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Chapter 1: Who Am I?
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The sky was clear and the air crisp, another beautiful morning. Yet in Yaotai City, something slightly unusual was about to happen.

Yaotai City was a rapidly developing, prosperous metropolis. Its fashion industry, in particular, had earned it the nickname "The Capital of Trends." Some even claimed that the city stood on the ancient site of the Queen Mother of the West's legendary abode, which was why Yaotai City was sometimes associated with the fabled Jade Pool.

"Hey... what's going on?"

A man dressed in filthy, tattered clothes struggled to his feet. He raised a grimy hand to his head, fingers disappearing into a mess of tangled hair. "Why does my head hurt so much?"

"Hey, brother," another raggedly dressed man said, looking even more disheveled than the first. "If you want to take over someone's turf, fine. But why pretend you've got amnesia to gain sympathy? I already let you use my spot for a while. Now I'm taking it back."

He was a beggar.

Some people wondered why, in a glittering fashion capital like Yaotai City, beggars still existed. But no matter how wealthy a place was, there would always be people at the bottom. These days, begging wasn't just about holding out a bowl; it had become something like a profession.

"What do you mean? I took your spot?" the first man asked, rolling his stiff neck. "Then do you know what my name is?"

The beggar ignored him. They were at the Yaotai subway station, a place crowded with all kinds of "performers"-singers, people pretending to be disabled, and some who truly were. He was busy counting money. It was past eleven, nearly time for him to "get off work." Most of the cash in his hand had actually come from the man beside him, who had been unconscious and unaware that money had piled up near him.

"Your name? How would I know?" the beggar replied. Then he scratched his head, eyes growing distant. "Honestly, pretending to be a beggar all day, I'm starting to forget my own name. Let me think... Xiao Bai... no. Da Niu? No..."

He slapped his forehead hard, probably killing a few lice hidden in his hair. "Right! I'm Xiao Bao. Bailey Shaw."

"I was asking about my name," the other man said helplessly. "I can't remember anything."

Bailey glanced at him. "Sometimes forgetting isn't a bad thing. Maybe you've left behind something painful. Anyway, I'm done for the day. I'm starving."

He stripped off his filthy rags and pulled a decent set of clothes from his worn backpack. The messy hair turned out to be a wig, which he removed before fixing himself up. Once he finished changing, he looked like a fairly handsome young man.

"Time to replace that wig," he muttered. "It's got lice."

"What are you staring at?" Bailey stepped closer. "You really don't remember your name?"

The man in rags shook his head. "Not at all."

Bailey studied him carefully. The clothes, though torn, were clearly designer brands. This guy wasn't ordinary. He stepped forward and began searching him.

"Hey! What are you doing?"

"Relax. I'm not into men," Bailey said with a grin. "Ah-found it!"

He held up an ID card. "Take a look. That's you. Don't tell me you can't read."

"Hayden Miller... Tian... Ming..."

He read each character slowly. His eyes clouded as if straining to pull something from deep inside his mind. Suddenly, chaos erupted in his head.

"Ahhh!" Hayden clutched his skull. "It hurts!"

"Stop thinking!" Bailey grabbed him. "If it hurts, let it go!"

Ten minutes later, the two appeared at a bustling night market.

"You can't just follow me around forever," Bailey complained. "We met by chance. I can barely support myself. I'm not even young anymore and I don't have a girlfriend. I can't afford to raise you too."

Hayden now at least knew his name. In the struggle to remember, it had surfaced clearly: he was Hayden. But right now, all he felt was hunger-intense, overwhelming hunger. He ignored Bailey completely and focused on devouring food.

Bailey's eyebrow twitched as plates and bowls piled up in front of Hayden. He discreetly checked his pocket and felt a sharp pang in his heart. A whole day's earnings-gone. It wasn't even enough to cover this guy's appetite.

An idea flashed through his mind. He patted Hayden on the shoulder. "You keep eating. I'm going to the restroom."

"Idiot," Bailey muttered as he slipped away, protecting his wallet. "Money matters most."

Back at the stall, the owner-a pot-bellied man wielding a large ladle-walked up to Hayden.

"Kid, don't just eat. Pay first."

Hayden stuffed a bun into his mouth. "What?"

"Pay up!"

"Pay? I don't have any money."

The owner cursed inwardly. He should have known from the ragged clothes. Why had he served him in the first place? Foolish and naive.

He slammed the ladle onto the table with a loud bang. Plates rattled and several crashed to the ground. The owner winced at the loss.

"I've seen plenty like you. No money, no leaving!"

To his surprise, Hayden grinned and stood up. "Really? You won't let me leave?"

The hopeful look in his eyes stunned the owner. Was this guy an idiot? Or was he mocking him?

"Ahem... of course! Leave an arm and a leg behind!"

"I'm too soft-hearted," Bailey sighed as he suddenly reappeared, looking pained. "Of all people, I had to run into you. My poor money..."

He had just returned when he heard the owner's threat. His heart skipped. "What? An arm and a leg?"

He shouted at Hayden, "Run!"

And he was the first to sprint away.

Hayden immediately followed.

Behind them, the furious owner and a group of cooks charged after them, armed with ladles, woks, and cleavers.

"You little bastards! Don't run! Pay before you run!"
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Chapter 2: Hit by the Young Lady
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"Man, I haven't run like that in ages. Didn't expect I'm still this fast." Bailey glanced back at the figures falling behind him, thoroughly impressed with himself.

His self-admiration lasted less than three seconds.

Hayden suddenly surged past him, chest out, strides steady, a bun still stuffed in his mouth. In the blink of an eye, Bailey was the one left behind.

"Chase them! Don't let those freeloaders get away!" Neil Carter roared, panting heavily as his round belly bounced with every step.

Run and chase. Chase and run.

Ten minutes later, Hayden had completely disappeared.

At a crossroads, Bailey lay on the ground with a bruised face, surrounded by seven or eight cooks.

"Brothers, I swear I don't even know that bastard," Bailey groaned. Why was he always the one who got hurt? Not only had he been beaten up, but his money was gone too.

"Damn it. Guess I'm unlucky tonight." The owner counted the cash taken from Bailey and stuffed it into his pocket before leading his men away.

Bailey staggered to his feet, cursing furiously. "You heartless jerk! I finally overcame my love for money to save you, and you ran off without even looking back!"

...

Hayden had no idea where he was.

He stood on a wide street, staring blankly at the crowds, the flashing neon lights, and the passing cars. People pointed at his ragged appearance and whispered.

"Where am I?" he murmured.

He had finally met someone who knew him-at least a little-but now he had lost him too. Helpless, Hayden lay down on a bench by the roadside. The sky darkened, and before he knew it, he had fallen asleep.

...

"Young man, wake up. Wake up. You'll catch a cold."

A sanitation worker in an orange uniform nudged him gently. Half his body was hanging off the bench.

Hayden opened his eyes groggily. "It's already daytime..."

"Are you alright?" she asked kindly.

"I'm fine. Thank you," he replied.

He removed his tattered outer jacket and left it on the bench. Underneath was a shirt-worn, but at least presentable.

He went into a public restroom to wash up. The water running off him was almost black. After scrubbing, his hands were clean and his face much clearer. He looked at himself in the mirror, droplets clinging to his hair.

What happened to me? Why am I in this strange city?

After leaving the restroom, he wandered the streets, trying to familiarize himself with the city-and hoping to find Bailey.

"This city is incredible," he whispered, gazing at towering skyscrapers that seemed to pierce the clouds. Endless rows of shops and high-rises dazzled him, almost making him lose his sense of direction.

"Wow. This hotel looks amazing."

He stopped outside a grand, glittering hotel-luxurious beyond imagination. Clearly not a place for someone like him. Shaking his head, he continued walking along the sidewalk beside it.

He kept his head down as he walked when suddenly he noticed a shadow on the ground in front of him.

It grew larger.

A rushing sound cut through the air.

What-

He instinctively looked up.

"Ah-!"

"Bang-!"

A violent impact crushed into him. His chest felt like it had been smashed flat; he couldn't breathe. Pain exploded through his body, and everything went black.

Pedestrians froze in shock.

A woman in white pajamas was lying on top of a man.

"Wow. She's lucky," someone said. "Even jumping off a building, she found a cushion."

"Who says she jumped alone? Maybe that guy's her boyfriend. Broke her heart, so she chose to die together. Lovers even in the afterlife," another bystander speculated dramatically.

"Move aside! Move aside!"

A man who appeared to be hotel management pushed through the crowd. When he saw the two lying on the ground, he immediately shouted at the onlookers, "Why hasn't anyone called an ambulance?"

He pulled out his phone and made the call himself.

In the last second before losing consciousness, Hayden had seen a beautiful face-an astonishingly beautiful woman falling from above and landing squarely on him. He hadn't even had time to register the surreal feeling before pain overwhelmed him.

Sirens wailed.

Within seven minutes, the ambulance reached a nearby hospital in the city center.

"Quick! The female patient has a mild concussion. The male patient's neck appears fractured. Prepare for immediate surgery!" a doctor shouted urgently.

Saving lives was a doctor's duty-and the hospital's reputation was at stake. Besides, the woman was clearly no ordinary person.

After both were rushed into surgery, a man in a black suit who had followed them finally pulled out his phone.

"Boss, the young lady fell from the building. She's alive, just-"

"You useless idiot! I pay you every month to watch her jump off a building? If anything happens to my daughter, I'll have you shipped to Africa to be trampled by elephants!" The furious voice roared through the phone.

The man in black flinched, nodding repeatedly even though the caller couldn't see him, before hanging up.

In a luxurious office elsewhere in the city, Matthew Hayes in a tailored suit shot to his feet. His eyes fell on a framed photograph on his desk: a radiant young woman, arms wrapped around him, both smiling under warm sunlight.

"Please be safe, my girl," he whispered. "Daddy's coming."

"Sir, you have a contract signing in ten minutes," a tall Sophie Lane in a fitted business suit reminded him.

"What contract? Nothing is more important than my daughter!"

He stormed out.

Sophie adjusted her glasses, shook her head slightly, and called for the driver.
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Chapter 3: Mia Morgan
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The girl's scream drew several nurses into the room at once. They hurried over and began soothing her.

"He's your lifesaver," said a sweet-faced young nurse. Even the nurses in the best hospital were exceptionally polished.

"What? My lifesaver?" The girl looked incredulous. She touched her head, feeling the bandages wrapped around it, and shrieked again. "Ah-! Am I disfigured? And my chest hurts so much!"

The nurse frowned slightly. "You only have a mild concussion and a rib injury. You need proper rest. Please don't scream."

After some effort, the nurse finally persuaded her to lie back down.

During the time she had been unconscious, her father had already visited. Her name was Mia. Since childhood, she had been treated like a princess-only the best of everything. Now she was forced to share a hospital room with a complete stranger. The thought alone irritated her. When she recalled what had happened the night before, her expression dimmed.

Suddenly, her mood exploded. She grabbed a pillow and hurled it at Hayden, who was still lying in bed.

Bang.

Though filled with cotton, the pillow still hit him hard enough for him to feel it.

"Ow..." Hayden groaned. "Who's that? Don't you know it's rude to disturb someone's sleep?" He kept his eyes closed, trying to move his neck-only to realize it had been immobilized in a brace.

"Who are you?" Mia demanded.

"You're asking me? I should be asking you! If you wanted to jump off a building, fine-but why drag me down as your cushion? I must have terrible luck."

Mia's nostrils flared with anger. "What do you mean jump? I admit you saved me, but I did not jump! I'm not that weak!"

"Hmph. Not even a thank-you," Hayden muttered.

"What did you say?" Her face turned icy.

He ignored her and added quietly, "Such a spoiled princess."

A shadow suddenly blocked the sunlight above him.

He slowly opened his eyes to see Mia looming over him, furious.

"You... what are you doing?" he stammered.

"What did you just call me?"

"A spoiled princess."

"You dare insult me? I'll strangle you!"

She lunged for his neck.

...

Three minutes later, Hayden stood beside her bed. Mia was wrapped tightly in a bedsheet like a cocoon, unable to move. Her eyes glistened with unshed tears. How dare this man bully her? Once she recovered, she would have her bodyguards teach him a lesson. A harsh one.

Hayden had removed the neck brace and stretched carefully. It was still sore.

"My neck was almost snapped when you fell on me. I saved your life, and instead of thanking me, you try to strangle me. Are you violent by nature? Hey-don't yell. We're even now. I'll let you go. Just don't scream or cry, alright?"

Mia glared at him resentfully. The look made him uncomfortable. He stepped forward and untied the sheet.

"What's your name?" she asked more calmly now.

"Hayden. You?"

"Mia."

He rolled the name around in his mind. Such a beautiful name-what a pity it belonged to such a temperamental girl.

After introductions, the room fell quiet. Hayden lay back against the soft hospital bed, enjoying the comfort. What was he supposed to do now? He didn't know anyone in this city. Maybe he could pretend to be seriously injured and stay here for a few days. At least he would get regular meals.

The door opened.

A bespectacled doctor in his forties entered with two nurses. The moment he saw that Hayden had removed his neck brace, his expression darkened.

"Why did you take that off without permission?"

"I feel fine. Why keep wearing it?" Hayden replied.

"Fine? Nonsense! Your neck was nearly completely fractured when you arrived!"

The doctor stepped forward, placing a hand on Hayden's neck-then froze in shock. How was this possible? Had he misdiagnosed it as more serious than it was?

"How do you feel now?" he asked carefully.

"Just sore. My neck still hurts a bit, but not too bad."

The doctor nodded slowly. Being hit by someone falling from a building wouldn't heal overnight.

He then examined Mia. Her hair was messy, her clothes slightly disheveled. His gaze drifted to the chaotic bed and a troubling thought surfaced.

Had they...?

Mia caught the look in his eyes and flushed with fury. The doctor coughed awkwardly and began asking routine medical questions.

After he left, the man in the black suit who had called her father the previous night entered.

"Miss, you're awake."

"Hmph. I'm not dead yet," she replied coolly.

The man forced a polite smile and turned to Hayden, who was busily eating a free apple.

"Thank you for saving Miss. I'm her bodyguard. My name is Hu Fei."

"Hayden," he answered through a mouthful of apple. He felt like he had slept for ages. He was starving.

"Glutton," Mia muttered as she watched him finish five apples in record time. Her own stomach betrayed her with a growl, and she grabbed one as well.

Moments later, hurried footsteps echoed outside.

A Matthew rushed in. "My precious daughter! You're finally awake! You scared your father to death!"

He embraced Mia tightly.

She instantly transformed into a fragile little girl. Tossing aside her half-eaten apple, she hugged him back.

"Daddy, everything hurts," she whined softly.

Hayden felt sweat bead on his forehead.

This "spoiled princess" could really act.
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After the introductions, Hayden finally learned that Mia's father was named Theodore Morgan. Strangely, when he heard the name, his expression remained completely calm. That calmness, however, surprised both Mia and Theodore.

"You little brat! Now you finally know? Your sister's been worried sick about you! What have you been doing out there all day?" Theodore barked into his phone before handing it to Mia.

"Hmph! You useless kid. Your sister's in the hospital and you didn't even come visit!" she snapped into the phone, clearly displeased.

As father and daughter continued chatting, Hayden was practically forgotten. Only after hanging up did Theodore seem to remember him.

"Young man, where is your home? Have you contacted your family?"

Hayden shook his head. "I don't know where my home is. I don't even know if I have family."

"What? You don't know?" Theodore stared at him in disbelief and reached out to touch his forehead. "Did the fall mess up your head that badly? You forgot everything?"

Hayden shook his head again. "No. I remember being knocked unconscious by Mia. But before that, when I first woke up, I already couldn't remember anything."

Theodore pulled Hu Fei aside and whispered, "Do you think this kid was damaged when Qingqing landed on him?"

Hu Fei promptly summoned the same doctor from earlier-Dr. Franklin Ford, one of Yaotai City Hospital's top specialists. After hearing the full explanation, Dr. Franklin conducted another thorough examination.

After a long pause, he frowned. "Strange. Why didn't we detect this yesterday?"

He nodded slowly. "It appears to be mild brain trauma causing temporary amnesia. However, it likely wasn't caused by Mia falling on him."

"Is there a way to treat it?" Theodore asked. After all, Hayden had saved his daughter's life. Helping him recover would be the least they could do.

"I can try," Dr. Franklin replied confidently.

Since Mia still needed to recover from her injuries, she remained hospitalized. Hayden, due to his memory loss, was also kept for observation.

They continued sharing the same hospital room.

That day, however, Hayden suffered terribly.

Dr. Franklin, despite being one of the hospital's finest, seemed uncertain how to treat amnesia. Somehow, after listening to questionable advice from a colleague, he decided to attempt the legendary electrotherapy.

"Ahhh!" Hayden trembled uncontrollably as nurses helped him back into the room afterward.

Originally, the electric current was supposed to be mild. Unfortunately, Dr. Franklin made a mistake. While taking a sip of water mid-procedure, he failed to realize the cup contained boiling water. He spat it out instantly, his mouth burning. In his panic, his hand accidentally slammed the control panel-activating the highest voltage setting.

A surge of electricity coursed through Hayden's body.

His hair stood on end like lightning had struck him. When Dr. Franklin turned around, Hayden's eyes were rolling back. Terrified, the doctor immediately shut off the current and rushed to resuscitate him.

Luckily, Hayden survived.

Now he had no strength left in his body as nurses escorted him back to the room.

"What happened to you?" Mia asked, staring at his lightning-struck hairstyle.

"I... I... I got... electrocuted..." he stammered, shivering as though he had been stripped naked and tossed into freezing temperatures.

Mia tilted her chin up. "Serves you right."

She was still angry about being wrapped in a bedsheet the previous day.

Her bedside cabinet was now covered in cosmetics-essentially transformed into a vanity table. Beautiful women required proper grooming. With her back to Hayden, she carefully applied her makeup.

Women took their time.

She filled in her brows delicately, brushed on lip gloss, and added a playful hint of blush to her cheeks. She hated the sterile smell of hospital disinfectant, so she sprayed generous amounts of perfume around her.

"Ah... ah... achoo!"

The fragrance triggered a sneeze from Hayden.

Mia spun around, her phoenix eyes narrowing.

"What's that supposed to mean? You dare sneeze? Are you questioning my taste?"

"N-no. I'm just not used to the smell," he replied, still shaky.

Then he truly looked at her.

For a moment, he was stunned.

Graceful brows, bright eyes, cherry lips. The soft blush on her cheeks made her look youthful, almost innocent. The hospital window was open; a breeze drifted in, lifting her long, silken hair like flowing mercury.

"You're... so beautiful..." he finally said clearly.

She showed no visible delight. "Hmph. I was born beautiful. I don't need you to tell me."

She turned away-but from the mirror's reflection, she could still see him staring.

For some reason, Hayden felt a strange familiarity when he looked at her. He couldn't tear his eyes away.

Mia caught his gaze in the mirror and smiled mischievously.

"You can't move much right now, can you?"

He nodded weakly. "That shock was... pretty strong."

"Oh, how pitiful." Her tone sounded suspiciously sweet. "Let me comfort you."

Holding her lipstick, she approached him.

He swallowed nervously. "That's not necessary. I'll... recover slowly..."

"Hehe. You wrapped me in a sheet yesterday. Karma!"

Before he could react, she began drawing on his face.

"Hmmm... what should I draw? A little turtle would be cute. Oh, I'm so talented! And a chick! If there's a chick, there should be an egg too..."

Hayden felt like crying.

He was her lifesaver-yet why was his fate so tragic?

Fine. Let her draw. It wouldn't kill him.

He closed his eyes. The faint scent of her lipstick lingered in the air. A strange thought crossed his mind.

That lipstick had just touched her lips.

Did that count as an indirect kiss?
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Ten minutes later, Mia had completely transformed Hayden's face into a masterpiece of chaos.

On his left eye, she had drawn a crawling little turtle. On his right, a bright red egg. Both cheeks were smeared with exaggerated red circles like a child's festival makeup. It was utterly ridiculous.

She turned his lips into thick "sausage lips" with lipstick, added a huge red mole beside his nose, and even painted a bold red "KING" character across his forehead. The result was beyond mismatched-it was tragic.

Mia admired her handiwork with satisfaction. Her previously gloomy mood lightened considerably. As for Hayden, seeing her smile, he found himself unable to feel even the slightest resentment.

He frowned and tried to lift his trembling arm to press the call button for a nurse. His muscles still wouldn't cooperate, let alone allow him to stand.

"What's wrong?" she asked, noticing his gaze toward the bell. "Oh, you want me to press it? Call me 'big sister' and I'll help you."

He ignored her and strained harder.

Seeing the pain on his face, she assumed something was seriously wrong and stepped forward to press the button for him.

A young nurse entered moments later. "What do you need?"

Hayden's face turned crimson-but he said nothing.

"Are you feeling unwell?"

"Speak up, or how can I help you?"

...

"If you don't say anything, I'm leaving," the nurse warned-and actually turned to go.

"Wait! I need to pee!" Hayden blurted out desperately.

The nurse froze.

Behind her, Mia burst into uncontrollable laughter, nearly falling off her bed. "Serves you right! Hahaha!"

The nurse's face turned red. She had been working less than a year and had never handled such a situation before. But he was a patient and clearly unable to move.

She retrieved a urinal from beneath the bed and, hands trembling, slid it under the blanket.

Mia watched with intense curiosity as the blanket rose and fell awkwardly. She bit her lip to suppress laughter, her face just as red as his.

Hayden had never been handled like this before. With Mia staring openly, he wanted to disappear. The nurse fumbled beneath the covers, her face nearly dripping with embarrassment-

Then her phone rang.

Like a savior's bell, she withdrew her hand, answered the call, and hurried out of the room.

"Hey! I haven't gone yet!" Hayden shouted.

But she was gone.

His bladder felt ready to explode. He turned to Mia with pleading eyes.

She shivered. "Don't look at me. I absolutely will not help you."

He groaned louder and louder.

She stormed out to find another nurse-only to discover the corridor oddly empty.

"What kind of useless hospital is this?" she muttered angrily.

Returning to the room, she saw him staring at her with that desperate expression again. Her face stiffened.

"I'm so sleepy. My head's spinning. I'm fainting." She dramatically collapsed onto her bed.

Inside, Hayden wept tears of blood. No man should die from holding it in.

"I can't take it anymore! I'm going to wet the bed!"

Her eyes shot open. "You wouldn't dare! If you do, I'm not staying in this disgusting room another second!"

"I'm your lifesaver! I'm not asking you to marry me-just help me hold a urinal!"

"I... I refuse to do something that disgusting!"

"I can't hold it!"

Black lines formed on her forehead. If he really wet the bed, the nurses would laugh at both of them.

"Fine! I'm naturally kind-hearted!"

Grinding her teeth, she grabbed the urinal, shoved it under the blanket, and quickly positioned him before yanking her hand away. "Hurry up!"

"Oh... yes... that's heaven..."

For Hayden, it was pure bliss-like a storm finally breaking into clear skies.

A minute later, he stammered, "I'm... done."

"Hmph!"

Pinching her nose with one hand and holding the filled urinal with the other, she sprinted to the bathroom and emptied it.

Back at the sink, she scrubbed her hands furiously.

"Idiot! You actually made me do that! Useless hospital! Useless doctors! Useless nurses! I'm filing a complaint!"

She washed her hands more than twenty times before returning to her bed.

"I... thank you," Hayden said sincerely.

"Shut up!"

She was humiliated beyond words.

After several more days in the hospital, Hayden recovered. Mia did as well.

She packed immediately. She wanted out.

"What are you staring at? Come help!"

After a week, Hayden had figured her out. In front of her father, she acted like a sweet, obedient daughter. In front of him? A tyrant.

He even wondered if he simply looked too easy to bully.

Upon discharge, he put on his original clothes. The light blue shirt had turned dark blue, slashed in multiple places with faint burn marks. His black suit pants had become something resembling ripped jeans.

Mia stared. "Did you escape from a fire?"

He scratched his head awkwardly. "I don't know. I can't remember anything from before."

She suddenly laughed.

He froze again.

In the hospital, she rarely smiled. There had often been sadness in her expression.

She was stunning-almond eyes, delicate lips, skin pale as jade. At five-foot-seven, plus her heels, her long legs were accentuated by tight blue jeans.

"What are you staring at?" she snapped.

"N-nothing."

"Hmph."

She walked ahead.

With nowhere else to go, he followed.

"Why are you following me? Is it because I haven't paid you for saving me?"

He waved his hands quickly. "No, no."

"Then what?"

"I don't know where I am... Could you help me?"

His tone was sincere.

She hesitated. The fool had amnesia. It was pitiful. But bring him along? Absolutely not.

Suddenly, an unpleasant voice cut in.

"Boss! Look-that little bitch is over there!"

"Shut up. I can see her," said a man with a bandage on his head. He wore a red short-sleeve shirt and a thick gold chain with a skull pendant.

Mia frowned and looked away, dialing her phone.

Hu Fei, who had been with Theodore, received the call and immediately drove toward the hospital.

Trouble, as always, arrived uninvited.

"Heh. Not fate, but enemies meeting again," the bandaged man sneered. "Did you think hitting me would end it?"

Hayden observed the seven men approaching. They didn't look friendly.

Instinctively, he reached for Mia to pull her away.

"Trying to leave? Not that easy," the leader growled. "You beat Walter "Tiger" Howe. Think that's over?"

"What's going on?" Hayden asked.

"You're so annoying. I'll explain later."

She tossed her bag into his arms and charged forward, kicking toward Walter "Tiger".

Smack.

He grabbed her ankle mid-air-and shamelessly inhaled near her foot.

"Last time was an accident. Today, you're not so lucky."

"Let her go!"

A surge of fierce protectiveness rose within Hayden. Clutching her white handbag, he rushed forward.
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Chapter 6: The First Fight
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Walter "Tiger" gripped Mia's ankle and twisted sharply.

Crack.

The heel of the shoe supporting her weight snapped in half.

"Ah-!"

She screamed as her body tilted backward.

Without hesitation, Hayden threw her white handbag aside and rushed forward, catching her just before she fell. His hands closed around her slender waist.

For a brief second, the world seemed to slow.

The next instant-

Smack!

Mia slapped him across the face.

"Why did you hit me?" Hayden covered his cheek, stunned.

"Who told you to touch me?" Her spoiled temper flared again.

Walter "Tiger" burst into laughter. "They're fighting among themselves now."

He waved a hand. "Boys, teach this little lady some manners."

Six men stepped forward, blocking Hayden and Mia.

Mia kicked off her remaining heels and stood barefoot in white stockings. She had learned a bit of self-defense before-but clearly not enough for a situation like this.

"You'd look prettier if you behaved," Walter "Tiger" sneered.

His words struck a nerve. With a sharp cry, she lashed out with a kick at one of the thugs. He dodged easily. Walter "Tiger" moved in again, reaching to grab her ankle.

Smack.

His wrist was suddenly caught in a firm grip.

Hayden.

"Kid, I'll give you three seconds to let go," Walter "Tiger" said coldly. "See that hospital behind us? I can send you back there for a few more days."

To everyone's surprise, Hayden released him.

Mia immediately cursed him under her breath-spineless, weak, useless.

Walter "Tiger" laughed. "What a fool. Almost don't have the heart to beat you."

His tone hardened. "Break him first. Then tie up the girl."

"Let go of me!" Mia struggled. She was no match for six men. One grabbed her arms from behind while two others reached for her legs.

Hayden stepped forward.

His movement was sudden-fast.

Bang!

One thug flew backward from a powerful kick.

With his fingers spread, Hayden pressed his palm against another man's forehead, forcing him back with surprising strength.

"Not bad," Walter "Tiger" muttered. "Benjamin "Ben" Grant, handle him."

A tall, dark-skinned man in a tight sleeveless shirt stepped forward. At least 6'1", muscles bulging, clearly the strongest of the group.

"Yes, boss."

Though Hayden was nearly six feet tall himself, he looked lean compared to Benjamin "Ben"'s bulk.

A heavy fist whistled through the air toward him.

Hayden didn't even know how to fight-at least consciously. But his body reacted on instinct. He pivoted sideways, the punch grazing past him. His arm snapped out like a whip-

Smack!

His palm struck Benjamin "Ben" sharply under the ribs.

Benjamin "Ben" winced and stepped back, then retaliated with a sweeping kick.

Meanwhile, Walter "Tiger" moved toward Mia again. She cursed silently-so much for those flashy martial arts classes. They looked good in demonstration, useless in a real fight.

"Heh. Tonight, you won't be so lucky," Walter "Tiger" leered.

Screech-

A sleek black Mercedes slid to a sharp stop beside them.

The car door flew open.

Hu Fei stepped out in a black suit.

"Let go of her!" he barked, fury flashing in his eyes.

Walter "Tiger" hesitated. The car alone suggested money-and power. Hu Fei carried himself like a professional bodyguard.

"This girl injured me first," Walter "Tiger" said, pointing at the bandage on his head. "That doesn't just go away."

"I'll pay," Hu Fei replied calmly.

"Can you afford it?" one thug shouted, charging forward to prove loyalty.

Bang!

Hu Fei's punch sent him crashing flat onto his back, nose shattered instantly.

Seeing his man fall, Walter "Tiger"'s expression hardened. There were only two opponents. He wasn't backing down.

He pulled a small switchblade from his pocket.

"Take this!"

The blade slashed toward Hu Fei.

Hu Fei sidestepped smoothly and countered with a sharp punch toward Walter "Tiger"'s chest.

Unexpectedly, Walter "Tiger" blocked with his forearm-he wasn't untrained. The impact hurt, but he forced himself not to show it and slashed again.

Hu Fei ended it quickly.

Smack-he seized Walter "Tiger"'s knife hand.

A whip-like kick followed.

"Ugh-!"

Walter "Tiger" flew over three meters, crashing to the ground like a tossed sack.

On the other side, Hayden and Benjamin "Ben" were still exchanging blows.

Hu Fei dispatched the remaining thugs with ease, then folded his arms and watched with interest.

That muscular one isn't bad. Even I'd have to take him seriously. But this kid... not bad at all.

Benjamin "Ben" grabbed Hayden's shoulder in a claw-like grip.

Hayden dropped low, twisted free with a movement that surprised even himself, then leapt.

For a split second, his body seemed suspended midair.

His foot struck cleanly at the line between Benjamin "Ben"'s jaw and ear.

Blood sprayed from Benjamin "Ben"'s mouth as he collapsed.

Hu Fei stepped forward and planted his foot on Benjamin "Ben"'s chest, pinning him down.

"Let's leave it here," Hu Fei said evenly. "Give each other some face. We might cross paths again."

Walter "Tiger", ribs cracked and barely able to stand, forced a strained smile.

"Right... right. Leave room for tomorrow."
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Chapter 7: Be My Bodyguard
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Walter "Tiger" and his men fled in complete defeat.

Hu Fei drove Mia and Hayden to a sprawling villa. The estate was enormous. Just past the gates stood a massive artificial rock formation, beneath which lay a clear pond. Jets of water arced gracefully upward in rhythmic streams.

Hayden barely had time to admire the scenery before being ushered inside.

Mia kept shooting him sideways glances. The nerve of this guy-actually following her home.

Twenty minutes later, Theodore returned. He found Hayden seated comfortably on the sofa, eating fruit, while Mia watched television as if nothing had happened.

"My precious daughter," Theodore sighed. "I've told you-you should always have a bodyguard with you. Today could have ended badly."

Hu Fei allowed himself a faint smile. His skills were no joke. Among the many bodyguards under Theodore, he ranked at least in the top three. On top of that, he was articulate and shrewd-qualities that had earned him the boss's trust.

Mia appeared focused on the television, but her mind was elsewhere. She couldn't stop her father from assigning a bodyguard. And although Hu Fei wasn't unattractive, something about his gaze made her uncomfortable.

Her eyes drifted to Hayden, who was happily chewing fruit.

An idea formed.

"Dad, let Hayden be my bodyguard."

Both Theodore and Hu Fei froze.

"What?" Theodore frowned. "Sweetheart, you're joking, right? Him?"

Mia nodded firmly. "He fought really well today."

Hayden felt secretly delighted. Her temper might be sharp, but her family was clearly wealthy. In this unfamiliar city, he had no direction. Staying near this spoiled young lady could solve his immediate survival problem-and perhaps lead to unexpected opportunities.

"He has some skill," Hu Fei admitted reluctantly, "but compared to true professionals, he's still lacking."

He was displeased. Not only was he Theodore's bodyguard-he also considered himself Mia's protector. Over time, his feelings had grown complicated.

Theodore hesitated. "As your father, your safety comes first."

"Dad."

Mia deployed her ultimate weapon.

She widened her almond-shaped eyes and pouted slightly. The expression melted Theodore instantly.

He sighed. "Hayden."

Hayden jumped to his feet. "Yes, sir!"

"I've only known you a few days, but I trust my daughter's judgment. You may look a bit slow, but if you protect her well, I won't treat you unfairly. I'll even help with your memory loss."

Hu Fei couldn't hold back. "Boss, if something happens to Miss-"

"Have any of you respected my decision?" Mia shot back sharply. "Are you questioning my judgment? Hu Fei, you saw the fight. Was his skill bad?"

Hu Fei swallowed his protest. He feared that look more than anything.

Under her insistence, it was settled. From that day forward, Hayden became Mia's bodyguard.

He simply smiled. A job was a job. At least he wouldn't starve.

"By the way, when are you returning to school?" Theodore asked. "Classes have already started."

"If school has started, I'll go," she replied reluctantly. The thought annoyed her. She hated the swarm of admirers who buzzed around her constantly.

She turned to Hayden. "How old are you?"

He blinked. With no memory of his past, he pulled out his ID card and handed it to her.

She glanced at it. "Twenty-two."

Her eyes sparkled mischievously. "Dad, why not enroll him at my school? That way he can protect me there."

Theodore waved it off. "That's simple. One phone call."

Soon after, he received a call and left with Hu Fei. The latter was clearly unhappy. Protecting Miss had been handed to a clueless outsider.

From the back seat of the car, Hu Fei asked quietly, "Boss, are you really going to let that fool protect her?"

Theodore shook his head slightly. "You think I don't know my daughter? She feels sorry for him. She can't say thank you directly, so she's repaying him in her own way. Besides, once she's at school, nothing major should happen. Everyone knows she's my daughter. Having a young man by her side might even discourage the other boys."

Hu Fei nodded. The Tianhua Group had made many enemies recently. Too many eyes were watching.

Back at the villa, Mia turned to Hayden.

"From now on, you're my bodyguard. But I'm keeping your ID."

Though sharp-tongued, she wasn't heartless. He had amnesia, no connections, no home here. Giving him this role was partly gratitude-and partly convenience.

Hayden scratched his head. "How did you end up offending those thugs?"

"None of your business," she snapped. "They harassed me. I taught them a lesson."

The memory pulled her thoughts backward-to the night before she had fallen from the building.

She had been alone at a bar, drinking heavily. Her mood had been terrible.

Walter "Tiger" and his men noticed a beautiful girl drowning her sorrows. He approached casually. "Miss, need company tonight?"

Disaster often began with a single word.

She turned sharply. "Who are you calling 'Miss'?"

Smash.

A bottle shattered against his head.

When she saw more men approaching, she grabbed her handbag and fled.

Now, remembering it all, Mia shook her head irritably.

"Forget it. I don't want to talk about it."

Thinking about that night only stirred painful memories-and when she thought about painful memories, she felt like punching someone.
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Chapter 8: Yaotai Academy
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The school Mia attended was Yaotai Academy, the most prestigious university in Yaotai City-and far beyond it. Its reputation extended well outside the city.

Mia was a junior in the School of Economics. One more year and she would graduate.

Meanwhile, Theodore handled Hayden's enrollment. The Morgan family was widely known in Yaotai City because of the Tianhua Group. What began as a small enterprise under Mia's great-grandfather had grown, under Theodore's leadership, into one of the city's corporate giants.

Each year, the Tianhua Group donated a substantial sum to Yaotai Academy. The School of Economics, one of the academy's flagship departments, benefited heavily from that funding.

One phone call from Theodore to the university Principal Gregory Howard settled everything. Hayden could report the next day.

But not today.

Mia had no habit of living under the same roof as a man she barely knew. So she dropped Hayden at a hotel, booked him a room for the night, and left.

With no position to argue, Hayden obeyed.

The next morning, she arrived in a red classic Ferrari-two seats only. Countless young men at Yaotai Academy would have given anything to sit in that passenger seat. Today, it belonged to Hayden.

As they drove, he felt the weight of murderous stares from pedestrians and passing vehicles. Riding beside a beautiful heiress was clearly dangerous to one's lifespan.

Twenty minutes later, they reached Yaotai Academy.

The university was over a century old. Its towering twenty-meter entrance gate bore a massive plaque engraved with four sweeping characters: Yaotai Academy. The structure radiated history.

After parking in the designated garage, Mia stepped out.

"Take the two suitcases from the back."

At that moment, Hayden was not just a bodyguard-he was free labor.

Carrying both heavy cases, he followed behind her and immediately sensed the hostile stares around him. Mia felt slightly uncomfortable too-not because of the attention, but because of his clothes.

He was still wearing the burnt shirt and torn trousers.

Her face darkened. How careless of her.

"Come here," she said.

He approached with the luggage. She pulled out ten red banknotes and handed them to him.

"You're my bodyguard. You can't look like that. There's a clothing store outside. This is one thousand yuan. Buy something decent. I'll wait here."

Hayden didn't need convincing. Grabbing the money, he sprinted off at a speed that left her blinking in surprise.

Three minutes later, he burst into a Metersbonwe store.

Yaotai City was known as the Capital of Fashion. Clothing here was no joke.

He stared at the racks, unsure what to choose.

A sales clerk noticed his "just escaped a fire" appearance and instinctively frowned before switching to a professional smile.

"Sir, how can I help you?"

"Clothes. Pants."

"What style are you looking for?"

It was summer. He pointed at a black short-sleeve shirt with a blurred portrait printed across it. It looked cool enough.

"That one."

While the clerk fetched it, Hayden grabbed a pair of light-blue jeans.

A minute later, he emerged from the fitting room transformed.

His hair was still messy, but at six feet tall with a naturally strong frame and a slightly handsome face, he looked entirely different. With a haircut, he could easily pass for a classic sunshine boy.

"How much?"

"Seven hundred and fifty."

The clerk-who happened to be a Yaotai Academy student working part-time-had seen him run from campus and guessed he wasn't wealthy. She gave him the lowest reasonable price.

Hayden handed over eight hundred without bargaining.

He stuffed his old clothes into a plastic bag before returning to campus. Not out of frugality-but because the small emblem stitched on his shirt's chest seemed significant.

"I'm back. Sorry to keep you waiting."

Mia examined him. "Not bad. You have decent taste."

Then she gestured to the luggage. "Take these to my dorm. After that, I'll bring you to see the Principal Gregory."

"Allow me to carry the luggage, Miss."

The voice was smooth-and unwelcome.

Six young men approached.

Hayden noticed their hostile gazes immediately.

"Sebastian Eastwood," Mia said coldly, "haven't I warned you to stop bothering me?"

Sebastian.

Hayden studied him. Dressed in white casual wear, Sebastian carried himself with quiet confidence-clearly someone of status.

"I simply don't want the young lady to tire herself," Sebastian replied, eyes fixed on Hayden. "Why don't you help Mia with the luggage?"

Five of his companions stepped forward.

Mia folded her arms, watching. They were just students. No matter how tough they thought they were, they were no match for Hayden.

One of them-about six feet tall-reached for a suitcase.

Hayden calmly placed the plastic bag atop the case and grabbed the student's wrist.

"You want to die?" the student snapped, his tone edged with street swagger.

He might act like a thug-but Hayden was not one.

"These are Mia's suitcases. If she doesn't allow you to touch them, you don't touch them."

"Who do you think you are?"

"I'm Mia's bodyguard."

He said it simply-almost modestly.
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Chapter 9: Dormitory
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"Bodyguard? Hahaha..."

Hayden's words immediately triggered laughter from Sebastian and his group.

"You? A bodyguard?" one of them sneered. "If you qualify, then I must be a grandmaster of martial arts."

The man in a loose sports shirt nudged the tall one beside him. "Marcus Lang, hurry up and help Mia with her luggage. Don't keep the boss waiting."

Marcus-the broad-shouldered guy in the oversized T-shirt-jerked his wrist, trying to shake Hayden's hand off.

It didn't move.

Hayden's grip felt glued in place.

Marcus looked up. Hayden was still smiling.

Provoked, Marcus reached with his other hand to grab Hayden's arm.

With a simple flick, Hayden twisted his wrist aside. Marcus stumbled slightly.

"Kid, don't get cocky," Marcus growled.

"Cocky? Am I?" Hayden replied mildly.

"Looking for trouble!"

Marcus swung a punch at his face.

Smack.

Before even thinking about it, Hayden's hand shot up and caught the fist midair.

He tightened his grip.

Marcus's expression changed instantly. No matter how hard he struggled, he couldn't pull back-or push forward. His face flushed dark red. Sweat poured down his back in the summer heat.

Sebastian narrowed his eyes.

So the fool really is her bodyguard. Real bodyguards aren't amateurs. This won't end well today.

He smiled lightly. "If Mia doesn't need our help, let's not overstay our welcome. Let's go."

Hayden released Marcus.

As they left, Marcus shot him a venomous glare. "We'll see about this."

Once they were gone, Mia looked at Hayden with a hint of surprise.

"You're pretty good at annoying people. Come on. Your paperwork isn't done yet."

He carried her suitcases to the women's dormitory.

For the best university in the city, even the girls' dorm resembled a boutique hotel.

On the fourth floor, she unlocked the door.

"Ah! Mia, you're finally here!" several girls squealed. "Come here, hug!"

Hayden stepped inside at the worst possible moment.

One girl was changing clothes.

She was pulling on stockings, wearing only her underwear below.

When she saw him-

"Ah! Who are you?!"

She grabbed a blanket to cover her legs.

Hayden froze.

Was this the first time he'd seen something like this? He honestly didn't know. His mind blanked.

Mia snorted sharply, snapping him back to reality.

"Who told you to stare? Just put the luggage down!"

She could have lived in a private suite, but she chose shared housing. More people meant more life.

There were six beds in the room.

After setting the luggage down, Hayden stepped outside to wait.

Students from sophomore to senior year had already returned. Freshmen would arrive in a few days. Mia had just started her junior year.

Fifteen minutes later, she came out and led him to the Principal Gregory's office.

The arrangements had already been made.

Hayden's background was questionable-he only had an ID card, and even that wasn't in his possession.

But his academic record had been fabricated. He was officially enrolled as a third-year student in the School of Economics-largely because of his "bodyguard" role.

"Thank you, Uncle Gregory," Mia said sweetly.

To Principal Gregory, Theodore had simply explained that Hayden was a distant relative whose parents had died in a house fire. He had come to seek refuge.

Principal Gregory didn't pry. Benefits mattered more. He was nearing retirement anyway.

After leaving the office, Mia said, "You're officially in the School of Economics now. Go check your dorm. Meet me at dinner."

She paused. "Your dorm is Building Two, Room 205. Don't get lost."

Hayden nodded and headed off alone.

The men's dormitory was also well-equipped.

He found Room 205 on the second floor and knocked.

"Who is it? Come in!" a rough voice shouted.

He opened the door.

A wave of stench nearly knocked him unconscious.

Thick cigarette smoke mixed with the heavy smell of sweaty feet-and something moldy.

Four guys were inside. Two lay on beds smoking. One was asleep. The last sat at a computer gaming.

"Who are you? Haven't seen you before," said a bearded guy-the source of the earlier shout.

"Hello. I'm the new student. My name is Hayden."

Even the sleeping one sat up.

"Well, look at that. A polite one."

"Your bedding's over there," the bearded guy said lazily. "Messiest bed's yours. Clean it yourself."

Hayden looked at the disaster.

Food wrappers. Cigarette butts. Ash everywhere.

He couldn't even find cleaning tools.

After testing the bed frame, he lifted the board and tipped it onto the floor.

Crash-

Trash spilled everywhere. Ash clouded the room like sudden fog.

"Cough-Are you trying to kill us?" the bearded guy shouted, waving the smoke away. "You couldn't warn us?"

"Sorry. Didn't realize it was that bad."

"Relax, boss," one smoker chuckled. "Let the new guy live."

"When was this room last cleaned?" Hayden asked.

"Honestly? No idea. We're used to it."

"Only four of you live here?"

"I said shut up!" the sleeper suddenly roared. "Don't disturb my sleep!"

Hayden decided these roommates were... different.

He said nothing more.

He found a rag, wiped the bed frame, laid out his bedding neatly, and stepped back to examine it.

Order in chaos.

He nodded slightly.

At least one corner of this dorm now looked human.
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Chapter 10: Conflict
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After finishing his bed, Hayden noticed that his four roommates had disappeared. He tidied up the dormitory a bit more, locked the door, and headed downstairs to explore Yaotai Academy properly.

When he reached the basketball court, he saw two groups facing off. Curious, he moved closer to watch.

A second look-and he recognized them. It was his roommates.

"Miles Avery! Move aside. We've booked this court!" shouted a burly student in a basketball jersey.

"Hmph. Booked it? Beat us first," Miles replied coldly.

So the bearded guy from his dorm was named Miles.

"Beat you? Weren't you the 'Five Guardians'? Down to four now-still confident?"

Miles sneered. "Seems you don't know us well."

Without warning, he punched the burly student in the stomach.

The guy staggered back, clutching his abdomen. "You bastard! If I don't make you kneel and call me Grandpa today, I'm not Henry Sutton!"

"That's dirty!" one of Henry's teammates protested.

"You misunderstood," Miles shrugged. "I said fight. Didn't say basketball."

Henry hurled the basketball at Miles in anger.

Miles dodged.

The ball flew straight toward Hayden.

Miles's heart skipped. Henry was a key player on Yaotai Academy's basketball team. Strong arms. Powerful throw. That skinny new roommate might get his face smashed in.

Bang.

A loud explosion echoed.

Everyone froze.

At barely a meter's distance, Hayden had thrown a punch.

The basketball burst midair.

Silence followed.

"You should be more careful," Hayden said calmly. "If that had hit someone else, they'd be injured."

Miles stared-then burst out laughing.

"Not bad! Since you're my roommate, I officially recognize you now!"

Bang.

While he turned to grin at Hayden, Henry's fist smashed into Miles's jaw.

Miles hit the ground hard.

"You're dead!" he roared, springing up and kicking toward Henry.

His dormmates joined in.

So did the basketball team.

In seconds, the court became a chaotic brawl.

Hayden hesitated. Should he step in?

Before he decided, a player wearing jersey number nine rushed him.

"Idiot! You blew up my signed basketball!"

Hayden didn't want to fight. He kept dodging.

No matter how number nine swung, he couldn't land a hit.

As Hayden moved, something awakened inside him. His body felt alive-fully alive. His reflexes sharpened, speed increasing with every dodge.

"Got you!"

A pair of hands grabbed his arm from behind. Number nine lunged with a kick.

Hayden raised his arm to block the kick. Then he twisted sharply.

Rip.

He broke free from the grip.

With a springing leap, his body lifted cleanly off the ground. Both legs shot outward in opposite directions-

Two straight kicks.

Number nine and the guy behind him each took a blow to the chest.

They stumbled back and collapsed.

Miles laughed. "Didn't expect you to be trained! Once school officially starts, I'm dragging you to the Martial Arts Club!"

"Stop! Stop! Fighting in broad daylight? You want your credits deducted?"

The voice arrived before the man.

Students scattered instantly.

In the blink of an eye, chaos transformed into an innocent basketball match.

A tall, overweight man with a pockmarked face and a teaching pointer tucked under his arm stormed onto the court.

"What's going on here? Violence on sacred campus grounds?"

"Director Samuel Price, we're playing basketball," Miles said casually. "Since when is basketball violent?"

"Hmph!" the Director Samuel snorted. "You think I'm blind? What were those screams?"

"It was an intense match," Henry added smoothly. "High energy."

"Then explain the bruises on his face! And why is he sitting on the ground? Injuries don't lie. My four eyes aren't so easy to fool!"

"Physical contact happens in sports," Miles replied. "It's the start of term. You must be busy. Better get to it."

The Director Samuel's face turned green with fury. He pulled the pointer from under his arm.

"You... you brats! One day I'll deduct every last credit you have!"

He stomped off in military fashion.

Henry glared at Miles. "This isn't over. Watch yourself."

"Right back at you," Miles shot back.

Then he turned to Hayden.

"You're Hayden, right? Nice moves. I'm Miles, oldest in Room 205."

"Liam Jensen. Second," said a pale guy in a red tank top.

"Gavin Howard. Fourth. Welcome," said the bespectacled one with a sly smile.

"William Baker," grunted the one who had yelled at Hayden earlier.

Hayden noticed something missing.

Miles caught his puzzled look. "The third guy's... dealing with something."

Later, as they talked, they discovered Hayden wasn't the youngest after all. With mutual agreement, dorm rankings shifted.

Hayden became the new fourth brother.
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Chapter 11: True Colors Revealed

[image: ]


The five of them bonded quickly. After going through a fight together, camaraderie came naturally. As the dorm leader, Miles treated everyone to beer at the campus cafeteria.

To Hayden, everything still felt unfamiliar.

Beer-golden and foamy-looked like horse urine and tasted bitter. He couldn't understand why so many people liked it.

"Come on! If the friendship's deep, drain it in one gulp! I'll start!"

Miles roared and tipped back a bottle. Foam bubbled at the mouth as he chugged it down in seconds.

Hayden was forced to drink as well, though he remained far from drunk. Watching the others-faces red as monkeys-he simply smiled and listened to their exaggerated tales of glory at Yaotai Academy.

From their bragging, he learned they had once been known as the "Five Guardians." Their personalities differed, but they shared one trait-they were tough to the core.

None of them came from wealthy families. When they first arrived at Yaotai Academy, they endured plenty of contempt. But they refused to bow. Over time, sharing a dorm room, they became a force to be reckoned with.

They also talked about the Director Samuel from earlier-the pockmarked man with the bulging belly. His name was Du Changping. He had once served in the military and later used connections to become a campus Director Samuel. His education was solid, but he was obsessed with strict military-style management. He'd proposed it for years without success.

Because of his large belly, students called him "Du Intestine" behind his back.

He loved patrolling campus with a pointer under his arm. Spit on the ground? Ten credits deducted. Without enough credits, no diploma.

"Look at that-look at those legs! Long and flawless, white as jade, like peeled eggs-springy!" Gavin drooled dramatically.

"You didn't see the girl with the big chest? Like two soccer balls!" Miles added, red-faced, lighting a cigarette.

Hayden coughed at the smoke. His eyes drifted to the cigarette pack-white with faint blue patterns, labeled Mediterranean - Eternal Classic.

"Whoa! That's the campus goddess-Mia! She's walking this way! I'm done. I'm drunk. I'm gone," Gavin groaned theatrically.

Hayden looked up.

Sure enough-Mia. She seemed slightly annoyed.

"Well, well. Drinking already?" she said coolly.

"I didn't mean to. They dragged me," Hayden stood quickly.

Miles and the others stared, stunned.

Since when did this fool know Mia?

"Looks like you won't starve today."

She tossed him a card.

"This is your meal card. There's enough on it for two years. Enjoy your beer."

She turned and left.

The four roommates lunged at Hayden like wolves, pinning him to the ground.

"Explain! What's your relationship with Mia?" Miles demanded, eyes bloodshot.

"I'm... her bodyguard."

"Bodyguard? You think we're idiots?" Liam snapped. "Bodyguards get meal cards delivered by heiresses?"

"I'm telling the truth."

He had no better explanation.

Seeing he wasn't lying, they released him-smiling slyly now.

Miles even smoothed the wrinkles on his shirt.

"Hayden... since you're one of us in 205 now, shouldn't you contribute to the dorm?"

"Contribute what?"

"Well... you're close to Mia. We won't aim that high. But her roommates aren't bad either. We're not getting any younger-especially me. I'm twenty-five and still here grinding for a diploma. Not even a girlfriend. For the sake of our lifelong happiness, you need to make an effort."

Hayden thought for a moment.

"What does your lifelong happiness have to do with me?"

"Kill him!"

They pinned him again.

...

That night, when they returned to the dorm, Hayden had a bruise on his face-but Miles and the others weren't in better shape.

"Didn't expect you to be so slippery," Miles muttered. "Couldn't catch you properly."

"Forget that," Gavin adjusted his glasses. "Do you know what tomorrow is?"

Liam slapped his thigh. "Freshman registration day! Freshman girls!"

That sentence was more effective than Hayden's earlier shout.

The dorm exploded into motion.

"Move, move! We have to be first!"

Miles carefully combed his beard.

That night, amid loud chatter, they eventually fell asleep.

Hayden's mind felt hazy from the alcohol.

Then-

"Ahhh!"

He bolted upright in bed, face pale and twisted. Sweat streamed down his temples.

"What's wrong? You scared me!" Gavin jumped up in black briefs, hitting his head on the ceiling.

"Quiet. Sleep," Miles mumbled.

William slammed a fist against the bed frame-crack.

"Crap! It's 8:42! Freshmen! Freshman girls!"

That worked instantly.

In seconds, clothes were on.

"Faster! Faster!" Miles urged, straightening his beard one last time.
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