Yufeng.

“What is it?” Lu Yufeng’s deep, resonant voice came through the phone.

Despite his usual composure, Steward Li’s excitement was evident. “Young Master, Miss Mu is pregnant.”

There was a brief pause on the other end before Lu Yufeng replied, his voice steady, though tinged with surprise. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, absolutely,” Steward Li affirmed with a smile.

After a long silence, Lu Yufeng spoke again. “Send her back tomorrow. If she decides to go abroad, accommodate her request but ensure she’s protected at all times. Hand the phone to her—I need to say something.”

“Yes, sir.” Steward Li, still elated, returned to the bedroom with the phone.

Inside, Mu Xiaoxiao sat in a daze. At a signal from Steward Li, a maid nudged her gently. Snapping out of her thoughts, Mu Xiaoxiao frowned. “What is it?”

“Miss Mu, the Young Master wishes to speak with you,” Steward Li said, offering her the phone.

Mu Xiaoxiao glanced warily between Steward Li and the phone. Reluctantly, she picked it up and pressed it to her ear. Her first words were a defiant, “What do you want, you pervert?”

The room fell silent as everyone froze, shocked by her audacity. Who would dare insult the Young Master? Did she have a death wish?

Mu Xiaoxiao had her reasons. She needed to vent her frustration while reinforcing her act. The more she rejected the idea of pregnancy, the less likely they would suspect her ruse.

On the other end of the line, Lu Yufeng was momentarily stunned. This woman had cursed him in bed, and now she was doing it again, openly, in front of his staff. Amused, he chuckled softly. She was bold—he liked that.

His voice turned cold and authoritative. “If anything happens to the child, it will be your fault. You’ll be punished accordingly and brought back to start over.”

The weight of his words struck her like a hammer, and before she could respond, he hung up.

Staring at the phone in disbelief, Mu Xiaoxiao seethed. “That damn pervert! Bastard!” she yelled, throwing the phone onto the bed.

The maids exchanged uneasy glances, their admiration for her audacity mingling with disbelief. Only one word could describe her now: fearless.

“What are you all staring at? Get out!” she snapped, her irritation making her even more commanding.

“Miss Mu, please don’t be upset. Be careful not to upset the baby,” Steward Li said before ushering everyone out of the room.

Once the door closed and she was alone, Mu Xiaoxiao’s angry facade melted into a grin. Rolling around on the bed, she silently applauded her own acting skills. It was flawless.

Finally, she could leave this dreadful place. Tomorrow, she would reunite with her parents and uncle.

Still, the thought of Lu Yufeng lingered. His power was undeniable, and though she had never seen his face, his commanding presence was unforgettable. If he ever discovered her deception, he would undoubtedly hunt her down. She needed to leave Jing City tomorrow night, no matter what.

The next day, escorted by bodyguards, Mu Xiaoxiao was returned to Jing City’s downtown area. As per her request, they even provided her with a phone.

Watching the men drive away, Mu Xiaoxiao let out a sigh of relief. However, she remained cautious, aware that they might still be monitoring her.

Her uncle, Mu Lingrui, was her only hope. Though she didn’t know the full extent of his work, she trusted in his resourcefulness to help her evade her pursuers.

Dialing his familiar number, she waited as the call connected. A tired voice answered, “Hello, who is this?”

Her heart ached at his weary tone. “Uncle, it’s me, Xiaoxiao.”

The voice on the other end immediately perked up. “Xiaoxiao? Where are you? Tell me now!”

“I’m in the city center. Come pick me up,” she said calmly, understanding his anger stemmed from worry.

Mu Xiaoxiao had always been closest to her uncle. He had protected her from her older sister’s bullying and her parents’ indifference. To her, he was family in the truest sense.

Not long after, a sleek silver Bentley pulled up. Excited, Mu Xiaoxiao waved energetically.

The window rolled down, revealing her uncle’s stern, handsome face. “Get in,” he ordered, his tone cold.

Pouting slightly, Mu Xiaoxiao climbed into the passenger seat. As the car drove off, she recounted everything that had happened over the past month. When she finished, her uncle slammed on the brakes, his face dark with anger.

“We’re leaving tonight. Don’t go home—it’ll only endanger your parents,” he said firmly.

“But—”

“No buts. I’ll take care of your family’s safety,” he reassured her.

Mu Xiaoxiao hesitated before nodding. “Will you come with me?”

“Of course,” he replied.

Relieved, she smiled. “Thank you, Uncle.”

That night, they boarded a flight, leaving Jing City behind.

On the top floor of the Lu Corporation building, Lu Yufeng stood by the floor-to-ceiling window, listening to a report on Mu Xiaoxiao’s movements. His lips curved into a faint smile. Smart girl. She knows how to protect herself.

On the plane, Mu Xiaoxiao gazed out at the dark night sky and the dazzling lights of Jing City below. After eighteen years, she was leaving the city behind for good. All thanks to that detestable man. She prayed they would never cross paths again, or she might just beat him to death.
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Chapter 5: Meeting for the First Time in the Operating Room
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Five years later, in Lin’an Hospital, City A.

Mu Xiaoxiao had just finished performing surgery on a cancer patient and was in the changing room, preparing to head home.

Suddenly, the door burst open. A nurse stood in the doorway, leaning against the wall and panting heavily. “Dr. Mu... there’s...”

Mu Xiaoxiao frowned, walking over to help her catch her breath. “Take your time.”

The nurse gasped for air but wasted no time. “There’s a gunshot patient... he urgently needs surgery... and you’re the only available doctor!”

Before the nurse could finish, Mu Xiaoxiao cut her off. “Lead the way. Prepare for surgery.”

“Yes,” the nurse said, hurrying ahead, with Mu Xiaoxiao quickly following.

Over the past five years, Mu Xiaoxiao had devoted herself to studying medicine, not only because she loved it but also because she wanted to help more people and save lives in their darkest moments.

As she approached the operating room, a line of bodyguards in tailored suits stood at attention outside the door. Their presence instantly reminded Mu Xiaoxiao of the events in Jing City five years ago.

She could never forget those cold, diamond-like eyes that glimmered in the darkness, devoid of emotion. Her body trembled involuntarily at the memory.

“Dr. Mu, hurry! The patient needs immediate care,” the nurse urged, snapping her out of her thoughts.

With a deep breath to steady herself, Mu Xiaoxiao walked toward the operating room.

As soon as she stepped inside, her gaze locked onto a pair of intense, obsidian eyes. She froze, rooted to the spot.

The man on the operating table was otherworldly handsome—his sharp features, chiseled jawline, high-bridged nose, and sensuous lips gave him an almost demonic allure. It was the most striking face she had ever seen.

But she didn’t notice the flicker of surprise in the man’s eyes or the faintly wicked smile that tugged at his lips.

Interesting, Lu Yufeng thought. The woman who vanished under my nose five years ago... I’ve searched for her everywhere, and now here she is, in this unremarkable little hospital. Perhaps I should thank the assassin who brought me here.

His cold, commanding voice broke the silence. “Remove the bullet.”

The chilling tone sent shivers down everyone’s spine.

Mu Xiaoxiao snapped back to reality, quickly averting her gaze. She shook her head in frustration. Focus, this is no time to be distracted.

Steeling herself, she approached the nurses, who helped her don her surgical gown, mask, and gloves.

Lu Yufeng watched her every move intently. Even with her face partially covered, her beauty couldn’t be hidden. The pale blue of her surgical scrubs seemed to radiate an angelic glow, though he knew firsthand how feisty she could be.

Memories of her biting his lip and cursing him flitted through his mind, stirring a faint smirk.

Mu Xiaoxiao felt a burning gaze on her back. Frowning, she glanced at the operating table but saw nothing unusual. She dismissed it as her imagination.

Standing beside him, she finally noticed the icy aura emanating from his body. The phrase “stay away from strangers” popped into her mind.

Who was this man? She had never seen him in City A before.

Shaking off her curiosity, she focused on her task. “Administer the anesthetic,” she ordered.

“No need,” Lu Yufeng interjected coldly. “Just take the bullet out.”

His tone was icy, almost demonic.

“Without anesthesia, removing the bullet will be excruciating,” she cautioned, meeting his gaze directly.

Lu Yufeng’s eyes narrowed, and his lips curled faintly. “Didn’t you hear me? Do it.”

Still the same fiery woman from five years ago, he thought, amused. Her courage in meeting his gaze without flinching was rare and intriguing.

Respecting his decision, Mu Xiaoxiao nodded. “Begin the surgery.”

If he didn’t fear the pain, there was no point in her worrying. Her job was to save him, not coddle him.

Taking a scalpel, she began the delicate procedure, making a clean incision around the wound to extract the bullet with forceps.

She maintained unwavering focus, not sparing him a single glance. As a surgeon, any lapse in concentration could result in a fatal mistake, no matter how minor the operation. Her dedication was evident to everyone in the room.

But what truly amazed them was Lu Yufeng’s stoic endurance. From the start of the surgery to the removal of the bullet, he didn’t make a sound. The nurses couldn’t help but admire him—not only was he incredibly handsome, but his bravery was captivating.

Even Mu Xiaoxiao found herself begrudgingly impressed. The only other person she had performed surgery on without anesthesia was her uncle, Mu Lingrui, and that had been a minor procedure.

The thought of her uncle brought a wave of sadness. She missed him dearly. After spending a year abroad together, he had left for business one day and never returned. She hadn’t dared to go back to Jing City, fearing she would be captured by that man and forced to have his child.

“Dr. Mu, are you alright? You look pale,” a nurse asked with concern.

Forcing a smile, Mu Xiaoxiao replied, “I’m fine. I’ll rest after this.” She removed her bloodstained gloves. “The rest is up to you. I’m leaving.”

Without sparing Lu Yufeng another glance, she walked out of the room.

Lu Yufeng’s hawk-like eyes followed her retreating figure. This time, you won’t escape from me again.

Mu Xiaoxiao returned to the changing room, swapped her scrubs for her regular clothes, and headed home.

Her apartment was dark and empty. Sighing, she turned on the lights and kicked off her shoes. The loneliness weighed heavily on her. She could never forget the man who had ruined her life at eighteen, forcing her to bear his child.

After a quick dinner, she collapsed onto her bed and drifted into an uneasy sleep.
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Chapter 6: How Could It Be? The Child?
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The next morning, in a VIP hospital suite.

Lu Yufeng sat propped against the headboard in his hospital gown, his expression dark as he stared at the documents in his hand. Veins bulged on his clenched hand, his fury barely contained.

“Are you sure she’s here alone?” His icy voice broke the silence, carrying a palpable tension.

“Yes, President,” his assistant Lin Yue replied formally.

Lu Yufeng crumpled the papers in his hand, his deep gaze fixed on the distance as if piecing together a puzzle.

How could this be? Where’s the child?

The child should be four years old by now.

“Cancel tonight’s trip back to Jing City. I’ll stay here a few more days.” The assassins had been dealt with, and no matter what other schemes the old foxes tried, he wasn’t worried. What mattered was finding out where Mu Xiaoxiao had hidden his child.

It seemed this woman was far more cunning than he’d imagined.

“Yes, sir. Will you remain in the hospital, or shall I make other arrangements?” Lin Yue asked cautiously, wary of making a mistake that could incur his boss’s wrath.

Lu Yufeng’s sharp eyes snapped up to him. “Here. Bring that woman to me.”

Lin Yue felt a shiver run down his spine despite the years he’d spent working for Lu Yufeng. “Yes, sir,” he stammered before retreating, his pace hurried as though fleeing a beast.

Outside, Lin Yue exhaled heavily, pressing a hand to his chest. After steadying himself, he headed for Mu Xiaoxiao’s office.

The sound of a knock interrupted Mu Xiaoxiao’s work.

“Come in,” she called without looking up. Only when the door clicked shut did she glance up with a polite smile. “What can I do for you?”

Lin Yue’s face remained stoic. “Dr. Mu, our president has requested your presence.”

“Your president?” she asked, puzzled.

Lin Yue hesitated, surprised she didn’t recognize his boss. “The gunshot patient from yesterday.”

“Oh...” She nodded in understanding. “Is there a problem with his wound?”

“Dr. Mu, I suggest you comply and go immediately. You wouldn’t want to jeopardize your career,” Lin Yue said coldly. His words carried an unspoken threat.

Mu Xiaoxiao bristled. She despised people who coerced others. Her polite demeanor evaporated, replaced with icy defiance. “I’m sorry, but I have other patients to tend to. If your president’s wound isn’t serious, please don’t waste my time.”

Lin Yue’s patience thinned. “Dr. Mu, don’t make this difficult. If you refuse, I’ll have to escort you by force.”

Her pen hit the desk with a loud snap. Mu Xiaoxiao shot him a glare, her teeth gritted in irritation. “Fine. Lead the way.”

The top floor of the hospital was heavily guarded. The sight of bodyguards lining the hallway made Mu Xiaoxiao frown. She hated such ostentatious displays of power—they reminded her of her past and only worsened her impression of the man waiting for her.

Lin Yue gestured for her to wait as he went inside to announce her arrival.

When he returned, he said, “You may enter.”

Mu Xiaoxiao reluctantly stepped into the room, her white coat brushing against the doorframe. She noticed the door shut behind her, leaving her alone with the man lounging on the hospital bed.

Standing her ground, she approached him without fear. “What do you want, Mr....?”

Lu Yufeng’s sharp gaze lifted to meet hers. “Your name is Mu Xiaoxiao?”

Her brows furrowed. “How do you know my name?” She had only performed surgery on him—surely, he hadn’t gone out of his way to learn about her.

His lips curved into a faint smile as he glanced pointedly at her name badge.

Following his gaze, she flushed. Right. My name’s been visible the whole time.

“What do you want?” she pressed. “If you don’t need anything else, I have other patients to attend to.” She turned toward the door, ready to leave.

“Stop.” His voice, cold and commanding, froze her in her tracks. She felt a chill creep up her spine but refused to turn around. From the moment she’d entered, she had sensed his overpowering aura. Only her stubborn resolve kept her from trembling.

“My personal doctor passed away. I need you to take their place temporarily,” he said flatly.

The nonchalant tone belied the gravity of his words. To Mu Xiaoxiao, it felt like a bombshell.

Turning back to face him, she said firmly, “Mr. Lu, your wound is minor, and you seem perfectly capable of recovering at home. I suggest you find another doctor.”

Her refusal was clear, though she kept her tone professional.

Lu Yufeng’s expression darkened. “You’ll do it. Or won’t you?” His words were a challenge, his gaze unyielding.

She opened her mouth to protest, but Lin Yue entered abruptly. “President, the hospital director is here.”

“Let him in,” Lu Yufeng ordered, his brow furrowing slightly.

The director entered, bowing respectfully. “Mr. Lu, I had no idea you were here. Please forgive my negligence.”

Mu Xiaoxiao watched in stunned silence as the director cowered before Lu Yufeng. Why is he so terrified of this man?

“How did you find out?” Lu Yufeng asked coldly.

“I was inspecting the hospital when I noticed your presence,” the director stammered. “No one else knows, I assure you.”

“I’ll be staying here for a while. Ensure my presence remains confidential. If word gets out, you’ll face the consequences. Also, I want this woman to serve as my personal doctor.”

“Yes, of course,” the director replied nervously. Turning to Mu Xiaoxiao, he said sternly, “Dr. Mu, you’ll be assigned to Mr. Lu. All other responsibilities are secondary.”

“But—”

“No buts,” he snapped. “That’s final.”

Lu Yufeng waved dismissively. “Leave us.”

The director and Lin Yue exchanged glances before exiting. Just as Mu Xiaoxiao turned to follow, Lu Yufeng’s cold voice stopped her.

“Stay.”

Her heart sank. Reluctantly, she turned back to face him. “Mr. Lu, there must be other doctors more qualified than me. Surely you don’t need me—”

“I want you,” he interrupted smoothly. “As my personal doctor.”

Frustration bubbled over. Stepping closer, she retorted, “Well, I don’t want to be your doctor.”

“That’s not your choice. Come here and change my bandage.”

His commanding tone left no room for argument.

“You...” Mu Xiaoxiao clenched her fists, resisting the urge to scream. She reminded herself she was a doctor—a professional. Taking a deep breath, she forced herself to calm down.

When she finally looked at him, she froze. His shirt had been removed, revealing a toned physique. His defined abs and sculpted chest looked like a masterpiece carved by a master sculptor.

“I don’t mind if you stare a little longer,” Lu Yufeng teased, his deep voice tinged with amusement.

Flustered, Mu Xiaoxiao coughed awkwardly. “Ahem... I’ll change your bandage now.” Her cheeks flushed as she avoided his gaze.

The faintest smile graced his otherwise stoic face.
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Chapter 7: I Won’t Risk My Life with This Madman
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Lu Yufeng turned his back to Mu Xiaoxiao as she applied medicine to his wound. “Hurry up, or I’ll think you’re doing this on purpose.”

What? On purpose?

This arrogant man had no shame! Sure, he was handsome and had a great physique, but Mu Xiaoxiao wasn’t the type to lose her principles over a pretty face.

Reluctantly, she picked up the antiseptic and soaked a cotton pad. As she dabbed at the medicine clinging to his back, she said bluntly, “This might sting.”

“You think I’ll feel pain?” Lu Yufeng smirked, his tone taunting.

Mu Xiaoxiao paused, recalling his silence during the bullet extraction in the operating room. Not a single flinch from start to finish.

She had completely forgotten this man seemed impervious to pain.

Rolling her eyes, she muttered to herself and continued cleaning his wound. Yet, every time she got close to him, an inexplicable chill crept up her spine, making her uneasy.

Have I wronged this man in a past life? she wondered. But I’ve never met him before—and I don’t even know his name!

“I don’t like it when people around me get distracted,” Lu Yufeng’s deep voice cut through her thoughts.

She pouted but refrained from retorting. Does he think he’s an emperor or something?

For once, she held her tongue. Avoiding trouble with this man seemed like the best course of action.

“Judging by your accent, you’re not from around here. You sound like someone from Jing City,” he said casually, eyes closed.

Her hand froze. He was testing her.

“What if I am? What if I’m not? Either way, it has nothing to do with you,” she replied flatly, resuming her task.

Lu Yufeng’s lips curled into a faint smile. “You’re right. It has nothing to do with me. But I’m also from Jing City.”

Nothing to do with him? Mu Xiaoxiao snorted inwardly. It has everything to do with him!

“Oh. Still none of my business,” she responded dismissively, determined to keep her distance.

“As my private doctor, you’ll need to know me better,” he said, feigning seriousness.

Mu Xiaoxiao sighed. “I’m only your temporary doctor. I don’t need to know you that well.”

“Temporary?” Lu Yufeng raised an eyebrow. “Let’s see about that.”

Her brows furrowed. “What’s that supposed to mean?” Was he planning to keep her as his private doctor indefinitely?

“I’m just saying, being my doctor could be dangerous. You might not last long.” His tone was casual, but his words carried a chilling weight.

Mu Xiaoxiao paled. “No way. I quit. Find someone else to risk their life for you!” She couldn’t believe saving someone had put her in mortal danger.

Lu Yufeng said nothing, watching her finish bandaging his wound before she stormed out of the room.

Once outside, Mu Xiaoxiao was greeted by the sight of bodyguards blocking her way.

“Step back, or we’ll escort you inside ourselves,” one of them said, arms crossed.

“You—” Mu Xiaoxiao sputtered, her finger shaking as she pointed at them. Realizing resistance was futile, she turned on her heel and slammed the door shut.

Marching back to Lu Yufeng, her anger flared. “I’m not risking my life with a madman like you!”

Lu Yufeng glanced up from his iPad, his expression calm. “You’re the first person who’s ever dared to insult me.”

Who does he think he is? she thought, glaring at him. The king of the world?

“What will it take for you to let me go?” she asked, her voice laced with frustration.

“You can leave right now,” he said, setting his iPad aside.

Her face lit up. “Really? No take-backs!” Without waiting for a response, she spun around and headed for the door.

“Don’t blame me if you’re dead by morning,” he called after her. “The people targeting me are probably watching you now. Becoming my doctor is your best chance at survival.”

His calm yet ominous words froze her in her tracks.

Why did I have to save this guy? she lamented internally. Now she was caught in the web of his dangerous world.

With a resigned sigh, she turned back to face him. “Fine. If I agree to stay, how long do you think I’ll survive?”

Lu Yufeng met her gaze, his voice steady. “Your life depends on how well you keep me happy. If I’m pleased, you’ll live a long life. If not... well, you might not make it past tonight.”

“You... You’re unbelievable!” she fumed, pointing an accusing finger at him. “Don’t you think you’re being unreasonable?”

“Unreasonable? That word doesn’t exist in my vocabulary,” he replied, smirking at her indignation.

She nearly exploded in frustration. “Fine! What’s your name? I at least need to know who’s dragging me into this mess.”

He arched an eyebrow. “Curious now, are we?”

“Yes! Tell me your name already!” she snapped.

Finding her exasperation amusing, Lu Yufeng casually swiped at his iPad and handed it to her. “See for yourself.”

Frowning, she grabbed the tablet and read the name displayed on the screen: Lu Yufeng.

Her jaw dropped. “You’re... Lu Yufeng?”

“Yes,” he said nonchalantly. “Now do you understand who I am?”

For a moment, she was too stunned to speak.
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Chapter 8: Lu Yufeng, the Youngest and Most Outstanding Leader of the Eight Great Families
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Mu Xiaoxiao blinked in disbelief. She glanced from Lu Yufeng to the iPad in her hands, bringing the screen closer as though it might reveal some hidden truth. Then she looked back at him again.

To make absolutely sure, she rubbed her eyes vigorously, closing them for a moment before reopening them wide. “You... you’re really Lu Yufeng?”

She was on the verge of panic. How had she ended up entangled with someone like him?

Though she’d never met him in person during her time in Jing City, his name was practically legendary. Lu Yufeng, CEO of the Lu Empire, was the linchpin of Jing City’s economy, the youngest and most capable leader among the Eight Great Families. Known for his ruthless methods and stoic demeanor, he was the man every woman dreamed of marrying—except for rumors that he might be gay, as he never had any known romantic liaisons with women.

Lu Yufeng scoffed and snatched the iPad from her hands. “If I’m not, then are you?” His tone was dripping with sarcasm.

The sudden loss of the device left Mu Xiaoxiao frozen, her hand still hovering mid-air. Her mind went blank. So that’s why he felt so dangerous. He’s that man.

“Do you believe I can protect you now?” Lu Yufeng asked, his tone casual but his gaze piercing.

Her heart skipped a beat. How does he know what I’m thinking? Is he a mind reader?

“Yes... you can,” she stammered, her voice faltering.

“Are you living here alone?” he asked, his voice calm but probing.

Her head shot up instantly. “Why do you ask?”

“If you’re in danger, I can protect you. But what about your family? Would you let them be harmed?” His words were logical, but his true intent was to find out where his child might be.

After a moment’s hesitation, she nodded and replied, “There’s no one else. It’s just me.”

This wasn’t entirely a lie. She was indeed living alone in City A. By withholding her connection to her family in Jing City, she hoped to keep them safe.

Lu Yufeng’s sharp eyes bore into her. “Are you sure it’s just you?”

“Yes, just me,” she said firmly.

No matter how intimidating Lu Yufeng was, I haven’t done anything to wrong him, she reassured herself.

He reclined against the pillows, his expression unreadable. “Good. That saves me the trouble of protecting anyone else.”

Where is she hiding my child? he mused. She’s gone to great lengths to keep them hidden. Is she afraid I’ll come for them?

Mu Xiaoxiao, tired of standing, scanned the room for a chair. Spying one, she sat down and asked pointedly, “How long do I have to be your private doctor?”

“That depends,” he replied nonchalantly, closing his eyes. In truth, he didn’t need her as a doctor. He only wanted to keep her close while investigating the whereabouts of their child.

His indifference irked her. Clenching her fists until her knuckles cracked, she bit her lip to suppress her anger.

“You just need to do as you’re told,” he said curtly. “Don’t ask why, and don’t question my decisions.”

“Enough!” she snapped, slamming her hand on the bed. Rising to her feet, she glared at him. “Lu Yufeng, don’t think everyone sees you as a king. I’m not one of your subjects, and I have the right to ask why!”

Her defiance surprised him. Nodding slightly, he smirked. “Fine. I’ll allow you to ask why.”

This woman is intriguing, he thought, his interest piqued. Perhaps once their child was no longer a secret, he might keep her around. Of course, that would come with the condition that she never marry anyone else—she’d remain tied to him forever.

“Good,” she said, satisfied. She sank back into the chair, crossing her arms.

The silence that followed was palpable. Mu Xiaoxiao sat with nothing to do, while Lu Yufeng reclined with his eyes closed, seemingly napping.

Eventually, his raspy voice broke the silence. “Peel me an orange.”

She frowned. Doesn’t he have hands? “I’m your private doctor, not your servant.”

“Your life is in my hands,” he said calmly, his tone as light as a breeze.

Fuming, she grabbed an orange from the fruit basket. Fine! If peeling an orange keeps me alive, so be it. Gritting her teeth, she began peeling the orange like a disgruntled maid. She didn’t notice the faint smirk playing on his lips.

When she finally handed him the peeled orange, she said curtly, “Here. Happy now?”

Opening his sharp eyes, he glanced at her before taking the orange. “In public, address me as ‘President Lu.’ In private, just use my name.”

“Fine,” she muttered, rolling her eyes. Does this guy have a third eye? How does he always know what I’m thinking?

Lu Yufeng broke off a segment of the orange and popped it into his mouth. His face twisted slightly. It was sour, but instead of spitting it out, he swallowed it stoically.

“Why are you frowning? It’s just an orange,” she teased, barely suppressing a grin.

His icy gaze pinned her. “Eat the rest. No spitting it out.”

His commanding tone left no room for negotiation. Reluctantly, she picked up the remaining orange slices and put one in her mouth.

The moment she bit down, the sourness hit her like a punch, making her teeth ache. Ugh, it’s not just sour—it’s bitter too! She glanced around for a trash bin but froze when she saw his piercing gaze. Gulping, she swallowed the slice, resigning herself to her fate.
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Chapter 9: From the Couch to the Bed—Together
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Mu Xiaoxiao grimaced as she swallowed the overly sour orange slice, setting the rest of the fruit down on the table. “I’m not eating anymore,” she said, her tone firm.

“That’s fine,” Lu Yufeng replied casually. “Then go buy lunch. I don’t eat hospital food.”

The way he added that last sentence left her no room to argue.

“You...” She pointed at him, ready to unleash a tirade, but his calm, unbothered demeanor made her swallow her words. “What if I’m in danger?” she muttered instead.

“There are people following you. They’ll protect you,” he said, matter-of-factly.

Her shoulders slumped. Why does my life feel like some punishment for a crime in a past life? She regretted saving him now—this man was nothing but trouble. Not only had he dragged her into his dangerous orbit, but now she had to fetch his lunch? Unbelievable.

With a resigned sigh, she held out her hand.

“What?” Lu Yufeng raised an eyebrow.

Rolling her eyes, she said, “Money. How am I supposed to buy lunch without it? Oh, and pay for mine too. I’m not wasting my money on you.”

Lu Yufeng frowned but reached into his wallet and handed her a gold card. “No password.”

Mu Xiaoxiao stared at the card, her frustration mounting. This man’s rich enough to land on the Forbes list, yet he’s making me run errands like a servant.

Snatching the card, she stormed out of the room, muttering
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