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Everyone's life will eventually come to an end. When a person who is decadent and has no hope in life learns that he is about to die and has only seven days left to live, what will he choose?
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Chapter 1: Robbery, or Victim of Robbery?
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On a bitterly cold winter night, despite the swirling snow, the bustling pedestrian street remained crowded with men and women bundled like dumplings—wearing winter hats, thick padded coats, and carrying hot water bottles inside. They moved about in small groups.

As if the biting cold meant nothing compared to their eagerness to be out and about.

Where there was bustle, there was also quiet.

Even the busiest streets branch off into quieter alleys and side streets.

Only through these minor branches could the sparse foot traffic they "held" be "herded" onto a main thoroughfare. Ultimately, the convergence of countless small streams of people formed a "timeless," "overcrowded" bustling street.

And these streets, where bustle meets tranquility, become prime hunting grounds for criminals.

After committing a crime in a quiet alley, they could swiftly dash from the secluded side street onto the bustling main thoroughfare, then simply shed their outer garments to vanish without a trace.

"Don't move. Don't scream. Hand over your money and phone." On one of the countless quiet side streets, a girl in her late teens, dressed in a school uniform, suddenly had her mouth covered from behind.

Immediately, a knife glinted faintly in the dim light as it was pressed against her throat.

Originally, this girl in her school uniform had simply gone out to hang with friends after school. Now, nearing midnight, she was taking this shortcut home.

But now, she found herself caught in a robbery.

Typically, in such situations, handing over all money and phones would usually suffice to avoid harm.

But this girl, barely twenty years old, was experiencing such a situation for the first time.

Now, under the dim streetlight, a gleaming cleaver reflected in the moonlight pressed against her pale neck. Panic overwhelmed her. Her body shook uncontrollably, her mind going completely blank.

"Did you hear me..." Seeing the girl covering her mouth show no reaction, the robber behind her spoke again. Simultaneously, the knife in his hand flickered, slicing a small cut across her neck. Hot blood began to trickle out...

Clearly, the robber was growing angry at the girl's "silent response."

"Mm... mm..." Whether jolted awake by the robber's words or roused by the wound on her neck—barely painful yet making her feel death's breath upon her—the girl quickly nodded in response.

Seeing the girl respond, the robber slowly released his hand from covering her mouth. He held his palm before her eyes, signaling for her to place whatever he demanded into his hand.

Of course, the hand holding the cleaver remained perfectly still.

The girl dared not hesitate for even a moment. Perhaps paralyzed by fear, she lost the ability to think clearly and tremblingly reached into every pocket on her body...

Finally, she pulled out a cell phone and several dozen yuan from two of her pockets.

"Get lost..."

The robber snatched the phone and money from her grasp, withdrew the knife pressed against her neck, and shoved her backward with force.

"Ah..." Taken completely by surprise by the robber's sudden action, the girl was shoved hard and fell flat on the ground.

"Hmph..." Paying no heed to the girl he'd roughly shoved, the robber bent down to grab the money and phone, then turned and walked away.

"Crash..."

"Ah..." Just as the girl was about to get up, she suddenly heard the sound of glass shattering behind her, followed immediately by a heart-wrenching scream.

Terrified, the girl didn't know what had happened. Trembling, she turned her head.

"Here, take your things," a hand appeared as she turned, handing her phone and the few dozen yuan in pocket money back.

"Th-thank you..." The girl instinctively took the items handed to her from behind and nervously muttered her thanks.

She scrambled to her feet, stood up, and looked up to see a man in his thirties, his face covered in stubble, dressed in shabby clothes, giving her a slight nod.

"Hurry home. From now on, even if you go far, don't take quiet paths like this," the man slurred drunkenly, seeing the girl was up and seemed unharmed.

"Mm..." Smelling the strong alcohol on his breath and noticing the flush on his rugged face, the girl nodded quickly. Daring not to look at the man who had just robbed her, she ran swiftly, disappearing without a glance back into the bustling pedestrian street.

It's not that the girl was ungrateful or impolite, but for an ordinary girl like her,

Facing such a situation for the first time, it wasn't just a girl under twenty who couldn't remain calm—even a middle-aged person would struggle to stay composed in that moment.

Moreover, though the man had saved her, the girl—still shaken from her fright—saw the broken beer bottle in his hand, dripping with bloodstains. Naturally, she was terrified...

Right now, the girl had only one thought in her mind.

"Home. Home. Home..." Back to her parents' side, back to her own bed, to sleep soundly...

Watching the girl vanish into the bustling pedestrian street, the man swayed slightly before turning back to examine his own forehead, which he kept clutching as blood flowed freely.

"Hand it over..." He staggered forward, extending a hand as he spoke in a flat tone.

"Get... get what..." Perhaps this robber had never encountered such a situation before. one hand still clutching a kitchen knife. Yet he’d completely forgotten about it, staring in terror at the man who’d appeared behind him unnoticed. The moment he’d let go of the girl he’d just robbed, that man had smashed a beer bottle right into his forehead as he turned. What on earth was he demanding?

"Money. Phone." The man kept his hand outstretched, still demanding from the robber, his voice slurred with drunkenness.

"But... just now... didn't you... give it back to that woman?" The robber was utterly confused, clutching his bleeding forehead as he stammered out the question.

"I know. I want your phone and money." The man nodded.

"You... you're robbing me..." The robber's face paled instantly. Staring at the man's face, terror gripped him.

"If you're going to rob others, you have to be prepared to be robbed yourself." The man slurred again.

The robber froze completely, seemingly forgetting even the pain on his forehead.

"Hand it over..." Seeing the robber lying on the ground hesitating after his initial stupor, the man spoke again, his tone unchanged from before.

"Clink, clink..." But the only sound that came from the broken beer bottle in his hand was two faint taps against the ground.

The sound wasn't loud, but in the quiet alleyway, it rang out piercingly...

The robber lying on the ground instantly turned pale.

Ignoring the throbbing pain in his forehead and the blood staining his hands, he frantically rummaged through his pockets, pulling out some cash and a cell phone before handing them to the man.

The man took the money and phone, shoved them into his coat pocket, and walked away.

"I don't know if you have your reasons, but what I see now is a man with two hands and two legs, fully able-bodied. Instead of committing crimes like this—where if you're lucky, you get thrown in a police station, and if you're unlucky, you run into someone like me who cripples you on the spot with no one to pity you—you'd be better off working hard, being realistic, and doing manual labor. At least that brings peace of mind and is above board." The man staggered a few steps before turning back to address the robber who had just scrambled to his feet.

With that, the man resumed his unsteady stride, disappearing deeper into the dark alley, vanishing from the robber's sight into the shadows.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: The Grim Reaper
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On a side street branching off the bustling main thoroughfare.

"Captain..." The owner of a physical cell phone store had just seen off a customer and was about to return inside when he spotted a man staggering down the snow-dusted street. One hand clutched a beer bottle, while the other held a bag containing several more bottles. The man was slowly making his way toward the store.

"Boss, how did you get so drunk again?" The shopkeeper hurried forward, steadying the unsteady man and guiding him into his two-storey mobile phone shop.

The man said nothing, his eyes vacant. It was unclear whether he had been running or if the drinking had left him in such a state.

Led into the shop, he sat at a transparent glass table, set the bag containing glass beer bottles on the floor, pulled out a bottle, and handed it to the shopkeeper.

The shopkeeper shook his head, declining the bottle.

Seeing this, the man pulled out a pack of cigarettes from his coat and offered them to the shop owner.

The shopkeeper shook his head again. He returned to the glass counter and sat down across from the man.

Despite being "cruelly" rejected twice by the shopkeeper, the man showed no anger or words. He simply lit his cigarette and began drinking...

And so they sat, neither speaking—one watching silently, the other smoking and drinking quietly...

"Pop..." Only when the man finished the beer in his hand, leaving just one bottle remaining in his bag, did he pause his motion to open another. He pulled a phone from his pocket and tossed it onto the glass table.

The shopkeeper glanced at the phone, then retrieved a neatly folded stack of "red paper" from the cash register, placing it gently on the glass table.

"Burp..." The man belched, glancing at the phone on the glass table, then at the small stack of "red paper."

He pulled out three "red bills," grabbed the last remaining bottle of beer from the bag, opened it with his teeth, and then stood up.

As if he had eyes in the back of his head, the man waved dismissively at the shopkeeper who was about to rise, then staggered alone through the glass doors once more...

"Ah..." Watching the man's receding figure, the shopkeeper sighed sadly. He returned the remaining "red paper" to the cash drawer, placed the phone the man had brought onto the glass counter—in the secondhand section where "people and machines were a plague," with no frames available—and began cleaning up the "mess" the man had left behind.

In a dilapidated building, up a worn stone staircase, a man reeking of alcohol, staggering unsteadily, was climbing.

Judging by his appearance, he had clearly drunk too much, his limbs completely out of coordination.

These stairs, which any child could easily navigate, now presented an extraordinary "challenge" for the man.

Several times, he nearly tumbled down the stairs altogether.

Finally, after nearly five minutes of "persistent effort," the man reached the third floor—a climb that would normally take just over a minute for most people.

Upon reaching the third floor, he approached an iron door and began fumbling around his body.

Finally, he pulled a key out of his back pocket.

His trembling hands fumbled seven or eight times before the key finally slid into the lock.

"Clang..." The iron door swung open. He pulled it aside, turned the lock on the wooden door inside, and pushed his way in.

Thud... Entering the room, he collapsed onto the floor, kicked the wooden door shut with his foot, then closed his already heavy eyelids, drifting into a dazed sleep.

"Lu Fengran... your time is running out..." In his haze, Lu Fengran seemed to hear a man's voice speaking to him.

He opened his eyes hazily, golden sunlight piercing straight into his vacant gaze.

"Mmm..." Lu Fengran half-groaned, half-shielding his eyes from the sunlight pouring in through the window opposite the door.

Leaning against the wooden door, he slowly sat up and raised his right hand.

"Evening already..." Lu Fengran murmured instinctively, glancing at the digital watch on his wrist displaying 5:23 PM.

Whether due to his own condition or the lingering effects of alcohol, he had slept for nearly twenty hours.

But soon, Lu Fengran remembered—someone had been calling his name earlier.

Shaking his head to clear his mind, he placed one hand on the doorknob. Using it for leverage, he pushed hard, finally managing to lift his heavy body to his feet.

Surveying the living room, which had become utterly chaotic due to his near-total neglect of tidying, Lu Fengran discovered a man dressed in a black suit and wearing dark sunglasses sitting on the sofa where he usually watched TV. The man was smiling at him.

"Who are you? How did you get in?" Lu Fengran frowned slightly and asked.

"Me? I came in with you," the man in the suit on the sofa replied.

"With me? Are you more drunk than I am?" Lu Fengran asked again, his tone tinged with a hint of threat. "Speak up! Who are you? How did you get in?"

After all, who could possibly smile at someone who barged into their home without permission?

"I'm the Grim Reaper," the man in the suit answered, his smile unchanged.

"The Grim Reaper? Ha! Should I call the police or the mental hospital?" Lu Fengran found himself both amused and exasperated by the man's answer.

"Lu Fengran, born in 1989. My family was poor back then, couldn't afford a hospital, so a midwife delivered me in our humble hometown. Both grandparents died when I was four. My father died in a car accident when I was seven. I grew up relying solely on my mother. My current wife and I attended the same school for elementary, middle, and high school. After high school, I enlisted in the military for five years. Then I married my wife—everything seemed perfectly natural, until two years ago..."

"Enough..." Lu Fengran roared, cutting off the suit-clad man before he could finish, furious that his entire past had been laid bare without a single detail omitted.

"Where did you dig this up? What do you want?" Lu Fengran paced angrily, slowly approaching the man in the suit. He lowered his head, his eyes cold as he stared at him.

"I am the death god who shares your existence. Whatever concerns you, I know." The man in the suit remained utterly unfazed by Lu Fengran's words, his expression as calm as ever.

"You know everything about me?" Lu Fengran snorted coldly.

In the next instant, Lu Fengran lunged forward, his hand shooting out to grab the man—this man who had thoroughly investigated his affairs, who stood before him with a smug smile, utterly oblivious to Lu Fengran's fury.

But the instant his hands touched the collar of the man in the suit, Lu Fengran froze in place, utterly motionless...

For he saw his own hands pass right through the body of this man who claimed to be the Grim Reaper...

As Lu Fengran tremblingly moved his hands, he saw clearly that they could enter from the front of the man's body and emerge from his back...

Lu Fengran's eyes widened in horror. His body shook violently as he stumbled backward, his Adam's apple bobbing frantically...

"Slam!" Finally, Lu Fengran bolted out the door...

"Thump, thump, thump..." Lu Fengran burst out of his rented third-floor room and raced down the stairs, taking three steps at a time.

So terrified, he kept glancing back over his shoulder, frantically checking if the suit-clad man—who claimed to be Death, but whose true nature remained unknown—was chasing him. He nearly tumbled down the stairs...

But just as he reached the bottom, Lu Fengran, who had been fleeing like a madman, suddenly stopped in his tracks.

He glanced back at the now-empty staircase.

"Tap tap tap..." Finally, he turned back. Climbing the same staircase he had frantically descended moments before, he ascended slowly...
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Chapter 3: The Reaper
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Lu Fengran returned to his room, closed the door, and leaned against the wall. He watched the Grim Reaper, still seated on the sofa, smiling faintly at him. He lit a cigarette, took a deep breath, and slowly exhaled the white smoke, transforming the fear in his heart.

The next moment, Lu Fengran tossed the cigarette and lighter onto the sofa, gesturing for the suit-clad man claiming to be the God of Death to proceed.

The Grim Reaper nodded in acknowledgment, expressing his gratitude.

However, when the Grim Reaper reached out to take the cigarette, something bizarre happened.

His hand passed right through the cigarette, then through the sofa he was sitting on, and straight into the cushion...

Immediately after, his entire body tumbled through the sofa and plummeted straight into the second floor below.

This scene bore an uncanny resemblance to the moment when his own hands had passed right through his body.

"Have you come to take my life?" Though the Grim Reaper's current demeanor struck Lu Fengran as peculiar, he remained as concerned as any ordinary person would be—most preoccupied with his own survival.

Upon hearing this, the Grim Reaper slowly floated the exam paper—which had fallen onto the second floor—back up from beneath the sofa, where it finally "sat" once more. He then shook his head.

It seemed this self-proclaimed Grim Reaper was merely an apparition—visible yet untouchable.

And he, in turn, seemed unable to touch these lifeless objects, passing right through them...

At least, that was what Lu Fengran observed now.

"Not sure? Or still don't know?" But at this moment, Lu Fengran had no mind to care whether the Grim Reaper could truly pass through any person or object.

As the assassin Lu Fengran, his primary concern was his own life—the very purpose of the Grim Reaper's visit.

Therefore, when he saw the Grim Reaper merely shake his head in response to his inquiry, Lu Fengran's brow furrowed slightly as he spoke again.

"No." Lu Fengran responded with a faint smile.

"Then why are you here?" Lu Fengran asked, his eyes filled with confusion.

"I didn't come. I've always been here," the Grim Reaper replied.

"Always been here?" Lu Fengran's already numb, lifeless eyes clouded over with bewilderment.

"Yes." The Grim Reaper nodded, offering Lu Fengran an affirmative answer.

"Then where have you been hiding all this time?" Lu Fengran inquired.

"Inside your shadow," the Grim Reaper answered.

"Shadow?" Lu Fengran instinctively turned his numb, vacant gaze toward the shadow cast beside his standing position.

"Yes, your shadow. In truth, every person has a Death God—a Guardian Death God. These Death Gods typically reside within a person's shadow. You know that feeling when you're alone, when something seems to flit past behind you for no reason, yet when you turn, you find nothing there? That's actually a natural phenomenon occurring when your Guardian Death God enters or leaves your shadow." The Death God explained.

"What is a Life-Companion Death God?" Though the Death God's words had solved a mystery that had puzzled Lu Fengran for years, this new term compelled him to ask again.

"The Guardian of Life and Death. It lives when its companion lives, grows when its companion grows, and dies when its companion dies. Your birth is my birthday. Your growth is my journey. Your death is my final day," the Grim Reaper answered, his tone as calm as ever.

"If I die, you die too?" Lu Fengran asked, utterly astonished.

"Yes." The Grim Reaper nodded.

"How is that possible?" Lu Fengran exclaimed in shock upon receiving the Grim Reaper's affirmative answer.

"Why not? What do you know about Death? Where did you learn it—TV or comics?" Shaking his head at Lu Fengran's disbelief, Death gave a wry smile.

Lu Fengran froze upon hearing this...

Indeed, he knew nothing about the Grim Reaper. His understanding came solely from TV and comics—mere human imaginings. Even though the being before him confirmed the Reaper's existence, how many truly had ever seen one? And of those who had, how many could, like him, chat with Death as casually as if discussing everyday matters, utterly detached from any lingering attachment to life?

Lu Fengran suddenly felt how ridiculous he was...

How absurd to measure these mysterious, enigma-like "things" with the content of TV shows and comics.

After all, television and comics were full of things that defied common sense, logic, and even proper values. And everyone knew this deep down, yet they couldn't—or wouldn't—speak it aloud.

But even these widely known fallacies, he knew not to take at face value.

Yet now, faced with the grim reaper—a being virtually unseen in reality, and even if witnessed, one whose existence would be met with disbelief—he found himself clinging to the portrayals of death gods from TV shows and comics.

This was utterly ridiculous...

"If you can't control my life or death, nor your own, and if I die, you'll follow me in death—doesn't that make you, the Grim Reaper, even more pitiful than us mortals?" Lu Fengran was both stunned and perplexed. He couldn't fathom the purpose of such a Grim Reaper.

"How should I put it... pitiful it may be, but after that pitifulness comes rebirth." The Grim Reaper responded to Lu Fengran's question with only a faint smile.

"Rebirth?" Lu Fengran grew even more perplexed.

"Yes, rebirth—no longer as the Grim Reaper, but true rebirth." The Grim Reaper nodded and spoke.

"What is true rebirth?" Lu Fengran asked, bewildered.

"After you die, I too will cease to exist—though it cannot truly be called death. More accurately, it is reincarnation, a return to human form." The Grim Reaper explained.

"As a human... reborn..." Lu Fengran murmured these two key phrases under his breath.

"Let me put it this way: our relationship is unique. We've been together through countless lifetimes. When I am the Grim Reaper, you are human. But when I am human, the one who becomes the Grim Reaper... is you..." The Grim Reaper began, yet paused at the crucial moment, leaving Lu Fengran alone with his thoughts.

"As the Grim Reaper, I cannot control my own life or death... When I die as a human... the Grim Reaper also 'dies'... only to be reborn... I become human... you become the Grim Reaper... you become human... I become the Grim Reaper..." Lu Fengran murmured, his gaze unfocused, unconsciously repeating the words the Grim Reaper had spoken to him.

"Could it be..." Suddenly, a flash of insight struck Lu Fengran. He snapped his head up, his questioning gaze fixed on the Grim Reaper.

Whether Lu Fengran's thoughts aligned with the Grim Reaper's intentions remained unclear.

The Grim Reaper seemed to understand Lu Fengran well. Without waiting for confirmation, he nodded directly, indicating that Lu Fengran's conjecture was correct.

"I never mentioned a word..." Lu Fengran frowned deeply at this.

"Any matter concerning you, I know intimately—including your thoughts," the Grim Reaper stated flatly.

Lu Fengran stared at the Grim Reaper with a strange look, simultaneously thinking to himself, "Really?"

"It's true." The thought barely formed before the Grim Reaper spoke again, his tone as calm as before. Whether he was using psychology or truly knew Lu Fengran's thoughts remained unclear.

Lu Fengran’s face drained of color.

For if this were true, then before this so-called Death God who had accompanied him since birth, his nearly thirty years of thoughts, secrets, and even his private life—wouldn't that mean...

"Don't overthink it. I'm your personal Death God. No one else can see me." As if reading Lu Fengran's thoughts, the Death God spoke, implying that even if he knew, it was only for himself. After all, since no one could see him, he had nowhere to share it.

Lu Fengran remained silent, his eyes fixed intently on the Death God.

"Of course, nothing is absolute. Some with yin-yang vision can see me." Whether out of unease or something else, the Death God, under Lu Fengran's intense stare, spoke again.

"Staring at me won't help. I'm not some idle fool who'd blab your private affairs for no reason. Besides, even if I wanted to talk, others wouldn't necessarily listen. And even if I did, you couldn't do a thing about it. You saw just now—you can't touch me, and I can't touch anything in this world." "As if afraid Lu Fengran's rage wasn't yet sufficient, the Grim Reaper paused before adding, "The only thing you can do is die—and take me with you."

"I will live well, because I refuse to grant you that satisfaction." Though rage burned within Lu Fengran, he maintained his composure and delivered a counter to the Grim Reaper.

"You claim to know everything about me?" After a moment, Lu Fengran suppressed his rage and asked.

"Mhm." The Grim Reaper nodded.

"Who is that man?" Lu Fengran gritted his teeth, forcing the words out through clenched jaws.

The Grim Reaper listened but said nothing, merely shaking his head—whether to indicate ignorance or refusal remained unclear.

"Is it that you can't say, or that you don't know?" Seeing this, Lu Fengran's rage intensified.

"I don't know," the Grim Reaper replied.

"Didn't you claim that anything concerning me is as clear to you as the fingers on your own hand?" Lu Fengran sneered, unsure whether this was genuine contempt for the Grim Reaper or a ploy to provoke him.

"Yes," the Grim Reaper affirmed, his tone unwavering.
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Chapter 4: Only Seven Days Left to Live
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"Then why do you know nothing about that man?" Lu Fengran sneered again.

"First, I only know about you. That man has some connection to you, but he isn't you, so I don't know him. Second, though I know everything about you, our relationship is unique. I can perceive your thoughts and understand your affairs, but this knowledge exists only on the premise that you yourself are aware of them." To prove his innocence, the Grim Reaper continued, "In other words, if you don't know something, I don't know it either. Even more, if one day you lose your memory, I too will forget everything you've forgotten."

"You... how utterly useless..." Lu Fengran blurted out instinctively.

He never imagined that this figure, who should inspire suffocating terror and dread, could be so utterly useless. Not only could he not kill him, but he would die alongside him if Lu Fengran perished. Now, his memories were even synchronized with Lu Fengran's. It sounded incredibly powerful, but in reality, it was completely useless...

"Sigh..." Hearing Lu Fengran's words and the thoughts behind them, the Grim Reaper could only shake his head helplessly and let out a mournful sigh.
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